















PRAISE FOR SHEDDING OUR STARS
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“Thanks to Ursula LeGuin, I came aboard this powerful vessel: an inspirational story, largely unknown, of the Jews of Holland, the incredible role of the young German official Hans Calmeyer, and the many thousands of lives he saved. Stories of Anne Frank’s family, and Laureen and Rudi Nussbaum’s own stories. Even a story of my own family. Of all our families. I was in tears again and again.”


—DR. TONY WOLK, Professor of English, Portland State University, and author of The Parable of You and the Lincoln Out of Time trilogy


“What is the price of integrity? In occupied Holland, the German bureaucrat Hans Calmeyer (1903–1972) saved at least 3,700 Jewish lives and protected 9,000 more in mixed marriages. After 1945, some Germans saw him as a traitor, or self-serving. Laureen Nussbaum, who grew up with Anne and Margot Frank, was among the lucky ones able to remove the yellow star thanks to Calmeyer. Nussbaum’s account proves we need eye-witness testimony to take heed of the past and its legacy in the present.”


—DR. PENNY MILBOUER, translator of Between Persecution and Participation: Biography of a Bookkeeper at J. A. Topf & Söhne


“This is an inspiring story of quiet resistance from a German lawyer, Hans Calmeyer, who, while playing his role as a loyal German in the ‘dejudification’ of the Netherlands, maintained a rescue operation that saved thousands of Jewish lives, more than Schindler. Among them was Laureen Nussbaum, whose account in this remarkable biography/autobiography is like that of Anne Frank, her friend, in rendering the feel and texture of living in Amsterdam during the war. … Gripping and revelatory.”


—DR. GAYLE GREENE, author of The Woman Who Knew Too Much: Alice Stewart and the Secrets of Radiation and Missing Persons: A Memoir


“This intertwined family memoir and Calmeyer biography gives a unique take on a familiar story. It reads like a novel, showing how two people—a fourteen-year-old girl who was helping her boyfriend in hiding, and a German bureaucrat who was saving lives under constant scrutiny—managed to resist the Nazis. You’ll see the world of Nazi-occupied Amsterdam in more intimate detail than ever before—and unlike a novel, you’ll see what happens to the author and Calmeyer after the war years were over. We need this book now, for its example of two people of unimpeachable integrity in the worst of times, and for its warning.”


—MARY DINGEE FILLMORE, author of An Address in Amsterdam




SHEDDING OUR STARS




[image: Image]




Copyright © 2019 by Laureen Nussbaum


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed,
or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording,
digital scanning, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the
prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations
embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted
by copyright law. For permission requests, please address She Writes Press.


Published October 2019


Printed in the United States of America


Print ISBN: 978-1-63152-636-7


E-ISBN: 978-1-63152-637-4


Library of Congress Control Number: 2019940523


For information, address:


She Writes Press


1569 Solano Ave #546


Berkeley, CA 94707


Interior design by Tabitha Lahr


She Writes Press is a division of SparkPoint Studio, LLC.


Unless otherwise noted, all translations from the German and the Dutch are by
Laureen Nussbaum, and all illustrations, except otherwise stated, are her property.




Dedicated to the memory of Calmeyer’s biographer, Peter Niebaum, and to those born after us, especially to Hans Calmeyer’s offspring: Micah Victoria, Alexander Hannes, and Nicholas Albrecht Hentschel, the children of his son Michael Calmeyer Hentschel.




For a person who was “Aryanized,” the gate to life opened.


—BENNO STOKVIS, 1961, Dutch lawyer in the occupation years
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Too little, too little!


—HANS CALMEYER, 1965, letter to Dr. J. Presser
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INTRODUCTION BY TED KOPPEL
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I have always been vaguely familiar with the theory of six degrees of separation—the notion that each of us is somehow connected, however tenuously, with any other person on the planet through a chain of no more than five intermediaries. It is easily demonstrable when the first link in the chain has been a journalist for more than fifty years. Having met Nelson Mandela, Mikhail Gorbachev, Ronald Reagan, among several thousand other newsmakers, my “connection” to the millions, the hundreds of millions who swirled in and out of their collective orbits, is only a single point of separation away. Multiplied four more times by successive layers of intermediaries and arithmetic does the rest. Unaware as we may be, we are, at least mathematically speaking, demonstrably connected to one another. It is a small world.


