


SiNce Germany’s attack against the
U.S.S.R., Ehrenburg has sprung to public
attention throughout the world as a most
sharp and able interpreter of his country’s
magnificent stand against Hitlerism. He has
already become familiar to the British
public through his newspaper articles and
his long novel The Fall of Paris, which was
awarded the Stalin Prize for 1942 and is
already a best seller in this country.

In Russia at War Ehrenburg presents,
in the brilliant reportage form which is his
speciality, a survey of the first year of
Russia’s resistance to the Nazi onslaught,
based on his own diaries and notes. The
book is divided into four sections : Germans
—whichincludes a series of ‘profiles’, etched
in vitriol, of Nazi bosses and generals, and
an account of the mentality of the German
soldier and prisoner and the suffering of
the population of the German-occupied
territories ; Hirelings—dealing with the sub-
species Quisling in all its widespread forms;
Friends—which covers a variety of subjects
—the Allies, the anti-fascist movements
throughout Europe, General de Gaulle, the
second front; Ourselves—the longest sec-
tion, in which Ehrenburg gives his own
brilliant eye-witness descriptions of what
he saw on various sectors of the vast 1,500
mile front.

Russia at War describes and explains, as
no other book has done, the indomitable
resistance of the Soviet people.
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“One of the very best books written by a
war correspondent in this war.”—
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““A Year of Battle is a good book. It makes
every turn of fortune in North Africa clear
and understandable; it contains many good
estimates of men; its presentation of parties
in India is completely honest; and it’s most
enjoyable.” —FRANK SWINNERTON
(Broadcasting).
“Mr. Moorehead speaks freshly, rapidly,
with an eye for the luminous phrase, the
rewarding comparison. . . . This is war cor-
respondence at its meridian.”—Observer.
““A Year of Battle is a sequel to Mediter-
ranean Front, and is an even better book . . .
The great merit of the book is the author’s
power of describing exactly what he has
seen, and the book helps the reader to a
real understanding of what fighting in the
Desert is like.”—Spectator.
“Mr. Alan Moorehead’s Mediterranean
Front was the best unofficial account of the
first and second Libyan campaigns. Now
he continues his chronicle in an even
more vivid and valuable book, A4 Year
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«Anyone who is looking for the G. W.
Steevens of this war should make a note of
the name of Mr. Alan Moorehead. His
Mediterranean Front was a good book, but
A Year of Battle is even better.”—
Liverpool Post.
Has the genuine ring of literature.”—
JoHN BropHY (John o’ Londor’s).
“Fascinating. . . . His last chapter might
well be published as an official pamphlet
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“Reading the story when finely told as in
Mr. Alan Moorehead’s A Year of Battle is
a healthy exercise. . . . The book might be
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“He has fulfilled his self-appointed task
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INTRODUCTION

in Soviet War News, 1 have read them with increasing

admiration. They seem to me the best writing of their kind
that the United Nations can show. Other fighting journalists may
choose similar themes and hammer away at them with the same
fierce energy, but what distinguishes Ehrenburg’s work, raising it
high above the ordinary level of war propaganda, are the use it makes
of significant detail, for which Ehrenburg has a sharp trained eye,
and its bitter and ruthless wit. Examples of both can be found here
on every page:

EVER since I first saw the war commentaries of Ilya Ehrenburg

Smoking is forbidden in his (Hitler’s) presence. This man, who
spent ten years in smoke-laden beerhouses, has the nerve to say:
“Nobody has ever smoked in my presence.” . . .

Before Hitler came to power, the Berlin Court of Justice
deprived Goering of the custody of his child on the grounds that
the father was a drug-taker and abnormal. The honest German
judges were unwilling to entrust a child to this vainglorious
murderer. Hitler has entrusted 100,000,000 browbeaten people
to Goering. . . .

In Berlin they used to be fond of greyhound racing, betting on
the tote. These were innocent amusements till the S.S. began to
plunder Europe. The greyhounds ran swiftly. Even more swiftly
ran the electric hare. The dogs could never understand why they
never caught up with it. That is how the Germans are now chasing
victory. And all the while the wooden soles of the women go
click-clack, counting the days, counting the dead, and counting
their sorrows. . . .

Not so long ago I was driving along the Mojhaisk highway.
A little blue-eyed girl was tending some geese and singing a
grown-up’s song about somebody else’s love. The only voice to
be heard there now is the voice of the guns. They tell of the fury
of the peaceful people, who are defending Moscow.

Not long ago I was writing in my room. A landscape by
vii






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
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are trampled, minced, chopped. They dreamed of a “kolossal”
victory. Instead we provided them with a colossal necropolis. Here
Russia met justice—it was a long-awaited meeting. For eighteen
months our country has been thirsting for this sight. We listened to
stories of gallows, death camps, towns trampled underfoot by the
Germans. We listened in silence, but our hearts beat fast and some-
times breathing was difficult. Now comes retribution: here lie
avaricious Pomeranian farmers who thirsted after the Russian black
earth. Here lie S.S. men who had bawled about the “Herrenvolk.”
Here lie brewers, pork-butchers, chemists, executioners; here lie
Germans who marched from Kaunas to Voronezh carrying death in
their knapsacks like a fountain-pen, cigarette-lighter or penknife.
But life arose against them like a tempest of old: death took them
and they froze in a last convulsive spasm, pitiful enough amidst an
alien land. Lumps of flesh resembling crushed machine parts.

In this valley of death where officers bawled “Hurry up” to the
driver bent over the wheel, thousands of vehicles strove to break
through westward and were pounded by our aircraft. Suitcases
plastered with the labels of European hotels were abandoned. Here
were cars of all makes: Opels, Renaults, Buicks, Fiats. Cars that
once rushed French newly married couples off to the Riviera. Vans
that once went on their rounds with Danish cream and Dutch cheese.
The complex mechanism of anti-aircraft guns was now reduced to
scrap. Ersatz winter footwear of straw, and a colonel’s chased
hunting knife: mouth-organs, typewriters, compasses, aluminium
lamps, shreds of human bodies, iron disks, hands without bodies,
Prague sausages, brief-cases, crosses, helmets, field-glasses, bare pink
soles sticking out from the snow like ghastly plants.

It began at Voronezh—the beautiful town of which the Germans
made another Pompeii. Its buildings, mined by General von Blum,
were still flying into the air. The Germans were still prating of
“elastic defence.” They marched with the east wind at their backs
driving them onward. And suddenly the wind became a whirlwind.
Down from the north rushed Russian tanks, tommy-gunners, infantry
through Volovo, through Torhuny. Kastornoye had seemed to the
Germans a junction stop on the march where they might warm
themselves with French rum at Russian stoves. Kastornoye became
a fatal cul-de-sac for Germans.

Those who managed to get away rushed westward. The Germans
usually number the roads: they marked the road to Kursk 13—a bad
omen for superstitious people. The survivors won’t forget the
thirteenth road.
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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:
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‘I'm surrendering,” I said.” This experienced agent undoubtedly
found his knowledge of Russian very useful.

Panic reigned in Kursk. The Hungarians had rushed in. They
exchanged horses for a pound of bread and threw away their rifles.
The German Commandant forbade the local people to admit
Hungarian troops. Hundreds roamed the streets begging. Then the
survivors of a decimated German corps appeared. “The Russians
are on us,” they shouted. “Let’s clear out quietly.” These routed
Germans started a panic among the Kursk garrison. In vain General
Schneider, who was in charge of the German positions east of
Kursk, used threats and persuasion ; the Red Army was advancing.
In the north the railway was cut off, then the Kursk-Orel highway.
Our troops took Fatezh; ski troops skirted Kursk from the north
and threatened the road to Lgov. Kursk fell after some bitter
fighting. Then, abandoning dozens of trains with provisions,
ammunition and cars, the Germans made a wild dash westward.

1 saw the Red Army pressing on through unendurable cold, under
the red disk of the frosty sun, their gloves frozen like wood, resting
on the hard snow. I saw them pressing on through a blizzard when
the drifts choked all cars, when roads, shovelled that morning, had
disappeared by noonday. Men and sleighs seemed to be swimming
through the seething waves of a sea of snow.

Twenty-five miles daily across the snowy plain—that is our
offensive. Unpeopled wastes are now as busy as city main streets.
All night long peasant women struggle with the snowdrifts. Skiers
glide ahead, tanks growl, bases are left behind. Staff-officers’ pencils
can hardly keep pace with the infantry’s clumsy felt boots. A holy
impatience possesses them all.

The army’s material strength is tremendous; the home front’s
heroism, women’s sweat have warmed the very snowdrifts them-
selves. Kharkov has Cheliabinsk to thank; Kursk should acknow-
ledge what Sverdlovsk has done. But not in this alone lies the
solution of our offensive. Something must be said about the spirit ;
for the soldier is neither engineer nor technician. Soldiers are both
technicians and artists but—first and foremost—men. In this con-
crete age it is hard for shells to neutralize machine-gun nests, but a
soldier’s heart can make an impregnable fortress of an open field
and a fortress of a miserable hovel. We saw what happened to the
Germans’ psychology.

The enemy defences near Yudin were broken through by our
units : infantry were marching ahead. The Germans’ trench-mortars
opened fire left and right. But the attackers went on as though the
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seen the day before, when he was passing through Mishino village,
Glazkova, a Russian woman whose baby the Germans had drowned
in a well. There blazes in the heart a fire that can never be extin-
guished with water—only with blood.

Machine-gunner Haji Babayev defied four hundred Germans. He
never flinched but kept on killing them. Eventually his ammunition
began to give out but he started to clear his way with a rifle, thrashing
the enemy with the butt and bayonet. Seriously wounded by a
German bullet, he still managed to crawl to a house and continued
shooting from there. He was not taken by the Germans. They set
the house fire. Dying, Babayev saw three hundred German dead.

In the dark little house I met a wounded Red Army man named
Neimark. He had a grey bristly face and fine eyes. This man was
no longer young. Before the war he had been a book-keeper in
Chernigov; now he had only one thought—to kill the Germans.
Probably two years ago he would not have killed a chicken. *Before,
whenever we had a misfortune, we used to call it Jewish luck,” he
told me. “Now I've really had some Jewish luck—a mine splinter
took off three fingers of my right hand. But I've still two and they
are just the ones I need, so I can carry on.” Wounded though he was,
he could think of nothing but the offensive.

Warrant-officer Koriavtsev penetrated in the German rear, got
into icy water and, wringing wet, fought the Germans. “Go back
to our lines or you’ll catch a chill,” his commander told him. *But
I'm not cold—rage keeps me warm,” Koriavtsev said. That is what
the offensive means—our people’s wrath, twenty months of intoler-
able anguish, Russia’s great rage.

The Germans are bringing up reserve units from France. I saw
some prisoners from new Jaeger battalions formed last autumn in
eastern Prussia and brought here in transport planes. The Germans
of the 40th special regiment remind one of the Germans during
the first days of war. They don’t know yet what Russia is, they
counter-attack desperately. When captured they bite and scratch.

The Germans abandoned huge stores at Kastornoye, Shchigri,
Kursk, Zolutukhina, Fatezh. You find here our own flour, French
sardines, Dutch cheese, Kiev jam, Serbian cigarettes. A soldier can
have Lithuanian “polendici” and wash down his hard biscuit with
burgundy. Captive Europe cannot save the Germans. Serbs,
French, Greeks may breathe more freely: they are now beginning to
feed their deliverers, not their gaolers.

War is a science. We have passed our examination. We shall
continue our studies but now we may say that nations will learn









I. GERMANS

ADOLF HITLER

HERE was a time, long ago, when Hitler took up the harmless

occupation of painting. He failed to reveal any talent and was

rejected as an artist. “You’ll see!” he screamed indignantly.
“I’ll become famous.” He has justified his boast. Throughout the
entire history of modern times it would be hard to find a more
famous criminal.

In a tiny fishing village a Norwegian mother weeps for her son
who has been shot by the German Fascists, and to herself she keeps
repeating: “That murderer Hitler!”” At the other end of Europe
a Serbian whose village has been burnt by the Germans exclaims
with hatred: “That cur Hitler!” ... The unsuccessful painter has
millions of human lives on his conscience.

The German Fascists have invented a “race theory” in order to
justify their seizure of other people’s goods. According to this
theory the German race is distinguished by the special shape of
their skulls and by their noble features, and this race has the right
to rule the world. Hitler, one presumes, is the model of the “noble
German race.” Let’s listen to what Professor Max von Huber, the
most eminent anthropologist of Germany, has to say. Before
Hitler came into power, the Professor gave evidence as an expert
before the Munich court of justice. This is what he said about
Hitler’s physical appearance: “He has a low sloping forehead, an
ugly nose, wide check-bones and small eyes. The expression of the
face reveals an individual who has no proper control over himself
and is mentally unstable.”

Heyden gives the following description of Hitler’s début in high
society: “Wearing an elegant suit, he entered the room carrying
an enormous bouquet of roses and kissed his hostess’s hand. When
the guests were introduced to him he looked like a Public Prosecutor
assisting at the execution of a death sentence. When he began to
speak, a baby started crying in one of the neighbouring rooms; it
had been woken up by his exceptionally loud and penetrating
voice.”

Hitler’s voice is unbearable—it is a hoarse bark that soon rises
to a shrick. When he speaks, he writhes and wriggles and hops
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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
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Germany as “the Successor.” He is a petty degenerate with a round,
dull-witted face and spectacles over his bleary eyes. He is the head
of the Gestapo. When the Fascist cannibals seized power in Ger-
many, Himmler arrested over a million Germans. The cellars in the
Prinz Albert Strasse witnessed all the horrors of torture carried out
with masterly technique. When the Hitlerites invaded other coun-
tries, Himmler started torturing on a FEuropean scale. The
Gestapo followed in the wake of the tanks. This happened in Poland,
Norway, Holland and France.

Himmler has no time for idle theories. ‘“Let them hate me, so
long as they fear me,”” he declared. He forces arrested persons to
clean out filthy lavatories with their bare hands; he provided the
camp commandants with special whips. He states that the presence
of the prisoners’ wives at interrogation is very “helpful”; in the
Gestapo they “interrogate” with pincers, razors and lighted candles.
Himmler’s idea of justice is the smell of burnt human flesh. This
sadist once declared: ‘“The sacrament of matrimony consists in
racial purity.”

Hitler avails himself of Himmler’s services in order to get rid of
high officials who have fallen out of favour. So it was on June 30th,
1934, when Himmler killed Roehm, Strasser and General Schleicher.
Doctor Goebbels’ journalists represent Himmler as a saint. Accord-
ing to them he is above money. However, this incorruptible ascetic
has a luxurious estate in the Bavarian Alps. He bought it with the
money he got from his prisoners. “Contribute so much for propa-
ganda,” he told them, “or else you will be beheaded.” Kind-hearted
Himmler bought the estate in the Alps for his ten-year-old little
daughter, who bears the poetic name of Pippa. Being a shrewd man,
Himmler has no great confidence in immovable property in Ger-
many. He is anxious to make sure of his future. Of course, he is
hated, but who knows whether the time may not come when he will
cease to be feared? So the cautious executioner, with the help of his
broker, has transferred to America his “life’s savings”—2,000,000
dollars.

HERR VON RIBBENTROP

Herr Joachim von Ribbentrop has surpassed both Goebbels and
Goering: he has 3,150,000 dollars in America.

When he was a boy of ten, he already showed capacities above the
average: he used to make his companions tipsy and sell them
schnapps. When he came to man’s estate, he went into the wine
trade. Before the last war he sold Rhine wines in Canada. He






DOCTOR LEY

Doctor Ley is said to be the ““Protector of the Workers.” In fact
he is a rank hooligan. His official biographers admiringly record
that he “can turn any table upside down.”

Long before Hitler came into power, Ley showed what a hero he
was by raising hell in the Ratskeller restaurant in Cologne,
tearing up the pictures, smashing the mirrors and wounding two
of the customers. It took his doctors over twenty-four hours to get
him sober again.

As a young man Ley published a small pornographic paper.
Later he engaged in a more profitable enterprise, becoming the
“representative of the proletariat™ in the “General Committee of
German National Economy.” This post brought him millions.

He is not only a hooligan, but also a sharper and an embezzler.
His friend Kaiser has stated that Doctor Ley squandered funds
belonging to the National-Socialist organization, tried to force
Kaiser to live with the wife of a big industrialist in order to squeeze
money out of him, and finally quite brazenly stole 25,000 marks
from Prince Schaumburg. All this happened during the younger
days of the now highly esteemed Dr. Ley. When he grew older, he
began to grab not merely a few thousands but hundreds of thousands
and millions.

Ley has enslaved the workers, increasing their hours of work and
reducing all wages. For this he has been amply rewarded by the
Fascist employers. The workers are dressed like convicts in blue-
black blouses, and the factories are haunted by Dr. Ley’s spies.

He declared that all workers would get a “People’s Motor-car.”
Every worker was obliged to pay a contribution “in advance.”
The factory began to turn out whippet tanks. The workers’ contri-
butions had been pinched. Meanwhile, Dr. Ley had put something
more away for a rainy day.

Doctor Ley administers the “Bank of the Workers’ Front,” into
which all workers are obliged to put their savings. The workers’
savings immediately become the savings of Dr. Ley.

He is fond of saying: “ We’re not working for the sake of money,
but for the development of Germany.”” However, he makes no
secret of his riches. He built himself a luxurious castle, which cost
him 100,000 marks. Some wag wrote up on the castle wall: “It
would be interesting to know where Dr. Ley got 100,000 marks
from.” The inscription was removed. Dr. Ley promised a reward
of 1,000 marks for information regarding the identity of the
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themselves and the exemplary members of the Nazi Party. In this
way a new territorial aristocracy will arise. This aristocracy will
have its slaves—the local population. The Germans are accustomed
to giving orders. They are accustomed to inflicting punishment
when necessary. They will raise the level of agricultural economy
and create a new order.”

Later Darré expressed his idea more preciesly: “The new German
people will have its slaves. Do not regard the word ‘slave’ as a
figure of speech. We really intend to create a new form of slavery
and to bring it into being. Slaves are not to blame for being unedu-
cated, and in future education will be the exclusive privilege of the
German population.”

This slave-owner is loud-mouthed and brazen. He has said:
“England must be destroyed, like Carthage of old.” He also
threatens to destroy America. He swears he will turn 200,000,000
Soviet citizens into slaves. In spite of all this, he is far from being
altogether certain of the future. He has recently transferred 400,000
dollars to a Japanese bank in case he fails to turn mankind into
“slaves.”

THE MAGNATES OF THE RUHR

Who are the people who put these degenerates into power? The
millionaires, the flower of German capital, the magnates of the
Ruhr, the Stock Exchange crooks, the Steel Kings, the Coal Kings
and the Electricity Kings.

At first the German capitalists were rather embarrassed at the
prospect of admitting into their houses a gang who talked the
language of the thieves’ kitchen. Perhaps the magnates of the Ruhr,
when talking to Hitler’s ministers, instinctively hid their cigar-cases
and fountain pens. Perhaps when they heard Goebbels’ lecherous
laughter, they sent their daughters abroad. However, the magnates
could not afford to be too particular—the unemployed were parading
under the windows of their palaces, and Hitler was whispering:
“T’ll save you.”

The task of saving Big Capital was to be entrusted to the Crazy
Tyrolese and a band of demagogues with the mentality of ruthless
agents provocateurs of the Zubatov type and with a wealth of experi-
ence as strike-breakers and narks. The bargain was sealed. Fritz
von Thyssen shook hands with the cheap-jack adventurer Hitler.
Gustav Krupp von Bohlen und Halbach slipped cheques into the
hand of the petty embezzler Ley. Vogler, the head of the ““Steel
Combine,”” smiled affably at the unprepossessing Goebbels. The
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The authors of the instructions are particularly upset by the
fertility of the Slavs. They point out that at the beginning of the
nineteenth century the population of Europe was 32 per cent German
and 35 per cent Slav, whereas now it is 30 per cent German and
46 per cent Slav.

Finally, the instructions reveal the reason why the Germans must
increase and multiply: “Every healthy boy born in 1941 can become
an efficient soldier in 1961. Every girl born in 1941 can in twenty
years’ time become an efficient housewife and mother.”

The masters of the killer-factory make no secret of their intentions ;
they are already concerned about the supply of killers and plun-
derers for 1961. But apparently the Germans are not particularly
anxious to bear children for the slaughter, and there are ““slackers™
even among the lads who are reckoned as “one to every twenty

irls.”

& This regimentation of marriage and cattle-breeding attitude
towards people’s emotions has perverted the entire psychology of
the German people. Hitler has made cynicism and vice the general
and compulsory rule. I have in front of me some ““cards for kisses,”
which are printed in Germany and sent to amuse the troops. The
coupons are for five kisses, as if for five grammes of fat. These
would-be humorous cards show to what an extent the psychology
of the people has been changed under the influence of the Fascist
cattle-breeders.

All children in Germany belong to Hitler. At the age of ten
boys and girls take the oath: “Before the face of the Lord God I
undertake to obey the Fiihrer absolutely.”

On May 1st, 1937, Hitler said:

“We still have among us old-fashioned people, who are not fit
for anything. They get in our way like cats and dogs. But this
doesn’t worry us. We will take their children from them. They will
be brought up in the proper way. We will not allow them to go back
to the old way of thinking. We will take them at the age of ten,
and by the time they are eighteen we will have inoculated them with
the new spirit. They will not escape from us. They will enter the
Nazi Party, the S.A., or the S.S.”

Parents are obliged to hand over their children at the age of ten
to the cannibals. Concealment of a child entails a fine or imprison-
ment. In February 1941 Rust, the Minister of Education, and
Axmann, the leader of the “Hitler Youth,” signed an “agree-
ment.”” According to the text of this document, the children attend
school from 8 a.m. till 2 p.m. All their remaining time belongs to
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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.”
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“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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““Anna, I can’t sleep, although my whole body aches with fatigue.
I keep asking myself for the hundredth time—who wanted this
war?...”

Franz has been killed ; there is a pale red stain on the letter. But
soon other Franzes will be asking: “Who wanted this war?”
Perhaps Hitler will then call for the help of his S.S. guards, the
killers, thieves and rapers. But the “knights of honour” will turn
against their idol of yesterday. In the notebook of a dead S.S. man
I found the following aphorism among descriptions of jaunts and
drinking-bouts : “ We plunder together, but we die alone.”

Thus begins the demoralization of the gigantic horde of gangsters.
Their tanks are still thundering along with their stolen goods, but
the “knights of honour” are already glancing anxiously around
them, as though fearing they will be seized by the scruff of the neck.

August 8th, 1941.

SENTIMENTAL KATCHEN

Sentimental German women used to be known as Gretchen. The
letter I have before me does not come from Gretchen, but from
Kitchen. This person is also sentimental, but like a good Hitlerite
she is bloodthirsty as well. She writes to her sweetheart, an officer
by the name of Grokimann.

