
[image: cover]


‘A heroic diarist who has left an invaluable record of the Third Reich’

Tom Paulin, Independent on Sunday

‘Of all the books I have read on the subject, I find it hard to think of one which has taught me more’

Niall Ferguson, Sunday Telegraph

‘This is a truly monumental work, destined to become a source book for anyone studying the Third Reich’

Eva Figes, Hampstead and Highgate Express

‘The diary’s value, apart from the quality of its writing, which has been faithfully translated by Martin Chalmers, lies in its detailed narrative of the humiliations suffered by Jews. On January 1, 1942, Klemperer records the following thought: “It is said children still have a sense of wonder, later one becomes blunted. Nonsense. A child takes for granted, and most people get no further; only an old person, who thinks, is aware of the wondrous.” That is the guiding spirit of this remarkable book’

Roger Boyles, Times Literary Supplement

‘In his mission “to bear witness” he has left an extraordinary historical document which in its own way is an invaluable contribution to an understanding not just of Jewish life under the Nazi regime, but of the whole German wartime experience’

Katrina Goldstone, Sunday Tribune

‘These are the day-to-day records, accurate to the last pfennig and the last clean collar, of an unheroic man who showed, in keeping them, inconceivable courage’

Penelope Fitzgerald, Times Literary Supplement

‘Utterly gripping as a day-by-day account of life under the Third Reich. To The Bitter End makes our supposedly scandalous modern diarists look trivial and lightweight by comparison’

Jeremy Lewis, The Oldie

‘The second part of the astonishing diaries of one of the few German Jews to survive the Hitler era. Klemperer recounts a rapid journey into a hell-black night of misery, penury, isolation and persecution, relieved by a few shining moments of generosity and decency. The book also describes life inside a totalitarian state from the inside with extraordinary power’

Peter Hitchens, Express

‘These notes, kept in real time, are more telling than any systematic study could be. Here is a great document of civilisation that owes its status as such not to its confirmation of what history tells us about the Third Reich, but to its scrupulous, dogged, intelligent, lonely witness to barbarism at a time when that history had yet to be written’

Brendan Barrington, Irish Times
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PREFACE*

. . . but I want to tell that he was a hero. He could not say three sentences without talking about his fear, but I want to tell of his courage.

Jurek Becker, Jacob the Liar

I

On New Year’s Eve, 1941, Victor Klemperer gave a little speech to the remaining occupants of the Jews’ House at 15b Caspar David Friedrich Strasse in Dresden. It had been, he said, ‘our most dreadful year, dreadful because of our own real experience, more dreadful because of the constant state of threat, most dreadful of all because of what we saw others suffering (deportation, murder)’ – but, he concluded, there were grounds for optimism. The regime, he implied, was close to collapse, the guilty would receive just punishment.

As we now know, and the diarist Victor Klemperer was soon to discover, the worst was very far from over. The German advance after the surprise attack on the Soviet Union on 22 June 1941 had created the conditions for a ‘final solution of the Jewish question’ by extermination. While the Jewish population of the newly occupied territories was massacred, the Jews of Germany and of the territories under German control were to be deported eastwards and, together with the Jews of Poland, murdered immediately or starved and worked to death. The year 1942 would be, in Raul Hilberg’s words the ‘most lethal . . . in Jewish history’.

At the end of 1941 Klemperer was still unaware of the massacres taking place behind the German front. The extent of his knowledge was summed up in a diary entry of 25 October 1941: ‘Ever more shocking reports about deportation of Jews to Poland. They have to leave almost literally naked and penniless. Thousands from Berlin to Lodz.’ Dependent on rumour and second-hand reports of foreign broadcasts, Klemperer was only able dimly to discern the scope and radicalism of the Nazis’ plans and actions. The repercussions of the plan of genocide, however, were soon to be felt in Dresden.

On 13 January 1942, Paul Kreidl, a fellow resident of the Jews’ House, passes on a rumour – ‘but it is very credible and comes from various sources – evacuated Jews were shot in Riga, in groups, as they left the train’. On the 15th the first ‘evacuation’ from Dresden is announced. The Zeiss-Ikon plant, in which a large number of the remaining Jews in the city work as forced labour, manages to retain its Jewish workers. Nevertheless on 21 January, 224 Jews from Dresden and nearby towns, including Paul Kreidl, are transported to the Riga ghetto.1

After that the blows come hard and fast: the brutalities of the Gestapo house searches, the step-by-step removal of elderly Jews to Theresienstadt concentration camp, the suicides of those who prefer to snatch at least death from the Nazis.2 All this was accompanied by the steady shortening of rations for Jews, the lack of privacy and overcrowding in the Jews’ Houses, and the continuing military success of the Axis powers.

The Jews left in Dresden are uncertain of the fate of those deported to the East or even to nearby Theresienstadt. The arrest and murder of individuals, however, are a token of the deportees’ likely fate. Yet even uncertainty can still give rise to hope of something better. On 24 July 1942, Klemperer notes: ‘The general mood among Jews is that they do not fear evacuation quite as much as before and now even regard Theresienstadt as a relatively humane place . . . people say to one another, things are so bad here, that anywhere else they can at most be equally bad, but perhaps also somewhat better.’3

A few months earlier, on 16 March 1942, Klemperer had recorded another rumour. ‘In the last few days I heard Auschwitz (or something like it), near Königshütte in Upper Silesia, mentioned as the most dreadful concentration camp. Work in a mine, death within a few days.’ The planned, deliberate extermination of millions of Jews was still unimaginable to Klemperer (and most others). The realisation that ‘deportation’ was, in Nazi terms, equivalent to extermination only gradually established itself in his mind; for a long time he retained quiet hope that there would be news. On 21 September 1942, after visiting friends about to be deported, he writes, ‘they were really going into a beyond, from which as yet there had been no reliable news. Because what had been reported was no more than supposition.’

II

On 23 November 1942, 279 Jews, the overwhelming majority of those left in Dresden who were not in mixed marriages or otherwise ‘privileged’, were forced to move to some newly erected barracks huts at Hellerberg, just outside the municipal boundary north of the city. The adults and adolescents of this group were largely employed at Zeiss-Ikon’s Goehle plant, which manufactured fuses for the German navy. The company took responsibility for the construction and day-to-day running of the camp.

This was a step which had been planned for some time. Pressure to segregate the Jews working in armaments factories had come from both local Nazi Party organisations (there was a macabre competition between Nazi authorities to make their towns and districts judenfrei – free of Jews) and from the Nazi leadership. There was harsh criticism of the role of companies which, encouraged by the army and the armaments ministry, had argued for the maintenance of trained Jewish workforces.

Very unusually, there exists a film of this initial stage of deportation: ‘Assembling the last Jews in Dresden in the camp at Hellerberg on 23rd/24th November 1942’.4 This short, 27-minute silent film, not only shows the building of the camp, the removal of the Jews from Jews’ Houses in Dresden and the initial humiliations, like ‘delousing’, inflicted on them (as a kind of prelude to subsequent degradation), but also a number of identifiable persons, among them several mentioned in Victor Klemperer’s diary.

