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Foreword

Warfare profoundly changes not just its combatants but also its eyewitnesses. A war correspondent—the professional eyewitness whose task is to get as close as possible and report as much as possible while surviving as long as possible—is in a peculiar position. Neither victim nor killer, he still risks injury and death. Meanwhile, he must stand aside as portions of the truth he attempts to convey to a readership back home are siphoned off by censorship. It is, ultimately, a frustrating profession that one way or another can destroy many of its bravest and most honest practitioners.

George Anthony Weller (1907-2002) was among the eminent American correspondents of his era, recipient of a 1943 Pulitzer Prize and a 1954 George Polk Award, both for foreign reporting. He first made his name as a courageous reporter during World War II, one of the few to cover every principal theater of war on all the continents. To revisit his diverse work now, sixty-five years later, is to be reminded of how very much the foreign correspondent—a vanishing profession—can and should provide, and how much has been lost along with the reading public: not just the skill, in wartime, to evoke unforgettably a battle large or small, but also the rigorous ability to analyze the politics that lies behind it, and give voice to the rich personal stories and complex levels within any human struggle.

One self-flattering aspect of a purely contemporary viewpoint is to imagine that correspondents today are more daring or endangered than in the past. This detailed look at a single reporter's World War II odyssey should put such notions to rest. It is also a chance to follow the effect of five years of continuous war on an exceptional man. Here he is in 1943, after seven months of steadily worsening malaria in the jungles of Papua New Guinea, writing to his editor from a portable hospital near the front about when he might be coming home for a much-needed break: “You may wonder why it takes me any time at all to cut loose from this war, when others are able to flit from one theater to another like swallows. It is because I have been deep in it. It takes time to free oneself and get ready to come back.”

When George Weller left New York by ship in December 1940 to report from Europe for the Chicago Daily News, he was professionally successful and well prepared for the task at hand. At thirty-three, he had managed to survive the Depression as a writer. He was a mature, highly praised novelist and sometime translator, fluent (albeit with a Boston accent) in German, French, modern Greek, and Italian, conversant in Spanish and Portuguese. He had placed more than a hundred articles and short stories in the leading magazines, including a dozen pieces for the New Yorker. He had spent much of his twenties in Europe, writing two novels and working as a Balkans stringer (1932-1936, a dollar per day) for the New York Times.

Widely published yet still barely solvent, once he left America behind for good and became a full-fledged foreign correspondent, he was immersed in nonstop war. In the opening year alone he endured at close hand a series of upheavals as the Axis took over the world. From Portugal and Spain he moved to more-familiar terrain and watched the Nazis seize Rumania, Bulgaria, Yugoslavia. His baptism of fire came as his beloved Greece fell to German assault. As the last reporter out of a burning Salonika (by fishing boat), he was “quarantined” by the Nazis in Athens and taken to Berlin. Freed after nine weeks, he headed south. He tramped to the heart of Central Africa to find tribesmen who had fought the explorer Stanley in the prior century. In Brazzaville he managed a controversial interview with General de Gaulle, head of Free France, who soon tried to deny the overtures he had just made behind Churchill's back.

From there Weller followed Belgium's Congolese army on an obscure campaign against the Italians in the highlands of western Ethiopia. He met Haile Selassie on his recovered throne and, after the attack on Pearl Harbor, was sent east by his editor to Singapore. For six weeks he covered the doomed British colony, strategic key to Asia's sea lanes, as the Malay Peninsula fell to the Japanese. He got away on one of the final ships through Bomb Alley and spent the next month covering the collapse of Java, fleeing under heavy strafing and shelling on the last boat to escape. (Time magazine called him the “much machine-gunned George Weller”) Reaching Australia, he sent out the first account of the epic Battle of the Java Sea, an Allied disaster. All these classic stories are in this book, seen through his skeptical, sympathetic, and fiercely intelligent words.

That was his opening fifteen months; the rest of his war was equally eventful. Amid bouts of malaria he covered the struggle for the Pacific, principally from New Guinea, the Solomons, and Australia. He trained as a paratrooper, the first reporter to do so, and received his Pulitzer for the account of an appendectomy performed by a pharmacist's mate aboard a submarine in enemy waters. After home leave he returned to the Pacific via Italy; a violated Greece in the early throes of civil war; across the Middle East through Palestine, Iran, Iraq; a spell with guerrillas behind enemy lines in Burma; by tumultuous road to China, thence the Philippines, finally Japan. The relentless struggle pared and galvanized his writing, and shaped his vision of the world. In sending back not only the guts of war but the thinking behind it, too, the dispatches transformed him irrevocably.

A gusty man with extraordinarily alive blue eyes and a head suggesting steel-reinforced bone structure, Weller always seemed larger than a mere six feet. As someone who felt at home everywhere and went deep into what he called the secret history of each place, his reportorial gift was a mask of complete innocence that was misleading and often trapped his subjects in unwitting revelations.

Having begun as a novelist, he had more literary style than most reporters. (“You could hear the bomb singing as it came down, singing like a bomb that loved its work.”) He joined the Chicago Daily News in late 1940. All but forgotten now, this afternoon newspaper's foreign staff was syndicated in over eighty papers—far more than even that of the New York Times. Thus Weller's coverage, with a readership of ten million, appeared regularly in the Boston Globe, the San Francisco Chronicle, the St. Louis Post-Dispatch, and the New York Post. Besides him, the CDN could boast such correspondents as Leland Stowe, Paul Ghali, Robert J. Casey, Richard Mowrer, Edgar Ansel Mowrer, Webb Miller, Helen Kirkpatrick, John B. Terry (killed in the war), William H. Stoneman (wounded), Archibald Steele, John Whitaker, Walter Robb, David M. Nichol, Allen Haden, Hal O'Flaherty, and William McGaffin—four Pulitzers, one Medal of Freedom, and one French Legion of Honor among them. Time called their reporting of World War II “the best in the U.S.” They were under the direction of foreign editor Carroll Binder, whom Weller compared to a manager on a baseball team. “As events come to bat, he moves about his infield and outfield.” That might mean, for Weller, being shifted as rapidly as possible from an old war in Africa to a new in Asia: “When one war ends, another is quick to begin.”

Weller was a man of the world, in an old-fashioned definition: an American type who existed midcentury, charming, stubbornly confident, at ease in any situation. At the same time, he never forgot growing up poor—his Harvard tuition was generously paid by a man he caddied for as a teenager—and he remained frugal all his life. A career under fire or stuck in different places stopped him from worrying about eating well or dressing stylishly.

His second job after college, during a year of study at the University of Vienna, was as an actor with Max Reinhardt's theater company, partnering the young Hedy Lamarr. Freelancing from Vienna, Capri, and Athens, through the 1930s he managed to publish reportage and fiction regularly in Story, the Nation, Esquire, Collier's, Harper's, Vanity Fair, the New Republic, the Atlantic, and the New Yorker while getting a political education for the New York Times.

