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Part One 1922- 1923 – The Product of New Enlightenment 
 

Chapter 1: The Swan Maiden  
 

     During the nightmare years, Walter Baum would think back to the day he first saw his future 

love, who he mistook for a swan. He was walking from his boarding house in Offenbach to his 

work and studies in Frankfurt. That morning, Walter thought about visiting a few more work 

centers to collect data for his dissertation.  Then he could finally complete it, earn his doctorate, 

and perhaps truly begin his life.      

     The sun rose over the Main River in a pink and blue sky, and Walter adjusted his bowler hat 

to shade his eyes. He stepped onto an old stone pedestrian bridge, which had a staircase that led 

down to a small narrow island in the middle of the river. On the island’s shore, he saw a group of 

swans. It looked like a couple of long-necked adults and some fuzzy babies paddling close by. 

     Then one of the swans suddenly arose from the flock and stood up. Walter did a double take 

and adjusted his glasses. Yes, the swan was actually a woman in a white dress wearing white 

gloves, who had been crouching to throw bread crumbs. The woman put on a straw hat with a 

wide brim, and smoothed her outfit. She was thin and tall and her whole body seemed to arch 

like the neck of a swan. Her face was radiant when she interacted with the birds. It seemed the 

creatures sensed her good nature and flocked to her. Walter chuckled and was reminded of the 

swan maiden story of a hunter who sees a swan maiden on the shore, steals her dress of plumage 

and forces the swan maiden to marry him. It had been his favorite when he was a child.  

     The swan maiden looked up in his direction and Walter averted his eyes lest she think he was 

spying on her. She ascended the staircase and Walter’s heartbeat increased as she came nearer. 



Should he say hello to her and tell her of his mistake? It would be an odd opening for a 

conversation. Would she think him a bit forward and snub him? Perhaps, he could meet her 

another time.  

    Walter turned and started walking. He entered Frankfurt’s serpentine streets. The Gothic 

cathedral with jagged peaks of crosses dominated the skyline surrounded by four-story, half-

timbered and stucco buildings with gabled roofs that intersected one another, creating a 

geometric cacophony. It wasn’t a modern city that was planned rationally with broad avenues 

and linear design, yet he found the very chaos of the city endearing.  

   Walter had arrived in Frankfurt ten years ago when he was fourteen with his late brother Fritz. 

Back then, his mother had predetermined he would someday be a rabbi and he would spend a 

couple of years at yeshiva school in preparation for becoming one. Unfortunately, he and his 

brother had arrived several days late due to Walter’s bout with dysentery and there was no one to 

meet them at the station. His brother and Walter waited for several hours until they decided to 

make their way to the seminary. They had asked from directions from passersby but no one 

could provide them with coherent ones. They would be told to turn right or left where some old 

building or house used to be.  The cobble stone streets wrapped around corners and cris-crossed 

one another. The city seemed like a giant labyrinth. In reflection, Walter thought how odd he and 

his brother must have seemed; these two young Jewish boys dressed in black suits with 

yarmulkes on their heads carrying a large trunk trying to find their way. Finally, he and his 

brother reached the old Judengasse where Jews had once been sequestered. They stopped and 

stared at the giant synagogue at the Borneplatz with its large gothic arches and golden domes. 

The structure seemed daunting and unfriendly. They were taken to a dormitory by a Rabbi, 

where Walter tried to sleep while a boy next to him kept playing on his shofar. Walter cried 



throughout the night. In the morning, he begged his brother to take him back home, but his 

brother told him that he must not disappoint his mother, who had sacrificed so much that he 

could be educated.   

    That first year, Walter was so homesick that he wrote to his mother once a week begging for 

her to let him come home. But his mother wrote back that if he wanted to go onto better things, 

he had to find courage to move forward. Walter’s only saving grace was that he found learning to 

be fascinating, even as his vision grew worse and spectacles became thicker. However, it was his 

love of learning that propelled him to go beyond the Torah, enrolling in the university, and 

studying the arts and sciences; conquering one subject after another, finally settling into the 

world of the social sciences. That he decided would be his vocation in life. Perhaps the labyrinth 

of this city had guided him to a different path.  

    Walter had grown to be a thin man of five foot four who wore large thick glasses over his 

greenish brown eyes on his prominent nose. He had shed his yarmulke and now kept his dark 

hair closely cropped, wore a suit and tie, and carried a leather case. His lips were always pursed 

and he quickened his steps adapting to the hectic pace of the city.         

    Walter walked across the Romer Platz, which was filled with an assortment of men in business 

suits and striped workmen’s clothes heckling or cheering various speakers who stood on 

platforms in the front of the gable houses that formed the city hall. The speakers’ voices ranted 

discordant dogma: 

     “Down with the Prussian Junkers!” 

     “Bolshevism is a Jewish conspiracy!” 

     “Down with department stores” 



   Some comments made Walter’s blood boil. Germany was a place infused with ideas, some of 

them mad, some of them lethal. At one end of the platz, a Goethe statue stood with downcast 

eyes. Poor Goethe!  Every day, the great writer was forced to witness his beloved Germans so 

bitterly divided. 

    Walter stopped at a newspaper kiosk, which hung copies of Die Weltbühne and other 

newspapers and magazines on wire hangers. He paid the vendor eight marks and grabbed an 

edition of the Frankfurter Zeitung. However the vendor, an elderly man, poked his head out of 

the stall like a snake, nudged Walter on the shoulder, and pointed to the sign that posted the latest 

prices. The Zeitung now cost ten marks. The price of the newspaper had gone up another two 

marks. All the prices were increasing. How was a poor student able to live? Was there no end to 

this?  Walter reached in his pocket and took out a two mark copper coin, gave it to the vendor 

and proceeded to scan the headlines. 

    The newspaper contained the latest news on the hunt for the murderers of the foreign minister, 

Walter Rathenau. Walter read through the columns, looking for any clues on who had financed 

the criminals. Rathenau had been a hero to Walter and he had cried when he heard the news of 

his death. The foreign minister had been one of the few capable and sensible men in the Weimar 

government. Many people had admired his leadership – his approach of seeking reconciliation 

with former enemies. However, the right reviled him as a traitor and a Jewish scoundrel. 

    The Zeitung described how the police were trying to track the killers who had eluded capture 

so far. The murderers must be getting help from some powerful ally. As he was reading, he heard 

a chorus in the distance that became louder.  

     We did not call it liberty 

     Where mercy grants us right, 

     When our cunning enemy 

     Is checked today by fright 



 

     There must have been hundreds of laborers in gray striped workmen clothes and women in 

white dresses singing the national anthem and holding up the black-red-gold flags. Yes, 

supporters of the Republic!  Perhaps, reason and justice would prevail. Finally, there was hope. 

Walter let out a yelp, took off his hat, raised it to the marchers, and then started to walk with 

them. 

     An elderly woman, with deeply-lined wrinkles, smiled at Walter, and gave him a small flag. 

She looked like Walter’s own mother and so many other women he had met – ladies who had 

lost sons or husbands to the war, forced to endure starvation and cold, and who had aged beyond 

their years.     

    Walter marched with the protestors through the platz, but then glanced at his wrist watch. He 

was going to be late for work. He should show support for the Republic, yet he couldn’t be late.  

He gritted his teeth, then turned to the old woman and tipped his hat to her. He put the flag in his 

leather case, left the parade and headed for a streetcar. The yellow tram was crowded with 

commuters, but he found an empty seat.  

    Then, he noticed another passenger board. It was the same woman he had seen on the island. 

