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1



There rushed up towards the plane the astonishing face of the world’s enemy: pine woods on little hills, grey-green glossy lakes, too small ever to be anything but smooth, gardens tall with red-tongued beans, fields striped with copper wheat, russet-roofed villages with headlong gables and pumpkin-steeple churches that no architect over seven could have designed. Another minute and the plane dropped to the heart of the world’s enemy: Nuremberg. It took not many more minutes to get to the courtroom where the world’s enemy was being tried for his sins; but immediately those sins were forgotten in wonder at a conflict which was going on in that court, though it had nothing to do with the indictments considered by it. The trial was then in its eleventh month, and the courtroom was a citadel of boredom. Every person within its walk was in the grip of extreme tedium. This is not to say that the work in hand was being performed languidly. An iron discipline met that tedium head on and did not yield an inch to it. But all the same the most spectacular process in the court was by then a certain tug-of-war concerning time. Some of those present were fiercely desiring that that tedium should come to an end at the first possible moment, and the others were as fiercely desiring that it should last for ever and ever.



The people in court who wanted the tedium to endure eternally were the twenty-one defendants in the dock, who disconcerted the spectator by presenting the blatant appearance that historical characters, particularly in distress, assume in bad pictures. They looked what they were as crudely as Mary Queen of Scots at Fotheringay or Napoleon on St. Helena in a mid-Victorian Academy success. But it was, of course, an unusually ghastly picture. They were wreathed in suggestions of death. Not only were they in peril of the death sentence, there was constant talk about millions of dead and arguments whether these had died because of these men or not; knowing so well what death is, and experiencing it by anticipation, these men preferred the monotony of the trial to its cessation. So they clung to the procedure through their lawyers and stretched it to the limits of its texture; and thus they aroused in the rest of the court, the people who had a prospect of leaving Nuremberg and going back to life, a savage impatience. This the iron discipline of the court prevented from finding an expression for itself. But it made the air more tense.



It seemed ridiculous for the defendants to make any effort to stave off the end, for they admitted by their appearance that nothing was to go well with them again on this earth. These Nazi leaders, self-dedicated to the breaking of all rules, broke last of all the rule that the verdict of a court must not be foretold. Their appearance announced what they believed. The Russians had asked for the death penalty for all of them, and it was plain that the defendants thought that wish would be granted. Believing that they were to lose everything, they forgot what possession had been. Not the slightest trace of their power and their glory remained; none of them looked as if he could ever have exercised any valid authority. Göring still used imperial gestures, but they were so vulgar that they did not suggest that he had really filled any great position; it merely seemed probable that in certain bars the frequenters had called him by some such nickname as “The Emperor.” These people were also surrendering physical characteristics which might have been thought inalienable during life, such as the colour and texture of their skins and the moulding of their features. Most of them, except Schacht, who was white-haired, and Speer, who was black like a monkey, were neither dark nor fair any more; and there was amongst them no leanness that did not sag and no plumpness that seemed more than inflation by some thin gas. So diminished were their personalities that it was hard to keep in mind which was which, even after one had sat and looked at them for days; and those who stood out defined themselves by oddity rather than character.



Hess was noticeable because he was so plainly mad: so plainly mad that it seemed shameful that he should be tried. His skin was ashen, and he had that odd faculty, peculiar to lunatics, of falling into strained positions which no normal person could maintain for more than a few minutes, and staying fixed in contortion for hours. He had the classless air characteristic of asylum inmates; evidently his distracted personality had torn up all clues to his past. He looked as if his mind had no surface, as if every part of it had been blasted away except the depth where the nightmares live. Schacht was as noticeable because he was so far from mad, so completely his ordinary self in these extraordinary circumstances. He sat twisted in his seat so that his tall body, stiff as a plank, was propped against the end of the dock, which ought to have been at his side. Thus he sat at right angles to his fellow defendants and looked past them and over their heads: it was always his argument that he was far superior to Hitler’s gang. Thus, too, he sat at right angles to the judges on the bench confronting him: it was his argument that he was a leading international banker, a most respectable man, and no court on earth could have the right to try him. He was petrified by rage because this court was pretending to have this right. He might have been a corpse frozen by rigor mortis, a disagreeable corpse who had contrived to aggravate the process so that he should be specially difficult to fit into his coffin.



A few others were still individuals. Streicher was pitiable, because it was plainly the community and not he who was guilty of his sins. He was a dirty old man of the sort that gives trouble in parks, and a sane Germany would have sent him to an asylum long before. Baldur von Schirach, the Youth Leader, startled because he was like a woman in a way not common among men who looked like women. It was as if a neat and mousy governess sat there, not pretty, but with never a hair out of place, and always to be trusted never to intrude when there were visitors: as it might be Jane Eyre. And though one had read surprising news of Göring for years, he still surprised. He was so very soft. Sometimes he wore a German Air Force uniform, and sometimes a light beach suit in the worst of playful taste, and both hung loosely on him, giving him an air of pregnancy. He had thick brown young hair, the coarse bright skin of an actor who has used grease paint for decades, and the preternaturally deep wrinkles of the drug addict. It added up to something like the head of a ventriloquist’s dummy. He looked infinitely corrupt, and acted naïvely. When the other defendants’ lawyers came to the door to receive instructions, he often intervened and insisted on instructing them himself, in spite of the evident fury of the defendants, which, indeed, must have been poignant, since most of them might well have felt that, had it not been for him, they never would have had to employ these lawyers at all. One of these lawyers was a tiny little man of very Jewish appearance, and when he stood in front of the dock, his head hardly reaching to the top of it, and flapped his gown in annoyance because Göring’s smiling wooden mask was bearing down between him and his client, it was as if a ventriloquist had staged a quarrel between two dummies.



Göring’s appearance made a strong but obscure allusion to sex. It is a matter of history that his love affairs with women played a decisive part in the development of the Nazi party at various stages, but he looked as one who would never lift a hand against a woman save in something much more peculiar than kindness. He did not look like any recognized type of homosexual, yet he was feminine. Sometimes, particularly when his humour was good, he recalled the madam of a brothel. His like are to be seen in the late morning in doorways along the steep streets of Marseille, the professional mask of geniality still hard on their faces though they stand relaxed in leisure, their fat cats rubbing against their spread skirts. Certainly there had been a concentration on appetite, and on elaborate schemes for gratifying it; and yet there was a sense of desert thirst. No matter what aqueducts he had built to bring water to his encampment, some perversity in the architecture had let it run out and spill on the sands long before it reached him. Sometimes even now his wide lips smacked together as if he were a well-fed man who had heard no news as yet that his meals were to stop. He was the only one of all these defendants who, if he had the chance, would have walked out of the Palace of Justice and taken over Germany again, and turned it into the stage for the enactment of the private fantasy which had brought him to the dock.



As these men gave up the effort to be themselves, they joined to make a common pattern which simply reiterated the plea of not guilty. All the time they made quite unidiosyncratic gestures expressive of innocence and outraged common sense, and in the intervals they stood up and chatted among themselves, forming little protesting groups, each one of which, painted as a mural, would be instantly recognized as a holy band that had tried to save the world but had been frustrated by mistaken men. But this performance they rendered more weakly every day. They were visibly receding from the field of existence and were, perhaps, no longer conscious of the recession. It is possible that they never thought directly of death or even of imprisonment, and there was nothing positive in them at all except their desire to hold time still. They were all praying with their sharp-set nerves: “Let this trial never finish, let it go on for ever and ever, without end.”



The nerves of all others present in the Palace of Justice were sending out a counter-prayer: the eight judges on the bench, who were plainly dragging the proceedings over the threshold of their consciousness by sheer force of will; the lawyers and the secretaries who sat sagged in their seats at the tables in the well of the court; the interpreters twittering unhappily in their glass box like cage-birds kept awake by a bright light, feeding the microphones with French and Russian and English versions of the proceedings for the spectators’ earphones; the guards who stood with their arms gripping their white truncheons behind their backs, all still and hard as metal save their childish faces, which were puffy with boredom. All these people wanted to leave Nuremberg as urgently as a dental patient enduring the drill wants to up and leave the chair; and they would have had as much difficulty as the dental patient in explaining the cause of that urgency. Modern drills do not inflict real pain, only discomfort. But all the same the patients on whom they are used feel that they will go mad if that grinding does not stop. The people at Nuremberg were all well fed, well clothed, well housed, and well cared for by their organizations, on a standard well above their recent experience. This was obviously true of the soldiers who had campaigned in the war, and of the British and French civilians at work in the court; and it was, to an extent that would have surprised most Europeans, true of the American civilians. It never crossed the Atlantic, the news of just how uncomfortable life became in the United States during the war: what the gasoline shortage did to make life untenable in the pretty townships planned on the supposition that every householder had an automobile; how the titanic munitions programme had often to plant factories in little towns that could not offer a room apiece to the incoming workers; what it was like to live in an all-electric house when electric equipment was impossible to replace or repair. By contrast, what Nuremberg gave was the life of Riley, but it was also the water-torture, boredom falling drop by drop on the same spot on the soul.



What irked was the isolation in a small area, cut off from normal life by the barbed wire of army regulations; the perpetual confrontation with the dreary details of an ugly chapter in history which the surrounding rubble seemed to prove to have been torn out of the book and to require no further discussion; the continued enslavement by the war machine. To live in Nuremberg was, even for the victors, in itself physical captivity. The old town had been destroyed. There was left the uninteresting new town, in which certain grubby hotels improvised accommodation for Allied personnel, and were the sole places in which they might sleep and eat and amuse themselves. On five days a week, from ten to five, and often on Saturday mornings, their duties compelled them to the Palace of Justice of Nuremberg, an extreme example of the German tendency to overbuild, which has done much to get them into the recurring financial troubles that make them look to war for release. Every German who wanted to prove himself a man of substance built himself a house with more rooms than he needed and put more bricks into it than it needed; and every German city put up municipal buildings that were as much demonstrations of solidity as for use. Even though the Nuremberg Palace of Justice housed various agencies we would not find in a British or American or French law court, such as a Labour Exchange, its mass could not be excused, for much of it was a mere waste of masonry and an expense of shame, in obese walls and distended corridors. It recalled Civil War architecture but lacked the homeliness; and it made the young American heart sicken with nostalgia for the clean-run concrete and glass and plastic of modern office buildings. From its clumsy tripes the personnel could escape at the end of the working day to the tennis courts and the swimming pools, provided that they were doing only routine work. Those who were more deeply involved had to go home and work on their papers, with little time for any recreation but dinner parties, which themselves, owing to the unique character of the Nuremberg event, were quite unrefreshing. For the guests at these parties had either to be co-workers grown deadly familiar with the passing months or VIPs come to see the show, who, as most were allowed to stay only two days, had nothing to bring to the occasion except the first superficial impressions, so apt to be the same in every case. The symbol of Nuremberg was a yawn.



The Allies reacted according to their histories. The French, many of whom had been in concentration camps, rested and read; no nation has endured more wars, or been more persistent in its creation of a culture, and it has been done this way. The British reconstituted an Indian hill station; anybody who wants to know what they were like in Nuremberg need only read the early works of Rudyard Kipling. In villas set among the Bavarian pines, amid German modernist furniture, each piece of which seemed to have an enormous behind, a triple feat of reconstitution was performed: people who were in Germany pretended they were people in the jungle who were pretending they were in England. The Americans gave those huge parties of which the type was fixed in pioneering days, when the folks in the scattered homesteads could meet so rarely that it would have been tiring out the horses for nothing not to let geniality go all up the scale; and for the rest they contended with disappointment. Do what you will with America, it remains vast, and it follows that most towns are small in a land where the people are enthralled by the conception of the big town. Here were children of that people, who had crossed a great ocean in the belief that they were going to see the prodigious, and were back in a small town smaller than any of the small towns they had fled.



For a small town is a place where there is nothing to buy with money; and in Nuremberg, as in all German towns at that time, purchase was a forgotten faculty. The Nurembergers went to work in shabby streetcars hooked three together; so presumably they paid their fares. They bought the few foodstuffs available to them in shops so bare that it was hard to associate them with the satisfaction of an appetite. They bought fuel, not much, as it was summer, but enough to cook by and give what they felt to be, much more urgently than might have been supposed, the necessity of light. In the old town a twisted tower leaned backward against the city wall, and of this the top floor had miraculously remained roofed and weather-tight. To get to it one had to walk a long way over the rubble, which exhaled the double stench of disinfectant and of that which was irredeemably infected, for it concealed thirty thousand dead; and then one had to walk up the sagging concave exterior of the tower, and go in through a window. It would seem that people who had to live in such a home would not care to stay awake when darkness fell; but at night a weak light burned in the canted window. Such minuscule extravagance was as far as expenditure could go, except for grubby peddling in the black market. One could not buy a new hat, a new kettle, a yard of ribbon, a baby’s diaper. There was no money, there were only cigarettes. A judge’s wife, come out for a visit, said to a woman staying in the same villa, who had said she was going into the town, “Will you buy me some silver paint? I want to touch up my evening shoes,” and everyone in earshot, even the GI guards at the door, burst into laughter.



It was hysterical laughter. Merely to go into a shop and buy something is to exercise choice and to enjoy the freedom of the will; and when this is checked it hurts. True, the Allied personnel in Nuremberg could go into their own stores and buy what they wanted; but that was not the full healthy process, for they knew with a deadly particularity every item in their own stores, and the traveller does not feel he has made terms with the country he visits till the people have sold him their goods. Without that interchange he is like a ghost among the living. The Allied personnel were like ghosts, and it might have been that the story would have a supernatural ending. If Allah of the Arabian Nights had governed this dispensation an angel would have appeared and struck dead all the defendants, and would have cried out that the rest of the court might do what it willed, and they would have run towards the East, towards France, towards the Atlantic, and by its surf would have taken off from the ground and risen into the air on the force of their desire, and travelled in a black compact cloud across the ocean, back to America, back to peace, back to life.



It might seem that this is only to say that at Nuremberg people were bored. But this was boredom on a huge historic scale. A machine was running down, a great machine, the greatest machine that has ever been created: the war machine, by which mankind, in spite of its infirmity of purpose and its frequent desire for death, has defended its life. It was a hard machine to operate; it was the natural desire of all who served it, save those rare creatures, the born soldiers, that it should become scrap. There was another machine which was warming up: the peace machine, by which mankind lives its life. Since enjoyment is less urgent than defence it is more easily served. All over the world people were sick with impatience because they were bound to the machine that was running down, and they wanted to be among the operators of the machine that was warming up. They did not want to kill and be grimly immanent over conquered territory; they wanted to eat and drink and be merry and wise among their own kind. It maddened them further that some had succeeded in getting their desire and had made their transfer to peace. By what trickery did these lucky bastards get their priority of freedom? Those who asked themselves that bitter question grew frenzied in the asking, because their conditions became more and more exasperating. The prisoners who guarded the prisoners of Nuremberg were always finding themselves flaring up into rage because they were using equipment that had been worn out and could not be replaced because of the strain on the supply lines. It could not be credited how often, by 1946, the Allies’ automobiles broke down on German roads. What was too old was enraging; and who was too new was exasperating too. The commonest sight in a Nuremberg office was a man lifting a telephone, giving a number, speaking a phrase with the slurred and confident ease that showed he had used it a thousand times before to set some routine in motion, and breaking off in a convulsion of impatience. “Smith isn’t there? He’s gawn? And you don’t know anything about it? Too bad….” All very inconvenient, and inconvenient too that it is impossible to imagine how, after any future war, just this will not happen—unless that war is so bad that after it nothing will happen any more.



