
SOMETHING FOR THE
NEWSREELS

JOHN BEECHER

Y'OUR Poles killed a couple more peo-
ple out in Zuffenhausen last night,"
Captain Fields said. He was Public

Safety Officer for Stuttgart Stadtkreis
and took these things seriously.

"My Poles, hell," Major Jim Boone
said. He had been commanding officer of
the Displaced Persons Bureau. I was
taking over from him as UNRRA direc-
tor. "They're John's Poles now. Eat him
out about them."

"I don't care whose Poles they are,"
Captain Fields said. "They're killing too
damn many people. My murder rate's
over 50 a month and G-5 is getting on me
about it. These Zuffenhausen Poles are:
back of most of the murders, and.the black
market too. I wish you guy~ would do
something." .c .

"We haven't got any place to put the
Poles," Jim said. "They're scattered all
over Zuffenhausen and we can't control
'em. I wish we could put 'em in the Grena-
dier camp with the Russians. Those Russ-
kies would sure make 'em live right."

"I don't care what you do," Captain
, Fields said, "so long as you stop them ter-

rorizing all of Stuttgart. When they aren't
murdering people they're stealing the
farmers' sheep out around Zuffenhausen.
All I've got is complaints, complaints,
complaints, all daf long."

"OK,.Junior," Jim said, stretching his

lean armsi andzyawning hugely. "Me and
John here 'will get fatherly with the Poles.
We'll stop them murdering if we have to
shoot them all to do it. Relax."

Captain Fields did relax and had a
drink of the office schnapps. The bottle
went round to Lieutenant Jackson, the
DP adjutant, and Sergeant Dave Bersch-
ler, who was in charge of the big Russian
camp, the Grenadierkaserne, Jackson was
only a kid but he was running the office
end of the biggest DP program in Ger-
many as if he'd been trained for it instead
of for architecture in an Alabama college.
And Dave Berschler was the best of our
DP camp administrators. A Jewish under-
taker in Camden, New-jersey, before the
war, Dave threw his Yid'dish at the Russ-
kies .and they came back at him in their
pidgin German and everything was kho-
rosho-OK. No murders, no black-market-
ing, no sheep-stealing among the Russians
in the Grenadierkaserne. Dave had "'the
situation under control. Bruder, theRus-
sian officers called Dave, though 'he wore
only sergeant's stripes; and, because they
loved and trusted him, kept thdr-'pe6ple
strictly in line. " .

"What the hell are we going to do with
, the Poles?" Major Jim Boone asked when

Captain Fields had gone.
"Take over the SS village and put 'em

in that," Dave Berschler said. "Right

John Beecher, who directed the UNRRA camps in the
Stuttgart area, describes one of the more hilarious actual epi-
sodes in tfte handling of slave laborers liberated in Germany.



SOMETHING FOR THE NEWSREELS

down the hill from the Grenadierkaserne.
It's a swell place, One of Hitler's model
villages. Boot the Nazis out and put in the
Poles."

That's how we came to take over the
SS Siedlungen, which Hitler had built for
the fair-haired boys of his regime.

JIM and I looked the situation over, driv-
ing out there in his Mercedes converti-

ble with Jim's big Doberman pinscher
on the back seat. Jim had got the dog as a
pup when he first entered Germany with
the tank battalion he commanded. Some-
times the dog's name was George but
other times it was Zeke. He answered
to both with equal alacrity. Jim always
took him along in the car to guard it
against being liberated. Guys kept liberat-
ing cars from each other, especially Mer-
cedes convertibles, repainting them and
giving them new "cap" numbers. It was a
game. There were no valid titles to any-
thing in Germany, so why not?

The S8 village was a fine suburban
layout like one of our resettlement proj-
ects at home. The houses were singles and
duplexes, set back from the curving roads.
The lawns had been plowed up to make
vegetable gardens but roses were every-
where, all blooming at this season. The
SS men were no longer there, being in jail
or hiding, but they had left their families
behind. It seemed right to Jim and me to
kick these Nazis out and put in DP's,
their former slaves.

