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History, like the drama and the novel grew out of mythology, a pnmitne
form of apprchension and expression m which—as m famny tales hstened to
by children or i dreams dreamt by sophisticated adults—the ne between
fact and fiction 15 left undrawn It has, for example, been smd of the Thad
that amvone who starts reading 1t as nstory will find that 1t s full of fiction
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( FANTANA )
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“l yust can’t beleve you're gomg,” said Susanna, snugghng
closer to Johann Montz She put her hand on lis head and
stroked his black hair He drew back

“Why don’t you believe 1t?”" he answered harshly “The day
after tomorrow, at dawn, 1'll be gone ”

“I know.” she suid softly

They were standing near the hedge. The air was cool. It was
past midimght Johann caught hold of her hands and pushed
them away

“And now good-bv!”

“Stav a httle longer!” she begged him

“Why do you want me to stav?” His voice was steady “It s
getting late I've got a lot to do tomorrow ”

She did not answer, but held him more closely Half opening
his shirt, she pressed her check against his bare chest and looked
up at the sky.

“Look how bright the stars are,” she said.

He was expecting something important. He thought that
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THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

was why she had made him stay. But she was only talking about
stars. e turned to go Then he remembered that he would
not see her agamn for at least three years And so, just to please
her, he, too, looked at the stars.

“Could 1t be truc that every man has his own star in the
sky? And that it falls when he dies?”

“How should 1 know?” he answered He had now made up
his mind to go.

“Good-byt”

“Do we, too, have our stars up therc?” she asked

“Like ovenyone else,” answered Johanu “Up there or
withm us ©

He took her head in his hands and gently pushed it away
Then he went She walked with him as far as the'path, holding
his hand She looked at the stars, then at him

“1 shall expect you tomorrow mght.” she said.

“If 1t doesn't ram 7

She would have liked to run after him, to beg him to come
cven if it did ram, but he was stnding rapidly away e disap-
peared round a comer of the garden For a while she stood
still, smoothing out her dress and brushung away the bits of
grass that had stuck to her ups Before gomg mnto the vard she
looked at the trampled grass beneath the walnut tree where
they had lam side by «ide The smell of Montz's body still
hingered about her—a smell of crushed grass, tobacco, and
cherry stones

Johann crossed the field and made for his home, whistling
as he went He was weanng black army tronsers and a whitce
open-necked shirt He was barcfooted Several times he stopped
whisthing and yawned 'Then he thought of the woman he had
just left—Susanna—and he felt bke laughing “All that non-
sense about stars Women are hke children. They thmk up all
sorts of silly questions,” he said to himself Then he thought
of his journey to Amenca, which was to start the day after to
morrow Then he stopped thinking altogether. Ile began whis-
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FANTANA

thng again Hec was sleepy He wished he were already home
and in bed He had to get up very early. It was to be his last
day’s work And already 1t was nearly dawn. Johann Montz
quickened his pace.

" u

THE next day, at dawn, Johann stopped by the village well and,
opening his shirt wide, took some water 1n his hands and rubbed
his face and neck with it There was no one about The villagers
were still aslecp Walking down the middle of the road, he
dried his hartds by passing them through his hair He straight-
ened his collar, leaving ns shirt open, and contemplated the
village as 1t emerged from a muilk-white, early-morning fog This
was the village of Fantana, u Romama Twenty-five years ago
Johann Mortz had been born there Now, as he stood gazing
at its low houses and 1its three churches—Catholc, Protestant,
and Orthodox—he remembered that Susanna had asked him
whether he was not going to miss hving there At the time he
had laughed at her question, answenng that he was a man.
Only women felt homesick But now that the time had come to
go, he somchow felt sorry and rather sad. He resumed his whis-
thng and stopped looking at the village

Father Koruga's house stood on the main road, not far from
the Orthodox church The gate was locked Johann bent down
and picked up the key that was kept hidden under the gate so
that he could get in when he came to work 1in the morming He
took his time openmg the heavy oak gate. The dogs came
bounding toward him and jumped up n greeting They knew
him well Johann Moritz had been coming to work for Father
Koruga every day for the last six years. He felt quite at home
there. But today was his last day. He would spend it picking
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apples. Then he would collect his wages and tell the priest he
was leaving As vet the pniest kncw nothing about it

Johann went mto the barn and fetched the baskets that he
piled up mn the cait The pnest came out on the veranda. He
was weanng nothig but a coarse white shirt and trousers He
had just got up Montz greeted hun wath a snule Ie put down
his basket, rubbed the dust off s bhands, stepped onto the
veranda, and took the white jug of water out of the old man’s
hands

“Let me pour 1t out for vou, Father”

Johann poured the water into the prest’s hands He looked
at the tapenng fingers as white and dehcate as a woman’s He
emoved watching the old man as he soaped Ius beard and neck
and forchcad He watched so intently that he fotgot to go on
pounmng out water The priest waited b outstretched hands
covered with lather Montz felt gwlty and blushed

Alexandru Komga was the Orthodox pansh priest Thongh
he was only fifty, lis hair and beard were salver winte He had
the long, slende1, emaciated bods of a samt pamted on an wcon,
the body of an old man But the look m his eves and his way
of speaking betraved his vouth When he had finished washing,
the priest wiped his face and neck with a coarse towel Johann
stood beside hun, jug in hand

“T would likc a word with you, Father,” he said

“Let me get dressed first.” answered the priest He took the
jug out of Johann’s hands and went toward the house When
he reached the thieshold, he turned round

“l also have something to tell vou Somcthing that will
please you Meanwhile, put the baskets n the cart and harness
the horses.”

All morning Johann and Father Koruga picked apples and
filled the baskets Thev worked n silence When the sun
touched their shoulders, the priest stopped and stretched him-
self. He was tired.
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“Let’s have a rest.”

“Very well,” said Johann.

They went toward the sacks filled with apples and sat down
on one of them. They were silent awhile The pnest felt in his
pockets for the packet of cigarcttes he always brought for
Johann and handed 1t to lum

“You have somethig to tell me’

“Yes, Father, I hme”

Johann hit the agarette e threw the match into the grass
and watched 1t go out He found 1t hard to tell the pnest he
was leaving He wished he could put it off

“I wall tell vou my news first,” said the prest.

Johann was glad that he would not have to speak first.

“The httfe room next to the kitchen is empty,” said the
pnest. “I thought vou might bke to have it My wafe has white-
washed 1t, hung up curtains, and put out clean sheets. In your
house there 1s oulv onc room It 15 not enough for vou and vour
parents When von come to work tomorrow, bring your things ”

“I am not comng to work tomorrow.”

“Then the day after tomorrow ™ said the priest “From now
on the room 1s yours ”

“I won’t be cormng at all anv more.” <aid Johann. “Tomor-
row I am saihng for Amenca ”

“Tomorrow?” The priest opened his cyes wide

“Tomorrow at dawn.”

His voice, though steady, was tinged with regret and embar-
rassment

“I've had a lctter. The ship 15 at Constanta and 15 only
stopping three days.”

The pnest knew that Johann wanted to go to America Many
young peasants were gomg to Amenca Two or three years later
they would come back with money and buy land Thev had the
finest propertics in Fantana. The priest was glad that Johann
was going In a few vears’ time, he, too, would own a fine prop-
erty. But he was surpnsed that he was leaving so soon. Johann
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had never mentioned it, and every day, all this time, they had
been working side by side

“I only received the letter yesterday,” explamned Johann

“Are you going alonc?”

“With Ghitza Ion We are signing on as stokers. We'll work
in the engme room That way we only had to pay five hundred
ler each. Ghitza has a fnend in Constanfa who works 1 the
docks. He has arranged everything ”

The pnest wished him good luck He was sorry to lose him.
Johann was young and worked well He was kindhearted and
honest, but he was poor Ie had not an inch of land

All that day the two men worked together The old man
talked about America. and Johann hstened, from time to time
heaving a sigh Now he almost regretted his decision. In the
evemng, after taking his wages, he stood before the priest with
downcast eyes There was no further need for him to <tand
there, but he had not the courage to leave The old nan patted
him on the shoulder

“Wnte to me when you armnve,” he said. “Tomorrow morn-
ing you can come and fetch the food 1 promssed you for the
journey.”

He gave him five hundred-ler notes on top of his earnings
and said

“Come at dawn Knock gently on the windowpane. It would
be better if my wife did not hear Women are sometimes stingy,
you know ”

“I have to meet Ghitza Ion at the other end of the village
before daybreak ”

“Then you will just have time to call in here on the way.
Otherwise I would have told you to come round this eveming.”

“I'd rather come tomorrow,” said Johann. He was thinking
Susanna would be waiting for him that night. Then he went.
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999

Fatuer Koruca stood the knapsack agamst the wall by the
window. He put out the light. Then he got mnto bed. Before
closing his eyes to sleep he thought about Johann Montz’s
journey to Amernica While packing the sack he had had a
curious feeling that it was really he who was going. He, too,
thirty years ago, had packed up his baggage for that very same
journey. It was when he had just reccived his doctorate in the-
ology and had been appointed a mussionary to the Orthodox
commumty of Michigan A week before his departure he had
sent a tclegrath resigming the post . . he had met his future
wife and had got marned Ever since, he had been the priest of
the Orthodox church in Fantana. The village was small and
bfe difficult. He had often regretted changing s mind. But
then it was too late America had remained an unfulfilled dream.
Every time onc of the peasants was ready to make the crossing,
Father Koruga gave him cigarettes, food, and money for the
journey and asked him to wnte from over there He kept all
this from his wafe. Not that she would have objected, but every
tume the old man thought of Amenca he felt he was being un-
farithful to her It was for her that he had given up America
But decp 1n hus heart the old conflict still smoldered.

Johann meant more to lnm than the other peasants. He had
been more than a hired man- a valued helper, a fnend So he
felt that with um a part of his own self was setting out for the
New World

That mght there was a full moon. The priest could not
sleep. He got out of bed and ht the lamp. Crossing toward one
of the bookshelves, he took down a book Before opening 1t he
stood and looked at the rows of well-stocked shelves that lined
the walls on three sides of the room There were books in Eng-
hsh, German, French, and Itahan. Further on were the Greek
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up another handful of earth. “This is warm, too,” he said to
himself. “The whole field is warm and alive.” He rubbed the
earth against his check and breathed m its fragrance. “It's a
good strong smell, a smell of tobacco ” He hfted his head and
filled his lungs again and again with the sweet-scented air of his
field. Then he went back the way he had come Susanna’ll be
waiting by now, he thought, and began to whistle

U u

Jurcu Jorpan, Susanna’s father. lned on the outskirts of Fan-
tana, m a large house with a roof of red tiles JoHann made his
way through the garden to the bottom of the vard and looked
through a gap n the fence He watched Jurgn commg out of
the housc and treading heavily onto the veranda, closing and
bolting the shutters, then carefully locking each one. Johann
followed every movement When Jurgu had finished, he glanced
suspiciously behind him and then went down the steps, which
creaked under the waight of his glant body He wore his usual
green jacket, short boots. and nding breeches. He crossed the
front garden, double-locked the gate, and ferociously shot home
the bolt. Then he swung round and made a tour of the house,
peenng suspiciously m all directions as if he were scarching for
someonc hiding in the shadows Finally he went m by the back
door. There was the sound of a key turning twice n the lock,
and then therc was silence jurgu went into his bedroom, whose
walls were covered with hunting trophies and the stuffed heads
of deer, wolves, and bears. Shotguns, pistols, and cartndge
pouches hung between antlers and stuffed eagles. On the floor
beside the enormous bed were spread two black bearskins Jurgu
hifted a gun off 1ts hook and stood it against the bed. Then he
took a revolver, a candie, and a box of matches out of a2 drawer
and arranged them neatly on the bedside table. He sat down on
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FANTANA

the edge of the bed to remove his boots and set them down side
by side on the black bearskins, breathing heavily all the time.
He always put his boots in exactly the same place so that he
could find them in the dark merely by stretching out for them.
At last he undressed and got into bed, sinking into the white
pillows like a bear into snow From behind the fence, Johann
saw the light fade, flicker, and finally go out. The window be-
came a black blot i the darkness

There was still a light on n Yolanda’s room, but it was a
soft, subdued hght, screcned by a silk lampshade. People said
that Yolanda, Jurgu’s wife, was an unhappy woman. One night,
twenty-one years before, she and Jurgu had come riding into the
village and put up at the inn Nobody knew where they had
come from, biit it must have been from far away. She was Ro-
manian, but he was not Later it turned out that thev had come
from Hungarv They had both been weanng long, fur-hned
cloaks. When they had made a meal of gnlled steak and wine—
he devouung hke a wild beast. she scarcely pecking at her food
—they had gone to bed in the innkeeper’s room. Three davs
later people learned that they had come to stay. and a few weeks
after that they had bought the inn When Jurgu first came he
had known not a word of Romaman, but now he spoke it well
Thev had made no frniends 1n Fantana. They had even sent their
daughter, Susanna, to a school in town so that she would not
make friends with village children The villagers caught ghmpses
of Yolanda only when she was on her way to the Orthodox
church or when Jurgu drove her to town. His gigantic frame
towered over her in the carnage and made her look less than
half his size. She had fair hair, like finely spun silk, and blue
eyes, and Susanna was the very image of her. That was all that
was known about Jurgu Jordan. One winter night he had killed
a man who had tned to break into the house. He had aimed
straight between the eves with s nfle. The police had main-
tained that Jurgu had been in the right to shoot a man who had
broken mn by night to steal his money The willagers thought
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otherwise. Murder, they muttered, was always murder. But
gradually the whole story was forgotten; it had all taken place so
long ago.

Now Johann watched Yolanda’s light grow dim, flicker, and
go out. He cupped his hands to his mouth and called with the
hoot of an owl.

The owl cry rent the air and came back in echoes Then
there was silence, but only for a second The shutters of the cor-
ner room flew open, and Susanna jumped hghtly over the win-
dow sill Across the vard and through the gap in the fence she

came racing, on tiptoe, toward where Johann was wasting for
her.

LR R

“Why do you have to go on using the owl call> Why all this
hooting and toowhooing? Why?” She had come through the
hedge. Johann tried to kiss her, but she resisted

“I've told you already not to call like that.” Her heart was
thumping with fear.

“How else should 1 do 1t?” Johann asked.

“Any way you like,” she smd “But not that The hoot of an
owl 1s a bad omen It means bad luck and death. That’s why
you mustn’t use 1t ”

“Old wives’ tales!” said Johann “There’s no other bird sings
both might and day, good and bad weather alike, winter and
summer. None except the owl Nightingales only sing in the
spring. If I come and sing hke a nightingale, your father will
spot that 1t 1s a man Do you want the giant to find out?”

“Of course not,” she said, “but the owl brings bad luck all
the same.”

“That’s not my fault,” said Johann. “Why couldn’t God
make some other bird which could sing all the year round and
all round the clock without being an omen of death? But let’s
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not squabble about that tomight. No more secret meetings from
now on. I'm off to America tomorrow morning. When I come
back you’ll be my wife and I shan’t have to stand any longer be-
hind the hedge, hooting like an owl.”

He held her close to him, and she folded her arms round his
neck and clung to him. They were underneath the walnut tree
where they had met the previous mght and every might since
they had first known each other four months ago. Johann felt
the whole weight of Susanna’s body hmp 1n his arms. He had to
hold her to prevent her from falling, and, putting her gently
on the grass, he lay down by her Their bodies were entwined
like creepers. Neather spoke Hands groped for each other in the
dark, they closed their eyes, and their mouths met Somewhere
at the bottora of Jurgu’s garden crickets were chirping. Then
they, too, were silent Still she lay enfolded in his arms A few
paces away her blue dress lay on the grass She had taken it off
so that her mother should not find 1t creased and stained green
The inky cloud that had obscured the moon had now hfted, and
her shoulders gleamed in the darkness. Johann had taken off his
shirt and had made Susanna he on 1t Against her white body,
hus skin was as dark as the bark of a tree

“Don’t go away, Jani.”

“Why do you have to say that”” he said, frowning. “You
know that if I stay, we can’t buy any land. If we have no land,
we can’t get married. Where do you expect us to hive if we have
no house and no land? In three years’ time, I'll be back with the
money, and then we’ll get married. Or perhaps you don’t want
to marry me any longer?”

“Of course I do, but I don’t want you to go.”

“What do you expect me to buy the land with, then?”
johann smiled. “You know, I've already paid a deposit on
Nicolae Porfine’s field. I'll pay him the rest when I come back.”

Johann told her how he had talked to Nicolae about the
field and had gone to see it afterward, and how he was going to
build the house and stables.
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“Jani, if you go, you won't find me ahive when you get back!”
said Susanna without hstening to what he was saying.

“What’s thc matter with you all of a sudden?” Johann was
really annoyed with her this time

“Nothing,” she said. “Just a fceling inside. You needn’t be-
lieve 1t, but when vou get back, I'll be dead.”

“Nothing of the sort,” said Johann. “You'll be hving at
home with your father and mother, same as you arc now. I'm
not worried about you. After all, you won't be alone.”

She started crying softly.

“What 15 1t*” he asked, and kissed her. Her lips were cold
and saltv with tears “What’s come over vou?”

“You'll only sav I'mi bemng silly I'd better not tell you’

“All right, I won'’t sav vou're just being silly.”

“I think my father wall kill me,” she said

“Who on earth put that idea mto your head?” he said
harshly. “Why should he kill von?”

“There, I knew you wouldn’t beheve me! But I'm scared to
death I'm sure I'm night. IFather has found out something—I
don’t know how—and that 1s why he'll kill me.”

“What has he found out?”

“About our love,” she said.

Johann drew away from her Susanna’s naked body gleamed
Iike marble in the grass

“Has your father said anything to you?”

“No.”

‘“Has he scolded you?”

“No.”

“Then how do you know he has found out?”

“Something tells me he has.” Her tears were flowing freely
now. “But 1t’s not only a feehng. When 1 brought the dishes
in at dinnertime today, Father glared at me with hatred in his
eyes. “Turn round and face the wall!’ he roared, and though I
had my back turned, I could feel his eyes on my hips. Then he
said “Turn round to the window!” Agamn he stared at me, side-
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ways this time. He marked the outline of my belly and hips the
way he does with horses. Then he shouted wildly: ‘Get out, you
dirty slut!” He wouldn’t eat anything more. [ went out, and that
was when I knew for ccrtain that he had found out everything.
When I was small, Father often used to scold me, he even beat
me till he drew blood, but he never called me a dirty slut. To-
day at dinnertime, he said. ‘Get out, you dirty slut” ”

“How could he have found out?” Johann asked. “He has
never seen us together.”

“He has never seen us, but he knows everything.”

“But how can he tell?”

“Just by looking at me.”

Johann laughed and gave her a kiss on the forehead.

“Even if he had Jooked at you through binoculars he could
not have told anything,” he smd “Do you think 1t shows when
a woman has been making love? That’s all your fancy.”

“I know as a rule nothing shows, but with my father it’s dif-
ferent. e can tell with mares, just by looking He can tell when
a mare 15 1n foal. His friends can’t make 1t out.”

“Do you think you’re pregnant?”

“No, I'm not.”

“Nothing to worry about, then,” he said. “In two or three
years’ time I'll come back with the money, and we'll get mar-
nied at Father Koruga’s church We'll build a fine house and be
happy, won'’t we, Susanna?”

She was trembling as if she were afraid, chinging to him with
all her might

“If you were here, I wouldn’t be afraid” she said. “But
when you're gone, I'll die of frnght. Even if Father doesn’t
shoot me, you still won't find me alive. I shall die of fright while
you're away. Every might I bolt and lock my door, and when 1
hear Father's footsteps outside, 1 bury my head under the pil-
low, I'm that fnightened.”

Johann stroked her gently and drew her nearer to him. They
were silent. She was happy because she was close to him, and
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he was happy because she had stopped trembling and crying.
When the cocks began to crow, they got up. Susanna slipped
into her dress, which was cold and damp with dew, and Johann
put on his shit They went back hand in hand as far as the
fence, and he watched her vanish through 1t into the yard. Sud-
denly she gave a sharp crv Johann bent forward to see what
was up, but Susanna was no longer in the vard she was clinging
to him desperately. She was there before he had even seen her
coming, and her body was burning, and trembhng lke a leaf.
Johann looked through the gap n the fence.

Through the wide-open window of Susanna’s room came
a stream of hght Jurgu was pacing up and down 1n his night-
shurt, holding up a lantern as if he were looking for something.
Johann pressed Susanna’s head to his chest and stroked her hair
to prevent her from seeing what her father was doing. But
Susanna had secn, and that was why she clung to hun She was
too temfied even to cry They could hear Jurgu swearing At his
side appeared the slender sithouette of Yolanda for a second:
a second later it was gone Jurgu turned his back to the window,
and she vamshed behind his massive frame. Then they heard
Yolanda’s screamimg—long-drawn, piercing screams that tore at
the very marrow of their bones The hght went out. The open
window framed nothing but the dark Ever more despairing
came Yolanda’s shnieks prercing the night. Then they began to
die down, becoming more and more muffled, until they ceased
altogether. She had fallen to the ground. In the unlit room,
Jurgu was stamping on her with his boots.

“Mother,” Susanna cried, “he’s killing Mother!”

She tried to wrench herself free and rush into the yard, but
Johann kept her held fast, trying to soothe her Several times,
driven by the impulse to save Yolanda from her assailant, he
all but let go, for the cnes had now died down and Johann knew
that 1t would soon be too late. Throughout his body, every
muscle went taut—and yet he never moved. He was unarmed,
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and the giant had a gun and was as strong as an ox. His instinct
forbade him to take on a fight he was bound to lose.

Johann locked Susanna 1n his arms, holding her tight to
prevent her from strugghng free. Blindly, he started running
across the fields, lashed on by a vision of the giant, gan mn hand,
setting out 1n search of Susanna He wanted to hide her, to take
her away, far, far away from the house with the red tiles. Behind
him, so 1t seemcd, crashed the echoing footsteps of the giant
lusting to kill the woman whom he held 1n his arms.

ww e

JoHANN cut avross the fields, avoiding the path Several times
he stumbled against molellls and almost fell. He felt himself
growing tired He must have been walking for a verv long time,
for lus arms were imp with exhaustion. Sweat ran down his
forehead and into hus eyes, obscuning his sight In the middle
of a corn field he stopped and put down his burden. He could
not carry the girl one step further Kneeling, he laid Susanna on
the damp earth, wrapped the blue dress round her bare knees,
and stretched her arms out by her sides He tore off some large
leaves from ncar-by stalks and made a pillow for her head Then,
stnpping more stalks, he made a soft bed of leaves and laid
Susanna on it. She had uot uttercd a word. Johann gently
stroked her checks, her forehead, and her hair and then stood
up. Pain tore at his whole body; he felt as if long needles were
piercing hus shoulders and the muscles of his arms and legs

“I must have run a good way,” he said to himself. He looked
up at the sky already streaked with blue. Turmng round, he
caught sight of the oak wood a stone’s throw from where he
stood. At first he refused to beheve his eves, thinking it was a
dream. Then slowly the truth dawned on hum He started trem-
bling in every limb. It was no dream—Susanna and he were
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actually in Nicolae Porfirie’s field. This was where their bhnd
flight had accidentally brought them. The comn leaves he had
tomn off and laxd on the ground for Susanna were leaves from
the ficld for which he had barganed the previous day.

"Tears minghing with sweat rolled down Johann’s cheeks and
fell to the ground, the ground that—Johann understood now
—would never belong to him because he would never sail for
America

W

THE entire village of Fantana could be seen from Nicolae Por-
fine’s ficld Johann's gaze straved from house to house, then to
the woman lving at his feet, and back to the white houses.
Where could he take her? There was no answer And vet he
knew that he had to find shelter for her. e had given up his
journey, he had given up the ficld, all because the woman he
loved needed mm. He could not abandon her But that alone
was not enough he had to bring her to safety. Of all the houses
in the village onlv two were open to him. his own home and
Father Koruga's Johann kncw the other peasants would turn
her away. They were afraid of Jurgu Jordan, everv one of them.
His own parents had only one room; he could not ask them to
put up Susanna, nor could he go to Fathcr Koruga’s with a
woman to whom he was not marned He did not want to cause
him any trouble. If the priest were to take Susanna in, Jurgu
would come gun n hand to demand an explanation. Johann
did not want this to happen, and yet Susanna could not be left
lying there n the open. After a moment's reflechion, Johann
lifted Susanna once more and made for the village. She was so
pale that he thought she was sick with fright Now and again he
listened to her heartbeats—they were faint and slow—and he
hurried on as fast as he could toward the village.
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L

tuE sun had already risen by the time Johann Moritz reached
his home. He put Susanna down on the veranda against the
wall. He looked toward the east. At that very moment Ghitza
Ton was waiting for him at the far end of the village. He
clenched his teeth to keep up his courage, turned his back on
the nsing sun, and went mto the house He wanted to ask his
parents to recerve Susanna. They were asleep. Anstitza, Johann’s
mother, was a cantankerous woman, and he would rather have
spoken to his father first, but as soon as he appeared on the
threshold Anstitza’s head bobbed up from the pillows

“Have you come for your bag?” she asked. “It’s by the door ”
Johann did not answer.

“What are you doing, standing there like a sheep?” she
asked. “Kiss your mother, say good-by to your father, quick
Don'’t go spending money over theie, bring 1t home ”

“I"'m not saitling for Amernica,” said Johann

“Not sailing?” The old woman leaped out of bed.

“No.”

“Isn’t Ghitza going either?” she asked.

“He’s gomng,” Johann answered

Aristitza sensed that something queer was up She shpped
her dress over her head

“Why aren’t you sathng?®’ she asked. “Has someone stolen
the money for the journey?”

“No!”

“Have you quarreled with Ghitza?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Well, what’s the matter, then?” Anstitza had reached the
middle of the room and was bearing down furiously on her son.

“Nothmg’s the matter,” he sad. “I want to get mamed—
that’s why I'm not saihing.”

His voice was unsteady. He did not know where to begin or
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how to explain things to them. Aristitza dug her nails into his
shoulders and shook him.

“I want to speak to Father,” said Johann. “I am not going
to discuss 1t with you.”

“Oh, yes you are!” she flared up “I brought you into the
world, T did, not your father.”

“Quiet, woman,” said the old man, raising his head from
under the bedclothes He tried to concihate her, but she would
have none of 1t and went on shrilly.

“It's my womb that you tore out”—slapping her belly—
“1t’'s my mulk that you sucked, you thankless dolt. And now you
dare tell me you don’t want to speak to me.”

“All nght, I'll speak to you, too,” said Johann.

His mother was sobbing and he tned to calm her.

“T'll speak to you alone, if you like, but please don’t get
excited.”

The old woman sat down ou the edge of the bed and buried
her face 1in her hands. Her maternal pride had been wounded,
but not even sorrow could keep her quiet. Nothing on earth
could mduce Anshtza to hold her tongue.

“Whom do you want to marry?” she asked

“I'll tell you 1n a mnute,” said Johann, “only please don’t
get worked up.”

“I want to know whom you're gomg to marry. 'm your
mother. I have a nght to know ”

“Tell her, Jon, 1t’ll stop her talking,” said the old man

He could see that Anstitza was gomng to flare up again.
Johann knew very well that the girl’s name would 1 no way
calm his mother, on the contrary, it would provoke her further.

“I am going to marry Jurgu Jordan’s daughter, Susanna,” he
said.

Anistitza bounded toward him like a tigress, not to tear him
to pieces but to throw her arms round his neck in delight.

“Now I see why you aren’t going!” Anstitza kissed his eyes
tenderly, his forehead, and his cheeks.
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“You aren’t fool enough to go to America and work like a
cart horse, and then come back a few years later worn out and
1ll, with nothing but a few thousand le1 1n your pocket. You're
doing what I always told you, you're marrying a rich gil.”
Anstitza’s eyes glhittered with satisfaction. “From now on [ shall
be nich, too,” she said. “I shall have velvet dresses and a carriage
of my own I'll move into Jurgu Jordan’s house—I have a famly
right to—because I, Anstitza, made my Jon so handsome and
clever that he has won the nichest girl in the village. He will
be the husband of a girl with a house, a stone cellar, land, a
carnage, and horses.”

“Be quct, woman,” smid the old man, but his voice was
unsteady and betrayed his own fechings. The prospect of so
much wcalth overwhelmed him Without getting up, he rolled
a cigarctte

“I shall go and hve at Jurgu Jordan's house.” smd Anstitza.
“1 shall leavc you here,” she smd to the old man "My place 15
at my son s ssde Who 1s to give the young wife the advice she
needs, 1f not 1?7

“Mother, I haven’t fimshed yet,” said Johann

“Say whatever you like, myv dear,” said Anstitza “Mother’s
histening

“Promuse you'll hear me out quietly,” said Johann

“Anything you lhike.” Anstitza patted s cheek

“Mother,” Johann went on, “I am marrying Susanna with-
out jurgu jordan’s consent”

“T'he main thing 1s that vou’re marrymg her,” said Anstitza
“1 shall be the motheran-law of Jurgu Jordan's daughter, a nich
man’s daughter, and I don’t carc whether he agrees or not.”

“You'll be her mother-in-law, but you won't be nch.”

“And who else will get her money? Jurgu has onlv one
daughter—surely he won’t marry her off without a dowry, when
he has bags and bags of gold comns bunied n his cellar. Just vou
leave the question of the dowry to me. dear, I'll see to it. You
don’t know how to deal with 1t.”
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“I'm marrying Susanna, not her money, Mother,” said
Johann.

“Are you trymg to tell me that you’d rather have the girl
than the money?”

“Yes, Mother.”

“What rubbish! But all the same I understand you. Leave
it to me. Nobody can make a fool of me” Anstitza could al-
ready see herself bargaining over the dowry with Jurgu, deter-
muned to hold her own over every coin

Meanwhile Johann was telling them about the events of
the previous night Suddenlv Anstitza gave a start and asked:

“What? She doesn’t ever want to go back to her father?”

“She’ll never go back to him,” answered Johann. “Jurgu will
kit her if she does.”

“He will, too,” said the old man. “There’s no joking where
he’s concerned. The girl 1s night, her father’'s a brute When he
gets wild he pulls out his gun and shoots. That'’s what happened
to some of his finest horses when he got mad with them, and
yet, God knows, he treasures them as the apple of his eye. He'll
kill the gurl, too, if she goes back, especially after she has run
away at night.”

‘ I'm glad you understand, Father,” said Johann.

“If 1t comes to that, 1it’s not hard to understand. I know
Jurgu well enough ”

“Still, the girl could be sent home in a day or two,” saxd
Aristitza. “I'll go with her ”

“Susanna’s not to go back home!” sad Johann 1 won't
let her”

“Then what are you going to do if she has no money?”
asked Anstitza. “Starve to death with her? A woman 1s easy
enough to come by. Don’t be such a fool as to take her without
a penny to her name.”

“I'm going to marry Susanna without a dowry,” he said.

“Have you gone out of your mind, to give up America, to
give up everything, for a penniless little runt?”

[26]



FANTANA

“Your mother’s right,” said the old man. “Don’t be a fool.
Go to Amenca, and when you get back, you can buy your land,
build your house, and get marned. There are always plenty of
women around, you know ”

“I am not gong,” said Johann.

“It’s not too late,” said the old man. “Ghitza’ll still be wait-
ing at the far end of the village, the sun has only just nsen. If
you hurry, you’ll catch up with him ”

“Have you the heart to ask me to abandon the gl and go to
America, Father?”

“Where 15 she?” asked Anstitza

“Qutside the door,” said Johann.

Both his parents started, and their faces fell. Aristitza got
up to have a look at Susanna Johann barred her way out.

“I'm going to ask you something, Mother,” he sad “Let
Susanna stay here a day or two, till I find some place for her
She’s your daughter now.”

“You want to have her live with us?” Aristitza was vid “Do
you want Jurgu to come and kill your father and me?”

“Can’t you see that we hardly have enough room for our-
selves?” said the old man “Where do you expect her to sleep?
No, Jon, it can’t be done.”

“I suppose you would hke us to feed her, too?” asked Ans-
titza “And go hungry to keep her fed ”

Johann lowered his eyes He had reckoned with his mother’s
opposition, but he had not expected his father to side with her.

“Then Susanna will stay here only till this eveming,” said
Johann. “There’s nowhere I can take her now. Tonight we'll set
out for the town, and I'll look for work there She’s not well and
needs a rest before she can walk all that way. The shock she had
last might has made her 1ll.”

“There’s nothing to eat today,” said the old woman “If you
want her to starve, she can stay here.”

“I'll bring her some food,” said Johann. “What she needs is
a rest; she can’t even stand up.”
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“Your father is ill and must stay in bed,” said Aristitza.
“Where do you expect her to sleep—in bed with your father?”

“If there’s no room m the house she can sleep outside in the
hay, where I usually sleep,” said Johann.

“Let her if she likes—but I won’t give her anything to eat,
because there 1sn't anything.”

Johann made as if to go. On the threshold he stopped and
turned to the old man, who was rolling a fresh cigarette.

“Father, I want you to bc kind to her the few hours she
stays here She’s wretched enough as it 1s.”

“How dare you teach your mother and father how to behave,
you shameless minny!” Aristitza cried ““When did the egg start
teaching the hen how to lay? Instead of going away to earn a
decent hiving you dump this girl on our hands and expect us
to feed her mto the bargain, and on top of that you come and
tell us how to behave.”

Anstitza bent down and reached for a piece of wood to
strike hum. Had she struck him he would not have flinched.
He was accustomed to hard words and bullving. His childhood
had been one long round of hidings and abuse

“You'll be kind to her, won't vou?” He smiled at them.
“I'm going to the village to get her some food. I won't be long.”
He left the 10om Outside, Susanna was sitting motionless, ex-
actly as he had left her. Johann stroked her hair.

“I'm going to the wvillage, I'll be back in a minute,” said
Johann. “Try to slecp for a bit. When you wake up, you can
have some food, and then we'll set out for the town.”

“Aren’t we staying herc?” she asked, scared at the prospect
of further walking

“No,” he said. “Come along.”” He lifted her up by the arms
and led her round to the back of the house, where he helped
her to he down in the hay, pulling the flimsy dress down over
her knees.

“Now go to sleep,” he said. “If you don't, you'll never be
able to walk to town It's a good thirteen mules.”
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Susanna smiled gratefully, 1t was so kind of him to leave her
alone to slecp. She was burning with fever and her ears were
buzzing so loudly that she could hardly catch his words.

“If Mother comes and tnes to pick a quarrel with you, pre-
tend you don’t know what she’s talking about! Mother’s upset.”

Johann left her When he had reached the road he looked
round and smuiled at her, but she had already closed her eyes.

Iy

As sooN as her son had gone, Anstitza came out of the room
and went round to the back of the house. Arms akimbo, she
glared at the toim of Susanna m the hay. Susanna opened her
eyes and saw Anstitza with her hooked nose sharp as a vulture’s
beak and her withered, ohve-colored cheeks. Then she closed
her cyes again, appalled.

“I am Jon’s mother,” said Anstitza. Susanna moved her
head shghtly in acknowledgment and greeting. She pulled
down her blue dress as far as it would go, for the old woman
was staring at her hips and legs as if she had found her naked.

“So you want to get marnied, ¢h?” said the old woman, twast-
mg her face into a leer

“Yes,” answered Susanna.

“I can well believe 1t. You're round-bellied as a mare.”

Susanna buned her face in the hay. Anstitza came closer
and screamed mnto her ear.

“You haven't yet found the fool who'll take you to wife,
my pretty. No one’ll have you penmless If you've been sleep-
ing with my son, that’s your business. But he’s not going to
marry you.”

Susanna propped herself up on her elbows. She wanted to
escape, but Anstitza towered over her

“Has Jam gone?” Susanna asked timudly, trying to change
the subject.
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“Who's Jani?” said Aristitza, surprised, “There’s no one
here called Jam.”

Susanna gazed at her blankly. She did not know what to
say.

“Who's this Jam you're talking about?” Anshtza insisted.
“Have you gone crazy? Where do you think you are?”

“Jam, your son,” she faltered mn a scarcely audible whis-
per.

“My son is called Jon,” she said sharply. “That 1s how I,
his mother, baptized lim, and no one has the nght to change
the name I have given him. Understand?”

Susanna saw Anstitza’s fist raised threatemingly.

“I understand,” she said, and remembering that Montz had
asked her to be concihatory, she added “Jon or Jam, it’s all the
same At least, so I thought.”

This excuse stung the old woman to greater fury.

“Arc you going to teach me the name of my own son? I'll
bash your head in, you filthy whore.”

“I didn’t mean to annoy you ”

The old woman’s claws fastened onto her shoulders and she
started shaking her violently. Susanna screamed. The old man
appeared from behind the house in his mightshurt. Susanna’s
cries had brought hun out of bed, and his cigarette was still
danghng from his Lips. Anstitza let go and tumed on her hus-
band, purple with rage

“Have you ever heard such cheek? Thus slut here 15 trying to
tell me 1 don’t know the name of my own son. I can’t stand it
any longer.” Aristitza picked up a large stone. “I'll crush her
like a snake, 1 willl”

The old man caught hold of Anstitza’s wrnst.

“Be quiet, woman!” he said, pushing her toward the door
Then he went over to Susanna. Taking her hand, he looked
pityingly at her.

“Don’t cry any more,” he said. “It won’t help you.”

“Where’s Jan1?” Susanna asked.
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“He’ll be back in a minute, don’t worry.”

Susanna felt protected. The old man’s hand was large and
rough to the touch.

“Now, child, 'm gomng to give you some advice, and it
would be as well if you hstened to it,” said the old man. “Go
home to your mother and father.”

She was crymg.

“You can't stay here,” went on the old man. “If you do,
Anstitza will strangle you or spht your head open. She will, as
surely as 1 stand here now It would be a pity if 1t were all to
end 1n bloodshed Then, if Jon found out he’d kill his mother,
and that would be a great sin It must not happen, do vou
understand?”’

“l understand.” Susanna’s hips hardly moved

“If I were you, I should get up and go at once Be gone be-
fore Jon comes back from the willage. You can cut across the
corn field straight home to your parents When Jon gets back,
I'll tell him you've started on your way without him, he’ll never
find you. You'll both get over it. You're young, and 1t’s easy to
forget at your age. Come on now, get up and go!”

Susanna had hung her head. Her ears were buzzing, and she
had not even heard what the old man had been talking about.

“So you’re not going, then?” he asked He felt like picking
her up m his arms and carrying her home, but he knew Jon
would never forgive him that. He got up.

“If there’s murder, 1t'll be all your fault, because you
wouldn’t listen to me I've donc my duty and warned you.”

The old man went mn, and Susanna was left alone. Johann
came back from the village with a jug of milk and put it on to
boil.

“You never used to think of bringing any mulk for us,” said
Anstitza. “But you'll go and fetch 1t for that guttersnipe out
there 1n the yard. I'd have done better to strangle you at birth
than to give you my mulk.”

Johann was kneeling by the hearth, watching the play of the
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leaping flames He pretended not to hear what his mother was
saymg. Anstitza went up to him,

“Get out of my house this minute,” she sard. “And take that
dirty whore of yours with you, or I'll kill her. If you don’t shift
her out of my sight strmightaway, I'll strangle her with my own
fingers, look.”

“We'll go as soon as she’s finished her milk,” Johann an-
swered, not even glancing at hus mother’s hands, which would
“strangle” Susanna. “We're gomng to town, and you'll never set
eves on her agam.”

“So my ladv cannot leave without having her milk?” said
Anstitza “Your mother can do without milk in the morning,
but she can’t.”

Johann took the mulk off the fire. It had not yet boiled, but
it was warm. He left the room without looking at his parents
At the sound of approaching footsteps, Susanna gave a start

‘1t's me,” said Johann. “I've brought you some warm milk.”
He handed her the jug

“I don’t want any,” she murmured

“Try just a httle.”

Susanna took the jug out of Johann’s hands. He went in to
fetch s bundle—the very bundle he had got ready to take to
Amenca.

“Arc you going with her?” asked Anshtza.

“Yes.”

“Very well.” Anistitza ground her teeth.

While Johann was taking his bundle from under the bed
she shpped out into the yard. Sceing her coming, Susanna froze
with fear, the jug still 1n her hand.

“Get up quick, before I break every bone in your body. I'll
show you, you dirty little bitch.”

Without waiting to fimsh the sentence, she grabbed hold of
Susanna’s hair with onc hand and began to it her with the
other Susanna let out a shnek. For a moment, as he rushed ont,
Johann thought he heard Yolanda.
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“What are you doing, Mother” he cried. Her ferocious
glare struck hum like hightming. Whthout even looking at Su-
sanna, she dealt her one last blow and made off mto the corn.

Susanna’s face was covered with blood. Her eyes and hps
were swollen. On both her wrists there were deep cuts from the
jug, which now lay broken 1n her lap Drops of blood had min-
gled with the milk to form large stains on the blue dress. Johann
picked her up m his arms and walked away Ie stopped i front
of the door to collect his bundle, then left the yard with the
bundle on his back and Susanna in his arms. The two burdens
were so heavy that he could not hft up his head, and so Johann
staggered on with his head sunk low between his shoulders.

W

AT DAYBRFAK Jurgu watered his horses and gave them their oats.
Then one bv onc he patted their necks He owned eight horses,
but four of them he considered too beautiful to be harnessed
and kept them only for nding Thev were black Arab thorough-
breds with slender pasterns They were his friends Jurgu told
them what had happened to Susanna He came to them with
everythung that weighed on his mind He did not trust men.
'he horses looked at lom with their large clear eves bnght as
mireors

“And now my wfe 1s lving on the floor 1n a pool of blood,
with all her bones broken,” he said The horses did not even
blink.

Jurgu interpreted therr silence as a sign of reproach, and
said.

“All nght, I'll take her to the hosprtal, if that’s what you
want ”

Half an hour later his carriage lcft the village in the direc-
tion of the town. Yolanda, wrapped m a cloak, was lying on
some cushions, gazing mnto space They reached the hospital
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much too early, and there was not a single doctor about. They
had to wait outside 1n the carnage till eight o’clock. As they
waited, he talked to his horses without exchanging a single
word or even a look with ns wife. At eight o’clock he drove the
carriage up to the steps, picked up Yolanda, cushions and all,
and carned her like a parcel m his huge arms to the consulting
room. They were called mn first While the nurse was taking off
her cloak the doctor looked at the blood on Yolanda's swollen
face. She lay in her mightdress, which stuck to her skin with clots
of blood Jurgu smd nothmg.

“Who has been beating her®” the doctor asked

“That’s none of your business,” said Jurgu. “Your job 1s to
attend to her That’s why you're a doctor and that’s why I've
brought her to the hospital.” Beyond this Jurgn would say noth-
ing The doctor examined Yolanda and then had her taken
straight to the operating room for urgent surgical treatment.

“I'm gomng home, and you can get on with the job,” said
Jurgu. He put on his hat and made for the door “I'll pay what
15 necessarv I'll even pay n advance, if you have time to make
out the bill before operating, or elsc 1 could leave you some-
thing on account.” He felt in his pocket for his purse.

“You can’t go vet,” said the doctor. “You'll have to wait.”

“What for?” asked Jurgu. He did not like people interfer-
ing. He wanted to leave the hospital at the carliest possible mo-
ment. Hospital smells were nauseating to him. Besides, he felt
sotry he had showered blows on her And now that I've fimished
kacking her around, the doctors’ll start carving her up, he
thought. But n spite of feeling sorry, he was determined not to
show 1t. All he longed for was to get out into the open and fill
his lungs with fresh air.

A quarter of an hour later an attorney appeared, accom-
pamed by a gendarme. He had Jurgu called into the office and
mterrogated him. He asked his full name, age, address, and
whether he was the person who had beaten the woman. Jurgu
answered all the questions sullenly, with a glassy stare in his
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eyes. Then the attorney told him that he was under arrest for
assault and battery. Jurgu’s expression did not change: but
when the gendarme laid his hand on Jurgu’s shoulder to take
him away, he suddenly turned white.

“Am I gomng to pnison?” he asked.

“You are”

“But my horses, my horses harnessed to the carriage outside,
what are you going to do with them?” The attorney glanced at
the gendarme.

“Iaven’t you anyone to look after them for you?”

“No one”

“We'll give them to the fire brigade. They’ve horses to deal
with already There's nowhere to keep them in prison”

The attorney smiled gratefully at the gendarme for getting
him out of a mess Ie had had no i1dea what to do with those
horses The attorney, who was called George Damuan, had ar-
nved 1n the town only a few days before, and this was s first
case.

At mdday, as he was getting ready to go for lunch, he was
informed that Jurgu Jordan had tned to commit swade in
prisou by throwing himself head first onto the concrete floor of
his cell The pnison governor's report ran- “The pnsoner de-
clared in the hospital that he had tried to put an end to lus hfe
because he could not bear the thought that the four thorough-
breds which he owned would be left to starnve and die of thurst.
It appears that the prisoner 1s a passionate lover of horses. His
condition is senous ”

Another message brought at the same time notified the at-
torney of Yolanda Jordan’s death in hospital. He felt a taste of
cinders in his mouth At the restaurant before sitting down to
lunch, he spent a long tume washing his hands with soap and
nnsing them 1n cold water. “The law,” he said to himself, “will
punish Jurgn Jordan with several years’ impnsonment for in-
flichng mortal injury on his wife But his greatest sin is neither
beating his wife nor loving horses more than human beings.
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These are only products of a certain mentality. Jurgu Jordan’s
sin 1s barbanty. Like every barbanian he undervalues man right
out of existence. For this sin, however—though all the others
denve from 1t—no law will ever punish hum. There are only a
few well-defined 1nstances when barbanty 1s considered illegal ”

R R

Susanna walked on a few miles and then sat down by the road-
stde She was cxhausted and fevenish

“I can’t go any further, Jam,” she said, and lay down on the
grass. They were halfway between Fantana and the town. He
let her sleep, warting for a cart to go by and pick them up But
the travelers on the road were all either on foot or on horseback.

At about five in the afternoon 1t began to rain. Johann
looked up at the sky and felt the cold rain on his cheeks. He
was thinking. If 1t had ramed last mght, I should not have gone
to meet Susanna She would still have been at home now and 1
on board ship at Constanfa Man proposes, God disposes—
that’s all there 15 to t!

It was alreadv getting dark, and the ramm was still pourng
down. Johann shook himself into downg something.

“I'm going back to the village to find a cart,” he said, look-
ing compassionately at Susanna Shc was huddled up under a
cover of lcaves. Her blue dress and her hair were drenched, she
was shivering, and her teeth were chattenng.

“Just as you hke, Jam "

“You won't be scared, all alone?” he asked.

“So long as you come back, I won't be scared.”

He kissed her good-by and left her By the time he reached
Fantana 1t was pitch-dark and the peasants had all gone to bed.
He knocked at household after houschold, but found no one to
help him. The peasants simply asked the woman’s name, and as
soon as they heard she was Jurgu Jordan’s daughter they started
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making excuses. They hadn’t any room. They were all afraid of
Jurgu. At about midmght Johann went into Father Koruga’s
yard. The hbrary was hit up, and a large black car gleaming like
a murror 1n the wet darkness was drawn up at the front door.
From within came the sound of unfamuliar voices. Father Ko-
ruga must have gucsts, he thought, turmng away, 1 had better
not disturb him. The rain came pelting down on the roof. For
a while Johann histened to it, then, remembenng that Susanna
was lying all alone by the roadside, warting, he rapped gently on
the windowpane.

o W

“you've come just when I most wanted to see you,” said the
puiest, helping tus son Traan to take his luggage out of the car,
which was drawn up aganst the veranda, and 1ts hood buned
mn creeper and wild roses The ram was coming down in sheets
“You're not alone?” asked the pnest. Another young man
stepped out of the car

“This 15 George Danuan,” smd Traan, “an old college
friend of mine I met him this afternoon in our town. He's the
new attorney up at the Distnet Court.”

The pricst apologized for not being dressed to receive guests.
He led the young men into the sitting room and withdrew for
a moment. The attorney took a look round at the cuckoo clock,
the oriental carpets hung on the walls, and the closely packed
bookshelves.

“l know what you're thinking,” said Traian, laughing.
“You're wondering how it happens that the country’s most up-
to-datc novelist, whose books are full of motorcars, planes, bars,
and electric hghts, could possibly have been born and bred
a house where not a single thing has been altered or improved
for the last two centunes. Am [ nght?”

The attorney blushed.

1371



THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

“That is precisely what I was thinking.”

Father Koruga came into the room. He It the o1l lamp with
his slender, withered fingers and set 1t solemnly n the center of
the table. Traian undid his leather surtcase, took out a few
neatly wrapped parcels, and put them on the table. Then he
opened a bottle of wine and called his mother in. When she
appeared, Traian filled the glasses and then took two leather-
bound volumes out of a gilded dust jacket

“This 15 my latest novel—the eighth As usual, the first two
copies to come from the press are for vou and Mother We'll
donk to it with the same wine we drank when the other seven
came out. Do vou remember how happy I was when 1 brought
home the first of all?”

The pricst took his son’s book m his hands as solemnly as he
took the holv books from the altar Ihs wife held hers gingerly
between the tips of her fingers and put it down on the edge of
the table

“My hands are all greasy with cooking,” she said. “I don't
want to stain Traian’s book *

“The third copy 1s for vou, George!”

Father Koruga kissed Traran on the forehead. the attorney
shook his hand. s mother kissed him on the cheek and whis-
pered mto his car, yet not so softly that the others could not
hear

“I stall haven't read the others—forgive me, Traian Your
father’s told me what they were about But I'm going to read
this onc with my own cves I'd hate to dic wathout having read
a book wnitten by my own son ”

‘T'ra1an was touched by his mother s wish Tle chuked glasses
all round. She then asked to be excuscd as there were things to
be done n the kitchen.

“Stay here, Mother, just a bit longer,” said Trglan. “There's
something clsc I've come to sec you about, too, something just
as important as the new book.” Trawan took an envelope out of
hus pocket and handed it to his father.
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“Here are my royalties from the first edition of this novel.
I'd Iike to use the money to buy a plot in Fantana, 1f possible
not far from you. I want to build a house here and hve in 1t to
the end of my days.”

The pnest took the envelope and put 1t down on the table,
smiling. His wife wiped her eyes with a corner of her apron and
said:

“I know you only say that to please us. You can never stay
in Fantana for more than three days on end. Each tume you
come, you promuse to stay a month and then, after two or three
days, back yon get into your car and drive away again. And after
that we don’t sce you for months”

“But now I'm gomng to have a house.” said Traian

“Eveu if you have your house, you won't live in it,” said his
mother “You haven't the patience to stay put. The quiet here
depresses vou, T know ”

Traian looked at his father and at the attorney and reahzed
that, to both of them, s plan was nothing more than an ex-
travagant gesturc

“No one believes me capable of domng 1t,” he smd “Obvi-
ously nonc of you do. But I invite vou all to come to my house
in Fantana, two vears from thiy day. if I am still alive Then
perhaps vou will beheve me Let's leave it at that for the time
being.”

$HY

AFTER dmner, the pnest questioned Traian about his latest Iit-
erary plans Traian hesitated for a while before answering.

“My next novel 1s going to be a true story. It will be a novel
only as far as techmque 1s concerned, all the characters will exist
1 real life. My readers will be able to go and see them—ask
them questions, nod to them in the street. I have even consid-
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ered giving their addresses, possibly their telephone numbers as
well.”

“And who are these people whom you intend to shower
with so much publicity?” asked the attorney, smiling.

“My heroes are ‘all people that on earth do dwell,” said
Traian. “But since not even Homer could have wntten a story
with two billion heroes, I shall select only a very few characters,
ten probably. That will be quite enough But their expenences
will be those of all other men”

“I suppose your heroes will be sclected on a scientific basis
so as to be essentially representative of the human race, won’t
they?” asked the attorney

“No,” said Traian. “My heroes will be chosen at random.
There 15 no need for any scientific basis The thmgs that hap-
pen to them might happen equally well to anyone clse on earth,
with shght modifications of detai]l There will be cuses from
which no human being will escape To describe themn, 1 don't
need specially selected heroes Qut of the two bilhon inhab-
itants of the world 1 will therefore choose the ten T know best.
a whole famly, my own father, my mother, myself, my father’s
laborer, one or two friends, and some of our neighbors.”

Father Koruga smiled as he poured wine into the glasses

“I shall record everything that happens to these people dur-
ing the ncxt few years,” said Traian, “I've a fechng strange
things will happen. 1 beleve extraordinary things will befall
every man on earth dunng the next few years Such things as
have never been known m history.”

“If these future events are likely to be too dramatic, I hope
they will occur only mn your novel,” said the attorney

“These dramatic events will occur first 1n real hfe and only
afterward 1n my book,” Traan replied

“I suppose that means that I shall actually have to live
through these dramatic times?” asked the attorncy. “You know
I lead such a bourgeors Iife that 1t could not possibly interest
your reading public I'm anything but an adventurer.”
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“My dear George, the vast majonty of people on earth are
not adventurers. And yet they will all be forced to live through
adventures so stirning that even the writers of sensational htera-
ture have never dared to imagine them.”

“And what is this thing that 1s going to happen to us?”
asked the attorney, smiling ronically.

“Joking aside, George,” said Traan, “I feel that something
of immense import 1s taking shape around uvs. I know nerther
when 1t started nor where 1t first broke out, nor how long 1t will
last, but T am conscious of its presence. We are caught up in a
vortex, and 1t will tear away the flesh from our hmbs and crush
every bone 1n our bodies. I feel this thing coming, as rats feel it
when they abandon a sinking ship But we cannot swim ashore;
for us there 1s no shore ™

“What 1s this ‘thing’ you allude to?”

“Call 1t revolution, if you like,” said Traan. “A revolution
of mconcewvable proportions, to which all human beings will
fall vichm ”

“And when will this revolution break out?” asked the attor-
ney, still not taking Traian seniously

“The revolution 1s upon us already, old man. The revolu-
tion has broken out m spite of your skepticism and irony Bit
by bit, my father and mother, you, I, and all the rest of man-
kind will gradually become conscious of the danger, and we
shall all try to run away and hide Some of us are already creep-
ing into corners like wild animals cowening before the approach-
ing storm [ want to retire to the country Members of the Com-

‘munsst party mamtain that the Fascists arc to blame and that
the danger can only be averted by liqudating them. The Nazis
want to save their skins by killing the Jews But these are only
symptoms of the terror of every hving man i the face of dan-
ger. There 1s only one danger, though, and it 1s the same the
whole world over. It 1s only men’s reactions to it that differ.”

“And what 15 this great danger threatening us all?” asked
the attorney.
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contemporary society, the danger becomes self-evident. To usc
mulitary terms, the mechamical slaves control the strategic posi-
tions of our society- the army, transport, and communications,
food supplies and mdustry, to mention only the most impor-
tant The mcchamcal slaves form a proletanat—if by that we
mean a group which, at any given moment in history, exists
within a society without being integrated into that society. Man
wields the controls. I am not going to wrnte a fantastic novel
and so I won't describe how, one fine day, these millions of mil-
hons of mechanical slaves rose up 1n revolt, herding the human
race mto concentration camps and pnisons and hqudating it on
the scaffold or in the electnc chair. Revolutions of that sort are
achieved only by human slaves I will keep to facts And the
factual truth 1s that this mechamcal proletaniat will bring about
its own revolution, without the barncades so essential to its hu-
man equivalent. The mechanical staves form a crushing major-
ity 1n contemporary society. That 1s a concrete fact They exist
within the framework of this society, but they function accord-
ing to their own laws, which arc different from human laws Of
the laws governing mechanical slaves, I will mention only three:
automatism, unmiformity, and anonymity

“A society which contains millions of millions of mechani-
cal slaves and a mere two thousand million humans—even if it
happens to be the humans who govern it—wll reveal the char-
actenstics of 1ts proletarian majonty. In the Roman Empure the
slaves spoke, worshiped, and loved according to the customs
they had brought with them from Greece, Thrace, or other oc-
cupied countries. The mechanical slaves of our own civilization
retain their charactenstics and live according to the laws gov-
erming their nature. This nature, or, if you prefer it, this tech-
nological reahty, exists within the framework of contemporary
society. Its influence 1s becoming more and more dominant. In
order to make use of their mechanical slaves men are obliged to
get to know them and to imitate their habits and laws. Every
employer has to learn something of the language and habits of
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his employees to be able to give orders. Conquerors, when they
are numencally inferior to the conquered, will almost always
adopt the language and customs of the occupied nation, for the
sake of convemence or for other practical reasons—and that in
spite of the fact that they are the masters.

“The same process is working itself out in our own society,
even though we are unwilling to recogmze 1it. We are learming
the laws and the jargon of our slaves, so that we can give them
orders. And so, gradually and imperceptibly, we are renouncing
our human qualitics and our own laws We are dehumanizing
ourselves by adopting the way of hfe of our slaves The first
symptom of this dehumanization 15 contempt for the human
being. Modern man assesses by technical standards his own
value and that of s fellow men, they are replaceable compo-
nent parts. Contemporary socicty, which numbers onc man to
every two or threc dozen mechanical slaves, must be orgamzed
m such a way as to function according to technological laws
Society 1s now created for technological, rather than for human,
requirements And that’s where tragedv begns.

“Men are suddenly bemg forced to live and behave accord-
ing to technological laws that arc forcign to them. Those who
do not respect the laws of the machine—now promoted to so-
aial laws—are pumshed. Man, hving m a minonty, gradually
develops nto a proletarian munonty He 1s excluded from the
society to which he belongs but 1n which he can no longer be
mntegrated. As a result, he grows an infenionty complex, a desire
to imitate the machine and to nd himself of those specifically
human charactenstics which hold him at a distance from the
center of social activity.

“This slow process of dehumamzation is at work under
many different guises, making man renounce his emotions and
reducing social relationships to somethimg categoncal, auto-
matic, and precise, hike the relationship between different parts
of a machine. The rhythm and the jargon of the mechanical
slaves, or robots, if you like, find echoes in our social relation-
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ships and our administration, in pamting, literature, and danc-
mng. Men are becoming the apes of robots. But that 1s only the
beginning of the tragedy, the point where my novel begins—
my novel, that 1s to say, the hfe of my father, and mother, your
hife, George, and mine, and that of the other characters ”

“And so we are devcloping mnto men-machines?” asked the
attorney 1 the same 1ronic vein

“That,” said Traan, “1s precisely what we cannot do.
Therem lies the tragedy. The clash between the two realities—
the technological and the human—has already come about The
mechanical slaves will win their revolution. They will conquer
their freedom and become mechanical citizens of our society.
And we, the human beings, will become the proletanat of a so-
ciety orgamzed to suit the necessities and charactenstics of the
majorty of its citizens—the mechanical citizens.”

“In practice, though,” asked the attorney, “what form will
all this take?”

“I should be as interested to sec as you. But at the same time
the thought of 1t ternfies me. I'd rather be dead than have to
witness my own crucifixion and that of my fellow men.”

“Have you anything specific in mind?” asked the attorney.

“Everything happening on earth now and 1n the years ahead
1s but a symptom and phase of this same revolution—the revolt
of the mechanical slaves In the end men will no longer be able
to hive 1n society and yet keep their human charactenstics They
will be treated as equal and umform, and the laws of mechani-
cal slaves will be applicable to them. No allowances will be
made for the fact that they are human bemngs There will be
automatic arrests, automatic condemnations, automatic amuse-
ments, automatic executions. The individual will come to be as
absurd as a piston or a machine part that demanded to lead a
hfe of 1ts own. The revolution will spread over the whole earth.
Neither among the islands nor in the forests will there be a
place of refuge There will be nowhere to go. No nation will
fight on our side. All the armies of the world will be composed
of mercenanes fighting for the consolidation of their robot so-
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ciety, from which the individual is excluded. Up to now armies
have fought to conquer new lands and new nches, to satisfy
their national pnde or the personal interests of kings and em-
perors; the ultimate aim was loot or glory. All these ambitions
were human. But now armues fight for the interests of a society
which scarcely tolerates the proletanat, humamty, even on 1ts
most distant borders. It is perhaps the blackest period in world
history. Never before has man been so utterly despised. In bar-
barian societies, for example, a man was rated lower than a
horse. This can still happen today with certamn peoples and in-
dividuals. You were telling me just now about a peasant who
felt no regrets at having killed his wife, but who tried to com-
mut swicide at the thought that his horses would not be fed and
watered while he was 1n prison. That 1s the way pnmitive soci-
eties undervalued man In their day human sacrifice was an ac-
cepted thing. In contemporary society human sacnfice 15 no
longer considered worth mentionming—it is commonplace. Hu-
man hfe 1s valuable only as a source of energy, the criterion 15
exclusively scientific. That 1s the ternible law of our technolog:-
cal barbanism. It will reign supreme after the total victory of
the mechanical slaves.”

“And when will this revolution of yours break out?” asked
the attorney.

“It has already begun,” said Traian. “We shall witness 1ts
progress Most of us will not survive it That’s why I am terribly
afraid that 1 shall die before I get a chance to fimish my book ™

“You're taking rather a gloomy view of things,” said the
attorney.

“I'm a poet, George,” said Traian. “I have a sixth sense that
enables me to catch a glimpse of the future. Every poet is a
prophet I am only sorry my prophecies are so pessimistic. My
mission as a poet compels me to shout them from the house-
tops, even when they are unpleasant.”

“Surely you don’t senously beheve what you've been tell-
ing us?”

“Unfortunately, I am convinced of it.”
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“I thought 1t was all poetic license.”

“It 1sn’t poetic license,” said Traian. “Every night I expect
something to happen to me.”

“What could happen to you?” asked the attorney.

“Anything. The moment man has been reduced to the sin-
gle dimension of his technico-social value, anything may hap-
pen. He can be arrested, sent to forced labor, cxtermimated,
made to do any sort of work—for a Five-Year Plan, for the bet-
terment of the race, or for what purpose you will, dictated by
the Moloch Technocracy—and all without the shghtest regard
for his individual aspirations. The Society of Technological
Civihization works exclusively according to technological prin-
ciples, abstractions, and plans, and has only one moral precept:
production.”

“Could we really be arrested?” The attorney had dropped
his 1ronical tone. He questioned Traian n the half-fnightened
way m which we question fortunctellers about the future, even
when in theory we do not believe 1n them

“Nowhere on this earth will there be found one free man,”
said Traian

“So we shall all die off 1n prisons, without bemg guilty of
any cnme?”

“No,” said Traian “Man will be fettered by technocracy
for a very long time to come—but he will not die m chains.
Technological Civilization can create comforts, but it cannot
create the Spint And without the Spint there 1s no genus A
society without men of gemius 15 doomed This new Civiliza-
tion, which 15 now superseding Western Civilization and which
will eventually conquer the entire world, will perish in its turn.
. . . ‘The great Emstemn asserts that a break of not more than
two generations mn the Ime of first-class brams specially gifted
for physics would be enough for the whole fabric of that science
to crumble.” *

‘“The downfall of technocracy will be followed by a rebirth

* Count Hermann Keyserhing
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of human and spintual values. This great light will probably
come from the East, from Asia. But not from Russia. The Rus-
stans have bowed down and worshiped the electric hight of the
West and will suffer the same fate as the West. It 1s the Onent
that, at length, will conquer this technocracy of ours and will
keep electricity for highting streets and houses instead of build-
mng altars to 1t and bowing down before 1t as Western society,
m 1ts barbarism, 1s dong today. The men from the East will not
try to floodlight the hidden ways of life and the soul by means
of ncon tubes They will subdue and control the machines of
Technological Civilization by the power of therr own spint and
genus, as a conductor controls his orchestra by means of an n-
stinctive sense of musical harmony But we shall not live to see
those times—n our age man worships the electnic sun like a
barbarian.”

“So we shall die 1n chains?” said the attorney.

“We ourselves almost certamly shall—as pnisoners of the
technological barbanans My novel will be the epilogue of this
phase of man’s cxistence—this chapter of man’s history ”

“What will 1t be called?”

“The Twentv-fifth Hour,” said Traian. “The hour when
mankind 15 beyond salvahon—when it 15 too late even for the
coming of the Messiah. It 1s not the last hour, 1t 15 one hour
past the last hour It 15 Western Civihzation at this very mo-
ment It 15 Now "

v e e

THE priest sat on m silence, his face buried in his hands.

“Father Koruga, if Traian’s prophecies come true,” said the
attorney, “and 1f man 1s to be anmhilated or enslaved, cannot
the Church do anything to save contemporary society? 1If the
Church fails at such a entical moment, what mussion can 1t still
have to fulfill in the woild?”
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After a moment's reflection, the priest answered: “‘The
New Testament has always said that there would be an end and
that the end would be pretty rough, to put it mildly. For the
New Testament, this world, societies, and indeed hfe itself are
but temporary experience. Moreover, the success of the Chris-
tian Church and the validity of 1ts faith does not depend, and
never has depended, on its abihty to save socicties or prevent
physical death.

““The Church did not save Roman society, but it saved Ro-
mans who were mn a doomed society,

““The Church did not save Feudal society, but it saved men
and women who were n Feudal society.

“‘There 15 no guarantee that the Church can or will save
Modern Society, but if 1t preaches its gospel 1t can save men
and women who are caught 1n this society.” ” *

“So you think Traian's prophecies may come true?”

“I usually believe what the poets say,” answered the priest,
“and 1n my opinion Tratan 1s a great poet.”

“Thank you, Father,” said Traian, blushing He felt flat-
tered by the compliment.

There was a moment’s silence

“I think I heard someone on the balcony,” said Traian.

The three men hstened attentively, but could catch no
sound save that of the pouning ramn

“If there had been anybody 1n the yard, I should have heard
the dogs,” said the pniest. “Only my farm hand, Johann Moritz,
can pass without their barking, and he must be i his bunk on
board ship by now.”

“I am sure I heard someone come up the steps,” said Traman.
“My hearing 15 very keen.”

“One of your robots must have shpped out of the car,” said
the attorney, laughing. “Pethaps they have unleashed this revo-
lution of theirs and are coming to take us prisoner this very

* W. Burnet Easton, Jr.
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night. How many mechanical slaves are there employed to pro-
pel your car, Traian?”

“Work it out for yourself,” said Traian. “Fifty-ive h.p.—
and one h.p. equals seven men.”

“The active strength of several companues,” smd the attor-
ney. “And we are only three. In case of attack we shall be forced
to surrender unconditionally.”

“Depnived of the complicity of man, the mechanical slaves
are powerless to attack human beings,” said Traian. “But, aided
and abetted by a ‘eitizen’—and that is by no means the same
thing as a ‘human being’—the mechanical slaves can become
the very beasts of the Apocalypse.”

“What do you mean by a ‘atizen’?” asked the attorney.
“Aren’t we all aitizens?”

“The citizen 1s 2 man who exists only in one dimension: the
social,” said Tralan “Like a piston in a machine, he 1s capable
of onc movement only and repeats 1t ad infimmtum The only
difference 1s that the citizen sets up this activity of his as a sym-
bol and requires all mankind to mmtate it The citizen 15 the
most dangerous wild beast that has appeared on the face of the
carth since the cross between man and the mechanical slave.
Theirs 1s the cruelty of man and beast and the cold indifference
of the machine. The Russians have created the most perfect
type of the species the commussar ”

Someone rapped twice on the windowpane.

“I told you I had head footsteps,” said Traian. “A poet’s
senses never let him down.”

R

THE priest went out on the veranda, leaving the door open be-
hind him. A wave of cold air swept into the room. He came
back with a young man. The newcomer was wearing only a shirt
and trousers. He was bareheaded and completely drenched.
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“This 1s Johann Momntz,” said the priest. He offered him a
glass of wine and asked him to sit down Johann declined and
stood by the door. not wishung to leave wet marks on the carpet
and chair. Water was pouring from his hair as out of a spout.
It was evident that he had becn walking 1n the rain for some
time.

“Would you like to have a word with me alone?” asked the
priest.

“I could as well speak to you here,” Johann repled.

“I was sorry you did not come to fetch your bundle this
mormng,” said the priest.

“I'm not sathng for Amenca any more, now,” Johann ex-
plamed He looked at the two young men, then turning toward
the priest, he added

“Yesterday you said you would allow me to sleep in the
room next to the kitchen ”

The priest now understood why Johann had come knocking
at the window 1n the middle of the might

“T'he room 1s yours,” said the prniest “Move nto 1t when-
ever you hke.”

“May someone else sleep 1n 1t tonight?” asked Johann.

“By all means,” said the priest, again puzzied He felt that
something extraordinary had happened to Johann “If somcone
needs shelter 1t’s a good thing you're domng, finding 1t for them.”

“It's Susanna, Jurgu Jordan’s daughter. She has run away
from home because her father was gong to kill her.”

Johann remembered that when he had mentioned the girl’s
name to the peasants they had all refused to take her m. He
looked straight 1nto the priest’s eyes

“If it’s cold 1n that room, hght a fire,” said the priest. “You
know where the logs are kept.”

Johann remained standing by the door. He did not want to
go without first telling the pnest, as though at confession, ev-
erything that had happened. When he had come to the end of
his story and told them that he had left the girl in an open field
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halfway between Fantana and the town, Traian got up and put
on his overcoat. He drove off, taking Johann with him. Half an
hour later they were back.

The car drew up at the same spot by the veranda. Johann
took Susanna in his arms. The attorney watched the scene from
the veranda. The pricst’s wife walked on Johann's left, the
prest on lus nght The three of them came up slowly through
the ram. In Johann's arms, the gl lay hmp hke a sleeping
child, and the attorney noticed how her wet blue dress clung to
her hips. Traian went into the sitting room, and the attorney
followed.

“You're soaked,” he smd

Traian blushed He glanced down at hus muddy shoes and
dnpping clothes He had gone out and got wet quite uselessly,
for Johann had hifted Susanna and put her into the car without
hus help, vet all the time Traian had stood beside him in the
rain Analyzing his gesture, T'raian knew that, if he were to find
himself 1 a similar situabion agamn, he would act in the same
way. “I felt the need to share in my neighbor’s suffering, though
my help was of no practical value whatsoever

The priest came back He, too, was drenched through and
water was dnppmg off his forehead onto his cheeks and beard.
Like Traan, he had followed Johann through the rain—and
just as pointlessly.

Just the sort of pomntless things God did when He created
the unwverse, thought Traan. e made so many things of no
practical value, and yet they are the most beautitul of all Logi-
cally speaking, for mnstance, the life of man 1s a uscless creation
Just as useless and absurd as my gesture or my father’s toward
Johann. But it 1s the enthusiasm of hfe that 1s magmficent. De-
spite 1ts uselessness, 1ts beauty rcmams unsurpassable.

“You mustn’t catch a chill, Traian,” said the priest

“Don’t worry, I shan't,” he answered. “How’s the patient?”

“She’s got a temperature,” said the priest “Your mother
has made her some tea and 1s nursing her God will reward you,

(531



THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

Traian, for bnnging her 1n your car. The poor wretches badly
needed our help.”
The cuckoo clock struck midmght.

T u e

Joran~ knocked at the door. He could not wait till the follow-
ing day to thank the pnest and Traian. With all the misfor-
tunes that had overwhelmed him in the last twenty-four hours,
he felt only gratitude toward those who had helped him. He
was glad that Susanna had found shelter and that things had
not turned out worse.

Traian was looking intensely at him, with wide-open eyes
He cut him short in the middle of a sentence

“Father, whencver I come to Fantana, I can always stay
with you,” he said “Give Johann the money I left with you.
Let him build a house, he needs 1t far more than 1 do”

The priest took the envelope and handed it to Johann sim-
ply, without fuss, in the manner of all great actions. He offered
no suggestions, no advice, but just handed him the envelope.
Johann opened 1t He was not sure he had understood. When
he saw the wad of bills, his eyes opened wider and wider like
the eyes of a man witnessing a muracle. He trnied to speak, but in
his heart there was no room for words. He gripped the envelope
with both hands and was silent

“Thank Traian,” said the priest after a while. “Then go to
bed. Give the money to Susanna. Women arc better at looking
after 1t.”

“Perhaps Morntz would like to have a glass of wine now that
he 1s a landowner i Fantana,” said the attorney.

The pniest’s wife came 1nto the room. Johann lowered the
glass from his lips and looked at her. She said Susanna was bet-
ter. Then she took the prest aside and whispered something in
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his ear. The old man frowned, then broke into a smile. Johann
watched him closely.

“Don’t worry, it's not bad news,” said the priest. “My wife
has just told me you're gomng to be a father. You'll have to get
married first.”

Johann shook hands with Traian and the attorney and went
out. It was shll ramning On the veranda he paused and tucked
the money under his shirt to keep it dry. The envelope was
warm and soft. Holding 1t close under his arm next to hus skin,
Johann saw his house and hedge, well and garden, nsing up be-
fore his eyes, exactly as he had dreamed of them He found
Susanna asleep i her room. He put the money under her pillow
and went off to sleep n the hay.

As Johann passed under the library window, whisthing, the
pnest was saying to Traan-

“I shouldn’t have spoken to him about marnage just now.
Susanna’s mother 1s lying 1n the hospital morgue and her father
15 in pnson with her blood on lus hands. It was not the right
moment to talk of getting marned ”

“They don’t know anything about 1t,” said Traian. “They
are busy scheming for the future They have their love for each
other and the money thcy have been dreaming of They are
happy "

“Yes, they are happy And all the time, in actual fact, they
should be mourming ”

“T'rue,” said the attorney “For us who know, their present
happiness seems a profanation ”

“All human happiness, on analysis, 1s an act of profanation,”
said Traian.

The cuckoo clock struck one. The thrce men in Father
Koruga's Iibrary at Fantana listened to the clock and the ran.
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€k c <2

TWO years later Jurgu Jordan was set frec Ile was to go back to
the country whence he had come twenty-three years earher
Before lcaving, he went to I'antana again to sell the house. The
local chuef of the gendarmes, crossing the willage street that day,
noticed that the windows had been thrown open at the house
with the red tiles where the shutters were always closed, so he
went 1n to sec what was gomng on Jurgu was round at the back,
crating his things

“I can see vou'rc a nch man, Mr Jordan,” said the Scrgeant.
‘It must have cost you a pretty penny to get out so soon.”

The gant glared up at him.

“I don’t understand,” he said gruffly.

“I was asking what sort of sum you had to pay before they
let you out—you were sentenced to ten years.”

Jurgu put down the hammer, took a paper out of the pocket
of his green jacket, flung 1t at the Sergeant, and went back to
his hammering. Then he said emphatically.
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“That’s to show you who you’re talking to. In a few days I
shall be weanng the umiform of a noncommussioned officer n
the SS. I'm a German citizen and I'm off to do my duty to the
Fatherland. And now you know why I've been released. It
wasn’t what you thought.”

The Sergeant read Jurgu’s mobihization order. He knew that
German citizens could get their sentences rescinded on condr-
tion that they returned to their native country to enhst He
folded the paper and handed 1t back to the giant, smuling.