For the Nazis the camp was no more than an interim, local ‘solution’, part of the preparations for the so-called ‘Factory Action’, which began on 27 February 1943. On the morning of that day Jews throughout Germany were picked up at their work-places without warning, so that they would have no chance to escape and go underground. The Factory Action was intended to eliminate those Jews working in the armaments industry. They were to be replaced by forced labour from the occupied countries.

In Dresden the camp at Hellerberg was sealed off early on the morning of 27 February 1943. More Jews from Dresden and from nearby towns were also assembled there. On the evening of 2 March, nearly all the inmates, including 293 Dresden Jews, were taken to Dresden-Neustadt station and loaded onto cattle trucks. They reached Auschwitz as part of a train which was by then carrying 1,500 people.

On learning that the Hellerberg camp inmates were to be deported, Victor Klemperer wrote in his diary: ‘We shall not see any of them again. Frau Voss, the Seliksohns, Reichenbachs, Frau Ziegler – I count them all among the dead.’

In the calendar of events at Auschwitz-Birkenau compiled by Danuta Czech, the arrival of the train, on 3 March, is recorded as follows: ‘Approximately 1500 Jewish men, women and children, including Norwegian Jews, arrive from Berlin with a transport. . . . After the selection, 535 men who are given the numbers 104,890 to 105,424, as well as 145 women who are given the numbers 36,935 to 37,079, are admitted to the camp as prisoners. The remaining approximately 820 people are killed in the gas chambers.’5 Among those selected as fit for entry to the camp there were about 50 of the 293 Dresden Jews. As far as is known, ten survived, seven men and three women.

Now the only Jews left in Dresden who were not ‘protected’ by mixed marriage or ‘privileged’ status were the two officials of the National Association of Jews in Germany. On 10 June 1943, it was wound up and the officials and their dependents were deported shortly after. On 12 June Victor Klemperer noted: ‘The National Association of Jews in Germany has been dissolved. As yet nothing is known about the significance and consequences of this measure. Lewin thinks: They want to demonstrate that there are no Jews in Germany any more. But there are still some nevertheless, and among them still a number conspicuous because of the Jew’s star! In Dresden out of 600,000 inhabitants there are 60 wearers of the star running around. What will happen to those with privileged status, what, above all, to us wearers of the star?’

III

It is probable that the Nazi leadership decided to postpone ‘solving’ the problem of the category of Jews in mixed marriages to avoid the risk of public disturbance and because of possible effects on morale.6 Instead, individuals and small groups were picked off for infringements of the decrees concerning Jews. In the meantime, if they avoided drawing attention to themselves, Jews like Victor Klemperer, married to ‘Aryan’ women (Jewish women married to ‘Aryan’ men were classified as ‘privileged’ and did not have to wear the star), inhabited a strange limbo. The threat and fact of death were ever-present, the dwindling number of Jews’ Houses became increasingly overcrowded, most remaining Jewish men were forced into unhealthy and exhausting factory work.

Klemperer, who was compelled to carry out ‘labour duty’ from 19 April 1943 until 23 June 1944, found his period of forced labour specially hard, since it was difficult for him to keep up his study of Nazi language. There were, however, factors which ameliorated the hardships and the sense of threat. It was clear, at the latest from the surrender of Stalingrad, that Germany was losing the war, even if for the Jews still alive in Germany and in territories under German control the pace of the Allied advance was numbingly slow. The feeling of isolation was not quite as complete as before: there were a greater number of sympathetic ‘Aryan’ contacts, there were discussions and arguments both in the Jews’ House and in the factory, and in the factory sometimes the wireless was even switched on. (Though never absent: the fear of the Gestapo, of arbitrary arrest, torture, death, the misery of walking out on the street wearing the yellow star.)

In all this time, however, Klemperer never wavered in his commitment to keeping his diary – if discovered it would have cost his life and possibly that of people mentioned in it, as well as of the ‘Aryan’ friend who safeguarded the pages which Eva Klemperer regularly brought her. The diary was at once the everyday record of one Jew’s experience, a way of staying sane for a scholar who had always lived by the pen, and finally a memorial, the material for a memorial. On 2 September 1942, on the eve of the move to a second Jews’ House, he writes: ‘As far as it lies in my power, the Jews’ House at 15b Caspar David Friedrich Strasse and its many victims will be famous.’ It is a wish he repeated several times, although one that was realised, quite unexpectedly, only decades after his own death.7

IV

The most obvious portent of Germany’s approaching defeat was the Allied air campaign against its cities. Growing ever bolder, more destructive and larger in scale, it was viewed with ambivalence by Dresden’s remaining Jews. It was evidence of Germany’s weakness, for sure, but it also contributed to their sense of dread. Would the Gestapo put them up against the wall before the end, would they be transported after all – or would the bombs kill them, along with the ‘Aryans’?

Throughout 1943 and 1944, Klemperer, indeed the whole population of Dresden, puzzled over the absence of air raids on the city, while so many other places from Cologne to Hamburg, Berlin, Königsberg and nearby Leipzig were being devastated. People speculate (the city has been allocated to the Czechs when peace comes) and tell jokes (Churchill’s aunt is buried here). There are the regular aid-raid warnings, the comedy of air-raid drills, the repeated trips down to the cellar, even, in the second part of 1944, a couple of minor raids.

Finally, on 12 February 1945, the waiting appears to be over. Most of the remaining Jews, whether in mixed marriages or ‘privileged’, are to be ordered to report for labour duty on 15 February. In all likelihood they would have been deported to Theresienstadt; among those summoned for forced labour were children under the age of ten.8 Victor Klemperer himself is not included in this transport, although on 13 February he has to deliver some of the orders. He fully expects to be included in the next batch. Now there is no one who does not believe that this summons means certain death.

Then on the night of 13 February another long-anticipated event comes to pass: the Anglo-American air raid which reduces the historic centre of Dresden to rubble. Almost all the Jews survive the attack, and during the raid or its aftermath they remove their yellow stars and destroy or hide the documents which identify them as Jews.

Many years later, in a television interview in February 1995, Henni Brenner, one of the Jewish survivors – she was still living near Dresden – recounted her feelings about that night: ‘In the morning my father received the order to report for the transport. He became very depressed and said: “Henni, only a miracle, a bolt from the blue can save us now.” We survived the air raid and then walked towards the city centre.’

‘What did you feel?’ asked the journalist.

‘It was terrible, the bodies, the city burning. But my father wanted at all costs to see what had happened to the Gestapo building. We couldn’t get that far, because everything was burning, but from a distance we saw that it [too] was ablaze. Well, then we felt some satisfaction.’9

v

Provided with temporary papers, but nevertheless afraid of being recognised, the Klemperers did not want to stay close to the city (or risk being sent back to it). And so they begin a long and still dangerous journey through Germany. The fear of denunciation and the Gestapo fades, though not the threat of sudden death. The end of the war finds the couple in a village in Upper Bavaria. The story of their weeks on the run is related in frequently quite lengthy diary entries, written in moments of rest. It is one of the most fascinating parts of the whole of Klemperer’s diaries since 1933 for its record of ordinary Germans’ views and fears in the closing days of the war. But the value and interest of even this section is overshadowed by the account of the long trek home in late May and early June of 1945.

