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The Russians had moved out of Graﬁ,;further north, and
our job was to occupy it and establish some sort of fde-Nazi-
ficationffsystem, more lenient than it would be in Germany//
because the Austrians had shown them%elves less bitter enemies,
My regiment took billets in a smell village outside Grez called
Meria Trost, a quieté:iggéE)place full of wooden, balconied
houses and inns.

~? :
The War had.nﬁt long ended. News had caue through of the

concentration camps., Hundreds of thousands of people had been

. put in gas ovens, tortured, burned to death, starved and mutil-

ated in experiments. These included women and children. iie
heard the story of a woman whose feet had been tied together e
few minutes before she was due to give birth to a child. Nearly
all the Jewish population of Europe hed been Wipedx out. It

was nearly the eRtermination of & whole people.
/

We had come to Maria Trost from Carinthia, near the Yugo-

slav border, where we had lived in barns, with hay being gathered

all round us, " We took our meals, about eight'of us, in a room

of a farmhousi//and used to watch the hay being brought in, across

the space in front of the house where two elm trees grew, with
benches ,

wooden kzmrehkEE and a table under them. At this table, nearly

all day, an old man used to sit, the owner .of the fam. He

also watched the work, saying hardly anything, his eyes small

and bloodshoﬁuuétaring like gritty 1ittle pellets straight

before him. He said he thought these stories abdut the concen-
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tration camps were ridiculous end laughed. We said that
too many reports were coming iez'from all over Germany and
Poland, from English French American and Russian troops, for
them to be doubtful. And there were photographs. There was
also a film being shown at every town and village in Germanz#¢’_
to which attendance was compulsory. But it hadn't reached
Austria yet.

The old men laughed, amd shook his head, He spoke slowly

to his daughters and seemed to be mocking us in a quiet way.

- He wasn't the slightest bit afraid of us, though we were the first

trooﬁs ;n his.area. He to0ld us that every army brought its own
propagander.and_this was ours.‘ Only e fool would believe it, he
said, The Germans had had their propagaenda, and this was ours,
It was quite absurd %obimegine that dermans or hustrians would
organise camps in whichwthoueands of people were left to die of
starvation, much less tertured of put into gas ovens. They were
children's tales, like all propagande tales, fit for the very
simple,/and intended for them. - But he-ha&4k1ve&-tcaﬁﬁ57§7’1ﬁf‘”

seenwtoo-much- <f¢”;ere young, he said and our credulity was
understandable. His little pellet eyes didn't change. They
had a certain sly, side-glanéing quality which made me distrust

him, but perheps this was because he refused to believe in the

camps, ’ ﬁ B v 1

I¢After two or three weeks we were moved to Graz and never saw
him again, 1In Graz there were dlﬁferent stories, .The Russians
had raped most of the'WOmen, end over ninety percent had venereal
disease, In Marie T?ast\Where we billeted & drunk Russian soldier
had emptied a megazine 6f machine-gun bullets into the church at

the top of the hill and then fired four or five shots into a bed-
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room where a woman and her child lay, The bullets had missed
them, it was said., There were piles of filth outside some of
the buildings. Over Graz there was a dry, surfeited air.
Everything was pretty and in order, the damage was slight, but
b present
a desolation had taken hold., 292% seemed not td be real tnngf
N |
but a period of waiting far the future, when peacé would really
. 1 1
come ., , : '
One day my driver took me into Graz---I was an officer and
I had to visit another regimentel headquarters, We were in a
Jeep., The end of the War made me feel rather tired.'\\ie had
raced back into Itely for a last campaign in the north, our
third, after a rest in the‘Lebanon, and the War ended bgfore our
columns reached the ‘B’ Echelons of the forward troops. This was
' » : hed-been—cesy-
what we had Wanted%~~¢muwasxxxasxnxhig,gpmpgggig$mﬁnnmﬁxhemwaymm
' ns-uparatrvﬁar”map'&urtﬁg“tméiprevTbus"fww
) Ll
weeks--+tbut at the same timelﬁpa'happiness didn't {seem enough to
match ’ )
xmakeh the occasion, The heart was quite still. —’I even hal a
sense of disappointment. I had wanted to do samething really
¢ last - Ly
remarkeble in this briike campaig%g’and fekt thwarted of something
essential that I wauld always miss: perhaps it was death, which
I had been sure would get me this time, because I had already had
too many lucky escapes., It was a giddy and ridiculous feeling, -
<
of a relief conceived in the brain rather than felt, and the sense
of something having been snatched away, It made me restless, and
life seemed quite meaningless Without war,
But for thelfirst time in nearly three years my stomach felt
easy. There would be no more front-line assignments. There

would no longer be that special dark smell of rotting cattle
which had pervaded all of Italy. A long time had passed since I

ned . ..

