
































INTRODUCTION ix
each one of which tears into its subject like a successful commando
raid. Here is the best we know of the war’s winning team, the
Russian propagandists. I wish we were slamming it across as these
Russians are. I shall be told that we have our own way of doing
things, our own official-gentlemanly smooth tradition. But it is
time we said good-bye to that tradition, which belonged to a small
governing class and can never express a fighting people. Meanwhile,
here is Ilya Ehrenburg, with his fierce staccato phrases, his wit and
scorn, his sharp eye for significant detail, showing us how it is done.

J. B. PRIESTLEY












PREFACE xiii

The Second German Army proved very little less fortunate than
the Sixth. General Bentch commanding the 82nd division roared
“Hurry up” in helpless fury, jumped out of broken-down cars and
ran through snowdrifts, but death overtook him like any ordinary
German. Bentch’s adjutant, Captain Ziegler, an experienced
German agent who had “worked” in Siam, India, China, flapped his
white handkerchief—good-bye, Bentch, welcome captivity! He’s
sitting in an overheated cottage, smiling contentedly, drawing a plan
of the Germans® further retreat: “By the end of March our army
will probably reach the Dnieper line.”” I remember how last summer
these gentry said contemptuously: “By September we shall reach
the Volga line.”

Those officers and men of the 13th German corps who managed
to escape alive from Kastornoye fled by road No. 13 towards
Kursk. They were overtaken by the Red Army’s avenging hand.
Staff-officer Otto Zinsker, who like Ziegler is also a German agent,
has described their escape. Zinsker’s special line was Russia, so he
speaks Russian quite well. I don’t doubt he entertained hopes of a
career as Vice-Governor of the Voronezh or Kursk region. Our
offensive unexpectedly interfered with his plans. Here is his story:
“Up to January 17th our staff, General Strom’s, was quiet in the
rear at Kastornoye. Suddenly we learned that the Russians had
broken through the line south of Voronezh. Communication was
severed and I was sent to choose a new staff H.Q. Arrived at
Kshenya, I was told—we are retreating. On January 27th, General
Strom, who was commanding our corps, got in touch with the com-
mander of the Second Army, Lieutenant-General von Zalmuth, at
Kursk. Strom reported we were retreating in panic and begged for
help. Von Zalmuth replied ‘Defend Kastornoye. I can’t give you
any help. My orders are to shoot panic-mongers.” Strom objected,
‘There’s nobody to shoot them—officers have abandoned their
units.” ‘Try to reach Kursk,” he was advised. But we had no cars
left—two hundred staff cars had been abandoned at Kastornoye, so
we went on foot. General Strom was with me. We avoided villages
and went through snowdrifts. We had no food. In three days we
lost half our men. General Strom called me at night—he was sitting
in a haystack—and said, ‘We must get some food. We’ve one horse
and they say there’s a broken-down truck with provisions down the
road. Take the horse and ride there.’ I didn’t find the truck and
when I returned I didn’t find the general either. For five days I
tramped through the snow and when I came half-frozen to a house,
I sat down by the stove and told the woman to call the Russians:

































6 RUSSIA AT WAR

Alas, he too had no luck. Nobody bought his novels. Goebbels
afterwards explained: “It was all due to Marxist intrigues.”

In his principal novel, Goebbels slandered the Russians. He makes
a thoroughbred German named Michel say to a Russian with the
curious name of Venurovsky: “You must be subdued and exter-
minated.” Doctor Goebbels is hardly likely to venture to exter-
minate the Russians now: he is a notorious coward, and rushes to
the air-raid shelter even when there is no alert.

Hitler entrusted to Doctor Goebbels the essentially cultural
sphere of national education. He set to work with a will and
immediately made bonfires of 20,000,000 books, taking his revenge
on the reading public for having preferred a certain Heine to
Goebbels. “I’'m sick of the printed word,” he says. This is not
quite exact, as he has a passionate admiration for his own words—
both printed and unprinted. He drove all the writers out of Ger-
many. On the other hand, when the Hitlerites entered Paris, the
newspaper which they immediately began to publish in French
displayed the following announcement: “Acquaintance with the
works of Goebbels will prove of the greatest benefit to French
culture.”

He now says: “We are fighting against the Russian Bolsheviks.
We are defending culture. . . .”> In March 1939 he wrote: “Forget
the words humanism, culture, international law—to us they are
empty ideas.”