Kitchen works in the offices of the Nazi Party in the little town
of Drossen near Frankfort-on-Oder. She tells Grokimann about her
misfortunes. She has got to go to Frankfort, must take Frau
Briutigam as a companion. Why? It appears that Kitchen’s life
is threatened by . . . the Poles. Then follows a passage, which I will
quote in full:

“Two Poles ran away yesterday. Everybody is terrified of them.
Altogether those Poles are behaving abominably. Only last week a
lot of Poles were taken to the police station, where they were given
a proper touch-up. And quite right too—they have been behaving
defiantly since the very beginning of the war against Russia. They
are threatening their employers. Some of them have been arrested.
On June 22nd, when the news of the campaign against Russia came
through, I was threatened by one of these creatures in Drossen.
They probably thought they could do what they failed to do in the
autumn of 1939. But these scum will be dealt with. On one farm a
Pole killed the owner and his wife! The son found the bodies when
he came home on leave from the front. What filthy scum these
Poles are! We have been far too humane towards the Polish rabble.”

After this outburst, sentimental K#tchen writes that she is now
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going to get into her ““cosy little bed”” and that she has been given
a sweet little cake by “Mummy”—such a pity she can’t share it
with Grokimann—and that Herr Rowe, the secretary of the Nazi
organization, has managed to get her a bottle of liqueur.

This woman is stupid and cruel. She is perfectly aware of how
the Hitlerites are exterminating the Poles, violating their women and
torturing their children. And here she is complaining that the
Hitlerite executioners are far too ‘“humane’ towards the Poles.
The mixture of execration and baby talk in her letter is quite revolt-
ing. No time to waste on her particular animal affinity. We have
enough on our hands with Hitler and Himmler! But Kitchen’s
letter shows in what fear the inhabitants of ““victorious” Germany
are living. Near Frankfort-on-Oder, that is to say, in Prussia itself,
the Hitlerites are afraid of their slaves. The people whom Kitchen
calls “employers” in human language are called “slave owners.”
The war which the Hitlerites have declared against Russia has
awakened hope in the hearts of the enslaved Poles. They do not
believe in Hitler’s victory. In Drossen they behave “defiantly.”
It is easy to imagine how the various Kitchens in Warsaw are
trembling!

At the end of her letter Kitchen writes mournfully: “I’m worried
about your parents, as I’'m told the English are bombing Olden-
burg. ...”

The Hitlerites in Drossen thought that the campaign against
Russia would be a “lightning war.”” On July 4th Kétchen wrote:
“You will probably get leave after the Russian campaign.”” Kitchen’s
sweetheart ingloriously perished on the soil of Russia. Hitler’s
lightning turned out to be in slow motion—it hangs in the German
sky like theatrical decorations. The Poles of Drossen were right—
the hour approaches when they will get even with Herr Rowe and
bloodthirsty Kéatchen.

July 27th, 1941.

THE S.S.

Hitler’s Guards are called, briefly but expressively: S.S., the
abbreviation of ‘““Schutz-Staffeln,”” which means “Guard Detach-
ments.”

In 1929 Hitler appointed his faithful henchman Himmler as Chief
of the S.S. Himmler the notorious professional sadist, specialist
in torture. What better man could be found to command the S.S.?
In his first order to Hitler’s Guards, Himmler declared: “We are
firmly convinced that only pure-bred Germans are suitable for
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Other S.S. form various regiments. At the present time there are
300,000 S.S. men comprising fourteen divisions.

When the German Fascist reaches the age of seventeen, he is
subjected to a careful physical examination. His skull is measured,
the shape of his nose is inspected and his ancestors are investigated
and verified. This work is carried out by Fascist soi-disant “doctors.”
Then professors from the Gestapo study the mentality and emotions
of the seventeen-year-old cretin. It is just as important that he
should not think as it is that he should have a proper pedigree.
Moreover, he must be a creature without a conscience. This con-
dition is required of the S.S. men by Hitler himself, who declared :
“Conscience, like circumcision, mutilates a man.”

If the seventeen-year-old Hitlerite satisfies all the requirements,
he is taken into an S.S. detachment. He undergoes preparatory
military training for the space of two years, and then serves in the
army for a further two years. Finally, he becomes a fully fledged
S.S. man and is given the right to wear a special dagger.

According to Hitler’s plan, the S.S. are to form a German nobility
in the conquered countries. A “Settlement Bureau’” has been organ-
ized for this purpose. It gives estates to particularly valuable S.S.
men and collaborates with Darré, the Minister of Agriculture.

Since the outbreak of the European war the S.S. have served as
shock troops. Their divisions are motorized. Part of their duty is
to spread panic. In the occupied countries they act as police, carry
out searches and interrogations, practise torture and form execution
squads. When the passers-by in Paris streets catch sight of the
Hitlerites with skull and crossbones on their sleeves, they take
refuge in the doorways—they see Death personified.

Hitler regards the German people as skimmed milk. The S.S.
are the cream, the breeding-ground of a new race of super-Germans.
By means of controlled propagation Hitler hopes to create an ideal
race of tall fair-haired men with no mind and no conscience, ready
to commit any crime. This new tribe of S.S. men is to rule the
world.

Such are the dreams of Hitler. He has sent his army against
Russia. The S.S. race ahead. Russian bullets have given these
thoroughbred murderers and pure-blooded butchers a warm recep-
tion. The mad corporal thought that our people would become the
slaves of his terrifying S.S. Their nickname is a good one—it means
something to the Russian ear! Their dress is appropriate—skull and
crossbones. The Soviet people are not afraid of death. They go to
meet it boldly in order that life may triumph and that their children



THE TURKEY-COCK 29

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
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pompous general. The turkey-cock puffed himself out. But a
terrible experience was in store for him; lo and behold his men
were wearing red scarves round their necks. Turkey-cocks can’t
bear the sight of red, and General Lemelsen began to yell: ““Sedi-
tion!”” Furiously he ended his Order No. 2 as follows:

“I have repeatedly forbidden the wearing of red scarves. My
prohibition, however, has failed to have any effect. Yesterday I
again saw red scarves in great numbers. I am obliged to remark
that even officers of the units in question fail to show a military
attitude in this matter. It should have been realized even without
my Order that it was necessary to intervene and to put an end to
such immorality, as a red scarf is to a certain extent the symbol of
Bolshevism. To-day when we are fighting our mortal enemy, a red
scarf is in no way suitable for a National-Socialist soldier. In future
I will call the commanders of the respective companies to account.”

I have not altered a single word of this remarkable document.

General Lemelsen stormed and raged for a long time. Then,
having quieted down a little, he announced that Moscow would
soon be captured. It is not difficult to guess the end of this edifying
story. The warriors of the 47th tank corps got it in the neck. They
abandoned Order No. 2, numerous tanks and other trifles on the
field of battle. General Lemelsen’s only anxiety was that nobody
should recognize him. He even removed the staff flag from his
commander’s tank.

August 1st, 1941.

DREAM AND REALITY

The S.8S. started out towards the East in the most hopeful mood.
They were inspired with hopes of raw potheen and stories of gorgeous
feasts to come. They regarded their tanks as magic carpets and
Russia as an enchanted tableland.

An S.S. man named Willi wrote to his parents in Eltz: “I will
send you tea and various things from Russia. But I can’t do it at
present because we’re on the move.”

Yes, they already saw in their mind’s eye the well stocked counters
of our food stores, and were in a hurry to tie their napkins round
their necks and wipe their watering mouths.

The June 29th mailbag of an S.S. regiment has fallen into our
hands. Here are a few extracts:

Company Commander Hermann Kurzberg writes: “It will all
end very quickly. We will smash Russia and the Red Army, just
as our Army Command has foreseen.”
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Company Commander Wegner writes: “We hope to be in Mos-
cow soon.”

S.S. man Schweizer: “We will settle Russia just as quickly as we
have settled the other countries.”

S.S. man Walter Fritzmann: “I hope to be in Moscow soon.”

S.S. man Miiller: “We’ve just reckoned up that we’ll be in
Moscow in a week’s time.”

The Germans used to boast that their trains were never late. They
always arrived on the stroke of time. Admittedly they are a punctual
people. S.S. man Miiller calculated they would be in Moscow on
July 6th. But they failed to enter Moscow on July 6th. They won’t
even be there by August 6th, or by January 6th. Their reckoning
was all right, but something went wrong. They forgot that the
people of the Soviet Union are proud and brave. We shall never
be the slaves of the contemptible S.S. Their tanks have turned out
to be anything but magic carpets; many of them are already lying
shattered in the marshes. And our country is not an enchanted
tableland; it spells fire and death for the enemy. The S.S. have got
bullets instead of banquets.

Some of them already lie in the Russian earth. Others have lost
their cocksureness. They are now writing home in a much humbler
vein:

S.S. man Mathias Haas writes: “It looks as though it will be a
year before it’s over.”

S.S. man Willi Kurt: “We’re only now beginning to see what war
is really like.”

S.S. man Hans Neumann of the 16th tank division: “Things are
not going particularly well with any of us, as we’re coming up
against superior enemy forces. We hope our division will soon be
shifted, as nobody can stand this incessant fighting. Believe me,
Hilda, many chaps out here have lost their nerve for good, and
it is only the experienced soldiers who are still managing to hold
out.”

S.S. man Pilzinger wrote his will instead of reckoning when he
would be in Moscow. His letter begins: “If I die in this accursed
war ...”

There is even greater frankness in the letters which the S.S. men
get from their relations in Germany :

Lisel Behr of Karlsruhe writes: “Oh, this war, whenever will it
end?”

Friedel Hiibner of Dresden writes: “It will be a bad harvest.
Everything is late in ripening. The farmers are in a bad way. I want












THE BAREFOOT HORDE

Even worn-out boots are prized by Hitler’s horde. In one of the
German H.Q.s our troops found the following order of the Supreme
Command of the German Army:

““General Headquarters,
“July 13th, 1941.
“902-11.

““On the seizure of footwear in the East.

“1. In the occupied Russian districts all means must be taken to
collect every kind of leather goods (Russian boots, shoes, bags,
belts, etc.).

“2. It is particularly important to confiscate and collect army
footwear. The boots of dead Russian soldiers must be collected.
The footwear of Russian prisoners must be taken away from them.

“3. Footwear fit for immediate use can be used for personal needs.

“4. Footwear and all leather goods which cannot be used at once
must be handed over for repair.”

They have tramped all over Europe from Norway to Greece with
impunity and they have worn out the soles of their boots. Hitler’s
Germany is reduced to beggary and is obliged to make boots from
wood, cardboard and rubbish. The German generals have become
marauders. They take the boots from the dead in order to supply
their army. They are not fastidious. No matter how worn-out the
boots may be, we’ll patch them up somehow. . .. They have for-
gotten one thing: Russian boots are not given up so easily. We are
neither a boot shop nor a rag-fair. The soldiers who have come to
Russia in search of boots have been greeted by our Red Army men
with something heavier than leather. The Germans came in ersatz
boots. They will have to scurry back barefoot.

August 15th, 1941.

TWO YARDS

The Volkischer Beobachter for July 12th writes: “After the war
the German soldiers will be given land. The prospects of settlement
in the east are absolutely favourable for our troops. Russia, with
its peasant population and small and medium-sized towns is parti-
cularly suitable for settlement by German soldiers. Small holdings
of twenty to forty acres will form the basis of the future agricultural
lay-out in the eastern provinces. Farms of 100-125 acres will also
be created, and barracks for day labourers and provisioning stations
will be erected.”

D 35
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The Hitlerites call the Soviet lands they have seized the ‘“Eastern
Provinces”—*“Ostland.”” They describe in detail how they are going
to colonize “Ostland” with their soldiers, preferably S.S. men.
“For every thousand inhabitants there will be ten craft workshops.
These will provide the basis for the existence of German hair-
dressers, tailors, bootmakers and especially builders. Retail trade
will also be available to the soldiers.”

The “war aims” of Hitler’s Germany are thus clearly defined.
They aim at seizing the Soviet lands, turning the S.S. men into
kulaks and landowners, forcing the Russians and Ukrainians to
work for these gentry and colonizing our towns with German
policemen, clerks, builders and hairdressers.

A notice regarding the establishment of an office “for the allo-
cation of plots of land in Ostland”* was published in the first number
of the Deutsche Zeitung fiir Ostland.

The S.S. man in a deserted burnt-out village is uncomfortable
and hungry. He has rummaged in all the empty houses and long ago
devoured any stray chickens that may have remained. He is afraid
to show a light in case the guerillas should come. He listens to every
rustle, and dozes uneasily. Then paradise appears to him in his
dreams. He sees himself and other cut-throats from the town of
Dessau settled on the land in the neighbourhood of Saratov. He
has been given 125 acres. He has got a large farmyard, cornfields,
orchards and gardens. In the “barracks for day labourers” there
are thirty slaves of an inferior race. He punishes them with a whip.
“Ivan,” he shouts, “you’ve got to marry Maria, because I want to
breed a tall stable-man.” Then the S.S. man goes into the town,
where the Governor, a Gauleiter from Magdeburg, makes a pompous
speech on the spirituality of the gigantic-bellied Goering. The S.S.
man goes to a German tailor and visits a German restaurant, where
he eats a delicious local sucking-pig. . . . Whereupon the S.S. man
wakes up and clutches his belly, which is griped with hunger.
Through the dark window he sees the unfriendly night and grips his
rifle in case the guerillas come. . . .

In the face of the proverbs of all peoples and all ages, the Vol-
kischer Beobachter is busy dividing the bear’s skin while the bear
is still alive. Why are they in such a hurry? Why have they already
opened the “office for allocation of land”? The land is still shud-
dering under the feet of the Germans. It is burning; it is teeming
with guerillas. The German Command is anxious to encourage its
soldiers and lure them on with hopes of gain. In the beginning they
advanced carelessly—for a pair of boots or a pound of Ukrainian
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fat. But the trip to the market turned out to be exceedingly dan-
gerous: one out of every three S.S. men already lies in the earth and
no longer needs either boots or fat. And the other two are wonder-
ing. So Hitler shouts to them: “I’ll give each of you a hundred
acres of good black earth.”

We are fighting for our native country, our honour, human
dignity and freedom. What are they fighting for? For stolen boots,
for stolen land, for the jobs of District Governor, for the profits of
a confectioner’s shop or a hairdresser’s. It is both comical and
repulsive to hear them talk about how they are going to divide up
the land in the future. It is almost unbearable to think that they
are dividing up our fields and gardens even on paper, appointing
their policemen for our towns and selling permits for the right to
trade in sausages in Pensa or to shave slaves in Ufa.

The Volkischer Beobachter declares that Russia is simply longing
to welcome the Hitlerites. This is quite true. Our machine-gunners,
tankmen, artillerymen and airmen are longing to welcome them.
And so are the guerillas with bottles which do contain something
stronger than schnapps.

The epileptic corporal Hitler shrieks: “Forward to Ostland!”

Don’t count your chickens . . .

A hundred acres of our land for each S.S. man?

No, six feet. For the very tall ones—seven.
August 20th, 1941.

ONE MORE

On the night of August 10th a Heinkel 111 bomber was shot down
over Moscow. In the pocket on one of the crew was found a diary
for Nazi soldiers, published in Paris. It contained various informa-
tion essential to soldiers in wartime, such as, for instance, advice
as to which wines should be drunk with fish, and which with
fowl.

This section is entitled: “What one ought to know in the land
of wine.” In starving Paris, where the mothers look for potato
peelings for their children, the German officers indulge in the
delights of the gourmet. And in this diary specially prepared for
the murderers of French children we read: “Chablis is the most
appropriate wine to drink with fish.”

The diary proceeds to give some examples of polite French con-
versation : “ Mademoiselle, are you free this evening? I can treat you
to some ice-cream.”

The illustrations show elegant S.S. men in Paris streets, cafés
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to-day. We were having such a nice sleep, and suddenly I woke up
and heard heavy thuds, and then I realized at once they were firing.
Then we had to go down into the cellar. You know, where the
paraffin is kept. I think it was more dangerous there than upstairs.
We had another alert on Tuesday—in the daytime and in the
evening as well. Altogether, we have been down to the cellar four
times. But in Elbing they had to go down eight times as it was much
worse there. Well, now we too have had a taste of war.”

So Frau Brumer will never forget the day when she first heard
the sound of gunfire! They thought they were going to make war
discreetly without frightening their wives. They thought their brides
would not be disturbed by the agonized cries of the women of
France, Poland and Serbia.

We remember that morning in June. Our country was living its
peaceful life. A bumper harvest was ripening in the fields. In
Moscow the people were going to the Agricultural Exhibition.
Preparations were being made for the Lermontov Centenary.
People were going away to rest-homes. And then the Germans
invaded. We won’t forget those first shots. Our country bristled
with bayonets. Everybody’s heart was filled with hatred.

And we won’t forget what happened afterwards. We won’t forget
how the Nazis are destroying our towns and killing our children.
We won’t forget anything. We say nothing about retribution—
our guns are doing the talking. But one thing we know: the S.S.
ladies will no longer sleep peacefully. They have already heard the
first shots. In Berlin they made the acquaintance of Russian bombs.
The Nazis wanted to destroy the whole world and thought that
Germany would snooze peacefully amid the ruins after eating her
fill of stolen corn. It shall not be! They have already been given a
taste of war, as the sergeant’s wife put it. They will get their full
share, but not on ration cards. They will have more than enough
of it and they will curse the day when Hitler drove them into our
country.

They marched against us singing gaily:

Ha-ha! Ha-ha!
This will be a merry war!

The S.S. ladies stood at the gates—the wives of the Ober-leutnants
and the brides of the Unter-executioners. These Fraus and Friuleins
took up the song:

Ha-ha! Ha-ha!
This will be a merry war!
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In the German Army there are special “propaganda companies,”
known as “R.K.” They remind one of the chemical battalions who
are in charge of poison gas. These companies consist of various
squads. For instance there are squads of artists, who, according to
the instructions, “must portray with the aid of portable easels the
insignificance of the enemy and the inspired face of the German
soldier.”” The Radio Squad broadcasts various war noises, such as the
explosion of shells or the roar of tanks interspersed with hysterical
cries such as: “We’ve done it again! Look at the endless columns
of prisoners!”

According to the text of Goebbels’ instructions the R.K. must
engage in “active propaganda’ and “break the enemy’s will to
resistance by spreading false and demoralizing rumours.” This
refers, of course, to propaganda among Hitler’s enemies. In Ger-
many itself the R.K. companies must “dress up the facts, changing
their appearance if necessary in order to maintain the morale of
the German people.” What is meant by “dress up the facts,
changing their appearance”? It simply means lying. The Nazis
have got to lie both to their enemies and to their own people.

During the war with France the Germans arranged radio trans-
missions which they pretended were coming from French stations.
They broadcast false military information. They told the wives of
French soldiers that their husbands had been killed at the front.
After finding the body of an officer, they gave out that he had
surrendered and “made a statement in support of Hitler.”

They told the French that the Germans hated the British, and
they told the British that the Germans hated the French. In their
broadcasts to America they pretended to be cultured people and
pacifists. They talked about their worship of the family; they even
quoted Byron and Shelley. Meanwhile the S.S. were busy burning
books and consorting with whores.

The German journalists are officials of the Ministry of Propa-
ganda. Even in peacetime they wore a uniform and were subject
to army discipline. Every day Goebbels plans the subject of his
next lie. It is then circulated to the entire Press, marked ¢ Most
Secret.”

There are various departments in the Ministry. In one depart-
ment they describe atrocities; in another they assemble data,
ethnographical data, and in a third they turn out cheap posters
about the exceptional bravery of the Germans. All this is given
out in unlimited doses to the German population every day.

Before the seizure of Czechoslovakia, Goebbels ordered his
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smoking ruins. The Moscow Power Station has been demolished.
Moscow is without electricity and the trams are not running.”

“Berlin, August 8th. Moscow is an empty city. Half the Govern-
ment offices have already left for Gorki. The other half will be sent
to Nijhny-Novgorod.”

How could he know that Nijhny-Novgorod was the same as
Gorki? He wasn’t taught geography: he was only taught how to lie.
As for the Germans, they will swallow anything. And in Berlin they
have no means of checking whether Moscow is still standing or not.

In Berlin the gossips, sitting in the air-raid shelters while British
or Soviet bombs are falling, keep their spirits up by telling each other:
“We've got a new secret weapon.”” They have indeed. Their
“secret weapon” is falsehood, shameless, unexampled and un-
pardonable.

When a child is deceived, you feel like kicking the deceiver.
But the Germans are not children. They are overgrown sturdy louts
with linotypes and tommy-guns. Why are they deceived? Because
they want to be deceived. They are terrified of the truth. Baldur
von Schirach, the leader of the Hitler Youth, has said: “Far better
a German lie than human truth.”” And one of his pupils, Corporal
Stampe, wrote in his diary: “To-day they told us on the wireless
that 3,000,000 Russians have been encircled and that we’ll have them
all smashed in a week’s time. Maybe it’s all lies, but anyway it’s
good to hear it.”’

They have grown up on lies. Lies are like their mothers’ milk to
them. They lie to their subordinates. They lie to their superiors.
They lie abroad. They lie at home. They can’t help lying. When
they sign a treaty of friendship, they are calculating all the time where
they are going to drop their bombs. When they talk about culture,
it means they are going to plunder in an hour’s time and hang people
in two hours.

How can you argue with them? Only with bayonets. How can
you refute their lies? Only with bullets.

August 29th, 1941.

THE IDEALS OF FRITZ WEBER

The Volkischer Beobachter writes: “The heart of every soldier
fighting against the Russians is aglow with sacred ideals.”

Here is the diary of Private Fritz Weber :

“June 30th. Resting in the town of Dubno. Changed my shirt
for a Russian one.












THE WAR OF NERVES

During the first world war I was on the western front. I saw how
the Germans stormed the forts of Verdun. They advanced in mass
formation under fire and fell. They were followed by others. The
ground was covered with German corpses. But every day new
regiments carried on the attack. Their morale seemed unshakable.
But there came a day when they failed to come out of their trenches.
They stayed there like dead men: their nerves had given way.

That was in the autumn of 1918. They were counting their vic-
tories: “We’re in Brussels, we’re in Belgrade, we’re in Bucharest,
we're in Kiev.” And suddenly they left the front and went home.
The conquerors turned into deserters. The Commander-in-Chief
of the German Army sent emissaries to the Allies to plead for an
armistice.

It is astonishing how easily the Germans pass from ecstasy to
despair, from self-satisfacton to self-abasement and from pedantry
to anarchy. Everybody knows that the Germans have a passion for
precision. It is almost a mania with them. In Berlin flats I have seen
the sugar-basin inscribed with the word “Sugar” and the electric
light switch adorned with a notice *“ Light—Upwards”’ (in your own
room even!). When the German travels, he muffles his umbrella in a
sheath marked “Umbrella.” But he easily passes from fanatical
order to absolute disorder. In the occupied countries the Germans
are behaving like savages, breaking and burning, killing pedigree
cows and cutting down fruit trees.