He also published two novels that secured his early reputation but made him little money. Not to Eat, Not for Love (1933) was a modernist work about Harvard whose diverse language held tinges of Joyce's influence and whose technique owed much to Dos Passos. Praised by luminaries such as Conrad Aiken, it went through five printings and is still remembered. Clutch and Differential (1936) fared differently. A panoramic attempt to portray American life through linked stories—connected by interludes using the automobile as allegory—the book received strong, if puzzled, reviews and sold fewer than three hundred copies “in the heart of the Depression,” as Weller put it, “when people on bread lines couldn't wait to read an experimental novel.”

His last novel, The Crack in the Column (1949), set in Greece during the Nazi occupation and subsequent civil war, was written during his stint as a Nieman Fellow. It was dedicated to George Polk, the CBS newsman whom Weller had met as a naval officer in the Solomon Islands and whose murdered body was found in Salonika Bay in May 1948. (Seven months earlier, in Greece, Weller had been Polk's best man and loaned him his wedding suit.) The dedication does not explain any of this, but reads simply: TO GEORGE POLK / WHO KNEW THE GREEKS / AND DID NOT FEAR THEIR GIFT.

From the 1950s, Weller covered principally the Mediterranean and the Middle East, but also the Soviet Union, Eastern Europe, South America, Africa, and the Pacific. He added to his résumé by being a prisoner of the Communist Chinese in Manchuria and the Germans in East Berlin. Once he traveled for a year and a half with never more than a week in one place, and often only a night or two; he roamed so constantly that one editor, looking over his expense sheets with dismay, said: “You can always count on Weller—he proceeds from A to B by way of Z.” He also wrote several plays that enjoyed the distinction of actually being produced. In 1972, six years before the CDN's untimely demise, he “retired” but continued to write and was awarded Italy's Premio Internazionale di Giornalismo. Most of his life was spent overseas—he died at ninety-five in his seaside villa, south of Rome—and across seven decades he reported from nearly every country.

Weller's War can be read not only for his accounts of dramatic events but, beneath this, as a wartime journey of the soul. It appears at a moment when World War II is about to leave the domain of the recent past, recalled in detail by some of our elders as an individual conflict in which they participated, and become a mythology.

“I should have felt remiss in the correspondent's duty toward history if I failed to record this before liberation had sicklied over the sharp memories,” he wrote in a letter to his editor near the end of the war, and often in these pages you can sense, behind his toil, a determination that what he has seen not be forgotten.

The toll on Weller's colleagues quickly becomes evident. Many reporters wound up dead. At the same time, the more outlandish episodes were typical; people feared lost in one country turn up alive, years later, on the other side of the world. The scale may seem immeasurably vast, but these dispatches show that it was a personal war, with its coincidental meetings, its quick friendships, its quirks of fate.

Chronologically, the five years contained in Weller's War lead up to the three weeks already covered in First into Nagasaki: The Censored Eyewitness Dispatches on Post-Atomic Japan and Its Prisoners of War (2006). As the first outside observer to reach Nagasaki (September 6, 1945), four weeks after the bomb, he defied MacArthur's blackout forbidding reporters from entering either nuclear site. After daring to make his way into the scorched city before any American soldiers or doctors, and brazenly telling the Japanese military he was not a newspaperman but a U.S. colonel, he wrote dispatch after dispatch of the greatest scoop of his career—indeed, one of the greatest of the century—only to see it all snuffed by MacArthur's censors. The stories were blocked from reaching his editors back at the Chicago Daily News.

After a week among the ruins and makeshift hospitals, speaking both with doomed Japanese and with their doctors cataloging the effects of radiation, Weller left Nagasaki to visit several nearby Allied POW camps—most of whose prisoners still didn't know the war was over. He took down each tortured man's saga of years at slave labor in treacherous coal mines. Those dispatches were suppressed, too.

As a result of the interviews, he wrote “The Death Cruise,” a long narrative about the worst Japanese hellship, whose cargo hold carried sixteen hundred prisoners from the Philippines to the prison camps. After seven weeks of dehydration, starvation, murder, bombing by our own planes, and even cannibalism, only three hundred survived.

Thwarted by the censors, Weller finally gave up on Nagasaki and moved on. His carbon copy of the dispatches soon went astray. It was one of the frustrations of his later years that these stories, among the most important of his career, were lost to posterity, erased by his own government. Six months after he died, amid the chaotic archive in his villa by the Mediterranean, I discovered the missing typescripts in a mildewed wooden crate—crumbling, moldy, still afire with all they had to say. They had been waiting, one room over from where he sat, ever-more faintly remembering; and my triumph was tempered by a sadness that he had died believing them vanished.

That book has made possible Weller's War. When I began assembling it, I was unaware of how very much my father had written during five years of war, or all he had survived to see the atomic conclusion. Because I grew up hearing story after story, I thought I had a notion of what his World War II had been like—the first war of his professional life. When I read all the dispatches, I realized I could not have been more wrong.

It was not just that in many parts of the world he reported from, the airplanes and trucks looked antiquated and rickety, or that what he called modern armaments seemed to belong to an age long before the atomic bomb. I'd imagined the war as a twentieth-century struggle, but so much of his experience—landscapes, empires, and people—instead seemed to leap fully grown from the nineteenth century. He had given me a sense of the heroism, the humor, and the bloodshed, but what he'd seen was more poignant, more funny, and far more horrible than what he later recounted. Best of all, I could watch it happening right before his eyes, before all his senses.

Inevitably, the present book is as much about being a war correspondent as it is about what one man witnessed. The ease of modern communications can make us overlook the fact that, until recently, a reporter's challenge lay in surmounting the problems not only of “getting in,” but of swiftly being able to get a story out. During World War II there were no instantaneous satellite links, only cable offices within reach if one were lucky, where—along with normal, excruciating delays—the tendrils of political and military censorship could be too muscular to remove.

The articles in this book were sent back in four ways. After being censored locally, most early dispatches were relayed to Chicago by telephone or radio. Those Greek dispatches following Weller's release by the Nazis seem to have been mailed from neutral locations, probably Bern and Lisbon, before Weller left for Africa.

The bulk of the book's dispatches were cabled via New York to Chicago, where CDN stenographers expanded them from a ready-for-telegram language that foreign correspondents wrote in directly. Due to the cost of sending stories across the globe (often forty cents a word), this compressed “cablese” removed everything obvious. Numbers, acronyms, and punctuations were spelled out. Each text was dated with the day and hour when a reporter was typing, since a dispatch might sit in a telegraph office for many days awaiting transmission. In 1942, for example, the South Pacific had only two cable routes, and one was the slow way around Africa; a reporter covering the war on New Guinea while nominally based in Australia might queue up behind a logjam of four hundred coded government messages.

To illustrate cablese—this lost language in which most of Weller's articles were composed in the field—here is the beginning of a dispatch from Nagasaki, typed at 1 a.m. on the morning of September 9, 1945:


press collect via rca chicagonews newyork nagasaki 90100 article to follow nagasakis hospitals stop atomic bombs peculiar quote disease unquote comma uncured because untreated and untreated because undiagnosed comma is still snatching away lives here stop men women children with no outward marks injury are dying daily in hospitals some after having walked around three or four weeks minimum thinking theyve escaped stop doctors here have every modern medicament but candidly confessed in talking to writer dash first allied observer reach nagasaki since surrender undash that answer to malady is beyond them stop their patients though skins whole are simply passing away under their eyes



This, when expanded, becomes:



The atomic bomb's peculiar “disease,” uncured because it is untreated and untreated because it is undiagnosed, is still snatching away lives here. Men, women and children with no outward marks of injury are dying daily in hospitals, some after having walked around for three or four weeks thinking they have escaped. The doctors here have every modern medicament, but candidly confessed in talking to the writer—the first Allied observer to reach Nagasaki since the surrender—that the answer to the malady is beyond them. Their patients, though their skins are whole, are simply passing away under their eyes.



