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About the Book

Published only recently for the
   first time in Norway, Ruth Maier’s Diary is one of the most
   moving testimonies to emerge from the Nazi era.


Ruth Maier was born into a
   middle-class Jewish family in interwar Vienna. Following the
   Anschluss of Austria in March 1938, her world collapsed. In early
   1939, her sister having left for England, Ruth was allowed to go
   to Norway and lived with a family in Lillestrøm, near Oslo.
   Although she loved many things about her new country and its
   people, Ruth became increasing isolated until she met a soulmate,
   Gunvor Hofmo, who was to become a celebrated poet. When Norway
   became a Nazi conquest in April 1940, Ruth’s efforts to join the
   rest of her family in Britain became ever more urgent.


Ruth Maier kept a diary from 1934
   until she was deported to Auschwitz in 1942 at the age of
   twenty-two. Although she was only in her teens, she shows a
   sophisticated understanding of the political forces shaping
   Europe. Ruth is lyrical, witty and incisive and explores universal themes of isolation, identity, love, friendship, desire and justice. Most of all, she seeks what it means to be a human being. 


About the Author

Ruth Maier was born into a middle-class Jewish family in interwar Vienna. She emigrated to Norway and was deported to Auschwitz in November 1942, where she was killed on arrival, aged only twenty-two. Ruth’s diary is a testament to the remarkable writer she could have become.

The diary came to light after the book’s editor, Jan Erik Vold, found sections of the manuscript amongst the papers of Ruth’s friend, the eminent Norwegian poet, Gunvor Hofmo, following her death in 1995. 


Ruth Maier’s Diary

A Jewish Girl’s Life in Nazi Europe

Ruth Maier

Translated from the German by
 Jamie Bulloch
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TRANSLATOR’S NOTE
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The literary qualities of Ruth Maier’s diaries and letters have been widely acknowledged. In a lucid, yet often highly lyrical style, Ruth displays a skilful talent for narrative and drama, and rounds these off with a sharp wit. Given her unquestionable flair for writing, it is easy to forget that we are reading spontaneous material in its first and only draft, never intended for publication. When translating the diaries this raises the issue of how much revision and editing is justifiable. Can we possibly improve the text, or does such an approach detract from the authenticity and immediacy of the work?

As would be expected, we have removed orthographical and grammatical errors, while the punctuation has been cleaned up for reasons of clarity. Stylistic polishing is a more contentious issue, and applied indiscriminately can ruin the colour of the original text. In this instance, the approach has been to reproduce Ruth’s voice as faithfully as possible, while eliminating or modifying the occasional idiosyncrasy that could jar with an English-language audience. I have endeavoured to adopt a style that might not have been totally alien to a girl growing up in 1930s Britain with a similar social background to Ruth. At the very least I hope I have managed to avoid howling linguistic anachronisms.

In his introduction, Jan Erik Vold explains the editorial procedure undertaken for the Norwegian edition of the book, which involved being very selective with the first volume of Ruth’s diary while reproducing the later ones in full. We have implemented a few more cuts of our own; these do not affect the diary entries or letters, only the poems dotted throughout the text. A larger proportion of the poetic material written towards the end of Ruth’s life has been kept in, as this reflects the balance of her diary output at the time: fewer descriptions of day-to-day life, and more short prose pieces.

Finally I should like to express my warmest gratitude to Ruth Maier’s sister, Mrs Judith Suschitzky, who has taken the trouble to look carefully through the English proofs. This is the first time she has seen a lot of the material reproduced here, and her contribution to the finished book has been invaluable. Many thanks are also due to Jan Erik Vold. Both he and Mrs Suschitzky have helped clear up issues we could never have worked out for ourselves, highlighted errors and offered suggestions which have improved the quality of the text.

Jamie Bulloch

November 2008 


FOREWORD

One of us
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Ruth Maier was a refugee from Austria. She arrived in Norway before the war and stayed for four years before being arrested as part of a large round-up of Jews in late autumn 1942. Together with hundreds of other Jews she was put on board the ship Donau and deported. Ruth was born on 10 November 1920 in Vienna and died on 1 December 1942 in Auschwitz.

Ruth kept a diary throughout her life. The earliest surviving entries were written when she was twelve. The final volume was completed two days after her twenty-second birthday. Eight books of diaries and fifty letters survive from the period 1933 to 1942: the daily, weekly and monthly observations of an enquiring and educated young woman with artistic talents in many fields. Her friend Gunvor Hofmo, the Norwegian poet, kept these diaries for more than fifty years.

Around 1,100 diary pages and 300 pages of letters have been found, and these have been turned into a 400-page book.

At the end of January 1939, Ruth arrived in Norway from the German Reich as an eighteen-year-old schoolgirl, settling in the small town of Lillestrøm, close to Oslo. In 1940 she took her school-leaving exams and then met a group of Norwegian friends while working in the women’s labour service. One of these was Gunvor Hofmo, with whom she travelled across Norway for two years, taking odd jobs in various places. In September 1942 she moved into a young women’s boarding house in Oslo, where she attended courses at the arts and crafts college, and earned money painting souvenirs.

Ruth left behind diaries, letters, literary texts, as well as many watercolours and drawings. She also left good memories among those who survived her, a handful of whom are still with us today. From the very start Ruth had a profound influence on Gunvor Hofmo’s poetry (even if her name is not actually mentioned):


On a rainy night like this

you feel her close presence,

a Jewish friend they killed,

she whose body they burned,

among thousands of others.



Of Ruth Maier’s last journey we know this: 188 women, 42 children and 116 men unfit for work aboard the Donau were taken to the gas chambers immediately upon their arrival in Auschwitz. The bodies were burned in the open air. No death certificate exists for any of these 346 individuals.

Ruth Maier’s name appears in two places in Oslo: on the memorial for Jewish war victims in the eastern cemetery, and on a plaque commemorating students from the arts and crafts college who were killed during the war. In Döbling cemetery in Vienna her name is engraved on the tombstone of her mother and father.
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Here are some details about her family background. Ruth grew up in a secure and comfortable middle-class home in Vienna, which she shared with her father, mother and younger sister, Judith. The family belonged to the well-established community of secularised Jews in the Austrian capital. Ludwig Maier was a senior official in the Austrian postal service, and Secretary General of the Postal, Telegraph and Telephone International (the PTTI). He held a doctorate in philosophy and spoke nine languages. Ruth had a close bond with her father. The relationship with her mother, Irma, was more ambivalent. When Ruth was thirteen her father died of the severe bacterial infection erysipelas. Ludwig’s brother, Robert, a bank manager in Brno, Czechoslovakia, now became the family’s ‘guardian’. Irma’s brother, Oskar, a dedicated communist in Moscow, was another uncle with a strong character.

Ruth and Judith had a happy childhood. They travelled a lot: to Yugoslavia, Italy, Switzerland, France and Hungary, but the most frequent holiday destination was Moravia, then in Czechoslovakia: their father was born and raised in the small village of Zarošice. Every summer they spent a few weeks there. The good years came to an end when Hitler’s troops marched into Austria in March 1938. The 200,000 Jews of Vienna – previously an integrated part of the middle class – immediately became social outsiders and declared enemies of the state. The Maier family was forced to move from their modern apartment into a ghetto. Jewish children were no longer permitted to attend regular schools. Public bullying and the looting of shops were everyday occurrences. Hateful slogans against Jews appeared everywhere. Arrests and murders were commonplace. These atrocities culminated in the so-called Reichskristallnacht in November, which happened to coincide with Ruth’s eighteenth birthday.

