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Mr, Walter S. Reogers ;
Institute of Current World Affajirs
366 lMadison Avenue

New York 17, N.Y.

Dear Mr, Rogers:

Current world affairs are never far removed from the lives of
people in Central Burope, as they are from the lives of most ameri-
cans, In the last forty-five years the story has generally been
written with & tragic pen, and the miracle ig that people who have
suffered the most, like the Austrians, often retuin a capacity for
enjoyment far greater than that of the most securely nested American,
Or perhaps it is no miracle, but only & matter of being shocked inte
seeing things in different perspective. :

This is not to say that all, or even most, of the tragedies are
of the sorts that win headlines, I have met Jews who escuped the
Nazis and Hungarian freedom fighters who ecciped the Stalinists:
their stories are dramatic and have often been told. They deserve
telling. But this battered corner of the wo1ld is full of other peo-
ple, too, whose lives the events of the last five decades have alse
knocked about - less dramatically, to be sure, and on an individual
basis, but still effectively. Their stories must be heard and under-
stood too before the meaning of this latest age of conflict can really
be grasped.

* #* #

Maria Motlik is 64 years old and an Austrian, But the town
where she was born is no longer Austrian and the people she calls
countrymen live under at lemst four flags now, She is one of the
millions who have lived through the tragedy of Central Europe in the
Twentieth Century, and she often says: "I tell you, Herr Rusinew,
the things that have happened..," :

Today, at 64, she is stout, asthmatic, und has a bad heart, She
gets about with difficulty and seems ten years older than she is,
211 of this haprened, her daughter says, becanse of the strain, both
physical and nervous, of keeping an invalid husband alive during the
battle of Vienna and the "Third [an" years that followed. Thinking
of those days, and of their complete aloneness in the world today,
the two women say that, if another war should come, they will take
their cat to a veterinarian to be killed, then come home and turn on
the gas, "Two wars are enough for one lifetime,™

But except for these moments of remembering and thinking of the
future, frau [otlik bubbles with irrepressible good humor and enthu-
siasm for life: a round Germsn Hausfrau who loves people &nd animals,
but animals just 2 little better than people.
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Maria Motlik was born in the reign of Franz Josef in Teschen,
an industrial town of 40,000 in Austrian Silesia, Her father was 2
Silesian townsman who owned & little shop empleying eight shoeemakers,
One of her grandmothers was "Reichsdeutsch"™ - & German from Germany
- resented in Teschen because she spoke the diaslect of the Prussians
who had stolen the other half of Silesia from Maris Theresia & cen-
tury and a half earlier. The neighbors were Silesians and Czechs and
Poles, all with memories that were too leng of wrengs done their na-
tions in centuries past., Maria grew up speaking Polish as well as
German, and even now she can still read both Czech and Polish,

Her family and friends called her Mitzi., She was an extraerdi-
narily cheerful person, slim, gentle and quick-witted. She had &
good voice and liked to sing, and was much in demand as a soloist in
Teschen churches; she dreamed of being an opera singer, But her fa-
ther died when she was a child, and in 1912, when she was 17, her
mother died, too, and she married a neighborhood bey named Hilde-

brandt., A year later their only child, a daughter named Helene, was
born.

Young Hildebrandt was a Viennese and a skilled printer, both
distinctions te be proud of in Teschen, And proud he was: when &
wood that straddled the direct road to his house was made into a
hunting reserve for an Archduke and Hildebrandt was told to find ane-
ther road, he told the Archduke to his face that Hildebrandt was &
man and an Austrian, too, and it was silly te go & mile out of his
way te get home, The Archduke agreed.

The First World War ended the orderly world of Austrian Silesia
and ushered in a time - not yet ended - in which the fate of its far-
mers and miners would be repeated altered by decisions made in Paris,
Warsaw, Berlin, London, Washington and Moscow by peeple who had never
heard of its towns. Teschen became one of the saddest and most ne-
torious victims of the disintegration of Central Eurepe.

Hildebrandt was drafted, sent te the front, wounded and captured
by the Russians. He returned in 1919 an invalid and died three years-’
later of his wounds. The town te which he had come bdck was a prize
contested by the new states of Czechoslovakia and Poland, and it had
been occupied by Pilsudski's armies as a blunt hint to the illies in
Paris. The Versailles powers proposed to hold a plebescite, but it
never came 0off, The territory was finally divided arbitrarily in
1920 by the Conference of (4llied) Ambassaders, with the old town and
the industrial plant going te Poland, and the mines south of town
going to Czechoslovakia, The Hildebrandts, who lived in a seuthern
suburb, found themselves Czech citizens.