Goebbels poses before the photographers with five children, trying
to show what an excellent family man he is. Nevertheless, everybody
knows he is a lecherous baboon. He had to pay dearly for one of
his amorous adventures—the indignant husband knocked his
teeth out.

Goebbels is interested in the cinema. He writes scenarios which
are a mixture of pornography and cannibalism. Moreover, he has
established the “right of first night” : before she can make her début
every young actress is obliged to pass the night with the illustrious
baboon.

Apes are said to be frivolous. But Dr. Goebbels is a serious type.
He does not forget to plan for the future; he has a little nest-egg
in a bank in Buenos Aires: about 1,850,000 dollars.

HEINRICH HIMMLER

Himmler is neither a diplomat nor a Kulturtraeger. He is simply
an executioner. He is Hitler’s éminence grise and is spoken of in

































THE DIARY OF A GERMAN UNTER-OFFIZIER 17

According to the statutes published in 1936, the ““Hitler Youth™
has its own aristocracy—the ““Stamm-Hitler-Jugend.”” These are
the élite, the future S.S. These young lads have the right to inflict
punishment on the other children. They are also bound to denounce
their parents and teachers. The élite are trained for the work of
spies and executioners.

In Mein Kampf Hitler says: “Each one must be brought up in
such a way that he feels his superiority over the rest.”

In Hitler’s realm human solidarity, the sentiments of comradeship
and modesty have been uprooted. The moral principles of the
“Hitler Youth” are expressed in the cannibal Hitler’s own incan-
tation : ““We must be cruel with a calm conscience: the days of noble
sentiments are over.”” “I am liberating man from the degrading
chimera known as conscience.”” “We shall raise a breed of young
people before whom the world will tremble, a stern, exacting and
cruel breed. I will it to be so. I want them to be like young wild
beasts.”

Hitler has substituted racial copulation in place of love. Instead
of marriage, he has given German women “one lad for twenty
girls.”” He has destroyed the family and taken away the children. He
has destroyed the German school. Uncouth, bloodthirsty corporals
have taken the place of teachers. In his role of third-rate Nietzschean,
Hitler has proclaimed a “new morality”’—the cult of plunder, tor-
ture and murder. It is difficult to insult these people for they acknow-
ledge themselves to be cruel and devoid of conscience.

And so in 1941 the S.S. have invaded Russia. No doubt they
still remembered their school lessons.

August 4th, 1941.

THE DIARY OF A GERMAN UNTER-OFFIZIER

Eighteen months ago Horst Schuster was a student. In February
1940 he was called up for military service. Having a presentiment
of the historic events in which he was to take part, he decided to
keep a diary.

After putting on his uniform he observed rather sadly: *“Liberty
was grand! Yes, now I shall have to give it up for a while. . . .”

However, Horst Schuster soon forgets about liberty. He is a
grenade-thrower, a smart soldier. Six months later he is promoted
corporal and by the end of the year he is an unter-offizier. He notes
in a businesslike way: “I need the badge of an unter-offizier. It
will help me both in the service and in a financial respect.”





















24 RUSSIA AT WAR

“The men do not salute. They are dressed in a negligent fashion
and show no smartness. They hardly resemble soldiers.

“I forbid soldiers to buy products and articles of clothing for
re-sale. I cannot allow motor-cars to be packed with women’s
articles.

“I ordered Corporal Kranz and Private Haller to be tried for
wilfully mutilating themselves in the hope of being liberated from
military service. Corporal Kranz stated that he would rather bear
the dishonour of the sentence than be sent to the front.

“Cases of desertion are on the increase. I will ruthlessly punish
the faint-heartedness which spreads alarm and despondency. In the
Russian campaign we must be doubly vigilant and steadfast.”

What is the reason for this? Why is it that the S.S., who a month
ago were shouting: “Forward to Moscow!” are now sending
gloomy letters to their brides? Why is it that in the second month
of the war against us, German soldiers are already keeping diaries,
which are full of despair and read like Remarque’s novel? Why is it
that the captured paratroops suddenly fall on their knees and
whimper for mercy?

