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Daer Mr. Rogers:

Of all the many Zast Germans encountered in Lelpzig, only two
showed any open resentment of Westerners to me. It is worth noting
that neilther of them were Communists. The first was a tobaconnist
in the Petergstrasse. Ll asked him for something he dldn't have
(peppermints) and he wastruculentabout saying he had none.

The second was the wlde woman who ran a little tavern in the
Gottschedstrasse, She made 1t plain that she would serve me a beer
only because the DDR government demanded hospitality for Falr guests.
Hers was a privately owned tavern and her customers were non-Commun-
ists, judging by their remarks.

My impression was that both these Germans resented Westerners wlth
a kind of sullen envy. It wouldn't have been surprising to hear them
express simllar sentiments about thelr fellow-Germans in the Federal
Republic. In Leipzlg, you could hear from time to time the remark,
"It's golng too good for them," directed at West Germans.

farallel to this feeling and probably much more widespread ls the
open pride of many Eagst Germans in what they have accomplished during
the past 13 years. "Uespite" the Russlan reparations, they say.
"Despite'" the lopsided deliveriesg of machinery and other prepducts
to the Soviet Union., "Despite" the ratloning and the 1limitsd quotas
of consumer goods..."look what we've done just the same."

The Soviet Zone regime has taken note of thls pride and the
Comnunists are dolng all they can to pep it up. it 1s a major part
of thelr campaign to "surpaszs West German per-capita consumption
by 1961". This, according to the DDR propagandists, will "prove
the superiority of Sociallsm."

Of courss the convinced Communlists see an immedlate and indivisible
bond between thelr doctrine and thelr materlal progress. But i+ detected
no awareness of this holy allianc2 in my Lelpzlg conversations with
non-Communists. It will be interesting to observe in the comlng years
whether these people wlll eventually attribute thelr accompllshments
to 'Socialism'. For the present, they seem to regard them as personal
triumphs, not as ideologlcal ones.

3% 4% L3

The Lelpzig Playhou® entertained a guest performance of the Maxlm
Gorkl Theater (Zast Berlin) on Monday. Appropriately, the Maxim Gorkl
Company put on +ts version of the "Lower Vepths", by Maxim Gorkl.

They were good, the actors, convincingly tatterdema}ion and forlorn.
The set was in the proper traditlion of proletarian realism - no symbols
and no imaginative touches. Likewlse the dlrectors interpretatlon.
Here' was th2 catch,
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The theater program announced that the "Lower Depths" was ine
tended to tell the playgoers that "Man can chanfe his mlserable
life (ala Marx) through truth." Thls message dld not come through
at all in leipzlg,

The Gorkl ferformance ran dmultaneously with another Soviet
drama at Leipzlg., This was the East German premiere of a film
trilogy based on Mikhall Sholokov's "The Qulet Don". At the same
time, the nearby house of the "Soclety for German Sovliet Frlendshlp”
was carrylng on lts busy program of lectures, fllms, and dlscussion

groups.

Consider these items together wlth the State-dlrected campaign
for Russophllia and you touch on very curlous matter.

One need only recall that the |National Soclalists made antle
Communism and Russophobla major elements of thelr program and
pogroms. They succeeded in imbulng most Germans wlth fear and
hatred of Soviet Russia, enough to laumch a crusade agalnsat the
Bolshevlks in 1941, The invasion and occupation of Eastern
Germany by the' Red Army in 1945 d14 1ittle to diminlish those
feellngs. Then the C,mmunist puppet regime set out immedlately
to plead the love-Moscow case, a thankless task 1f ever there
was one.

However, time seems to have softened these old emotions into
a kind of dull resentment. The Russlians, wlth thelr three huge
casernes in Lelpzig, thelr 400,000 troops in the DDR altogether,
are next-door nelghbors.

Meanwhlle, there is genulne curlosity about the Soviets, quite
apart from the officlal propaganda campalgn. Or despite 1t. So
when the Rugsians send a good film along (and there are some excel-
lent ones), or a play, or a ballet troupe, |or a musician, there is
generally an appreclative audlence on hand. The East Germans are
as dlscriminating about the performing arts as thelr West German
brothers. Bosides, they are interestéed %n nearly everything going
on dutside thelr own dreary cultural domaln.

Yet there remalns an awesome paradox in the Soviet-German
relationship - the officilal broadcasts of love, and the private
record collection-of hate.