Victor Klemperer’s diaries, kept from the beginning to the end of Nazi rule, give an account of everyday life from below, from the perspective of a German Jew whose life for years on end is at risk at every moment of every day. As such they are unique. Klemperer’s view of defeated Germany is equally unique. Now he is both ‘inside’ and ‘outside’, ‘below’ and ‘above’. He is exhilarated at being alive, at still being together with Eva, at the prospect of getting back to work, of contributing to rebuilding Germany. He has survived, he is among the victors. Yet he is still German; the Allies, the Americans, put obstacles in his way, his feelings are mixed.

‘They [the Americans] drive quickly and nonchalantly, and the Germans run humbly along on foot, the victors spit out the abundance of their cigarette stubs everywhere, and the Germans pick up the stubs. The Germans? We, the liberated, creep along on foot, we stoop down for the cigarette ends, we, who only yesterday were the oppressed, and who today are called the liberated, are ultimately likewise imprisoned and humiliated. Curious conflict within me: I rejoice in God’s vengeance on the henchmen of the 3rd Reich [. . .] and yet I find it dreadful now to see the victors and avengers racing through the city [Munich], which they have so hellishly wrecked’ (22 May 1945).

The ambivalence of his feelings, however, allows Klemperer to give a much more differentiated account of Germany in defeat than many of the famous journalists who entered the country with the Allied forces. The journey from Munich to Dresden takes more than two weeks. The Klemperers cover much of the distance on foot, sometimes get lifts on carts or tractors, are dependent on the kindness (or not) of villagers, priests and innkeepers; only towards the end are they sometimes able to travel by train. The roads are lined with the debris of battle, the cities they pass through are in ruins, and the couple bear with them the memory of those who have not survived. And yet, for all that, there is an aspect of idyll as well as melancholy to their odyssey.

It’s summer, of course, the weather is warm, the landscapes endure, they are going home, it is a joy to be alive. But perhaps the sense of idyll that is evoked also has something to do with the absence of government – not least such a government as that of Nazi Germany. It has gone, and the Allies have not yet imposed anything in its place. There is often something rather cheerful about people they meet; the weight of war and dictatorship, the fear of death have been lifted from everyone’s shoulders. It was an atmosphere that would change with the coming of autumn and winter, with food shortages, with the unending flow of Germans expelled and deported from their homes east of the Oder-Neisse line, with the enforcement of tighter controls. But for a while there was an air of anarchy, a sense of opportunities to be grasped. A curious description, a curious time – one catches no whiff of it in the reports of, say, Martha Gellhorn or Lee Miller. In Klemperer’s account the mood only begins to cloud over when the couple cross into Russian-occupied territory. An informal interrogation in a pub by a suspicious Russian officer reminds him of a Gestapo man ordering him off a tram for questioning.

The journey and this volume of diaries concludes on 10 June 1945. The entry for that day was made on the 13th, with the Klemperers installed once more in their house in the village of Dölzschen just outside Dresden. The day of their return to the city, writes Klemperer, turned into a fairy-tale. A policeman assures them they will have no difficulty in reclaiming their house, they find their friends, the Glasers, unharmed, and after eating with them, they triumphantly mount the hill back to their old home. ‘The travails of the mountains,’ as Brecht put it, lay behind them, ‘the travails of the plains’ lay before them. But for the moment the Klemperers were happy.

VI

Finally, it remains for me to make good a serious omission in my Introduction to the first volume of Klemperer’s diaries, I Shall Bear Witness. It was Dr Hadwig Klemperer, Victor Klemperer’s second wife and widow, who deciphered the handwritten text of the diaries, produced after his typewriter had been taken from him.10 She then prepared a typescript. Hadwig Klemperer’s continuing determination and advice were indispensable in the preparation of the German edition of the diaries.

London, 1999

Martin Chalmers

*For an account of Victor Klemperer’s life and work, see the Introduction to I Shall Bear Witness: The Diaries of Victor Klemperer 1933–1941 (Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 1998).
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1st January, Thursday

[. . .]

It is said, children still have a sense of wonder, later one becomes blunted. – Nonsense. A child takes things for granted, and most people get no further; only an old person, who thinks, is aware of the wondrous.

4th January, Sunday

[. . .]

Situation obscure. The Neumanns did not know either, where the Eastern Front stands. – The lies outdo and contradict one another. First the word was: Into winter quarters, we are shortening our line, let the Russians claim that as a success, we are masters of the situation (‘we have the initiative’). Then Ribbentrop explained: The Russians are attacking our rear. Now Hitler has issued two New Year messages. One to the nation: Should it become necessary, we too shall make the greatest sacrifices. One to the soldiers (‘My soldiers’) which talks frankly about the Russian offensive, which ‘must and will’ fail.

The Neumanns in Kötzschenbroda:1 The Russians attack on horse-drawn sledges and with cavalry, tanks frozen up. Retreating Germans are losing immense quantities of equipment. – Hitler has not only dismissed Brauchitsch, but something like thirty generals altogether, or ‘Brauchitsch and something like thirty others have left of their own volition’ or ‘have been shot’. Reason: Brauchitsch had already considered winter quarters necessary in the autumn but when Smolensk was reached, Hitler ordered the advance to continue. – German tank divisions are massed on the Spanish frontier. Against Gibraltar? To protect the Portuguese coast? Will Spain remain neutral? Which side will it join? Where does the German Eastern Front stand? Nothing but questions without answers, in Kötzschenbroda as here.

Yesterday Trude Scherk wrote something very funny in a letter. Heinz Machol is exempted from Jew’s star and social deduction (the 15 per cent value added tax) because he has children from his first marriage with an Aryan. But this first wife was a wildly active Austrian Communist, he got a divorce.

Finished reading I, Claudius.2 [. . .]

12th January, Monday

(Latest ‘post office box’: Folder V. Hugo Poetry3)

It was such a shock that I was incapable of writing it down until today; so far I have tried to regain my balance working on the Curriculum.

