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GERMANS ARE LIKE THIS

The German people—audacious, ser-

vile, well-fed—have forgotten that

they are Nazis, that we are their

enemies. Notes on Germany now...

By Lee Miller

GERMANY is a beautiful landscape dotted with jewel-

like villages, blotched with ruined cities, inhabited
by schizophrenics. There are blossoms and vistas, tiny
pastel plaster towns, like a modern water colour of medi-
aeval memory. There are little girls in white dresses and
garlands, children with stilts and marbles and tops and
hoops; mothers sew and sweep and bake and farmers
plough and harrow; all just like real people. But they
aren’t. They are the enemy.

The land war was not fought enough on German
soil; the pﬁnishment for aggression has not yet been
sufficiently severe. We thought they’d fight fiendishly,
once their own land was invaded, but each house had
a white flag on the Nazi banner pole and our armour
thrust on, ignoring and by-passing thousands of towns
which hadn’t seen a soldier and will remain unimpressed
by our might and our men. They are going to find the
end and the loss of the war mysterious and inexplicable.
The only thing they will understand of it: the casualty
lists and the monumental destruction of their cities from
the air.

My first few days in Cologne were full of disgust-
ing and horrifying encounters. (Cologne edges up and
sprawls across the Rhine. The Cathedral looks sourly
on a dirty sea of ruin. The great bridge across the river
has a broken back.) Reputedly, there were a hundred
thousand people living in the vaulted basements of this
shell of a city. Very few appeared; those who did were
palely clean and well-nourished on the stolen and stored
fats of Normandy and Belgium. They were repugnant
in their servility, amiability, hypocrisy. I was constantly
insulted by slimy German invitations to dine, in German
underground houses, and amazed by the audacity of
Germans who begged rides in military vehicles and tried
to cadge cigarettes, chewing gum, soap. How dared
they? Whom did they think we’d been braving flesh and
eyesight against all these years? Who did they think
were my friends and compatriots but the blitzed citizens

of London and the ill-treated French prisoners of war?
Who did they think were my flesh and blood but the
American pilots and infantrymen? What kind of idiocy
and stupidity blinds them to my feelings? From what
kind of escape zones in the unventilated alleys of their
brains are they able to conjure up the idea that they
are a liberated, not a conquered people?

I'm told that it’s all our fault. We claimed to be
waging war on the Nazis, only. Our patience with the
Germans has been so exaggeratedly correct that they
think they can get away with anything. Well, perhaps
they can. In the towns we have occupied, the people
grin from the windows in friendly fashion. They aré
astonished that we don’t wave, or return their smiles.
Even before the surrender, the G.I.’s passed cocky young
men in the streets, dressed as civilians. They were tl.le
former soldiers. And there was nothing to do about it-

I don’t know why the Cologne prison is more
haunting than others I’ve seen and smelled. In France
the execution chambers, one of which was a target range
for would-be sportsmen in peace time, had heaps of shot-
through, worn-out posts in the back alley. So many bul-
lets had sped through so many Frenchmen that the posts
had worn out. Another had ill-concealed mass gra‘./es
for men who had been used as game targets, rather like
a live pigeon shoot. One had heated walls and the
bloody, clawed handmarks of the roasting victims Wer¢
baked like the designs on pottery. There were scraped
messages of courage, defiance, and advice to the new”
comer on the cell walls, and the German prisoners .Of
war who were detailed to dig up the mutilated bodies
vomited so much that they were incapable of their 1.35]_('

The impressive thing about the Cologne jail is
that it was in the heart of Germany. These [hings.had
been done inside the Fatherland, not by people misbe-
having like tourists; nor were they the exaggerations 0’
the licentious energy of a select few who couldn’t
be traced. These were not the feared SS men OF the
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godly Elite; they were rear echelon Nazi and P'-l.b
went on in @

st have
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government officials, quite normal. This
great German city where the inhabitants mu
known and acquiesced or at least suspected and
the activities of their lovers and spouses and sons:

There need be no committee to investigate atr
ties after this war...no one can be quite fatuous enough
to start secret clubs to whitewash German guilt, as they
did after the last war. There are millions of witnesses
and no isolated freak cases. (Continued on page 192)
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other blonde make-ups I've tried.”
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“Pond’s new Make-up Pat goes on
so smoothly! And such flattering
shades!™

Mgs. PierpoNT MORCAN HAMILTON

Apply with damp-to-wet sponge. Let dry. Smooth out with fingertips.