Gangsters and violators are never brave. Hitler’s young men have
been brought up in the worship of the fist, the cane and the whip.
Debauched youngsters took part in pogroms and carried off “non-
Aryan” fur coats and watches. They tortured the prisoners in the
concentration camps, and mocked the defenceless Czechs. They
went to war as though it were a bazaar, taking shopping bags with
them. They set out to rob and rape. Their service records are long
lists of looted shops and raped women. They have been fabulously
lucky. They found Europe unable to protect itself. Paris lay
prostrate and they quickly tore her to pieces. They got drunk and
plundered, and nobody punished them for it.

Now the testing time has arrived. The executioners and spies
have failed to stand up to it. The man who is accustomed to humi-
liating other people is above all a coward—he knows that his turn
to be humiliated may come. He either stands with a whip or stands
with his own back ready for the whip. The courage of our Soviet
troops is born of their love for their free country, the sentiment of
human dignity and the realization of human solidarity. The Hitler-
ites yelled : *“ Long live war!” but when it came to real war in earnest,
they began to sigh. We have not intoxicated ourselves with the word
“war,” but our soldiers are fighting simply, sternly and in earnest.

And now the first dim thoughts begin to awaken in the mind of
the German soldier. Here is a letter written by a certain Franz:
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may live a life worthy of man. But the S.S. have chosen a death’s
head as their symbol. They want to kill for the sake of killing. They
are ghouls and death-watch beetles.

Here are some prisoners marching along the road. At the head
of them strides an S.S. man with Hitler’s initials on his black
epaulettes and a death’s head on his sleeve. This guardsman of
the Fiihrer put up his hands when he caught sight of our Soviet
tanks. I should say that he has the blood of hundreds of Poles on
his conscience. For a whole year he has been wreaking havoc in
Lublin. But he does not experience any pangs of conscience;
Hitler has abolished conscience. The S.S. man strides on and then
suddenly begins to mutter: “My father’s a workman, word of
honour. . ..” He knows no other arguments. He thinks only in
terms of genealogy. He might just as well have said that his great-
grandfather was a forest ranger, but the ordinary simply human
sentiments are quite foreign to him. When the Polish children
cried out: “Don’t kill him! He’s our father!” he shrugged his
shoulders. The Poles haven’t got any genealogy. . . .

The S.S. men are horrible, base types. They were selected and
trained over a long period, and now they have been sent against
Russia. They were 300,000 strong. No doubt, 100,000 of them have
already been killed. The rest have got to be killed. Now we know.

“S8.8.7”

“Shoot to kill, comrade!”

July 31st, 1941.

THE TURKEY-COCK

The turkey-cock is known as a conceited bird. He puffs himself
up arrogantly before his hen. But that is his own affair as a bird.
It is not so good when a turkey-cock is in command of a tank corps.
And General Lemelsen, the commander of the 47th tank corps,
undoubtedly possesses the disposition of a turkey-cock. Proudly
he boasted that his corps was the best in the world, and that he,
General Lemelsen, was a general in a million, and that his troops
worshipped him. But it seems that this turkey-cock has been very
much annoyed because his own soldiers simply failed to notice him.
Therefore the general has issued ‘“Order of the Day No. 2 to the
Corps.” This reads: “I have seen army units, who did not think
it at all necessary to pay any attention to me, although I could be
easily recognized in my commander’s tank with the staff flag.”

See how deeply offended the poor fellow was! He said that his
troops worshipped him. But they refuse even to look at their




















































































































































































RUSSIAN MUSIC 89

Chamber and arrogantly announced: “We’re going to hurl all
French so-called enlightened ideas into the dustbin.” A month
later I saw Alfred Rosenberg in Brussels. He had arranged a parade
of S.S. men in the Place de la Constitution ; he did his utmost, down
to the smallest detail, to humiliate the conquered Belgians. He
dreamed of arriving in a conquered London, entering the House of
Commons and shouting: “Your Magna Charta of liberty is now
going to be used for lighting the fire.”” But this dream was doomed
to disappointment.

Now the hour long awaited by Baron Alfred Rosenberg has come.
Adolf Hitler has appointed him ‘““Minister for the Eastern Pro-
vinces’—he has been put in charge of the Soviet regions occupied by
the Nazis. This pygmy baron is forty-eight years old and still full
of ambition. He sees himself as Alfred the First, Kaiser of Russia.