“Read that, too,” said Jurgu, taking out another paper. It
was a letter of thanks The giant had donated his entire fortune
to the German Army to pay for a Panzer. The Ambassador of
the German Reich in Bucharest had sent a letter of thanks to
him 1n pnison. ‘The Sergeant unfolded 1t, but, as it was wrtten
m German, could not rcad it However, he examined the crest
with 1ts swastikas and eagles and the official stamp at the end

“Are you selling the house or keeping 1t on®”" asked the Ser-
geant.

“The Panzer bought with my money has alrcadv had 1ts
baptism of fire,” sad Jurguy, ignonng the question “And I'll be
following soon. I am no longer young, but the mighty German
Reich needs me just the same ”

Jurgn folded the papers and put them in his pocket Then,
picking up his hammer, he went on naihng up crates for the
journey. He took no further notice of the Sergcant When the
latter began to say good-by he mumbled some phrase in his own
language without even looking up.

s

UPON leaving Jurgu's yard the Sergeant made for the mnn It was
the middle of May He strutted down the willage street, trying
to keep the dust off s boots. He hiked his boots to shine like a
mirror. He also liked women—and brandy. The brandy he now
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got free of charge from the Jew at the inn. If they didn’t make
new laws from time to time, he thought to himself, sergeants
would die of thirst But the state took good care of that. In
January he had received an order to assemble all the Jews in the
village and dispatch them to labor camps. In Fantana there was
only one Jew, Goldenberg, the innkeeper The Sergeant showed
him the order, which was secret, and immediately regretted it.
Later on, he thought it over and realized that he had done the
night thing. Every three months he sent off a medical cerhificate
stating that the Jew Goldenberg was ill and unfit for work in a
labor camp. In retumn he recewved three thousand ler a month
from the mnkeeper. This doubled his pay and enabled him to
hve comfortably. Besides, he felt he was doing a good deed. Old
Goldenberg stayed at home and got on with his business instead
of slaving 1n a camp.

When he had emptied a glass of brandy, the Sergeant drew
aside the curtain and looked through the windowpane into the
Jew’s hving room. He wanted to see Rosa, the mnkeeper’s
daughter, and say good morning to her as usual. Rosa’s skin was
creamy white and soft. When the Sergeant pinched her arm he
felt he was touching velvet. Rosa’s skin was not like that of the
peasant girls As a rule she would be sitting at the window, read-
ing novels. But today there was a young man at her side, talking
to her.

“Who’s that man?” he asked in a harsh tone Old Golden-
berg was not sure whether to tell the truth or not Finally he
made up his mund.

“It’s Marcu, my son. He’s been 1n Pans all this time ”

“I’d like to meet him,” said the Sergeant He had never met
a young man who had lived in Pans and he thought he mght
pick up a thing or two But Marcu Goldenberg was a surly
young man. You had to force the words out of his mouth. The
Sergeant was disappointed. He hadn't expected young fellows
who had studied 1n Pans to be like that, but there was a sulky
sort of reserve about this fellow. He would not even drink the
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glass of brandy the Sergeant had offered him. A disagreeable
young man. However, as the Sergeant was leaving the inn he
said to Marcu:

“Come to the post tomight—we’ll have a game of cards.”
Then he went off thinking the Jew had wasted lus money in
sending his son to Paris.

Y9y

oN His way past Johann Moritz’s house, the Sergeant stopped.
In the yard Susanna was treading clay to make bricks. In two
years Johann had built a house. He and his wife had worked at
it might and day. It was a beautiful tall house and had a veranda.

“What are you still making bncks for? You've finished the
house, haven’t you?” said the Sergeant. He tnied to get mto the
yard, but the gate was locked.

“We're bullding a cowshed,” she answered, and went on
kneading the clay with her feet. The Sergeant could see the
whiteness of the calves of her legs.

“Your husband’s not at home?” he asked.

“Janr’s down at the mill,” she answered with a laugh.

At the bottom of the yard Johann’s two children were bask-
ing in the sun. The younger one was i his cradle, the elder
playing on the ground. From time to time Susanna would
glance up at them before pounng fresh water over the clay
under her feet and gomng on kneading Her dress was too tight
for her and emphasized the rounded contours of her hips. The
Sergeant tned the gate again, forgetting that 1t was locked.

“Won't you let me in?”" he asked.

“You're just as well off where you are.”

“I never find you alone. And for once that your husband
isn't here, you won't even unlock the gate.”

“I should think not!” she said. “And now you’ve been stand-
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ing at that gate long enough, anyway. It’s time you were get-
ting along.”

“Come on, open it just for a bit, don’t be so unfriendly.”

“Janr’ll be back any moment,” she said. “If ever he finds
you here, he’ll be after you with that ax.”

“Would you be sorry?”

“Can’t you ask questions with more sense to them? You'd
do better to stop 1t altogether and get on with your rounds.
Janr'll be here any mmnute.”

“I'll ask you one more thing and then go.”

“Well?” She stopped kneading and stood waiting with her
hands on her hips.

“If you weren't cxpecting your husband, would you unlock
the gate for me?”

“There’s too much you want to know,” said Susanna, going
back to her kneading. Up to now she had never thought what
she would do if Johann were somewhere far away and the Ser
geant came to see her

“You're a marned woman now,” he said. “What are you
afraid of?”

“Go away and leave me alone,” she said angnly.

“I won’t go till you answer me. If it weren’t for your hus-
band, would you still keep me outside the gate?”

“I don’t know, Sergeant,” she snapped.

“Answer yes or no, or else [ won’t go.” He settled his elbows
on the gate and leaned over, waihing.

“Why do you want to know?” she asked. “Jani never does
go away.”

“Supposing he did?”

“That remams to be seen,” she said. “But Jani's not going.
First we've got to build the cowshed, then the well. Why
should he go away when we've got so much to do here?”

The Sergeant’s eyes ghstened. He drew away from the gate,
saying:
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“Y knew you were a fine girl.”

The Sergeant left her. Susanna could hear him whistling as
he walked away. Frightened, she stopped working. She
wrenched her feet free of the clay and ran toward her children.
Taking the bigger one in her arms, she pressed him to her
breast She felt as if she had committed a sin, as if she had done
some awful thing she should not have done, something that
would bring down evil on Johann and the children. And yet
have I really done anything wrong? she wondered. I'm all
worked up over nothing. She put the child down. “Nothing
wrong at all,” she said to herself, and started working the clay
once more, with her dress tucked up above her knees.

e eR

A WEEK later a gendarme from the post knocked on Johann
Mountz’s door Johann was eating his dinner He looked out of
the window and, catching sight of the gendarme’s cap, said

“I'll go and see what he wants.” He came back into the
house, holding a document 1 his hand. When he had sat down
and had begun cating agam, Susanna asked him

“What’s that paper he’s given you?”

Johann swallowed the piece he was chewing and answered

“A requisition order. We'll wart till after dinner to see what
the state wants this time.” He appeared calm enough. He knew
that all the peasants were getting similar requisition orders for
horses, carts, and cattle. But he had nerther horses nor a cart.
He was glad now that he had not bought any. If he had, the
state would have requisitioned them, and he would stll have
had to walk. Perhaps the state wants me to hand over a sack of
corn or wheat, thought Johann. They had begun to requisition
wheat, too, he knew. When he had finished eating, Johann
wiped his hands so as not to soil the paper the gendarme had
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brought, unfolded it, and began to read. Susanna kept her eyes
on his face, which turned first red, then white, and then scarlet
agam.

“What do they say?” asked Susanna. In silence, the children
watched their father. Johann stretched himself out on the bed
with his hands behind his head

“Aren’t you going to tcll me what it’s about?” asked Su-
sanna, uneasy about Johann’s silence

“It's no good telling you, you wouldn’t understand,” he
said. “I don’t understand 1t myself.”

“Bad news, Jami?”

“The quartermaster’s clerk must have made a mistake,” said
Johann. “These regimental cletks are always thinking of some-
thing else while they’re working!” He handed Susanna the or-
der. “What do you make of 1t? It’s a requisition order, I can
tell that much. We've already had two Once for wheat and
once when they requisitioned the sacks we bought from Nico-
lae Porfirie. But this time it’s not an order for wheat or for
sacks, but it’s for me. How could they requisition a man? Do
you understand 1t?”

Susanna was slow at reading. Johann became impatient. He
snatched the paper out of her hands and read it out to her.
Then he said-

“How can they requsition me? After all, I am a man. You
can requisition horses, houses, cows, and sacks, but not people.
And yet look, there’s my name. Those clerks must have gone
mad.”

“So what do they want you to do, then?” asked Susanna.

“I've got to report to the post tomorrow morning at seven
o’clock.”

“You must be nght,” said Susanna “The clerks must have
slipped up somewhere.”

“That’s it, of course,” answered Johann. But a doubt had
crept into his mmnd. He was thinking, suppose the clerks were
not wrong. He made ready for the journey as if he were off for
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his military service. If, after all, the order was not a mistake,
they might perhaps keep him a month or two.

R R R

ArLL afternoon Johann tried to pick a quarrel with Susanna. She
let him be, knowing that he was furious because of the order.
Toward evening, Johann took the order, wrapped it 1n a sheet
of newspaper so as not to get 1t dirty, and put 1t mn his pocket.

“I’'m going to show that order to Father Koruga,” he said as
he went out of the yard

Father Koruga was not at home His wife, who was in the
yard, told hun he had gone to town for the day and would not
be back till late.

Johann thought of telling her about the order, but changed
his mind, kissed her hand, and left.

In the street the dogs were barking. It was already beginning
to get dark. Stumbling against a stone, Johann muttered an
oath and strode home quickly.

uu

THE night passed 1n an agony of restlessness. As soon as Johann
had got mto bed, forbidding thoughts came swarming into his
head. Susanna crept close to him and shd her arms round his
neck. She wanted to make him forget his troubles But he was
too preoccupied. He shook himself free of her embrace and
turned his back on her. But that did not stop him from think-
ing. A thousand womes kept chasing through his mind. On a
farm there were always so many jobs to be done that it was 1m-
possible to get through everything even by working all day and
all night. But to have to go away like that, suddenly, without
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knowing for how long, and to have to leave everything just as it
stood, was ternfying. He felt desperate. It was lhike suddenly
dying and leaving everything in a muddle. There was so much
that just had to be settled before a departure.

These and similar thoughts tormented Johann. A few days
before, he had bought a load of timber. He had paid for it, cut
1t, and left it neatly stacked in the forest. All he had to do now
was to carry 1t home. And now he must leave 1t there and go. It
was good oak for building and had cost him a lot of money He
could hardly wait to see it in his yard. He had even decided
where he would stack it—near the hedge, for the trunks were
large And now he must leave everything and go All that tim-
ber, paid for and ready cut—just left in the forest.

Johann turned toward Susanna He could not abandon all
that trmber She did not even know he had bought 1t, let alone
where it was. She would have trouble finding it n the forest
Susanna was asleep Johann touched her shoulder

I shall have to tell her that the timber 15 away up by the
panish boundary, a couple of hundred yards from the stream.
There are other piles round there, too. If I don’t explam clearly,
she won't find which 1s ours, thought Johann Susanna felt his
arm on her shounlder and smiled 1n her sleep. There was a full
moon and everything mn the room stood out clearly Johann
knew Susanna could never bring home all that timber alone. It
was no woman's job. But at least she must know I've bought it
and go and have a look at 1t I must tell her that.

Johann pressed more heavily on Susanna’s bare shoulder.
Agamn she smiled. He saw her face clearly 1n the moonhght. She
was smihing and moistening her lips with her tongue. Johann
had not the heart to wake her. She slept soundly like a child.
He decided 1nstead to get up earlier in the morning so as to ex-
plain to her how and where to find the timber. He withdrew
his arm and turned over onto his back. As a rule he fell asleep
easily lymng like this, but tomght he could not keep stll. That
order came back into his mind. While worrying about his tim-
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ber he had forgotten about it. He was furious. Johann had done
his mihtary service as a frontier guard. That was where he had
learned Serbian. He knew lis army regulations, and they could
not have changed overnight. Men werc never requisitioned hke
carts, cattle, plows, or trucks. Johann rubbed his temples and
decided not to puzzle over it any more till he found out in the
moming what had happened. Perhaps it was a mistake and all
his worrying m vam—or perhaps 1t was one of the company
clerks playing a dirty trick on hum by sending a requisttion order
mstead of his call-up papers

Hardly had he grown a bit calmer and started hoping at last
to fall asleep when he suddenly remembered that Anton Balta
owed him five hundred let. He had no idea how long he would
be away, and Susauna mght need the money at home. He
turned toward her to tell her about 1t 1n casc he forgot in the
morning. Susanna was slecping on her left side, hugging her
pillow.

I wonder what she’s dreanung about now, he mused, and
agamn could not bung himself to wake her. He would tell her
that, too, the next morning.

It occurred to him that, unless he finished building the wall
of the well, 1t would cave 1n as soon as the rains came Perhaps
I'll be back before the ramny season, he thought, and stopped
thinking about the well. Instead he remembered the bricks for
the cowshed. That was a job he could not leave half done. So
far he had molded eight hundred bricks and had stacked them
one on top of the other to dry against the wall of the house.
Now they needed firing. If they were left to dry too long they
would crumble and all the work would be wasted. Restlessly he
tossed about in his bed. He glanced at Susanna, wanting to ask
her advice. She had uncovered herself 1n her sleep and lay with
her head buned 1n her pillow. Johann realized that she could
not help him, he would gain nothing by waking her. Once
again, 1t was a man’s job He went over all the men in the vil-
lage with whom he was on friendly terms. Not one that he
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could think of would fire his bricks for him; they all had their
own houses and their own work. Had it been daytime he would
have tned one or two, but now it was the middle of the night
and they would all be asleep. He could not wake them up to
tell them about his bricks. “I'll cover up the bricks with straw.
They won't dry so quickly and maybe keep a few weeks longer,”
said Johann to himself. “By then I'll perhaps be back.” Johann
got up. The door was open, and he went out on the veranda.
He had nothing on. He felt like gomng back and putting on his
shirt and trousers, but he was afraid of disturbing his wife and
children. He picked up a brick and looked at 1t by the light of
the moon. Then he felt it carefully. It would have to be fired in
two or three days at the very latest

He turned toward the well. Then he surveyed the whole
yard, completely unaware of his nakedness. He looked at the
walls of the house, at the roof. Everything stood out as 1n broad
dayhght. The moon had not shone so brightly for a long time.

Johann forgot that he was leaving. He worked out how to
build the cowshed. He was going to buy two oxen, a cart and
horses, and then a cow He had reached the bottom of the yard
near the stack of rushes He picked up an armful, carmed it
across the yard, and deposited 1t alongside the bricks. He knew
that Susanna would be covering them up the next day, but as,
he happened to be near the stack he thought he would do the
carrymg: It'll be easier for Susanna if she has it handy. Then he
brought over the straw, and he began to cover up the bricks.
Soon he was warm, for he had worked rapidly. Heaning the
cocks crow he gave a start. He looked toward the road, and ev-
erything suddenly came back to him. He became conscious of
the fact that he was standing stark-naked in the middle of the
yard and felt ashamed. He had finished covering the bricks. He
went in and stopped in the middle of the room. Susanna’s
naked body sprawled across the bed. Johann lay down by her
side without waking her. She was still unaware of his presence.
Then she stretched out her leg over Johann’s. He fell asleep al-
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most at once. A few moments later he woke vp again with a
start. He looked about him. Susanna was still asleep. The moon
was hung over the edge of the window sill like a gendarme’s cap.
Johann Montz stared at 1t and could not shut an eye till day-
hght.

Y9I

THAT same mormmng Johann made his way to the gendarmery.
As he walked he met vanous peasants on their way to the mill
or the fields or the forest. He avoided their eyes; he, too, should
have been starting out for the mill and the forest. But he had
arders to leave everything and go. He had been requisitioned.
He darted a hostile glance at the gates of the gendarmery. The
idea of running away flashed across his mind. If he huid in the
forest the Sergeant would never find lum and he would not be
requisttioned. But yet he never stirred from the gates He had a
wife, children, and a house, and there could be no running
away. Johann passed through mnto the yard. The Sergeant was
shaving 1n s office. Johann decided to wait until he had fin-
ished before asking lim whether there had not been some mis-
take with the order. In the yard there was a smell of burned
milk. Someone laid a hand on Johann’s shoulder He turned. It
was a gendarme, not the one who had brought the order, but
another. On the gendarme’s nght was Marcu Goldenberg, the
sob of the village Jew. Johann had not seen them come. They
had suddenly appeared at his side, and thewr looks were cold
and unfnendly. Johann had been sithng on the grass. The gen-
darme caught hum by the collar and hauled him to his feet like
a sack of potatoes. Johann made no objection, thinking it was
only a gendarme’s joke. Then he noticed that Marcu's hands
were tied behind his back.

“Shoulder to shoulder,” commanded the gendarme.

If Marcu has his hands tied, then 1t can’t be a joke, thought
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Johann. He put his shoulder against Marcu’s. He was fright-
ened. Seeing men with bound hands always frnghtened him.
Behind him the gendarme was loading his gun. Johann knew
without having to look, because he had been a soldier himself.
The gendarme fixed his bayonet. Johann understood what was
happening and shut his eyes. As he was going out of the yard he
glanced at the office window. The Sergeant had propped the
murror up agawmnst the windowpane and was still shaving. The
peasants in the street stopped to watch them go by The women
came out on their doorsteps to see them.

In front of Nicolae Porfirie’s house a group of women on
their way back from the willage well put down their buckets in
the middle of the road and made the sign of the cross as the
men passed by. Johann shut his eyes. Something had snapped
mside him He knew that the women always crossed themselves
when they saw men with their hands tied walking 1n front of
fixed bayonets. Johann could hear the gendarme’s boots crunch-
ing along behind him Apart from this measured tread he heard
nothing. His very flesh scemed to be his no longer Even his
body and his thoughts were not his, everything seemed to be-
long to someone else—he had nothing left that was his own.

il i 4 i

THE chief of the gendarmes fimished shaving and went out into
the yard, whistling It was a fine morming. A gendarme poured
some water out for him, and he washed The gendarme knew
his chuef was going to see a womnan. He had watched him shave
carefully, once and then all over again.

“A new one, eh, su?” asked the gendarme with a laugh. The
Sergeant glanced out of the comer of his eye and winked, but
made no reply. When he had wiped his hands, he put on his
new umform and sat down at his desk. He reached for a file,
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took out a carbon copy of the report he had sent to barracks
that morning together with the prisoners, and read it through.

“We have the honor of sending you under escort the indi
viduals Marcu Goldenberg, doctor of law, aged thirty, and
Montz Jon, farmer, aged twenty-eight, who fall into the cate-
gory defined by the law as instanced in your previous orders
concerning the rounding up and dispatch to labor camps of all
Jews and suspicions persons in this district. Signed, Nicolae
Dobrescu, Sergeant in charge of Fantana gendarmery.”

The Sergeant put the report back 1n the file with an air of
satisfachon He smoothed his mustache and glanced mto his
pocket murror. Then he straightened humself up, stung the gun
over his shoulder, and set off toward Johann Montz's house.
Now at last Susanna was alonc. For two years he had been wait-
ing to find her alone.

The Sergeant began to whistle.

LR

AN HOUR later he was back. He had left word that he would be
absent all day. and here he was, back at his desk aiready. He was
funious He did not know what to lay his hands on to calm him-
self. The correspondence file on the desk caught his eye, and he
opened it. e reread the copy of the report dispatched that very
morning at the same time as the prisoners and became all the
more furious He felt like teaning 1t to shreds; he had wasted his
time wnting 1t. Although Susanna had been alone she would
not let im 1n. When he had tried to break open the gate she
had picked up a hatchet and threatened to crack his head open.
She was not joking. He knew women. If he had gone in, she
would have done it. That was why he had given up and had
come back to his office. But he was furious. All this maneuver-
ing to have Montz arrested and get his wife had come to noth-
ing. He had worked at that requisttion order for a whole night.
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“I've been wasting paper and ink on a wild-goose chase,” he
said, and began to curse Johann for all he was worth.

2 A

¥ THE barrack square there was a column of prisoners ready for
the march. Johann looked at their fine clothes and the leather
suitcases they were carrying He felt tired and hus feet ached.
The whole way Goldenberg had not spoken a word, but evi-
dently he, too, was exhausted. They were hoping for a chance
to sit. The gate had been left open behind them, and the col-
umn of pnisoners began to march off An officer hurrymng by
with a pile of papers 1n his hand glanced at Marcu Goldenberg’s
pale cheeks Then he looked Johann up and down and ad-
dressed the guard.

“All Yids?” Without waiting for an answer he snatched the
yellow envelope out of the soldier’s hand and pomnting toward
the outgoing column he shouted at Johann:

“Fall in!”

Johann looked at the officer. He had not understood The
officer grabbed him by the shoulder and spun him round like a
top Then he gave him a kick that sent hum flying into the
ranks. Johann fell into step with the prisoners at the rear of the
column and vanished with them through the gate.

Turning round, he saw Marcu Goldenberg walking behind
him.

$99

THEY marched till evening. By the time they finally halted, they
had already reached the outskirts of the town. Marcu Golden-
berg came up to Johann.
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“Untie my hands,” he said, and turned his back to Johann.
Marcu’s hands were white and slender. Round his wrists where
the rope had been, there was a blood-red mark. When Johann
had freed his hands, Marcu said:

“Thanks.”

He did not smile and did not look straight at Johann. Then
he sat down on the grass and stared into the distance with his
cold glassy eyes. Johann sat down beside him. To get talking
with hum, Johann held out the rope he had unknotted:

“Do you still need this bit of rope,” he said. “Can I have it?”

“You can keep 1t,” answered Marcu, sounding a httle less
harsh. Johann coiled the rope up neatly and stuffed it in his
trousers pocket.

“It’s always good to have a piece of rope on you,” he said.
“You never know when 1t'll come 1n handy.” Marcu smiled. It
was the first time Johann had seen lum smule.

v

THE same mght the column of Jewish prisoners reached its des-
tination on the banks of the nver Topohitza. The nver bed was
completely dry. It was bordered with willows and clumps of
stunted shrubs

Here the Jews were to dig a canal. A few houses were scat-
tered over the honzon. There were no willages in the neighbor-
hood. Only two deserted stables, once part of a stud farm, were
still standing from the days when the land had belonged to a
monastery. The stables stood on the edge of the forest. An army
truck was drawn up near them with a load of picks, spades,
shovels, and a field kitchen. The pnsoners stared at the truck.
There was nothing else for them to look at.

That nmight the pnsoners slept in the stables. Johann lay
down on the grass outside because 1t was softer and fell asleep
straightway. He woke up several times during the night. The
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moon was as bright as day. Each time, he thought he was still at
home till his eyes fell on the sleeping men wrapped in their
coats and lying on the ground all round him Then he remem-
bered he was not in Fantana and shut his eyes.

Next morning, the Jews were hned up mn two rows and
counted. Once agan Johann and Marcu found themselves side
by side. When Johann said good morning, Marcu answered and
it seemed to Moritz that he had smiled.

An adjutant came to the front of the squad and handed out
picks and shovels Ten men unloaded the field kitchen from the
truck and set 1t up near by, under an oak tree Then the adju-
tant, who had silver m his teeth and a black mustache, made a
speech. He said the Jews were to dig thc canal for the good and
for the defense of theirr country He also said that he—the
adjutant—was the God of the Jews and that what he said was
the law, even for old Moses up in heaven there Then he told
the Jews that his name was Apostol Constantin and that he had
two sons, one a lawyer and the other an officer

The Jews histenced intently. Some smiled, but all were afraid.

“There won't be any food today,” said the adjutant. “The
kitchen hasn’t been set up yet From tomorrow on you'll get tea
and bean soup twice a day And on top of that half a loaf of
bread ”

Then the work began. Every day each man was allotted a
plot to dig up. When he had done that, he was free for the rest
of the day. If he did not finish the part allotted to him, he was
accused of sabotage, handcuffed, and relegated for tnal by court-
martial as an enemy of the Fatherland So, at least, the adjutant
declared, and the pnisoners took him at his word.

Johann Montz had fallen out of the column and had told
the adjutant that he was not a Jew. The adjutant had answered
that he could not deal with personal claims until he had set up
his office. Johann had fallen in again beside Goldenberg and
had waited. He knew that in the army one had to get used to
waiting.
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Ten days later, when they had finished building a new
wooden hut with tables, stools, and bunks for the guards, the
office was finally opened. Johann presented himself at the new
door and was told to come back 1n a week’s time. The adjutant
was still too busy to deal with prisoners’ claims.

2oy

wHILE he was at work excavating the canal, dnving s pick into
the stony ground, Johann asked the neighbor on his nght what
his name was. Johann liked talking to people round him. Men
who keep themselves to themselves do nothing but brood
hatred. His neighbor looked at him crossly.

“Are you ashamed to speak Yiddish?” he asked.

“I don’t know Yiddish,” Johann answered

“Shame on you” The Jew spat and turned away. Johann
addressed his neighbor on the other side. He wanted to explam
to him.

“Speak Yiddish,” answered his neighbor on the left.

“That’s exactly what [ want to explamn,” said Johann. “I
don’t know Yiddish.”

The Jews eyed Johann with hostiity. He stopped working
and tned to explain to them But no one was hstening. Johann
thought- They have agreed amongst themselves to speak noth-
mg but Yiddish. That’s their business. They are Jews and they
have the right to speak their own language But why should I
speak Yiddish?

“Perhaps you speak Hebrew, if you've forgotten Yiddish,”
someone suggested.

Johann straightened himself up and thought out an answer.
They had all stopped working and were looking at him Then
they burst into fits of laughter. Johann lost control of his temper
and went purple.
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“If 1t comes to knowing languages, I'm the one to laugh,
not you,” he said. “I've got four languages at my finger tips.
How many do you know?”

He had swung round to the neighbor on his nght, who an-
swered quickly:

“I know Yrddish.”

Johann drove his pick into the ground. He could feel they
were making fun of him. They all knew Romaman, but refused
to speak 1t.

When they had stopped work, old Isaac Langyel, the leader
of the column, took Johann aside and said to him.

“These are hard times for our people, and the least we can
do, when we arc together among ourselves, 1s to speak Yiddish
—it 1s our duty to do it.”

“But I am not a Jew,” said Johann.

“What's the usc of pretending, now that you are here?”
said Isaac Langyel ‘‘Before you got caught there was some point
in hiding 1t and 1t would have been the sensible thing to do.
But here 1t’s quite pontless. If you go on trying, here, among
us, you are a renegade.”

“But please understand me, Mr. Langyel, I am not a Jew.”
Johann's voice quivered.

“Have 1t your own way,” said the old man, “if you'd rather
be a renegade.”

Johann Montz was left alone. They had not believed that
he was not a Jew. One and all, they mamtaned that he was
lying, that he was not a Romaman, and that all his insistence
was aimed at getting out of the camp.

In the camp register, drawn up by old Langyel, he was down
as Moritz Jacob.

“There are no Jews called Johann,” Langyel had declared.
“The Jewish name 15 Jacob, and that is your name. It 1sn’t Jon
erther, that 1s only the Romanian translation of Jacob.”

In the camp, hs colleagues called him Jankl. He raised no
objections. But he did find it difficult to get used to.
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“You can call me Jacob or Jankl,” he said. “I'm only sorry
you don't behieve me.”

wu

Jorann Morirz found out that all the Jews in the camp had
been rounded up by requisition orders. He was now persuaded
that the state requisitioned not only horses, carts, and sacks, but
Jews as well Nevertheless. he was not a Jew and that was what
be wanted to tell the adjutant. But the adjutant never had time
to see hum. At last, one day, he managed to speak to him. The
adjutant was funous

“In the four months you’ve been here, you've done nothing
but cause trouble,” he said. “Every single time I open the door
of my office I find you planted on the doorstep Every day you
have something or other to complan of. The food 1sn’t good?
You can't do the work? You can’t live without your wife?”

Johann had prepared a speech that he rehearsed every day.
He wanted to tell the adjutant the whole story.

“Cut 1t short,” ordered the adjutant.

“l want to go home,” said Johann. “I'm not a Jew”

“You're not a Jew?” The adjutant looked iromcally at
Johann. He picked up the register of prisoners that was on the
table, opened 1t at the letter M, and read out:

“ ‘Moritz Jacob, twenty-eight, mamed, two children, resident
of the village of Fantana. Name of wife, Susanna.” That's you,
isn’t it?”

“That’s me,” answered Johann.

“Then what'’s all this about not being a Jew?”

“It’s me,” said Johann. “But I'm not a Jew.”

“I warn you that what you are saying 1s very serious,” said
the adjutant. “At the first sign of a lie you're under close arrest!
According to you, everything wrtten here—and these are mili-
tary documents—is untrue. Think out what you want to say,

[751]



THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

remember what awaits you—now, do you still persist in main-
tamning that you are not a Jew?”

“I do,” said Johann firmly.

“Then what are you doing here?”

“I don’t know.”

“Why haven’t you said so before?” asked the adjutant.
“I've put down 1n the documents I signed that the two hundred
and fifty men working on the canal under my orders are all Jews.
And now you turn up and say you're not a Jew. That means that
I have been making false statements So I get put on a charge.”
The adjutant had flushed with anger. “What you want 15 a
couple of slaps across the face thatll set your ears nnging for a
week. Nevertheless, I will record your statement. This claim of
yours 1s extremely serious. I will therefore make out a statement,
and you will sign 1t If 1t’s true you're not a Jew, then whoever
sent you here is going to prison. But if you are, you'll leave the
camp for the salt mmes Got that?”

Johann remained standing by the door 'The adjutant made
out a statement and handed it to Johann to sign. It said that
Johann Monitz was not a Jew and applied for his release.

“You can go now,” said the adjutant. “Tomorrow morning
I'll send off the paper you've just signed Then we'll wait for the
answer.”

Johann was smiling. As he left the office, he felt he was
gowng straight home. Strul, the guard, ran after him and called
him back. The adjutant had something more to say to him.

“Listen, Moritz,” said the adjutant. “I have twenty-five years
of service behind me. I am the father of a family. I don’t want
to throw away my career on account of your statement Your
case 1s not as sumple as 1t looks. You have a Jewish name. You're
called Montz. Why are you called Monitz if you're not a Jew?
That’s the first thing. You speak Yiddish. That's another. Have
you ever known a Romanian to speak Yiddish? Do I speak Yid-
dish?”

“I learned it 1n the camp,” said Johann. “If you know Ger-
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man and if you hear Yiddish all day, you pick it up quick
enough. It isn’t difficult.”

“Listen,” said the adjutant. “First, you have a Jewish name
Secondly, you speak Yiddish. Thirdly: in all these documents
you're down as a Jew. Do you still expect me to believe you're
a Romanian? Judge for yourself.”

The adjutant was holding Johann’s declaration in his hand.
He dropped 1t onto the table as though it were meant for the
wastepaper basket. Johann felt tears of annoyance come into
his eyes.

“I swear before God and all the saints, sir, that [ am not a
Jew.”

“We'll see about that later'” said the adjutant. “For the
time being, I have recorded your statement and I am going to
add my own observations I beheve 1n fair play Always have
done, all my hfe. Now, over and above your statement I have
taken note of the fact that you have a Jewish name whose ongin
you cannot account for, and also that you speak Yiddish but
that witnesses are prepared to swear you learned 1t m camp
When you came you did not know it—is that correct?”

“Yes, 1t 18.”

“Next item,” said the adjutant *“What 1s your religion?”

“Orthodox "

The adjutant looked at Johann with suspicion

“Do you know how Jews are baptized™”

“Yes.”

“But you maintain you'rc not like that?”

“I'do”

“Sure?”

“Dead sure, sir.”

“Go over to the window where 1t’s light and show vou
haven’t been baptized like the Jews,” ordered the adjutant.

Johann went to the window. He unbuttoned his trousers,
letting them shde to the ground, and stood there naked, looking
at the adjutant.
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“No need to blush like a girl,” said the adjutant. “There’s
nothing to be ashamed of. Turn to the light and let me have a
look. I am obliged to ascertain the facts with my own eyes, so
as to know what to set down in my report.”

The adjutant rose from his desk, got down on his knees at
Johann’s feet, and examined him with great care. He compared
what he saw with what he remembered having seen or heard
about. In the end, he was none the wiser. However, his report
had to be accurate. He rose to his feet, red in the face, and lit
a cigarette

“You're an infernal nuisance, Moritz,” he said. “Do you
think that my country has sent me here now 1n the middle of
the war to look at your . . . ? My j0ob’s soldiering, my lad, and
none of this sort of thing. If I do 1t, 1t’s solely because I beheve
in fair play. For all I know, you might really not be a Jew, and
then 1t would not be just to keep you here.”

The adjutant opened the door of the next room and called
Strul, the guard.

“Examine Montz,” ordered the adjutant. “Report if he has
been circumaised in the Jewish way.”

Strul knelt down beside Johann. He was a bank clerk and
did everything scrupulously and with mathematical precision,
as with figures He examined Johann meticulously. Then he got
up, stood to attention, and reported:

“If he has been circumacised, 1t must have been done super-
ficially.”

“What do you mean by superficially?” said the adjutant.
“Answer me clearly. Is he circumcised, or isn’t he?”

“I can’t say for certain,” said Strul. “There seems to be par-
tial incision, but I can’t say with any confidence whether it was
made by the rabbi or whether 1t 1s due to other causes.”

“You can see for yourself, Moritz,” said the adjutant. “Yoar
case is very comphcated. But I shall send in the report all the
same. Now get out. You stay here, Strul, and help me write
this up ”
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Johann left the office thoughtfully, buttoning his fly as he
went.

99

sooN after Johann Montz’s arrest Father Koruga called at the
gendarmery. It was about nine o’clock mn the morming. The
Sergeant had just returned from the village and was i a bad
temper.

“I receved a requisitioming order and I camed 1t out,” said
the Sergeant. “I can give you no further information, That's all
I know. If you want to make further inquines, go to town to
divisional headquarters.”

“Is Motz at headquarters now?” asked the priest.

“l don’t know that, either,” said the Sergeant. “And even
if T knew, 1 wouldn't tell you. It’s a nulitary secret. The men
are requisitioned for work on the fortifications, and it 1s forbid-
den to disclose therr whereabouts.”

The pnest got up and thanked him for the information. In
the afternoon he went to headquarters in town. Johann was not
there. Nobody had heard of him.

“Is he a Jew?” asked a young officer.

“He 15 an Orthodox Chnstian from my pansh,” the pnest
rephed.

“Then he wouldn’t have been sent here,” said the officer.
“Go back and get hold of the Sergeant and tell him to let us
have the number of the batch in which he was dispatched. Yes-
terday and today we’ve been handling Jewish convoys only. But
since you say that the man you are asking for 1s not a Jew, then
he can’t have been among them.”

“He 15 not a Jew,” affirmed the prest.

The followmng day he returned to headquarters with the
number of Johann’s batch. The same officer looked into a regis-
ter and said:
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“I am afraid we are unable to furnish you with any informa-
tion. The dossier is secret. You'll have to get a proper authori-
zation from the War Ministry.”

“All 1 want to know 1s whether Montz has been arrested
and if so where he 1s now,” said the pnest. “That cannot be a
secret!”’

“He has been arrested,” answered the officer “But we are
not allowed to tell you where he 1s. We don’t know ourselves.
He has been handed over to the regular army, and the General
Staff docs not inform us where they send the men we put at
their disposal, nor what 1s done with them ™

His voice was hard He had found Johann Montz’s name in
the register, and now looked at the priest with contempt. Father
Koruga went away Behind him the officer said to the guard:
“Hc’s a priest, but he lies ke Ananias Yesterday he states that
the man 1s an Orthodox Chnstian and today I find his name in
the Jewish register. If he sets foot mn here agan, throw hum out!”

W

Fataer Koruca wrote to Traian, teling him what had hap-
pened to Johann Montz He asked him to take up the matter
with the War Mistry and with GHQ on Johann’s behalf.
Traian wrote back that he had taken all possible steps to that
end and had been promised Johann’s release

After the arnival of the letter, two weeks went by, then a
third and a fourth Two months passed Summer drew to its
close, and autumn came Johann Montz had still not returned.
One day the pnest sct out to see the prefect of the county. On
his way to town he met old Goldenberg and offered him a hft
in lus trap. The Jew had lost weight

“I've had no news from Marcu since the day of his arrest,”
said the mnkeeper. Then he groaned “I've spent a fortune to
keep him at school and at the university in Bucharest and Paris.
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And as soon as he gets his doctorate and comes home they go
and arrest him. They've sent him off to dig trenches. Is that
what he went to Pans and got his degree for, to dig trenches
when he came back?”

Father Koruga took a fresh loaf out of his case, broke 1t 1n
two, and gave one half to Goldenberg. They both ate in silence.
The road wound up a hill, and the horse took 1t at an easy pace.
When they had reached the top, the Jew spoke.

“They have taken my house. It’s been requisitioned. In a
few days’ time I have to move out, otherwise the gendarmes will
throw me out I built that house with the sweat of my brow.
First they requisitoned Marcu And now the house. What have
I done to deserve 1t, Father?” The Jew was silent. The horse
came to a halt. “I'm going to make an end of 1t and hang my-
self,” said the Jew

The horse went on agamn. Just outside the town Goldenberg
got out, and the pnest watched him disappear down the narrow
streets of the ghetto.

w R

wHEN Goldenberg had gone, the priest went to the prefecture.
He was letting the horse amble so as not to tire it. As he passed,
he looked at the many-stonied houses and thought of the wordy
of the poet T S. Ehot:

When the Stranger says. “What is the meamng of this
city?

Do you huddle close together because you love each
other?”

What will you answer? “We dwell together

To make money from each other”? or “This 1s a com-
mumty’’?

The horse stopped of its own accord outside the prefecture,
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The priest came here at least once a week to find out what had
happened to Johann Montz, and so the horse knew where the
priest was gomng when he headed for town, and stopped auto-
matically in front of that particular building. The prefect was
scarcely ever m hus office, and even if he happened to be there
he was always busy. The priest had never managed to speak to
him. The secretanies and doorkeepers knew him by now and al-
ways greeted him with smiles of sympathy. Today the secretary
wore a different smile.

“The prefect will see you,” he said. “Your turn will come in
half an hour.”

An hour later the pniest was seated in front of the prefect’s
desk.

“Six months ago,” said the priest, “a young man from my
parish was arrested. 1 should hke to know where he 15 and why
he was arrested I understand he is 1n a Jewish camp But he 1s
Romanian and a Christian. 1 baptized him myself. 1 should like
to appeal for his release.”

“I refuse all appeals on principle,” answered the prefect.

“The man I am speaking of 15 not guilty of anything,” said
the pnest.

“But he’s been put mnto a Jewish camp,” said the prefect.
“You yourself have just said so.”

“He 15 not a Jew.”

“That makes no difference,” said the prefect. “So long as
he is in a Jewish camp he comes under special laws and regula-
tions that are not within my province. So much for the first
question. And now for the second, which is the maimn one as far
as I am concerned, and for which 1 granted you an mterview.
I want to point out to you that I don’t like it when, instcad of
minding their panshes, the prniests 1n my county keep on pes-
tering the authorities with all sorts of petitions. We are mn a
state of war, and everyone must stand by at his post. Consider
this as an official warning. I don’t want to be forced into taking

steps against you.”
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“To work for the good of mankind, for justice on earth, is
to work for God and His Church,” said the priest. “In inter-
ceding for Johann Momntz, I am interceding for the Church and
for God. That 15 my mussion as a pnest. Montz has suffered a
great mnjustice.”

“The mjustice exists only mn your imagination,” rasped the
prefect. “There’s a war on. We are fighting for our country and
for the Church agamst the Antichnst. Do you mamntamn that it
1s unjust 1f some mndividual or other is sent to serve our sacred
cause by working on the fortifications?”

“This individual 15 a human being,” answered the pnest.
“This human being was arrested and sent to forced labor, not
only being mnocent, but without even a tnal.”

“Don’t be ndiculous. If we started bothening about every
individual, the tide of Bolshevism would sweep over us in no
time, and before we knew where we were, we'd all be swinging
on the end of a rope. You, Father, would be number one. We
have the certain knowledge that we are fighting for Christen-
dom.”

“Those who set no store by the individual cannot be fight-
ing for Chnstendom,” said the pnest. “It 1s impossible to be
the defender of the cross and at the same time its enemy ”

“I suppose you would rather we released your Montz and
had the Bolsheviks descending on us, burming our churches,
raping our women, and putting us in chamns? Is that what you
mean by fighting for the Church?”

“Nothing, not even the highest national, social, or religious
ideal may serve as an excuse for mnjustice toward a single mdi-
vidual. ‘Accusatio ordinatur ad bonum commune quod mtendi-
tur per cogmtionem crumms nullus autem debet nocere alicu
injuste, ut bonum commune promoveat.” * The enslavement of
human beings 1n the name of Chust is a cnme agamst Christ.”

“Are you absolutely sure the man is not a Jew?” asked the
prefect.

* Saint Thomas Aquinas.
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“Absolutely certain.”

“In that case a most serious cnme has been committed
against him,” said the prefect. “The culpnt will have to be
punished. Who gave the requisition order?”

“I don’t know,” answered the pniest “For the last six months
I have been making inquines among all the authonties, the
civihan police, the military police, the army, and no one will
give me an answer. In each case I am told 1t 1s a secret.”

“Of course you would be,” said the prefect. “All such opera-
tions are secret. I can’t tell you anything, either. You'll have to
go to army headquarters When you’ve received proper authori-
zation, come back and we’ll look up the files to see who signed
the requsition order If there has been an error, I can assure
you that the person who commutted 1t will be made an example
of. But until you produce a signed document authorizing you
to go mto this matter, there 15 nothing we can do for you.”

The prefect got up to put an end to the mnterview The priest
did not move

“Is 1t possible that man should have been brought to such a
degree of msensibility that, like a machine, he remains deaf to
the voice of his fellow beings? 1 cannot bring myself to beheve
that you do not understand my appeal. After all, you are a hu-
man being. Man 1s created with feelings. With a soul. Man is
not a machme or a mechamcal slave. In all honesty, are you left
totally unmoved by the injustice done to Johann Montz?”

“Father Koruga,” said the prefect, “to be quite candid, I am
very sorry 1 am not 1n a position to help you. I think you are
night. I tell you that because I am the sou of a priest But simply
as a matter of principle, I just don’t go ncar the dossiers either
of Jews, or Freemasons, or Iron Guards. They are dangerous ex-
plosives and are liable to go off at the merest touch. I'm a serv-
ant of the state and have no wish to ruin my career. I just keep
away.”

The pnest stood up. As he was leaving, the prefect shook
hands with him and said: “I am very sorry there’s nothing I
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can do for that fellow of yours—what was his name again?
Montz, wasn't it? If anything else crops up, I'd be pleased to
help you.”

s

oN THE road leading out of the town there was a church.
As the priest was passing in front of it he pulled up His
thoughts turned to the Sergeant in Fantana, to the prefect and
the young officer at divisional HQ and to all the police and
officials who had kept him waiting in their anterooms and were
holding Johann Montz prisoner. He took off his hat and began
to pray in the words of W. H. Auden: “Let us pray especially
at this time for all who occupy posttions of petty and unpopular
authority, through whose persons we suffer the impersonal disci-
pline of the state, for all who must inspect and cross-question,
for all who 1ssue permts and enforce restrictions, that they may
not come to regard the written word or the statistical figure as
more real than flesh and blood . . . and deliver us, as private
citizens, from confusing the office with the man . . and from
forgetting that 1t 1s our mmpatience and indolence, our own
abuse and terror of freedom, our own mjustice that created the
state, to be a pumishment and a remedy for sin.”

The pnest covered his thin white hair with his hat and re-
sumed his journey to Fantana. At the crossroads he met old
Goldenberg, who was also returning from tae town. Recogniz-
ing lum, the horse drew up level with the Jew, for 1t knew well
that the priest always gave him a hft.

Iy

THE Sergeant in Fantana received orders to draw up an inven-
tory of all property belonging to Jews. He made a list of every-
thing old Goldenberg possessed. But he did not send 1t off. He
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knew that Johann Moritz was also in a Jewish camp. When he
had sent him to divisional headquarters he had not put him
down as a Jew. He could not have done so without being guilty
of misrepresentation, because Montz was a Romanian. But the
regulations for the requisiioning of man power apphed to two
categonies- Jews and undesirable elements. He had Montz requi-
sitioned as an undesirable, which was legally justifiable. Any-
body could be considered an undesirable by a sergeant of gen-
darmes, there were no specific regulations about 1t. At the
divissonal HQ he had been entered as a Jew. That was therr
fault, or rather Montz’s for having a Jewish name. The Sergeant
was beginning to regret the whole thing by now: he had reck-
oned that Monitz would be kept for a few weeks. But six months
had passed, and now an order had come for the requisitioning of
Jewish houses. In all fairness, Montz’s house should not have
been requisitioned. But in the ofhicial registers two Jews were
entered for Fantana Goldenberg and Montz.

The Sergeant racked his bramns for a solution. If he an-
nounced at HQ that Montz was not a Jew and that for this
reason his house could not be mcluded on the list of property
to be requisiioned, there would mevitably be an mquiry into
the reasons for Monitz's removal to a camp. He would then have
to declare that Montz was an “undesirable.” But the Sergeant
did not want an inqury. The fewer investigations the better:
Susanna mght give evidence against hum. Some other way out
had to be found. The Sergeant asked Goldenberg for advice.

“If Susanna divorces Mortz, she has the nght to retain the
house. There 1s no mention anywhere of her being Jewish. At
any rate, that is how Jews with Chnstian wives managed 1t n
town,” said Goldenberg.

The Sergeant reflected that Susanna would never agree to a
divorce. She knew her husband was not a Jew and might bring
the whole scandal into the open, especially if it came into her
head to consult a lawyer.

“A divorce is easily obtainable,” said Goldenberg. “All you
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need is a statement in writing from the woman setting out her
wish to be separated from her husband for ‘motives of a racial
character.” The divorce is granted automatically upon presenta-
tion of the petition. No interview 1s required. Everything is
done through admimstrative channels. Those are the new laws.”

ww e

THE Sergeant made out an application for a divorce in Susanna’s
name and went round to persuade her to sign 1t.

“Your husband is 1n a Jewish camp,” saxd the Sergeant. “I
have just recerved instructions to confiscate your house. The
documents say your husband 1s a Jew I know perfectly well he
sn’t. It's hus name that’s the trouble, why the devil did he have
to go and call himsclf Montz?”

Susanna hstened, leaning with her chin on the gate. She was
staring fixedly at the Sergeant. Suddenly tears started rolling
down from her wide-open eyes.

“You've taken my man from me,” she said. “And now you
want to take away my house. I'll kill you with my own hands
first, for all that you’re a Sergeant. You'll not get my houset”
Susanna hifted up a large stone and hurled 1t over the gate. The
Sergeant ducked.

“I don't want to take your house,” he said. “I've brought
you this paper to sign so that you can keep 1t ”

He handed Susanna the application for the divorce and his
fountain pen. She took them but could not read. Her eyes were
brimming over with tears.

“What does it say?” she asked.

“It’s an apphcation for a divorce!” said the Sergeant. “But
it'’s a mere formality to allow you to keep your house.”

“You want to make me get a divorce?” she cned. She leaped
up like a tigress ready to tear him to pieces. He caught her wrist
over the gate and tried to calm her.
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“It’s only a formality,” he said. “It’s not hke a real divorce.
If you don’t sign, I'll have to tumn you out of the house in a
few days’ time And then where will you go, with winter just
yound the corner and the children on your hands?”

Susanna would not hear of 1t.

“Jan1 1s my husband, and I'd rather kill myself than ever be
separated from hum.”

The Sergeant stood talking at her for over an hour. Susanna
was tired out with weeping. She went indoors, then came out
agam. She threw more stones at the Sergeant and threatened
him with the hatchet. Then she decided that after all it was
better to sign a piece of paper than to be turned out of the
house. When Johann came back, he would understand and
forgive her for signing He would sec how faithful she had re-
mained, and how hard she had worked, looking after the house
and the children. That she had remained hus and his alone. And
so she signed

The Sergcant put away Susanna’s apphcation in the breast
pocket of his tumc and departed. Now he might sleep soundly
at might, for now there would be no mquinies. Had the captain
come, he nught have put him under arrest for a couple of days.
But the danger had blown over. He stmled and began whisthing.

R

THE prisoners 1 Johann’s camp could all have escaped without
difficulty. There were only five soldiers to guard them But they
knew that sooner or later they would be caught and brought
back, and so no one even tried. Marcu Goldenberg alone had
made an attempt. But whilst at large he had run straight into
the adjutant and now he was back 1n camp again.

The adjutant assembled the prisoners before work began
and put 1t to them.

“Am 1 to stick Marcu in irons and send him up for a court-
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martial or am I to leave him in your charge? Will you under-
take to keep an eye on him and stop him from making a fool of
himself a second time?”

The prisoners assumed responsibihity for Marcu. Until then,
he had not done a single day’s work on the canal He had
always been ill and had thercfore been used as a clerk m the
ofice But now old Langyel handed him a pick and showed him
the area allotted to lum. Marcu Goldenberg refused pomnt-
blank They might cut off hus hands rather than that he should
dig up a single mch of the canal.

“This work goes agamst my political convictions,” he said
The prisoners gathered round him No one worked on the canal
out of pohtical conviction and therefore they were interested
to hear what else Goldenberg was gomng to say.

“The object of cxcavatng this canal 1s to hold up the ad-
vance of the Red Army,” smd Marcu. “I'm a Communist 1
flatly refusc to assist in obstructing the path of my comrades.”

The pnsoners appreciated Marcn’s courage They saw his
pomnt. But when they found out that if Goldenberg did not do
his share of digging, the other pnisoners would have to do it for
him, their enthusiasm rapidly died down. Old Langyel gave the
signal to start work and promused to deal with the matter hum-
self.

As soon as work was well under way, Langyel came over to
Marcu, who was sitting at the cdge of the ditch with us hands
mn hus pockets

“We Jews possess one quality to a degree unequaled by any
other people 1n the West,” said Langyel. “We know how to
come to terms. Our race 1s wise enough to understand the value
of compromise and to steer clear of categoncal absolutes. We
mmhented this virtue from the East. You understand me? ‘He 1s
a wise man who can deal with the goat and the cabbage,’ says
the Romaman proverb You have set aside this wisdom and
adopted principles that admit no compromise, forgetting that
this attitude 1s characterisic of barbanans and nations of sol-
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diers. Civilized and cultured peoples can afford the luxury of
holding several views simultaneously, so that they can act ac-
cording to the one most nearly suited to any given situation. If
you wish to ignore this wisdom, that 1s your personal affair. We
have understood that you do not wish to dig the canal.”

“On no account,” said Marcu.

“Your share has nevertheless to be done by someone as long
as you are mn the camp. So far you have been on sick leave. But
fromnowon . ..”

“I know. But I am not going to dig,” said Marcu emphatr
cally.

“If you don’t, we have to do it for you. We are doing it for
you today,” said Langyel. “But we can’t just let you sit there
with your hands in your pockets while we do your work ”

“I never asked you to,” sneered Marcu. “If you emoy dig-
ging for me, by all means get on with 1t.”

“You know perfectly well we don’t enjoy 1t. All the same
we can’t simply go to the adjutant and ask to have you hand-
cuffed and sent up for court-martial.”

“Go and tell him I'm a saboteur,” said Marcu. “Why not?”

“You are a quahfied lawyer,” said Langyel. “Surely you un-
derstand the posiion We cannot demand your arrest and have
you escorted out of the camp between fixed bayonets. We can-
not do 1t. All over Europe today Jews are being tracked down
like wild beasts, hunted and caught and made captive. But 1t 1s
the Fasaists who do 1t, Goldenberg, and they are our enemes.
We Jews cannot join in the hunt. We cannot demand that a
Jew be handcuffed and sent before a court-martial. But neither
can we do your work for you. We are hard enough put to 1t to
do our own.”

“What's the good of preaching this sentimental sermon at
me?” asked Marcu sarcastically. “Are you trying to persuade me
to work on the canal?”

“I am not that simple-minded,” said Langyel. “You are a
fanatic. Fanatics behave like raving beasts, and 1t 1s dangerous
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to go too near them. Nevertheless, you have a father and
mother, though I know you never think of them. But we all do.
They are at home, waiting for you. You are a Jew, and we can-
not forget that. You are our brother, our own flesh and blood,
even 1if you have forgotten 1t That 1s why we are trying to find
a compromuse between your fanaticism, the interests of the
commumty, and our own sentimentalism, ridiculous as it may
seem to you ”

The other prisoners had formed a circle round them and
were listening

“You refusc to work on the canal because it represents an
obstacle m the way of your comrades in the Red Army,” said
Langyel “Rather than do this work, you arc prepared to lay
down your life We will not force you to it, but mstead you will
have to do some other job, something that has no pohtical or
mibtary sigmificance What about cleanming out the camp la-
trines, for cxample” We do 1t by rotation If you are prepared
to take 1t on regularly, whoever 1s on duty that day can dig up
your section of the canal. But I must warn you that 1t is a hard
and flthy job.”

Old Langyel was convinced that, faced with this alternative,
Marcu would decide 1n favor of the canal He knew that no one
could stand up to that sort of fatigue for more than two or
three days on end, least of all an intellectual.

“You needn’t give me an answer now,” said Langyel. “Think
1t over till tonight.”

“I don’t have to think 1t over,” said Marcu. “I've already
decided ”

“Well, what 15 1t to be?”

“The latrnes, of course,” rephed Marcu. “It 1s constructive
activity of benefit to all. The excavation of the canal 1s criminal,
reactionary, and Fascist. I would rather clean out the latrines
every day than stir a finger to set up obstacles against my com-
rades.”

OId Langyel turned pale. His plan had failed.
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“Think 1t over agamn before making up your mind,” said the
old man.

“My mind is made up,” said Marcu, and turned his back
on him

After that the prisoners had not the courage to address
Marcu agam. Johann Mortz was the only one who dared ap-
proach him.

“Have you gone crazy, Marcu?” he said. “Do you mean to
do the shithouses every day? It's worse than the mines”

“Go to hell”” Goldenberg flared up at him. “I know what
I'm doing.”

“Nobody would think so,” said Johann At that moment he
realized that the look in Marcu Goldenberg’s cyes was cxactly
the samc as that he had seen m Jurgu Jordan’s. And so Johann
Montz walked away.

"W w

THE following day old Langvel’s conscience worned him over
the way hc had dealt with Goldenberg. He was a softhcarted
old man That very evening he approached Goldenberg, deter-
mined to make him change hus mind At all costs he wanted to
get him out of cleaning the latrines He felt that he personally
had condemned Marcu to this work.

Marcu was still at it The whole day long he had carted
bucket after bucket from the pit that served as the pnisoners’
lavatory to the edge of the camp, where he emptied them 1 a
field It had been raming all day, and the constant flooding of
the holes made the work even worse than usual Marcu was
worn out. He was not strong and suffered from lung trouble.

“I think you'll give up,” said Langyel “This is no job for
you.” Marcu went down into the holc and refilled the buckets.
Then he stood up and shoveled away the mess.
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“A whole day 1n all this stench and filth,” said Langyel. “1
couldn’t stick 1t if T had your job ”

Marcu again gave no answer He could hardly stand on his
feet, but he went on He hfted the buckets and passed in front
of the old man to go and empty them. When he came back,
Langyel went on-

“From now on your clothes and your skin will reek of this
place. You won'’t be able to slecp because of the stench ”

The old man was on the point of telling Marcu that as from
tomorrow he could go back to his job n the ofhice. But Marcu
could stand no more He had reached the Iimits of his endur-
ance The shovel was i his hands He hifted it high in the air,
shut his eycs, and brought 1t down The sharp edge of the
shovel caught Langycl a full blow on the hcad The old man
staggered, but Marcu no longer saw hum His hands gripped the
shovel handle, and he struck again—and yet again. The blows
were now falling 1n space. The old man had collapsed on the
ground Marcu was left standing, shovel 1 hand. He opened his
eyes and saw old Langyel lying crumpled up at his feet, with
hus skull split open e had not meant to kill the old man. He
had acted 1n sheer despair But he did not regret it.

Y9y

sincr that day, four months had gone by. JoLann Motz could
still see the old man's head spht in two by the shovel and Marcu
being escorted out of the camp between fixed bayonets, but it
seemed to him that all thesc things had taken place many years
before. The dead are soon forgotten. Marcu was not dead, but
convicts are forgotten as quickly as the dead.

On this particular day it was snowing. The adjutant in-
formed them that a general would be commg to inspect them.

“We are also expecting a visit from the King,” said the adju-
tant. “The King wants to see the canal you have been digging.
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The King drew up the plans for it with his own hand That is
why he wants to see 1t.”

Johann thought of Marcu working somewhere at the bottom
of a salt mine Then he thought of the King, who had designed
the canal with lis own hand He could see the King, sitting at
his desk and sketching plans with a pencil, as mn the pictures.
The canal was very long—over seventy miles, according to some.
Hundreds of thousands of prnisoners were working on it. But
each prisoner could see only his own sector and a it beyond to
the nght and left It was ten fect deep and had steep banks. It
was to be flooded with water Johann tned to imagine what it
would be like with water flowing over the spot where he was
standing at that moment He had heard 1t said that after the
war 1t would cven be used for ships Meanwhile it was being
excavated to stop the Russians from mvading Romama. That
was why the work was secret..Only the King and a few generals
knew about it The adjutant had smd so In lus dreams, Johann
had often seen the King holdiug whispered consultations with
his generals about the canal that he, Johann Morntz, was help-
ing to build Now he knew the rcason why the prisoners were
not allowed to writc home to their wives and parents It was so
that the canal would remam a secret and the Russians would
not find out about 1t. The adjutant said the Russians had spies
everywhere, trymg to take photographs of the canal Johann was
digging, but the police caught them cvery time. Prisoners could
not be released because they might give away the secret when
they got home.

Johann felt he would like to come back here one day when
the war was over and show Susanna and his boys the canal he
had been working on. It would be filled with water then. But
he now made a mental note of the exact spot where he had
done his share so that he should recognize 1t even then. His
children would marvel at it. They would never beleve that the
canal had once been a meadow with grazing cattle in it. They
would tell other children at school what their father had done
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and they would be proud of lim. The other children’s fathers
would not have accomphshed such extraordinary feats.

At first, thoughts of home had preyed on his mind. He wor-
ried about the bricks gone to waste 1n the yard, the timber that
Susanna could not have brought home from the forest, the
corn rotting unharvested 1n the field. But that was only at the
beginning. As timc went on he fretted less and less. Susanna, he
supposed, must have managed everything What she had been
unable to do, being a woman, he would do when he got back.
Since the day the adjutant had examined him, had made him
take off his trousers and had scen for humself that he was not a
Jew, he had been expecting his release at any moment. He be-
lieved the papers had already come through but that they could
not let him go till thev had completed the canal. Now that the
general and then the King were commg to sec whether they
liked the canal, he would certamnly be allowed to go home
Johann bore no grudge aganst the state for sending um here
Right at first he had been funous with the gendarme who had
escorted Inm from kantana to the town Later on with the ser-
geant. He beheved that the sergeant was responsible for that
requisttion order. He still thought so now But the worst of his
fury had subsided. Fverv day petty annoyances kept him busy.
If, when he came back, he were to meet Sergeant Dobrescu 1n
the village street. he would touch his cap to him, as of old. Had
he been released six or seven months earher, he would have cut
him dcad. Ile nught even have sworn at hum for making a fool
of hum with that requisition order. Time 1s a great healer, and,
gradually, the passion of anger had gone out of hun Ile knew
he would soon be home and he was longing for Fantana and for
his wife. The children must have grown. Petru would come out
to greet hum at the gate. Johann lulled himself with daydreams.
He could already see himself gomng in through the gate, ifting
Petru in his arms and pressing Nicholae close to him. It was all
as vivid as though he were hugging them already. He would tell
Susanna what he had done and where he had been, not men-
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tioning that they had beaten and starved him. Why make her
unhappy? But he would tell her how he had learned Yiddish
and how no one in camp, not even the Jews, would beheve that
he was Romanian Susanna would laugh. Then he would go on
to tell how the adjutant would only beheve him when he had
taken off his trousers and lct him see for himself. Susanna would
roar with laughter, especially about Strul’s being ordered to
look, too. He would tell how both the clerk and the adjutant
had simply gaped and said “We must release you, Johann, you
are not a Jew, and the King ordered that the canal was to be
built only by Jews.” Susanna would be glad that 1t was all over
at last and that he was back home, and she would come close to
him and embrace him lovingly and say. “You are my husband
and you are dearer to me than the sun that shines i the
sky

These were Johann's dreams as he stood waiting for the gen-
eral. Then word came that the general had postponed his visit
to the following day. The prisoncrs, who had been paraded in
three ranks with their picks and spades, now dispersed.

Motz was summoned to the office.

“The adjutant wants to see you,” said Strul. Johann could
hear his heart thumping He was sure he had been called to be
told of his release, but he refrained from asking Strul any ques-
tions. He could hardly control his joy. He had not expected to
be set frec until the canal had been completed, and this good
news had come like a bolt from the blue

The adjutant was wearing his new umform. The floorboards
had been freshly scrubbed 1n readiness for the general’s inspec-
tion The office table had been covered with clean blue paper
and the files on 1t stacked in neat httle piles. Johann halted by
the door and saluted. He could hardly wait to hear the news, but
he pretended not to know why he had been called. He did not
want to show that he was as happy as a boy. On a chair next to
the adjutant sat Dr. Samuel Abramovici. He, too, was a pnsoner
but he had made fnends with the adjutant and spent all the
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day 1n the office with him Strul sat down at his table in a cor-
ner. ‘They were all very senious as they looked straight at him.

Finally, the adjutant said

“Moritz, my boy, your wife has divorced you!” Rubbing his
mustache, he went on “We have been sent the divorce certifi-
cate, which you have to sign to show you have been notified of
the fact”

The adjutant flicked a piece of paper toward the edge of the
table and handed Johann the pen. But Johann remained rooted
to the spot

“l'he divorce was apphed for on racial grounds She no
longer wishes to be the wife of a Jew ” The adjutant added re-
proachfully “You with all your tales about being a pure Ro-
manian and a Chostian! You thought you were fooling me, did
you? But 1m an old hand at that gamc I ncver sent oft yow
petition, and obviously T was night Your wifc has divorced vou
because you arc a Jew, and who should know better than she””

'The adjutant smiled But when he caught sight of Johann’s
distorted face, which was going waxen, his smile vanished

“Women are all the same,” he smd “The moment you're
out of the house they find another man Al whores, cvery one
of them. Come on, don’t let 1t get you down ”

Johann could have torn him to pieces hcanng his wife
called a whore was more than he could stand Ile gnashed his
tecth In spite of his efforts to restrain himself, he could feel
the fury boiling up mside him. His throat ~ontracted, and he
clenched hus fists as if to strike

“My wife 1s not a whore,” he smd.

“Perfectly truc,” said the adjutant “You are a man whose
wife is not a whore, because you no longer have a wife. You had
onc up till the . . .” The adjutant reached for the piece of
paper and rcad the date. “Thll the thirtieth of January That was
when the divorce was granted Since then you have been a
bachelor again.” The adjutant smiled. Dr Abramowici, too, was
smiling faintly.
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“My wife has not divorced me,” said Johann. “I know
Susanna.”

“What you think you know is your business,” said the adjuo-
tant. “Now sign here to the effect that you have been notified
of the divorce and that you are once more a bachelor.”

“I am not a bachelor,” said Johann.

“Very well then, you are not a bachelor, but you must sign
all the same.”

Johann looked at the pen the adjutant was holding out for
him and said

“T refuse’

The adjutant flushed with anger. He had remembered that
he was an army man and that Montz’s answer constituted a
breach of disciphine.

“Sign,” he ordered ‘“Have you forgotten where you are?”

Johann took the pen and signed This time 1t was an order:
he had to obey. When he had signed on the dotted line mn the
bottom nght-hand corner, at the place the adjutant had indi-
cated with his finger, he put down the pen and made a move to
leave the room His eyes were blurred with tears and his head
wds swimming

“Read 1t,” said the adjutant. “So that you know what you
have signed.”

“I don’t have to read it,” he answered “I know 1it’s not true
anyway.”

He tnied to open the door, but, as though 1t was pitch-dark,
his hand groped helplessly for the handle

“Stay and have a smoke,” said Dr Abramovici, holding out
his cigarette case. Johann turned back from the door, took a
cigarette, and began to smoke. The exact mstant Dr. Abramo-
vic had held out his lighter for him escaped him entirely. He
struggled to remember, but there was nothing before his eyes
but the dancing flame. It was the yellow flame that kept grow-
mng larger and larger.

“Have you any children?” the doctor asked. Johann woke up
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as from a dream. He answered, but 1t was as if someone else
were speaking Somehow or other he managed to leave the
office. The whole of that day he sat on the frozen ground beside
the canal He did not feel cold All kinds of thoughts flitted
through his mind From time to time he remembered the docu-
ment he had signed, and a spasm of anger shook him.

The next morning he went again to sec the adjutant, asked
for the document, and rcad it. Until that moment he had not
beheved 1t was true, but now he was convinced. Susanna had
divorced hum because she, too, thought he was a Jew and be-
cause she had found another man He no longer felt angry with
the adjutant for calling him a bachelor It hurt him, but he did
not feel angry, because he knew it was true. He had read it with
his own eyes

\idh i A 4

THE following morming the adjutant appeared again 1n his new
uniform. The prisoners waited till noon on parade along the
canal bank, but the general never came The third day the adju-
tant reverted to his everyday tunic He announced that the gen-
eral had got annoyed and was not coming to see the canal.

For a whole week they did not work Then Johann's camp
moved farther north T1ll then they had been digging 1n soft
yellow clay. From now on the canal had to he cut through rock.
The adjutant went off in the truck to fetch new tools, since the
old ones werc suitable only for soft earth He was away for three
days. Then two trucks arrived with tools for rock dnllhing and
sphintening. The work was exhausting, and 1t was bitterly cold.
Johann toiled all through the winter. The food was bad. Men
fell sick by the score. Many died. Johann did not fall ill. He
caught nothing but a sore throat, and that only for a week But
the work progressed very slowly. By Apnl, they had scarcely
moved from where they had been at Christmas and they had ex-
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cavated only a few dozen yards of canal. It was said that five
hundred thousand men had worked at it all winter. The work
was to go on throughout the summer and be completed by the
following autumn. The water was to be let in about October.
But at the beginning of May they received orders to cease work.
The adjutant announced that the General Staff had given up
the 1dea of the canal King Carol IT of Romania had been de-
throned and had fled the country And all the generals who had
helped hum with the plans for the canal had fled with him or
had been dismissed Their places at the palace had been filled
by other generals, who maintained that the plans for the canal
the Kmng had designed with his own hand were no good They
had given the order to stop The Jews were packed into trains
and taken to the western frontier of Romania to build fortifi-
cations agamst the Hunganans

As he said farewell to the canal, Johann felt sorry the King
had designed the plans badly. All that work n vam.

®wwm R

THE new camp was m a forest on the frontier between Romania
and Hungary. They had traveled by train three whole days and
mghts All the tools they had used on the canal had been
brought along with them The adjutant had bad his entire
office, which was a wooden hut, taken up and put on the tram.
Strul had brought the registers. They had left nothing behind 1n
the old camp. The prisoners had even kept thewr samc lice, of
which each man had his fair share But in the new camp they
could no longer use the canal tools. Here they had to fell trees
for the fortifications. Johann had no 1dea what fortifications
were like But he and thousands and thousands of others felled
trees by the acre and carted them down mto the valicy.

Johann strained his eyes to catch a ghmpse of the fortifica-
tions from a distance, but he could not see them. He imagined
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that all this wood was being used to erect a gigantic wall be-
tween the Hunganans and the Romanians. Perhaps, mdeed,
this was thc General Staff’s 1dea. he did not know. But he was
looking forward to seemng this wall which was to separate the
two countrnics When 1t was fimished, ke would be able to see 1t
from where they worked, Ingh up in the forest. The Hunganans,
so he had heard, were building defense works of their own, on
their side of the frontier He was interested to see which was to
be the higher He was pleased when he heard the adjutant say
the 1unganan fortificattons weren’t worth a cent, and that the
Romamians could walk over them 1 a single might iof they
wanted to But they did not Johann often nmagined the Ro-
mamian soldiers passing mnto Hungary He would have Iiked to
sec them If he were still 1n the camp when fighting broke out
he would be able to watch them from the top of the forest. The
adjutant told them that the Romaman fortifications were so
high that even the birds could not fly over them, and that 1s
why Johann imagmed them to be very high indeed There were
some birds which flew so Ingh that they could hardlv be scen
from the ground If even these could not fly over the Romaman
fortificabions, then it meant that the top of the fortifications
would not be visible, either It would be hidden 1n the clouds
Johann wondered where they would put the trees he had felled
himself He would have liked to mark them with a special sign
and when the fortifications were complete he would perhaps
have been able to catch a ghmpse of his tiees night at the very
top.

Every day as he felled the trees m the forest, Johann mused
to himself m thus way. It made the time pass more quickly He
knew that many of his 1deas were childish and silly and would
make anyone elsc roar with laughter And yet he was attached
to them. But he tnied never to think of home and Fantana- it
made his blood boil.

One day Strul came for him in the forest and told him he
was wanted in the office. He had not set foot mside it since the
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day of the divorce certificate. Seeing the desk and the adjutant
reminded him of the comer where the document had lain and
the way he had leaned on his elbow to sign it. That is why he
had refused to go into it agam, or even to look at 1t from a dis-
tance But now that he had been summoned, there was no help
for 1t

The adjutant was not in the officc. The only people 1n the
room were Dr. Abramovict, Strul, and the camp cook, Hurtig.
Johann saluted. They acknowledged 1t amicably and offered him
a stool. Johann looked round, expecting the adjutant to arnve.
If they had sent for hum from the forest, the adjutant must
have had something important to tell him

“The adjutant 15 not here, we can have a quet chat and
won’t be disturbed,” said Dr. Abramovici He offered Johann
a cigarette. Dr. Abramovicr always had cigarettes, expensive
ones

“Jankl,” said Dr. Abramowici, “your wife has deserted you.”
Johann changed color He turnced pale

“And what has that to do with you?” he rephed. “That is
nobody’s business but my own.”

“All I meant was that there would be no one waiting for
you when you came out of camp,” sad Dr Abramovici.
“Though personally I don’t think anyone will be released before
the end of the war. And the war can go on for another ten years
yet.”

Johann gave a sigh. If he had to spend another ten years in
camp all hus hair would have turned white

“Would you hke to go to another country?” asked Dr.
Abramovici.

Johann remembered his plans to go to America with Ghitza
Ion. If only it had rained on that day I should have been in
America at this moment. | would not have gone to meet
Susanna that might, he reflected. If he had not met Susanna that
night, he would have been far away by now He would not have
been in the camp.
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“Yes, I would,” said Johann, and his face ht up. “Once be-
fore I wanted to go to Amenca, but somehow it didn’t come
off.”

“This time 1t will come off,” said Dr. Abramovict. “If you
agree to go, you'll be in America in a few months.”

Johann looked at Abramovicy, Strul, and Hurtig, and they
looked back at him Obwiously they were not joking They would
not have sent for hun all the way fiom the forest for a joke.

“I am willing,” said Johann

“T’hen come with us,” said the doctor, “with us three We
mean to cscape across into Hungary Are you afraid of making
an escape?”’

“No,” said Johann.

“In Hungarv,” <md the doctor, “there are no anti-Semitic
laws I lhave a marrnied sister in Hungary, and she 15 expecting
me Mr. Hurtig has relations there, too But we need somebody
to give us a hand with our luggage 1 have a lot, six suitcases
I am taking all my valuables Once we get over the frontier, we
shall have to do ten mules on foot on Hungarian terntory I can’t
carry them all alone. And besides, none of us can speak Hun-
ganan. We thought of you.”

“How do wc get out of here?” asked Johann.

“The adjutant will take us to the frontier by truck,” said
the doctor “Otherwise, we could never get out There are pa-
trols guarding all the roads. But we'll be safe in an army truck.”

“The adjutant knows we’re escaping?”

“Of course he does,” smd Hurtig. “He has a large farmily and
needs money Wouldn't you do the same if you were in his
place?”

Johann did not answer.

“Have another cigarette and then go and pack up your
things,” said Dr Abramoviar “But watch out that none of the
other prisoners get wind of anything.”

“Raight away?” asked Johann.

“As soon as possible,” said the doctor. “At nine o’clock the
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adjutant will be waiting for us with the truck outside the gate.
Come to the office as soon as you've collected your things. We'll
be waiting Don’t take too much luggage, remember you have
to carry my bags.”

Johann went off and came back with a small smitcase into
which he had stuffed a shirt, a pair of trousers, and half a loaf
of bread. At nine o’clock they went out through the gate. The
adjutant was waiting for them, packed them into the truck, and
drove them to the fronher. At three o’clock n the morning,
Johann Montz was carrying Dr. Abramowict’s cases in Hun-
garian terntory.

By dawn they reached a railway staton Dr. Abramovici
gave Johann some money and sent lum to buy four second-
class tickets to Budapest.

W

AT A reception given at the Finnish Legation in Bucharest,
Traian Koruga met General Tautu, the Romaman War Min-
ister A few days later he went to sce him at the Ministry and
laxd before him the case of Johann Montz The General hstened
with interest. He took down details of his surname, Chrnstian
name, date of birth, date of arrest, and then said

“Within a week at the outside, your man will be back in
the village. I will order an immediate inquiry into his case and
have his release papers made out Today 1s the”—the General
glanced at his calendar—“the twenty-first of August If you call
here on the twenty-eighth I will personally hand over his rclease
papers to you.”

“Is this Montz your father’s servant?” was the General’s
next question.

“He helps my father on the farm. He isn’t exactly a serv-
ant—"

“There is an acute shortage of labor on the land today,” said
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the General, not waiting for the end of the sentence. “I quite
understand why you have taken so much trouble over the poor
devil. Every extra hand counts, especially now in the middle of
harvesting.”

The conversation continued on this hne. Traian tried to
explain to the Mimster that he was not appealing on behalf of
Montz because his father needed him 1n the fields, but simply
because he had been unjustly arrested

“My coming to sec you 1s merely humanitanan 1n motive.
It is a free and disinterested action ”

“I get dniven to actions like that, too,” said the General.
“Every time I go down to my estate I have to baptize or marry
off some of the peasants Nowadays one has to use every means
at one’s disposal to get the people to work You have to get
them to beheve that you are their fniend and even sit at table
with them I quite sce what you are trying to say. Your father
15 1n the samc position as I am.”

Opening a drawer, the Gencral took out Traian’s latest novel
and put 1t down on the desk It was a brand-new copy, and the
pages had not even been cut.

“I sent my ADC to the bookshop just now to buy 1t,” said
the General. “Would you be so kind as to mscnbe 1t to my
daughter? She 1s called Elizabeth. She 1s eighteen and 1s simply
crazy about your novels. You are one of her favonte authors
At dinner today, when [ tell her you've called on me, she wll
ask me all about what you were weanng, the tie you had on,
and what cigarettes you smoked. Such s youth, 1sn’t 1t?”