One day, two years before Hitler’s accession to power, there was
a Nazi demonstration in a Berlin park. The police broke up the
demonstrators. Running away from the policemen, the Nazis still
kept to the paths. They were afraid to tread on the grass: for which
they would have been fined three marks. And now they have
trampled down half Europe with enthusiasm.

Last summer I witnessed an amusing scene in Berlin. There were
scarcely any motor-cars in the city owing to petrol shortage. A
crowd of pedestrians were standing at a crossing. The street was
perfectly empty, but the people stood gazing as though spellbound
at the red disks of the traffic lights and did not attempt to move.
And now these super-disciplined Germans have to be told every
day by their commanders that they mustn’t drink themselves uncon-
scious, they mustn’t lose their machine-guns in the forest like pins
and they mustn’t drop their bombs into a swamp when they’ve been
ordered to drop them on to a town.
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When they started the war against Russia they went into hysterical
raptures. They “annihilated”” the Red Army every day. And every
day they “liquidated”’ the Soviet air force. It was difficult to under-
stand how it could be possible to ““annihilate’ for the third or fourth
time an air force which had already been “annihilated” a week
before. On the radio they interrupted the military communiqués
with cat concerts, beating of drums, fanfares of trumpets, howls of
“Heil!” and letting off Chinese crackers. Now their radio announ-
cers gloomily report: “The resistance of the Reds is increasing.”

On the body of Corporal Ruhsam three letters were found which
he had failed to post. The first was dated July 31st and contained
the first inklings of doubt:

“We have already been six weeks in a foreign country. We
thought the war in the east was going to be something different.
We knew the Russians would fight, but nobody thought they would
fight so desperately. We have been taking part in the fighting near
Orsha. We hope to see the Russian capital soon. Then this dreadful
war will be all over. . . .”

Only a week later, on August Sth, our corporal writes: ““Our only
desire is to see the finish of this dreadful war as soon as possible.
If Moscow falis, the Russians will realize their position is hopeless.
But I think it would have been better not to have started this war.
In any case, what we’ve gone through in Russia can’t be compared
with France and Poland. One may get killed here any day.”

Next day the corporal was still alive. He sat down to write his
letter on August 6th. Perhaps it had been an eventful day; he may
have made the acquaintance of our artillery, to which the Germans
are not particularly attached. In any case, on August 6th he wrote
very briefly : “ You want to know when we are going to be in Moscow
at last. We are having some delay now, as the Russians are putting
up a desperate defence.”

They are indeed having some delay. Another corporal named
Herbert wrote to his brother: “All I can say is that you have to have
nerves like iron to drive along the Russian roads. They shoot at you
from all sides.” The Hitlerites’ nerves are beginning to play tricks
on them.

After seven days’ fighting, Corporal Ruhsam changed his tune.
We must look at the map and compare it with the calendar. Every
day brings the Nazi neurotics nearer to the débdcle. It was they who
invented the “war of nerves.” It will not be they who will win it.

September 4th, 1941.
























THE BASILISK

Our Soviet fliers are delivering presents to the Germans. Some-
times they give them leaflets instead of bombs. In these leaflets we
ask the German people to look at themselves and see what they
used to be and what they have now become. We say to them:
You were the people who gave us Kant and Goethe, Marx and
Heine. You have become the mercenaries of the sharper Goebbels,
the bandit Goering and the pimp Horst Wessel. You used to be
industrious workers and philosophers. You have become pirates
and murderers. Before Hitler came, you built schools and hospitals,
factories and museums. With Hitler you have destroyed factories
and museums. With Hitler you have destroyed Rotterdam and
Warsaw, Orleans and Belgrade.

They lie to you and you lie in your turn, repeating the lies of your
masters. They give you a sticky mess made from sawdust and tell
you it is honey. You frown, but you eat it. They allow you to
copulate as though you were pedigree cattle and call it love. You
work and die for the sake of the magnates of the Ruhr, the Prussian
landowners, and a gang of money-grabbers. They assure you that this
is “Socialism.” You puff yourself up with self-satisfaction and you
repeat at all the cross-roads of Europe: “I am a National-Socialist.”

Ask Herr Vogler and Herr Krupp how much money they have
made out of the war. Since the beginning of this war the L.G.
Chemical Trust has increased its issue of shares by 43 million. The
A.E.G. Trust has increased its capital by 40 million. There are
two million killed and wounded Germans. From each dead or
mutilated man the I.G. and A.E.G. shareholders have received
twenty marks clear profit.

Ask Goering how much he has made out of the people’s misery.
He won’t answer. But the Inspector of Finance of Brazil has
answered for him: Goering has 1,250,000 dollars deposited in a
Brazilian bank. Do you imagine you fought in France in order to
liberate the Alsatians? No, you fought because the Rechling concern
needed the factories and mines of France. Do you think you
occupied Czechoslovakia to save the Sudeten? No, the Deutsche
and the Dresdener banks wanted to grab the banks of Czechoslo-
vakia, and Krupp wanted the Skoda works for himself.

Every day in Germany children are dying of starvation. Potato
peelings have become the basic food. Working-class women can
only dream of a white loaf. As for butter, they daren’t even dream
of that. But every day the magnates of Krupp’s transfer their stolen
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suddenly attack the enemy, win the Iron Cross and drive away again.
But it turned out very differently. However, it is not my job to
strengthen the political set-up, the devotion to the Fiihrer and the
enthusiasm in our company.”

Only a short while back Rudolf Lange considered it was his job
in particular to strengthen the devotion to the Fiihrer. But now,
only three weeks later, the squad is demoralized. Lieutenant
Lodtner assembles the men and threatens them with court-martial.
Lange says that it is all the fault of Ekelmann, who got cold feet.
Ekelmann blames Lange. Unter-offizier Krawinkel blames both of
them. Lieutenant Lodtner blames the whole lot. On June 19th
when Lange heard about the forthcoming campaign, he wrote in
his diary: “Oh, God, I thank Thee for having created me a Ger-
man!” On July 12th he whines: “It’s all up! Why was I born?”’
What a hero! Man-haters. Bottled spiders.

September 20th, 1941.

CANNIBALS IN EPAULETS

General Kiibler, Commander of the German 49th Alpine army
corps, is notorious as the man who carried out the barbarous
destruction of Vinnitza. Now the general reveals himself in a new
light. This humanitarian discusses the question of what is to be
done with the wounded Soviet soldiers who fall into German hands.
He expresses himself in a terse, detached style.

“Medical aid is to be given to wounded Russian prisoners only
on condition that a sufficient quantity of medicine and bandaging
material is available after considering our own needs in the future
and the possibilities of the arrival of hospital supplies. It is forbidden
to convey wounded Russians to dressing stations in ambulances.”

The order is clear enough. You want to bandage a Russian?
Stop! We’ve got only enough bandages for three months and we
must keep them for our own wounded. The Russians will have to
go without bandages. You were going to take Russian wounded
in a lorry? It’s absolutely forbidden. We need the petrol for some-
thing else, but the Russians can die just as well here.

Cannibals in generals’ epaulets do not eat human flesh. No, they
eat chicken, and then write orders for the murder of wounded men.
They dare to mark their hospitals with the sign of the Red Cross,
and talk unblushingly of the Geneva Convention. Yet they con-
demn their wounded prisoners to a slow death: let the birds peck
them and the dogs gnaw them. The practical Germans take care
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for every German. Without attempting to prophesy—prophecy in
wartime is always dangerous—and without using any fine language,
I am bound to say the following: we are going to cross the Dnieper.
We have no time to lose and must make short work of the Russians
before the bad weather sets in. Obviously, we shall be exposed to
attack by their cavalry.

“The heavy fighting near Moscow has now been going on for
three weeks. Apparently we are allowing the Russians to counter-
attack and even to advance in some sectors. The situation at
Leningrad looks very promising. But we must not forget that the
Russians, unlike the French, are able to throw in more and more
masses of men.

“Conclusions :

“1. Our communication lines have been considerably lengthened.
Every bullet has to be brought by railway, then by motor transport
and finally across country. Do not abandon ammunition under the
influence of panic and do not waste it. Keep calm.

““2. We have experienced a shortage of petrol and will continue
to do so, as well as a shortage of supplies, provisions, etc. Actually,
the bread ration has already decreased to 300 grammes. We are not
receiving sugar or butter. Therefore food that has been seized must
be dealt out economically.

“3. We have only two lorries of necessary articles for the whole
regiment. Everybody must send home for razor-blades and boot
polish.

““4. We shall soon enter the malarial region. Malaria is a very
unpleasant disease, although not necessarily fatal. It is carried by
mosquitoes. When we get twenty-one miles beyond the Dnieper
there will no longer be any danger of malaria.

““5. In future no leave will be granted except in special cases.

“I leave it to those experts with sufficient leisure to clarify the
future course of events.

“Colonel Kress.”

Not being an ““expert with sufficient leisure,” I make no attempt
to “clarify the future course of events.” I will confine myself to
“clarifying” the present.

Colonel Kress is a fool, but unlike his colleagues he is modest.
When he can’t sleep, his thoughts turn to depressing subjects. He is
scared of everything: Russia is a vast country and there are plenty
of people in it. Children of both sexes, who have not yet been shot
by the Germans, threaten the 99th Alpine rifle regiment at every
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Russian language ; the nouns are: chicken, headman, requisitioning,
[flogging, gallows. The verbs are: to take, to torture, to shoot, to bury.

It is doubtful whether the dull-witted Berliners will master even
this limited vocabulary in a hundred lessons. But it must be admitted
they have learnt something at the front. For a hundred days and
nights they have been learning the language of the Russian guns.
This is the only language the young Nazis understand, apart from
the language of bombs, mines, grenades and rifles.

After a hundred lessons the more capable of them have passed
their examination: they lie in the earth or sit in the camps for
prisoners. Their writings bear witness to their achievements.

Here is what Sergeant-major Hugo Raeder wrote to his friend
Sergeant-major Andreas Leicht on September 10th (Field Post
29654B):

“It’s terrible! Who would have thought in Poland that it would
be even worse in a couple of years’ time? When we were crossing the
Dnieper I counted 103 German graves. We’ve never had to deal
with such a ferocious enemy before. And besides, there’s no sign
of it ending.”

On September 10th he also wrote to his sweetheart Elsa Bauer:

“Unshaved, dirty and hungry, I'm sitting here thinking of you.
There’s nothing but wilderness all around. I swear I'll never go
near Russia again. Compared to Russia, Poland was a land of milk
and honey.”

The sergeant-major is evidently a quick pupil. Poland was only a
preparatory class, but in Russia he soon made rapid strides.

Private Urban Modler (Field Post 29654B) did not take part in
the campaign in Poland. He was sent to France and thence to
Russia. On September 6th he writes:

“It’s now certain that I shall have to go through far more here
than in France. I didn’t realize how lucky I was when I was there.
You can’t imagine what it’s like here. I shall never forget the
Russian artillery.”

He too has passed his exam. He has learnt his lesson very well,
and as he puts it himself, he’ll never forget it.

Corporal Theodor Heinz (Field Post 29654B) is one of the
advanced pupils. On September 12th he writes:

“You can’t help noticing that we’ve got a lot of old men and
youngsters. It’s my opinion they take anybody without distinction
just for the sake of making war. There are German graves every-
where. I've had more than one frightful day here. I sometimes
think I'm done for. My nerves won’t stand it any longer. I feel
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and all the men of the Red Army! They are teaching the Nazis
and will go on teaching them until the final lesson has been learnt.
October 1st, 1941.

A PILE OF SKULLS

When Hitler mounted the rostrum, even his most trusty henchmen
shuddered. Three million victims—this is what fifteen weeks of war
in the East has brought the German Army. Germany’s Cannibal
No. 1 was not standing on a rostrum—he was standing, clowning
and raving on a pile of skulls.

How many times in the last two years has Hitler tried to put heart
into his hoodwinked people? Not long ago he promised them:
“The year 1941 will be the year of decisive victory.” He then swore
that he would soon take London. He did not take London. Instead
of Great Britain he presented the Germans with Crete. Instead of
peace he presented them with another war. The stench of corpses
emanates from him. Hundreds of thousands of German dead are
rotting in Russian soil. German wives shudder when they look at
the Cannibal, and German widows weep when they hear his hoarse
bark. The hungry Germans go about their business with wrinkled
foreheads. They had expected trainloads of meat and bacon from
the East. But the trains that come from the East are loaded with
mutilated Germans. Where then is victory? Where is peace? Once
again Hitler asks the Germans to wait. As for London, why should
he take it? He has plenty of time. He doesn’t care for sour grapes.
What does he want peace for? He can wait.... And so fresh
trainloads of soldiers go to Smolensk. The Germans in the carriages
are already pale with that pallor that precedes death. They are the
dead men of to-morrow. And so the cattle-trucks are loaded with
young Carls and old Fritzes. The trucks will bring back the mince-
meat. The Cannibal stands on the tribune with his napkin spread out.
This is another of his regular meals.

He looks at the German people, and suddenly he begins to mutter :
“We made no mistake about the quality of our arms. We made a
mistake regarding the strength of our opponent.”

This is not the language of a conqueror. The Cannibal is trying
to justify himself. He did not know the strength of the Red Army.
He thought Russia was like Belgium or Denmark. He is astonished
at the resistance of the Russians. Yes, he is compelled to mention it,
despite all the successes of his army. He is compelled to mention it
because even the stupidest German knows that the Germans may
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German colony. Instead he has turned Europe into a wilderness.
He wanted to make all nations work for the Germans. He has only
succeeded in making all nations curse the name of Germany in their
grief and destitution.

Hitler wanted to come to terms with America. He had only taken
half the world. He did his best to flatter the Americans. He sent
experienced provocateurs and well-bred spies to the U.S.A. Tenderly
he whispered: ““ America for the Americans, and Europe for me.”
He backed up his sweet speeches with submarines, flattering and
threatening at the same time. America answered him not only with
words. She answered him by gritting her teeth, setting all her fac-
tories to work. Convoys of ships bearing planes and tanks pass
from America to the shores of Britain and Russia. Hitler wanted
the whole of Europe to be with him. But it turned out that not only
the whole of Europe was against him, but the whole of America
as well.

He snarled like a wild animal at bay. He sent his bombers to
England where they murdered English children. Then he sent the
honey-tongued Hess. Hess flew without luggage, without bombs,
and without even a winter overcoat. Hitler wanted to come to
terms with England. Hitler offered his bloodstained hand, but the
great-grandchildren of Pitt are not the naive young ladies he had
hoped to meet. Hitler’s hand remained hanging in the air.

He wanted to conquer Russia at ““lightning speed.”” He reckoned
on being in Moscow by August 15th. The triumph was put off till
September. Then he decided to have a parade in Red Square on
November 7th. There was a parade in Red Square on November
7th, but Hitler did not attend it. He thought he was going to walk
over Russia as he had walked over Europe—without sacrificing his
men. The Russian fields are covered with German crosses. He was
afraid of our sultry July days—German corporals have tender skins.
Now his corporals have discovered what a Russian winter is like.
Now Hitler says he doesn’t care about lightning wars. He’s not in a
hurry, he says. He thought he was going to be as fleet as a deer, but
in the last few weeks he has been moving at a tortoise pace. It is to
be hoped he’ll soon be moving like a crab.

Hitler thought he would break our resistance with speeches,
cunning and provocation, if not with bombs. He tried to incite one
people against another and our peasants against our workers. He
merely succeeded in uniting the whole Soviet people against him.
He raised a crop of avengers. Russian children have learnt to throw
hand grenades, and old men have reached out again for their guns.
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He thought he was going to cast a spell over Russia. He merely
infuriated her.

Like Napoleon, Hitler wanted to enter Egypt. He was checked
on the threshold. He thought his allies, the Italians, would beat the
record for light-weight boxing, but instead they beat the record
running for their lives.

He thought he would find in Russia bread and salt, wheat and
bacon, well-equipped factories and comfortable quarters. The
Germans found only empty barns, blown-up wharves and burnt-
out factories. Instead of houses they captured rubble and snow-
drifts.

Hitler wanted to feed his people with synthetic sausage, chemical
Frankfurters and laboratory cutlets. But the German people have
grown thin. They are longing for a real pre-Hitler sausage, and in
their dreams they see the Weimar sausages of long ago.

Hitler said that 1941 would be the year of Germany’s victory,
and that the Germans would greet 1942 in brightly lit towns to the
sound of victorious fanfares. But 1941 brought the Germans millions
of graves, and they will greet 1942 midst the ruins of their blacked-out
cities. Gloomily they will chew their synthetic sausage. Millions of
widows will say: “Hitler has killed my husband.”” Millions of
orphans will ask: “Hitler, where is our father?” It won’t be the
fanfares that will sound—it will be the sirens. Germany will know
the full measure of woe.

Hitler wanted to be a Napoleon. But who is Hitler? He is the
director of a horrible firm of undertakers, a drunken torch-bearer,
the ober-gravedigger of Germany. For whom is this Tyrolese nark
digging a grave? For yet another million Germans at the approaches
to Moscow, Leningrad, Rostov and Sebastopol. Whose grave is this
third-rate house-painter digging? Germany’s.

November 18th, 1941.

THE THIEVES EXTEND THEIR BUSINESS

The Neue Zuercher Zeitung of November 10th reports that the
German Government has decided to sell the captured Russian
factories to private German firms.

It would be difficult, of course, to sell the factories of Kiev and
Kharkov: they were evacuated long ago and are working in the East.
However, let us assume that the Germans have succeeded in cap-
turing some of our factories. They are putting up the stolen property
for auction. No doubt, there will be no lack of buyers. How can
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buried in the Volkhov snowdrifts. There are no dress shops, houses
or cottages there. There is nothing but white, unheeding snow, and
Gustav lies dead, face down in it.

But the Gustavs who are still alive are not thinking about parcels.
They have no time for their “brides.” They crouch round a little
camp fire, enchanted by its feeble warmth. They huddle as close to it
as they can, like moths. They clasp their wretched greatcoats about
them and tremble at the thought of the great Epiphany frosts to come.
Already half-dead with cold, they are rendered unconscious by the
heat of the fire. The frozen earth refuses to receive them. They will
lie there till the spring like meat in cold storage. They lie next to the
living, and the Living shiver and shudder and scratch themselves.

Hereis aletter which Franz Zebet wrote to his wife the day before his
death: “...Idon’tknow howto getaway from thelice. Thereareso
many lice and nits in my uniform that I can’t bear to put it on. As for
my shirt, it’s just a pool of blood.” He writes about the winter and
the German Christmas, sends greetings to his relations and suddenly
adds by way of a joke: ““What about sending you some of our lice?”

This is German humour—winter of 1941 edition. ““Send me some
pink silk for a chemise,” chirps Gretchen. And Franz grunts in
reply: “Don’t you want any lice?”” The rear is still dreaming of
mops. The front is choking amid lice and dung. The rear is still
talking about victories. The front is wailing: “We’re cold. We
don’t want any more victories—we’re dying of victories. We are
freezing of triumphs. We’re dying in the snow like mangy starving
wolves. And the lice are eating the cold emaciated bodies.”

November 26th, 1941.

FREEZING THEM OUT

German prisoners captured by the British at Bardia stated they
had been carefully trained for the operations in the African desert.
The Nazis who were to be sent to Libya underwent a special course;
they were kept in excessively heated premises, made to get accus-
tomed to stuffy heat. Moreover, the German High Command made
a study of “the appropriate diet for a tropical climate,” and of the
clothing suitable to the hot African sun. So the prisoners taken by
our allies were not ordinary German soldiers, but men who had
been well adapted to climatic conditions.

How the German soldiers freezing in the fields of Russia must
envy their compatriots in Africa! The Russian winter was a surprise
for the Prussian tourists. They shiver and mournfully complain to
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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
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gramophones to these living corpses. They will hear marches and
waltzes, waltzes and marches. Goebbels won’t send them the only
record which is really suitable: the Dead March. Step out in the
snow, you dead men! Bury your happiness! Bury your Germany!
No, instead of that the gramophone will wail huskily over the
graves: “Tatari-tatara, valeri-valera.”

But what if the gramophones get lost on the way? What will the
musical Germans do “amid the joyless wastes?”” Perhaps our
artillery will cheer them up a little? That’s music too, and the
Germans are very familiar with some of the melodies of our guns.
We'll treat them to a good concert, and if any of them remain alive,
they’ll never forget our Russian music.

Comrades, Red Army men! the Germans are pining for music.
You must give them on your trusty instruments—guns, mortars
and machine-guns—the next item on the programme: the Dead
March of Germany.

December Tth, 1941.

ICY TEARS

The German radio broadcasts every day from the front a descrip-
tion of the soldiers’ life. This is the work of the R.K.—the Propa-
ganda Squad. These broadcasts usually consist of monologues by
model S.S. men on the theme of ““ We came, we saw, we conquered.”
But yesterday some words of truth were heard in the broadcast
from the Eastern front. Speaking of the Russian frost, the voice said :

“An icy-cold wind is blowing. It is just as though it were in
league with our enemies. It makes our eyes run with tears. What
an absurd picture! We wipe our eyes and say we’re not afraid of the
cold. If our boots are not too tight, we put on two pairs of socks
and wrap our feet round with newspapers. But our feet get numbed
just the same.”

Perhaps we shall soon hear the R.K. broadcasting about the con-
dition of the Germans’ ears and noses.

Behind the quiet voice of the announcer you can sense a shudder:
the conquerors of the world are sitting with chattering teeth and
frozen paws. They are sitting and weeping, not because they have
any feelings—what feelings could these wild beasts have?—but
because it is cold. It is indeed an *“absurd picture.”

The German prisoners look enviously at the felt boots of the
Russians. ““What are these?” they ask. There is no word for them
in German. The Russians are accustomed to the Russian cold from
childhood. The Russians’ houses and dress are adapted to the severe
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winter. But this is something new for the Germans. They wear
tight boots in a temperature of thirty degrees below zero. They sit
and weep. The murderers of Russian children weep like little girls.
Don’t imagine that their conscience has begun to stir in them.
It is only the cold that has moved them to tears.
The north wind sweeps over the plains like a tank column. The
blizzard is blinding. The Russian winter is attacking the invaders.
Laugh, clowns, laugh! Weep, you murderers! You invaded our
country. Take what is given to you!
December 9th, 1941.

THE BEAST IN SPECTACLES

The successes of the Red Army at Rostov and Tikhvin and
around Moscow have found an echo throughout the whole of Nazi-
enslaved Europe. Hope has awakened in the hearts of the down-
trodden nations. Revolvers are being fired and bombs are being
thrown. The frightened Germans retaliate with executions. The
Hitlerites are a cruel, cowardly gang. The greater their fear, the
greater their cruelty.