In our era of instant electronic transmission it may be difficult to conceive of any blockage interrupting the smooth passage of news from reporter to editor. Yet the correspondents' version of World War II was only what the censors failed to stop. For any reporter who tried to defy censorship, there was always the threat of dire punishment: the withdrawal, in a war zone, of accreditation, without which a reporter could not function, leaving his newspaper, magazine, or radio network without a berth in an important dateline. Throughout the war, then, there was another war going on, all along, and it did not end with any treaty of surrender.

In my father's archive I found a list, penned in 1945, of censored stories. It includes: “The B-26 squadron commander in northern Australia who in deadly seriousness ordered the officers of the entire squadron to grow moustaches and carry swagger sticks. I have a copy of that order, but I'm going to try it on our censors in the next war … In Tahiti, our lend-lease bicycles and trucks were on public sale—the admiral there, the largest physically in the U.S. navy, suppressed the story and would not see me … In Brazzaville, Governor-General Eboué—could not interview him because he was black—or I could interview him but not say he was black. …”

The astute reader will enjoy watching Weller do his best to slip forbidden political analysis under the rug and out the other side. Unfortunately I have not been able to lay hands on the lost dispatch he wrote criticizing the Yalta Conference of February 1945, which MacArthur's determined censors blocked because he called it a defeat of the United States by Stalin. Late in life he wrote: “Wherever the censor's pencil falls on your copy, he is hurting you terribly. But he is also teaching you. Learn from the censor. Freud said it well—‘Wherever there is a repression, there is a neurosis.’ Follow that twinge. Find the unwelcome fact and give it a home. A censor knows exactly what he doesn't want you to write. Let him guide you.”

Since American World War II reporters were often in generic military fatigues, they wore brass shoulder tabs that said War Correspondent and carried the assimilated rank of lieutenant—“a painful disparity,” Weller wrote, “with Italy's fascist forces, where they were splendid colonels with orderlies. Still, I could hardly expect MacArthur and his colonels to promote me. After all, I refused to promote them.”

In the days before credit cards, each foreign correspondent carried a letter of credit for, say, $5,000, which was presented, on arrival in a new country, to a bank. The total would diminish as operating funds in the local currency were withdrawn. Gradually the letter of credit would have to be replaced, which presented other obstacles; a message from the accounting office of Weller's newspaper, written to him in Australia in May, stated that a letter of credit sent him in November had just been returned to them after “considerable traveling.” Due to bank regulations it could not be easily canceled, so off it went again to try to find him.

For this work Weller earned an annual salary of $6,000, or $500 a month. His personal mail took two years to catch up to him.

This volume represents about 10 percent of what Weller wrote from January 1941, when he arrived in Europe, until October 1945, just after he left Nagasaki. His output was prodigious despite challenging conditions; I have sifted every issue of the Chicago Daily News for his best published dispatches. And I have included a few “missing” ones, either killed by censors and never transmitted, or simply never published, which I found in his papers. Among these are what would have been the first graphic ground-level description of the results from the firebombing of Tokyo.

Through 1943, the CDN provided the date on which each dispatch was filed (unless that was so far back it made the material look questionable). In 1944 the paper ceased this useful practice, so from then on in the book the date for a dispatch becomes the day it appeared. Multiple dates mean I have combined dispatches.

The volume also contains a half-dozen longer pieces, written for magazine publication. Weller had an understanding with his editors that fuller articles could be handled by his literary agent, Harold Ober, if they did not fall within the CDN's confines. Written with details and gestures of style inappropriate for a daily paper, they add another dimension to the dispatches.

The novelist in Weller is always present in his ability to put a scene before us through dialogue, describe a battle concisely, or summon up an elusive atmosphere, and throughout the war he wrote short stories. I have selected three. I have also included a few of his letters and even a soldiers' verse—Weller was a great collector of ragtag bits and pieces. As in the prior volume, there is a section of photos chosen from thousands in his archives (though he found the task annoying, the CDN insisted he carry a Leica, and use it). And pertinent documents are reproduced before each chapter—such as his Nazi travel papers, and an apology from a brutal Japanese POW camp commander.

The volume offers abridged versions of his three wartime books: Singapore Is Silent, “Luck to the Fighters!” and Bases Overseas. It is impossible to compress 350 pages into 65, but I have tried. In another sense, there are two other “books” implicit here. In 1941 he saw Greece fall, and in 1945 watched its liberation turn into civil war; he also spanned a year and a half in New Guinea, the only reporter to cover all its major campaigns.

I have written brief introductions for each section. Some provide the story behind the chapter's adventures, some the basic political background presumably familiar to an average reader of the day. Obvious as it may sound, it is useful to recall that for much of the war Weller and his readers had no idea how it was going to end, nor how long that end would take.

No doubt there are characterizations and expressions that will bother some readers, but they speak to the racial nature of this war. It is always problematic to try to inhabit the past, to enter its differences; to re-create its assumptions, all it took for granted—for we must first try to understand it on its own terms before we judge it on ours. It is no use reading a reporter's words from the past and trying to frog-march them into the present. The goal, while remembering what you know that he did not, is to ask yourself if he knew anything that you do not.

I have chosen to maintain the spellings of place-names as used in the dispatches, rather than update them.

I have abridged every dispatch while preserving the writing. Most frequently cut have been lists of soldiers' names, mentioned in a dispatch as a way of not just giving credit but letting their loved ones know where they were and that they were alive. Weller was a boots-in-the-mud reporter, able to talk to men of any rank, but considerations apply to a book that do not apply to a day's newspaper article. If I have offended anyone by removing those names, I apologize.

No writer can second-guess posterity, which has its own hunger. Weller, like all serious correspondents, was well aware of the responsibilities of a reporter—to accurately and unsentimentally convey the truth to his readership, for they deserved no less—and of his duty toward history. The American instinct to simplify all politics, to look for an unpolitical, emotional right or wrong no matter what and to avoid thinking, stymied him. He believed it was the reporter's duty not to simplify, and like many correspondents, he thought the political naïveté of his countrymen total. In Singapore Is Silent, written the year after the United States entered the war, he was blunt: “Asia is the kindergarten of American geopolitics, and the American people are the reluctant pupils who dislike the lessons they must learn, and have not yet understood that the old, simple life of play in the garden at home is gone forever.”