The situation would have been more tolerable if these conquerors had taken the slightest interest in their conquest; but they did not. They were even embarrassed by it. “Pardon my mailed glove,” they seemed to murmur as they drove in the American automobiles, which were all the Nuremberg roads then carried save for the few run by the British and French, past the crowds of Germans who waited for the streetcars beside the round black Nuremberg towers, which were hollow ruins; or on Sundays, as they timidly strolled about the villages, bearing themselves like polite people who find themselves intruding on a bereaved family; or as they informed their officers, if they were GIs, that such and such a garage proprietor or doorman was a decent fellow, really he was, though he was a kraut. Here were men who were wearing the laurels of the vastest and most improbable military victory in history, and all they wanted was to be back doing well where they came from, whether this was New York or the hick towns which comedians name to raise a laugh at the extreme of American provincialism. Lines on a young soldier’s brow proclaimed that he did not care what decoration he won in the Ardennes; he wanted to go home and pretend Pearl Harbor had never been troubled and get in line for the partnership which should be open for the right man in a couple of years’ time. A complexion beyond the resources of the normal bloodstream, an ambience of perfume amounting almost to a general anaesthetic for the passer-by, showed that for the female the breaking of traditional shackles and participation in the male glory of military triumph cannot give the pleasure to be derived from standing under a bell of white flowers while the family friends file past.



Considering this huge and urgent epidemic of nostalgia, the behaviour of these exiles was strangely sweet. They raged against things rather than against one another. At breakfast in the Grand Hotel they uttered such cries as, “Christ, am I allergic to powdered eggs with a hair in ’em!” with a passion that seemed excessive even for such ugly provocation; but there was very little spite. The nicknames, were all good-humoured, and were imparted to the stranger only on that understanding. When it was divulged that one of the most gifted of the interpreters, a handsome young person from Wisconsin, was known as the Passionate Haystack, care was taken to point out that no reflection on her was implied, but only a tribute to a remarkable hair-do. This kindliness could show itself as imaginative and quick-witted. The Russians in Nuremberg never mixed with their Allies except at large parties, which they attended in a state of smiling taciturnity. Once a young Russian officer, joyously drunk, walked into the ballroom of the Grand Hotel, which was crowded with American personnel, and walked up to a pretty stenographer and asked her to dance. The band was not playing, and there was a sudden hush. Someone told the band to strike up again, the floor was crowded with dancing couples, a group gathered round the Russian boy and rushed him away to safety, out of the hotel and into an automobile; and he was dumped on the sidewalk as soon as his captors found an empty street. It is encouraging that those men would take so much trouble to save from punishment a man of whom they knew nothing save that he belonged to a group which refused all intercourse with them.



This sweetness of atmosphere was due chiefly to the American tradition of pleasantness in superficial social relations, though many of the exiles were constrained to a special tenderness by their personal emotions. For some of them sex was here what it was anywhere else. There is an old story which describes a native of Cincinnati, returned from a trip to Europe, telling a fellow townsman of an encounter with a beautiful girl which had brightened a night he had spent in Paris. On and on the story goes, dwelling on the plush glories of the restaurant, the loveliness of the girl and her jewels and her dress, the magic of a drive in the Bois de Boulogne, the discreet luxury of the house to which she took him, till it rises to a climax in a bedroom carpeted with bear skins and lined with mirrors. “And then?”



“Well—then it was very much like what it is in Cincinnati.” To many, love in Nuremberg was just as they had known it in Cincinnati, but for others the life of the heart was lived, in this desolate place given over to ruin and retributive law, with a special poignancy.



Americans marry young. There was hardly a man in the town who had not a wife in the United States, who was not on the vigorous side of middle age, and who was not spiritually sick from a surfeit of war and exile. To the desire to embrace was added the desire to be comforted and to comfort; and the delights of gratification were heart-rending, like spring and sunset and the breaking wave, because they could not last. The illusion was strong that if these delights could go on for ever they would always remain perfect. It seemed to many lovers that whatever verdicts were passed on the Nazis at the end of the trial, much happiness that might have been immortal would then be put to death. Those wives who were four thousand miles away haunted Nuremberg like phantasms of the living and proved the sacredness of what was to be killed. “He loves me, but he is going back to her out of old affection and a sense of duty to his children. Ah, what I am losing in this man who can still keep a woman in his heart, when passion is gone, who is a good father.” These temporary loves were often noble, though there were some who would not let them be so. There were men who said, “You are a good kid, but of course it is my wife I really love,” when these terms were too perfunctory, considering his plight and the help he had been given. There were also women who despised the men who needed them. Through the Bavarian forests, on Saturdays and Sundays, there often drove one of the more exalted personalities of Nuremberg, accompanied by a lovely and odious female child, whom he believed, since he was among the more elderly exiles and was taking exile badly, not to be odious and to be kind. She seemed to be sucking a small jujube of contempt; by waving her eyelashes and sniffing as the automobile passed those likely to recognize its occupants, she sought to convey that she was in company that bored her.



Those who loved the trial for the law’s sake also found the course of their love running not too smoothly. This was not because they were uncomfortably impressed by the arguments brought forward by the declared opponents of the Nuremberg prosecutions. None of these was really effective when set against the wholeness of the historical crisis which had provoked it. It was absurd to say that the defendants were being tried for ex post facto crimes when the Briand-Kellogg Pact of 1928 had made aggressive warfare a crime by renouncing the use of war as an instrument of policy; and it was notable that even those opponents who had a special insight into that pact because they had helped to frame it were unable to meet this point, save by pleading that it had not been designed to be used as a basis for the prosecution of war criminals. But that plea was invalid, for in 1928 the necessary conditions for such prosecutions did not exist. There was then no country that seemed likely to wage war which was not democratic in its government, since the only totalitarian powers in Europe, the Soviet Union and Italy, were still weak. It would not be logical to try the leaders of a democracy for their governmental crimes, since they had been elected by the people, who thereby took the responsibility for all their actions. If a democracy breaks the Briand-Kellogg Pact, it must pay by taxation and penalties that fall on the whole people. But the leaders of a totalitarian state seize political power and continually declare that they, and not the people, are responsible for all governmental acts, and if these be crimes according to international law, their claim to responsibility must make them subject to trial before what tribunal international law decrees. This argument is so much in accordance with reality that, in the courtroom itself, it was never doubted. All the defendants, with one exception, seemed to think that the Allies were right in indicting not the German people, but the officers and instruments of the Nazi Government, for conspiring together to commit crimes against peace and the rules of war and humanity; and in most cases their line of defence was that not they, but Hitler or some other members of the party, had taken the actual decisions which led to these crimes. This line of defence, by its references to Hitler alone, concedes the basis of the Nuremberg trials. The one dissenter who would not make this concession was Schacht, who behaved as if there had been a democratic state superimposed on the Nazi state, and that this had been the scene of his activities.



There was obviously more in the other argument used by the opponents of the trial: that even if it were right to persecute the Nazi leaders on charges of conspiracy to commit crimes against peace and the rules of war and humanity, it could not be right to have a Soviet judge on the bench, since the Soviet Union had convicted itself of these crimes by its public rape of Finland and Poland and the Baltic Provinces. Truly there was here often occasion for shame. The English judges sat without their wigs, in plain gowns like their American colleagues, as a sign that this was a tribunal above all local tribunals. The Russian judges sat in military uniform as a sign that this was no tribunal at all, and when Vishinsky visited Nuremberg in the early months of the trial, he attended a banquet at which the judges were present, and proposed a toast to the conviction of the accused, a cantrip which would have led to the quashing of the trial in any civilized country.



This incident appeared to recommend the obvious idealistic prescription of trying the Nazi leaders before a tribunal which should exclude all representatives of the belligerent powers and find all its judges in the neutral countries. But that prescription loses its appeal when it is considered with what a laggard step would, say, the Swedish judge have gone home from Nuremberg, after having concurred in a verdict displeasing to the Soviet Union. But that there had to be a trial cannot be doubted. It was not only that common sense could predict that if the Nazis were allowed to go free the Germans would not have believed in the genuineness of the Allies’ expressed disapproval of them, and that the good Germans would have been cast down in spirit, while the bad Germans would have wondered how long they need wait for the fun and jobbery to start again. It was that, there in Germany, there was a call for punishment. This is something that no one who was not there in 1946 will ever know, and perhaps one had to be at Nuremberg to learn it fully. It was written on the tired, temporizing faces and the bodies, nearly dead with the desire for life, of the defendants in the dock. It was written also on the crowds that waited for the streetcars and never looked at the Allied personnel as they drove past, and it was written on Nuremberg itself, in many places: on the spot just within the walls of the old town, outside the shattered Museum of Gothic Art, where a vast stone head of Jehovah lay on the pavement. Instead of scrutinizing the faces of men, He stared up at the clouds, as if to ask what He himself could be about; and the voices of the German children, bathing in the chlorinated river that wound through the faintly stinking rubble, seemed to reproach Him, because they sounded the same as if they had been bathing in a clear river running between meadows. There was a strange pattern printed on this terrain; and somehow its meaning was that the people responsible for the concentration camps and the deportations and the attendant evocation of evil must be tried for their offences.



It might seem possible that Britain and America might have limited their trials to the criminals they had found in the parts of Germany and Austria which they had conquered, and thus avoided the embarrassment of Soviet judges on the bench. But had they done so the Soviet Union would have represented them to its own people as dealing with the Nazi leaders too gently, to the Germans in the Eastern Zone as dealing with them too harshly. So there had to be an international tribunal at Nuremberg, and the Americans and the British and the French had to rub along with it as best they could. The Nuremberg judges realized the difficulty of the situation and believed that the imperfection could be remedied by strict adherence to a code of law, which they must force themselves to apply as if they were not victors but representatives of a neutral power. It was an idealistic effort, but the cost was immense. However much a man loved the law he could not love so much of it as wound its sluggish way through the Palace of Justice at Nuremberg. For all who were there, without exception, this was a place of sacrifice, of boredom, of headache, of homesickness.



Here was a paradox. In the courtroom these lawyers had to think day after day at the speed of whirling dervishes, yet were living slowly as snails, because of the boredom that pervaded all Nuremberg and was at its thickest in the Palace of Justice. They survived the strain. The effect on the defendants could be tested by their response to the cross-examinations of Göring. They were frightened when Sir David Maxwell Fyfe, the chief acting British prosecutor, cross-examined him and in a businesslike way got him against the wall and extorted from him admissions of vast crime; and they were amused when Mr. Justice Jackson, the chief American prosecutor, could not cross-examine Göring at all well, because he had a transatlantic prepossession that a rogue who had held high office would be a solemn and not a jolly rogue, and was disconcerted by his impudence. But to the Russian cross-examination of Göring neither they nor anyone else in the court could bend their attention, because it was childish; it might have been part of a mock trial organized by a civics teacher in a high school. This was perhaps a superficial impression. It might be that the Russians were pursuing a legal aim other than ours. “It seems to me, when I look back on the last few months,” said one of the journalists who sat through the whole trial, “that again and again I have seen the Russians do the most mysterious things. I don’t think I dreamed that one of the leading Russian lawyers, all togged up in his military uniform, stepped up to the rostrum and squared his shoulders as if he were going to do some weight-lifting and shouted at whatever defendant it was in the box, ‘Did you conspire to wage an aggressive war against the peace-loving democracies? Answer yes or no.’ When the defendant said ‘No,’ the Russian lawyer thought for a long time and said, ‘I accept your answer.’ I cannot work that one out.” The men in the dock did not try.



But they were inert before the French. These were veiled from us by a misleading familiarity, an old and false association of images. They wore the round caps and white jabots and black gowns we have seen all our lives in Daumier drawings, and we expected them to be the wolves and sharks and alligators that Daumier drew. But they were civilized and gentle people, who gave a token of strength in their refusal to let what had happened to them of late years leave marks on their French surface. The judge, Monsieur Donnedieu de Vabres, was like many men that are to be seen all over France, and in many old French pictures, and in the plays of Molière and Marivaux: small and stocky, with a white moustache, and a brow kept wrinkled by the constant offences against logic perpetrated by this chaotic universe; a man whom one might have suspected of being academic and limited and pedantic, though sensible and moderate; a man whom one would not have suspected of having been, only two years before, released from a term of imprisonment in a German jail, which would have left many of us incapable and fanatic. From the slightly too elegant speeches of all these French lawyers it could be divined that when they were little boys they were made to learn Lamartine’s Le Lac by heart. From the speeches of none of them could it be divined that France had lately been shamed and starved and tortured. But they could not press their case so that the men in the dock found themselves forced to listen to it. They were too familiar with that case; they had known all about it before the Nazis ever existed, from the lips of their fathers and their grandfathers; they had been aware that if the Germans practised habitually the brutalizing business of invasion they would strengthen the criminal element in their souls till they did such things as were now being proved against the men in the dock. Their apprehensions had been realized through their own agony. They had been so right that they had suffered wrongs for which no court could ever compensate them. The chief French prosecutor, Auguste Champetier de Ribes, had been the chief anti-Munich minister in Daladier’s cabinet, and had followed his conscience before the war in full knowledge of what might happen to him after the war. The fire of their resentment was now burned to ashes. It did not seem worth while to say over again what they had said so often and so vainly; and the naïve element in the Nazis noted the nervelessness of their attack and wrote them off as weaklings. It was here that the Americans and the British found themselves possessed of an undeserved advantage. Through the decades they had refused to listen to the French point of view. Now they were like the sailor who was found beating a Jew because the Jews had crucified Christ. When he was reminded that that had happened a long time ago, he answered that that might be, but he had just heard about it.



So the Germans listened to the closing speeches made by Mr. Justice Jackson and Sir Hartley Shawcross, and were openly shamed by their new-minted indignation. When Mr. Justice Jackson brought his speech to an end by pointing a forefinger at each of the defendants in turn and denouncing his specific share in the Nazi crime, all of them winced, except old Streicher, who munched and mumbled away in some private and probably extremely objectionable dream, and Schacht, who became stiffer than ever, stiff as an iron stag in the garden of an old house. It was not surprising that all the rest were abashed, for the speech showed the civilized good sense against which they had conspired, and it was patently admirable, patently a pattern of the material necessary to the salvation of peoples. It is to be regretted that one phrase in it may be read by posterity as falling beneath the level of its context; for it has a particular significance to all those who attended the Nuremberg trial. “Göring,” said Mr. Justice Jackson, “stuck a pudgy finger in every pie.” The courtroom was not small, but it was full of Göring’s fingers. His soft and white and spongy hands were for ever smoothing his curiously abundant brown hair, or covering his wide mouth while his plotting eyes looked facetiously around, or weaving impudent gestures of innocence in the air. The other men in the dock broke into sudden and relieved laughter at the phrase; Göring was plainly angered, though less by the phrase than by their laughter.