It gseems unllkely that any amount of exchan scholarshlps,
holiday touring, and government proclamations wlll overcome thlsg
duallty. As for cultural exchange, Germans tend to be rather
haughty about their own artistic acllevements; many of them despise
the kowtowlng which German Communists perform at the feet of
Soviet idols:. in thils 11§ht, a Gorki performance in Leipzlg has things
to contend wlth that are Inconceivable in New York or Moscow.

*

w *

The dance hall in the Grimmalschestrasse was fllled with young
people, most of them dressed rather nattlly. The joint was thumping,
thanke to the band's rhythm section. The drummer whacked away in
that ferriferous German fashion which Duke Ellington calls

"ageresslive,"



DB = 40 3w

fwo young men at my table were scanning the horizon 1n search of
sultable dancing partners. They announcead their choicss to each other,
puffed hurriedly on thelr clgarettes, and set off to selze thelr prey.
I got_up, sauntered over to a nearby table, and sald, "May L request...?"
The heavy-limbed girl grasped my arm and accompanied me to the‘idance
floor. The band was playlng a ponderous foxtrot. With war drums.

My attempts to start a conversation were resisted militantly. Name:
n

"Glgela." Rank: | "Clerk with the railway." Serial Number: "...

Back at thettable, the young men s
were engaged in earnest talk. One was
in Lelpzig from West Germany. He had
fled three years before from a small
town in the DDR. He was to have ln=-
herited his father's factory, but-the
DDR government collectivised it be-
fore he could get it, Now he was .
tming to obtain some of his father's
other possessions.

The other was dlrector of a pen=-
sioner's home in the Erzgeblrge. He
wore the emblem of the Communist
labor union. "I'm up here (in Leip-
zig) trying to get a mixer for my
kitchen," he sald. "They make good
ones here, Dammit, but they all get
exported. And we haven't got enough
West Marks to afford a West German
one. What am I gobng to do?"

% I L 4 . i

At breakfast, my host talked in guarded tones about his nelghbors,
the party functionarlies, and the securlty police agent. "They have
it good," he sald, "televislon sets and cars. Some of them earn
1,200 marks a month (three tlmes the averags wage ).

He recalled the war: "I got shot up in Russia - both legs full
of shrapnel and a hole in my head they had to plug up with a metal |
plate. When I got home, my own mother didn't recognize me on the street!

He had been slck recently as a result of hls wounds, and had to
convalesce for eight months. "One of my nelghbors turned me in to
the police as a 'slacker'., There was a trial at the Labor Court, and
. she had the nerve to say she saw me through the keyhole beating rugs
at home while I was collecting sick pay. Turned out I was in the
hospital when I was supposed to bs beating rugs. I sald to her: 'Who
the hell do you think you are, spying through keyholes anyway?' The
judge acquitted me..."

¥* #* *

A West German reporter, Eberhard Bltzer of the Frankfurter All-
gemeine Zeltung, suggested that we spend the morning looklng at the
Communist military installations around the city. (Several divisions
are stationed in lLeipzig.)
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£t wss a gray day. A drizzle spattered on the wilndshield. We
drove north past the rallroad station onto the Schumsnnstrasse. The
cobblestone street stretched up sahead into the mlsts, bumpy and
drab, rows of delapldated apartment houses on elther side. After
awhlle we began to see Volksarmee soldiers on the sldewnlks - some
g;lking, some with blcycles. "We must be near the caserne,' wsald
tzer.

A minute later we came to the barrscks - 2 block-long complex
of buildings surrounded by =2 high wall. The caserne dated from the
Kalzer period. A teen-aged sentry motioned us inslde the gate.
Bit7zer spoke blandly to the pudgy corporsl at the gatehouse: "We
are guests here at the Falr and we wondered if we might tour the
barracks...ls there <ome arrangement for tourists to look around?"
The corporal's jaw dropped. He looked about helplescly, then
gratbed the telephone. {In the back of the dilngy room, =nother sol-
dier lay on a beare mattress, snoring.

The corporal Spoke into the phone. "There's a couple of Falr
guests here. They want to look =round... So..." He hung up. "it's
a bad prospect,” he sald, grinning sheepishly, "a bad prospect.”
Ritzer asked him 2bout other cesernes. The corporal mumbled 'uncom-
fortably: "Around the corner...up the Slevogtstrasse a ways..."

We returnad to the car. As we drove off, Wé could see the
corporal pleck up the televhone zgaln and gesture excltedly. The
car bucked over the rough cobblestones.

"Not much use in trying the dumb act
agaln," snid Bltzer, "but we can take a
look at the others." in the next few
minutes we passed by two more barracks
- one Russlan =nd one Volksarmee. From
a dlrt ro=d in back of the latter we
could see blg Soviet tonks belng washed.
Out in the flelds, =2 squad was practi-
cing » fleld exerclse with tommyguns.
From nesrby we could he=r bursts of
machinegun fire. After filve minutes,
the snuad leader sterted oyer towards u~
"let's get out of here," sald Bitzer.

