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The Great Depression and

I_—Iéci it not been for the Great Depression that began i late 1929, the Natio;iél :

‘Socialists might have remained a relatively small and insignificant party, a'mi-"
por ifritant outside the mainstream of German politics. In 1928 the Nazis had -
810,000 votes; in 1930, during the Depression, their share of votes soated to’
6,400,000 To'many'Germéns, the Depression was final evidence that the

\Weimar Republic had failed. The traumatic experience of unemployment and
' s led millions to embrace Hitler.

“Heinrich Haus_erij | o
WITH GERMAN Y’S UNEMPLOYED

‘Thqfollowing article excerpted from Die Tat, a National Socialist periodical,
 describes the loss of dignity suffered by the unemployed wandering Germany’s
“roads and taking shelter in municipal lodging houses. The author, a German
" writer, experienced conditions in a public shelter first hand. Conditions in
1932 as described in the article radicalized millions of ‘Gerfans, particularly
“young people. ' ) R o

‘0 almost unbroken chain of homeless men ' Some of them were guild members,——catrpen-
«tends the whole length of the great Ham- ters with embroidered wallets, knee breeches,
urg-Berlin highway. R .- and broad felt hats; milkmen with striped red
There are S0 many of them moving in both shirts; and bricklayers with tall black hats,—
lirections, impelled by the wind ‘or making but they were in a minority. Far more numex=
heir ‘way against it, thatthey. could shout 2 ous were those whom one could assign to no’
hessage from Hamburg to Berlin by word of ‘special -profession of craft—aunskilled young
outh. o : people, for the most part, who had been unable
It is the same scene fot the entire. two hun- to find a place for themselves in.any city of
dred miles, and the same scene repeats itself ~town in Germany, and who had never had a.job
between Hamburg and Bremen, between Bre- and never expected to have one. There was
mén and Kassel, between Kassel and Wiirz- something else that had never beeri.seen: be-
burg, between Wiirzburg and Munich: All the fore—whole families that had piledﬂ.éalﬂf,thei;
ighways- in Germany over which I traveled goods. into baby carriages and wheelbatrows
this year presented the same aspects. . . that they wete pushing along.as: ~_,',_I;1’éy.¥p‘ll,odded
-+ .. Most.of the hikers paid no attention to  forward in dumb despair. It wasvarwho’l_e.nét_iyoh
me. They walked separately or in small groups, on the match. R R
“with- their eyes on the. ground. And they ‘had I saw them—and: this was;-the_‘stl_:ongést»im-
he queer, stumbling gait of barefooted people,  pression that the year 1932 left with me—I
“for their shoes were slung over their shoulders. saw them, gathered: into groups of fifty or.a
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hundred men, attacking fields of potatoes. I
saw them digging up the potatoes. and throw-
ing them into sacks while the farmer who
owned the field ‘watched them. in despair and
. the local policeman looked on gloomily from
the distance. I saw them staggering toward the
lights of the city as night fell, with their sacks
on their backs. What did it remind me of? Of
the War, of the worst periods of starvation in

1917 and 1918, but even then people paid for

the potatoes.
I saw that the 1nd1v1dual can know What is
happening only by personal experience. I know

what it is to bé a tramp. I know what cold and

hunger are. I.know what it is to spend the
night outdoors or behind the thin walls of
a shack through which the wind whistles. I

have slept .in holes such as hunters hide. in,
in hayricks, under bridges, against the warm
walls' of boiler houses, under cattle shelters
in pastures, on a heap of fir-tree boughs -in

the forest. But there are two things that I

"have only recently experienced—begging and
spending the night in-a municipal lodging
house.

- T'entered the huge Berlin municipal lodging
house in a northern quarter of the city. . . .

... . 'There was an entrance arched by a brick
vaulting, and a watchman sat in a little
wooden sentry box. His white coat:made him
look like a doctor. We stood waiting in the cor-
ridor. Heavy steam rose from the men’s clothes.
Some of them sat down on the floor, pulled off
their shoes, and unwound the rags that were
bound around their feet. More people were
constantly pouring in' the door, and we stood
closely packed together. Then another door
opened. The ctowd pushed forward, and peo-
ple began forcing their way almost- eagerly
through this door, for it was warm in there.
Without knowing it I had already caught the
thythm of the municipal lodging house. It
means waiting, waiting, standing around, and
then suddenly jumping up.