"We'll make this a model village;" Jim
said. "The best DP camp in Germany,
something for the newsreels instead of the
hell-holes they've been shooting. These
Poles' will straighten out and fly right
when they've got a place like this to live in.."

Usually it was hard' to get Military
Government to evict Germans from their
dwellings to make room for displaced
persons, but in this Ease we managed it,
for the Poles had been such a problem that
the governor grabbed at any solution. The
SS families were given twenty-four hours'
notice to get out, taking only their clothes,
cooking utensils, and the like. They rent
the skies with their clamor and com-
plaints, maintaining that there was no
place for them to go in bombed-out
Stuttgart, but MG stood firm.
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It was a sight to see them streaming
down the hill that Saturday morning, the
SS families dragging their little wagons
and the Polish guards with red and white
armbands searching them as they went
out, to make sure they weren't getting
away with any beds; radios, or sewing
machines. A German in black military
boots raced in on a bicycle and protested
to Cliff Hood and me over the way we
were handling the eviction. (Cliff was one
of my deputies.) The German said he
worked for the. railroad, and was therefore
an official entitled to make representations
to the authorities. This was an outrage, he
yelled, and stuck his face within a few
inches of Cliff's. But Cliff was not disposed
to argue and drew back his fist to let the
German have one. This shut him up in-
stantly and he looked around for his
bicycle. It w~s gone. A Pole had just rid-
den off on it. Then the German official
wanted us td get it back for him. That was
the attitude.

After the German official had trudged
off, sans bicycle, a long-faced woman
pedaled solemnly in on another. A small
American flag was fluttering from her
handlebars. We had never seen her before.

"Howdy, Yanks," she said. "I'm from
Philly."

"From Philly since when?" I asked her.
"I carne over in 1939 and couldn't get

back," she said. Another one of those, I
thought. "Americans" like these· kept
turning up, who had responded to the
Fuehrer's call forall good Nazis to corne
to the aid of the Fatherland in 1939, had
ignored the State Department's subse-
quent appeals to return to the States,
had worked for Germany' through the
whole war, but now claimed the rights
and privileges of American citizenship. .

"What are you doing out here at the
SS Siedlungen?" I asked her. "Do you
live here?" .

"Oh no," she said. "I live in Stuttgart.
These people are friends of mine. They
sent for me to help them. This is an out-
rage, to move these poor people.J8ud'ike
this. They are victims:" e tt,',il "J:,

"Victims of what?" I asked her. Uifren't
they the families of 5S men?"

"The S5 have all gone away," she said.
"These are just poor people who were
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bombed out of their homes by the terror
fliers."

"The terror fliers?" I asked.
"Yes, the terror fliers," she said. "Oh,

it was, heartless, what they did to the poor
people."

"You mean the American Air Force?"
I asked her.

That's what the woman from Philly
meant.

"Get going, sister," Cliff Hood said,
"before some Pole takes your bicycle and
you have to walk home."

AGERMAN with eyebrows like Rudolf
Hess' staggered by in the shafts of

a huge wagon, the kind a horse pulls,
piled high with household goods. The
Polish guards didn't search his big load
of stuff, but motioned him on through.

"Hey!" I said. "Stop that joker." The
interpreter came running up, a fellow
named Kowaleski. He spoke beautiful
English which he said he had learned at
Warsaw University. He claimed to have
been a member of the underground army
until he was captured by the Germans.
His German, too, was flawless.

"That man is our friend," Kowaleski
said. "He is a good German. He pro-
tected us under the Nazis."

So we let him maneuver his big wagon on
down the hill, with more stuff on it than
any other ten families were permitted to
take out. Then the German police, in
their white armbands, came tearing up
to me. They were on the job to protect
the Germans against any undue looting
by the Poles.