Widowed in 1922, Mitzi became a seamstress. In 1924 & new blow
fell: the Czech government cloesed the German schools in the Teschen
area, and the Widew Hildebrandt was told she must enter her daughter,
now 10, in a Czech school, Her answer was to travel the same day te
loravska Ostrava, where there was an Austrian censulate, to request
an immigrant visa, She closed the house in Teschen and took her
daughter to Vienna., It seemed the logical place to ge. Not only had
her husband been Viennese, but Teschenites had always gone to Viennsa:
in 1910 for every thousand persons born in Teschen ever 100 had moved
to the imperial capital, & record equalled only by Lower Austria it-
gself and southern Bohemia, k |
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"Why," I asked the old lady once, ™daid you not want your daugh-
ter to go to 2 Czech school?"

She made & deprecatory face, M"Teschen was my home," she said
slowly, "and I had all my friends there, I didn't want to leave,
But, well, @ Czech school..."

I pressed my question, *I
don't like the Czechs se much,"
she finally said, reluctantly..

In Vienna in 1936 she nmar-
ried a2 man twenty years older
than herself, & railroad pensi-
oner named llotlik, He was from
Prague, @ Czech, Herr Motlik's
brother was furieus with him:
why had he married an Austrian,
when Prague was full of Czech wi-
dows?

The tragedy of Teschen con-
tinued after Maria Hildebrandt
had left, The Poleg had always
nursed a grudge about the perhaps 76,000 Poles included within the
1918-20 berders of Czechoslovakia, (4 Hungarian Foreign linister,
Count Teleki, is credited in W, Kolarz' book lMyths and Realities in
Fastern Europe with this anecdote: "I once asked a very prominent
Czech politician how many Poles there were in the district of Teschen,
He said, "Perhaps 40,000, perhaps 100,000,' I said 'How dees it hap-
pen that you give me such different figures just when the question
seems to be of momentous importance?' He replied, 'Well, the figures
change., The peoples of certain villages are changing their national-
ity every week, according to their economic interests and semetimes
the economic interests of the mayor of the village,'™) After the
Munich agreement had dismembered and isolated Czechoslovakia, the
Poles availed themselves of the oppertunity to sieze the Czech per-
tiens of the district on Octoeber 2, 1938, and lMaria's old neighbors
became Polish citizens, Fleven months later they passed, with Po-
land, inte Hitler's empire, Teschen was separated from the German-
puppet "Government General of Poland™ and annexed directly inte Ger-
many., Maria Motlik vigited her eld house once, in 1944, and found it
run dewn. The government had taken it over, although the title was
still technically hers.

In Austria the Metliks lived in & little villa with a vegetable
garden in Strasshof, a farming and commutors' village 15 miles east
of Vienna in the flat and fertile Marchfeld. Marias was never really
happy there - she was a town girl, not a peasant - and old Herr llet-
lik's peor health and the ceming of the war persusded them to move
inte Vienna, closer to decters and the daughter's place of work.,
Housing was scarce in the city, but in the Leopoldstadt, between the
Danube Canal and the Danube River, where most of Vienna's Jews had
lived, the filling of cencentration camps and gas chambers was empty-
ing apartments, which became available te people with priorities.
Although the Motliks were net Nazis, they were finully able, in 1941,
to get a flat there, overlooking the Canal,
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On the day she meved into the new apartment, Frau Metlik stood
with the heuseowner on her little balceny abeve the street. A small
group of peeple went by wearing the cempulsery yellew armband that
marked the Jews. The houseewner said reassuringly: "Yeu den't have
te worry about being annoyed by these people, They &re being taken
sway and gassed very soon,"