- We now stand in a long hall, down the
~length of which runs a bar dividing-the hall
“into a narrow and a wide space: All the light is

on the narrow side. There under yellow famps-

that hang from the ceiling on long wires sit

men in white smocks. We arrange ourselves in
long lines, each leading up to one of these men,
and the mill begins to grind: . .

... As the line passes in smgle file the offi-
cial does not look up at each new person to ap-
pear. He only looks at the paper that is hanided
to him. These papers are for the most part in- -
valid cards or unemployment certificates. The -
very fact that the official does not look up
tobs the homeless applicant of self-respect, al- -
though he may look too beaten d_own to feelr
any. ... i

. Now it is my turn and the questxons and
answers flow as smoothly as if I were an old
hand. But finally I am asked, “Have you ever
been here before?” =

“NO." . . . . .

“No?” The question reverberates through
the whole room. The clerk refuses to believe
me and looks through his card catalogue. But
no, my name is not there. The clerk thinks this
strange, for he cannot have made a mistake, -
and the terrible thing that one notices in all -
these cletks is that they expect you to,he., They .
do not believe what you -say. They do not
regard you as a human being but as'an infec-
tion, something foul that one keeps at a dis-
tance. He goes on. “How did you come here
from Hamburg?” :

“By truck.”

“Where - have you spent the * last three -
nights?” S

I lie coolly.

“Have you begged?” S

I feel a warm blush spreadmg over my face.
It is welling up from the bourgeois world that
I'have come from. *No.” :

A coarse peal of laughter rises from the lme, -
and a loud, piercing voice grips me as if some-
one had seized me:by-the throat: “Never mind.
The -day: will ‘comé; - comrade, when - there’s
nothing- else to do.” And the line breaks in- .
to laughter again; the bitterest laughter I
have ever heard, the laughter of damnatlon and
despair. . ..




him very much.
yut of a big iron chest each of us takes a coat
ger: that would serve admirably to - hit
mebody over the head with. As we undress
coom becomes filled with the heavy breath
overty. We are so close together that we
sh against each other every tifne we move.
ione who has been a soldier, anyone who has
en to a public bath is perfectly accustomed
he look of naked bodies. But I have never
“en_[anything quite so repulsive. as all these
hiindreds of withered human frames. For in the
homeless army the majority are men who have

cady been defeated in the struggle of life,

the crippled, old, and sick. There is no repul-

¢ disease of which traces are not to be seen

here. There is no form of mutilation or degen-
acy that is not represented, and the naked
bodies of the old men are ina disgusting state
It is superfluous to describe what follows.
owels are handed out by the same meth-
s described above. Then nightgowns—long,
klike affairs made of plain unbleached
otton but freshly washed. Then slippers. All
once a new sound goes up-from the moving
ass.that has. been walking silently on bare
eet. The shuffling and rattling of the hard
oles of the slippers ring through the corridot.
Distribution of spoons, distribution of en-
imeledware bowls with the wotds “Property of
the City of Berlin” written on their sides. Then
he meal itself. A big kettle is carried in. Men
with yellow smocks have brought it and men
ith yellow smocks ladle out ‘the food. These
men,  t00; are homeless and they have been
expressly picked -by the establishment - and

Cc /mﬂer*l 2

given free. food and’ lodgin
ket money in exchange fo
the house: « o ¥

Where have I seen thisk 0
tion before? In a prison that I;oﬁcé ‘helj
guatd in the winter of 1919 durif, » the Gé
man civil war. . There was -the samée ‘hu
then, the same trembling, anxious expectat
of rations. Now the men are standing ‘in a lon
row, dressed. intheir .plain;nightShirtfs‘ chat’
reach to the ground, and the. noise of theitr
shuffling feet is like the noise of big wild-ani--

mals walking up and down the stone floot of -+ =

their cages before 'feedi‘ng time. The men lean

far over the kettle so that the warm steam from L

the food envelops them and they hold out their
bowls as if begging and whisper to the atten-
dant, “Give me a real helping. Give me a little
more.” A piece. of bread is handed out with
everybowl. oo e

My next recollection is sitting at table in an- -
other room on a crowded bench that is likea -

seat. it a fourth-cldss railway carriage. Hun-

dreds of hungty mouths make an enormous
noise eating their food. The men sit bent over
their food like animals who feel that someone
is going to take it away from them. They hold

their bowl with their left arm patt way around

it, so that nobody can take it away, and they
also protect it with their other elbow and with
their head and mouth, while they move the .
spoon as fast as they can between theit mouth
and the bowl:-. .. S D
“We shuffle into the-sleeping room where