Traian went down the steps of the War Ministry certain
that, this time, he would succeed in obtaming Johann Montz’s
release. He called at the flonst’s to collect a bunch of white
roses he had ordered carlier 1n the day and then went into the
post officc to send s father a tclegram: “Amving Fantana
August 29 with fiancée and release papers of Johann Montz.”
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Y

“s0, oN August twenty-ninth, we’ll be with your father in Fan-
tana?” asked Eleonora West. She was thnlled. “Only a week to
wait! I'm just dying to get there.” She took the white roses out
of Traian’s hands and arranged them 1in a vase. As she stood
with her back to him, Traian gazed at the russet-colored curls
that fell on the shoulders of her black silk dress. He looked at
her tall, slender silhouctte and at her legs clothed n fine smoke-
colored stockings.

“Nora,” he said, “do you know what 1 keep wondenng every
tume I look at you?”

She turned and smiled

“I ask the same question as Tudor Arghez, the poet: ‘Most
assuredly was thy mother a nymph, or a hind or a rced by the
waters. But what was the seed that grew within her womb? Per-
chance that of a wood-sprte, or perchance that of a Hero? Surely
thou art not of mortal descent. Among thinc ancestors there
must have been a hind, else couldst thou not move so hthely.
And among thine ancestors therc must have been sea plants, for
thy body has n 1t still the harmony of life in the deep waters.
Thine eyes are startled like the eyes of a squirrel and thy ways
are changing as the ways of a Persian cat.””

Eleonora West stood with her back to him, burying her face
mn the white roses.

“Have I upset you?” asked Traian.

“No,” she answered.

“You have suddenly become sad,” he said. “Though I can’t
see your eyes, I know they are clouded over. Is it because of
what I have just said?”

“No!” she said with the ghost of a smile. “I am not sad. I
was only thinking of my family tree with its hinds, Heroes, sea
plants, and squirrels.”

They sat down to dinner all alone in the huge dining room
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with its antique oak furniture and wrought-iron decorations.

It was Eleonora’s house, one of the most famous in Bucha-
rest. She had designed 1t herself, the furmture, the carpets,
everything was just as shc had planned it.

At twenty-nine, Eleonora was the editor of the biggest Ro-
manian newspaper, The Western World. She had studied m
the greatest universities of Europe and now wrote the editorials
for her own paper, ran a publishing house, edited a hterary and
artistic revicw, and played a leading role mn the pohtical, cul-
tural, and social hfe of the capital Traian had already known
her for several years. ‘Their love for each other was as great now
as 1t had been at the very beginning, perhaps 1t was even greater.
But they had never marned Everv time Traian had asked her
she had refused on the grounds that she would never make a
good wife. “T am far too fond of my work ever to be able to give
it up without feeling that I was throwing away an important
part of my hfe.”

“I thunk they are going to set Johann Montz free,” said
Traian *“The War Mimster promised me todav that he would
do 1t by the twenty-eighth of August. I wired my father that 1
was comung to FFantana with my fiancée and with the order for
Johann Montz’s rclease He will be as pleased with one as with
the other.”

“Do you absolutely msist on mtroducing me to your parents
as your fiancée?” asked Nora

“I'd like to very much But if you would rather not, I won't.
Father will be upset, but he always forgives in the end.”

“Why ntroduce your fiancée and not your wife?” asked
Nora. “If we get marmed the day after tomorrow n the mom-
ing, we'll be man and wife when we amive in Fantana.”

Traan thought she was joking. For the last two years he
had been trying to persuade her to marry him. She had refused.
She loved him but did not want to become his wife She did
not want to be anyone’s wife. And now, suddenly, she was of-
fering to marry him.
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“Do you really mean 1t?” He got up and kissed her hand.
“Is anything the matter? Why this sudden decision? This morn-
ing on the phonc you didn’t breathe a word about 1t.”

“Nothing’s the matter,” she said. “On August twenty-minth
we'll arnve in Fantana already marmed That’s all. You have
often asked me to marry you Or have you changed your mind
since? . . I am glad you haven't ”

Traian reahzed that some important event had taken place
to make Eleonora suddenly decide to marry But he could not
guess what 1t was

“For the time being let’s just get marned at the registry
office,” she smd “We can have the church wedding at your
father’s own church I can see myself, alrcady, walking up to the
wooden altar 1n a white wedding dress, with a crowd of peasant
guls following I'll see we get the special heense for the cvil
marnage I'll nng up the Attorney General ”

“Nora, tell me, what has happened?” said Traian. “You've
been through something ternble, 1 can tell.”

“I swear nothing has happened,” she said. “Absolutely noth-
ing. T have made a spontaneous decision and I want to carry 1t
out as quickly as possiblc before anything can happen to pre-
vent it. It means so much to me that I want to grasp thuis chance
of happiness straight away 1f there 1s any delay, I'm afraid I
shall lose 1t altogether That 1s all Won't you belicve me?”

o

AFTER lunch Traan and Eleonora stayed 1n the hibrary, looking
at the books and pamntings. Traan was surc Elconora had
spoken the truth. But they made no further mention of mar-
nage. They both felt the need to escape from therr own
thoughts. He stopped in front of a picturc by Picasso.

“Pablo Picasso is perhaps the outstanding painter of our
time,” said Traan, repeating a passage by Lewis Mumford that
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he recollected. “More completely than any other artist, he repre-
sents both our achievements and our disfigurements. His entire
work is a senies of shocks: and with cach shock, part of the struc-
ture of our civilization symbolically 1s revealed—and collapses.
His maturity begins with haunting pictures of poverty and
musery. the deep humanity of the bluc period. Haggard colum-
bmes and farmshed harlecquims connect him with the surviving
playworld of baroquc socicty Then comes the primitivism of
Negroid 1dols and masques an cffort to reassert our wamng vital-
ity by a return to primitive sources almost synchronous with
the rise of jazz. After that cubism, neo-classicism, and such
empty technical virtuositv . Fmally a real emotion over-
powers Picasso thc actual horror of the fascist uprising 1n Spam
gnips and tortures him  hence the powerful symbohzation of
woman’s utmost rsery m this study for the Guermica mural.
Disintcgration can go no further this side of samty. In every
phase Picasso’s pantings have given a truer image of the world
we hve m than the so-called documentary Rcalists, who show
only what the most supcrhcial eye secs ”

Eleonora looked at the painting, which represented a woman
so disfigured by suffering that she no longer resembled a human
bemng. It was a vision of flesh rent asunder A portrait of the
human face reduced by suffering to 1ts essential elements. There
were eyes, a nosc, a mouth, and ears, but each 1solated and made
mdependent by suffening The umty of the human body had
disintegrated 1n 1ts agony

Traian Koruga turncd toward Nora. For a fleeting moment
he had the impression that she bore a hkeness to the woman
m the portrait. No photographer could have caught it. On
Eleonora’s facc, suffering was engraved as deeply as 1t was on the
face of Picasso’s woman. It was as though there were passing
through 1t some high-frequency current whose very tension pre-
vented electrocution.

“Nora, what 15 1t?"" asked Traan.

“Nothing,” she said. “Shall we have coffee?” Without wait-
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ing for an answer she turned her back on him, just as she had
done when he had spoken of her kinship with hinds and with
the plants of the sea.

LR

THE marnage took place at the registry ofice Traian and Eleo-
nora wore strect clothes. Two friends of I'raian’s acted as wit-
nesses. After the ceremony they lunched at a restaurant on the
outskirts of the town 1 Baneasa.

“For the church wedding we'll have a proper celebration,”
said Tralan He began to descnibe the traditional custom and
ways of celebrating a Romanian country wedding.

“On the way to church, pcasants on horscback lead the
procession—hfty young peasants m national costume and
mounted on white horses. Then comes a cart drawn by four
oxen holding, traditionally. the bnide’s dowry and the presents
she has received Instcad of making a pubhc display of our
presents, we'll fill the cart with flowers. We'll have a dozen
sponsors. While everybody 1s singing ‘Isaiah dances’ and the
bnde and bnidegroom, sponsors and pnests, are all dancing a
round in the church, a shower of swects comes down from the
roof and children pick them up from under the very feet of
the dancers. We'll scatter a whole sackful of sweets so that all the
children 1n Fantana can cat their fill. When I was a lad I used
to go collecting sweets at weddings, but I never managed to
get hold of more than four. At our wedding there must be
enough for the children to fill their pockets. We'll get a dozen
gypsy bands with viohns and gwitars. Wine will flow from the
barrels, and the whole village will get drunk. We'll hold the
reception 1n a glade in the forest and we’ll invite thousands of
guests. The celebrations will go on for a week.”

Nora glanced at her watch. She was due in fifteen minutes
for an appointment with her lawyer, Leopold Stein.
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“Let’s go,” she said. “I've got a lot to see to at the office.”
Traian cut short his descniption of theirr wedding celebra-
tions. They left the table and made their way back to town.

"

Tra1aN took Nora back to the newspaper ofice The Western
World building was an ultramodern block with a fagade of
white marble Eleonora had had it built on the site of an old
pnnting press. Traian looked at the six stones sparkling 1n the
strong afternoon sunhght and smiled adminngly. All this is
Nora’s work, he thought

“I'll wait for you 1n the car,” he said. He knew that as a rule
Nora drove herself home from the office, but he thought today
—their wedding day—she would make an exception

“I'll come home on my own as soon as I'm through,” she
said. Waiting till he had gone, she walked up the marble steps
and through the massive wroughtiron doors held open by the
doorkeeper, who bowed and scraped to her i his gold-braided
uniform as she disappcarcd into the newspaper offices.

LR

Ereonora WEest walked into her office with an air of regal
indifference. She pretended not to notice the old man dressed
1n black who rose to his feet as she came 1 Eleonora put down
her gloves and handbag on the desk and then motioned to the
old man to sit down. She took out a cigarette and made an
effort to light 1t without betraying the trembhing of her hands.
Then she sat back mn her armchair and fixed her eyes on the
man sithing opposite her.
“I am listening, Mr. Stein,” she said.

[



THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

The old man opened the brief case on his lap, took out a
sheaf of papers, and put them down on the edge of the desk.
Nora was watching him closely all the time.

“The matter 1s scttled, Miss West,” said the old man. “Here
are the documents.” He detached two sheets of paper from the
bundle and laid them before her

“Are these the only documents extant in the Ploegti ar-
chives?” asked Nora

“Up to this morning, these were the only oncs,” answered
the old man “And now even these are lying on your desk. There
is nothing further m the archives’

Eleonora cast a contemptuous glance at the papers, folded
them, and put them away 1n a drawer

“It would be wiser to destroy them at once,” said the old
man.

Nora looked at his gold-nmmed spectacles, ns stff collar,
and the old-fashionced cut of his black sust.

“The moment the papers are m my desk there 15 nothing
more to fear, Mr Stein!” she said

“I am not afraid for mvself,” he replhed “But for your own
sake 1t would be wiser to burn them nght away ”

“How much did you have to pay?” asked Nora to change
the subject She had noticed that the old man was afraid. She
would destroy the documecnts, but first she wanted to have
another look at them

“Exactly a hundred thousand le,,” answered Leopold Stem.

“And your own fee?”

“It 15 included ™

Eleonora took two bundles of bills out of the drawer and
handed them to the old man. He put them in his brief case,
checking a gesture that had grown into a habit—that of count-
ing them first.

“That 15 all then, T beheve,” satd Nora. She wanted to be
left alone to look at the documents, but the old man remained
seated.
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“Have you anything else to discuss with me?” she asked.

“No, nothing,” answered Leopold Sten. “The matter is
settled, as far as it can be.”

“Is there still some document not 1n order?”

“There are no further documents involved,” he smd. “But
the whole problem is only temporanly solved by the destruction
of the documents. That is what I wanted to tell you. Had I not
been your father’s fiend and colleague, had 1 not held you in
my arms when you were small, I would not have dared to draw
your attention to this fact. But I must warn you that the burn-
ing of the documents 1s no final solution.”

“Speak plamly ”

“It 1s perfectly plain, Miss West You wished to get hold of
the onginal birth certificates of your parents, so that 1t should
be mipossible to prove that thev were Jews. T have obtained
them for you I have removed them from the archives”

“And there the matter ends.”

“You may destroy documents but not facts,” said Leopold
Stemn. “In spitc of everything you are still a Jewess, and 1if any-
one tries to provet . . .7

“If anyone tries to prove 1it, he won’t be able to,” said Eleo-
nora ‘“There will be no evidence.”

‘But you will be asked for papers.”

“I will procure them,” she smd “I can get any document
I want by paymg for it ”

“True,” said the lawyer. “But then we come up against the
penal code. To play with that 1s to play with fire ™

“And was 1t not you who stole the documents from the
Ploest: archives this very morming?” Nora asked pomntedly.
“Why preach at me?”

“I am not preaching,” said the old man. “I am only warming
you that you are playing a dangerous game that must come to
an end sooner or later.”

“You know I have no alternative,” said Nora, lighting
another cigarctte. “There 1s no help for 1it. If society forbids me
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to hive my own lfe, to have a house, or a profession, or a hus-
band, 1 am ready to fight back desperately and with every
weapon at my disposal 1 shall struggle Iike a wounded tigress
whose cvery mstinct of preservation 1s aroused.”

“The mam thing, Miss West, 1s not fighting, but winming.”

“I shall win,” she said, gnnding her cigarcttc onto the ash
tray

“Do you really beheve you will be allowed to carry on for
long?” asked the old man. “So far you have refused to declare
your Jewish ongin That was an act of youthful audacity But
vou were lucky  Either through fear or through cowardice,
no one has so far dared to challenge you. When there were
denunciations demanding the confiscation of your newspaper
and press on rtacial grounds, you were able to buy up those
responsible for the investigations  Another victory to you. Now
you have destroved the documents proving the Jewish ongin of
your parents. Once more you have gained time. But the racial
laws are being apphed with increasing seventy every day. In the
end no Jew will be able to elude them. It has only just begun.
That 1s why you are still the owner and editor of an important
newspaper, whereas, according to the law, being a Jewess, you
have no nght to publhsh so much as a single article. But we must
think of the future ”

“I shall go on being the owner and editor of The Western
World even in the future,” said Nora.

Leopold Stein knew the faultlessly logical mind of the
woman sitting opposite him. But the answer she had just given
hum savored of fanaticism, and the mund of a fanatic 15 devord
of logic. He dared not contradict her. When man abandons
objective reasoning, he must not be contradicted. Every attempt
to show him the truth 1s doomed to failure.

“At noon today I marned a Chrnstian,” said Eleonora. “The
newspaper will be run i my husband’s name. . . . In this way
no one will be able to deprive me of Western World, even if
Romania becomes more anti-Semitic than Germany.”
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“Are you really marmed?” Leopold Stein could not get over
his surpnse.

“Henceforward I am Mrs. Eleonora West-Koruga,” she said.
“My husband is the novelist Traian Koruga, who, 1n a few days’
time, will be owner and editor of the newspaper And he, in his
turn, belongs to me.”

Eleonora gave a satisfied laugh. Leopold Stein fumbled in
s pockets for nothing i particular, to hide his embarrassment,
and to avoud at all costs having to confront her gaze or give her
an answer He needed a few more moments to take in the fact
that 1t was all true.

“In other words,” he said, coughing nervously into lus
handkerchief, “‘you are handing over the paper and giving up
the editorship.”

“On the contrary,” said Nora, “not only am I not giving up
the editorship, but I am even reorgamzing the paper on a
larger scale. I have taken on a new editor

“That 15 a bnlhant 1dea,” said Leopold Stein “A marvelous
1dea. And he has accepted all the conditions®”

“I don’t understand,” said Nora sharply

“Has Mr. Traian Koruga, your husband, accepted this ar-
rangement? It must be rather unpleasant for a man. It means
that he has been bought by a woman for a specific purpose.”

“1 have bought no one,” said Nora nervously ‘I marned for
love.”

Leopold Stemn rose to congratulate her She did not offer
him hcr hand. She was fidgeting with her parents’ birth cer-
tficates Her eyes were bright with tears.

“Objectively speaking, no one deserves congratulations untit
he 1s actually dying. And once dead he 1s no longer 1 a position
to accept them. Which 1s a pity.”

The old man sat down again. He regretted his gesture

“I thought you rcally had marncd for love,” he said.

“You don’t believe I am m love?” she asked. “With all
your mtelligence, can you fail to understand?”
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“Then why are you so unhappy?” he asked. “It scems to me
you are crving "

“It seems to me you are very tired, Mr. Stein. I don’t know
what 1s the matter with you. You don’t understand a thing. One
wouldn’t think you were a Jew. I am 1n love with Traran Koruga
He was the first man I ever loved. T have been 1n love with him
for several years, deeply 1n love But that was not why I marned
Love 15 no reason for marniage. I married because of the racial
laws. To save the paper. To save my ife Now do you under-
stand?”

Leopold Stemn seemed not to understand He kissed Eleo-
nora’s hand and moved toward the door She called him back.

“Thas week end T am gomng to the country to stay with my
parentsan-law,” she said. “Traian’s father 1s an Orthodox pnest.
I shall stay there for a few days. By the time I come back T want
to find my entire property, including the newspaper, made over
to Traian Koruga. I leave 1t to you to work out a procedure that
1s vahd and watertight in the eyes of the law ‘The transfer must
be made quickly ”

“You're a clever woman,” sard the old man

“Not at all,” she said. “I am only a woman fighting with
every instinct and faculty I possess to defend my nght to hive.
Good-by, Mr Stemn.”

Lo 2 il 4

wHEN the old man had gone, Eleonora West bent forward over
her desk, buned her head in her hands, and wept. She wept as
only a woman can weep, not only with her cves but with her
whole being. Then she hifted the receiver and rang up Traian.

“Please come over to fetch me,” she sard.

“Is anything wrong?”

“Nothing, only come and fetch me. I swear nothing is
wrong. Nothing whatsoever. But come quickly.”

{16l



BOOK ONE

Traian Koruga got up to go. Before leaving the library he
glanced once more at Picasso’s woman One half of her eye was
laughing while the other half wept It had sphit in two, so that
the woman could both laugh and cry at the same time, and with
equal intensity.

LU

wHiLE waiting for Traian, Eleonora rang up Leopold Stein.
He hived near by and had just reached home

“Mr. Stemn,” she said, “please answer me honestly. What
made me marry, do you think—love or necessity? Don't spare
my feelings, | want your frank oprmon °

“What do you think yourself”” asked the old mau.

“I just don’t know! " she answered “If my hfe depended on
it, I could not give an exact answer. At times [ think I did it for
love, at othcr times that I was driven by motwves of expediency,
and then again for both reasons together But none of these ex-
planations seem vahd One thing only I know for sure—that 1
could not have waited any longer and what I did had to be done.
But I would also like to know my real motives ”

“The real motive 15 neither one nor the other,” said the old
man.

“So 1t was not for convemence’s sake that I got marned, hke
awoman. . ..

“No You are too proud to marry for matenal mnterest even
if the paper and your whole fortune were at stake.”

“Are you sure?”

“Posttive ”

“Then I marned for love?”

“In order to love truly, you must believe in the future,”
said Leopold Stein. “You must belicve m happiness and, what
is even 1nore absurd, you must beheve that happiness 1s eternal,
and that the one you love can offer it to you. You are too ra-
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tional to believe that. And that is why—forgive me for telling
you—you did not marry for love.”

“Well. then”” she asked.

“Your motive was neither love nor expediency,” said Leo-
pold Stemn “1t was fear Thus act of yours had all the hghtning
rapidity of despair”

“And so love doesn’t even come mnto 1t?” asked Eleonora.

“A httle.” answered Stemm “But this love of yours 1s the
love of a woman at the time when men lived m the forests and
were m constant danger of being torn to picces by wild beasts.
It was only then that women flung themselves at the feet of
men. demandmg protection, love, and secunty—and all with
the same intensity and passion It 1s the kind of love women
expenence 1n tuncs of carthquakes, floods, or other great cata-
clysms—in fact, whenever the earth secems in danger of dis-
ruption ”

“Why didn't you tell me all this when you were here?” she
asked.

“I did not want to destroy your apparent strength and self-
confidence,” he answered. “But I could see you were trembhing
with fright, and that your action had been prompted by fear.
I felt sorry for vou. Don’t forget that I dandled you on my knees
when you were a little girl 7

Traian came 1nto the office. Nora hung up the receiver and
went toward him. She pressed closc to him, laughing Traian
kissed her.

“I am glad to scc you so cheerful,” he said. “I thought you
were crymng on the phone.”

w

ON AuGUST 28, the day before his departure for Fantana, Traian
called at the War Mmustry to collect the release order for
Johann Montz. As he ran up the steps, he felt as happy as if the
papers were already in his pocket. The ADC, who knew that
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Traian was on friendly terms with the Minister, showed him
in at once. He had brought an illustrated de luxe edition of
his first novel and had written a flattering dedication on the
fiyleat. When he came 1n, the General did not nise to meet him
as he had done the previous week. He pretended to be reading.

“I'm afraid I am disturbing you, General,” said Traian.

“No,” the General replied icily. “Sit down, please.”

He did not hold out his hand, and Traian noticed 1it.

“I am afraid I have unpleasant news for you,” said the Gen-
eral, coming straight to the point. “The person on whose behalf
you called last week, and for whom no doubt you have come
agamn today, cannot be released. Not for the time being, at any
rate. Prelminary investigations must be held to establish
whether your declaration concerning his racial ongm 1s borne
out by the facts.”

Traian would have left the room there and then, but at the
thought of Montz, he remamed seated

“So that’s that. And now, Mr. Koruga, there is nothing fur-
ther you can do except to await the findings of the mvestigating
body ”

The General mtended these words to mean that the nter-
view was over and that Traian was expected to withdraw. Traian
understood perfectly, but made no attempt to move. ITis father
was expecting him n Fantana on the following day with the
release papers for Montz

“Exactly a week ago you promised me these papers,” said
Traian. “You told me m so many words that my statement was
a sufhicient guarantee and that no inquiry would be necessary.”

“A week ago the situation was different

“I am unable to appreciate the difference,” said Traian.
“Johann Motz 1s held 1n a Jewish camp 1n spitc of the fact
that he 1s a Romaman ”

“T'hat 1s for the commussion to decide.”

“But the mmvestigations of the commussion may drag on for
months and months,” said Traian. “It 15 almost eighteen
months since the poor man was arrested.”

’
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“I know,” said the General “They may go on for a whole
year, even two There is no time for investigations at present.
Therc's a war on.”

“But would not my statement be a sufficient guarantee to
set Montz free and nvestigate afterward?”

“No.,” said the General

“I am sorry to see you change vour mind from one week to
the next,” smd Traian, nsing

“I am sorr, too, but it has nothing to do with me”

“Is that a personal allusion?”

“It 1s not a question of allusions but of concrete facts

“This trme 1 think T am entitled to demand an explanation,”
said Traian, hvid with anger

“An explanation, Mr Koruga® At a time when every Jew
the world 15 fighting hand in hand with the Bolsheviks to sub-
due our country and enslave our people, vou-—a purec Romanian.
one of the foremost wnters of onr land—you take 1t upon your-
self to marry a Jewess!”

The General was purple with anger

“As a soldier,” he went on, “I consider what you have done
an act of treason 'Ireason, that 1s what vou are guilty of. How
do you expect nc, after that, to trust your word? Your appeal on
behalf of Montz even makes me suspect that in fact he really
15 2 Jew. It wouldn't surprise me in the least to find I am nght.
Can you still expect me to take you at your word?”

“Ewidently not,” said Traan, and lcft the room. Gomng
down the stairs, he grew aware of the book under hus arm. He
opened 1t and tore out the flyleaf. Then he stepped nto the car.

"

Y959

“ELEONORA 15 Jewish,” Traian said to himself, “and she never
even told me about 1t.” He felt cheated in his love Just outside
the town he stopped his car. He opened the door and contem-
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plated the fields. She did not tell me because I never asked, he
reflected. It would have been ridiculous to ask. Whoever asks
his sweetheart about her racial origin? He remembered how
often, in his love for her, he had talked of her family tree, with
1ts hinds and sea plants, 1ts squirrels and Heroes. And every time
he had mentioned these things her eyes had grown cloudy.
Traan felt gmlty now. Perhaps she thought I was hinting at her
Jewnsh origin. She must have suffered so dreadfully every time.
He slammed the door to and drove back to town. If only I had
found out sooner. I could have spared her so much unhappiness.
Poor Nora!

Hc drew up at the first flonst’s on the way and bought a
bouquet of white roses for her Because of my marnage, Johann
Montz will not be set free, he thought.

The assistant similed as she wrapped up the roses.

\ i Al 4

“TELL me what you are wnting about,” said Nora Traian had
begun work on his new novel. She would hear him get out of
bed at four in the morning, ship mto s dressing gown, and go
out of the room. He would stay n his study till breakfast, which
they took together. They had been marned for just two months.

“Won't you tell me?” asked Nora She was impatient.
Traian had hitherto always avoided talking about the novel, but
this time he had finally to give n.

“Once,” said Traan, “I made a cruise in a submarine. We
spent a thousand hours under water On board a submarnine they
have special instruments to indicate when the fresh-air supply 1s
runnming out. But 1 the early days there were no such mnstru-
ments and the sailors took a hutchful of white rabbits on board.
When the atmosphere began to get poisonous, the rabbuts died.
The sailors knew that as soon as the whitc rabbits died they had
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only five or six more hours to hive. It was then that the captain
had to make the supreme decision: either he made a desperate
effort to surface or he stayed under water and died with his en-
tire crew. Rather than watch each other die, they generally shot
each other.

“On my submanne, mstead of white rabbits, they had me-
chamecal mstruments. The captain noticed that 1 detected the
shghtest dimmution 1 the oxygen content of the air He made
fun of my keen senses, but 1n the end the sailors stopped watch-
g the instruments They watched me instead. And 1 would
tell them, with an accuracy that the instraments invanably con-
firmed, whether or not there was sufficient fresh air.

“We have that giftt—the white rabbits and I we can feel six
hours earher than other human bemngs when the atmosphere
ceases to be fit to sustain lhife. For some time now [ have had
the same sensation as I used to have in the submanne. [ feel
the atmosphere has become suffocating.”

“What atmosphere?”

“The atmosphere in which contemporary society hives. Man
cannot endure 1t much longer Burcaucracy, the army, the gov-
ernment, central and local admmiustration, everything 1s con-
spinng to suffocate man. Contemporary society is suitable for
none but machines and mcchanical slaves. It was created for
their benefit But for human beings 1t 1s asphyxiating As yet
they are unconscious of 1t They behieve that they are hiving nor-
mally as they did before They are like those sailors in the sub-
marine who go on working in the poisonous atmosphere for
another six hours. But I know we are nearing the end.”

“Is that the subject of your novel?”

“In 1t I shall describe the ghastly death agony—in an atmos-
phere destructive of life—of all people who dwell on the face
of the earth. But since I cannot wnte about everyone, I have
taken only ten, the ten I know best.”

“And all the characters ce?”

“Once the white rabbits have died, men have, at the outside,
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only six more hours to live. My novel covers the last six hours in
the hives of my closest friends.”

“How far have you got?”

“To the end of the first chapter,” he said. “One of the char-
acters has been torn from among usand . . .” '

“And what happens to him?”

“So far he has been robbed of his freedom, his wife, his chil-
dren, and his house . . . he has been starved and beaten. They
have even started pulling out his teeth Later on they will tear
out his eyes and nip the flesh from his bones And his bones will
be broken, crushed. The final tortures will probably be applied
automatically and electrically.”

“And 1s 1t all truc?”

“It1s all true,” he said. “In my novel I have given the names
of the strects, towns, and countnies 1n which the characters live.
I have even disclosed their telephone numbers As a matter of
fact, you yourself know my first hero. You can check the truth
of what I have wnitten ”

“Who 1s the first hero?”

“Johann Montz ”

Eleonora’s forehead clouded over The things that Traan
had said about Johann Montz were true They had actually hap-
pened

“I am most ternbly sorry for Johann Montz,” said Nora
“So he 1s the hero of your first chapter. Who will be the hcro
of the second?”

“1 don’t know yet,” said Traian. “Perhaps my father or my
mother, or you, perhaps, or I—in any case, 1t will certainly be
one of us.”

“And will all the chapters be like the one about Johann
Montz?” she asked. “In the whole of your novel, is there not
one single lucky star, one ‘happy ending’?”

“Not one,” he answered “After the death of the white rab-
bits there can be no ‘happy ending.’ There can only be a few
hours before all is over.”
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Jorann Morirz had already spent two hours i Hungary. The
four of them, scared to go mto the waiting room, had hung
about at the back of the raslwav station. Then the tram came 1n.
Dr Abramowvici. Strul, and Hurtig chmbed mto a second-class
carnage. Johann stayed behind on the platform to hand them
up the luggage through the window. Just as the tran began to
move, he managed to jump up onto the cammage step. Hurhig
caught hold of his hand, pulled him m, and <hut the door.
Johann was pale with fnght—onc second more and he would
have been lcft behind on the platform. He had had visions of
himself, stranded, all alone 1n Hungary, without the help of Dr.
Abramoviar and the others. He thanked God he had caught
the train.

Dr. Abramovici and Hurtig found seats immediately. Strul
and Johann locked 1into all the compartments, but the lights
were out, the travelers fast asleep, and all the seats taken, so
they sat on thewr cases in the corndor. After a while, a woman
got out, and Strul took her place in the compartment. Johann
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was left alone in the corndor. Dr. Abramovici opened the door
of the compartment and said to him:

“Don’t go to sleep, or they might steal our luggage.”

“I'll stay awake,” he answered, but as soon as the doctor had
shut the door, Johann fell asleep. He was dead tired. He did not
open his eyes again until they were 1n Budapest.

By the time they got out of the tram i1t was daylight Johann
was thirsty, but Hurtig would not allow him to go mnto the re-
freshment room for a glass of lemonade He told him that the
pohice might spot him and find out that he had escaped from
Romamua and arrest all four of them.

“You can have a glass of water at my sister’s,” said Dr
Abramovict They moved on Outside the station they paused
for a moment near a row of waiting cars and cabs

“Better to walk,” said Hurtig. “The cab dnver might de-
nounce us. It would be a pity to end np at the police station
now that we have got as far as Budapest ”

They set off on foot Johann had suitcases slung on his shoul-
ders and mn both hands. They were very heavy, but he found
them easier to carry now than he had the night before, when
they had been cutting across the fields this side of the fronter.
I suppose 1t scems easier because I am walking on a hard surface,
he thought, planting the soles of his bare feet on the cold
asphalt. The trams were not yet running. Johann saw the elec-
tnc streets lamps go out by themselves and asked Hurtig who
had switched them off.

“Can’t you stop speaking Romanian, you blockhead?” said
Hurtig angnly “If anyone hears us speaking Romanian, they’ll
have us all locked up.”

“Aren’t we allowed to speak Romanian?”

“We're allowed to, all right,” said Hurtig. “But over here
Romanians get put into concentration camps. Hungary consid-
ers Romania her enemy, you see.”

“And what do we speak, then?”

“Yiddish,” said Dr. Abramovici. “Jews are not persecuted
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here as they are in Romania. To date, at least, there has been
no legislation against them.”

Johann took care not to speak a word of Romanian, but he
could not speak Yiddish, either. He was too tired. By the time
they rcached the house of Dr Abramovicr’s sister, who hived in
Petoh Street, Johann was reeling under the weight of the cases.
He put them down on the doorstep The maid came down and
helped him carry them upstairs Her name was Julisca. Johann
followed her mto the kitchen Shce had a blue dress on Johann
thought he had seen 1t before somewhere. Then he remembered
that Susanna used to wear one hke 1t

W u

Dr Arraniovicr's sister was a stont woman She was weanng a
housecoat with a red floral pattern She chattered quickly and
mncessantly. She called Johann mto the room whete Dr Abramo-
vicl, Hurhig, Strul, and Isaac Nagy, the doctor’s brother-n-law,
were sithng and gave them cach a glass of brandv. Johann re-
maincd standing. There were not enough chairs to go round.
The doctor s sister brought m tca and put it on the table. She
glanced at Johann and said

“There 1sn’t room for you in here You’d better go and drink
your tea m the kitchen ”

“That’s fine,” said Isaac Nagy in Hunganan. “Wec have a
few things to discuss among oursclves ™

Johann understood that the gentlemen did not hike sitting
down at table with hum. But he did not take offense Julisca was
glad he had not stayed mside with the gentry. She poured out
successiely three mugs of tea for him with plenty of sugar and
lemon. Then she cut him some thick slices of bread and butter
and ham..Johann was ravenous and ate like a horse. Then he
wanted to have a wash, but she said:
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“Come along with me to the market first. You can clean
yourself up when we get back ”

Johann took the basket and went shopping with Julisca.
Every morning after that he went with her to market.

When he came back from shopping he chopped firewood
and brought the logs into the kitchen. After dinner he helped
Julisca with the washing up. She was a cheerful soul and was
always making jokes Johann hked being in the house

Y99

wHAT with the work 1n the kitchen and Julisca’s jokes, Johann
hardly noticed that he had not seen Dr Abramovici and the
others all day. At lunchtine, when he asked about them, the
doctor's sister told him the gentlemen were asleep Then he
forgot to ask again. Night came, and 1t was only when he was
already in bed that he realized he had not seen them all dav
long. They had, however, been in for meals. He was sure of that
because he had washed up their plates after lunch. They were
in for tea, too, because he had washed up five cups. But at dinner
he could not remember how many kmves and forks and plates
had been brought out to the kitchen. Juhsca had stacked a pile
of plates in the sink, and he had not counted them It womed
him so much that he could not go to sleep. He had a suspicion
that in the evening there had been fewer plates to wash up.
Hurtig must have gone off to his relations, he thought. He
was sorry Hurtig had gone. Then 1t occurred to hin that per-
haps he had only imagined there had been less washing up at
dinner. But next morning Johann found he had been nght
Hurtig had lcft in the afternoon and had not been back to din-
ner at Isaac Nagy's house. But Dr. Abramovici and Strul were
still there. About ten o’clock Julisca brought down their shoes
to be cleaned. He worked on them with cream and polish till
they shone. He was just going to take them back into the house
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when Julisca stopped him on the threshold. She took the shoes
out of his hands and carried them in herself. Coming back, she
explained:

“Madam has ordered me not to let you in. She’s like that,
you know. She’s always afraid of having things stolen.”

e

IN THE afternoon Dr Abramovici called Johann into the dining
room

“Take these cases and come along with me,” he ordered.
Johann was glad He had been certain the doctor would send for
him and had not forgotten him

“Why do you go around barefoot?” the doctor asked with
some annoyance when they reached the street.

Johann felt ashamed of having no shoes. He looked round
and saw no one else with bare feet The rest of the way he kept
tis head down, looking carefully at the feet of all the passers-by.
‘They were all weaning shoes or boots. Johann was so ashamed
that he wished the earth would swallow him up. He tried to
apologize to the doctor, but Dr. Abramovici was walking on
ahead, with his hands 1n his pockets, as if he had nothing to do
with him.

R

THEY stopped at the gate of an old house with a front garden
full of flowers. The doctor tock the cases and went 1n alone.
Johann stayed outside and waited. He read the signboard, which
said “Consulate.” Then he tumed his attention to the people
passing 1n the street.

Dr. Abramovici did not stay in there very long. He came
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down the steps smiling and without his luggage. But when his
eyes fell on Johann, who stood leaning agamnst the wall, waiting
for hum, his smule died on his lips. He stopped, put his hands in
his pockets, and thought for a while, screwing up his eyebrows.
He did not once open his mouth all the way home. Johann
walked a few paces behind him so that people should not guess
that the doctor was 1n the company of 2 man who had no shoes.
Not for anything would Johann have made a laughmngstock of
Dr. Abramovici.

In front of Isaac Nagy's housc the doctor paused, waiting for
Johann to come up with him He said-

“Jankl, your casc 1s extremely comphicated. The Jewish com-
munity of Budapest. which 1« obtaiming papers for us to go to
America, 15 not prepared to do anything for you. I told them
you had come with us, I begged them to help you, but 1t was
no use. Their reply was that thev did not prowvide passports for
Chunstians 'The Commuttec deals exclusincly with Jews. That is
why 1t 15 called the Jewish Commuttee. And you are not a Jew,
are you?”

“No, sir, I am not.”

“They are quite nght,” Abramovict went on, “though I am
sorry about 1t I wanted to take you with me to Amenca. But
take my word for it, I won't let you down, I'm not the sort of
fellow to do that”

The doctor took out lns wallet and started counting out
bills. Johann looked at the Hunganan bills and was surpnsed to
find them so small

“Here 1s twenty pengo,” said the doctor. “That s for carry-
ing my luggage. It's a lot of monev Here in Hungary you have
to work for a whole week to earn so much, and you have earned
1t mercly by carrying a few suitcases for a couple of hours ”

Johann had never thought of demanding payment for carry-
ing the luggage. He had not done 1t for money. But the doctor
was still holding lus hand out Johann took the bills and stuffed
them away 1n his pocket.
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“The man thing is that I got you out of that camp and
brought you here,” said Dr. Abramovici. “Without our help,
who knows how long you would have gone on rotting there?
But I don't expect you to pay for that I am not the sort of man
to go exacting payment for services rendered to others when
they are 1 a mess.”

- -

JoaaNN had now been in Hungary for a week. He went on doing
the same work he had done from the first He would go to mar-
ket with Julisca, hew firewood, empty out the garbage, and do
the washing up In the evening he would scrub the kitchen floor
and clean the bathroom and the stairs

On Sunday morning Isaac Nagy came across Johann 1n the
hall and said harshly

“Haven’t you found any work yet? You've been staying in
my house for over a week now I hope you don’t cxpect to go
on hving on my chanty indefimtely ”

Isaac Nagy went off without another word. Johann wished
he had looked for work before He had not even thought of it.
He had considered himself employed 1n the household “How
could I have been so stupid as not to look for work?” he asked
himself. “These people are night. They can’t go on feeding me
forever.”

That evening Johann spoke to Julisca about it, and she
promused to find hum a job. She knew somebody who worked in
the chocolate factory.

“Then perhaps you'll brning me some chocolate,” she said.
“Unless you find some ather gitl to give 1t to.”

“What other girl?” said Johann, feeling hurt that Julisca
should even have thought of such a thing. “Every bit of choco-
late I get I'll bring to you. I won’t touch any of 1t myself.”

That might Johann dreamed he was already working in the
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chocolate factory. Next morming Dr. Abramovici came to take
leave of his sister and brother-in-law Johann carmed his luggage
to the station and put 1t in a sleeping car

“Are you gong far?” he asked.

“Switzerland,” answecred the doctor “I shall have a few
weeks’ rest before going to the Umited States

In saymg good-by, Dr Abramovia shook hands with him.
Johaun fclt he was gomg as red as a beetroot All the gentlemen
on the platform had seen Dr Abramovici shakc hands with
him, a2 man who went about barefoot.

As the tramm pulled out, Abramovic: shouted out of the
window

“Good-by, my dear Jankl T won't forget you T'll do some-
thing to get you out of here ”

“Good-by, ' Johann called back As soon as the train was out
of sight, tears camc nto Johanu's eyes He felt alone m the
world Hwmhg and Strul had vanished without even saying
good-by. And now the doctor had gonc, too He stood there on
the platform for a long time Never before 1n his hfe had he felt
so completely a stranger Then he remembered the chocolate
factory. He brightened up at once and started back for Petoh
Street. “As soon as I have a job,’ he said to himself, “I'll buy
Juhisca a bead necklace.”

$Y

JoHann and Julisca set out for market earher than usual. They
quickly bought thc meat and vegetables and whatever else they
necded for the house and then turned down a street hned with
small houses Johann carned the basket on his nght arm and
with his Icft he held Julisca. They were walking very fast.

“The chocolate factory 1s at the other end of the town,” said
Julisca. “We'll have to hurry.” They were both red and sweat-
ing. If they got back too late Juhsca would not have time to
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cook lunch. She had spoken to a man from her willage, and he
had told her to bring Johann along one moming and let him
have a word with the boss. “If he comes, he’ll be taken on at
once since we are short of men,” he had said.

“Maybe they’ll take me on right away,” said Johann, trying
to force a passage through a crowd of people who had gathered
at the street comner. “If they do, then next Fnday I'll get my
first week’s wages And perhaps some chocolate for you.” He
squeezed her hand tightly They looked at one another and
laughed.

“Then I'll take a room,” he smd “I can’t go on being a bur-
den on your employers. I'll look for a room somewhere near the
factory.”

“Shall I be able to come and see you there?” asked Julisca.
He did not hear what she said. He was peenng ahead to find
out why everyone was standing about in crowds, but he could
not make anything out Hundreds of people were crowding to-
gether, josthing against one another, and 1t was impossible to
get by Julisca stopped as well and tned to see what was hap-
pemng. She remembered that thev were m a hurry.

“Let s go another way,” she said. “Otherwise I won’t have
time to prepare lunch”

They turned back, going cven faster in order to make up for
lost trme Across the end of the road there was a police cordon.
Juhsca glanced at the men out of the corner of her cye and hur-
ned past them.

“Soldiers and policcmen are the most vulgar men mn the
world,” she said. “I should never marry a policeman.” She
turned round to see if Johann had heard But he was no longer
behind her. Juhsca looked back, trymg to pick him out among
the crowd. She caught sight of him 1le was standing by the
policemen, beckoning to her. She went toward him, Now she
understood why he had not followed her. They were caught in
a roundup. The police had set up a road block and were check-
ing 1dentity papers before letting people pass. Women were
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not required to produce papers, and that was why she had been
allowed to walk through. She remembered that Johann had no
papers on hun and she was afraid. She pushed her way back
through the cordon. One of the policemen tnied to pinch her
arm, but she wrenched herself frec and pushed on toward
Johann. He was n an 1solated group which was being shep-
herded in the direchion of a truck by pohce with fixed bayonets.
Johann was holding the basket up over his head so that she
should see 1t and come for it. She saw 1t easily enough, but she
could not get any nearer The policemen had barred her way.
By now she had already caught sight of Johann. She explained
to them that she must get the basket with the day’s shopping.
But they either would not Iisten to her or else did not under-
stand what she wanted. She shouted and swore at them, but it
was no good. They still would not let her come near. Johann
had chmbed mto the truck He hung the basket over the side,
still hoping Juhsca would be able to come and fetch it Then
the truck drove off. He set the basket wath the vegetables down
between his knees, thinking: Mrs. Nagy will thrash Jubsca if
she goes home without her basket He would have jumped out
of the truck to take 1t to her, but 1t was itmpossible. At either
end of the bench there were men with fixed bayonets Looking
at themn, he forgot about the vegetable basket and began to real-
1ze that hie was under arrest.

Tee

rour weeks had passed since the day Johann and Julisca had
been separated by the crowds i the street. During all this time
he had had no news from the outside world. He had not even
seen fthe sun. The windows of his cell faced north onto a court-
yard with high gray walls that shut out the sky. Throughout the
four weeks he had not breathed a breath of fresh air. The other
prisoners were allowed exercise in the prison yard for an hour
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every day. He could hear them leaving the ncighboring cells and
comung back later. He knew they had been out in the open. He
could tell 1t by the sound of their footsteps.

Now, however, there was silence mn the corridors Tt was not
yet dayhght. He opened his eyes with difhculty. He put his
hands to lis eyelids and felt how swollen they were Blood had
clotted on them, and they felt rough to the touch. He could not
remember when he had come back to his cell. They must have
carned me here, he thought. Every day he had been beaten.
Sometimes he could not see where he was treading when they
brought hun back Lately, more often than not, they had carned
him back, and for hours on end he had not been able to stir But
unti] today he always recalled the exact moment they stopped
beating him, carned him back, and stretched him out on his
bed n the cell This morming for the first time he could not
remember anvthing. They must have made short work of it last
might, he thought It was as if he spoke of some other person, a
stranger. He passed his hand over his face He could feel a rough
and bushy beard Blood had stuck to his mustachc, eyebrows,
and harr Even now the clots of 1t were rough and bnttle to the
touch, like parched earth. He passed his tongue over his hips to
moisten them They, too, were swollen and hurt ike boils about
to burst. He had violent toothache So far they had knocked out
four of lus front tecth 'This happened one day after some brutal
punches on the jaw Tle had spat the tecth out along with the
blood, like cherry stones He had felt the same pams then as
now. “If they knocked out somc more tecth last mght, 1 won't
be able to chew mv bread any longer,” he said to himself But
he did not bother to mvestigate with his tongue whether there
were any fresh gaps in lis mouth. The timest movement made
him wince He shut ns eyes once more Time passed. Along the
corndor, footstcps were approaching, but he did not make his
usual effort to distinguish what kinds of footsteps they were,
where they were going, and whence they had come His whole
body was battered and bruised, and his very thoughts were be-
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numbed. When they came to fetch him for questioning and he
got out of bed onto the floor of s cell, he could have screamed
The soles of both his feet had swollen hke fresh loaves. He
could not recall having been struck on the soles. The guard
knocked him toward the door, and so he left the cell For a few
brief seconds the pain 1n his back where the guard had it him
made him forget his smarting soles. But soon he was aware of
them agam. At every step 1t was as if someone were tearing off
a strip of his flesh,

The office of Inspector Varga, who did the interrogating,
was one hundred paces away. At the thought of having to walk
every one of those hundred paces with his swollen feet, he
broke down and sank to the ground They had advanced only
a few yards from the cell The guard hfted him by the armpits
and carnied him the rest of the way His body was as light as a
Little cluld’s All the weight theie was camne from his bones and
skin. there was no longer any question of tlesh and fat.

R R

AT THF tune of his arrest, Johann had made a statement describ-
ing 1n detail how he had come to Hungary ‘The police did not
beheve hun They had beaten lim up to get the truth out of
him, but after the beating he had told the same story. And so
they had begun all over again He had been temoved to the
Hunganan secretservice prison Everv dav he was first ques-
tioned and then beaten up.

“Why were vou sent to Hungary?"” asked the Inspector.

“I wasn’t sent by anyone,” he answered.

“You declared that an adjutant drove you to the frontier in
an army truck.”

“Yes, the adjutant was called Apostol Constantm, he was
our Camp Commandant He was a friend of Dr. Abramovici’s
and came with us so that the patrols should not hold us up”
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“That was no other than Major Jon Tanase of the Romanian
secret service,” said the Inspector. “We know he operates in
this sector. He sends agents over every month, and you are one
of them. We want to know why he sent you. What is your mis-
sion?”

Johann lowered his eyes.

“I have told you the truth,” he said, thinking the moment
had almost come for him to be led to the torture chamber in the
basement. His body was beginning to ache already in anticipa-
tion.

“Don’t you realize the game 15 up?” asked the Inspector. “It
is senseless to keep on with 1t. You have stated that you spent
eighteen months mn a Jewish camp in Romania.”

“I did.”

“You never set foot in one, you are Romaman.”

“I am Romaman,” smd Johann

“You were trying to pass yourself off as a Jew in Hungary,”
said the Inspector. “And to make us beheve it you mnvented this
tale about a camp. Furthermore, you have stated that you
crossed the frontier 1n the company of three Jews.”

“That 1s true.”

“That 1s not true. You came alone. And you never stayed in
Isaac Nagy's house The Nagys have had no one to stay with
them for the last six months You thought we would take you
on at your word, without checking up, didn’t you? [ have before
me wntten statements from Mr. and Mis. Nagy. They have
never heard of you. Mrs. Rosa Nagy has no brother who is a
doctor.”

“They said they did not know me?” asked Johann. “Mirs.
Nagy can’t have said that I used to work for her in the house,
I used to go shopping with Julisca, I used to wash up . . .”

He began to cry. The Inspector shouted

“And yet another lie. Rosa Nagy never had a maid called
Julisca. If you intended to tell Lies you’d have done better to
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have found out the name of Mrs. Nagy’s servant.” The Inspector
was laughing. “I have questioned the servant, too. She has been
in Mrs. Nagy's service for the last eight years. You have made
up all that stuff about Julisca to put us off the track. Or was it
Major Tanase who taught you this tale about Julisca?”

Johann shut his eyes, warting to hear the call for the guard
who took him down to the torture chamber. He wished to stop
thinking altogether. But the 1dea that Mrs. Nagy had stated that
she did not know him preyed on his mind. He could not bring
himself to believe 1it.

He heard the door open But the approaching footsteps were
not those of the sentry who usually cscorted him downstairs He
opencd his cyes and found Tsaac Nagy standing before him He
was dressed 1n a new, coffee-colored suit and did not even glance
at him.

“Do you know this person?” asked the Inspector

“I've never seen him before in my life,” answered Nagy,
coolly measunng Johann up and down.

“Have three Jewish refugees from Romania ever stayed at
your house?” asked the Inspector.

“Apart from myv wife, myself, and our servant, no one has
slept 1n our house for some years ”

“Thank you,” said the Inspcctor.

Isaac Nagy was shown out Immediately afterward, his wife
came 1n. She, too, demed having known or ever having set eyes
on Johann before.

“Have you a brother who 1s a doctor in Romama?”

“I am an only child,” she said

The Inspector gave Johann a withering look and then went
on:

“Have you ever employed a servant by the name of Julisca?”

“Never,” she answered. “We have had the same servant ever
since we came to Budapest eight years ago, and her name is
Josefina.”
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Mrs Nagy went out of the room smiling. After her came an
old woman who said she was called Josefina and had been the
servant of the Nagy family for the last eight years.

The Inspector was once again left alonc with Johann

“Surely after that you will give in and confess you were
lying,” he said. “Tell me the truth why were you sent to Hun-
gary?”

Johann Montz started crying

wu s

FrOM Inspector Varga’s room, Johann was taken straight to the
torture chamber This was the daily routine But never before
had he felt so afraid. The light hut him n the eyes the moment
he came 1n. In this room there was always a dazzhing chalky-
white glare The lamps were large and powerful. Johann shut
his eves, but the light bumed his cheeks like fire

“Get undressed,” commanded the guard with a laugh

This was one of the two fat men with a mustache whom he
always found sitting playing cards at the table. Johann started
undoing the collar of his shirt When he did not undress quickly
enough, one of the men would strike him over the face with a
whip He knew that But his fingers were swollen, and he had
trouble 1n feeling for the small buttons on the shirt He was
absolute terror of keeping the men warting. Never before had
he felt so petnified at the thought of the whip He glanced fur-
tively toward the two guards. They were too engrossed in their
game to notice the slowness of his movements. He managed to
take off his shirt. He did not have to take off ns trousers. He
stood there facing a rack of 1ron rods rather hke those used for
cleaning the barrels of firearms. They were arranged in a row ac-
cording to size. The ones on the left were as thick as a man’s
thumb—then came others getting gradually thinner. There
were two rods 1 each size, and there were twenty sizes. He had
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never counted them before The thinnest at the extrer‘w right
of the rack was as slender as a cornstalk. He knew the exact de-
gree of pain that each one of these rods could inflict.

“To work, my boy!” commanded one of the men, getting up
and leaving the cards scattered over the table. “No work, no

pay "

Johann watched him stretch his hmbs He wore a close-
fitting whitc sweater and appearced sleepy. The second guard put
out his agarette and looked at Johann

“Well, what about tclling us today who sent you herc?”
The guard spoke calmly Tle nught have been asking Johann for
a match to hight lus cigarette. When he had finished speaking
he yawned and stretched his arms just as the other man had
done.

“Nobody sent me,” Johann answered.

Simultancously, the two men turned toward him  They
started as if they had heen touched with a red-hot poker Their
eyes flashed with anger. Johann began to tremble Once of the
men came up to hun and dealt him first one blow to his jaw,
then a second. Johann's jaw lost all sense of feelmg ‘I'he other
man caught hold of hun by the shioulders and laid lum out face
downward on a bench near the rack Then he straddled his back
and sat down astnde Every time the guard chmbed on his back
Johann feared he was going to dic of suffocation But today he
wanted to die. He felt pmned to the boards ot the bench, his
nbs digging into his chest, ke so many spikes Hois lungs were
crushed beneath the weight of the man on his back as though
beneath a millstone.

“What did you say?” asked the guard who had hit him under
the chin. The other guard did not answer Johann felt the first
blow on the soles of hus feet He tnied to draw them up, but the
man who was sitting astnde s back caught hold of them and
puned them down to the bench Then came the second blow.
It was from one of the thicker rods His solcs were no longer
burning. He now felt the pain only in his head. Later on, when
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the blows began to fall regularly, he felt them not in his head
but in his chest. Then m his shoulders. After that he felt noth-
mng. His body seemed to have gong numb. But this did not last
long. He began to feel sharp cuts on his soles like slashes from a
knife. Those were the fine rods. He felt the repercussions of the
blows 1n his knees and even more 1 hus kidneys. He lost control
of his bladder and his stomach The blows came down as thick
as hail Johann felt sick. A yellow hght appeared before his eyes,
and he began to vomit the food he had taken His wet trousers
stuck to his skin. The bread and water he had swallowed refused
to stay n his stomach.

Johann felt he was merging into the yellow light before his
eyes. A bitter grecemsh fluid had welled up m his mouth, Liqud
matter began to leave his body by the nose, the mouth, and the
other apertures. The hquids were mingled with a green froth
like the spittle of a toad Johann was now hovering on the ut-
most verge of hfe 1lis mind alone was still conscious The guard
was hitting him with even finer rods, but he no longer felt any-
thing

His very blood, no longer able to endure the blows, was
striving to cscape from his tormented frame It burst forth
through all the gates that were open. It abandoned his body
through his mouth, his nose, his ears, and it mingled with his
urine. It was even breaking out through the pores of his skin.
It had to escape. At all costs and by every means.

Yy

WwHEN he came to, Johann remembered yesterday's confronta-
tion with Isaac and Rosa Nagy.

“If only they had told the truth, the Inspector would have
let me go. They would not have tortured me so much yester-
day.’7

Never before had he had such a beating up. From the soles
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of his feet to the crown of his head his whole body was but one
open bleeding wound.

“Isaac Nagy said he did not know me. He looked straight at
me and said he had never seen me before And his wife the
same.” He remembered how he had cleaned Isaac Nagy's shoes
every morning, cut wood, and scrubbed the kitchen floor at
Mrs. Nagy's orders. How could they have said such a thing?
Johann wondered. They even pretended they had never seen
Juhsca and had never had a servant by that name.

Johann had reached the hmits of his endurance He knew
that he was enfeebled i body and mind and that both yesterday
and the day before yesterday he had not been able to remember
when and how he had got back to his cell That was because of
the blows. Nevertheless. he was positive that he had lived in
Isaac Nagy’s housc. He was positive that Juhisca was the servant
there. And yet Isaac Nagy had said no. His wafe had said no. He
had heard them with his own cars, saving No, no, no.

Johann Montz shut his cyes.

wew

AFTER a while they came to fetch him yet agamn He began to
tremble. For the first time he made up his mind to kill himself.
These tortures were past bearing The guard left the door open
and remamned on the threshold. Through his half-closed eyes,
Johann could sce him gnnning.

“Get up,” said the guard

Johann had a vision of Inspector Varga. He heard his voice.
Then he saw the torture chamber, the rack with its array of
iron rods, and he felt the whole weight of the guard astude his
back. His lips pleaded, half whispening.

“No.”

“Get up,” ordered the guard.

Johann did not hear hum. It was as if he were dead.
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The guard came over to his bed and pulled him to his feet.

“No, not today. Question me and torture me tomorrow, if
you hike. And the day after, and every day to the end of my lfe.
But not today.”

“Today you're going to be released,” said the guard Johann
did not beheve him. He had stopped believing anything.

And yet on that day he was released from the prison But he
was not set frece altogether. Being a Romaman citizen, he was
sent to a labor camp.

CRTR

BEFORE he left pnison he recened a letter from Juhsca. The
guard from Inspector Varga’s office had come into his cell and
handed 1t to hum just as Johann was going The letter was wnt-
ten 1n Julisca’s own hand.

DEAR Janos,

I have been out of my situation for four days. I am
wrnting to tell you not to come and look for me 1n Petofi Street
when they let you out. I am gomg to the country to stay with
my mother 1 the district of Balaton, in the province of Tisza,
where I'll be warting for you with much love. Do come as soon
as you are out of prison

JuLisca

Underneath, 1n the nght-hand comer, she had scribbled 1n
haste:

Yesterday 1 went to fetch my things from the Nagys'.
Mr. and Mrs. Nagy ask you not to be angry with them for de-
claning to the Inspector that they did not know you. Jews are
beginning to be arrested in town. They were afraid to admut
that they had harbored refugees n their house. They send you
their best regards. Mr. Nagy gave me a suit for you. It 15 almost
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new, and I am keeping 1t for you till you come. He is very nice,
and so 1s Mrs. Nagy. Don’t be angry with them. They were
afraid of being arrested, and that 1s why they said they did not
know you. Such are the times. Fear would make one kill one’s
own grandmother. I send you a kiss.

JuLisca

.

ror threc whole hours the Hunganan Cabinet had been in se-
cret session at Regency Palace Though the conference was over,
the Foreign Minister again rose to his feet

“The problem of the hfty thousand workers has not yet been
solved,” he said “And 1t 1s the most important of all”

‘“The matter has been settled,” retorted the Premuer firmly.
“We have rcached a unanimous decision.”

The mmisters had picked up their bnef cases, ready to go.
The Foreign Minister appeared not to notice this and went on

“We must yield somewhere, there can be no doubt about
it,” he said ““The balance between ourselves and Germany must
be maintained. We are not on terms of equahty. However un-
willingly, we are still compelled to face the fact that Hungary's
posttion with regard to the Third Reich 1s in practice that of a
subordinate and not of an ally. And the only alternative 1s sub-
mithing to military occupation, which would put us 1n a worse
posttion than ever. In the first mstance we were required to
furmsh three hundred thousand workers. After protracted nego-
tiations this number has been reduced to hfty thousand, but
this mimmum must be forthcomng.”

“My government will not hand over a single Hungarian ait-
zen for slave labor,” said the Premuer hotly.

“Germany sets great store by her demand,” said the Foreign
Minister. “It was sent 1 the form of an ultimatum. Their n-

[1431



THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

dustry is in desperate need of man power. If we do not furnish
at least Afty thousand men our refusal may prove fatal. I have
been informed that if the demand is rejected, the military occu-
pation of Hungary must be considered immunent. It 1s my duty
to make this clear to you The responsibility hes in your hands,
gentlemen.”

“Couldn’t we work a compromise, perhaps?” suggested a
minster

“Were we required to send but one single Hunganan to
Germany as a slave, it would 1n no way alleviate the gravnity of
the situation, and 1n addition, history would never forgive such
an action,” said the Premier “Our answer must consequently be
a categoncal refusal In this field there can be no compromuse.”

“We mught send the Germans fifty thousand workers who
are not Hunganan atizens,” said the Mimster of the Intenor.
“We have more than three hundred thousand aliens interned in
Hungary. Why not send them?”

“I object to this solution,” said the Foreign Mimnister “It
would only complicate matters. It 1s contrary to international
law wherc political prisoners and internees are concerned. We
need the sympathy of other nations. Were we to adopt this
solution the honor of the Hunganan Crown of Saint Stephen
would be stained irremediably. Furthermore, we should con-
jure up an undending senes of new enemies.”

In half an hour a compromise solution was arrived at. It was
decided to send to Germany fifty thousand non-Hunganan
workers whose nationahty was to some extent uncertain. The
Minuster of the Interior undertook to screen the workers 1 such
a way as to make 1t impossible to prove that any one of them
belonged to a specific foreign power.

“In this way we save our Magyar blood,” said the Minister
of the Intenor. “History will not be able to accuse us of sending
Hungarians into slavery The worthiness and nobility of our aim
will induce history to forgive us the means employed to at-
tamn at.”
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Y99

CounT BartHoLY, chief of the Hungarian press, went into his
office and called for his secretary. He mtended to dictate an
official commumiqué concermng the decisions taken in the
course of the secret session of the Cabinet.

“Anyone who 15 denied the nght to honor and self-respect
is a slave,” said the Count to himself “But nowadays anyone
who tnes to live a moral Iife signs his own death warrant. Our
society demes man his personal honor and self-respect, that is
to say, his freedom to live. It tolerates hum only if he hves as a
slave. But this state of things cannot last. A society in which
everybody—from a Puime Minisster to a sticet cleaner—is a slave
must mevitably collapsc. And the qmcker 1t does, the better
for all”

“Did you say something, sir?” asked the secretary coming
into the room

“No,” he said. “Take this down, please Official com-
muniqué. In the course of yesterday's private session of the
Cabinet it was decided to grant special facihties for visas and
travel to Hunganan workers desirous of going to Germany in
order to specialize m particular branches of heavy industry. The
number of workers to whom special facilities will be granted
has been provisionally restricted to fifty thousand ”

The secretary got wp

“Daspatch it to the papers,” said Count Bartholy, “with in-
structions to have it printed on the front page ”

\' AL 4

THAT evening Count Bartholy dined with his son, who was also
his principal private secretary. Over coffee the Count asked
his son:
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“What do you think about this business of sending workers
to Germany?”

“A real K.O. in the pohtical ring,” said Lucian. “A masterly
performance. Instead of sending the Germans Hungarian work-
crs we merely pack off a few thousand foreigners, scraped to-
gether from prisons and concentration camps. What a first-rate
smack m the eye for German arrogance. A stroke of genius.”

“Did you know that in exchange for thesc workers we are
getting certamn advantages from the Germans?” asked the
Count “Or to put 1t more clearly, did you know that we are to
receive payment for these fifty thousand men?”

“That goes without saymg!” said Lucian. “Do you expect us
to hand over workers to the Germans without asking for some-
thing 1n return?”

“And don’t vou feel msulted at your father’s having been a
party today to the sale of human beings®” asked the Count
“This kind of transaction 15 the last stage on the road to moral
decadence.”

“You are funny, Father,” said Lucian. “Is that why you have
been 1n such low spints all eveming?”

“Don’t avord the question,” said the Count. “Do you or
don’t you admit that today I have been a party to white
slavery?”

“If you choose to look at it that way, all nght then, you were
a party to whate slavery,” said Lucian, smiling

“And 1t doesn’t disturb you?”

“It would be 1diotic to let it disturb me,” saxd Lucian. “Any-
way, I'm sure there must be something else upsetting you be-
sides. The whole business 15 far too insignificant to worry over,
even for a moment. We were forced to send workers to Ger-
many. If we had not acted the way we did, we should have had
to send Hungarians. Now that would really have been serious.”

“Granted, it would have been more serious from the Hun-
ganan point of view,” said the Count “From the human point
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of view, however, there 1s no difference. We have sold the
Germans human beings.”

“Nothing but inevitable political nccessity, Father. It 1s
bound to happen.”

“Europe stamped out the slave trade several hundred years
ago The last slaves to be sold werc the Negroes n Amenca
Throughout the world today 1t 1s 1llegal to traffic in slaves. The
abolition of slavery 1s one of the greatest achievements of our
civihization The school textbooks are full of it And now we
have put the clock nght back and are once agamn trading in hu-
man beings We have taken a sudden leap out of the twentieth
century back mnto the pre-Chnstian era, skipping nght over the
Renaissance and the Middle Ages.”

“One must not take things so tragically, Father,” said Lu-
clan. “After all, thesc workers aren’t going to be bound hand
and foot. They are only gomng to Germany to work there.”

“They are not put mto chans for the simple reason that
they have no possibility of escaping Contemporary society has
methods of keeping a tight hold on 1ts slaves that the Greeks
never dreamed of. I don’t only mean machine guns and electn-
fied barbed-wire fencees, but all the other methods at the dis-
posal of modern technocracy—ration cards, permits to hve 1n
hotels, to travel by tram, to walk up and down the streets, to
move from one place to another Neither the Grecks nor the
Egyptians would have put their slaves in chains if they had had
the automatic means of control at the disposal of modern so-
cicty. But the slavery itself remams unchanged.”

“1 wouldn’t worry too much,” said Lucian. “There is noth-
ing we can do about it. We have no alternative—almost every
country in Europe has sold slaves to Germany—Romania, Yugo-
slavia, France, Italy, Norway. The only thing we personally
could do would be to withdraw from the government and fight
agamst Germany because she purchascs slaves and forces other
countrnes to sell them. Upon which, another government would
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come into power and slaves would be sent to Germany just the
same. And cven supposing we could destroy the German Reich,
the problem would still remamn unsolved. The Russians would
take the place of the Germans, and the Russians are the biggest
slave traders m the world. In Soviet Russia every man 1s the
recogmzed property of the state.”

“And you are not appalled by this state of affairs?” asked the
Count.

“No.”

*“That is even more senous,” said the Count “It means that
you have lost all respect for human beings And you yourself
are a human being This means that you no longer respect your-
self.”

“I respect every man according to his worth,” sa:d Lucian
“I trust you arc not going to reproach me on that score.”

“You respect man just as you would respect a car in propor-
tion to 1ts precise market value.”

“What's wrong with that®” asked Lucian.

“But do you respect man as man, for his intrmsic human
value?”

“Of course I do. I should never be able to hurt anyone with-
out feeling sorry and guilty.”

“But then you wouldn’t hurt a dog, either, without feeling
sorry for 1t, because you know that if you whip i, 1t will suffer.
That is pitying man as you would any hving animal. What 1
want to know 15 whether you respect man as such, as of value
m himself, unique, and 1irreplaceable, even when the individual
in question has no utility value and when he arouses neither
your pity nor your love for him as an animal.”

“I have never asked myself that question,” said Lucian. “]
know that I respect man 1n proportion to his social value and as
a living ammal. Everybody thinks and feels the way I do.”

“Are you sure, Lucian, that nowadays everybody thinks and
feels the way you do?”

“Quite sure,” said Lucian. “It is the only poss:ble logical
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conclusion. Man is a umt of social value. Everything else is pure
hypothesis.”

“That 1s extremely serious.”

“What’s so serious about it?”

“Our cwilization, Lucian, has disappeared. It bad three
quahties, 1 the first place, 1t loved and respected the beautiful,
a habit acquired from the Greeks, mn the second place, it loved
and respected the law, a habit acquired from the Romans, in
the third place, 1t loved and respected man, a habit acquired
very late and with much difficulty from Christianity. It was only
by respecting these three great symbols, man, the beautiful, and
the law, that our Western civilization achieved what 1t did. Now
it has lost the most 1mportant hentage of all, the respect and
love for man. Without this respect and love, Western culture
must ceasc to cxst. It is dead.”

“In the course of history man has been through much
blacker periods than ours,” said Lucian “He has been burned
alive 1n public squares and on altars, broken on the wheel, sold
and treated like a thing. We have no nght to be so hard on our
own age.”

“Very true,” said the Count. “In those dark times man was
disregarded and despised, and human sacrifice was celebrated
out of barbarism. But we had conqucred barbarism; we had just
begun to appreciate man, we were just starting out on a new
epoch But the emergence of a Technological Civilization has
meanwhile destroyed what we had achieved and won through
centunes of civilization Technological Civilization has resntro-
duced human sacrifice and the disregard for man. Today man is
reduced to the single dimension of his social value. . . . Shall
we go?” asked the Count “It 1s late.”

Lucian looked at his watch.

“My watch has stopped,” he said. “Can you tell me what
time 1t 15, Father?”

“It 1s twenty-five o’clock.”

“I don’t understand,” said Luctan
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“I can well believe it. No one wants to understand. It is the
twenty-fifth hour—the ‘now’ of European cwvilization.”

U RCR

“THEY'VE sold you to the Germans, old man,” said the foreman,
grmmng broadly at Johann. “I wonder how much the Hun-
ganans got 1n return for your hide? You aren’t worth much, you
know. About one case of cartndges, I should think I heard the
Germans don’t pay cash. They send arms and ammumtion in-
stead. I don’t suppose they’d have given more than one case of
cartndges for you One casc of cartridges for the lot- skin, bones,
flesh, and all” The forcman slapped him on the back and
laughed ‘““Not a bad pnice The Russians wouldn’t have paid as
much. Their scale of prices for human bemngs 1s even lower.”

Johann did not appreciate the joke. But he said nothing.
The foreman was a student from Bucharest Ie, too, had been
interned by the Hunganans, and they had been working to-
gether on the defenses for eight months Johann knew the
student was fond of making caustic remarks, but he was not a
bad fellow at heart

“So you don’t believe you've been sold, ch?” asked the stu-
dent.

“Of course not,” answered Johann. “Men can be shut up in
concentration camps or prisons, put to hard labor, tortured, or
killed, but they can’t be sold.”

“None the less, they've sold you, Moritz,” said the student.
“I'll swear by all the gods the Hungarians have sold us to the
Germans, you and me and every Romanian, Serb, and Ruthe-
nian 1 the camp. They even drew up a deed of sale for fifty
thousand heads.”

The student walked away. Johann thought over what he had
just heard. “He must be pulling my leg,” he said to himself. “It
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can’t be true ” But all day long the student’s words preyed on
hus mind. He could not stop thinking that the Germans had
bought him and had paid for him with a case of cartridges But
on thinking 1t over he decided that 1t was stupid of him to be-
heve such a thing.

Their camp was on the frontier between Hungary and Ro-
mania. They were digging trenches, and more than half the
work still lay ahead. According to Antim, the student, the Hun-
ganans nceded at least another ten months to complete the
defenses in this sector To speed up the work they kept bringing
in more and more mternees. They even sent along some con-
victs branded with a red-hot ron The shortage of labor was
acute Nevertheless, onc day they received marching orders. All
the Romamans and Scrbs from Johann’s camp were packed into
a train and taken away The Hunganans, it was rumored, were
dissatisfied with the way the Rowmarmans and Serbs had worked
and were replacing them with Ukrainians 1n order to polish off
the job quicker.

Antim mamntained that they were bemg sent to Germany
becausc they had been sold. A few other Romamans backed
him up, but the majonty—mcluding Johann—refused to be-
lieve it

One mormng Johann got out of the tramn duning one of 1its
halts There were no lavatones on the train, and they all had to
wait till the tramn stopped Then they would scramble over the
embankments and relieve themselves while the sentries stood
guard over them. This time the train had stopped mm the open
country. It was ramnng. Johann did not climb straight back 1,
but hung about for a while beside the train. Looking more care-
fully at 1t, he noticed that something had been chalked up on
every car. He went up close to the first one and read in Ger-
man: HUNGARIAN WORKERS SALUTE THEIR COILEAGUES OF THE
GREATER GERMAN REICH. On the second car was written: HUN-
CARIANS ARE COMING TO WORK FOR THE VICTORY OF THE AXIS.
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Johann began to fear that they were indeed being sent to Ger-
many. Further on, the inscription read: HUNGARIAN WORKERS
ARE HELPING TO BUILD THE NEW ORDER IN EUROPE. Johann called
Antim over and showed him the slogans.

“Now aren’t you convinced at last that the Hungarians have
sold us to the Germans?” asked the student.

“No, I'm not,” said Johann “It 1s impossible to belicve such
a thmg.”

“You'll find out soon enough, just you wait.”

Johann waited. The train remamed stationary till cvening.
At sunsct the sentnies dispersed into the fields and picked flow-
ers. Ile had necver seen sentnes with fised bayonets bemng or-
dered to gather flowers. There was even an officer with them
picking flowers, too. Then thev returned wath therr bunches and
decorated every car with green leaves, branches, and garlands,
as for 2 wedding

By the time they had finished it was dark. The train moved
off. Johann wanted to try to stay awake to sce what was going to
happen, but he fell aslecp. When he next opened his eyes it
was day. The car doors had been locked, and there was noisy
coming and going outside. The tramn had stopped 1n a station.
So far 1t had always halted out mn the country or on the out-
skirts of towns Through the windows came the sound of puff-
ing engmes and busthng crowds Johann pricked up his ears and
heard someone talking 1n a loud voice just as he was passing
ther car.

“They are speaking German,” he said. convinced at last that
Antim had not lied. They had been sold to the Germans. “Per-
haps the Germans really did exchange me for one case of
cartnidges—bones, flesh, skin, and all.”

“We have all been sold as slaves for life,” said Antim. He
himself had just learned that they had reached German terri-
tory. He made a speech to which all the others hstened. Johann
alone did not listen. One phrase had stuck in his mind: “Slaves
for hfe.” He saw himself spending his whole ife in concentra-
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tion camps, toiling and sweating on canals and trenches and
fortifications, half starved, beaten, and crawhng with lice.

Then he imagined himself dying i a camp. The thought
that he would die 1n a camp brought tears into his eyes. He had
seen many prisoners die. He had even helped to dig their graves.
Once they were dead, their clothes were removed and they were
buried naked. Like dogs, he thought. Dogs are stripped of their
hide before they are buned, to make gloves. Prnisoners are
stripped of themr clothes When they find out how to make
gloves out of human skin, they will skin them, too. Perhaps
they will have started skinning dead men before my turn comes.
He leaped to his feet.

“They can keep me in camp all my hife,” he said to himself.
“But just before 1 die I want to be set free. I want to be released,
if only for an hour, before I give up the ghost, so as not to die
shut up. It 15 a great sin to die shut up. But if they've sold me
to the Germans, [ shan’t ever be set free, not even for an hour
before I die.”

W

“wrTHIN ten days at the outside I must get away,” said Eleonora
West. “If I don’t lcave the country, they will 1ssue a warrant for
my arrest. Ten days 1s the absolute maximum. Perhaps even that
1s too much.”

She looked at Leopold Stein, who was sitting opposite her
in his usual armchair. To convince herself that she was not ex-
aggerating she went over the whole situation again i her head.

The latest date fixed for citizens of Jewish ongin to register
at a branch office of the Mimstry of the Intenior had already
gone by. Those who failed to comply were hable, by decree, to
ten years’ impnisonment. She had not reported for registration.
Following a denunciation, the Attorney General had instituted
an inqury. In his files there were documents that she had not
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known existed, which provided conclusive proof of her Jewish
origin. There was no way of getting rid of that dossier. All at-
tempts to proceed in the usual way and buy over those charged
with the inquiry had met with no success.

“We are beaten this time,” she said. “I shall have to aban-
don the struggle and flee. It 1s the only thing I can possibly do.
For two and a half years I have held out aganst every attack.
It was not easy, and yet I succeeded. But fate does not protect
the bold forever.”

“The battle 15 not yet lost,” said Stein. “But ten days’ notice
is too short. We shall have no difficulty in selling the printing
press, the paper, and the house, and 1n getting relatively good
prices for them. And there will be no lack of buyers for the
furmiture, books, and pictures. I will see to all that. The pro-
ceeds can be deposited at a Swiss bank in good time. But to
obtain Mr. Koruga’s appointment and the passports within ten
days 1s completely out of the question.”

“The only persons permitted to leave Romama are members
of official mmissions,” she said. “My husband must at all costs be
appointed Director of the Romanian Cultural Institute at Ra-
gusa, as I told you. On the strength of this appointment, I, as
his wife, shall be granted a passport and diplomatic visas. But 1t
must be done quickly. The Attorney General has let me know
that the best he can do for me now 1s to hold up the proceed-
ings for another ten days. After that he declines all responsibil-
ity. He will be forced to 1ssue a warrant for my arrest.”