"Why do they let that fellow through
with the horse wagon?" they asked.

"They tell me he's a friend of theirs,"
I said. "Why do you care? He's a German,
isn't he?"

"He's the biggest Nazi out here!" one
of the German policemen sputtered. "The
worst man in the village! But he's still an
inspector of police and shields the Poles
in their crimes-their murders and their
black-marketing. During the war he was a
lieutenant in the Schuetzpolizei and was
stationed in Denmark, where he had many
patriots hanged, Danish seamen who scut-
tled their ships to keep the Nazis from
using them. Before the war he was a terror

. to us anti-Nazis. He denounced hundreds
of good anti-Nazis in Stuttgart and had
them sent to Belsen and Buchenwald
and Dachau, where they were tortured to
death. And now these Poles let him take
away all his furniture! Most of it was
given to his wife by the Gestapo chief who
slept with her while he was away in
Denmark." But the fellow had disappeared
down the hill with his huge wagon, and it
was too late to stop him.

THE French members of my'UNRRA
team-Dr. Boulesteix and the two

welfare workers, Renee Gardet and Denise
Viandier-were making a regular fete out
of moving day at the SS village. Dr.
Boulesteix kept photographing a grinning
Denise against a background of doleful
Germans pulling little wagons. Renee-car-
ried on like a Jacobin daughter of the
French Revolution, clapping her hands in
glee at the sight of the weeping SS haus-
fraus.

"Now it is their turn," she caroled
hoarsely. "In Paris' the Boches gave us
fifteen minutes to move out of our homes
and allowed us to remove exactly five
kilograms of our possessions. Vite!" she
screamed at the Nazi women. "Get
going!"

Renee took from her pocketbook a
leather folder for snapshots. Opening it,
she showed me two pictures facing each
other: one of a middle-aged, healthy,
jolly-looking woman; the other of a lined,
cadaverous old woman. These, she said,
were two pictures of the same woman,
her own mother; the one taken in 1939,
before the German occupation; the other
in 1943, during it. Soon after the second
picture was taken her mother had died,
of heartbreak and hunger, not living to
see the liberation.

"Vite! Vite!" Renee kept' shouting at
the German women who were leaving
their garden homes, their featherbeds
and framed pious mottoes over the man-
tel, their carefully tended cabbages and
roses. "Get going!"

By evening the SS families were all out
and the Poles started moving in. I had got
the Poles to set up a tenant-selection com-
mittee, with Kowaleski in charge, to
screen out the gangsters and unruly ele-
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ments, Only sound, reliable Poles would
be admitted. They were deeply grateful
to us for providing them the best housing
left in the Stuttgart area and toasted us
with schnapps. The widow of a Polish
general pinned a red rose on my shirt.
Kowaleski stood at attention by my car
when I got in and bowed from the waist as
I drove off.

"Boy, we've got something in that SS
Siedlungen," I said to Cliff Hood as we
were returning to our billets. "We can
make that a perfect camp. Something for
the correspondents to write home about."

"Maybe so," Cliff said. He was kind of
slow to get enthusiastic. "We'll watch it a
while."

ACOUPLE of days later we had to clear
out several hundred Poles from the

Witzmann Lager, a miserable congeries of
wooden shacks in a mud flat near Bad
Canstatt. The Witzmann camp was a
plague spot and had quite properly been
condemned by the Army. Its Polish in-
mates petitioned to be sent to the SS
village, but Kowaleski and his selection
committee looked them over and shook
their heads.

"Not eligible," they said. "These people
are not the type we want in the SS village.
They would not fit into a model project."