In his new post Alfred Rosenberg has already made three decrees:

1. All collective farm property is declared the property of the
German State.

2. Rosenberg’s “Ministry” is to be housed in the former Soviet
Embassy in Berlin. He has taken a fancy to the old house in Unter
den Linden, which has long been the Russian Embassy. He likes
the idea of venting his spleen on Russia in the house where Russian
interests were defended.

3. Postage stamps “for former Russia are to bear the effigy of
Hitler and the inscription “Ostland.”

The pygmy Baltic baron is taking his revenge on the Russians.
What for? Because he once ate Russian bread? Because the
Russians are a great people? Who can understand the black soul
of this adventurer? No doubt he will go to Yasnaya Polyana and
desecrate the grave of Leo Tolstoy.

We now know what our fate will be if Hitler wins. Russia will
become ““Ostland”—the “Eastern Province.”” A miserable creature
by the name of Alfred Rosenberg will rob, hang and torture.

No, this will never be! Alfred Rosenberg has forgotten Russian
history, though he once studied it. He thinks the Russians are only
capable of “bloodless love.” He will soon learn what full-blooded
Russian hatred means.

December 5th, 1941.

RUSSIAN MUSIC

No tragedy without its jester. A bitter wind whirls the dust in
the dingy Berlin streets. The crutches of the cripples tap out a
dance of death. Every evening millions of German women are














































































SYMBOLS OF SOVEREIGNTY 115

“Whoever has printing-press or any establishment similar for
diffusion of intellectual produce must for this permission have.

“All administrations issued by the German military units must
out of necessity be greeted with obedience.”

This ill-worded and idiotic concoction of some Prussian swash-
buckler or other hangs on the walls of scores of Russian towns.

Among the various prohibitions is the following:

“Symbols of sovereignty of the Russian State are not permitted
to be used or displayed in occupied Russian territory.”

I don’t understand the precise meaning of these repulsive and
arrogant words, but I understand their intention, which is to humi-
liate our people. Such are the pitiful efforts of the executioners to
shake the greatness of Russia.

At Yasnaya Polyana the Germans wanted to destroy our ““symbols
of sovereignty,” and for this purpose they desecrated the grave of
Leo Tolstoy. But Tolstoy remains great as ever in sharp contra-
distinction to Adolf Hitler.

At Borodino they burnt the museum, but even little children know
that we thrashed Napoleon in 1812 and that we are thrashing Hitler
in 1942,

It is impossible to destroy “the symbols of sovereignty of the
Russian State’—they are in the heart of every Russian. They are
indestructible even in the towns which the Germans have seized.
The stones of Novgorod speak of the glory of the past, of freedom
and great art. The ice-locked Berezina speaks of the great struggle
of the Russian people. The partisans in the Russian forests are
“symbols of sovereignty.” And the calm faces of the Russian
heroes whom the Germans lead to the gallows are also sacred
“symbols of sovereignty of the Russian State.”

They want the Russians to cease being Russians. Let the mice
try to gnaw away Mount Ararat! Russia will emerge from this storm
of blood with head held high—still more beautiful.

“Symbols of sovereignty”’? The Russian language is one. Not
the language in which half-witted Germans write their orders, but
the language in which immortal Pushkin wrote.

“Symbols of sovereignty”? Memory. The Russian people in the
occupied towns are remembering and waiting. It was hard to wait
in October. It is easier to wait in February: the guns are roaring
loudly and the skis are creaking softly as the Red Army moves
westward.

February 27th, 1942.















120 RUSSIA AT WAR

little eyes, the good mother, and how everything seemed so
cosy.

“We are in the train somewhere between Bialostok and Minsk.
We sit in the compartment and scrape the ice off the window, as
we want to look at where the fighting took place in the summer.
There are four of us: Rudi, Werner, Heinz and myself. We drew a
naked girl on the wall and wrote underneath: ‘Our Erika’.”

The corporal’s thoughts are soaring!

At Orsha he observes an edifying spectacle: starving children in
rags. “God!” he writes, “to think that something like that might
happen to us!”

He continues: “To-morrow is New Year’s Eve. We have decided
to get blind drunk and have some women. The day before yesterday
it was all very quiet. Then there was an alert. We weren’t ready.
The machine-guns hadn’t been assembled. I got drunk again.”