* kid ¥*

At the Press Center, = tall man wiyh sunken eyes approached me
and started spenkin% in a low voice. "I heard you y:sterday in the
press conference. represant a publlshing flrm..." He Ilntroduced
himself. We bowed and shook hands.  Would I 1like to visit hils
firm's exhibit? He took me by the Blbow and pilloted me out the door.
while driving over to the Hans= Haus in his 1ittle "PS-70" (2 DDR-
produced car) he explained thst the People's Own Publlshing House
"Mechnik" issues scientific books exclusively. "I'm very unsclentifie,
I protssted. The tall man grlnned.

n

He ushered me past the exhlbit tables to a curteined-off alcove
where the People'~ Own publisher, Eberheord Arlt, held court. At 52,
Arlt is one of those vligorous manager types you find both East =and
West of the 18th Meridilsn, He described hlmself as » plant englneer,

an economlst, and a Sileslan.
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He launched into » rapild-fire sales talk, "We are causing =
sensation in the publishine world," h: sald. "We're dolng something
absolutely new - scientific books published in four lsnguages simul-
taneously."

) "We started off slx yesrs =zo. This year we have a best-geller.
Vikalovitsch's 'Termodynamic Nu=1lities of Water and Steam.' It 1s
printed in Russian, German, English, and French, all in the ssme
edition. So far we've printed 20,000 coples, The Chinese and
Indi~n editions =re coming...For 2C marks (45) 1t's a bargain too..."

"Now we're planning » multilin~suasl sclentific dictionary. Each
text will be done bv a man from a different country. What's more, you
can add ' new languages to each of our editlions. The expansion is
unlimited."

Arlt rattled off a lot of statlstics about his firm. "In the

last five years, 1,400 titles." "We publish magazines too = 27 in
German and one in English." "We expand 10 to 15 per cent each year."
"We have 370 employees and a lot of freelanders besiges.” "On the

multiligual editions it takes us about eight ménths to prepare the
manuseript...The Russians need a lot of editing; they get long-winded."

LI couldn't understand why Arlt was glving me all of this razza-
matazz-until he murmured the following: "The trouble ls..we need an
outlet in the Unlted States and somebody to cooperate on translations
there..." Thereupon he delegated me to carry the tldings.

Wnile Arlt was pausing for breath, 1 asked him if hls was a
profit-making operation. "Up to now, no," he sald. "But when we
make a profit 1t will go to the State." Who pays for the losseg, L
asked. Aprlt chuckled, "Father State pays," he sald happily. (Does
that- sound familiar?)

During the latter part of the monolo%ue we were jolned by Arlt's
chief edltor, a handsome fellow named Ludwlg Brdckl. The boss bowed
himself out of the alcove, and Brdckl took over., He invited me outslde
to talk some more. As somn as we were away from the nook he started
asking questions about international atfairs. Was there golng to be

an atomic war? How dld I view the Middle Zast erisls? What about
Quemoy? Does Dulles want war? Will there be an agreement to dlsarm?

Then he invited me to lunch.

We walked over to Auerbach's Keller, the historic tavern made
famous by the Faust legend. Br8ckl kept shooting querles at me, most
of them about the West. Half way through the cutlet, he paused and
grinmed abashedly. "You must excuse me for asking so many questlons,’”
he sald. "But you are the tenth American I have ever met in my life.”

After the meal he told a blt about himself. He was 34, and a
native of Sudetenland. The Russlans captured him during a 1944 drive
and he spent several years as a prisoner of war. '"They were falrly
decent to us," he sald, "but tough." Now he lived just outslde of
Berlln. "I drive through West Berlin every day to work," he sald,

"l glways llsten to the American radio statlon. 1 love jazz. And you
know, your news broadcasts are surprisingly objective.”
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Ludwlig Bréckl wore the Communist Party button in his lapel. He
gald he became a convinced Marxist after the war. There appeared to
be no doubt that he was loyal to the party line. Except for one
thing: he was fascinated by America, seemingly much more so than by
Russia. He urged me to get in touch with him in Berlln,

It would be rash to jump:to concluslons about Brdckl's Western
leanings. But L have encountered simllar attltudes among half a dozen
young East Germans who are convinced Communlsts. All of them belong
to a new intelligentsia, cultivated and protected by the State, Yet
none of them seems to subscribe to the crude propaganda of the party
functionarles about "degenerate and evil Western influences". They
might pay lip-service to thls line, but that ls about all.