We loaded the Witzmann Poles into GI
trucks and whirled them into the Funker-
kaserne before they knew where they were
being taken. The Funkerkaserne,. our
main Polish camp, was at the opposite
extreme from the SS village. In its huge,
grim array of stone barracks, stables, and
garages, the DP's slept on concrete-floors
instead of featherbeds and looked out
of their windows on garbage heaps and
wreckage instead of rose gardens. Interned
in the Funkerkaserne, theWitzmann Poles
were furious. They specifically charged
Kowaleski and his selection committee
with demanding stiff bribes for admittance
into the SS village. They insisted that
all the murderers, black-marketeers, and
sheep-stealers were piling into the model
project by paying cash on the line while
they, who really were good people, had
been excluded merely because they were
poor. We paid no attention. Once you
establish a policy, you have to give it a
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fair trial, we figured, and nobody could
make heads or tails of these Poles anyway.

Next it was the Schlotwiese, a Polish
camp on the edge of Zazenhausen. The
Schlotwiese was a specialproblem on ac-
count of the swimming pool which ad-
joined the camp. This was a beautiful
pool, all concrete, which the' GI's had
cleaned out and were using in large num-
bers. The problem angle entered when the
GI's, after their refreshing swims, visited
the girls in the adjoining Schlotwiese and
turned up on sick call three days later.
When the colonel caught on to why the
regiment's VD rate was doubling and
redoubling week by week, he ordered me
to get the Schlotwiese people away from
his swimming pool before the whole regi-
ment was on penicillin.

As soon as the Schlotwiese people
learned that they had to go, they applied
for admittance to the model project, the
SS village. Kowaleski lifted his aristocratic
eyebrows. "Impossible," he said. "Riff-
raff. They would corrupt the morals of
our community."

When it was announced to the Schlot-
wiese Poles that they were not deemed
worthy of admittance to the SS village but,
instead, were going to be flung into the
Funkerkaserne on top of the luckless Witz-
mann crew, they refused to budge. While
the lines of GI trucks waited in the camp
streets, they sat stonily inside their wooden
barracks.

Major Jim Boone had to come and put
on a demonstration, with George and Zeke
mounting guard over the Mercedes con-
vertible and Lieutenant Jackson, the
Alabama architectural student, for sup~
port in the event of action. Jim exhorted
the Polish leaders to get their people on
the trucks. Silence, the thick mutinous
silence which the Poles have developed to
such a point of perfection. Jim looked at
his wrist-watch and announced that he
would give them fifteen minutes to get out
of the barracks and onto the trucks. For ex-
actly fifteen minutes he and Jackson paced
up and down the deserted camp streets.
Still, the people wouldn't budge. The two of
them pulled out their 45's and threatened
to chase the Poles from their barracks. The
Poles were not impressed. Jackson picked
out two of the leaders and scientifically
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knocked them down, with one blow each.
No results. It took gasoline to do the trick.
Jim and Jackson took jerry-cans of gas
out of the trucks and poured it over the
wooden floors of the barracks. As soon as
they had it all poured out, they warned,
they would light it. The Poles started
heaving their baggage out of the windows
and tumbling headlong after it. By night-
fall they were all in the Funkerkaserne.
,~

II

THE very next day we had our first
murder in the model project, the

SS village. Dr. Mel Warhaftig, our chief
medical officer, performed the inquest.

"The guy was sitting at the radio,"
Mel told me. "He had some pretty bad
marks on him, around his head, but he
could have been monkeying with the ra-
dio. We'll call it electrocution."

So electrocution it was, for the record,
though we began to doubt whether things
were working out as we had planned with
the SS village. The next day, another
Polish resident required an inquest. He
had bullet holes in him, so Mel couldn't
blame his radio. The same day a woman
in the model project slashed both her
wrists and then leaped from a high second-
story window into a quarry. She survived
both the slashes and the plunge, and was
identified as the chief abortionist of the
region.

"What the hell is going on, Kowaleski?"
I asked my model project boss. "I thought
we were goi~g to reserve this place for
solid, substantial citizens. Now all. this
happens-murders, suici:<i\t~g.,.abortion
queens. What's wrong witBoy~ur selection
committee?"