The next day, when Sir Hartley Shawcross closed the British case, there was no laughter at all. His speech was not so shapely and so decorative as Mr. Justice Jackson’s, for English rhetoric has crossed the Atlantic in this century and is now more at home in the United States than on its native ground, and he spoke at greater length and stopped more legal holes. But his words were full of a living pity, which gave the men in the box their worst hour. The feminine Shirach achieved a gesture that was touching. He listened attentively to what Sir Hartley had to say of his activities as a Youth Leader; and when he heard him go on to speak of his responsibility for the deportation of forty thousand Soviet children he put up his delicate hand and lifted off the circlet of his headphones, laying it down very quietly on the ledge before him. It seemed possible that he had indeed the soul of a governess, that he was indeed Jane Eyre and had been perverted by a Mr. Rochester, who, disappearing into self-kindled flames, had left him disenchanted and the prey of a prim but inextinguishable remorse. And when Sir Hartley quoted the deposition of a witness who had described a Jewish father who, standing with his little son in front of a firing squad, “pointed to the sky, stroked his head, and seemed to explain something to the boy,” all the defendants wriggled on their seats, like children rated by a schoolmaster, while their faces grew old.



There was a mystery there: that Mr. Prunes and Prisms should have committed such a huge, cold crime. But it was a mystery that girt all Nuremberg. It was most clearly defined in a sentence spoken by the custodian of the room in the Palace of Justice that housed all the exhibits relating to atrocities. Certain of these were unconvincing; some, though not all, of the photographs purporting to show people being shot and tortured had a posed and theatrical air. This need not have indicated conscious fraud. It might well have been that these photographs represented attempts to reconstruct incidents which had really occurred, made at the instigation of officials as explanatory glosses to evidence provided by eye-witnesses, and that they had found their way into the record by error. But there was much stuff that was authentic. Somebody had been collecting tattooed human skin, and it is hard to think where such a connoisseur could find his pieces unless he had power over a concentration camp. Some of these pelts were infinitely pathetic, because of their obscenity. Through the years came the memory of the inconveniently high-pitched voice of an English child among a crowd of tourists watching a tournament of water-jousting in a French port: “Mummy, come and look, there’s a sailor who’s got no shirt on, and he has the funniest picture on his back—there’s a lady with no clothes on upside down on a St. Andrew’s Cross, and there’s a snake crawling all over her and somebody with a whip.” There had been men who had thought they could make a pet of cruelty, and the grown beast had flayed them.



But it was astonishing that there had been so much sadism. The French doctor in charge of these exhibits pondered, turning in his hand a lampshade made of tattooed human skin, “These people where I live send me in my breakfast tray strewn with pansies, beautiful pansies. I have never seen more beautiful pansies, arranged with exquisite taste. I have to remind myself that they belong to the same race that supplied me with my exhibits, the same race that tortured me month after month, year after year, at Mauthausen.” And, indeed, flowers were the visible sign of that mystery, flowers that were not only lovely but beloved. In the windowboxes of the high-gabled houses the pink and purple petunias were bright like lamps. In the gardens of the cottages bordering a road which was no longer there, which was a torn trench, the phloxes shone white and clear pink and mauve, as under harsh heat they will not do, unless they are well watered. It is tedious work, training clematis over low posts, so that its beauty does not stravaig up the walls but lies open under the eye; but on the edge of the town many gardeners grew it thus. The countryside beyond continued this protestation of innocence. A path might mount the hillside, through the lacework of light and shadow the pine trees cast over the soft reddish bed of the pine needles, to the upland farm where the wedding party poured out of the door, riotous with honest laughter, but freezing before a camera into honest solemnity; it might fall to the valley and follow the trout stream, where the dragonflies drew iridescent patterns just above the cloudy green water, to the edge of the millpond, where the miller’s flax-haired little son played with the grey kittens among the meadowsweet; it would not lead to any place where it seemed other than plain that Germany was a beautiful country, inhabited by a people who loved all pleasant things and meant no harm.



Yet the accusations that were made against the leaders in the Palace of Justice at Nuremberg were true. They were proved true because the accusers did not want to make them. They would much rather have gone home. That could be seen by those who shamefully evaded the rules of the court and found a way into one of the offices in the Palace of Justice which overlooked the orchard which served as exercise ground of the jail behind it. There, at certain hours, the minor Nazi prisoners not yet brought to trial padded up and down, sullen and puffy, with a look of fierceness, as if they were missing the opportunity for cruelty as much as the company of women or whatever their fancy might be. They were watched by American military guards, who stood with their young chins dropped and their hands clasped behind them, slowly switching their white truncheons backwards and forwards, in the very rhythm of boredom itself. If an apple fell from the tree beside them they did not bend to pick it up. Nothing that happened there could interest them. It was not easy to tell that these guards were not the prisoners, so much did they want to go home. Never before can conquerors in charge of their captives have been less furious, more innocent of vengeance. A history book opened in the mind; there stirred a memory that Alexander the Great had had to turn back on the Hydaspes because his soldiers were homesick.
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The journalists who reported the Nuremberg trial were lodged in a vast villa a couple of miles or so outside the city. It was the home of a pencil manufacturer, and, according to an old custom which persisted in Germany long after it had been abandoned in England and the United States, it was built beside the factory from which the family fortune was derived. The road to it ran across flat fields, and it was visible, though not credible, a long way off. It spoke of wealth in the same accents as the palaces of Pittsburgh, but it was twice the size of any of them and showed a more allusive fantasy. The spires and turrets, which looked particularly strange when the morning mists were thick about them, were fussy as lobster claws; its marble entrance hall and grand staircase were like a series of huge ascendant fish shops; it had a vast dining room decorated with a bosomy and gold-encrusted fresco representing the phases in the life of German womanhood, and a smaller dining room, used for less formal occasions, could at a pinch seat two hundred and fifty people. Much space was eaten up by spiral staircases and vaulted corridors, not for any functional reason but out of loyalty to the Meistersingers.



It would have been pedantic not to enjoy it in the same way that one enjoys an old-fashioned opera set. Yet it was a cruel house, for it had turned out of doors the founders of the firm which had paid for it. They could be discovered in the immense grounds, which were laid out as what is known in Germany as an “English park,” though no park in England is so closely planted with shrubs and trees, and which contained a pleasant old-fashioned German villa with many wooden balconies, the original home of the family, and, in remoter spots, several pavilions. One, built like a temple, could be entered. Its heavy cedar door had been battered open. The interior was panelled with carefully chosen marble, some the colour of meat, some of gravy; and in an alcove, on a pedestal bearing the family coat of arms, was a mid-nineteenth-century group of life-size statues, representing the founder of the firm playing with a little son and daughter. On his abundant beard, on the little girl’s ringlets, on everybody’s buttons and boots, the sculptor had worked with particularly excited care. Two orange marble benches were provided on which his descendants could sit and, if they could forget the probable consequences of spending any length of time on such a chilly seat, contemplate the image and the memory of their progenitor. He looked a self-respecting old gentleman of vigorous character, and surely it was the meaning of this pavilion that he had loved these children very much. There were no signs here that the fruit of this old gentleman’s loins would later fantasticate his prudently acquired acres with a mansion dropsical in whimsy, and would thus show themselves victims of a mania that was to force their country to the edge of an abyss.



For the German passion of overbuilding must have done much to bring the Nazis to power. It engendered high taxation and a quicksand instability in the financial structure of Germany, and it laid on German industry and commerce an obligation to pay their executives on a scale excessive by the standards of any other European country. It also meant an increasing burden on municipal finances, for the multiplication of villas standing in their own large grounds meant that the water and gas and electricity and sewage systems had to cover an extended area, and that transport and the upkeep of roads were a larger problem. These were curious results of an excessive preoccupation with fairy tales; for that was the dream behind all this villa-building. It revealed itself clearly in this Schloss. Its turret windows were quite useless unless Rapunzel was to let down her hair from them; its odd upper rooms, sliced into queer shapes by the intemperate steepness of the tiled roof, could be fitly occupied only by a fairy godmother with a spinning wheel; the staircase was for the descent of a prince and princess that should live happily ever after. It was perhaps the greatest misfortune of the German people that their last genius, Wagner, who flowered at the same time as their political integration, their military conquests, and their industrial hegemony, and who has never had his domination over them so much as threatened by any succeeding artist, should have kept so close to the fairy tale in his greatest works. It is as if Shakespeare had confirmed the hold of Dick Whittington and Jack and the Beanstalk on the English mind; and it means that the German imagination was at once richly fecundated and bound to a primitive fantasy dangerous for civilized adults.



“I remember this hall so well,” said an old French writer, looking about him as he entered the Schloss. “I visited this house often. I know many Bavarian families, and these people were among the most agreeable of them. They were not Nazi, but the last time I came here a most unpleasant incident occurred. I was staying near here, and my friends brought me over to dinner, and I entered this hall at the same time as the young wife of a German whom I had known since he was a boy, whose father and grandfather I had known. They were remarkable people, with a fine record of academic distinction and public service. She stood there looking charming in a beautiful sable cape; and something she said at once reminded me that I had heard a rumour in Berlin that she had become the mistress of Goebbels, and made it seem certain that the rumour was true. I never came here again.” One’s mind went out into the English park, to the marble old gentleman who stood with his son and daughter in the memorial pavilion, the founder against his will of this fantastic house, and its violated victim.



Now the villa was taking its due punishment. During the trial it could count itself a haunted house; the handful of correspondents who reported the sittings day in day out grew as wistful as ghosts in their exile. But as the time for the verdicts and the sentences came nearer, it was invaded by a crowd of journalists of all nationalities, their spirits undiluted by tedium, who poured over its threshold, mocking the architectural fantasy that was to shelter them; and indeed it was ironical to cross a dreaded frontier in order to report the last convulsion of a German crime and find oneself housed in a German fairy tale. Many of them were shabbily dressed—indeed, only the Americans were not, for there were still no clothes in Europe—and they brought squalor with them, for there were so many of them that every bedroom had to be crammed with hospital beds for their use, and there were queues outside the bathrooms and the lavatories.



The Victorian villa in the grounds was not spared, and was as overfull. In its principal bedroom there slept nine women journalists, one a lovely North African girl, with crenellated hair and skin the colour of cambric tea; another a French girl, manifestly so ill that she ought to have been in hospital but quite unconcerned about herself, for she had spent all her adult life in the resistance movement and had no experience of well-being by which to check her state. Nothing can have been so offensive to the spirit of the Schloss as these women correspondents. Its halls had been designed for women who lived inside their corsets as inside towers, whose hair was made into a solid and intricate artifact halfway towards being a hat, whose feet were encased in shoes that prevented them from hurrying and advertised their enjoyment of infinite leisure. Now Madeleine Jacob burned the air in the corridors, she rushed so fast along them; her long black locks, so oddly springing from the circle of white hair in the centre of her scalp, hung about her shoulders; she wore a crumpled white blouse and a pleated skirt of a tartan which struck a Scottish eye like a misprint; there were beach sandals on her feet because there were still no leather shoes in France; her superbly Jewish face was at once haggard and bright with contentious intellectual gaiety. It would have been very hard for the builders of the Schloss to grasp the situation: to understand that these ink-stained gipsies had earned the right to camp in their stronghold because they had been on the side of order against disorder, stability against incoherence.



There was nowhere in the Schloss where one could be alone. Everyone’s bedroom became full of people sitting about because their own bedrooms were full of people sitting about because they too had found their bedrooms full. There was much talking round the bar, though never about Germany, which was known to be dead and buried. It seemed good in the golden autumn evening to walk in the garden; and when the setting sun discovered a greenhouse roof, to go and see how the Germans had kept that form of luxury going. It would presumably be like most greenhouses in England, haunted by red spider, a desert place of shabby and unpainted staging, meagrely set out with a diminished store of seed boxes, for it was not large enough to have been used for any extensive scheme of food production. It seemed probable that the only view of it would be through the glass, since surely the door would be locked, as it was now late in the evening. But the door was open; and it admitted to a scene far distant in time and space. This might have been a greenhouse in one of the great English or Scottish nursery gardens, before 1939; or one might push the date back further, to a time when labour was still cheap. There was perfect cleanliness and perfect neatness here, and it was full of plants, each of which had that simple and integrated appearance which meant that the gardener who grew it understood many things and never wearied in applying his wisdom. There was a row of canna lilies, scarlet and orange and crimson, bright with health; there were many obconica primulas, which perfectly exhibited their paradoxical character of being open-faced and brilliant and yet recognizably members of a shy and cool family; and there were rows upon rows of beautifully grown cyclamen which would have done credit to a specialist firm. Amateurs of this plant often liken its flowers to butterflies, for the petals are like wings; and it could be imagined that these might suddenly flutter on the sober foliage and soar in a red and white and rose swarm. One of the white varieties, with large white ruffled petals that gave especially strongly this sense of arrested motion, was like a known face; and, indeed, one of the American lawyers had several of these in his office in the Palace of Justice. But of course one had seen these cyclamens all over Nuremberg; and when a girl of twelve or thirteen laid down her watering can and came forward, she had the air of a practised saleswoman and knew the names of the plants in English.



It might seem that it would never be very interesting that somebody had started a brisk business in potted plants. But this was Germany, this was 1946, and it was as if one were in a lock, and saw the little trickle of water between the gates which meant that the lock was opening. The war had burned trade off Germany as flame burns skin off a body. This greenhouse was on the outskirts of a large town in which it was impossible to buy anything at all except foodstuffs, except in the second-hand market; there was no way of acquiring even such necessities as shoes or kettles or blankets or chairs or tables. This had come about automatically when the civil structure of Germany collapsed and the transport and postal and power systems ceased to operate. It was obviously the aim of the Allies to restore German trade, for they had rejected the Morgenthau Plan for the reduction of Germany to a needy agricultural state; but at present the power of buying and selling consumer goods was exercised only by the occupying forces within the enclaves of PX and the English and French equivalents. But here in this greenhouse the trading genius of the Germans was reasserting itself in what was probably an amusing and impudent way. For it seemed likely that this greenhouse had been kept going during the war in defiance of Hitler’s rules and regulations, and that it was now defying the Allies’ rules and regulations, since certainly they could not wish that German fuel and labour should be used for flower-growing.



This greenhouse was of the spacious type to be found in old-fashioned private gardens, halfway to being a winter garden, where the owner could stroll with his friends under the golden flowers of a Maréchal Niel climbing rose and inspect his collection of lilies; and it was plainly inconvenient for commercial use. It looked as if there must be at least a couple of gardeners at work here, but there was only one man to be seen, who was closing a light at the other end of the greenhouse with a clumsiness which was explained when he stumped off on two crutches to another light. He had lost a leg. The twitch and roll, twitch and roll of his walk, recalled another difference between the British and the German lot. The Nazi government had shown a monstrous cruelty to its own people in two respects. They did not dig out their dead from the ruins after air raids. It was for this reason that all German towns stank on hot days in the summer of 1946, and that sometimes there would be seen on the rubble lit lanterns and wreaths, set out by mourners who were observing an anniversary. Neither did they make the proper effort to furnish artificial limbs for their war casualties, and an appalling number of one-armed and one-legged men were to be seen in the German streets. But surely post-Nazi cruelty was at work here. It seemed reprehensible of the other gardeners to have left this one-legged man to close up the greenhouse with only a child of twelve to help him.