“What beasts they are!” we exclaim, when we read about the
murdered hostages, the gallows and the tortures. The German,
however, is a learned beast. He is a beast with a fondness for
moralizing, a beast in spectacles with a fountain-pen, a beast who
disports himself in the land that discovered book printing. The
Germans are now busy not only torturing, but also trying to justify
torture.

A certain Hefner—butcher by nature and journalist by profession
—has published an article in Das Reich entitled “The living and the
dead.” He gloomily confesses that the Germans are hated by all
the nations who have come under their yoke. However, he is
anxious to assure his readers that the yoke of the Germans is the
loving clasp of a foster-mother, and the Nazi butchers are dear old
nannies full of solicitude for their charges. “In the occupied
countries,” he writes, “there are murderers, saboteurs and con-
spirators. A shot fired at a German officer is aimed not only against
the German authorities, it is also aimed at the back of all Europeans
who are prepared to defend Europe.”

Who are these ‘ Europeans who are prepared to defend Europe™?
They are a handful of lackeys: Mannerheim, lousy Antonescu,
butcher Mussolini, drunkard Horthy, criminal Pavelich, the petty
provocateur Quisling, and a few other pimps and pickpockets.
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torture without onlookers. They are afraid of anything in the way
of evidence. So away with the cameras!

A naive subterfuge! We have millions of witnesses. They haven’t
killed everybody. And those who have remained alive have seen
everything. The burnt-out houses are also witnesses. The women’s
jackets in the German staff H.Qs. also constitute material evidence.
We’ll do without German photographs. We won’t waste our time
trying to guess which S.S. man committed the act of violence or which
one smashed the skull. We know that all the S.S. are Himmler’s
henchmen and professional executioners.

The day will come when we’ll put Hitler in the dock. He will
have to answer for everything. Perhaps he’ll say: ‘“Where’s the
evidence? Where are the witnesses?”” Then the tortured victims
will rise from their graves. Then the mothers of the victims will rush
at Hitler, and even the stones of the burned Russian towns will cry
out. Then our land which has known all the horror of German
atrocities will cry out: “Death! Death! Death!”

December 18th, 1941.

OUT OF REACH

The Frankfurter Zeitung writes :

“The Bremer cotton firm has announced the increase of its net
capital of 5,000,000 marks, which are intended for the sowing and
purchase of cotton within the framework of the economic develop-
ment of the East, including the sowing of cotton in Turkestan.”

No doubt about it: the German plutocrats have long arms.
What do they dream about in Frankfort in between the R.A.F.’s
raids? Cotton in Turkestan.

Meanwhile a shareholder of the Bremer Company, who is also
an ober-leutnant of the German Army, is taking to his heels from
Kalinin. “What are you shivering for, Herr Ober-leutnant?” a
tactless colleague asks. “It’s cold,” says the ober-leutnant. “Phew!
what a dreadful climate!” He’s lying: he’s shivering not only with
the cold, but also with fear.

The dream of cotton in Turkestan will have to be abandoned.
It’s a long way from Kalinin to Tashkent. It’s much nearer from
Kalinin to Frankfort. But it’s not only a question of miles. The
Germans have been campaigning in the East for six months. Now
they have changed their direction; they are running towards the
West. No time to think about Turkestan. They are more concerned
with getting back to their own accursed hole.
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When we get into warm quarters, we start looking for the insects
without more ado”’ (Giraud).

“I know of no more unpleasant feeling than that which one
experiences at night in a forest of unknown extent in a hostile coun-
try. The forests are literally teeming with Russians” (von Zukkov).

“We have been given orders to burn all the villages when we
retreat’” (Pastore).

“Our poor soldiers were unable to do anything. Many of them had
frost-bitten hands and feet. The Russians killed almost all of
them” (Bourgoyne).

“We were compelled to abandon the guns. Our strength is
reduced to 4,000 bayonets. Many outstanding officers have
perished.”

Where do these quotations come from? Are they from the diary
of some Ober-leutnant, or the letters of some German corporal?
No, these notes are much older: they were made by Frenchmen,
Germans and Italians who took part in Napoleon’s Russian cam-
paign. They were made in the early days of the retreat. Later on
the invaders had no time for literature.

No doubt Hitler is very far from being a Napoleon. Bonaparte
was an army commander of genius. Pushkin and Lermontov wrote
about him. Who will write about Hitler? Goebbels, perhaps?

However, the retreat of Hitler’s horde is strikingly reminiscent of
the retreat of the Grande Armée. Evidently the Russian land has its
own tradition: a warm welcome for friends, frost and death for
enemies.

The wretched clown may console himself by exclaiming: “I am
retreating in the footsteps of Napoleon.” The only difference is
that Napoleon entered Moscow, whereas the Tyrolese nark had to
be satisfied with field-glasses.

January 18th, 1942.

CRIME AND PUNISHMENT

An edifying picture can be seen in one of the burnt villages near
Mojhaisk : the half-charred body of a German lying among the
ruins of a cottage. His face has been eaten away by the fire, but
the naked sole of his foot is pink with the cold and seems alive.
The women collective farmers relate how this German and other
“torch-bearers” set fire to the village. The bottle of inflammable
liquid flared up in his hand.  Now he lies like a lump of charred
meat, an example of crime and punishment.
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of the whole world can study the habits and customs of the Hitlerite
tribe.

I will begin with their external appearance. It is positively
nauseating to look at the prisoners: they are so filthy. The peasant
women wash the walls of the cottages that have remained intact
with boiling water, scour the floor and keep the doors open to
““get the smell of them out of the house.” The Germans turned the
rooms where they lived and slept into public lavatories. ‘“What
do the prisoners say?”’ asks a citizen in Kuibyshev or Sverdlovsk.
It is difficult to answer this question. The prisoners don’t talk, they
scratch themselves like lousy dogs. Their hands are covered with a
crust of dirt, and their chests are speckled with vermin. The blue
drawers and pink chemises which they got from Paris have turned
brownish-grey.

The women collective farmers have a lot to say about the manners
of these uninvited guests. One man wiped his feet on a towel and
then wiped his face with it. Another relieved himself in the cottage
in the presence of women. A third killed lice on the table while his
companions were having supper. A fourth boiled coffee in a slop pail.
A fifth kept granulated sugarin a dirty sock. We need not continue.

I remember when I was in Germany ten years ago a merchant
once said to me very arrogantly: “As you see, even the pigs in
Germany are remarkable for their cleanliness.” This, of course,
was a figure of speech—the merchant wanted to raise the price of
Westphalian ham. But how has it come about that the Germans,
who used to be so proud of their efficiency, have become far filthier
than pigs?

The German who relieved himself in the presence of women in a
cottage was looking for an ash-tray in order to put down a cigarette-
stub. A number of conventions, rules learnt by heart, and mechanical
gestures distinguish the Berliner of 1942 from an out-and-out
savage. The culture of contemporary Germany is a thin film over
the chaos of primitive barbarism. When the German found himself
faced with the conditions of the Russian winter, he gave up washing
altogether. He doesn’t like washing in very cold weather. He
prefers shivering, and the itch of lice, to exposing himself to the
cold. If there is no warm lavatory, he prefers to turn the sitting-
room into one. Thus in a couple of weeks the pseudo-civilized man
becomes a wild animal.

External cleanliness is linked with internal cleanliness. The soldier
of Hohenzollern Germany was by no means an angel. He too
plundered and behaved like a brute. But in comparison with the
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Paris they plan the removal of the Eiffel Tower, in Russia they are
erecting gallows. They have marked the route of their “crusade”
with brothels; it has become an invasion of the germs of venereal
disease. They have shown that behind the machine civilization of
Germany there are none of the standards common to mankind.
The men who have invaded Russia are primitive creatures with
automatic weapons. As for their “philosophy,” it makes you feel
you want to rush to the bath-house. And when you witness their
stubborn resistance, you not only feel no respect for them, but you
experience a profound revulsion: you feel you want to shout over
the corpse of every German: ‘“Human freedom is the greatest
thing in the world!”

It will not be easy to exterminate them. They are welded together
not with ideas (what ideas can there be there!) but by mechanical
obedience and the feeling of mutual security. They are not ashamed
of the blood they have shed. They are not blind—they can see that
blood. They realize that it will be impossible to put all the blame
on Hitler and try to make out that Goering is a paschal lamb.
They’ve all got their snouts in the trough. An ideal unites heroes.
“Dirty work > makes a gang stick together. It is a big gang and it
will be difficult to break it up. But we shall break it up, although it
will be a very tough job.

What has happened near Moscow is no casual episode, but a very
instructive historical and moral lesson. The power of the human
spirit, the light of reason and dignity have conquered the darkness
of the barbarian, the soulless machinery of the robot, the puffed-up
arrogance of the parasite. We have held the torch aloft throughout
the gloom of this autumn, the torch of our culture and of the
culture which we rightly call common to mankind. This is the torch
of ancient Greece, the Renaissance, the eighteenth century—every-
thing that mankind has opposed to slavishness, stagnation and
atavism. There is a shining moral principle in our struggle against
Germany—the principle of reason, spiritual purity, freedom and
dignity. “Do you know what justice is?”’ I asked one German
prisoner. Instead of answering, he covered his face with his arm, as
if he thought I was going to strike him. That is how I see Germany
now—she is afraid of looking in front of her. She is still breathing
and moving. She is still shooting. She is still capable of killing and
wreaking havoc. She is still capable of causing the world immense
suffering, but she no longer lives in the real sense. It is a muscular
reflex spasm like that which occurs in an organism after death.

January 29th, 1942.
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goods to his Gretchen. This “knight”” will know how to ““distri-
bute.” His programme has been drawn up with careful precision.
The U.S.S.R. is to become a German granary.

No! The fields of the Ukraine shall not bear wheat for the
Germans! The Russians shall not work for the lousy “knights.”
The Bielorussians shall not feed the hungry Regierungspraesidenten.

According to the Danziger Vorposten, the U.S.S.R. “has long
been a sphere of German influence.” The Fritzes have a poor
knowledge of history. Russia has known a foreign yoke, but it was
not a German one. Invaders have entered Moscow, but they were
not Germans. The Germans have never taken Moscow. But the
keys of Berlin have jingled in the pocket of a Russian general. When
traitors brought the Germans to Kiev in 1918, they did not cut their
capers there for long. It was easy for them to come, but they found
it much harder to get away.

This Fritz from Danzig invites the Germans to look on Kharkov
and Novgorod as their own fatherland. There is no objection to
their looking. The Fritzes have even looked at Moscow through
field-glasses. We have polished off those Fritzes and taken their
field-glasses. Let the sausage-maker from Diisseldorf look on
Novgorod as his own fatherland. We know where he was born.
We even know where he will die.

They were born at Magdeburg, Swinemiinde, Schweinfurt,
Kaiserslautern, Ludenscheid. Their own country is there. But they
will die at Kiev, Kharkov, Minsk, Smolensk, Novgorod. Their
graves are here.

February 20th, 1941.

SYMBOLS OF SOVEREIGNTY

A printed notice hangs on the walls of the Russian towns occupied
by the Germans. It was written by a German who had evidently
failed to learn the Russian language properly:

“All inhabitants must themselves register immediately after
exclamation by the Burgomaster.

““The exception with Gestapo permission is allowed.

“Members of the popular German race at their place of residence
are provisioned with declaration of Volks-Deutsche.

“The employment of the German greeting is the singular privilege
of German subjects.

“Land, ground rights and movable property are considered enemy

property.
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“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.



FRITZ AT PLAY

In 1937 Julius Streicher, the publisher of German pornographic
magazines, declared that ““Hitler was the best doctor of the German
people.” Until recently the Tyrolese copper’s nark was a psychopath,
who treated the Fritzes for black melancholia. Now he has had to
turn pox-doctor. The German High Command has circulated
Order No. 514:

“The extraordinary increase in the number of cases of venereal
disease is a menace to the fighting fitness of the Army. Fatigue duty
may help to abate this danger. Given high morale among the troops
and strict discipline, the number of venereal cases can be reduced
to tolerable proportions. It is incumbent on the German soldier
that he should be in a position to give information regarding his
partner and her place of abode.”

So writes the Ober-pox-doctor of Germany. The Fritzes listen
and wonder what is this high morale to which Hitler refers. The
morale of a retreating army is generally somewhat low. What sort
of discipline is the Fiihrer dreaming of? Men who go to war for
the sake of stealing geese are not soldiers, but unbridled thieves.

Fritz has made a tour of all the brothels of Europe. I have before
me a printed card, which was found in the pocket of one of the
German baboons—it is a card for a woman:

““Supervised brothel at Beaumont-sur-Oise.

“Name of girl : Jeanne Peéret.

““Control Number 232681.

‘At the end of one month this card is to be destroyed. Not to be
shown to uninitated persons.”

Beaumont-sur-Oise is a little French town. What a lot of humili-
ation is concealed in that number 232681! “Not to be shown to the
uninitiated”—such are the “secret documents” of the German
baboons!

The High Command of the German Army is now anxious to
“reduce the number of venereal cases to tolerable proportions.”
Hitherto we have only known how many corporals there were in a
German company. Now we shall learn how many cases of venereal
disease are ““tolerable® in a German company.

The Fritzes are particularly concerned about the place of abode
of their “partners.”” How many of them must there have been in
the happy days when Fritz was gadding about from country to
country! Who are Fritz’s “partners’’? All the prostitutes of Europe
from Amsterdam to the Piraeus. Now they have got to remember
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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
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quoted the diary of the German corporal who wrote that tortures
“cheered him up and even excited him.” There is no love of the
German people in Hitler’s speeches: they breathe nothing but
malevolence. Even Hitler’s voice is like the guttural howl of a
hyena. He tries to warm the hearts of his soldiers with malevolence,
urging them to burn, rob and kill. He sends his divisions like
poisoned arrows to distant countries. What except irrational
blind malevolence can urge on a native of Bavaria or Westphalia
who has been sent to kill Ukrainian and Russian children?

The Russian people have known a great and difficult life; their
path to happiness and perfection has not been strewn with roses.
Yet even in the hardest days of his history the Russian guarded
himself from the dark evil of malevolence. Russian patriotism was
nourished on love for the Russian people, but not on contempt for
other nations. The Russian soldier took pity on his prisoner and
never harmed the defenceless. The Russian literature of the nine-
teenth century took possession of the conscience of all that was
best in the civilized world : there was no European writer who did
not learn humanitarianism from the Russian novel. Our national,
political and social struggle—from the Decembrists to Zoya Kosmo-
demyanskaya—astonished the world with its disinterestedness, self-
abnegation and nobility of soul.

Even now the sentiment of malevolence is unable to seduce us.
The idea of revenge cannot satisfy our outraged reason. We speak
not of malevolence but of hatred, not of revenge but of justice.
This is no mere verbal distinction: they are different sentiments.
Hatred, like love, is peculiar to clean, warm hearts. We hate
Fascism, because we love people, children, trees, animals, laughter,
books, the warmth of a friendly hand, because we love life. The
stronger our love of life, the stronger is our hatred.

In newspaper articles one meets with the expression ““the enemy
infantry.” To us the Hitlerites are not merely enemies: we do not
regard them as human beings, but as murderers, executioners, moral
degenerates and cruel fanatics, and that is why we hate them. At
the beginning of this unusual war, many of us did not realize the
true nature of the people who were invading our country. People
who were excessively credulous or the reverse thought that Hitler’s
army was the army of a hostile but civilized State and that it was
composed of educated officers and disciplined soldiers. They
naively presumed that we were being attacked by human beings.
But they turned out to be monsters who had chosen a death’s head
for their emblem, young brazen-faced robbers and vandals, who
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him and convert the dull-witted killer into an industrious human
being. That is a task for future German educationists. We are
thinking about something else: our country, our work and our
families. We have learnt to hate, because we are capable of loving.
Not long ago seven Red Army men under the command of
Lieutenant Dementiev were defending a small height on the north-
western frontier. The Germans counter-attacked with strong forces.
Forty bombers and artillery and mortar fire were directed against
these eight courageous men. The heroes perished, but the slopes of
the hill were covered with German bodies. Over 300 Fascists met
their deaths storming the little hill defended by those eight. Lieuten-
ant Dementiev and the seven Red Army men—whose names I do
not know—-gave their lives for their friends and relations, their own
home and our common home—immortal Russia. They exterminated
hundreds of Fascists and in so doing they saved the lives of hundreds
of honest people. An old Serbian peasant woman can pray for
Lieutenant Dementiev and his seven comrades, and far beyond the
ocean people will say: “Eternal glory shine upon them!” In their
last moments a great indestructible love, like the gold rays of dawn,
inspired those eight heroes, and with it a sacred wrath, like the
blood-red sunset, lit up their faces in the glow of battle. Whoever
loves strongly, hates strongly. To the battlefield, red banner of our
regiments and divisions—in you is the blood of self-sacrificing love,
our wrath, our hatred and our vow: Russia shall live, the Fascists

shall not live!
May 5th, 1942.
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deputy Matteoti. Being a coward, Mussolini hastened to declare:
*“I am innocent of this crime.” He was afraid of the people’s wrath.

Later, he strengthened his position and became supreme. He
longed for mass murders. *“War is an affair of divine origin,” he
declared. “War is to men what motherhood is to women.”

In Abyssinia he went in for wholesale killing. His victims, more-
over, were harmless pastoral tribes. Then he sent his Black-shirts
to Spain, where they drenched the streets of Malaga in blood. I have
seen the diaries and note-books of Mussolini’s soldiers. They are
registers of robberies and murders.

Mussolini adores pomp and ceremony. His speeches are always
delivered from a balcony. He is fond of comparing himself to Julius
Caesar. Because he is so short, he sits on a high chair to receive
visitors. He walks on tip-toe and lives on stilts.

The Black-shirt battalions bear highly poetical names. Soldiers
who have been trounced by all the armies of the world are called
“The Invincibles,” ‘“The Indomitables,” ‘“The Invulnerables.”
These burglars are christened “Lions” and “Tigers.”” Would-be
deserters are called ““Storm,” “Hurricane,”” “Tempest.”

Mussolini, the admirable family man, respects the institution of
prostitution. When he sent his troops to Africa he took care to
organize motorized brothels. One of his journalists, Turazzi,
informed the public how the Duce was preparing for victory : “ We pre-
fer Arab women and negresses—they stand far more than the whites.”

Mussolini created the Fascist army. It distinguishes itself from
other armies by the fact that it surrenders immediately. It has the
greatest talent for surrendering of any army in the world. In March
1937 Mussolini sent a telegram to General Mancini: “I congratulate
my Legionaries on their inevitable victory at Guadalajara.” The
Spaniards found this telegram two days later at Mancini’s H.Q. The
general himself had bolted. Meanwhile his invincible Legionaries
were surrendering to the Republicans. The expeditionary corps
was under the command of Mussolini’s favourite, General Bergon-
zoli, who displayed great ability as a sprinter. Recently Mussolini
sent him to Libya, where he took to his heels and bolted from
Bardia, leaving his men to their fate. The British finally caught this
light-footed general at Benghazi.

When the Italians were beaten by the Greeks, Mussolini said:
“The whole world sees the power of Italy.” When the Italians were
running away from the British in Libya, Mussolini declared: “We
are victorious in two continents.”

He declared war on France exactly four days before the fall of
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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
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The order is signed by the Chief of the General Staff of the
Rumanian Army.

“My lord” General Antonescu is, of course, no better than his
subordinates: he is a savage in gold braid. But he has undertaken
to provide Hitler with half a million men and is afraid of being
dismissed. Hence his wrath.

The German tanks rumble ahead and behind them plod the
Rumanians. Some of them are naked, having sold their army shirts
for a quarter-rouble. Or perhaps they were never issued with shirts.
“My lord” General Antonescu may have pocketed the money set
aside for their purchase. Some of the men wear their greatcoats on
a hot day—they must be shivering with fear. They are marching to
bring culture to Russia! And to make sure they march, the Nazis
follow them up with tommy-guns and drive the “savage horde”
onwards.

They have been driven to Odessa. The contemptible horde is
now at the gates of that beautiful city. We’ll pay back the Germans
for having invaded us. We’ll also pay them back for having driven
the Rumanian lumpish mob against us.

September Tth, 1941.

THE RUMANIAN UNDERWORLD

Mobsters have broken into our house. German thugs, monocled
lieutenants and Prussian swashbucklers are getting drunk and
running amok in Russian towns. They have brought with them
their painted jackals—the Rumanian officers. Obsequiously
a Rumanian general takes the boots off the high and mighty feet
of a Mecklenburg cad. Respectfully he holds out his hand in
expectation of a tip. These boyars are insolent and cowardly,
like hereditary lackeys.

Here is how a Rumanian general describes the Rumanian officers,
in an order dated September 3rd, 1941:

“I have always taken pride in the special qualities of the officers
under my command. Unlike the officers of the other unmits, my
officers do not drink immoderately, fight among themselves, steal,
or gamble. You have brought these qualities with you from your
parents and the honest milieu from which you come. My merit
consists only in having done my best to foster these qualities.”

In thus praising his subordinates, the general admits straight out
that the officers of the “other units” are drunkards, squabblers,
thieves and gamblers. What a charming army! The general flogs
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multitude of ghosts in soldiers’ uniforms. “Welcome, my friends,”
he said in satisfied tones. “Are you the French soldiers of the
German Army?”

“No, marshal,” said the ghosts. “We’re your own soldiers.
We’re the heroes of Verdun.”

“Ah, you too are hurrying to the East?”’

“Yes, we're hurrying to the East. We’re going to say to the
defenders of Moscow : Paris, great Paris is with you. We, the heroes
of Verdun, dip our unfading banners before the heroes of Moscow.
We are also hurrying to the South, where our allies are fighting the
Germans in the Libyan desert. A handful of French heroes are
fighting there also.”

The aged Marshal frowned. “I see!” he exclaimed. “So you’ve
gone over to de Gaulle?”

“No, marshal. We haven’t gone over. It’s you who've gone
over—not to de Gaulle, but to Abetz and the enemies of France,
the Germans. Once upon a time you defended every inch of our
soil against the foe. Now you have opened the gates of France to
the enemy. Once you were a soldier. Now you have become a
doorkeeper. The very soil of Verdun curses you, marshal. We’re
hurrying to the East. We don’t want General von Bock to enter
Moscow.”

“Why? What have we got to do with the Russians? What is
Moscow to you?”

“We’re thinking of Paris, marshal . The German General von
Stuelpnagel is strutting about our Paris. He’s jeering at the French.
When General Bock starts to run westward, General Stuelpnagel
will make a bolt for the East. We want to liberate France. We want
to avenge the blood of the hostages of Nantes. We want to live as
free men or die. . . .”

The Marshal rubbed his eyes. “To die?” he said. “But aren’t
you dead already? The dead have no right to talk. T’ll ask the
Gestapo to put sentries on guard in the cemeteries of Verdun. We,
Marshal Philippe Pétain, forbid the dead to carry on anti-German
propaganda. I order...”