Curiously, I need no such device to link me to the hero of this book, although his name and, indeed, his very existence, were unknown to me until Laureen Nussbaum asked me to write this introduction. Laureen’s mother, Marianne, and mine, Alice, were close friends as young German women in Frankfurt/Main between the two world wars. They remained so throughout the turbulent decades that followed. It is difficult to imagine now, in the knowledge of what was to come, but the sense of identity that characterized these two young women centered more on their nationality than their religion. The fact that Marianne was raised a Christian and Alice was Jewish had no more impact on their friendship during the years of the Weimar Republic in Germany than a similar relationship would experience these days in the United States. Indeed, Marianne soon married a Jew, Joseph Klein.


To a much greater degree than their eastern European co-religionists, German Jews were assimilated. My father, Erwin Koppel, served four years in the German army during the First World War. In light of all that would ultimately transpire under the Nazis, it now seems relatively trivial, but many years later my father would recall how shattered he was to find that he had been declared stateless. He had always been, he believed, a totally committed German. Germany’s Jews during the Weimar Republic were, they believed, inextricably woven into the fabric of their nation’s culture and society. Walther Rathenau served as Germany’s first Jewish foreign minister almost fifty years before Henry Kissinger earned a similar distinction as the U.S. Secretary of State. Recalling my father’s sense of nationalism, I can only imagine the growing sense of despair that ultimately convinced him to flee Germany and move to England in 1937. He and my mother, Alice Neu, had been “keeping company” (in the delicate euphemism of those times) for a number of years but did not marry until well after she joined him in Lancashire, England, in 1938. Marianne Klein visited them there in August 1939, half a year before I was born.


The Kleins and their three daughters had taken refuge in Holland several years earlier. The Kleins and the Koppels would not see one another again until July 1948, at which time the author of this book, Laureen Nussbaum, was still known by the diminutive of her given German name, Hannelore—Hansi. As a pre-pubescent at the time, I was only vaguely aware of the circumstances that threw Hansi and the dark, somewhat brooding, Rudi Nussbaum together. I knew that Rudi had been given shelter by the Kleins during the Nazi occupation of Holland. I never quite understood how it was that the Kleins were in a position to give anyone shelter. Hansi’s father, Joseph, after all, was himself a Jew. The three girls, under the principles of Aryan purity that governed life in Germany, would surely also have been considered Jews, their Christian grandmother notwithstanding. Rudi’s survival of the war and ultimately his marriage to Hansi seemed simply a happier version of the far better-known story of Anne Frank, whose diary and ultimate death in a Nazi concentration camp have become the universal chronicle of the Holocaust, writ small.


I never knew, until reading the first chapter of this book, that the Kleins and the Franks had been friends in Frankfurt, had attended the same synagogue, moved to the same neighborhood in Amsterdam. I am removed from Anne Frank, I discover, by only one degree of separation. How extraordinary to learn this only now, near the end of my own passage through life. Even so, the nagging question of how the Kleins were in a position to offer shelter to young Rudi Nussbaum, given their own vulnerability to the Nazi selection process, has only been clarified by this touching and illuminating introduction to what may seem an oxymoron: a heroic bureaucrat.


Hans Calmeyer, easily overlooked as a functionary in the Nazi machine, was, you will learn, a hero of epic proportions, risking his own security to save the lives of thousands of Jews. Among those, a Jewish woman who once served as his secretary married, it turns out, to a Heinz Koppel. What, if any, relationship exists between Heinz and me I may never know. It is only one in a series of bewildering discoveries, among which is the extraordinarily gratifying one that permits me to claim, with pride, that Hans Calmeyer and I are linked by merely one degree of separation.