But nobody was working in this greenhouse except this one-legged man and the child of twelve. He had been one of the gardeners at the Schloss before the war, and he had lost his leg on the Russian front, towards the end of the campaign. When he came out of hospital it had become known that the Nazi leaders were to be tried at Nuremberg, and that many Americans and some British and French would stay in the town for a long time. He had gone to the owner of the Schloss and suggested that the greenhouse should be used for raising potted plants to sell to the victors, and had been told that he might do what he could with it. It had not been used for a long time, and there were only a few plants in stock, but he got hold of as many others as he could find in the district, and started propagation at once, and got the winter heating going on wood from the grounds. To run a greenhouse furnace on wood must demand vigilance by night and by day; and to this man it meant hobbling and perilous bending. He had got quite a lot of cyclamens in flower at the end of May, but it afflicted him sorely that he had had only a few to satisfy the Christmas market. He betrayed a deep regret that the trial was not going on over next Christmas, so that he could have a chance to sell a really large number of his cyclamens. This was not altogether because he wanted the profit on them; it was also because he knew that they were good, very good, though not, he mentioned with disquiet, so good as some he had seen in Dutch nursery gardens. He was not an unhappy man. He was certainly in a state of continual physical discomfort, for before he could perform any task with his hands he had to manœuvre himself into a position where his balance was firm; and the child could help him only out of school hours. But he had escaped to another dimension where pain had no power over him. He had escaped into his work.



There are, of course, countless workmen in other countries who, like this man, are industrious to the point of nobility; but there was something different and peculiarly German and dynamic in his self-dedication. In these other countries a good or a bad workman will enjoy his leisure, take pride in proving his worth in his trade-union branch, and will be prepared to argue that he and every man ought to be many-sided. But this grower of potted plants saw himself simply as a grower of potted plants, and was more than satisfied with that limitation; indeed, it was to him not a limitation at all, it was enfranchisement. He would have had no sympathy with a British workman’s innocent desire to win a football pool and leave his job and escape in the holiday of independent means, or with the French workman’s recurrent impulse to break the bars of the rigid industrial system in which he feels himself imprisoned and escape into a strike. He did not want to escape from his greenhouse, he wanted to escape into it. This did not necessarily demonstrate that he had a more agreeable character. Indeed, it might be alleged that he wanted to take shelter in his labour only because he and his kind had shown an exceptional disability to make the rest of life agreeable. But it gave him as a grower of potted plants a certain advantage over other growers of potted plants with different ideas of liberation; and when he spoke it was not to pass the time of day, not to relax in gossip after the long working hours, not to inform himself how it was going with his former leaders, but to ask questions relating to the exploitation of this advantage. He wanted to know how many trials were likely to be held in Nuremberg now that this one was finished, and whether as many Americans and British and French officials would be here to conduct these others; and it was plain that though he was aware that he would be told that the number would be less, he longed to hear that it would be not much less. He inquired whether any of the English people now here would be likely to stop off in Holland on the way home and would be able to send him Dutch seeds. He would have had more to say, but the greenhouse was getting dark. Above it the gabled and turreted Schloss was steeply and mysteriously misshapen against the stars, and scores of yellow windows told where the conquerors would sit among smoke and talk away the night.
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It was necessary, and really necessary, that a large number of persons, including the heads of the armed and civil services, should go to Nuremberg and hear the reading of the judgment, because in no other conceivable way could they gather what the trial had been about. Long, long ago, the minds of all busy people outside the enclave of Nuremberg had lost touch with the proceedings. The newspaper reports inevitably concentrated on the sensational moments when the defendants sassed back authority, and to follow the faint obtrusions of the serious legal issues which made their way into the more serious journals would have taken the kind of mind which reads its daily Scripture portion and never misses; and that kind of persistence carries one irresistibly to the top of the grocery store, and no further. The high positions fall to people with pliant minds, who drop every habit if it is not serviceable to their immediate aims, and thus it was that the most influential classes in 1946 knew little or nothing about the Nuremberg trial.



It was unfortunate that since the European railway systems were still disorganized the only way open to Nuremberg was by air. This would always have presented a tough transport problem, for planes carry so few passengers, but it was made worse by demobilization, for a great many pilots had been liberated to civil life. Hence, though Nuremberg is normally between three or four hours distant from London by air, those who wanted to be at Nuremberg on Monday, September 30, had to leave London in a series of flights that began on the previous Tuesday, and had, unless they were very distinguished, to undergo a journey through Kafka territory. They did not simply get a plane ticket and a laisser passer and a passport visa; they had to apply for their army papers at the offices of the German branch of the Foreign Office and Allied Control Commission. There was nothing to grumble about in this; for obviously people could not be allowed to wander about in recently occupied territory without proper identification papers and definitions of their permitted scope, but it was equally impossible for the officials in Germany to scrutinize these papers, because they had too much to do in coping with other problems created by the travellers.



One party had to go to Nuremberg by way of Berlin, where grave young men welcomed our plane in the belief that it contained a quite different set of persons. It was apparent that in England there was a superb system for dispatching visitors to Germany, and in Germany a superb system for receiving visitors from England, but just at that moment they had ceased to have any connection with each other. The grave young men irritably told the two correspondents among the passengers that they had better get on the next plane to London and start afresh, for they had no idea how to get them from Berlin to Nuremberg. They had no time—and this was true—they really had no time, to look at the correspondents’ army orders, which contained an answer to that perplexity. The correspondents thought it wise to get into an automobile that was waiting for someone else, and since the driver was one of those eccentrics who in all branches of the services in Germany were replacing the more normal types as they were demobilized, he fell in with the fraud, not humorously, but because, he said carefully, like a hypochondriac, making a change now and then did everybody good; it didn’t do to keep in a groove. Let such disorganization never be mocked. It is inevitable.



It was an excellent automobile for occupied Germany. It whizzed along the long sandy road beside the smiling suburban lakes, and then the individual horror of bombed Berlin suddenly declared its character. Different towns have different modes of desolation. There was at first sight no rubble here, and few waste lots, but mile after mile of huge hollow houses, winnowed by the wind and rain, mere diagrams of habitation. Piranesi, after a lifetime spent drawing the well-fleshed architecture of the Romans and their Renaissance descendants, was smitten in his later years with madness and drew buildings as majestic but stripped to the bare brick and dedicated to the harsh necessity of being prisons. Berlin had suffered just that change. It had boasted many gross avenues, lined with gross houses, grossly ornamented. The shells of these houses still stood. Often it could have been imagined that the whole house still stood, though stripped of all ornament, to serve some utilitarian purpose, to be a better workhouse or barracks. But the glassless windows looked inward through the roomless ruin to the other glassless windows on the farther side and showed the empty sky beyond, in a maniac stare.



It was not easy to know what the Berliners were feeling. The women walking in the streets wore better winter coats than we in England had seen for years. The theatres were open. There was an Oscar Wilde season; the photographs showed that the dresses were beautiful. But of course no individual and no institution was the same in this city which, while London had been chastised with whips, had been chastised with scorpions; and one was always being disconcerted by coming on a familiar form without its familiar content. The lower parts of the wrecked buildings were being restored as shops, and quite a number of them were being opened as bookshops. German bookshops had rarely, if ever, pleased like the best English and French and Finnish bookshops, but they had been the outlets of an immensely powerful and efficient publishing trade. Now, however, they merely contained Allied propaganda and a certain number of other volumes which offered some German authors a uniquely disagreeable form of fame. Each bookshop exhibited a great many copies of a few works by unknown German authors, and it was obvious that when these booksellers had started work again under licence from the Allies they had been forced to restock their shelves by exhuming remainders of books which had been published before the war, had fallen flat, and had therefore been warehoused. Such a remark as, “I say, old man, I see your study of Angelus Silesius all over the place these days,” must have been suffused with an offensiveness which it would have lacked anywhere else in the world.



The cafes too were open, and they were crowded; the crowds were neither munching sausage nor forking up cream cake; they were sitting over glasses of pale liquid which obviously had not cheered them, staring at the traffic, a spectacle which could not cheer them, for it consisted solely of Allied automobiles bearing Allied personnel about the business of occupation. And shopping was still going on in streets where, in the good old days of the boom under the Weimar Republic, shoppers plump with power slowly strolled before huge plate-glass windows so inordinately stocked with goods that the vice of overshopping appeared before the mind not less disgusting than overeating; but now the shoppers never looked right or left of them, they hurried to the street corners, where there were screens plastered with announcements of goods offered in barter, and hurried on hungrily if they did not see what they hoped.



Most of the business of clearing up bomb damage was, for some obscure reason, done by ageing women. Looking down the road at the foundations of a fire-gutted building which had just been blown up, one saw a gang of them shovelling the bricks into hand carts. A superintendent would shout something jocular at them as he left them, and they would halt for a minute and scream mocking answers and then stand grinning in the sunlight, their grey hairs falling stiff as bootlaces round their leathery faces, their bodies a mixture of bones and crumpled stuffs like unrolled umbrellas, their lean hands hardly more like flesh than their tools. They were a true occasion for love.



In bombed cities the misadventures which overtake works of art are always extremely poignant, because obviously they are not to blame. It was possible to argue that nobody need weep for the citizens of Berlin, because they did not know enough to come in out of the rain, even when it turned into blood; but nobody expects a statue to know when to come in out of the rain, so pity could be freely extended to the statues of Berlin, which have had as extraordinary misadventures as any statuary in the world. At the end of the Unter den Linden was the Brandenburger Thor, with the Reichstag beside it, and in front of it the Tiergarten, a vast wooded park, far more thickly wooded than any park in New York or London or Paris. In this area sculpture had been given its head under the Kaisers, and it had proved that commissions to artists need not necessarily be stimulants to art. Opposite the Thor, by the Reichstag, there was a huge column commemorating the three victorious wars waged by the Germans in the nineteenth century, the wars against Denmark, Austria, and France. Nearby were two massive statues of von Moltke and General Roon, and a still more monstrous statue of Bismarck, with a number of women round the base, with breasts like artillery pieces. Not far away, in a part of the Tiergarten always full of nannies and children, because a prosperous residential district lay near, was the Sieges Allee, a gorgeous chaplet of dynastic piety. Sculptured in marble white like the icing on a wedding cake, the Margraves of Brandenburg and their descendants the Hohenzollerns stood in family groups in odd raised marble enclosures like open opera loges. There were enough of them to line a long promenade, and in the surrounding glades was a rose garden presided over by a statue of one of the Hohenzollern empresses, wearing scrupulously finished marble clothes, even to a marble hat and a marble veil. There was also a statue of a nude girl riding a horse, more naturalistic than nature but very pleasant to come on in a walk under the tall trees.



All these statues except the two women, the empress with the marble hat and the girl with none, were picked up and moved by Hitler. He did not want anything to remind the people of the Hohenzollerns or their servants or their victories. The vast column commemorating the three wars he moved into the Tiergarten, almost a mile down the avenue, and he set down the statues of Bismarck and Moltke and Roon round it; and he transferred the Sieges Allee to an unfrequented part of the park. It may be argued that the German people showed culpable negligence in not taking this act of extravagance and folly as a warning and rising against Hitler. Even if the Germans did not know about the concentration camps they must have known about this transfer of statuary. Should an American President move the Washington Square Arch to Brooklyn and the Lincoln Memorial to a playground in Georgetown, or a British Prime Minister move the Albert Memorial to a public garden in Hammersmith, and did so for political reasons, even if the mass of the population did not suspect anything, the people who worked round him would, and restrictive action would be taken.



The statues gained by the change. They were set deeper among the trees, they lost their smugness, they looked as if they were part of the setting of a romantic drama. But at the end of the war they had suffered a further change which lifted them out of their poor place as artifacts into Lear’s kingdom of loss. The trees of the Tiergarten had in 1946 been nearly all destroyed. Some were burned in the air raids, others were hit by Russian artillery during the battle for the capital, most of them were cut down by the freezing population during the first winter after the war. Now the great park was nothing but a vast potato patch, with here and there a row of vegetables and a plot of tobacco plants. From this naked land rose the statues in starkly inappropriate prominence. Above them the column of the three victorious wars was surmounted by the French flag, since this was in the French Sector, and the horizon was bounded by riddled cliffs which were once splendid villas and apartment houses. But, as well as this landscape-wide humiliation, they had suffered more private troubles. The charge that the Red Army is illiterate was forever disproved. The pedestals of Moltke and Roon, the bellies of the women who sprawl round the base of the Bismarck memorial, were scrawled with the names and addresses of Russian soldiers.



The Empress Victoria had lost her marble veil, her marble hat, her marble head. Decapitated, she stood among the pergolas. The Sieges Allee had suffered a peculiar loss of the same sort. The statues and busts were left intact; they belong to a kind of realistic art greatly admired by the Russians. But each of the marble loges is decorated on each side by a Hohenzollern eagle, and every one of these had been decapitated, very neatly, and evidently by a suitable instrument. Only the naked girl was as she had been, but there were marks of attempts to get her off her horse. She could be seen a long way off over the bare ground.



There is no statuary at all near the Brandenburger Thor, except a memorial to the Russian troops, which is surmounted by a realistic figure bearing a fantastic resemblance to Mussolini. The sentry who guarded it was, like so many of the Russian soldiers in Berlin, a ravishing small boy, with pink cheeks and a nose that turned up to heaven with the gravity of prayer. But one did not see a large number of troops in the streets of the Russian Sector; and, indeed, few troops were visible in any sector. The machinery of the Four Power control of Berlin was masked; but how many officials were labouring at their desks to coordinate what was too complex to be coordinated became manifest when the traveller found himself uncomfortably uncoordinated. This inevitably happened to those who took this route to Nuremberg, for authority in England had allowed travellers to the trial to take with them letters of credit, which, however, new currency regulations that had just come into effect made it extremely difficult to cash, a turn of events which seemed to surprise authority in Germany as much as the travellers. But even when finesse of a hardly defensible kind got the letters of credit cashed in British scrip money, there was the problem of buying a plane ticket to Nuremberg, which had to be paid for in dollars. Newspapermen in the hotel in the Kurfürstendam which was the Berlin press camp affirmed that British scrip could be turned into American scrip in a certain bar; and authority, asked for an assurance that this could safely be done without risk of deportation, looked embarrassed and pretended not to hear. In the bar the service was rendered by a number of persons whose manner was disconcerting, for they voluptuously drooped their lids and dilated their nostrils while haggling over the exchange value of British and American scrip, in obedience to habits formed before the war, when they lived by procuring cocaine and other pleasures of the flesh. It was an odd experience to owe to authority. But let none mock at such disorganization. No great international event can be efficiently organized. There are conceivable feats of coordination which are beyond performance.



There came an afternoon which, it seemed to the two correspondents who had met on the plane from London, might well be spent visiting the Führerbunker, the air-raid shelter under Hitler’s Chancellery. But authority pronounced that impossible. It was in the Russian Sector, and the Russians had set their face against any more visitors, and had just recently flatly refused to let a very distinguished party of Britons see it. It was plain that there was complete understanding on this point between the Four Powers’ administrations at a high level; and from this, given the incoherence of the general situation, a conclusion could be drawn. It proved to be sound. The place was quite easy to visit. From the shadows a courteous and informed presence detached itself, who knew the terrain well, who had visited it often from the very first days after the fall of Berlin, who was anxious to earn some cigarettes, which were then the only hand-to-hand German currency. He knew at what point it was prudent to stop the Allied automobile, which had come into service for the afternoon’s expedition without anybody’s consent or knowledge, but not against anybody’s expressed wish. The Russian sentry at the portal, snub-nosed and squat and smiling, was glad to see visitors, glad to accept a carton of cigarettes.