As with many foreign correspondents, a globe-girdling life ultimately made it impossible for Weller ever to belong in America. Home became somewhere else. A dissatisfaction with the sleepiness of his country, and the habit of being overseas professionally, kept him away even while sharpening his skills of observation. In a letter to a friend sent from the Pacific in September 1942, he wrote:


I never felt that it was more necessary than at present to have at least one ornery correspondent with a disputative Yankee mind on the scene. Everywhere I go in the world I marvel at the narrow margin by which the truth gets into print, when it does. My job, and doing it well, never seemed so important to me as now. Sometimes I get the old egotistical feeling that the pulse of things here beats for me and me alone. At least I can say one thing positively, and that is that I know more people on more widely separated parts of this front than any other newspaperman. I try not to stay anywhere very long. I have already made up my mind how I can serve my country best … The war correspondent job is the one where I fit—no medals, no promotions, but plenty of personal satisfaction.



Over the years he witnessed as much death and destruction as the world has to offer, yet he never lost his unflagging humor, his sense of beauty or of the grandeur of human achievement.

As Walter Cronkite wrote: “George Weller was not only one of our best war correspondents but he had that quality that imbued his copy with lasting importance. He wrote in the present tense but always with the recognition that he was writing the history of his time.” Our need to understand the past is not nearly as strong as the present's natural determination to erase it. My hope is that this book may delay that erasure and, in its precise evocation of war, even achieve a kind of timelessness.

—Anthony Weller
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I
Early European Dispatches

Portugal, Spain, Rumania,
Bulgaria, Yugoslavia


When Weller stepped off the SS Excambion at Lisbon in January 1941—having left New York mid-December and written two dispatches on board, about the ship's barber and about fellow passenger Laurence Olivier, who took training as a Morse code operator—he hit the ground running. From neutral Portugal and the refugee situation coagulating Europe's borders, he moved on to Spain, which was suffering enforced food deprivations under Franco, then briefly on to Rome.

Though the United States was still a year away from entering the conflict, Europe was already a year and a half into the war. Hitler had successfully invaded Poland in September 1939, with the Soviet Union's aid; then Denmark and Norway in April 1940; followed by Luxembourg, the Netherlands, and Belgium; then France, which surrendered in June. (When Churchill refused to surrender, Hitler began air attacks on Britain's bases and cities, with an eventual invasion in mind.) Such victories helped impel Fascist Italy, under Mussolini, to join forces with Nazi Germany. They, with Japan, would constitute the principal forces of the Axis.

The value of Weller's earliest dispatches lies in their portrait of the fall of the Balkans—far more complex and personal than any summary can suggest, from the collaboration with Germany of Bulgaria and Rumania (whose oil fields were so crucial to Hitler) to early atrocities against Jews. Here, too, are hints of the coming invasion of Russia (June 1941), and the diplomatic dithering of the British prior to their wholehearted defense of Greece.
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RED TAPE BARS REFUGEE ROAD TO U.S. HAVENS

Creative Exiles in Lisbon Wait for Papers That Come Too Late

Lisbon, Portugal—January 11, 1941

Traffic on the “underground railroad” from France through Spain and Portugal to the United States—operated seamlessly through the autumn by American rescue committees trying to save European intellectuals—is virtually at a standstill. This is due partly to increasingly stringent war conditions and partly to the indiscretions of some of its most distinguished “passengers.”

Americans here and in France, working day and night to save men and women whose artistic and creative achievements entitle them to sanctuary in the United States, find the jungle of red tape separating refugee-choked Marseille from Lisbon's wharves growing gradually more impenetrable. The last group of seven persons to leave France was imprisoned at Figueras, forty miles from the border. Two are now charged with espionage and none of the others, though released several days ago, have yet reached here.

These refugees do not resemble the fur-coated fugitives, both foreign and American, who sit upon piles of smart luggage in the anteroom of the United States consulate here, calmly waiting for the overworked vice-consuls to arrange passports and steamer or clipper accommodations. These are mostly drab little people with thin overcoats and papier-mâché suitcases—not important enough to be known in America but just sufficiently interesting to rate inclusion upon secret police lists of the authoritarian states. Few in numbers, they are minor rather than major artists. The more famous refugees who entrained on the “underground” earlier have soaped the rails by talking freely of their experiences upon their arrival in New York.

The authorities of all countries concerned agree that, to function successfully, the railroad must not be underground but above board: an American-administered organization unattached to any political party or faith, openly aiding non-revolutionary persons across boundaries to countries already willing to accept them.

While the control of entrance into the United States has been governed by the strictest consular standards, in intermediate countries the wartime conditions—varying from regular to chaotic—have impelled refugees occasionally to use irregular methods in crossing frontiers. Such means, regarded now as normal wartime procedure, had been employed only to get the fugitives through unfriendly countries to where their legitimate papers would be valid.

Several prominent creative artists safely settled in America, including a well-known German novelist, were so elated over their escapes that they dramatized mildly adventurous details for the benefit of Manhattan ship reporters in a manner now reacting painfully upon colleagues still marooned in France.

While conditions of rescue work change almost hourly, the chief difficulties are two: (1) the unexplained reluctance of the French authorities to grant exit visas to guests whom they regard with the most open disfavor, and (2) the fact that Spain is becoming an ever-deepening gulf where the committees are unable to gain adequate representation. A Portuguese transit visa, good for one month, and a Spanish, valid for a fortnight, must be secured before France will even examine the United States document which replaces a passport for denationalized wanderers.

Usually the exit visa from France must be passed by a German or Italian armistice commissioner, or both. Frequently visas expire before exit is approved and the melancholy fugue of bureaucracy must be started over again from the beginning. Almost no one of military age is allowed to move, and that term is subject to the widest wartime definition.

The “railroad's” traffic also is hampered by communication difficulties, since only diplomats and others specially authorized can telephone to France. Telegraphic exchange through French censorship usually takes four days, while five weeks often elapse before letters containing indispensable documents sift through the Spanish and French censorships.

It is estimated that about a hundred intellectuals, with their American documents approved, are trying vainly to get exit visas from French, German and Italian authorities in Marseille.
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MILLIONS OF SPANIARDS GROW THINNER AS
BRITISH BLOCKADE GETS TIGHTER; FAMINE NEAR

Barcelona, Spain—January 15, 1941

When Federico Vega, a common Spanish dockworker, arose from bed one morning this week, stepped into his single pair of work pants and tightened his belt, his pants sagged down disconsolately from his muscular hips. With a whispered oath Federico unbuckled the belt, drew out his clasp knife and stabbed a fresh hole in the heavy leather. The new punch is about three quarters of an inch beyond the last hole, forced a fortnight before Christmas.

Federico is getting thinner as the British blockade is getting tighter. It is a blockade directly around his belly; since July his belt has gained so many new holes that it looks as though it possessed several different owners. Four times since July he has amended his belt to fit his shrinking silhouette. Federico's government is sympathetic to the Axis, but his gastric juices are in rebellion.

Like millions of other Spaniards, Federico's face and figure have changed in the last six months. His cheeks, which were rosy and full, have become sunken and pale. His black eyes have lost their sparkle and his small paunch, which aided rather than impeded his heavy work, has now disappeared. He is leaner, quieter and more easily fatigued. Federico is suffering from Europe's commonest ailment this winter—undernourishment.