* * ¥*

One of the DDR's most successful propaganda films was showling
in the House of the Natlonal Front (the "front" organ of the Cemmunilst
$arty which theoretically represents all the other parties). It was
"Operation Teutonic Sword", a purported documentary about the career
of General Hans Speldel, current ground forces commander of NATO. The
film allegedly documents Nazl war crimes for which Speidel was'respon-
sible", According to several West Germans, the accusatlons made in
the moview have yet to be dlsproven.

Admittance to this:(and most other DDR propaganda films) cost
nothing in Leipzig. In the stuffy audltorium, only a few old couples
and some youngsters viewed the showing. After all, 1t was free.

However, it would probably be a mistake to underestlmate the
effect of such propaganda. With films 1like thls one, the DDR wages
an enormous campalgn agalnst the "Fasclists and Nazis" who "rule
West Germany." Speidel 1s only one of the objects. It 1s part of
the State's program to convince East Germans that thelrs 1s the only
pBace~loving and democratic Germany. Some of the mud they throw
gticks to the targets.

* * ¥*

~ After supper, I went to the District Clubhouse of the Free German
Youth (FDJ) to attend a discussion about sports. A girl in the lobby
handed me a ticket and waved me down a corridor. i expected a large
gathering.

About 20 youngsters were huddled in one corner of the large hall,
None of them had on the Prusslan blue shirt of the movemeidt. The two
young men in charge of the program sat at a table about seven rows
away from the nearest youth. They walted a few minutes for latecomsrs,
Nobody cames. Then the thin-faced group leader got up to introduce .:the
evenlng speaker, a secretary in the Leipzlg Sports Assoclatlon.

The sports functionary sprang to hls feet, an energetic Open=-
shirted type who bounced on his toes.

"Dear youngsters," he began, "you must all help the DDR to
develop champions and to bulld Sociallsm. That 1s our task. (a little
glrl suppressed a giggle). You see what our Taeve Schur d14? (Schur
recently won a world championshlp road race on his blegcle in France.
The German Communists were so ecstatlc that they nominated him to the



national People's Assembly, which of course guaranteed his election,)
"You can do what our Taeve did too. And that way we will force the
recognition of the DDR through sport!"

The FDJ District Clubhouse
The "Compass" poster (left) records vows the youngsters
expect to fulfil by 1960 - "Construction Hours" etc.

The functionary then launched into an elaborate description of
East German political aims and accomplishments, He did this in that
indecipherable jargon known as "Party Chinese". 1t went way over the
heads of the youngsters. They surreptitiously nudged each other,
snickered o#caslionally, and looked bored.

. Finally he sald: "How many of you dear boys and glrls play
table tennis?" Two boys hesitantly ralsed thelr hands. "We have a
tournament planned," sald the functionary, "and any of you can enter,”
There was no rssponse.

"All of you can use our sports fields. They are open to everyone.
And you can get tralning there from champions!” Still no response.
The functionary worked up a desperate smlle., "Well, are there any
gquestions?”

After a mlrute of silence, a glrl, apparently a schoolteacher,
stood up and spoke. "You functlonaries ought to get away from your
desks once in awhile, and meet the youngsters if you want to achleve
your alms. You just send out invitations. They get thrown away. We
never see you outside your offices.”
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The gecretary was taken aback. He mmbled and stuttered. "That's
«eenot gulte right... We have...lots of work."

A boy ralsed hls hand. "One thing we are sore about. My pals and
I, we signed up for 270 ‘construction hours' (see DB -~ 39) to help
bulld a sports fileld for another FDJ group. We dld them too. But
now 1ts our turn to get a sports fleld and nobody wants to help us.

The secretary sald: "We'll look into it. Now let's see thils
evening's fiilm." The lights were turned off and we watched "Youth
at the Start", a Péllgh color film about the World Youth Festlval
at Moscow in 1957: Followlng the movie, the sports officlal stood
up agaln. '"Dear youngsters, just remember, the victors you saw in
the f11lm are not the only medal winners, but all of you help bulld
the glorious victory of Soclalism are winners." More suppressed
glggles,

As a parting shot, the functionary cried, "Play sports, and
stay away from those immoral Vogelscheuche (scarecrows, the Leipzif
word for rock 'n rollers) with thelr silly get-mps and Western music."

Judging from the reactions of these youths, they are not golng
to bring forth any champions from thelr ranks - slther for sports or

for Syclallsm. . .
jC%vqﬂigHJ&r

David Binder
(to be continued)
Received New York December 8, 1958