Ludwig Maier’s two brothers and four sisters all perished in concentration camps, as did Irma’s only brother. Ruth and Judith Maier were two of thirteen cousins, six of whom survived the war. Among them was the philosopher Stephan Körner (1913–2000), a pupil of Wittgenstein and a Kant specialist. In December 1938 Ruth’s sister Judith fled to England, followed within six months by her mother and grandmother, Anna.

Before the Nazi takeover in Vienna, Ruth enjoyed a happy time at school and with her friends. She had a distinct talent for acting, played the lead roles in the annual school play and loved going to the theatre. She had problems with Maths, but was gifted at writing. The earliest surviving diary entries were written in a normal school exercise book. The later volumes were better quality books and more substantial.
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From the volumes that have survived we can assume that Ruth kept a diary on a fairly continual basis. The gaps that do exist are probably due to the fact that some volumes went missing. There are many instances where such volumes are referred to in her diary entries. The extant diaries have been numbered and cover the following periods:


Volume 1: May 1933–October 1934

Volume 2: November 1935–October 1936

Volume 3: November 1936–April 1937

Volume 4: April 1937–July 1937

Volume 5: September 1937–December 1937

Volume 6: September 1938–December 1938

Volume 7: April 1940–July 1940

Volume 8: January 1941–November 1942



The biggest gap is the first fifteen months that Ruth spent as a refugee in Norway. In this instance we are fortunate that around fifty letters have survived that she sent to her sister Judith, who was living at the time in Brighton. The German invasion of Norway on 9 April 1940 interrupted their lively correspondence; only a few letters arrived after that. From this point on, however, we have Ruth’s diary entries again, which begin on 10 April and go through to the summer.

Her last notebook, ‘Ruth Maier’s diary 1941, 1942’, runs to almost 350 handwritten pages and is the most substantial – as well as important. Gunvor Hofmo quoted from this diary for her article ‘Ruth Maier’, which she wrote for the literary journal Vinduet 2/1948. Gunvor Hofmo used extracts from this volume to try to persuade her Norwegian publishers to bring out Ruth Maier’s diary as a book. Her suggestion was rejected, however, as they considered the material too private. In response, the poet concluded that her grief for a ‘Jewish friend they had killed’ was something she would have to live with alone, sharing it with nobody. This, in turn, led to a period of mental instability; it was twenty-two years before Hofmo was able to break away from psychiatric institutions.

The lines cited above come from the poem ‘Møte’ (‘A Meeting’), which appeared in Hofmo’s debut volume of 1946. It ends with the words, ‘Why shouldn’t we suffer when there’s so much suffering?’ From a letter that Hofmo wrote to Ruth’s sister after the war, we know that this sentence – written in German in the Norwegian poem – was copied word for word from a letter Ruth managed to smuggle ashore from the Donau to Hofmo back on land. Ruth also wrote in this letter that she left all her belongings to Hofmo.

In correspondence with her publishing house over the possible publication of the diaries, Hofmo underlined the importance of Ruth Maier to her own life:


I can only hint at what Ruth meant to me, even though I ‘only’ knew her for two years, from 1940 . . . Since my childhood I’d followed the persecution of the Jews in Germany very closely. ‘Followed’ is actually the wrong word; I was totally obsessed by this human degradation and by the Nazi regime itself . . . It was only when I met Ruth in the voluntary labour service – I was nineteen at the time – that my involvement and struggle with these issues could come out into the open. In the beginning she was this: a Jewish refugee, a victim of human atrocities which I had detested for so many years without ever having been able to lift a finger to help. Then it transpired that she was a like-minded individual, my spiritual twin, despite the fact that we had grown up in entirely different surroundings and had sharply contrasting childhoods.



[image: image-missing]

The chronological arrangement of this book, which is in three parts, was self-evident:


I: Diaries from Vienna, five chapters, 1933–1938

II: Letters to her sister in England, five chapters, 1939–1940

III: Diaries from Norway, ten chapters, 1941–1942



Each of the twenty chapters has a short introduction summarising the biographical and thematic content of the entries. References have been provided for all the quotations and comments included. The book concludes with an epilogue describing Ruth Maier’s last day in Norway.

The material from the Viennese period is divided up according to the individual diary volumes, apart from the first chapter, which covers the first two volumes. This chapter is composed of samples from the early diary entries rather than the text in its entirety. The other four chapters follow diaries three to six – here, too, some entries have been abridged and others omitted.

The letters to England have undergone more substantial editing. Save for a few exceptions, only those to Judith are included, even though Ruth occasionally wrote to her mother and grandmother. Passages that openly deal with Judith’s private life have largely been cut, as have those that discuss friends and relations driven out of Vienna, as well as Ruth’s observations about her future, where these are repetitions from earlier letters. Although most of the letters have been abridged, we have attempted to preserve the informal tone.

The diary entries from Norway have been reproduced as extensively as possible. They include some short lyric texts, most in the form of prose poems. These are printed in italics and arranged chronologically in the text. Ruth had integrated them in her diary entries, but there are also some fair copies on separate pages.

The writing in this book is also complemented by pictures that relate to the diary entries. These have been included in the places where they are to be found in the original. There are photographs, drawings, newspaper cuttings, and other documents and articles, as well as some of Ruth’s watercolours and facsimiles of her handwriting.
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The editorial work consisted of assembling, translating and editing the texts so that they were in publishable form, providing titles and introductions to the twenty chapters, as well as selecting the pictures. Only a couple of the literary quotations in the diary are reproduced in full.
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I am grateful to many people for the fact that this book has finally appeared after so many years.

First and foremost, Mrs Judith Suschitzky, Ruth’s sister living in England. I have been in contact with her since I sent my first letter to Manchester on 15 May 1997 and paid my first visit six weeks later. She had kept all Ruth’s letters and other correspondence with Norwegians. Much of the information about Ruth and her family background comes from conversations and correspondence with Judith. Two of Ruth’s early diaries were also in Manchester. For a decade Judith and her husband Hans Suschitzky have been the invisible driving force behind this book. Ruth Maier’s diaries, files, letters, watercolours, drawings, photograph albums and other documents will now be donated to the Holocaust centre in Oslo.

Thanks are also due to Gunvor Hofmo’s nephews, Tor Guttormsen and Svein Ole Guttormsen (who died in 2005), as well as her cousin Inger Hofmo. The war historian Kristian Ottosen (died 2006) provided invaluable assistance and through his friend in London, David Lane, he enabled us to find the address of Ruth Maier’s sister.

Many thanks also to Walter Baumgartner, head of the Scandinavian department at Greifswald University, who kept an eye on the progress of this book. Thanks to Carola Biederstaedt, the departmental secretary, who typed up some of the diaries and all the letters; also to the two Scandinavian studies students, Karen Dworatzek and Beate Bruß, who produced a draft translation of the letters and of two of the early diaries. Sabine Richter typed up Ruth Maier’s diaries from Norway. Oliver Møystad looked through the translations of the original German text.