It was the first that Frau lMetlik had heard ef this selutien ef
the Jewish preblem. By reflex she pretested: "But they are people!"®
The Hausfrau looked at her suspiciously: "Well, yes, of course, but.
after they are Jews, and we can't have them just running around."
Herr Metlik and the daughter were herrified at Mitzi's eutspokenness:
"We'll lose eur apartment!™ Herr Metlik, the old Czech-Austrian pen-
sioner, had never cared for the Nazis, but he had always grumbled:
"I'11 not say anything, as long as they leave me in peace,™ But Frau
Motlik's remark was net foergotten, and as the enly nen-Nazis in the
house, life was never eagy for the IMotliks., In the last, hungry
‘months, when cheese was available in the cellar fer the rest of the
house, the Lotliks lived on potatoes,

In the second week of April, 1945, the Russians came te Vienna,
They advanced from two directions, and Malinevsky's army, coming frem
the north like Suleiman's Turks in 1683, occupled the Inner City while
the Germans still held the Leopoldstadt, acress the Canal to the east.
Three teenage German soldiers came with & machinegun they wanted to
set up in the llotlik's sittingroom, which commanded a goed view of
the Russian positions on the oppoesite bank., The inhabitants of the
house retired to the cellar, taking what valuables they could., The
Nazi houseowner had taken his family to a country villa near Baden
for greater safety,

When the heuseholders ventured out of the cellar agsin, their
apartments had been shot up and were filled with Russians instead of
Germans, Frau lletlik found twe wounded Russians in her kitchen, and
since they were peeple, toe, and reminded her of her Polish neighbors
in Teschen, she bandaged them as best she could. One later died there,
and was among those buried in the little park in front of the house,

Helene }Motlik, like 8ll the younger women in the house, had made
herself look &s ugly and undesirable as possible, but the Russians
harmed ne one, "They were too worn out, the poor boys," says Frau
Motlik, But the Nagi houseowner who had run off to Baden was not so
lucky. He was tied up and his two ‘daughters repeatedly raped before
his eyes, & shock from which he has never completely recovered (al-
though the daughters seem to have), "I still think of that every
time I see one of the girls," said Frau Motlik's dauughter, with a
touch of Schadenfreude,

Frau lotlik's own small revenge on her Nazi neighbors came soon,
Discovering that she could speak Czech and Pelish and understand a
little Russian, the district Red Army commandant came to her for in-
formation, The neighbors begged her to cever for them, "Who were
the Hazis in the house?" the Russian officer asked. frau [fotlik poin-
ted upstairs and down: ."From top te bottem," she said, quite casually,
And the one-time Nazis were marched off to do compulsory work clearing
rubhle from the streets of the Leopoldstadt. "They were not se proud
then, believe me," says Frau lotlik,
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"But the've never fergotten what I did,™ she adds, a little
more sadly. '

0ld Herr Motlik had survived the war, but not the peace, The
first winters, when ceal and weed were almost unobtainable (the ceal
ration in 1947-48 was 300 kilograms per househeld) and the windews
lost during the battle could be replaced only with thick paper, and
when the basic ratien enly gradually increased frem 950 te 1500 ca-
lories a day, took their tell, and he died in 1948.

Since then history has left Maria Metlik in peace, to nurse her
soars. The Rugsians occupied the Leopoldstadt fer ten years, and
then were gone, Vienna grew up again, the spartments were repaired,
and the householders made arrangements te pay off in ten years the
half million Schillings that refacing their war-battered building
cost, Now only a few shrapnel holes in an antique cupbeard are left
te memorisalize the teenage Germans with their machinegun, and the
Pussian who died., And frau Motlik's bad heart, which the decter says
was the result of carrying coal and sticks threugh the cold winter
streets of post-war Viennsa.

Lsst year the ceusin of a friend came from Teschen on a visit,
The old Hildebrandt house still stands, she says. Teschen belongs te
the Czechs again, and is called Cieszyn.

#* ¥* ¥*

Maria Theresia Parkas is 61 years eld and an Austrian. But the
town where she was born is no longer isustrian, and although Vienna
is now her home, neither this city, ner Austria, nor even Austrian
citizenship is involved in really very much of her life stery.

Citizen of six different countries - seven if you count the week
she held a Paraguayan passport - and resident of a dozen: it is a
typical biegraphy of a member of her class in the Central Eurepe ef
today.

"Loek,"™ she says, "I'm a gypsy!"