At four o’clock on Thursday afternoon, 8th January, I am returning from shopping at Chemnitzer Platz on the front platform of the no. 16 tram. At the County Court, people crowding on as usual. Just before the station, a young man turns towards me, very clean-cut face, cold grey eyes, and says quietly: ‘Get off at the next stop.’ I, quite mechanically, since I change trams there: ‘Yes.’ Only as I get off does it strike me as curious. I’m waiting for the no. 14. Then he’s standing beside me: ‘Where have you come from? Where are you going? Come with me.’ I did not even ask for any identification. As we are walking he says: ‘State Police. Do you want to see my ID?’ – ‘Not here.’ Opposite the station, on the Hohe Strasse side, where I used to park, a big office building between the hotels. So this is the Gestapo building, about which so many terrible stories are told. My dog catcher says to a comrade coming towards him: ‘He’s wandering around on the tram during rush hour; I want to frisk him.’ To me, by the by, without shouting: ‘You wait here, behind the stairway.’ I stood there for a few minutes. Very short of breath. All the time thinking: ‘When will they let you go?’ Someone who was passing bawled at me: ‘Turn round!’ (I had [. . .] to face the wall.) My dog catcher reappeared after a while and beckoned me to come up. Upstairs a very large office, one can look into another room, a kind of living room with the table laid. He looks through my pocketbook, my briefcase. ‘What are you doing?’ – ‘I’m writing a book.’ – ‘But you will never be able to publish it. – From tomorrow you’ll have work to do. The Goehle plant (Zeiss-Ikon). – Do you have problems with your heart?’ – I was probably very pale and speaking laboriously, gasping for breath. Thus far the treatment had been almost decent. Now another policeman appeared, perhaps one rank higher, average height, brown, mocking eyes. He addresses me familiarly: ‘Take your muck (briefcase and hat) off the table. Put the hat on. Isn’t that what you do? Where you stand, that’s holy ground.’ – ‘I’m Protestant.’ – ‘What are you? Baptised? That’s just a cover-up. As a professor you must know the book by . . . by somebody Levysohn, it’s all in there. Are you circumcised? It’s not true that it’s a hygienic prescription. It’s all in the book. – How old? – What, only sixty? Man, you must have been running riot with your health. – What were those paws of yours doing? You’ve nicked something, haven’t you? Empty the briefcase.’ – I had to open everything once again. A loaf, a bottle with half a litre of milk. – ‘Good milk.’ – ‘But no, skimmed milk.’ – ‘Good milk!’ – ‘But it really is skimmed milk.’ – Three little pieces of cake. – ‘Looks good!’ – Half a pound of blackberry tea. (For smoking!) – ‘Why so much at once, you can buy it every day. – Who’s going to win the war? You or us?’ – ‘What do you mean?’ – ‘Well, you pray for our defeat every day, don’t you? – to Yahveh, or whatever it’s called. It’s the Jewish War, isn’t it. Adolf Hitler said so’ – (shouting theatrically) – ‘and what Adolf Hitler says is true. – Why do you shop at Chemnitzer Platz?’ – ‘We used to live there.’ – ‘You shop there because they give you more there. That’s going to stop. Tomorrow you’ll register your coupons at the nearest grocer’s. You’d better not let yourself be seen on the tram here. You can walk. And if we see you here again, you’re going. You know where to. Understood?’ I simply said: ‘Yes.’ He left. The dog catcher stood motionless and sullen in a corner. – ‘May I go now?’ He came as far as the stairs with me and his final words were: ‘And if you weren’t so old and decrepit, you would be put to work.’ Only when I was outside, did I notice how much my chest and left arm hurt. Still, I was free (as it is called here; I could have disappeared, for a long time – Ernst Kreidl has been inside for seven and a half weeks – for ever with the help of an injection). I walked home very slowly. I have still not completely recovered. I registered my J-coupons at Wasaplatz; since then I have taken only a very few steps in the open air, have not left this area and shall not leave it again. The business of their fabulous tyranny, brutality, mocking humiliation has taken hold of me far too much. Since then I have no longer been able to get rid of thoughts of death.

According to what I hear from the Kreidls and Kätchen Sara, similar cases occur here and there. The point of it all is supposed to be to lay hands on people for labour service. But that could be done through the Community. I think they want to intimidate people and drive them from the streets, perhaps also nose out shopkeepers who are friendly to Jews. – Only comfort: the reverse in Russia can no longer be disguised. Paul Kreidl read out a very serious article from Das Reich – all at once the Russians, who have only just been annihilated, are tremendous and quite inexhaustible opponents. Kätchen Sara tells us how a tram driver poured out his heart to her one morning. She should be brave, it would soon be all up for the bloodhounds, he knew the mood of the soldiers, there were so many men on leave riding on his platform in the mornings, they didn’t want to go on fighting, etc. etc.

But who can estimate how far the inner tension, the external defeat have progressed? I cannot wait much longer. And that is probably the prevailing mood of all wearers of the star.

It has turned very cold, and once again, as last winter, our heating makes no headway against the frost, and we are more badly fed and our nerves are in a worse state than last winter.

13th January, Tuesday

Paul Kreidl tells us – a rumour, but it is very credible and comes from various sources – evacuated Jews were shot in Riga, in groups, as they left the train. He fears for a married sister, living in Prague, marked down for transport. On the other hand, he is optimistic: in the centre the Russian offensive is pushing towards Poland. I don’t really believe it; today’s military bulletin again mentions fighting near Leningrad and east of Kharkov, so the centre cannot have been pushed so far back at all.

A great deal is being made here of the success of the fur collection. The fur and woollen things were taken from the Jews; the Aryans had to surrender them ‘voluntarily’ and handed over some 50 million items. That is equivalent to ‘a plebiscite’, testifies to the unshakeable attachment of people and army, people and leader, etc. etc.

[. . .]

17th January, Saturday

Since midday of the day before yesterday (Thursday, 15th January) great agitation or in fact apathy, mixed with ‘Hurrah, I’m still alive’, which in turn alternates with cras tibi4 and the question as to whose lot is the better. Evacuation of all the Jews here on the coming Wednesday, excepting anyone who is over 65, who holds the Iron Cross, First Class, who is in a mixed marriage, including one without children. Point 3 protects me – for how long? (There are three or four holders of the Iron Cross, First Class, in Dresden.) One of the other women workers at the Goehle plant brought Kätchen the news. Since then terrible agitation in the house, Paul Kreidl downstairs, Kätchen here. With her a jumble of childishness, hysteria, serious heart problems, real dread. Early this morning I saw and heard through the glass door that she was being shaken by a fit of hysterics in her room. I went to her, she clung to me, gripped my hands, her head fell on my shoulder, I had to stroke her, speak words of comfort to her. ‘I shall be without a bed – you must all be with me on the last night, including Mother, including Ludwig (the brother-in-law and heir, who has been telegraphed to come), otherwise I shall take my life – I am like Jesus on the cross – why must I suffer so . . .’

Half an hour later a calm coffee together. I believe that she is the very person whom it will not hit so terribly hard. They will not treat much-needed workers all that badly, she will continue to have company. – Still, the severe cold makes everything more difficult, and she leaves here stripped and naked. – Terrible scenes of despair are said to be taking place at the Community and in the factory, where very many Jews work. Married couples are allowed to stay together, but parents and children are separated without pity. Thus the 15-year-old daughter of a pharmacist remains behind here alone. – Different government departments appear to be at cross purposes. The evacuation order appears to have originated from a Reich department and to have landed on Saxony without warning. The Zeiss-Ikon [. . .] factory is fighting for its Jewish section, which is working well. They must employ about 400 people there. First, all of them were to go. Then yesterday an initial reclaim succeeded in retaining 50 per cent – Kätchen not included. Then the company no doubt called on a military commission for help, and it is possible that a further number will be retained today. – Paul Kreidl is on a different work detachment, as a labourer on railway construction. Here he recently expressed the fear that Jewish transports would be shot down on arrival. But there is obviously a tremendous shortage of labour, and what work can a dead Jew do? – What are the consequences for the two of us? 1) How long shall I remain in Dresden? 2) How long shall we remain in this apartment? (And how will Muschel survive another move?) 3) What are they going to do with Dresden’s Jewish remnant anyway? It appears as if anti-Semitism is going to become even more intense, partly because of the increasingly critical external situation, partly because the Jew’s star did not meet with much public approval. Cf. my arrest recently, even though travelling by tram is officially permitted. Many similar cases have meanwhile been reported.