It is not the dead, but the living who are talking to Marshal Pétain.
It is the French people who are talking. They are forging their
weapons underground, and preparing their front. They are listening
to the guns of Moscow—the hope of the world. The French people
keep repeating two words: “Moscou tiendra”—*“ Moscow will hold
out.” Hitler has got no French “volunteers” : a handful of thugs and
pimps cannot be passed off as the French people. But listen, friends
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—across the mountains, across the snow and across accursed Ger-
many to Moscow come the words of the immortal * Marseillaise™ :

Allons, enfants de la patrie,
Le jour de gloire est arrivé!

November 28th, 1941.

DEATH TO THE TRAITORS

The first thing the Germans did when they occupied Russian
towns was to set up a gallows: this was their way of compensating
for the trees of the parks which had been cut down. Then they
started “cultural work™ and began publishing news-sheets. Base
German lies were hastily translated into bad Russian. In the town
of Stalino a Baltic German edited the Donetz Messenger, and in
Kaluga a Rumanian pimp named Buziscu was editing a rag called
The New Path. After organizing their press the Germans turned to
industry and commerce.

At Dniepropetrovsk they announced: “We hope to get the
factories in full working order by the spring of 1943.” The factories
are standing idle. The machinery has been evacuated and there are
no raw materials. And long before any raw materials are available
the inhabitants of Dniepropetrovsk will have forgotten all about the
abominable months under the German yoke. The talk about getting
the factories going is just words. On the other hand, something has
got to be done to re-establish private enterprise and trade.

They begin with industry. In the town of Stalino, two swindlers,
“Messrs. Sergienko and Zaharov,” as they are called in the local
sheet, have opened an establishment for the production of “fruit
drinks and aerated waters.” There is nothing to eat in the town,
but a couple of crooks bottle some water, add a little powder—and
long live private enterprise!

Trade? Of course! True, there is nothing to trade with. But
furniture can be taken out of the houses and furniture shops can be
opened. When the Germans were occupying Kaluga, a German
named Drinker opened a smart shop in the Kutuzovskaya Street
in which he sold stolen mattresses, purloined lamps and abandoned
arm-chairs. There were no buyers, but the Commandant recom-
mended Drinker as “a respectable tradesman.”

For their news-sheets, gallows, aerated waters and shops stocked
with stolen property the Germans need people. Only a few thousand
traitors have been found in our boundless country. They have
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Germany’s commercial-traveller-in-chief, von Ribbentrop, has
arrived in Budapest. Once upon a time he used to sell doctored
champagne, but now he deals in cannon fodder.

The Hungarians haggle. The Kuban is a long way off, but there’s
a nice slice of Rumanian Transylvania next door. The Germans
will not scruple to betray the Rumanians to the Hungarians—Hitler
doesn’t stand on ceremony with his cast-off whores. He needs
soldiers. To hell with the Rumanian cripples! Long live Hungarian
cannon fodder! As a consolation for Antonescu, Hitler has given
him a present of a new Mercedes.

However, among the cars abandoned by the Germans near
Kaluga we have seen a good many Mercedes cars, so General
Antonescu is not likely to get very far. It is to be presumed that
the Hungarian Horthy will be more cunning and stand out for a
Messerschmidt together with a good supply of petrol.

January 10th, 1942.

THE DISILLUSIONMENT OF A HIRELING

Lieutenant Jorge Mercadel is a well-trained Fascist and a true
disciple of the Berlin butchers. Jorge had killed a good many
Spaniards in his native country, but he wanted to extend his sphere
of activity. The Germans told him that in Russia he would be able
to kill and loot in comfort. Jorge was naive enough to believe them,
and made the long trip from Spain to the Volkhov front.

At the end of November he was in high spirits—busy guzzling
himself and smoking cigars. He notes with satisfaction in his diary
that his tommy-gunners are firing at the Russians. Captain Alba
has praised him, and he is in the seventh heaven of delight. On
December 7th, however, his mood undergoes a sudden change.
He writes:

“The situation has become unbearable. In the evening we were
ordered by Colonel Esparsa to evacuate our positions. We are
moving at 9 p.m., abandoning everything we possess.”

This change-over is fascinating: only a short while ago everything
was couleur de rose, and all of a sudden “the situation has become
unbearable.” The Russians suddenly rose and smote the Fascists,
and it is clear that Lieutenant Mercadel did not expect such an
affront. The gallant lieutenant abandoned his mortar, but got away
safe and sound. For a little while his escape consoles him:

“The retreat is being carried out successfully,” he writes, *“ although
it pains me to look at the few soldiers who have remained alive—

L
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they can hardly crawl. The men are poorly clad, exhausted and
dying of cold and hunger. I am in command of the remnants of
the Ist and 3rd platoons—fifty men—they are not soldiers but
trash, and trash without any guts or ammunition. Only eight belts
to five machine-guns.”

The lieutenant is particularly concerned about his own position.
What can he say of the soldiers when he has become lousy him-
self?

“We haven’t had a wash for a month. My socks and boots are
in holes. I'm crawling with lice.”

This is quite a familiar picture: lice are no respecters of persons.
They will feed on a Prussian baron and a Spanish hidalgo.

On December 22nd Jorge goes into raptures. The poor mutt is
promised that he will be sent home in the middle of January. He
writes :

“This news has had such an effect on me that I have been singing.”

But the little bird sang too soon: the good news is followed by an
unpleasant bombardment. Jorge gets a shivering fit, and for the
first time he has his doubts about the invincibility of his Berlin
masters:

“A German sapper officer told me that Brauchitsch has been dis-
missed and that Hitler himself is now in charge of operations. This
is a bad sign.”

A few days later Jorge writes something which is altogether
unexpected : “The fighting spirit of our division is now directed
entirely against the Germans.”

The Hitlerites seem to have given themselves a lot of trouble for
nothing. They brought the Spaniards to fight the Russians and it
turns out that all the Spaniards are now longing for is to have a crack
at the Germans.

While the Spanish Falangists are pouring out the vials of their
wrath on the Germans, the Russians are advancing. Jorge notices
that the Germans are on the run, so without more ado he starts
running himself. When he manages to get his breath back, he takes
out his diary and writes:

“ At the present moment the Spanish division is in a state of chaos.
Its units are shattered. There is no fighting spirit and no ammunition.
No confidence in the commanders. The commanders themselves are
absolutely incompetent. Our General Queipo de Llano was quite
right when he wrote to one of my men: ‘I have lost faith in Spain
and her leaders.” The ‘Blue Division’ came here to glorify Spain.
The very opposite has happened—the whole world sees our disgrace.
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himself. He never scuttled back to Paris and Abetz. Of course not.
He deliberately withdrew from Mojhaisk to Paris on purpose.

No need to teach Doriot anything about withdrawal. He is rene-
gade by nature, traitor by profession and Judas by inspiration.
I have seen him with German officers in Paris. He was all over them.
He filled them up with vintage Burgundy and took them on a
personally conducted tour of the brothels. He helped them to arrest
the French patriots. Judas Iscariot’s price was thirty pieces of silver.
Jacques Doriot is far more accommodating; he accepts occupation
marks.

At Mojhaisk there are some German crosses which bear French
names. Jacques Doriot and his pal, the experienced horse-thief
Pierre Laval, managed to collect a few thousand French underworld
specimens. This collection of apaches and pimps they called a
“Legion,” and sent them to Mojhaisk to take Moscow. They were
incorporated in the 7th German division, and the German General
von Hablenz grunted with satisfaction: “Franzosen? Very good!
We have already taken France. Donnerwetter! Now let the French-
men take Moscow for us.” The betrayers of France fought in Ger-
man uniforms, and they are buried under German crosses adorned
with the swastika.

In a village near Mojhaisk the women collective farmers said
to me: “We had Frenchmen quartered on us. They plundered
us.”

I said: “You mean Germans?”

“No,” they said, “they were Frenchmen. They kept shouting:
‘ M’sieu, m’sieu!’”

*“No, my dears,” I said, “those weren’t Frenchmen. Real French-
men detest the Germans the same as we do. The Germans have
robbed, burnt and drowned France in blood. The people you had
quartered on you were scum. They were born in France, but they
betrayed their country.”

The women collective farmers understood. “Just like our head-
man,” they said.

When Ober-leutnant Jacques Doriot walks the streets of Paris,
he has a couple of German police to protect his despicable existence
from a French bullet.

The real France was not at Mojhaisk, nor did it march against
Moscow. It is preparing for another campaign, the goal of which
is Paris. The vow of every Frenchman is to liberate his great city
from the German violators. In France the Germans don’t hang
people—they behead them. Every day they are executing French
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a telegram to Rome at the Government’s expense: “We came. We
saw. We conquered.”

However, the Italians are not always given up to buying and
selling. At times they manifest real contempt for money. Why
bother about money, when they have imperishable laurels? They
don’t buy from the population: they magnanimously take. The
following document speaks for itself. It is a list of the names of
collective farmers in the village of Orlovo-Ivanovka with notes in
Italian in the margin. They were made by the open-handed Com-
mander of the 79th battalion of the ““Celere Division.”” The notes
are monotonously similar: “Una vacca” or “2 vacche”—*“One
cow,” “2 cows.” You mustn’t think that the Commander of the
79th battalion stooped to trade. No, he did nothing calculated to
lower the honour of the Black-shirts: instead of buying the cows,
he took them for nothing.

Returning to Italy after their “heroic™ adventures, the Italian
officers take with them their imperishable laurels, that is to say, all
sorts of property stolen from Russia. Travelling with heavy luggage
is not easy in wartime. As a reward for its brave heroes, the High
Command of the LLE.C.R. has issued the following order:

“Generals and colonels who are leaving for home may take their
orderlies with them. Other officers must ask for special permission.”

A hero can get along much better with an orderly. With an orderly
he can even export a milch cow, to say nothing of an upright piano.

But, you may say, they can’t always be trading in foreign currency
and stealing cows. They must do some fighting in the intervals.
Well, here are some examples of the military exploits, of the Black-
shirts.

The colonel in command of the 3rd regiment of Bersaglieri,
Signor Aminto Caretto, reports that Bersagliere Stella Sevino di
Giovanni of the Staff Company distinguished himself as follows:

“Taking advantage of the temporary absence of the officers’
orderlies, he occupied the premises set aside for officers and declared
that he was going to carry out sentry duty near the two buildings
situated close by. On being ordered to return to his section, he did
not obey and was again discovered in the same room, sitting in his
shirt and writing a private letter.”

Here is an exploit of another Bersagliere, Ladesio Cesare di
Giuseppe:

“Stole 28 kilos of pork from the army administration.” You need
to know from whom to steal.

Gentile Mario, the centurion of machine-gun squad 63 of the
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going to waste any fuel, so they made the Falangists go on foot.
The result of this little trek was that 800 Spaniards fell out of the
ranks. Besides fatigue, the attitude of the Poles also had its effect
on the preliminary losses of the “Blue Division.” The Falangists
were received even less politely in Poland than they had been in
France. There were many cases of Polish peasants assaulting
Spanish “volunteers.”

In the middle of October the hirelings hobbled up to the front at
last. Wet snow was already falling. The German Command
allotted the Lake Ilmen region to the chilly Andalusians.

In the first two months the *Blue Division” lost 7,000 men.
Some of them were the victims of artillery fire, others were killed
in our counter-attacks. Some died of cold. The Russian guerillas
also took their toll.

The Germans clothed the hirelings even worse than their own
troops, and fed them on garbage. In an order of December 4th the
Germans required the Spaniards to eat bad meat: “Tinned food
which has fermented is not to be thrown away.”

One day Colonel Pimentel said to his men: “Tell the truth.
Youre getting bad food. And you’re getting bad food because
those sons of bitches, the Germans, don’t give us anything else.”

Among themselves the “volunteers’ make extensive use of the
language of signs: “Captain Garcia gave Amilcar several slaps in
the face.” ““An N.C.O. gave Flecha several kicks, so that he fell
down and howled.” ‘“Salgado bashed his face till it bled.” “The
men were beaten for upsetting the cauldron in the kitchen.” ““Lieu-
tenant Matamorgos lost his fountain-pen, and said he would not
let anyone out of barracks till it was found. Useda whistled, not
because he was disrespectful, but because he was surprised, and
Captain Garson hit him on the head several times with his riding
whip.”

The bravery of this band of warriors can be judged from the
following note: “A horse galloped into the camp. Two men were
so surprised that they dropped their rifles. The colonel was furious
and called our battalion ‘a mob of old women.””

It is not surprising that the Spaniards sustained heavy losses in
their very first actions. The “Blue Division™ had to be withdrawn
to the rear. Fresh hirelings were sent out from Spain, after a few
more million pesetas had been distributed. Now the “Blue Division”
is back at the front again. The new recruits are hardly likely to be
any more fortunate than the original skirmishers. The number of
“silent graves” will go on increasing.
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A good many people have been busy recruiting for Hitler in
France ; they include the renegade Doriot, Marcel Déat, the ““Cagou-
lard” Deloncle, and the turncoat Colonel Labonne. The ““volun-
teers” were promised a lump sum of 2,000 francs or 100 occupation
marks, and their wages were fixed at 60 marks a month.

The Germans not only lured Frenchmen with money. They
promised the “volunteers” they would liberate their relations who
were in German concentration camps. The father of Légionnaire
Francois Robin wrote to him: “ Guy’s address is Gefangenenummer
99,844, Stalag XI, Deutschland. He will be glad you have set him
free.” His mother added: “I have written to the manager of the
Parti Populaire Francais (Doriot’s party) to ask what steps have to
be taken for the release of Guy now that you have joined up. Guy’s
last letter was far from cheerful. He said it would be a couple of
years before he gets back.”

Hitler says: “Do you want me to let Guy out of his cell? Very
well, go and die for me.” Frangois Robin was in fact killed near
Mojhaisk. Who knows where Guy is now?

In August 5,000 hirelings were gathered together at Versailles.
Laval presented a banner to the Légionnaires. As everybody knows,
one of them paid him back with a bullet.

After this incident a hundred Legionaries were pulled in by the
Gestapo ; the rest were sent off to Poland. On the way there German
maidens in the French town of Troyes regaled the hirelings with
ersatz coffee. The French were not allowed to stay in Germany,
but were taken to a camp at Deba near Cracow. The French Fascists
remember the Poles with terror. One of them writes: “We have
come to a hostile country.”

On October 16th the Legionaries were lined up. A General with
the melodious name of von Haum had arrived from Breslau. He
administered the oath. The French repeated the words : “I solemnly
swear that I will obey Adolf Hitler unconditionally.”

There was no lack of guests. De Brinon, who bears the somewhat
humorous title of “Ambassador of the French Government in
Paris,” arrived on October 26th. He advised the Legionaries to
fight courageously for Germany.

Among various incidents in the camp was the suicide of one of
the Legionaries and the arrest of four others. A certain Grislac
made notes of the Legionaries’ military exploits as follows: “A
Legionary stole a pork cutlet. Lieutenant Schule gave him a good
thrashing.”

At last the Legionaries were incorporated in the 7th infantry
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there can be noble executioners, disinterested robbers or inspired
mercenaries. Fascism is not an ideal, it is the lowest condition of
man, brutalization, demoralization and vice. Slaves or hirelings,
they all have the same value. Some were driven by force, others were
lured with doubtful paper-money or stolen bacon.

In 1812 the Russian people talked of the “invasion by twelve
languages.” Now the motley hirelings from many nations speak
the same simplified language: “Give me a chicken, stand against
the wall, take off your felt boots, the gallows, Heil Hitler!”” If we
make no addition to our oath “Death to the German invaders!”
it is because the Italian Black-shirts, Antonescu’s Rumanians,
Mannerheim’s Finns, the Spanish Falangists, the French Légion-
naires, and the Belgian ““Flanders” and ‘“Walloon™ battalions are
not regarded by the Russians as the representatives of other nations,
but as German invaders of the ““second class.”

March 11th, 1942,

SPRING DAYS

Up till this winter Hitler used to tell his soldiers that they were
invincible the whole year round. The Fritzes believed him, as was
to be expected of Fritzes. Such was the origin of the myth of the
“invincibility” of the German Army. This myth has long been
buried underneath the snow. Hitler now tells the German soldiers
that they are invincible in the spring and summer. This is merely
an ersatz myth.

Why does Hitler shout about operations in the spring? Because
he has got to pacify his people. Germania is an exceedingly nervous
lady. She needs to have reports of victories and consignments of
booty every day. But in the last four months the nervous lady
has been getting nothing but black-edged envelopes. Germania has
fallen into hysterics. It is impossible to quiet her with soothing
syrup. She must have victories. So Hitler, the horse-leech, whispers :
“We’ll be victorious in the spring.”

The German newspapers describe at length what the Germans
intend to do in the East. Why are they so talkative? When Hitler
was preparing to attack Russia, he kept silent. He made no boast
of the number of divisions that had been sent to the Russian frontier,
nor did he breathe a word about when or where he intended to move.
If the men were inquisitive, the officers answered that it was a military
secret. But this time Hitler announces his intentions beforehand.
He indicates the front to which he has sent this or that Field-Marshal.
He shows his cards to everybody.
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nights. As for the fifty-year-olds, they know the way to Russia.
And they also know the way out of Russia. They remember 1918.
Many of them have fought against Hitler. He has conquered but
not convinced them.

The Rumanians are more concerned about Oradea Mare than
about Oreanda in the Crimea. The Slavs don’t want to fight against
their fellow-Slavs of Russia. Pimps are not made for machine-gun
fire, and Doriot’s and Serrano Sufier’s thugs are not the sort that
capture towns.

Hitler has taken German divisions from France, Holland, Norway
and Greece and transferred them to the East. But in the occupied
countries the struggle of the subjugated peoples against their
oppressors is beginning to flare up. The people of Britain and
America are demanding the opening of a second front. They realize
that in war delay is tantamount to death, that it is good to attack
the rear, but that the rear can never take the place of the front,
and that while it is possible to bury Hitler on one’s own, it is better
to defeat him jointly. The British see that the Atlantic coast has
been practically emptied of Germans. The British have not only
sharp eyes, but a navy and army as well.

We know that the Germans have accumulated a great many
tanks. But didn’t the Germans have tanks in December? The Red
Army has mastered tank warfare and has also found a weapon
against tanks. The German tank attacks may be even more furious,
but they won’t last so long. All the german Generals are now busy
praising the merits of the horse. One of them even became quite
sentimental in an order, in which he referred to Russian horses:
“The Russian horse is an intelligent and patient animal.” Where
do the Germans get this affection for horses? The answer is simple
enough : tanks are voracious monsters and the Germans are short of
fuel. Of course, they can talk about Baku, but talk won’t turn their
engines over. As for tanks, we have not been making saucepans
and cigarette-lighters during the winter, nor have the British been
sending us pipes and cakes. If we keep silent about the operations
in the spring, it is only because we are at war. We don’t want to
frighten the Germans; we want to annihilate them. But where, how
and when is a matter for our Command.

The Germans are certain not to enjoy our spring. In a fortnight’s
time they will start complaining of the thaw, and write pathetic
articles about the bad state of the roads. They will sneeze, cough
and swear. It is to be hoped that when they sneeze they will retreat,
and that many a German gun will get stuck in the spring mud.
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mous conqueror than Hitler. The occupation of two-thirds of the
country is a good example of Hitler’s magnanimity. So is the
plundering of France and the condemnation of its people to death
by starvation. And what could be more magnanimous than the
shooting of hostages, the torture chambers of the Gestapo and the
extermination of the intelligentsia?

Laval is particularly pleased with Hitler’s campaign in the East.
It is not surprising that the Nazis, who are killing Russian children
and boast of the bacon they filch as *“the spoils of war,” should
become ““the defenders of culture” in Laval’s eyes. Laval himself
would “defend culture” in the German way, if he were not such a
coward. He prefers to collect millions as “‘the spoils of war” in
France without Russian bombs and guerillas—the Versailles bullet
was quite enough for him. But he has no objection to “supporting”’
Germany. His friend Marcel Déat proposes to send a French
division to Russia. Laval will have no difficulty in recruiting one
division, if only among his election agents, who are also purveyors
of human livestock and organizers of local killings. But one division
is hardly enough to satisfy the German Command.

Laval declares “he has always striven, like a man possessed, to
bring about a rapprochement between France and Germany.” This
is merely a piece of boasting for the benefit of his master. Laval is
not “a man possessed.” He is a crook, and crooks are never
possessed. Laval has served various masters. Seven years ago,
when he saw that the Western Democracies, instead of taking the
aggressors by the scruff of the neck, were talking to them about
morality, he changed his livery. Now he says that “he has not sub-
mitted and is not submitting to any foreign influences.” Perhaps he
doesn’t consider a fur coat from his master’s back or a kick in the
pants to be “influences”? Or maybe he regards the Nazis as his
own Auvergnats and not as foreigners?

Laval has collected a band of worthy collaborators. Their names
convey little to public opinion. They are business men, many of
whom preferred to remain in the background. It must not be
thought, however, that they are humble officials and political pawns.
They are the General Staff of the Fifth Column who betrayed
France.

The financial world is represented in Laval’s Cabinet by two big
bankers. Laval’s old friend Leroy-Ladury, a banker who worked
with Germany, has become Minister of Agriculture. Jacques
Barnaud, stockbroker and a director of the Worms Bank, has been
appointed “General Delegate for Franco-German relations—









THE RAGGED ARMY 167

springtime on this old earth, Will not springtime also come in the
history of our country?” For a thief this is empty rhetoric. But
there is not a single Frenchman who does not wonder how soon
will dawn the new springtime for France.

April 22nd, 1942.

THE RAGGED ARMY

Six years ago Hitler declared that “only Germans would be
given the noble right to die for Germany.” He has now become less
fastidious and is recruiting mercenaries wherever he can. His army
is a mob of various nationalities. He has driven Andalusians to
Volkhov, Norwegians into the steppes of the Ukraine, Hungarians
into the Briansk forests, and Czechs into the Crimea. His soldiers
are unable to understand one another. The only language common
to all of them is the Prussian bludgeon.

Who is this fighting for Germany on the Leningrad front?
Augustinus Hardstein, a soldier of the “Dutch Legion.”” He used
to live in Amsterdam, till the Germans came and plundered what
they had not destroyed. Augustinus looked in vain for work. He
wanted to eat, so he sold his soul to the devil. The hireling was
rejected by his father and spurned by his friends. The Germans gave
him a bowl of soup and a pair of uniform trousers. What is he
fighting for? For the bread which the Germans have taken from
his mother.