The Chancellery was another of these Berlin shells, flooded with sallow light; and the yellow-skinned Russian sentries, standing about in its vast punctured halls, looked like so many submerged Buddhas. In Hitler’s Hall of Mirrors, a specially genial soul, with several chins and jolly slit eyes, who had been impassively watching a party of workmen hacking down the slabs of marble and porphyry which lined the walls between the shattered mirrors or their empty sockets, complained that people were losing interest in the place and hardly ever came there now. Another soldier paced out the Banqueting Hall to show its excessive length, which seemed to him a huge joke. It was obvious that none of them had ever heard of any order that visitors must be excluded. It might have been, however, that the Russians had meant to give such an order. They may have wanted the world to forget the bunker. This was probable because of the difference between the Allies regarding Hitler’s fate. It was the British and American theory that Hitler had committed suicide in the bunker on April 30, 1945, and the Russian authorities publicly accepted this view. But in Moscow at the end of May and in June, and again in July at Potsdam, Stalin informed various American officials that he believed Hitler to be still alive; and this was in 1946 (and indeed up till Stalin’s death) the Soviet doctrine.



The bunker, however, was wide open to anyone who cared to call. The Chancellery filled a corner site, the two blocks containing the Gallery of Mirrors and the Banqueting Hall forming a right angle, within which lay a garden, now overgrown with long grasses. Under a tree which autumn had just touched two English soldiers sat with two German girls on a pile of bricks. One was rhythmically squeezing his girl’s waist and the other was stroking his girl’s bosom with a slow, massaging movement, therapeutic rather than voluptuous, which suggested that he might at one time have been in the Royal Army Medical Corps, while they carried on a repetitive argument about football. The girls’ faces were quite blank, as if they belonged to some contemplative order of prostitutes. A young Russian soldier stood near them, watching them as if there was a long chance, on which he was not counting but which he had to admit existed, that they might do something novel and unexpected. Behind him was the door into the Führer-bunker, which he was delighted to open for visitors even before they produced cigarettes. Like his comrades, he enjoyed company.



A steep staircase descended fifty feet to the rooms in which Hitler and Eva Braun, Goebbels and his wife and six children, had died. These rooms were extremely disconcerting because of their proportions. Hitler’s Chancellery, like all the buildings for which he was responsible, was vast because it was the result of a soiled and limited flight of the imagination. A man who sold patent medicine at a carnival, and was an abortionist and a fortune-teller on the side, might, if he had been granted power to build as he would, have remembered pictures he had seen of Egyptian temples and Roman palaces and, not remembering them clearly enough, have given orders for such huge, featureless constructions. But the thirty rooms in the bunker, though Hitler had had the resources of Germany to lavish on it, were in shocking contrast with the swollen halls above them. For an air-raid shelter it was perversely sordid. The rooms were small squares, the size of bathrooms in an ordinary suburban house, with a central passage cut into three sections about the size of a compartment in an English railway train, which served as the general dining room and sitting room and the conference room. The walls were coated with some substance resembling lamp black, on which many soldiers had since the end of the war written their signatures. This was the time of Chads, when the English people’s reaction to shortages was expressed on every blank space by drawings showing a bald head with a single up-growing hair poking over the top of a wall, with the legend, “What, no soap?” or sugar, or whatever it was that was most drearily lacking. Here a British soldier had drawn a Chad who looked over the wall and said, “What, no Führer?” These signatures and his drawing came out ghostly white on the black wall. It was as if one stood in a train that was quietly running into hell.



The Russian soldier pointed to the Chad and laughed. He did not know what the Chad was saying but he knew that it was meant to be funny, and he wanted everything to be funny, and he imagined he was helping things along in that direction by laughing. The courteous German presence nodded his head and smiled at him, to show his good will, and said, “Look, this is very singular. This curious cupboard place was called the Hundebunker, the dog bunker. Hitler’s bodyguard used to sit here, and so it might just have been a nickname, but I think not; it is so oddly shaped a room that I think it really was designed for some pet dog. And you will see it is far more generously planned than any of the accommodation for human beings.”



Suddenly it became very unpleasant to be in this insanely devised rat hole, where six children had been murdered by their father and mother, for no particular reason, since surely the Goebbels must have had relatives to whom they could have confided their family. It seemed good to run upstairs into the garden, pushing past one of the British soldiers and his girl, who were standing against the bunker door being photographed by his comrade. The Russian soldier followed and, wagging his head and smiling, repeated something over and over again. He was saying that he too often got very frightened, terribly frightened, at being so deep underground. “They are often very kind,” said the courteous German presence. He meant the Russians. Yet during the drive from the press camp he had been saying that because of what he had seen when the Red Army entered Berlin he wanted to leave the city, though he had been born here, and never see it again; and he was speaking the truth, for a wave of sickness turned him green as he spoke. He was always thinking of the Russians, whose might was a sea round the small island of safety where he had a foothold. All Berliners were always thinking of the Russians. It was that preoccupation which made them different from the Nurembergers.
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The system, with all its failures, got the travellers to Nuremberg in good time. At once a split appeared between those who had come to the trial for, say, the opening and these last two days, and those who had a longer experience of the sessions. The court had issued a directive that no photographs were to be taken of the defendants at the times they were being sentenced. This seemed to some journalists who had just arrived a shocking interference with the rights of the press, and even some historians thought that it would leave the film record of the case regrettably incomplete. But those who had frequented the court over months were for the most part of a different mind.



The issue pricked deep because it was certain that some of the defendants would be sentenced to death. It seemed that when people had never seen a man, or had seen him only once or twice, they did not find anything offensive about the idea of photographing him while he was being sentenced to death, but that if people had seen him often the idea became unattractive. The correspondents who had attended the court day in, day out, knew how the defendants had hated the periods of each session when it was part of the routine for the cameras to be put on. Most of them reached for their black glasses when the sharp and acid lights were switched on, with a sullenness which meant that they were doing more than merely trying to save their eyes; and those who most often resorted to those black glasses were those who had manifested the greatest repentance. Dr. Frank, who had murdered Poland and had been driven by remorse into a Catholic conversion which the authorities believed to be sincere, was always the first to put out his hand to his spectacle case. It might be right to hang such men. But it could not be right to photograph them when they were being told that they were going to be hanged. For when society has to hurt a man it must hurt him as little as possible and must preserve what it can of his pride, lest there should spread in that society those feelings which make men do the things for which they get hanged.



But though it might be right to hang these men, it was not easy. A sadness fell on the lawyers engaged in the trial. They had all been waiting for this day when judgment would be delivered and the defendants sentenced, and they could get back to the business of living. They had all surely come to loathe the Nazi crimes and criminals more and more in the slow unfolding of the case. But now this day of judgment had come they were not happy. There was a gloom about the places where they lived, a gloom about their families. In these last days of the trial all automobiles were stopped on the main roads for search and scrutiny by the military police. At a search post two automobiles were halted at the same time, and a visitor travelling in one saw that in the other was the wife of one of the judges, a tall Scandinavian notable for her physical and spiritual graces. They exchanged greetings, and the visitor said, “I shall be seeing you in court tomorrow.” The other looked as if she had been slapped across the high cheekbones. “Oh no,” she said. “Oh no. I shall not be in court tomorrow.” Yet she had attended almost all other sessions of the court. Around the house of another judge a line of automobiles waited all the evening before the day of judgment, and passers-by knew that the judiciary was having its last conference. The judge’s wife came to the window and looked out over the automobiles and the passers-by into the pine woods which ringed the house. But as she stared out into the darkening woods it could be seen on her sensitive face that she was living through a desert of time comparable to the interval between a death and a funeral.



There was another house in the outskirts of Nuremberg where this profound aversion from the consequences of the trial could be perceived. This, like the press camp, was a villa which an industrialist had built beside his factory, but it was smaller and not so gross, and it had been the scene of a war of taste which had in the long run been won by the right side. The industrialist had furnished it in the style of a Nord-Amerikan liner; but he had had two sons, who, according to the patriarchal system of his class, lived in the villa, the older on the first floor, the younger on the top floor. One of them had married a Frenchwoman who was still in the house, silently and efficiently acting as butler to the conquerors, with an exquisite and chivalrous care not to detach herself from the conquered, since her marriage vows had placed her in their company. She had a deep knowledge and love of Greek art and of the minor Italian masters of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries. Most of her collections had been taken from her at the beginning of the war by the German government and stored in caves. When defeat came the guards in charge of the caves ran away, and the stores were rifled. She went there to look for her goods, and found some shards of her Greek vases trodden into the earth at the mouth of the caves, and nothing else. But she had insisted on keeping with her some of her Greek sculptures, and they still stood in the house among monstrous Japanese bronzes and moustachioed busts of the men of the family. In one room there were two marbles which, in the Greek way, presented the whole truth about certain moments of physical existence. There was a torso which showed how it is with a boy’s body, cut clean with training, when the ribs rise to a deep and enjoyed breath; and there was the coiffed head of a girl who knew she was being looked at by the world, and, being proud and innocent, let it look.



The approach to this house at night was melancholy. About it, as about all houses inhabited by legal personnel, armed guards paced, and searchlights shone into the woods. The white beams changed to crudely coloured cardboard the piebald trunks of the birch trees, the small twisted pines, the great pottery jars overflowing with nasturtiums which marked the course of the avenues. From the darkness above, moth-pale birch leaves fell slowly, turned suddenly bright yellow in the searchlight beam, and drifted slowly down to the illuminated ground. Autumn was here, winter would be here soon. People concerned with the trial drove through these sad avenues and were welcomed into the house, and sat about in its great rooms, holding glasses of good wine in their hands, and talked generously of pleasant things and not of the judgment and the sentences, and looked at the Greek sculptures with a certain wonder and awe and confusion. If a trial for murder last too long, more than the murder will out. The man in the murderer will out; it becomes horrible to think of destroying him.
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Monday, September 30, 1946, was one of those glorious days that autumn brings to Germany, heavy and golden, yet iced, like an iced drink. By eight o’clock a fleet of Allied automobiles, collected from all over Western Germany, was out in the countryside picking up the legal personnel and the visitors from their billets and bringing them back to the Palace of Justice. The Germans working in the fields among the early mists did not raise their heads to look at the unaccustomed traffic, though the legal personnel, which had throughout the trial gone about their business unattended, now had armed military police with screaming sirens in jeeps as outriders.



This solemn calm ended on the doorstep of the Palace of Justice. Within there was turbulence. The administration of the court had always aroused doubts, by a certain tendency toward the bizarre, which manifested itself especially in the directions given to the military police in charge of the gallery where the VIPs sat. The ventilation of the court was bad, and the warm air rose to the gallery, so in the afternoon the VIPs were apt to doze. This struck the commandant, Colonel Andrus, as disrespectful to the court, though the gallery was so high that what went on there was unlikely to be noticed. Elderly persons of distinction, therefore, enjoyed the new experience of being shaken awake by young military policemen under a circle of amused stares. If they were sitting in the front row of the gallery an even odder experience might overtake them. The commandant had once looked up at the gallery and noted a woman who had crossed her ankles and was showing her shins and a line of petticoat, and he conceived that this might upset the sex-starved defendants, thus underestimating both the length of time it takes for a woman to become a VIP and the degree of the defendants’ preoccupations. But, out of a further complication of delicacy, he forbade both men and women to cross their ankles. Thus it happened that one of the most venerable of English judges found himself, one hot summer afternoon, being tapped on the shoulder with a white club by a young military policeman and told to wake up, stay awake, and uncross his legs.



These rules were the subject of general mirth in Nuremberg, but the higher American authorities neither put an end to them nor took their existence as a warning that perhaps the court should be controlled on more sensible lines. An eccentricity prevailed which came to its climax in the security arrangements for these two final days. There was a need for caution. Certainly in Berlin nobody would have lifted a finger to avenge the Nazis, but here in Bavaria there were still some people who had never had any reason to feel that the Nazi regime had been a bad thing for them, and among them there must have been some boys who had been too young for military service and had enjoyed their time with Hitler Youth. It might also have been that Martin Bormann, who at the end of the war had replaced Göring, and who was said to have been killed by Russian fire after escaping from the Chancellery, and who was being indicted in absentia at this trial, might now choose to reappear.



It therefore seemed obvious that there would be stringent precautions to see that no unauthorized person entered the Palace of Justice, and we had imagined that we would have to queue up before a turnstile, by which competent persons would sit and examine our passes under a strong light. There was a rumour that there was a mark on the passes which would show only under X-rays. But, instead, authority jammed the vast corridors of the Palace of Justice with a mass of military police, who, again and again, demanded the passes of the entrants and peered at them in a half-light. It was extremely unlikely that these confused male children could have detected the grossest forgery, but the question was never posed, for the corridor was so dark that it was difficult to read large print. No attempt had been made to clarify the situation by posting at strategic points men who could recognize the legal personnel; and thus it happened that, outside the judges’ entrance to the courtroom, a military policeman, switching his white club, savagely demanded, “And how the hell did you get in here?” of a person who was in fact one of the judges. In the midst of this muddle certain precautionary measures were taken which were at once not strict enough and too strict and quite ineffectual.



Men were forbidden to take briefcases into court, and women were forbidden to carry handbags or wear long coats. These prohibitions were undignified and futile. Women’s suits are not made with pockets large enough to hold passes, script, fountain pens, notebooks, and spectacle cases, and few women went into court without a certain amount of their possessions packed away inside their brassieres or stocking tops. One French woman journalist, obedient to the ban on long coats, came in a padded jacket which she had last worn on an assignment in the Asiatic theatre of war, and when she was sitting in court discovered that in the holster pocket over her ribs she had left a small loaded revolver. It may look on paper as if those responsible for the security arrangements at Nuremberg could justify themselves by pointing to the fact that the Palace of Justice was not blown up. But those who were there know that there was just one reason for this: nobody wanted to blow it up. But although the problem raised by Nuremberg security need not have been approached so eccentrically, it never could have been brought to a satisfactory solution. There were no persons qualified by experience to take control at a high level, for there had never been a like occasion; and there was not such a superfluity of customs officials and police workers that a large number of them could have been abstracted from their usual duties and seconded to special duties without harm; and if there had been, the business of transporting them and housing them would have created fresh problems. This was a business badly done, but it could have been done no better.



It seemed natural enough that nobody should have been very anxious to blow up the Palace of Justice when the defendants came into the dock that Monday. The court had not sat for a month, while the judges were considering their verdicts, and during that time the disease of uniformity which had attacked the prisoners during the trial had overcome them. Their pale and lined faces all looked alike; their bodies sagged inside their clothes, which seemed more alive than they were. They were gone. They were finished. It seemed strange that they could ever have excited loyalty; it was plainly impossible that they should ever attract it again. It was their funeral which the Germans were attending as they looked down on the ground when they walked in the streets of the city. Those Germans thought of them as dead.



They were not abject. These ghosts gathered about them the rags of what had been good in them during their lives. They listened with decent composure to the reading of the judgments, and, as on any other day, they found amusement in the judges’ pronunciation of the German names. That is something pitiable which those who do not attend trials never see: the eagerness with which people in the dock snatch at any occasion for laughter. Sometimes it seems from the newspaper reports that a judge has been too facetious when trying a serious case, and the fastidious shudder. But it can be taken for granted that the accused person did not shudder, he welcomed the little joke, the small tear in the lent of grimness that enclosed him. These defendants laughed when they could, and retained their composure when it might well have cracked. On Monday afternoon the darkened mind of Hess passed through some dreadful crisis. He ran his hands over his brows again and again as if he were trying to brush away cobwebs, but the blackness covered him. All humanity left his face; it became an agonized muzzle. He began to swing backwards and forwards on his seat with the regularity of a pendulum. His head swung forward almost to his knees. His skin became blue. If one could pity Ribbentrop and Göring, then was the time. They had to sit listening to the judgment upon them while a lunatic swayed and experienced a nameless evil in the seat beside them. He was taken away soon, but it was as if the door of hell had swung ajar. It was apparent now, as on many occasions during the trial, that the judges found it repulsive to try a man in such a state; but the majority of the psychiatrists consulted by the court had pronounced him sane.