The severe frost (about 27 degrees below freezing) for several days now makes everything more difficult and gloomy. – I hardly get out of the house any more. (Always the fear of the dog catchers.) All errands fall to Eva. But I think one is almost as cold in the poorly heated apartment as outside. My share of domestic work ever greater. To washing-up and scrubbing pots there is now added in greater measure the brushing of potatoes. I cannot peel them – but well brushed they can be eaten in their jackets. Three hundredweight have been delivered for us, and to a great extent I live on them. Warm or cold, potatoes substitute for scarce bread; at dinner I stuff as many potatoes into me as I can. Diet gets ever worse, we both look really pitiful now.

The Curriculum creeps along. But I keep doggedly at it. I would so much like to be the chronicler of the cultural history of the present catastrophe. Observing to the last, taking notes, without asking whether the utilisation of the notes will succeed again. Altogether I have the impression that the external and internal position of the Third Reich is extremely strained. But perhaps I am deceiving myself, and everything will go on for another two years.

18th January, Sunday forenoon

Yesterday dramatic reversal in the evacuation business. The first news reached the Jews’ House in the afternoon. There had been a fierce argument between the Party on the one hand, the company and the army on the other, many hours of negotiations, a threat to close the factory, to appeal to Goering, should the Jewish section be touched. Finally the plant won completely: not only does the whole workforce remain, but it will probably take over all the other Jews working in Dresden factories, so that the transport will not take place at all. Very emotional scenes are said to have occurred in the factory. – Thus the usual Sunday evening here was very lively. The Kreidls in hopeful mood, Kätchen intoxicated. Naturally everyone tended to see the overall situation in a favourable light. Things seemed to be going very badly at the Front, revolution seemed to be imminent at home. Forse che sì, forse che no5 . . . (In the newspaper only yesterday there was mockery of London papers, which ‘invented’ and printed a map of Berlin with SS machine-gun positions marked on it.) A passionate debate between Paul Kreidl and myself: he was for a large degree of reconciliation after things change, for Christian renunciation of revenge, I on the other hand in favour of an eye for an eye, tooth for a tooth. – On the tear-off calendar and in the leading article, yesterday or the day before, the 1933 election for the parliament in Lippe was noted as a commemoration day. The sudden advance of the Party in the smallest German parliament, symptom and prelude of the seizure of power. Perhaps the fight over the Zeiss-Ikon Jews is also a final symptom. [. . .]

19th January, Monday

The trial of strength: the Gestapo has struck twenty from the list of those reclaimed by Zeiss-Ikon, it has stopped transfers of workers from other companies to the plant. In total 250 people will after all leave here on Wednesday. Among them Paul Kreidl, a very heavy blow for his mother. Among them is also said to be a mother with three small children, the youngest a baby, two months old. A transport also left Berlin yesterday. Unspeakable misery, aggravated by the continuing very severe cold (between 27 and 36 degrees of frost). Boundless arbitrariness and uncertainty. For a moment Kätchen Sara believed herself to be one of the twenty and almost passed out. I for my part also no longer feel safe.

My Curriculum has been at a standstill for several days. On top of the commotion about the transport, Eva caught a cold. Great amount of domestic work. I am reading Shmarya Levin’s Childhood in Exile, 1935. A great work of art. Content tremendously interesting, very important for the last book of my Curriculum. The man, born in Russia at the end of the 1860s, in Swislowitz on the Beresina, grows up in the ghetto, becomes a pioneer of Zionism. For the first time it dawns on me that Zionism is humanism. The book was lent to me by the Seliksohns; Seliksohn, early forties, Russian Jew by birth, came to Germany as a boy, volunteered in 1914 at 17 years of age, frontline service and interpreter in the East, afterwards Socialist and Zionist, ill-treated in a concentration camp, becoming diabetic, his wife at Zeiss-Ikon; both were on the transport list but were taken off it. We know them through Kätchen. I have already debated with him repeatedly – yesterday afternoon they were here for a long time. I must make more detailed notes on Levin.

20th January, evening

Yesterday with the Kreidls downstairs until midnight. Eva helped sew straps for Paul Kreidl, so that he can carry his suitcase on his back. Then a feather bed was stuffed, which one has to hand over (and apparently one does not always see again). Today Paul Kreidl carted it to the prescribed forwarding agent on a little handcart.

21st January, Wednesday forenoon

Before a deportee goes, the Gestapo seals up everything he leaves behind. Everything is forfeit. Yesterday evening Paul Kreidl brought me a pair of shoes which fit me exactly and are most welcome, given the terrible condition of my own. Also a little tobacco, which Eva mixes with blackberry tea and rolls in cigarettes. I have already been on pure blackberry tea for many weeks. – This morning a kind of visit of condolence to his mother. – The transport now includes 240 persons; there are said to be people among them who are so old, weak and sick that it is unlikely that everyone will still be alive on arrival. (Continuing severe cold.)

Eva racked by a bad cough, much weakened. She made an attempt to get up yesterday, but was too weak. – She must go out today; we are completely without food, and I do not have the confidence to go into town.

27th January, Monday evening

Since Friday, four days now, Eva has been completely confined to bed with serious fits of coughing, only rising to oversee a primitive supper. Shopping limited to Wasaplatz and Jew’s card, food even more wretched than usual. Everything made more difficult by the continuing frost (35 degrees of frost at night) and the fact that the rooms cannot be heated and by my own heavy cold. Whatever time is left to me after domestic work, I use for reading aloud. Levin, volume 2, completely finished in very short time – I must at all costs make careful notes. Since Eva did not get to Paulig’s [lending library], I looked through Frau Ida Kreidl’s little bookcase yesterday and first of all took Ben-Hur from it. [. . .]

The war takes its unpredictable course. Every day there is said to be ‘heavy fighting’ in the East. In Africa the English offensive has been halted at Ajdabiyah. If it cannot get any further, the outcome will be undecided, and Italy too can muddle on.

29th January

Today, after several weeks of severe cold, a thaw is setting in beginning with snow. We have suffered greatly and are still suffering. Eva, constantly coughing badly, has spent a lot of time in bed. I have bad influenza, the cold has punished my hands cruelly. – It was impossible to give a thought to the Curriculum. – A lot of Ben-Hur. – Even worse food than usual.

[. . .]

All the things that are a problem: No one wants to do our washing. The Dippoldiswalder Laundry kicked out its more recent customers over a month ago, other laundries are not taking on any new customers. It is not only the Jews who suffer from such measures, but the Jews always first of all and most drastically. Reason: Not only shortage of materials, but above all of staff. Everything for the army, the East eats it up. – No one wants to repair our vacuum cleaner. ‘Repairs are not accepted.’ A sign hanging in X shop windows. Applies also to watches, umbrellas, etc.

Letter from Martin. Some weeks ago I had to let one of his letters go back with ‘Acceptance refused’. Stamps had been included. The letter was held at the Customs Office here; to have it released, I would have had to make an application to a government office in Berlin. [But] the application of a Jew would have been rejected. Stamp collections are also included in confiscated Jewish property. – Now Martin writes – formal as always: Sender Arne Erik Johannsson, Stockholm 1, signed ‘Your Arne’ and requests me to use this address. What is behind it? I suspect – impossible to ask – that he expects a German invasion. Whereupon he might then share the same fate as the Jews who emigrated from Germany to Holland and France. – And if there is something else behind it? And if the Gestapo should ever take an interest? Then I could end up like Ernst Kreidl. He has been inside for ten mortal weeks now. No one knows why, no one knows for how much longer.

