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‘ ) 7')RLD OPINION about Austria’s an-
nexation by Germany—in March.
1938——was, and st1llas, that 1t was

4 natural thing. And the argument chietly

aed  runs "After  all, Germans and

Austrians speak the same language.” I

don't think that this argument has much

value

In nis newspaper. Der Sturmer, Strei-
cher. wuditorial mouthpiece ot Nazusm,
uses the same language that Marun Luther
did in translating the Bible, that Goethe
did tn his poems, tragedies, and novels.
Could this fact induce any intelligent man
to connect names hke Luther and Goethe
‘vith that of Strewcher™ 1 doubt 1t.

Not the kind of words and phrases that
are at one's disposal are important, but
the spirit behind the words, and the use
one makes of them The differences be-
tween Germans and Austrians are <o
vssential that for the vast majonty of
Austrians the annexation was either a
blow or a disappointment It did not mean
-—as the Nazis put it—that there was
achreved at last what the Austrans for
decades had been longing for. Far {rom
that! It simply meant that by the efficient
and unscrupulous German tactics one
fourth of Austria’s population got the
better of the remaimng three fourths.

There could be no better proof of this
nssertion than the way in which people
behaved who, according to their “Aryan”
race and official or semiotficial positions,
were supposed to keep step with the
Nazis. Time and agam they showed their
true conviction, their feeling for human
values. I was happy enough to witness
that splendid attitude on many occasions.

Leaving for my oflice on the tirst morn-
Ing aiter the annexation 1 met a neigh-
bor, a4 man of 60, well-off, who had played
an important part in the ilegal Naz
movement during the final years. I knew
this and 1 expected to see mm rather
triumphant that mormng. But when 1
bid him “pood mornmmg” n passing he
stopped me und shook my hand vehe-
mently “Oh, please, Mr. Pisko,” he said,
“don't beheve that 1 agree with what has
happened

“Why,” | asked him, astonished, “isn't
11 that which you were working for?"

“We never expected this to happen.
Not Austria invaded by the Germans. We
wanted to get rid of our government. We
wanted nationully minded people at the
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THE DANUBE CANAL IN ONCE-GAY VIENNA

top—but not the German heel upon our
throat.”

I felt inchined to remark that even
with a bit of common sense he should
have known better But tears were run-
ning down his cheeks and I kept silent.
There he stood. one of the leaders of the
Austrian Nazi1 Party—bare-headed., sud-
denly grown old, weeping. It was hike a
symbol.

A few days later [ was arrested. After
being contined in varwous prisons I was
brought to an emergency prison consist-
meg of two large gymnastic halls in a
Viennese clementary school. About 125
people were crammed into eacn hall.
There were no beds and hardly any
blankets; and the hygienic requirements
were nsuflicient. The food was just
enough to keep us from starving. Most of
the prisoners »sutfered from constant
hunger.

But there was one good thing: The
Viennese police force was in charge of the
prison. From the beginning ot the Nazi
invasion there raged a struggle between
the German police and the Storm Troopers
un the one hand and the Austrian police
on the other. Our police were tough fel-
lows who had done a good deal of baiting
and beating the respective enemies of our
tormer government, Social Democrats as
well as Nazis. They were willing to apply
the same methods to the enemies of the
new rulers. But they resented German
interference with their busmess, They did
not lke to have prisoners taken away
trom them by the Nazis and beaten up by
Storm Troopers in the cellars of the
Secret Police headquarters.

We had a police guard of 20 1 our
prison, commanded by a lieutenant who
was seldom to be seen. The actual com-
manders were four sergeants, one of whom
had been a member of the illegal
Austrian Nazi Party for ycars, We ex-
pected, of course, that such an ardent
Nazt tollower would do everything to
make us feel uncomfortable. Actually, he
was the one who had the deepest sym-
pathy tor us and who risked his position
and his hiberty in behalf of us.

I became acquainted with him, as [
was elected hall commander by my fellow
prisoners. One day he said to me
privately: *I want you to keep a sharp eye
on your people. There are some whose
nerves are 1n a bad shape. When you

notice that some chap turns queer, you
report at once to me. We must not allow
any breakdown.”

“That's all very well,” I said, “but you
can't blame the people for getting shaky.
To be 1n prison 15 a new experience for
us. Most of my comrades are intimi-
dated: they are hungry and they worry
about thewr parents, their wives, and
their children. You will have more break-
downs than you mmagmne. And soon. I
shall report them, of course, but better
think how to prevent them.”

The sergeant answered: "I can't send
you home: you know that. Take my word,
I should like to get rid of all of you!”
He grinned when he said those last words.

Suddenly he became serious. “What’s the
thing from which you suffer most?”
“Being without news from our people,”
1 answered.
“Well, find out which of you have tele-
phones at home. Bring me the list. But

don't make any fuss about 1t.” He spent
hours telephoning to our families, giving
them news and comforting them in the
most gentle manner.

No wvisitors were allowed into our
premises. Relatives of the prisoners
loitered near the entrance, trying to get a
glimpse at their men folk. One day my
wife managed to enter the passage which

& Screen Traveler, From Gendreau

led from the hall to the office rooms. The
first man she met was my Nazi sergeant.
When he learned her name he sent for
me and said: “Well, Mrs. P. you See that
your hubby is alive and quite all right.”