In good times Señora Vega was able to give her husband at least one big loaf of bread daily. Today, by standing in line every morning from darkness at 7 until 9:30 or later, in the bitterest weather Spain has known in years, she can provide them each a single piece of bread weighing two and one half ounces, or about the size of a Parker House roll.

At his work of moving crates Federico has never fainted yet, but he must pause often for rest. He refuses to weigh himself to find out how much he has lost. His belt holes tell him all he needs to know.

Like many women and children, Federico's wife shows the effect of the blockade in her legs, which are blotched with a case of rickets. Although she waits many hours in consumer lines, she often finds that the day's supply is exhausted. Outside the ration system eggs cost 12 cents apiece, sugar is 65 cents a pound and butter $2.25. All are virtually unobtainable except in restaurants, which are better supplied than families.

A restaurant dinner, priced at 60 cents in the United States, costs $3.70. Official prices are deceptively low, rationed sugar, for example, being ticketed at 12 cents a pound. Actually, it is obtainable in needed quantities only by stealth. The small Spanish cigarettes are limited to forty weekly at a cost of 36 cents, and must be purchased between 3:30 and 5:30 Monday afternoons in Federico's city.

Only a handful of the wealthy who are able to afford a car can get poultry or potatoes because it is necessary to go to the country and persuade the farmers to sell behind the barn. The extra gasoline necessary costs $1.40 a gallon and is obtainable in quantity only by undercover payment of American dollars.

In the shops, finicky buyers get scant satisfaction. If questions are asked, goods are returned to the shelves because the storekeepers would rather keep their supplies than sell, fearing a time when they may have nothing marketable to offer.

Thousands of families from smashed villages have emigrated to the towns and big cities. Since their homes are unrepaired, they prefer to eke out an existence on urban food lines rather than return to their shattered dwellings.
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400 CRAFT LAND; TROOPS STREAM TOWARD DANUBE

Total of 1500 German Planes Are Poised for Balkan Action

Bucharest, Rumania—February 15, 1941

The German Army celebrated the British departure from Rumanian territory by bringing almost an entire air division into Bucharest. Four hundred bombers, arriving in flights of 24 each, landed yesterday at the Chitila airdrome. (Attack planes for their protection had already been on hand about a fortnight.) They did not fly over the city, and the population remains uninformed of the strength of the Nazi forces, whose totals are estimated at three air divisions of 500 planes each.

Today the expeditionary forces are streaming south toward the Danube. Roads are carefully studded with German signs, hospitals being openly marked, military quarters in code. Rumanian censorship expressly forbids mention of the movements of the officially designated “forces of instruction,” on their way to new “classrooms.” The Giurgiu bridgehead has been protected with German anti-aircraft guns for more than two weeks. War materiel has been flowing steadily across.

Wearing the wings of the motorized columns that make even the plainest infantryman look like an aviator to Rumanians, the blue-clad, ruddy Germans came into Bucharest by truck from the north. Their officers, in ankle-length grey or green leather coats, led them in fast campaign cars, some of American make.

Everything is moving fast, and they stop in the capital barely long enough to eat one warm meal, go to the threat-and-scare picture on movie row, buy themselves one of the German cameras which cost much less here than in the Fatherland itself, take pictures of each other and the Rumanian soldiers and embrace the girls in a cheap bar. Then they are off again, clambering into the covered wagon truck, sitting in motionless and expressionless rows in the dark, without even rifles because the arms and ammunition are going south by train disguised as freight.

Bucharest looks fantastic to the young Germans. They don't understand the broad Slavic squares, the mixture of streamlined and gingerbread architecture, the deserted palace modeled after Versailles but bigger. And they don't know the police wearing tall astrakhans, or their new “comrades”—the brown-clad farm boys of the Rumanian army, in their ill-fitting greatcoats, who patrol the streets by threes, searching and questioning pedestrians.

As these cogs rolling down the assembly line of war reached the capital, they were photographed by German official photographers in intimate poses with their Rumanian colleagues, about 1,200,000 of whom will be mobilized by March 1. The officers are rarely used for propaganda purposes, however, possibly because many have an uncannily British look cultivated during Carol's regime.1*

Probably no two armies ever had less idea what they were supposed to mean to each other or where they are going. Who is the enemy? The Germans thought it might be the Bulgars, and now it is either the Greeks or the Turks, or both, and the British too, and possibly even the Yugoslavs.

The Rumanians admit it may be any or all of these, but the idea they nurse hopefully is that it may be the Russians. If not now, then eventually.

The German officers, several of whom resemble American college boys, some lively professors, and a scarred, monocled minority who resemble Broadway Prussians, are quartered in the best hotels. The general staff, which will take over when the war operations commence, is housed at resort hotels, a few hundred yards from the palace where King Michael2† is living.

Along the chief country highway, field telephone corps are at work. German engineers already have unrolled the cables of a new system for the capital. In front of staff headquarters at the urbane Hotel Ambassador stands a sentry box striped with the German colors, the object of covert comment by anti-Axis Rumanians. Before other hotels stand mud-spattered cars, all sizes and shapes, with numerals omitted to baffle the supposedly numerous agents of the British intelligence service.

The columns of machine-gun motorcycles and hooded trucks that fill the capital's squares by night, replaced every few days, are kept under sentry guard, but there is an almost carelessly open style about all the troop movements. The probable German force here is about 510,000, and the speed of arrival about 6000 daily.

In January the German officers had orderlies check on the identity of their neighbors at tables in the large hotels, but now—as Rumania is whipped into the shape already made for Hungary—there is an easy air of behind-the-front.

In the countryside, where only German correspondents are supposed to go, the scene is more businesslike. The environs of Bucharest, one vast air field, are lined with hundreds of dark-grey attack planes and bombers. Barracks for 4000 flying troops are being finished, and they look exactly like cantonments seen by the writer in America in December. Rumanian soldiers still guard the railroad bridges, but never far from German observation.

Every room in every tavern along main highways is taken. At first, some conscientious attempts at concealing the size of the columns by moving them out of sight of the roads were made, but this has been dropped.

Hours of negotiations with the badly disrupted police secret service are necessary for even one villager to travel to the next village to sell his produce, and while in Bucharest life is imprisoned within the capital—so that none may visit the surrounding countryside—rural life is virtually frozen where it stands. Except for the Ploesti oilfields, and the endless lines of Reichsbahn freight cars bringing war shipments south, the only movement is the flying German columns, lines of hard-bitten motorcycle riders between them. When they come down the highway, every rude wooden telegraph pole of the Rumanian constabulary jumps instantly into the air. But where Hitler's men are bound, after Bulgaria, no one is sure.

It is still an army exerting more political than military pressure, because it has not yet found an antagonist.
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BLAST OF HATRED FORCES
PRO-NAZI EDITOR TO RESIGN

Sofia, Bulgaria—February 19, 1941 (Delayed)

The name of Ilya Radelescu has disappeared from the masthead of the leading pro-Axis newspaper, in Bucharest, and although the circumstances still remain unknown to the Rumanian public, no one acquainted with them can deny that there exists a way to express public opinion in a totalitarian state.