[. . .]

31st January, Saturday

Since yesterday a new, extremely depressing difficulty: the house in Dölzschen appears or is finally lost. Notice of calling in the mortgage on 1st July was received a long time ago, but it would perhaps have been possible nevertheless to ward it off. Or: it’s a long time to the 1st of July, and so much can happen before then! But for now: yesterday I am summoned (‘for questioning’) to the police station here, where by the way they are very friendly and very evidently hostile to Gestapo, SS, Party, etc. A long communication from Dölzschen District to the Dresden county administration, first of all asking the police station for information about the ‘nationality of the Jew Klemperer’. (‘Because if you were a French citizen, Professor, things would be easier for you,’ says the inspector.) My plot of land is completely neglected, repairing the damage is likely to cost 2,000M, since it cannot all be put into shape at once, a trustee will have to be appointed, who is to effect the ‘Aryanisation’ of the house. So not only will the house be taken away from me, a further 2,000M for future repairs will be deducted from the fixed minimum price. We shall be beggars. What hits me hardest about this business is Eva’s bitterness. (I now hear from her every day: ‘I am bored to death.’ Shopping, cleaning, cooking is now her hated daily routine. – My own does not look so very different.)

On the same 30th January Benghazi, in Africa, was recaptured by the Germans. That means a camphor injection for Italy, a new prolongation of the war.

[. . .]

5th February, Thursday evening

Letter from Caroli Stern in response to our last epistle to Lissy Meyerhof. Lissy was evacuated on 25th January, during the days when the frost was hardest. Admittedly she was requisitioned by the Health Administration and departs as nurse, to practise her profession, and thus she may experience the deportation as good fortune. Nevertheless robbed and expelled within 48 hours.

[. . .]

Every day when she comes from the factory, Kätchen Sara tells us about house searches which are accompanied by the most brutal beatings and by indiscriminate theft.

A decree forbids Jews from using the rear carriage of the tram – on which the front platform is not partitioned off from the compartment – and from using the tram at all on Sundays. Since my arrest I myself have not travelled by tram any more, have not gone into town at all any more.

After almost two years, no doubt at Trude Scherk’s instigation, a card from Grete. D’outre-tombe.6 At first I was surprised at the smooth hand and the clearly formulated sentences, including admittedly the words, ‘I wish I were dead.’ Then I saw the date, or rather Eva discovered it: 5th May ’41. It was followed by a few lines of greeting of 31st January ’42. The writing was shaky, and the two sentences were only suggested, contained disconnected words which did not make any sense as a whole. Complete decline.

[. . .]

In Africa Rommel7 takes back Cyrenaica, in the East the Russians cannot advance any further – the war can last for years yet.

Daily visits by the tearful Ida Kreidl. Ernst Kreidl has been in prison for eleven weeks now, there is no news, no one is allowed to talk to him, he is not allowed to write anything.

No longer severe, but nevertheless continuing, very bothersome frost, which is very much felt in the apartment itself. [. . .]

Curriculum making the most pitiful progress. [. . .] But I absolutely want to finish the second volume.

6th February, Friday evening

In the new soap coupons issued today (always for four months) there is, for the first time, no shaving soap for Jews. Is there such a shortage – do they want to reintroduce the medieval Jew’s beard by force? I still have a small hoarded reserve. I hope it will not be noticed during a house search. I hope being clean-shaven will not make one suspect.

[. . .]

8th February, Sunday

Always the same see-saw. The fear that my scribbling could get me put into a concentration camp. The feeling that it is my duty to write, that it is my life’s task, my calling. The feeling of vanitas vanitatum, that my scribbling is worthless. In the end I go on writing anyway, the diary, the Curriculum.

Especially depressed since yesterday. Eva exhausted by morning errand through frost, snow and ice; so I was at the Neumanns’ alone. The whole time they talked of nothing but the unspeakable house search they (and others likewise) had suffered. Eight-man squad. [. . .] vilest abuse, pushing, blows, Frau Neumann boxed on the ears five times. They rummaged through everything, stole indiscriminately: candles, soap, an electric fire, a suitcase, books, half a pound of margarine (legitimately bought with ration coupons), writing paper, all kinds of tobacco, umbrella, his military decorations (‘You won’t be needing them any more’). – ‘Where do you have your laundry done?’ – ‘It’s done at home.’ – ‘Watch you don’t have the cheek to have your laundry done outside!’ – ‘Why do you all get so old? – Go on and string yourselves up, turn on the gas.’ Unfortunately also letters, addresses, written matter in general taken away. – Finally one signs a statement that one has voluntarily put everything at the disposal of the German Red Cross. – To get arrested it’s enough for them to ascertain contact with an Aryan. – A lady in her seventies arrested.

Nowhere a ray of hope. The English are losing all of Cyrenaica again. Rommel is said to have received material support from Tunis from the Pétain–Darlan government.8 Japanese making progress, the Russians stuck fast. Germany will nevertheless certainly lose the war, but when? And who will live to see it? The words of a Russian Zionist in Levin’s memoirs, addressed to God during the time of the pogroms, constantly go through my head: ‘You can wait; for you a thousand years are as one day – but we cannot wait.’

9th February, Monday

Ever more news of house searches, of theft of every kind, mistreatment . . . I cannot stop worrying about my manuscripts any more. I cannot remove everything. Yesterday Kätchen brought this news from a visit to relations: A certain Stern, about sixty years of age, arrested some weeks ago, because a pastoral letter found during a house search. Police prison – then concentration camp – now an urn has been returned. – I find it difficult to muster the composure for the Curriculum. Admittedly kitchen chores for the greater part of the day. Recently also reading aloud in the early morning. I do not like it if Eva is lying awake, left to her own thoughts.

Kätchen gave me the documents to read, which are handed out to those listed for transportation. Their property is confiscated, they have to make an inventory on printed forms. These forms go into the most wretched detail: ‘Ties . . . shirts . . . pyjamas . . . blouses . . .’

10th February

Under pressure of impending house search Eva is going to Pirna again. – Curriculum manuscript gone. – Probably complete interruption.

12th February, Thursday evening

Father died 30 years ago today. His dying is in front of me all day, and all those who were present then and have meanwhile departed.

Tense and resigned. Work on the Curriculum. People at the beginning of May 1919. My articles for the Leipziger NN.9

‘The District President of Dresden-Bautzen’ has appointed a lawyer, Heise, as Aryan trustee for my property.

The Japanese have taken Singapore, the Germans have had new successes in the East.

[. . .]

Didn’t leave the house all day. I am burying myself more and more.

13th February, Friday evening

At six o’clock a messenger came from the Jewish Community, I had to report at eight o’clock tomorrow morning, in Räcknitz, to shovel snow. That is exactly the work at which my heart protests after five minutes. It is to last ‘until the early afternoon’. I also lack boots with good soles. I was too late for any kind of objection or any attempt to procure boots. I have to accept it. I can do no more than die.