The swan maiden was on the tram!  Was it destiny?  Realizing he had taken the last empty seat, 

he decided to show he was a gentleman by offering his seat to her. Walter stood up and moved to 

the back of the streetcar. The swan maiden sauntered her way through the commuters and took 

his former seat, but she didn’t acknowledge – or seemed to notice - his kindness. Perhaps, he had 

gotten up too soon. He gripped the hanging bar of the tram tightly taking in her flaxen hair, the 

smoothness of her skin and her pale blue eyes. His swan maiden seemed so delicate. If he saw 

her again, he would try to speak to her.  



    When the car arrived at the street where he worked, Walter rang the bell. The tram screeched 

to a halt and Walter exited from the back. He took one last glimpse at the street car and saw his 

swan maiden was getting off at the same stop. Did she work around here or even at the Institute? 

Walter was curious to see where she would go, but she sat down on a bench and opened her 

purse. He couldn’t wait around for her.  

     Walter headed towards The Frankfurt Social Research Institute. It looked like a baroque 

castle with sandstone bricks and pillars and ivy-covered towers. He walked up the wide, winding 

stairway to his small, narrow office on the second floor, which he shared with another student, 

Heinrich Gleisner.  

     Gleisner sat at his desk rolling tobacco. He constantly constructed cigarettes. If Gleisner had 

borrowed a book from him, Walter would find tobacco leaves in it. On his desk and shelves, 

Gleisner collected congress minutes, party programs, newspapers, and periodicals on worker’s 

movements. On top of one stack was a bust of Karl Marx, which doubled as a paper weight.   

    The two men had become friends and went to biergartens together, although Walter drank 

very little. Gleisner would tell stories of his liaisons with less than reputable ladies, while Walter 

would nod shyly, afraid to admit that his own experience had been rather limited. His office mate 

was the son of a commodities dealer and constantly apologized for his wealth. He was like many 

students at the Institute, the son of a successful Jewish businessman who embraced a Marxist 

socialist doctrine.  

    Walter pulled his chair over to Gleisner’s desk and told him about the protest. “There must 

have been hundreds of people marching.” 

    Gleisner shrugged. “Many people think the Communists killed Rathenau to make him a 

martyr.” 



   “That’s rubbish!” Walter exclaimed. “I think the German people have had enough with the 

violence of the right and will demand action. Maybe some good will come out of Rathenau’s 

death.” 

    Gleisner lit his cigarette with his gold-plated lighter. “Don’t be so naïve. We are a republic 

without Republicans. There are speakers on every street corner and hatred everywhere. Everyone 

hates the Jews, the capitalists, the gentry, the communists, the military, the landlords, the 

workers, the unemployed, the control commissions, the politicians, the department stores, and 

again the Jews. As for Rathenau - I had a great deal of respect for him. However, a Jewish man 

should never hold such a public office, where he would only receive blame and condemnation.” 

    Walter grimaced. “An interesting view for a sociologist!  Perhaps, there is a great deal of hate, 

but there is also love and a need to live together in one civilization. I believe that young people 

of this society are determined not to repeat the mistakes of the past.” 

    “Look at the students. Most of them would rather join the Free Corps than the 

revolutionaries.” 

    “Then we must raise their consciousness,” Walter replied, clenching his fist.     

    Gleisner smirked.  “We have to go.” 

    Walter felt himself sighing. He lifted himself up from his chair like he was a dead weight. 

Another one of those retched meetings! Professors and students would be discussing various 

theorems of Marx’s capital to labor ratios, surmising the inevitable collapse of capitalism 

through depression, hunger, strikes, and revolutions. It was like the left wing academic 

community was waiting for the apocalypse with their arms folded.  

    As they left their office, Gleisner noticed the leather case that Walter was carrying.  “Where 

did you get this?”   



      “It used to belong to Professor Klumpner. His wife bought him a new case so he let me have 

his old one.”   

      Gleisner inspected the brown leather case and pressed his lips. “Umm, it looks like someone 

is a surrogate son.” 

     Walter shrugged. He knew the extra attention he was receiving from his professor and mentor 

would attract jealousy from other students.  

    As they were walking down the stairs, Walter’s swan maiden suddenly appeared and 

ascended. His jaw muscles tightened. She worked at the Institute! Why hadn’t he seen her 

before? He wanted to make eye contact with her, but she didn’t notice him. Walter nearly 

bumped into her and said, “Excuse me,” but she continued on her way. 

   “Who was that?” Walter asked Gleisner. 

    “Who?” Gleisner looked around. “Oh that is Fraulein Kliebenstein. She just started as a 

secretary to Professor Frohmann.” 

    Walter glanced at Kliebenstein as she rushed upstairs, “Haughty woman you think?” 

    Gleisner grinned and patted Walter on the shoulder. “She is a nice woman, maybe a little shy. 

That’s the difference between you and me Walter. You love humanity but don’t like people. I 

hate humanity, but I love people, especially women.” 

 

Chapter 2 – The Meeting   
 

    Walter sat in the backseat of a NSU taxi that traveled in a convoy down a dirt road. Gleisner, 

next to him, kept his legs spread and Walter was pushed against the taxi door. He wanted to ask 

Gleisner to make himself more compact since there were three other people sharing the backseat, 

but Gleisner kept rambling about the hunt for the Rathenou assassins. 



     “Frankly, I think they’ll never find the killers. They’re probably in Sweden by now,” he told 

his colleagues and puffed on his cigarette while Walter coughed. “What do you think, Herr 

Baum?” 

     Walter cleared his throat. “I think public outrage would demand that the assailants be brought 

to justice.” 

     Gleisner laughed, shook his head, and gave a crooked smile. Walter winced. Must Gleisner 

always be smug!  The taxi convoy came to a stop at a wooden warehouse surrounded by willow 

trees at the edge of the Main River. Walter exited the taxi, stretched himself, and noticed his 

swan maiden getting out of another one. Should he talk to her or find someone to introduce 

them? 

    Dozens of men wearing fedora and bowler hats and dressed in suits with high collar shirts and 

women wearing white dresses, gloves, and large straw hats waited for the last taxi to arrive with 

the supplies. When it did, one of the passengers rushed to the trunk and took out a barrel of beer. 

Several men ascended the steps of the warehouse platform and opened up the building shutters, 

which contained four wooden barrels that were used as makeshift tables.  

      “It’s about time,” a voice in the crowd yelled.  Another person took out crates containing two 

dozen glasses and each person grabbed one and headed for the keg. Walter did not move. 

Fraulein Kliebenstein stood by herself. He stared at her and didn’t see the face of a kindred spirit, 

only a woman who didn’t belong, but neither did he. Their eyes met.  

    “I don’t like beer,” he said with a grin. He didn’t want her to think that he stayed back in order 

to talk to her. 

    “Neither do I,” she replied, looking down, and then smiling. 



    She smiled at him?  Perhaps his swan maiden wasn’t so haughty after all. The sun shone 

through the verdure of the willow trees and gave her flaxen hair a heavenly glow. He moved 

closer to her and looked at her soft blue eyes, delicately spaced lashes, and the sprinkle of 

freckles on her face.  

     “I don’t believe we’ve met before.” He took off his bowler hat. “My name is Walter Baum.” 

     She extended her hand. “I’m Caroline Kliebenstein.” 

    “Have you worked at the Institute long?”   

    “About two weeks. I’m Doctor Frohmann’s secretary.”  Caroline rubbed her forearm and they 

looked downstream at the stone bridge and the giant steeple of the Frankfurt cathedral reflecting 

against the mirror-like river.  