Leopold Stemn had a sudden vision of Eleonora West in
prison. He thrust it aside, in horror.

“And your husband still knows nothing about 1t?” he asked.
“That is a mistake. He is bound to find out sooner or later in
any case, and 1t might happen that if he knows one hour sooner
he may be able to help us out. What 1s he going to say when he
is faced with an appomntment and passports he never even ap-
phed for?”

“I daren’t tell him yet!” she said. “I know it’s utterly point-

[154]



BOOK TWO

less to go on hiding a fact that will be public property n two
weeks’ time. He will find out soon enough that I am Jewish.
But 1 still can’t bring myself to tcll him yet. I am worn out.
I can’t stand any more upheavals. I can’t make any more efforts,
and to tell him the only secret I have kept from him in two
years would need an immense effort. I have been under a strain
for too long, and it 15 too much. I am tired, tired, tired.”

She leaned her head on her hands, propping her elbows on
the desk. He fixed his cyes on her. She looked really tired. The
old man was moved to pity. But there was nothing he could
do for her He opened his brief case so as not to have to look
at her; he could not bear to see her with her head buned in her
hands, a broken woman. In the brief case, among deeds of sale
for Eleonora’s house, estate, printing press, and paper. there was
a wallet with I'raian’s untials engraved on 1t in gold He took 1t
out and laid 1t 1n front of her She glanced at 1t and then picked
it up

“I'omorrow 1s the second anmversary of your wedding,” he
said. “I know you have been too busy with other things to have
had time to buy anything for your husband I've brought you
this wallct for hum [ am sure he will hike 1t 1t 15 beautifully
worked "

“So tomorrow 15 the sccond anmversary of my wedding!”
she said “I had forgotten completely Thank you, Mr. Stein, for
remembenng 1t for me 1 know Traian will be dehighted ”

She looked at the wallet, passing her hand over 1t caress-
ingly.

“I don’t know why I don't tell Traian Perhaps because I
love hum too much. He would help me if he knew, I know 1t.
But I won't tell him. I am too scared of losing hun. I know I
am being absurd, but every time I make up my mind to tell him
fear suddenly sweeps over me, and so I keep my hornble secret.
Traman 1s the only thing that holds me to hife If I were to lose
him, 1 should lose myself.” Suddenly she put down the wallet
and said:
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“Do you know what the Attorney General told me? He said
I was not marmed " Her voice was shaking. “And he’s perfectly
right. I married after the laws forbidding marriages between
Romantans and Jews had come nto effect. The law was promul-
gated 1n Apnl. I was marned two months later. Officially my
marnage 15 null and void. All marnages between Chnistians and
Jews effected after that date, with or without full knowledge of
the facts, are automatically decreed null and void ”

She was silent. The Attorney’s words were still ringing in her
ears* “Mr Traian Koruga is not your husband. According to the
laws at present in force he is unmamed. Your marnage certii-
cate 1s null and void Mr. Traian Koruga at any moment 1s free
to go off and marry another woman without committing big-
amy. If you were to have a child, it would be considered illegiti-
mate and would bear the name Wecst, not Koruga. You yourself
are guilty of forgery cvery time you sign the name Eleonora
Koruga. You are Miss Eleonora West "

“Pay anything, Mr Stemn,” she said “As soon as possible we
must get hold of the passports and visas, passports i the name
of Mr and Mrs Koruga.”

Yy

FIvE days later Leopold Stein came back, bringing Traian’s ap-
pointment and two diplomatic passports bound 1n red leather.

“This time too, Mrs Koruga, we have won,” he said hap-
pily. “You have sleeping-car bookings as far as Vienna. You
leave on Monday. I am very glad you will be able to lcave.”

He was wiping his spectacles. Eleonora, who had been ex-
amming the passports, looked up at the old man. She noticed
that he had grown much thinner. She would have hked to ask
him whether he was not leaving too, but he said:

“1 don’t know whether we shall ever meet again. This very
night four thousand Jews were transported to Trans-Dniestria.
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I am glad you are going. If ever you come back, you won’t find
a single Jew left in Bucharest. I shan’t be here. Old men don’t
hive long in the concentration camps beyond the Bug.”

w e

TRrAIAN was in his study. Nora never came to disturb him while
he was working But today she walked straight in, holding the
passports ‘I'taan was at his desk, his head between his hands.

“I've brought you a present for the second anniversary of
our wedding,” she said “I've managed to get you appointed Di-
rector of the Institutc of Romaman Culture in Ragusa.” She
handed hum the decree of nommation, and added

“The Dalmatian coast 15 one of the most beautiful in the
world. You will be able to go on working there in peace and
quiet ”

“How and when did you manage to do all this on your own?”
he asked. “Ilow could you keep 1t all so ternbly secret?”

Traian kissed her.

“Nora, you're marvelous'” he said, and went on: “If you
only knew how dclighted I am with the appointment' I badly
needed a change of climate to carry on with the novel. I felt I
could not write the next chapter here. It had to be written else-
where. 1 have a fechng 1t will turn out to be the strongest
chapter of the whole book ”

Eleonora kissed him on the mouth to stop him from telling
her about the next chapter. She was afraid of what she might
hear.
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“wE HAVE been adwised to put you to hight work,” said the fac-
tory official. “You are still on the sick list. They keep on sending
us sick-hst men.”

He shot a look of hate at Johann But after he glanced down
at the paper m his hand, his look became one of suspicion.
Throughout the two years he had been in Germany, Johann had
been continually aware of the same distrust in people’s eyes. He
was constantly bemg suspected of cnmes he had not com-
mutted, but which, beyond doubt, he was certain to commt
sooner or later.

“Hunganan?” asked the official. “I've had Hunganans be-
fore. They were highly unsatisfactory Perhaps 1t will be differ-
ent 1n your case.” He smiled romcally and then began to read
aloud:

“Moritz, Janos, Hungarian, thirty-two, unskilled worker, ar-
rived in Germany June 21, 1941.” Johann, who 1n the course of
the last two years had come to understand that he was a Hun-
garian citizen, because 1t sard so mn his papers, followed the
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official's movements as he read through the list of factories,
works, and labor camps of the Greater German Reich where he,
Johann Montz, had worked to date. It was a long hst. All man-
ner of industnies were represented. He was proud of having been
mn so many places. In his mind’s eye he reviewed once more the
dozens of camps where he had lived behind barbed wire, the
factonies, the towns, and all lus suffenngs. He had expected that
the official would admure the brave way he had faced lis many
ordeals before finally turning up here in front of him. But the
ofhicial's eyes traveled indifferently over the list of places where
Johann had suffered and came to rest on the last entry- “8/3/43:
Relcased from 707 General Hospital for Foreign Workers.”
Johann was astounded that anyone could read through the cata-
logue of his sufferings and remamn unmoved But the ofhicial
showed no signs of emotion He took his pencil and wrote in a
corner at the bottom of the page, where there was still a bit of
space “10/3/43. Reported for work at the Schmidt und Sohn
button factory.” Then he filed the card away 1n a drawer among
a pile of simnlar cards and looked up at Johann.

‘“ ‘Discipline, obedience, work, efficiency.” That is our slogan
for foreign workers There are German workers n this factory—
girls. I must draw your attention to the fact that the first sign
of fratermzation with any German woman 1s punishable by a
minmunum of five years’ ymprisonment. Our director is mexora-
ble on this point Remember that every German woman carnies
mn her breast a five years’ pnson sentence for you. If you so
much as make a pass at her, that’s what you’ll get. And don’t go
thinking you'll get anything else from her. Your Hungarian
predecessor 1s now i prison. [ warned him just as I am warning
you, but he chose to take no notice. I suppose he thought that,
merely because 1t was dark and he was hiding with the woman
under the blanket, he would get away with 1t. But in the Ger-
man Reich every single one of your movements 1s observed—
even what goes on under the blanket. You can do nothing
without our being informed at once. We can read your very
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thoughts. We photograph every idea in your head at least ten
times a day. And now for the second point: we are engaged in
war production. Everything you see and hear is a military secret.
The foreign worker must not know what the factory produces,
how much 1t produces, or by what processes. If you attempt to
find out, your head will be cut off. Last January an Itahan was
executed. At the moment a Czech 15 on tnal. They tried to dis-
cover the secrets of the Schrmdt und Sohn factory.”

The official stood up and went toward the door, Johann
following.

“I have not been satisfied with the Hunganians we've had to
date,” said the official “They are now all i prison One of
them got twenty years’ hard labor for sabotage. Let’s hope you'll
be an exception—not that I beheve in exceptions.”

The official had stopped in front of a conveyor belt that was
bringing up a senes of cases At the end of the belt 2 workman
was hfting them off as they came along and stacking them onto
a trolley beside him. As the official drew near, the trolley was
just setting off down the track with a load of cases In its place
appeared a new trolley, empty The workman, apparently un-
aware of the change, went on hfting the cases off the belt one
by one and stacking them on the trolley, exactly as before. The
cases were obviously heavy.

“Ths 15 your job starting tomorrow,” said the ofhcial. “It
is qute simple. As the cases come from the factory, you lift
them down and load them onto the trolley, which carries them
out to the warehouse. Rule number one. work efficiently. Have
you done factory work before?”

Johann watched the worker bend down automatically, stiffen
his arms automatically, and lift the case of buttons onto the
trolley without giving a thought to what he was doing. Nor to
anything else, either. He was not even thinking of the people
standing beside him. He did not even appear to be aware of
them.

“Machines do not tolerate any lapse of efficiency,” said the
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official. “They do not tolerate human chaos, laziness, or sloth.”

Johann looked round at the official.

“You are not allowed to think of anything else. If you do,
the machine will punish you on the spot. And we will punish
you afterward. You must concentrate the whole of your atten-
tion on your colleague, the mechamcal worker who brings the
case and passes 1t to you. You have only to bend down, take it
out of his arms, and transfer it onto the trolley.” The official
was smiling. Johann tned to see the arms of his mechanical
colleague, but could not find them anywhere, so his eyes reverted
to the ofhicial. The latter was still smiling.

“A tobot cannot adapt 1tself to man. So it is up to you to
adapt your movements and co-ordinate them with his. That,
too, 1s as 1t should be,” he said. “because he is a perfect worker.
Only the machine can be perfect We must study them and
learn from them how to work. When you are able to mmtate
them perfectly, then you will be a first-class worker Not that
you will ever be a firstclass worker. You arc a Iunganan, and
Hunganans have eyes only for women and not for machines ”

Johann wanted to tell him he was not Hunganan, but
Romaman. He wanted to tell him the whole story of is im-
pnisonment and interrogation at Budapest, but the official was
standing rapt m admration 1 front of the machine that was
noiselessly and regularly bnnging forward the wlite packing
cases. From them his cyes traveled to Johann and filled with
scorn. The contempt 1n the ofhcial’s cyes struck Johann with
the force of a blow. The story of his cxpenience with Inspector
Varga died on his hips.

“Men are inferior workers,” said the official, “especially
eastern men. They are infenior to the machmes. And you are
not only a man, but an eastern European mto the bargain—a
Hunganan. And as if that were not enough, you are just out of
the hospital. You're an invalid, that's all you are.”

Johann could feel that the official was suffering. He was
about to assure him that he would do his utmost to work well.
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“How dare you set yourself up beside a machine? Just look
at you!” The official measured him from head to toe. “It is an
insult to the machines. We should not offer them such poor
assistants. It 1s a sacnlege. Follow me now and I'll give you your
kit. You are only allowed 1n the factory in your overalls. They
are worn as a priest wears his cassock in church. But that, [
know, 1s beyond you All you Hungarians ever see n a factory 1s
the women. Barbarians, the whole lot of you.”

i s

AT FOUR A.M. next morning Johann came alone into the shed
and went up to the trolley that the official had pointed out the
previous day. There were five more minutes before work started.
He was excited He was dressed from head to foot in blue over-
alls, and as he crossed the cement floor the wooden clogs on his
feet resounded hike blows from a hammer He tried walking
on tiptoe, so as not to make such a termble noise all by himself,
bat 1t made no difference Just as he was halfway across, some-
one called out to him. Although he had not heard his name,
Johann knew that the person was calling to lum. He was quite
sure of it. He turned round. Just then, the voice hailed him a
second time. He distinctly heard.

“Salve sclave!” *

A shock of black hair, followed by a face with enormous
black eyes and white shining tecth, appeared behind a small
barred window. It was the face of a young man, drawn as a
skeleton’s and with feverish burning eyes. The rest of his body
was not visible. As therr looks crossed he said, as if they had
been old acquaintances:

“Salve sclave!”

“My name s Janos Montz,” said Johann under the impres-
sion that the young man had mistaken him for someone called

* Hail, slave! (Translator’s Note.)
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Salve Sclave. The factory siren sounded. The machines started
up. Johann went to his post behind the handrail. For a little
while longer the dark-haired young man could still be seen
behind the window, smiling warmly at Johann. He had heard
what Johann had said, but none the less, before he disappeared,
he called out once more, looking straight at Johann:

“Salve sclave!”

Johann hfted the first few cases off the moving belt and
piled them on the empty trolley Iiad the cases not been so
heavy, a seven-year-old child could have done the work. He
knew that the cascs contained buttons He would have liked
to take a look at them But the cases were nailed down. And
even 1f they had been open, he would not have dared to Iift up
the hd and look mude “In January an Itahan was exccuted
Now a Czech 15 bemng tried ”

He thought of the Czech at that moment standing before
his judges, begging their forgiveness for having tned to fathom
the secrets of Schimdt und Sohn’s button factorv. Then he
thought of the Italan who had been beheaded He had met
many Italians, and they had all been hghthearted and gay And
so he imagined that the one who had been executed must like-
wise have been hghthearted and gay He imagined the severed
head, with a fine black mustache, still simling as it rolled down
at the feet of the executioncer.

He made a solemn vow that he would ncver, never look at
the buttons, even 1if a case should break apen by accident It
really wasn't worth nsking one’s head just to look at some but-
tons. He decided the buttons must be for mihitary umforms. As
he picked up the wooden case and put it down on the empty
trolley—he had not even noticed that the loaded one had gone
—he wondered again what kinds of buttons were inside. There
would be buttons for the navy, the infantry, and the air force.
Some gilt, some black, and some matching the color of the
uniforms. He liked to believe that the cases he was handhng
contained gilt buttons. They were the most beautiful of all,
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like gold coins. Sailors wore that kind on their uniforms. Per-
haps m his cases there were buttons for the navy.

The official’s words suddenly flashed across his mind: “We
can read your very thoughts. We photograph every idea in your
head.” He forced himself to stop thinking of the buttons in the
packing cases. It was a secret, and he had no wish to find out
secrets.

After a while, he caught himself wondering what the Ger-
mans could be domng with so many military buttons All the
soldiers and ofhicers he had ever scen already had buttons on
their tumcs and overcoats. The buttons that were being made
now must therefore be intended for new umiforms. He gazed
at the cases that were dnfting up to him one after another in a
regular stream and said- “They must contain milhons of but-
tons. Enough for the entire German army Perhaps there has
been an order that all the soldicrs are to be issued new uni-
forms, and that 15 why they are making so many buttons.”

It occurred to him that these new umforms mught perhaps
be meant for a victory parade at the end of the war, when the
men would march down the main street with flags flying and
bands playing “All the soldiers will wear shiming gilt buttons,
bright as the sun.” He smuled and pictured himself 1n the crowd,
taking part 1 the march past, proud of the fact that the buttons
that the soldiers and officers, why, even the generals, were wear-
ing on their tumcs had passed through his own hands. “Perhaps
the very buttons I am holding now,” he said to himself, “will be
sewn on a general's umiform. And all the general's overcoats
and umiforms will have buttons from this case A general might
need a whole caseful all to himself.”

Johann was so deeply lost in the train of his thoughts that
he forgot to hft up the case that stood before him. The con-
veyor first pushed against 1t and then brought it crashing to the
floor. He rushed to pick it up. By this time the next case had
appeared in its place and he was not there to receive it. Crash-
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ing against the cement, 1t made even more din than the first. He
tned to pick this one up too, having managed to wedge the first
one under his arm. But at this pomt a third case struck him in
the small of the back. He dropped the first two cases 1o a fit of
panic, a panic the hke of which he had never known before. A
fourth case came thundering down onto the cement. Then a
fitth. He went back to hus place on the platform. Abandoning
the cases that had come off the conveyor, he began to load the
trolley with the ones that were now coming up. He looked
beseechingly at the machine, at the moving belt, to persuade it
to stop till he had picked up the fallen cases. But one after an-
other the cases came on and on. He glanced anxiously about,
fearful lest he should be punished. But there was no one around
to take hum to task.

At mudday the machines came to a standstill. Till that
moment he had been quaking for fear of being caught. He
stepped off the platform, picked up the scattered cascs and put
them on the trolley He was thankful no one would ever find
out that hic had done wrong.

But the trolley, which had started automatically, had
stopped with the rest of the machinery and now stood motion-
less with 1ts load of five cases. He thought of pushing 1t for-
ward, but found he could not move it. It only worked auto-
matically. He then thought of taking the cases under his arms
and carrying them to the warehouse. But he saw he would not
be able to pass through the door m the wall that was made
specially to fit the trolley. So he stood there with a case under
each arm, not knowing what to do next. A voice rang out be-
hind him. He put the cases down on the truck and turned round
apprehensively.

Behiud the hitle window with the ron bars the head with
its emaciated face and black hair had reappeared. The young
man who had hailed him in the moming was again looking at
Johann wath a friendly gleam in his eyes. Again he said:
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“Salve sclave!”

Johann forgot his cases and his mormng’s blunders and re-
turned the smile.

“That 1s not my name, 1 am called Janos Montz. You must
be taking me for someone else.”

The young man’s hips parted n a grin, showing his white
tecth He laughed heartily Then he disappeared behind the
wimdow, calling out for the last ime

“Salve sclave!”

Johann went for his dinner, thinking that there must be a
really strking resemblance between him and this Salve Sclave,
seemng that the dark-haired young man insisted on calhng him
Sclave even after he had told him his name was Montz.

In time, Johann discovered that the young man from the
window called all foreign workers at the factory Salve Sclave.
He was French and called himself Sclave, too But Johann
found out that his real name was Joscph

Y

Jonann had been working m the button factory for five months,
and smce that first day he had not dropped a single packing
case. As cach one came up, he took it off and put it on the
trolley, without even looking. He no longer thought of the but-
tons mside the cases, or of the generals who would wear them,
or of the soldiers who would parade through the market square
in new umforms with ghittering buttons out of the cases he him-
self had camed

He no longer thought at all. He did not even daydream, not
even about the head of the smiling Itahan rolling at the feet of
the executioner Now and again he had felt cunous to know
what had happened to the Czech who was being tned the day
he himself had arnved at the factory, whether he had been
condemned or acquitted. But that was only at the beginning.
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Now he no longer cared. In the mornings when he checked in,
the Frenchman used to appear at the foundry window and
shout.

“Salve sclave!”

And Johann would answer “Salve sclave,” but without
thinking what he was saying. He smiled at the Frenchman with-
out even realizing 1t. Then he sat down on the platform and
warted for the cases of buttons. Once he had tned to simphfy
the work by picking up two cases at once and putting them on
the trolley together But the conveyor had not allowed 1t The
chain caught at a corner of one of the cases and the cogs
screeched as if they wanted to tear at him It had made his
flesh creep It was as if all his teeth had been torn out by the
roots After that he had never expenmented again The machme
did not want 1t, and he had to comply with the wishes of the
machine. Now, even if he could have taken five cases at once,
he would still only have taken one He had been caught up mn
the rhythm and could no longer get away from 1t The work
was neither hard nor easy. Formerly, when he had been work-
ing hard, he sweated and got exhausted and swore soundly Now
he nerither sweated nor swore. He had the feehng neither of
working nor of not working. In the old days whilst he was at
work, he used to thunk of all sorts of things, and the time passed
more quickly But now he no longer thought of anything Lift-
g cases from the belt and putting them down on the trolley
left hum plenty of time to 1magine a thousand and one things—
but his mind remained as empty as a shell, and notlung came
into it. Not a thought, not a dream He was no longer even
conscious of the work he was doing. He was aware that his
brain, as well as his arms, hfted the cases, because otherwise
his heart and his bramn would have been elsewhere. But there
they were, with the cases and with the machinery. He could
feel hus whole being shnveling up, ike a plant depnived of water.
At night when he climbed into bed he seemed to be merely
bending down to hft another packing case; in the morning
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when he got up it was as if he had just put the case on the
trolley and had his hands free for a moment. Even his sleep was
now devoid of dreams. He himself had taken on the color of
machines instead of that of the earth. Lately he had even for-
gotten that the cases he was handhing contained buttons, and
on the rare occasions when he did remember, he smiled. And
his smile was dry, hike the earth after a drought.

The doctors declared that he was sick and interned him in
the camp 1nfirmary.

\i a1 14

Jomann was now in the wooden hut that served as the in-
firmary. There was barbed wire over the windows. He had been
there for four weeks His lungs were affected. His whole body
burned like a flame consuming him with its fire. The only
thought that ever came mto his nund was the button factory,
and he longed to be back mn it. He lay with his eyes shut. One
day there was a sudden commotion. Perhaps 1t was the doctors
making their rounds. Suddenly his nostrils detected a fragrance
that he had not breathed for a long time but that was vaguely
famliar to him, the smell of freshly scrubbed skin. He smiled
and opened his eyes. A woman in military uniform was stand-
ng beside his bed. She was young and fair-haired, and her body
smelled fresh and clean. She was looking down at hum severely,
but he went on smiling. Two police guards and the infirmary
doctors were standing next to her. While she was looking at
him, one of the doctors asked:

“Is that he?”

The woman was reading Johann’s medical sheet and look-
ing at him with suspicion. Everybody in Germany looked at
him in this way.

“Hunganan?” she asked. “They and the Italians are the
most dangerous.” Her fingers sexzed a comer of the blanket in

[168]



BOOK THREE

which Johann was wrapped and uncovered his chest. Then she
said:

“It’s not that one—the one we want had hair on his chest.”

On her way out she stopped at every bed, scrutinizing the
faces of the men and sometimes uncovenng a chest. She did
not find the man she was looking for. The guards followed her
out.

The smell—which was not made up only of water, soap, and
scent—persisted in the room even when she had gone. Johann
remembered that the smell of Susanna’s skin, and Julisca’s, had
been the same.

One of the doctors was Dutch. He said:

“Last might somebody here in camp made love to a German
girl. That woman caught them at 1t. They arrested the girl, but
he got away. He was a dark fellow and had hair on his chest
The girl wouldn't give lus name, but they'll ind him all the
same He'll get five years for 1t, poor devil.”

He was now looking out of the window.

“They've got hun,” he said.

Johann sat up and saw a Serbian being led under the win-
dow with his hands tied behind his back and a gnard on either
side. He was a handsome man with black hair. Johann knew
hin. He worked at the rope factory and was a cheerful lad. The
young woman in the umform was walking behimd him.

“I told you I'd get him 1n the end,” she was saying.

CRCR

THE only time Johann was not fnghtened was when he was with
Joseph. Ever since he had been in the hospital he had lived in
constant terror. At the factory, he had been haunted by the fear
of dropping the packing cases, or of not getting them off the
belt in time. He was afraid of looking at a German woman. He
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was afraid of accidentally discovering some secret about the
buttons. He was afraid of everything German—of the Germans
themselves, of German soil, German words, and even of the
air he breathed because that, too, was German. In Romania he
had been imprisoned, unjustly treatcd, starved, and beaten. But
he had not been afraid Nor had he becn afraid of the Hun-
garians, though they had torn his flesh to shreds. They had
been human beings. Even Jurgu Jordan was a human being, and
Johann had not been afraid of him.

He had never been afraid of people, because he knew they
could all be both good and bad. Some were in the main good,
others in the mam bad—but all men had a httle of each m
them.

In Romana the adjutant had offered him a cigarette after
knocking out two of his front teeth at onc blow. In Hungary
the guards had given him a dnnk of water and some tobacco
after burning his feet with red-hot irons.

In Germany he had never been beaten Everv day hc re-
ceived half a pound of bread, hot coffce, and soup The work,
too, was easier here than 1t had been on the canal in Romama
or the fortifications in Hungary But he could not go on living
here He was absolutely certain that the Germans would cut
off his head, though he realized that it was foolish of him to be-
heve such a thing. He felt he would be handcuffed and taken
to prison even if he did nothing wrong, even if he never dis-
covered the secrets of the button factory. Over here people were
as evil as their machines. Perhaps the machines were not really
evil—and the German people no more cvil than machines. But
all the same he could not hve with machines, 1t made him
shrivel up. And he was afraid of them. All machines and all
people who were Iike them made him terribly afraid. Between
them and the machines he felt lonely He felt so lonely it made
him want to scream. That was why he was so fond of the
Frenchman. Joseph now came up to him.

“Salve sclave,” he said.
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“Salve sclave.” Johann answered, smiling. Joseph liked his
greeting to be answered 1n this way.

“We are all slaves,” he would say. “It is as well to remind
cach other of 1t a thousand times a day, lest we forget. If ever
we should forget that we are slaves, then everything 1s lost.
Everything. Our consciousness must be kept awake.”

It was Sunday afternoon. Johann and Joseph were lying on
the grass m the shadow of a hut. Joscph was telling Johann
about the woman he loved. Johann knew that her name was
Beatmnce, that she lived in Pans, had big black eyes, and wept
every mght because Joseph was a prisoner. He had been told so
much about her that he was sure he could have picked her out
in the street from among a thousand other women. At times 1t
seemed to him that he hcard her voice Her speech was hke
music. He was conscious of her as a presence between Joseph
and him. And when he was with Joseph he always felt there
were three of them. It cven surpnised him that Beatrice cid not
join in the conversations

- -

“arL pnsoncrs return to their huts!” ordered the camp com-
mandant through the loudspeaker

“Another search,” said Johann, nsing Joseph followed him,
sayng.

“What are they after now?” He was annoyed at the idea of
having to spend Sunday aftcrnoon cooped up indoors. The
workers left the square by small groups. Outside, the sun was
shinmng and it was warm Johann and Joseph went to a window
and peered out through the barbed wire.

“So it 1s true,” said Johann Three large military trucks had
driven nto the square and had drawn up under their window.
Of late, it had been rumored that they were to have women at
the camp. It had happened in other camps, but the prnisoners
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did not believe it. Now the women had come, women for them.
Inside the three large trucks there were blondes, brunettes, and
redheads—for them.

“So 1t was true what they said,” said Johann. He still dared
not beheve 1t, though he could see them with his own eyes. But
the women were there. He looked at them. They were heavily
made up with lipstick and powder and wore fimsy frocks. ‘They
glanced up at the windows crowded with prisoners, and giggled.
Soon they were busthing out of the trucks. As they jumped
down and the wind hfted their skirts. Johann could catch sight
of their petticoats and their colored drawers, which were as thin
as cigarette paper, and see nght up therr thighs. Behind him
Johann heard the men laughing, and 1t startled him. He could
not bnng himself to laugh.

“No woman is to leave the trucks,” came the command over
the loudspeaker “No orders to disnount have been given.” The
voice was harsh and authoritative No one could sec the com-
mandant He spoke from his ofhce 'The women turned back
and chimbed nto the trucks as quickly as they had tumbled out,
piling 1 one after another They were afraid becausc they had
left the trucks without waiting for orders. As they chmbed back
m, the prisoners once again had a ghmpse of their knees, petti-
coats, and colored drawers The girls were still laughing, but this
time 1t was fnghtened laughter.

“Ten women to each but,” said the commandant. “They
will stay t1ll nine p.M. Hut leaders have received special instruc-
tions for proceeding according to program and are held responsi-
ble for the maintenance of order and discipline.”

The loudspeaker was silent. The women sat quietly in the
trucks, waiting for further orders.

“Merdel” said Joseph, grinding his teeth. Johann, thinking
the Frenchman was speaking to him, turned toward lnm. But
Joseph was fuming with rage and was looking the other way.

“The women will dismount in orderly groups,” said the
voice through the loudspeaker. That was what they had been
waiting for. They jumped down from the trucks and split up
r1721
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into five groups. Then five men—the five hut leaders—went
across and signaled to them to follow. The women were still
laughing as they walked toward the huts.

Johann could not conceive how they were going to “proceed
according to program.” He knew the women had been sent
to make love with the pnsoners. The Germans maintained that
the level of production was increased when the prisoners made
love. And the Germans wanted efficiency The reason why they
had sent the women along was so that the men should work
more efhiciently 1n the button factory, the rope factory, and in
the foundry on the outskirts of the town.

He did not see why this should be so. Nor did he see how
all the men would be able to make love with the few women
assigned to each hut The dornntones were large and held many
beds. There were many men and few women. Not every prisoner
would get a woman to take to bed with mm “Perhaps these
women will go from bed to bed " But then he supposed they
would be ashamed to be passed from once man to another He
had never thought of women in connection with his hut and its
barbed wire And yet there they were on the threshold, and the
hut leader was telling them something, probably giving them
final instructions. Thev were laughing very nosily

“Shall we go back outside?” asked Joseph. “We can go
where we were sitting before.”

Johann followed him. Other men were leaving the huts, too.
At the door they brushed past the women, who smelled of
powder and scent. They ogled Joseph and Johann as they
walked out and tittered. They were laughing at them for going
outside. Johann felt 2 woman’s hand pass over his cheek as he
went through the door. He lowered his eyes. The hand was
clammy and scented.

“Salvete sclavi!” said Joseph as he passed them. Their only
response was a burst of laughter. But Joseph was not laughing.
His face was somber.

Back in the open Joseph stretched out on his back on the
grass and stared at the sky He did not utter a word. Johann sat
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down beside him, thinking of the women. Joseph was also pre-
occupied with the women, but Johann could not guess what his
thoughts were.

“Go 1 if you want to,” said Joseph.

“I don’'t want to,” he answered.

They were both silent. For the first time the Frenchman sat
without mentioning Beatrice.

“Those are all Pohsh girls from concentration camps,” said
Joseph. “If they take on this job for six months, they are after-
ward set free But in six months they are utterly ruined. They
leave the camps only to go straight mto a hospital, an asylum,
or a morguc

“I thought they were women from the streets,” said Johann.
He now pitied them. “I didn’t know they werc prisoners lhike
us.”

“They are not proshiutes, Jean” (hc always called Johann
Jean). “These women are slaves making a desperate bid for their
freedom. They are slaves trymg mn sheer despair to break ther
fetters, with nothing but thewr bodies to help them do it Heroic
—but unfortunately useless They only tear their own flesh. The
chains of bondage are stronger than human flesh and blood.”

At mine o'clock mn the evening the women left the camp.
Now as they chmbed into the trucks there was no more laughter.
They were smokmg Joseph shouted to them heartily as they
were leaving:

“Salvcte sclavi!”

That night the Frenchman escaped from the camp.

39

“rHE officers require an interpreter for Balkan languages,” said
the factory official, taking Johann to the office. “And mind how
you behave, they are officers of the General Staff.”
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Johann waited outside the door for over an hour. Then he
was shown in. The air was thick with smoke, and there was a
strong smell of wine. There were glasses and empty bottles on
the table.

No one turned round when he came . He stood by the
door, the fumes choking him. He longed to go back to his
packing cases. There at least it was quiet, and there was no
cigarette smoke to stifle him He stared in fascination at the red
stnpes on the ofhcers” trousers They werc all young. He counted
them there were seven. One of them came up to him and put
his hand on the top of Johann’s head He twirled it round to
one side as if he were playing with a ball, surveying first his right
profile, then his left.

“Turn round,” the ofhcer said He proceceded to examine
Johann's head from the back. After that he fcit lus shoulder,
ptobed under lis chin, told hun to open his mouth, and ex-
amined his teeth Then he ordered

“Undress ”

Johann took off his overalls and put them down on the
floor by the wall. The ofhcer did not take his eyes off im. While
Johann was undressing, he followed every one of his move-
ments. The rest, meanwhile, carned on with their conversation,
taking no notice of him

“Gentlemen,” said the officer who had ordered him to un-
dress and who was a coloncl mn the S S., “gentlemen, I should
like to give you a demonstration ™

They all stopped talking and gathered round Johann, who
stood naked and confused i their midst. Ile had been sum-
moned as an interpreter, but now the Colonel was talking about
using him for a demonstration. Johann had a momentary pic-
ture of conjuring tricks as he had seen them at the circus. A
man from the audience would be called up on the stage, and
the conjuror would whip hve cats, rabbits, and fowl out of his
pockets. Johann knew what those demonstrations were like. And
he knew of no other kind. And now the Colonel was proposing
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to demonstrate with him. Perhaps it would be like what he had
seen at the circus when he had been in the army. He smiled
eagerly. He was not afraid of demonstrations. The men whom
the conjuror called onto the platform had never come to any
harm, They merely stood and gaped. And probably he, too,
would just stand and gape while the Colonel pulled rabbits,
cats, or fowl from behind his head or lus wrists. He went on
smiling amuably at the Colonel. He had always liked conjurors.
“l could never do tnicks and demonstrations, however hard 1
tried,” he would say. He admired the Colonel for his cleverness,
but suddenly he remembered his mother’s words. She used to
say conjurors were the devil’s apprentices. He stopped smiling,
feeling a hittle uneasy. He had always been afraid of the devil.

“Gentlemen,” said the Colonel, “I set eyes on this individual
for the first time in my Iife ten mnutes ago, when he walked
mto this room. I don’t even know why he 15 here.”

“He 1s the interpreter for Balkan languages, sir,” said the
official.

“I had forgotten I had asked for one,” said the Colonel. “I
was struck by this man’s face the moment he appeared in the
doorway.”

The Colonel put his hand on Johann’s head; Johann smiled;
he could hardly wait for the Colonel to whisk out a rabbit from
behind his head. The Colonel kept a straight face. But Johann
knew from the circus that all conjurors kept straight faces, even
when the audience was shaking with laughter. He expected to
hear laughter now and was ready to jomn 1n. He had not Jaughed
for a long time.

“Although I set eyes on him only ten minutes ago, at the
same hime as all of you, gentlemen, and although I have not
exchanged one word with him, I am now prepared to give you
in considerable detail, basing my conclusions entirely upon
scientific observation, the biography of this man and the history
of his entire family for the last three hundred years.”

Johann remembered having seen this kind of turn at the
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circus, too, The conjuror would pick out a man in the crowd
and guess his name, his age, whether he was married or single,
and a good many other things. People would be amazed at the
conjuror’s powers. But Johann did not care for such turns. He
only really enjoyed those where rabbits and cats kept popping
out of one’s pocket, and was disappornted that the officer could
not do proper conjunng tncks. He would have hked to watch
exactly how the conjuror did manage to pull a cat out of his
pocket. He had tnied to find out at the circus, but there had
been a crowd round the conjuror and he had always somehow
picked on someone elsc.

“The science of race has progressed so rapidly under the
National Sociahst regime,” said the Colonel, whose name was
Muller, “that we are now hundreds of years ahead of other
countnes. Merely by looking at this individual naked, I am able
to tell you where his ancestors came from, what marnages they
contracted, what were his family's habits and occupation, and
so on. You will be able to venfy my deductions on the spot by
addressing yoursclf dircctly to the mdividual.”

“Incredible!” said the officers. They came even closer to
Johann.

“The shape of the skull, the formation of the frontal, nasal,
and facial bones, the structure of the skeleton, particularly the
chest, and the posttion of the clavicle prove conclusively that
this individual belongs to a Germanic group which, though
numerically reduced, still exists at the present day in the Rhine
Valley, Luxembourg, Transylvama, and Austna. There are
also some eighteen families m China and the United States,
but these have not yet been incorporated into the statistics be-
cause their existence was discovered only a few months before
the outbreak of war. In the statistics we are to publish in a
special number we shall fumnish detailed and for the first time
complete data about this Germanic group, which bears the
name of ‘the Heroic Family.” This family has eight hundred
members at the most. Their descendants emigrated by series
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from southwest Germany between A.p. 1500 and 1600. They are
Germans of the original stock who have succeeded in preserving
the punty of their blood in spite of the monstrous pressure ex-
erted on them in the course of history. The race, gentlemen, has
its own mstinct of preservation, which 1s far stronger than that
of the individual. The Heroic Famuly, of which this young man
standing before you is a member, has provided ample proof of
the tenacity of this racial instinct. What force was 1t that caused
the ancestors of this young man, over a period of three to four
hundred vyears, to go persistently out of their way to marry only
women of their own race, when they were probably surrounded
by others far more attractive? It was the racial instinct of self-
preservation, the call of the blood, that safeguarded the mem-
bers of this family from the mortal sin of racial intermarriage.
Throughout the history of this familv there has not been a
single mstance of it. That, and that alone, explains how it came
about that the young man we have here 1s an exact repraduction
of s forefathers Observe his hair—strong, but silky—it 1s the
hair of the Heroic Famuly, such as 1t was four centunies ago and
such as we found 1t preserved m relics that have come down to
us. To the expert eve, its identity 1s unmistakable It is a shade
silkier than the hair of the chief Germanic groups, but the stock
1s visibly the same This young man’s nose, forehead, eyes, and
chin are 1dentical with those on the centunies-old engravings
in our museums In all the mntervening years, no change has
taken place.”

The officers fingered Johann’s head and felt his hair, looking
at him with admiration. He felt all eves riveted on him It had
never happened to him before. He was now a hero. But he was
afraid of disappomting the officers. He longed to have done
something to deserve their praises—praises such as were lavished
only on those who received the Iron Cross with Diamonds and
Oak Leaves.

Colonel Miiller’s fingers agamn strayed over Johann's shoul-
ders with admiration and reverence, as though he were touching
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the relics of Saint Parasceve the Miracle Worker in her shrine at
the Church of the Three Hierarchs. Johann hung his head, filled
with shame that he had not been fighting 1n the front Iines and
distinguished himself 1n battle.

“This group which has been entitled the Heroic Famuly,”
added the Colonel, “offers the most stniking example of racial
heroism Today has been a red-letter day for me because 1 have
had the good fortune to come across this spectmen 1 should like
to mention incidentally that one of my forefathers marned a
girl of the Heroic Family. Unfortunately, as he was killed on the
field of honor three months after the marniage, there were no
heirs. But that 1s beside the pomnt A photograph of this young
man, together with all appropniate anthropometnic and histon-
cal data will, I hope, appear in the treatise 1 am now working on
and to which, under the supervision of the Reichsfuhrer, Dr.
Rosenberg, I have been devoting my attention for the last ten
years. It will be the crowning achuevement of my work ”

“Congratulations,” said the officers, clicking to attention.
The Colonel flushed with emotion. He hfted his night arm 1n
salute and then shook hands with them each in turn Johann
stood by motionless, watching them.

“Are you from the Rhineland, Luxembourg, or Transyl-
vama?” asked the Colonel

“Transvlvama,” answered Johann.

The officers uttered cnies of admration the Colonel was
radiantly happy.

“I will now give you more prease mformation as to his
domicile,” said the Colonel, and turning to Johann “Were vou
born m Timigoara, Bragov, or the Szeklers country?”

“In the Szeklers country,” he answered

“Wonderful,” said the Colonel, rubbing his hands joyfully.
“I knew I could not have been mustaken The moment he
opened the door I had the impression of seeing a figure stepping
out of the portrait gallery of the Heroic Famuly I know those
famuly portraits so well. You will be able to admure them for
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yourselves in my work. I shall publish them in enlarged colored
plates. I repeat, gentlemen, this young man is a perfect specimen
of the Heroic Family. He confirms my whole theory.”

The Colonel asked the official to bring Johann’s papers.

“The wretches,” he cnied out 1n a fury, reading them. “No
member of the Heroic Family has ever been called Janos. The
name 1s a sacnlege.”

The Colonel turned toward Johann, frowning angnly.

“Dhd your father give you the name of Janos?” he asked.

“No sir. My name 15 not Janos,” said Johann He was about
to say that his name was Jon.

“Of course not—it 1s unthinkable for a member of the
Heroic Famuly to have baptized his children with names other
than those in the German calendar. It has never been known to
happen 1n all those four centuries It would have been out of
the question.”

The Colonel beamed at Johann with satisfaction because he
was not called Janos.

“Who gave you this name of Janos?” asked the Colonel.

“1 don't know.” he answered. “They filled 1t 1n on my papers
when I got to Germany two years ago ”

“His name 1s not Janos,” said the Colonel. “This 1s the sort
of infamy to which the Heroic Family has been exposed time
and time again. Their names were distorted by the people
among whom they lived, but in spite of that their blood was
never adulterated. It has remained as pure as crystal.”

The Colonel tumed to the factory ofhcial.

“With effect from today this young man 1s to be placed at
the disposal of the National Institute for Racial Studies. We
need him as a specimen.”

“Is he to stop working at the factory?” asked the official.

“Yes,” said the Colonel curtly. “I will send special instruc-
tions later on.” Looking at Johann, he thought: “The progress
of science has been tremendous, but we are still far from perfec-
tion. This specimen of the elite among an extremely interesting
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racial group should be preserved in an Anthropological Garden,
specially set aside for rare and valuable types of the human race.
But unfortunately such gardens have not yet been estabhished.
In Europe there are parks for the breeding, selection, and pres-
ervation of different species of ammals, but so far prejudice has
prevented us from estabhshing Anthropological Parks That 1s a
disaster for science In this field the Amencans hold the initia-
tive: they have special reservations for the Indian races. But
eventually we shall build them in Europe, too. First we must
have victory. In a future lecture, I will propose the establish-
ment of the first Anthropological Park, where rare specimens
will be made available for scientific study This member of the
Heroic Family will be one of the first human specimens to
adorn our park, and I shall donate hum ”

He looked at Johann and smiled. He visualized him 1n the
Anthropological Park, in the Pavilion of the Germanic Race, hiv-
ing there with his wife and children

“The day will come,” he said. “For the time being we must
find this young man an occupation worthy of his ongin He
would be happiest as a soldier. I know the Heroic Family [Its
male members are the fiercest warniors of the Germanic race. Let
us give him the chance of becoming a soldier ”

The other ofhicers agam congratulated the Colonel. They ap-
proved of his suggestion. Once more he flushed with pleasure.
He asked lus ADC for his brief case and wrote out. on a sheet
of paper with the letterhcad of the General Staff, a recom-
mendation for Johann Motz to be enrolled in the SS Then
he handed 1t to the factory official.

“See that all the necessary formalities are completed without
delay,” he ordered.

The Colonel turned toward Johann and smled. “Withm a
month [ want to receive a photograph of you in umiform It will
be invaluable to me for my study of the Heroic Famuly. to which
you belong. I'll send a copy to Dr. Goebbels. You'll be able to
see your picture in the papers and illustrated magazines.”
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“rais man is unfit for military service,” said the captain, who
was medical officer to the recruiting board, when he had ex-
anmuned Johann. “He has several spots on his nght lung. A
soldier needs sound lungs.”

Three weeks had elapsed since the encounter with Colonel
Maller. Johann had been told that soldiers recewved a ration of
almost half a loaf of brecad a day, that they were 1ssued warm
clothes and boots that did not get wet. and that they got extra
food and cigarcttes He knew he would be better off as a soldier
than as a pnisoner But in spitc of that he was glad that they
were rejecting him

“This fellow has been specially recommended by Colonel
Muller of the General Staff and of the National Institute for
Racial Studics,” said another medical ofhcer, looking through
his file. *“We cannot turn hum down ”

The three medical officers considered Johann

“Can you do clencal work®” asked the captam “What was
your civihan occupation?”

“Agrnicultural laborer,” he answered.

The doctors held a whispered consultation and then told
him to wait outside When they called him mn again they -
formed him that he had been accepted and gave him a wrtten
order to report to his umt.

“You are to jom the Auxihianes,” said the captain. “In view
of the fact that you are unsuited to clerical work, you are being
posted to a company of military police.”

R

tHE commandant of the disciplinary camp blew his whistle to
assemble the prisoners for their meal. Private Moritz jumped at
the signal. He had completely forgotten that he was in the
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watchtower and had automatically started a frantic hunt for his
mess tin. He reddened with annoyance.

“Fool that I am,” he muttered to himself, clutching his nifle.
“Here I go again forgetting I am a sentry and not a prisoner ”

In the three days since he had been made a sentry, the same
thing had happened to him every time the whistle had sounded.
He could not get 1t into his head that he was a soldier At the
sight of the barbed wire and the file of pnsoners, he forgot all
about his present status and felt a prisoner again. After he had
spent so many years in concentration camps the idea that he
was a prisoner for hfe had worked itself into his blood. He could
not think of himself in any other way. Whenever his successor
came to relieve im he started to tremble, thinking a guard
had come to amest him Now as he watched the pnsoners
queueing up for their soup he again forgot that he was 1n the
tower and began to wonder why his turn was so long 1n coming.
For an instant he was back again in the queue.

Ever since the first day he had been on the lookout for old
fnends among the prisoners. He was genuinely surprised not to
have found any. He had passed through so many camps in Ger-
many that he felt he was bound to come across at least some
old acquaintances in this Straflager. He would have enjoyed
meeting an old acquamntance He was not allowed to speak to
the prisoners, but he would have hked to catch a ghmpse of a
fniendly face, even if only from a distance

Suddenly he again forgot that he was a soldier on guard and
started shouting:

“Joseph, Joseph.”

The pnisoners who were assembled in the yard looked up at
him. Joseph looked, too, but then went back to hus food. The
Frenchman had not recogmized him. Johann called again, and
this ime Joseph stiffened and stared, mess tin 1n hand. Then he
turned away.

“Don’t you recognize me?” cned Johann. “I am Momntz
Janos.”
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“Salve sclave,” said Joseph with a broad grin. He had
recogmzed him at last. He put his mess tin down and came
closer to the fence.

“How on earth did you get there, Jean?” asked Joseph.
Johann told him briefly how he had become a soldier. Joseph
had learned more German since they had last met, but there
was a strong wind blowing and a good distance between them,
so that they found 1t difficult to understand each other.

“And how did you get here?”” asked Johann.

“They caught me five days after my escape,” he answered.
“Could you let Beatrice know? We are not allowed to write
from here, and it’s four months since I had news from her.”

Johann asked for her address. Joseph wrote it on a piece of
paper. While he was writing, Johann took out the packet of
cigarettes he had been issued by the company that very morn-
ing and threw 1t over the barbed wire into the yard, where it
landed at Joseph’s feet.

*“Tomorrow I'll bring some more cigarettes and some bread,”
he said. “And tonight I'll send off the letter; I shan’t forget.”

Joseph stooped to pick up the packet of cigarettes, twisted
the ship of paper with the address round a pebble, and threw it
back at Johann. It fell into the middle of the barbed-wire en-
tanglement. Joseph was going to write the address again.

“Leave 1t, I'll get 1t back,” said Johann. “They won’t shoot
at me if I go near the fence.” But just as he was going down the
steps from the watchtower, he caught sight in the distance of
the corporal who was coming to relieve him. So he rushed back
up the steps, shouting to Joseph.

“I can’t fetch the address now, the corporal is coming. I'll
be back on duty tomorrow at nine. Fll see you then. I'll get
that address out. Good-by for now!”

“Salve sclave,” answered Joseph. He walked away, lighting
a cigarette. He was weaning the same gray suit as before, the
worse for four months’' wear, and he was much thinner. The
food in camp was very bad.
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While he was being relieved, Johann watched Joseph out of
the corner of his eye and thought-
I'll bring him a whole loaf tomorrow

o u

THAT might Johann had an attack of fever The following day
he was taken 1n an ambulance to the hospital. He knew Joseph
would be expecting lum at the fence to receive the bread and
cigarettes. It worried him to think that the Frenchman would
stand there in vain. “Poor Joseph,” he said to himself “He must
have been looking forward to my bringing him that bread in
the morning.”

But he consoled himself with the thought that he would
soon be well again and that then, every day, he would be able
to bring Joseph bread, cigarettes, and letters from Beatnice.

Johann, howevcr, had caught double pneumonia He re-
mained m the mihtary hospital for two months On February 1
the medical officer said to him

“At the end of this weck you will be able to leave the hos-
pital. You will be granted thirty days’ sick leave ”

It occurred to Johann that if he went on leave he would not
be able to go and see Joseph, and Joseph was still waiting for
him to come and fetch Beatnce’s address and wiste to her He
was also waiting for the pronnsed food and cigarettes. Johann
decided to give up his sick leave and to return to his company.

“You must get back your strength, my bov,” said the MO.
“You need good food and a rest Otherwise you're done for.
Where arc you going to spend your leave?”

Johann no longer had the courage to say he was not gowng on
leave But he blushed

“I understand,” said the MO. “You have nowhere to go 1
could, of course, send you to a convalescent home, but I don’t
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think that 1s the nght place for you. What you need is a warm,
family atmosphere.”

Johann was touched. The doctor had guessed his thoughts.
He did not want good food, or convalescent homes, or moncy.
All he longed for was a place where he could feel at home.

“What you need 15 a woman to lonk after you and help you
regamn your selfconfidence,” said the MO. “Whthout that you
will never recover properly. Only a woman can do it Naturally,
there are plenty of women 1n the convalescent homes, but they
are there exclusively for the sexual satisfaction of the patients
For someone 1n your physical and psychological state, they are
totally unsuitable. What you need, my boy, is tenderness, not
stimulation ”

The MO took a good look round. He had absolute con-
fidence in his diagnosis and knew cxactly what the patient
needed. His professional conscience told him to prescnbe the
tenderness, famihar intimacy, confidence, and devohion of a
woman But he was unable to offer lns patient any of these
medicines. And yet the patient could not recover without them.

His eyes came to rest on the nurse standing beside him with
the medical charts.

“Nurse Hilda,” he said. “You hve in the town with your
mother, I believe?”

“Yes, sir, a few yards from the hospital,” she answered.

She was looking straight into his cyes with the confidence
and disciphne of a soldier awaiting his officer’s word of com-
mand.

The MO smiled. He had found just the very thing.

“I am placing Johann Montz in your charge; you will treat
him as your husband. In a month’s time, when he has recovered
his health, bring him back here. I want to have another look at
him before I scnd him back to his umt. He needs a woman to be
his sweetheart, hus sister, and his mother ”’

“I understand, sir.” She was a squat girl, with chubby cheeks
and a high color. She was twenty years old. The doctor ex-
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amined her appearance and was satisfied. She seemed to have
all the desirable quahties Looking at her hair, he thought, It’s
lucky she is fair. I should not have prescribed a brunette m this
case. Blondes are soothing by therr very presence.

“For this purpose you will be granted fowteen days’ leave,”
he said to her “You will devote your entire time to him. You
can have your dinner at the hospital, but you must do some
cooking at home as well e nceds dishes prepared with love
and care, not merelv what 15 dished up out of a tub”

“I quite understand, sir,” said Hilda, proud of the mussion
entrusted to her She kncw that her fellow nurses would all be
jealous.

“Have you a room to yourself?”

“Of course,” she answercd, blushing

“I think you will like the boy,” he said, and before she could
answer, he went on, “Have his discharge made out, also leave
passes for both of you, and fill m a thurty days’ ration voucher
for two people with Category A suppleinents.”

“Jawohi,” saxd Hilda, holding the door open for him. The
doctor turned round in the doorway, locked at Montz, and said
hurnedly.

“Good-by, my boy, and mind you get well quickly!”

Yoy

Jomann glanced out into the hospital yard. It was snowing. On
the far side he could distingmish the barbed-wire entanglements.
For a long time he gazed out of the window Suddenly two cold
hands came from behind and covered his eyes. He turned round
—it was Hilda. He had forgotten all about her and what the
MO had said.

“Put on your uniform and come down to the pay clerk to
collect your pay,” she said. “I've got your leave pass and dis-
charge. My leave pass has been signed, too.”
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She spoke quickly. She helped him into his umform, slipping
her hand under his pullover to smooth 1t out. Her hand next to
his skin on his bare chest gave him a famihar sensation, some-
thing he had known before, a long time ago. She dressed him
as 1if, for many, many years, he had been her husband or her
child Iitherto she had always been cold and distant with him,
gomng away as soon as she had brought his medicine and taken
his temperature Now, all of a sudden, she had become famihar
and mtimate, more wmtimate than either Susanna or Julisca.
He felt that she had fallen i love with hum, quite suddenly
Doctor’s orders She loved him Thereby fulfiling the promuse
made to the MO. The hand that had touched his skin in ar-
ranging the pullover and that had buttoned up his tunic was
the hand of a woman m love, of a mustress, of a sister, exactly
as the doctor had ordered

“The MO has authonzed us to take a bed from the hos-
pital,” she smd “A big white one from the surgical ward, with
two woolen blankets Mine is too small for two people ”

She thought of the bed.

“The MO says I mustn’t excite you too much,” she said.
“Naturally. You’ve been dangerously 1fl But after a week’s diet
of good food and rest things will be quite different.”

“What'll be different®” he asked.

She cut herself short and kissed him on the hps

“You'll see.”

He collected his pay, but he was not happy, because he was
carrying out an order. It was not an order to work on fortifica-
tions, or 1n a button factory, or to go on guard at the camp. He
had been ordered to go with Hilda and make love to her, for
one month, in order to recover psychologically and physically. It
wasn’t a bad order, but 1t was an order all the same. And no
order could ever make him happy
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vee

“po You know, if we got marned, I should get an extra tourteen
days’ leave,” said Hilda, after Johann had hved with her for a
week. Johann looked at her tenderly for a long time

“You told me yesterday you wanted to marry me, didn’t
you?”

“That’s true,” he confirmed He remembered that the night
before he and Hilda and her mother had drunk five bottles of
wine among themselves

“Why not?” she went on. “If we hurry, I can get my leave
extended And so can you Then we'll be given a flat, furmiture,
and a grant of two thousand marks You won’t have to sleep 1n
barracks except when vou’re on duty I talked it over with
Mother, and 1 think the best thing would be to get marned
nght away ”

Johann said nothing She thought 1t was because he did not
want to waste his leave on formalities

“You won’t have to do a thing about it,” she said. “You can
stay at home and rest as von've been doing, and T'll deal with
everything there is to be done at the Standesamt, Wohnungs-
amt, Emahrungsamt, Arbeitsamt, and the Polizeiamt,* and all
the other authonties I know you don’t want to waste your leave
trekking about from one place to another ”

Jobhann agreed. Hilda’s arguments were logical Getting
marned could bring them nothing but advantages.

And so they were marned They were allotted a three room
apartment with bathroom and kitchen. They reccived two
thousand marks, and m addition conpons for sheets, clothes,
furniture, crockery, firewood, coal, wine, and meat for the
wedding, a radio, and all sorts of other things besides.

“We should have been fools not to get marned when there

* Registry Office, Lodgings Bureau, Food Office, Labor Exchange, Po-
lice Station
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are so many advantages attached to 1t,” she said, helping Johann
to get ready to go on duty. “Aren’t you better off sleeping at
home than m the barracks?”

“Of course,” he answered

“And w1sn’t the food I cook for you in the evening better
than what you get 1n the mess?”

She was dehighted

“In two months’ time, probably, when I declare my preg-
nancy, I'll get more leave, and then you’ll be able to cat at home
for lunch as well as for dinner,” she sard “We'll get even more
food. Expectant mothers are entitled to thrce ration cards.
I'll feed you really well 1 should love to see you grow fatter.”

He smiled and said

“You're a good girl, Ihlda.”

LR

THE gendarmery at Fantana recerved a arcular in duphcate
to be posted on the door. Sergeant Nicolac Dobrescu read it:
“WaNTED THE JFw MoRrrrz, Jon, ahas Johann, ahas Jacob, ahas
Jankl, 15 wanted by the policc All posts have been warned
Montz escaped from a labor camp Any person found harboring
him, or possessing knowledge of his whereabouts without dis-
closing them to the authonties 1s hable to impnsonment ” In
the nght-hand corner of the notice there was a photograph of
Johann taken full face and profile The Sergeant looked at it
and said “And so the fellow really was a Jew, after all,” and sent
for a gendarme

“Take your nfle and go and fetch me the Jew’s mother and
father at once,” he ordered “Stick the notice up on the door.
Do it properly so that the wind won’t blow 1t down ”

It was snowing in Fantana. The Sergeant glanced out into
the street. Father Koruga was just passing by. He had developed
a shght stoop and was carrying a brief case under one arm.

A httle while later the gendarme came back.
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“I have only brought the woman,” he reported. “The old
man 1s 1ll.”

This annoyed the Sergeant. He had intended to interrogate
them together.

“If you give the order, sir, I'll carry lum here,” said the
gendarme. “Ie can’t stand on his own feet. I pulled the bed-
clothes back and took a look at him. His whole body was swollen
hke a gumboil 7

The Sergeant thought 1t over and gave up the 1dea of in-
terrogating the old man. He told the gendarme to call in the
woman, who was waiting outside.

Arishitza swept into the room, blazing with anger.

“How dare you scnd a gendarme after me with a gun?” she
asked “As though you hadn’t cnough tlheves and cniminals
already to round up and fetch here with your bayonets instead
of having to come mterfering with honest folk. Or do you
suppose I'm a cnminal?”

She was scething with rage When the gendarme had come
to fetch her she had made up her mind to go and scratch the
Sergeant’s eyes out.

“You're not a crimmal,” he said, “‘but all the police mn the
country are after your son”

Anstitza looked at the notice he had handed her. When she
saw her boy’s picture she started crying

“How thin he has grown, poor soul,” she said.

The fact that he looked 1ll meant he had been maltreated.
She wasn’t interested 1n anything else.

“Read,” ordered the Sergeant

“What for?” she said, wipmg her eyes. “I can tell from his
picture that he 15 starving and probably crawhng with hce, and
has been beaten up and kept in pnson. Otherwise he wouldn't
look so thin. What more do you want me to read? I don’t need
to know anything else.”

The Sergeant started reading the circular aloud. She inter-
rupted him after the first few words.

“Just read that bit again, Sergeant,” she said. “Perhaps I
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didn’t understand. You did say the Jew Moritz Jon, didn’t you?
If that’s what's written there, then that isn’t my son. No son
of mine is a Jew.”

The Sergeant passed her the notice. Her heart ached again
on seeing how thin her son had grown.

“Is that him?” asked the Sergeant.

“That’s him, all right, poor soul!” she said. “May God never
forgive the sins of those who locked him up ”

“So you recognize him, all nght, eh?” he said “Then why
go on pretending he’s not a Jew? We're just wasting time. You'd
better histen to what I'm going to read What you say makes no
difference. You are an unauthorized individual. T believe only
authonzed statements This is a statement 1ssucd by authonty
and 1s therefore gospel. It states that your son is a Jew.”

“If you dare say that agam I'll scratch your eyes out,” she
said “Are you trying to dnve me wild? Poor lad—he went away
as strong and handsome as an oak and now he’s nothing but
skin and bone.”

“Don’t msult the authorities,” he said. “Or T'll run you n
for resisting an officer in the execution of his duty ”

“l and my husband, not the authonties, made Jon,” she
cried. “It was I, not the authonties, who carmed him in my
womb and gave him my milk. And I know he is not a Jew.”

‘“The Mistry of the Intenor lays down in black and white
m the circular that Jon Montz is a Jew.”

“Let the Mimistry come and say that to my face if he dares!
I'll spat in his face if he thinks he knows better than I what I
carried 1 my womb.”

“If you are Romaman, then I suppose your husband is Jew-
ish,” he said. “One of you must be Jewish—this statement is
official. Perhaps you don’t know yourselves.”

“Are you drunk?” she asked. “Do you mean to tell me 1
don’t know which 1con I bow to and who is my God?”

“We're not discussing 1cons,” he said. “You can be a Chris-
tian Jew. It is a question of blood.”
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“My and my husband’s blood 1s Christian. But it’s they who
imprisoned and tortured my boy who are pagans.”

“Are you quite sure your husband’s a Christian?” he asked
msinuatingly “Haven’t you ever noticed anything 1n all these
years of hving together? It 1s easier to prove with men than with
women. Or perhaps there are things about him you don’t
know?”

“Are you trying to tell me I don’t know the man I've slept
next to for tlurty-five years?” she yelled “Even a whore knows
the sort of man who gets into bed with her, and you are telling
me I've been sleeping beside my husband for thirty-iive years
without knowing hun? Do your authorities know more than I
about the boy my husband and I made together? Are you and
vour authorities, Sergeant. gomg to call me to account for what
I bore in my womb and fed at my breast?”

Her eyes had focused on the Sergeant’s inkstand. She saw
red The inkstand she was going to pick up and hurl at him was
red, too The walls were red, the Sergeant himself was red He
followed the direction of her eyes and prudently removed the
metal inkstand out of her reach.

Her fingers were clutching furously at her skirt as if they
were trying to throttle the life out of the “authontics” When
she found that the inkstand had disappeared she felt she had
been deprived of her last weapon. She gnashed her teeth Then,
picking up her skarts, she flung them back over her head in one
swoop. The full, pleated skirts blew up as if m a gust of wind,
even taking her blouse with them Her body, with its shniveled,
olivecolored skin, was naked—her dingy breasts hung hike two
empty pouches. The Sergeant had a bnef ghmpse of Anstitza in
all her nakedness as she spun round. He shut his eyes. The door
banged violently. The walls shook, while lumps of plaster fell on
the desk. Anstitza was gone Her voice still echoed m the Ser-
geant’s ears hke a wheezy horn.

“There’s my answer for you. . . . Put that mn your pipe and
smoke it, one after the other, you and your authonties.”
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wHEN she got home, Aristitza flung off her shawl and crouched
down by the hearth She made up the fire with fresh logs and
watched the great red flames leaping and dancing before her
eyes. Tears were streaming down her cheeks. “I won't tell my
husband anything,” she said to herself. “He 1s sick, and it won’t
do to warry him.”

She looked round. The old man lay aslcep on his back.
Looking at him through her tears, she thought of Jon, whom
the authonties and the police had been tortuning for five years
because they mistook lim for a Jew If he had been a Jew, he’d
have found a way out soon cnough But poor Jon was only a
simpleton and beheved every word people said to him  If they
had thrashed him to make him say he was a Jew, he had prob-
ably said it. And the authontics had taken lus word for it.

She sat with her head in her hands and wept After a while
she could not bear 1t any longer She had to tell her husband
that their son’s photograph was printed on a green notice like
the ones they used for elections and that 1t had been posted on
the gendarmery door “1 won't tell him that Jon 1s as thin as a
rake—it would upset him too much. But I'll tell him how the
Sergeant said he was Jewish ”

“Jancu,” she said, “wake up, or you won’t be able to sleep
tomght.” The old man did not answer He never answered
when she woke him. He would lic there with his eyes closed,
heaning everything she said but too lazy to answer.

“Jancu,” she said, “the Scrgeant has just told me you are
a Jew—what do you think of lus cheek? He got what he was
asking for, all right.”

She thought she saw a smile on his Iips. They had had many
quarrels dunng their thurty-five years of marned life, but she
had always been fond of him. She was often at hum for being
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too soft and kindhearted—everybody cheated him. But she
loved him, with all her heart, and now more than ever.

“Jancu dear, 1f you are not better by tomorrow I'll go to
town to fetch a doctor,” she smd “I'll sell the pig to get enough
money. As soon as you are better we'll buy another pig. But
you've got to get better.”

The old man still chd not answer.

“Open your eyes, Jancu, I've got a cigarette to give you,”
she said. “I've been keeping one specially for you.”

She got up and went to fetch the cigarette she had hidden
on the bcam

“The matches are beside you, aren’t they?” she asked, com-
ing to him She was going to put the cigarette in her husband’s
mouth as she sometimes used to do 1n the mormings 1o the
early days of their marnage. She knew he would not open his
eyes, but his Iips would part when he smelled the cigarette.

But this time the swollen lips were still. Thev did not part,
even when she touched them with the cigarette.

“What's the matter, Jancu?” she said She shook him by the
shoulders. Touching him with her hand, she felt his skin cold
through s shurt She touched s forehead, and 1t was as cold
as 1ce.

The old man had died

She began screaming She started to rush out of the house,
but stopped and turned back to the dead man Taking the
match with which she had intended to hght his cigarette, she
Iit a candle instead and set 1t at the head of the bed

She was weeping loudly, knowing that now not a soul would
hear her.

Y9y

ARIsTITZA went on wailing till she was hoarse Then she began
to sob quetly. In the end the sobbing died down from sheer
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exhaustion But inside her, as she sat by her dead husband, the
weeping continued silent and tearless. Her gnef was no less for
her silence.

But eventually her mind, too, began to tire. Her weeping
ceased altogether. At that moment she suddenly reahized she
was alone. All the while she had been crying, 1t was as if there
had been somebody with her She tnied to start agan, but the
tears would no longer flow It was dark 1n the room She Iit the
lamp, wondering how she had failed to noticc carlier that mght
had fallen

She put the water on to boil for the evening meal, as usual.
Then she drew the curtains But when everything was done she
felt all the more lonely She was dazed and tired out She looked
at the dead man’s face. She was not afraid of the dead That
mght, and on the following three mghts till he was buned, she
would slcep 1n the house alone with the dead man

The Sergeant’s words came back to her “Maybe your hus-
band 15 a Jew.”

She was standing mn the muddle of the room, with her arms
folded on her breast, not knowmg what to do next The water
was boiling, but she did not feel hungry The bed was unmade,
and she could have got into 1t, but she did not fcel sleepy She
had to find something to do Ier mind and body were shaken
and harassed with gnef and would not be calmed Somchow or
other they had to be occupied And then there was her loneh-
ness She gave a further tug at the curtains and moved across
toward the bed The Sergeant seemed to be standing beside her,
saying. ‘“Maybe your husband 1s a Jew ”

Anstitza looked at the dead man She drew back the bed-
clothes. The body was swollen She looked at the shirt and at
the thick canvas trousers she had so often washed and darned
with her own hands. She unfastencd the belt and pulled the
trousers down to his knees The dead man’s skin was purphsh
blue.

“Why should I be ashamed?” she said aloud “He is my
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husband, after all.” She remembered the days when they had
both been young and she used to see him naked at her side. Now
his body was almost blue

“Maybe your husband 1s a Jew.” The words re-echoed once
more 1n her ears. Her fingers travcled down her husband’s belly
and then further down still. Here, too, he had turned blue, as
had eyehds, his nose, and his hps—blue and cold. She drew
back her hands, started, and hastily pulled up his trousers and
drew the bedclothes back over huim Then she stood up and
made the sign of the cross She was trembling from head to
foot

“Merciful God, I thank you for stopping me in time ” She
crossed herself agamn “If 1 had looked I should have gone
straight to hell It would have been a great sin But I didn’t
look, I didn’t see anytlung 1 don’t even want to find out
whether he 15 Jewish or not—1 don’t want to.”

She looked at the dead man.

“Forgive me, Jancu,” she cnied, weeping “I swear I didn’t
see anything—I didn’t even want to see. I would never have
been so wicked, Jancu, you know me well enough for that The
Sergeant and his authonties put the 1dea in my head May they
pensh 1n hell-fire, both of them ”

vTew

Private Morrrz was marching through the town, escorting five
prisoners It was seven A.M. As he passed in front of his home
Hilda appeared at the window and waved to hum. She held
Franz, their child, in her arms. Johann heard her say- “That’s
your father over there. Look, he’s got a gun and a helmet.”
Franz was only three months old. He could not see that
Johann had a gun and was escorting prisoners through the town.
But every morming Hilda showed him the same picture to make
him proud of his father. As proud of him as she was herself.
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The rest of the way, Johann kept thinking about the child
and Hilda. When they had left the town behind them, the
prisoners crossed a meadow. Johann walked behind them si-
lently, wath his nfle slung over his shoulder. Then they all went
down a bank and halted under a bnidge over a niver. That was
where they worked every day. Johann followed them. As soon
as they reached the dry bed of the nver the pnsoners turned
toward him, bursting mto gay chatter. Here no one could see
them

“Salve sclave! Did you sleep well”” asked one of the prs-
oners, warmly shaking hands with Johann It was Joseph.

“Salve sclave!” Johann answered He shook hands with
the others. Then, proppmng his nfle up agamnst a boulder, he
opened his coat and pulled out a loaf and five packets of ciga-
rettes.

“I still owe vou fifteen marks,” he said, handing Joseph the
cigarettes “1 couldn’t get any soap I'll try again tomorrow.”
He took another loaf out of a bag that hung from his waist
under his overcoat and gave 1t to Joscph The pnsoners sat
down and started smoking. Johann it a cigarctte, too. Every
morning since they had begun work on the bnidge they spent
the first half-hour sitting about and joking with Johann Then
they set to and worked till noon. Both for him and for the
prisoners ahke, it was the best hour of the day He would hand
out the letters from France that came to his address, and would
give them cigarettes, bread, and the things he had bought for
them in town. After that they had to start work.

More often than not, Johann would lend a hand surrepti-
tiously. He enjoyed helping them, although the prisoners did
not like it. He felt sorry for them. All five were mtellectuals and
were not very good at this sort of work. Ilc used to pick up a
spade and show them how to do it He was accustomed to
manual labor, and it came to him easily.

“Jean, there’s something I want to discuss with you,” said
Joseph.
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The other four got up and started work. There began the
regular sound of picks and spades hacking into stone.

“We are going to escape,” said Joseph, when he and Johann
were alone “Not now, but one of these days we are going to
escape, all five of us ”

Johann looked at him. He thought Joseph was pulling his
leg, but he was senous

“What harm have I done you or the others that you should
escape?” asked Johann “Do you want me to spend the rest of
my days in prison?”

He was pale with anger

“You know 1 wouldn’t have the heart to shoot 1f you ran
away,” he said. “I couldn’t And if I don’t shoot, I'll go to
prison You must be joking’

“Far from 1t,” said Joscph. “We arc defimtely going to es-
cape, but you won't go to prison ”

johann had heard enough

“Tll ask them at the company to put me on some other
duty,” he said “As from tomorrow [ shan’t come to the bndge
with you any more Not 1if you'rc going to escape I'm not going
to kill you and I'm not going to prnison, either I've never yet
shot at anybody. And I've had enough prison already to last me
a hfethme From tomorrow I won't come with vou any more.
Once 1've gonc, you can escape as much as you hke ”

“Why don’t you listen and let me tell you our plan®” asked
Joseph. “You must cscape with us.”

“There’s no need for me to escape,” said Johann sharply. “I
have a wife and child I am not a pnsoner. If I were, I might try
to escape.”

“But you arc a pnsoner, Jean,” said Joseph “You are a slave
with a gun, and we are slaves without one Apart from that,
we're all in the same position. You must escape with us”

“As from tomorrow mommng I shall not come with you
agam,” he answered, hghting a cigarette. He was red with
anger.
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“We are thinking of your own good, my dear Jean,” said
Joseph. “The war 15 almost over, you know The Alles are ad-
vancing. Don't you realize that if you are caught in an SS uni-
form you'll be in for it? They’ll imprison you for ten or twenty
years.”

“Don't be silly,” said Johann. “There’s no reason why the
Alhes should put me 1n pnson, if they do come [I've done no
harm. On the radio 1t says the Allies are just people

“You are their enemy, Jean You arc the enemy of my own
country, France, and of all the Allied Nations ”

“Me the enemy of France?” Johann fired up “What do I
buy you bread for and cigarettes, why do I do everything 1 can
for you—because I am France’s enemy?” lle threw away his
agarette. “I didn’t know you called me your enemy I thought
we were friends.”

“You are a frnend of the Germans and you are fighting on
their side,” Joseph replied. “You are Hitler's soldier, and don’t
you forget 1t ”

“When I have a bottle of beer, where do I go and dnnk 1t?
‘With the Germans at the barracks or here with you all under
the bndge?” asked Johann 1n violent indignation. “Answer me,
Joseph. With whom do 1 smoke the tobacco I get? With whom
do I sit and talk over what’s on my mmd? Not with the Ger-
mans, you are the only fnends I've had. And now you go and
tell me I'm your enemy. Have you ever seen me on friendly
terms with Germans? My fniends have been you and no one
but you”

His hands were trembling as he hfted a cigarette to hus lips

“You were saying the Allies would give me twenty years’ im-
prisonment It mught even be the French, 1 suppose, mightn’t
it?”

“That’s nght,” said Joseph. “If French troops come here,
they will arrest you.”

“If that 1s so, it means there’s no more justice left in the
world. I shouldn’t be sorry if they shot me. What's the sense of
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living when there’s no justice left on earth, or when you and the
others call me your enemy I'm not coming to the bridge with
you again Escape if you hke, go ahead It’s none of my busi-
ness. I am not going to stop you If I can help you without risk-
ing my neck, I shall. It's always a good deed to help a pnisoner
escape. I'll do that. But I'm not running away with you and I
don’t want to spend my hfe mn pnson for your sake, etther.”

“You mustn’t look at 1t that way,” said Joseph. “We want to
save you, too. That’s what we call friecndship We want to take
you with us to France.”

“My wife and child are here,” said Johann. “I can’t go with
you.”

“In a few months’ time, the Alhes will be here. Then we’ll
get your wife and child over to France with us I have a farm
just outstde Panis You could hve there You're a farmer. You
could look after it and make some money. When vou've saved
enough you could buy some land and a house of your own
France 1s a beautiful country The people are good and kind.
What would you do here in Germany when the war 1s over?
Let’s escape together.”

“I'm staying here ”

“We'll leave your wife enough money to hve on till we
come and get her. We've already collected the money for her—
five thousand marks We'll come for her 1n a month or two.
France will be grateful to you 1if you save five French pnisoners.
What have you to say now?”

Johann did not answer. The whole day long he dreamed of
the French farm He tnied to imagine the land he would buy,
the house he would build, and the life he would lead over there
with Hilda and Franz. “There'll be other children, too,” he said
to himself. “I'd hke to have a little girl and call her Anstitza hke
my mother.” He smiled at the thought of this future. Then he
frowned and said. “I am not gomng to escape!”
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Hupa met lum on the doorstep She was dressed to go out to
the pictures

Johanu did not even notice what film thev had seen. His
thoughts had been clsewhere. He remembered nothing but the
weekly newsreel It had shown the latest battle scenes on the
front. Shattered tanks, burned-out houses, dead bodics. It also
gave a map The front line was now closer than ever to the Ger-
man frontiers When they camc out of the theater he was silent
and theughtful Thida noticed that he was not his usual self and
asked himif he felt 1ll He did not feel hike talking Before get-
ting 1nto bed he looked at hus cluld in the cradle But even after
he got into bed, he could not sleep

“Hilda, what will happen to us if Germany loses the war?”
he asked

“Germany will not lose the war,” she answered Johann re-
membercd the battle scenes he had scen on the screen, the map,
Joscph, the child 1n the cradle. then sad

“ILlda, I know Germany won't lose thc war—but just sup-
posing she does, what are we going to do? I shall be taken pris-
oner. What arc you and the child going to hve on?®”

“We shall exther win or die, ¢very onc of us,” smd Hilda.
“No true German will go on hiving i an occupied Germany.”