At 61 Maria Ferkas is trim, energetic, merry and hamissme, and
looks ten years younger than she is, ZPerhaps the business of raising

a medern teenager - her sen and only child is 16 - helps keep her that
Vvlayb

She was bern in the reign ef Franz Jesef in Pela near Trieste,
the handsome naval and cemmercial pert the Habsburgs had byilt as
their door to the Mediterranean, She was ene of four children ef
Baren Siegfried Pitner of the Imperial and Reyal Austrian Navy and la-
ter of the Austre-Hungarian foreign service,

But Trieste and Pola she hardly knew, Her father's diplomatic
career had tzken the family te London, te Seuth Africa, te Liverpeel,
to Nis (then in Serbia), te Vienna (then an Imperisl city), te Bres-
lau (then in Germany), te Brussels. In Viemna she saw the 0Old Emperer
Jjust once, but never forgoet it, Then came the 1914-1918 war and the
collapse of the Habsburg llenarchy., With it went the o0ld way of life,
Histery overtook the cities where she had lived: Ni¥ becume Tugoslav



DR-10 -6 -

and, after another war, Breslau became Polish, TPela, her Austrian
birthplace, pissed through Itaulian hands to beceme, after 1945,
Yugoslav,

Trieste and Pola in 1919 had been granted te Italy, and Baroness
Maria Pitner found herself perforce an Italian citizen - witheut ever
having been in Italy. Itallan she had no particular desire to be,
but when she came to change her citizenship, she found that the town
from which her family had originally come wasg now acress anether ber-
der in Czechoslovakia, For six months she was & Czech natienal, be-
fore Austrian citizenship was finally arranged.

Life in Vienna in the 1920's was not what & young girl of geod
family could really want, se laria Pitner followed her father inte
the diplomatic service and in 1926 was pested to the Austrian Embassy
in Budapest. The Hungarian cupital was te be her heme for most ef
the next 22 years and, like many Austrians, she admits teday that
Budapest was & more magic place than Vienna ever heped to be, It was
also comfertably remote from the political and econemic sterms that
left Austria Eurepe's saddest country in the 1930's,

With the Anschluss in March, 1938, external ferces again began
to prod the Pitners into unchosen paths, With a known anti-Nazi re-
cord, Maria Pitner immediately lost her jeob in the Austrian fereign
service and found it prudent te stay in Hungary and seek Hungarian
citizenship., In this last effert she was helped by a Budapest lawyer.
named Farkas, who was legal censultant to the Spanish Legatien, and
whom she had known casually for several years, They were married
after the war began, and their son was bern in 1942,

Until mid-1944 life in Hungary was as geod as life in neutral
Switzerland, Admiral Horthy, Regent of Hungary, had adhered to the
AxXis in Nevember, 1940, and sent a division or two to the frent in
suppert of his German allies; in return he wag left alone at home,
With territerial guins in Slevakia, Ruthenia and Transylvania : all -
with Hitler's blessing - and a profitable place as an agricultural
supplier within the Nazi Grossraumwirtschaft, Hungary seemed to be
the faveored child of the New Order. Budapest was as gay with Gypsy
music as ever, and ene Gypsy violinist develeped such an attachment
fer the Farkases in this pebtiod that, in the darker days that follewed,

he insisted on playing fer them still, when there was no money te be
had fer hig effeorts.

The approach of the Red Army changed all this. Herthy attempted
to escape the German clutch and wasg premptly depesed, The Wehrmacht
entered Hungary to defend the Pannenian plain and acted as cenquerers
rather than allies, The Spanish Legatien staff, fereseeing the out-
come, appeinted Farkas as Charge d'Affaires and teek te their heels,
The Hungarians and their army went ever te the Russians by the thou-
sands, but in Budapest the Germans made oene ef their last and mest
fanatical stands, and the battle lasted for six weeks in midwinter eof
1945, half destroying ene of Eurepe's mest beautiful cities, The pee-~
rle of Budapest took te their cellars, but it was threugh the cellars
(which had been connected toe ene anether as a civil defense measure
against airraids) that the Russians advanced, heuse by heuse,

It was during the battle that Maria Parkas became a Paraguayan,
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The Hungarian employees of the Spanish Legatien had taken refuge with
their fumilies in the Legatioen cellar, and with them were abeout fifty
Hungarian Jews, te whom Farkas had grunted diplomatic sanctuary a-
galnst last-minute excesses by the Germans (sexeral ether neutral
legations apparently did the same at this time), It must have been