    “Oh, Professor Frohmann,”  Walter replied, brushing his hair, putting on his hat again, and 

adjusting his thin tie. “He’s on the committee that will review my dissertation. I hope he is not 

too demanding.” 

     “Well, he does provide challenges, but I have gotten along with him well.” 

     “I understand he ignores you unless you call him Herr Doctor Professor Frohmann.” 

     Caroline laughed. “He’s a bit rigid, but I’m used to it. My father was an officer.” 

     “Oh,” Walter said, intrigued that a daughter of an officer in the Kaiser army would now be 

working at a Liberal Marxist Institute. “He must have some reservations about you being here.” 

    “I haven’t told him those details. Were you in the military?” Caroline asked. 

    Walter hesitated. “Ah, no.” He always felt a sense of embarrassment and fear explaining why. 

He knew many believed that Jews had not served in the military in proportion to their race. “Poor 

eyesight.”  He took off his glasses and showed her the thick lens. Walter wondered if Fraulein 

Kliebenstein would respect him if he didn’t have a military record. 



     “You were lucky. All my male acquaintances who served in the war were killed.” 

     Walter felt a constriction in his throat. Yes, he was indeed lucky to save his own life on a 

worthless and unnecessary war. Was he to feel guilty for those who suffered needlessly? “I’m 

sorry. What a great tragedy!  I lost my brother Fritz.” 

    “I’m sorry too,” Caroline said in a soft voice.   

     Fritz had been a surrogate father to Walter after their father had died. When the war started, 

he had been conscripted into the army. Walter remembered the day his brother was mobilized. 

Dressed in a field gray uniform with a tallis stuck in his knap sack, he looked proud to serve the 

Fatherland.  However, his brother became increasingly bitter at seeing his countrymen die in 

ceaseless waves of attacks. It was he who had encouraged Walter to become an advocate for 

social justice. On his last leave, his brother could barely bring himself to return to the front.  Fritz 

had stood on the platform, unwilling to board until the train started moving. His last words to 

Walter were, “I may fight and die for the old order, but you will fight for the new one.” 

    There was an awkward pause and both Caroline and Walter looked at their colleagues drinking 

their beers. A group of musicians dressed in lederhosen and carrying horns and an accordion 

arrived in a truck and started playing “The Watch on the Rhine.” A few of the students and ladies 

started singing and a couple danced on the docks of the warehouse.  

     “Here’s to the Republic,” someone yelled, raising a mug.  

     “To the downfall of the Republic and the rise of the new order,” Gleisner added. 

    Walter grimaced. “Where are you from?” He noticed that Caroline had a Baden accent, even 

though she attempted a High German tone.       

    “My father was an officer, so we lived in many places, but I was born in Metz.” Walter forced 

a smile. He knew the French had reacquired Alsace Lorraine as part of the Versailles Treaty. 



Caroline shrugged. “I spent my adolescence years in Karlsruhe and my university years in 

Cologne.” 

     Walter raised his eyebrows. “You studied at the university?”   

     “I have a degree in political and social science.” 

     Walter pursed his lips. He had not met many educated women. There were a few women at 

the university and he thought there should be more. “What brought you to Frankfurt?” 

    “I thought I could get a position in social work here, but all I found was secretarial work.” 

    “That’s too bad,” Walter said. He thought of possible opportunities for her. Maybe, she could 

do some research. Perhaps, he could talk to Professor Klumpner.  

      Gleisner appeared with two mugs. “Fraulein Kliebenstein, I have brought you a beer.” 

     “I’m sorry Herr Gleisner, but I don’t drink beer,” Caroline replied. 

     Gleisner offered a mug to Walter. “What about you Walter?” 

     Walter waved him off. “No thank you.”  

    “Well, that leaves more for me,” Gleisner said, taking a drink from each mug. “I see you have 

met Fraulein Kliebenstein.”  

     “Yes I have.” 

     “I told you she wasn’t haughty.” 

    Walter felt a lump in his throat and Caroline looked at him with her mouth slightly agape.  

    “Fraulein Kliebenstein, I must apologize. I made an error.”  Walter was flabbergasted. He 

stared at Gleisner with narrow brows and pressed lips.  

    Gleisner laughed. “Oh don’t worry. I’m sure Fraulein Kliebenstein is not offended. Are you?” 

    Caroline formed a half smile. “Herr Baum, I’m a shy person, and I’m sure some people have 

formed that impression.”   



     Gleisner turned to Caroline. “Did you hear my lecture last week, Fraulein Kliebenstein?”  

    “I’m afraid I didn’t get a chance to,” Caroline replied.       

    “Oh, well you missed out. I was told by many people afterwards that it was one of the best 

lectures they had heard.” 

    Caroline rolled her eyes as Gleisner looked away. “That’s wonderful. I’ve heard great things 

about your lecture too.” Walter was happy to see that someone else found Gleisner to be a bit 

bombastic.  

     “You have?” Gleisner replied, choking on his beer. 

    “All from you, of course,” Caroline said. Walter swallowed to contain his laugh. She was the 

first person who seemed willing to give Gleisner a dose of humility.  

    Gleisner smiled with clenching teeth. “Excuse me, Fraulein.” He then walked away in a huff. 

Walter stared at the retreating Gleisner. He had never seen his colleague so irritated. Caroline put 

her hand over her mouth.  

     Walter tried to fill the void. “Frankly Fraulein, I’m impressed that a woman of your 

background would be willing to work in a liberal institute that is mostly run by Jewish 

professors.” 

    “But Herr Baum, I have sympathy for the Jews. Women and Jews are a lot alike. We are both 

second class citizens.” 

    “Yes, but Germany thinks they can do without the Jews. I’m not so sure they think they can do 

without women.” 

    Caroline laughed. A young man in a suit arrived pedaling a bicycle down the dirt room. Walter 

recognized him as Herr Hoffman, a student he had invited to the gathering. Hoffman jumped off 

his bicycle and shouted to the crowd. “The Rathenau assassins are dead.” 



     “Who were they?” someone asked. 

    “They were two men -- Kern and Fischer,” Hoffman replied, between breaths. “One was shot 

by police, the other shot himself.” 

     Walter exhaled. Finally, the assailants were dead. Perhaps, some good would come out of 

this.    

     “I don’t think the police killed them. Whoever financed them wanted them silenced,” 

someone said. 

     “I think Ludendorff is behind this,” another added.  

     “There has to be a crackdown,” Hoffman said. “The Free Corps has gone too far. Walter, 

what do you think?” 

       “This could be a turning point for the republic,” Walter said.  

      “Don’t be so naïve!” Gleisner responded.  

      “I think Walter is right,” Hoffman countered.   

      “Where there is life, there is hope.” Walter replied, quoting Goethe.  

 

 

*** 

     On Saturday morning, Walter worked for several hours at the Institute in his narrow office 

where a beam of light came in from a high window and created a chiaroscuro dust glow. He 

spent his time scanning ledgers and filled out questionnaires, typing numbers into an adding 

machine, and ringing it up with a lever. Walter was trying to calculate the average annual income 

of indigent mothers. For one year, he had been collecting data to prove his contention that 

illegitimate children and their mothers could be kept together if some type of day shelter and 

kindergarten could be provided so that the mothers could work. There were many social workers 

who argued that these children should be put in foster families. Walter thought it was cruel. It 



had become a personal issue, since his mother had to take care of him and his four siblings after 

his father had died. 