“And supposing we don't dic?” he asked

“We'll die fighting,” said Hilda “Those who are left alive
when everything 1s lost will comnnt swmade.”

“That’ll happen to the men,” he said “But what will the
women do?”

“The women will do the same. I shall be the first to commnit
suicide with my son if we losc the war. I shall not outlive the
hour of defeat. But Germany won’t lose the war—she will never
be conquered. How could you even think of such a thing? And
now good mght.” Hilda pulled the bedclothes over her head.
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Johann thought of her and Franz. He imagined them dying.
All night long he drcamed that the Alhes had entered Germany
and that their tanks were drawn up outside his house. He
dreamed that Hilda had taken his nifle, shot Franz in his cradle,
and then shot herself. He cnied out in hus sleep and woke up in
a cold sweat. Light was coming i through the window. It was
already morming He crept out of bed so as not to wake Hilda,
who was stll fast aslecep He dressed and went to the barracks.
He did not apply for a different duty, as he had intended to do
the day before. The Frenchmen made no comment, but they
were glad to sec him. Their eyes twinkled happily They had
been very much afraid that he would not be coming any
more.

When they amved under the brdge, Joseph said, as usual

“Salve sclave Did you sleep well last night*” Tlus reminded
Johann of the mghtmares about Hilda comnutting smcide and
kilhng Franz.

“Josepb.” he said, “will you swear you’ll bing my wife and
child to France if the Germans losc the war?”

“As soon as the Alhed troops get here, we'll come for them
and bning them back to Pans We swear 1t ”

Johann laid his nfle aside and told them of the discussion
he had had with Hilda after the pictures

“But supposing you arnve too latc, after she has shot the
child and killed hersclf?”

The Frenchmen promused they would nide m with the first
Allied column Johann's eyes shone with gratitude

“If you promise me that, then I'll come with you,” he said.
“When are we going?”

“Tomorrow mornmg,” said Joseph. “W¢'ll come out to
work as usual, but we’'ll never go back to camp Thus 1s a glori-
ous deed you are doing for France France will always be grate-
ful to you.”

“I'm not domng anything for France,” Johann answered. “I
know Hilda—she always keeps her word. If we don’t get to her
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in time she will kill herself with the child in her arms. She has
a heart of stone.”

“Nevertheless, at the same time, you are rendering France a
great service,” said Joseph.

“Why do you insist on believing that you know more about
what goes on wnside me than I do myself?” said Johann. “How
should I escape for the sake of France? What do I know about
France? All I know 1s that I have a wife and child. They are in
danger. It 1s for their sake that I am coming with you.”

W

Letter from Traian Koruga to his father

FATHER

I am sendmng this letter by the diplomatic bag. Please
reply without a moment’s delay All the alarm bells are niuging
mside me. I am afraid that something may have happened to
you. Laugh at my pamc if you like, call it hystena, but please, I
beg you, answer immediately I want to know 1f you are alive.

My novel 1s progressing 1 have reached Chapter IV—
the fourth hour after the death of the white rabbits. At the mo-
ment, all over the world, the mechamcal slaves are smashing up
everything in their path, and one by one the lights are gomng out.
Men are wandering about wn a darkness bordering on death.

Our love to you and Mother.
TRAIAN AND NoRA

Ragusa, Dalmatia, August 20, 1944
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Fataer Koruca answered Traian’s letter immediately. He 1n-
formed him that he and his wife were in perfect health and that
in Fantana nothing had changed since his departure Only
Johann Montz was still missing, and nobody knew what had
happened to him.

Just as the old man was reading the letter through again,
George Damuan, the attorney, walked into the vard Tle had
come to spend a day or two n the country with the old man
He came almost every week The two men sct off together to
post the letter

“Traian 1s ternbly worned about us,” said the priest, show-
ing the attorney the letter he had just recenved.

The attorncy read 1t, smiling.

“Traian 15 a poet. He exaggerates,” he sard. “And if you ask
me, he 1s overwrought into the bargain ”

There wcre crowds of people about 1n the village square.
The postman’s cart had not yet left. The old man tnied to give
him the letter, but he refused to take 1t.
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“No more mail can be accepted for abroad,” he said “At six
o’clock this evening Romania capitulated The country is bemng
occupied by the Russians. The King spoke over the radio.”

The pnest put the letter back i his pocket

= - -

THAT evening the peasants gathered together in the pnest’s yard.
They had come to ask for his advice. The Russians were already
in the neighboring town The townspeople were flecing into the
villages Rumors of appalling atrocities were circulating  of
women raped and hanged, of men shot dead 1n the streets.

Father Koruga came out on the veranda. The peasants all
seemed troubled and uneasy

“Strangers have become rulers m the land,” he began “They
are even worse than therr predecessars, because they are fareign-
ers. But true Chnstians know that all dommnions on this earth
are hard to bear The onlyv real kingdom is the kingdom 1n
heaven.”

“Should we take to the forests and continue the struggle
agamnst the mvader?” asked a young peasant. “What do you
advise us to do?”

“The Church can never cxhort men to fight for the conquest
of worldly power ”

“Does the Church, then, advise us to stretch out our hands
in readiness for our chaing?” demanded the peasant. “Does the
Church expect us just to fold our arms, and stand and watch
while our women are being raped and our homes burned down?
Surely the Church cannot ask that of us? And if 1t does, then
we are no longer with the Church.”

The young peasants agreed with him. The priest remained
calm.

“Jesus Chnst taught that men should submit to temporal
authonty. You will answer that the new rulers of Romania are
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cruel and foreign. I know that. But the strangers who governed
the land where the Son of God was born were cruel pagans, too
Remember the thousands of children slaughtered m Judza on
King Herod’s command after the burth of Jesus Christ. That
dommion was mdeed cruel, no less, perhaps, than the Com-
munist regime. But Jesus did not rebel against 1t, nor did he n-
caite others to rebellion He said ‘Render unto Caesar the things
that are Caesar’s and stnve to attain the kingdom of God.””

“And you, Father, will vou say prayers in church for Stalin?”
asked the young peasant “If you do, 1t means that you are
praymg for Antichnist. And we will never set foot inside your
church again.”

“If the rulers of the country command me to pray for Stalin,
as I have been doing for the King, I will comply. Stalin is an
atheist, I know But athewists are human beings, for all that
Their souls are heavy with sin becausc they have strayed from
the paths of Chrst. It 1s the duty of a priest to pray for the sal-
vation of men’s souls and above all for the souls of great sin-
ners.”

“You can pray for Stalin 1f you lLike, but you’ll never see us
in church again,” said the peasant, whose name was Vasile
Apostol He went on n a hostile tone “And 1f we go into the
forests to fight for freedom and humamty, aganst the Bolshe-
viks, will we, too, be prayed for on Sundays?”

“The priest shall pray for those who fight in the forests and
in the mountains, not only on Sundays, but morning and eve-
ning, every day of the week, because the hves of those who
fight are always in danger and thereforc they stand in need of
the prayers of the pnest and of the mercy of the Holy Mother
of God.” A hush fell on the crowd

“If you ever pray for us in church, you will be shot,” said
Vasile Apostol.

“That 15 not a reason why I should stop praying for you.
Christians have no fear of death.”

“We are going into the forests,” said Vasile. “Before we
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leave we should like you to bless us and celebrate Holy Com-
mumon for us. We don’t know whether we'll ever come back.
We are going to fight for Chnst and the Church.”

“If you fight for Chnst and the Church with the sword you
will be commtting a great sin,” said the priest. “You would do
better to stay at home The Christian Church and faith are not
upheld by the might of war.”

“We arc going to fight for Romania, which 1s a Chnstian
country,” said Vasile He began to divide the peasants into
groups Most of them, the best men 1n the village, had decided
to take to the forest There were also some women and boys
among them. They knelt down on the grass in Father Koruga’s
yard He read out a prayer from the veranda and then came
down and blessed them one by one

“Please give me your blessing, too,” said George Damian,
kneeling before the pnest. “I am going with them to fight for
humanity and freedom ”

“The Church bestows 1ts blessing upon all who ask for it,”
said the pnest

“Even upon those who are deliberately going to do wrong?”
asked George Damian. “Or are you convinced of the justice of
our cause?”

“Do what you wil, provided only you have love,” said the
pnest. “So long as your deeds spring from true love, you need
have no fear of sin You are on the night road.”

George Damian kissed Father Koruga's hand, as the peasants
had done, and then joined the groups which were heading for
the forest.

Inside the house the pniest’s wife was weeping

$99

Two hours had gone by since the peasants had left the village.
The pnest tried to regain his composure by reading. But two
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peasants who were not from the village came striding into his
library without even knocking. They were wearing nationalist-
colored armbands and held revolvers The priest pretended he
had not noticed their weapons and smiled up at them.

“I think I am wanted at the village hall,” he said, raising his
voice so that his wife should hear him 1n the next room and not
be frightened.

“We have instructions to summon you before the People’s
Tnbunal,” said one ot the peasants loudly

The pnest glanced toward the other room. “She may not
have heard. I only hope she hasn’t,” he thought. He put the
book down n the armchair and went out. Before leaving the
yard he looked back. It was a look of farewell.

The two peasants escorted him, one on each side He passed
through the gateway, holding his head high. His walk was not
that of a prisoner. His brows seemed to touch the sky So he
walked through the village street all the way from his house to
the hail.

©we

THE People’s Tnibunal was presided over by Marcu Goldenberg
He sat in the mayor’s chair in the assembly hall. His hair was
cropped short like a convict’s. A few days before. the Russians
had released him from the pnison where he was serving his sen-
tence for the murder of Langyel

On his nght, at the mayor’s table, sat Anstitza, Johann’s
mother. Marcu had picked on her because she was the poorest
“cttizen” 1n Fantana. On his left was Jon Calugar. He had killed
a gendarme with his hatchet fifteen years before, in consequence
of which he had now been made a judge.

Father Koruga greeted them. Marcu stared straight at him
without answening. The other two lowered their eyes and pre-
tended not to see him. They had already passed sentence on
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many people. The hall was now empty except for the three
judges and the two peasants with the colored armbands. Marcu
asked the pnest for his name, age, and profession.

“Being a pnest 1s no profession,” he said. “A shoemaker
makes shoes, a tailor makes clothes Every worker produces
something. What does a pnest produce®”

Anstitza and Jon Calugar kept therr eyes on the ground.
The two peasants with the armbands laughed behind the priest’s
back.

“You have no profession,” said Marcu. “It is a crime that at
your age you should still be without a profession. You have hved
as a parasitc on the backs of the workers.”

Marcu’s face was a lemon yellow His lips were thin and
blue. The pniest remembered that old Goldenberg, Marcu’s
father, had had the same thin lips, but they had been smihing.
Marcu’s hips were tightly drawn

“Do you know why you have been brought before the Peo-
ple’s Tnbunal?” asked Marcu

“No,” answered the priest

“The typical answer of a reactionary,” shouted Marcu vi-
ciouslyis.“The rcactionary always claims he docsn’t know why
he 15 up for judgment Do you adimt that you orgamized Fascist
bands which subscquently took to the forest?”

“I have not orgamized bands,” said the priest. “I admit to
having said prayers in the yard of my house for the young men
of the willage who asked me to do so.”

“And were they not Fascist bandits?” asked Marcu. “Why is
1t you prayed for them, 1if you are not their confessor?”

“I knew that the young men for whom I prayed were faced
with a momentous decision,” said the priest. “They necded the
help of the Holy Mother of God, and I prayed thgt she might
aid them and enhghten their ways with the hight df knowlaedige
and justice.”

“The People’s Tnbunal condemns you to death by hang-
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ing,” said Marcu. “You are found guilty of conspiring against
the public safety by orgamizing armed rebellion.”

Aristitza and Jon Calugar hfted their cyes in fright and
looked at Marcu He was writing and paid no attention to them.
They turned their eyes to the priest. Father Koruga smiled at
them serenely.

“The execution will take place in public tomorrow at day-
break,” said Marcu. “The session of the People’s Tribunal is
now adjourned.”

W R

Fatuer Koruca was seized by the peasants with the armbands
and locked up 1n the stables attached to the hall There he
found George Damian, the attorney, who had been captured
on lus way to the forest, the Sergeant of the gendarmes, and
Vasile Apostol, with eight other peasants, the most prosperous
in the village. They had all been sentenced to death and wete to
die before dawn on the following morning. The People’s z‘ribu—
nal had ordamed it.

During the might the prnisoners were taken out of the stables
one by one and shot on the edge of the manure pit Marcu had
recerved orders not to hold executions i public, so as not to stir
up the masses agamst the Red Army. He shot all the prnisoners
himself with a bullet through the neck.

[ -

soBN after midnight Aristitza heard a knock at her window. It
was Susanna, Johann's wife. Hearning her wailing, Arstitza
jumped to the conclusion that the Russians must have occupied
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the wvillage and raped her daughter-in-law. She leaped out of bed
in a fury. She knew that a Soviet patrol was expected in Fantana
and that the Russians were 1n the habit of raping women, but
she could not tolerate the idea that the first woman they laid
hands on should have been her daughter-in-law, the daughter-
in-law of a judge of the People’s Tribunal.

“What's happened to you?” she asked, opeming the door.

“Father Koruga has been shot,” smd Susanna

“That’s not true.” said Anstitza. “Goldenberg wants to hang
him tomorrow m the churchyard But he won’t be able to do 1it.
He isn’t the only judge 1n the village, 1 am one, too Tomorrow
we'll give the pnest another tnal and set him free. I've spoken
to Jon Calugar. Go and tell his wife to go to sleep quietly and
not worry.”

“Father Koruga is dead,” said Susanna *Some men who
watched him being shot came and told me ”

Anstitza refused to beheve 1t However, she did not go back
mto the house Together with Susanna she set out toward the
village hall, still wearing nothing but the clothes in which she
had slept. It was a clear night. The two women walked quickly,
keeping to the mddle of the road and not talking. Susanna was
crying quietly From time to time she wiped away the tears with
a fold of her skirt. Anstitza was snorting with irntation. Several
times she turned round to Susanna and shouted:

“Are you sleeping or walking? What'’s flowing 1n your veins,
blood or whey?”

Susanna quickened her step, certain none the less that all
their hurry was 1n vain. The priest was dead, and no one could
do anything for him now.

The lights were still burming 1n the wvillage hall, but there
was no one about.

“Let’s go to the stables,” said Anstitza. “I'm a judge and I
have a right to ask and be told what’s going on.”

Inside the stables 1t was pitch-dark. The door was shut but
not locked. As they went in, Aristitza suddenly got scared.
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“Haven’t you any matches?” she asked Susanna.

“No, Mother.”

“You never have anything,” said Anstitza angrily. “Even
when you got marned you had nothing No one but a fool like
my son would have taken you naked as you were ”

Susanna did not take offensc. She knew Anstitza was venting
her anger on her only because she was afraid to find out that the
pnest really was dead

“Anybody here?” cned Anstitza, standing 1n the middle of
the stables.

“There’s no one here, Mother,” said Susanna “Marcu came
and fetched all the pnisoners from the stables and shot them
outside by the manure pit”

“You're dreamning,” smd Anstitza “How could he have done
without consulting us other judges hrst””

Susanna was silent The two women went out mto the yard
and began to search for the bodies 1n the dark

*T'here’s nothing 1n the yard,” said Anstitza. “1 told you vou
were dreaming. Perhaps they were locked np somewherc else
and the reactionanies in the village spread the rumor that Marcu
had shot them.”

Susanna left Anstitza and started hunting on her own She
scarched carefully all over the yard round the manure pit. She
was ccrtain the priest had been shot. The willagers who had
watched 1t happen had told everybody that the prnisoners were
taken out of the stables onc by one and shot m the back

“We'll go and find Goldenberg.” said Anstitza Susanna
gave a httle scream and collapsed on the grass. Aristitza came
up to her furiously

“What's up with you now, you good-for-nothing?” she cned.
“Did you catch sight of your shadow and tnup over 1t?”

But the words stuck in her throat. Near Susanna, n the
grass on the edge of the pit, there were other bodies

First of all Anstitza made out the body of a man in a white
shirt who was lying at Susanna’s feet. Another, all in black, lay a
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few paces away. And there were more beyond. Anstitza crossed
herself to regan her courage.

“Get up. I need you,” she ordered She was not afraid of the
dead, but at that moment she did not want to be alone.

Susanna stood up, trembhing Anstitza took hold of her
hand. The two women started to scrutimze the bodies, bending
down over each one. They pecred close into their faces to make
out who they were Nme of them were lying on the edge of the
pit. Three had fallen in. Anstitza was bending over a corpse and
examning 1t attentively

“This 15 Nicolae Ciubotaru, the former mayor,” she said.
She went down on her knces and put her car on his chest to see
if his heart was shll beating She got up and said.

“Dead ”

A httle way further on, she bent down over another man,
histening for his heartbeat.

“Their bodies are still warm, but their hearts have stopped
beating. This was Constantin Solomon, God rest his soul,” she
said. “He asked me to marry him when [ was young ”

To hold back the gnef that was overwhelming her, she
shouted angnly at Susanna

“Help me, can’t you' See if any of them are still alive. Don’t
stand there whimpering like a ninny ”

“I can’t, Mother,” said Susanna. “I'm frightened.”

“What are you frightened of?” asked Anstitza. “Keep your
ear to therr chests, hold your breath a moment, and find out if
the heart 1s still beating. If it 1sn’t, pray God rest hus soul and
cross yourself. If 1t 1s, there’ll be more to do than making the
sign of the cross. Understand?”

“I understand, but I'm frightened,” said Susanna.

“You wretched good-fornothing, you!” said Aristitza furi-
ously. “What possessed my son to marry you?”

Anstitza was bending over another body

“This must be that young lawyer who used to come to
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Father Koruga’s,” she said. “He was a friend of Mr. Traian’s, a
real gentleman.”

She pulled his jacket aside and listened for a moment. Then
she got up and said:

“May God forgive him. He’s dead, too. I shouldn’t wonder
if the poor man hasn’t got a wife and children expecting him
home.”

Then suddenly she forgot about Susanna. She had found
the pnest’s body and was bending over it with more reverence
than she had shown toward the others. She drew his cassock
aside and listened. Then she whispered.

“Father Koruga’s not dead, gurl.”

Heaning that the priest was not dead, Susanna began to weep
even more,

“Have you lost your senses?” asked Amnstitza “Instead of
being glad, you start crymng Come over here and see for yoar-
self how nicely his heart 1s beating.”

Susanna knelt down beside the pnest, but did not put her
ear to his chest. Anstitza took the pniest’s hand in her own and
smd:

“He 15 still warm. girl. Feel how warm he 15.”

Anstitza’s ears and eyes and hands were longing to find more
evidence still of the hife left in the pnest’s body But apart from
the warmth of tus hands and cheeks and the sound of his heart,
her senses could not ascertain any further signs of life in the
man at her side.

“So that’s all Ife is—a few heartbeats and a httle warmth
given off by the body.” It seemed to her that it was too httle.

“If that's all there is in a man’s hife, then it truly 1sn’t very
much,” she said.

There was silence everywhere around them.

“Father Koruga smells so beautifully of musk rose and in-
cense. His body is like a church; 1t has such a lovely smell. Like
a real church.”

(2151



THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

The rest, except for the priest, were all dead. Some, those
who had not died at once, were still warm. They had been in
agony for some time. Their corpses showed how they must have
wnthed about in the grass before finally death relheved them
of their suffenng. The others were stone-cold. They had been
killed on the spot the moment the bullet had entered their
bodies.

Anstitza wiped her hands on her skirts It was the fifth or
sixth time that she had wiped them without realizing exactly
why Now her knees were wet, too.

“It must be their blood,” she said “In the dark I must have
put my feet and hands into the blood It is a great sin to trample
on a man’s blood. But God will forgive me It was only because
it was dark.”

While Aristitza was down 1n the pit examining the other
bodies, Susanna rubbed the priest’s forehead.

“Where’s the wound?” asked Anstitza, scrambling out of
the pit and wiping her hands again

“I don’t know, Mother”

“You never know anything!” said Anstitza. “The wound
must be stopped up at once If we don’t put something over it,
all the blood will drain away, and hfe with it.”

She found the place, which was sodden with blood. The
priest was wounded 1n the back above the nght shoulder

“Give me some rags to tie up his wound,” Aristitza ordered.

Susanna tnied desperately to think where to find some rags.
Anstitza lost patience She hfted her skirt to tear off a stnip of
her petticoat. Her hands fumbled frantically between her skirt
and her skin, but could not find the petticoat. She hfted the
skirt to her breasts.

“Where the devil's my petticoat?” she said. Then she re-
membered that in the moming she had been in such a hurry to
get to the Tnibunal that she had forgotten to put it on. “I've
only got my skirt on and no petticoat,” she said.
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She took the priest in her arms, undid the cassock and un-
covered the wounded part of the shoulder.

“Give me your petticoat, Susanna,” she ordered. She wiped
the blood from his wound with the palms of her hands.

“How beautifully he smells of musk rose and incense—his
body simells exactly hke a church”

Anstitza turned round to Susanna, who had removed her
dress and was now taking off her petticoat. She was naked.

“Are you out of your mmnd?” cned Anstitza “Aren’t you
ashamed of standing naked in front of the pnest and the dead
men?”’

“How am I to take off my petticoat 1f I don’t take off my
dress first?”” asked Susanna

“Strumpet that you are,” said Anstitza without hstening to
her. “Parading about m your nakedness before the dead and the
priest ”

She spat on the ground.

vy

AristrTza and Susanna stopped by the side of a corn field and
laid the priest’s body on the grass They had carmed hun there
all the way, wrapped up mn his cassock as 1f m a tarpaulin To
begin with, they had each taken hold of one end of 1t and had
slung 1t between them hke a hammock. But he was too heavy
for them Sweat ran down their cheeks Every time they paused,
Anstitza would bend down to sce if the pniest's heart was still
beating. Then they picked lum up and went on But by now
they were no longer carrying him slung between them, but
dragged him behind them

“May God grant that he doesn’t die on the way,” sad
Anstitza. “We must hurry. There’ll be time enough to rest to-
morrow and the day after.”

Anstitza had not dared to take the priest to her own house.
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The Communists might have found him there. “He may have
escaped once, but they'll make sure he doesn’t get a second
chance,” she said. “It would be safer to take him to our boys in
the forest. They'll look after him and put him on his feet again.
The Commumnists will never find hum once he 1s in the forest.”

“The distnict medical officer is with them,” said Susanna.
“If only we could find hum. He has the first-aid box and band-
ages from the willage.”

“We'll find him all right,” said Aristitza. But gradually as
they drew nearer to the forest, their hopes dwindled. The forest
was ymmense, and they could not possibly have found the dis-
tnct medical officer, they might as well have been looking for
a needle 1 a haystack.

“If we don’t find our boys,” said Aristitza, “we’ll have to
take him ourselves and hide him from the Communists. At
least that’ll be something. After that we'll see You'll have to
stay beside him 1n the forest while I return to the village. {1l be
back before dayhght with food and water and maybe with some
old woman who knows how to heal wounds.”

Susanna started weeping. She was afraid of being left alone
in the forest at this hour, in the middle of the night. Silently
she prayed that God should make them find the boys.

Lidh (A i

skiRTING the edge of the forest ran a main road. Before crossing
it Anistitza hstened to make sure no one was counug. There was
a convoy of trucks moving slowly up the road The muffled
sound of the engines could be heard 1n the distance like a hum-
ming of hornets. The convoy was climbing the hill toward them.
The two women laid thewr burden on the grass and crept up to
the road hiding between the corn stalks.

“It’s 2 Russian convoy,” said Anstitza. “But it doesn’t mat-
ter. We'll wait till they’ve gone by. They can’t see us.”
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The vehicles were drawing closer. When they had reached
the top of the hill, not far from thc women, the whole convoy
halted. The drone of the cngines ceased, and the crickets could
be heard. A few soldiers jumped down from the trucks. They
spoke 1n whaspers.

“They arc Germans,” said Susanna.

Anstitza pricked up her ears She and Susanna crept closer
to the convoy, keeping just inside the corn field, and hstened
agamn.

“They are Germans,” said Anstitza “What about asking
them to give us something for the priest? They're bound to
have a doctor or a medical orderly with them.”

The two women came out of the corn field.

“Don’t you know a word of Cerman?” asked Anstitza “Not
one word? If we don’t say something to them they’ll think we're
enemues and shoot us.”

“I don’t know one word,” answered Susanna

They went a few steps nearer the convoy and stopped. They
stood on the highway side by side, pressing close together
Anstitza caught hold of Susanna’s wrist and clung tightly.

“You're younger than I am,” she said. “Try to remember a
German word. You must have heard Germans speaking some-
time or other. Your father used to speak German. When you're
young you have a better memory.”

“I can’t remember a single word,” said Susanna. “Let’s say
something in Romaman.”

“What can we say to the Germans in Romaman?” sad
Aristitza crossly. “They won’t understand, and they’ll think we
are Communsts ”

“Let’s shout ‘Christ,” Mother,” said Susanna “The Germans
are all Chustians. If they hear us say ‘Chnist’ they’ll realize we're
not Communists. ‘Chrnist’ means good and honest thoughts.”

“You try 1it,” said Anstitza. “If the Germans understand you,
then you can’t be as stupid as you look.”

“I daren’t do 1t alone,” said Susanna. “Let’s shout together.”
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The two women pressed even closer together and began to
call out softly at first, then louder and louder:

“Chnst, Chnist!”

“Who’s there?” came a hard voice from the first truck.

The women did not understand what the German had asked
and answered 1 chorus:

“Chnst.”

Two soldiers came up to them. Aristitza was trembling all
over, more even than Susanna. The Germans could not make
out what they wanted The women went nto the field and re-
turned with the pnest. They put him down night in the center
of the road, just ahead of the convoy. The Germans switched
on the headlights and looked at Father Koruga’s face.

“Is he a priest?” asked an officer.

“Chnist!” answered Anstitza

*“Ind the Bolsheviks shoot him?” asked the officer Thinking
the officer had asked whether the wounded man was a Bolshe-
vik, she rephed with conviction

“Chrst!”

The German convoy was retreating. The officer who had
been talking to the women gave the order to move on He sig-
naled to Aristitza to remove the body so that the trucks could
pass Anstitza caught him by the hand and begged him for a
doctor or orderly to bandage the pnest’s wound.

Heanng the engimes start up, she became desperate. She did
not want to let the Germans go before they had tended the
priest’s wound. Going down on her knees in front of the officer,
she kissed his hand. No other doctor, she knew, would ever
come therr way again

“What does the woman want?” asked the officer 1n charge
of the convoy.

“They want us to take a casualty with us to the town,” smd
the other officer. “He seems to be an Orthodox priest.”

“Why not?” said the officer 1n charge. “We are a civilized
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people, even when we are in retreat. Put the casualty nto the
ambulance, but hurry, the convoy must proceed.”

The priest was wrapped in a blanket and lifted on a stretcher
into a military ambulance The column of vehicles began to
move on.

Arnshtza tnied to chmb up beside the priest, but the soldiers
laughced at her and slammed the door of the ambulance The
couvoy got under way Susanna watched 1t disappear nto the
mght and began to weep as though she were crymmg out for help.

“What'’s the matter now, woman?” asked Anstitza, shaking
her by the shoulders. “Do you want thc Russians to hear you
screaming?”

“God will pumish us, Mother, for the sm we have com-
mitted,” said Susanna. “We ought never to have handed him
over to the Germans Heaven knows what they'll do with hum.”

“They’ll take him to the hospital,” said Anstitza “He'll be
better off in the hospital than m the forest.”

But a few moments later she, too, started weeping. She was
sorry for what she had done.

“We shouldn’t have given him to the Germans,” she said
“We've done a great wrong, and God will punish us We'll go
to hell for it We handed poor Father Koruga over to the Ger-
mans, and it’s all your fault.”

The two women would have liked to run after the convoy
and take the prniest back. But the road was empty

They began to make their way back to the village

TR

THE next morming Anstitza was arrested At the village hall she
was lashed with the end of a thick rope dipped in water. She
confessed to having taken the priest away during the mght and
handed him over to the Germans At nne A.Mm. she was shot at
the edge of the manure pit. Susanna fled from the village with
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her two children. When Marcu’s men came to arrest her, they
found Johann Montz’s house empty.

" u s

“rHAT,” sad Joseph, getting into bed, “was the greatest day
of my hfe” The French prisoners who had escaped with
Johann's help had reached Amencan terntory a few hours
before.

Johann and Joseph were now lying in a beautiful room in an
UNRRA hotel They had eaten a whole array of delicacies,’
drunk wine, and smoked expensive cigarettes. Thev had been
given parcels of food, clothing, and a host of other things.

Johann looked at the parcels neatly stacked on the carpet by
the wall He felt honored as never beforc. The Americans had
given him new shirts and a smt, a razor, shoes, soap, and c1ga-
rettes They had showered thesc gifts upon him, Johann Moritz,
almost as soon as they had set eves on him. He was proud of it.
Now, for the first time, he felt that he, too, had made a great
contnbution to Alhed victory.

“If 1 hadn’t done something important, the Americans
wouldn’t have given mc so many things,” he said to himself.
He remembered that thev had not even asked him his name,
and so he supposed they must have heard about the escape even
before their arrival. All the Amernicans had smiled at him as 1f
to show him that they knew what he had been through and
what courage and bravery he had displayed

He was tired, but he did not fecl like slecping He looked
round the room, unable to behieve that 1t had all been prepared
specially for him. All the things that lay scattered about on the
chairs and the table and the carpet belonged to him. The Amer-
icans had given him all these things because he had saved five
prisoners from a concentration camp.

“We made a perfect escape,” said Joseph.
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Johann remembered how he had marched off the camp pa-
rade ground one morning with the five pnisoners. They had gone
nught through the town. Hilda had been at the window with the
baby as usual, saying “Look, that’s your fathcr with the gun
and the helmet.” Johann had smiled his daily smule at them.
However, they had not halted at the bridge. The prisoners had
marched on beyond it, and he had marched on behind them,
with hus rifle slung over his shoulder, as far as the forest. Every-
one he met on the way thought he was a soldier escorting some
prisoners. But, in fact, the escape had already begun. One
woman, he was convinced, had stared at him mntently. His heart
had started thumping with fear. Others, too, had seemed to
glance at him suspiciously, but he had pretended not to notice.

As soon as they had reached the forest, he had changed into
the civihan clothes the Frenchmen had brought for him Joseph
had taken his nfle and smashed 1t against the trunk of an oak.
At the sight of the splintered gun Johann had felt something
break in his heart. But he was deteninined not to show 1t After
that the Frenchmen had put a match to his umform and burned
it. Seeing his uniform 1n flames had made him want to cry, but
he had controlled himself so as not to annoy the Frenchmen.
All the time, they had kept on cursing Hitler, but he had no
idca what they were talking about

Then they had walked for a whole week, keeping to the
forest all the time. One fine day, emerging into a cleaning, they
had spotted some American jeeps on the road. The Frenchmen
had burst out singing. Oblivious of their exhaustion. they had
sung wildly till the forest rang with the sound of their vorces.
They had stuck red, white, and blue nbbons 1 their button-
holes and in his. Then they had come down to the jeeps. The
Amencans had given them cigarettes and had taken them to
UNRRA, where their rooms stood waiting for them, and the
food was ready on the table, as though they were expected.

Ever since that moment the Amencans had done nothing
but give them parcels and food. He felt it must all be a fairy
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tale. But looking at the parcels and at Joseph, he realized that
it was all true. These things had really happened to him, be-
cause he had made a great contribution to the Allied victory.

Joseph had fallen asleep. Johann lay and thought how, from
here, he would be going on to France. He thought of the house
he was gomng to build, of Hilda and Franz. “When the war is
ended I'll get Father and Mother over to France, too,” he said
to himself.

Then he fell asleep, still dreaming of future happiness. He
went to sleep on the edge of the bed, fully dressed, and did not
stir again till morning.

LR R

Jonann had been at UNRRA for a whole fortmight He had
given the Amencans a description of his escape with the five
French pnisoners They had congratulated him and had made
him wnte down exactly how it had all happened. They were
gomng to publish his story in the papers. Everybody praised him
and wanted to talk to him. As the days went by he became more
and more convinced that he had helped the Allies to win the
war. He was happy and proud of having done something for the
Alhed Nations, proud that they were pleased with him.

One day the director of UNRRA had him called to his
office. The director had already sent for him several times before
and had made him tell the story of the cscape. Johann came
gaily into the room. The director invited him to take a seat in
an armchair and smiled and handed him the box of cigarettes.
Johann was amazed at the honor shown to hun. Every time he
had come he had met with the same reception, but he still could
not get used to 1t.

“You are no longer entitled to receive food and lodging from
UNRRA,” said the director, when he had lighted Johann's
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cigarette with his ighter. “As from tomorrow you will not have
the right to feed here and you must vacate the room you are at
present occupying in the hotel”

Johann turncd very pale Ile was wondering what he could
have done to make the Americans so angry with him. “I must
be guilty of something dreadful if they suddenly throw me out
of UNRRA and turn me onto the streets” he thought.

Until that day he had been recewing a stream of presents
from them He had five parcels full of things he had been given
for himself and for Hilda They had even given him toys and
clothes for Franz when they had found out that he had a child.
‘I'hey had asked for a photo of Franz and had all looked at 1t.

“And now, all of a sudden, these same gentlemen throw me
out I must have done something very bad,” he said to himself

“UNRRA 15 only responsible for the protection of citizens
of the Allied Nations,” said the director “You are an enemy of
the Alhed Nations”

Johann thought of the presents receved in return for his
great deed Every one of them had told hum how much he had
helped the Alhed cause. For fourteen days he had been treated
like a hero—and now these same men mamtained that he,
Johann Montz, was an enemy of the Allied Nations

“You are an cnemy ahen,” the director emphasized.

“I've done nothing agamst the Alhed Nations.” said Johann.
“I swear 1t, sir, 1 am not guilty of anything against them.”

“You're a Romanian, aren’t you?” asked the director harshly.
“Romania 1s an enemy of the Alhes You're a Romaman, conse-
quently you must be our enemy. UNRRA does not exist to
provide food and shelter for enemy nationals. You must vacate
your room by tomorrow.”

Johann went out of the room, hanging his head His nfle, he
remembered, lay in fragments 1n the forest and the Frenchmen
had set fire to his umform. He could not go back to his com-
pany without his nfle. “And where shall I go now?” he asked
himself.
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IMMEDIATELY after Johann was posted as a deserter, Hilda was
taken nto custody. At the muhtary-police post she stated she
knew nothing. Two days later Hilda's mother was also arrested.
They were interrogated and then beatcn, but the special mvest-
gation officers could get nothing out of them. In the course of
the search they made at Jobann’s house they came across Colo-
nel Muller’s letters.

“He’s a foend of Johann’s,” said Hilda. “Colonel Miiller
used to send us two hundred marks a month. At Christmas and
Easter and on our birthdays he always used to send us food and
cigarettes.”

The mulitary police informed Colonel Muller of Montz's
desertion, 1n the hope of ehciting further information from hum.
Two days later a telegram a whole page long came back from
General Staff. This 1s what Coloncl Muller wrote to the police:

IN COURSE OF FOUR CENTURIES NO SINGLE CASE DESERTION
RECORDED IN ANNALS OF HEROIC FAMILY OF WHICH JOHANN
MORITZ IS MEMBER STOP ABSOLUTELY INCONCEIVABLE THAT
JOHANN MORITZ SHOULD HAVE DESERTED STOP AM CONVINCED HIS
DISAPPEARANCE RESULT OF ABDUCTION OR ASSASSINATION STOP
PROCEED WITH THOROUCH INVESTIGATIONS ON THESE LINES STOP
DISAPPEARANCE OF JOHANN MORITZ CONSTITUTES IRREPARABLE
LOSS HEROIC FAMILY STOP HE MUST BE FOUND AT ALL COSTS STOP
DO NOT CAST SUSPICION OF DESERTION OVER ONE OF BRAVEST AND
MOST HONORABLE FAMILIES OF GERMAN BLOOD STOP DO NOT USE
WORD DESERTION IN YOUR INQUIRY STOP WIFF, AND CHILD OF
JOHANN MORITZ TO COME UNDER OFFICIAL PROTECTION OF INSTI-
TUTE GERMAN STUDIES AND RESEARCH STOP UNTIL. JOHANN MORITZ
FOUND WIFE AND CHILD TO RECEIVE FOOD PENSION FROM INSTI-
TUTE STOP LOCAL POLICE REQUESTED WATCH OVER SAFETY OF WIFE
AND CHILD STOP ANY FURTHER INFORMATION CONCERNING JOHANN
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MORITZ TO BE COMMUNICATED TO ME TELEGRAPHICALLY AT GEN-
ERAL STAFF STOP MULLER COLONEL HQ GENERAL STAFF GERMAN
ARMY

“If the Colonel finds out that we arrested Moritz’s wife,
within twenty-four hours we shall be posted to the front lines
as a disciphnary measure,” said the provost marshal in com-
mand of the mulitary police. “We had better ask the woman not
to tell the Colonel that she was taken mnto custody ”

“And what about that inquiry?” asked the leutenant in
charge of the legal branch

“Close the dossier at once We don’t want to get entangled
with the OKW,” * said the provost marshal. “Not that I'd be
fool enongh to beheve that this 15 anything but desertion But
penodically those brass-hats go and make bigger blunders than
the ordinary private Colonel Miiller 15 a scholar. I've read his
articles m reviews He has published some books, too But he is
too much of a fanatic How on earth does he make out that
Moritz 1sn’t a deserter?”

Hilda was dniven home 1n the provost marshal’s car.

“Any time you need a car, just give me a nng.” said the
provost marshal “My Mercedes stands at your disposal day and
night. Anything clse you need, just let me know I would ask
you not to mention to Colonel Muller that you were arrested.
It was done simply as a matter of example for the other men,
a mere routine formahty ”

“So my hushand 1s not a deserter, then?” asked Hilda. “Has
he been sent on a special mission?”

“We cannot tell you everything,” said the officer “But your
husband is not a deserter. The rest is secret.”

Hilda flushed with pleasure. Thereafter her life became one
continuous dream out of The Thousand and One Nights. She
was convinced that her husband had been sent on a special
mission by the General Staff “Otherwise, why should the police
have put a car at my disposal?” she argued.

* Oberkommando Wehrmacht

[227])



THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

She spent hours on end daydreaming at the window, imagin-
ing Johann in all kinds of treacherous and mysterious situations
such as she had seen in adventure films.

“He never told me anything about it,” she said to herself.
“He considered me infenor. But I will stnive with all my heart
to live up to my husband.” She kissed her child, saymng: “Never,
never, 1 all my life, have I been so happy. Only the wife of a
Johann Montz can know the utter bliss of being the wife of a
hero.”

R R

“I just can't beheve 1t’s all over,” smd Hilda “Everyone has
left town and fled into the forests or out into the country. The
Russians are said to be only a few mules off. All the neighbors
have gone. But I don’t believe 1t It’s all enemy propaganda, to
provoke a pamc. I'm staying here Germany cannot lose the
war.”

“Bring me a basin of water,” said the ofhicer to whom Hilda
had been talking He took off his leather coat and put 1t on a
hanger. His switcase was on the chair Then he took off his tunic
and hung 1t over the back of the chair. He was left weanng his
pullover Hilda was watching his every movement She could
have gone on looking at him for hours, watching him take off
hus leather coat, hang 1t on its hanger, and unbutton his tunic.

“And bring some hot water for shaving,” he ordered. He
turned his back on her and opcned the suitcase. Hilda went out
of the room, leaving the door open. From out of the kitchen
window she gazed at the mihitary car that was drawn up outside
the gate. It was the car in which the officer had arrived. Hilda
looked at her watch. He had been there hardly fifteen minutes.
“And 1t’s as if I had known him for years,” she saxd to herself.

The officer had knocked at the door, and she had opened it.
She was alone 1n the house. He had said harshly—as if he were
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giving orders to his orderly—that he wanted to wash and change.
Without waiting for an answer, he had walked n, brushing
straight past Hilda in the doorway. She had caught the smell of
his leather coat mingled with the sinell of wind, dust, and war
She had followed him 1n like one intoxicated.

The newcomer was tall, a real giant. He had thrown open
the living-room door as though walking to a room of his own
house He had started undressing with the door open, while
Hilda had stood on the threshold, awaiting his orders. But the
giant just went on undressing, without taking any notice of her
As he removed his helmet, Hilda saw that he had silvery-white
hair. Then he had taken off his coat. She noticed he wore the
shoulder braxd of a heutenant

“He 1s an officer in the Reserve.” she had said to herself.

Several times the giant had glanced m her direction But his
eyes had looked unseeingly straight through her She started to
talk, saymng anything that came into her head The giant did
not answer or cven look at her again When he had fimished
taking off his tumc, he simply ordered her to bning him water
and a basin. Hilda thought of mviting hum to wash 1n the bath-
room But he had asked for a basin. and she dared not contra-
dict him

As she was filing the jug with water, 1hilda took another
look at the car standing outside the gate It was covered with
dust, like the giant’s leather coat When she went m with the
basin, he was 1n his shart sleeves.

“Get me a murror!” he said. He was mmmersed m his own
thoughts and seemed very tired She thought he mught like to
sleep. Shc would gladly have made up the bed in the bedroom
and left hun there to rest

During the last few days column after column of troops had
passed through the town. Soldiers and ofhcers alike had knocked
at the door, demanding shelter for the night, or water to wash
in or to heat their cans of food She had always done every-
thing she could to help them, thinkiug of her husband. She
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knew that Johann was on a special mission and she wanted to
prove herself worthy of him by domng her duty toward the
Fatherland

For these soldiers and officers, she had made up a bed 1n the
hiving room But for the giant’s sake she was prepared to sleep
on the sofa of the hving room and let him have the bedroom.
She hoped secretly that perhaps he would slcep, not 1n Johann’s
bed, but in her own This thought sent a shiver down her spine.
She fetched the murror Johann always used for shaving and
brought 1t to the grant. He was pacing up and down the room,
with his shirt unbuttoned at the neck. He took the murror out
of her hands, looked for a place to hang it, and could not find
one. He was tall. and if he had sct the murror on the table, he
would have had to stoop all the while he shaved. Without a
word he thrust the murror 1n her hands and started lathenng
hss face.

“Higher!” he ordered.

His face was tanned by the sun and the wind A sandy-red
stubble had grown over his checks She was holding the mirror
level with her mouth At his command she hfted 1t hugher, up
to her forehead. When he bent close to it she could feel his
breath. Her hands were trembling, but she only gnpped the
murror tighter, forcing hersclf to keep 1t steady.

“Hagher still,” he said gruffly.

She raised the mirror above her head Her arms werc be-
gnning to ache, but she did not mind She longed to say some-
thing, but the regular scraping of the razor shaving the giant’s
soft and lathery beard forced her to keep quiet. She closed her
eyes and listened to the sound of the razor. Her dilated nostrils
were inhalng the scent of the soap, and with it, not soap only,
but the smell of war and valor and distant travel. His coat
smelled just the same. He did not notice that she was swaying.
He was shaving with meticulous care so as not to cut himself.

When he had fimished, he scrubbed his hands with soap in
the white washbasin.
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“Roll up my sleeves!” he said.

She turned up the sleeves of his shirt, afraid to touch his
skin. But accidentally her hand brushed his, and she shivered
again. The smell of the wind and the forcsts that the giant had
brought with him was permcating the house. It had impreg-
nated the furmture and the carpets and the walls, and she knew
it would never come out. She fclt that it had penetrated her
clothes and her pores, her hair and her blouse, and that, how-
ever much she washed, 1t would never again leave her 1n all her
hfe.

“Now I want to be left alone.”

As she turned round to shut the door behind, she caught
sight of hum stnipped to the waist He was 1n the act of pulling
off hus shurt, and 1t lnd Ins hcad She <aw onlv his chest As a
nuse, she had seen thousands of naked men But never had she
behicld such a chest as thas.

She went mto the krtchen and looked out of the window at
the car The baby was aslecp. She wondered whether the officer
would leave at once or have a rest first. She would have hiked to
prepare him a meal She was on the alert now, readv to answer
the minute he called her.

“The Russians are only two mules away!” said a neighbor
passing under her window. “Arc you staving behind?”

“Yes, I am,” Hilda called back to her She was wondernng
why the grant did not call her. She could not bear the suspense
any longer. She knocked at the door and walked in. He had put
on his full-dress uniform, and his chest was covered with decora-
tions.

Hilda stood in the doorway, dazed He smiled at her. It was
the first time she had scen him snule. The scent of wind and
war and leather had gone now, and instead the room was filled
with the scent of flowers.

“I want to know 1if you are a true German woman,” he said.
“I want to ask you to do me a service that only a German
woman could do for me.”
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“I am,” she answered, “and not only am I a good German
woman, but my husband has been sent by the Greater Ger . . .”

She was just going to tell him the secret of her husband’s
departure But she suddenly broke off. On the table there now
stood the framed photographs of two beautiful women. As she
looked at them she found she no longer had the courage to
reveal the secret that she had never before disclosed to anyone
but that she would willingly have revcaled to him. Now that
she had seen the photographs of the two women she regretted
the impulse she had had to reveal her secret to him.

“My wife and daughter,” he said. “They are both dead. 1
loved them very much, but they both betrayed my love. They
both disappomnted me My wife 1s buried My daughter is some-
where in the world, I don’t know where She marmed a wastrel,
and since then she has been as good as dead to me”

Hilda looked at the photographs of the two women *“1
should never have betrayed him if he had loved me,” she
thought

Beside the photographs of the women stood one i a leather
frame—the Fuhrer,

“And now the Fuhrer 15 dead, too,” he said “And Germany
no longer exists. These were all that I hved for. When I was
young I loved horses, too But that was only a passing phase.
One by one 1 have watched the 1deals of my hfe collapse before
my very cyes—my wife, my daughter, the Fuhrer, and the
Fatherland. Now my turn has core In half an hour’s time the
Russians will be here. Before their arnval 1 should like to fulfill
the last duty of my lfe.”

Hilda had tears 1n her eyes. She had been hoping he would
sleep 10 her own bedroom, that he would say he was hungry,
and that she would be able to give him food. And now, instead,
he stood before her dressed in his parade uniform

“I will do everything you ask me,” she said. “Do you wish
to go anywhere?” She was looking at his uniform.
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“I am not going anywhere,” he answered. “This is my last
journey on earth.” He was laughing now.

“You thought I was going somewhere because I have shaved,
washed, and put on my dress umform?”

He gave her a pat on the shoulder. She felt humble and in-
ferior beside him, just as she had felt beside Johann when she
had heard that he had been sent on a secret mission.

“Listen carefully to what I am going to tell you,” he said.
“It is perfectly simple, really. Yet no woman but 2 German
woman could do it. My wife would have been mcapable of it.
But you, you’ll be able to do it She was too much of a Weib,
too weak-minded. I wouldn’t even have asked her. But with
you, it’s different ”

Hilda felt proud that the giant should have asked her to do
something he would not even have asked his wife.

“When I am dead,” he said, “drag my body into the court-
yard and bumn 1it. You will find me lying dead here on this
groundcloth ”

He had already spread an army groundcloth out on the floor
It was new and covered the whole floor

“All you have to do 1s to catch hold of the corners of the
cloth and drag me down nto the courtyard,” he said.

He pulled out two cans full of gasoline from underneath the
tablec.

“Here’s the gasoline It's aviation fuel When you've got me
into the yard, wrap the cloth round me and pour the gasohne
all over it Then set fire to it with this hghter ”

He was stmling as he took a gold cigarette highter out of his
pocket and handed it to her.

“Here’s the hghter to start the fire,” he said. “When the
first blaze dies down, pour on the second can. After that I don’t
think there will be anything left to burn. The Russians will find
nothing but my ashes. No soldier worthy of the name shall allow
even his dead body to fall into enemy hands. Such, throughout
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the course of history, has been the tradition of the German
warrior. When everything was over he embraced death and his
body was destroyed. The foe never found more than a heap of
ashes ”

The giant rubbed his hands. Hilda was looking at the photo-
graphs 1n silence.

“If you want to burn the photographs, wrap them in the
ground cloth with me and let them bumn together. If you'd
rather keep them, you can—but I don’t sec why you should
want to. I've never hved hcre. I'm from Romania ”

She stood motionless, trying to imagine the giant lying dead
on the cloth. She could not bring herself to believe that it was
possible. To her 1t scemed that he could never die, that he was
eternal.

“Are you afraid?” he asked. “A German woman is never
afraxd, above all when she has work to do for the Fatherland. I
hope you understand that you are serving your country by ful-
filling the last wishes of one of her soldiers.”

“] know,” she sad. “I'm not at all afraid. But I can’t be-
lieve that 1t 15 all truc 1 don’t beheve the Russians will ever get
here. 1 don’t beheve Genmany 1s defeated.”

“Everything 1s over,” he said “Everything is irmretrievably
lost. Don’t forget to put the revolver back in its holster and to
set fire to 1t so that it may burn along with me. A soldier must
be buried or cremated with his weapons.”

There was a moment’s silence. He was gazing somewhere
into the distance, lost in his thoughts as in fathomless waters.

“Now it’s all over,” he said.

Hilda raised her eyes. She thought he was going to shoot
himself there, in front of her. She would not have been able to
stand it. But he was not going to do 1t now. He turned to face
the Fiihrer's photograph. Springing to attention, he saluted with
outstretched arm.

She was just behind him, looking at his shoulders and waist
tightly pulled in by the uniform. She saw his outstretched arm.
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He stood as still as a statue. The salute seemed to last an
etermity.

At last he brought down his arm, turned about, took one
pace forward, raised his arm again, and saluted her.

“Good-by, my fniend, and thank you,” he said. “I am Lieu-
tenant Jurgu Jordan, but there is no need to tell anybody. Be
proud of what you are gomg to do. It 1s an honor for a German
woman to fulhll the last wishes of a soldier.”

He shook hands with her. It was the strong handshake of a
final farewell.

“Now I wish to be left alone,” he said in a tone of com-
mand. “Come in as soon as you hear the shot. Farewell.”

-

THE first Russian trucks appeared at the end of the road. Hilda
first heard the hum of their engiues and then saw them from the
kitchen window. She rushed back toward the room where she
had left the giant. He had told her not to come wn until she had
heard the revolver go off She had not heard anything and dared
not disobey his order The Russian trucks rumbled along the
street and made the walls of the house shake She could not wart
any longer She was terrified now She knocked on the door and
burst in.

The giant lay on his back on the cloth m the middle of the
room.

“How is it that I never heard the shot?” she asked herself.

His body lay stretched out full length, as if he had died
standing to attention to salute the Fuhrer's photograph. His
peaked cap was on his head. His facc was a violet blue and
seemed to be powdered over with ash His nght cheek, his
mouth, and his nose were stamed with blood, but there was not
much of it, only a thin tnckle.

She picked up the revolver lying by his side and put it back
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in its holster She was still wondering why she had not heard
the shot.

She hfted the corners of the groundcloth and covered the
body. Before covering his face, she looked at him for the last
time.

“I don’t feel as if I were standing beside someone dead,”
she said to herself. “I am not afraid of death I don’t even see
it when 1t 1s close to me Perhaps it 1s because at the hospital 1
saw men die by the thousand.”

She covered his face without touching it. Now he was dead,
he was no different from all the other dead men she had ever
seen Alive, he had been so unlike the others. But now she
could hardly remember the time he had been still alive, when
he had shaved and put on dress uniform. When she had been
near hum then, every fiber of her being trembled.

But now, now all that seemed to have happened many
years ago. She had almost forgotten it

From outside came the rumbhng of Russian trucks and
tanks. Suddenly Hilda was afraid She wanted to take the child
in her arms and flee into the woods through the hittle gate at
the back of the garden. But she remembered the promise she
had made to the giant.

“I wish I hadn’t promised to burn lim,” she said to herself.

She could not carry the corpse into the garden The Russian
soldiers passing in their trucks and tanks might scc her.

“I'l have to wait till tonight,” she said to herself. “T'll carry
him down then, set fire to the groundcloth, and run away mto
the woods with the child.”

She went on standing beside the body, thinking of nothing.
Then it occurred to her that if anyone were to find the body in
her house, she might be arrested. She fetched the child in from
the next room and sat down on a chair with it beside the body.

“l cannot break a promise given to a soldier before his
death,” she said to herself She locked the door, resolved to
wait till dark. There was only an hour or two till then. She did
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not have her watch on, but she remembered noticing a big one
on the giant’s wnist. She drew the groundcloth aside and looked
at the dead man’s watch to see how much longer she would
have to wait At that moment there was a bang on the door

She pressed the child to her breast and did not answer.
She could hear them speaking Russian outside the door. There
was more thumping She opened the window that faced onto
the garden

“I can’t run away without first keeping my word,” she said
to herself. “Johann, my husband, 15 a hero. 1 have no right to
behave like a coward ”

She unscrewed the cap of one of the gasohne cans and
poured 1t over the groundcloth By now they were using the
butt ends of their nfles on the door. She unscrewed the second
can, but only pourced half of it out. She was afraid the Russians
would break down the door any minute and she was hurrying
desperately She picked up the child and went toward the
window.

“I'll yjump out of the window and then throw the buming
highter into the room. It will start the fire. Then I shall have
kept my promuse,” she thought

There was a strong smell of gasohne 1n the room. The child
started coughing. She hurned still more. As she climbed on
the window sill to jump mto the garden, the Russians started to
burst open the door with their shoulders, but the door was
strong. From the window to the flower beds in the garden was
only a short jump. She could easily have done it But at that
very moment three Russian caps appearcd from below the
wimdow ledge.

There were other soldicrs 1n the garden. It was too late to
jump through the window. She glanced toward the door. The
child, choking with the gasoline fumes, was screaming. She
decided to jump out of the window after all and make a dash
for thc woods past the Russian soldiers. At that moment a hand
came after her through the window and grasped her foot.
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She screamed. She wanted to defend herself, but she had
nothing but the hghter in her hands. Without thinking she
pressed the catch like someone pressing the trigger of a revolver
when his life is in danger. For a fraction of a second there was
a great light Then there was darkness, a darkness deeper and
blacker than night. And after that there was never light again.
In the same flames that consumed thc body of Jurgn Jordan
penshed Hilda, the wife of Johann Montez, and their child,
Franz. And the same fire destroyed the house from cellar to
attic and everything in it, including the photographs the giant
had brought with him and put on the table- those of Susanna’s
mother and of Susanna, Johann's first wife

The giant’s gasohne sent long flames shooting up mto the

night sky.

L R R

Traman Koruca and Eleonora West were seated side by side,
facing Major Brown, the American military commander of
Wemar.

“And that is all, Major Brown,” said Traian. “On August
23, when Romania was occupied by the Russians, my wife and
I were interned by the Croats at the same time as members of
the Romaman Legaton. We were mterned in a hotel and
were treated in accordance with international law as diplomatic
representatives of enemy countries. After that, Croatia was
occupied by Tito’s Partisans. We were interned in Austria, then
m Germany, finally in Czechoslovakia. When Germany capit-
ulated and there was no one left to keep us interned, we set
out for the west. We abandoned everything we possessed and
started walking toward the west.”

Eleonora’s thoughts traveled back over the hundred and
fifty miles they had covered on foot. Her legs were swollen, and
the soles of her feet were covered with calluses.
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“We have abandoned everything and fled through fields and
woods in order to reach temtory occupied by the Americans,
the Bntish, or the French,” Eleonora went on. “We did not
want to fall alive into the hands of the Russians or the Partisans.
We would have committed snicide rather than be caught by
them.”

“Why are you so afraid of the Russians and the Partisans?
No one need be afraid of them—except Fascists! The Russians
and the Partisans are our allies. They have been fighting for
the victory of the Umted Nations.”

“You are not a Fascist either, Major Brown, but 1 don't
think you would be prepared for your wife to remam in terri-
tory under Bolshevik occupation, were it only for twenty-four
hours,” said T'raian. “Not for political reasons, but simply be-
cause of the cruelty and terronsm of the Russians. I don't be-
heve that you yourself would have the courage to penetrate into
a Russian or Partisan zone unless you were m umform and
under heavy escort. Is it fair, then, that you should ask us, two
defenseless persons, why we fled before barbanc hordes armed
with automatic nfles of the latest Amencan type?”

“And what 18 it you want now?” asked Major Brown. “You
are not allowed to leave Germany. And while you remain you
will be treated as encmy citizens. You will be subject to the
same oblgations as the German population and will have the
same nights. Nothing more ”

“In other words, no rights at all.” said Traian. “Every Ger-
man woman mm Wemnar 1s obliged to clean out thc lavatories
of the concentration camp at Buchenwald and wash the linen
of the liberated inmates at least once a week. Do you wish to
send my wife to do the same?”

“We are not enemies of Amenca and the Alhed Nations,”
said Eleonora. “For over a year it was thc cnemues of the Allies
who kept us interned. We have come now to ask you for per-
mission to occupy a room somewhere in this region; or, 1f we
are not authonzed to stay, for permssion to leave. We are both
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homeless. We don’t know where to sleep or eat, we have no-
where to wash, we are not permitted to stay, and we are not
permitted to go.”

“You are enemy citizens,” said Major Brown. “I am not
interested in your personal misfortunes. You hold Romanian
passports, don’t you? You are therefore enemues.”

“But Romama has already been in the war for ten months
against Germany, on the side of the Alhes,” said Eleonora.
“You know that as well as we do Eighty thousand Romanians
have already laid down their lives in the Alhed cause. Do you
consider those who fight shoulder to shoulder with you as your
enermies?”

“Romamnia is an enemy state,” said Major Brown agamn He
took a printed sheet out of a drawer and read out' “Enemy
countries: Romamia, Hungary, Finland, Bulgana, Germany,
Japan, Italy. That’s clear enough, 1sn’t 1t? You are enemmes of
the United States ”

Traian stood up. Elconora looked beseechingly at the Major

“Haven’t you ever read in the newspapers that Romama has
been fighting on the Allied side for almost a year?” she asked.
“Aren’t our 1dentity papers, showing that we have been interned
by the Germans, sufficient proof for you? We are not your
enemes.”

“True or not true, I just am not interested,” said Major
Brown. “In the mstructions I have received, 1t lays down that
Romamans are enemies of the Umted States I've already
wasted too much time arguing with you. You, madam, are my
enemy, my enemy, you understand? If I had fallen into your
hands, you'd have had me shot there and then, not sat and
talked to me as I am talking to you All this 1s illegal anyway,
and will not happen agamn. One does not argue with one’s
enemies.”

Major Brown was livid with anger. He did not even ac-
knowledge Traian and Eleonora as they took their leave.

“That is the West for you,” said Traian as they went down-
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stairs. “They are no more interested in man than they are m
facts. They have no eyes for the individual. They have gen-
eralized everything and bow only before rules and regulations.”

“I can’t walk any further,” said Nora. He took her arm. She
leaned agamnst his shoulder and started weeping

“We almost ran for a hundred miles. We ran as people run
toward Mecca.”

“Don’t regret 1t, Nora,” he said. “We've escaped from the
savage terror of the Russians. And we’re lucky to have done
that There 15 no place on carth where people are happy to-
day The earth has ceased to belong to men.”

wen

FOUR days later Traan and Eleonora went to see Major Brown
again. They needed a perrmit for a further week’s residence

Nora’s feet were swollen, and she could scarcely walk She
had put on the best silk dress she had and wore a hat and hugh-
heeled shoes After telling the sentry on duty that they wished
to speak to Major Brown, Trawan said to her

“You're all dressed up as for an official reception.” She
smiled The last time she had worn that dress was three vears
before, one morming when she had paid a visit to the Finmsh
minister.

“Major Brown requests you to wait a moment,” said the
soldier politely.

A few mimutes went by. Eleonora was pleased Then an-
other soldier appeared.

“Are you the Romanian diplomats who wish to speak to
Major Brown?" he asked. “Would you be good enough to wait
a little longer, please.” And he vanished.

Eleonora began to think that Major Brown was a gentleman
after all and knew how to behave. That was the second time in
five minutes he had apologized for keeping them waiting.
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Mulitary government headquarters had been set up in a large
building with a vast entrance hall. Nora looked at herself in a
mirror. She was thinner now and the pleats of her dress hung
better than when she had wom it last time at the Finmsh
Legation.

“This way, please,” said the second soldier, coming toward
them. Eleonora walked away from the mirror, smiling. Traian
took her arm They followed the soldier, who was not going
up the staurs toward the Major’s office where they had been the
last time, but toward the exit He asked them to get into a jecp
that was warting outside the gate

“Where are we gomg?” asked Traian

The soldier at the wheel shrugged his shoulders. There was
a strong wind The car sped through the streets of the town.
Traian leaned over to the sccond soldier and shouted 1n his ear:

“Where are we gomng?”

He shrugged his shoulders, just as the other one had done.

Traian turned toward his wife. She was holding onto the
brim of her hat with both hands and was laughing. She had
always loved speed.

The jeep drew up outside a stone wall at the other end of the
town. A doorkecper 1n a peaked cap opened the gates, but the
car did not drive in One of the soldiers handed the doorkeeper
an envelope. Then he signaled to Traian and Eleonora to get
out of the jecp.

“Where are we?” she asked.

The Amenicans stood waiting for her to climb out, but did
not answer.

“Where are we?” she asked the doorkeeper in German.

“The town jail,” he answered, and took her by the arm.

She had meant to have a word with the soldiers, but it was
too late. The jeep had disappeared as quickly as it had come.
She turned toward Traian. He was white. The iron gates
slammed behind them.

They were in the prison courtyard.
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URR

TraAN was locked 1n cell No 5 on the ground floor and Nora
in cell No. 26 on the thud.

“There 1s obviously some mistake,” saxd Traian to himself as
soon as he had been left alone. He tnied to guess what had gone
wrong. But remembening that at that very moment Nora was
locked 1n a cell exactly like s own, he lost his nerve.

As they were being separated, he had trnied to kiss her and
speak some words of love to her. The guard had caught him by
the shoulder and had forbidden him to go near her. Nora had
tumed mmplonngly toward the guard, but he had pushed her
brutally round the comer of the comdor. That was how they
had parted 1n the hall of the pnison.

“I suppose they must have nuxed me up with heaven knows
what cniminal with the same name who looks like me. But why
have they arrested Nora?”

Traian started banging on the door with his fists, to summon
the guard.

“1 would have cxpected the Russians to arrest me,” he said
to humself. “For them clean hands 1s good enough grounds for
an arrest. In fact, it wouldn’t have surprised me mn the least if
they had arrested me cven without looking at my hands. I was
prepared for anything from the Russians I did two hundred
kilometers on foot to escape a form of society where ‘absence
of a cause’ constitutes adequate cause for armest, murder, or
deportation.”

Though his fists were sore, he went on drumming on the
door of tus cell e was no longer dong 1t to make the guard
come, but to pumsh himself for runming a hundred miles 1n
vain, dragging Nora behind lhum. Nora with her swollen legs
and bleeding feet.

“I expected the Germans to arrest her because they are
Nazis and anti-Semites.”
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“What do you want?” asked the guard in the doorway.

“I want to speak to the prison governor at once,” said
Traan. “My wife and I have been arrested by some stupid ms-
take.”

“I know, I know,” answered the guard iromcally. “Everyone
says he was arrested by mistake when he first gets here.”

“Don’t tnfle with me,” said Traian “I wish to speak to the
governor immediately ”

“There 15 no governor here,” answered the guard. “You've
been arrested by the Americans We're only responsuible for the
prison admmustration We're not even supposed to speak to the
prisoners In a way we're prisoners, too ”

“Then I want to speak to the Americans.”

“The sergcant comes only once a weck—on Mondays.”

Traian remembered that 1t was Monday

“Do you mean to say I'll have to wait till next Monday?”
he asked. “Do you expect my wife to stay in prison for a whole
week?”

“It’s no use your telling me all that,” smd the guard “You
can bang away at the door for hours and hours, but 1t won’t do
any good. The sergeant doesn’t come again till next Monday,
and there’s nothing I can do about 1t " e shut the door.

“All nght, pass 1t on or keep it to yourself, just as you like,
but unt:l I am allowed to speak to the governor to find out the
reason for my arrcst, I shall not touch food or water. It 1s my
only means of protest, and I shall adopt it ”

“Hunger strnike, do you mean”” asked the guard

“Yes, and I shall not dnnk, either”

The guard stood on the threshold for a moment, keys in
hand.

“Pity,” he said. “You're still so young.” He turned the key
twice 1n the lock.
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"

Nora spent half an hour banging at the door of her cell with
her fists. Eventually, a guard came to the door but did not open
it. He peered mto the cell through the gnile.

“If you go on banging on that door, you'll be punished,” he
said. “Prisoncrs are not allowed to bang on cell doors ”

The guard went away Nora stretched out on the bed A
second later she leaped to her feet. “There are probably hice,”
she said to herself She was fnghtened She would have liked to
start banging agamn on the door and ask for another mattress or
at least to find out whether there were hice in her bed, but she
had now been told she was not allowed to bang on the door.
She paced up and down m her cell

In her heart of hearts Nora was conscious of a sense of
gmit Fundamentally, she knew that her arrest was justified
Ever since she had faked the documents proving her racial
ongn, and had paid for the theft of the birth certificates from
the archives, she had been haunted dav and mght by the
thought of pnson. Exerv dav she had been expecting to see the
police commg to take her away She had known she would be
found out and arrested sooner or later All the way across Ger-
many she had trembled at the sight of every policeman because
her papers were forged. "L hese last years of her Iife had been
spent in constant dread of the hour of her arrest

“That hour has come,” she sasxd “They have found out that
I am Jewish, and there 15 no salvation now

Every particle of her body was qui ening with fear.

“It 15 absurd of me to thimnk that the Amencans have ar-
rested me because 1 conccaled my Jewish ongin and forged
some papers in Romama. Yet I am sure that that s the real
cause for my arrest 'I'he only one. It 1sn’t logical, but 1t is true.
I am guilty. For five years 1 got away with 1t. This time I'll be
pumished, punished severely and cruelly, but justly.”
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She felt cold. Her underwear, frothy and light as soap bub-
bles, her dress, thin and airy as a veil, could afford her no protec-
tion agamnst the chilly dampness of the stone walls. It pene-
trated to her skin and beyond, to the very marrow of her bones.
Till that moment she had never felt cold m her kidneys. Ana-
tomucally spcaking, she did not even know exactly where they
were or what they looked like. But certainly they were freezing.
And not only her kidneys. Her intestines were freezing as well.

She wrapped her dress over her knees, but that did not help.
She was afraid to sit on the bed. The icv coldness of the cement
floor was nising through the thin soles of her shoes, nising to her
knees and above her knees, spreading all over her body. She
began to shiver, and her teeth chattered.

Outsidc 1t was warm; but that meant nothing to her while
her teeth were chattering and she was shivering as though 1t
were midwinter. To get warm she squatted down on her heels
in the middle of the cell At that moment she suddenly reahzed
she had to go to the lavatory. She had to go that very instant.
Hundreds of necedles were piercing her bladder, and she was
losing control of the muscles.

She remembered having read 1n novels that in prison cells
there were buckets instead of lavatones. But in her cell she
could see nothing but the bed, the table, and a small barred
window, and the door She went over and hfted her fist to
bang on it.

“Surely they can’t refuse permission to use the lavatory,” she
argued.

And then, suddenly, she remembered the harsh words of the
German guard: “If you bang on the door again you will be
" punished.” Her arms dropped to her sides. She was afraid to
bang again.

“I am guilty because I banged on the door when it was not
allowed,” she told herself, and started pacing to and fro again
across the cell.

Again she stopped in front of the door and lifted her
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clenched fists to it. But even now she dared not bang. “If you
bang again you will be punished.”

While these words were ringing in her ears, an electric
current seemed to shoot through her body—a warning signal.
Suddenly her muscles refused to obey her any longer, and she
lost control completely. She felt the wet spreading, first her
drawers that were so fine and bnef, then her girdle, then her
stockings. Something warm and wet was cozing down her thighs
and along her stockings, night into her shoes.

She made one last effort to restrain herself. But it was as if
her muscles, her flesh, her whole body were no longer hers. She
squatted down further. As her drawers grew warmer and
warmer, there overcame her gradually a sensation of pleasure
and relief, such as she had never known before in all her life.
It was as 1f every muscle, every pore, and every fiber in her body
was relaxing. It was more than just pleasure. It was delight.
Even stronger, perhaps, than delight 1t was sheer ecstasy. It
enabled her to break right away from everything earthly She
was floating 1 space. This moment of complete detachment
and ecstasy seemed to last forever. It was beyond time: her
whole body was hberated

She felt she had been urinating for hours on end without
stopping But when her eyes fell on the wet cement all around
her she became terrorstricken She stood up and ran imnto a
corner of the cell, in an attempt to hide. It was the most
dramatic instant of her hfe. The cement floor of the cell was
wet all over. Streams were tnckhing under the bed, under the
table and up to her very feet.

She knew she had done something that was not allowed and
that she would be found out and severely punished. The guard’s
voice cchoed sharply and threateningly in her ears: “You will be
punished.”

She wanted to tear up her dress and use it to mop up the
floor, but obviously 1t was useless. There was too much liqud
to be absorbed by the silk dress and the scanty underwear she
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had on, which was in any case too dainty and fine, too beauti-
ful for wiping And all the time there was an insistent voice at
her ear. “You will be punished.”

Now fully aware that she would never be able to hide, that
she would be found out, and that 1t was futile to attempt to
escape pumshment, she covered her eyes with her tiny fists,
from which she had not yet removed the lace gloves, trans-
parent as spider webs, and began to weep 1 sheer despaur.

Y

“rrts has all been a most regrettable accident,” said Sergeant
Goldsmith, the NCO 1n charge of the prison “Allow me to
tender my apologies. I am extremely sorry that your casc was
not brought to my notice sooner

A week had passed sice Traan and Elconora had been ar-
rested Traian was now lying on his bed, too weak to move. Ile
had touched neither food nor water for seven days.

Sergeant Goldsmith had brought their belongings in tus
car and was now helping Nora to unpack He kept offering
them cigarettes and was evidently deeply embarrassed.

“Tomorrow moming you will be set free,” he said. “I per-
sonally will find you somewhere to hive and will drive you there
mn my car. [ feel most sincerely sorry for what has happened.”

Nerther Traian nor Eleonora uttered one word.

“Mr. and Mrs. Koruga arc not under arrest,” said Sergeant
Goldsmith to the chief guard “They have been brought here
by mustake. They are staying tll tomorrow because they have
no other living quarters. They will both sleep n this room. See
that they are given clean sheets and blankets. They are to be
treated as our guests.”

The Sergeant went away and returned half an hour later
with a parcel. He had brought food for them both and oranges
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and grapefruit for Traian. As he was taking his leave, he apolo-
gized again, shook hands with Traian, and departed.

The chief guard had watched the scene with wide-open eyes,
like a man witnessing a muracle.

“I knew all along the Americans would come and apolo-
gize,” said Nora. “The Umted States 1s a great and civihzed
country ”

Traian had fever and fell asleep right away. Duning the night
he dreamed he was on the submarme and that the white rab-
bits were all dcad, cvery one of them He woke up n a cold
sweat, lns pajamas drenched, saying “Once the white rabbits
are dead there 1s no morc hope ™ He had shouted 1n his sleep
with all lus mught. but the sailors rcfused to beheve lum

\ a4 i 4

THE following dav Sergeant Goldsmith did not show up Nora
waited for him all day.

“He mght have been detamned by something o1 other im-
portant,” she said mn the evemmng “T'omorrow, though, he'll
turn up, all nght ”

The chief guard was of the same opmion. Nevertheless,
Sergeant Goldsnuth came nerther the second nor the third day.
A week later a new sergeant appeared.

“l have no knowledge of your case,” he said “Sergeant
Goldsmuth has gone back to the States He left me no mstruc-
tions with regard to you But I will make mquines and mform
you of the results next Monday.”

Then he went away. :

He was a red-haired young man with freckles all over his
face. He had refused to disclose s name cven to the chief
guard. 1is signature was 1llegible and he was always nervous.

The following week he returned to the prison, but only
spent a few nunutes in the office. When the Korugas came to
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see him he had already gone. They had to wait another whole
week.

This time the sergeant was in a bad temper.

“I have made inquiries about your case,” he said. “You are
arrested under the same conditions as anyone else. We have had
no special instructions to justify our giving you preferential
treatment.”

The sergeant turned his back on them.

“They are to be locked n scparate cells,” he mstructed the
chief guard, “and to receive exactly the same treatment as the
other prisoners. I will tolerate no exceptions 1n this prison.”

The guard opened his eves wide. He was staning hard at the
sergeant, to make surc he had not misunderstood. Then he said-

“I understand Separate cells. Ordinary treatment. No ex-
ceptions.”

The guard’s voice quivered.

R

“THEY are coming to separate us,” said Nora, hearing the guard’s
footsteps 1n the corndor. She hung on Traian’s neck with both
arms and started sobbing violently

“I'd rather die than be locked up agamn all alone in a cell.”

The chief guard stopped in the doorway and pngled his
keys. Nora. however, did not turn round She knew why he had
come, and Traian knew, too. Traian looked at him steadily He
would have liked to beg him to leave them together at least
five more minutes. But he did not speak e knew it was use-
less.

“This summer I shall be reheved of my duties,” said the
guard. “I am too old. At my age, I can no longer learn to play
hide-and-seek. And I don’t even want to.”

The guard paused. He was mustering all his strength as if to
lift too heavy a burden. Then be said:
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“You will remain as you are. Together and with the door
open.”

“Has the sergeant revoked his order?”” asked Nora

“The sergeant has not revoked his order,” said the guard,
walking away jnghng his keys. The door of the cell remained
wide open

W

“wHAT have the Amencans got aganst us?” asked Nora in
desperation. “Why have they kept us under arrest for six
weeks?”

“The Amencans have nothing against us.” answered Traian
“They are not even aware of our existence ”

“And how much longer do they need to discover thev have
arrested us and are keeping us 1n ja1l?” she asked. “I can’t bear 1t
any longer.”

“They never will become aware exther of vour existence or of
mine,” he said. “Western civihzation, i this last stage of its
progress, 1s no longer conscious of the existence of the individ-
val. And there are no grounds for hoping that 1t ever will be-
come so i future This society understands only certain aspects
of the individual As far as 1t 15 concerned, man as an entity, as
an mdividual, does not exsst You, Eleonora West, who are in
prison though guilty of nothing, and I and others like us, are
simply not there. We exist only m so far as we are inhmitesimal
fractions of a category. You, for example, are an enemy citizen
arrested on German temtory. These particulars are the maxi-
mum amount of detall concermng you that Western Tech-
nological Society 1s able to register. It 1s enabled to recognize
you exclusively by these charactenstics, and 1t treats you, there-
fore, according to the laws of multiphication, division, and sub-
traction, whichever happens to suit the case, as a unit in the
category to which you belong You are i1dentified with the
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Romanian fraction. That fraction 1s arrested. The fault or crime
that Jeads to the arrest 1s a general property of that category.”