Additional support was provided by Karen Voldsgård Jensen and Liv Width, the two surviving friends of Ruth Maier and Gunvor Hofmo. Nunna Moum and Marry Mikalsen gave details of the day of the arrest, 26 November 1942. Edla Nygaard worked as a maid for the Strøm family who accommodated Ruth in Norway. Turid Strøm was the daughter of the household. Jan and Nina Ström from Stockholm are her children. Stein Opjordsmoen from Ullevål hospital and Kari Bøe from the Riksarkivet supplied a number of documents. Trygve Lange-Nielsen, Fernanda Smith and Johan Fredrik Thaulow were Ruth’s classmates at the Frogner school in Oslo. Other sources of information were Nils Messel, Martin Nag, Einar Rædergård, Guri Skuggen, Espen Søybe, Thor Sørheim, Gro Varden, Bjørn Wetslie. Thanks to all of them.
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Ruth Maier, the eternal Jew. The eternal refugee. The eternal intellectual. The eternal artist’s soul. The eternal androgyne. The eternal outsider.

Strong and homeless. One of us.

Jan Erik Vold

June 2007 
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I

Ruth turns eighteen on Kristallnacht
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DIARIES FROM VIENNA 
1933–1938
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Ruth the schoolgirl 
1933–1936
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THIS FIRST CHAPTER contains the writings from the two earliest of Ruth Maier’s diaries that still exist: May 1933–October 1934 and November 1935–October 1936. The entries from the intervening period have been lost. The first diary begins when Ruth is twelve years old and finishes when she is almost fourteen. The next one begins when she has just turned fifteen. At the time Ruth was a schoolgirl in Vienna.

The first diary is a school exercise book (17 x 21 cm – quarto size), which is missing the first few pages. The first complete entry is for Wednesday, 17 May 1933:‘We got our French test back today. I got a 2. I’m good friends with Käthe and Fritzi. Now I’m going to Vulcan’s. Vulcan’s was jolly fun. We went on the swings, played dodge ball and Vulcan showed us the kittens. They were so sweet.’

The entries for the rest of the month document the everyday life of a schoolgirl who runs around the park, goes on outings to the woods, has piano lessons, plays cops and robbers, eats cherries, collects stamps and has fun with her friends. At school Ruth gets 1s in History and Nature, a 3 in Arithmetic (her worst grade), and 2s in all other subjects: ‘Mama was very satisfied, apart from the 2 for Conduct.’

The first time that less routine material appears is in the entry for 2 July 1933. A holiday that had been promised has not materialised: ‘We didn’t go to the Wachau. I’m so angry I could smash everything to bits. I’m so angry, angry, angry, angry, angry, angry, angry, and once more, angry. Angry and angry again . . . Because I can’t go to Obernholz. Angry, first angry, I could be angry, no, no I am so aaaaaaangry! I could scream with anger and rage. I was in the garden, I was angry, very angry, livid.’

The entries from the second half of June are written in Zarošice, the village in Moravia where Ruth’s father was born and where the family spend the summer holidays each year. The children collect eggs from the chickens, fetch water from the fountain and sit with their grandfather under the acacia tree. Ruth sleeps in a hammock. When it rains they play cards. Some entries are written in runic letters. ‘That’s my secret language’ (14 July 1933).
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The Bauhaus-style apartment where the Maiers lived from 1929. The father’s office was on the floor above.

Later that summer they have a holiday back home in Austria. In Piburg they swim in the lake; in Kühtai the Alpine sun is scorching: ‘Pupi got sunburned on his legs. We stayed the night in the Dortmunder Hütte.’

In September the family is back in Vienna. That autumn Ruth only writes a few entries in her diary. On 29 October she notes, ‘Uncle Robert and Auntie Aranka have arrived. Auntie Aranka gave us two giant sweets.’

After a short illness Ruth’s father, Ludwig Maier, dies on 28 December 1933 from erysipelas.

The first diary entry after her father’s death is on Tuesday, 13 February 1934: ‘The Social Democratic Party has been liquidated. (We got a new uncle about a fortnight ago.)’And the following day: ‘The house is going to be searched. I’m pretty frightened.’

In the winter and spring of 1934 there are short descriptions of a skiing course in the mountains, a sprained foot and worries about a Maths exam. Ruth’s fear of burglars causes her to hide with her sister in a wardrobe in her room late one night when their mother, who had forgotten her key, knocks at the door. On Saturday,21 June there is the following entry: ‘The meanest thing of all: the children in 3a found my diary at school and read it. So mean! And now they’re making fun of me! Stop it!’

In summer 1934 they return to Zarošice. Ruth does not write much about the time spent there. The last major entry in the first diary is from autumn, when they are back in Vienna. It is reproduced below in full. The issues preoccupying the soon to be fourteen-year-old girl are the changes in her body, the desire she feels and the question of how life starts.
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THURSDAY, 16 OCTOBER 1934, VIENNA

It’s all over!!! How happy I am! Yesterday I found Mami cutting a pair of panties. She said to me, ‘These are panties for when you have your period. So that we don’t get such a surprise.’ I’m going to get lots of praise at school today for my composition (‘My Holiday’). Pany says its poetic, etc. I feel very flattered. I’d love to become a writer or an actress, but not a career where you can’t achieve greatness. I think I’m obsessed by greatness. I’m always pulling such silly faces in front of the mirror. I must have told myself a hundred times that I’m going to write something etc.

Käthe and I, we talk a lot about such things (sexual). Anyway, that thing about homosexuality is all in the past now. Auntie Ada was so kind to explain it to me. It’s somebody who is very disappointed by love (when two people are not right for each other) who then starts to make similar sexual advances towards people of the same sex. When I think how ghastly it all was, how I used to think about it. I used to look in dictionaries. And I couldn’t help thinking about it all day long. I also asked Mutz, but she said I wouldn’t understand. Thank God it’s all over now! Making problems where there aren’t any!

That other thing was awful, too. When I woke up at night I was so afraid that I could barely move. I really believed I had persecution mania.

Ugh!

PS I looked up ‘embryo’ in the dictionary, it’s so interesting. Pourquoi Maman ne dit pas moi ces choses? I often wonder what it would be like for a child who didn’t have such a lovely Mumi and Papi and Auntie Ada. They would be – well, I just don’t know. If you think how the boys in the street talk! And what Gerda says. And if you don’t understand that love is something great and sacred! You go insane and think that people are bad. But if they can love each other like that, they can’t be bad after all. The most important thing I have read is this: The world is not bad, for if it were bad then we would ask, ‘How does goodness come into the world?’ I’d like to be famous. I don’t want to just drop off like a screw from a machine. I can’t imagine living in the shadow of unfame, so to say. People vanish. I want to live! And leave something behind, a document saying that I was there. A great, beautiful work. In bed I often imagine I’m helping, I’m embracing the whole world and kissing it on the mouth, and everything is good. So beautiful!!!

When I have written something in my diary I feel as if a weight has been lifted from me. And I see the diary as my friend. I can’t believe that it’s only paper. Just paper.
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Pen and ink drawing: ‘Zarošice’, summer 1936.

The second diary is a larger format (19 x 25 cm), with a hard red cover. It is 140 sides long and there are no blank pages. There are also a few drawings and watercolours. The first entry, from Wednesday, 13 November 1935, begins thus: ‘I’m very dissatisfied with myself. Something inside me wants to get out; I don’t know what it is. I would like to write. Plays – something I’ve experienced myself.’

Over the course of the autumn Ruth writes about various ambitions and issues relating to her body:

I’d love to write a novel. I’ve got such a strong desire. I spoke with Uncle Rudi about the Social Democrats and the communists. He’s been a great influence on me! On the other hand I still have my doubts as to what is better (20 November 1935).

It’s my time of the month. I’m very happy. I always think: I can have children now; life now has a purpose. I’m very happy (30 November 1935).