The first part of the judgment did not refer to the defendants but to bodies they had formed. It had been argued by the prosecution that the seven Nazi organizations—the Gestapo, SD,SS, Reich Cabinet, Corps of Political Leaders, General Staff and OKW, and Storm Troops—should be declared criminal in nature and that membership in them should by itself be the subject of a criminal charge. The judges admitted this in the cases of the first three, on the grounds that at an early date these organizations had so openly aimed at the commission of violence and the preaching of race hatred that no man could have joined them without criminal intent. The image of a rat in a trap often crossed the mind at Nuremberg, and it was evoked then. No man who had ever been an SS member could deny it. The initials and the number of his blood group were tattooed under his arm. But, of course, that trap did not spring. There were too many SS men, too many armpits, for any occupying force to inspect. The Storm Troopers were not put in the same category, because they were assessed as mere hooligans and bullies, too brutish to be even criminals. Of the others it was recognized that many persons must have joined them or consented to remain within them without realizing what Hitler was going to make of them. This was reasonable enough, for it meant that members of this organization could still be prosecuted if there was reason to believe they had committed crimes as a result of their membership.



But the refusal to condemn all the seven organizations was greatly resented by some of the spectators. It was felt to be a sign that the tribunal was soft and not genuinely anti-Nazi. This was partly due to temperamental and juristic differences among the nations. The four judges took turns at reading the judgment, and this section was read by the English member judge, Lord Oaksey. His father before him was a judge, who was Lord Chief Justice in the twenties; and he had the advantage which the offspring of an old theatrical family have over other actors. He had inherited the technique and he refined on it, and could get his effects economically. He read this passage of the judgment in a silver voice untarnished by passion, with exquisite point; but to a spectator who was not English it might have seemed that this was just one of the committee of an English club explaining to his colleagues that it was necessary to expel a member. The resemblance need not have been disquieting. People who misbehave in such clubs really do get expelled by their committees, and they remain expelled; whereas the larger gestures and rhetoric of history have often been less effective. But this was not understood by those whose national habit it is to cross-breed their judges with prosecutors or to think that the law should have its last say with a moralist twang. There was, in other quarters, a like unease about the verdicts on the Service defendants, on Field Marshal Keitel and General Jodl and Admirals Doenitz and Raeder. Keitel and Jodl were found guilty on all four counts of the indictment: first, of conspiracy to commit the crimes alleged in the other counts, which were crimes against peace, crimes in war, and crimes against humanity. Raeder was found guilty on the three counts, and Doenitz was found guilty on the second. There was some feeling among those who attended only the end of the trial, and a very great deal of strong feeling among people all over the world who did not attend the court, that these defendants had been put into the dock for carrying out orders as soldiers and sailors must. But there is a great deal in the court’s argument that the only orders a soldier or a sailor is bound to obey are those which are recognized practice in the Services of the time. It is obvious that if an admiral were ordered by a demented First Sea Lord to serve broiled babies in the officers’ mess he ought to disobey; and it was shown that these generals and admirals had exhibited very little reluctance to carry out orders of Hitler which tended towards baby-broiling. Here was another point at which there was a split between the people who had attended the trial, or long stints of it, and the people who had not. Much evidence came up during the hearings which proved these men very different from what the products of Sandhurst and Dartmouth, West Point and Annapolis, are hoped to be. Doenitz, for example, exhorted his officers to be inspired by the example of some of their comrades who, confined in a camp in Australia, found that there were a few Communists among the other captured troops, managed to distract the attention of the guards, and murdered these wretched men.



But it was in the case of the admirals that the court made a decision which proved Nuremberg to be a step farther on the road to civilization. They were charged with violating the Naval Protocol of 1936, which reaffirmed the rules of submarine warfare laid down in the London Naval Agreement of 1930. They had, and there was no doubt about it, ordered their submarines to attack all merchant ships without warning and not stop to save the survivors. But the tribunal acquitted them on this charge on the grounds that the British and the Americans had committed precisely the same offence. On May 8, 1940, the British Admiralty ordered all vessels in the Skagerrak to be sunk on sight. Also Admiral Nimitz stated in answer to interrogatories that unrestricted submarine warfare had been carried on by the American Navy in the Pacific Ocean from the first day that the campaign opened. The fact was that we and the Germans alike had found the protocol unworkable. Submarines cannot be used at all if they are to be obliged to hang about after they have made a killing and throw away their own security. The Allies admitted this by acquitting the admirals, and the acquittal was not only fair dealing between victors and vanquished, it was a step towards honesty. It was written down for ever that submarine warfare cannot be carried on without inhumanity, and that we have found ourselves able to be inhumane. We have to admit that we are in this trap before we can get out of it. This nostra culpa of the conquerors might well be considered the most important thing that happened at Nuremberg. But it evoked no response at the time, and it has been forgotten.



But in this court nothing could be clear-cut, and nothing could have a massive effect, because it was international, and international law, as soon as it escapes from the sphere of merchandise (in which, were men good, it would alone need to be busy), is a mist with the power to make solids as misty as itself. It was true that the Nazi crimes of cruelty demanded punishment. There in Nuremberg the Germans, pale among the rubble, were waiting for that punishment as a purification, after which they might regain their strength and rebuild their world; and it was obvious that the tribunal must sit to disprove Job’s lament that the houses of the wicked are safe from fear. A tyrant had suspended the rule of law in his country and no citizen could seek legal protection from personal assault, theft, or imprisonment; and he had created so absolute a state of anarchy that when he fell from power the courts themselves had disappeared and could not be reconstituted to do justice on him and his instruments. Finally he had invaded other territories and reproduced this ruin there. Plainly some sort of emergency tribunal had to take over the work of the vanished tribunals when it was possible, if the Nazis were not to enjoy a monstrous immunity simply because they had included among their crimes the destruction of the criminal courts. It was only just that the Nazis should pay the due penalty for the offences they had committed against the laws of their own land, the millions of murders, kidnappings and wrongful imprisonments, and thefts. “Of course,” people said then and still say, “it was right that the Nazis should have been punished for what they did to the Jews. To the left wing. To the religious dissidents. To the Poles. To the Czechs. To the French deportees. To half Europe. But aggressive war, that was a new crime, invented for the occasion, which had never been written on the statute books before.” They spoke the very reverse of the truth. The condemnation of aggressive war as a crime was inherent in the Kellogg-Briand Pact; whereas no international body has ever given its sanction to a mechanism by which crimes committed in one nation which had gone unpunished because of a collapse of civil order could subsequently be punished by other nations. It is to be doubted whether the most speculative mind had ever drawn up the specification for such a mechanism.



Here one sees the dangers of international law. It would seem entirely reasonable to give nations which had remained at the common level of civilization the right to exercise judicial powers in nations which have temporarily fallen below that level and are unable to guarantee their citizens justice. But we can all remember how Hitler prefaced his invasions by pretences that civil order had been destroyed wherever there was a German minority, how it was roared at the world over the radio that Germans in Czechoslovakia and Poland and Yugoslavia were being beaten in the streets and driven out of their houses and farms and were denied all police protection. Such an article of international law would give both knight-errantry and tyranny their marching orders. This, at Nuremberg, was not a remote consideration, though Germany seemed to lie dead around us. Each of the judges read some part of the judgment; and when the Russian had his turn there was a temptation not to give the earphones the right switch to the English version, for the Russian language rolled forth from the firm fleshy lips of this strong man like a river of life, a river of genius, inexhaustible and unpredictable genius. To listen to Slav oratory is to feel that Aksakov and Dostoevski and Bishop Peter Nyegosh had half their great work done for them by the language they used. But soon the desire to know what he was talking about proved irresistible. It turned out that the Russian was reading the part of the judgment that condemned the Germans for their deportations: for taking men and women away from their homes and sending them to distant camps where they worked as slave labour in conditions of great discomfort, and were often unable to communicate with their families. There was here a certain irony, and a certain warning.



The trouble about Nuremberg was that it was so manifestly a part of life as it is lived; the trial had not sufficiently detached itself from the oddity of the world. It was of a piece with the odd things that happened on its periphery; and these were odd enough. Some visitors to the trial were strolling through a village outside Nuremberg after the Monday session had ended, to freshen their brains with the evening air, when a frizzled and grizzled head was popped over a garden fence. There are women whom age makes look not like old women but immature apes, and this was one of them. She was not unlikeable, she was simply like an ape. She demanded, in English, to know whether we were English. Two of us were. “I shot your King Edward,” she assured us, her bright eyes winking among her wrinkles, her teeth clacking at a different rate from her speech. In view of the occasion that had brought us to Nuremberg this seemed a not unlikely fantasy to vex a failing mind grounded in its environs, and there was the coo of “Yes, yes, yes,” of which lunatics must grow weary. But she stepped through her garden gate into the road, and one of the party, a devoted student of the text and illustrations in such books as the autobiographical works of the sixth Duke of Portland, recognized a familiar accent in the drain-pipe tweed coat, the thin ankles and high-arched feet turned outwards at an angle of forty-five degrees. “You mean you went shooting with King Edward?” she suggested. “Yes, yes, in your Norfolk!” Chattering like the monkeys in Gibraltar at sundown, she cried out the names of great English houses, of great English families, but briefly, for she had a more passionate preoccupation. “Well, have you sentenced all the scoundrels? What have they done to them?” She stamped her little foot on the ground. “What have they done to Sauckel? To Sauckel? That, that is what I wish to know.”



It was explained to her that that day the judges had delivered judgment only on the Nazi organizations and the validity and significance of the indictment, and that the verdicts and sentences on the Nazi leaders would not be pronounced till tomorrow. She was disappointed. “I wanted to hear from you that Sauckel is to be hanged. I hope that I might have that good news. I shall not sleep happy till I have heard that that scoundrel pays for his crimes. Never,” she cried, standing on tiptoe as if she were about to spring into the branches above us, “never will we undo the harm he did by bringing these wretched foreign labourers into our Germany. I had a nice house, a home, yes, a home, inherited from my family, in the village that is ten miles along the road, and what did this Sauckel do but send two thousand foreign workers to the factories in the district, two thousand wretches, cannibals, scum of the earth, Russians, Balks, Baits, Slavs—Slavs, I tell you. What did they do when our armies were defeated but break loose? For three days they kept carnival; they looted and they ate and drank of our goods. I had to hide with my neighbours in their cellar, and they slept in my bed and they ate in my kitchen and there was not a potato left, and they took all my good china and my linen and all they could carry, the brutes, the beasts!”



Somebody murmured that the foreign workers would have preferred to stay at home, and she glittered agreement. “Yes, yes, of course they should have been left at home, the place for a pig is in the sty. Oh, hanging will be too good for Sauckel, I could kill him with my own hands. You are doing very well at that trial. You English do all things well; we Germans should never have had a war with you. I am glad that you are giving”—she laughed—“what for to the Nazis. They were canaille, all of them. Not one had one known before, in the old days. But there is one quarrel I have with you. I am not against the Jews—of course it was terrible what Hitler did to the Jews, and none of us had any idea of what was going on in the camps—but to have a Jew as your chief prosecutor—really, really now, was that quite gentleman?” She looked from face to face in coquettish challenge. Nobody said anything, she was so very old. After a pause she pressed, “Was it now?” and shook her forefinger at us, showing a palm embarrassing to the sight, because it was tiny and plum-coloured and pulpy like the inside of a monkey’s paw. Someone said sadly, “But Sir David Maxwell Fyfe is not a Jew.”



She gave a trill of kind but derisive laughter. “Oh, but I have seen him.”



“All the same, he is not a Jew. Some dark types of Scotsmen are very difficult to tell from Jews.”



“But how, how, can you be so simple?” she gasped into her handkerchief. “Think, you dear people, of the name. The name. David. Who would call his son David but a Jew?”



“Many Englishmen, many Scotsmen, and a great many more Welshmen,” she was told. She could not contain her laughter; it blew away from her in a trail of shrillness. “Oh, you English are so simple; it is because you are aristocrats. A man who called his son David might tell you that he was English or Scotch or Welsh, because he would know that you would believe him. But we Germans understand a little better about such things, and he would not dare to pretend to us that he was not a Jew.”



From this village an agreeable path ran beside a stream for a mile or two, by woods and meadows, to one of the villas where guests were billeted. It was strange to follow that path alone, a conqueror walking unarmed among the conquered, during his climax of conquest. But unless some lunatic boy had run amok there was no danger. The peasants in the fields were as indifferent as the fields themselves; after a single sidelong glance they bent their heads again to look at the work they were doing to feed their kind. This was the spectacle which Germany presented at this time: the people had lost the wherewithal by which human beings live, the food, the clothing, the fuel, and they were making it again for themselves by a process which seemed as instinctive as a cow’s growth of a thick coat for the wintertime. But though the peasants were working on into the evening hours, the town dwellers kept an easier urban schedule. The stream took a hairpin bend, and the path mounted a little bluff above the curve, and there, below it on a sandy patch by the water’s edge, a town dweller was going through his exercises. The stream was at its deepest here, and he had been swimming. His trunks and his towel were neatly stretched out on the grass, and he was standing in his khaki shorts, slowly flailing his arms above his head and down to the ground. It was patent that he came from the town, for his body was city-white and he had been worse fed than the peasants were. Indeed, rarely can there have been a body so thin that was in such a state of muscular cultivation. He had little flesh on his bones, but even so it could be noted that it was not through starvation but through exercise that he had no belly; and when one of his arms windmilled up above his head, transmitting by the miracle of nervous force a command to his stomach muscle, which responded proudly, the concavity was still more concave. He was so absorbed in what he was doing that he did not know when he was watched. Between him and his body there was a real love. It was not vanity. He had a long and bony face, with high cheekbones and a tortured three-cornered mouth, thoughtful but not intelligent, even silly; and a silly German face can be much more alarming than a silly English face. But there was no threat of perversity about his tranced and anxious stare. Simply he had come a long way to bathe in a stream which here was clean, as it would not be when it reached the fouled city where he had to live, and now he was affirming that though he had lost everything else, he still had his body, he still had that surely quite remarkable stomach muscle, he still was his unique self.