“And yet I am sure the Americans had reasons for arresting
us,” she said. “They have something against us, somcone must
suspect us Otherwise they would have let us go. 1 suffer agomes
through not knowing the reasons for the arrest. For there must
be reasons ”

“There are indeed very good ones,” smd Traian “They are
absurd from the pomnt of view of a human being, but perfectly
justihied from the pomt of view of a machine The West today
evaluates man cxclusivelv according to techmical standards.
Man, as a thing of flesh and blood. capable of joy and suffernng,
1s nonexistent And that 1s why the fact that they have arrested
us, Joched us up, and tomorrow mav cxecute us cannot be con-
sidered cniminal It would be criminal if it bore rcference to
man as a thing of flesh and blood But Western society 15 in-
capable of registering the existence of the living human being.
When this society arrests or kills a person, 1t does not arrest or
kill a hving thing but an ahstract conception Like any other
machme. 1t cannot be held responsible for such acts. No one can
expect a machme to treat men according to therr mdividual
charactenistics.”

“And what might they be, these justified and perfect reasons
for which the .A\mencans arrested me?” she asked

“I have no 1dea,” he answered. “All T know 1s that to sub-
ject man to mechamcal laws and standards—which are excellent
so far as machincs arc concerned—amounts to murder Any man
forced to hive under the conditions and 1 the environment
suited to fishes will penish wathm a few moments, and vice
versa. The West has evolved a soacty that 15 analogous to a
machine. It 1s now forcing men to hve i 1t and to adapt them-
selves to its new laws. For the time being, the West still has
hopes, at times even, 1t deludes itself with the mirage of success.
But men who are treated according to laws goverming motorcars
or chronometers must nevitably pensh. ‘People are not alike.
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. . . Nations are not alike. Everybody is not the same or as
clever or strong as everybody else!’ * Only machines can be per-
fectly alike; only machmes can be replaced, taken to pieces, and
reduced to a fcw essential parts or movements. When men and
machines will be identical, then there will cease to be men on
earth.”

Nora sighed.

“As a human being, you do not exist,” Traian went on. “Or
if you like, you exist, but only through the eves of a machine.
For the technocrats of todav, as for the barbanans of old, man
has no value Orf he has, 1t 15 neghgible

“Your arrcst is an mfimtely small fact. Infimtesimally smail.
If 1t 15 unjust, then the nustice of 1t 15 likewise mmtesimally
small But fundamentally, vou arc not even arrested.”

“We are not arrested?”

“Hardly,” said Tralan “We, that 15 to say, vou and I, are
not arrested, although we have been m pnison for six weeks The
categones to which we belong are arrested For Western Tech-
nological Civilization our persons do not cxist as scparate en-
tities. Therefore, they could not be and are not arrested ”

“To be thrown mto jail and then be told you are not under
arrest 1s very cold comfort indeed.”

“But 1t 15 a comfort none the less,” said Traian “The only
one possible at this late hour of history.”

99

“WeLL, 1t’s all up now,” said the chief guard, commng into the
Korugas’ cell. “Read the communiqué. Thunngia and the city
of Weimar have been handed over to the Russians. Soviet
troops have already entered the town. Trucks loaded with
troops have been moving n all mght. The Americans have
withdrawn. They are retaining only the government building,
* Jawaharlal Nehru,
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the prison, and a certain number of houses. No one is allowed
to leave. A cordon of mihitary police has been thrown round the
town ”

Nora read the communiqué 1 the newspaper. She looked
at Traian and then at the guard, who was leaning against the
door.

“And when will the prison change hands?” she asked. “Are
we to be handed over to the Russians with 1t?”

“I am afraid so,” answeied the guard “The Russians are
expected to take over this morming or this afternoon, or, at the
latest, this evening. We have not been mnformed of the exact
time of the handing over ”

Traian buned his face in his hands For an mstant his
thoughts went back over the past Fhght Onc hundred and
fifty mules on foot Ruswa Terror. Rape Sibena. Nora's swollen
blistered feet Political commis<ars Handed over m a cell, as
formerly slaves were handed over 1n fetters

“We must concentrate on essentials, for the tunes are upon
us,” said Traian “It 15 no longer the moment to keep secrets or
chenish sllusions The chief guard mav histen I know the Ameri-
cans intend to hand us over to the Russians, locked up n our
cells. That 1s a crime But from their point of view, the Amen-
cans are mnocent They are as mmnocent as the nailway engine
that seems to be smihng as 1t crushes a man's body on the
track. The West has reduced sin 1tself to a single dunension. It
has minmmmized 1t to the extreme. 1 might cven say that it no
longer knows the meaning of sin 'T'he Amenicans are not guilty;
it 1s therr civiization that 1s gumlty But that docsn’t matter
now. I brought 1t up only to keep us from decerving ourselves

“Any minute now we may be handed over to the Russians,
that 1s to say, to the most bloodthirsty terrorists that have ever
operated through the statc anywhere on the face of the earth.
And even if I could still stand the idca of man mechamzed and
reduced to the function of a robot, I could never face the
mechanized wild beast. ] cannot and will not do so. Before I am
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handed over to the Russians I shall attempt to escape. If I fail,
I shall commit swmcide ”

Traan turned toward the guard

“Will you help us to escape?” he asked.

“I will do everything in my power,” answered the guard. “I
want to get away, too I'm an Austnan, and I want to go home
to Vienna. But I shall go later.”

“And what will happen to me?” asked Nora. “I'd be too
scared to attempt to escape You had better kill me, Traan.”

“We'll commut suicide together,” he answered. “But it is
worth trying to escape first. It should be possible. The prison
wall has been bombed down. The main thing 1s to get into the
courtyard. From there 1t'll be child’s play.”

LA A

“I HAVEN'T the courage to climb down a rope from the third
floor,” said Nora “You're a man and can do it, but I am much
too scared.” :

Traian was knotting sheets and blankets together to make a
Tope

“Don’t be afraid,” he said. “You won’t have to do anything.
I'll fasten the rope round you myself and lower vou through the
window Once you're in the courtyard, all you have to do is to
creep along the wall and wait for me at the other cnd under the
tree I showed you”

She had been holding one end of the rope while he was
tying the knots. Now she dropped it.

“I can’t escape. All the time you're lowenng me down on
the rope, I'll be afraid they’ll shoot at me That alone will be
enough to make me faint. Are you sure they won't shoot at
me while I am chmbing down?”

“It’s possible,” he said. “But we've got to trv. They may not
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shoot. In any case, we have a better chance of survival if we try
to escape than if we just stay and kill ourselves.”

“Supposing we stayed here for the Russians,” she asked.
“Perhaps the devil is not so black as he is painted. Communusts
are human beings, after all. If they can manage to exist, why
shouldn’t we?”

“You're nght,” he said. “In the Soviet state there must be
human bemngs Life there may be no harder than it is in the
Woest. There are no objective standards of judgment, and there
15 no objective truth. Everything 1s subjective None the less,
I refuse to live even for one hour in the Red Paradise Others
may think my obstinacy absurd, but from my own pomt of view
it is justificed And for a human being, things can be just or un-
just only from a personal pomnt of view I. personally, do not
wish to fall into the clutches of mechamzed beasts from the
banks of the Volga.

“That 1s my particular phobia

“I am ready to surrender my life at any time But until such
time as I do surrender 1t, I want to hve as 1 choose It may be
argued that my conception of lifc 1s not the nght one. I am
open to conviction. But I will not allow others to organize mv
hife for me or compel me to follow what they consider 1s the
night path. My life 1s my own It belongs neither to the kolkhoz
nor to the community nor to the pohtical commussar. There-
fore, I have the nght to hive 1t 1 whatever way I may choose
and to co-ordinate 1t with the commussar’s only if I so desire.
Actually, I have no such desire. But even if I had, no one would
have the nght to blame or praise me. It 1s my lfe, and I shall
do what I please with it. And I refuse to live this hfe of mine
m the Soviet fashon.

“That 1s why 1 am committing smaide ”

Nora began to cry. lle went on tying the sheets together.
She held on firmly to the other end.

“Look and sce whether the Americans have moved out of
the watchtowers,” said Traian.
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Nora went out wnto the corridor and looked at the watch-
towers over the prison gates to see if there were any signs of
Russian sentres.

“We must check every five minutes,” he said. “The best
moment to make the attempt will be when the Russian and
Amencan sentnies change over. After that it will be too late.”

All morning they went on working at the rope. They tned
it out to see if 1t was long enough and sufficiently strong to take
theirr weight

And every five minutes one or the other would go out to
look at the watchtowers and would come back, saymng:

“Still Amencans”

And that made them both happy They had the illusion that
as long as the Amencans remamed on guard m the towers of
the pnison, everything was still not lost.

@R

AT s1x o’clock 1n the ¢vening Traian and Elconora were escorted
out of their cells and packed into an Amencan trck together
with other prisoners "1 raian looked pale, Nora was crying

“They must have chosen some other spot to hand us over
to the Russians,” he said “We are heading east ”

'The strects of Weaimar were jammed with Russian troops
and velucles

“What about jumping out of the truck?” he asked her. “We
are certamly bemg taken to a Russian prison ”

They had left the town behmd Nora looked at the green
fields and then at the sun She could sce for herself that they
were travehng castwaid

“We are just commg to a forest,” he sud  You jump first,
hidc in onc of those thickets, and wait for me. I'll jump straight
after you.”

She was crying.
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“Get ready,” he said.

“In a mmnute,” she answered. “Not just now, I'm too
frightened.”

“We shall never get such a good opportumty agam,” he
said. “Look at those bushes all along the road. We can hide
easily. Can you do it now? Look, the truck has slowed down.”

He grasped her arm. She gnpped the bench tightly with
both hands.

“No,” she said. “You jump if you want to. 1 swear I won’t
hold 1t against you if you leave me and cscape alone”

He sat down again beside his wife and closed his eyes so as
not to see the dense bushes that would have made such an
ideal hiding place, He knew they would never again have such
a chance.

When he opened his eves the sun was shiming straight in his
face, blinding him. It was no longer behind him as it had been
before They were heading due west

“The Amencans are good chaps, after all,” he said, holding
Nora’s hand. His face was radiant with happiness. “They are
not handing us over to the Russians.”

“Where are they taking us, then?” she asked. Traian’s face
clouded over.

“To an Amencan prison,” he said. He was ashamed of his
sudden wild happiness.

“Forgive me for having been so gay, Nora. One must be mad
to rejoice at having been transferred to one prison rather than
to another. But the people of Europe have reached that stage.
The only choice open to them is between two prisons.”

e

“You're Johann Moritz, aren’t you?” asked the American of-
ficer. He smiled amiably and went on, “The commandant of the
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town wishes to hear about your escape. It was you, wasn’t it,
who saved five French prisoners from a concentration camp?”

Johann flushed with pleasure He never would have believed
that one day Amencan officers would come to fetch him by
car and ask him to tell them all about his exploits “Even the
commandant of the town has heard of me,” he thought, and he
gave his name with more pleasure than ever before 1n his hife

“Yes, I am Johann Montz "

“Let’s go!” said the officer “I've got my car here ”

Johann wanted to go and put on his jacket lle was weaning
only his shirt aud trousers And hie wanted to put on some socks,
for his fect were bare mside his shoes

But the officer was m a hurry

“The commandant 1s warting for us,” he said “Come as vou
are. You'll be back 1n half an hour T'll bring you back by car ”

They both climbed into the jeep and drove away Johann
made up s mund to tell the commandant his story without
embroidening on the facts He was already choosing his words
and his cheeks were red with exaitement He tned to imagine
what the commandant would look hke and how he would sit
opposite him and tell his story

In the meantnne the car had drawn up outside a stone build-
ing The officer turned toward Johann

“You stay here,” he said

Johann chmbed out He was sorry the ofhcer was not coming
with him. It would have gnen lum morc courage to tell his
story. But the jeep had dnven off The sentrv on duty at the
gate led him nto the courtyard, where two German policemen
came to fetch hum. Glancing to the nght and to the left, he
found 1t hard to beheve that the commandant of the town
lived in such an ugly building, but he did not darc ask questions.

When he stepped inside he noticed that all the windows
were barred as in prisons, and <o he asked

“Is this where the commandant of the town hves?”

The policemen burst mnto roars of laughter. They could not
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stop. They locked Johann into an unht cell 1n the basement. As
they turned the key in the lock, they were stll laughing at the
pusoner’s question.

Iy

Cormva Koruca, the priest’s wife, was summoned to the village
hall. It must have been about nudmght when the two peasants
with colored armbands knocked at her window and told her to
follow them. It was a moonht might She locked the door care-
fully and kept the kev m her hand.

At the village hall there were a dozen or so Russian soldiers
carousing with the peasants The pnest’s wife was led i front
of them They gave her a glass of wine and eved her up and
down

She lowered her cves and senth praved to Saint Nicholas.

The soldiers forced her to dnnk, but she went on with her
prayer, neither looking at than nor even touching the glass wath
her lips One soldier poured wine down inside her blouse, an-
other hifted her petticoats and splashed wine up her thighs She
seemed not to sec them or to hear what they were saying She
sat wath her eyes closed, saymg her prayer and thinking of Samt
Nicholas, who looked hike I'ather Koruga, her husband. The
Russians and the peasants emptied further glasses of wine over
her head, down mside her blouse, and up her petticoats Her
skirt and her blouse were drenched. Then thev dragged her
down on the floor. Her dress and her bodv felt as wet as if she
had fallen mto the niver. And then she felt herself sinking down
and down and drowmng. Samt Nicholas had stayed on the
bank and was praying for her.

The followmg day, after what had happened at the village
hall, Corina, the wife of Father Koruga, the pnest, hanged her-
self in the henhouse.
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vew

Nora WEst’s first mght i the Ohrdruf concentration camp.

“There must be some definite reason for our arrest. Other-
wise they would not torment us hke this,” she said to herself.

She was lying on bare boards without pillow or blanket Her
hips, her elbows, and cvery bone m her body were all hurting.

When she had reached the concentration camp a few hours
before, 1t had been already dark As soon as they had got down
from the truck that had brought them from Weimar, she and
Traian had been separated Traian had been taken somewhere
else, and she had been sent here

The women’s camp was a group of wooden huts In the
room where she was Iving there were about thirty other women.
She had not sceu their faces when she walked 1, because of the
darkness, but they all seemed vers young She had stretched her-
self out on the boards and had started crymg Then she had
fallen aslecp

“It must be about mudmght,” she thonght 1 wonder what
sort of women can be shut i here with me.”

From the far corner of the room came a stifled laugh It
seemed to her that it was a man’s liugh But there couldn’t be
men in 4 women's camp. She pricked up her ears. It was a man.
There was no doubt about 1t He had stopped laughing, but he
could be heard making love Thc movements of the couple were
clearly audible. A man laughed agam, but this time the laugh
came from another part of the room. Nora took fnght

“Why should I be afraid of men who are making love?” she
asked herself. But she could not quet her anxiety. In spite of
herself she was afrad.

She stopped up ber cars. She could no longer hear anything.
Yet she seemed to see them even with her eves shut. The planks
of her bed rattled. She opened her eyes and saw that the door
had been flung wide open. More men had come in. They stood
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talking to each other in the middle of the room. A woman in a
nightdress was standing beside them.

Nora broke down and started to scream. She shut her eyes
and screamed at the top of her voice

She could not have told herself why she had first started But
she went on because she was fnghtened of the men and women
in the room They would come and thrash her till she was black
and blue because she had screamed and had prevented them
from makimng love.

“It’s stuprd of me,” she thought “I shouldn’t have screamed.
Now they are all going to set on mec and beat me to death. They
have every night to kill me because 1 screamed.”

The men rushed out of the room Manv of them were dash-
mg toward the door. Some had been lving on the floor. She had
not heard those One had been in the bed next to hers She had
not heard him, either. Now as the men hurned out they looked
hke ghosts

They all seemed to her to be very tall and black, blacker
even than the night.

A fecw women left at the same tume as the men, but soon
they came creeping back into the room on tiptoe and shd onto
their beds

Everything grew quiet at last The women were all back,
each one 1n her own bed Only two of them were still in the
muddle of the room They were standing m the dark 1n their
fimsy mghtdresses Their thickened sithonettes stood out in the
darkness They were silently pressing close to each other. Nora
noticed that they were eating something They were mbbhng
chocolate.

She lay and waited for the two women still standing m the
middle of the room to go to bed, afraid lest they should strike
her or even kill her in her sleep But the women went on munch-
g their chocolate in silence

“Who was it screamed?” whispered one of them. “Wasn't it
that red-haired foreigner who came in this evening?”
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“I don’t know,” the other whispered back “I'm not sorry
she screamed. I'd had enough of my fellow and didn't feel hke
starting all over again.”

They went on eating their chocolate and sard nothing more
Nora watched therr movements closely Eventually they sep-
arated, making for dufferent corners of the room They got onto
their beds The boards creaked Soon they were both asleep.

But Nora felt stified and could not calm down. The men
had all gonc now, and the women were asleep, but there was a
smell of sweat and wine and love-making Though the windows
were wide open, the smell would not go She felt she could not
breathe n such an atmosphere

“There must be a reason for our arrest,” she kept on saying
to hersclf “Otherwise I could not have been shut up in here to
suffocate.”

She wanted to cough, but put her hand over her mouth and
stopped herself She was afraid that her coughing would wake
up the women and that they would beat her.

R

tHe first mormng 1n the concentration camp. When Traian
opened his eyes he saw Johann Montz

“We must have slept side by side all might,” said Traian,
shaking hands warmly with him * How did you get here?”

Johann told hun, beginning at the end with the officer who
had fetched lum to tell the commandant the story of his escape
with the Frenchmen

“Instead of taking me to the commandant of the town they
put me in pnison,” he smd “For exght weeks they left me n 2
cell with no windows and without a ray of hght I went on ex-
pecting the commandant to send for me e never did. Then
they brought me here. That 15 alt ”

Johann cut his story short and asked:
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“And how did you get here?”

Traian shrugged his shoulders.

The prisoners who had been sleeping on the ground were
waking up onc by one. The concentration camp of Ohrdruf was
a meadow enclosed by barbed wire. Fifteen thousand prisoners
had been herded in there together, just open sky, earth, and
men.

At each of the four corners of the barbed-wire penmeter
were stationed tanks and guards carrying antomatic nifles.

“Have you any news from Fantana®’ asked Johann. He
looked at Traian and sad

“I can’t bring mysclf to beheve you are here How did we
manage to come up against each other face to face hike that, and
sleep alongside each other all mght? I just can’t understand 1t.”

-

THE camp commandant at Ohrdruf was a Jew Elconora was
glad.

“A Jew will have a greater understanding of my sufferings.
He will help me to get out of here as he would help a relative,”
she said to herself

She had made up her mind to tell hin everything. To plead
with him and implore lus help. She would speak to him as to a
brother

The walls in the commandant’s ofhce were lined with photo-
graphs of German concentration camps Nora looked at them.
They were as big as the walls themselves. They showed men
hanged or starved to death, prnisoncrs n stniped swts, gallows,
piles of corpses, trucks stacked high with dead women.

Nora had totally lost her bearing She saw herself in an ex-
termmation camp for Jews 1n Nazi Germany. She looked at the
red-haired heutenant sitting behind s desk. Her eyes pleaded
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with him to rescue her from extermination, starvation, torture,
and the gas chamber,

“I am your sister,” she thought. “I implore you to help me”
But she did not say 1t.

Never before had she felt so strongly that she was Jewish.

“Lieutenant,” she smid

Her voice shook, and she felt a lump 1n her throat. Her sobs
choked her, preventing her from speaking

“You are not to speak except to answer questions,” the of-
ficer said sharply.

Nora bit her lip and was silent, waiting for the questions.
The officer read wathout looking at her

“Your namc 15 Eleonora West Koruga®” he asked severely
“That’s you, 1sn’t 1> Your husband has been arrested, too,
hasn't he?”

The officer’'s manner of address was fanuhar. but 1t was not
exactly the famhanty of a brother

“Your husband was an official of the dictator Antonescuy,
wasn't he?”

“My husband was an ofhcial of the kingdom of Romania,”
she rephed

The officer blushed till his freckly. pale face was blood-red
[Tis hips quivered ““There were ternble pogroms - Romania,
weren't there?”” he asked

“There were,” she answered

“In Romama there were concentration camps for Jews, and
camps where they were externmnated m gas chambers, hanged,
beheaded, shot . . .7

The heutenant had nsen to lus fect Nora was about to tell
lhim she was Jewish herself, and that she had had to procure
forged papers and then fice, and that she had lamn trcmbling
night after mght.

“Answer my question!” roared the officer He came up to
her with clenched fists She was sure he was going to strike her
n the face. She shut her eyes and waited tor the blow Her
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body was shaking, and she was too ternfied to bring out a single
word.

“Answer me, you criminal” he roared. “How many Jewish
women did you kill with your own hands? Answer If you don't
speak, I'll tear you to pieces. How many Jewesses did you
murder with your own hands?”

Nora could not say anything.

“So you aren’t telling, eh?” he said “Now 1t's you who're
afraid. Now 1t’s you who're trembling and wetting your hittle
drawers from fnight, But you weren't fnghtcned when you were
out murdenng!”

“I myself ama . . .” said Elconora.

“Get out, you bloody Naz titch!” he shouted. “Get out!”

His fist loomed up threateningly before her eyes. She went
out of the ofhce.
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Ck CE &F

Tra1AN was writing Johann stood beside him, watching how his
fingers gnipped the penail and how he carcfully traced the letters
as though he were threading pearls

Johann had not patience enough to wnte himsclf He did
not like it. But winle Traian was wnting he could have kept on
watching for hours on end

“When Master Traian wates, it's just as if he were praymg
before the 1cons,” he thought “You forget he is a prisoner when
vou watch him. You don’t notice that he’s barefooted and un-
shaven and that his trousers are tom ' When he 15 wriiting Traian
Koruga 1s a gentleman. You feel you ought to take off your hat
mn hus presence and speak m a whisper.”

“Have you ever heard of snake charmers?” asked Traian,
pausing for a moment.

“Yes, I have,” sad Johann.

“Dantel was thrown nto a hions’ den, and the hons did not
devour him,” said Traian. “He tamed them. Human bemngs can
charm snakes and tame hons Mussolim kept in his study two
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tigers which he had tamed. Human beings can tame all wild
ammals But recently a new species of amimal has appeared on
the surface of the earth These amimals are called citizens They
do not live 1n the jungle or the forests, but 1 offices. Yet they
are more ferocious than the beasts of the jungle They are a
bastard breed of man and maclhine—a degenerate breed, but
today the most powerful on carth. ‘Their faces are the faces of
men, and outwardly they are indistinguishable from human be-
ings. But soon enough 1t becomes obvious that they don’t be-
have hke human bemmgs They behave exactly hike machines.
They have chronometers m place of hearts. Their brain, too, is
a kind of machime They are neither machimes nor men Their
appetites are those of wild beasts, but thev are not wild beasts.
They are citizens . . . a strange mongrel type They have gone
forth and multiplied to the ends of the carth ”

Johann tned to umagme what these “citizens” were like,
but he could not He had a fleeting vision of Marcu Golden-
berg, but T'raian broke mto his train of thought.

“I'm a wnter,” said Trman “To my way of thinking a
writer 1s a tamer of men By revealing unto men the beautiful—
in other words, truth—you make them gentle. I am going to try
and tame atizens I had started wniting a book and I had got as
far as Chapter IV At that pomt the aitizens led me away into
captivity, and 1 was no longer free to wnte. Chapter V still
remains to be written.

“There is no more point in wrniting it now. I shan’t publish
any more books. Instcad of Chapter V, I want to wnte some-
thing to tame the citizens.

“If I succeed, 1 shall die at peace with myself. I'll read out to
you what I wnte It won’t be a novel, or a play. Citizens don’t
like literature. To tame them I shall adopt the only form they
approve of. I shall wnte pctitions. Citizens do not read poems,
novels, or plays. They only read petitions.”
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PETITION No 1 Subject Economic (Fats)

I mtend to submit several petitions. To begin with,
here is onc on an cconomic subject. I know that your Western
Technological Cnvilization 1s built up on a matcnahstic basis.
Economucs 1s your Bible I am a wntcr, and cvery wrter 1s a
witness. The first qualification required of a witness 1s 1mpar-
tuahty. Thereforc, my petitions will bear evidence of authentic
truth.

The problem T wish to lav before you secems to me to
be onc of the utmost importance 1t 15 on the subject of fats

You are all fullv aware that there 15 at the present time
a world-wide shortage of fats When [ arrved at this camp 1
found the prisoners sleeping on the floor, side by side T could
hardly find room cnough to wedge mvself i T had just got out
of prison, and the surroundmg ficlds scemed very big to me 1
could not understand why vou had not made a larger enclosure
for the men

The 15,000 persons i the camp are packed tight Stand-
ing up. therc 1s a certam amount of room But lying down. there
is so httle that they have to pile up on top of onc another All
mght T was unable to stretch out v legs My neighbors, how-
ever, stretched theirs by putting them on my head Therr legs
were warm and kept me from fechng cold durng the mght.

I realize now why vou made the enclosure so small—
to save the grass in the ficlds. Grass 1s expensive It would have
been a pity to let the prisoners trample on 1t Tt s far better to
let a cow chew 1t because cows produce milk, and prisoners pro-
duce nothing.

Secondly, had you made a larger enclosure vou would
have required more barbed wire. Steel 1s expensive. Obviously,
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it 1s not worth spending money on wiwe merely so that the
pnisoners should have more room for their legs at night.

Thudly, 1 reckon that a large proportion of the pns-
oners will die duning the coming wimnter. Some even earlier,
probably. Those who are left will then have sufhcient room to
lie down fuil length [ presume that you took this factor into
account when you built the camp 1 cannot but express my
admuration for the eficiency of your planning methods

Before gong to sleep I hstened to a lecture. I could not
avoid 1t The lecturer, who claimed to be a professor from
Berhin University, spoke on fats In this petition I should hke
to summanize and discuss this lecture

The professor made a dailv check on the number of
beans mn the soup we eat mn camp Tor thirty consecutive days
both at midday and in the evening he counted every bean that
appeared 1n his mess tin He added up the total and worked
out an average. Ile is now able to state that a prisoner receives
ten beans a day from the two soups. The professor's assistants
also counted their beans over a peniod of thirty days and con-
firmed his calculations.

Next the professor kept a record of the potato peelings
and the quantity of flour in the soup This caleulation was, of
course, only approxmmate, because he was not allowed mnto the
cookhouse.

As you are no doubt aware, the Germans are experts at
anything to do with measurement. It may thereforc be assumed
that the beans were accurately counted. The Germans are a
panstaking and scrupulous people. After thirty days” work the
professor had collected all the necessary data and made his re-
search the subject of a lecture, which was much appreciated by
the audience. The Germans enjoy listeming to lectures on any
subject under the sun. It 1s a habit they formed during the
Middle Ages.

After explaining his method of counting the beans by
straining his soup every day, he gave the number of calones con-
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tained in each bean. I don’t remember the exact figures. Then
he worked out the total number of calories contained 1n ten
beans and added the number of calones in the potatoes and
flour that the pnisoners could not 1dentify in the soup but whose
presence the professor assumed. He concluded by stating that
each prisoner 1n the camp received an average of five hundred
calones per day. On some days they received much less. It had
happened that on several consecutive days the professor himself
had been unable to locatc a single bean i his soup, and on
those days there had been nothing for him to record On other
days, however, he had found fiftcen, sometimes as many as
eighteen beans. The average 1s therefore correct

A man who 15 asleep consumes a thousand calones a
day The pnisoncrs in the camp do not sleep the whole day long,
therefore their consumption 15 greater Nevertheless, the pro-
fessor put their consumption at a thousand calones a day, which
15 an absolute mimmum.

The pnsoners receive five hundred calonies 1n beans
The remaining five hundred they consume daily have therefore
to be drawn from theirr own fat rescrves, 1.e, the capital ac-
cumulated m theirr bodies Because they spend five hundred
calories of the reserves they had when they arnived in camp, the
prisoners lose six pounds per month per person Ths, too, of
course, 15 an average. The weighing was carned cat daily by the
professor’s assistants with 1mprovised weighing machines and
werghts. However, the mstruments seem to have been fairly ac-
curate,

By working out the total of the six pounds of fats that
every prisoner loses by transforming them nto calornes, 1t can
be proved that there 1s, 1n this camp of Ohrdruf run under your
very competent admimstration, a monthly wastage of forty tons
of fats. Every month, five wagonloads of fat evaporate and van-
1sh mnto thin air. Consider the enormty of such waste.

I am not an economist and am therefore not in a posi-
tion to offer a solution. But I am certain that, with the technical
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resources you have at your disposal, you should be able to avail
yourselves of this hiving fat. Why should 1t be wasted?

This 1s the object of my petition.

I am sure you will appreciate my pomnt You are mem-
bers of the most advanced branch of Western civilization. You
might perhaps send back home a report to the Institute of
Science. It is barbarous to allow forty tons of fat to be squan-
dered every month. Besides, there are other camps—several
hundreds, I beheve, 1 Germany alone. You could collect moun-
tains of fresh fat every day.

Ever since that lecture given by the professor from Ber-
hin, the whole atmosphere scems to me to reck of human fat.
Your camp 15 a gigantic crushing machme for extracting fats
from human beings . . . I can smift it in the air Do you never
find yourself noticing this smell of living human fat when you
sit m vour office with the window open? And vet your very
clothes must be permeated with it Ask your wife or your mus-
tress who slecps with you if your hair and skin do not smell
of human fat when you get into bed next to her. Women have
a more highly devcloped sensc of smell than men. They will
tcll you As for mc, the very thought of 1t turns my stomach.
And now allow me to assurc you of my deepest admiration and
respect for your civlization In view of the techmcal resources
at your disposal, 1 have no doubt that you will not fail to find
a way of making use of these vast stores of human fat Don't
forget, I myscif have six pounds a month to offer you fresh fromn
my own body.

Ture WiTNEss

99

PETITION No 2. Subject Beauty, Human (Ideal of
in Western Technological Civilization)

Last night T discussed acsthctics with a German pro-
fessor. We had an argument. The Germans, like all other Euro-
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peans, have never really got beyond classicism. That is why their
social organization has collapsed. A healthy and progressive
civihization hike your own must evolve its own modern art as
Western technology has done.

This professor showed me the prisoners walking about
on the camp parade ground. Although, as you know, they are
now mere bundles of skin and bone, he declared that they were
ugly. He was bogged down in the Greek ideal of beauty In my
opmmon, human beings reduced to skeletons enclosed m skin
are magnificent—real works of art They represent the type of
human beauty most charactenstic of Modern Technological
Civilization

I tned to persuade the German thiat vour avilization
has an esteem for and appreaation of beauty far higher than
any other civilizabion on earth and that vour prachice of ex-
tracting fat from the human body 15 mspired purely by aesthetic
motives, for the embelhshment of the unnerse He did not un-
derstand. These Germans arc alwavs veny slow on the uptake.
That 1s why people say they are bulletheaded ‘T'omorrow I shall
give a lecturc on the modern Western 1deal of human beauty

There 15 a Swiss sculptor, Alberto Giacometti, who,
his own ficld, has been mspired by the same principles and
achieved the same 1deals of masculine and femmie beauty as
you have achieved n practice by ehminating fat and flesh from
the human bodyv. Heie 1s what has been said of him.

“Restless Artist Gracomett: was troubled bv the fact
that he could not do all his job at once If he started on the tip
of the nose, the rest of the face would losc shape and perspec-
tive. “The distance between one side of the nose and the other,’
he wrote, ‘is like the Sahara Later, mm an effort to grasp the
whole, his sculptures began to shnnk until they became so small
that they would fall apart at the touch ot his kmfe Finally, his
figures began to seem real to him only when they were long and
slender. ‘And 1t 1s almost there,” says Giacometty, ‘where I am
today.” ‘For him,” wrote Exmtentiahst Jean-Paul Sartre in a
catalogue introduction, “‘to sculpt 1s to take the fat off space.””
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And that is precisely what you are doing here in camp.
I have always known that your entire civilization was founded
on aesthetic pninciples. How beautiful 1t wall be when, in this
universe of tomorrow, the whole world shall be peopled with
beings whose bodies are bt according to the harmony of the
new aesthetic canons as they are scen mn Guacomett’s art—and
in yours.

THE WITNESS

e

“weLL, Montz, old fellow,” said Traian, “I have already written
at least forty petitions trving to reveal the truth and to persuade
them to stop tortunng human bemgs I know that what I wrote
was nght. Every petition was skillfullv composed But it was all
m vamn. I wrote n vanous styles—legal, diplomatic, telegraphuc,
cookbook-recipe, even advertising. I was alternately scntimental,
vulgar, and beseeching I cried out for justice, using every means
taught me by my desparr I received no answer.

“I told them the most uncompromsing home truths, but
they did not get annoyed 1 went down on my knees to wnite to
them, but they were not moved I insulted them grossly, but
they did not take offense I tried to make them laugh, I tned to
excite their cuniosity—all to no purpose.

“I could arouse neither their higher feehings nor their baser
instincts. I failed to provoke the shghtest reaction I might have
been talking to a brick wall They simply have no feelings They
do not even know the meamng of hate. They don’t understand
revenge. They don’t understand pity. They work automatically
and exclusively according to plan. If I were to tear off a stnip of
my body and wnite a petition on 1t in warm blood they would
still not read 1t. They would throw it into the wastepaper basket,
exactly as they did with the others. They wouldn’t even notice
that 1t was a stnip of flesh still warm from the human body. They
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are indifferent to man. It 1s the indifference of the citizen to-
ward the human being, an indifference that has gone further
than that of the machme.”

“Poor Master Traian,” said Johann compassionately. “What
arc you going to do ncxt? Perhaps 1t might be better to stop
wnting petitions.”

“1 shall go on wnting,” said Traian “I shall not stop until
I am dead. There 1s not a beast under the sun which mankind
has failed to tame Why shouldn’t we succeed 1n taming the
aitizens?®”’

“Perhaps vou should try some other way,” said Johann “I
don’t think vou’ll get anywhere by writing ”

“Every victory won by man. from the time of his appear-
ance on earth till the present day, has been a victory of the
spint. It 15 through the spint that we shall tame the atizen n
his office.

“If we fail, they will tear us to pieces We must teach them
not to destroy man when they meet i Until we have taught
them this we cannot go on Ining on the same carth m the same
towns and strects, with them It will be harder than taming
tigers. And vet I have never felt more optimistic than at ths
moment It 15 doubtless the optimism of man before death.
The chapter of The Twentv-fifth Hour wheremn are wiitten my
‘Petitions” wall be the final spasm of mv death agony But 1 shall
wrte 1t.”

LR

PETITION No. 3. Subject Economic (Prsoners Retaining
only one halt or onc thurd of their Bodies)

A colleague of mme who 15 an accountant and myself
spent four days working out the total of prisoners in the camp
who possessed only one half, two thirds, or four fifths of their
body My fnend 1s sl busy with the statishcs. He 15 good at
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calculations. I am hastening to wrnite to you because, from the
economic pomnt of view, the problem seems urgent. You could
save thousands of marks every day

The pomt is this: Of the ffteen thousand pnsoners
shut up with me, three thonsand no longer have whole bodies
About two hundred have no legs at all They drag about camp
ke reptiles ‘Y'wehve hundred prisoners have only one leg, others
are one-armed A few have both arms missig. So much for the
extcrnal parts of the bodv.

Many, on the other hand. arc short of certam internal
organs, a lung. a kidney, fragments of boues, ctc Forty prisoners
POsSESs No eves

All these prisoners were arrested automatically, as I was
To begin with. I felt sorry for them Ny frniend Johann Nontz
shuts his eves every tune he sees the most seriously enippled and
maimed men m the camp But Johann Montz v uncivihzed.
He doesn’t understand that if the arrest 1s automatic and of one
belongs to a category that 1s to be nterned, one can't get out of
it merely by being short of a leg, an eve, a nose, or a lung.

Automatic arrest does not admut of exceptions for those
whose bodies are not 1n working order. And this 1s as it shouid
be. Justice must be the same for all, and no exceptions

There 15 a professor here who has no arms, having lost
both at the front You gave orders for the arrest of all professors,
and 1t would have been uujust to make an exception for my
fnend merely because he had no arms What connection 1s
there between a man’s anns and automatic arrest? None He is
a professor, thercfore he has to be arrested along with the rest
of his category And that 1s preaisely what you did. You never
make mustakes. That 1s why my admiration for you knows no
bounds. At any moment I would be prepared to lay down my
life for your great and magmificent civihization. You are the in-
camation of justice and precision.

To come back to my subject. These fractions of men
who retain only a given proportion of their bodies receive the
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same quantity of food as prisoners in possession of their full
quota of hmbs. This 1s a great injustice.

1 propose that these prisoners should recetve rations m
proportion to the amount of body still n their possession. Your
government makes great sacnfices to pay for every morsel of
food consumed by the prisoners But by a prisoner you mean a
whole man 1f you were to assemblc the three thousand maimed
men 1 the camp and if vou were to count theirr hands, feet,
eyes, and lungs, vou would sec that the whole lot taken all in
all do not make up more, i flesh and bone. than a maximum
of two thousand men You could therefore economize to the
extent of a thousand ratons per dav

Why should vou spend money to feed parts of the body
that the prisoners no longer possess” Such generosity on your
part 1s entirely uncalled for Consuderable satisfaction would, 1
am sure, be caused m higher guarters if von were to draw atten-
tron to this tact You mught cven recenn¢ a decoration for saving
the state unneccssary expenditure And mones, as we all know,
15 the only thing that counts With the above words of wisdom
I shall now respectfully close

Tue WriNess

o

PETITION No 4 Subject Mhlitary (Sex, Change of )

As a result of starvation, certam prisoncrs in this camp
undergo general transformations that vou might find of consid-
erable mihtary mterest Here m outhne 1s the point i question.
Prisoners who have been nterned for a long time and who have
been living on five hundred calones a dayv, no longer find 1t
nccessary to shave. Men who normally shaved once or even
twice a day came first to shave once every two or three days,
then once a weck, then twice a month, and now they no longer
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shave at all. Their beards grew gradually sparser and silkier till
they were hke down, finally, they vanished altogether. Their
cheeks and chin became soft and smooth like that of a woman.
But that 1s not all Their voices, too, became more feminine.
Their breasts developed till they were as marked as those of a
thirteen-year-old girl. Therr skin 15 as soft as a woman’s Even
their ways have become feminine. 1 don’t know precisely what
1s happening to their sexual organs, but I believe that if you
mamtain their present diet, or particularly if you reduce the
rations still further, their phallus and the adjoining male organs
will eventually wither away altogether, and with that their trans-
formation into women will be complete. The doctors mamtamn
that all this 15 due exclusively to starvation Thus is what they
say: “Lack of food had sharply cut the production of both
androgen, the male sex hormone, and estrogen, the female hor-
mone. In addition, the impaired liver falled 1n 1ts task of hor-
mone regulation It was able to destroy excess androgen as
usual, but not estrogen Thus the hormone balance swung
gradually 1 the female direction.”

These facts can be of the utmost military importance
for your civihzation Consider the eternal peace that would
reign m all the world 1if you were to put all your male enemies
into camps--as you have m fact already started to do—and keep
them on a few hundred calones per day tll they all turned 1nto
women. Any nation that chose to be your enemy would thus be
totally depnived of males. There would be no one left to wage
war agamst you. I think your great General Staff will know how
to put this discovery to good use In view of the practical and -
ventive genius of your cwilization, T am certain you will even
attempt the inverse operation—the systematic overfeeding of
women who are willing to enlist as volunteers, and their trans-
formation into males. Your man power would thus be consid-
erably increased.

In conclusion, I submit that the present rations of five
hundred calories issued to prisoners of the camp under your
[378]
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sdministrabion be still further reduced. By this means, pnsoners
mught be more rapidly transformed mnto real women.
Tue WrrNess

PREPARATIONS for departure. The fifteen thousand pnsoners
were to be transferred to another camp It was two A M Tanks
and trucks were massed round the camp All the searchlights,
including those on the tanks, were turned full on and made st
as light as day. The sentnes had been doubled, and the barrels
of all the automatic weapons were trained on the food of pns-
oners surging toward the gate like a mighty nver Tramian and
Johann moved forward side by side It was a cold mght, and they
felt the warmth of each other's bodies Johann's teeth were
chattenng.

At the gates were stationed two squads of soldiers armed
with truncheons They counted the pnsoners as they came
through the gates and divided them up nto groups

“They want to pack seventy of us mto a truck normally
meant for ten or twelve men,” said Traian. “How will they do
it? Did you know there was a law goverming the interpenetra-
tion of human bodies?”

Johann did not answer. He was shivenng. Traian watched
the troops loading the first truck First of all, twenty men
chmbed 1n. That made 1t apparently full to bursting point al-
ready. Then the soldiers started hitting out at the men 1n the
truck with their truncheons until they pressed closer together,
Ten more were packed 1n, and truncheons began to lay about
this batch. They crowded over those who were already in the
truck, and again there was made room. Ten more men were
driven in. Now there could not have been room even for a child.
The troaps reversed their nfles and started belaboring the men

(2191



THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

with the butts, Ten more chmbed in. Qut of the entire batch of
seventy, not one man was left below. They were all in the truck.
The blows ceased. The truck was ready to move off.

Traian chmbed into the truck, keeping hold of Johann’s
hand. They did not want to lose each other

“There 15 no such thing as an absolute law, Montz,” said
Traian. “Not even the laws of physics are invanable According
to physics, two bodies cannot occupy the same area m space at
one and the same time Here, however, 15 a case where seven
men are occupymg the area of one Can you go on beheving
m physics after that? Have you ever heard of Picasso?”

“No, Master Traian " Johann'’s voice sounded stifled. Traian
was tall and could get some air Johann was small His head was
wedged between the chests of his neighbors. His lungs were so
crushed that they could not absorb a breath of ar.

“I'm suffocating,” he said. He was pamc-stricken and almost
m tears He could not move His nostrls sought air, the least
Iittle bit of a1, and could not find it

“I'm suffocating, Master Trauan, I'm gomng to die,” he said.

“Answer me, have you ever heard of Picasso?”

“No I haven't,” said Johann “I don’t know anything. But
T'm suffocating I'm sure my end has come ”

Traian wanted to raise Johann's head, but he could not move
his arm He could not move a single muscle. His body was
crushed and pulvenzed and reduced to a mimimum volume. But
his head was free and towered above the others.

“Thas Picasso 15 the greatest painter of Western civihzation,”
said Traian.

“I can't hear a thmg,” said Johann “If only I could just get
my nose free, even just one side of it Help me, Master Traan,
please help me. I'm dyng.”

Traan tned to make a httle room for lnm. Johann’s head
was pressed against hus chest.

“Prcasso has painted your portrait just as you are now ia this
truck, old man.”
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“My portrait?” asked Johann. “I can't hear. My ears are
blocked.”

“Your portrait,” said Traian. “The hikeness is as good as a
photograph. Seven men occupying the same area in space at the
same time One has five legs, another three heads, but no lungs.
You have a voice but no mouth, while I have nothing but a
head, a head floating 1n space over a truck The first time 1 saw
this particular painting—it was i Paris—I liked 1t very much,
but I didn’t see what 1t was meant to represent. Only now can
I understand that 1t was a picture of our truck, painted with
astonishing accuracy. Not a detail escaped mm He has painted
our camp, too He pamnts as i he were taking photographs.
Nothing but real fe He 15 a gemwus.”

The truck moved off. Traian looked at the people all round
him. He looked down at them from above. Not one was still
a human being made 1n the image and likeness of God There
were no longer any hving bemngs in the truck as it wound
through the willage streets in the darkness However, the men
in the trucks were not dead, erther. They were hovenng between
hfe and death One second they came alive, and the next they
were dead again At times they were simultaneously ahve and
dead. At this particular pomt in space which they were occupy-
ing, space itself had ceased to exsst, space had been eliminated
It was dead At thus particular pomnt 1n space, time also had
ceased to exist Time was dead. And matenal reality was dead.

Existence was reduced to spasms. Eyes were spasms Flesh,
blood, air, hme, thought—all were spasms. Men had lost their
shapes and their spint, they were spasms.

“Can you still breathe?” asked Traian

“1 don't know. I thmk so, but only with one side of my
nose, and at that only from tune to time,” said Johann.
“Through your chest and nbs.”

“One side of your nose will have to do,” said Traian. “Now
listen, I have to tell you something of tremendous importance,”

“I can’t listen to anything, . . . Please forgive me.”
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“You maust listen,” said Traan, quoting T. S. Eliot. “It is
very important.
“ ‘Every horror had its defimtion,
Every sorrow had 2 kind of end
In life there 1s not time to grieve long.
But this, this 1s out of life, this 1s out of time,
An instant etermty of evil and wrong
We are soiled by filth that we cannot clean, united to
supernatural vermm,
It 15 not we alone, 1t 1s not the house, it is not the city
that 1s defiled,
But the world that 1s wholly foul.” "

“Louder, please. I can’t hear,” said Johann.
Traian went on as loudly as he could

“‘Clear the au! clean the skyl wash the wind! take the
stone from the stone, take the skin from the arm, take
the muscle from the bone, and wash them. Wash the
stone, wash the bone, wash the brain, wash the soul,
wash them, wash them! ”

“I don’t understand a thing,” said Johann “How lucky you
are, Master Traian, with your head up there. You aren’t suffo-
cating.”

In camp, the small men had suffered less than the large from
hunger. But in the truck with its load of seventy men, threading
its way through the streets of Ohrdruf like a phantom, the
smaller prisoners were on the pomt of death through lack of arr.

“Master Traian, don’t go on talking, I can’t hear anyway,”
said Johann.

“If you don’t hear it'll cost you your hfe.”

“Hear what?”

“The German professor was wrong,” said Traan. “He has
sinned grievously and will die for it.”

“What German has sinned?” asked Johann,

“The professor who weighed our hving flesh and fat,” said
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Traian. “To gauge the standard of our suffering, he weighed 1t
while 1t was still warm and hiving. But the suffenng of man can
be measured neither by the pound nor by the ton. . . . Life
cannot be weighed. He who attempts to do so is guilty of mortal
sin”

“I can’t hear,” said Johann

“Never mund,” answered Traian. “You don't need to hear in
order to perish. Our truck duwver can’t hear anything, nor can
the sentnes, nor can the soldiers with the truncheons, nor those
with automatics who can hardly wait to shoot you down Not
one of them can hear a thing And yet they will all pensh to-
gether with us, at the same time and m the same way. Can’t you
see them perishing?”

“Fm bhnded,” said Johanu “I can’t see a thing.”

“Can’t you feel anything, either?”

“Nothing,” saxd Johann “Save that I can’t breathe.”

“You can feel the only thing that really matters, don’t you
see?” said Traan sadly “Why do you say you can't feel any-
thing? Everybody has the same fechng, but they refuse to ad-

mt it.”

e

THE prisoners were packed into cattle cars Into each car, with
a sign outside that read 24 horses, they herded one hundred and
forty men.

One by one, the doors of the cars were slammed and locked.
In the rear of the tramn they packed three thousand women.

The train was long Traian thought he would have liked to
see the whole of it from the distance.

“This train of ours is hke the procession that climbed up to
Golgotha, except that it 1s mechanized,” sad Traisn. “We are
mechanically propelled up to Golgotha. Not hke Jesus, who
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weat up on foot with the two robbers. Do you know why Jesus
was crucified between two robbers?”

“No,” saxd Johann.

“To pumish an innocent person, judges would sometimes
put a guilty man on either side of hm The dodge 1s classical.
They dared not crucsfy Jesus alone, so they placed him between
two famous robbers 1n order to distract the attention of the
crowds dunng the execution.

“You and I, my wafe, and many others have each of us a
guilty person on our nght or on our left. It’s just the same dodge
as the one used at Golgotha, only the proportions have changed.
On that occasion there was one mnocent man between two
guilty men, whereas now there are ten thousand innocent men
between two guilty ones But that 1s only a mmor difference;
and so 1s the fact that we are being cruaified automatically and
mechamcally The principle remains the same But the dodge
1s childish As soon as the execution 15 over, the multitude for-
gets all about the two guilty men who were killed with Jesus,
they remember Jesus and Jesus alone Thus has always happened,
and 1t will happen agam this time Even if the crucifixion takes
place automatically and even if we are carned up Golgotha by
railway.”

Traian moved over to the barred window of the car. The
train had halted.

“Can you see anything?” asked Johann. His eyes did not
come up to the level of the window

“We've stopped at a station,” said Traian. “There’s another
tram drawn vp alongside”

“Is 1t full of pnsoners, too?” asked Johann, whose curiosity
was aroused.

“It is full of ex-pnsoners. They are foreign slave workers lib-
erated from what used to be Germany,” said Traian, looking at
the throng of men and women milling round the neighboring
train.
“They are all smoking cigarettes,” said Traian.
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Johann swallowed.

“There’s a woman getting out of a carriage, eating a sausage
and white bread,” said Trasan, and he, too, swallowed

“I do wish I could see,” said Johann. “I may know some of
them What nationahty are they?”

“Mixed,” said Traian, looking at the flags chalked on the
outside of the cars and the colored nbbons in buttonholes.
“There’s 2 woman eating white bread and butter, and her legs
are as white as the bread She must be Damsh. Behind her there
1s a Frenchwoman She 1s attractive Black eyes ”

“Are there other French?” asked Johann

“There 15 2 whole crowd of them just next to our car,” smd
Traan. “They are with some Belguans and Itahans”

“I want to see the Frenchmen,” said Johann impatiently, hus
old passion for the French now fully awakened

Traian hfted hum by the arms till he could see.

“They are French,” smd Johann “The one standing by the
Italian looks the lving image of Joseph. Can you see him?”

“Which Joseph?”

“My friend Joseph,” said Johann. “Didn’t 1 tell you about
him? He is the one I helped to escape. 1f I didn’t know for sure
that he was in France I'd think 1t was hom He looks exactly hke
him. Won't you say something to lum?”

“What do you want me to say?” asked Traan.

“Anything you hke,” said Johann “He 15 so like Joseph. I
don't know French, but 1 should love to say something to lum.
Say hello and wish them good luck on their journey home.”

Johann could not pass by a Frenchman without saying a
friendly word or smiling warmly at him.

“Look, he's standing just close to us,” he said. “Say some-
thing now.”

Traian was still silent, Johann could no longer restrain him-
self and cnied in German:

“Good luck to you on your way home!”

He had spoken gently. His face was radiant with joy; he had
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had the chance to speak to a man who was dear to him because
he was French.

On the platform the hum of voices ceased abruptly The
crowd under the window looked up at Johann 1n silence. Traian
heard the one who looked like Joseph ask in French

“What does that swine of a Nazi want?”

All eyes on the platform were fixed on Johann Montz, who
was stil smiling warmly at the men and women from behind
the bars of lis window

“The Naz swine probably wants a cigarette,” a woman said

The young man who looked like Joseph began to put his
hand 1 his pocket, but suddenly he stopped short. He picked
up a stone and hurled it straight at the window where Johann
stood smuling. The stone went between the bars and fell into
the mddle of the car, mthing one of the prisoners

“Take that for a aigarette!” said a2 woman “So you feel hike
2 smoke, eh? I've spent three years in Germany because of

YD‘JA second stone came crashing nfo the side of the car,
then a third A shower of stones was now raiming down on them.
The prisoners threw themseives on the floor, with their heads
away from the window. Stones were pelting down as thick as
hail From outside came shouting and sweanng, as if the car
were bemng taken by storm,

There were voices of men, women, and children, voices of
rebelhon. They were shouting in French, Italan, Russian, Dan-
ish, Flemish, Norwegian, in every language in the world. They
were all shneking the same curses, the same words of hatred
broken loose, and the words that followed the hail of stones rain-
ing on Johann were the same m all languagcs Nazi swine, Nazi
crimnal, Naz murderer, Nazi, Nazi.

All the DP’s had got out of their train and joned the others
in throwing stones at the cars full of prisoners. The guards and
the military police were trying to restore order, but the attack
was too violent to be calmed. It merely increased in fury. The
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pohce began shooting, firing over the heads of the crowd. From
the hearts of the liberated slaves there surged one long cry of
tevolt agamst the police trying to protect the Nazns from being
lynched.

Even after the first stone had come whistling past his ears,
Johann still stayed at the window. At the height of the assauit,
he had neither moved nor ceased smuling He just did not under-
stand what was happemng round lum And even if he bad un-
derstood, he would never have believed that the Frenchman
who looked so like Joseph had actually thrown stones at him
and tned to smash his face in

He was still there, standing with wide-open eyes watchmg
the crowd hurl volleys of stones at lum from below, when the
prisoners 1n the car caught him by the ankles and tore him away
from the window, bringing him to the floor. Hundreds of hands
sought him, clawing the arr, ready to tear him limb from limb.
Hundreds of feet were trampling him down and stamping on
him with hatred, with despair, with uncontrolled brutahty,
whale from outside a steady hail of stones came rattling against
the walls and through the window

The pnsoners could not forgive him for unleashing the
hatred and provoking the attack of the liberated slaves on the
platform. They wanted to tear him to pieces. He was no longer
surrounded by human beings, but by a meb, by the thousand-
footed Beast of the Apocalypse tramphng on his body, and
crushing his warm, hving flesh. And outside, the same thousand-
footed Beast of the Apocalypse was hurling stones at him.

Blood was pouring out of his nose and mouth. Johann was
sure he was going to die Once he had reconciled himself to this
thought he no longer felt the boots trampling on him nor the
fury of the fists that were stnking him. He no longer felt any
pain at all; he was aware of nothing, save that the end of his
sufferings was at hand. He remembered Father Koruga, the
church in Fantana, and the 1con of the Holy Mother of God.
His body and soul were filled with peace. He heard the stones
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battering against the sides of the car, and he knew now that they
were meant for him—and for him alone.

Everyone desired to crush him. Everyone sought the death
of Johann Moritz. He knew 1t now. He felt that mankind could
not go on living, that there would be no more progress i the
world as long as he was still ahive. He was responsible for all the
evils of the world. He, Johann Moritz, was guilty. And that was
why all these people wanted to kill him. That was why the pns-
oners were trampling on him; that was why the ex-pnsoners
were pelting hum with stones; that was why the soldiers had kept
him pnsoner. As long as he was alive, nothing would quiet the
multitudes. The mihitary police could do nothing with the DP’s
untl he, Johann Montz, was killed; until he was dead, the pns-
oners in the car could not be controlled, as long as he was left
alive, none of the troops with their tanks and automatics could
go home across the ocean

He had to die He was Man. He could not be forgiven. Lord,
wheremn have I sinned? he thought I love the French and
wanted to say a fniendly word to one of them. That 1s why they
are killing me They killed Jesus, too, because he loved men.

He remembered what Traian had said: “We are being taken
up Golgotha by ral We are chmbing a mechamzed Golgotha.”
Johann had the fecling that he was on the Cross and that night
was come. It was dark, dark, dark.

B RR

1t was late the same day when Johann came to. His head and
chest were bandaged. He was propped up against Traian’s shoul-
der, and he could feel the contact of Traian’s bare skin agamst
his cheek. Traan had no shist on.

He would have hked to ask Traian why he had takea off his
shirt, but he lacked the strength.

“I'm thirsty,” said Jobann.
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Traian pretended not to hear.

“I'm thusty,” repeated Johann, who, for several hours, had
lain unconscious in Traian’s arms Dunng that time Traian had
dressed his wounds with strips of lus own shirt, had found room
for him, and had stretched hum out on the floor.

Johann had not spoken all the while. From time to time
Traian had put his hand on Johann’s chest to feel the faint beat-
ing of tus heart Now and again he had removed his hand and
apphed hus ear to the bandages to hsten, because he could no
longer feel anything with his hand Even by gluing lus ear to
Johann's chest he had scarcely been able to catch the sound of
the heartbeats.

And now Johann had spoken

Traian was filled with joy, as though it were himself who had
nisen from the dead But Johann wanted water He was thirsty,
like Jesus Chnst on the Cross. And there was no water m the
car.

~The pnsoners had spent twenty hours locked in without
food or water and without permission to get out and relieve
themselves. The atmosphere i the car was foul and stifling, and
there was an acnd stench of decaying excrement. Unne had
seeped all over the foor, and Johann was lying in it. He hymself
had unnated on the floor boards without reahzing it. He had
still not opened his eyes, but only hus Iips

“I'm tharsty,” he sad.

*“] am very sorry, but there 15 no water, There 15 nothmg to
drink,” said Traian

He tried to think what he could gwve Johann to moisten tus
hps. He remembered having read somewhere that, while
Genghis Khan’s warmors were niding through the steppes and
had nothing to eat or drink, they used to dismount, open a vein
in the horse’s heel with a knife, and suck a drop or two of the
blood. Then they bandaged the wound and rode on. For days
on end the soldiers of Genghis Khan would eat or drink nothing
save these drops of warm blood.
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Traian was obsessed by this picture. He would willingly have
given Johann some of his own blood to quench his thirst The
biood would have done him good.

“I'm thirsty,” saxd Johann 1n a pleading tone.

“There 15 nothing to dnnk, old man,” smd Traan. “The
only dnnkable hiquid—and I'd gladly give you a drop or two—
18 my own blood. But you must not dnnk blood A man who
dnnks human blood tumns mto a vampire He keeps the shape
of a man, but he 1sn’t one: he 15 2 machine, a devil, a mob. He
has every charactenstic of man, except a soul ”

“I'm thirsty,” murmured Johann.

“I can well believe 1t!” said Traian “But m spite of that you
must not dnnk blood And there 1s nothing else I can offer you.
You are the only man around me who has never yet touched
human blood. Do you hear? All the others have drunk it and
have become vampires They are no longer men Among all
these pnsoners and guards and ex-pnsoners who stoned you,
there 1s not one who 1s a man You are the only one who is shll
a man because you still love men ”

“I'm thirsty.”

“I believe you. I beheve that you are thursty and that you
will die unless you dnnk,” smd Traian. “But 1t 15 better to die
than live as a vampire. You must not drink human blood. Do
you understand what ['m saymng?”

“I'm thursty,” Johann whispered once more

L
PETITION, by Johann Moritz

I, the undersigned Montz, Jon, native of Fantana, n
Romania, submit this petition to the authonties of the country
in which I am at present confined, to require them to mnform
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me why they arc keeping me impnisoned like a thief, and why
they are torturing me as only Chrst was tormented on the
Cross,

I have not put this question to you before, as I might
well have done, because I am a patient man 1 work on the land,
and people who work on the land know how to wait

I therefore waited a whole spring, I waited a summer
and then a2 whole long winter.

Now 1t 15 spring agamn [ am nothing but skin and bone.
My soul 15 black with sorrow and distress, as black as coal or
mk I can wait no longer And therefore I ask you why are you
keeping me prisoner? 1 have not stolen, I have not killed, I have
deceived no one, and I have commutted none of those things
which are forbidden by the law or by the Church

If I am neither a thief nor a enounal nor an evildoer,
why do you keep me m prison?

You stoned me and tortured me tll there was nothing
left of me but a shadow wandenng over the face of the earth

I have been interned 1n fourteen camps I think the
time has come to ask you what you hold agamst me I take a
long time to make up my mind But now my mmnd 15 made up

I am sending this petition by post to the authonties
the land. I shall send it via the guard at the gates of the pnson.
It shall reach the ears of the authonties, though first 1t may
travel all round the world. The authonties must be made to
histen to my appeal, even if their ears are stopped up 1 shall post
this my petition on every door of the pnison. 1 shall cast 1t into
the street with a shng I shall catch the birds as they fly over
the camp and tie my petiion to their feet, that they should
carry it to the ends of the earth.

From this day forward I shall not cease to cry out for
justice. You will shut me away in deep dungeons so that I
should not be heard But wherever I may be I shall not hold my
peace. If I have neither pencil nor paper, I shall scratch the
petition with my nails on the prison walls. When my nails are
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worn down to the quick I shall wait til they grow back and
begin anew.

If you shoot me, I shall go neither to hell nor to heaven
nor to purgatory. My soul will remain here on earth to haunt
you like a shadow wherever you shall go. A hundred times shall
I rouse you from your slumber and proclaim to you and to the
mustresses at your side that I was in the nght And you will not
be able to shut your eyes. To the end of your days you will not
be able to listen to music or to words of love or to anything at
all, for my words, the words of Johann Montz, will be echoing
n your ears.

I am a man, and if T have done no wrong no one has a
nght to imprnison and torment me My sonl and my hfe belong
to me alone, and whoever you may be and m spite of all the
tanks and machine guns and planes and camps and money you
may possess, you still have not the nght to tonch my hfe or my
soul.

Throughout my hfe I have desired but httle to be al-
lowed to work, to have a home for my wife and children, and to
have enough to eat.

, Is that why you impnsoned me?

The Romamans sent the gendarmes to requisition me,
as they requisitioned property and amumals. I allowed them to
requisthion me. My hands were empty, and I could fight neither
against the King nor against the gendarmes, who were armed
with nfles and pistols. They msisted that my name was not Jon,
as my mother had chnstened me, but Jacob They interned me
with the Jews 1n a camp behind barbed wire—hike animals—
and put me to hard labor. We had to sleep in a herd like cattle,
we had to eat 1n a herd, dnnk tea in a herd, and I supposed that
we should be taken to the slaughterhouse in a herd, like cattle.
The others went to the slaughterhouse. I escaped.

Is that why you impnsoned me? Because I ran away
before bemng led to slaughter?

The Hungarians maintained I was not called Jacob but
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Jon. They anested me because I was a Romaman. They tor-
tured me and made me suffer and then sold me to the Germans.
The Germans mamntained my name was nesther Jon not Jacob
but Janos, and tortured me once more because I was a Hun-
garian. Then a colonel came along and informed me my name
was neither Jon nor Jacob nor Jankl nor Janos, but Johann. He
made me a soldier But first of all he measured my head, counted
my teeth, and put drops of my blood 1nto giass tubes And all
that to prove that I had a name other than that my mother gave
me Is that why you impnsoned me?

As a soldier, 1 helped some French prisoners to escape
from the camp Is that why you impnsoned me?

When the war ended and I thought that there would
be peace for me, too, the Amenicans came and fed me like a
king on chocolate and Amencan food Then, without another
word, they put me 1 pnson. They sent me to fourteen camps,
as if I were one of the most dangerous gangsters the world has
ever known.

And now I want to know Why?

Is 1t because you don’t hke my name: Janos or Jon,
Johann or Jacob or Jankl? Would you hike to change 1t, too? Go
ahead. I know that men no longer have the nght to bear the
names they received at baptism. But I warn you- 1 cannot wait
any longer I want to know why I am bemng impnsoned and tor-
tured.

Awaiting your answer, I am yours respectfully,

Morrrz, Jon, Johann-Jacob-Jankl-Janos
Agricultural laborer and head of a famuly

“Why are you crying, Montz?” asked Traian when he had
finished reading out the petition.

“I'm not crying.”
“But I can see tears i your eyes.”

“I don't know why.”
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“Are you afraid of sending i the petihion?” asked Tramn.
“Isn’t everything I've written true?”

“It’s not that I'm afraid,” answered Johann; “it’s all true.”

“Then why are you crying?”

“That 15 exactly why I am crying,” said Johann, “because 1t
is too true.”

3oy

TwWoO days after the petihon had been sent off, Johann was sum-
moned for an interview Traan lent him his own shirt and
trousers.

“We've won,” he said “Our petition has had an effect ”

Johann's eyes shone. He already saw himself free

“We've won. And I owe 1t all to you,” he said. “Everything
you wrote in the pehiion was so true.”

“Don’t be afraid,” said Traian “It's they who ought to be
afraid, because 1t’s they who are guilty.”

Johann went off to the interview with a srmle At midday he
was back Traan stood waiting for him outside the door

“How did it go?” he asked. “Have they told you when you
will be released””

Johann kept his eyes on the ground He always put on a mys-
tenous air when he was asked a question.

“I'll tell you later,” he smd “I can’t now.”

“Are you crazy?” said Traan. “I've spent hours out here
waiting for you to hear what happened, and all you have to say
is that you'll tell me later?”

Johann had picked up some cigarette butts off the floor in
the office. He now took them out of his pocket, unwrapped
them slowly, and made two equal little heaps of tobacco, one
for hym and one for Traan. Then he started rolling a cigarette
in newspaper.
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“I'd rather tell you some other time, Master Traian.”

“Did they say they weren't going to release you?”

*“No, they didn’t say that.”

“Drd they swear at you?”

Johann went on rolling his cigarette.

“No, they didn’t swear at me "

“Dnd they beat you up?”

“No ”

“Then, why don’t you say anythung?” asked Traian “Evi-
dently nothing bad has happened ”

“Nothing at all,” said Johann, hghting his cigarette

“Didn’t your turn come?” asked Traian ““That doesn’t mat-
ter They'll call you tomorrow.”

“My turn came.”

“Did they question you?”

“Yes.”

_ Johann's tongue seemed paralyzed Each word had to be
dragged out by force. Traian lost patience

“Tell me everything they asked you,” he said “Start at the
beginning when you walked n.”

“I went m first,” said Johann. “When I got inside the office
he told me to sit down There was a chau m front of the table.”

“That’s at least a good beginming,” sad Traan. “If they
asked you to sit down, 1t’s a very good sign They must have
looked up your file and found out that you were mnocent. I
don't think they invite everyone to sit down Goon”

“A sergeant questioned me ”

“Was he polite?”

“Yes.”

“What did he ask first?”

“First he looked through the files,” said Johann “Then he
asked me: ‘Are you Johann Montz?’ I answered ‘Yes. He
glanced at me, looked back at the files, and asked ‘How do you
spell “Montz,” with a t or a tz?' I told hum 1 spelt it either way.
In Romama I spell it with a t and 1 Germany with a tz.”
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Johann stopped. He looked into Traian’s eyes with despair.

“Go on,” said Trauan impatiently, “Why have you stopped?”

“Then the sergeant smd. “Thank you. You may go.””

“Was that all?”

“That was all,” saxd Johann.

“And you didn’t try to say anything else?” said Traian.
“Why didn’t you say what I told you?”

“1 tned,” said Johann “But the sergeant wouldn’t hsten. He
didn’t even look at me and sad* ‘Call in the next manl’”

“And what did you say?”

“Nothmg ”

“How absurd!” said Traan, burying his face m his hands.
“How utterly absurd! And so you went away?”

“Yes, [ went away.”

“And that was the mterview we've been wating for all
through this year in prison,” said Traian “Wasn't there any-
thing else, anything at all? Perhaps you've forgotten something.”

“Nothing else at al),” saxd Johann “I went out As I shut the
door behind me, my hand was shaking. They called the next
man. It was Thomas Mann.”

“What did they ask him?”

“They asked hium if he spelled Mann with one n or two.”

“Nothing else?”

Two large teardrops rolled down Johann's cheeks.

“You must resign yourself to it, Montz,” said Traian, pat-
ting hum on the shoulder “Once the white rabbits have died
there 18 no other way out.”

ceRN

PETITION No. 5. Subject: Justice (Interviews,
Mechanization of)
I am aware that you have received instructions to inter
rogate cach prnisoner in this camp individually. This order is
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patently senseless. Since all the inmates were arrested automati-

cally and en masse, 1t 15 absurd to interview them individually,

However, I fully appreciate the reason why this order
was 1ssued. Your civilization 15 capable of occasional gestures of
courtesy toward native customs. It 15 a concession for the sake
of appearances and politeness.

One of your officials is obliged to interview five hun-
dred pnsoners in the course of the mommng and a further five
hundred in the course of the afternoon. I have noticed that you
put the same questions to all of them, and that you don’t listen
to the answers What could a prisoner have to say that could
be of any interest? Nothing

But I am womed about all the energy wasted in asking
the questions. It requures a colossal effort to ask the same ques-
tions a thousand times a day. I should imagine that the officals
detailed for this duty must suffer every evening from pains m
the jaw and lips

I therefore suggest that the questions be recorded The
routme would then operate as follows The officer in duty sits
at his desk. He must do that, because 1t 15 lad down as part of
the procedure for individual interviews. He pushes the button
that puts the needle on the record As the pnsoner comes in,
the record says, “Sit down.” The pusoner sits down The record
goes on revolving The first, second, and third questions follow
Then the record announces “Thank you, you may gol” The
pnisoner gets up and goes out. At the exact moment he reaches
the door the record comes to the last sentence “Next man m.”
That 15 the end of the interview The next man comes m. The
record starts again from the beginning, automaticaily The same
record could be used to interrogate from four to five hundred
pnsoners.

Meanwhile the officer in charge sits at his desk and
reads a detective story At lunchtime he will be able to eat nor-
mally and his jaws will not ache from unnecessary strain.

It must be remembered that these interviews are held
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for the purpose of asking questions and not for that of listening
to the answers. The work can therefore be performed by a ma-
chine It is perfectly logical. Formality must be respected, but
at the same time the interviewers must not be overworked. Jus-
tice cannot but gain by this procedure In a civilized society,
justice must be automatic and should not proceed as in the days
before the discovery of electncity What on earth 15 the good
of so many technical inventions if justice can’t even make use
of electncal recording?
THE WITNESS

FIFTEENTH internment camp. Darmstadt. It was exactly the
same as all the other fourteen, except that it contained an
Orthodox church, small and improvised Traan and Johann
took off their service caps and went 1n

The church was set up in a tent with the altar at the far
end. The icons were sketched on cardboard with carbon and
colored chalks. There were no boards even for a floor, nothing
but bare earth

It had rained during the mght. The water had seeped under
the tent flaps, turming the earth into mud.

In the middie of the church there was a crucifix the size of
a man. Traian kneeled down in front of it. Jesus was made of
cardboard. The thoms of His crown were of tin from the cans
of food rolled and cut into thin strips

Traan hfted his eyes to the wounds made by the nails in
the hands and side of Chast The painter had had no red chalk
for the blood. To represent the wounds he had stuck bits of red
paper off packets of Lucky Strike cigarettes. The black lettermg
had not been effaced and was clearly visible

“Never yet have I seen Thee, Jesus, so pamnfully crucified,”
said Traian. “I had come to pray for my own wounds. But I can-
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not do it Forgwve me, Jesus, if I pray first for Thy Lucky Strike
wounds, which stam with blood Thy sides and Thy hands and
Thy feet. They are more painful than my own wounds of flesh
and blood. Let me pray first for the food-can thoms of the
crown on Thy head.”

Traan’s eyes, traveling over the body of Christ, discovered
the letter M wntten m prmter’s mk on the Saviour’s breast. It
was the M from the ration cases of “Menu Umt,” from which
the crucified body of Christ had been cut out.

Traan stood up and kissed the feet of Christ

“Now I feel I have truly partaken of Thy body, O Jesus, our
Saviour, our eternal ‘Menu' of hope Lord, my ornly ‘Menu
Umt,” I have never understood more clearly that Thy body 15
our nounshment How did the arhist prisoner conceive the 1dea
of cutting Thy body out of cardboard ‘Menu Umt’ cases? Thou
art at last the all-embracing symbol of my thurst for divimty, for
bread, and for liberty.”

" Traian was 1 a state of ecstasy. He was unconscious of
everything around him.

Johann was examining the angels made out of the silver
paper from cigarette packages, and ¥he wons of the Holy Mother
of God adorned with necklaces cut out of the gilt-hined hds off
canned puddings.

He made the sign of the cross before the icon of Saint Nicho-
las, who looked hke Father Koruga Then he came over to
Traian and knelt down beside hum, looking at the red wounds
of Chst.

“Lord,” said Traan, “[ am not asking Thee to dash this cup
from my lips. I know that that is impossible But I beseech
Thee to help me dnnk this cup For a year I have held 1t close
to my hps. For a year 1 have dwelt on the borders of hfe and
death, for a year I have stood between dreams and reality. I exist
outside tume and vet I still hve Life has drained away from me
through every pore of my body, and there 15 none left m me.
Yet I breathe still, and still craw] from place to place sustaining
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Traian went up toward the altar. But as he reached the cruci-
fix he suddenly collapsed on the ground. Johann thought Traian
had missed his footing and shipped. He ran to help him up But
Traian’s body felt imp, as if all the bones in 1t had dissolved.
His cheeks were the color of wax

Apart from the pnests, there was no one else under the tent
of the church. Johann lifted his eyes to beg them for help. At
that moment he understood why Traan had fainted

“Father Koruga,” was all that Johann could say. He fell on
his knees before the pnest as if he would kiss hus feet But
Father Koruga no longer had any legs He came up to them
supporting himself on his crutches.

Johann stood motonless

The priest’s hair was even whiter than before He smiled
with nfinite kindness and joy. Through his eyes and his smile
shone a ghmpse of heaven

“Traan, my beloved son' said Father Koruga, but as he
tried to bend down to him, one crutch shpped from under s
armpit and fell. He propped limself upnght on the other
crutch

Then, deliberately, he dropped that one, too. He stood
straight as an arrow beside Traian on what was left of his legs.
He had let go of hus crutches to free his arms, that he might
throw them round his son.

Johann picked up the crutches and stood holding them be-
side Father Koruga and Traian.

LR

Jouanw, Father Koruga, and Traian now lived together undes
one tent in the Darmstadt camp.

After a whole year's delay, the prisoners were at last allowed
to receive mail. Johann was the first to get a letter. Hilda's
mother wrote:
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Drar Hans,

On May 9, 1945, your house was burned down. I know
you have not yet heard about it. It caught fire n the afternoon,
Just as the Russian troops were commg mto the town. Hilda
and Franz were mdoors at the time The first few weeks I did
not even know that they had been burned ahive. But one day
when I was huntmg about m the debns to see 1f by any chance
something mught have escaped the fire I found their charred
bodies. Hilda died with the chuld in her arms. I don’t know why
she did not run away as soon as the house caught fire She must
have been asleep I find 1t difficult though to believe that she
could have been asleep at that hour and especially on the very
day when the Russians entered the town Everybody had fled,
partrcularly the women And m any case Hilda never went to
sleep 1n the afternoon, as you know After lunch, when she came
back from the hospital, she would always start night away with
the housework.

I collected therr charred bones and buned them to-
gether 11 one coffin 1n our cemetery I could not get hold of two
separate coflins because they are very expensive and no one
wants to make them. Nowadays people here are burymng ther
dead without coffins. You can’t get boards, let alone naiks. [ had
to take the nals out of the walls and the picture frames and give
them to the carpenter for Hilda’s cofhn. Even then he wouldm’t
make 1t. He said the nals were too fine and too short for a
coffin. I gave hum one of your hats to persuade him. Please don’t
be angry with me for not asking you first, but without the hat,
nothing would have mduced him to make the coffin, and thewr
bones had to be buried somehow or other. As it was, I had had
to keep them at home for a whole week. I also had a wooden
cross made, When you come you'll be able to order a stone one.
All our famuly have beautiful stone crosses 1n the cemetery.