"I do not understand these Poles,"
Kowaleski said, waving his fine hands in-
effectuall y. "I am a Pole myself but some-
times I despair of my people. Nothing
can be done with them. And now they are
not satisfied with me. They want you to
remove me."

"What have you done?"
"Nothing," Kowaleski said.
This was obvious enough. I went home

to think the problem over. That evening
I sent out Jean de Brugge and Denise
Viandier to see if they could find out

what was really going on in the model
village. Denise had. been serving as welfare
worker for the project while Jean, a
Belgian, was my "special operative" on
the team. To keep his family alive during
the German occupation, Jean had put in
four years on the Brussels black market.
He preferred to play honest and was doing
it on my team but he still knew how to
burrow into a situation and come out with
the facts. Late that evening, Denise and
Jean came back to billets, their eyes big
and bright as silver dollars.

"Killers and black market running SS
village," Jean told me. "They say they
want Kowaleski out. They tell me they
allow you till ten o'clock tomorrow morn-
ing to take Kowaleski away and give them
whole' village/to run. You not do it and"
-Jean made a swooping sound and drew
his hand across his throat-"they kill
Kowaleski, kill you, kill me, kill Major
Jim Boone, kill everybody. They not afraid
of American Army either, say American
soldiers no good and they kill them too."
Jean nodded his head in furious convic-
tion. "I speak with the gangsters, every
one. I believe. What you do?"

"I'm going out there to find them now,"
I said.

"They kill you!" Jean said and Denise
shivered in assent.

"I don't think so," I said.

ITOOK the Ford V-8, the most impressive
car I had and one of the most impres-

sive in Stuttgart. It towered over the di-
minutive Opels and DKW's, roaring
through traffic with veritably imperial au-
thority. I had liberated it from the French
who, in turn, were trying to liberate it
back from me, which kept things interest-
ing. Cliff came along, Jean de Brugge
and Denise, as well as Scot Robertson,
the secretary of my team, who was always
ready for any hell with her stenographer's
notebook as passport.

In the' dead of night we stormed into the
model project like a foray of tanks. I
gunned the V-8 for all she was worth
around the turn at the entrance, slewing
the rear wheels with a scream of tires, ran
wide open through the village to Kowa-
leski's house, slammed on the brakes,
raced the engine to her topmost zoom,
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then cut her and the lights. All was peace
in the model project. The murderers were
evidently intimidated by the V-8 and lay
low.

Kowaleski and a couple of the selection
committee were huddled about a table in
his living room. Murder lurked all about
us, he said, visibly shaking. I pulled out
my sheath knife and put it on the table.
It was the only weapon, in my party.
Machine guns, Kowaleski said, had been
delivered to the model project that very
night. We were in the midst of a veritable
arsenal. What could we do except give
in to the killers and the black market?
Would I accept their ultimatum? Tomor-
row, I told him, we would "negotiate"
with' them. Meanwhile, he'd better get
some sleep.

THE early dawn was just breaking when
I came back the next morning to the

model project, with a full company of
American troops as escort. 'In the darkness,
they deployed all around the SS village,
cov.ering every means of egress. I went up
to the main entrance with Cliff, Scot,
and Denise. There 'we met Captain Fields,
the Public Safety Officer, together with
an assortment of other American officers,
ranging all the way up to the eagle colonel
who had ordered the evacuation of the
Schlotwiese. Then Leo Schwartz, my
other deputy director, arrived in his
"Green Hornet," a tottering Opel with
shattered glass which had been liberated
and repainted so many times that it
showed at least six tints of green, but would
still run. Leo unwound his six feet two
from the tiny car and drew himself up,
looking more like a colonel than the real
one. Already he had on the dark glasses
which he wore instead of a pistol tointimi-
date people, though the first glimmer of
dawn was just making his violent red hair
show through the gloom.