    After completing his work, he went to see his mentor, Professor Klumpner. The professor’s 

office was a musty place with old books cluttering the shelves and floor space and a long black 

desk in front of a large window that overlooked the courtyard of the university. Klumpner could 

view the comings and goings of students and faculty. He was like a guardian of the academic 

womb.  

     It looked like Klumpner had just stepped away because his chair was pushed out.  Walter 

looked at the piles of papers on his desk to see if Klumpner had the first chapter of his 

dissertation.  

     He hesitated. He knew Klumpner was terribly disorganized and he didn’t want the professor 

to lose his only copy. Walter looked around to see if anyone was watching. Perhaps, he could 

just organize it slightly. What harm was there to it? There was a letter from Doctor Van Ark 

from Amsterdam and another from a Doctor Feldstein from America, both unopened. Then, there 

was another letter addressed to Klaus Zurbrück in Stuttgart. The envelope paper seemed a bit 

wrinkled and yellowish and Walter wondered how long it had been on his desk.  

      “Must you organize my papers, Herr Baum?” the professor asked.  

     Klumpner stared at him with one raised eyebrow. Walter felt like a child who had been caught 

stealing candy from the cupboard. “I’m sorry. I was just checking if you had a copy of my 

dissertation.” 

     The professor laughed and slapped his side. Walter had known Klumpner for over five years. 

He had stumbled into one of the professor’s lecture when he had first arrived at the university. 

Back then, Walter didn’t know what sociology was. He had been a yeshiva student, still wore a 



yarmulke, and wanted to further his studies in theology. Walter’s mother had predetermined that 

he was going to be a rabbi like his maternal grandfather and bring honor to the family. He had 

accepted that destiny, never questioning it, but not knowing how he felt about it either until he 

heard Klumpner speak. The professor was not the greatest orator and by the tired looks in the 

audience, it seemed his other students didn’t think so either. However, Klumpner came to one 

point where he talked about the Garden of Eden.  

     “Some people think that is the beginning of original sin. I have a different interpretation of the 

story. I believe it’s the beginning of man’s freedom - freedom to decide his own fate.”  At the 

time, Walter felt his body tremble when he heard the pronouncement. Freedom - what he 

yearned for. He introduced himself to Klumpner after the lecture and told him he had been a 

yeshiva student. The professor related that he also had been one too in a previous life. Walter 

informed him he was studying theology, but couldn’t help but be more intrigued by other 

subjects.  

    To which Klumpner quoted Goethe, “The youth beset by inward passion must find his own 

way.”      

     The professor then invited him to attend lectures by the famous sociologist Weber and other 

professors in the field. Suddenly, the world had opened up. Before, Walter had felt like a man in 

a labyrinth, probing through Talmudic riddles to find meaning. With sociology, he was a man 

rising above the land, discerning the different shapes, and observing humanity. At first Walter’s 

mother opposed his change of direction, but Klumpner wrote a letter to her saying that her son 

showed great promise as a sociologist and would bring honor to the family. That was enough to 

console her. Honor was what his mother craved for her children. However, Walter didn’t have 

the heart to tell that he no longer wore a Tallit katan or attended synagogue.  



    Walter handed Klumpner the letter. “I think you forgot to mail this.”  

    Klumpner held the letter to the light, frowned, and patted down his disheveled graying hair. 

“Oh, that explains that. I thought I had sent a job offer to a colleague. I wondered why he never 

responded. Could you please mail it for me?” 

     Walter contained his laugh and took the letter. Klumpner’s absent mindedness and 

disorganization was legendary.  

     “What did you come to see me about?” Klumpner asked.  

     Walter cleared his throat. “I wanted to see if you read the first chapter of my dissertation.” 

     “Oh yes, I have. It looks promising.” 

     “Thank you, sir. I am hoping to get funding from the Institute.”  

    The Professor rubbed his beard. “Well, I have to take it up with Dr. Frohmann and the 

committee.” 

     “I hope they think it’s worthwhile. I’m worried the institution is headed in a different 

direction. I thought it was founded on discovering the origins of poverty, but now it has become 

preoccupied with Marxism.”  Walter had held discussions with other students. Whenever, he 

mentioned the need for better social institutions and care of the poor, other student responded, 

“First, we need the revolution.” 

     Klumpner looked out his framed window and reflected. “I understand your frustration.” He 

shook his head and exhaled. “I believe Doctor Frohmann’s vision is to diagnose as many social 

ills as possible.” 

     “But, it seems we have become too broad and don’t have a common goal,” Walter replied. 

     Klumpner forced a smile. “You must be patient, Herr Baum, but as for your dissertation you 

have my support.” 



     Walter felt relief. He knew he had to talk to each professor on his committee to get his 

dissertation accepted. Klumpner was just a first step.   

**** 

     After finishing his work, Walter exited the building and saw Fraulein Kliebenstein waiting for 

the tram holding a folded-up umbrella over her shoulder.  

     Walter planned to see a painting he had read about in the newspaper, which has caused quite a 

scandal. A work by Otto Dix was being exhibited that graphically represented a trench scene 

from the “Great War.” Many of the patrons wanted the painting removed. Walter thought about 

asking Fraulein Kliebenstein if she would accompany him, yet he wasn’t sure if he should invite 

a lady to see such a grotesque scene. 

       “Good afternoon, Fraulein Kliebenstein!” he said, raising his hat.  

      “Hello Herr Baum,” she answered brightly. They both looked up at the clouds gathering in 

the sky. “It looks like rain today.” 

      “I think you’re right,” Walter replied. “I was planning to go to the Grüneburgpark, but I think 

I will go to the Staedel instead.” 

     Fraulein Kliebenstein’s eyes lit up. “Oh really, I understand they have an interesting exhibit.” 

     “You mean the one by Otto Dix.” 

     Caroline stepped closer to Walter and lowered her voice. “You heard about it?” 

      Walter held his breath. Fraulein Kliebenstein was proving to be more interesting. “Yes, 

currently they have black curtains around it. Have you seen it?” Walter asked. 

     “No, but I was planning to.”      

    Walter hesitated for a second. “Well, would you care to accompany me?” 

     “Yes, I would if you don’t mind.” 



    Walter offered his arm. “Please, I would be honored.” 

    They walked down the riverside on the way to the museum. A sudden downpour of rain 

caused them to huddle under Caroline’s umbrella and Walter felt his muscle tighten as he rubbed 

shoulders with her.  

     “Do you like art?” Walter asked. 

    “Well as a young girl, my mother took me to the Louvre. She claimed to love Delacroix and 

Jean Louis David, but I think my mother cared more about perceived as cultured.” 

     “What about you?” Walter asked. 

    “You know before the war, I loved to see beautiful landscapes and lovely flowerpots and 

angels, but now all that beauty seems rather frivolous. I want art to say something, to debunk war 

glories and old values.” Caroline said. 

   “I agree,” Walter replied. “As the artist Corot once said, ‘I will paint an angel when I see 

one.’”  

    The Staedel museum was a colonnaded building with a stucco façade that housed classical 

Italian and Dutch paintings. The afternoon crowd consisted of elderly ladies and older gentlemen 

who sauntered from one painting to the next, while Walter and Caroline marched straight to the 

Dix’s work on the second floor.  