We live, once again, in perilous times when millions of people have been uprooted by war and brutal prejudice to navigate the shoals of general, global indifference. Hans Calmeyer would, I think, be proud of Angela Merkel’s principled offer of refuge to so many hundreds of thousands of desperate Muslims; just as we Americans will, I believe, one day cringe in shame at our failure to match Germany’s generosity of spirit.


That, however, is the subject of another book for another day.


—TED KOPPEL


Potomac, MD, spring 2016





PREFACE
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In 1992, the exhibition Anne Frank in the World came to Portland, Oregon, where my husband and I had made our home for over thirty years. The exhibition was a major event. Some two dozen people in the greater Portland area who had lived through the Holocaust were willing to speak about their experiences. They told their stories and answered questions, bringing seventy-two thousand visitors closer to what had happened in Europe under the Nazi regime half a century earlier. I was one of those witnesses.


In 1936, my parents emigrated with their three daughters from Frankfurt/Main to Amsterdam. We, the Kleins, settled in the same neighborhood as Anne Frank’s family, whom we had known in Frankfurt. Margot Frank, Anne’s older sister, was among the first four thousand Jewish refugees aged sixteen to forty ordered to report for “forced labor” in Germany. My older sister was served the same summons. Anne had just turned thirteen, I was almost fifteen, and my younger sister twelve, all three of us too young under the edict to be sent away.


It is well known from Anne’s diarythat the day after Margot received the summons, the Frank family went into hiding in the back quarters of Otto Frank’s business. They managed to hold out for twenty-five months, thanks to the loving care of Mr. Frank’s clerical staff and to the unwavering support of his business partners. Anne wrote vividly about their secret life above the office and warehouse rooms.


Sadly, Otto Frank was the only one in the family to survive the war. Anne and Margot died from typhus at Bergen-Belsen, and Mrs. Frank succumbed to exhaustion in Auschwitz. Upon his return to Amsterdam, despite his tremendous loss, Mr. Frank was happy to find that his business partners and his office staff had survived the horrors, and that my family still lived in the same apartment where he had last visited us three years before.


How had we escaped the dance of death, he’d asked at the time, a question repeated again and again whenever I speak about the Holocaust. There were other “good” Germans besides Oskar Schindler with his now-famous list. Thanks to one of them, a little-known lawyer named Hans Calmeyer, my family and thousands of other Jews survived.


As one who benefited from Calmeyer’s courage, I have long felt the urge to write his story in English. I base this on sources in German and in Dutch, primarily on the biographical works by Peter Niebaum but also on the books by the lawyers Mathias Middelberg and Ruth van Galen-Herrmann. The result is this biography of an unsung hero, a man who never joined the Nazi party and who took enormous risks in his position at the headquarters of the German High Commissioner in the Netherlands to sabotage Hitler’s “final solution.”


Hans Calmeyer saved the lives of more Jews than Schindler. Among many others, my family and I owe Calmeyer a great and unpayable debt. Without him, we wouldn’t be here. I fervently hope that this book, which blends my family’s story with his, will help to bring him the international recognition he is due.





Chapter One


EARLY CHILDHOOD IN FRANKFURT
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I was only five years old when Hitler became chancellor of Germany on January 30, 1933. Yet, I have vivid memories of countless SA units (Sturmabteilung, Nazi Stormtroopers) marching in their mustard-colored uniforms through the streets of Frankfurt, singing Nazi propaganda songs. One day my parents caught me parading in a similar fashion along the long corridor from the front of our apartment to the kitchen. I had my father’s cane slung over my right shoulder in lieu of a rifle, and I was singing “Die Fahne hoch” (Hold up the Flag), one of the most popular Nazi songs. My dismayed parents made me stop immediately and forbade me from ever again marching in that fashion.