Radelescu, a lawyer by training, an editor by profession, and a strong Axis adherent by faith, is the publisher of the newspaper Parunca Vreme, the only out and out pro-Legionary (pro-Guardist) sheet which has survived the Antonescu purge. The paper was originally called merely Vreme, meaning “Times.” When Radelescu's five-year-old daughter, Parunca, whose name meant “order,” died tragically from the effects of an accidental pencil thrust in the eye, Radelescu was grief-stricken. He published her picture on his front page and incorporated her name into that of the newspaper: “Order of the Times.”

Premier Antonescu, the Army officers composing the military cabinet, the heads of the banned political parties, and the editors of all the Bucharest newspapers received this week copies of a letter addressed to the Iron Guard editor. It read:


Dear Mr. Radelescu:

When your daughter died, you published her picture to show your grief. I inform you, herewith, that I lost my eighteen-year-old son in the recent street fighting, on which day I do not know.

After I waited three days for my son to come home, I went to the slaughter house. What I saw there I shall not forget the rest of my life. I saw human beings hung up like animals; I saw a little girl, five years old, suspended by her feet from the hooks where the calves are hung. Her entire body was smeared with blood.

I ran away at the sight. Then I went hunting for my son in the morgue. I saw hellish sights there, hundreds and hundreds of dead, who no longer resembled human beings. I saw men whose tongues had been torn out. I saw women's bodies torn to pieces. I saw children whose corpses were smashed beyond recognition.

I fell down in a faint. They took me to the Strada Roma (location of the Legionary headquarters) and there, finally, I found my son dead, with his head pierced with bullets.

Such was the end of an upright, eighteen-year-old young man, who, thanks to your activities, became a fanatical nationalist.

Dr. Ilya Radelescu, I say to you that not the bullets of the soldiers that killed my son are responsible, but you yourself are the murderer of my son; you, who for years on end have tirelessly fanned the flames of hatred, and through the shallow phrases of anti-Semitism led my son along the road of evil. For ten years you have been a tireless fighter against the Jews. I tell you that you are a liar. You published in your newspaper a fable about Jews and in it you insisted, among other things, that in the County of Muscel there are about 6,915 Jews.

Now I come from Muscel myself and I know that county very well. I know that in that county there are only two Jews, one a clockmaker and the other a tinsmith. Both are poor and work from early morning till late at night. I want to know where you got the other 7,000, or so, Jews. Out of your imagination, naturally. You lied so remarkably in this instance, I believe all your other stories are probably lies. But with this campaign of lies you have led the ignorant and inexperienced upon the high road which ended in the reign of fire of the Strada Roma.

It does not interest me in whose service you have done this. The one thing that interests me is that my child is dead. And in return for this I give you my curse for the balance of your natural life.

(Signed)

Ekaterina Paraskivescu.

CALLEIA AGRIVITSA 55.



The mother's letter was barred from publication by the censorship, but the wave of official disapproval in ministerial and journalistic circles was too much for Radelescu. On Wednesday he withdrew the use of his name from his own newspaper.
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NAZI PILOTS FLY BRITONS IN BALKANS

Sofia, Bulgaria—February 25, 1941

With all rail communication in the Balkans placed by war conditions in the hands of the German Lufthansa, British journalists are faced with the dilemma of riding swastika-bedecked planes, with Nazi reserve officers as pilots, or missing the story. Usually they fly on the enemy's wings and are treated with total courtesy.

The Lufthansa crews seem to enjoy having an English passenger because it gives the male steward a chance to practice a particularly disconcerting form of the war of nerves. The other passengers are usually all German. The flying steward waits until the Englishman has dozed off to the drone of the motors, and then, approaching close behind him, says, in something as near to Cockney as he can manage: “Tickets, please, sir.”

A more serious hazard is weather, which may deliver the correspondent into the yawning mouth of a concentration camp instead of at his office. The perilous jump is from Belgrade to Budapest, which few Englishmen now dare. The plane, which has left Bucharest and Sofia early the same morning, continues to Vienna. Occasionally, however, the bad weather shuts down the Budapest field and it is up to the Nazi pilot, in midflight, to decide whether to turn back to Belgrade or to fly onward. If he turns back, the Englishman is safe; if he selects Vienna, the Briton goes to a concentration camp.

The Nazis bagged two Britons of subordinate diplomatic standing in this way several weeks ago, but after keeping them as guests for a few days, turned them back without even asking an exchange of prisoners.

While boundary regulations get more stringent, the Germans' conception of passenger rules is much less severe than that of American flying lines. Seat belts are almost never fastened at take-offs or landings, and the view from the windows of the cabins remains unobstructed even when, as in Rumania, flying over fields lined with camouflaged bombers and fighters and surrounded by aviation barracks.
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GERMANS IN BULGARIA AWAIT THE SIGNAL
TO DON UNIFORMS

Just Like Cinderella They Look Forward to the Witching Hour

Sofia, Bulgaria—February 27, 1941

The hour of the midnight ball has almost struck, the 8000 or so hobnailed Cinderellas who have crossed the Bulgarian borders from Rumania by airplane, train, ferry and pontoon bridge in tanks, armored cars, automobiles and motorcycles are all in their chimney corners, and it remains only for Hitler to pronounce the word and the magic transformation will begin.

The two jolly-looking young men who seem like tennis players except for their scarred cheeks, and beside whom one sat in the coffee house this afternoon, will appear in the same grey-green uniforms that fill the streets of Bucharest. The sober, erect gentleman of fifty with the top-laced boots, who tried to be polite when the BBC came in booming, will appear in the striped red trousers of the Reichswehr general staff.

Was that a naval officer for whom the Bulgarian admiral put on his dress uniform with all his medals this evening? Whoever he was, he forgot himself and gave the Nazi salute. When midnight strikes, as suddenly as the cheering section of an American college game shifts its cards upon signal, all the German traveling men are to become soldiers.

It is probably the most perfectly trained army in mufti that one has ever seen. In Bucharest, where they come from, their routine of greeting is complicated: first, Hitler salute, then handshake, the army salute, then Hitler salute again. Here, it is only a slight lift of the eyelash.

This business of being part of one large machine, and yet pretending to be isolated all day long, is a wearisome test for army nerves. About one o'clock in the morning, when a handful of other guests had taken their keys and gone up to bed, and even the American newspapermen, having given up looking in alleys and behind garages for the one uniform that would operate as a catalyst of the whole situation, have fallen asleep on their typewriters, the visiting firemen have retired to an old-fashioned German get-together down in the back room of the lobby.

What do these Germans talk about? What did the Greeks lying inside the Trojan horse talk about? Probably the moment when they would get out.

The tanks are in Bulgaria, the artillery is here, a few airplanes are at a new air field at Dolna-Orekovitza—at least they were last week—the munitions and food stores are ready, the motorized columns are waiting in the country roads, on the rolling uplands of the Danube to the snowy Balkan Mountains. The air is full of German radio messages. A huge army truck, dirty with miles of travel, its grey curtains flying wildly and the empty screws where its license ought to be, went hurtling through the streets at dusk, and the Sofia policeman abruptly found something wrong with the button of his glove.