    He went up to the painting, looked once at Caroline who nodded her head, unfolded the 

curtain, and stepped back. He felt his muscles tighten, expecting to feel a jolt, yet at first the 

painting seemed incomprehensible. It showed etchings of a soldier, his face covered by a gas 

mask as the sole survivor in a collapsed trench near an overturned dugout. Other corpses were in 

their final stages of decomposition, with a skeleton still hanging from the branch of a tree. In the 

foreground, under tent canvases were some men asleep, or maybe dead. The landscape was 



brimming with corpses, debris, and maimed forms. Everything about the painting was disturbing, 

including the vertical lines and the sky with its swirling reddish clouds. 

     Walter felt nauseous and his eyes watered when he thought about his brother and how he 

must have suffered.  

     Caroline shivered and tried to catch her breath. “My God, I have seen this painting before.”  

    “You have?” Walter asked. 

    “Something like it. At the beginning of the war, we celebrated the mobilization with my 

friends. We were so enthusiastic. I was naïve back then. We all thought the war would be 

glorious, but I had a dream that night that something horrible would happen to the boys I knew. 

They would all end up as corpses on the battlefield. It looks so much like this painting. Do you 

think that odd?” Caroline’s eyes widened. 

     Walter wasn’t sure if he believed in prophecy, but he was touched by her sensitivity. “Not at 

all. There is intuition after all!  Perhaps your subconscious was telling you something.”        

     Caroline turned to him and looked bemused. “Spoken like a Freudian.” 

     “There are many mysteries of the universe yet unsolved, but I believe they can be explained 

through science and reason.” 

     “So what do you think of it?” Caroline asked.  

     A middle-aged couple came up to the painting. The man looked at it for a minute and then 

curled his lip. “The trench is not only badly, but disgracefully painted. This Dix - forgive the 

crude expression - makes you want to throw up.”      

     Walter grimaced. The man was a provincial fool. “I wouldn’t hide the painting at all,” Walter 

said, making sure the couple heard his comments. “It should be hung in the middle of the platz 

for all to see. People should walk by it every day. In fact, I think it should be hung in every town 



and public buildings and military headquarters. We must remind everyone of the terrible cost of 

war and hate.” 

      The man huffed and took his wife by the arm. “Don’t be ridiculous! This painting only 

reminds us of the terrible state of art.” 

     “I think it is magnificent,” Caroline replied.  

     “Oh darling you can’t be serious,” the woman replied, walking away with her husband.  

     Caroline smiled at Walter and giggled. Walter shrugged.  

     “That is the attitude of the generation that led us into this war,” Walter said. “That’s why we 

need to think differently if we are to end all wars.”    

     “Do you think one can end wars?” Caroline asked. 

     “Yes, I believe so. I think people will realize that the destruction of war is far too costly. A 

new ideal will arise and there will be an end of all wars. People will have to work hard for that 

new state of things, but they will achieve it.” 

     “You mean pacifism?” 

     “Yes, if by pacifism you mean more than merely anti-war feeling. It is a new idea, the idea of 

human brotherhood.” 

     Caroline covered her mouth and giggled. “Funny, Herr Baum, you work for an Institute that 

preaches revolution, but you claim to be a pacifist.” 

    Walter stopped and thought for a moment. Should he reveal his true opinions to her and 

confide his doubts about the Institute’s agenda?  “How about a non-violent revolution?  The 

industrialists cannot rule us if we refuse to work and demand our rights.” 

     A gleam came over Caroline’s eyes. “You’re such an idealist.” 



    After going through the exhibit, Caroline excused herself. “I promised to meet a friend for 

tea.” 

     “I will not keep you,” Walter replied. “I thank you for your company.” 

     “I appreciate you showing me this painting. It was most poignant.” 

     They exchanged glances for a minute and Walter didn’t know what to say next. He thought 

about asking if he could see her again. Then he comprehended their height difference and 

realized they could never be a couple. 

     He bowed slightly. “Perhaps, I will see you at the Institute on Monday.” 

     “Yes, Herr Baum, I’m sure you will.” 

    Walter stood on top of the museum steps, watched her depart, and reprimanded himself. Why 

had he not asked to see her again?  Had he missed an opportunity?   

 

 

 

Chapter 3 – The Group 
 

    Caroline hurriedly prepared for the arrival of the patron of the Institute - Herr Hermann Stein. 

She had never met the man and was curious to see this enigma. Herr Stein had earned his fortune 

in pre-war shipping and maintained it with post-war currency speculation. However, he felt 

enough remorse to fund a Marxist-leaning Institute with a utopian desire to re-create civilization. 

He was indeed a paradox, but perhaps so were she and the other members of the Institute. 

     The Institute had never held a reception in its short history and Caroline had to purchase a 

large, fat teapot that looked like it was a combustion chamber with irregular placed spigots that 

must have been designed by a Cubist painter. The teapot stood atop a large oak table, which was 

covered with a checkered cloth that was liberated from a beer garten by one of the Institute 

members. Caroline borrowed from her boarding house, monogrammed cups, saucers, and plates 



painted with pictures of Little Red Riding Hood, Hansel & Gretel, and other Grimm Brothers’ 

fairy tale characters.  

    She made tea and purchased six plum cakes. Several dozen employees of the Institute gathered 

on the parquet floor underneath the chandelier, juggled their cups and plates, and looked out the 

bay window waiting for the patron to arrive. When the great Patron Stein finally appeared, the 

students, professors, and secretaries erupted into obligatory applause, which caused the 

philanthropist to stare at the obsequious faces, shudder, and clutch his walking cane. Stein then 

took Professor Frohmann by the arm and the men walked up the winding staircase to 

Frohmann’s office. The institute members chatted nervously among themselves as they waited 

for the men to return. Realizing she should help manage the situation, Caroline asked employees 

if they would like some tea. She wondered what was going on in the office. Could it be that the 

patron was not happy with the latest direction of the institute?  Faces of the students, employees, 

and secretaries looked at each other with pressed lips, forced smiles, and wide eyes.  

     Ten minutes later, Frohmann and Patron Stein emerged and descended the winding staircase. 

Both men forced smiles. 

      “Members of the Institute,” Frohmann said, stopping in the middle of the stairs. “Herr Stein 

regrets that he has to cut short his visit. He has urgent business to attend to.”  Frohmann then 

looked at the patron, who turned to the crowd.  

   “Gentlemen and ladies, thank you for seeing me today.”  Patron Stein spoke in a soft, nearly 

inaudible voice and making little eye contact with the audience. Caroline wondered how this 

man could be so powerful, yet so timid in front of an audience. “When I agreed to fund this 

institute, all I asked Herr Doctor Frohmann and other members was to figure out how did we get 

here, and how do we obtain salvation. That is all. Thank you.” 



    When Stein finished, he nodded towards Frohmann, who clapped. The other institute members 

followed obediently. Patron Stein put on his bowler hat and quickly departed through the foyer.  

     Caroline had heard that slogan repeatedly since she had started working at the institute and 

was hoping that Stein would provide more insights as to his motives and vision. All in all, he 

seemed rather a disappointment. She expected him to be more charismatic, rather than skittish.  

     Members of the audience started to talk among themselves. Caroline made her way to Dr. 

Frohmann, who was frowning. She wanted to inquire if everything was all right, but she didn’t 

feel comfortable asking him.  

     “Could I get you a cup of tea?” Caroline said. 

      Dr. Frohmann shook his head. “Yes, that would be wonderful.”       

      When she went to fetch it, she noticed Herr Baum talking to other students and devouring a 

large piece of plum cake. Apparently, he was rather fond of them. Caroline thought back to their 

time at the museum together and she wasn’t sure what to make of him. He had high ideals, yet 

maybe he took himself too seriously? 