"Bring on the murderers," Leo said,
striding toward me. But the murderers
were asleep. The residents of the model
village never roused before ten. This
morning, however, the thunderous knock-
ing of GI gun-butts brought them blear-
eyed and quaking to their doors. Kowa-
leski was the first to be routed out. I
directed him to point out the dwellings of
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the murderers and black-rnarketeers, His
face as 'many tints of green as Leo's Opel,
he went from house to house with me,
putting the finger on the supposed mem-
bers of the ring that had threatened to do
away with all of us, including the Ameri-
can Army. They all appeared to have
hangovers and went along sullenly with
their G I captors. The raid continued till
the sun was high, netting a sizable bag of
assorted firearms, hand grenades, ele-
phant-tail whips, and cow-tendon bludg-
eons, but no machine guns. These, it was
rumored, had been buried. in somebody's
rose garden. For the GI's who ~ere carry-
ing out the raid, the most important find
was a huge cache of cigars and English
cigarettes which the London Poles had
sent to their local agent for distribution. It
was remarkable how ·few of these were
found outside the home of the Londod
Polish agent himself. Wherever' fouI1cr.
however, the GI's liberated them.

The murderers and black-marketeers,
fingered by Kowaleski, were kept under
guard at the ent-rance to the village, while
the rest of the model project's populace
were herded into a muddy field and
searched for arms. The searching of the
women was deemed a task improper' for
the G I's, so it was detailed to Scot and
Denise, who patted them all over, seeking
hidden pistols and knives'.

Captain Fields, the Public Safety Offi-
cer, was delighted with the whole !proce-
dure. This, at last, would cure the situation
in Zuffenhausen and the murder rate
would no longer bring G-S downon his
neck. I pointed to the assembledskillers
and black-marketeers under guard.

"There are your men," I said. "Take
'em away."

Captain Fields was aghast. "Where,
am I supposed to put them?" he asked.

"In jail," I said.
"But I haven't any room in jail," he

said. "The only one I have is full. Can't
you lock up these guys yourself?"

"How would I haveajail?" I asked him.
"You ought to have a DP jail," he said,

going away. "I'll speak to the military
governor about it."

I had to truck the criminals over to the
Funkerkaserne, where I herded them all
into a big concrete garage, with a guard
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posted over them. The next day the guard
went off and left them and all the gangsters
went to town to see what was going on.
But they came back again that night and
re-entered their "jail." Where else in
Stuttgart could they count on getting fed?

III

INA last desperate attempt to salvage my
"model project," I pulled Sergeant

Dave Berschler out of the Grenadier-
kaserne and put him in charge of the SS
village. Dave's first idea was to have the
Russians take away the Polish murderers.
and black-marketeers. He approached
Lieutenant Danilov, the Russian staff
chief, about it. Danilov only smiled.

"That would not be correct," Danilov
said. "They are not Soviet citizens but
Poles. It is unfortunate that the Poles. \

have no discipline amongst themselves,
as we have. So they are your problem,
and you must take care of them."

"Can't you even loan us a jail to put
them in?" Dave asked despairingly.

"No," Danilov said. "We have no jail.
We have no need of a jail."

So Dave interviewed the Polish prison-
ers, with an interpreter, in their garage-
jail at the Funkerkaserne. He reported
back to me afterward, highly incensed.

"We've got the wrong guys locked up,"
Dave said.

"What do you mean?" I said.
"These guys in the Funkerkaserne," he

said. "They're OK. They're the good guys.
Kowaleski and his selection committee are
the real criminals. They're the murderers
and black-marketeers. Kowaleski fingered
all the honest guys, to get them out of his
way. I'm going to let them out and lock
up Kowaleski and his pals."

"OK," I said. "You're - the model
project boss from here on out. Lock up
Kowaleski if you want to."

Dave went and talked with Kowaleski
and came back. I was at lunch. Dave
downed several beers from the barrel we
kept in the mess before he sat down by me.