At the time, I was too young to understand the implications of Hitler’s takeover, but my parents were well aware of the ominous portent as the Nazis spouted their anti-Semitic propaganda and clamped down systematically on anything leftist, Marxist, or even pacifist.
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Susanne (Susi), Marion (Marli) and Hannelore (Hansi) Klein, 1932


My early childhood had been stable and comfortable, idyllic in its innocence, but the world around us was changing rapidly. The decade prior to my birth had been difficult for Germany. The Treaty of Versailles, signed June 18, 1919, put an end to the German Empire in the wake of its defeat in World War I. The victorious powers radically reduced the territory of the newly created democratic German republic, called the Weimar Republic for the town where its liberal constitution was written. The treaty imposed harsh reparations, leaving the Germans with a rising tower of debt and a bitter sense of unjust punishment.


By 1923, the year my parents married, German war reparations payments were in arrears and the economy was failing. Hyperinflation drove up the price of bread to two hundred million marks by November, leaving most families in ruins. Germany’s right-wing political parties, including Hitler’s Nazi Party (officially the NSDAP, or National Socialist German Labor Party), promised restoration of German pride, quick and radical change, and an end to economic misery.


Hitler persuaded many with his populist speeches that he could fix everything quickly and that the future belonged to a new Germany. His party was founded in 1920 with a group of sixty-four supporters. Three years later, more than fifty thousand Nazi party members rallied in Munich under the swastika flag for the first national party convention.


Boycotts against Jewish-owned businesses began shortly after the National Socialists took over. In May of 1933, Nazis publicly burned books written by Jewish authors as well as by pacifists, communists, and socialists in a nationwide “action against the un-German Spirit.”


The democratic republic established in Weimar, a constitutional state, was rapidly undone. The Nazi “Enabling Act” banned the Communist and the Socialist parties; the Gleichschaltung (enforced alignment) of the trade unions and the press was implemented. Stormtroopers were in evidence all over the country. Hermann Göring and Heinrich Himmler set up the Gestapo, the secret state police.


Jews and anti-fascists began leaving Germany in response to the dictatorial control by the Nazi party. Many of them left their home country to or via the Netherlands. Those who emigrated earliest fared best economically, because they were permitted to take their assets and their belongings. Over the course of the 1930s, the restrictions tightened. Some of the people who left were friends from my father’s liberal Westend Synagogue. These included the Frank family. Anne Frank’s Diary later became famous worldwide for its compelling account of life in hiding during the Holocaust.


My parents considered themselves thoroughly assimilated into German society. My Jewish father was a financial expert in a large metal firm. My mother’s father was also Jewish, but he’d had little influence on her upbringing. She’d been raised for six years in a Protestant foster family and later by her Catholic mother. We celebrated Hanukkah at home and Christmas at my maternal grandmother’s. Our family was well established in Frankfurt, and my parents treasured the cultural life in the city. They had no desire to leave. Like many other people at the time, they saw the barbarism of the Nazis as a temporary aberration. They couldn’t imagine that Hitler would last.
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Marianne Klein, mid 1930s


[image: Image]


Joseph Klein, mid 1930s


Yet, by the end of 1935, my parents were convinced that we needed to leave Frankfurt. In the previous two years, the life we’d shared there as a family had been taken away from us bit by bit. Public schools were segregated. Bernhard Rust, Germany’s National Secretary of Education, proclaimed, “One of the basic conditions for successful educational work is racial conformity between teacher and student. Children of Jewish descent are very detrimental to the homogeneity of the classroom and to the unhampered realization of national-socialist education of our youth.”1


At the time, I was a third grader. My elementary school had enough Jewish students to set apart one wing of the building with a separate entrance for us. It hurt when Elfriede Kunz, a non-Jewish girl with whom I used to walk to school, steered clear of me. Even worse were the horribly anti-Semitic cartoons in Der Stürmer (The Assailer) in the newsstand I passed on my way to school.


