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To my sons and grandsons

There are many here among us
Who feel that life is but a joke

But you and I we’ve been through that
And that is not our fate

So let us not talk falsely now
The hour it is getting late

— Bob Dylan, All Along The Watchtower.
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To live in this process is absolutely not to be able  
to notice it .....please try to believe me ..Each step was  
so small, so inconsequential, so well explained or, on 
occasion, ‘regretted,’ that, unless one were detached 
from the whole process from the beginning, unless one 
understood what …..all these ‘little measures’ that no  
‘patriotic German’ could resent must someday lead to, 
one no more saw it developing from day to day than a 
farmer in his field sees the corn growing.

—They Thought They Were Free 
By Milton Mayer

The University of Chicago Press, 1955. Pg. 168.

 Above passage was quoted in   
Fascism: A Warning   

by Madeleine Albright with Bill Woodward  
Harper Collins, New York, 2018
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Chapter One
The town swimming pool.
July 1930.

On this particular afternoon, the day had dawned  
unusually warm and as a result the town pool was dense 
and noisy with children shrieking and parents calling 

out and many people countering the heat by standing in the 
water waist to neck deep.

Most of the important people for our story were there 
that day.  There was an undercurrent of unease which many 
could feel; but, on the surface, all was placid.  On the deck, 
only children moved about, darting here and there in games of 
hide and seek or leaping feet asprawl into the water.  Everybody 
else comforted themselves with cold drinks and chatted quietly 
or lay supine with wet towels on their faces.  Some sat beneath 
umbrellas and munched on tuna or wurst sandwiches.

Sixteen-year-old Erika Shulmann was making 
her way carefully along the wet tiles to bring a sandwich 
and a Coca Cola to her brother, eighteen-year-old Heinz  
Shulmann, the pool lifeguard, the heaped slices of roast 
beef a creation lovingly prepared by their father Itzhak, the  
proprietor of Shulmann’s Delicatessen, not four blocks distant 
down Main Street.

As she moved towards the deeper end of the pool, 
she passed two men standing waist deep in the water.   
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With arms crossed over their chests, they were entertaining 
themselves by making what they considered to be witty and yet 
were, in fact, mildly anti-Semitic comments about their fellow 
citizens of the Prussian town of Meckelsburg, which lay halfway 
between conservative Hanover to the West and liberal Berlin to 
the East.

These men are among the town’s earliest Nazi  
sympathizers. It is 1930 and already they have begun  
fantasizing about taking power and running the town which, 
at that point, was still heavily represented by left-liberal  
Social-Democrat Council members, as well as one Communist. 
Meckelsburg had not yet elected a NSDAP (Nazi) member. 

Hermann Beck, a schoolteacher in the elite,  
private, co-educational high school, a rarity in Prussia for being  
co-educational, was a tall, very thin and very bent scarecrow of 
a man.  Something about him made people tend to shrink away 
from him, in his presence.   It was not pleasant to witness his 
crooked mirthless smile.

In perfect counterpoise to Beck, roly-poly Wilhelm 
Vogel, the town librarian, had a pleasant round face with  
angel shaped lips that made him seem effeminate. He 
was of a peculiar sexual disposition, though not homo- 
sexual.  He liked to wear women’s undies and high heels and order  
prostitutes he called ‘Jew Swine’ to do unsavory and humiliating 
things.

“Here you see a perfect illustration of how  
deceptive genes can be,” Vogel is saying.  “Ilse Webber of the  
aristocratic Von Webber clan; beautiful, yes, to be sure,         
but  dark-haired and dark complexioned.”

He is referring to a young woman in her mid-thir-
ties clad in a grey one-piece bathing suit with a thin white 
belt at the waist and with what would today be called boy 
legs.  The material clung to her body to such an extent the 
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shape and dimension of her maternal sized breasts were clearly  
delineated, as also were the nipples, which is where both 
men’s eyes and consciousness had come to rest in the kind of  
sophomoric stupor some men fall into when they contemplate 
the female breast.

Ilse is reclining in a lounger reading Friedrich Engels’ 
The Origin of the Family, Private Propety and the State. She is a 
Communist or Anarchist in varying proportions, as her whim 
takes her, and as well irrevocably a sexually liberated Feminist. 
Her idol is, of course, none other than Emma Goldman the 
arch-feminist/anarchist familiarly known as Red Emma.