Ponds new

Make-up Pat

New double-formula
discovery means flattery
in Every Shade!

Why do some blonde cake make-up
shades show up thick and chalky on
the skin?

Why do some brunette make-ups look
so flat and yellowy?

Pond’s tested shade after shade of
cake make-up. They compared...im-
proved...tested again. Over and over
and over again until—

Pond’s discovered that no one formula
worked equally well on all shades!
—the lighter shades of Pond’s Make-up
Pat are in a featherweight formula to go
on sheer, fresh, never chalky.
—the darker shades are in a richer for-
mula, for rosy glow. Never that sallow
““faded-tan’’ look!
We know of no other cake make-up
with this essential shade-and-formula
fit...that goes on more smoothly...
gives a more delicate, almost poreless
look. 6 lovely shades—69¢, 39¢, plus tax.

It protects your skin! Wear Pond’s Make-up Pat every day.
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My stock question to all Cologne
people, “Why didn’t you retreat across
the Rhine when the Commander or-
dered evacuation?” had the classic an-
swer....“We are not afraid of the Ameri-
cans. We lost the war, and it is better
to face the last stages on home terri-
tory than to retreat indefinitely as
stranger refugees, putting off until to-
morrow what could be done today.”
They hadn’t wanted war. No one I
talked to had wanted war. It was those
unintelligent Poles who wouldn’t agree
to the greater new order who had
caused all the trouble. If they hadn’t
been so stubborn it wouldn’t have hap-
pened, and what business was it of
England’s to interfere? No, they weren’t
Nazis but naturally they had belonged
to the party group.

Aachen

Aachen was the first large city
to be administered by the Military
Government. Aachen continued to be
a front-line town for a long time and
the inhabitants tasted defeat more
bitter than any other city since Paris.
Although bombed and rubbled before
its capture it had continued to be ar-
rogant and spoiled. The people lived
in cellars and vaults, but wore fur
coats, silk stockings and fiercely ugly
hats. It was the crossroads the loot-
ing of France and the centre, there-
fore, of the black market. The “City
of Cathedrals and Kings” had degen-
erated into a squalid desolation with
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(Continued from page 192)
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A of v i
beh Jews. He hid very neatly even the little man who was head of

iInd ¢}
;Zr the C:r;’;illfe that we invented the Hitler Jugend in Cologne. The
S kept them f:' lhfit Dr. Goebbels  were all party members because they
,' £ of thetr o :{m knowing the real would have lost their jobs otherwisey
st didn’y holda ion. But. the excuse but no one ever believed in any of it,
: et manaol:.s in tflns case: this And the number of Germans who sud:
Undre of SI;EIZ; actory where denly are confessing to Jewish rela-
-labourers worked, tives, and remembering how they spon-

; € mug -
:lav?d S guartde}:]me knf)wn that they sored and saved the lives of accused
liong, camps on starvation Communists and Anti-Nazis, is grow-

Thi SR ing to ludicrous proportions. I v

i the ots:rasmil); lived very well, like Frenchman whopacxt)ually has krrrllzr :
§ every houg;a}\‘e visited in Ger- man who says he was a Nazi. He ac-
Eerator, e]ectr{ k}ad an (’lec}r:c re- tually has met a German civilian who
l0@ only .sel'iouscw nct:wn equipment.  says he was proud to be a member of
dmh.‘,e s textilear-; lortage scem.ed the National Socialist Party, sub-
ing was 4} s. In time of raids  scribed to all its tenets and orders
1e item most often was in full accordance with chapte;

ted, B;
¥ith ., & offi -
‘.t. the clothe:znslaf‘;b are cram.med and verse of Mein Kampf, and was pre-
ke e Company doc( shoes of families, pared to be shot or hanged for his
i raround jp opcnumems are left ly-  principles. Personally, I found him very
B Tiih] Shat Well-bmgms- 1 \\'as.m]d refreshing, and if he wasn’t in jail a
%Tfur Coats duri rel women didn’t hundred and fifty miles away I'd go
cfn?; actory girlng tdle war, .becausc and spend a few days in his company.
ir% any oo Weaarril n'})l'()smute in I'm sick and tired of meeting self-
Payis, ng one—stolen  styled ignoramuses, with hundreds of
S : party _badfges in their baggage. Just
5 o Nazis in Sight once I'd like to meet a German who
Ny e } : admits that he thought the whole
0 me, they | 1as ever yet ad- thing was a good idea until it turned
he was a Nazi—not  out to be a sure loser.
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