15th February, Sunday forenoon

Yesterday, 14th February, the first day clearing snow, from eight till two, but this coming week it will probably last from eight or half past eight until five o’clock, plus a march of one hour there and one hour back. Yesterday left after seven o’clock in the grey of dawn, almost darkness, with Dr Friedheim. Snow-covered streets unrecognisable. Towards Zschertnitz past the old brickworks, then straight past the Moreau monument as far as the Elysium, a large inn just at the beginning of Langemarckstrasse, formerly Bergstrasse, in Räcknitz. On the way Dr Friedheim fell twice, once very heavily, later he produced a certificate from Dr Rostoski: gall bladder, liver, hernia, diabetes . . . went home. A pitiful group assembled in the house entry. One rupture without rupture belt, one cripple, one hunchback . . . Seventeen ‘older’ men should have come, two had not turned up, three were sent away; of the remaining twelve several were over seventy. I at sixty literally the youngest. I considered whether I should go to the medical assessor immediately. A man in uniform (municipal street-cleaning department) arrived in a van with tools, took a kind of roll-call. Very polite. He advised me: ‘Try it first, you could get into trouble otherwise.’ We shouldered shovels and other tools and first marched to the Little Toll House. There a delivery van was struggling at the entry to the Südhöhe road. We got it free, widened the roadway. As I was shovelling here I was aware of my heart. Then we marched along Innsbrucker Strasse almost as far as Nöthnitz Manor by Bannwitz [. . .]; opposite it a shed, where we had our morning break, facing Dresden and a few hundred yards from Kaitz [. . .]. How often have I gone driving there, at the wheel of my own car. Now . . . Widening of the roadway, a high wall of snow had already been piled up on the side away from Kaitz. It had to be pushed further back, a passing-place was being made. When throwing the snow up got too much, and was too much of a strain, I lugged the full shovel to the free side of the road and let the contents roll down the slope. It was blowing terribly, at times there was a snowstorm. The pains had stopped very quickly, I held out remarkably well. We worked at a very moderate pace, we stood around a lot, chatted – it was very exhausting nevertheless. And it is very doubtful whether I shall last until five o’clock tomorrow. Standing around is unquestionably part of all such military-like collective tasks, standing around, tedium, boredom and the hours creeping by. Up here a sociable, grey-haired foreman in civilian clothes was in charge. He addressed us as ‘Herr’! And to me he said: ‘You must not over-exert yourself, the state does not require it.’ I became friendly with a doctor working beside me, Dr Magnus, orthopaedist and surgeon, 67, but much stronger and younger than I. Sportsman, horseman, well prepared. He had a supply of coarse mittens and gave me a pair. He asked about my health problems. ‘Pains from the chest down to my left wrist.’ – ‘Typical symptoms of angina.’ – It was a blow, nevertheless, to be told so bluntly what I had long known and did not want to know. Angina sounds different from ‘nervous heart’. – But Dr Katz, the medical assessor, was a ‘shit’. Besides, with the heart one never knew how it would respond. Perhaps all the fresh air would actually do me good. I should only make sure to take regular breaks. Finally: ‘You look very well.’ I had little in common with the other workers. Businessmen, small-time dealers in this and that, one quite proletarian. – The breakfast room: a tool shed, separated off from it a tiny room with an iron stove, bench and table, meant for three workers. We used it in two groups of six, are supposed to divide into three groups for our midday break. – Very similar to fatigue duty in the army. But I am 60 after all. – The work is interrupted: ‘Look out!’ and we press up against the wall of snow. I always find it frightening when the heavy long-distance buses with snow chains around their huge wheels roll past a few inches away; they could so easily slide to the side. One with a protruding metal triangle as a plough. – Then a proper snow plough, drawn by horses [. . .]. A couple of crude farmers’ horse-drawn sleighs, carrying barrels with animal feed. Occasionally a delivery van or a military vehicle. Almost never a private car, of which there used to be so many here. A horse-drawn cart, the rear wheels placed on runners. – I constantly say to myself: It is a thousand times better than being in prison, [. . .] time passes; but for all that it is still a deadly boring waste of time. And with ‘angina symptoms’, how much time is left to one?

The Sunday is gone – what have I achieved? Washed myself down, [. . .] brushed potatoes, this diary entry, read aloud a few lines of Ben-Hur, the end of which is very disappointing, [. . .] a so far vain attempt to make notes on Levin. And now five quite merciless snow-clearing days lie before me. It keeps on snowing.

Curriculum completely put aside.

Today we were supposed to go to the Seliksohns for tea. Called off, the wife’s father (Kornblum) has died in a concentration camp, ashes forwarded. Was informed without warning in the Zeiss factory. Kätchen tells us: Screaming and fainting and frequent nervous fits [in the factory]. It was now nothing out of the ordinary there for people to faint, have fits of weeping, etc. A (Jewish) personnel doctor was busy all the time. Three people had been arrested some time ago because a hostile pastoral letter had been found in their homes, Kornblum senior one of them. A second died in a concentration camp a few days ago, a third (Matthias, director of a large brewery) hanged himself in prison right at the start. People always seem to be put in Dresden police prison for a while before being transferred to a concentration camp. It is said that heavy work is required there (carrying stones), anyone who does not stay the course is badly mistreated.

‘Friday the thirteenth’ – should I be superstitious? It was not only the snow-clearing order that was a blow, but with the shock I forgot about the blackout of my room. Almost exactly a year since it happened to me the first time. Not until about nine o’clock in the evening did it occur to me. We immediately switched off the light and blacked out. Since no one has come to see us, the business has passed off without any consequences. I would have spent many weeks in prison at least, or even gone to a concentration camp. So the 13th was merciful to me after all.

A notice at the baker’s: Cakes may no longer be dispensed to Jews and Poles. A general ban on cakes for Jews is already said to be in force in Berlin.

[. . .]

Yesterday Frau Ida Kreidl came to see us with her new tenant, Frau Pick, a lady (really a lady) of 76, formerly loaded (some kind of very large malt factory), now impoverished, family abroad. Uncommonly vigorous, full of the joys of life (very Austrian), yet her demeanour is at once hearty and dignified. She stroked my hand: ‘You could be my son, in my day girls married at 16.’

16th February, Monday evening

Clearing snow no. 2. Outside from half past seven in the morning until half past five. Felt pains on the snowed-up way there via Mockritz and Kaitz to Nöthnitz. I found the shovelling easy, the standing around was bearable – but now nevertheless very tired and my hand is trembling. A grey-haired man in uniform and with a goatee, roads inspector, not only very humane but also very clearly and emphatically expressing his sympathy and his dissatisfaction. [. . .] Old Social Democrat [. . .]. At half past four we marched down to the Elysium, where we handed in our spades and where we must ‘report’ tomorrow at 8 a.m. It keeps on snowing. – Eva came up on the Possendorf bus, chatted for a while with Magnus and myself. (She looked on as she had done when I was learning to be a gunner on the Oberwiesenfels.) I walked as far as Zschertnitz with Eisner, a shop-owner from Löbau and the roughest and most proletarian man in my squad. In the middle of the conversation he began to weep. ‘My son! He is mentally retarded, by himself he is helpless, and they have taken him away and I’m left here!’ Utter love for the 32-year-old idiot [. . .]. I comforted him. Chatted a lot to the elderly traveller for a big coal firm. One feels close to the whole group, not much work is done, the day passes. The breaks for food in the little shed. I was given half a cigarillo (broken in two) as a present, I inherited a sandwich, with liver sausage even. – Everything was bearable – but what will happen tomorrow?