The corporal’s military labours are somewhat monotonous: “We
made some grog with vodka. We played the gramophone, sang
and fooled around with the girls.”

Our corporal suddenly remembers he is not writing for himself
alone, but for millions of readers: “Dear reader, I am infinitely
sorry you were not in my place.” A few lines further on he adds:
“Forty degrees of frost. Some men kaput. A fantastic sight!
Where are our propaganda squads? Wouldn’t you like to see how
our soldiers hack the bread with spades? Oh, no! You are too
refined for such a sight.”

However, this is only the prologue. A few days later the literary
corporal takes his seat in a Ju-52 and flies to the front line. He
remembers his merry antics behind the line and complains: “On
the way we got our first greeting from a Soviet bomber, who
machine-gunned us, just when we were feeling dead-beat.” How
very inconsiderate of our bomber crew to machine-gun a corporal
who was dead-beat from grog, gramophone, girls and his literary
labours, as though he were an ordinary Fritz!

Another week went by. On January 18th the corporal writes:
“It’s a nasty business, my boy! We’re all kaput!” Rather too
laconic for a novel but very expressive all the same.

The corporal is no longer interested in literature. He is freezing.
Gloomily he notes the names of his fallen comrades and thinks only
about how he can get back home. On January 21st he falls into a
trance: he longs to eat, and he describes what he would like to eat
in one day. It is an extensive menu of six meals. For dinner:
“(a) potato purée with marmalade; (b) macaroni with sauce;
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(c) sauerkraut; (d) fish cutlets; (¢) goulash; (f) rice with sugar;
(g) fried potatoes.” After this list he puts: “ Amen.”

Only a month has passed since the day when Corporal Stecking,
like Corporal Hitler, shouted: “I am strong.” On January 25th
the strong man whimpers: “I'm fed up with writing—to-day we
again slept standing up, we’re absolutely worn out, etc. When will
it come to an end?”

It came to an end pretty quickly—with the death of Corporal
Stecking. Goebbels may rest assured the dead corporal will not
compete with him. His literary aspirations failed to materialize.
So did victory!

March 31st, 1942,

SLAVES OF DEATH

Is there anyone among us who is not now familiar with the
characteristics of the average Nazi, that primitive creature who is
convinced of his superiority over mankind, looks on war as a sport
and a profitable business, boasts of being literate and yet is pro-
foundly ignorant, blindly repeating all the Nazi claptrap, who is an
enthusiastic chicken-thief and a business-like executioner, who,
after loosing off all his ammunition and being taken prisoner,
woodenly declares: ““Hitler’s kaput”? Thousands of diaries, note-
books and letters have revealed to us the simple world of these
people, equipped with fountain-pens and tommy-guns.

Such is the stale bread of Fascist Germany. But even the Nazi
army has its leaven. I refer to those Hitlerites who are indifferent
to chicken and boots as ““trophies” and are ruthless towards others
and themselves—whose eyes are aflame with intense fanaticism.
These are the essence and meaning of Fascism and its so-called
philosophy. One of them, Leutnant Karl Boehme, wrote in his
diary: *“War is the supreme condition of man. In war it becomes
evident that life is merely a caricature of death.”

It is impossible to understand Fascism without realizing that it is
closely connected with the death-cult. The Christian believer regards
life on earth as a path to another life, which is eternal, and he
repeats enthusiastically: “By death Thou hast trampled death
underfoot.”” The Fascist regards life as a path to death, disinte-
gration and absolute non-existence. In the German film, “The
Dawn,” one of the heroes says: “The meaning of life is death.”
In one of Fallada’s novels a Fascist talks like this: “For me there
exists only one creative power—death.”

Fascism everywhere preaches the sweetness of decay. In Italy



















































138 RUSSIA AT WAR

The Casino at Constanza had been turned into a German garage.
The Germans have also taken over the oil wells, railways and
factories “on lease.” They have seized all the banks, and are
exporting all the food to Germany. Before the Russian war the
maintenance of the German Army cost the Rumanians fourteen
thousand million lei—i.e. half the Rumanian budget. Now the
Rumanians have to pay tribute to Hitler not only in money, but
also in blood.

Every day thousands of Rumanian soldiers surrender. The
Rumanian generals try in vain to intimidate their subordinates.
Thus it was all to no purpose that the Rumanian Secret Police shot
700 innocent people including women and children in the streets
of Jassy.