Since we were banished from joining our contemporaries in sports and games, many of us Jewish children compensated for our exclusion by getting together in small groups to learn Hebrew songs and to practice dancing the horah, the Jewish line dance. At school our class performed a play, The Princess with the Nose, about an insolent princess magically cured of her bad behavior with wine from Israel.2


Even the very naïve in mid-1930s Germany could no longer doubt that they were living under a dictator whose word was to be the law of the land. In 1935, at the NSDAP party rally in Nuremberg, it was announced that marriages between Jews and Aryans (non-Jews) were forbidden. So was extramarital intercourse between Jews and citizens of German or kindred blood.


The uncertainties of starting over in another country, many though they were, finally tallied as less than the very real risk to our lives if we remained in Germany. Some of our friends had already left, and many were to follow. I looked forward to the adventure of living in a new country and learning a new language, but my older sister, Susi, who was part of a group of close friends, felt desolate as they scattered across the globe. Marli (family nickname for our youngest sister, Marion) was not quite six and too young to voice an opinion.





Chapter Two


HANS CALMEYER
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Little did I know that, while I was in kindergarten getting ready to go to school, a young lawyer who would later have a profound impact on me and my family was just starting his career in another German city.


Hans Calmeyer was born June 23, 1903, in Osnabrück, a city in northwest Germany roughly halfway between Berlin and Amsterdam. His mother, Elisabeth Abeken, came from a highly respected patrician family that had lived in Osnabrück for centuries. His father, Georg Rudolf Calmeyer, a judge, hailed from a family of landowners and businessmen in Gehrde, a village to the north of Osnabrück.


Hans was the youngest of three boys. He adored his older brothers Alfred and Rudel and relied on their example and advice. Temperamentally they could hardly have been more different. Alfred was rational and judicious, Rudel impetuous and artistic. Hans came to see himself as an amalgam of the two: from an early age he was both dutiful and fanciful, a reliable and systematic worker as well as a dreamer. The Calmeyer brothers grew up in a comfortable, upper-middle-class neighborhood. Next door lived the prominent Westerkamp family. Eberhard was Hans’s friend from infancy. Their nannies walked the boys out in their buggies together.1
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Hans Calmeyer as a school boy in Gnesen, 1914


Father Calmeyer’s career as a judge took the family to Gnesen (Gniezno in Polish), in the province of Posen, the town where Polish kings had been crowned during the Middle Ages. Poland’s borders with neighboring Prussia, Austria, and Russia had been redrawn several times over the preceding 150 years, as the country was partitioned and repartitioned after a series of wars. Gnesen was Prussian from 1814 until the end of World War I in 1919, when it once again became Gniezno, in reconstituted Poland. The town’s fraught history left its population rife with cultural, ideological, and ethnic divisions. As an adolescent, Hans Calmeyer was sensitive to the tensions and found himself siding with the weaker minorities, Poles and Jews, against the dominant Prussians with their nationalist-militarist traditions.


World War I broke out in 1914, when Hans’s older brothers were in their mid-teens. They served in the German Army late in the war. In the space of a few days in April 1918, the Calmeyer brothers were both killed in action in Flanders, northern France. His brothers’ deaths on the battlefield marked the end of childhood for Hans, who was not yet fifteen years old.2


As a young law student in Munich, Calmeyer found himself tangentially involved in the unsuccessful coup attempt to overthrow the government of Bavaria that became known as the Beer Hall Putsch of 1923. On November 9, Hitler and General Erich Ludendorff, a highly esteemed strategist of the German Army during World War I, led some three thousand marchers through the streets of central Munich toward the Feldherrnhalle (literally, the General’s Hall). Calmeyer accompanied a student company of the Black Reichswehr, an illegal offshoot of the former German Army, mostly consisting of disbanded reserve units and volunteer militias.


As the front ranks of marchers surged toward the heart of the city, Munich police blocked their way. Calmeyer and his fellow students watched from afar as a skirmish broke out between the Landespolizei (Bavarian police) and the Nazi rebels. Hitler and many of his Nazi cohorts fled the scene. Ludendorff calmly led the remaining marchers toward a nearby square, where he and other leaders of the putsch were arrested.