I’d like to go to Russia and visit Uncle Oskar! I’d like to work there, do nothing but work. I’d like to write something about various children, or a diary. A novel. Other times I think I’d like to be an actress, or focus on helping people and study medicine, or go and work in Russia. Or I’d just like to love somebody and have children (1 December 1935).

There follows a selection from the entries for 1936. In term time Ruth is in Vienna; in the summer holidays she is in Czechoslovakia – in Zarošice, Rosental and Brno. The entries from the late summer in Hungary have been omitted.
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END OF JANUARY 1936, VIENNA

I’m very unhappy. I don’t know why, sometimes I think I’m not going to amount to anything. I don’t want to admit it to myself. But that’s how it is. I definitely think I’m going to become a stage actress. But the other thing, the writer, what I long to be, I’m not so sure about. If I read a book which echoed my thoughts, I wouldn’t be so unhappy. I’d think there’s somebody there who has the same ideas. After all, there are similar ideas in some mawkish books; they’re just badly expressed. Sometimes when I come across a good idea in a poem or a bad novel I can sense something that wants to get out of the person but it’s so badly expressed. Perhaps it’s like that with me. It’s just that sometimes when I’m writing, I don’t even know myself what I’ve written afterwards. I’m so in love with Lizzy Kantor. It’s too much! Last night I dreamed that she gave me a kiss. I’m curious about love. And yet I want something to come out of me! Perhaps one day I’ll write a novel although I’m much better at writing very short things. Ideas! But that’s all nonsense!

[image: image-missing]

SUNDAY, 2 FEBRUARY 1936, VIENNA

Now I’m confident of victory again! At school we’re performing a play and I’ve basically written the script. They praised me.
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FRIDAY, 7 FEBRUARY 1936, VIENNA

There is something strange about love! About all the frills that go with it. Not just the love between a man and a woman, but also the love between girls! I’m lonely but I’m proud, proud that I’m lonely! I’d like to have a great friend and as I don’t have one I console myself with pride. I’d like Rosa Schall to be my friend, or Lizzy Kantor. I’m so full of ideas, of love, and of something that wants to come out of me. Po cried today. It was terrible. First her lips quivered, then her eyes were full of tears (we told her that she never explains anything). I feel sorry for her.

I have this craving for love, for boys. I’m looking forward to dance school. My whole life has been dominated by jealousy recently. I’m jealous of Lori when Weissberger and Lori hold hands. I’m jealous of Marion when I see that Marion likes Gertie. I’m jealous of Lizzy, of Anny – that’s what happens when you’re lonely. I’m going to try to get rid of this jealousy. It is frightfully ugly. Now I want to write the story of my friendships.
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WEDNESDAY, 12 FEBRUARY 1936, VIENNA

Nothing came of my story of friendships, perhaps another time! Last night I dreamed of Papi. I was lying on his chest and he said, ‘Don’t cry!’ I’ve been dreaming about Papi a lot. Once we were sitting under some birches. Another time he wasn’t being brave, his teeth were chattering and I said, ‘Look here, Papi! You have always told me to be brave, not to cry, and now I’m having to tell you this.’ Once I stroked him. Once he was lying in bed, and everybody came and squeezed Mama’s hand, and I said why are they doing that!? I’m very happy when I dream about my Papi! I found a sort of diary belonging to Papi. There’s so much in there that reflects how I think. Poems, too. I’m going to copy them out. I will never forget Papi. He’s always beside me. I often think that I must have something good inside me because I have my Papi for a father.

When I dream of my Papi every night I also often think that the night is the day when he’s with me, and the day the night when he sleeps: perhaps he can see everything that I do.

I am very much in love with Lizzy.
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SATURDAY, 22 FEBRUARY 1936, VIENNA

I’d like to write lots now but unfortunately it’s already evening. Blanka has been here with me. Because of the script for the academy. Apart from five words I did the whole thing myself. It is quite good.

I’m not so in love with Lizzy any more.

I’ve had a discussion with Gretel about communism and social democracy. Although I defended social democracy, deep down I sympathise with the communists.

There was an Indian at our school today. He was just like I’d imagine an Indian to be. A little unshaven and very dark brown. He had very beautiful eyes and told us about India. He put a turban on his head, then he wrote some Persian and Indian on the board, and spoke a sentence in Indian (Persian, too). It sounded beautiful, like music. He said, ‘India is the most beautiful country in the world. It is like a garden and the Indians are the nightingales that sing’ (that’s a quotation from a poem). He was very handsome. I’m really looking forward to dance school (although that doesn’t really fit with my other, serious opinions – perhaps it does!). I’m already looking forward to being together with boys, or rather with a boy whom I will love dearly.

Unfortunately I’ve got to lie down now.
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THURSDAY, 27 FEBRUARY 1936, VIENNA

I’ve been to the pictures. I’m in a very good mood. Something is wrong. Uncle Rudi is arriving tomorrow. I’m fond of him. I long for tyranny (passive). I’ve never been so sure of myself. I’m reading Etzel Andergast. A magnificent, great work. I’d like to write more about Etzel Andergast. I will study medicine. I fooled around on the way home from school, it was such a hoot. Mama gave Dita a clip round the ear. There are two sides to her. One Mumi is refined by Pupi, the other is not.

My whole being longs for the one who will dominate me. I’m afraid I must sign off now.
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TUESDAY, 3 MARCH 1936, VIENNA

I want to write a few lines before I go to sleep. Now I want to have another friend: Gertie Weissberger. She’s really lovely. The two of us (Lori, too, afterwards) went into that shop pretending to be Englishwomen, and demanded green nail varnish in a perfumery and evening wear from a gentleman’s tailor. All with an English accent. We acted as crazy as possible (all of this during gymnastics – we were wagging from school). We also went to a music shop to enquire about violin repairs. The owner was a young chap. He said he also knew a little English and he was very nice. Then we went to a gramophone shop, a school (!) and the Volksoper to ask about wigs. At another hairdresser’s they did really show us wigs, but of course they were far too ugly for us. It was a real hoot. I’m afraid I’ve got to sleep now. There’s still so much more I’d like to write. Goodnight!
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SATURDAY, 14 MARCH 1936, VIENNA

Tomorrow I’m going to the Burgtheater to see Goldoni’s The Liar. With Hermann Thimig. Since King Lear I’ve worshipped him as a . . . well, you can’t describe it. I’m quite crazy about him. I often dream about him. I wish (it’s stupid) I could kiss his white hands. He was brilliant as the fool. I’ve often written letters to him in my head.
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WEDNESDAY, 25 MARCH 1936, VIENNA

I’ve been at my new school for a week now. I don’t like it. I feel very lonely there. I don’t have a single friend. Nothing! Sometimes I want to weep. And yet I feel drawn to so many people. Lizzy! She is bright, not beautiful, although her eyes have a profound sparkle. I think she’s lonely, too. Lots of girls go around with her. She doesn’t look at me, and I’d love to pour my heart out to her and ask her for advice. Oh God, it’s so terrible.

We’re talking about the Emperor.

RUTH: Do you want an emperor? 

KURTI: Oh yes! Then I could see him going around in his golden carriage full of flowers.

We’re talking about The Thousand and One Nights.

RUTH: And the King’s wife was unfaithful to him. 

KURTI: What does that mean, unfaithful?

RUTH: The wife loved another man more than the King.

KURTI: Why? Surely a King is better?

We’re talking about a missing plane.

RUTH: And they never found the plane. 

KURTI: Why not? Can’t they X-ray the sea? 