“each bed has a number painted in big letterson .

the wall over.it. You must find the number
that you have around your neck, and-thereis

your bed, your home for one night. It stand —ir'_i_ e

a row with fifty others and across: thi
there are fifty more in a row. . e e

1 curl up in a ball for a few minute: and then
see that the Saxon is lying the same way; cutled
up in the next bed. We look at each: other with

- eyes that understand everything.:

...Only a few people, very few, move
around at all. The others lie: awake® and - still,
staring at their blankets, wrapped up in them-
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selves but not sleeping. Only an almost sol-
dierly sense of comradeship, an inner self-
control engendered by the presénce of so many
people, prevents the despair that is written on
all these faces from expressing itself. The few
who are moving about do so with the torment-
ing consciousness of men who merely want to
kill time. They do not believe in what they are
doing. ' -

- Goitig to sléep means passing into the un-
conscious, eliminating the intelligence. And
one can read deeply into a man’s life by watch-
ing the way he goes to.sleep. For we have not
always slept in municipal lodgings. There are
men among us who still move as if they were in
a bourgeois bedchamber. . . .

... The air is poisoned with the breath of
men who have stuffed too much food into
empty stomachs. There is also 2 sickening smell
of lysol. It seems completely terrible to me, and
I am not merely pitying myself. It is painful
just to look at the scene. Life is no longer hu-
man here. Today, when I am experiencing this
for the first time, I think that I should prefer to
do away with myself, to take gas, to jump into
the river, or leap from some high place, if I were
ever reduced to such straits that I had to live
here in the lodging house. But I have had too’
much experience not to mistrust even myself. If
I ever wete reduced so low, would I really come
to such a decision? I do not know. Animals die,
plants ‘wither, but men always go on living.

Lilo Linke
MASS SUGGESTION

The Nazis exploited the misery of the Geérman people during the Depression.
“In mass rallies, Hitler provided simple explanations for Germany’s misfor-
tunes, attacked the Versailles Treaty, and denounced the Jews and the Weimar
Repuiblic. In the following passage from Restless Days: A German Girl's Autobi-
ography (1935), Lilo Linke déscribed her experience at such a rally during the

"Deptession,

At this moment the whole audience rose
from - their -seats, most of ‘them . with wild
cheers—from the back, behind an-8.A. [Nazi
stormtrooper] man who carried a large swastika
flag, and a drumring and blowing and [deafen-
ing] band, a procession of S.A. men and Hitler
Youth . {Nazi youth movement}. marched  to-
watds the platform. I enjoyed the right to re-
main seated as a member of the press. When
they were half-way through the hall, the curtain
draped behind the platform opened and Hitler,
wearing a dark suit, stepped forward to the dec-
orated desk. The audience howled with enthusi-
~astic madness, lifting their right arms in the
Fascist salute. .- oo oo

Hitler stood unmoved. At last, when the
crowd was alfeady hoarse with shouting, he
made a commanding gesture to silence them,
and -slowly obeying, they. grew calmer, as a
dog, called to order: by its master after wild
play, lies down, exhaustedly snarling.:

For an hour:and a half Hitler spoke, every
few minutes.interrupted:by. fanatic acclama-
tions which grew into a frénzy after such
phiasesas: oo -

* “Today the world treats us like outcasts. But
they will respect us.again when we show them
our good: old German sword, flashing high
above our:heads!” e

.Or: “Pacifism is the contemptible religion




nghts by force.”

Those forelgn blood-suckers, those }

ose whlmng pac1f1sts, those corrupted

bet. criminalsl—we’ll knock them all-

th our fists without patdoning a single

g the phrases with an obsessed energy,
husky and shrill and began to squeak

Speaking with a stern face, he crossed his
ver his breast—the imposing attitude
¢ who . stood under his own supreme
ol. But a moment later a force bursting
Chim flung them into the air, where they
¢d, threatened, accused, condemned, as-
by his hands and fists. Later, exhausted,
rossed them on his back and began to
a few steps to and fro along the front of
latform, a lion behind the bars of his
aiting for the moment when the door
opened to jump on the terror-stricken

he audience was breathlessly under his
“his man expressed their thoughts, their
gs, their hopes; a new prophet had arisen
ny'saw in him already another Christ,
predicted the end of their sufferings and
e power to lead them into the prom-
nd if they were only prepared to follow

y-word he said was true. They had won

r-—yes. Been deprived of the reward for

heroism by a number of traitors—yes.