     She poured the tea and returned to Frohmann. In her brief absence, she saw him talking to 

Professor Klumpner, Herr Gleisner, and some other professors.  

     “Yes, everything is fine. He just had to get to Zurich,” Frohmann kept saying and then 

stepped away from the other men to avoid answering any more inquiries.  

     Caroline handed Frohmann his tea. She wondered if Stein’s escape to Zurich was to get away 

from authorities, who were not happy with his profiteering.  

      “Thank you,” he said. 



       Caroline smiled, trying to calm her agitated employer. They stared out at the other institute 

employees. She could hear Gleisner’s loud voice talking to a student with large black round 

glasses. She then saw Herr Baum slicing another piece of cake.  

     “Poor Herr Baum. He seems to have a weak spot for plum cake.” 

     “Who?”  Professor Frohmann tilted his glasses and looked over to see whom Caroline was 

talking about. “Oh, Herr Baum,” the professor replied, sounding somewhat disinterested. 

     “He seems to be a rather determined young man,” Caroline said. “I wonder what type of 

woman he would end up with. She would have to be patient. ” It occurred to her she was sharing 

a personal thought with Frohmann for the first time. She wasn’t sure if he would approve of such 

a thing, but her employer was always making inquiries as to why she was not married and if she 

intended to be a spinster.   

    “Umm,” Frohmann responded, wiping his lips with his handkerchief and then sponging the 

perspiration on his neck. “I should think a woman could do worse. Herr Baum will be fine. He 

has a lot of ideas and ambitions. You women understand so little about men. That is why most of 

you choose so badly in husbands.” 

    “It is not the quality in our choices, but the quality of what we have to choose from.” 

    “You may have a point. But as for Herr Baum, I would say he is a man of quality.” 

    She was surprised at Frohmann’s assessment. He seemed to have little regard for anyone. His 

only attachment was to the revolutionary Rosa Luxembourg, and he seemed to give up women 

and politics after she was assassinated.  

    Caroline looked back at Herr Baum. She needed to consider him more seriously. “Maybe you 

are correct.”  She thought for a moment. “Perhaps I could introduce him to a girlfriend.” 

*** 



    For two months, Caroline had been trying to organize her own women’s group. She had been a 

member of several during her university years, but wanted to form one on her own terms. 

Caroline believed there were too many dull and submissive women in Germany and was on a 

crusade to have women go beyond the children, the kitchen, and the church, and take a more 

active role in the Republic. She recruited three women whom she believed could use intellectual, 

cultural, and physical stimulation. As part of the group’s activities, Caroline invited lecturers. 

She thought about Herr Baum. Could he be a lecturer, since he was studying sociology?  Would 

he be a good speaker? 

      The next day, she went to Herr Baum’s office. He quickly rose from his seat and hit his knee 

on his desk.   

    “Are you all right?” Caroline asked. 

    “Oh, it is nothing,” Herr Baum replied, trying to cover up his pain. “Fraulein Kliebenstein, it’s 

nice to see you. Can I offer you a chair?” he asked, dragging one from Gleisner’s desk.  

    Caroline raised her palm. “No thank you, I don’t plan to stay long. I came to ask for a favor.” 

     “Yes?” Herr Baum looked up at her.  

     Caroline stooped to de-emphasize their height difference. “Herr Baum, I’ve started a 

women’s group.” 

    “How interesting? What does your group do?” 

     Caroline smiled as he stared at her with raised eyebrows. She felt a tinge of nervousness in 

her voice. “Well, on weekends, we go hiking in the countryside. We also like to meet and talk 

about women’s issues, politics, and the arts. I’m trying to invite guest speakers.” 

      “Really!” 

     “I was wondering if you could talk to us about sociology.” 



     Herr Baum shrugged and hesitated. “Would I have to prepare a speech?” 

    “No, it can be informal. There are just four of us.” 

    Caroline gave him the logistical information. Afterwards, Herr Baum looked like he wanted to 

say something more.  

    “Is there anything wrong?” 

     “Well, some of us couldn’t help but speculate on what was said between Herr Stein and 

Professor Frohmann.” 

    “Oh,” Caroline replied. Frohmann didn’t confide in her, but based on his actions she had a 

good idea. Frohmann was making travel arrangements abroad and drafting letters to potential 

donors. She assumed Herr Stein had reduced the endowment to the Institute. However, she 

couldn’t tell this to Herr Baum or anyone. Perhaps being the daughter of an officer, it had been 

instilled in her to maintain an appearance of confidence and invincibility. 

    “Well, I actually don’t know and it would not be right for me to speculate.” 

    “I’m sorry I asked,” he said with a shrug.  

    “Don’t worry about it,” Caroline replied and waited for him to speak. Herr Baum managed a 

smile.  “Well, I will see you there.” 

    She started to leave and he held the door for her. “I look forward to it.”  Caroline wondered if 

this was a mistake. Perhaps, Herr Baum wouldn’t be comfortable in her group.  

*** 

    On the day of the meeting, Caroline went to the home of Fraulein Kunzenmuller who also 

worked as a secretary at the Institute. Kunzenmuller lived with her parents and the blue striped 

walls of their parlor were adorned with circular and sepia photographs of family members. A 

portrait of General Helmut Von Molke, the hero of the Franco Prussian War, with a wrinkled, 



forlorn face, wearing a spiked helmet, and large epaulets on his shoulders, hung over the mantle. 

Caroline wondered why. Were the Kunzenmuller family reactionaries or simply bourgeois who 

romanticized a bygone era?  Molke had also been a hero to Caroline’s father. He constantly 

recounted stories of various battles that the General had won during the Franco Prussian War. 

Once, when Caroline questioned aggressive German policies, her father retorted by quoting 

Molke as saying “Eternal peace is a dream, war is part of God’s world order.” To Caroline, the 

quote now represented the foolishness of the country’s leaders. 

     Frauleins Honigford and Heckel arrived. Honigford lived in the same boarding house as 

Caroline. She was quiet and polite, with a round apple cheeked face. In her late twenties, she was 

already losing her figure and seemed headed for spinsterhood. Heckel was a petite woman in her 

early twenties, who worked in a dress shop, had her hair cut into a bob, wore an embroidered 

cloche hat, and carried a compact in which she constantly adjusted her makeup.    

    The women waited in the parlor and talked about Kunzenmuller’s engagement.  

    “My parents want me to marry when Kurt has a job and things are settled,” Kunzenmuller 

said. “I tell her that it is simply impossible. I will be an old maid if that is the case.”  

    The other women nodded their heads. “We have to live from day to day and hope for the 

best,” Fraulein Honigford added.  

    Caroline felt her muscles tighten. She worried that the other women would ask if she were 

being courted by anyone. She didn’t even know if she wanted to get married. During the war, she 

had worked for the social worker, Alice Gerstner. Gerstner had been unlike any woman Caroline 

had met. She was a spinster, but was independent and had a career. Caroline had never 

entertained that as an option. However she admired Gerstner’s life as a social worker. The 



woman had helped so many people. Certainly, it was better than her own mother’s frivolous life 

of a socialite. Yet if she pursued a career, would she have to spend the rest of her life alone?       

     “Is your friend coming?” Fraulein Honigford asked. 

    “He should be here,” Caroline said, looking out the front window. 

     “Is he a close friend of yours?” Fraulein Honigford asked.  

    “He is an acquaintance. We work at the Institute. He is a rather nice man.” Caroline looked at 

Fraulein Heckel to see if she was interested.  