We’re talking about war.

RUTH: And many, many people die, and it’s not nice.

KURTI: How come? My dad and my uncle were also in the war and nothing happened to them.

War again.

 KURTI: What about if the others start it? 

War yet again.

RUTH: And many people become crippled.

KURTI: Well, they don’t have to die.
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SATURDAY, 28 MARCH 1936, VIENNA

I made a right fool of myself during rehearsal. I’m curious to see how it will go during the actual performance.
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SATURDAY, 4 APRIL 1936, VIENNA

The performance! It was magnificent. Me, the hero! They clapped and clapped! They congratulated me. I want to say what happened, bit by bit.

I wasn’t excited at first. Then it all began after break time. We put on make-up. I was jolly dashing in a black wig and helmet. The curtain went up. Then, when I stabbed myself, how the audience laughed! And there was great applause. Martha Lifschütz threw the violets on to the stage (we’d given them to her beforehand). A few fell next to the stage, so Sachs and Reichel picked them up and threw them on. Fischer said, ‘Maier is a rascal of the highest order!’ and then I exited. They all congratulated me and I gave Fritzi a kiss out of sheer joy. Nelly said, ‘Because you were so good you get a kiss!’ I was so happy! Sachs came and almost stroked me . . . Gerti was jealous because everybody congratulated me. I felt sorry for her.

Thinking about it now it was indeed very lovely, but so insignificant next to the Great One. And then again I think: Perhaps it was the first step. At some point they’ll all surround me again and shout, ‘You were great, wonderful. Congratulations!’ Sachs threw flowers on the stage! . . . Maybe! Now for something else! Lori’s sister, Marion, is very affected and stupid; she used to be much sweeter. She’s still nice, though. At break time yesterday she said over and over again, ‘You’re going to get a slap!’ and I said, ‘Do you know what, Marion? You don’t say “You’re going to get a slap!” But if you feel you must say it, then don’t go on and on!’ Then she stroked me. (Marion really likes Gertie, I’m not jealous!)

I really like Sachs! I believe it is the most beautiful love; I worship her! She’s often made me feel hurt. But still! I know she’s fond of me. First I cheated in the test, then I told the tiniest of lies and at the end I told her I’d lost the book rather than forgotten it! How cross she was! She said she’d overestimated me and that upset her. Perhaps she did overestimate me, perhaps not. But the fact is that in the presence of somebody whose expectation of me is greater than my own, I can feel the strong encouragement and support she gives. Also, you sometimes really do achieve more. (That’s the case with Etzel Andergast.)

Hans was there today – he’s a nice lad. Very lazy. A keen mathematician (!). I also give him a bit of tutoring (unpaid, of course!). His intellectual horizons do not extend much beyond mathematics. But he’s nice. (I couldn’t love somebody like that.) Perhaps he likes me a bit. Perhaps, but only as an object suitable for a Maths ace. His second passion is skiing. I’m going to rope him into English after the Easter holidays. (Willi is no longer having lessons from me.)

(There are two groups of people that write diaries. The first really are moved to write by an inner spirit. The others in the secret hope that their diary will one day be discovered by an unknown muse and become a sensation as – I don’t know – the classic sentiments of a chaste and modest young girl. Sometimes I’m in the first group, at other times in the second one.)
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SUNDAY, 19 APRIL 1936, VIENNA

I’m a little in love. With Hans. It’s ridiculous. But it’s true. Perhaps because he’s the first boy with whom I’ve been in a slightly closer relationship. But maybe I’m just imagining I’m in love. All I know is that I’m always a little happier when I think of him! He’s lovely. We talk together. And that’s it! No more! And yet! He took off his glasses and he was so . . . insignificant, so small and hairless. I’d love him to come to me and weep. And I’d love to stroke him. (I’m not writing these lines with hot, glowing cheeks like a lover; everything to do with Hans is restrained.) He’s not in love with me, not a whit. (I can’t imagine him in love at all; he’s far too restrained.) At best he sees me (apart from the Maths) as somebody to have a good chat with. He hasn’t the faintest idea (I don’t think) that I might like him a little (I’m not that fond of him). He could calmly tell me his tales of love (if he had any at all) without thinking that it might cause me embarrassment! He doesn’t see me as a woman (!), but as something else. Maybe (?) as a friend. But then that’s much nicer, too.
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FRIDAY, 8 MAY 1936, VIENNA

I don’t like Hans at all! On the contrary! I’m off to English now. Just for a change there’s been a bit of a hullabaloo. You see, I bought a squirting flower and squirted Fischer with it, only a little bit of course. She didn’t notice it was a trick. As I told Mama, she made a huge fuss about it. (I’ve already got two warnings for conduct – I really don’t know how.) She’ll tell Uncle Rudi. I hate Uncle Rudi! He’s a philistine. I’m going to write more about this. I’m definitely going to write a play. I’ve just got to let it ripen inside me. Like a fruit. Alas, I’ve got to go to English. I’m also going to write more about Hans!
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SUNDAY, 24 MAY 1936, VIENNA

At the moment I don’t really feel the need to write in my diary. Frau Stern just telephoned: Hans is ill. Quite truthfully, I don’t like him at all. He’s ghastly. When he’s not wearing his glasses I can’t look at him. I’m definitely going to write the play, but not quite yet. We had German homework: ‘Old / Young’. Uncle Rudi: I really don’t like him. He’s so stuffy. When he looks with his dreadful eyes or with his glasses perched on his nose and talks very deliberately about communism etc. Then I find him soooo ridiculous.

[image: image-missing]

FRIDAY, 29 MAY 1936, VIENNA

I’m in a good mood at the moment; I don’t know why! I did my homework. I made a good job of ‘Young / Old’. I’m going to copy it out. The play might be quite good. I don’t know the title. I’ll get going on it soon. (I’m doing badly in Maths, might get moved down.)
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WEDNESDAY, 17 JUNE 1936, VIENNA

Swimming. Went home with Lizzy. She’s a bright girl. We talked about anti-Semitism and education. Saw a blind man on the train. He was reading a Braille book. It impressed me. It showed the human will and also goodness – I don’t know how to describe it. I managed in Maths.
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SATURDAY, 20 JUNE 1936, VIENNA

Yesterday I was in a park. A lady sat next to me. With grey hair, sour-looking mouth. A worker’s wife. Four children. One of them, Dita, a dark, fat girl, came over and said, ‘I’ve looked all over, can’t find him anywhere. The smaller they are the cheekier.’ The lady said, ‘I’ve told her, “I’m not like you – you filthy Jew!”’ The lady kept on threatening her youngest, Otti, a lovely blond boy. She said, ‘Look! The young lady’s got a bag. She’ll put you into it.’ Then: ‘Right, I’m going to fetch the park-keeper. That man’s going to take you with him, he’ll put you in his sack’ etc. Poor little chap. When a person kills another out of hatred and with justification, it’s not his conscience that weighs him down, but the fear of being punished (for example in Gorky’s Three People). Gorky is dead. Such people shouldn’t die. (Mumi said that, too.)
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MONDAY, 29 JUNE 1936, VIENNA

I saw an elderly man on the tram. He had a shrunken mouth and a brown face. A beautiful girl with a large bosom was standing next to him. The type you see by the thousand. I only heard a part of their conversation. The big-bosomed girl with beautiful eyes asked him how he liked it here. The man said, ‘I feel verrry lonely. I’ve got nobody at all.’ He made a very sad, strained face. Then he started to ask questions in a childish way. He smiled: ‘So, did you miss me, too?’ The girl, who didn’t seem to care much about the old man, said, ‘Yes, we’ve often spoken of you.’ Suddenly the old man was very happy. And each time the girl wanted to go away he took her hand and asked very cheerfully, ‘Did you really think about me, really?’