Ilse comes from a line of many generations of upper 
class Prussian nobility, but Ilse married a commoner also named 
Webber and so she dropped the Von with as little deliberation 
as she (as the social occasion requires) drops her drawers. Ilse  
however has been a faithful wife since her marriage to Kurt  
Webber, a handsome blond man with the sort of chiseled  
features the Nazi propaganda machine led by Josef Goebbels  
insisted all German men enjoyed, despite the obvious falsity of 
the claim.  Ilse deeply loves her husband, a brilliant intellectual.

Kurt is lying back in a lounger alongside his wife’s 
and he is reading Civilization and Its Discontents.  Kurt, 
a professional journalist who writes for the local Social- 
Democrat oriented Volksblatt newspaper, is a disciple of  
Sigmund Freud.   The couple do not have very productive  
arguments, since she tends to quote Marx or Engels and he  
invariably counters with Freud or Wilhelm Reich and the result is,  
neither achieves satisfaction, unlike their sexual relationship, in 
which both achieve satisfaction.  They are well mated, and have 
one son, Walther, a boy of 14 in 1930 with features and color-
ing almost identical to that of his father’s.  Walther can be seen 
sitting at a nearby round iron table with a center pole umbrella 
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Chapter Five
Walther Webber’s fifteenth birthday party.  
 July 1931

The Webber home is in the ritzy part of town north 
of Main Street, on a broad, tree-lined street that  
houses mostly upper middle-class homes but also 

a few more palatial ones.  The Webber home is a one-story  
affair in the style of a hunting lodge, all dark wood and  
long verandas.  The town is beginning to recover from the  
Depression.

Several cars, Horch, Mercedes, Daimler-Benz, Opel, 
are parked in the circular driveway as another Horch arrives 
and Weiss the banker and his wife Minna and his oldest son 
Saul go up the steps to the veranda and ring the bell. The 
gathering taking place is in honor of Walther’s 15th birthday.  
The diversified gathering attests to the Webbers’ cosmopol-
itan outlook.  It is perhaps the only left-wing home in town 
where librarian Vogel could find a welcome.   His friend Beck 
was also invited, as Walther’s teacher in the coming school 
year, but declined the invitation.  He has no intention of  
being warm with lefties.  He had other plans for lefties.

In the living room, Ilse Webber is having an  
impassioned conversation with Wilhelm Vogel, who is thought 
to be a “moderate” Nazi who could be persuaded to change 
course.  Ilse has not abandoned her Weimar mode of dress:  she 
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is in white trousers with elephant legs and a striped sleeveless 
top bra-less that clearly outlines the shape of her breasts; it has 
become more or less the default object to which Vogel’s gaze 
returns after making obligatory eye contact from time to time.

Vogel is well dressed in an expensive three-piece blue 
suit and wears small round spectacles.   Many German men of 
the day are trying to recreate the Peter Lorre look.

“Frankly, Herr Vogel,” Ilse is saying, “I cannot  
understand how you are able to stomach barbarians like  
Hartmann and the SA brutes.”

“Oh, that is just the preliminary phase of the  
struggle,” Vogel replies, airily.  “Soon things will settle down, I 
assure you, once we have taken power.”

“Which, I guarantee, will never happen.  We will see to 
that.”

Vogel chooses to ignore the challenge.  He believes that 
people like Ilse, avowed leftists,  soon will come to their senses 
and join the Nazis.   In fact, many did this in order to save their 
lives when the crunch came.  “I could also wonder at your ability 
to consort with the equally vile Communists,” he snorts.

At this moment Kurt arrives with a Champagne  
bottle to refill Vogel’s glass.  Pouring, he says, “But she is not a 
Communist, Herr Vogel.  She is an Anarchist.”

“But that is even worse.”
Ilse bristles at this comment.  “You are clearly  

ignorant of the ideals of the Anarchist movement to say so.  
The next time you are in Berlin go and hear a lecture by Emma  
Goldman to hear the truth.”

That is all Vogel needs to hear to get his hackles 
up.  “Oh, yes, the infamous Red Emma Goldman herself.   