Among the ruins of your house they found the corpse
of an officer, completely charred. He must have been one of
those who had sought hospitality or who came to change out of

[303]



THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

their uniforms into civilian clothes, All our officers and men did
that when the Russians came. He was buried in our cemetery at
the town’s expense. In his brief case, which was not completely
destroyed, I found his papers. His name is Jurgu Jordan, and he
came from Romamia like you. I thought I would mention this to
you because he may have been a fiend or relation of yours who
had come to see you.

tTew

“rmNes have perhaps turned out for the best,” sad Father
Koruga. He had put his hand on Johann's shoulder and was
trymng to console him

“Supposing Hilda were shll alive and you were to be set
free one day, you would not have known where to go. You
would have had to abandon one woman and return to the
other.”

“So Susanna didn’t divorce me, then,” said Johann That
was the first time he had heard that Susanna had remained
faithful to hum.

“And is she waiting for me at home?”

“Susanna 15 warting for you and will go on waiting for you
to the end of her days,” answered the pnest. “She 1s still your
wife. She only signed the divorce certificate under duress in
order to be able to keep the house mstead of being thrown out
with her children onto the strects. She acted out of desparr. But
never for one moment did she consider herself legally separated
from you.”

“So all this divorce was a fraud!” said Johann. “And 1, like
a fool, thought Susanna had mamed another man. That's why I
married Hilda I thought Susanna had deserted me. How was [
not to believe it, when I read the divorce certificate with my
own eyes? But I have committed a great sin. I know. God will
never forgive me.”
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“This sin will be forgiven you,” said the priest. “What has
happened 1s very senous, Montz. But neither you nor Susanna
is to blame. The state and the law alone are tesponsible. And
the state will not be forgiven. God will punish 1t even as he
punished Sodom and Gomorrah Retnbution will fall, not only
on our particular state, but on all states of this our civilization,
on account of therr sins, which cry out to heaven.”

BRR

TraAN was summoned for s first interview

“Are you trymg to tell me you don’t know why you have
been arrested and interned for over a year?” asked the officer
“There are twenty thousand pnsoners, and not a single one
who admits knowmg why he was amrested. Every one of yon
maintamns that we swept through Europe, arresting nght and
left indiscnminately, but you are mistaken Every amest was
made 1n conformity with 2 decree”

Traian smiled. The officer intercepted his smile

“Do you mean to tell me that our laws do not conform to
the eternal principles of justice? I hear this reproach day after
day. It’s utterly ndiculous the way you all rail aganst the ab-
sence of inherent values or of umversahty 1n the laws by virtue
of which your arrests were made Frrstly, every country has the
nght to decree whatever laws 1t wishes and to be governed ac-
cordingly. Laws made by ourselves m our own country are ex-
clusively our own business Secondly, there are no eternal prn-
ciples of jushce. Justice 1s made by man. And nothing that 1s
human can be eternal. In the great sphere of the untverse one
law 15 as good as another All are equally and at the same time
ephemeral and eternal. To mantain the contrary 1s to deceive
oneself.

“According to the laws at present n force mn the zone of
American occupahon, you are under arrest as an official of an
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enemy country. That is the law Your wife is under arrest by
virtue of the same law, which provides that wives of high-rank-
ing enemy officials shall be arrested automatically. In addition,
your father 1s subject to automatic arrest, as an official of an
enemy state

“I am prepared to admut that this may seem hard to you, but
that 15 the law Throughout the course of history laws have al-
ways been hard After all, you couldn’t have expected us to come
and ask for your approval at the time we were making these
laws, could you?”

Traian stood up. He wanted to go. He had known from the
moment he had started to wnte The Twenty-fifth Hour that the
time would come when there would be laws depriving men of
the right to hive therr own hives At the time of his arrest he had
had an mtimation that these laws had already come mto force,
but he had gone on hoping vaguely that he was mistaken.

Now he had received official confirmation of the fact that
these laws were ngorously apphed and umwversally respected.
There could be no possible mistake Men who had done no
wiong could be and were being legally arrested, tortured,
starved, stnpped, and exterminated.

“I know that you personally are not guilty,” said the officer
“I've already sent in five applications for your release and that
of your wife and father, in spite of the fact that officially we
are not permitted to apply for the individual release of prison-
ers arrested automatically. I have had no reply Release orders
cannot be granted to individuals, but only to categories of indi-
viduals.”

“Is the question of the individual’s innocence or guilt of no
interest to you whatsoever?” asked Traian. “Not even out of
cuniosity?”

“No, we are not interested in that aspect. However much it
may offend your susceptibihtres as an educated man with an in-
dividualistic, theological, aesthetic, and humamtsrian upbring-
ing, there is nothing I can do about 1t. In any case, I don’t see
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the necessity of making any changes in the existing order. Our
system may perhaps appear dry, techmical, and mathemaheal,
but it is just The universe itself functions i a mathematical
way, and no one would take 1t into his head to change its course
or direction.”

“So the interview you have just granted me does not interest
you and mght just as well never have taken place?” asked
Traan. “Does nothing that concerns the wdividual nterest
you?”

“Nothing,” said the officer. “All we want to know from an
mdividual 1s his personal data—that 15 to say, his full name, date
and place of birth, occupation, etc —which will be noted and
card-indexed i our files and statistics.

“As a matter of fact, individual interviews are only granted
mn order to venfy data and to make 1t possible to put prisoners
i the appropnate categories Orders for continued confinement
or for release are thereafter made only by categones QOur job 1s
to place everyone m his appropnate category It 1s mathemati-
cal preciston work ”

“Don’t you consider it inhuman to liqmdate man as an 1ndi-
vidual and treat Tum as a fraction ot a cavegory?”

“No, I can’t say I do,” answered the officer “Thus system 15
practical, quick, and above all fair Justice can only gain by this
procedure. Jushice has adopted the methods of mathematics and
physics—that 15 to say, the most precise and accurate methods
possible. Only poets and mystics object to them.

“But modern society has done with poetry and mysticism.
We are now 1n the era of mathematics and exact sciences, and
we cannot put the clock back for sentimental reasons Besides,
sentiment is the mvention of poets and mystics ”

The officer indicated that the interview was over.

“Take it easy,” he said.

Traian opened the door. At that moment he heard the
officer who had interviewed hum say coldly

“Next one in.”
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JoEann wanted to escape Ever since he had found out that
Susanna had not divorced him and was waiting fathfully for
him with the cinldren, Johann could not keep shill.

“It 150’t even worth trying,” said Traian. “The minute you
get near the barbed wire the Poles wall shoot you down

Johann glanced at the Polish sentnes in their American uni-
forms dyed blue Their eyes were fixed on him as if they had
guessed his thoughts, and their nfles were held at the ready.

“And if by some miracle the Poles were to muss,” Traian
went on, “the Amencan or German patrols would get you. Be-
fore you got to Romama you'd have to deal with Austnan,
Czech, French, and Hunganan patrols on every road, and n the
end you still wouldn’t get home They'd catch you en route. If
you escaped the bullets of one nation, the next one would get
you. Between you and your family, my dear Montz, between
you and your house, all the nations of the world stand armed
and determined to bar your way. Between each man and his
mtmate private hife there 1s this international army. Man is no
longer allowed to live his own Iife. If he tnes, he 15 shot. That is
what tanks and machine guns, searchlights, and barbed wire are
for.”

“I'll run for 1t, all the same,” sa1id Johann.

The Polish sentry in the tower eyed lum even more closely.

At that moment two Amencan officers appeared on the pa-
rade ground and headed toward the infirmary. Johann watched
them pass.

Suddenly, without another word, he left Traian, ran toward
them, and stood blocking their way. The officers stopped. For a
moment they looked at Johann and Johann at them. Then one
of the officers who was middie-aged and rather fat put his arms
round Johann and hugged him. The pnsoners gathered round
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in amazement. They had never scen an Amencan officer hug-
ging a prisoner.

Johann accompanied the Amencan officer, who still had his
arm round s shoulder, toward the infirmary They all went mto
the building together.

Traian went over to the infirmary and waited at the door to
find out what had happened He expected Johann to come back
and tell hum all about 1t, but Johann was a long while coming,

After a while Traian heard Johann’s voice He had stuck his
head out of the window of the mfirmary office His black eyes
were aglow with excitement

“The American officer 1s my fonend, Dr Abramowici,” he
said. “I recognized hum at once It was hum I escaped from Ro-
mania with. Now I am sure to be set free ”

He shut the window His friend had called hum inside to
talk,

. S

BOTH in Romama 1n the camp and m Hungary Johann bhad al-
ways spoken Yiddish to the doctor And they spoke Yiddish
now. Lieutenant Abramovici, Army Medical Service, was sin-
cerely glad to have met Jobann and listened carefully to every
word he said.

Johann told lim everything that had happened from the
time they had parted up to that very day Dr. Abramovici
nodded his head mn sympathy, particularly when Johann told
him all he had suffered i the fifteen camps where he had been
interned for the last few years.

“I have to go now,” said Dr. Abramovicy, looking at the gold
watch on s wnst. “I know you need help, my dear Jankl. Of
course you do. Tell me everything you need, and I'll help you.
1 haven't forgotten that we've spent a few awkward moments
each other's company.”
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He gave him a hearty slap on the back.

“I'm m power now,” he said. “Whereas you are stll out of
luck. What do you need? Cigarettes, food, clothing? Just tell
me what you want ”

“I want to be set free,” said Johann. “I want to go home
to my wife and children.”

“Don’t ask for the impossible, my dear Jankl,” said the
Doctor :n annoyance. “Ask for something 1n my power to grant
you. Your release can only come automatically You mustn’t
even think of it. You must be patient.”

“But I am not guilty,” said Johann “Why should they keep
me shut up?”’

“Your gult and your release are in no way connected,” said
the Doctor, who was becoming irtitated. “Has anyone ever
mamtamed that you, Johann Montz, were guilty of anything?
I very much doubt it I know you and I know you’re a decent
fellow. But there is no connection between a pnsoner’s guilt and
his release. Absolutely none. Your release 1s merely a matter of
waiting patiently

“I have waited long enough.”

“That’s what you think,” said the Doctor. “Obviously you're
still a simple-minded peasant. Do you imagine that a pnisoner
can be released by any old official who happens to be there
merely because he 1s innocent? If that were the case, then the
camps would be emptied overnight. Every Naz: in them would
concoct some proof of his innocence. Releases are only granted
on the order of HQ n Frankfurt. From there the papers are sent
to Washington for approval and then referred to Wiesbaden. A
special commussion checks them through at Esslingen and sends
them on to Berhin, The release order is issued in Berlin, and
passed on to Heidelberg. The moment the order reaches Heidel-
berg, the card is removed from the files in hundreds of offices—
and 1t 15 only then that you can be set free. The whole ma-
chinery 1s exceedingly ntricate and works automatically. Every
prisoner has his own card. The Americans have vast record
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offices, as big as that barracks over the way. As soon as the order
is issued and sent to Hewdelberg to be dealt with, the card is
removed automatically from the record offices m Washington,
Stuttgart, Ludwigsburg, Munich, Komwestheim, Paris, Berhn,
and Frankfurt.

“Your name 15 indexed all over the world At the Federal
Bureau of Investigation in Amenca, at Alied GHQ, at Euro-
pean Command m Pans, at the Control Commussion in Berhin,
i all the concentration camps and prisons, and in all the offices
of CIC, CID, MP, SP, SOS—in fact, everywhere.

“Every one of your movements—even if 1t 15 only your trans-
fer from one camp to another—will be recorded by an alteration
on your card 1n each one of those record offices. Did you know
that?”

Johann saw his name spelled out m every city i the world,
relayed by an immense electncal apparatus, first lit up and then
plunged into darkness, Like the searchhights above the wire en-
tanglements of the camp He now knew that his every move-
ment was photographed and flooded with hight.

“I didn’t know ”

“If you had known, you wouldn't have asked me to have you
released That's why I'm not angry with you for asking me Did
you really beheve that I could extncate vou from this stu-
pendous apparatus all by myself?”

Samuel Abramovici roared with laughter.

“Not even the President of the United States in person
could do tt,” he smd. “You'll just have to wait your turn ”

“But if I am mnocent why should I be kept behind barbed
wire?” asked Johann. “What has the apparatus got agamnst me?
I've done no harm. This apparatus of yours is probably meant
for thieves and cnminals and evildoers ”

“I’s time you stopped reasomng hke a country bumpkin,
my dear fankl,” said the Doctor. “You make a personal issue out
of every problem, out of everything. Great and civilized coun-
tries just aren’t interested in the personal problems of individu-
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als. The fact of your guilt or innocence is your own personal
affair, It might possibly interest your wife or your neighboms or
the other peasants in your village. They are the only ones who
still bother about personal questions. Civilized countnes aperate
on a large scale—not on an mdividual cne.”

“But why was I arrested?”

“We worked on a system of preventive arrest according to
categones And you belonged to one of them Whenever we
want to pick up a suspect—a war cnminal, for example—we
know we have hun handy, and we don’t have to start combing
the villages and the forests to hunt for him. Too much time
would be wasted As it is, all one has to do 15 to press the button
marked with the appropnate letter in the index, and in the
twinkling of an eye, the card of the mdividual 1n question ap-
pears before you, complete with photograph, height, weight,
color of hair, date of birth, place of birth, number of teeth, and
everything you want to know about him. Then all you have to
do 15 to pick up the microphone and radio across the details of
the camp or prison 1n which he happens to be, and a few hours
later you have him standing 1n the flesh before the judges of the
International Tribunal at Nuremberg. It's stupendous! It's the
result of the scientific method. Everything 1s automatic. Every-
thing works by electnaty. How can you expect them to set you
free? It would mean releasing you before your turn. It would
be madness. You are hke a thread 1n a loom. Once 1t has been
put 1, Do one can get it out again. You just have to wait until
its turn comes to be taken off the loom, interwoven with the
other threads. It can't be done any other way. Machines work
with precision. You must be patient with them.

“And by now you are thoroughly caught up in the machipe.
You can bang your head agamst it and get worked up as much
as you like, you can’t get out. The machine is deaf. It doesn’t
hear, 1t doesn’t see, it just operates, It operates with admirable
efficiency, and achieves a degree of perfection that ro man can
ever hope to attain. You only have to wait long enough and yon
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may be dead certain your tum will come. The machine does
not forget, like a human being. It 15 accurate. You understand?”

Johann shrugged hus shoulders.

“So there is nothing you can do to get them to release me?”

“Haven’t I explained to you, man, that you are right mn the
heart of the machine and that nothing can be done about 1t?”

“But 1if you would only put 1n a word for me it might help
quite a lot,” said Johann. “Commandants are human bengs
hke us, they'll understand. Perhaps they'd set me free when
they heard I have a wife and children and that for years on end
I have been tormented 1n camp after camp without ever having
done any harm to anyone”

“I'll never get you to see straight,” said the Doctor 1rntably
“You keep on bringing everything back to personal and private
1ssues  You are mcapable of leaving yoursclf out of the picture.
That 15 charactenstic of pnmitive and uncivihzed man You
had much better tell me what you need I have to go Do you
want any cigarettes, or food, or clothing?”

“I should have lLiked to have justice,” said Johann. “But I
see that human justice 1s dead all over the earth. I don’t want
anything else.”

“You might as well take a cigarette, all the same,” said Dr.
Abramovicy, smiling and offenng Johann his pack of Luckies.

“We were fellow sufferers, after all, my dear Jankl”

Johann stretched out lus hand for a cigarette The pack
was empty. The Doctor felt hus pockets, but could not find any
more

“I'll offer you a cigarette next time I come round, my dear
Jankl,”" he smd Then he departed

TR

Fatuzr Konruca, with his crutches on hus knees, sat in front of
the officer who was interrogating hum.
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“What were you doing in Germany if you were neither a
Nazi nor a collaborator?” asked the officer. “Your tale about
waking up in a German military hospital without knowing when
or how you got there is good for the nursery. Such things may
happen in your Balkan fairy tales, but not in real hfe. For an
American interrogating officer the story simply does not fing
true. It smacks too much of the fairy tale—it 1s too mirchenhaft.
Why should the Germans have kept you in their hospital if
you were not their fnend or collaborator? Why did they look
after you for half a year and amputate your legs? Because you
were their enemy? Purely from humanitarian motives? Since
when have the Germans become humamtanans? The Germans
put all their enemies away into concentration camps and then
sent them to the gas chambers. You were their collaborator.
That is why they looked after you. You must be very sorry that
Hitler did not win the war. Am I right?”

Father Koruga was silent. He was pale. Beads of perspiration
fell from his eyebrows. He found it painful to sit on a chair.
Ever since his legs had been amputated he could only lie down.
On top of that he was runmng a high temperature. He wished
that the interview might come to an end at the earhest pos-
sible moment so that he might be allowed to get down off that
chair.

“You would have been very glad if Hitler had won the war,
wouldn’t you?” the officer went on. “Hitler would have made
you Metropolitan of Romania if he had won the war. You
would have been very pleased with a Nazi victory.”

“No, I should not have been pleased,” said the priest.

“Then were you pleased when the Alhes won?”

“That did not make me happy, either,” said the priest.

The lieutenant’s face clouded over. The priest smiled and
said:

“No victory won by force of arms will ever make me happy.”

Even as he answered, the priest was looking at the photo-
graphs of concentration camps on the office walls. He remem-
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bered the corpses of George Damian, the attomney, of Vasile
Apostol, and of the other peasants in Fantana who had been
shot by Marcu Goldenberg at the same time as he, and who
had been thrown in the manure pit behind the stables. He
thought of the children’s corpses in Dresden, Frankfurt, and
Berlin, the bodies of Dunkirk and Stalingrad. And he was un-
able to rejoice at a victory achieved at their expense.

“In order to achieve victory the earth has been strewn with
the bodies of innocent men, women, and children-

“‘Even in victory, there is not beauty,
And who calls 1t beautiful
Is one who delights m slaughter.
He who delights in slaughter
Wl not succeed in his ambition to rule the world.
The slaying of multitudes should be mourned with
sorrow.
A victory should be celebrated with funeral rites.” ” *

“That is a very fine poem,” said the officer. “Did you wnte
ite”

“It was written by a Chinese who lived two thousand years
ago.”
® “Write it down for me,” said the officer. “I'd hike to send it
to my people back in the States.”

The officer smiled, thinking of his family. Suddenly his
smile turned 1nto a frown. He looked susprciously at the pnest.

“Are you sure the lines you recited just now were written by
a Chinese?”

“Quite sure,” said the priest. “But if you like them, it’s im-
material who wrote them. They are beautiful. The rest doesn’t
mr.Vl

“On the contrary, it matters a great deal,” said the officer.
“I'm glad the author is Chinese. China is an ally of the United
States. My family will be very pleased. If the lines had been

* Lao-tse.
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written by an enemy poet I could not have sent them. Copy it
out for me by tomorrow moming. I'll give you a pencil and
paper. Did you ever study anything else apart from theology?”

“I learned all that my leisure permitted and that it pleased
me to learn.”

“You don’t happen to know Chinese, do you?”

“No.”

“What a pity,” said the officer. “I should have got you to
write out the poem in Chinese characters. That would have
been a surprise for my family, who certainly don’t expect letters
in Chinese from me. But never mind, if you don’t know Chi-
nese, wnte it in English. The Chinese who wrote that poem has
a sense of humor. And, moreover, he 15 an ally of the United
Nations.”

Back in his tent, the pnest felt broken with exhaustion.
Johann helped hum to lie down on the bed and put cold com-
presses on his forehead.

“D1d he say anything about setting you free, Father?”

“Nothing,” answered the old man.

“What did he ask you?”

“He asked me to copy out a poem by Lao-tse. He would
have liked to have had it in the original and was quite upset
that I could not write Chinese characters.”

“Was that all the interview was about?”

“That was all,” said the priest.

U XN

TrAIAN received a letter from Nora.

“I knew Nora had been arrested,” said Traian, gripping the
envelope marked Prisoner of War between his hands. “But 1
had hoped she had been freed in the meantime. Now I can
cherish my dreams no longer. I know for certain that she is a
prisoner like us, in a camp like ours, suffering as we do. Like
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us, she is ordered about and transferred from camp to camp.
Like us she is guarded behind barbed wire by Poles armed with
automatics. My very being revolts and can stand it no longer.”

Nora had not known Traian’s address when she had written.
On the envelope she had put his name and the numbers of all
the internment camps in the Amencan Zone. Her letter must
have passed from camp to camp before finally reaching him.

“They would not tell her where I was,” said Traian. “And
they refused to tell me in which camp they had put her.”

The pnest, who was lying on the bed with his head swathed
in compresses, tned to comfort him. Johann was standing be-
side him. Traian remained unmoved by his words of consola-
tion.

“There is a limit to human endurance,” said Traian, stand-
ing up. “I think I have reached 1t. No human being can go
beyond this limit and yet remain ahvel”

Traian went out of the tent.

“Master Traian is gomng to kill himself,” said Johann,
frightened.

The priest was lying on his back with his eyes shut. He did
not hear Johann's words. He was praying. He was praying not
only for Traian and Nora, but for Johann and for all the other
human beings whom Western Technological Civilization had
brought to that hmit beyond which all hfe was unthinkable.

“Master Traian will kill himself if I leave him alone,” said
Johann.

The priest opened his eyes. He touched Johann’s hand and
then let him go.

isis

“cgr me hold your hand, please,” said Father Koruga. He was
lying as before, with his eyes half closed. His forehead was pallid
and the blood had drained out of his cheeks. The old man took

1317}



THE TWENTY-FIFTH HOUR

Tradan’s hand and held it between his own. Not a word was
spoken. The two hands now had the same warmth. The blood
seemed to flow from one to the other. They felt close to each
other, as only father and son can feel. Their hearts beat in the
same rhythm. But the priest’s heartbeats were growing fainter
and fainter.

Johann asked the priest if he might change the compress,
but the priest shook his head to indicate that it was no longer
necessary. And he smiled.

Johann sat down on the edge of the bed.

The priest said:

“ ‘I warm'd both hands before the fire of life;
It sinks, and I am ready to depart.” *

“I feel at this moment as though 1 were warmmng my hands,
not with your warmth, but with the fire of life!” said the priest.
“You are afire with a fierce heat that can only be the flame of
life 1tself.”

Traian gripped his father’s hands still more tightly. They
were cold, but the priest was smiling.

“I dreamed two great dreams on this earth,” he said. “Liv-
ing, to be a priest in Amenca, and dead, to be buried in the
graveyard at Fantana. You know the place, Traian. There are
no walls or fences round 1t and, overgrown with high grass and
wild flowers, it is like a meadow. There I felt 1 should most
happily have rested in peace forever.

“And now both my drecams have come true, but in how
strange a way. I never went to America, but America came to
me. | shall die in this prison above which flutters the star-
spangled banner of America.

“I shall not be buried in the graveyard of Fantana, but that
graveyard has grown and grown, until finally it has engulfed the
whole of Europe.

“Fantana and Romania and the whole of Europe are now
nothing more than a black blot on the map of the world. Like

* Walter Savage Landor.
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a blot of ink. The whole Continent is as silent and joyless as
the graveyard at Fantana. The time is at hand when the whole
world will be a flowering wilderness like our graveyard.

“Wherever I am buried in this continent of ours, I shall
feel I am resting n the unwalled graveyard of our little village.
Let me quote 2 passage from T. S. Ehot:

“‘History has many cunming passages, contrived corridors
And issues, deceives with whispering ambitions,
Guides us by vamties. Think now
She gives when our attention is distracted
And what she gives, gives with such supple confusions
That the giving fammshes the craving. Gives too late
What's not belicved m, or if still beheved,
In memory onlv, reconsidcred passion.’”

“Why are you telling me all this?” asked Traian. “You would
do much better to rest.”

“You are nght,” said the pniest. “But [ have something more
to tell you. I quote from Keyserling: ‘Life has no objective aim,
unless it be death Every real and true aim 1s always subjective.’
The technocrats of Western civilization attempt to impose an
objective aim on lfe. That is the best way of annillating it.
They have reduced hfe to a series of statistics. But ‘Statistics in-
evitably leave out of account the case that is umque of its kind.
The more humamty develops, the more decisive will be the
particular uniqueness of each individual person and each in-
drvidual case.” Contemporary society is moving in precisely the
opposite direction. Everything 1s reduced to generalities. ‘It is
attempting to generalize and to scek or find all values in gen-
eralities that Western man has lost all sense of the value of the
unique, of that which takes mdividual hfe as a starting point.
Hence the great danger of collectivism, whether interpreted in
the Russian or the Amenican way.’

“And thus it is almost inevitable that this society should
collapse, as you said yourself one evemng in Fantana. Te?h-
nological Civilization has grown to be incompatible with iu-
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dividual life. It stifles it. And mankind is dying like the white
rabbits in your novel.

“We are all perishing in the poisoned atmosphere in which
none but mechanical slaves, machines, and citizens can live
and breathe; it is all just as you were going to describe it in your
book.

“Thus men have sinned grievously against God. ‘It is not
sufficient to say that an injustice has been committed in the
eyes of God. God is never offended by us except when we act
against our own good.” * At this moment we are pitting all our
strength against our own good and therefore against God. It is
the lowest stage of degeneration that any human society can
attain. And therefore it will perish in the same way as so many
other societies 1n historic and prehistonc times.

“People are trying to bnng about 1ts salvation by a logical
order, whereas this very order will bring it to perdition. Here is
what the English, poet W. H. Auden, says:

*“ ‘O foolishness of man to seek
Salvation in an ordre logique!
O cruel intellect that chills
His natural warmth until it kills
The roots of all togetherness!
Love's vigour shrinks to less and less.
On sterile acres governed by
Wage's abstract prudent tie
The hard self-conscious particles
Collide, divide like numerals
In knock-down drag-out laissez-faire,
And build no order anywhere.’

“Herein lies the crime of Western Technological Civiliza-
tion. It kills the living man, sacrificing him to plans, theories,
and abstractions. Here we have the modern variant of human
sacrifice. The stake and the auto-da-fé have passed away, but

® Saint Thomas Aquinas.
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in their place stand bureaucracy and statistics, the two present-
day social myths whose flames consume the sacrifice of human
flesh.

“Democracy, for example, as a form of social organization,
is undoubtedly superior to totalitanianism, yet nevertheless it
represents human hfe only in its social dimension. To consider
democracy as an end in itself 1s to kill human hfe by reducing
it to a single dimension. Thus 1s the very mistake that the Nazis
and the Communsts have made.

“Human life has no meammng unless it is conceved as a
whole. We can only grasp 1ts ultimate purpose if we bring into
play the same senses that help us to understand rehgion and
to interpret or to create art In the search of the ultimate end of
hfe reason plays only a secondary role. Mathematics, statistics,
and logic are as ineffectual, as gmdes to the comprehension and
orgamization of human lhfe, as they are to the appreciation of
Mozart or Beethoven.

“But our modern Western society persists 1n trying to
amve at an understanding of Becthoven and Raphael by
means of mathematics and calculations. It is relentless mn its
efforts to improve men’s hves by resorting constantly to sta-
tistics.

“These attempts are both ridiculous and tragic.

‘“The most that man could achieve under this system would
be an acme of social perfection. But it would not help him in
the least. Once his life has been reduced to 1ts social and auto-
matic element and subjected entirely to the laws of the ma-
chine, it will simply have ceased to exist. These laws can never
under any circumstances give life its meaning, and if life is
deprived of its meaning—its only meaning and one that is
totally free, and above and beyond the bounds of logic—then
life stself will fimally become extinct.

“Contemporary society has long since discarded these truths,
and now, with breathtaking speed, with all the energy of de-
spair, is striking out along new trails. ,
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“And that is why the waters of the Rhine and the Danube
and the Volga are already flowing with the tears of slaves. These
tears will flood the rivers of Europe and all the rivers of the
world until the seas and oceans are overflowing with the bitter
tears of men enslaved by science and the state, by capital and
by bureaucracy.

“Then in the end God will take pity on man and save him,
as He has done in the past time and time again. And meanwhile
the handful of men who have remained human will float on
the surface of the waters like Noah in his atk; they alone will
not be dragged to the bottom by the chains of slavery. They
will be saved, and because of them human hfe will survive on
the earth, as it has survived before.

“But salvation will come only to men as individuals. It will
not be granted according to category.

“There is no church, no nation, no state, and no continent
which can save 1ts subjects en masse or by category. Salvation
will come to them as indmiduals, independently of their re-
ligion or race, of their social or political category. And that is
why man must never be judged according to the category to
which he belongs. The category is the most barbarous and
diabohcal aberration ever begotten by the human mind. And let
us not forget that our Enemy himself is a being and not a
category.”

The priest paused, and Traian took advantage of it to ask
apprehensively:

“Why are you telling me all this now, Father? Wouldn't
you do better to rest?”’

“That is what I shall do,” said the priest. “I shall rest. But
before I do, I wanted to tell you these things. You know and
feel them, as I do. Everyone knows and feels them. Johann
Moritz does. But it did me good to repeat them. I could not
have rested if 1 had not said them to you.”

“Your hand is cold, Father,” said Traian.

“] know, Traian. It is because there is in me a strange state

13221



BOOK FIVE

of restlessness that I cannot control. An unquiet stronger than
the flesh.”

“I don’t understand, Father,” said Traian. “What do you
mean? Are you feeling ill?”

“No,” said the prest, “But remember what Cardinal New-
man wrote:

““I can no more; for now it comes again,
That sense of ruin, which is worse than pain,
That masterful negation and collapse
Of all that makes me man- as though I bent
Over the dizzy brink
Of some sheer infimite descent
Or worse, as though
Down, down, for ever I was falling through
The solid framework of created things
And needs must sink and sink
Into the vast abyss. And, crueller still,

A fierce and restless fight begins to fll
The mansion of my soul.””

The priest’s lips contracted as if an agonizing pain had shot
through his body. Traian bent over him. Suddenly the priest’s
face was illuminated by a smile of warmth and infinite love, as
if 2 powerful searchlight had been turned on somewhere inside
his skull. His lips murmured some barely audible words. Traian
thought he could make out these hnes of Cardinal Newman:

I went to sleep; and now I am refreshed.

A strange refreshment- for I feel in me

An inexpressive lightness, and a sense

Of freedom, as I were at length myself,
And ne'er had been before. How still it is!

Traian understood that this was the end and knelt down be-
side the bed. He began to sob.
Johann stood up and asked:
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“Should I call the doctor?”

Traian did not answer. He was still clasping his father’s hand
between his own and weeping with a despair that he had never
known before.

Johann understood. Taking off his cap, he knelt at Traian’s
side and made the sign of the cross.

A few seconds later he rose to his feet. Prisoners had poured
in from neighboring tents. The space between the beds was
jammed with people.

Johann edged his way through the crowd of prisoners, who
had removed their caps and were all standing in silence. He
came back a few moments later with a candle made out of wax
scraped off the outside of chocolate boxes. He lit it and set it at
Father Koruga's head, using an old empty can as a candlestick.

LR A

THE camp PW medical officer, followed by two stretcher-bearers,
came into the tent where Father Koruga had just died.

“What do you want?” asked Traian.

“To carry out the corpse. Corpses must not be left in the
tents,” said the doctor.

“Where are you going to take it?”

“Qut of the camp,” said the doctor. “We don’t know where.
We inform the authorities, and the Americans pick 1t up in a
truck.”

“I wish to know first where you intend to take the mortal
remains of my father.”

“There are many things we would all like to know, but, un-
fortunately, it isn’t possible,” replied the doctor harshly.

The two orderlies came up to the bed to lift the priest’s body
onto the stretcher. The doctor stopped them.

“First I must certify that he is dead,” he said. “For all 1
know, he may still be alive.”
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He took the priest’s hand and held it for a minute. Then he
applied his ear to the old man’s chest.

“Take him away,” he told the orderhes.

“No,” cried Traian.

“What's the use of setting yourself against us? We are
ordinary prisoners just the same as you, and we must obey
orders,”

“l demand to know first where you are taking my father’s
body. That is the least I can ask since I am not allowed to be
present at his funeral. I want to be sure he will receive Christian
burial. It is my night, even though I am a prisoner. The moment
my father died, he ceased to be a pnsoner and is consequently
entitled to be treated with the respect due the dead, regardless
of what they may have been while alive.”

“Who told you the dead were not respected?” asked the
doctor suspiciously.

“That is not what I said. But my father is an Orthodox
priest, and I want him to be buned according to the rites and
ceremonies of the Church which he served in his hfetime.”

“You can send in a wntten application to the American
authorities tomorrow,” said the doctor.

“Can you guarantee that tomorrow will not be too late?”

“I can’t guarantee anything,” said the doctor “I'm a prisoner
like yourself.”

“Then 1 will not permit my father’s body to be removed.
Before I part with it, I must have an assurance that he will be
buried in accordance with the nitual of the Orthodox Church.”

“It’s no earthly good objecting,” said the doctor.

“But I am going to, all the same.”

“We are obliged to remove the body. We have stnict orders
to the effect that no corpses should be allowed to remain within
the camp.”

“You can take him away by force, if you like. But you'll
regret it.”

The orderlies seized Traian by the arms and pushed him
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violently aside. The priest’s body was lowered onto the stretcher.
Traian struggled in the grip of those who were keeping hold
of him. As the stretcher passed close by him, all he could see
was his father’s high forehead, smooth and clear as the disk of
the moon.

Behind the orderlies, barcheaded and with lowered eyes,
walked Johann, still holding the candle in the old can that
served as a candlestick.

“You will pay dearly for this sin,” shouted Traian. “There
are deeds that bring their own inevitable retribution. Do not
forget, Doctor, that you refused me permussion to accompany
my father’s body as far as the camp gates.”

“It is not my doing. It is camp regulations.”

“Control yourself,” said the camp leader, coming up to
Traian. “If they hear you shouting they'll put you in the padded
cell.”

“From now on, nothing can keep me quiet,” said Traian.
“No cell will ever stifle my cries. From now on I shall go on a
hunger strike until I die in the midst of these twenty thousand
people. I want to die by degrees, hour by hour, as a symbol of
protest. My death shall be a cry of revolt that shall pierce the
very ears and eyes and flesh of those who are imprisoned with
me and those who are keeping me imprisoned. It will be heard
in the four corners of the earth. No one will escape its wrath.
Never, not even when I am in my grave.”

Te®

“po YOU really want to die?” asked Johann. “Die of hunger and
thirst?”

It was the fourth day of Traian’s hunger strike. It was warm.
Traian was lying on his back in the shadow of the tent. Walking
exhausted him; speaking exhausted him. Standing and listening
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to people talking, looking at the sky, everything exhausted him.
Life itself and his very existence were an intolerable strain.

The signal for the midday meal had just gone. Johann made
a further attempt to persuade Traian.

“Shall I bring you your meal?” he asked.

He was holding Traian’s mess tin in his hand.

“They'll only be glad if you die,” he said. “But it is wrong
to want to die.”

“If you like you can eat my share,” said Traian. “I don’t want
it.”

Johann went away and came back with his mess tin full of
soup. He put 1t down on the ground, sat down, took a spoon
out of his pocket, and wiped it with his hand. Then he propped
the mess tin between his knees. The soup was hot, and his
nostrils dilated as he inhaled the steam.

Traian’s mess tin lay empty beside him.

“Why didn’t you take my share?” asked Traian. “What you
get isn’t enough. It isn’t enough for anybody.”

“I couldn’t eat your share,” sard Johann. “God would punish
me if I did. How can you expect me to eat your share while you
go hungry? It would be wicked, and I couldn’t do it.”

When he had set the mess tin between his knees, Johann
lifted his eyes to the leaden gray sky and remained thus for a
few moments, with lips slightly parted, looking up at it. Then
he made the sign of the cross.

Traian watched each movement. Johann dipped the spoon
into the soup with the siow deliberation of a man performing a
sacred ritual. When it was only half full, he raised it to his
lips with a slow sweeping gesture, as though he were partaking
of communion. Having swallowed the liquid, he paused for a
moment, still keeping the spoon steady, as though it were full.

His black eyes gazed intently somewhere into the distance at
some point that he alone could see and that lay beyond the
bounds of heaven and earth.

Then once more he dipped the spoon into the soup, still
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only half filling it, and once more lifted it to his lips with the
same deliberate sweeping gesture that was so inviting that
Traian had to swallow.

And agam the spoon went down. He never filled it to the
brim, never swallowed more or less than half a spoonful at a
time. He completed the cycle with the same slow rhythm and
profound gravity.

Johann ate with the solemnity of a priest celebrating High
Mass, with a scrupulous and voluptuous rhythm. Eating was for
him a sacred nite, the ritual of nourishment reinstated in all its
primeval grandeur. Like every essential ritual, 1t precluded haste
and was performed with concentration and solemnity. Not a
drop was left on the lips or strayed to the ground or remained in
the spoon.

These gestures, verging on the sacred, with which Johann
took his food paralyzed all skepticism and commanded silence.
There was nothing theatrical about them, nothing superfluous.

At this hour of his meal, Johann became integrated into the
mighty rhythm of nature. He took nounshment as the trees
draw their sap from the depths of the earth. His whole being
became absorbed in the ritual he was performing, and, at that
moment unaware of anything going on around, he recaptured
the fullness of his true individuality, returning to nature with
the essence of his being and becoming one with her.

When he had finished eating and had caught the last drop
of soup in his spoon, he remained for a minute absorbed in the
spectacle unfolding before his eyes, which he alone could see.
Then joining the tips of three fingers of his right hand, he made
the sign of the cross yet again.

Turning toward Traian as if he had come out of a dream, he
said:

“It is a great sin to eat another man’s food.”

Then he stood up and went to wash out his mess tin.

Traian was gazing into space. He did not see anything. Be-
fore his eyes was the image of Johann performing the divine
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service of nourishment, the solemn act that he himself had now
renounced.

VRR

“I reFUsE any form of medical assistance,” said Traian.

It was the evening of his fourth day of fasting. The Camp
Commandant, Lieutenant Jacobson, had been informed that a
group of Amencan journahsts who were touring the prison
camps of Germany had recently arrived in Stuttgart. He had
instructed Burgomaster Schmidt and the chief medical ofhicer
to remove Kornga temporanly from the camp. His case was not
to come to the notice of the press. It was far too scandalous.
Traian Koruga was not a Nazi His father, who had just died,
had been a pnest and had had both legs amputated. He had
a Jewish wife. All this would be a scoop for a reporter. Jacobson
had no wish for that kind of publicity. If a press campaign were
launched he would be recalled to America forthwith, just when
he was on the point of completing an important collechion of
German porcelain. He had bought most of it at the cost of a
few packs of cigarettes. Some of the packing cases were in a
cellar n the Britsh Zone, ready waiting to be shipped to the
USA. If he could manage to buy up the whole collection,
which was scattered abroad throughout various German towns
and willages and cellars, he would be able to live comfortably on
the proceeds of their sale for the rest of his life. But for this
it was imperative to stay there until he had completed the col-
lection.

If it had not been for the journalists and the threat of a
scandal, the Koruga case would have been passed over in silence.
He would not even have mentioned it in his report. In the
camp prisoners died of hunger every day, and, when so many
died because they had not enough to eat, it made no particular
difference that one should die because he did not want to eat.
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But under the present circumstances, an open scandal would
have spoiled all Jacobson's plans. He was out to avoid that at
all costs. Much was at stake.

Burgomaster Schmidt, who had been a colonel in the S.S.
and was now chief of the Weimar police, promised Lieutenant
Jacobson that he would use his discretion in dealing with the
matter within the shortest possible time.

“Every doctor is in duty bound to assist a patient, with or
without that patient’s consent,” said the Burgomaster to Traian.
“You are running a high temperature, and you will be removed
to the camp infirmary.”

It was ten o’clock in the evening. Johann was sitting on the
edge of Traian’s bed. Whenever he heard the Burgomaster’s
voice he started. It seemed to him that his voice was the voice
of Jurgu Jordan. They were almost identical.

“I refuse to move from here,” said Traian. “You want to get
me out of this tent, not because I am ill but because you are
temfied of a scandal. But you can’t hush it up. I suppose I am
dying too quickly. That's the real trouble, isn’t it? The twenty
thousand corpses you keep imprisoned in this camp don’t worry
you in the least. All the others are dying slowly. There is noth-
ing sensational about that, and gradual death provokes no
scandal. Why don’t you send them to a hospital?”

“My duty as a doctor is to send you to the infirmary,” said
Professor Dorf, the PW medical officer. “Your condition is
extremely serious, Mr. Koruga. We cannot allow you to spend
another night in this tent.”

Two orderlies lifted Traian and put him down on the
stretcher as if they were handling luggage. Johann clenched his
fists and gnashed his tecth. He wanted to defend Traian, but the
fight was Jost before it began.

“It is the greatest of crimes to do a just thing for an unjust
reason,” said Traian.

The doctor ignored the remark.

“Go ahead,” ordered the doctor.
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The orderlies carried the stretcher out of the tent. The
prisoners made way for them without a word. They were all
awake and silent.

It was the silence that accompanies death. They were aware
that something unusually serious was happening, but none of
them could have said what it was.

It was a moonlit night. Johann walked behind the stretcher,
his eyes fixed on the ground, as if he were following a funeral
procession. He was carrying Traian’s clothes, shoes, glasses, and
pipe. Tears had come 1nto his eyes. Then suddenly he realized
that the man on the stretcher, his friend, was still alive.

When they reached the infirmary doors, Johann was turned
away.

“You are not allowed to come any further,” said the Burgo-
master. “Those are the orders. No one is permitted to speak to
Traian Koruga or to see him. I'll take his clothes and shoes to
him myself.”

That night Johann walked up and down alone outside the
barbed-wire fence round the infirmary. He could not bnng him-
self to desert Traian.

L

TRAIAN was confined to one of the infirmary wards. There were
six beds in it, and all of them were empty. The ward had been
clegred specially for him. Two young orderlies had been as-
signed to watch over him.

Traian lay on the bed and turned his face toward the wall.
His lips were as dry as ash. Dreams flashed through his mind,
like reels of colored film.

Though his eyes were shut he found himself blinded from
within by some sort of powerful neon hght. It was hot and
burned into his eyelids. All his thoughts were colored and il-
luminated by it. Even his body scemed made of light and was
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as fiery and unsubstantial as his dreams. He had the feeling of
floating in space.

“Now I can understand why ascetics and mystics fast,” he
said to himself. “By the process of starvation, one can so easily
shed the burden of the earth. God 15 very close. It is as though
one’s forehead were touching the skies.”

But this state of ecstasy did not last long. Suddenly he be-
came aware of the presence of food. One of the orderlies had
placed a tray of food on the chair beside his bed. Traian had his
back toward it, but, even without looking, he could tell exactly
what was on it.

First of all he detected the smell of potatoes fried in butter.
Then he was conscrous of the smell of coffee. He was sure of
the presence of the food on the tray as if he had seen and tasted
it. His sense of smell had been sharpened. In the past he would
never have been able to distinguish one smell from another with
such precision.

On the tray there was also a jug of hot milk. The steaming
milk had the same intensity of smell as the coffee. The smell
of meat was equally insistent It struck his senses like an ex-
cessively garish color in a painting. The smell of the butter and
the roast meat merely enhanced the irritating effect of the other
dishes. It permeated the bedclothes, his shirt, and his hair and
the walls around him.

He felt the smell of slightly burned meat, of butter, milk,
and coffee, sticking to him like an omtment. Every time he
breathed it penetrated deeper into his lungs and even seeped
down into his stomach. This gave him the sensation of eating
and therefore breaking the intended austerity of his fast. He
tried to eliminate the smell of food from the air he breathed,
but it was impossible. With every passing moment the smell
grew more insistent.

Traian began to analyze it consciously, as if he were dividing
a ray of light into the colors of the spectrum.

“It is as good a way as any other of testing the accuracy of
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my sense of smell,” he said, abandoning himself to the excite-
ment of this experiment which allowed him the illusion of being
fully in control of himself and of having succeeded in reducing
the food to a mere subject for scientific analysis.

One of the first discoveries he made was that the meat was
neither beef nor pork. In spite of the fact that it was canned
meat and that therefore many ingredients had been added in its
preparation, he was able to establish defimtely that it was
poultry, probably turkey. He longed to tum round and check
his deductions, but restrained himself and kept his face to the
wall. The milk was slightly bumned. It was powdered and prob-
ably highly concentrated, which was why it must have boiled
over too quickly. There was also some canned fruit on the tray.
It was the faintest smell of all. His nostnls could hardly detect
it; 1t was as insipid as an almost neutral color.

But the fact that he had detected the presence of stewed
fruit gave him a feehng of intense intellectual satisfaction, as if
he had broken a record or made some discovery 1n a laboratory.
The only question he could not answer was whether or not
there was bread on the tray. If there was, then it must have been
white bread made out of American flour, refined down almost
to pure starch, and 1t must have been stale.

“I should eat nght away if I were you,” said the orderly,
coming over to the bed. “Once 1t gets cold, 1t won't taste of
anything.”

Traian did not answer. He wanted to proceed with his
analysis of the contents of the tray, but he now found it im-
possible. He had been interrupted and could not regain the
necessary calm and concentration. All the smells had now
merged into one, just as all the colors of the rainbow may merge
into white. The orderly’s words had broken mto the scale of
smells as a stone thrown into a pond will shatter the harmony
of the succession of the waves.

Traian felt disappointed and saddened because he could no
longer analyze and appreciate the smells from the tray. Then he
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fell asleep. The next moming the tray was still there. Still he
did not look at it. The smell was now hardly perceptible, as if
the food were no longer alive, as if it had died or frozen during
the night.

He was tired. He did not turn round and did not even open
his eyes. Several times he moistened his lips with saliva, but
found to his disappointment that his lips tasted bitter and felt
rough.

The orderly brought another tray of food and put it down
in place of the first one. This time there were eggs fried in
butter. They had a ganish and striking smell, like the colors of an
advertisement. Beside the eggs were marnmalade, milk, coffee,
and butter. All these smells were now like so many piercing
arrows to his flesh. He shut his eyes tightly in pain. “Lord, help
me to reach the end more quickly,” he whispered pleadingly.
“It is so hard to resist temptation when one has a human body.”

He comforted humself with the thought that in two or three
days his body would give way.

“In two or three days’ tume, I'll be dead,” he said to himself,
and fell asleep again.

»99

TraiaN sat upright in bed, propped up by the pillows, and
looked out of the window. It was rmdday. Outside, the prisoners
were paraded in three ranks. They were naked. The entire
parade ground was full of naked men.

Right under the window of the infirmary there was a jeep
surrounded by a group of soldiers armed with rubber truncheons.
They were all chewing gum. One by one, the prisoners ap-
proached the soldiers unsurely and awkwardly. Naked men al-
ways walked unsurely. Traian knew the feeling. He, too, had
walked like that when he had had no clothes on.
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“Another search on?” he asked. “I wonder what they are
hoping to find this time.”

These searches took place several times a month.

An old man had just appeared before the soldiers.

“There’s Paladius, Metropolitan of Warsaw,” said Traian.

The Metropolitan was tall, though he walked with a shght
stoop. He was so thin that his nbs could be counted from a
distance. A skeleton covered n skin. He had a white beard. It
was the only white thing on the whole square. Its soft heraldic
white was reflected in the eyes of those who beheld 1t. As he ap-
proached, the soldiers started laughing.

But the Metiopohtan appeared to be unaware of their
presence. He was looking over their peaked caps into the sky.
On that day the sky was as blue as the cupola of a Byzantine
church.

The soldiers examined the Metropolitan’s fingers.

“Spread them out,” ordered the interpreter.

The old man spread out his fingers. The soldiers searched
carefully. The prisoner wore no rings.

“Arms up,” ordered the interpreter again.

The old man lifted his arms, first to the level of his chest, as
though he were giving benediction, then above his head. He
glanced neither at the interpreter nor at the soldiers, but they
were scrutinizing him carefully, searching his armpits for hidden
jewelry. Then they examined the hair on the nape of his neck.
The Metropohtan had long white hair that might well have
concealed rings. The soldiers parted his hair strand by strand,
first with the tips of their truncheons and then with their
fingers. They inspected the white hair on the crown of his head
and on his neck. Then they felt his beard to see if there were no
rings there.

“Turn round,” said the interpreter.

The old man turned his back on the soldiers.

“Bend down.”

¥
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He bent down as though he were howing before the icons.
But this was evidently not enough.

The Metropolitan opened his legs wide. They were white
and slender. The interpreter and the soldier bent down to make
sure the Metropolitan had not hidden rings or other gold ob-
jects between his legs. But they found nothing. One of the
soldiers said something to the others. The old man was still
bending forward, with his legs apart and his back to them.

“Dnsmissed,” said the interpreter.

The soldiers searched the next man. The Metropolitan went
back to his place in the ranks with the same hesitant gait. His
hair and beard fluttered 1n the breeze hike the silkken folds of
a white flag. To Traian it seemed that, unhke the rest, he was
not naked.

Traian’s eyes followed him till he had regained ns place
the ranks of naked men. Though he was in the mdst of all the
rest, he did not form part of the general throng. Something
about his head caught and held Traian’s eye. It was perhaps the
whiteness of his hair or his beard that attracted the attention, or
maybe it was the way he cammed his head. Something that com-
pelled the reverence with which one contemplates an icon.

“Now I know what I am seeing,” said Traian, starting. The
orderlies turned and stared at him, but he, oblivious, went on
gazing out of the window.

“The Metropolitan's head is encircled with light. It is a
halo. There 13 a blinding light emanating from behind his fore-
head, more powerful than arc lamp or neon, and it sends out
rays of golden light around his-head.”

After he had regained his place in the ranks, the old man
looked up toward the infirmary windows. The rays of light
around his head shone even more brightly.

“The halo was not simply invented by the icon painters,”
said Traisn. His eyes scanned the other prisoners. A few others
had halos, too. He did not know them all. But the Rector of the
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Vienna Academy had one, and so had a young journalist from
Berlin. A Greek minister, the Romanian Ambassador in Berlin,
and several others all had halos. Rays of light flashed from their
foreheads as though from blazing flames or arclamp reflectors.
But they were more beautiful than either fire or electricity.
These rays emanating from their brows might have illuminated
the whole world, and night would have been banished from the
earth.

eoRe e

“wHy won’t you eat?” asked Lieutenant Jacobson, the Camp
Commandant.

He had come to visit Traian in his ward. He had sent the
Burgomaster and the doctor out of the room in order to be left
alone with him.

“What is it you want?” asked the Lieutenant. “What's the
point of all this buffoonery in camp?”

“I won't eat because I don't feel hungry,” said Traian. “T've
suddenly lost my appetite. And I feel sick, ternbly sick. My
stomach is turning. Don't you ever feel sick, Lieutenant?”

Jacobson was silent. He wished he had not decided to stay
alone with Traian. The prisoner seemed to have gone mad. His
eyes were buming. “He might easily jump at my throat and
strangle me,” thought the officer. He glanced toward the door
and then smiled:

“Relax, Mr. Koruga,” he said. “You're overexcited, and it is
quite understandable. This is the sixth day that you haven't
taken food or drink.”

“Don’t go away, Lieutenant. I am not mad,” said Traian.
“Don’t be afraid. That was a stupid question of mine about feel-
ing sick. OF course you wouldn’t be feeling sick. If you start right
away by shutting your eyes and holding your nose, there is no
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further danger. People get used to feeling sick. It's merely a
question of will power. T have no will power and that is why I
couldn’t help feeling sick. There are workmen who eat their
breakfast, lunch, and dinner in manholes over sewers or in
latrines. They don't feel sick because they are used to it. I've
seen them with my own eyes eating salami and bread and butter
a couple of paces from the latrine holes. They were hicking their
lips, laughing and joking Even with the keenest sense of smell
you can get used to it.

“The Germans used to burn the corpses of prisoners from
the concentration camps and, as soon as they had shut the doors
of the cremating ovens behind them, go off gaily and have lunch
without the shghtest feeling of repulsion. There are men here
who own mattresses stuffed with the hair of women killed in
concentration camps, and on these same mattresses they have
made love to ther mistresses, and begotten children with their
wives—on these mattresses stuffed with the hair of murdered
and burmed women. They were not squeamish. They did not
feel sick. They were perfectly happy.

“I was in the same prison as a woman in whose bedroom
and drawing room there had stood lamp shades made of human
skin. They gave the light a sensuous and yellowish quality. By
the hight filtening through these lamp shades of human skin, she
made love, ate, danced, drank, abandoned herself to her lover's
embraces. She was happy. Anyone can get accustomed to nausea.
It is merely a question of habit and will power.

“The Russians used to rape eighty-year-old women, ever so
many of them. They queued up and took turns to rape them,
ten Russians to one woman. And after that, instead of being
sick they simply drank vodka.

“You wouldn’t do that, I'm sure. You don’t rape women.
You give them chocolate and use contraceptives when you make
love to them. You don’t do what the Germans do, either. Every
people has its own customs. But don’t get worried. You'll never
feel sick, whatever you do. You are in no danger, I'm sure of
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that. I say danger because, believe me, nausea is a great danger.
I know what I have had to suffer from it.

“My intestines turn inside out like a glove and I taste the
ends of them in my mouth. All the bile turns back, and my
stomach heaves with sick disgust. And I am swept with pity for
mankind, with an immense pity. How do you expect me to eat
under those circumstances? How do you expect me to feel
hungry? Do you see now that I shall never again be able to
eat?”

Lieutenant Jacobson had edged toward the door. He wished
he had not come. Neither the Burgomaster nor the doctor had
wamed him that Traian was mad. According to them, the pa-
tient was wholly sane. The facts, however, proved that they were
wrong.

“You are quite right, Mr. Koruga,” said the Lieutenant. “In
the circumstances you couldn’t possibly be expected to feel
hungry.”

“Don’t go,” said Traian. “It is very hard for me to sit up.
Please look out of the window and tell me if the search is over.”

“Not yet,” answered Licutenant Jacobson.

Traian was amazed. How could anyone watch the search
that was going on outside without losing his appetite? Jacobson
was going straight off to lunch. It was tweive o’clock.

“You say it isn’t over yet?” he sad. “Of course, it couldn’t
be over so soon. It has scarcely begun. First you searched for
gold in suitcases, houses, clothes, pockets, and shoes, 1n pants
and in the linings of suits. Now you are looking into mouths
and armpits and up men’s bottoms, everywhere. They are
stripped naked already: but it's not good enough. Tomorrow
you will start ripping off strips of skin to lock for gold, and tear
the muscles away from the bones to look for gold. And next you
will pound the bones to see whether perchance there be not
some gold coins hidden inside. You will squecze men’s brains
and rummage among their intestines. You will carve them up
into slices to find gold. Coins of gold, rings of gold, golden
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wedding rings; gold, gold, gold. Today we have hardly even
begun. We have reached the skin. But the skin will be stripped
off. The search mustgoon. . . .”

Lieutenant Jacobson was no longer in the room. Traian
turned his face to the wall.

PETITION No. 6. Subject: Economic (Prisoners,
Valuables Found on)

In the course of search carried out on the persons of
prisoners, rings, bracelets, watches, fountain pens, coins, and
all other objects of value were confiscated. But in spite of the
care taken to search the bare skin, the method of search is still
far from efficient.

Today I had the occasion to observe that certain prison-
ers wore a crown round their heads, similar to those womn by
saints painted on icons. It is a matter of common knowledge
that saints have crowns of gold. Those of the prisoners could
not have been of gold or of any other precious metal. If they
had been, obviously these crowns, or halos, as they are sonte-
times called, would already have been confiscated. Nevertheless,
their value is by no means inconsiderable.

I am no scientist, but I understand that these crowns
are extremely valuable. They are caused directly by certain
radiations emanating from the spirit of the prisoners concerned.

It is interesting to note that such phenomena do not
occur in the Technological Civilization of the West. It would
appear that they are a property peculiar to primitive civiliza-
tions. But that is beside the point. Inasmuch as these crowns are
valuable, they must not be allowed to remain in the possession
of the prisoners. Standing orders expressly forbid any prisoner
to retain any object of value in his possession.

I seem to semember that history provides a precedent
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for the confiscation of such crowns (halos). Even barbarian
conquerors, such as Genghis Khan, appreciated the true value
of similar ornaments discovered on certain prisoners, and con-
fiscated them. In those days, however, mechanized transport
was not so highly developed as it is today. Genghis Khan, so as
to avoid spoiling the shape and luminosity of those halos which
he wished to have at his court, gave orders that the heads of the
prisoners should be confiscated at the same time. These haloed
heads of prisoners from China and Arabia were threaded on a
string, tied to saddles, and taken to Mongolia. But on the way,
probably because of atmospheric conditions and sudden changes
of temperature, the halos vamished and the heads had to be
thrown away. They had even begun to rot.

In order to avoid similar wastage, 1t would be better
not to cut off the heads, as Genghis Khan did. Instead, prison-
ers in possession of these precious crowns could be kept at a
constant temperature in air-conditioned tanks and dispatched
to your country. Our civilization has the unrivaled advantage of
having at its disposal all the necessary technical resources, and
we are therefore enabled to obviate the wastage incurred by the
barbarian conquerors. The chronicler records that half a millon
of these precious halos were thus lost.

Yours with undying admiration. Keep smiling.

THE WITNESS

s is

“N FIVE minutes’ time you will be transferred to the hospital,”
said the Burgomaster.

He was pacing up and down the ward, with his hands behind
his back.

“There you will be forcibly fed. I am very sorry about it. We
have tried everything in our power, and so has Lieutenant
Jacobson. But you have refused to co-operate. We want your
good, and 3l you do is to bite the hand that feeds you.”
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Traian was lying on his bed with his face toward the wall.

“Your behavior shows a complete lack of esprit de corps,”
said the infuriated Burgomaster. “You are causing the doctors,
Lieutenant Jacobson, and myself to waste our time on your
personal affairs. By making us waste our time like this you are
acting against the interests of your fellow prisoners. That can-
not be tolerated. You are one, and they are twenty thousand.
Your own personal problems must be laid aside. Every one of
us has a2 wife and family. What would happen if we all took it
into our heads to act hke you? But you never even consider the
community. You are just plamn selfish. I have followed the
advice of Lientenant Jacobson, who 1s a romantic and believes
in democracy like all Americans, and have wasted at least five
hours in the course of the last few days on one single camp
inmate, thus neglecting the twenty thousand others. I was mad
even to have thought of it.”

“You don’t look after anyone in camp,” said Traian. “All
you look after is an administrative machine, which is something
impersonal. The men in camp must not be confused with this
machine, which means card indexes, typewriters, and figures.
That is your work. No, sir. You have never been concerned in
the slightest with the twenty thousand inmates of this camp.
These twenty thousand prisoners are composed of flesh and
blood and soul. They are made up of suffering and faith, long-
ing and hunger, hope and despair, and dreams.

“You, on the other hand, are concerned neither with their
flesh and blood, which are particular and individual, nor with
their hopes and disappointments which are even more individ-
val. Your domain is with files and fgures.There is not one
single prisoner whom you know personally. How dare you claim
to be looking after twenty thousand when you aren't even
looking after one? It is ridicalous. You concern yourselves with
ideas and abstractions, you and Jacobson, and not with people.
Even I, here and now, am anything to you rather than a human
being. To you I gm nothing but a fraction of twenty thousand.
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That is why you are annoyed about wasting your time. You've
never yet thought of me as an individual, and you never will.
You have probably never even looked upon your wife as a per-
son. She is your wife all right, or the mother of your children,
or your housekeeper, but never a human personality. And yet
outside the entirety of her essential personality, she has no real
existence. And you don’t know your own self any better than
your wife or your mother.

“You have never really known a single being on this earth.
If you had, you would never feel that you were washing time by
looking after any given individual, for all human beings are
more precious than time. You have seen in men nothing but a
single dimension; but men looked at thus are no longer human
beings, any more than a one-dimensional cube 1s still a cube.”

The orderly came in to announce that the ambulance was
waiting n the yard.

“I should like to say good-by to my friend, Johann Moritz,”
said Traian.

“You are not allowed to communicate with the other pris-
oners.”

Traian turned his back on the Burgomaster. The orderlies
wrapped him in a blanket and carried him like a parcel down to
the ambulance.

The blind was drawn down over the ambulance window, but
Traian knew Johann would be at the gate to watch the ambu-
lance drive away. Traian smiled at lim mentally and said:
“Good-by.”

“swo Americans have brought in a mad prisoner from the

Tile chief medical officer of the Karlsruhe prison hospital
got out of bed, switched on the light, and loaked at his watch.
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It was one o'clock in the morning. The orderly who had brought
him the news helped him to dress. The doctor left the room in
a bad temper.

Prisoners were always brought to the hospital in batches.
In the camp patients had to wait until there were one hundred
of them before they were sent to the hospital. Even serious cases
were often held for three or four weeks until the required num-
ber was made up and the whole batch could be delivered to-
gether. In the course of a whole year there had only been two
exceptions. This was the third.

“What sort of madman might this be that they should send
him to us alone and at this unearthly hour of the night?” asked
the doctor, going into the office.

“I should think it's pretty serious,” said the orderly. “I
haven’t seen him yet. He was asleep in the ambulance. But if
two Americans brought him here at such an hour it must be
pretty serious.”

It was cold outside. The doctor had just left a warm bed.
He was still shivering as he signed the prisoner’s admission
card.

The two Americans climbed back into the ambulance and
drove away. The doctor went back to bed, giving up the idea of
examining the pnsoner right away. It was far too cold. But he
gave instructions that he should be locked up immediately in
the appropriate ward.

Traian did not know he had arrived at his destination. He
did not know that the ambulance had had a puncture on the
road and that it had delayed them till midnight. He was not
even aware of the time. He had opened his eyes just as they
had been carrying him through the hospital yard on a stretcher;
and he had beheld a blue sky studded with stars. “The Milky
Way,” he said, smiling at the great white road up there in the
sky. Then he remembered the words of the Burgomaster: “We
are transferring you to a hospital where you will be forcibly fed.”
Traian made up his mind to refuse all medical assistance, “As
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long as I am conscious I intend to go on refusing all food and
drink.”

The orderlies who had heard him say “The Milky Way”
started chuckling. They put the stretcher down. One of them
bent over him and said ironically.

“Here we are—here’s the Milky Way.”

Traian did not apprecate the joke. He shut his eyes and

felt himself being lifted in someone’s arms and put down on
a bed.

(A A4

Traian glanced all round the room in which he was lying. The
lamp on the ceiling was protected with wire netting. The win-
dow had heavy iron bars. There were four beds i the ward.
Two patients were sithng talking to each other. They wore
German army uniforms. When Traian had been brought in,
they had not even turned round and had gone on tallang. They
were both young. The third patient lay in bed with the blanket
drawn over his head. Nothing was visible save his heavy shoes,
which stuck out at the other end of the blanket. Traian won
dered why the patient slept with his shoes on.

By the door sat a guard in a white hospital uniform. He had
a square, massive head hike Burgomaster Schmidt’s, a wooden
head whose facial muscles seemed paralyzed or dead. His eyes,
too, were lifeless and glassy. It was not the head of a dead man,
but that of a man who had never been ahive.

The guard came toward him.

“And what story are you gomg to tell us?” he asked, pinch-
ing Traian under the chin as if he were scolding a child. Traian
tumed away without answermg.

.. “So you aren't going to tell us a story,” said the guard. “One
of the silent ones, ch?” He patted him on the cheek.
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“Have it your own way!” he said.
Then he went back to his chair by the door.

LR R

“rHEY have shut me up in a madhouse because I went on a
hunger strike.” Traian bit his hps. All the weariness had gone
out of him, and he was left with a strong will to fight.

“I'm in a madhouse,” he said to himself. “That was a brain
wavel I never came across 1t before, not even in novels describ-
ing tortures in Russian prisons. All the doctors and professors
among the prisoners have certified me a madman. They want to
prove that my hunger stnike is an act of madness. But in real
life certain things do not work out as simply and as quickly as
all that. I'm not done for just yet.”

Traian clenched his fists.

“The first step is to prove to them that I am in my right
mind,” he said to himself. He went up to the guard. He was un-
steady on his feet and had to support himself against the wall.

“So you've come across with your little story, have you?”
asked the guard. “I knew you'd have one, all right.” He was
grinning.

“Everyone who comes here has a little story. But I've no
time to listen to you now, sonny. You just wait and tell me
tomorrow, or the day after, or next month or next year maybe.
You'll tell me your story lots of times. There’s no hurry.”

The guard had a newspaper in his hand and wanted to go on
reading it.

“That’s your bed over there in the far comer. Go along now
and lie down quietly. Don't get into another bed, understand?”

“I should like to ask you something,” said Traian.

“I know you want to ask me something,” answered the guard
in a bored voice. “But I've no time for you now. Go and sit
down on your bed. You must be a good boy here, otherwise
you'll get a hiding with the whip.”
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He took a riding whip out of the table drawer, showed it to
him, and put it away again.

Traian realized that words would be useless. Whatever he
might say would receive no more attention than the ravings of
a madman. He went back to his bed.

L

“IT was not enough to put me in prison. Now they've put me
in a prison madhouse.” Traian shut his eyes.

He would have liked to work out a plan of campaign for the
following day, but he wasn’t equal to it. He fell asleep still
clenching his fists.

“Get up.”

Traian started. He had only just dozed off. One of the
orderlies who had carried him 1n on the stretcher—the one who
had made the joke about the Milky Way—was now standing
beside his bed. Traran recognized his voice.

“Give me everything you've got in your pockets.”

Traian stood up. He put his hand in his pocket. It was
shaking. He drew out his handkerchief and handed 1t to the
orderly. From another pocket he brought out his pipe and
handed that over, too. In his breast pocket he had a httle icon
—the icon of Saint Anthony. He looked at it and finally handed
that to the orderly as well.

“Have you nothing more 1n your pockets?”

“No,” answered Traian. “That's all 1 have.”

“Raise your arms,” commanded the orderly.

Traian rarsed his arms, but only to the level of his chest.
There was a mist in front of his eyes, and he could not lift his
amms any higher.

*“Raise your arms,” repeated the orderly.

“I can't,” answered Traian. “T am ill. T feel giddy.”

The orderly caught hold of his hands and raised them over
his head. Tmian strained under the weight of his own arms,
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which felt as heavy as stones. Never before had his arms seemed
50 leaden. They rose up as stiffly as drainpipes above his head.

The orderly searched his pockets. Traian was conscious of
unfamihar hands wandering about, not in his pockets, but be-
neath his skin and in among the flesh itself.

“Drop your arms.”

The orderly pushed his hands down to his sides.

“Take out your shoelaces.”

“Leave him alone,” said the guard of Traian’s room. “Look
at him; he’s gone as yellow as wax.”

Traian was made to lie down on the bed. His shoelaces
were removed. Then they pulled down his trousers, unlaced
the army drawers he was weanng, and took away the laces. Then
they took his glasses off his nose.

“Don’t take away my glasses,” pleaded Traian. He was very
shortsighted.

“I suppose you want to cut open your veins with them?”

“I can’t see anything without my glasses.”

“There is nothing for you to see here.”

The orderly made up a parcel out of Traian’s glasses, hand-
kerchief, pipe, and icon. It was all that was left of his earthly
possessions. Then he picked up the parcel and walked away.

“cer up and eat.”

It was Traian’s first morming n the lunatic asylum. He
looked at the bowl of soup that the guard was holding out to
him.
“I am not going to eat.”

“If you think you can do as you please here, you're mis-
taken,” said the guard. He set the bow] down on the floor beside
bim and crossed over to the next bed.
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“I've been on a hunger strike for the last six days,” said
Traian.

“Everybody here is on a hunger strike, my poppet. You're
not the only one.”

The guard had reached the bed of the patient sleeping with
the bedclothes over his head and his hobnailed shoes sticking
out beneath the blanket. The guard pulled back the bedclothes.
Underneath there lay an old man with a white beard. He peered
up timidly at the guard and then hid his face in his pillow.

“What do you want?” he asked, and again buried his head
under the pillow.

“Up you get, Grandpa,” ordered the guard. “Time for you to
be fed.”

Two young lunatics came up to the old man’s bed and stood
shoulder to shoulder, pressing close to each other as though
afraid of being separated. The guard called them “the Bull-
dogs.”

. g‘s‘]ump on him, Bulldogs,” cned the guard as if he were en-
couraging dogs.

One of the Bulldogs caught the old man under the armpits
from behind. The other ratsed his head and made him sit up.

“Go easy, don’t break his bones,” said the guard laughing.

The old man was weeping. He had tucked in his chin and
kept his eyes on the ground.

“Open your mouth, Grandpa,” said the guard. “Nanny’s
come to give you the bottle.”

The old man pressed his chin into his chest and clenched
his jaws with all his strength.

“Open up his snout for him, but take it easy.”

The Bulldogs knelt on the bed, thrust their fingers in the
old man’s mouth, and pulled his jaws apart. With one hand the
guard caught hold of his nose, stopping up his nostrils, and with
the other he poured soup into his mouth.

The patient spat out the soup all over the Bulldogs’ chests.
They burst out laughing. The guard poured the second spoonful
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into the old man’s mouth. This time he did not succeed in
spitting it out. The food had stuck in his throat, and he was
forced to swallow it to avoid choking. He could not breathe
through the nose because the guard's hand was squeezing his
nostrils.

“I'm choking,” he said.

The procedure was repeated indefinitely. From time to time
the old man screamed out that he was suffocating and started
struggling in the grip of the Bulldogs. But they kept hold as
hard as they could.

“You're doing all right, you see, Grandpa, aren’t you?” said
the guard.

The old man’s face had turned yellow and beads of perspira-
tion stood out on his forehead.

Traian covered up his eyes to shut out the sight.

“Scared, e¢h?” asked the guard. “It'll be your tum in a
minute.”

“Are we going to feed him, too?” demanded the Bulldogs in
chorus.

“Sure, unless he behaves himself like a good boy.”

The Bulldogs took no further notice of the old man: their
eyes had fastened on Traian’s neck and jaws. Traian bent down,
picked up the bowl of soup, and started swallowing very quickly
without chewing. When he finished he said:

“You’'re right—anyone who has been locked up in a lunatic
asylum and stll refuses to eat must really be mad. Lunatics can’t
go on a hunger strike, since they are not responsible for their
actions. But I am not mad; that is why I decided to eat. Which
doesn’t mean to say that I've given up the struggle.”

Te®

“somEBOW, I've just got to prove to the doctors that T am sane,”
Fraian said to himself. He had a headache. The food he had just
gulped down lay like 2 lump of lead on his stomach. But he
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forced himself to stand upright. He tried to smile. Then he
went up to the guard.

“I should like to speak to the doctor in charge of this sec-
tion,” he said.

“You'll have to wait for his visit,” said the guard. “You'll be
able to speak to him when he comes round.”

“Couldn’t I see him before that?”

“Patients in this ward are not allowed to call the doctor.”

“Of course,” said Traian. “The doctor isn’t gomng to come
just because some lunatic wants him, but I am not a lunatic.”

“If you're not mad, then what do you think they sent you
here for?”

“To make me break my hunger strike,” said Traian. “I've
told you that already. But now I've had something to eat. There
are therefore no further grounds for treating me as a madman.
If 1 had refused to eat, my behavior might have been interpreted
as an act of madness instead of as a gesture of protest. But now
there 1s no excuse for that.”

Traan suddenly realized that, all the while he was speaking,
the orderly had been reading the paper. He had not paid the
slightest attention to what he was saying.

“You still think I'm mad, even now that I have had some-
thing to eat, don’t you?” His voice shook.

“Go back to bed and let me read my paper,” ordered the
guard.

“But I'm telling you, man, I'm not mad.”

“All right, all right,” said the guard. “Now go to bed and
be quiet. You must be a good boy here. Naughty boys get the
whip.”

THAT morning the doctor did not come on his rounds. Toward
midday one of the Bulldogs left the room, escorted by a guard.
Half an hour later he was brought back on a stretcher and set
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down in the middle of the room. His nostrils, which were
stuffed with cotton wool, were quivering, His forehead was
pallid. Greenish foam, like that of a mad dog, was trickling out
of the comners of his mouth. His hps were trembhing.

“What's happened to him?” asked Traian.

The other Bulldog sniggered at the sight of his friend’s stiff-
ened body, which was twitching convulsively. The leg and arm
muscles twitched up and down independently, as though dis-
connected from the rest of the body. His skin had taken on a
different hue. It was no longer the skin of a liing person. His
spinal column was stil, with the rigidity of dead things. Even
the convulsions that shook him were not those of a living being;
they were automatic, like the jerks of a mechamcal doll. The
only living thing about him was the whitish-green foam drib-
bling out of his mouth, over his chest, and onto the canvas of
the stretcher.

“What's happened to the Bulldog?” Traian agamn asked.

“Nothing,” answered the guard. “Only injections.”

“What kind of injection? Why is he struggling hke that?”

“Don’t be inquisitive, my pet,” said the guard. “You'll try
them, too. Tomorrow, probably.”

“Tomorrow?”

Traian stared at the stiffened body writhing on the stretcher.

“What's so funny about that?” said the guard. “You don’t
believe me? Everybody here has to have injections.” He put
fresh cotton wool in the Bulldog’s nose and pinched his cheek.
The Bulldog did not react.

“You could cut slices out of him with a knife and he
wouldn’t feel it, not while the fit is on. You all need injections.
They stimulate the nerves. Just look what fine exercises they
can be made to do.”

Traian sat down on the bed and buried his head in his hands.
The door opened. He gave a start, but it was not the doctor. It
was an orderly, who had come to fetch the other Buildog. He
took him by the arm and led him out of the room.
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Shortly afterward he, too, was brought back on a stretcher
and set down beside his friend. He, too, had cotton-wool plugs
in his nose and greenish foam dribbling out of his mouth
like the spittle of a mad dog. His limbs jerked about on the
stretcher.

Then they came for the old man, and he in turn was brought
back on a stretcher.

Traian looked at the three bodies, which, though unrelated
to each other, were jerking in thythm.

“What kind of injection?”

“Cardiazol,” said the guard. “Shocks for the nervous system.
It shakes up your bram and clears out the cobwebs.”

The guard laughed.

Traian turned his eyes back to the three human bodies.
Their movements were mechanical, hke the jerks of robots.
Their nostnls inflated and quivered at the same ntervals, and
with the same rhythm and intensity. Thewr chests rose and fell
like piston rods.

All that was left of life in the three bodies was the automatic
jerking of the muscles. Will, instinct, intelligence—all ahke
were dead. Nothing remained but the mechanical reflex, and
this had been intensified until it had developed into a spasm, an
automatic spasm.

What he was watching now had ceased to be just three hu-
man beings with lives reduced to bare reflexes, leaving them no
better than robots—instead, he found himself watching all the
peoples of the carth. It was a foolish, fantastic illusion, but it
obsessed him. It seemed to him that Burgomaster Schmidt was
leading the whole camp at Komwestheim in the same diabolical
dance rhythm as the three men at his feet. And there was not
only the Burgomaster. Jacobson and Major Brown and Samuel
Abramovici and all the others seemed to be jerking to the same
mechanical jazz thythm, the shock rhythm of cardiazol injec-
tions. A whole civilization was threshing about in wild spasms.
Traian covered his eyes and cried: “I won’t, I won't.”
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“your record card makes no mention of a hunger strike.”

The doctor looked at Traian suspiciously.