That same day I saw lots of people being handed food. They looked poor. One lady was wearing a newspaper on her head, a faded dress, ripped stockings. An old man with red cheeks who made jokes, a blue pot in his hand and rags wrapped round his legs. And many other people, too.

Winter aid, alms, these are symptoms of an unwholesome age. People don’t need alms, offerings, or winter aid if you give them work (in decent conditions) and enough to eat. Winter aid, offerings for hungry children etc. etc. are temporary measures and create a false impression. A government that starts to make such collections doesn’t know how to cope any other way, can’t create any job opportunities.

I’m a communist already. In Russia they’ve now introduced the right to vote.

The entries from the rest of summer 1936 are not dated, but the place where they were written is noted. First Ruth and her sister travel to Zarošice, where they stay in Uncle Victor’s house. After that, they stay on the Rausch family’s farm in Rosental, a neighbouring village. Then they travel to Brno, home to Auntie Ritschi, Auntie Ada, a widow, and Uncle Robert, a bank manager with his own chauffeur. Uncle Robert became the family’s guardian and supported Irma Maier financially after Ludwig Maier died.
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Uncle Viktor’s shop in Zarošice. He took over the business from his father, Simon Maier, whose name can be seen on the sign above the door.

JULY 1936, ZAROŠICE

We’re now in Zarošice. It’s beautiful. I prefer it to Vienna. It’s like home to me. I’m going to write. I’ve got to have a good look while I’m here. And take inside me all the beautiful things around. Then when I’m back at school I’ll be able to use it again, live off it. Like a camel does with its fat.
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JULY 1936, ZAROŠICE

It’s beautiful here. The fields and the people. I like peasants. They’re not fake or sentimental. They’re real people. They say that all peasants are healthy. That’s not true. A quarter of the population of Zarošice has tuberculosis and another quarter is poor and has nothing to eat, which is surely a disease, too. It is peculiar how many village idiots there are in small villages. The children laugh at them, they smile stupidly, and sometimes they weep. In Vienna they call them cretins, they say they’re mentally ill and put them in fancy lunatic asylums.

Yesterday I wanted to photograph Zarošice cemetery. Then a little old lady came out of the cemetery. She was hobbling and had a shrunken mouth. She spoke to me. Czech. I didn’t understand much. She said that she lived on her own. She had nobody. She was just taking a look around the cemetery. So she hobbled along the road beside me. And said, ‘Ti dretzka’ or ‘Ti troitki’(I don’t know whether I’ve written it correctly). I feel I’ve read somewhere in a book that an old lady walks through a village, occasionally mumbling, ‘Yes, the children!’ or, ‘The flowers!’ or, ‘Yes, the sun!’

I imagine that dear God must love peasants above all other people. They don’t talk a lot about things that concern them, but they still feel these things. They don’t start crying at every opportunity. But sometimes they’re very sad. They don’t kiss each other, or only seldom, and yet they love each other. For example, they don’t even tell us how much they love their homeland. But they certainly love it, and far more than some other person who doesn’t stop banging on about it at every suitable and unsuitable opportunity.

I don’t want to write any more because I’ll feel I’m writing such frightfully soppy stuff. If I write any more it’ll be meaningless. Sometimes I think I’m in a fairy tale. In Zarošice, when I walk through the village. Everything is peaceful. The sun is shining, children are playing, peasants working, geese shrieking, women coming and going with water. It’s so beautiful.
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JULY 1936, ROSENTAL

I really don’t know what I want to write. I could write so much. But I don’t want to write my personal feelings in my diary any more. Because I think one should deal with these oneself. And anyway, they’re mawkish. I could write, ‘Yesterday I was sad, I like a boy, I know he’s stupid,’ etc.

But I don’t want to. Because it’s jolly boring.

So we’re staying with the Rausch family. A big farm. Cows, piggies. Herr Rausch, the father, is a quite normal peasant with a long moustache and he’s already a bit frail. His wife is a peasant, too. The children. Fanda: a pretty girl with pretty, round eyes. Anna: a skinny girl (in other circumstances you might call her a tart), anaemic. A poor blonde thing who does the cooking, washing etc. Vena, a handsome lad – I think he’s horrid. Dita likes him. Jenda: I like him. Now he’s really not a weed. He’s not handsome. His mouth is nice. I like him.
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JULY 1936, ROSENTAL

It is wonderful to sing love songs when you are in love!
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JULY 1936, ROSENTAL

I really can’t bear it. I have to write about how much I like Jenda. I do like him and it’s lovely that I like him. Yesterday I was so happy. I danced and sang. Not today. I’m feeling bad. Yesterday I lay in the hay cart and looked up at the sky. I thought about death and what it’s like. The nicest thing would be if we kept on returning to the world, if we kept on feeling life because it’s just so lovely to be here. But if that’s not the case, if that goes against all reason, then it’s also wonderful to have lived once. Because if you have seen everything, the sun, the flowers, the woods, and also if you’ve loved somebody, then you’ve seen everything and it’s not necessary to live any more. I’ve decided that I’ll commit suicide when I feel that my life can’t get any nicer. But perhaps this is just my megalomania talking and who knows how I might cling on to life later on (more than ever). But I do not want to die as a little old trembling woman.
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Pencil drawing of the farm where Ruth and Judith stayed in summer 1936.

I watched Jenda cutting in the field. I saw the stalks falling and Jenda striking broad swathes with his scythe. Then it struck me that the idea of death being associated with the scythe and cutting people down is as ancient as humanity itself, ever since man has tilled, sowed and cut the fields.
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JULY 1936, ROSENTAL

It’s wonderful. If you want to write something about Rosental and Zarošice you can only do it in pictures.

I go into the field with Jenda and his father. Jenda is handsome and fit; he stands in front of me. He has a brown back. The sky above him is quite blue. The cart rocks! I look at Jenda.

We’re in the field. Jenda toils. It’s lovely to watch him working. He bends and stretches himself. He’s quiet. There’s no sound, just sun and fields.

I’m in the barn, it’s dark. The cows breathe. I lie in the maize. It’s beautiful.

I bring a lunch bag to the field. There’s nothing but sun. The women work. Then they sit and eat. They drink beer and talk.

I always used to want to love weak, sickly people. Not any more. I want to love someone healthy.

It’s wonderful that this peasant, now so old and bent, has brought two such handsome and fit people into the world.

Yesterday I heard the father, the mother and the two sons praying. I imagine prayer to be something more beautiful. Prayer is beautiful, to thank a greater power for work, for the sun and everything! But they rattle through their prayer as if they’d been forced to do it. If they’re not doing it because they really want to, then they shouldn’t bother praying at all.
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JULY 1936, ROSENTAL

Vena likes Dita and Dita Vena. They’ve even written each other love letters. He’s very much in love with her. And yet they’re highly embarrassed when they’re together. What? Don’t they say that they’re fond of each other? Do they go into the woods together, both of them happy?

I like Jenda. He likes me, too.