The villa could be seen a long way off through the pine woods; all the rooms were lit up because there was going to be a dinner party, given for those so closely concerned with the trial that they would not wish to dine alone that night. The lights of the factory belonging to the villa owner shone behind the tree trunks, and the twilight was shaken by the hum of its dynamos. Here fertilizers were extracted from the air, and so it was working day and night to restore the starved fields of Germany. Along the gravel path there hurried towards the village a sober shadow of a woman who often helped in the house when there were parties, the wife, neither young nor old, of a foreman. She never spoke, she was not like the other servants, who were young and unembarrassed by conquest, but now she stopped and asked grimly and tersely what sentence the court had passed on Streicher. When she heard that he was still unsentenced she did not move on but halted, staring at a great earthenware vase that stood by the gravel path, reflectively, as if the nasturtium growing from it had some meaning for her. Then she expressed the hope that he would be hanged. She had always hoped that something would happen to him ever since he had come to the village one Sunday before the war. They had been told that he was coming to speak at the Town Hall, and the police had come round to tell them that they must all go to hear him and take their children. So she and her husband had dressed up their sons and daughter and gone to the hall, and Streicher had got up on the platform and had spoken about politics for some time, which, she said, with holy simplicity, “did nobody any harm.” But quite suddenly he had begun to talk filth, gibbering filth about the Jews, describing the sexual offences he pretended they committed and the shameful diseases he pretended they spread, using dreadful words. She and her husband, and several other couples, had got up and led their children to the doors, but SS men were standing there and ordered them to return to their seats. Yes, quite young boys had forced her and her husband to stay with their children in this bath of mud. Again she fell silent, and her face was a solid white circle in the dusk. Then she burst into a rage of weeping, and went away.
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The next day, the last day of the trial, there was something like hatred to be seen on the faces of many Germans in the street. The Palace of Justice was even fuller than before, the confusion engendered in the corridors by the inefficient scrutiny system was still more turbulent. There were some bad officials at Nuremberg, and that day they got completely out of hand. One of them, an American, male and a colonel, had always been remarkable for having the drooping bosom and resentful expression of a nursing mother who has had a difficult parturition, and for having throughout the trial nagged at the correspondents as if they were the staff of the maternity ward that had failed him. Hitherto he had not been arresting; the mind had simply noted him as infringing a feminine patent. But standing this day at the entrance of the gallery, staring at obviously valid passes, minute after minute, with the moonish look of a stupid woman trying to memorize the pattern of a baby’s bootee, he was strangely revolting in his epicene distress.



The defendants were, however, quiet and cool. They were feeling the relief that many of us had known in little, when we had waited all through an evening for an air raid and at last heard the sirens, and, ironically, they even looked better in health. In the morning session they learned which of them the court considered guilty and which innocent, and why; and they listened to the verdicts with features decently blank except when they laughed. And, miraculously enough, they found the standing joke of the judges’ pronunciation of German names just as funny today as before; and the acquittals amused them no end. Three of the defendants were found not guilty. One of these was a negative matter which caused no reaction except comradely satisfaction: that Hans Fritzsche, the radio chief of Goebbels’ Propaganda Ministry, should have been found innocent recalled the case of poor Elmer in the classic American comedy, Three Men on a Horse. Elmer, it may be remembered, was a gentle creature, who neither smoked nor drank nor used rough words, and when he was found in a compromising attitude with a gangster’s moll, and the gangster was wroth, one of the gang inquired, “But even if the worst was true, what would that amount to, in the case of Elmer?”



But the acquittals of von Papen and Schacht were richly positive. The two old foxes had got away again. They had tricked and turned and doubled on their tracks and lain doggo at the right time all their lives, which their white hairs showed had not been brief; and they had done it this time too. And it was absolutely right that they should have been acquitted. It would only have been possible to get them by stretching the law, and it is better to let foxes go and leave the law unstretched. Von Papen had never performed an official act, not even to the initialling of a faintly dubious memorandum, which could be connected with the commission of a war crime or a crime against humanity. He had intrigued and bullied his way through artificially provoked diplomatic crises with the weaker powers, he had turned the German Embassy in Vienna into a thieves’ kitchen where the downfall of Schuschnigg was planned and executed; but this skulduggery could not be related to the planning of aggressive warfare, and if he had been found guilty there would have been grounds for a comparison, which would have been quite unfair but very difficult to attack on logical grounds, with Sir Neville Henderson. As for Schacht, he had indeed found the money for the Nazis’ rearmament programme, but rearmament itself had never been pronounced a crime; and it is impossible to conceive an article of international law which would have made him a criminal for his doings and not given grounds for a comparison with Lord Keynes. Indeed, the particular jiggery-pokery he had invented to make Germany’s foreign trade a profitable racket, particularly in the Balkans, was so gloriously successful, and would have produced such staggering returns if it had been uninterrupted, that he cannot have wished for war.



But, all the same, these were not children of light, and the association of innocence with their names was entertaining. When the verdict on von Papen was pronounced the other defendants gave him good-natured, rallying glances of congratulation; and he looked just as any Foreign Office man would look on acquittal, modest and humorous and restrained. But when the defendants heard that Schacht was to go free, Göring laughed, but all the rest looked grim. A glance at Schacht showed that in this they were showing no unpardonable malice. He was sitting in his customary twisted attitude, to show that he had nothing to do with the defendants sitting beside him and was paying no attention to the proceedings of the court, his long neck stretched up as if to give him the chance to breathe the purer upper air, his face red with indignation. As he heard the verdict of not guilty he looked more indignant than ever, and he tossed his white hairs. Had anyone gone to him and congratulated him on his acquittal he would certainly have replied that he considered it insulting to suppose that any other verdict could have been passed on him, and that he was meditating an action for wrongful imprisonment. There was, to be sure, nothing unnatural or illogical in his attitude. The court had cleared him with no compliments but with no qualifications, and the charges which had been brought against him were definitely part of the more experimental side of Nuremberg. Why should he feel grateful for the acquittal that was his right? There was no reason at all. But it must have been trying to be incarcerated over months in the company of one whose reason was quite so net and dry, who was capable of such strictly logical behaviour as Schacht was to show over the affair of the orange.



This was quite a famous affair, for it amused the other defendants, who laughed at it as they had not been able to laugh at his acquittal, and told their wives. That was how it got known, long before one of the court psychiatrists told it in his book. Each defendant was given an orange with his lunch; and of the three acquitted men two had the same inspiration to perform a symbolic act of sympathy with their doomed comrades by giving their oranges away. Von Papen sent his to von Neurath, and Fritzsche sent his to von Schirach. But Schacht ate his own orange. And why not? Why should a man give up an orange which he had a perfect right to eat and send it to somebody else, just because he had been acquitted of crimes that he had not committed and the other man had been found guilty of crimes that he had committed? The laughter of his fellow prisoners was manifestly unjust. But surely they earned the right to be a little unjust, to laugh illogically, by what happened to them later at the afternoon session.



Something had happened to the architecture of the court which might happen in a dream. It had always appeared that the panelled wall behind the dock was solid. But one of the panels was really a door. It opened, and the convicted men came out one by one to stand between two guards and hear what they had earned. Göring, in his loose suit, which through the months had grown looser and looser, came through that door and looked surprised, like a man in pajamas who opens a door out of his hotel room in the belief that it leads to his bathroom and finds that he has walked out into a public room. Earphones were handed to him by the guard and he put them on, but at once made a gesture to show that they were not carrying the sound. They had had to put on a longer flex to reach from the ground to the ear of a standing man, and the adjustment had been faulty. His guards knelt down and worked on them. On the faces of all the judges there was written the thought, “Yes, this is a nightmare. This failure of the earphones proves it,” and it was written on his face too. But he bent down and spoke to them and took a hand in the repair. This man of fifty-three could see the fine wires without spectacles. When the earphones were repaired he put them on with a steady hand and learned that this was not a nightmare, he was not dreaming. He took them off with something like a kingly gesture and went out, renouncing the multitudinous words and gestures that must have occurred to him at this moment. He was an inventive man and could not have had to look far for a comment which, poetic, patriotic, sardonic, or obscene, would certainly have held the ear of the court and sounded in history; and he was a man without taste. Yet at this moment he had taste enough to know that the idea of his death was more impressive than any of his own ideas.



A great mercy was conferred upon him. At this last moment that he would be seen by his fellow men it was not evident that he was among the most evil of human beings that have ever been born. He simply appeared as a man bravely sustaining the burden of fear. This mercy was extended to all the prisoners. It must be recorded that there was not a coward among them. Even Ribbentrop, who was white as stone because of his terror, showed a hard dignity, and Kaltenbrunner, who looked like a vicious horse and gave no promise of restraint, bowed quietly to the bench. Frank, the governor of Poland, he who had repented and become a good Catholic and wore black glasses more constantly than any of the others, gave an odd proof of his complete perturbation. He lost his sense of direction and stood with his back to the bench until he was spun round by the guards. But then he listened courageously enough to his sentence of death.



There was a deep unity in their behaviour as there was a unity in their appearance. The only diversion was the mad little slap Hess gave the guards when they tried to hand him his earphones. He would not wear them, so he did not hear his sentence. The Service defendants, too, were distinct in their bearing, for they had experience of courts-martial and knew the protocol, and bowed and went out when their sentences were delivered. The others seemed to believe that the judge would add to their sentences some phrase of commination, and waited for it, looking straight in front of them; and, curiously enough, they seemed to be disappointed when the commination did not come. Perhaps they hoped that it would also be an explanation. That was what all in the court required: an explanation. We were going to hang eleven of these eighteen men, and imprison the other seven for ten, fifteen, twenty years, or for life; but we had no idea why they had done what they did. All but Streicher had Intelligence Quotients far above the average, and most of them had not been unfavoured in their circumstances. We had learned what they did, beyond all doubt, and that is the great achievement of the Nuremberg trial. No literate person can now pretend that these men were anything but abscesses of cruelty. But we learned nothing about them that we did not know before, except that they were capable of heroism to which they had no moral right, and that there is nothing in the legend that a bully is always a coward.



Then the court rose. It did so in the strict physical sense of the word. Usually when a court rises it never enjoys a foot of real elevation; the judge stalks from the bench, the lawyers and spectators debouch through the corridors, their steps heavy by reason of what they have just heard. But this court rose as a plane takes off, as gulls wheel off the sea when a siren sounds, as if it were going to fly out of the window, to soar off the roof. The courtroom was empty in a minute or two, and the staff hurried along the corridors into one another’s offices, saying good-bye, good-bye to each other, good-bye to the trial, good-bye to the feeling of autumn that had grown so melancholy in these latter days, because of the reddening creepers and the ice in the sunshine, and these foreseen sentences of death.



The great left at once, that very day, if they were great enough, and so did some who were not so very great, but who, avid for home, had plotted for precedence as addicts plot to get drugs. The less great and the less farseeing had to wait their turn, for again transport could not meet the demands of the occasion, and the going was worse than the coming. Fog took a hand, and it was usually noon before the planes could leave the ground. Visitors and correspondents waited at the airport for days, some of them for a week, and more and more people tried to go away by train, and some who succeeded ran into awkward currency difficulties. And in the Palace of Justice there were packing cases on the floor of every office: the typewriters had to go home, the files had to go home, the stationery had to go home. Those who had finished and were free ran in and bent down beaming to say good-bye to those still on their knees beside these packing cases, who beamed up at them because they were to be free themselves quite soon, and cried happy thanks for the parting gift, which if they were to remain any time was often a pot of those prodigious cyclamens grown by the one-legged gardener in the greenhouse at the press camp. It was a party, it was like going off for a cruise, only instead of leaving home, you were going home, going home, going home.



But for some on whom the burden of the trial had lain most heavily that happiness did not last intact after the sun went down. One lawyer said, in answer to nothing, after turning on the lights long before the dusk had fallen, “Damn it all, I have looked at those men for ten months. I know them as I know the furniture in my room. Oh, damn it all.” Some of these who felt the tragedy of the trial most deeply had to remain there to fulfil certain legal formalities, which could not be performed till some days had passed; and it was discovered that, though it was hard to fly westward from Nuremberg, it was very easy to fly eastward, since nobody wanted to go in that direction. Some Americans and English and French filled in this time of waiting by going to Prague on a plane that had to run a diplomatic errand. The city astonished by its beauty: by its trumpeting baroque, by the little streets on its waterways, by clean farmlands that dropped in terraces to the heart of the capital. It astonished also by its catastrophic situation, which was going unrecorded in the press of the world.



The Sudeten Germans had been driven out of Czechoslovakia into Germany. On paper this looked good; they had allowed themselves to be made the pawns of Henlein, of Hitler. But the effect was not what might have been foreseen. There were many shops in the city filled with specimens of the glassware for which the country has been famous through the centuries; and an American lawyer went from one to another, trying to order a set of table glass. Each shopkeeper in turn admitted that it would take at least two years to fulfil the order, if it were possible to fulfil it at all. It seemed that this, like several other major industries, had been to a large extent manned by Sudeten Germans, and that the expulsions had thrown the machine out of gear. On the farms left empty by the expellees the unharvested crops were rotting; but it appeared that not much effort had been made to harvest them, since UNRRA was flooding the country with American grain. It was also flooding the country with gasoline, of which there was such an abundance that the Czechs were holding a touring automobile race. At that time, and for another four years or so, gasoline was still rationed in Great Britain and in France, and the meagreness of the supplies allowed officials in the British and French Zones of Western Germany was a serious handicap to the efficiency of the Control Commission. The American Ambassador, Laurence Steinhardt, spent his days and nights begging the State Department to stop the flow of raw and manufactured materials which UNRRA was pouring into the country without real regard for its needs. When the Germans were first driven out of Czechoslovakia the struggle of the armies left the people in a state of privation only to be medicined by large-scale relief work, and there was still some scope for soup-kitchen charity. But what the Czechs really needed by this time was aid in the reorganization of their existing economy, and the return of some Sudeten Germans and the training of substitutes.



The Treaty of Munich had inflicted on the country the pain and wrong of annexation and occupation, but it also had the unpredictable result that no Continental industrial power except Switzerland came out of the war with its industry less damaged. The plants were for the most part still standing, and greatly improved by the up-to-the-minute modernization that the Germans had given them for military purposes. That took us back to Nuremberg. In 1945 Hitler had ordered the destruction of Czechoslovakian industry: but he had given the order to Speer, whom we had just seen sentenced to twenty years’ imprisonment for complicity in slave labor. He had quietly held his hand and done nothing.



The last thing this highly developed country required was the horde of amateur administrators imported by UNRRA. If Czechoslovakia could revive its foreign trade it would enjoy prosperity again, and there was no material obstacle to prevent this. The hotels were full of American businessmen who had come in the hope of reanimating agreements that had operated before the war, greatly to the benefit of the Czechs. But they were all in despair. Their claims were not denied, nor were they recognized. They were pigeonholed. These powerful economic friends of Czechoslovakia were allowed neither to enter into possession of their property, nor to take any other step that might lead to the resumption of the manufacture in which they were interested. The cunctative process at work was explained by the lists which most of them carried in their wallets: lists prepared for them by their Prague agents, which consisted of the names of civil servants and politicians whom they would have to approach in the prosecution of their claims, and what manner of men they were. This one was honest and would consider cases on their merits and strive to act appropriately. But this one could be bribed; he had a daughter in the United States for whom he wanted dollars, and perhaps he might be considering emigration. That one too could be bribed; in a concentration camp during the war, he now had poor health and had begun to drink, and cared only for the moment. This one could be bribed too, but it was believed that he was under Communist discipline and was ordered to accept bribes so that the party would ultimately be able to publish the facts of the transaction, to the discredit of transatlantic capitalist hyenas. The next one could not be bribed, and the papers would lie on his desk and never travel a foot farther. He was a Communist, and he was both preparing the ground for the expropriation which would follow the Russian engulfment of the country and making it clear to his colleagues what pattern of behaviour would earn the approval of the Russians. And the papers would lie long on this other man’s desk though he was not a Communist. He was merely one of the colleagues who was willing to learn that lesson.