"I've got wheels going round in my
head," he said. "Round and round."

"So have I," I said. "It's my natural
state."

"What do you do about it?" Dave asked.

"Keep them lubricated," I said. "Have
another beer and then tell me the newest
bad news from the model project."

"These Poles," Dave said after he had
downed another beer, "don't make sense
to me. With the Russians you know where
you are. You can understand them.
They're like us. But this bunch of Poles-
Kowaleski and his crowd, the guys we've
got locked up-I've decided they're all a
bunch of bums and thugs, collaboration-
ists, everything. I don't know whether I'm
coming or going. I resign."

"No, you don't," I said. "You make 'a
model project out of the SS village, or
else."

WE TALKED things over some more and
came to the conclusion that, since

nothing else had worked, we would try
undiluted democracy with the Poles.
First, we would turn loose the supposed
gangsters in the Funkerkaserne. Dave
went out and addressed them, announcing
that they would be returned to the SS
village if they subscribed to a document
which he had prepared, binding them to
be good citizens, to abstain from murder
while. residents of the model project, even
from the murder of Kowaleski, to turn
their backs on the black market, and per-
form no more abortions. They all signed
and were trucked back to the SS village,
where the rejoicing was great upon their
arrival.

Dave set up an office in the model proj-
ect and received the elders of the people.
They told him that all they wanted was to
know his will and do it. Dave, in his most
oracular Yiddish, announced to them that
his will was for them to run their own
village, but run it right. They would
have to elect a, mayor and town council,
by secret ballot. And they would have to
elect a police force, which everybody
would back up and respect. .

Dave had his elections and Kowaleski
was not elected mayor. In fact, Kowaleski
and his committee were not elected to
anything, nor was the agent of the London
Poles who had been revealed to-be hoard-
ing the cigarettes given him for distribu-
tion. The new mayor and council were a
hundred per cent loyal to Dave. First of
all, they voted to throw the model village
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open to any Pole who wanted to live there,
no matter how poor he was, provided he
would behave himself.

The newly elected police force seemed
a good bunch, but Dave felt they needed
uniforms and arms to make themselves
respected and keep effective order. Dave
went back to his friends the Russians, at
the Grenadierkaserne. If you needed any-
thing, the Russians could always find it
for you somehow. They came through
this time with a supply of German Navy
uniforms and Russian rifles. Then Dave
marched his Polish police force, in their
German Navy uniforms and carrying
their Russian rifles, into the Polish Catho~.
lie church. There, while they all knelt
before the priest, he dictated to them-
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in Yiddish-a solemn oath binding them
to do their strict duty and uphold both
the law and the faith. It was close enough
to German for them to understand and
the priest made doubly sure, by translat-
ing into Polish.

Dave had his problems with the SS
village after that, but they kept getting
fewer and smaller. The people backed
their police force, their council, and their
mayor, while these officials backed Dave
because they trusted him. So it happened
that the SS village, in the end, did turn
out to be the model project Jim Boone and
I had hoped for, and those reputedly
anti-Semitic Poles became good citizens
of it under the ministrations of an Ameri-
can Jew.

Primitive
SYLVIA STALLINGS

THEY'RE shocked, but I know what I live for
And what will you give for

My afternoon among crickets
Where creeper and honeysuckle thickets
Tangle the eye?
I'll lie
Like a raisin at the bottom of a bowl
The whole .•
Day meadow-morphosed like a blown
Oat that was never sown
By a Massachusetts man, but O!
What he missed he'll never know!
Nothing's 'worthwhile, though they won't admit it,
Except the exquisite
Etching of leaf on sky
And afternoons where cowbells cry.
Farewell, ladies and gentlemen;
I doubt if you see me here again,
But knock my door down Piedmont way
Any day, any day
I'm at home, with creek-bottom mud in my toes
And God knows
What you'll get for dinner
From such a sinner.