At the moment I feel as if I could compose many poems. About fields and the sun.
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Family picture from Zarošice Simon Maier (arms crossed) and his wife Eugenie (hands on her knees) with four of their seven children. Behind (from left to right): their sons Viktor, Ludwig, Robert, with his wife Aranka to his right, and the Maier’s son-in-law Moritz Hamlis, who was married to their daughter Ritschi (on the far right). Viktor’s wife Thea has their son Rudolf on her lap; her daughters Lisa and Gerda are sitting at the front. Robert and Aranka’s two sons are standing in front of their parents. From this photograph only the Maier’s granddaughter Lisa, who was deported to Auschwitz, survived the war. Their daughters Ada, Erna and Vilma (not in the picture) were also deported and killed.

JULY 1936, WITH AUNTIE ADA IN BRNO

We’ve left Rosental now. I didn’t think that I’d be so unhappy. I long for Jenda. I’d like to be with him, or at least have a letter. I’m sad. I’m thinking of him, and also of Vena and all the others. It was so lovely. We loved each other. As we left Vena gave me a goodbye kiss. We also went for a walk together. Just as friends. I’d like to be with Jenda.
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Ruth’s father Ludwig Maier, Secretary General of both the Austrian Postal Union and the International Association of Postal Unions, held a doctorate. In addition to German and Czech he knew French, Italian, English, Turkish, Modern and Ancient Greek, and Latin.

JULY 1936, WITH AUNTIE RITSCHI IN BRNO

Yesterday Mama said something very sweet. Once, before Mumi was married, she was going for a walk with Papa and she saw that Pupi was not walking in rhythm with her. So Mama took a small step that looked like a hop. When Papa noticed it he said, ‘Rascal!’

That’s very sweet. I find it so charming. They’re walking through the woods. It’s autumn and there are spots of red and yellow in the woods. Papa is being very serious and Mama is walking beside him, very jolly and in love. Then she hops. Papa looks at her, laughs softly and then says, ‘Rascal!’

Many of the things Mama has said make quite an impression on me and when I recall them later it’s as if I’d read them in a book. For example: Mumi is sitting in a small office. She’s wearing a very pretty, sheer blouse. Made out of angora wool. Her hair is black and she’s tied it into a bun on her neck. She looks lovely, as if straight out of a glass case. She’s working at the typewriter. Her boss is sitting beside her in a large reclining chair. He looks very much like Hugo Thimig.fn1 He looks at Mama in total delight. As old men look at young people. From time to time he says something. ‘Fräulein, that’s a very pretty blouse you’re wearing!’
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JULY 1936, BRNO

Jenda wrote to me. I don’t know if I love him. If so, then it’s not the Jenda Rausch part of him that I like, but something else, something more beautiful. It’s queer, I can see him before me, standing in the field, sitting on the cart, but I can never recall the times he talked to me. If Jenda were to come to Vienna, perhaps I wouldn’t love him at all. He’s only suited to fields, lots of sun, cows and water. I believe that there are people who, once taken out of their surroundings, no longer make such an impression on us.

Uncle Oskar is arriving tomorrow!!!
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JULY 1936, BRNO

Yes, Uncle Oskar has been. He’s nice. He also brought along my new aunt. She’s nice, too. Slim and blonde, a German. She told us about her past: she’s been married once and imprisoned twice.

Grandmother behaved like a young girl. She very much likes Uncle Oskar, too.
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Large pen and ink drawing found between pages in the 1935–1936 diary.

JULY 1936, BRNO

Jenda has written to me again. I think I don’t love him that much. It’s so funny: the Jenda who stood in front of me on the cart and scythed in the field, and the one who writes stupid letters – they’re two quite different people.

Mama also asked when we’re going to finish with this letter-writing farce. She said it was a pity about the money and the stamps.

Rather tasteless!

Man exists in the world and lives in order to achieve and create something. But I will die waiting to find out what I am to achieve and what I am to create.
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JULY 1936, BRNO


People going here and there

and knowing not what for.

People going here and there

and knowing not for what.

People getting weary.

For dust is in their lungs.

People getting saddened.

For their children are unwell.

People getting so gloomy.

For they do not know the sun.

People getting angry.

For they really long for the light.
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AUGUST 1936, BRNO

Yesterday we went to the pictures with Uncle Robert. Bank manager. The film was utter rubbish. But two images in the weekly newsreel made an impression on me.

The first one was a mining accident in England. The people, mothers and children, waiting for their fathers in the rain. It was terrible. The coffins were loaded on to the carts.

Robert Maier, the railway manager, then said, ‘That’s quite enough!’ A sympathetic heart! God bless him.

The second was from the civil war in Spain. Women firing rifles. Armed young men and adolescents. A dead man lying on the ground. Tolosa in ruins.

So what is the point of all of that?

The communists want world revolution. What will that be like? Millions of people would die! Perish! Keel over!

But perhaps it’s not so wretched if I know I’m doing it for freedom?
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FRIDAY, 11 SEPTEMBER 1936, VIENNA

I’ve now read my other two diaries. They’re so corny it fills me with horror. I don’t think I’m going to begin a new one when this is finished. At the very most I’ll just note down observations and ideas. If I really feel the need to write I can do it on notepaper; that can be burned afterwards. To think that I’ve lived sixteen years and the results are: a few quirky habits and some more or less idiotic scribblings. And I’ve done absolutely nothing. It makes me miserable.

When you’re alive you should learn as much as possible. I’d like to learn a lot: biology, medicine, law, botany, astronomy and, above all, natural sciences.
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A photograph of Ruth from the family album.
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Ruth as a baby with her mother Irma. From the family album. 



fn1 Hugo Thimig (1854–1944),Viennese actor and theatre manager, father of Hermann Thimig.


Mummy, have you forgotten me?

NOVEMBER 1936 – APRIL 1936
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THE DIARY THAT covers the period from late autumn 1936 to early 1937 is a small, attractive notebook with 160 unlined pages. It has a red trim and a soft imitation leather cover. There are more than 130 pages of writing, followed by some blank pages and then sixteen sides of literary notes on books such as Tolstoy’s The Kreutzer Sonata, Jack London’s Martin Eden, B. Traven’s The Death Ship and a volume of Heinrich Heine’s letters.

Ruth is now on the verge of womanhood. The entries begin the day after her sixteenth birthday. She attends dance school. Christmas is different from usual. She gets angry about a murder trial and writes a dialogue between Ruth and the court. In February she goes on a ski course in the mountains. She writes about her friends. And tells their fortunes. She also writes about her Latin tutor, who begins giving her private lessons this spring. Sometimes her diary crosses the boundary into fiction.

This volume of her diary is dominated by her relationship with her parents. On New Year’s Day she remembers her father who has been dead for three years. The way her mother now makes herself up looks different from before. Ruth accidentally overhears a private conversation. It troubles her. Ruth idolises her father, whom she calls Papa, Papi or Pupi. And she has a more strained relationship with her mother, whom she calls Mama, Mutti, Musch, Mumi and Mutz. Or Muscherle. Her mother calls her Dorrit, Lore and Claudia. Ruth’s sister, Judith, who is a year and a half younger, is often called Dita. Or Dittl. Sometimes Ditterle.

WEDNESDAY, 11 NOVEMBER 1936, VIENNA

It’s an awkward feeling starting a new diary. You have to get used to it first.

There’s a boy I really like. He’s from the dance school but he’s really nice. I’ve now turned into two Ruths. The first one who’s very much in love and only thinks of ‘him’ etc. And the other Ruth who knows it’s a load of nonsense and thinks: it’s just a soppy adolescent fantasy. I mean, I shouldn’t be wasting my time. I mustn’t. I’ve got so much to do. I often feel like someone who has a pile of work pending, but who taps her finger impatiently on the desk, saying, ‘Just a moment, just a moment, gentlemen, I’ll have to think that one over.’