     Through the white sheer curtains, Caroline saw Walter opening up the iron gate of the front 

yard. “Here he is.” Caroline stood up, went to the door, and greeted him as he took off his hat 

and smoothed his hair. “Oh, Herr Baum, I am so glad you could make it.” 

    He bowed. “I’m sorry I’m late.” 

   “That is not a problem. Please come in.”  Caroline introduced him to the members of the 

group. He shook each woman’s hand and looked at Caroline each time.    

    “Would you like some tea?”  Caroline asked.  

    “Yes, please,” he replied.  

    Walter sat down slowly on the sofa between Kunzenmuller and Honigford. Caroline handed 

him a cup and saucer and watched him try to balance them. Caroline and Fraulein Heckel seated 

themselves opposite.  

    “So tell me, Doctor Baum,” Fraulein Honigford asked. 

    “I’m not a doctor yet,” he interrupted. 

    “Oh, well Herr Baum, what is sociology?”   

    Walter paused and then calmly spoke. “Well, sociology is the study of people’s interaction 

with society and culture.” 



    “How is that different from psychology?”  Fraulein Heckel said. 

    “Psychology focuses on one’s internal development. Sociologists study the behavior of the 

individuals and groups and how society shapes these behaviors,” Walter replied, waving with his 

free hand and balancing his tea cup and saucer. Caroline watched the exchange between Heckel 

and Walter to see if there was an attraction, but Heckel’s eyes turned away from him.  

    Kuzenmuller edged forward and said in a hushed tone. “Do you study Sigmund Freud?” 

    Walter grinned and then tried to suppress it. Caroline worried that her ladies were a little too 

provincial and Walter might become condescending. “We study him, but again he is more 

focused on man’s internal development. Sociology believes man is like a balloon and therefore is 

shaped by cultural pressures. We study social, government, and cultural organizations and their 

effects.” 

     “What is the goal of sociology?” Kunzenmuller asked. 

     “To educate and transform the person who is enslaved, and thereby needy, into a free and 

valued member of the community,” he replied, looking at Kunzenmuller and then turning to 

Caroline and smiling. Caroline felt her face flush, looked downward, and put her hair behind her 

ear.    

     Kunzenmuller shrugged. “How do you hope to accomplish this?” 

     Walter put his cup and saucer on his lap and Caroline worried that he was going to spill it. 

She thought about taking the cup from him. “Through personal contact, through advice and help; 

we aspire to free the endangered person from enslavement, illness, danger of infection, 

economic, or mental distress.”   

    Caroline relaxed. Herr Baum seemed to be doing well with the group. She had not seen this 

side of him where he spoke calmly and listened patiently.  



      Kunzenmuller tapped her hand on the arm rest. “That sounds very theoretical Herr Baum. 

What is a practical example?” 

      Walter paused, sipped his tea, and said in a somber tone, “Well, about a year ago, a widowed 

mother was put on trial when her young child died when she left him alone. The woman claimed 

she had no choice. She had to work or the child would starve. I ask what kind of society would 

allow that.  The state should have been put on trial not her.”  

    “What happened to the woman?” Caroline asked. She immediately wanted to form an 

organization to free her if she was imprisoned.  

    “She was acquitted. Unfortunately, she died shortly afterwards. I’m afraid the guilt must have 

been too much for her.” 

    The ladies simultaneously cast their heads downward. “I’m so sorry,” Fraulien Heckel said. 

“Such a tragedy.” 

     “I know it was a terrible thing,” Walter replied, clenching his fist. “We have to prevent further 

tragedies like this. We have left a million children with no fathers, and little help for widowed 

mothers left to support them. We need to provide care facilities for these children so that the 

mothers can work.” 

    Caroline’s eyes moistened. During the war, she had worked with many indigent mothers and 

knew of their struggles. She observed the other women looking at each other with teary eyes. 

     Fraulein Honigford caught her breath and asked. “Herr Baum - You are rather passionate 

about this issue. I’m curious as to why?” 

     Walter crossed his legs. “My father died when I was young and my mother had to support 

five children. She managed to get by, but there were nights we didn’t have much food on the 

table. I don’t want to see other children suffer.”  



    The ladies nodded their heads and Caroline knew that Walter was making an indelible 

impression on them. Perhaps, her friends would be moved to more action.  

   The discussion lasted another half hour. Caroline then thanked him for coming and Fraulein 

Kunzenmuller and Honigford escorted him to the front door.    

   After he departed, Caroline put her hand on Heckel’s shoulder and asked, “So what did you 

think?”  

     Heckel blinked her eyes several times. “He is a very nice speaker. Is he your lover?” 

     Caroline raised her eyebrows. “No, what makes you say that?”  She knew many of her girl 

friends had taken lovers, but she had lived at home during her university years and thought it 

would be difficult. Still what was keeping her now?      

      “It just seemed like it.” Heckel shrugged her shoulders. 

      “Well he is not. Would you be interested in being courted by him?” 

      Heckel raised her hand to her chest. “Not at all!”   

      “Why not?” 

      “I am only interested in tall men.” 

      “But Fraulein Heckel, you are a small woman yourself.” 

      “That is why. I don’t want to have small children.” 

     After that, Caroline gave up the idea of matchmaking. As far as she was concerned, she and 

Herr Baum would just be friends, and their romantic lives would be their own responsibilities.  

*** 

    Several days later, Caroline was riding a tram to work where she heard two elderly ladies 

talking, “The policeman had three children. His poor wife!” 

     “Things have gotten out of hand. There has to be order.” 



      Caroline wondered what the fuss was about. When she stepped off the tram, she noticed 

smoke coming from the western part of the city. She purchased a copy of the Zeitung where a 

headlined article reported that a policeman had been murdered by a mob. A group of officers had 

gone to a black market location to break up the illegal drug trade. However, the residents 

believed the police wanted to prevent them from obtaining extra rations of food. A mob cornered 

several of the officers and threw one of them into the Main River. They threw so much debris on 

the policeman that he drowned.  

     Caroline covered her mouth. Could this city be breaking out in anarchy? She remembered the 

chaos at the end of the war with riots in the city and soldiers mutinying – her own father had 

epaulets torn from his uniform.  

     When Doctor Frohmann arrived at the office, she handed him the paper before he had a 

chance to take off his overcoat.  

     “Terrible thing,” Frohmann said, staring at the headlines as he unbuttoned his coat.  

    Caroline took the newspaper from him and hung it up on the wooden rack. “Still, I worry that 

people will over-react. Many of these people were starving and thought the police were breaking 

up the black market.”   

     “I agree. I got a call this morning from the Rector’s secretary. Apparently, he wants the 

faculty and students to attend an assembly this afternoon to address this.” 

     “For what purpose?” 

     Frohmann shook his head, his face becoming blustery. “I don’t know. I don’t trust Rector 

Schmidt. He’s a reactionary. However, I won’t be able to attend. I have to catch a train for 

Cologne. I’ll need you to represent me.” 



   Caroline wondered why she would be given such a role. What could she possibly do as 

secretary?  She wondered if Frohmann thought it too trivial to send someone important.      

*** 

   The assembly was held in a lecture hall usually reserved for students of medicine. It was a 

large amphitheatre with chairs and long desks and Caroline had to climb the steep steps to find a 

seat. She felt her legs easily ascending, something she had learned to do during her summers at 

her Oma’s vineyards, which were carved into the sides of hills. Pictures of skeletal human 

figures hung on the walls and a skeleton stood in one corner. More and more students filed in, 

most of them males with blustery red faces. They filled the seats and the other students sat on the 

steps. Caroline shivered when she saw four young men appear in brown shirts, looking like the 

paramilitary Free Corps. She had seen these people in the countryside on her hiking trips, but 

never in liberal Frankfurt.  