& curieus greup: these whe were net in mertal fear of the Germans
had reagson to fear the Russians, They all decided it was better net
te be Hungarian, but that te beceme Spanish would be no imprevement,
Then semeone remembered that the Paraguayan lMinister, whe hud departed
earlier, had left his responsibilities and his efficial seals with the
Spanish Charge d'Affaires,

In shert erder the inhabitants ef the Legatien cellar had been
fitted eut with Paraguayan passperts, and the next few days ef the
Battle of Budapest they passed exchainging what few scraps of inferma-
tien they could remember abeut Paraguay, in case the Russians whould
agk questiens, ’

The Russiand did arrive, and were very courteeus, But later the
same day they came back, angrily., Semeone had shet at them frem a
Legation windew, they said&, and they lined up all the men in the cel-
lar against the wall: they would be shet in reprisal. Semeone per-
suaded the Russians that this would be an injustice and they left,
Charge d'Affaires Farkas decided the cellar was ne longer safe, and
went upstairs te make a reconaissance. Frau Farkas attempted to feol-
low him, but feund her way blocked by Russian seldiers. Her husband
never came back: she found his body when she was finally able te
leave the cellar three days later, He had been shet, but whether by
Russian soldiers on purpese or by a strafing aircraft.by accident she
never knew, Legatien servants burted him in the garden,

The Russians eccupied the Legatien, and Maria Farkas teok her
two year eld sen te Austrian friends in anether part of tewn, and frem
there sent werd to the foreman ef a small farm she owned sixty miles
nertheast of Budapest, in an area long befere occupied by the Russians,
The fereman came for her a fertnight later, with a shaggy little Men-
gelian peny the Red Army had given him in exchange fer his Hungarian
herse and a makeshift wagen he had assembled eut of three wheels wund
seme beards, If he had breught the geed wagen, he explained, the Rus-
sians weuld have cenfiscated it,

The first pestwar years were ones of transitien in Hungary, and
in her iselated village llaria Farkas was enly vaguely aware of the
stages by which the Communists were censelidating their held on the
country. The early land referms of the peasant Smallhelders regime
in Budapest sare confused in her mind with the later, mere radical enes
of the Communists, A4t first the usual pest-war runaway inflatien was
a much greater cause fer concern, Prices went up frem day te day, and
American dollars hearded during the war were carefully breught eut and
exchanged ene by ene. Once, when she missed & train te Budapest, Frau
Parkes had te wait evernight te get more money frem the bank, because
the fares had gene up befere the next train came. But the banker, when
he opened for business next day, did not have eneugh cash en hand te
coever the increased train fare (fer the sixty mile trip), and by the
time he had ebtained it, the fares had deubled again.
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llaria Farkas found that her farm had been reduced to five acres
by the reforms, but food was still plentiful in the country and other
necessities could be got by barter. Then in the fall of 1948, her
son was ready to enter school, and it was a Cemmunist school now.
A1l the rest had been supportable, but this was not; llaria Farkas
moved to Budapest to cump:ign for an exit visa, and on the 23rd of
December, 1948, she took her Hungzrian-born sen acress the border in-
te Austria.

"I would not have decided te leave, if it had not been fer Janos'
scheoling,® she says voday,

A brother had emigrated years before to Boston in the United
States, and #rau Farkas new followed him, She teook out American ci-
tizenship and lived for seven years in Flerida, the longest she has
ever lived anywhere except in Hungary. Yeung Janos Farkas grew up inte
an American teenager, He can no longer speak Hungarian, but beth his
German and his English are touched by a llagyar accent,

Last year the FTarkases packed up and moved back te Vienna te live
with old Baroness Pitner, the sailersdiplemat's widow, who is now 88,
Janos is talking of Austrian citizenship and a career in the Austrian
foreign service, His friends are the children of his mether's friends:
sustro-Hung-rian landowners zand old bureaucrats with titles, They
are a group drawn tegether by twe shared memories: of the llonarchy
whose p&ssing they still regret, and of the Budapest cellars they
shared in these January days of 19456, '

The cellars are today the feebler memoery. The parents are con-
cerned that their children are making the "right™ friends and meving
toward “appropriate™ marriages; the children are concerned that every
night of their first grown-up Carnival season will see them dancing
till dawn. The gypsies have been stilled in Budapest; in Vienna the

Waltz is eternal,
S}pferely,
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