Side by side with fair-haired Augustinus is dark-haired José
Perez, a shoeblack who has since become a soldier in the “Blue
Division.” His brother was killed by the Fascists in 1936. The
Germans gave José 1,000 pesetas, and he went off to die for Hitler.
A woman in the street of his native town spat at him: “ You Judas!”
When the Spanish mercenaries were taken across France, the French
threw stones at the windows of their carriages and shouted : ‘“Death
to the Fascists!” Crouching in the corner, the shoeblack began to
wonder whether, after all, it was worth 1,000 pesetas to sell himself
alive to Hitler. After the French stones came the Russian shells,
and before he died José wrote to his mother: “We have been
thoroughly taken in.”

And here is a Frenchman, Claude Picard. He did not throw
stones at the Falangists, but gave his services to Hitler. He is a
soldier of the ““French Legion” formed by the renegade Doriot.
According to his papers, Picard was formerly a ‘‘commercial
representative,” but his notebook contains a number of entries
which indicate a somewhat peculiar kind of trade: the names of
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girls and a list of sailings of ships bound for Buenos Aires from
Marseilles. Picard was a white-slave trafficker. He also dealt
wholesale in obscene postcards and cocaine—a jack-of-all-trades.
He might have become one of Laval’s Ministers. He didn’t get
into the Cabinet, but attained the rank of senior corporal in the
German Army. He used to sell girls, but the day came when he sold
himself instead. What did Picard care about the murdered hostages,
the plundered lands of France or the coffins of little children? He
was given 2,000 francs and two packets of “Gauloise” cigarettes.

All the dregs of Europe, all the shady characters and criminals
are now in the German Army. The Norwegian Beckstrom decided
to become one of Quisling’s thugs and joined a special school for
police. He was fooled by the Germans, who told him that the
“practical” course was going to take place in the Donetz Basin.
They put Beckstrom into the *“Viking Division.” As soon as this
Viking got a taste of Russian artillery fire, he put up his hands.

Peter Kursatz, a Pole, was a floor-cleaner in Berlin. He had
served several sentences for theft. The gallant Peter set out for
Staraya Russa to help General von Busch, got hold of some schnapps
and came to his senses in captivity.

Johann Hiller has completely forgotten what his original nationality
was. “It’s of no importance to me,” he told our Red Army men.
“If your food is good and you pay me 100 marks a month, I’ll fight
for you.”

“We are fighting for Greater Italy,” said Mussolini. But this is
not the opinion of Atilio Fornacciari, a Bersagliere of the “Celere
Division.” “What’s the good of our fighting for Russian towns
when the Germans have already occupied the whole of Italy?”” he
asked. “I believe Mussolini has been getting his palm greased by
the Germans. But what about me? The major shouts: ‘Forward!’
but that’s where the Russians are shooting from. Why should I go
forward to certain death? And all for the Germans? They’re a lot
of swine. They smoke fat cigarettes the whole day long, and never
even give us the fag-ends.”

The hirelings and slaves hate their masters. I have already quoted
from the diary of Lieutenant Jorge Mercadel of the “Blue Division”:
“The fighting spirit of our division is now directed entirely against
the Germans.” Corporal Edwin Virrat, a Finn, stated : “Everybody
in Finland knows that Hitler is the cause of Finland’s misfortune.”
And Werner Krueger, a Dutchman who was sent to the Kalinin
front by the Germans: “Of course we’ve got an enemy. It’s the
Germans, not the Russians.” Kurt Jacobson, a Dane from the















III. FRIENDS

ON THE BANKS OF THE LOIRE

of the Loire. A week before the town had been occupied by

Nazi troops. French prisoners were repairing the bridge which
had been destroyed by German bombers. They were working under
the barking abuse of German sergeant-majors. It was a sultry day.
A Frenchwoman brought the prisoners a jug of water. She was
immediately arrested for having disobeyed the order not to go near
the prisoners. The German orders, stuck up on the walls, pro-
claimed that the penalty for this was death.

The southern part of the town had been smashed flat by the
Luftwaffe. Among the rubble lay domestic utensils, school books
and the broken statues of the little museum. There was a stench of
dead bodies—underneath the ruins lay the corpses of the inhabitants
of the little town, once famous for its vineyards and sixteenth-
century castle. All along the side of the road were poles adorned
with caps, women’s hats and children’s bonnets. These marked the
communal graves of the refugees who had been murdered by the
Nazi airmen. The stench of corruption drove people away. Only
one woman remained—she was out of her mind and called on the
names of her dead children.

In the other half of the town, which had survived the raids, brisk
activity was going on: the new masters were carting away the
property. They were divided into squads. Some took the flour
from the mills, others collected the coffee in the shops, while a third
lot unscrewed door-handles, removed the railings from balconies
and collected copper pots and pans in the houses. Some of the
Nazis were taking a rest, drinking cognac and plucking fowls.

In the square there was a café called “Le Rendez-vous des Amis.”
It was an ordinary provincial café with red plush seats. In peace-
time the habitués would argue about politics, play cards or look at
the illustrated weeklies. The Commandant of the town had ordered
the café to be opened. The young waitress, her eyes swollen with
weeping, held her tray in front of her like a shield, as if to protect
herself from the world. The café was empty except for a woman
with two children—refugees—sitting in a dark corner, ahd a little
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The people made merry. What can be more infectious than
French gaiety?

On July 14th, 1789, the people not only destroyed the Paris
prison; the Bastille was also the symbol of oppression. In those
days the French people were the first to raise the banner of liberty,
and to rush towards the light of youth and progress. The soldiers
of the Revolution defended the Republic against the Prussians and
the émigré traitors.

July 14th, 1940. . ..

I shall never forget that day. The streets of Paris were strangely
empty. In the squares the Nazi trumpeters were blowing fanfares
and celebrating victory. The Nazi murderers and gangsters were
marching along the boulevards. The French people stayed indoors
behind closed shutters. One woman said to me: “I can’t bear to
look at them to-day!”

Arrested persons were being dragged away to be dealt with.
German officers were talking in their guttural tones. German
orderlies puffed and panted in their haste to cart away the stolen
property.

A year has gone by. What have the Hitlerites done with the fair
land of France? They have turned her into a wilderness. The
petty spy Abetz has become the Governor of Paris. French patriots
are languishing in concentration camps. French children are dying
of starvation. But the Hitlerites are still rushing about, exporting
the very last crumbs of French produce.

July 14th is no longer a holiday: it is forbidden to celebrate this
date.

Of the Prussians who plundered France in 1871, Victor Hugo
wrote:

“They steal the watches, stuff their trunks; they take our pro-
perty. They plunder village after village. But we still have some-
thing to be proud of: we took the Bastille.”

I see Paris. The Nazis are still walking about its streets. But
how anxiously they look around them! Already they have realized
the meaning of those burning eyes. Young men are sailing in fishing
boats to England. Workers are smashing machinery. The peasants
are burning corn. France has awakened.

All French patriots will celebrate July 14th in secret. They gaze
with hope towards the East, where a great people is defending
liberty for itself and for the world. On July 14th thousands of
Nazis will be killed in Russia and scores of tanks and aeroplanes
will be destroyed.
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resisting. Airmen, come and join me! Sailors, come and join me!
Come and join me, young men of France! The decrepit Marshal
has signed a shameful armistice. France has not signed it. France
continues the war, and France will be victorious!”

Colonel de Gaulle was the first in France to realize the role of
aircraft and tanks. He wrote two books on modern methods of
warfare. He demanded the reorganization of the French Army.

The old generals regarded him as a madman. The Maginot Line
was the sand in which the ostriches of the French General Staff hid
their heads. The venerable generals lived on the glory of the past.
They laughed at the theories of Colonel de Gaulle.

In the fatal month of May 1940 Colonel de Gaulle showed himself
to be a brave soldier. He organized a third tank battalion and moved
it up to meet the enemy. A week later, when the battle of Flanders
began, de Gaulle requested to be sent to Amiens. The capitula-
tionists did everything to lose this battle. They kept the tanks and
guns in the rear.

Then came the débdcle. De Gaulle and all the French patriots
demanded only one thing: “Resistance, resistance, and again
resistance!” De Gaulle said: “We can fight behind the Loire,
behind the Garonne, in Africa. We’ll go through terrible years, but
we’ll save France.” He said this to people who thought nothing
about saving France, only about saving their own pockets. The
Marshal’s hoary uniform cloaked the thief Laval. The French
Government capitulated. And then a voice rang out from London:
“France is dead. Long live France!”

Admiral Muselier was in Paris after the city had been occupied
by the Germans. He knew that important documents might fall
into the hands of the enemy. He managed to get into government
offices, went round the General Staffs and burnt everything. Then
he made his way to London and said to de Gaulle: “General, I am
with you.” Honest, intelligent General Catroux also joined de
Gaulle, as did thousands of commanders and tens of thousands of
soldiers. Thus the army of Free France was born.

This army has shown itself worthy of great traditions. The
children of the heroes of Verdun and the Marne are alive. They
have fought bravely in the deserts of Africa. The name of the
Murzuk oasis will be glorious in the military annals of France.

Sceptics may say: what does a handful of brave men signify?
De Gaulle was alone. Now he has around him an army with planes
and tanks. We know how a handful of brave men under the leader-
ship of Garibaldi liberated Italy.
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We salute the Czechs. They were the first to experience the full
measure of woe. They have not surrendered. The guns of the
defenders of Moscow salute the martyrs of Prague.

We salute that nation of warriors, the Serbs. This is not the first
time their country has been burnt and drenched in blood. The
people have gone into the mountains. They reply to the German
orders with a hail of lead. The Germans are obliged to issue war
communiqués in Belgrade—the war in Yugoslavia is finished only
on paper. At the approaches to Moscow we are making the Germans
pay for Belgrade, its ruins and its nights of horror.

We salute the gallant Greeks. We were with them in spirit in the
mountain passes of Albania. We admired their steadfastness. Now
we are repaying them for their courage by exterminating their
Oppressors.

We salute the indomitable Norwegians, the fishermen who have
become soldiers, the guerillas of Larsen, the tough and steadfast
people of the North. We salute the placid Dutchmen, who refused
peace at the price of honour. We remember also the ruins of
Rotterdam. We salute the industrious Belgians and their daily,
stubborn resistance. Brussels will know once again the joy of 1918;
it will see the Belgian army within its walls.

We salute our sister Poland. Glory to the Polish guerillas! We
hear the crackle of their rifles. A Polish army is now being formed
in Russia, and the Poles who defended Warsaw devoutly kiss the
rifles they receive. They will march with us against the foe. With us
they will win back their country.

We salute the arsenal of liberty—America. She is giving her
heart and hand to crushed Europe. Glory to all the toilers of
America, her engineers and her workmen—this is our rear and the
rear of Europe.

We have taken on ourselves. a terrible blow. We have not shrunk
from it. We do not want to live on our knees. This year our national
holiday is darkened with ruins and graves. We are defending the
cause of liberty in our country and we are paying for it with our
blood. Great peoples are doomed to great trials. We wanted to
work in peace, build houses, plough the land. Fate ordained other-
wise. We have got to blow up our factories, dig anti-tank trenches
and defend Moscow. And now the word “Moscow” is going round
the world. People waking up in the morning in the other half of
the globe anxiously ask: “How is Moscow?” They may rest in
peace. The guns of Moscow are guarding their sleep.

The Russian people are great-hearted. They can love and they
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Perhaps the German women thought the war was over in Yugo-
slavia. Perhaps when they heard that Belgrade had been razed to
the ground they longed for their sons to be sent to Yugoslavia.
But a great war is going on in Yugoslavia. The Serbian guerilla
patriots have already freed a quarter of the country from the oppres-
sors and killed thousands of Germans. Frau Dankemann, you say
to your envious neighbours: “My son’s not in Russia. No, thank
God, he’s in Yugoslavia. The war has been over a long time there.”
You think he is sitting at his ease drinking Dalmatian beer? His
body lies among the rocks of a mountain pass. His pockets are full
of Brussels lace and Serbian hams. But nobody will send you these
“trophies.” So weep, madam, twice over.

The war is not yet over in the countries which Hitler has seized.
It will only end when the last violator falls to the ground in a pool
of blood. The war stretches from sea to sea. There is a single front
from the Bay of Biscay to the Arctic and from the Sea of Azov to
the Atlantic.

The war is not yet over in Minsk, Zhitomir or Pskov. The
Germans planned to fight on one front. They have got to fight on
a thousand fronts. Every house becomes a fortress, whether it is a
fisherman’s house in Brittany or a peasant’s cottage in the Ukraine.
Every tree hides an ambush, whether it is an olive-tree in Greece or a
fir-tree in Lapland. Weep louder, women of Germany! You won’t
see your sons again, nor will you find their graves. Ask Hitler what
he has done with your sons. He has scattered their bones over the
slopes. You stammer: “Isn’t the war over yet?” No, mesdames.
You began it. We will end it.

December 10th, 1941.

LIVE GHOSTS

According to a telegram from Paris, “the German occupation
authorities have decided to remove the monuments of Voltaire and
Jean-Jacques Rousseau. The metal will be used for war purposes.”

The Germans have a good business eye and grasping hands.
They carry off the pots and pans and unscrew the handles off the
doors. What about monuments? Come on, let’s have the monu-
ments!

Voltaire stood on the quai named after him on the left bank of
the Seine. He gazed at the second-hand booksellers and the old,
dusty books. He also gazed at the merry children of Paris. It was a
remarkable statue and it represented the soul of France: her noble









THE MEANING OF A BETRAYAL 191

women means. They preferred imprisonment, perhaps death,
rather than give up their warm clothes to their oppressors. “Let the
cursed Germans freeze!” says France. And our soldiers will not
be behindhand in repaying their debt: for the four jackets that have
been destroyed they will destroy four thousand Germans who have
trampled on France.

January 8th, 1942.

THE MEANING OF A BETRAYAL

Once upon a time Knut Hamsun wrote beautiful novels about the
emotional torments of misunderstood people, about rocky heights
and pines. In his old age this great writer has become a petty
politician. He has betrayed his heroine Victoria for the sake of
Hitler. He has renounced Pan,* the god of nature, for Wotan,
the ancient German god of war, who thirsts for blood sacrifices.
This writer with a world-famous name has asked to be taken on as
a lackey on Goebbels® footboard.

Hamsun hates the Soviet Union. In order to slander our country
he is even ready to glorify the old Russia. But he has never known
Russia and never understood her. Long before the Revolution he
spent a few days in Moscow and a week in the Caucasus, after which
he published a nonsensical book called In the Land of Make-believe.
The book tells you nothing about Russia, but it reveals quite a lot
about Hamsun himself.

Now he writes: “In the old Russia the people were merry. Their
life might have been called a quiet poetic dream.” Now let’s turn
to In the Land of Make-believe. In Moscow Knut Hamsun’s observa-
tions were mainly confined to night life. He ate well and drank even
better, which explains the fantastic nature of his comments: “A
restaurant . . . I bow to everybody and take out my enormous pass-
port. But nobody understands it. The waiters call me ‘your
excellency.” . .. Suddenly, for no apparent reason, 1 stand up,
go over to the ikon and cross myself. ... I start singing....”
Evidently it was the recollection of this drinking-bout which prompted
him to write: “In the old Russia the people were merry.”

The book also contains the following incident : ““ The officer makes
a gesture of command with his hand—stop! And the moujiks stop.
Evidently he is their master. Perhaps this village belongs to him?

. One day when a threatening crowd was pursuing Nicholas 1
in the streets he shouted in stentorian tones: ‘Down on your

1 Victoria and Pan are the titles of two of Hamsun’s novels.
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Hitlerite “Legion” there is no need to bother one’s head about
him. We can let our rifles do the talking. But what could have led
a famous writer in his old age to justify brigandage, to praise execu-
tioners and to betray his country? We find the answer in Hamsun’s
spiritual life-story. His enthusiasm for Nicholas I is not accidental.
This “rebel” had long been fascinated by the idea of bending the
knee. He hated progress, and Hitler appeared to him as a mythical
gendarme, who was capable of turning back the course of history.

No doubt it is a far cry from the past reflections of Hamsun the
tourist to the terrible pit at Kerch full of children’s bodies and the
gallows at Volokolamsk. But the venerable writer has acknowledged
the S.S. men as his heirs. He gives them his blessing when they loot
and murder. What does Fascism mean to Hamsun? It means above
all a rebellion against progress, setting up dark elemental forces in
place of reason, an alliance of all people who have no real traditions,
of all whom we rightly call the scum and dregs of history.

The Fascists entered the arena, cursing the future. They were
fond of talking about the beauty of the past. But when they seized
power they began to destroy all the great traditions. What has
Hitler taken from the past? A few superstitions, the executioner’s
top-hat and the Nuremberg instruments of torture. Besides killing
writers the Fascists destroy books. The whole world remembers the
bonfires of Berlin when thousands of volumes were consigned to the
flames. In Paris the Germans have already put two thousand books
on the condemned list.

They have removed Chopin’s monument in Cracow and the statues
of Rousseau and Voltaire in Paris. They have desecrated Yasnaya
Polyana. These are no casual excesses on the part of unbridled
soldiery, but the systematic extermination of the past. In France
alone the Germans have destroyed three hundred monuments of
art, including that masterpiece of architecture, the Chateau d’Amboise.
To this number must be added the Louvain library, Coventry Cathe-
dral, Westminster Abbey, several London museums, the churches
at Istra, Smolensk, and Novgorod, and the temples of ancient Greece.

What is the explanation of this premeditated vandalism? The
men who hate the future of humanity are equally contemptuous of
its past. Fascism began by rejecting the nineteenth century. The
frequenters of the Berlin beer-halls called that century an “aber-
ration.” They also regarded the eighteenth century as an “aber-
ration,” since it was the age of the encyclopaedists and the French
Revolution. It is sometimes said that Fascism has “resurrected”
the Middle Ages. This is an incorrect assertion, which does a grave
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tank divisions, saying: “It is untrue that tanks will play a consider-
able part in the coming war.” Pétain had absolutely no conception
of the role of the air force as an offensive arm, and Chauvinot, a
professor of strategy and the Marshal’s friend, wrote: “The air force
will not have any decisive importance.”

The men of Vichy want to prove that France was badly prepared
for war. The fact can hardly be disputed. But the men who were
responsible for the bad preparation of France are just these men of
Vichy, the generals who were incapable of understanding the
development of military science, and the greedy, dull-witted indus-
trialists who were at the head of the defence industries and inspired
the whole defeatist policy.

The myth of the invincibility of the Maginot Line was the fruit
of conservative thought. It was thus that the wealthy knights of old
relied on the impenetrability of their armour—till gunpowder was
invented. However, the rulers of France did not even complete the
fortification of France’s frontiers. They spent enormous sums on
the Maginot Line, but did not continue the line as far as the sea.
Moreover, five years before the catastrophe Marshal Pétain held the
view that the little forest in the region of Sedan, where the Germans
broke through, was capable of taking the place of the gigantic
fortifications of the Maginot Line. Thus only half the fence was
built, a double-folding door with only one fold.

The neglectful attitude of the French Government in regard to
tanks was a hideous mistake. Here again the main responsibility
lies with the reactionary upper circles of the French Army. General
Weygand, General Georges, General Gamelin and Marshal Pétain
were all agreed that tanks were merely an appendage to infantry
formations. They were capable of affecting the morale of the troops
but were unsuitable for military operations on a large scale.

Daladier and Blum brought up at Riom the question of the
sabotage of the war industries. The equipment of the French Army
depended on the policy of Schneider, who was also interested in
Germany’s war industries. Unnecessary to mention that these
industrialists are now supporting Vichy and making propaganda in
favour of “collaboration” with Hitler.

Nevertheless, in spite of its lack of preparation the French Army
possessed good cadres, a strong field artillery, a large number of
machine-guns and excellent human material—the French infantry-
man is brave, versatile and bold in attack. Why then did the
Germans occupy Paris thirty-five days after they began to advance?

The first factor to be considered is the inertia of the French
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two shallow streams the “impregnable Weygand Line,” and was
not so much afraid of the German tanks as of the workers of Paris.
These were the men in whose hands lay the defence of France.

It cannot be doubted that the defendants as well as the judges
have been guilty of many things. In stifling the Spanish republic
they were preparing the defeat of France. In representing Munich
as a victory for France, Daladier brought demoralization into the
country. In sabotaging the organization of collective security and
under-estimating the strength of the Soviet Union, he unwittingly
encouraged Hitler. In spite of the civic courage he has shown at
Riom, we cannot forget.

When the war began, the French Government with Daladier at
its head prepared defeat in full agreement with General Gamelin,
a defendant, General Weygand, a witness, and Marshal Pétain, a
judge. It is essential to remember this now, as there are still people
in the world who are inclined to repeat the mistakes of that fatal
winter. What did the French Government reckon on gaining by
sitting tight behind the Maginot Line, concerning itself with how to
amuse the “browned-off” troops, arranging football matches and
ministerial picnics? They reckoned on gaining time. “We’ve
gained the winter,” they said. In fact it was Hitler who gained the
winter. The walls of Paris were covered with enormous placards
showing the two hemispheres with the countries of the Allies in red
and Germany in another colour. Underneath was written : “We are
stronger.” The rulers of France let Hitler crush Poland, prepare
to seize Scandinavia and later on to seize France itself, while they
consoled themselves and the people with the motto: “We are
stronger.” The newspapers wrote: “Time is on our side,” and the
calm of peaceful days reigned at the front. A German airman was
buried with military honours and great pomp. Loudspeakers outside
the dug-outs broadcast Strauss waltzes instead of political appeals
to the German soldiers. They were afraid of arousing hatred for
the enemy. They asserted that France “must be economical with
human lives” and refused to bomb Cologne in order not to expose
Strasbourg to danger.

What was the result of this policy? In the war itself the French
Army lost at the most one hundred thousand men, but in the fatal
days of the exodus more than one hundred thousand women and
children were killed by German bombs on the roads of France.
Scores of French towns have been destroyed. A million and a half
Frenchmen are languishing in German captivity. Thousands of
children have already died of hunger and sickness in France. The
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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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shall see victory. Our patriotic war will become a war that will
liberate Europe from the yoke of Hitler.
July 4th, 1941.

LIBERTY OR DEATH!

There are hard times in the life of nations and in the life of every
man. One must be able to look truth in the face. Our country is
in peril. Hitler is bringing us degradation and a yoke of slavery
that means the life of animals, life on all-fours.

We are being invaded by the savages of the S.S., Pomeranian
landowners, monocled officers, beer-bloated sergeant-majors, exe-
cutioners whose methods are the last word in the art of torture,
arrogant strangers who want to turn our people into serfs and robots.

They want to Germanize us and force us to forget Pushkin and
Shevchenko. They want their thugs to control our towns, where
they will shout in German at the cross-roads. They want to line up
the Byelorussians, Armenians, Tadjhiks and Georgians and bark at
them: “Eins-zwei!”

The despicable Hitler called Leo Tolstoy a mongrel. They
want to burn the books of Tolstoy and Gorky. They want the
streets of our towns to be named after the German bandits—
“Hermann Goering Prospect,” “Goebbels Strasse.”