What can be said about the Slovak President Tiso? In a beautiful
country where the word ““Russia” is spoken with affection by the
entire people, a handful of adventurers, Tuka, Macha & Co., call
themselves the “Government.” I know one of them very well—the
Slovak Goebbels—the director of propaganda, Tido Gaspir. He
is an insignificant litterateur and a highly talented drunkard. He was
never out of the bars of Bratislava. Ten years ago, in between drink-
ing-bouts, he got the amusing idea of standing for parliament. He
managed to lay hands on a few thousand krone and distributed
them among the barmen of his favourite bars and the pianists of a
dozen brothels. He got twenty-seven votes in the elections: eleven
from the pianists, three from the chuckers-out and thirteen from
the barmen. And now this good-time Tido is asking the Slovaks
to go and conquer Moscow.

The master drives on. The lackeys grumble under their breath,
and quarrel among themselves. All these blackguards hate one
another. Horthy complains that Antonescu has robbed him—
Transylvania has been divided so that the frontier runs through
Cluj (Klausenburg). Antonescu accuses Horthy of brigandage: the
Hungarians have grabbed a slice of Rumanian Transylvania! Sud-
denly there is a howl from the criminal Pavelich—Hitler has only
just established the ‘“independence” of Croatia when Mussolini
invades this “independent” country and starts plundering it.
Mussolini himself, however, is in a state of high dudgeon—the man
has been fighting five whole years getting thrashed at Guadalajara,
on the Ebro, in Africa and in Albania, in a word, everywhere, and
yet he gets nothing for his pains.... And Tiso is also whining
too: the Hungarians have grabbed KoSice! There is evidently a
private war going on among the lackeys on the footboard.

In their hearts the lackeys hate their evil, maniacal master. But


























































































































































































200 RUSSIA AT WAR

country is ruined. Economy has turned out to be a criminal
extravagance.

Marshal Pétain wanted to lay the blame on the Popular Front.
But besides the defendants, judges and witnesses there is present at
the trial the spirit of the real public prosecutor—the French people
who now know who was responsible for the defeat of France. They
hate the capitulationists. Their enemy is Hitler. Their friend is
everyone who fights against him.

The responsibility of the capitulationists and all abettors of the
catastrophe has become particularly clear to Frenchmen after the
defeat of the Germans near Moscow. There is not a Frenchman
who does not wonder why France came under Hitler’s boot and why
Russia has not only stood up to the Germans, but has given them
their first real hiding. Year after year the French Fascist newspapers
calumniated the Soviet Union and tried to belittle the strength of
the Red Army and the Russian war industries.

Now the French have realized that the people are not Schneider,
that the people work for themselves and not against themselves.
The French have come to see that academic knowledge and degrees
do not indicate real mastery of the science of warfare. They have
seen the forty-year-old generals of the Soviet Union turn out to be
more capable than Gamelin, Weygand or Georges. The French
have realized that the moral unity of the Russian people has saved
them not only from the German tank columns, but also from that
bogy of the whole world—the so-called Fifth Column. Finally,
the French and all the nations of the world have seen the meaning
of self-sacrifice, resoluteness and real courage. They have seen how
the Soviet people prepared their first victories by accepting any
sacrifices, giving battle often at great odds, and blowing up bridges
and dams. When Blum, in defending himself, mentioned the
struggle of the Red Army against the enemies of France, a tense
stillness probably reigned in the hall. The victories at Rostov, at
Kalinin, were a death sentence to the people who signed the Com-
piegne armistice.

This is how the real France regards the Riom trial. This is why
the numbers of the German divisions defeated in Russia can now
be seen marked with little crosses on the stations of the Paris Metro.
In the bodies of the German soldiers lying in the snow of Russia
the disarmed but unsubdued people of France see the beginning of
their liberation. The young Frenchmen who escape in fishing-boats
to England, not to play football but to fight for the liberation of
France from Hitler, have no need of the Riom debates—they know
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who is guilty. They also know who is going to win. General de
Gaulle’s words: “France has lost the fight, but France has not lost
the war,” resound like a rallying call. They are mobilizing the
people. The German Press is indignant at the behaviour of the
Parisians, who cheered when the Renault works were bombarded from
the air. Yes, the Renault workers welcomed the bombs, which
brought death to many of them—such is the patriotism of the
French people. It is natural that Hitler should lose his mental
balance when he talks about the Riom trial.

