
[image: background image]



[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]


   global.penguinrandomhouse.com


[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]




[image: background image]


OEBPS/images/page019.jpg
One of my favorite books &s a child was DER STRUWWELPETER,
a collection of 419th-century illvstrated stories qbout
children who get PunisheJ fot misbehaving.

The book was consideted outdated

because of its moral SeVerifg) :
but my mother lflappemeJ
to Keep het old child hood
copy on the family bookshel.

The story +hat Y
stuck with me most
was about a gik|
alone at home with
het cats who plays with
matches and bubns hekse(f
into q hmP of ash.

The gibl's
demise was
depicted in
colorful
exaqqetation, N

What the story tavght me was that 4ou shouldn't
feel sorry for youbself if you were besponsible
for your own downdall.
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Mﬂf? [t can Mppeﬂ again. The next wat.
The German lust fob conquest is not dead. Pkaoﬁcaw@ every German
Was part of the Nazi hetwork. Practically evck%’rhmq You believe in,
H\e% have been trained 4o hate and desﬂ*og,

The German peoFLe ate hot our {riends. However sotty they
may seem, they cannot come back into the civilized fold just by
Sticking out theit hand and saying., “M‘“

Don'+ clasp that hand!
(¥'s not the Kind of a hand you can clasp in ﬁhem&ship,
Trust none of them.
Someday, the German people Might be cured of their disease.
The SUPER-RACE DISEASE. The WWORLD - CONQUEST DISEASE.

Bt they must prove that they, .
4 begonJ the

Untit that day, we

That is your job in 6
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My btother and [ had never met any of the American
soldiers who, since the end of the war, had been stationed in our
fown fo protect us from resurging Nazism and the threat of
Communism, but we knew quite a bit about them. Americans
chewed qum; they put Their feet on tables; they read DONALD
DUCK in bed without faking off their shoes;and They still had
he death penalty. They had given chocolate to our aunt

Kabin when she came back from evacvation
in the countryside after the
wak —the first chocolate
she had ever had.

The AMIS,
as we Called them,

cruised the streets in their exthavagant fake-wood -paneled
cars and stopped in for hamburgers at the Ametican super-
matket, which we weben't allowed to entet because we didn't
have Amenican Ds. We used the word AMI-SCHICKSE for an
American woman with pink fingernails and cotton- candy haib,
hot knowing that the tetm had oniginally been used in the
13905 for German women who fraternized with men from the
Ameltican occupying force. We also didn't know that SCHICKSE
was a Yiddish word. Nory for that matter, what Yiddish was.
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[ don 4 bemem op
when [ finst heakd $he word
/(ONZENTEATIONSMGER) but | became

awdte of i+ (ong before [ leatned aboyt the
H olocayss

WSt [ Sensed tpat concenttation camps
/ Webe Sinigte, places,
1.

/!
i
!

Md | imagined +hat the
FeOPle Who lived Thepe Webe forced 1o Concenttate
0 the point of physicql anguish. But | was 4oo
ALraid 4o ask, feeL{hg Fhat Hhis wqs Something
“ ! fmbqﬁmss;ng to talk abouf) s‘omev‘hmg +hat
| Ghown-gpg discussed in whispebs) Something
gl evokihg the same UnseH[Ihg\ F€€ng
aS the mqun Who sometimes gave
\ - MY and ballsons to my
\ brother gug me when we - e 2
N\ Wepe Piﬂging alone : &/
(n the {.’mh+

9ahd.
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| asked my mother ane day.
after coming home fhom elementary
School. I+ was atound the time that
| had made it a habit fo change into “e
the panthet costume she had sewn me for carnival.

ot T Zheiy Zrer LY
@’ZW/ Totd You Thalt ?

She stopped stirting. and Vigotously
. Fubbed het hands dty on het apbon.

Not know]hq any Jews, \
assumed that +he&4 didn't
exist ovtside of the Bible.
They seemed distant, Like a
[ong-exh‘m‘l’ Species .
Expetiehcing my
mothet's Anger, | concluded
that day that Tews —
all Fews — wete good.
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Our bac\’\%qkd n Kar\sruhe,
in the south of Germany | faced a US military
ait base, where planes hegulably took off and landed.
| heard them hissing and roearing above our house
like dangerous animals that had —unbelievably —
decided to spare ouh lives.

Part of me understood that something
had once gone horribly wtong.,
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Excerpls from the 1945 US War Department fraining film YOUR TOB IN GERMANY,

wtitten by Theodor (eisel, better known as Dk Seuss:

You'll see ruins. You'll see flowers. Yoo'lL See some mi%m(ﬁ P“W SCGMFZ}'
DoN'T LET (T FoolL YOU. You are in enemy covhtry .

You are vp against Getman history.

Chapter One . The Fohber? Bismarck. The title2 "Blood and IFon."
Nice (ouh’rﬂb()G‘CH‘mn%,/ Tendet people , the Germans f C_\r\ggeh Two.
The new Fihter: Kaiser Wilhelm, New title: “Deutschland Uber Alles.”
And the same tender German people smacked us with their WwI !