A staff campaign car without side doors, bearing Reichswehr plates, got itself tangled in the narrow downtown streets, and acted as embarrassed as a fireman who falls through a skylight. At four o'clock this morning two German agency correspondents telegraphed Berlin that the invasion had occurred. This afternoon the German legation had a press conference for its own newspapermen and told them that nothing of the kind had happened, at least not yet.

The news of the death of Bulgaria's independence was greatly exaggerated. It was not midnight, but half-past eleven. All the uniforms went back into the suitcases again. The shoes put out in the hall tonight to be shined were the simple, sturdy kind, affected by army people in their civilian interludes. What will tomorrow night's boots look like?

About the only rights the Germans and Bulgarians are still ready to concede the British remaining here, is a question of etiquette. After all, decorum was always the Britons' forte.

How then, Mr. British Minister? Is this still a visit or is it an invasion? How many German officers, busily ignoring each other, are enough to make a diplomatic protest? If they get together stealthily late at night for beer, and if they all produced papers, would you say that they were nothing but arms salesmen?

The best witticism was coined at the German legation, when they called up the press department of the Foreign Office to ask the name of the so-called German officer who slugged U.S. Minister George Earle with a bottle. It must have been a mistake, the legation suggested. First, the assailant was not in German uniform. Second, there was no German officer with a bottle-scar on his nose, not, at least, attached to the staff at the legation.

And the buxom, jolly German lady of sixty, dressed in black, with spotless white linen, who arrived on the plane from Rumania just after Marshal General Siegmund Wilhelm von List (commander in chief of Nazi troops headquartered at Sinaia, Rumania)—who is she? Has she a uniform of some kind? What does it look like? Or is she just somebody's mother who came to see the show?

The British simply must do something about this soon. The suspense is not only terrible; it is getting a little ridiculous.
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NAZIS MARCH WHILE BRITONS DALLY IN SOFIA

Belgrade, Yugoslavia—March 7, 1941

The presence in Bulgaria of forty Britons—plus about fifty Dutch, Belgian and Polish diplomats who have lost their status—became today a military advantage greater than five divisions in the Nazi attack on Greece racing south for the border.

Until the diplomats of the three governments and the English are evacuated on Sunday and Monday the British bombers waiting in the Greek air fields cannot check the heavy German columns now passing down the Struma Valley road. Nor can they, for fear of having their nationals held as hostages, blast the pontoon bridges over the Danube, across which the Nazi troops are following their Luftwaffe predecessors.

Thus while the Britons (many of whom insisted until the last that the Bulgarians would not let in the Germans) are getting health certificates for dogs, automobile cachets and German military permissions to drive to the Turkish border, the Germans are formally taking over the anti-aircraft posts, listening stations and air fields upon which they have been working for the last several months with the collaboration of the Bulgarian general staff and the government.

For the British and their allies Bulgaria has been a second home that they are saying farewell to in the measured English fashion. Meantime the Germans speedily are converting it into a fortress and base to strike the English in Greece.

How many of the approximately 25 divisions and 1500 airplanes in Rumania have crossed the Danube into Bulgaria is uncertain because the sudden step has caused exaggerated figures. Judging from the strength of the general staff in Sofia, under Field Marshal General von List, the number probably does not exceed six divisions, and possibly a single division of the Luftwaffe.

Since correspondents are not allowed to leave Sofia, besides having their communications severed for the past three days, it is impossible to say how many soldiers have been routed around the city and how many sent through the Shipka Pass. The German technique has been to strive for air mastery south of the Balkan Mountains first. Nearly all the trucks in campaign cars passing from Sofia bear the license W. L., meaning Wehrmacht Luftwaffe.

In a column of about 120 armored cars, trucks and officers' cars passing the palace of King Boris3* Wednesday noon, the writer counted 22 of the type of German anti-tank guns which is also used for anti-aircraft defense. Evidently the Germans recognize that, in the mountainous terrain along the Struma, the single narrow road with its small bridges and small-gauge railroad are easy marks for British bombers unless they first gain air mastery here.

The writer saw a single sign of humor in the entire phlegmatic invasion: a big army truck, caked with mud, bearing the words, scrawled by a soldier's finger, Grand Balkan Express.

On the boulevards the Bulgarians stand around the formidable German field cars as Americans on Michigan Avenue when a new model runabout appears. Many trucks bear nets and green cloth screens on top for camouflage against bombing. Kitchen trucks and mobile mechanical shops accompany each column.

Thanks to the British still being here, the Germans are able to break every rule for military communications, long columns of trucks being seen without any defense whatever. Since no fuel trucks are in evidence, it is believed that the Bulgarians have opened their roadside military depots for these very heavy vehicles.

Special posts have been built on several Sofia routes for soldier lookouts to watch for British or Greek planes. The Germans are quoted as having pledged to destroy Athens if a single bomb is dropped upon Sofia. Not having been there, the writer is unable to say whether Athens is technically an open city under the military definition. Sofia has at least three anti-aircraft cannon believed of British make, mounted on the roof of the national bank in the heart of the city.

For 72 hours, up to last night, telephone communications have been interfered with or severed by the authorities, apparently under German influence. When the writer left the city on Thursday, the director of the foreign press was reported in conference with three German officers, presumably arranging the details of the formal censorship to replace the present irregular one.


1*Carol II, the “playboy king” who ruled from 1930 to 1940, enjoyed diverse wives and mistresses across Europe. His son Michael, for whom he abdicated, spurned him thereafter.

2†Carol II's son (b. 1921), powerless for most of the war under pro-German prime minister Ion Antonescu, against whom he led a 1944 coup—resulting in occupation by the Soviets. Decorated by both Truman and Stalin, he had to abdicate in 1947.

3*Boris III (b. 1894), who ruled from 1918 until his death in 1943 amid a succession of Balkan upheavals. An uneasy and powerless ally of the Nazis, he is alternately reviled for the assistance he gave to Hitler and admired for all he refused to give.
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II
The Fall of Greece


George Weller radios that what makes his experiences at the Greek front “almost unbearably terrible and at the same time sublime … is the patient belief of good, ordinary human beings that freedom, like a big, benevolent stork sitting upon his nest above each village square, will return to his vacant home.”

—Chicago Daily News




Greece mentored Weller as a history-minded reporter. Saturated in the classical world, he had known the country well since the early 1930s. He'd lived in Athens for years as a Balkans correspondent for the New York Times, and written a book about Greek politics. Thus, at age thirty-three, when he returned from April to July 1941 to witness its fall to the Germans, he had a special perspective on its struggles—a deep grasp of both languages, both peoples, and a strong dose of political realism. (A good friend, the brilliant young reporter Spyros Vlachos, had committed suicide two years earlier after being tormented by the Metaxas dictatorship, which Weller termed “a four-year police state of extremist Fascist nature.”)

The four months Weller witnessed are among the most momentous of Greece's century. Late in life, he had no more ardent wish than to visit, one last time, the islands he had known seventy years earlier.

In October 1940, Mussolini—without telling Hitler—gave an ultimatum of invasion to Prime Minister Metaxas, who defied him. The Greek army, deployed throughout their familiar mountains, defeated the Italian forces and pushed them back into Albania, where they had to wait out the winter for reinforcements. This delay is now considered the first Allied land victory of World War II.