Morning broke over Czechoslovakia, and there was day, and then there was night; but the clock had stopped. The people of Prague knew it and, though free and walking where they chose in their own city, were of like mind with their enemies, the prisoners of Nuremberg, concerning time. They wished it for ever suspended, knowing that when the hands of the clock moved again their doom would fall on them. They even found it in their hearts to dislike the American businessmen who were stirring themselves to serve the supreme Czech interest of trade, because they were trying to start the clock again. Only in one place was it claimed that the hours were passing at their customary speed and that the future was not precisely known. In the Hradcani Palace there were four hundred and forty rooms; and among them was a splendid baroque chamber designed for the conduct of great business, which the autumn sunlight coloured as hock gilds the glass that holds it. There President Beneš sat and declared that all was going well with his country. His reason for this optimism? To him it was clear. This had been his room before the war. Then for a long time it was not his room. And now it was his room again. The little lame old man hobbled to the window and stood at it, with his back to Prague, and explained that it was at this very window that Hitler had stood and wept for joy because Prague was his. Well, where was Hitler? And where was he, Beneš? It is a sad sight, an old gambler boasting of his luck, for age is a proof that no luck lasts for ever.



But he was alone, alone as Lear; only it was the rest of the cast that wandered on a blasted heath, while he was within doors. All Prague was in fear of the Russians, as all Berlin was in fear of the Russians. The blankness of a new page of history was being inscribed with a black text; and even those who had come to Prague in order to escape from the Nuremberg trial rarely thought of it. Though sometimes it came back.



There was at that time in Prague a British Film Festival which the liberals and Social Democrats were attending as a demonstration of their faith. This was a sign of their extreme desolation.



They did not love Great Britain, for it had betrayed them at Munich. But at least Britain was not the USSR. So they stared loyally at the screen, even though what they saw was Mr. Noel Coward’s Brief Encounter, a masterpiece which made little appeal to their sympathies. Sexual renunciation on secular grounds is not a theme which Central Europe understands; and the Czechs are forthright and matter-of-fact even for that territory. They looked at the doctor and the suburban housewife and supposed that they would sleep together if their desire to do so was sufficiently strong, and that they would not sleep together if their desire to do so was sufficiently weak. This reduced the element of conflict in the story to negligible proportions. They also asked themselves with some emotion whether it could really be true that in England there were no other places than railway buffets where lovers could meet. The drab and inhibited little drama seemed to unfold very slowly before this audience, which so plainly felt that if such cases of abstinence occurred in a distant country there was no need why it should have to know about them; and there was drowsiness in the air when an American voice spoke loudly out of the darkness. A minor character had crossed the screen and at the sight this voice was saying in horror, “By God, that man looks just like Göring.” It was one of the American lawyers from Nuremberg, who had fallen asleep and had awakened to see the screen as a palimpsest with the great tragedy imposed on the small. The trial had begun its retreat into the past. Soon none of us, we thought, would ever think of it, save when we dreamed of it or read about it in books.
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Yet we were soon to think often and gravely of Nuremberg and its prisoners. We had already had some warning in an uneasy incident. It had happened after the trial was over, when all the prisoners had been sentenced and the courtroom vacated. The correspondents were sitting in the press room, typing the last takes of their stories when there suddenly appeared before them the three men who had been acquitted: Fritzsche and von Papen and Schacht. They smiled at the astonished journalists with a soliciting amiability. The Russian judges had dissented from all three acquittals; and therefore all the Communist journalists were savagely incensed against these men and set up a howl at the sight of them. Some of the other journalists were of the same mind; and even those who accepted the acquittals as a logical consequence of the terms of the Nuremberg charter felt that they preferred the men who had done no hedging and trimming in their service of evil and were now to pay the penalty. So even the correspondents who felt the least hostility to them cried out mocking questions, which they answered, still smiling; and some threw apples and chocolate bars at them, which they picked up, as if taking part in a joke. The news spread through the Palace of Justice, and the correspondents who had been filing their pieces at the cable offices rushed down to the press room to see the fun, but the three men had suddenly turned their backs and gone back to the prison. The correspondents were left with the belief that they had witnessed an amazing feat of impudence. But actually the three men had been in terror of their lives.



Quite rightly, they had suspected that the German civil administration would arrest them as soon as they left prison and bring them before a denazification court on the charge of having betrayed the German people. This was not to be as severe an ordeal for them as they sometimes feared. It was a fact, and not a fiction of the Nuremberg court, that these men had succeeded in varying degrees in keeping themselves uninvolved in the major Nazi crimes; and the Allies succeeded sufficiently well in reimposing the rule of law on Germany to make their fears for their lives quite groundless. The denazification courts acquitted Schacht altogether and gave the other two sentences of imprisonment of which they served only part, von Papen being released in 1949 and Fritzsche in 1950. But their ordeal was to be severe enough. They were subjected to enormous fines, and their legal expenses ate up all their means; and the German authorities, uncertain how to apply the novel procedure, arrested them and released them and arrested them again. During their periods of freedom they had difficulty in getting a roof over their heads, and though their lives were to be safe, one of them at least was to suffer physical violence. Von Papen was set on by a fellow prisoner in a labour camp and had his head battered to a pulp, at seventy years of age. When the three men had been acquitted at Nuremberg they had foreseen their fate as worse than this, and they had come to see the journalists to test a demented hope that they had made an endearing impression of innocence in court and could rely on international opinion to protect them from their own people. They had turned their backs on the mockers and taken refuge in their cells because they saw that that hope was baseless. After three days of dread Fritzsche and Schacht left the prison under the cover of darkness and were soon arrested. It throws a light on Schacht that he was willing to try his luck with Fritzsche, who was many years younger. Von Papen had to be coaxed and bullied over weeks before he would face his freedom.



The authorities should have allowed none of these things to happen. It was worse than absurd to let the acquitted defendants stray about the Palace of Justice as they chose, when its corridors and halls were still thronged with excited people who were not merely spectators but, owing to the nature of the case, interested parties. A number of decent journalists were surprised into an act of cruelty which they would not have committed, however unappetizing they found the three, had it been known that they were frightened. And these men had reason for fear: they were exposed to unlawful outlawry, as the Allied Control Commission did not trouble itself to make an arrangement with the German authorities which would have ensured that these men were quietly arrested as soon as they were acquitted by the International Military Tribunal, kept in safe custody, and given an expeditious trial. During the first few days of October it became clear that the Allies had failed in common sense, and that the consequences of that failure might be ugly. As the month went on that apprehension joined uneasily with the visceral mournfulness excited by the knowledge of the condemned men’s fate, that sympathy evoked by all doomed flesh, any doomed flesh, whatever the value of the spirit that infused it.



The executions were to take place on October 16. Some time during the preceding night Göring killed himself. The enormous clown, the sexual quiddity with the smile which was perhaps too wooden for mockery and perhaps not, had kicked the tray out of the hands of the servants who were bringing him the wine of humiliation, the glasses had flown into the air and splintered with a sound too much like laughter. This should not have happened. We are all hunters, but we know ourselves hunted by a mightier hunter, and our hearts are with the hunted, and we rejoice when the snared get free of the snare. In this moment visceral mournfulness changed to visceral cheerfulness; we had to applaud for the flesh that would not accept the doom that had been dealt to it but changed it to an expression of defiance. All those people who had fled from Nuremberg, British and American and French, who were scattered over the world, trying to forget the place of their immurement, would straighten up from whatever they had been bent over and burst out laughing before they could help themselves, saying, “That one! We always knew he would get the better of us yet.” Surely all those Germans who walked through the rubble of their cities while their conquerors drove, they too would halt, and throw back their heads, and laugh, and say, “That one! We always knew he would get the better of them yet.”



Göring should not have been permitted even this small amelioration of his doom. True, we now know some reasons for feeling that he might have been allowed to get a little of his own back. Like all the Nazis, he had been plagued by the attentions of the psychiatrists who haunted Nuremberg Jail, exercising a triple function of priest and doctor and warder hard to approve. They visited the men in the cells and offered themselves as confidants, but performed duties at the behest of the court authorities. When some of the defendants seemed to be taking an unrepentant pro-Nazi stand in their line of defence, one of the psychiatrists worked out, at the commandant’s request, a plan for a new seating arrangement at the lunch table in order to break up this group and expose them to other influences. It is not easy to think of an accused person on trial before a national tribunal being subjected to such manipulation by prison officials. There was no silver lining to this cloud. One of these psychiatrists has related, without humorous intention, that when Göring asked him what a certain psychological test had revealed about his character, he replied that it had shown that he lacked the guts to face responsibility. Göring had also the benefit of spiritual care of a remarkably robust kind.



He asked the Lutheran chaplain to give him Holy Communion on the night before the executions, but the chaplain refused, on the ground that he was probably shamming.



Nevertheless Göring should not have been given the chance to use his courage to weaken public horror at his crimes, to which his courage was not relevant. The Nazis were maniacs who plastered history with the cruelty which is a waste product of man’s moral nature, as maniacs on a smaller scale plaster their bodies and their clothes with their excreta. Since sanity is to some extent a matter of choice, a surrender to certain stimuli and a rejection of others, the nature of mania should never be forgotten. It is unfair, not only to Germans, but to all the world, if the vileness of the Nazis be extenuated; and it was unfair that this Nazi of all Nazis should have been allowed to disguise his gross dementia. This suicide meant a long-term danger to human standards, and it might have meant a short-term danger too, had it not been for the severity of the following winter. Germany was to be ice-bound and waterlogged and had no time to think of reviving the Nazi party; and if that stretch of bad weather broke Europe’s heart, it also broke the continuity of popular political thinking and forced it on to a fresh phase not shadowed by resentment at conquest. But the Allies had failed idiotically in a prime matter. All to no purpose had the military policeman in the V.I.P. gallery shaken the venerable Lord of Appeal and bidden him wake up and uncross his legs. All to no purpose had his colleague waved his club round the ears of the judge and asked him how the hell he had got in. All to no purpose had the maternal colonel shadowed our passes with his pendulous bosom. The cyanide had freely flowed.



But worse than that had happened. No wise person will write an unnecessary word about hanging, for fear of straying into the field of pornography. The strain of evil in us, which, given privileges, can take pleasure in the destruction of others by pain and death, takes delight in dreams about hanging, which is the least dignified form of death. That delight emits the strongest of all the stinks that hang about the little bookshops in the backstreets. Yet if there must be capital punishment, it had better take the form of hanging. That murderers should be killed by injections is a fatuous suggestion, for this could not be efficiently done without recourse to the aid of doctors, who could not give it without breaking the Hippocratic oath and losing their sacred characters as the preservers of life. In these days it is vitally important to maintain this traditional concept of medicine in its purity, since a totalitarian government might imitate the Nazi state in asking its doctors to exterminate an unfavoured class or perform lethal experiments on it, and it would be well that both doctors and the public should realize this to be an obscene retrogression. The electric chair has the disadvantage of raising in the vulgar a vision of regal stoicism; the half-witted gangster can feel it is his throne, and the current links him with the scientific cosmos of Superman. The firing squad is the happiest of executions, for it gives the condemned man a chance to gain the good opinion of his executioners; and for that reason it must be forbidden, like suicide, to those whose crimes are vile and must be remembered as vile. There remain decapitation and hanging; and the bloody act of decapitation, with the grace notes of horror that are added when the headsman is failed by his skill, is a huntsman’s call to cruelty.



This long grim argument keeps the hangman in our lives. But this is a horrible necessity. It is not because we have grown too tender that we think it so. The mobs of the past, coarse-pelted as hogs, were distracted by the burden they had laid on another man’s soul by making him a public servant and publicly abhorrent. They acted as simple people do under the consciousness of guilt and pretended that it was their victim who was guilty. The crimes of which so many eighteenth-century hangmen were convicted lie on the records with an oblique air. Either they were the consequences of these outcasts’ frenzied misery or revengeful impostures practised by the community. When Dennis was accused of having joined in the Gordon Riots and stoked fires in the street with wood torn from Catholic houses, the Recorder believed his story that as he made his way through the burning city to his home the rioters had closed in on him, crying, “Here’s bloody Jack Ketch, let’s make him carry some to the fire,” and had threatened to burn him if he refused. But the jury condemned him to death; though it was not to have its will, for the state needed him to do his work, since it was not easy to get another scapegoat.



In the nineteenth century the mob grew milder and intellectuals addressed themselves to the task of self-analysis. But neither the mob nor the intellectuals grew kinder to the hangman and continued to show cruelty to one whose offence was of their own creating. Old Jimmy Bottin, paralysed, got about Brighton by using a chair as a crutch and sitting down on it when he was exhausted; and at the sound of the chair legs scraping the ground the people crossed the street and left him to hobble along alone. They were unjust to hangmen but they were not merciful to those who were hanged. Hangings were public until 1869, and it was a matter of common knowledge that the victims on the scaffold often took a long time to die and suffered horribly. In fact, they died of slow strangulation. In the past that had been accepted as the way that hanged men died. A free end of the noose was passed through a ring on the scaffold pole, and while the victim dangled in the noose the executioner pulled on it and strangled him. The drop system had been introduced in the hope that the fall through the trapdoor would dislocate the victims’ spines and cause instantaneous death; but still they died of strangulation.



No doctor, no lawyer, no professed humanitarian, took the trouble to inquire why this system had failed in its purpose. That was left to an illiterate cobbler from Lincolnshire named William Marwood, who was obsessed by hangings. He thought about them all day long as he worked on his boots and shoes; and he was visited by the idea that hanged men still suffered the pains of strangulation because the usual drop was not long enough to cause a fall of sufficient violence. He perceived also that to get a fall violent enough to dislocate the spine but not so violent that it tore the head from the body, the length of the rope must be in proportion to the weight of the body. Marwood succeeded in being appointed public executioner in 1871, and it was at once seen that his system went far to eliminate the risk of strangulation, but he never worked out any but an approximate formula for the length of the rope. This, however, was perfected by one of his successors, James Berry. These hangmen did a great work of mercy to the most defeated children of men, and they lifted from us all the guilt of torturing as well as killing. Yet we never thank them for it, their names are not written in gold like those of Shaftesbury and Schweitzer, and if we met them face to face few of us would immediately remember that we owe them reverence and gratitude; and it will be hardest for those to remember it who have stood outside a prison at the hour of a hanging. There is nothing to see there before the hanging except a white notice pinned on the great outer door of the prison, which bears an announcement that a man is to be hanged that morning; and after the hanging a warder comes out of a small door which is cut in the great door, and takes down the noticeboard and takes it inside, and brings it out again and hangs it up, with two other notices pinned on to it, one a sheriff’s declaration that the man has been hanged, the other a surgeon’s declaration that he has examined the hanged man and found him to be dead. But people come long distances to see this nearly invisible sight, often bringing their children, who have sometimes clamoured to be brought; and they go away with the satisfaction of those who have had their orgasm. There was never a lawful occasion which smelled so strongly of the unlawful.



When the Nuremberg tribunal came to deal with these delicate matters it proved to be as zanyish as we had feared it might be. It undertook the task of hanging eleven men with a dreadful innocence which made the reports of the journalists who witnessed the executions not nearly so unlike the testimony concerning Nazi atrocities which had brought these men to the gallows as one might have hoped. The hangman was an American sergeant who meant no harm but had not fully benefited by the researches of Marwood and Berry. The ten men slowly choked to death. Ribbentrop struggled in the air for twenty minutes. Yet it would be treachery against truth not to concede that justice had been done. Each one of these men who had been hanged had committed crimes for which he would have had to give his life under German law; and it would have then been an axe that killed him. But there are stenches which not the name of justice or reason or the public good, or any other fair word, can turn to sweetness.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/logo1.jpg





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
OPENmROAD

INTEGRATED MEDIA

NEW YORK





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
p(‘?IDQACCCI\X/QSi

A TRAIN OF POWDER