I saw a blind woman in the tram. Blind people smile a lot, more often than sighted people.

A young man was sitting in the Meridianpark.fn1 In front of him was a pram which he peered into carefully.

A destitute man was sleeping on a bench under a magnificent tree. His hands were covering his face. He was still young.
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SUNDAY, 15 NOVEMBER 1936, VIENNA

Today I’m going to meet the boy at the Burgtheater. Perhaps I won’t meet him. Saint Joan. I’m so looking forward to it. I’d love to become an actress.
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Ruth designed a title page for ‘Diary of a Young Girl’. She followed this with an introduction:

‘The heart of a young girl is a strange and beautiful thing. It is full of dreams and wishes.’

SATURDAY, 21 NOVEMBER 1936, VIENNA

I’ve got to wait! I’d like to give up the diary and turn the whole thing into a book, a ‘Diary of a Young Girl’.
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THURSDAY, 26 NOVEMBER 1936, VIENNA

I walk through the streets in the evening. And it’s completely dark. The windows glow softly. And I cannot believe that there is so much heartache behind the windows, for they glow so softly and cheerfully.

[image: image-missing]

SUNDAY, 29 NOVEMBER 1936, VIENNA

It’s cold. I can see feet. Sore feet, shoes that are torn and full of holes. It’s cold and the feet touch the ground, and go round in circles. They are sad, sore feet, they go round in circles like caged birds, always in circles, the sad, sore feet!
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SATURDAY, 12 DECEMBER 1936, VIENNA

It’s the Dirndlfn2 festival today. I’m so excited!
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TUESDAY, 15 DECEMBER 1936, VIENNA

There’s a major change happening inside me. It’s quite revolting. I’d like to write something like a ‘Diary of a Young Girl’. Or a Christmas novella, or a story of our everyday life. But you need so much courage for this. I used to think myself capable of it. For the moment, perhaps, I’ll write something nicer instead.

CLAUDIA


 Christmas has come again. The sky is frozen blue. The streets are covered in snow. The smells of Lebkuchen and spun sugar fill the air again. The plump, rosy-cheeked women are already standing on the corner, selling their Christmas trees. There is an odd sparkling in the air. 

And yet! Strangely, Christmas used to be quite different from this. Much nicer! Much more mysterious! It used to be so delightfully mysterious, so wonderfully cosy at Christmas. It was as if it were ringing in the air: Christmas, cling, clang, bam, boom.

It used to sparkle everywhere. And in my mouth I would have the strong taste of meringues and cake mixture, which was both sweet and strange. I often thought I saw angels descending to earth with candles in their hands.

And now! Mother is still scurrying around the place very secretively and closing doors behind her. Mutti says that the baby Jesus is coming.

In bed I want it to be like last year. I want my eyes to glint and to say softly, ‘Christmas!’ and I want to hear angels singing. But it’s not happening. It makes me sad and I think, ‘Come on, Christmas comes only once a year. You’ve got to be jolly at Christmas. I’ll pray to dear God, he’ll make me happy again.’

 And then Christmas arrives and Mutti asks with red cheeks, ‘Guess what you’ve got, Claudia?’ And I’m sad because I’m not really interested. 

Mutti looks at me in a strange way, as if she wanted to say, ‘You’re not enjoying yourself.’

 And evening comes. The stars are in the sky and the snow on the streets is totally blue. 

 And for a moment, a tiny moment. Now I feel it. Now! And I’m full of joy and I want to sing a Christmas carol. 

And then the moment has passed. And then the door opens and I see Mutti’s face. She looks at me with such expectation. Then I see Auntie and the Christmas tree. So many candles! And I say, ‘Beautiful!’

And I feel so terribly empty. I want to lie under the Christmas tree and weep.



[image: image-missing]

TUESDAY, 29 DECEMBER 1936, VIENNA

When I grow up I don’t think I’ll need to write a diary any more.
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FRIDAY, 1 JANUARY 1937, VIENNA

Two days ago I bumped into Herr Hermann on the tram. I have a penchant for older men.

Yesterday was New Year’s Eve. Dr Brauchbar was there, too. I like him a lot. His eyes were completely red because he hasn’t had a proper night’s sleep for a long time. I feel sorry for him.

I’ve been going to dance school for some time now. It’s just how I had imagined it. Dance school air, tango lighting, dance school jokes. I even have someone who hangs around me all the time. He’s the intelligent Jew type. Glasses. Prominent cheekbones. Sometimes unshaven. Just how I used to imagine my ideal man. Only this one adapted for dance school. He pushes himself close to me. He talks like they do in novels. So hackneyed! With his eyes raised. In blue tango lighting. Declares his love. Makes you want to vomit.

Some time ago I saw a wonderful film: The Story of Louis Pasteur.

One ought to just read . . . read! And learn.
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SUNDAY, 3 JANUARY 1937, VIENNA

Papa is dead – not ‘dead’! It’s quite simple. One word: d-e-a-d. I don’t want to think about it. It ought to be peaceful. The religious studies teacher said that one should suffer everything. Suffer. I don’t like it. Anyway, it’s not true. First because it can’t be. That’s obvious, isn’t it? You can’t just be gone like that and then there’s nothing. You don’t feel anything. All over. I must ask Papa. I’ll go to him and say, ‘Papa, it’s not true, is it? I’m right, aren’t I?’ And then he’ll have to get up. He’ll have to hear, won’t he? He has to. It just can’t be. I dreamed it. Suddenly someone will open the door, and I’ll refuse to believe it, and it’ll be Papa. Everything will be OK. And I’ll say, ‘I had a bad dream.’ And Papa will caress me.

I often wait for Papa to come. And then I want to scream and smash everything to bits, and then I’m a bird in the blue sky, flying through the air. Then it’s like mill wheels churning inside me, my God, my God, and my eyes are hot. I long for the cold. My God! Please! It’s not true. I’ve made a mistake. Please! Please! Please! Everything used to be so lovely. Papa is here. Here. Here. Here. And he says, ‘Liese, let’s go
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TUESDAY, 19 JANUARY 1937, VIENNA


 DANCE SCHOOL 
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THURSDAY, 21 JANUARY 1937, VIENNA
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SUNDAY, 24 JANUARY 1937, VIENNA
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Newspaper photograph of a courtroom which Ruth had stuck in her diary.
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SUNDAY, 31 JANUARY 1937, VIENNA
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THURSDAY, 4 FEBRUARY 1937, VIENNA
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FEBRUARY 1937, VIENNA
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MONDAY, 15 FEBRUARY 1937, VIENNA
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SUNDAY, 21 FEBRUARY 1937, STEINHAUS
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WEDNESDAY, 24 FEBRUARY 1937, STEINHAUS
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THURSDAY, 25 FEBRUARY 1937, STEINHAUS
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FRIDAY, 26 FEBRUARY 1937, STEINHAUS
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THURSDAY, 18 MARCH 1937, VIENNA
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FRIDAY, 2 APRIL 1937, VIENNA
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SATURDAY, 3 APRIL 1937, VIENNA
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SUNDAY, 4 APRIL 1937, VIENNA
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THURSDAY, 8 APRIL 1937, VIENNA
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Ruth Maier grew up in a cultured household. The photograph shows Ruth’s father, Ludwig Maier, in his study. According to her sister Judith, Ruth used to enjoy sitting in this room on a ladder and reading books.
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