“If you had been on any sort of strike it would have been
entered here,” he said. “All it says on your card is ‘serious men-
tal disorders, suicidal mania, fits of violence, persecution mania.’
Nothing whatsoever about a strike. A strike is a sane and con-
scious act. But there’s not a word about it here. The certificate
is signed by two university professors, two of the leading names
in the German medical profession. Whom do you expect me to
believe? You or the two professors?”

The doctor was convinced that Traian had made up the
whole story from beginning to end

“Are you sure your wife 1s arrested?” he asked. “I shouldn’t
be surprised if you weren’t even married. Where 1s your wedding

: 144

nng
“It was confiscated during a search at the camp.”

*“That may be so,” said the doctor, “but I have no proof of
it. I can only go by what is down on your case paper. Don’t be
annoyed, but until the contrary is proved, I must start from the
following premises: your wife has not been arrested, you are
probably not even married, your father did not die in camp, and
finally you were not arrested without reason. I am obliged to
disregard everything you have told me.”

Traian was thinking: “How can anyone prove his own sanity?
Every word and movement that hitherto have always seemed
perfectly normal appear upon closer analysis to be the typical
characteristics of a madman. The same words, phrases, and
opinions that in everyday life seem normal and even intelligent
become symptoms of advanced madness inside an asylum. It is
impossible to ascertain the borderline between sanity and in-
mnity with any degree of precision. And yet I must prove that
I am not mad.”
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“I beg you to help me, Doctor,” he said.

“What can I do?”

“Beheve me.”

“That won't get you anywhere,” answered the doctor.

“I am not asking you to tell me you believe me, but to be-
lieve me really,” said Traan. “And I would also ask you to give
me a thorough medical examination.”

“That is entirely superfluous. Your first request 1 cannot
grant. I am a scientist. I can only believe what I can establish as
a fact. I can’t believe without proof.”

“Believe me as 2 human bemng.”

“I am a scientist,” repeated the doctor emphatically. “My
professional conscience does not allow me to believe anyone’s
word unless it is supported by concrete evidence.”

Yy

TRAIAN was put through a medical examination. Blood was
taken from the veins of both arms. Then a second sample was
taken from the tips of his fingers. He gave with resignation.
Man must be ready to give away his blood—always and every-
where. But blood was not enough. The first evening they jabbed
a syringe into the back of his spine to extract a few drops of the
fluid from his brain and spmnal cord. He bore the pain, which
was agonizing. The process was repeated. Traian endured it
without complaint. He knew that man has to pay, not only with
his blood, but with his brain. Otherwise he forfeited the right
to live.

They stimulated his glands and extracted the innermost se-
cretions, placing them afterward between glass slides and hold-
ing them against strong light to examine them. His urine, his
saliva, the juices of various glands and internal organs were all
examined under the microscope, put in test tubes, weighed, and
distilled in the prison laboratory.
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The doctors X-rayed his chest and then his skull. They
checked his skeleton bone by bone and joint by joint under
the X-ray apparatus.

They were searching for the wound that had provoked the
desperate outcry of man for justice. The wound was elsewhere,
but the doctors were determined to locate it in Traian’s body, in
his lungs, his brain, his blood, his bones, and in the very mar-
row of his bones. He let them search.

One by one they tested his muscles and reflexes; his knees,
his hands, and his stomach.

They hstened to his heartbeats, to the pulsations of his
blood, they tried to detect the slightest abnormahty in the
structure of his lungs.

He was put on the scales and weighed. They measured his
height, hus waist, his chest, his wnsts and ankles. They opened
his mouth and nspected his teeth, counting and tapping them.
They inspected his tongue as though it were some unsavory
dish on a plate. His whole body was examined hke an article
suspected of being undermmned by some hidden flaw. Was it
or was it not serviceable?

Then the psychiatrist set to work on him. The doctor talked
to him moming, noon, and night, at times into the early hours
of the dawn. His answers to the most harmless questions were
carefully taken down. The doctors hunted for traces of madness
as detectives test for fingerpnints at the scene of a crime. He was
encouraged to speak of his childhood, of his mother and sisters,
his father, and the women he had known. Traian knew well the
secret paths hidden in the darkness of the subconscious and did
his utmost to help the doctors to penetrate them.

His soul was laid bare, turned inside out like a cupboard full
of old clothes and dirty linen. Nothing was withheld from them,
and without the slightest compunction or disgust they poked
their nose into the most secret recesses of his private life.

The exammation finally came to an end.

“You are perfectly sane,” said the doctor. “A few complexes,
13561



BOOK FIVE

of course, undemourishment, avitaminosis, and subnormal
weight. Apart from this, everything is in order. Slight anemia,
swollen joints resulting from insufficient nounshment, teeth af-
fected for the same reason. The pulse is somewhat irregular,
owing to weak general condition, one or two harmless spots on
the lung, and slight rheumatism. But these are all common com-
plaints and are of no importance.”

“Are you therefore finally satisfied that I am not mad?”
asked Traman.

He was tired, as tired as Jesus on the Mount of Olives.

“I should like to be released from the hospital immediately,”
said Tratan.

“You are going to be intemned 1n the medical ward,” said the
doctor. “You are physically very weak ”

“I wish to return to camp,” saxd Traan.

“That is very unwise of you.”

“I want to return to camp at the earhest possible moment.”

Seven days later Traian was back in camp. He had brought
with him all the medical certificates proving that he was not,
and never had been, mad. His eyes were shining with the joy of
victory. But his whole body trembled like a shadow with ex-
baustion and suffenng.

e

“AUTOMATIC arrest may be justified as a method, but it cannot
in itself constitute sufficient reason for amest,” said Traian.
“Before a man is thrown into prison, treated like a criminal, and
murdered more or less speedily, there must be a reason. That
man must have been guilty of something. Yet, what have I
done? Or my wife? What wrong did my father do? What crime
has Johann Moritz committed? But when I asked you this ques-
tion in & very natural fit of despair—after fifteen months’ im-
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prisonment—you considered my cry an attack of insanity. The
moment that man’s cry for justice and liberty is labeled insanity,
man ceases to exist. He may belong to the most advanced civili-
zation history has ever known, but it will be of no avail to him.”

Lieutenant Jacobson lit a cigarette. Immediately after Traian
had returned from the hospital, Jacobson had sent for him, and
was already regretting it.

“All you Europeans take things too tragically,” he said. “It
is a pecuhar characteristic of yours.”

“You may be right,” said Traian. “It 1s one of our failings.
But it is infimtely more senous to stand by and watch the
tmgedy, the death wnthings of man, with a smile on your lips.
That is much more than a mere fault or failing.”

“I tned to do something for you,” said Jacobson, “but I
couldn’t manage it. I asked the authonties to release you.”

“T am sure you have done your best,” said Traian. “But you
cannot and never will succeed. Never more will any man suc-
ceed in freeing either himself or anyone else. Man is in a minor-
ity, and s hands are tied. The shackling 1s done automatically.
You, too, are chained. The shackles of technocracy hang from
your wrists and ankles. Western civilization has but one gift left
to offer us: handcuffs.”

“Go back to camp,” said Jacobson. “Have a rest. Take it
easy. And don’t go making a fool of yourself again.”

“I shall do the only thing a man is still allowed to do at this
late hour of history.”

“There you go, off the deep end again,” said Jacobson. “I
don’t like to see you looking so gloomy. Have a cigarette?”

“With pleasure.”

Traian lit the cigarette and then asked:

“Don't you ever get the feeling that we are all spectators
who bave insisted on remaining behind after the show is over?
This obstinacy of ours is pointless. We'll all be thrown out
eventually. The hall must be aired and the chairs cleared away.
The continents must be aired. Another show is due to begin.
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The show of history must go on. Yesterday The Petitions were
billed. The ‘Petitions’ of man to be allowed to live, his appeal
to the bureaucrats of Technological Civilization. The appeal
against his sentence was rejected. It wasn’t even read. The en-
tertainment had an unfavorable reception. There was no ‘happy
ending.’

“Tomorrow there will be the premiére of a show called The
Mechanical Ballet. The cast will contain no human beings.
Only robots, machines, and featureless ‘citizens’ will appear on
the stage. I shall not be present at the performance. The cur-
tain rises too late for me. There is a box reserved for you, how-
ever, but only for the first performances. Do go and enjoy your-
self. Don’t forget you have seats only for the beginning of the
season.”

Traian left his unsmoked cigarette on the ash tray on the
lieutenant’s desk and went out of the room.

TraaN found Johann at the camp entrance near the gates.
Johann was depressed. At the sight of Traian his eyes filled with
tears.

“Is it really you? I thought I would never see you again.”

“Would you have been sorry?”

“To my dying day,” said Johann, shaking him eagerly by the
hand. “I couldn’t even say good-by to you when you went away.
They wouldn’t let me in to the hospital, although I tried time
and time again. Where did they put you?”

“In the madhouse,” said Traian. “I've brought back some-
thing to smoke.”

He untied his handkerchief, which was wrapped round the
shreds of cigarette ends he had collected.

“They locked you up there? Poor Master Traian.”
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They sat down on the scorching earth by the camp gates and
started rolling cigarettes.

Johann had not yet got over his surprise. But he dared not
ask questions.

“You always admired my pipe, didn’t you?” said Traian.

“With a pipe you can be sure of having something to
smoke,” answered Johann. “You can stuff it with dottle and all
sorts of odd bits of rubbish that would never make a cigarette.
That’s why I'm sorry I haven’t got one. It’s a hard life in camp
without a pipe.”

“I'll give you mine,” said Traian, handing him his pipe,
which he had carried around with him for eighteen months, and
which had always stuck between his teeth, though he scarcely
ever had anything to fill it with.

“You can’t do that,” said Johann. “A pipe’s worth its weight
in gold in camp. And how are you going to smoke?”

“I'm going to give up smoking. This 15 my last cigarette.”

“Did the doctor tell you to give it up?”

“No, he didn’t, but I don’t want to smoke any more.”

Johann took the pipe and began stuffing it with tobacco.

“Thank you,” he said. “But 1f you find you can’t give it up,
I'll give it back to you, I will: I'll only accept it on condition
that you really do give up smoking.”

“I shall certainly give 1t up.”

Johann smiled.

“1 often said I'd stop smoking, but I could never hold out.
It isn’t easy to give it up.”

“I kmow,” said Traian. “But this time it’s for good.”

Traian lit his cigarette, and Johann lit the pipe. They
smoked in silence. Traian then took off his glasses and gazed at
them affectionately. It was as if he were saying good-by to them.

Of all the personal belongings he usually carried about with
him, only his glasses had remained. Tobacco pouch, watch, wed-
ding ring, wallet, fountain pen, and pencil had been confiscated
one by one. The otily things he still retained were his glasses.
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When his father had died, he had placed the cross that he
had womn round his neck until recently upon the priest’s breast,
so that it might be buried with him. Orthodox priests were al-
ways buried in their chasubles, with an icon on their chests. His
father had not been buried in a chasuble. He had worn an
American jacket with “PW” printed on the back and sleeves.
Underneath he had not even been wearing a shirt. Johann had
washed it that same moming, and it was still drying when the
priest had died. He had been removed from the tents so quickly
that there had been no time to fetch the shirt and put it on
him. But Traian had slipped the little cross from his neck and
laid it undemneath the jacket, next to his father’s skin. His father
had been buried with it. Perhaps he had been cremated with
his little cross.

And now Traian had nothing left but his glasses. It was his
only personal possession apart from his body: this body and
these glasses were the only matenal things that he had managed
to rescue from his former life. Now he looked at the glasses,
turming them over in his hand with a pang of regret. Then he
handed them to Johann.

“Will you keep them for me?”

“Can you see without them now?” asked Johann, who had
always considered it a great burden and punishment for anyone
to have to wear glasses all his life. He was sincerely glad that
Traian no longer needed them.

“No, 1 still can’t see without them,” said Traman. “But it is
more restful not to wear them. I shall never wear them again.”

“It always surprised me the way you wore them all day
long,” said Johann. “You only took them off at night. I've never
seen you without them.”

“If you are released before me, 1 should like you to take
these glasses to my wife,” said Traian. “You may not be able to
find her right away, but keep them on you all the time. You
never know when you may come across her. You may meet
some day in Romania. Be careful not to smash them.”
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Johann took the glasses and looked at them. He felt that
Traian was keeping something from him. The fact that he had
given him first his pipe and then his glasses was significant.

“Don’t be alarmed, Moritz,” said Traian. “I only want you
to keep the glasses. I shall never wear them again, but I don't
want them to fall into unknown hands. I've seen so many
things in life, thanks to them. Do you understand why they are
so dear to me?

“It was through these glasses that I first beheld my wife.
Through these I have seen thousands of beautiful girls; I have
seen paintings, statues, museums, cities, and countnies. Through
them I have gazed at the sky, the sea, and the mountains, and
read countless numbers of books mght after mght.

“With these glasses I watched my father die, and I have
looked at you and at all my friends.

“With these glasses I have seen the collapse of Europe. I
have seen men die of starvation, suffer imprisonment, torture,
and slow death in concentration camps. Through these glasses
I have seen saints and lunatics.

“I have watched a whole continent die, with its burden of
mhabitants and laws, its faiths and hopes—die without realizing
it, imprisoned in camps and hemmed in by the technological
laws of a civilization that has reverted to the automatism of a
barbarian age.

“These glasses, my dear Moritz, are as my very eyes. At times
I scarcely know which is which! They are inseparable. With
them I have seen everything there was to be seen till this very
hour.
“But henceforward I wish to see nothing more. I am tired.
The performance has gone on too long.

“If 1 were to keep my glasses on any longer, I should see
only the ruins of towns and the muins of people, the ruins of
countries, of churches, and of faiths. I should behold the ruin
of my body—the ruin of all nyins. I am not a sadist and [ can’t
bear to look at them. It is more than I can stand to behold noth-
ing but ruins everywhere, as far as the eye can see.
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“Over the ruins the advance of the new pioneers has begun.
They are citizens of a new world rising in history. They are
building at furious speed. In building their civilization, they
have started with the prisons. That is their concern. But I have
no wish to join them. And so I should have to sit aside and
watch for the rest of my life. But to live the life of a spectator,
a witness, means not to hive at all. Technological Civilization
has nothing to offer man except a spectator’s seat.

“The 1rony of 1t 1s bitter- the only things they did not con-
fiscate in their searches were my glasses. That was their way of
dictating to me the attitude I must adopt toward life. I used to
think it generous of the soldiers to leave me my glasses. But it
wasn’t generosity—it was sadism. For not only did they force me
into the position of a spectator, but they even settled what I
should see: camps. I am not allowed to see anything but camps,
lunatic asylums, prisons, troops, and barbed wire—miles and
mles of barbed wire. That 15 why I've given up weanng glasses.

“They were the last things I was allowed to keep here on
earth. Glasses, like eyes, are wonderful things, not to be com-
pared with anything else in the world; but only provided that
one is alive. When one is no longer alive, or when one is scarcely
alive, or when one is allowed to hive only in part, then glasses
are nothing but a gruesome jest. Have you ever seen a dead man
wearing glasses?”

“But you are not dead.”

“That is our only hope—that we are still alive. But hope
can’t take the place of life. Hope is a weed that grows even
among the graves.”

“But we are alive, Master Traian,” said Johann.

“We hope we are.”

Johann looked hard at Traian. He reminded himself that be
had just come from the madhouse. Traian had said so himself.

“Don’t be frightened, Moritz, old man,” said Traian. “I'm
not mad. I should be very hurt if you, too, were to think me
mad like the rest. You say I am still alive because if I weren’t
you wonld see me dead. You would see my eyelids close, my
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heart stop beating, and my body grow cold. You would see a
corpse. But there are some deaths, Moritz, that do not leave a
dead body behind. Continents die, leaving no corpses. So do
civilizations, religions, and countries. And men, too, sometimes
dre before their death can be certified by the presence of a
corpse. Just because you can’t see mine, that is no guarantee
that I am alive. Do you follow me?”

Johann started sobbing.

“What's the matter with you, Montz?”

“You're ill, Master Traian.”

“What you mean s that I'm raving and going mad, isn't it?”

“Oh, no. How could I say such a thing?”

“You think I'm insane,” smd Traian. “That's why you're
crying. But you're crying for nothing. I'm not mad, my dear
Moritz. I'm saner than ever before.”

“Are you, Master Traian?”

“Of course I am.”

“I didn’t think you were mad, but I thought you might have
a headache,” said Johann. “You've had nothing to eat for so
many days. . . . Very likely they tortured you in that place.
. . . You're so pale. It never even crossed my mind that you
could be . . .7

Johann avoided saying the word “mad.”

Traian reflected that those who suffered spiritually from the
disintegration of European civilization were dying with it. And
those who remained alive were forever onlookers to the tragedy.
Either they belonged to a mechanized civilization like Jacobson
or else they were simple souls like Johann Moritz who had never
outgrown the phase of instincts and superstitions. Europe had
nothing to do with either: both took for 2 lunatic the man
whose spirit had drained the very dregs of suffering.

The only person who, realizing that it was not madness but
rather the utmeost agony of suffering, could yet survive was Nora,
thought Trgian. For she had the inherited background of thou-
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sands of years of slavery and humiliation. Her people had already
grown accustomed to slavery and suffering in Egypt when the
pyramids were built. Her people survived the Spanish religious
persecutions, the Russian pogroms, and the German concentra-
tion camps; and now it would hold its own even against the
early stages of Technological Civilization. He was glad for her
sake, and smiled.

“Light your pipe, Moritz,” he said, “and then go and put
away my glasses m the tent. You know I don’t want them to be
broken when my wife gets them.”

“I'll take them at once ”

Johann walked away with his measured step and slightly
humped shoulders, puffing at his pipe. Traian felt that, as he
watched, Johann's steady walk was carrying him, not across the
camp parade ground, but through centuries of history; and that
as he walked he was entirely oblivious of all that went on around
him, tis roots planted deep in the earth and his eyes fixed on
the"blue miracle of the sky, never even wondering what made
it so blue.

“Johann and Nora will outlive Europe,” he said to himself
“They will find 1t possible to exist even in the Technological
Civilization of the West, though not for long. No human being
will be able to live in it for long. They may be in the audiences
for the first few performances. But then, finally, the last and
toughest of all men will disappear and the robots will spread
over the face of the earth from the East and the West, the
North and the South.”

L

As 500N as Johann had passed out of sight between the tents
Traian stood up, threw away his cigarette, and set out in the

direction of the main gate.
Prisoners were not allowed in the area leading to the main
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entrance of the camp. Traian was fully aware of this, but never-
theless he walked steadily on. His steps, neither dragging nor
hurried, were those of a man who, returning homeward after a
day’s work, can afford the delicious luxury of dawdling and is
yet anxious to get home without too much delay.

The prisoness in the square, of whom there were always sev-
eral thousand about, noticed that one of their number had en-
tered the forbidden avenue. They crowded toward the fence to
take a closer look at him. They thought it must be some clerk
from the commandant’s office or one of the doctors. These were
the only people allowed to go beyond the bounds of their own
square.

The prisoners were eager to identify him. In camp not the
slightest incident escaped the notice of these thousands of avid
eyes. Forced to dwell day in, day out, upon the same objects,
they were ever on the alert for any novelty, no matter how in-
significant, provided only it was out of the ordinary. This urge
to escape from the antomatism of routine, to seek out the per-
sonal and the original, and to thirst for all that 1s peculiar and
uncommon in life is one of the basic needs of the human soul.

A prisoner walking boldly across a forbidden area was an oc-
currence meriting close attention. It was an event. Even if, as a
company clerk or doctor, he had been entitled to cross the yard,
the show was still worth seeing, and the prisoners watched with
all the concentrated attention they would have bestowed upon
an actor on the stage, simply because he was allowed to do what
was forbidden to the general public.

Traian was conscious of being followed by thousands of eyes.

He knew, moreover, that the Polish sentries stationed up in
the emplacements that towered above the barbed-wire fences
were also watching in amazement, wondering where he thought
he was going.

But Tmian glanced neither back at the prisoners staring
from behind the barbed wire nor up at the Polish sentries in the
watchtowers,
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He walked straight ahead. His step betrayed more than de-
termination. It was not the measured, uncompromising stride
of an angry man determined to overcome every obstacle in his
path. It was certainly decided, but at the same time it was
springy, like that of a man who took pleasure in walking.

Traian did not m fact take pleasure in walking, but he knew
that what he was doing had a purpose behind it, and this gave
him a feeling of deep satisfaction. His stride was not the dull
and regular movement of an automaton or a machine, nor that
of a man driven on blindly by the fury of passion. Traian did
not walk like a fanatic.

He walked with open eyes. It is true that without his glasses
he could hardly see, but the eyes of his heart and mind were
alert and watching, and thus he beheld clearly his way and its
purpose, its tragedy and its joy.

He who had eyes to see might have discerned all this in
Traian’s gait as he strode across the sand toward the barbed
wiré—all this, and more, a timid and deeply buried sadness. It
was the sadness of a man leaving lus home behind, of a sailor
setting sail for far and alien shores.

He who had eyes to see might have discerned all this in the
footprints traced mn the sand. But those who were there had eyes
to see and yet saw it not.

What the sentries and prisoners saw was Traian drawing
nearer and nearer to the wire fence. That was unauthorized. No
one was allowed to go within a yard and a half of the barbed
wire.

And Traian was actually doing it.

Some of the prisoners shaded their eyes so as not to miss a
single one of his movements. Others clapped their hands to
their mouths and gaped, waiting for the next move as if it were
the most thrilling moment of an exciting football match, an ad-
venture film, or a detective story.

The Pole in the turret was equally astounded. He, too, would
probably have shaded his eyes to get a better view if he had not
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*&nenholdingtheriﬂe.mmuiad to raise his hand he found he
was raising the rifle. That reminded him that a prisoner was
approaching the wire fence and that it was his duty to shoot.
He pressed the trigger.

As the rifle went off, the Pole realized he had made a mis-
take: he had forgotten to take aim first. The drill manual said:
come into the aimng position; fire. He knew that. It had be-
come a subconscious reaction. Therefore, automatically, he cor-
rected his mistake; before firing a second time he aimed at the
target, which happened to be a prisoner who had stepped out of
bounds.

Traian heard the first shot go off and, an instant later, the
second. Lightning flashed before his eyes, and a feeling of weari-
ness flooded his hmbs, warming him through and through, as
though he had come nto a well-heated room 1in midwinter and
had drunk a good glass of hot toddy. Something warm flowed
over his hands. His body doubled up on the scorching ground
beside the barbed wire, hke an overcoat shpping noiselessly off
its hanger and falling on the floor in a crumpled heap.

Traian was filled with intense pity for this body of his which
had suddenly given way and become a soft wet mass on the
ground. This body had been his best friend. Now, for the first
time, he reahized how much he valued its fnendship. He thought
of Nora and of his father, who had also been his friends, as dear
to him as hus body. The pictures of Nora and his father and
mother, of Johann Montz and George Damman and a few others,
rose before his eyes and fell away again suddenly, like pictures
on the wall when the cord snaps.

These his most cherished images fell to the ground like his
body, piling on top of one another in rapid succession.

His mind could no longer hold them in position before his
eyes. All his strength had ebbed away. The last thing to remain
upright for 2 moment longer was his head. His forehead alone
was still beld high.
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Bat a few moments later even that became too heavy for
him.
He laid his cheek on the warm earth and tried to carry his
mind back to something. But lus memory lay like a flag draped
over the images of the past and over his own limp body, from
which the blood was oozing out.

Traian knew what he wanted to say, but he said nothing: it
was a prayer, one he particularly hiked. But, like so many things
in life, it was doomed to remain forever unsaid. It was not long.
Had he hived a few more moments, he would perhaps have
said it:

Erde, du Liebe, ich will . . .
Namenlos, bin ich zu dir entschlossen, von weit her.*

His cheek and lips pressed closer to the warm earth, ten-
derly, in a final gesture of friendship and love.

It had all been solemn and perfect, unclouded by the petti-
ness of man. It had all happened so simply, with the solemn
majesty of a dyng fire.

In the camp square Johann, who suddenly wanted to scream,
put his hand over his mouth and controlled humself. He lowered
his eyes and made the sign of the cross.

»$y

rour days after Traian’s death Johann receved a letter from
Susanna.

DEaAr Jant,
Probably you thought I was dead. For nine years now
we have had no news of each other. I have often told myself

> IM' wlg;rﬁng. I { wﬂgly . ; g
ve now unspeaks urs for ages and ages.
~—Ramves MA};OIA Rrixe Translation by J. B Leishman

end Stephen Spender.
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that you must be dead. I was going to have prayers said for you
in church as they do for the dead.

But somehow I always changed my mind at the last
minute. Now I am glad I did not have them read for you the
service for the dead. It is very unlucky to pray for someone who
is still ahve as though he were dead.

I got your address from Mons. Perusset of the Swiss
Red Cross. He told me you had been interned for several years.

After I had thanked God for keeping you alive, I prayed
that He might enlighten the minds of those who keep you in
prison unjustly, because I know you are neither a thief nor a
criminal and that they locked you up without cause.

I have so much to tell you. So much has happened dur-
ing those nine years, but there isn't room for everything in a
letter.

You'll be angry when you hear that I am now in Ger-
many, that I left our house, land, and all, and that I am bringing
up your children among foreigners. That is why I must tell you
how it all happened.

It was the second day of Whitsuntide when you left.
The people in the village told me that the gendarmes had led
you away at the point of the bayonet. I didn’t believe them, be-
cause | knew you were innocent and that there was no reason
why the gendarmes should lock you up and take you away at the
pint of the bayonet like a criminal.

Four weeks after you had gone I baked a loaf and
waited for you. I knew you would come back hungry and thirsty.
When the loaf went stale I gave it to the children and baked
another so that there should be a fresh one ready for you. I
don’t know why, but my heart kept telling me you would be
coming. | expected you every day. I thought you would come
in the evening and I used to leave the gate unlocked so that you
wouldn't have to wait till I came to open it. I knew you would
be tired and that your fect would be aching and I didn’t want to

keep you waiting. But you didn’t come, my dear Jani. I stopped
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beking bread for you because I had run out of flour, but I went
on expecting you just the same.

One day before Christmas the Sergeant came round
and told me you were a Jew and that he had orders to confiscate
your house. So that I could go on staying at home with the chil-
dren he got me to sign a divorce certificate. I signed it. It was
winter, and I had nowhere to go. But I never really divorced
you, and I went on waiting more impatiently than ever.

When the Russians came to the village they shot
Father Koruga and the foremost men in the village. That night
your mother and I carried the priest away from the manure pit,
meaning to hide him m the forest. On the way there we came
across a German convoy and we handed Father Koruga over to
them to take him to the hospital. I don’t know if we did right.
But we couldn’t leave him to die. The next morning your
mother was shot by Marcu Goldenberg for what we had done.
He was going to shoot me, too, but I picked up the children and
fled trom the village. I worked and suffered in many different
places. I was afraid the Russians would shoot me as they shot
your mother if they caught me. And I ran away, as far away as
I could. But they caught me all the same, in Germany after the
end of the war. They didn’t shoot me. They were very kind to
me. They gave your children bread and sweets and clothes be-
cause they were not German children. And they gave me food
and clothing, too. I began to be sorry I had fled from Fantana
because of the Russans.

This lasted four days. I was waiting till I was well
enough to go back home, because I had been ill. One night I
heard knocking at the window. It was Russian soldiers. They
broke the door down and came into the house. They searched
everywhere to see if they could find any other women, and they
brought in the landlady’s daughter, who was only fourteen.
Then they made us drink. They drew their revolvers and said
they were going to shoot us if we didn’t drink. After that they
told us to stsip. Thé children were in the room. I said they could
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shaot me if they liked but I was not going to take off my clothes
in front of them. They tore my skirt and blouse to shreds. All
night long the soldiers raped us one after another. They poured
brandy down my throat because I wouldn't drink and then into
my ears and then they raped me again. Forgive me, Jani dear,
but I don’t want to keep anything from you. When I woke up
the Russians were no longer in the room and the children were
crying around me as if I had been dead.

The following evening the Russians came back. They
were the same ones. They brought in the landlady’s daughter
and raped us again.

After that I hid in the cellar with the children so that
the Russians shouldn’t find me. But the third night they found
me even in the cellar. The same thing happened as on the other
nights, but I don’t know anything about 1t because I fainted be-
fore they began.

This went on for two weeks, night after night. I hid in
the garden, with neighbors, and in the attic. But they found me
every time. I didn’t get away for a single night. I decided to kill
myself, but when I looked at the children I hadn’t the heart to
leave them without a mother. It was hard enough for them to
be without a father. What would the poor little things have
done all alone in a foreign country, without a soul to look after
them? It was for their sakes, Jani, that I stayed alive. But I, in-
side me, have been dead ever since.

To escape the Russians I fled toward the West.
reached the British and finally the Americans, where I am now.
On the way the Russians caught me many times. Whenever
they could, they laid hands on me and raped me in front of the
children, as they did with all women. Before they let me through
to the British Zone, the Russians held me up at the frontier for
three days and raped me day and night. The last time | was Jeft
pregnant. For five months now I've carried one of their children
in my womb. ,

What am I to do? Please write and tell me whether
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after all that has happened you still consider me your wife and
whether you'll ever come back to me.
I am weeping and waiting anxiously for your letter to
know what I am to do.
SusanNA

TeER

FOR a long tume after Johann had finished reading the letter his
fingers were still tightly gripping the pages. The signal for the
soup came to him as n a dream, but he did not move. He lay
stretched out on his back on the bed.

The look in his eyes had changed, and his cheeks, and the
way he lay on his bed. He was no longer the same Johann Mentz
he had been just a few moments before, the Johann Moritz he
had always been. He was someone else. The body and the soul
of Johann were hike an electric cable charged with a current too
powerful for its resistance. He was now nothing but the dead
embers of what he had been. He, Johann, had ceased to exist.
If someone had jabbed a pin into lum he would not have felt
it. He was a man who knew neither hunger nor thirst, who felt
neither sadness nor joy nor yet indifference. .

He could have laughed and cried at the same time, because
he no longer was part of anything, because he was no longer
alive.

He got up and went out of the tent without knowing where
he was going.

He stopped at the comrect distance from the barbed-wire
fence subopnsciously, from force of habit. If he had ventured
into the forbidden zone and if they had shot hum as they had
shot Traian, Johann would not have cared. He wished neither
to penctrate the forbidden zone nor to keep out of it. He had
no wishes or desires of apy kind.

A little while Iater two American soldiers came toward him
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from the other side of the fence. They held cameras and took a
photo of him. He did not move or even glance at them. He
stirred only when a third soldier came up from behind. Johann
called out to him softly:

“How are you, Strul?”

The American soldier stopped with his camera ready in his
hand and stared at him. It was Strul, the office clerk from the
Jewish camp in Romania, who had fled to Budapest with Dr.
Abramovici and himself. They had seen and recognized each
other.

When Johann called him a second time by name, Strul
raised the camera to his cyes and pretended to take a photo.
Then he turned round and walked away quickly without an-
swering.

Johann stood motionless behind the barbed-wire fence and
watched Strul and the other two American soldiers climb into a
jeep and drive away.

As the car was moving off, Strul stole a final glance at him,
but looked away quickly, ashamed of meeting his eyes. Johann
was not angry. At any other time he would have been furious to
see that Strul, his former companion through so many hard-
ships, had pretended not to recognize him.

But today it was all utterly indifferent to him: he just did
not care. For a long time he stayed by the entanglement.

Someone came up from behind and rapped him on the
shoulder. He did not turn round.

“Moritz, get ready to go.”

Johann turned round. He thought the order for his release
had arrived. A new light appeared in his eyes.

“My release?” he asked the tent leader, who bad touched
him on the shoulder.

“I'm afraid not, old man.”

“Another camp?”

“Nuremberg.”

Johann shrugged his shoulders indifferently. He had known
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for some time that since he had belonged to the SS he had auto-
matically been declared a war criminal. It was therefore to be
expected that he, too, would be sent to Nuremberg along with
all the other war cnminals, Marshal Géring, Rudolf Hess,
Rosenberg, and von Papen.

They would probably condemn Johann to death, too. They
would very likely hang him. It made no difference to him now.

And so he went on staring into the distance through the
barbed wire.

The tent leader gave him a pat on the shoulder and said:

“Ready to leave in half an hour.”

Johann did not stir.

“Get your stuff together,” said the tent leader. “There isn’t
much time left. The assembly 1s at one o’clock.”

“I have nothing to pack,” said Johann.

“Aren’t you taking anything with you?”

“No.”

“Not even your blanket?”

“Not even my blanket.”

It occurred to the tent leader that if Johann was not taking
his blanket it would give him the chance of having two and thus
of making himself more comfortable. But he chased the thought
from his mind and said.

“You must take your bianket. The pnson of the Interna-
tional Tribunal at Nuremberg is cold and damp. You'll need a
bianket.”

“] don’t need anything.”

The tent leader tumed to go.

“Be sure you're there on time. You move off at one o’clock.”

Still Johann did not go. He stood with the tip of his shoe on
the white line that marked the edge of the forbidden zone. The
toe of his right foot crept forward, until the white line was half
covered. He looked up at the Pole in the watchtower. The
sentry was keeping his eyes on Johann and holding his rifle at
the seady. But Johann did not venture over the white line.
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Half an hour later he was on his way to Nuremberg with the
other war criminals from his camp.

Susanna’s letter was left behind in the tent, together with
Johann’s other possessions. The other prisoners tried to read it,
but it was in Romanian, and they could not understand a thing.
It was written on very thin paper. The pnsoners tore it up and
made cigarette paper, which they divided among themselves.
Then they rolled cigarettes and smoked them.

XX

PETITION No <. Subject: Justice. Moritz, Johann
(War Criminal, Purushment of)

(Petition recerved at the Bureau after death of witness)

The International Tribunal of Nuremberg, represent-
ing the voice of ffty-two nations, has found that my friend,
Johann Montz, was a war cnminal

That's fine. As soon as the sentence is made public, I
shall give up walking about with him round the camp square.
It is not pleasant, and may indecd be incnminating, to be seen
in the company of cnminals Johann Moritz, however, seems un-
affected by the decision of the International Tribunal and re-
mains strangely unconscious of the serious nature of his crime.

That is the object of my petition

Johann Moritz contends that, in all hus Life, he has never
killed any living thing, not even a fly, and that therefore he can-
not be a criminal. This is obviously untrue, since the fiftytwo
nations at an International Tribunal have established that
Johann Moritz is a criminal. Furthermore, johann maintains
that he does not know the fifty-two uations and could not
‘herefore have committed crimes against them. His line of
igument is, no doubt, naive. I read out to him the names of
the fifty-two prosecuting nations. Most of them he heard for
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the first time from me. He was not even aware that such
countries existed. But that is no excuse whatever.

Johann became indignant when he heard that France
and Greece were among the fifty-two nations that accused him.
He turned purple with rage and refused to believe it. He claims
to have once known five Frenchmen whom he helped to escape
from prison. Apart from this he has had no other relations with
France. He only met one Greek, who was once a prisoner in the
same camp, and to whom he once gave half his bread ration.
These were the only relations he ever entertained with Greece.

But these questions are strictly private and personal.
These two Allied Nations participated equally with the rest in
the verdict that brands him a criminal. The decision is clear and
categorical.

In order to convince hum of his guilt toward all the
Allied Nations, I propose that Johann Moritz be condemned to
one year’s imprisonment in each one of these countnes. This will
give him the opportumty of convincing himself that he is a
criminal and will eventually break down his indifference.

As it is unlikely that Johann Moritz will live for another
fifty-two years, given s weak physical condition, which is
common to all criminals, and seeing that his premature death
would deprive some of the fifty-two victim nations of their right
to keep him a prisoner, 1 propose that the sentence of forced
labor be reduced to six months per nation. This would give hm
a total of twenty-six years in prnison. Should he survive (and it
would be a pity if he were to die without having first atoned
for his guilt in each one of the fifty-two Allied countries), I
suggest that he should be put in chains and sent on tour
through the prisons of the fifty-two nations, spending not more
than one month in each country. Upon completion of the
whole cycle, he should start all over agaimn.

Thus each nation would get its fair share and none
would be penalized. Justice is the foundation upon which the
Technological Civilization of the West is built. Justice must be
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done. In view of the fact that certain countries, such as Russia,
Poland, and Yugoslavia, do not keep their prisoners in a state of
firstclass preservation and are sometimes apt to forget about
them altogether, I suggest that at the commencement of each
tour Johann Morite be carefully weighed and a detailed inven-
tory be made of all parts of his body. Each nation must sign for
Johann Moritz when it takes him over from the International
Tribunal and return him to the said Tribunal having the same
weight in pounds and in full possession of those parts of his
body entered in the inventory.

In this way Johann Moritz would be kept in good work-
ing order for the use of each of the fifty-two nations.

It is a principle of the Technological Civilization of the
West that nothing must ever be allowed to detenorate.

It is our duty to require other less civilized nations not to
treat after the manner of barbanans objects entrusted to them.
We consider 1t our mission to civilize the entire globe. That is
our aim, and we are proud of it.

Tae WirNess
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JouanN Morrrz was eventually released.

‘He had been away for thirteen years, dunng which time he
had gone through hundreds of camps. And now he was once
again back with his wife and children. It was ten o'clock at
night, their first night together. Johann had eaten and was now
sitting with his elbows on the table, looking at his children.

Petru, the oldest boy, was fifteen vears old. Johann looked
at him and rubbed his eyes to convince himself he was not
dreaming. He could not believe that the boy standing in front
of him was his own son.

Petru was wearing an American windbreaker dyed blue,
smoked cigarettes, and had eyes the color of his father’s. He, on
the other hand, could not believe that this thin spare man with
hair graying at the temples, this man who stood before him and
whom he had never seen before, was his father. But now that
they were going to live in the same room, he was trying to get
used to him.

“I'll speak to my boss, he may be able to find work for you in
our workshop,” said Petru.
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Johann smiled.

“TI'm sure the boss will take you on if I tell him about yon,”
Petru went on. “He doesn’t employ unskilled workmen as a
rule, and you are not qualified. But he’ll make an exception
when he hears you are my father.”

Johann looked at his second son, Nicolae, who took after
Susanna. He was just as fair and had the same soft velvety eyes.

Then Johann’s eyes fell on the third child, who was four
years old. It was not his own son. Susanna had had him by the
Russians, but Johann had forgiven her. It was not her fault. He
lit another cigarette. Petru had welcomed him with a whole
pack of cigarettes.

Johann was tired, but he did not feel like going to bed. There
were only two beds in the room. Susanna and the youngest
were going to sleep in the small bed. Johann was to have the
big one all to himself, and the boys were to slecp on the floor.

“This will have to do for the time being,” said Petru. “Later
on we'll find another room or at least another bed.”

The boys spread out their blankets on the floor and began
to undress.

Johann was still siting at the table, resting, propping his
head on his hands. He watched Petru and Nicolae undress and
he down. They wished him good night in German. Johann
would have liked to hear them say it in Romanian, but the
boys had almost forgotten their native tonguc.

Susanna put the httle one to bed. The child of the Russians,
thought Johann. He was a beautiful child with fair curly hair.
Johann did not like looking at him. He had written to Susanna
from the camp to say that he would consider the child his
own. But Susanna did not like it, cither, when Johann looked
at the fair-haired little boy. She undressed him and tucked him
under the bedclothes as if to hide him away.

For a while Susanna stood in the middle of the room, won-
dering what to do next. Then she sat down at the table, opposite
her husband. She knew Johann was tired, but she dared not
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tell him to go to sleep. She felt responsible for everything that
had happened, for her husband’s arrest and for all the years
he had spent in the camps. It was stupid of her, but she could
not help it. And then she felt guilty because the Russians had
raped her. That, too, was her fault. She could not bear to look
Johann in the face or teil him to go to bed.

She had expected his amval. She had prepared some food
and made up his bed. He had come in famished and had de-
voured everything she had put before him. Now he was already
halfway through the pack of cigarettes Petru had given him.

As soon as the children had fallen asleep Susanna looked up
at her husband. Their eyes met, and for a long time neither was
able to look away again

“It’s the same dress you had on that night, isn’t it?”

Moritz gazed at the blue low-necked frock that Susanna had
been wearing on the nmight Jurgu Jordan had discovered her
flight. She had been wearing 1t still when he had brought her
to his parents and when Aristitza had turned them away and
they had had to go to Father Koruga's, where Susanna had
slept in the little room next to the kitchen. It was the only
thing she had brought with her Apart from that she had had
nothing to her name, not even a petticoat. And for the first few
weeks after running away from home she had worn only that
blue dress. At night she would take it off and sleep naked. Later
on she had made herself other dresses, but to her the blue one
was the most beautiful, and Johann, she knew, felt the same.
She had worn it throughout those first weeks when they had
been so intensely happy together.

“I never wore it again after you left Fantana,” said Susanna.
“The day they took you away I swore I wouldn’t put it on again
till I saw you back on the doorstep. For thirteen years I carried
it about with me and for thirteen years I waited for you. Today
is the first time I've womn it.”

Susanna lowered her eyes as if she had said something
shameful. Then she looked up at Johann and met his eyes. He
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would have liked to take her on his knees, and say to her: “I
longed for you.” But the words would not come.

He lit another cigarette and glanced at the children, who
had fallen asleep. Then his eyes went back to Susanna. She had
scarcely changed. There were a few wrinkles about her face. Her
skin was no longer smooth, and her hair not as fair as it had
been. It had grown more like hemp. Her breasts now sagged.
And yet she looked the same as when he had first set eyes on
her. He could hardly beheve that the Susanna of Fantana had
changed so little in these thirteen long vears.

“I’d like to go for a walk,” he said.

He did not stand up, but waited for Susanna to move.

“Can | come, too?” she asked.

He did not answer, but sat waiting for her to get ready. Then
they both crept out of the room on tiptoe so that the children
should not hear them. They felt embarrassed. Gomng down the
stairs, their shoulders touched twice. For some time neither of
them said a word.

The sky was dark. Johann wanted to see the main street. She
led the way. As they passed in front of a brightly lit shopwindow
she took his hand to show him a pair of shoes she wanted to
buy for him. Then they moved on, still holding hands, looking
into other shopwindows along the street. They did not talk
about the camp, or about their house in Romania. For a while
the past was forgotten. They were going to have an evening to
themselves unspoiled by painful memories.

“I'll rest for a couple of days and then look for a job,” said
Johann. “I might find something where Petru works.”

“You're going to rest for a week or two at least,” said
Susanna. “There’ll be time enough to look for work after that.
You're still too weak for the time being. Petru and I earn
enough between us to keep us all. I go out washing. I've got
good customers.”

She squeezed his hand. He liked the way she had told him
to take a longer rest.
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They had reached the end of the town. On both sides of
the road, orchards stretched away into the distance. It was
dark.

“You'd think we were in Fantana,” szid Johann.

“Yes,” she answered.

They walked on, remembering the mghts of Fantana and
the hoot of the owl They were both sharing the same memory.

“My feet ache,” he said. “You wouldn’t mind if we sat
down awhile?”

They went into an orchard and sat down on the grass.

“It's just hike Fantana,” he said, stretching out on the grass
with his hands behind his head He turned round and buned his
head in the grass.

“Smell the grass. Susanna. It smells just the same as the
grass in the garden behind your parents’ house. You remember,
the garden where we used to meet.”

She bent down to catch the fragrance of the grass and felt
her heart thumping inside her She could not answer. Her voice
would have sounded too unsteady.

He put his hand on her shoulder. She was still bending low
over the grass.

For a long time they remamed thus, motionless, separated
from each other, save only that his hand was on her shoulder.
They dared not draw closer together.

“You know, Susanna, I used to long for vou when I was in
camp,” he said.

A few stars were glittering in the sky. She turned to look up
at them, leaning slightly toward Johann, moving gentlv, so that
he shouldn’t notice. She felt ashamed.

“Forgive me, Susanna,” he said. “In camp I always used to
dream of you naked. That's the way 1t is when you're a prisoner.
It’s just that I want you to know the truth,” he added apolo-
getically. “I used to dream of you naked as I remembered you
in the grass bebind your house. It was the most beautiful sum-
mer we shail ever know.”
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She edged closer to him and put her head on his arm. He
stroked her shoulder and then her back, and finally laid his
hand between her breasts.

“You'll crease that beautiful dress of yours, after keeping it
for thirteen years,” he said.

She was about to say that it did not crease.

“Better take it off and lay it out on the grass, as you used to
do in Fantana.”

She pulled the dress over her head quickly, as if she were
hiding from him. She was quite naked now. Her body gleamed
as white as marble against the dark-green grass. She was shll
not close to him. He put his arm round her waist and said with
surprise:

“You're the same as ever. You haven't changed at all. It’s
all just as it was when we were together in Fantana. How is it
that you haven't changed?”

“It isn’t true,” she said. “I've grown older. But you, you're
just the same.”

He held her closer. She drew away.

“You draw away just as you used to do,” he said. “You
wouldn't think thirteen years had gone by.”

He had shid hus arm round her waist and drawn her toward
him, just as he used to, and had pressed his mouth on hers till
she almost suffocated. His chest was crushing her like an iron
shield. It was all exactly as it used to be.

“Your body smells like the grass in Fantana,” she said. “It
always had the scent of grass and freshly mown hay. I, too,
thought only of you. I swear it. I thought of you night and day.
All my thoughts were about you. All of them. You were my sun,
my husband, my sky. You alone.”

Jobann knew she was speaking the truth. She had belonged
to him and to him alone. He could feel it from the heat of her
body and the thumping of her heart, from the words that
bumed his ears. He knew he was her sun and her sky and that
she had thought of none but him and waited for none but him.
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It was as though thirteen years had been swept away at one
stroke. They were together again, exactly as they had been in
Fantana, the two of them, with life stretched out before them.

Johann was no longer afraid of hfe.

A little before dawn they got up from the grass. They were
both ashamed.

“We're not so young as we were thirteen years ago,” she said.
“We ought to have gone home sooner.”

He laughed. They had agreed to come back to the same spot
the following night.

“And every night after that,” he said. “We must always
meet here, never anywhere but here. Here it’s just like Fantana.
It feels as if we were really there and that all that has happened
since then has not really happened at all.”

On the way home they were laughing and chatting. Now
that they were not strangers any more, they felt happy and had
forgotten their embarrassment Once or twice he caught her by
thé waist, and she did not edge away.

“Do you know,” he said, “'I don’t feel tired any more? This
very moming I'll go with Petru to look for work. Why wait
several days? We'll be able to have two rooms. I'll eam some
money, and we'll be happy.”

She wanted him to rest first, but Johann had made up his
mind.

“This very morning I'll go along with Petru,” he said. “I'm
used to work. For thirteen years I've been working from mom-
ing till night without a break. And it was always heavy, ex-
hausting work.”

They stopped in front of a shop whose window was lit up.

“Out of my first wages, I'll buy you a string of glass beads,”
he said. “What about those red ones? Do you like them?”

She looked at the price and then at him. She could not find
words to answer him. The many dreams in which Jani came
back and bought her a string of glass beads had suddenly come
true.
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“We must never never part again,” she said.

“I 1 start work tomorrow, on Saturday I'll buy you the
pecklace.”

By the time they reached their street it was almost light.

He pressed Susanna in his arms and kissed her.

“T can’t kiss you at home—the children would laugh at us,”
he smid. “They think we're old. But we aren’t really old at all,
are we?”

A truck with its lights on had drawn up outside their front
door.

Johann's heart began to beat fast. He felt the pockets in
which he kept his papers. They were all there and in order, but
he was still uneasy. The truck was like the ones he used to see
in the camps, and its headlights spread the same glaring light.
And yet he knew that the release papers in his pocket were all
in order and that all trucks had glanng headhights.

“What's the matter?” asked Susanna.

He did not answer, but hurried into the house.

On the way up the stairs they met two MP’s just coming
down from their room. They had awakened Johann's children
and told them that at seven o'clock that morning they were all
to be ready on the doorstep with not more than a hundred
pounds of luggage per person.

Meeting jobann on the stairs, they repeated their instruc-
tions to him.

“Ready seven o’clock sharp!”

“Where are you taking vs?” asked Susanna.

“All eastern European DP’s are to be interned,” said the
MP. “It’s a political measure. Your countries are at war with
the Western Allies. But don't worry, you'll be propesly looked
after. American rations. It's only a security measure. Don’t be
afraid, you're not under arvest.”

Johann decided to run away.

Once before he had been duped into telling the com-
mandant of the town about how he had helped some French
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prisoners to escape. He had been taken in and that was why
he had spent so many years in prison. Now he wasn't to be
taken in any more. He picked up the bag with which he had
arrived from Dachau eighteen hours before and woke the boys
to say good-by to them.

Petru started laughing when he saw his father all ready to
go. Petru spoke Enghsh fluently and was an ardent admirer of
the Americans.

“Where do you think you're going, Father?” he asked.
“Don’t be so simple. I know the Amencans. I've got a whole
lot of Amencan fnends. We go out together every evening. If
the Americans say 1t isn’t an arrest, you can take their word for
it. If 1t 1s a polihical internment 1t means we'll get American
food, real coffee, cigarettes, and chocolate. We won’t even have
to work. It would be silly to run away. You don’t know the
Amencans.”

_Johann thought of all he knew, all he had suffered and seen.
Then he looked at Petru. He did not want to shatter his illu-
sions by telling huim what he knew.

He took hus bag off his shoulders and set it down on the
table. He had no idea where to escape. If he ran away from
the Americans he would come up with the Russians, which was
worse. But that did not mean he believed the things Petm told
him about the Americans. He knew better. Now he felt tired.
He no longer had the strength to run away. He had no alterna-
tive but to stay and be arrested all over again.

“You're night,” he said to Petru. “It would be foolish to run
Petru gave him a friendly pat on the shoulder.

“We'll enlist as volunteers in the American army,” he said.
“When we've beaten the Russians, we'll go back to Romania.
This is the war of civilization against barbarism. You, too, must
volunteer, Father.”

Johann had stopped listening to him. He remembered the
barbed-wire fences of Dachau, Heilbronrm, Kornwestheim,
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Darmstadt, Ohrdruf, Ziegelheim, and the barbed wire of the
thirtycight American camps through which he had passed in
the last few years, the camps where Father Koruga died and
where Traian Koruga had been starved and tormented. And he
could feel each one of the spikes of all this barbed wire stabbing
into his heart.

“I shall have been free for exactly eighteen hours,” he said.
“Now I'm going back to a camp. This time I'm not being ar-
rested as a2 Jew, Romanian, German, Hungarian, or a member
of the SS. This time I'm being interned as having been bom in
eastern Europe.” His eyes filled with tears.

“Aren’t you going to pack, Father?” asked Petru, thrilled at
the thought of going away.

“I'm ready,” said Johann “For the last thirteen years T've
done nothing but move on from one camp to the next. I've been
packing and getting ready for thirteen years. You'll get used
to it, too. 1 feel sorry for you, but everybody will have to get
used to it. From now on they will sec nothing but camps,
barbed wire, and convoys. So far I have been in one hundred
and five camps. This will make the hundred and sixth. How
sad that my freedom lasted but eighteen hours! Who knows if
I'll ever be free again before I die?”

Looking at Susanna, he said:

“But it was so wonderful. I am ready to die now. I had
never imagined that I would live again through such wonderful
hours. It was exactly as it used to be in Fantana, wasn’t it,
Susanna?”
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“Mgrs. WEsT, I should hke a word with you about a private
matter.”

Eleonora put down the file she had been reading and looked
at Lieutenant Lewis. He was sitting at his desk with his legs
crossed, leaning back in his chair and smoking.

Lieutenant Lewis was head of the recruiting ofhice for for-
eign volunteers. Eleonora was an official interpreter in the same
office and had been working under him for the last six months.
Why doesn’t he wear garters? she thought, looking at his socks,
which hung concertinaed round his ankles. Why does he always
straddle his chair as if he were on horseback? Only sailors on
shore sit that way. And yet Lewis is a young man of good
family, with a university education. However emancipated a
society may be, it is still not right for a man to sit in his office
and show his bare legs to a lady.

Every time he shook hands with her without removing the
cigarette that dangled from his lips, every time he threw a file
on the table as if he were throwing a bone to a dog, Nora felt
she had been slapped in the face.
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Lieutenant Lewis never had the slightest inkling that Nora
barbored any such thoughts. On the contrary, he firmly believed
that she admired him, though her eyes often seemed timid and
surprised.

“I am hstening,” she said.

“Mrs. West, will you be my wife?” -

Lieutenant Lewis leaned even farther back i his chair, until
it was balancing on two legs only.

“I cannot accept your proposal, Mr. Lewis.”

“Have you any other plans for the future?”

“No, I have no other plans, but my answer is: no.”

Nora went back to her file, but she could no longer con-
centrate on her work. She sat bending over the papers, thinking
of the past.

She had spent two years in camp before being released au-
tomatically i the same way as she had been arrested. When she
finally got out of the camp she had lost all her money and
dresses, her jewelry, and even her wedding ring. Everything had
been confiscated, including the money she had deposited
abroad. She was as poor as Job.

Then she was officially informed of Traian’s death by sui-
cide. That was all the information she could obtain.

She was not going back to the Russians and she had nowhere
else to go, so she remained in Germany, working as a translator
in a press bureau. Then came the order for the intemment of
all persons born in eastern Europe. War was declared, and once
more she was automatically interned. But this time it was all
different. She now worked in the recruiting office for foreign
volunteers.

She had board and lodging in the camp and received a
salary. In her spare time she wrote. She was going on with the
novel The Twenty-fifth Hour, which Traian had left unfinished.
She had managed to stow away in a suitcase the first four
chapters, which to ber mind contained the essence of the book.

She never gave a thought to the future. The only thing she
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planned to do was to finish the novel, and that was not so
much a plan in itself as a means of escaping from the necessity
of making plans. She gave herself up entirely to this work, which
she loved, doing her utmost to imitate Traian's style and com-
plete the book as he would have wished it to be done.

Thus, all the while she was writing, she found him near her,
sitting at her side, and 1t seemed to her as if they were wnting
together. He had told her the whole plot in detail, and she
was doing her best to carry it out faithfully.

“Q.K.” said Lieutenant Lewss, after a pause. “May I ask
why you refuse me?”

“If you really want to know—because of the difference 1n
age between us.”

“Nonsense!” Lieutenant Lewis laughed heartily. “You are
one year younger than I am. I've seen your papers Where did
you go and dig up that idea from? It's all hooey; our ages are
dead nght.”

“You are mistaken,” said Nora.

“You're pulhng my leg,” said Lieutenant Lewis. “How old
are you?"”’

“Shall we change the subject?”

“Not before you've told me your age.”

“It isn't good manners to ask a woman her age,” said Nora.
“] am nine hundred and sixty-nine years old, but don't forget
that women always make themselves out to be younger than
they really are. Actually I am much older than that.”

“0.K., Mrs. Methuselah!” he said, highly amused.

But Nora was not smiling.

Lieutenant Lew:s had firmly believed that she would accept
his proposal. But Nora had twice said that her answer was quite
definitely no.

“Don’t take it too hard, Mr. Lewss,” she said. “But I just
couldn’t spend twenty-four hours under the same roof with

“Why not?”
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“Pve told you already—difference in age,” she said. “You
are a nice, selfish, charming young man, just like every other
young man, whereas I am a woman from another world.”

“I don’t understand.”

“That is precisely why I refused to exphin,” said Nora. “It is
quite natural that you shouldn’t understand. I have lived
through a thousand years and more. A thousand years of ex-
penence that have made me what I am today. You have nothing
behind you. You have the present and the future, perhaps. I
say ‘perhaps’ not because I doubt it, but because the future can
never be foretold with any certainty.”

“Too sophisticated,” he said, feeling uncomfortable.

“Look here, Mr. Lewis,” said Nora. “After listening to words
of love uttered by Petrarch and Goethe, Byron, Pushkin, and
Traian Koruga, after having had the troubadours sing to me of
love and fall on their knees before me as before God; after
watching kings and knights kill themselves for my sake, after
hearing Valéry, Rilke, d’Annunzio, and Eliot speak to me of
love, how could I possibly be serious about a proposal that you
choose to throw in my face mixed up with a puff of cigarette
smoke?”

“Do I have to be Goethe or Byron or Petrarch to make an
offer of marriage?”

“No, Mr. Lewis,” said Nora. “Nor do you have to be Push-
kin or Rilke. But you must love the woman you want to mary.”

“Agreed!” said Licutenant Lewis. “Who told you I didn't
love you?”

Nora smiled.

“Love is a passion, Mr. Lewis,” she said. “You must have
heard that sometime or other, or you may have read it some
where.”

“Couldn’t agree more,” he said. “Love is 2 passion.”

“But you are incapable of experiencing any pession what:
ever,” said Nora, “and you are not the only one. In your civilize-
tion no man knows the meaning of passion. Love, the sapreme
1392)



EPILOGUE

passion, can only exist in a world that believes in the unique
value of the individual human being. Your society considers
man replaceable. In your eyes the human being, and therefore
the woman you claim to love, is not a unique specimen created
by God or by nature; a unique copy, as it were. For you every
individual is a unit in a series, and one woman is as good as
another. This very conception of life precludes love.

“In my world lovers know quite well that f they fail to win
the heart of the woman they love, nothing on earth will make
good their loss. That is why they often kill themselves for her
sake. Their unrequited love can be replaced by no other. A man
who really loves me will make me feel that I am the only woman
who could make him happy, the only one in the world. He will
prove to me that I am a unique being, having no counterpart
anywhere on earth. And I shall be persnaded that this is so. A
man who fails to make me fecl that 1 am unique and un-
panalleled is not in love with me. A woman who does not re-
ceive this assurance from the man she loves is not really loved
by him. I cannot marry a man who does not love me. Could
you inspire this feeling in me, Mr. Lewis? Do you honestly
think that there is no other woman like me on earth? Are you
quite sure that if you tried hard enough you would not be able
to replace me? No, you are convinced that if I refuse you, you'll
be able to find another woman to be your wife, and 1f she re-
fused you could always find a third. Am I not right?”

“Yes, you are quite right,” he saxd. “But I should be sorry
if you refused me. Honest to God, 1 would.”

“We might just as well get on with the hallowed work of
our office, Mr. Lewss.”

She opened the file and said:

“Every single person m camp has applied, even the old
men, women, and children. They all want to volunteer and
fight for your cause.”

She smiled. She was thinking of the thousands of people who
had Bod westward to escape the Russian terror. They had all
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found sanctuary with the Americans, the British, and the
French. They hadn’t even stopped to look where they were
going; they had simply fled—from the Russians, from barbarism
and terror, from torture and death. Their goal was any place
where there were no Russians, and they had run toward it with
their eyes shut. They knew only that they must not turn back.
Behind them were darkness and blood, terrorism and crime.
They bhad kissed the ground where there were no Russians.
They had gone down on their knees and kissed it, calling it the
Land of Promse and Salvation, without looking to see what it
was like. It was a land without Russians. Beyond that fact, they
did not care who lived in it or occupied it.

They did not want to see any more Russians.

The Amencans arrested the refugees, but they did not mind.
They were in the Promised Land. All that they asked of life was
to escape from the Russians, and their prayer had been granted.
Beyond that they did not care what happened. They had been
saved from the Russians, and that was why they did not mind
when the Americans arrested them. Even if the Americans had
killed them, they would still not have protested.

And now war had broken out—the Third World War. The
refugees were exhausted and hungry and shut up in camps. They
wanted food and rest, work and freedom, but they had raised no
cry when their wishes were not granted. They had escaped from
the Russians, and that was all that mattered.

The Americans had promised to release anyone in camp who
volunteered to fight in the Western bngades. And so they had
volunteered, one and all, not because they wanted to fight, but
because they did not want to remamn in pnson and starve to
death.

“These people are terifically enthusiastic,” said Lieutenant
Lewis. “The cause that the West is defending against the
barbarism of the East has been adopted by all. They all know
that the hour has struck when they must win or die. It will be an
epoch-making war without parellel in history. The civilized
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West against the barbarian East. It will really be a world war,
the first world war in history.”
Lieutenant Lewis rubbed his hands.
“It is our good fortune and privilege to take part in this war.
Victory is already ours. The whole world will be civilized. There

will be no more wars, only progress, prospenty, and comfort.”
Nora smiled.

“You don’t seem very enthusiastic,” he said. “I see you are
not particularly enamored of the Western cause. Are you pro-
Bolshevik? You are the only one to reserve your judgment, the
only one who is not wildly enthusiastic.”

“There is not a single onc who 1s really enthusiastic,” said
Nora. “They only appear so to you ”

“Aren’t all our volunteers ant-Bolshevik, heart and soul?”

“They are all anti-Bolshevik,” she said. “But that’s as far as
it goes. It means that they want to live in freedom. Freedom
from terror and death, starvation, deportation, and torture.
Their attitude is not political. It is the attitude that man adopts
1n the face of crime, terror, and slavery.”

“What more do you want?” he asked. “That means that
they are heart and soul in favor of the Westem cause, we are
fighting precisely for liberty, secunty, protection, and democ-
m‘:}:‘Don’t be misled by words, Mr. Lewis. This so-called Third
World War is not a war of West against East. It is not, properly
speaking, a war at all, though the battle hines stretch from pole
to pole, covenng the entire surface of the earth. This war is
nothing but an internal revolytion within the framework of the
civilization of the West; a mere internal revolution, entirely and
exclusively Western.”

“But we are fighting aganst the Fast, against the whole of
eastern Europe,” he said.

“You are wrong,” smd Nora. “You, the West, are fighting
against an offshoot of your own civilization.”

“We gre fighting against Russia.”
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“Russia, since the Communist Revolution, has become the
most advanced branch of Western Technological Civilization.
1t has taken up all the theories of the West and put them into
practice. It has reduced man to zero, in accordance with the
doctrine of the West. It has transformed society into one vast
machine, in accordance with the doctrine of the West. Russia
bas imitated the West as only a barbarian or a savage could
have done. The only genuinely Russian contribution to Com-
munist society is its barbaric fanaticism: nothing else. Apart
from bloodthirstiness and fanaticism, every single thing in the
USS.R. comes from the West. And now you are at war with
this particular aspect of Western civihzation—its Communist
aspect. That is why your Third World War is simplv a revolu-
tion that has broken out and is following its course within the
Limits of the Technological Civilization of the West. The trans-
atlantic and European aspect of Western civilization is fighting
the Western Communist aspect. It is a sort of internecine strug-
gle between two categories, two classes of the same society. It is,
if you like, a class revolution, like the revolution of the bourgeoi-
sie in 1848. The East has nothing to do with this mternal up-
heaval of the West. No one outside Western civilization has
any part to play in it. And since this revolution s typically
Western, Mr. Lewis, 1t is not being fought in the interests
of men. Western civilization knows no men.”

“I don’t understand.”

“It is very simple,” said Nora. “The interests of Western
civilization are not those of men. Quite the contrary. In the
Technological Civilization of the West men live, like the early
Christians, in catacombs, prisons, churches, and ghettos, on the
fringes of life. Human beings are in hiding, for they have no
right to appear in public or hold public office. They may not
appear anywhere, least of all in offices, for your civilization has
substituted offices for altars.

“Men must hide the fact that they are human. They have to
behave according to technical laws, like machines. Man has
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been reduced to a single plane—the social plane. He has been
transformed into a ‘citizen,” which no longer has anything in
common with the conception of a2 human being.

“Western civilization recognizes man only as an abstraction
~—as a ‘citizen.” And not recognizing him as a man, how can it
make a revolution for his sake? The present revolution, by
virtue of its specifically Western character, is utterly foreign
to all the interests of man as an individual human being.

“In this your civilization, man has long been a proletarian
minonty, and whichever side may win the present conflict, his
posttion will remain unchanged.

“The present struggle 1s a clash between two categories of
robots, each dragging n its wake a trail of slaves of flesh and
blood. Human beings can no more be considered participants
in the present struggle than Roman galley slaves could be said
to participate in the wars of their empire. They only bear the
chains of war. And thosc who are in chamns cannot take an
active part in the fight.”

“But the prisoners from this camp are enrolling voluntanly,
of their own free will, aren’t they?” asked Lieutenant Lewis.
“Your contention 1s very hazardous I'm not threatening you,
but I must contradict you emphatically. Every volunteer comes
of his own free will. Do you, perhaps, maintain that we have
forced a single one of them to do so? You have witnessed the
ensuing scenes of despair when we have had to refuse an ap-
plication. These people threaten to commut suicide if we don’t
accept them. Isn't that free choice for you? Isn't that en-
thusiasm? They are even more fanatical than we are ourselves.
The worst punishment that can be inflicted on them 1s to refuse
their applications. Am 1 right?”

“I's their only way of escape,” she said. “They are locked
in a dungeon walled in by flames, and there is only one way
out. That way out is to enlist in the Western brigades. Hence
all these applications pouring into our office. Every one of them
represents a last desperate bid for the only gateway to freedom.
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They are sl} applying; not only the refugees from the East, but
all the people of Europe.”

“You're wrong,” said Licutenant Lewis. “These applications
are not the only way to salvation. They can go over to the
Russians. Why don’t they; why do they come to us?”

“No,” answered Nora. “To show them the way to Russia is
like showing them the wall of flame beyond which, even if they
jump, lies nothing but the very heart of the blaze. Beyond the
wall they can hurl themselves into nothing but fire and death.
No man will jump into the fire while there yet remains a way
out. We are that way out, and so they apply to us. They have no
inkling what lies behind the door, and they don’t even care.
They must get out because they are dying of asphyxiation. A
door is at least better than a wall of flame. Even if they knew
that beyond 1t there were only more flames, they would still
prefer the door. For one brief moment they can blot out the
sight of the fire and cherish one last hope and illusion. That is
better than nothing. It is extremely important to hold on to an
illusion, however absurd it may be.”

“You see everything from a tragic point of view,” said
Licutenant Lewis. “The volunteers don’t think as you do. They
are overjoyed if we accept them. They are prepared to fight to
the bitter end to defend our cause, which is theirs, too. They
are the best soldiers we have. Just open the door and look at the
crowd outside the office. There are hundreds and thousands of
them. They all want to volunteer. They all want to fight for the
cause of civilization. They all want to sacrifice their lives for our
great victory of tomorrow. It will bring happiness and civiliza-
tion, peace and bread, liberty and democracy, to all manking.
You don't agree?”

“No,” she said. “They do not believe in this war. They may
not think as 1 do, because they have suffered too much to go on
thinking. They have given it up. But they feel as I do, suffer
and despair as [ do. Exactly as I do, all over Europe.”

“Let the facts speak for themselves, Mrs. West. 1 will show
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you open proof of the enthusiasm inspiring those who enlist.
I'll pick a single example, chosen at random.”

Lieutenant Lewis rose. He opened the door wide.

“Look!” he said. “Again today, more than five hundred ap-
plicants.”

He pointed to the queue of men and women waiting out-
side the door.

“Let us take the first one.”

Lieutenant Lewis ushered in the first man waiting outside
the door. He was not alone. His wife and Ius thrée chillren
came in with him. The man had black hair graying at the
temples. His cheeks were somewhat drawn. He had large black
eyes with a sad expression in them.

Nora looked at them.

“‘Il v a une mélanchohe qu tient 3 la grandeur de
Tesprit,” ™ *
she said to herself.

The man who stood in front of her was a workman, but
the light of his spint shone 1n his eves—the hght of a spint akin
to greatness. His sadness was not merely of the flesh but of the
spirit.

The woman standing beside him wore a blue dress that hung
loosely on her. Her fair hair was streaked wath white. She was
very beautiful. It was not only her body that was attractive. Her
womanhood was hike a bnghtness around her and seemed to
radiate from every pore in her body. Nora wanted to smile at
her affectionately, but the woman kept her eyes on the ground.
She was not sad but frightened.

One of the boys had black eyes like his father. But there
was no sadness in his glance. His bold buming eyes examined
Nora with curiosity. The other boy kept hus eyes lowcred. He
was fair. He seemed to be far away and m his own world of
dreams.

The youngest child had curly hair and blue eyes. Nora was

* Thete 13 a certam sadness that s akin to spntual greatness.
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not sure whether it was boy or girl. But it was as beautiful as
one of Raphael’s angels.

“Here is 2 whole family wanting to enroll,” said Lieutenant
Lewis. “Just ask them whether they agree with your ideas.
You'll see for yourself that they haven't come in desperation
They come into our ranks because they are athirst for liberty
and justice. They want to be accepted in order to fight for peace
and civilization. They are fully aware of what they are doing.
Ask them anything you like, and you'll see.”

“It isn’t necessary,” said Nora. “I have no need to find out
what is in these people’s hearts. I know. My own suffering is
enough. Don’t force me to stir up the despair of others. Carry
on with the usual interview. I am not inquisitive.”

“Ask them anything you like. I am sure you will change your
mind.”

“Very well,” said Nora.

Licutenant Lewis’s last sentence amounted to an order.

She looked up at the man, who was standing by the door, hat
in hand. Their eyes met.

“Your name?”

“Johann Moritz,” answered the man. “I want to enlist as a
volunteer with all my family. Please accept us all. 1 need a
special age permit—I am over age, but I feel young. The boys
are too young. They have not yet attained the age stated on
the posters, but they are hard-working, honest lads. We are
anti-Bolshevik, as prescribed on the posters. We believe in the
victory of civilization, as prescribed on the posters. Only none
of us 1s the right age. That is why we beg you to grant us a
special age permit. If you do not accept us we are lost. We can-
not bear it any more.”

The boy with the black eyes nudged his father with his
elbow. He wanted to make him understand that he had said too
much. Johann stopped and blushed scarlet. He realized that he
should not have said those last words. He had made a blunder.
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As a result, the application would probably be rejected. He
looked beseechingly at Nora.

“Please accept us,” he said. “We are hard-working, honest
peopie.”

Petru had taught him many other things to say, but he did
not want to say them. He could not bring himself to affirm his
belief 1n civilization, in the West, and all the rest of it. It would
not come. His lips refused to pronounce the words. His son
would be furious and swear at him as soon as they got outside
agam, but he could not say them. All he could do was to look
beseechingly at the red-haired woman sitting at the desk. She
was looking at him.

There was a silence.

The woman at the desk had a warm, kindlv look in her
shining eyes Johann's wife raised her eyes and looked at the
woman at the desk. The clildren did the same. Nora went on
looking at Johann n silence.

Lieutenant Lewis left the office for a moment. Nora stll
said nothing and only stared at the man standing in front of her.

“Did you know Traian Koruga?” she asked.

Johann started.

“We were together,” he said. He did not want to speak of
the camp. Petru had told him to avoid mentioning 1t. “We were
together till the very end, he and I and Father Koruga, too. I
was with Master Traan till the moment 1t happened. . . *

Johann stopped for a while and then went on:

“He was the best man I have ever known He was a saint, not
a man. Did you know Master Traian, too?”

“1 am his wife.”

Johaon leaned against the door, turning pale. He tried to
take his handkerchief out of his pocket, but he had no hand-
kerchief. His fingers touched something made of glass—Traian’s
glasses.

He had put them in his pocket that very moming to make
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a leather ease for them. He was afaid of breaking them when he
packed them in his suitcase. He took them out of his pocket
and held them awhile in his hand, thinking that it would no
longer be necessary to make a case for them. They were not
going to be in his suitcase.

He placed the glasses on the desk in front of Nora.

“They are Master Traian's.” He coughed. His voice was
hoarse. “His last words were that I should give them to you.
Just before 1t happened. . . . Hislast . . .”

Johann'’s voice was shaking. He could not speak any more.
Again he fumbled for his handkerchief. All he found was the
piece of leather from which he had intended to make the case
for the glasses. He pulled it out of his pocket. He did not know
what to do, and in order to do something he put the piece of
leather on the desk beside the glasses.

“I was going to make a leather case for them,” he said, “so
that they shouldn’t get broken.” He picked up the piece of
leather again and was left holding 1t 1n hus hand. “T'll make it in
camp. There is time enough there. Then you could keep them
in the case. It is better that way. They won't get broken.”

“Well, are you convinced at last that they are genuine
volunteers and that they've come here full of enthusiasm?”
asked Lieutenant Lewis, coming back into the office.

Nora swallowed the lump in her throat, coughed, and then
said decisively:

“I am now convinced that you are perfectly right. These
people have begged me to waive the agelJimit regulations. They
all want to enlist. The whole family ”

Lieutenant Lewis chuckled with satisfaction.

“Grant them a permit,” he said. “Get out the necessary
forms. I'm going to take a photoguaph of the whole family end
send it to the papers.”

Lieutenant Lewis went up to the youngest child and patted
him on the head. Then he asked Susanna:

“He's anti-Russian, too, isn't he?”
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Susanna lowered her eyes. She felt she ought to answer
something.

“Yes, he’s anti-Russian, too,” she said. She was afraid
Johann would hear. Johann heard. She bit her lip.

Nora had started making out the forms.

“Come round and see me tomight,” she said. “I hve in camp,
too. We'll sit and chat quietly over a cup of tea. You'll be able
to tell me all about Traian.” Nora cleared her throat.

“Now answer my questions so that I can fill up the forms.
Where have you been from 1938 until today? Tell me every-
thing. Don’t worry, your application will be accepted ”

The eldest boy smiled. He had won, and he was happy. The
youngest boy, too, was happy. He was munching the sweets that
Lieutenant Lewis had given him and wore a broad gnn.

Susanna kept her eyes on the ground.

Lieutenant Lewis was adjusting his camera. He wanted to
take the family just at the moment Johann was filling out the
form. Everything was to be genwne.

“In 1938 T was 0 a Jewish camp in Romania. In 1940 in
a2 Romanian concentration camp i Hungary In 1941 in a
camp in Germany. . . . In 1945 10 an Amencan camp. . . .
The day before yesterday I was releascd from Dachau Thirteen
years of camps. I was free for eighteen hours. Then I was
brought here.”

“Keep smihing,” said Lieutcnant Lewis

His camera was focused on Johann and his family.

Johann, watching Nora, remembered the hundreds of miles
of barbed wire he had seen, which were now unraveling all
along his body.

When Lieutenant Lewss spoke to him, Johann did not
glance round. He did not understand English.

“That's how 1 spent the tme from 1938 until today,” he
said. “Camps, camps, camps. Thirteen years of nothing but
camps.”

“Keep smiling,” said Licutenant Lewis.
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Johann realized at last that these words were addressed to
him, and asked Nora:

“What is the American saying?”

“He has ordered you to smile.”

Johann looked at Traian’s glasses lying on the desk. All
over again, he scemed to watch Traian collapse and die beside
the entangiement.

He remembered the miles and miles of barbed wire behind
which he had been imprisoned. He remembered the amputated
legs of Father Koruga. He remembered everything that had
happened during those thirteen years.

He looked at Susanna. He looked at the little boy, and his
face clouded. Tears welled up in his eyes. Now that he had
been ordered to smile he could not bear it any longer. He felt
he was going to burst into hysterical sobs like 2 woman, from
sheer despair. This was the end. He could not go on. No living
man could have gone on.

“Keep smiling,” said the officer, his eyes fixed on Johann
Montz. “Keep smiling. . . ."
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