The French people did not sign that piece of paper at Compiégne.
The French people are in a state of war with Germany. If the Riom
people dare to talk about the Red Army, it is a sign that their
patience is exhausted. For France the second front is not a philo-
sophical concept or the subject of academic discussions; it is a
question of life or death. And the Red Army, which is justly proud
of its resistance, understands the wrath of France, her bitterness and
sorrow—the people who composed the immortal song with the
refrain, “To arms, citizens!” are filled with a feverish expectation,
wondering when the ship of liberty will appear amid the fog.

March 21st, 1942,
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in the anti-tank trenches and became strong-points, from which
they opened fire on the town with their guns.

The Vitebsk brewery worked for a whole day filling thousands of
bottles with inflammable liquid. Then bold men crept up to the
tanks and destroyed eleven of them. They also threw incendiary
bottles at the motor-cyclists. This operation required great daring,
as the attackers were obliged to get close up to their objectives.
There was no lack of daring.

When the Germans entered the town, they found it empty and
dead. They waited a couple of days before entering it, as they were
afraid to go in. For two days seven heroes waited for the Germans
near a bridge. When the German tanks and artillery came on to the
long bridge that spans the Dvina, they were all blown up. The
explosion was heard for miles around. The seven Soviet heroes
sacrificed their lives. Is there anyone among us who can read this
story of unexampled heroism without emotion?

The inhabitants had left, and the men, old grandfathers and
young lads, have become guerillas. Among them are peasants who
fought in the partisan detachments twenty-three years ago. These
men are the professors of guerilla warfare. Even children are to be
found among the guerillas. It is an army of grandfathers and
grandsons.

One old forester leapt from a tree on to a German motor-cyclist,
gripped him firmly by the neck and forced him to drive into the
Russian barricades.

Three German parachutists landed in hilly country near a Pioneers’
camp. Hiding behind the hillocks, the children obliged them to fire
all their ammunition for nothing. When the Germans ran out of
ammunition, the children set upon them with flails and started to
flog them. Then they drove them to the neighbouring town.

The guerillas know all the forest paths. They attack the German
advance S.S. colums, as well as the enemy’s infantry units far back
in the rear.

Here is an order of the German Command:

“Townsmen and villagers!

“Should any guerillas, whose whereabouts you have not reported
to the German Command, be discovered in the territory of your
town or village, you will all without exception be deemed to be the
spies of a foreign power and hanged as such.”

The “townsmen and villagers” read the order, but they do not
give any information to the Germans. They are Soviet people.

In one village the Germans flogged the little children in front of
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comrades—if one could only be like them! The courage of our men,
the last night of the seven heroes before blowing up the bridge,
the silence of the women when their children were being tortured,
the inflexible will of the twenty half-dead Red Army men, the
contempt for death in the name of victory—these are our saga. It is
stronger than words, it is the very height of the human spirit. Such
a people cannot be conquered.

July 20th, 1941.

TO THE JEWS

When I was a boy I witnessed a Jewish pogrom. It was carried
out by Tsarist police and a mob of underworld scum. But Russian
people hid the Jews. I remember how my father brought one of
Leo Tolstoy’s letters copied on a piece of paper. Tolstoy lived next
door, and I often used to see him. I knew that he was a great
writer. I was ten years old. My father read aloud: “I cannot be
silent>—the letter in which Tolstoy expressed his indignation at the
Jewish pogroms. My mother began to cry. The Russian people
were innocent of the pogroms. The Jews were aware of this. I have
never heard Jews speak evil of the Russian people, and I never
shall. Having won their freedom, the Russian people forgot the
persecution of the Jews like a bad dream. A generation has grown
up who do not even know the word “pogrom.”

I grew up in a Russian city. Russjian is my native language and
I am a Russjian writer. Like every Russian, I am now defending my
native land. But the Nazis have reminded me of another thing: my
mother’s name was Hannah. I am a Jew and proud of it. Hitler
hates us more than anything, and this fact is an ornament to
us.