We finally Knocked that Fihrer out. We matched sthaight into Germany, and said,
“Why , these people are Ok ! K was just the kaiser we had fo get rid of /
This s beally some countty! When it Comes to culture, They Lead the Whale Wotld!”

We pulled ovt our armies, and they flung Chapter Thee in out {aces.
FUhrer number thtee: Hitler. Slogan numbet three:

"Today, Getmany Is Ovrs, Tomorrow, the Whole World.”
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Throughout my childhood, the war

was present but unacknowledged,

like the heibloom lion's = head tubeen
stored behind our Usval dishware.

| understood that THE WAR was

a loud and deadly event and

that it happened before my
?ahen’fs webe born.

- e e g | knew that My countty.
‘ T refused the idea of engaging. in wah
) ever since THE WAR. [ thought that there

was hothing heroic or meaningful about being a soldier,
and That preserving peace was paramount:

The notion that other countries could
Still be ot war seemed To me like madness.
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Thouq,h my Paren’fs wepren't re\\%‘ous,+hez4
occasionally took my brother and me
to church on Sundays when we were
_ )} children, so that we would
=/ row up believing in something.

- | pememben waiting in line
- outside the confessional box,
~desperately trying to recall
"5 qui\\'—evqki\n%lenbu@h i
incident fo be confessed.

Even though | didn't undenstand
whig TESUS DIED FOR OUR SINS, the
~ concept of INHERITED SIN — as the
Germans call ORIGINAL SIN — and of
having fo beat the consequentes of
another qenetation's dctions Seemed

- familian, and | swore 1’0

Tesus that | would
accept it.

After Cinishing my confession,
| knelt down on the unforgiving
wooden plank and made amends by,
Saying ¥0uh Hail MO\\“%S.
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e standing on the Fooftop of ﬁm# ﬁiehtf s ‘qpab’rmen'f.

bunl&mg -ﬂ\e only persan | knew 5o fat in the city,
' | had }usjr moved hete @hom Beblm fo study.
| didn't Know Snjobe: No one knew me.

: Eveb%ﬂ\ing_ was Rossib\e.

An e\éebtg WOman Sl‘H’IVI% ina lounge chaib
ha¢ gverheard ovk conversation.

Whe\-e ate You from?" she asked me.
“Pm {Trom Getmany "
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“Have (gou ever been to sz,l-mcumiZ | askeJ
“Yes. A long, long time ago."
She avoided eye contact.

; fing then | thef’sibéd.

She went on To fell me about how Shz‘ had subvived the concentration
camp because one of the female quatds had rescued her from the gas
chamber sixteen times at the (as+ moment.

The guatd, who had exhibited merciless violence towatd
evebyone else in the camp, f"egu(al"(g_ knocking prisonets’ hea&s
together for punishment, had had, the elderly woman AT

suspected; a SQchef chush oh hu; :
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From the notebook of o home sick émighé

Things German Hansaplast

Hansaplast is a bran¢ of bandage developed in 1922.
My mothet applied it to my bleeding knee after a holler-
 Skating _cic_gdenf when | was Six Yeats old- Next o my

mothek anquLas‘(- was the Safest qug in the Wobld.

No maﬂeb if your skin is thick ob -Huh, smooth ok Whmk{{b
dry o moist, Hansaplast is so reliable that it

won't come off until your wound has fully healed.
I+ is the most tenaciovs bandage on the planet,
and it hutts when you tear i+ off to look at Your scar.
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Heimat

A German Family Album

NORA KRUG

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
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o )

M # v’\:' |

16 times escaping. immediate death by a hairsbreadth.

16 Limes Seeing others walk 4o their deaths while Yoo must ive.
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arnebs to drive
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Belhshort : Took D Brodlora . iy cere) mm%m{;{ el
' - P/ ooy dio DA Dons  Drous e i
| | leatned about the Holocaust in school atound the -4

Same time that my mother ceremoniously announced
o Bo%s 4o the family over dinnet that | had had my Pitst Fem‘oJ.

= She wawnted to do me a Lavor by acting less
phudish than her own pabents had, but for me,
+he {dea of being a woman seewmed to be as
=5 shameful as being a German.

A yellow Star
of David, which |
drew in my 9t-
grade exercise
book, to illusttate
a stoty on the
Holocaust.

One day my mother walked into my koom
as L was sewing a yellow stat with the wotd
JUDE onto the sleeve of my jacket.

“What are You doing 2" she asked.

"\ made +his staf and 'm going to weak i - f
ovt of solidakity with the Jews." o
“1 don't think that's a good idea."

| undid my wobk, confused.
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Whenever T traveled abroad as a teenaget, |
™Y quilt traveled with me.
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and (mportant thing
! d

T
A MY mothek +4o(d me.
2O0me of

fo o,

thade + /
n4de to wa &

Darefogt .