For a minute or two he left us zlone.
When he returned he pointed to my wife'’s
handbag. “What have you there? Lets
see! Did you bring anything? It is strictly
forbidden, you know. What’s this? Choco-
late . . . all right . . . and fruit. Across
the street you can get him something more
to eat.”

That quick meeting in the passage, last-
ing scarcely 10 minutes, was the only time
during all the months of my imprisonment
that I could see my wife and talk to her.
What it meant to us, only one who has
gone through similar experiences can
understand.

When it became plain that I should go

_ to the hospital the sergeant saw me to the

ambulance car. He gave me his hand.
“Sorry to lose you,” he said, “but you will
be better off there.”

He gave my wife my new address by
telephone so she could write to me. He
said to her: “I think you two are just
the kind of people that will get through
this mess all right, You are stronger than
all this circus going on around us. Don’t
give in, don’t lose your courage.”

Was this police sergeant and inveterate
Nazi an exception rather than the rule?
He certainly had more personal courage
than most of his fellow officers. As time
went on it always became more difficult
and more dangerous to resist or even relax
the regulations issued by the German
authonties. But when there was a chance
to snatch a victim from the Nazis, our
cohice often took that chance.

During the mass arrests on Nov. 10,
1938, my younger brother was arrested.
He spent a few days in a miserable
emergency prison—for once more the
regular prisons proved far too small.
From there the orisoners were to be trans-
ferred to the notorious concentration camp
at Dachau. On the way to the Viennese
railway station my brother happened to
sit right behind the driver of the “Black
Maria.” He asked the driver if he knew
anything about their destination. The
driver gave my brother a quick glance.
“1 don't know a thing,” he mumbled.
“But if you want good advice, as soon as
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we stop at the station you pop into
the waiting_room. And now shut
up‘tl

My brother did as he was told
and was saved a good deal of the
hail of blows that fell upon the
prisoners on therr way from the
car to the waiting room. Either
side of that way was flanked by
Storm Troopers armed with sticks
and rubber truncheons.

Also during the November
arrests another policeman saved
the life of a friend of mine, who
had been taken to a prison where
thé¢ Nazis in charge performed
what they called “hearings.” A
“hearing” was )ust another word
for a cold-blooded and steady
beating After that the police were
ordered to throw the unconscious
victims into the cellar. They sel-
dom survived.

L

My friend was the last to be
“examined” on that day. Already
injured, he cowered on the floor.
He was still conscious “Put him
sway!" the Nazis shouted to the
policeman. Usually they watched
him execute the order. But now
they stayed in the room, chatting.
As soon as they were out of sight
and hearing he hissed: “If you
care for your hife, walk down the
stairs by yourself' Set your teeth!
It's your only chance.” For the
first step he gave my friend a hand
~—anxiously glancing around to see
that nobody watched him. Then he
remained at the top of the stairs,
covering the painful descent of my
{riecnd by furious shouting.

Yes, there occurred queer sorts
of life saving in Vienna at that
time. And not only in Vienna.

Germany was not the only
breeding place of Nazi-minded
people. In the fall of 1938—after
the Munich Conference—the Hun-
garian-Slovakian borders were the
scene of the most dreadful events
I was involved as a victim in that
man-hunting. It was a display of
Naz: methods rendered worse by
Balkan ferocity. .

One night, in November, 1938,
some 70 of us were driven by
Hungarian soldiers into No-Man's
Land, prodded by gun butts and
bayonets. Among us “undesirable
foreigners” was a httle girl of
three years, a cute mite with large
black eyes, dark curly hair, and a
sweet voice. She could not keep
up, as we walked much too fast.
The mother was small and in her
carly twenties, apparently unable
with the burden on her arm to
keep up the pace the soldiers
forced on us. She stumbled at
every second step and her breath
came wheezing.

Y

Each of us carried some baggage
and each had trouble enough not to
stay behind without trying to help
her. Suddenly one of the soldiers
took the child out of her arms. He
had the tanned face of a Hungarian
peasant, a brown mustache, and
pleasant eyes. He held the girl
like a man used to carrying chil-
dren. The soldier next to him
wrangled: “You fool! Don’t you
know that's a Jewish brat?”

“Brother,” said the soldier with
the child, “I have a girl of about
the same age at home. Why shall
this flower wither?”

Yes, I think that is the point:
Why shall the flowers wither? The
flower of that little girl's life; the
flower of every single human life;
the flower of humanity.

Y Y

I often wonder what has become
of all those people who—iwo years
ago—struggled not to be drawn |
into the stream of hate. Are they,
still helping the victims? Or have
they become victims themselves?

They were true Austrians. For
the Austrians formed a human
type of their own, just as they
developed a culture of their own.
It was a culture of heart, rather
different from the German intel-
lectual culture. And every Aus-
trian, regardless of his class, had
his share in it. The intellect can
err for years and years on end.
The heart also may err for a short
time. Like the plummet it will
always return to the middle line of
understanding and justice.
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