Last summer I saw Berlin—it was a nest of gangsters. I saw the
German Army in Paris—it was an army of violators. All humanity
is now fighting against Germany, not for territory but for the right
to breathe! Is it necessary to talk about what these “Aryan”
beasts are doing to the Jews? They are Killing children before their
mothers’ eyes. They are forcing old men to play the buffoon, and
violating girls. They are slaughtering, torturing and burning.
Bialystok, Minsk, Berdichev and Vinnitsa will remain terrible
names. The fewer words, the better: bullets, not words are needed,
for the Nazis are proud of the fact that they are beasts. They
themselves say they set greater store on Frisian cows than on Heine’s
poetry. They insulted the French philosopher Bergson before his
death—to these savages he was only a Jew. They ordered the books





















































































































































































































	Russia at War - Front Cover

	Flyleaf - Front

	Flyleaf - Rear

	Half Title

	Translation from Russian

	Title Page

	Printer's Imprint

	CONTENTS

	Introduction

	Preface

	I. GERMANS

	Adolf Hitler

	Marshal Hermann Goering

	Doctor Goebbels

	Heinrich Himmler

	Herr Von Ribbentrop

	Doctor Ley

	Walter Darré

	The Magnates Of The Ruhr

	Field-Marshals

	The Factory Of Killers

	The Diary Of A German Unter-Offizier

	Brown Lice

	Magnanimous Burglars

	Sentimental Kätchen

	The S.S.

	The Turkey-Cock

	Dream And Reality

	A Baron Went To War

	The Barefoot Horde

	Two Yards

	One More

	We Won’t Forget!

	Falsehood

	The Ideals Of Fritz Weber

	Click-Clack

	The War Of Nerves

	Worse Than Wild Beasts

	When They Are Disarmed

	A Skunk In Uniform

	"Sentimental Tourists"

	The Basilisk

	Bottled Spiders

	Cannibals In Epaulets

	The Ravings Of Herr Kaufmann

	Night Thoughts Of A German Colonel

	A Nobleman Has Arrived

	Russian Lessons

	A Pile Of Skulls

	A Barbarian At The Gates Of Leningrad

	Fear

	They Are Cold

	Ober-Gravedigger

	The Thieves Extend Their Business

	We’ll Pay Them Back!

	Silk And Lice

	Freezing Them Out

	Reply To Ribbentrop

	A Black Soul

	Russian Music

	Icy Tears

	The Beast In Spectacles

	Witnesses

	Out Of Reach

	The German Christmas

	A Witch Wears A Shirt

	The Russian Climate

	When The Wolf Begins To Bleat

	Ragamuffins

	By The Same Road

	Crime And Punishment

	Absent-Mindedness Comes To Grief

	Back To Savagery

	No!

	Symbols Of Sovereignty

	Fritz At Play

	Contempt

	Fritz In "Schmolengs"

	Fritz As A Man Of Letters

	Slaves Of Death

	The Jester

	Hatred


	II. HIRELINGS
	Benito Mussolini

	On The Footman’s Seat

	The Men They Have Driven Against Russia

	The Rumanian Underworld

	Marshal Pétain By Night

	Death To The Traitors

	The New Kept Woman

	The Disillusionment Of A Hireling

	Mojhaisk---Paris

	Centurions And Foreign Currency

	Hirelings

	Spring Days

	Laval & Co.

	The Ragged Army


	III. FRIENDS

	On The Banks Of The Loire

	July 14th

	The Coalition Of Freedom

	The Nations' Front

	De Gaulle

	To The Czechoslovaks

	Love And Hatred

	The Second War

	Live Ghosts

	A Ball Of Wool

	The Meaning Of A Betrayal

	The Sorrow Of France


	IV. OURSELVES

	The First Day

	Mankind Is With Us

	Liberty Or Death!

	Contempt For Death

	To The Jews

	In The Briansk Forests

	Life And Death

	Kiev

	Difficult Days

	Hold Out!

	We Shall Hold Out!

	Ordeal

	There Is No Fear

	After Rostov

	The Hour Approaches

	Solstice

	Happy New Year!

	Spring In January

	The Recapture Of Mojhaisk

	The Second Day Of Borodino

	The Ukraine Is Waiting

	Death And Immortality

	The Miracle

	Forward!

	Courage

	Heroines

	Waiting For Spring

	March Winds

	The Spring Equinox

	The Soul Of A People

	Our Spring


	Rear Cover