ffered incessantly ever since—yes. Been

ed; suppressed, exploited—yes, yes, yes.

ut the day had arrived when they would free
evenge themselves—yes.

rember criminals” is a derogatory reference to the
nariés: who overthrew the kaiser in November
established a republic. )
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A single questlon as to reason or proof ot
possibility. would have shattered the whole at-
gument; but nobody ask‘d _t——the majority
because they had. begun to thmk with their
blood, which condemns all: loglc and the oth: -
ers because they sat amazed, despairing, and .
hopeless in a small:boal ,tossed about by the
foaming waves of ernot10na1 uptoar which sur-
rounded it. FE:

Under the sound of brass bands we pushed
out of the hall. Intrmldated I took hold of
Rolf’sarm: L

- “Oh, Rolf, this is ternble—so 1nhuman—so
full of hatred against all we value—they don’t
understand what we want-—you'll see, they 11
demolish all we built up with our love and
pains. The milkman, revenging his inferiority
with a shining sword in his [swollen} hand and -
forcing his suppressors under his will—what a
prospect for us, what a prospect for Germany!”

“Yet my dear; something of what he

said —

“Good heavens, Rolf what is the mattet
with you? Are you going Nazi, too?”

“You are absurd.' But if you are just, you
must admit that in many ways he is right.”

“My deat Rolf, to ‘admit that in many
ways ... is always the beginning of the end.
Of course, the Nazis are not mete villains, and
they ate striving for an ideal for which they are
willing to suffer. On the other hand, much is
rotten in the Republic and in the Republican
parties. But that doesn’t mean that Hitler is
right and we ate wrong, and you should know ,

that well enough.”

“Yes, but we are democrats and we have to
give them a chance — :

“To cut our throats. What a fool you are!
You can’t treat like a gentleman somebody
who wants to murder you. The protection : of
the democratic rules can only be: granited to
those who follow them themselves. The othets

‘must be stamped out before they llft their

heads too high.”

“That is Bolshevism!”

“If you are right, I'll'gladly be a Bolshevist,
because I refuse to be made aNazi.,” ° :
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REVIEW QUESTIONS

1. How did the Depression dehumanize people?

2. Judging from the description of the Nazi rally, what were the consequences of the
Depression fof German politics?

3. Accourt for Adolf Hitlet’s success at rallies.

5 % Nazism and Youth

Young people; in particular, were attracted to Nazism, in which they saw a
cause worthy of their devotion. Influenced by Nazi propaganda and led astray
by their youthful idealism, they equated a total commitment to the Nazi move-
ment with a selfless dedication to the nation.

Alice Hamilton
THE YOUTH WHO ARE
HITLER’S § TR_ENGTH

Dr. Alice Hamilton (1869-1970) wrote the following article in 1933 after her
second post-World War I trip to Germany. An international authority on in-
dustrial diseases who was known for her social consciousness, she was the first
woman on the faculty of the Medical School of Harvard University. Her famil-
iarity with Germany had begun in the late nineteenth century when she pur-

sued postgraduate studies there. Her article, which appeared in the New York
Times Magazine eight months after Hitler gained power, shows how the Nazis
exploited patriotism, idealism, and a deep-seated desire of youth for fellowship.

Hitletr’s movement is called a youth movement
and during the first months of the Nazi rule,
while I was in Germany, this certainly seemed
to be true. The streets of every city swarmed
with brown shirts [trademark Nazi uniform},
echoed to the sound of marching men and
Hitler songs; there were parades, monster mass
meetings, celebrations of all kinds, day in and
day out. The swastika flag flapped from every
building. In Frankfurt-on-Main where I had
spent, years ago, delightful student days,

went to the beautiful Rémer Platz, only to find
it unrecognizable, its lovely buildings hidden
under  fifty-three Nazi banners. Rathenau
Square had been: changed. to- Horst. ‘Wessel
Square,, for Wessel,. the young - organizer . of

storm detachments in the slums of Berlin, who
died at the hands of Communists, is the new
hero of Germany. . . ..

To understand Hitler's enormous. success
with the young we must understand what life
has meant to the post-was generation in Ger-,
many, not only the childten of the poor but of
the middle class as- well. They were children
during the years of the war when the food
blockade kept them half starved, when fathets
were away at.the front and mothers distracted
with the effort to keep their families fed. They
came to manhood in a country which seemed
to have no use for them. Even compulsory mil-
itary trammg was no more and there was noth-

‘mg to take its place. ...