     “We need to give these people a thrashing they have never seen,” she heard the young man 

with big ears in front of her say. Voices were boisterous and filled with bravado. Caroline had 

not seen this type of spirit since the summer of 1914 when Germany went to war and her fairy 

tale existence came to an end. Back then, she was one of those people who believed in the 

greatness and destiny of Germany, the omnipotence and benevolence of the Kaiser, and adult 

assurances of a quick and decisive victory. In the years that followed, she saw countless male 

friends and acquaintances sent to the front to be slaughtered, the deprivation of the home front, 

and the poverty of so many widows. Since then, she was always incredulous about what she was 

told. It seemed the old people had no wisdom and it was up to the young to be the product of a 

new enlightenment and to create a better society. Yet, she saw these so-called enlightened men 



conversing in saber rattling-rhetoric and her heart sank at the thought of more bloodshed and 

apocalyptic doom.             

     The Rector of the University appeared before the crowd, dressed in a double breasted suit, 

wearing a monocle and a pompous frown. From her chair, Caroline stared down at the Rector’s 

closely-cropped hair and bullish neck. The Rector read from his notes that he laid on a table, 

which was usually reserved for cadavers.    

    “As you know, students,” he said to the assembly with narrowed brows and pressed lips. 

“There has been a riot in the city. We have striking workers who are unpatriotic and have caused 

chaos. Our police force is undermanned and cannot control the rioters. We need volunteers to 

form an auxiliary police force. Those who volunteer to participate in this struggle will receive 

credit for their lost studies as well as all possible consideration in their future exams.” 

     The crowd stomped in approval, causing a thunderous boom that shook the room. Caroline 

felt her heart racing. She knew the actions of the mob were wrong, yet she had sympathy for the 

starving workers. People were asking for order, but what about justice?  Then a lone figure 

pushed his way through the crowd and appeared on stage. Caroline could only see a glimpse of 

his shoulders and back. 

    “Fellow students,” the voice screamed in a shrill voice. “This is a great tragedy. The actions of 

the mob are wrong, but these people are starving and felt threatened by the police. We cannot 

answer violence with violence. It would be an immoral act to fire upon these people.” 

    Caroline recognized the voice as Herr Baum’s - Walter’s. Had he gone mad?  

    “Scoundrel! Pig! Kill him! Criminal agent! ” the crowd yelled back. A group of people 

grabbed Walter and dragged him out of the auditorium. Caroline shrieked in horror. They’re 

going to kill him.  



     She rushed after them, hoping to prevent the mob from tearing him apart. When she ran 

outside, she saw that they had thrown Walter down a hill. She saw him tumble down like a 

boulder. Some of the students wanted to run after him, but they were stopped by faculty 

members, who urged calm.  

     “Students, gentlemen, please!”     

    The student with big ears, who had stood in front of Caroline, yelled, “That will teach you, 

you traitor.”  The students started returning to the auditorium.  

    Caroline ran after Walter and reached him as he recovered from his fall.  

    “Are you all right?” she said, holding his shoulders. 

    “I think so,” Walter replied, examining his glasses. “The frame is bent, but the glasses are not 

broken.” 

    “Can you walk?” 

    “Yes.”  He stood up and grimaced in pain. “I think my ankle is sprained.” 

     Caroline looked around. There were still a few students at the top of the hill. “We have to get 

you out of here.” She assisted him in walking through a damp alley, while Walter hobbled on the 

cobblestone. They got to a waiting tram in which the operator came out to assist him. Caroline 

wondered what the man must be thinking. Could he alert the authorities of suspicious activities? 

     “Oh Walter,” she said, using the familiar du form. “You shouldn’t have tried to carry me. I 

told you not to.” Walter’s jaw dropped, not comprehending her cover story. Caroline turned to 

the tram operator. “He’s so stubborn. Look at him. Fell down and sprained his ankle.” 

      “These things happen,” the tram operator replied.  

       They helped him aboard and Walter settled on the bench and tried to contain his laugh.  

Caroline took Walter to her boarding house. 



     “Here, let’s go to my room,” Caroline had a room on the first floor, where she had a small bed 

and a sofa covered with needles and layers of cloth. She removed them and had Walter sit on the 

sofa and put his leg on a foot stool.  “Wait here!” 

     “I wasn’t planning on leaving,” Walter said, looking exhausted from the hobbling.  

Caroline rubbed her sore shoulder and went to the kitchen to look for something to treat Walter’s 

wound. She knew the landlady maintained gauzes and iodine in the cupboard. During her 

summer visits, Caroline had seen her Oma treat sprains with an application of iodine and 

wrapping the ankle with a cotton splint. 

      When she returned, she could see Walter scanning her room. “You sew?” 

    Caroline had purchased a turquoise cloth and dress patterns from a department store to sew a 

straight line dress for herself. “When I was young, my parents sent me to finishing school, even 

though I wanted to go to the university. I lasted only a couple of months before I ran away to live 

with my Oma, but I did learn to sew while I was there.”   

    “You are a woman of many talents,” Walter replied. He noticed framed photographs on 

Caroline’s night table. “Are these relatives?”  

     “Yes,” Caroline said. “Roll up your pant leg.” She examined Walter’s purple bruise on his 

ankle and began to apply the iodine. She was astonished at his hairiness and wondered if she 

should shave some of it off before she applied the bandage. “It looks badly bruised.” 

     “Ah, who is that?” Walter said, gritting his teeth and pointing to the gold framed pictures on 

her side table where Caroline kept the family photographs. 

     “That’s my father,” Caroline replied. The photograph was a profile of the Major in his field 

grey uniform with double brass buttons on his lapel.  

     “He looks very noble.”  



     Caroline wondered if Walter approved of him and her family. Perhaps, her father was full of 

pompousness, yet she still loved and respected him. Despite his strict ways, he had always made 

it a point to spend time with her - more so than her mother. 

    “I’m sure that was the intent,” Caroline replied, laughing to herself. Her father always tried to 

maintain a tremendous sense of dignity, yet could easily be embarrassed. She remembered at the 

outbreak of the war, overhearing her father telling her mother that they could no longer have 

sexual relations while troops were dying in the field and her mother breaking out in hysterical 

laughter, while her father’s face became completely red.  

        “And who is this regal lady?” Walter asked, pointing to a tall woman in a long black dress 

with a high collar, standing next to a wolfhound. 

    Caroline felt a glow inside her and started to wrap Walter’s foot and ankle. “That’s my Oma. I 

don’t know if I would call her regal, more sly like a fox. I call her the great fixer. She convinced 

my parents to let me attend the university.” 

     Walter shook his head. “You seem to know how to take care of a wound.” 

      “For a time, I wanted to be a nurse, but my mother told me that women of my class do not 

clean bed pans. So I had to take some secretary classes instead.” She finished wrapping his leg. 

“You need to stay off your ankle for a while.” 

    “I still need to get to work and finish my dissertation.” 

     Caroline recoiled. Was Walter so naïve not to know there would be repercussions? His whole 

academic career could be ruined. “Don’t you realize you are probably going to get expelled from 

the university if the Rector finds out who you are?” 

    Walter’s eyes briefly moved from side to side, but then he pressed his lips. “I know, but at 

least I adhered to my principles.” 



     “You foolish boy.”  She looked him over. He was a small man with large courage. She kissed 

him on the cheek. 

 