’
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had watéhed a batmen---my own batman, and my first--=die, with
great red wounds ihihis back, I cauldn't believe my eyes. I
told one of the men to give him a last cigarette, and he did so,
bending down., The batman was lying on his stomach and took it
in his mbuth feebly. But just as someone was about to strike
a match he coughed and a spurt of blood filled the cigarette,
making it swell up, and it fell with a plop to the floor. For
years I have carried this memory abou£ with me, Yet when the
ﬁgr was over my heart was cold to the;réiief.

I was even aware of a slight resentment of peace, All the
work had been done now, and it would pass unrecognised, Too
many people had been involved far there to be amnyone available
to give the recognitlon. There were no fathers or governments
safe.at home to give thanks; &s in thé old days. Peace was an
imposture, It offered no distinctions as to who had the secret
stigma of su?ferlng, who had seen and who hadn't. All sorts of
pe ople with proud chests would step forward now---like ti;jgiig-
ade which had replaced us as commanders of a prisoner-of-war
camp full of 38 trOOpS,Pngar Udine in the north of Italy, and
had instituted, wiéh a show of contempt for us, new harsh
" measures of discipline, to meke the Ge'rmans feel who had won ‘the
f@r. Andiggéiérigéé had escaped the War entirely! That was
the sort.of bitter thing that happengd.

I spent little time at the headquarterg,/and we drove back
slowly. It was e fine 'morning and we had just come into the
wide awenue on fhe“butski?ts of Graz which led back to Maria
Trost. There Wasxa large bend in the road, then we could see

the first green hills near the yillage; But just ws we began

to turn this bend I saw two figures strolling along on the right,



both of them dresséd in British uniform but clearly nof
soldiers, I was suddenly furious. They had no shoulder
merkings, no signs of rank, no divisional badges, nor caps.,
They were slouchlng/ like civilians. The uniforms were new,

I tald the driver to pull over to the rlght and he did so,
bring ing the car to a sudden sklddlng h&alt. It was absolutely
preposterous thgt ohly a few weeks after the_Wé%j%nded.people
should be strolling along the streets in our uniform, which had
the mark amd stigma on.it, They had probably picked it up at
an army stores for a couple of dozen eggs or a horse or a car

or & huge bag of suger; It was preposterous that so soon after

the Wer.the uniform should became quite meaningles%/(and all

distinctions vanish,; - '

The car stopped at the kerb quite close to them, They were
young, With fair hair, and quite clearly not English or American,
Theywere Austridns pefhaps. - They were about the same eage as I
was. When they heard theé skid of our tyres they at once stopped
and took & stepJSéck, clése together. I shouted at theitop of
my voice, ' '

"Where did you get those uhiforms?"

They said something ip.Gérman.which.I couldﬁ'tbunderstangtf

-and I repeated my question'in an equally loud voice, glaring at

then, Che of the young men blushed end his .eyes seemed to grow
strange

 sightless in a most xxnmxga way. .But I went on shouting. Where

did they get those unlforms? They gggggg;$o bum%ﬁtogether as
they stood on the pajgment. I noticed for the first time that
they had ;ather shy, delicate faces, They could have been
students. But I thought-aga@n of the war in Italy, and the
imposture of peece, and I didn't caré. And I also noticed thet
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they were looking at me not only with fear but with horror,
their mouths open slightly, their .expfsgions almost identical, .
whereas I expected them to behave in a surly way,  as lécal
people often did towards the western, democratic armieé.
I had never knowm this look of spell-bound horvor to be dir-
ected at me before, | |
There was a brief s}lence, and my driver tugged my arm
slightly. I wes treﬁbling. "3ir, sir" he was whispering.
I felt he was embarrassed for me 4 but I was determined not to
be lackadaisic¢al about this, as no doubt he would have ﬁeen.
"sir, sir", he said, "they say they're Jews, They've

just been releésed frqm.§qncentration camp" . \ Jaa? !

S A
Then I tried to 'smile at them., I put my hand-out of the g

"car, though they were standing some yards away, and said with.

a ridiculous sort of nod, "It's all right, I didn't know, I'm '
sorry, please‘gp, it's ?;l-right", But they went on staring

at me. "It's all right"; I saia,.“l didn 't know", Then,

after anbther siience; I told the drivér to move, and he quick-

fy put the car-ih gear and drove away, his heafl slightly down.

Eﬁen as we moved away they continuedfto follow me ﬁith their -

stares, which i,have never forgotten.
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