They want to remind us a hundred times a day that we are “an
inferior race” and that we must bow down to their vile “vons”—
the Kleists and Ribbentrops.

They want to settle their colonists on our land and distribute our
fields and orchards among the Schmidts and Muellers. Our collec-
tive farmers are to become day-labourers for the German land-
owners. They have already worked out their plan for the coloniza-
tion of our black-earth region.

They want our workers to work for them. Herr Vogler has already
declared that his ““Stahlverein’’ will take the Russian ore. They sit
in their air-raid shelters with the British bombers circling overhead
and discuss who is to hold the shares in Magnitogorsk or Yusovka.
They dream of a German trust which will exploit the Baku oilfields.

They want to wipe out our intelligentsia. They will send the
teachers to work in the fields, the engineers to pave the roads, and
the doctors to look after their pigs. They say their own German
intelligentsia is sufficient for the whole of Europe.

They want us to live for them and by them, to talk in a whisper
and breathe only as they ordain.

The Soviet people value culture. For them books, pictures and
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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
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are the same as grenades. I repeat: the whole people is defending
itself, and the army is its vanguard.

This is a picturesque locality. There are little hills, a winding
river and Russian villages with grey wooden cottages and flaming
rowan-trees among them. Our general favourites are the birch-
trees. The dense forests are now inhabited by a new species of
cuckoo—German snipers. The Germans shoot with automatic
rifles and try to pick off individual commanders and create panic.
They have brought their hirelings here—four hundred Finns, whose
speciality is sniping. There is no lack of people to hunt down and
kill the snipers. Women and even children take a hand in the job.

One day whole volumes will be written about our children. They
will be remarkable books about cheerful, fair-haired youngsters
who only a short while ago were sitting over their school lessons
and are now crossing the front lines and reporting on the enemy’s
aerodromes and columns. Some day they will write the story of
inky-fingered Vasya, who helped our soldiers to capture a German
staff. Our Red Army men know what kind of children they are
defending—they are not only children ; they are new people. It is
terrible to think that the enemy is destroymg what we have created
in the last twenty-three years—towns, factories, bridges. But
when you look at Vasya you cannot help smiling for he represents
something they cannot destroy. We have not only created the
material basis of a new world. We have also created its soul—new
people.

Our soldiers know that war is a tough job. They have not gone
off on a picnic. Side by side with them the Nazi “supermen’ look
like mother’s darlings. The German motorized infantry complain
that “they had to go twenty miles on foot.” German corporals
(book-keepers, shopkeepers, and Nazi petty officials) are full of
groans because they have to spend the night in the forests and get
drenched in the rain. They find our September nights “exceedingly
fresh,” as one corporal said to me. Freezing was not on their
programme. When I told this hardened veteran that September
would be followed by January with its hard frosts round about
Epiphany, he shrugged his shoulders and said with a smile: “It
doesn’t matter to me. I’'m already a prisoner.”

The prisoners make no attempt to hide the fact that the Germans
have suffered enormous losses. How indeed could they hide it?
One prisoner kept screaming for three hours on end: “Air force!
Air force!”—he couldn’t recover from the effect of our bombs.
Another prisoner sat down close to him and mumbled sullenly:
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He is filled with anxiety when he gazes at the ocean, where arma-
ments are being conveyed to ourselves and Britain. He looks fear-
fully at America, where the factory chimneys are smoking. He looks
fearfully at the calendar—winter is on the way. He doesn’t want to
spend the winter in our forests. Recently captured Germans say:
“They told us that if we got to Moscow they’d let us go home.”
They lead them to death with inducements of peace. Formerly
they said to them: “Forward! I promise you bread and bacon.”
Now they say to them: “Forward! If you don’t get killed, I promise
you life.”

We must stand up to them. The fate of Russia and the fate of
each one of us and our children is now being decided.

Hitler once said to Rauschning: “I don’t care who governs
Russia, whether it’s the Tsars or the Bolsheviks. The Russians
remain our enemies.” Yes, these bandits are not concerned with
ideas and programmes. They regard Russia as a colony, a land of
raw materials, an untouched paradise, a seed-plot of slaves who are
to work for the Germans.

The Nazis want to annihilate Russia and to break it up into
““protectorates” and *“Governor-Generalships” under the manage-
ment of Prussians or Bavarians. “Twenty German ‘Gaus’ can be
carved out of Russia,” wrote the Frankfurter Zeitung.

In these difficult days the Red Army is defending our native land.
If the Germans win, it will be the end of Russia.

They cannot win. Our country is vast, and its heart is even more
immense. It can hold a lot. The Russian heart has known so much
sorrow and so much joy! We will hold out, because we have a
stronger heart. We know what we are fighting for—the right to
breathe. We know that what we are enduring is for the sake of our
children. We know that what we are standing for is Russia, our
native land.

October 10th, 1941.

HOLD OUT!

The Germans are trying to disrupt us with their lies. To the
collective farmers they say: “We’re not against you, we’re against
the workers. To the workers they say, “We’re not against you,
we’re against the intellectuals.” In reality they don’t care who you
are, whether you’re a worker, collective farmer, intellectual, Russian,
Ukrainian, Georgian or Jew; they are against all of us. They want
to conquer our country and take our property. They want to anni-
hilate one half of the people and turn the other half into slaves,
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They say: “We are against the Soviet régime.” It’s a lie. They
don’t care what sort of régime we’ve got. All they want is to plunder
us. There was a republic in France, and the Germans were then
against the republic. There was a monarchy in Yugoslavia, and the
Germans were against the monarchy. In Poland there was a Govern-
ment of the Right, and the Germans were against the Right. In
Norway there was a Government of the Left, and the Germans were
against the Left.

They say: “We are against the Communists.” It’s a lie. They
are against all the citizens of our country. The only people they are
for are their spies. They regard all honest people as enemies. Who
are the people they are now shooting in Czechoslovakia? Are they
Communists? No, they are shooting generals, workers, peasants,
teachers, men of the Right and the Left. They are throwing Catholic
priests into prison in France, Belgium and Slovenia. They are
torturing Orthodox priests in Serbia. Perhaps they consider the
priests and abbés also as “Communists.”

They say: “We are against the Jews.” It’s a lie. They’ve got
Jews of their own, whom they favour. These Jews have their pass-
ports marked with the letters “W.J.,” which means ““ Valuable Jew.”
In Yugoslavia the Germans have declared the Serbs “an inferior
race.” In Poland they have turned the Poles into slaves. They say
the French are an “inferior race of semi-negroes.” They call the
Russians “Mongolian mongrels.” They hate all peoples except the
Germans, and despise all races except the German race.

They say they will give the land to the peasants. It’s a lie. The
only land they’ll let the peasants have is the grave. Who owns the
land in Germany? The Duke of Coburg-Gotha has 10,000 acres,
Duke Friedrich Anhalt, 29,000 acres; Count von Arnim Muskau,
26,000 acres; Marshal Goering, 20,000 acres. These dukes, counts
and barons have decided to grab the land of Russia.

The Germans are introducing serfdom in the provinces they have
occupied. They have converted the collective farms into *“German
Army establishments,” and declared the machine-tractor stations
to be the property of the German Government. The collective
farmers are forced to work on the “communal farms” under the
supervision of German officers.

They say they are bringing ““Socialism” to the workers. It’s a lie.
Who governs Germany? The capitalists, the Krupps and Voglers.
Six hundred thousand workers are slaving for Marshal Goering
alone. The German capitalists want to grab our oil, coal, steel,
manganese and timber. The workers will slave for them and eat












224 RUSSIA AT WAR

It is impossible to occupy the whole of Russia. This has never
happened and never will. Russia has always engulfed its enemies.
Normally the Russians are gentle and hospitable, but they can be
a bitter enemy. They can take revenge, and they do so with intel-
ligence and even methodically. We know that the Germans are now
being killed near Moscow, but the Germans know they are also being
killed beyond Kiev. It cannot be denied that Guderian knows how
to manceuvre, but even he is unable to subdue the peasants from
Novgorod to Taganrog. The German Army is advancing, but
scores and hundreds of fronts will remain active in its rear.

Russia is a peculiar country. It is difficult for the mind of the
Wilhelmstrasse to understand it. Russia can give up everything.
Our people are used to a stern life. The construction of Magnito-
gorsk may have seemed a pretty picture to people abroad, but in
reality it was a hard struggle. Failures do not discourage us. The
Russians have long learnt from their failures. They have long been
inured to misfortunes. Probably we shall be able to correct our
shortcomings. But even with all our shortcomings we shall hold
out and make good. The history of Russia is the guarantee of that.
And so is the defence of Moscow.

Perhaps the enemy may penetrate even further into our country.
We are prepared even for that. We shall not surrender. We have
ceased to live by the minute hand, from the morning communiqué
to the evening. We have transferred our lives to another system of
accountancy. We look boldly ahead, where sorrow and victory
await us. We shall hold out—such is the rustling murmur of the
Russian forests, the wail of the Russian blizzards and the voice of
the Russian land.

October 28th, 1941.

ORDEAL

The wind blows out a weak fire, but fans a big fire into flame.
The ordeal will not crush the Russian spirit of resistance: it will
make it even stronger. We do not flinch from the map; we see the
Ukraine occupied by the enemy, the Germans near Moscow and
Rostov. A terrible misfortune lies behind this statement: hundreds
of towns have been devastated, millions of people have been en-
slaved. The Germans are discussing under what name they are
going to annex the Ukraine to Germany. Base Antonescu is swag-
gering about the streets of Odessa. How is it possible to bear this?
And bombs are raining down on Moscow, our pride and love.

But now men clench their teeth, their eyes shine with wrath.
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Resistance is growing. Leningrad continues to hold out as heroically
as ever, and the defenders of Moscow astonish the world with their
gallantry. A mighty army is being prepared in the rear. The
factories of Kiev, Kharkov and Dniepropetrovsk are working day
and night beyond the Volga and in the Urals. The machines have
become refugees. The benches were quickly set up, and the workers
are busily turning out planes, automatic rifles, and engines. The
enemy is in the Donbass. But we have got Kuznetsk and Karaganda.
The enemy has captured Krivoi Rog. But we have got Magnito-
gorsk and the mighty factories of the Urals. We have still got
plenty of land, fields and benches.

Our enemies have been obliged to acknowledge the bravery of the
soldiers and commanders of the Red Army. Then why did we
retreat? Why did we did give up to the Germans whole flourishing
regions and precious towns? In one or other sector of the front
the cnemy turned out to have numerical superiority. We have got
twice as many people as the Germans, but the Germans have got
more engines and they can manceuvre more easily.

Fifteen years ago we began to build factories. Our industries
are young. Fifteen years ago Germany already had powerful war
industries. Hitler built hundreds of new armaments factories. He
occupied Europe. The factories of France, Czechoslovakia and
Belgium are now working for the Germans. The Germans turned
out to possess a greater number of motorized units than ourselves
and were able to penetrate to the heart of our country.

But every day our fliers and gunners are destroying hundreds of
German tanks and lorries. And every day hundreds of new engines
are being shipped to us across three oceans from Britain and
America. Hitler knows this. He is in a hurry. We must remember
that every attack repulsed and every day gained brings us nearer to
the time when we shall be stronger than the Germans. It is our
duty to hold out.

Our young people have been accustomed to an exceedingly easy
life. The doors of schools and universities were opened wide to
them. In Russia a man did not have to look for work : work looked
for him. And many of us have grown accustomed to the idea that
someone is thinking on our behalf. Those days are no longer with
us. Now everybody must take the burden of responsibility on his
own shoulders. Each one must think, decide and act, whether he is
encircled by the enemy, on reconnaissance or in the ranks. Don’t
say that someone is thinking on your behalf. Don’t count on being
saved by somebody else. You have been given the great honour of
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defending your native country. You are not a child—you are a
man. The country looks to you with confidence. Do not shirk
responsibility or initiative. You have one weapon in the shape of
your rifle, and another in the shape of your head. The Germans
are automatons. You are a human being. Don’t forget this fact
for a single moment.

The Russians love freedom. The Russians will never be made
to do the goose-step. But freedom is not disorder. It was difficult
to accustom the people of Moscow to cross the street by the studded
crossings. In war nothing is more terrible than disorder. Anti-tank
trenches are a good thing, but there are trenches which are even
deeper; I mean iron discipline, which stands in the way of the
enemy’s advance.

The enemy attacked us on the sly. That short night in June was
terrible and cost us dear. We must get rid of complacency and be
always on the alert. There is no quiet sector. The enemy may strike
suddenly. There is no peaceful rear. The enemy may fly over, drop
paratroops and break through in depth. Watch your step and your
words. The enemy has a good intelligence service and experienced
spies. Stand and say nothing. Silence is a weapon. Sometimes it is
worth as much as winning a battle.

The hungry, greedy Germans are pushing forward, lured by the
stores and homes of Moscow. They want to spend the winter in
houses with central heating. They want to eat cutlets. They must
be stopped and kept freezing in the Russian forests on a diet of
German sausage made from pease. This treatment will do them
a great deal of good and by the spring they will have become more
reasonable.

Every day British airmen are pounding the German cities. The
peoples of Europe are getting ready to rise. The Russians, Ukrain-
ians and Byelorussians in the enemy-occupied provinces have not
laid down their arms. Friends, we must hold out! We must make
good. When a faint-hearted man says to you: “What does it
matter, so long as we’re alive?” you should answer him: “We’ve
got no choice. If the Germans win they’ll turn us into slaves, and
then they’ll kill us. They’ll kill us with starvation, hard labour and
humiliation. We must conquer in order to survive. If an honest
patriot wants to save his country he must conquer. If a faint-
hearted man wants to save his skin he too must conquer. There is
no other alternative.”

Foreign invaders have lacerated Russia many times, but nobody
has ever conquered Russia. Hitler, the Tyrolese copper’s nark,
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hearts and burnt out faintheartedness. We willingly parted with
our peace and comfort. Months went by. The enemy advanced.
People’s eyes became harder and their lips were silent. But all they
thought of in their silence was that we would hold out.

The days grew shorter and shorter. And now another solstice
has come. The longest night of the year has covered the great
snowy spaces. Our soldiers are moving through the white snow in
the dark night. They are advancing and pursuing the retreating
enemy. We have held out.

Not many of the German soldiers who crossed our frontier on
June 22nd have survived. Six months ago these pigs were snorting
merrily, in the delusion that war was an amusing sport. They
plundered the first Byelorussian villages with enthusiasm. They
discussed which was the better bacon, Serbian or Ukrainian. They
knew they were invincible. Had they not been in Paris? Had they
not sailed to Narvik? Had they not crossed the mountains of Epirus?
They were whistling when they came to us. Where are they now?
Rotting in the earth.

New men have come in their place—old men, young lads and
cripples. They have driven to Russia all sorts of men, Spanish
criminals, Rumanian cattle, Marseilles pimps, and all the dregs of
Europe. The Germans are still shooting with tommy-guns. They
are still wounding our cities and sending their tanks against us.
But they are not the same Germans. Water wears away a stone.
Our resistance is wearing away the German spirit. Where is their
former arrogance now? They are not singing; they are shivering
with the cold. They are not dreaming about Moscow restaurants,
but about a cottage, a roof or a cattle-shed. They say to one another
anxiously: “The winter is only beginning.” They have begun to
freeze in December. What will have become of them by February?
On the night of the solstice we can remind them with a smile that
the June solstice brings in summer, and the December solstice
brings in heavy frosts.

We know that the enemy is still very strong. There are names
such as Kiev, Kharkov, Kursk, Orel, Dniepropetrovsk, Odessa,
Minsk and Smolensk, Pskov and Novgorod, which sear our hearts,
feed our hatred and foster our wrath. We never forget the martyred
cities. Revenge, like wine, becomes stronger with age. We have
merely put our lips to the brim of the cup. We know that millions
of live Germans are still trampling our soil. We cannot have even
a moment’s breathing-space. We will rest afterwards. But on the
night of the winter solstice we can say calmly that the past six
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Kalinin. Hitler has taken away his people’s boots and clothes and
put them on starvation rations. He has brought millions of foreigners
like labour cattle into the country. Hungry Italians sleep with the
wives of the German corporals, and French prisoners, cursing
Germany, plough a soil they loathe. Thistles and nettles will spring
up on it. Germany has become the prison and brothel of Europe.
The crutches of the cripples tap along the Unter den Linden. The
ruins of the houses destroyed by British and Russian bombs stare
darkly at the sky. “A happy New Year,” a blind man will say to a
widow, and the widow will reply: ““Blessed are the blind.”

How pleased Hitler would be if he could put the clock back!
He no longer believes in the future. He clutches eagerly at the past.
He shouts hysterically: “I went to war, I subdued, I conquered.”
Of all tenses the past is the only one that is left to him. He looks
with loathing at the new, strange figure—1942. He would willingly
replace it by 1940. He still has moments when he thinks he is
gloating over prostrate France in the forest of Compiegne. But
times have changed. Two years have not passed in vain. Hitler’s
S.S. men sleep their eternal sleep in the snows of Russia. What
about his marshals? He has chased them away.

The Russian December has become the hope of the world. The
Wise Men and the nations look to the stars of the Kremlin. The
customary words “A happy New Year” sound different now;
they echo the hope of tortured humanity. People are dreaming of
peace, bread and freedom, and the New Year promises them happi-
ness. Now the night is twenty-four hours long in northern Norway.
The Tromsoe fishermen listen to the voice of the storm. They say
to one another: A happy New Year. This year they’ll go back to
their own country.” Now the mimosa is blooming in Greece,
blooming amid famine and death. In Greece the shepherds say to
one another: “A happy New Year! This year we’ll chase them
away.” It is night over Paris. Once upon a time it was a shining,
laughing city. Now it is silent; only in a dark attic under the roofs
of Paris a girl whispers to her lover: “A happy New Year! This
year we’ll smash them.”

On New Year’s night our soldiers are chasing the enemy. It is a
night of great work for them. Our country from Murmansk to
Ashkhabad is thinking of them now. A happy New Year, Red
Army! You have endured terrible days. You did not let the
Germans get Moscow. You will pass through the liberated country
like the wind of spring. You will pass through Germany like a
cleansing storm.
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We do not measure victory by the yard or by the pound. We will
not accept a quarter of victory, an eighth of liberty or a half-measure
of peace. We want liberty for ourselves and for all nations. We
do not want the beacon of liberty to be extinguished on the shores
of America, or the children of London to be forced to their knees.
We do not want Paris to be a German police-station, or Poland to
be a land of German galley-slaves. We don’t want peace for five,
or ten, or twenty years. We want our children to forget the sound
of the sirens. We want them to talk of tanks as though they were
prehistoric monsters. We want peace for our children and grand-
children. We do not plant trees and build factories in order to be
attacked every quarter of a century by the bellicose bullies of Berlin.
We want total victory. We will destroy the executioners and smash
their weapons.

Behind the victims and the deeds of heroism a wonderful future
awaits us. We have grown up to the extent of a hundred years.
We have cleansed ourselves of all impurities. The people who will
live after our victory will know the full measure of human happiness.

January 1st, 1942.

SPRING IN JANUARY

I started counting the machines abandoned by the Germans but
I got mixed up. There were hundreds of them. The mouths of the
guns gaped insolently and pitifully towards the East. The captured
German tanks trundled obediently along like tame elephants.
I recalled the words of the German communiqué: “We have
voluntarily shortened the front.” What peculiar people! They
are cutting their flesh together with their cloth. They may be *“shor-
tening” the front, but they are losing tanks at the same time.

The German graves bear witness to the daily increasing strength
of our advance. At first you see individual crosses with a carefully
painted swastika and ingenious inscriptions. These Germans were
buried at leisure in the squares of the towns, beside the village
school or hospital. The Germans even wanted their dead to disturb
the slumbers of our children. We drove for twelve to eighteen miles.
We passed simple birch crosses where the Germans had been buried
in a hurry and wholesale: “Here lie eighteen German soldiers:”
““Here lies Lieutenant Erich Schroeder and eleven German soldiers.”
Beyond Maloyaroslavets there are not even any crosses. The bodies
have been left unburied. They lie alongside the road. Sticking out
of the snow is an arm here and a leg there. A dead German, frozen
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exterminated the still fresh German divisions, blew up the bridges,
fought their way out of German encirclement, experienced all the
bitterness of retreat and gave our country the chance to forge new
weapons and train new units.

At the front you realize with what affection the Red Army is
surrounded—an enormous country is working and living for it.
If we have now got a lot of tommy-guns, it is because the workers
in the Urals have had no sleep for nights. If the troops are eating
good thick soup, it is because the women collective farmers of
Siberia are mindful of the front. “We were short of mortars, but
now there are plenty.” Where did these mortars come from? The
factory which is situated sixty miles from here was evacuated long
ago. But the old men who had been pensioned off stayed on, and
so did the out-of-date lathes and a certain amount of raw material.
Russian intelligence and Russian devotion did the rest. They are
good mortars and they make short work of the Germans. The old
workmen of the little Russian town can now sleep peacefully. The
cheerful, snub-nosed mortar man has got a wonderful pair of
woollen mittens. They were knitted by a certain Masha in the town
of Atkarsk, who sent them as a New Year present. She didn’t give
her surname: she just wrote “Masha.” This kind Russian girl by
the name of Masha can now sleep peacefully.

The prisoners are being brought in—a lieutenant, a corporal and
some privates. They are trembling and whimpering. One of them
is wearing a leather shoe on his left foot and an ersatz felt boot on
his right which appears to be frost-bitten. “Men suffering from
light frost-bite are not sent to hospital,” the corporal explains. No
doubt it would be difficult—half the German soldiers have got
frost-bitten feet. They are wearing army caps on their heads.
In the summer they wore them with a jaunty air. Now they try to
poke their ears under the caps. One of the men has a running nose,
but he can’t wipe it; his hand is frozen. And when they were
brought to the cottage they all started scratching themselves. The
lieutenant reeked of eau-de-Cologne ; he must have emptied a whole
bottle over himself that morning. He pulled up his sweater in order
to scratch himself more conveniently, and one of our soldiers
exclaimed: “Oh boy! Look at that! That’s not a louse—it’s a
bear! I’ve never seen one like it before!” The soldiers looked at the
prisoners with disgust. “Those lousy Fritzes!” they exclaim.

The corporal had been in France. He was in one of the first
German units to enter betrayed Paris. It is amusing to think
that I may have seen him in Paris. How the little darling has
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changed! Our Red Army men seem to have taken the Germans
down a peg or two.

Yesterday four Germans emerged from the forest: these wolves
had been driven out by the cold. Only one cottage was left in the
village ; the rest had been burnt by the Germans. The four Germans
scraped on the door. The old peasant woman spat. “Who set fire
to the village?”” she growled. “You did. You Germans. Stay out
in the cold and get warm there!”