It does disturb me after all, that Magnus talks so matter-of-factly about my angina. His favourite subject of conversation: equestrianism.

Steinitz, the traveller, garrulous but warm-hearted, is writing the history of his coal firm (Weinmann or something, one of the two biggest in Moravia) ‘in English’ (as an exercise) ‘more anecdotal’ than business history. So yet another curriculum vitae.

17th February

Fear again after being told of house searches, in which private papers were torn up.

18th February, Wednesday evening

Yesterday and today ‘mustered’ at the Elysium, marched off, Langemarckstrasse as far as the Toll House, continued along the main road in the direction of Kaitz. [. . .] Different foreman, different supervisor, again both were very humane and anti-Nazi. ‘Don’t say that we treated you well, not at the Community either, rather say we were bad, otherwise we’ll be in trouble.’ – ‘Don’t knock yourself out.’ – ‘Look, I can’t tell you, “Work more slowly,” you have to know that yourself’, etc. etc. The senior supervisor, a younger man, only puts in a brief appearance in the morning. The foreman always with us: 55, glass-blower until 1930, then unemployed for a year, since then municipal worker. Social Democrat, trade unionist, house search in ’33. Entirely for us. But timid. Lets us go at half past four, makes things easier as far as he can. Nevertheless I am astonished how well I keep up. [. . .] Yesterday a young woman or lady, stopping: ‘But that’s too hard for you’ (meaning all of us) – ‘You’re too old, and one can see that you have other professions’ – (with passionate emphasis:) ‘That’s what Germany has come to!’

The foreman tells us: ‘The snow came too late, the ground is frozen to a depth of a yard or more, the potatoes have suffered. At Christmas I had to dig up potatoes near Magdeburg, they were damaged.’ – Such are today’s consolations. – Low spirits yesterday because of unpleasant reports of new house searches in which papers were destroyed. As a result, Eva off to Pirna today heavily laden. I shall place this page inside a book, inside the Lanson bibliography at Voltaire.

Today Frau Dr Magnus brought her husband lunch. Eva’s visit set an example. In the builders’ hut the doctor was greeted by a man in uniform, whom he had treated. Likewise by someone on the street as we were working.

19th February, Thursday evening

Work (towards Kaitzer Weg) and eating place as yesterday. Breaks prolonged by fifteen minutes each because of more severe frost [. . .], stopped at four, nevertheless more exhausted and chilled than previously. One fellow worker, Müller by name, without the star, ‘privileged marriage’,10 has a small, formerly large leather factory in his wife’s name – four workers instead of seventy, lack of material, everything rationed, [. . .], no real leather at all, only ersatz stuff. [. . .] Blum the foreman: two sons on the Eastern Front. Huge losses. Victory impossible. And America is coming. A quite ordinary man! Further: They won’t destroy Bolshevism, that’s impossible. – He and Steinitz told us about the giant furnaces of the glass works, which swallow whole wagon-loads of coal at a time and produce thousands upon thousands of bottles in a few hours. – But despite all that, the hours creep by, and it is a pointless waste of time, and how much time do I have left with my ‘angina symptoms’? I have been a navvy now for almost a week. It’s an insult.

For the first time an anti-Semitic remark by a young passer-by: ‘Just let them work! It’s good to see them working for once.’ – Magnus is again and again addressed by passing workers, on whom he operated.

22nd February, Sunday forenoon

On Friday, shovelled our way to the first houses in Kaitz before the morning break. Then to the barracks of the [municipal] works department on Zellscher Weg, shovelled snow for the never-ending remainder of the day down in the university quarter (Hempelstrasse, Zeunerstrasse, etc.: names of former colleagues). Shovelling snow with a view of the (new) university! Unfortunately the clock tower of the Lukaskirche church was also constantly in full view. The minutes crept by. – Yesterday, Saturday, 25 degrees of frost in the morning, back at Zellscher Weg again. Right next to our hut a pile of cinders. Sift it, break off the frozen top layer with a pickaxe, crush the larger pieces with a ram. In a group of four. The rest away with a handcart to put down the cinders. A prolonged morning break because of the cold and finished at a quarter past one instead of a quarter to two. Distribution of wage packets. Names without ‘Israel’. (Roads inspector: ‘I’ve got too much tact for that.’) Much standing around, but also a great deal of effort, cold and hunger. I had been very much looking forward to the half Saturday and the whole Sunday. Tiredness shatters plans and mood. [. . .] Hands chapped all over, feet and legs bruised.

[. . .]

The group:

Dr Magnus-Alsleben, 67, very youthful, orthopaedist and surgeon, horseman above all, son of a horse dealer, had been a bit of a rake. Married at 55, wife (brings him his food) twenty years younger, simple pleasant manner, Aryan; my guess is he married his receptionist. Only university-educated man apart from myself. Range of culture and interests not very extensive.

Steinitz: the traveller. Boasts that he knows every joke, of which 99 per cent are sexual. (All of these old men like to tell and hear sexual jokes.) Is writing the memoirs of his forty years as traveller for Weinmann’s, the coal wholesaler, ‘in English’, constantly quoting Shaw in English. Has had a cataract operation on one eye, is blind in the other. Face of a fat, old woman. Good-natured, self-satisfied. Also 67.

Müller: the starless leather manufacturer, business in his wife’s name. Quiet man, a gentleman. Well into his sixties. Always has a little bottle of schnapps, I get a swig. (And from Steinitz a pipe of tobacco or a supplement to my blackberry tea.)

Aufrichtig: imposing, very tall, white-haired. Works (like Müller) only half-days. 72. Retired farmer. Was tenant of large Silesian estates. Retired to a house on the Weisser Hirsch. His daughter, a doctor, broke down, mentally ill – done away with. Father received notice of death.

Eisner: the loud, proletarian country Jew, like an old horse dealer. But had a fashion shop in Löbau. The man with the deported idiot son.

The others: businessmen, mostly shopkeepers. Very unpleasant is a certain Schein, clothing shop in a working-class quarter (‘600,000M turnover a year in the good times’). Criticises everything without grasping the situation, a danger to the group. Blum, the foreman (something of a stage character [. . .], small, tough, resourceful, puckered-up roguish face, mane of light brown hair): ‘We are already under martial law and must work, and everything counts as sabotage – and that goes for you more than anyone!’ I to him: ‘We are very happy to be with you, don’t pay any attention to the one man who is putting the whole group at risk. We always stand with one foot in a concentration camp and the other in Poland.’

A very hoary little old man, Böhm by name, very senile
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Victor Klemperer 1949. Photo: Eva Kemlein

Born in 1881, the son of a rabbi, Victor Klemperer studied in Munich, Geneva, Paris and Berlin. He was a journalist in Berlin, taught at the University of Naples and received the Distinguished Service Medal as a volunteer in the German Army in the First World War. He was subsequently a professor of Romance Languages at Dresden Technical High School until he was dismissed as a consequence of Nazi laws in 1935. He survived the Holocaust and the war, and taught again as an academic in East Germany until his death in 1960.
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