For the Axis, Greece held enormous strategic importance. Without it, they could not hope to seize the British-held Middle East, nor protect their easy gains in the Balkans, nor control the eastern Mediterranean.

Hitler, eager to break his nonaggression pact with Stalin and attack Russia yet unable to leave his southeastern flank unconquered and vulnerable, took over the Greek invasion from the Italians with a Nazi blitzkrieg in April 1941. (Metaxas had died in January.) Winston Churchill sent British troops from Libya and Egypt to try to prolong the defense, but by May, Greece was occupied by Axis forces. Some historians believe that the delay of the Nazi assault on Russia—enough to put that army at the mercy of the Moscow winter—can be credited to the doomed Greek resistance.

Once Athens was overrun at the end of April, Weller was forced to stay and fell silent for a month. “Quarantined” by the Gestapo for nine weeks, he was unable to communicate with his editors. His early dispatches about the invasion, sent by official German mail to his Chicago Daily News colleague in Berlin, David Nichol, got through. With the help of third parties he was able to smuggle out only a single later dispatch, also published here. None can have pleased his captors, who gave him a protracted, convoluted departure.

The tragedy, human and military, of Greece matured Weller rapidly as a reporter. From his narrow escape in Salonika (present-day Thessaloniki), to enduring his first air raids in the countryside, to his portraits of a besieged but uncowed Athens, to his weeks under the Nazi bureaucratic thumb, the author of these dispatches is a changed man and a stylistically leaner writer from the rather elaborate Balkans observer of a few months earlier. He is now a war correspondent.
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A TALE OF TWO CITIES—ROME SHORN OF GLORY,
ATHENS A CITY OF HONOR

Athens, Greece—April 3, 1941

Today's picture of Rome and Athens:

Two worldly-wise cities lie blacked out under the brilliant Mediterranean starlight tonight, contemplating the same destiny that has reversed their ancient cousinship. Imperial Rome is in the descendance, the Germans have come again into the Forum, but this time Greece, once conquered by the Roman legions, holds the advantage.

How are the two peoples, fundamentally different by lineage but related through Mediterranean culture, adapting themselves to the fortunes of war? How are ordinary Italians and Greeks affected by the incredible reversal that has filled even the enemies of Italy, including the Greeks, with pity for those who, following Mussolini's dictum, have believed, obeyed, fought—and died?

Because the writer is the only American newspaperman who has visited both Rome and Athens in this fateful new year, he undertakes to hazard a description of the changes war has wrought in the psychology of the peoples of the two countries.

A visit to Rome was made in January, when the Italian situation was more hopeful. Mussolini had not yet tried for a personal victory in Albania and failed. The battle of Cape Matapan—“No battle at all,” a captive sailor in a Greek naval prison told the writer this morning, “because we never fired a shot”—was unfought. Yugoslavia was quivering with uncertainty, instead of bristling with confidence.

All these brutal blows to fascism were still to come and there was hope of a spring Albanian campaign and stopping the British at Bardia and holding Eritrea and Ethiopia. Yet it was hard to imagine a more dangerously subdued city than Rome in midwinter. The air was electric with suffering and unspoken resentment.

Meanwhile, on the opposite side of the Adriatic, even while Hitler's Trojan Horse was leading the German divisions along their zigzag way from Vienna to the Black Sea and across Bulgaria toward the Greek border, a resignation to die if necessary was giving the Greeks fortitude.

There was resignation in Rome, too, but it was acceptance of death itself. Something that had been real and even idealistic was dying; it was unmistakable and could almost be smelled in the tense Roman air. A whole political philosophy was lying upon its bier, breathing as steadily as it could, trying to conceal from the worried faces at the bedside that it would never rise again, as death is unmentioned when the malady is hopeless and the slow illness final.

Then one has walked through both the Roman Forum and the Athenian Temple of Zeus by moonlight. One has touched Italian as well as Greek sandbags and heard overhead Greek as well as Italian planes. One has groped through Italian as well as Greek blackouts along the slippery walls of streets where not only Metaxas and Mussolini but also Aristotle and Cicero have walked. And one can say without the wish to favor either people's pride, but merely to report the truth, that Greece has had an advantage of spirit more than of arms.

Greece has suffered deeply in the war, she has lost many sons in saving her honor, but honor is still left. In Italy there is an inexpressible feeling that it is honor rather than victory that is slipping away, as the arms that seized Albania and attacked Greece never invented any moral justification except a superficial one and disclaimed needing even that. The Fascist blow has been force, and with its failure there is a sense of emptiness in the Roman streets.

The battle of Cape Matapan has brought evidence directly to Greece's shores. Italian sailors who spent twenty-three hours swimming in the water amid mangled comrades, who knew only that they had been roused from sleep to find their ship pinned in the glare of British searchlights and were blown instantly into the sea, were very clear and emphatic when they were asked today why they were fighting.

“When we left Taranto and were told we were going to meet the British we were happy,” they said. “We wanted to prove that we were brave. We had no Germans with us, either. We wanted to





LOVE OF COUNTRY DRAWS WEALTHY TO BATTLE LINE

An Italian Prince and a Greek Millionaire Both Do Their Share

Athens, Greece—April 4, 1941












GREEK SALONIKA RETREAT TOLD BY EYEWITNESS:
SAGA OF HEROIC GREEKS

Correspondent of Daily News Reveals Feat

Athens, Greece—April 14–15, 1941




















































GERMANS POUR DOWN HAIL OF LEAD
FROM GREEK SKIES

With the British Forces in Central Greece—April 22, 1941 (Delayed)


















BRITISH STRIVING TO HOLD OFF NAZIS
AT THERMOPYLAE

Handful of Troops Fighting Stout Delaying Action
in ‘Forlorn Cause’

Athens, Greece—April 24, 1941










BRAVE ATHENIANS DEFEND SKIES

Athens, Greece—April 24, 1941















ROLE OF ATHENS: A STOPOVER
ON NAZI DRANG NACH OSTEN

(Editor's note: This is the first dispatch to be received from the Daily News correspondent in Greece in more than a month.)

Athens, Greece—May 24, 1941 (By Mail to Berlin)














WELLER RELATES HIS EXPULSION
BY GESTAPO AGENTS

‘Escorted’ from Athens to Berlin, Then Put Out of German Territory

Somewhere in non-German Europe—July 9, 1941































GREEK PEOPLE, UNCONQUERABLE, JEER INVADERS

Heroic Little Nation Proves More Glorious in Defeat than in Victory

Athens, Greece—July 25, 1941
















GREEKS HUNGRY AS NAZI ARMY GRABS THE FOOD

Athens, Greece—July 26, 1941

















GESTAPO FAILS—BRITONS STILL HIDING IN GREECE

Athens, Greece—July 27, 1941











PORTABLE PLANT PRINTS CASH AS NAZIS ROLL ON

Italians Imitating Nazis—Go on Spending Spree in Greece with ‘Phony Money’

Athens, Greece—July 29, 1941












GREEKS PAY FINES—FOR FUTURE TOO!

Athens, Greece—July 31, 1941
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