In the fall of 1946, recalling the putsch, Calmeyer wrote emphatically that he was with the student militia, “but not as a follower of Hitler.” Referring to himself in the third person, he went on to say: “In fact, the experience of the day separated the young activist—whom even then some of his contemporaries called an incurable idealist and jurist—from many friends and decisively from any kind of nationalism.”3 Thereafter his sympathies lay firmly with the Independent Socialist Party of Germany (the USPD), which had no nationalistic overtones.


After studying at several different universities, Calmeyer enrolled at Friedrich Schiller University in Jena in 1924. Here his aspirations and study habits gelled, and his grades were excellent. In his journal, the young law student sought to understand himself and others. Driven by ambition and pride, he alternated between states of exuberance, emphatic affirmations of life, moments of self-satisfaction and states of deep despair, anxiety before examinations, profound insecurities, and harsh self-criticism.


His favorite book was Thomas Mann’s new novel, The Magic Mountain. In its protagonist, Hans Castorp, he saw himself. He commented in his diary:


It hurts me daily to find myself totally unable to express what flashes through my mind. If only I could be rid of it. Instead, all the experiences of the last eight years that I have stored within me, weigh painfully on me. They are shadows I cannot banish. I love these shadows and undergo the anguish as a kind of happiness, to which I revert time and again. Every memory includes anguish, because it always contains something lost, something irretrievable, something to weep for.


In The Magic Mountain: “Passion is to live for the sake of life. You people, however, live for the sake of experiences. Passion, that is, forgetting oneself. You people, however, are after enriching yourselves.”


… It is all right to substitute love for life, possibly even makes things clearer both for Hans Castorp and for myself.4
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In Ein anderer Deutscher (A Different Kind of German), Calmeyer’s biographer Peter Niebaum included quotations from the young law student’s journal that foreshadow the mature Calmeyer. In the first one Hans asks himself what would make for a truly good person.


The answer: one who is characterized by kindness.


In the second entry he notes, “Yet, there are ridiculously small things that are possibly bigger than great heroic deeds. They do not inspire awe; on the contrary, they appear pitiful and foolish—and yet they are informed by more intrinsic, intimate values. (Hasn’t somebody already described such heroes?)”5
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Hans Calmeyer as a law student, early 1920s


Calmeyer sailed through his first national law examination at the end of 1925 and launched into the three and a half years of internship required of prospective lawyers.


He met Ruth Labusch in Jena in 1926. She was two and a half years younger than he. Ruth shared Hans’s left-liberal political convictions and never hesitated to lambast those she disagreed with. The two were passionately drawn to each other and began a romantic, often tempestuous relationship that ebbed and flowed but endured to the end of his life.


Theirs was an unlikely match. Where Hans was patient, perceptive, and tactful, Ruth was brutally blunt. Where he sometimes dithered, over-rationalized or withdrew into reverie, she got right to the point and acted decisively, leaving burned bridges behind her. Hans admired Ruth’s fiery nature and firmness of mind; yet all too often he found her ill-humored and disagreeable. Between quarrels and reconciliations over the next two years, they became engaged.


An important way station in Calmeyer’s legal education was the appellate court in the town of Celle. There Hans roomed with a colleague from Osnabrück named Wilhelm Rosebrock. The two men formed an intense and long-lasting friendship. A joke between them was that when they were hanged, it would have to be from the same tree.


Rosebrock gives a description of the young Calmeyer:


A gentleman of the old school, courtly in his manners, but beneath this surface a leftist rebel, enthusiastic about the USPD [the Independent Socialist Party of Germany]. In the presence of the wrong people, he can simply turn to ice. Otherwise he loves eloquent language, as I do. Moreover, an intelligent fellow, tolerant, liberal, a considerable legal talent—only too generous with money. Intellectually at all times a most stimulating man, who can also step back. … Hans Calmeyer is amiability personified. With his fiancée I have a problem, though: Ruth is terribly high-strung.6
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Calmeyer passed his second national law examination in 1929 and became a fully accredited lawyer. The following year he married Ruth with little fanfare. A baby was on the way.