A signboard bearing the words “Pokrovskoye village” still
remains but there is no village. It was burnt down by the Germans.
Nothing remains except the chimneys and the starlings’ cotes! in
the trees. When they retreated the Germans sent special squads of
“torch-bearers” to set fire to the towns and villages.

If they hadn’t the time to burn everything, they burnt the best
they could. And they did it with great relish. At Maloyaroslavets
the “Kulturtraeger” showed what they could do by burning two
schools, the children’s créche, the hospital and the town library
with all the books.

Here are some of their corpses. Lying beside them are empty
French champagne bottles, Norwegian conserves and Bulgarian
cigarettes. It is dreadful to think that these wretched creatures are
to-day the masters of Europe. No more champagne-swilling for
some of the “masters.” They are lying in the frozen earth.

In the village of Bielousovo a meal had been left untouched. The
Germans had uncorked the bottles but had not had time to put
their lips to them. In the village of Balabanovo the staff officers
were caught napping. They ran out in their underclothes and
triumphantly perished in their silk French drawers at the point of
the Russian bayonets.

The women burst into tears when they see our soldiers. These
are tears of joy, the thaw after a terrible winter. For two or three
months they were unable to speak, watching the German butchers
with hard, dry eyes, and afraid to exchange even a few words, a
complaint or a sigh. Now it is all over. And on this freezing day
it seems as though spring is here, the spring of the Russian people
in the middle of the Russian winter.

The peasants have terrible stories to relate about the dark weeks
of the German yoke. It is not only the atrocities that are terrible;
there is something terrible about the German himself. A woman

! In the northern Russian countryside starlings are protected on account of
their insect-destroying propensities and special wooden nesting-boxes —
skvoreshniki-—are made for them.
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They were compassionate and indulgent. The Germans have
worked a miracle : they have scorched pity out of the Russian heart
and engendered a deadly hatred. Even the old people express the
one desire: “Kill the whole lot of them!” Some of these old people
were still blind and deaf three months ago. One of them greeted
our troops with a chicken. He bowed and said: “Do you accept
fools? I'm a fool. When the Germans came, I thought it wouldn’t
make any difference to me. We’re humble folk. But they took my
granddaughter away. I don’t know where she is. They killed our
cow. They took away my felt boots. You see what I'm going about
in now. I managed to hide one chicken from them. When I heard
they were going away, I lit the stove, and the old woman roasted
the chicken for you. Thank you for coming.” He stood there and
wept. But in the heart of this seventy-year-old grandfather there
was the same hatred that filled the hearts of all of us.

The Germans had not had time to burn down the old man’s
house. Many houses were saved from the fire by the Red Army men.
Our troops advanced very rapidly beyond Maloyaroslavets, and the
Germans failed to carry out the order to destroy everything as they
retreated. In one village the “torchbearers” had already driven
all the people out of the houses, but suddenly they heard the sound
of machine-gun fire and bolted. The village remained intact. In
another village they had just set fire to one house when our ski troops
appeared. The Germans took to their heels at once, and our men
put out the fire. They saved lives as well as houses. I saw some
people who had been condemned to death, but the Germans did not
have time to shoot them. They dragged a girl away with them,
but took fright and had to leave her behind. Every Red Army
man can write home: “I saved a Russian house from fire. Russians
are now living in it. Children will grow up in it and they will
remember us. I saved a Russian from the rope. He was going to
be hanged, but we came up in time.” Besides saving his native
country, he saves individual villages, such as Lukyanovka, Petrov-
skoye or Vysielki. He saves individuals, such as Fedya the shepherd,
Krivtsov the forester, Maria Vladimirovna the teacher. And in their
liberated homes the rescued people now bless each soldier.

The peasants are hurrying in their sledges over the scrunching
snow in order to see their homes as quickly as possible. Not long
ago they were moving towards the east with stern, sad faces. Now
they are going westwards with smiling faces, screwing up their eyes
against the bright glare of the sun-bathed snow.

The Red Army men overtake them. They too are in a hurry to
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The houses have been burnt and the wells poisoned. Everything
has been mined, even the corpses of the Fritzes. By means of this
barbaric destruction the Germans hoped to hold up the Red Army,
but their efforts are in vain. The water in the wells is analysed and
mine-detectors locate the hidden mines. As for the houses, our
troops have long been accustomed to the forests. It is much quieter
outside the inhabited localities.

The infantry are marching over the snow. The communications
men are fixing up wires. The guns are roaring. The wide straight
road leads from Mojhaisk to the west. We have only accomplished
the first stage of the march. It is a long road. It runs from here to
the jutting cape of Europe, “the end of the world ”—Finisterre—the
kingdom of death. It is a hard road. But the snow crunches sub-
missively underfoot as our soldiers march boldly on. The long road
will be traversed.

January 21st, 1942.

THE SECOND DAY OF BORODINO

On January 18th in the village of Shalikovo, which had been
almost entirely burnt down by the Germans, a woman lamented
that “the parasites threatened they would come back.” On the
following day the Germans’ long-range artillery began to fire at the
remaining houses of the village. Our guns replied. Towards morning
General Orlov’s troops began to attack. They occupied a village
on the outskirts of Mojhaisk. The Germans tried to defend them-
selves, and fighting went on in the streets. In the darkness a Red
Army man asked an old woman: “What village is this, Granny?”
She waved her arms and said: “You’ve gone astray. This is
Mojhaisk. The Germans are here. They’ll kill you.” The Red
Army man laughed: “Why will they kill me? I'm going to kill
them, that’s certain.” It was still dark when our men reached the
centre of Mojhaisk. The Germans took to flight. An hour later it
began to get light and the inhabitants of Mojhaisk saw the Red Flag
flying over the building of the Town Soviet.

The Germans were in a hurry, but they managed to blow up the
cathedral of St Nicholas, the church of the Ascension, the cinema,
and the waterworks. They had mined the hospital but failed to
blow it up. They did, however, succeed in blowing up one hundred
of their own wounded. They wanted to set fire to the house where
three hundred wounded Red Army men were lying, but our men
arrived in time.
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in this matter. We are going to transfer a considerable part of
German industries to the east.

““The confidence of the Fiihrer enables me to ensure the economic
future of each one of you. I will settle you in accordance with your
wishes, taking devotion to our National Socialist Party into con-
sideration.”

Thus the Ober-Praesident promises the executioners of the
Ukraine an “economic future” on the Ukrainian soil. According
to his plan, the Prussians are to lounge under the blossoming
cherry-trees, bathe in the Dnieper, eat Ukrainian delicacies, stroll
along the Krestchatik and have the Ukrainians at their beck and
call. They are already discussing the details of their post-war bliss.
Says Fritz: “This is where I'm going to have my pigs, here my
Gretchen will play the piano and here my stableman will flog the
Ukrainians.”

“The Reich Institute for the study of the East” has announced
an architectural competition for “the appropriate planning of farm-
houses in the Ukraine.” The Fritzes are anxious about how their
estates on the banks of the Dnieper are going to look. They like
things to be ““gemiitlich,” that is, nice and comfortable. They want
the gallows to be set in the midst of flowering limes and the cries
of the tortured people to be accompanied by Viennese waltzes.

“The Reich Institute” is in Berlin. But at present the Germans
in the Ukraine have no time for “architectural planning” or
“gemiitlichkeit.” They are busy killing people, but at the same
time they are trembling with fear. They are hanging people, but
the executioners’ teeth are chattering. Who is it they are afraid of?
Voiceless Kiev? The frozen Dnieper?

The heart of the people cannot be silent. The blood of the people
cannot freeze. Everywhere the Germans are haunted by the vision
of the people’s avengers—the guerillas. On December 28th the
commander of the 48th German tank corps issued the following
order:

“The correct way for a man to behave is to act ruthlessly and
mercilessly. I order that guerillas in civilian or semi-civilian dress,
as well as persons wearing military uniform acting in conjunction
with the guerillas, are neither to be taken prisoner nor shot, but to
be hanged without exception. Persons aiding and abetting the
guerillas are also to be hanged.”

“Up with the rope!’’ shouts the corps commander. “Slip it on!”
yells Ober-Praesident Erich Koch. “Pull it tighter!” whispers
Hitler. But the Ukraine cannot be strangled! That beautiful land
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has seen a good many things in the course of its life. More than
once invaders have trampled her cornfields and murdered her
children, but she has always risen and driven out the invaders.

The Germans may build model farmhouses. We will put the last
Fritz and his offspring into one. Excursionists will be able to learn
how dreadful and revolting were the parasites who attacked the
Ukraine in 1941.

You may console the Prussians and promise them Ukrainian land
and cosy nooks, Herr Ober-Praesident. You may transfer your
industries to the Ukraine, if you so desire. Your machines will
work for us. You may transfer to our country your civilian Fritzes
—landowners, supervisors and gendarmes. We'll find room in our
country for all of them—soldiers and civilians, landowners and
generals, for the commander of the 48th tank corps and for Governor
Erich Koch. The soil of the Ukraine will receive them all. They will
be buried and no service record or certificate of Aryan descent will
be required of them.

The frosty night is calm, white and desolate. I hear the muffled
song of beautiful Oxana:

Never, never shall the Ukraine
Be slave of the German butchers.

The snow crunches under the feet of the Red Army—Russians
and Ukrainians, Byelorussians and Georgians, Tartars and Jews—
as they march to save Oxana from the hangman’s noose. They are
marching to save the Ukraine from the Germans.

January 29th, 1942.

DEATH AND IMMORTALITY

The Germans did not bury their dead in the cemeteries or some-
where apart, but in the main squares of the Russian towns. They
wanted to humiliate us even with their graves. They thought they
had conquered the Russian towns for all eternity. Maloyaroslavets
was to become “Klein-Yaroslav’ and Mojhaisk—Moschaisk-
Stadt.” They expected that monuments to the German soldiers
would be erected in the squares of the Russian towns. They wanted
the lousy Fritzes, the gangsters and violators to rest side by side with
Leo Tolstoy. Their parade of the dead in someone else’s country
did not succeed : the living had to go, and so did the corpses—there
is no room for German graves in the squares of the Russian towns.

Bit by bit, town by town, we are clearing the invaders out of our
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had threatened Moscow did not get a chance to fire a shell. They
were captured by the Red Army men. The Germans shuddered,
and the whole world began to shout on all wavelengths, “The
Germans are on the run!”

In the very days when the Germans were arguing as to which
regiment should be the first to enter Moscow, and when the military
commentators of the Allied countries were writing sorrowfully
about the triumph of the German plan, our Command was busily
preparing to attack. We won’t say that the Battle of Moscow was a
miracle, but our nation, our people and our spiritual strength are a
miracle. We have been rearing this miracle for a quarter of a
century. We have been through much suffering to achieve it. We
moulded it out of the Arctic snow, the sand of the desert and a
clod of clay. We put our faith in man, and man has saved Russia.
Tanks are important, but still more important are the constructors
and drivers of the tanks. People can make new engines, but engines
cannot take the place of man’s mind and will.

In the autumn the factories were transferred far away to the east.
The most delicate instruments were unloaded amid impassable mud
or snow. It seemed unlikely that the delicate machinery would
survive the cold and cramped conditions. But the workers wrought
a miracle: a week later the benches were already turning out aircraft
engine parts. All the railways were blocked while men and things
were being transferred. The engine-drivers worked seventy hours
without a stop, taking double-length trains through the blizzard.
They wiped their faces with snow and continued their journey.
In a month the railwaymen had cleared the lines, and this too was a
miracle. Children saved the potato crops in the fields from the
frosts. Young girls of Moscow dug the ground in the rain and sleet
of wintry weather. Women weavers and students of the Conserva-
toire in light slippers helped to fortify the capital. The heroes of
Leningrad worked under artillery fire, beating off the attacks of the
Germans and starvation. Was not this a miracle?

Twenty-eight heroes'—the figure is engraved in our memory—
they died, but they did not let the enemy through to Moscow.
There were not only twenty-eight heroes: there were millions.
There was one single hero—the people.

In these days we have again realized the human strength of
Stalin. He had no thought of attacking other people’s countries.

1 The twenty-eight heroic guardsmen of Major-General Panfilov’s division
who, alone and unaided, held up the advance of fifty German tanks at the ap-
proaches to Moscow.
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the bitter but courageous words: “We must hold fast!” Do you
hear, friend? Like the beating of wings over Russia flies the simple,
valiant word : “FORWARD!”

February 17th, 1942

COURAGE

For twenty-four years our people have loved and cherished the
Red Army. For its sake they have put up with sleepless nights and
a crust of bread. When a detachment of Red Army men passed
through a city square, the mothers looked with confidence at the
gay, sunburnt soldiers and realized they would not be betrayed.
The children were playing under the trees. They have now grown
up and are fighting beyond the Arctic Circle or in the steppes of
the Crimea.

The Red Army has not let us down. We all know that if we are
now living, breathing, thinking, hoping, talking our native tongue,
and living in our native towns, it is only because the Red Army is
a mighty power. In a medieval ballad the Devil remarks: “I do
exactly as I please on earth, because the men of good will have
wishes, but I have the will. They are made of wax, I am made of
iron.” Our people were a people of good will. They did not carry
freedom on the points of their bayonets, but they have learnt to
defend their destiny with the bayonet. The Devil has now found
out what the human will can do. We have barred the path to his
iron centipedes, because the heart of every Red Army man, who
played as a child in the square and later sang roguish and tender
songs, has proved to be stronger than iron.

The little red stars shine far out over the world. Their light is
seen in both hemispheres. They are watched with hope by the
workers of Detroit and the peasants of Egypt. No star is brighter
than this which shines on the cap of the soldier, and the year-old
Russian child stretches out its little hands towards it: the star that
will save.

Courage is not an accident or an attribute—innate and impetuous
daring can be an attribute. Courage is a virtue. Courage is the
highest degree of human consciousness, like love and wisdom.
It ripens in the heart of the people as wheat ripens in the hot sun.
When a man is inspired from his youth by the feeling of human
dignity, when the shepherd is brought to the telescope, when the
milkmaid deputy enters the palace of Soviet Deputies, life becomes
joyful and significant. Our fathers may have thrown coins on to the
ground, but they never threw a piece of bread: they respected bread
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thousands of men. Where they have lost enough thousands they
retreat.

At present two armies are at grips. The battle goes on day and
night. Our communiqués report in stern, severe language : “ Nothing
of importance took place at the front.” When battle is raging,
people don’t tell stories—they fight. The reports come afterwards.
At present our soldiers are creating the victories of to-morrow.

German reserves have already appeared at the front, and German
carrion fliers have already appeared in the sky. If the tanks are
still sleeping like animals in their winter sleep, one of these days
they will wake up. We know that the Germans have been working
during the winter. We have not been sleeping either. It will not be
an easy struggle, but there will be no repetition of last July.

Of late the Germans have given up using the word “blitz.” They
seem to have forgotten all about a “lightning victory.” We may
remind them that they thought they were going to capture Moscow
in August. Nine months have passed since then. Quite a long
time. A woman can bear a child in nine months. The Germans have
not conquered and they are not going to conquer. In the past
nine months Russia has been carrying victory in her womb, and the
world will soon behold it. But the German hopes have been con-
verted into skulls. Hitler now says he is in no hurry. For once he is
not telling a lie. Where can he hurry to? The grave? It is we who
are hurrying. We are forging ahead to victory. We want to force
our way through to peace, liberate our towns, plough up the soil
that has been trampled by the enemy and console our terrified
children.

We have shown the world the greatness of the Soviet human
being. We have sacrificed and will continue to sacrifice everything
for our native land in order that it may live. Great people and
great nations do not measure their sacrifices by the inch. We have
set an example to others. It is difficult to realize from a distance all
the intensity of our March battles. But if it is impossible for our
friends to see the compactness of the German divisions a thousand
miles away, they can see through any pair of field-glasses the extent
to which the German garrisons on the Channel coast have grown
thin. Gaps have appeared in the German wall; bricks have been
hurriedly transferred from the west to the east. The equinox is a
season of storms. In the spring it is usual for prisoners to pine for
liberty. In the spring the peoples who have been enslaved by Hitler
will Lift up their heads. And who knows whether a good spring wind
may not burst into the gaping gap?
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and our life, and equally passionate and indomitable hatred for the
invaders, violators and executioners.

Gotthardt asks whence the Russians get their strength. Why
didn’t the soldiers of the Red Army give up Moscow? Why are they
performing magnificent exploits in an effort to liberate the towns
which the Germans have captured? The learned Ober-leutnant, who
has a penchant for philosophy, replies: “To me it is a mystery.”
I am not surprised. How can a contemptible hangman realize the
strength of the Russian soul? He understands setting out on a cam-
paign for oil, plundered bacon and Russian fur coats. He knows
that the Leutnant must submit to the Ober-leutnant, and the Ober-
leutnant to the captain—he can understand all that. He knows that
Hitler gives the orders and Fritz does the shooting. But now he has
before him a Russian peasant who has killed a German officer.
Nobody ordered the guerilla to risk ending his life on the gallows.
He was obeying his conscience. He was guided by his love for his
native country. And to the German this is “dreadful.”

This man Gotthardt was taught to write articles, to use the
various types of machine-guns, to shout “Heil Hitler” and to recog-
nize the different brands of champagne. He was turned into the
semblance of a man, and this semblance exclaims: “I can’t under-
stand why people go to their death.” He can’t understand why a
man is a man and not a Hitlerite vermin. A soulless executioner
himself, he asserts that our people have no soul. He can read
German. Perhaps he is a spy, in which case he will have been taught
to read Russian also. He can distinguish the letters of our alphabet.
But there is one book written in a language which he cannot under-
stand. That book is the soul of our people. It is a great soul! It is
in every Russian word, in every look, in every blade of grass. It
is now indignant and raging like the sea in stormy weather. It is
in every shot fired from a Russian rifle, in the roar of the guns and
in the droning of the engines. It is in the light rustle as our scouts
creep over the earth. It is in the terrible ““Hurrahs” and in the
terrible silence an hour before battle, a day or a month before the
great spring battles.

April 19th, 1942.

OUR SPRING

Never before has the world talked so much about the spring as
this year. They have embarrassed her like a young débutante, and
she is loath to come out on to the stage. A warm day is followed by
a cold one, and suddenly, as though to remind us of the Russian



OUR SPRING 273

January, a light snow covers the ground for a while. Nevertheless
spring has arrived. The aerodrome runways are getting dry, and
our pilots are bringing down tens of enemy planes every day. The
spring crops are being gathered in the fields—smashed German
machines, helmets, rifles and unexploded shells. Snowdrops are in
bloom on the heroes’ grave in the forest. Solitary icefloes drift down
the rivers. The season of the May rainstorms is approaching.

In the legend the sorcerer’s apprentice calls up the spirits and then
cannot control them. On December 6th the Germans began to retreat
from Moscow. On December 7th Hitler began to talk about the
spring. For five months he rang all the changes on this word at all
the cross-roads of Berlin. And now spring is here. Our soldiers
have changed their snug ““valenki” felt boots for seven-league boots.
And Hitler has changed his favourite mistress—he has betrayed
spring and is now taken up with winter.

On January 30th Hitler said that in the spring his “crack troops
would again go forward.” He hoped by using the word “spring”
to warm up his frost-bitten Fritzes and to take the chill out of
Germany’s frozen heart with seasonable fancies. The spring is
here, but where are Hitler’s crack troops? Some of them will never
wake again. Others are gloomily inspecting their swollen feet, and
the new-comers are waiting apprehensively for the start of the
spring fighting. They know now that Russia does not mean bacon
or stockings for them, but death.

In May 1939 the Germans were eating ham in Prague. In May
1940 they were stamping in and out of the shops of Copenhagen
and Oslo. In May 1941 they were guzzling Greek wine. In May
1942 they were sitting in damp dug-outs. War had lost its meaning
for the Fritzes, as there was nothing more to plunder. One of them,
a classic specimen, Otto Moss by name, declared on being taken
prisoner : “I don’t know what the war is about, as I’'m not interested
in politics. I haven’t read the leaflets. In fact I haven’t read any-
thing since I left school. Personally I’ve no interest in this war at all.”
How can the war interest a bandit? One Nazi corporal recently wrote
to his wife : “Just imagine, I've forgotten what a chicken looks like!”
This is a cry from the heart. It is more terrible than the muttering
of the generals. It is the verdict of the German Army.

Spring has come, but it won’t be Hitler’s spring. Why has Field-
Marshal von Rundstedt left the steppes of the Ukraine for the gusty
coast of Normandy? Why has Hitler’s favourite, General List, the
“subduer of the Balkans,” left the sunny Crimea for chilly Norway?
Like birds, the German generals are subject to spring migrations.



274 RUSSIA AT WAR

Berlin is a city notorious for its draughtiness, and the spring breeze
is dangerous for the weak. Hitler sent for his Governors; the
butcher Heidrich came from Czechoslovakia, Terboven from
Norway, Field-Marshal von Witzleben from Holland and General
von Stuelpnagel from Paris. It was a conference of butchers. They
discussed how they were going to shoot hostages, behead women,
torture and hang. But the nations refuse to be pacified. Though
subdued, they are like those dangerous waters in whose depths are
swift currents which lie in wait for the incautious navigator.

At six o’clock in the afternoon of May 1st, France will hold a
silent demonstration before the monuments of the Republic at the
request of General de Gaulle. It will be the parade of the army of
to-morrow. Pétain no longer serves as a screen for the Gestapo.
Instead of the dotard Marshal’s uniform, the convict garb of the
thief Laval is now spread over humiliated France. People are being
shot in Paris, St. Nazaire and Boulogne, and the spring breeze
rustles over the graves of France. When Laval’s speech was being
broadcast, it was interrupted by a voice which said : “Tell us, Laval,
how much have you received for this—for every head and for the
head of France?” It was the voice of the French people. They
know that this spring will be stormy.

The storm is gathering force with the spring. Here is the chronicle
of the last days of April. A German major was killed at Trondhjem
in Norway. A dump of aircraft shells was blown up in Greece.
Two military trains were derailed in France. Old men and children,
Communists and priests are working against Hitler. In Moravia
an old peasant woman, Maria Prokes, was executed for setting fire
to three German granaries. In Paris two girls were arrested in the
Boulevard Sevastopol for hitting a German officer who had insulted
them. At their interrogation the French girls, evidently inspired by
the name of the street, said that “they wanted to be strong like the
heroes of Sevastopol.” At Liége the priest of the church of Chatelet
was arrested for refusing to perform a funeral service for a soldier
of the “Wallonie Legion” who had betrayed the Belgian people.
Per Krog, one of the leading artists of Europe, has been arrested in
Oslo. Europe does not want to die. She is struggling to her feet.
Blood-stained, reviled and starving, she is reaching out to life.

We know how many tanks and aeroplanes the United States are
producing. We know what forces are concentrated in the narrow
island of Great Britain. For Europe victory in 1943 would be a
victory in the midst of a wilderness, whereas victory in 1942 would
be the victory of life and the salvation of the work of a whole genera-
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