Calmeyer assumed his first professional position as a clerk assessor for the public prosecutor in Halle, on the Saale River. Ruth was heavily pregnant when they arrived; their son Peter was born there on September 5, 1930. Calmeyer quickly realized that his calling was to defend rather than to prosecute, and he soon left the job.


He worried about the increasing strength of the Nazi Party. In 1930, the party doubled the number of its seats in the Reichstag, the German parliament. Hitler drew crowds to grandly staged rallies where he thundered promises to undo the humiliation of the Treaty of Versailles and restore the former glory of the Fatherland. His party, he pledged, would disprove the lie that Germany had caused the outbreak of World War I. The aggressor was not the noble German nation, but a cabal of Jews, socialists, and communists.
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Hans and Ruth Calmeyer in the Osnabrück house, early 1930s


Calmeyer knew that as a public officer he would have to follow Hitler’s orders if the Nazi Party came to power. Thus in 1931 he returned to his home city to open a private law office.


In Osnabrück, the Calmeyers moved in circles bound together by a critical appraisal of the Nazis and by a love of the arts. Close friends included Josef Woldering, a banker motivated by his Roman Catholic worldview, and Bruno Hanckel, a bookseller who promoted leftist socialist ideas. To the dismay of all, the tide of popular support for Hitler steadily rose. When Hitler made a public appearance in Osnabrück in the summer of 1932, a local dignitary welcomed him with a strongly anti-Semitic speech. The event drew an audience of 25,000 people, over a quarter of the town’s population.7


Calmeyer’s childhood friend Eberhard Westerkamp became the district president, an important administrator in the local government. Embracing the new regime, Westerkamp professed allegiance to National Socialism: “It is now my firm intent to work in the spirit of this great time with my whole heart and with sincere affirmation of the new epoch. … National Socialism has outgrown the party system. It will comprise all Germans.”8


Despite his new fealty to the Nazi Party, Westerkamp declared himself in favor of religious tolerance and against total centralization of state power, much to his credit in Calmeyer’s view.


Calmeyer went his own way. He employed a Jewish secretary, Henny Hirsch, a count against him by Nazi reckoning. He belonged to no political party, but he occasionally defended communists arrested during altercations with the Nazis. Ruth drew attention as a vocal opponent of Nazi doctrine. For all these reasons, Calmeyer’s office came under a cloud of suspicion in a town where Hitler was popular.


In the autumn of 1933, Calmeyer’s license to plead at the bar of both the local court and the appellate court was temporarily revoked in retaliation for having defended communists. That meant he could no longer practice his profession. A later decree made the suspension permanent. Local Nazis had branded Calmeyer a “parlor Bolshevist” and deemed him untrustworthy.


Joined by other influential friends, District President Westerkamp interceded with the SS (Schutzstaffel, the Nazi Party’s security service), on Calmeyer’s behalf, declaring him a sentimental, humanitarian idealist, yet an excellent jurist who would be an asset for the National Socialist movement.


After six months of professional ostracism, Calmeyer was readmitted to the bar and again allowed to work as a lawyer. The reasons for the Nazis’ change of heart remain obscure, but family legend holds forth the following curious tale.


Anti-militarist Calmeyer avidly collected hand-painted, miniature tin soldiers. In his months of unemployment, he visited an exhibition of tin soldiers in Hanover. The showcases featured reconstructions of Napoleon’s battles. A fellow collector overheard Calmeyer grumbling to himself, “That is incorrect. The cavalry is not properly aligned; the artillery is not correct either.”


The onlooker readily agreed and struck up a conversation, during which Calmeyer mentioned his precarious professional situation. His interlocutor, who turned out to be the brother of Prussian Minister of Justice Hanns Kerrl, opined, “I must discuss your case with my brother. It does not stand to reason that a man who is so knowledgeable about Napoleon’s battles would be infected by Communism.”9
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