2
3 2
Trimmerliteratur (Rubble Literature)
2
Defence
of Rubble Literature 1
13 2
113 ” n l, 13 ” (Sehen)
” 2
1Heinrich Boll, © Defence of Rubble Literature,” in Missing Person, trans. Leila Vennewitz

(New York: McGraw-Hill Book Company, 1977), pp.126-131.

- 20( : ' , 2539), 282.
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1] 1] ?

41

1 n 3

Traveller,if You Come to Spa...

(Bendorf)

Traveller, If You Come to Spa... 4

3Heinrich Boll, “The Place Was Incidental,” in Missing Person and other Essays, trans. Leila
Vennewitz (New York: McGraw-Hill, 1977), p. 35-39.
4 Heinrich Boll, Traveller, if You Come to Spa..., trans. John Bedball and Mervyn Savil

(Cologn: Friedrich Middelhauve Verlag,1950) p. 65.



Traveller,if You Come to Spa...

3

“Bring the dead in here. Have you any dead ?”

“Hell,” shouted the driver, “don,t you black out any more ?”

“l could see it throuhg the blackout. There was a glow
and a rumble behind the black curtains, red behind black as
in a stove which had just been stroked up with coal. Yes, |

could see that the city was on fire all right.” 6

Traveller, if You Come to Spa...

5 Ibid., P 47.
6 1bid., p. 57.
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(Simonides)

(Thermopylae)

“ If, traveller, thou shouldst come to Sparta,
announce there that thou hast seen USlying

here as the law commanded.” 7

. for then the car rose and fell like a ship in a sea 8

was floating again, now past the door,and - as | floated past...9

7Klaus Zobel, Introduction, Traveller, if You Come to Spa..., p. 11.
8Heinrich Boll,Traveller, if You Come to Spa..., p. 53.

9 Ibid., p. 63.
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Then | though of how many names would be inscribed on
the war memorial if they consecrated it again with an even bigger
golden Iron Cross and an even bigger stone laurel-wreath, and
suddenly | knew . If | were really in my old school, my name would
also stand on it...carved in stone, and in the school calender
after my name would be written: “ Went from school into the Army
and died for...

But | did not know what for... “ 10

It all seemed so cold and indifferent to me that |
felt they might have carried me through the museum
of a dead city, through a world which to me was as
apathetic as itwas alien, although my eyes recognized

it, but only my eyes. 1L

(Fred)

Traveller, If You Come to Spa...

Traveller, If You Come to Spa...

Dlbid., p. 59

" Ibid., p. £3.
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And Where Were You, Adam?

Episode

(Feinhals)

1

(Rhine)

( llona )

1, , ( Lo 2543),
124-125.



(Flink)

(Schniewmd)

(Greek)

(Bauer)

And Where were You, Adam?

12



... and when the men were standing at attention again,
tired and hungry, thirsty, fuming and fed up with this dame war,
(...) and they had the same though how thirsty they were, how
badly they needed something to drink and eat, or to sleep or

smoke a cigarette.13

Off they march, into the darkness, and he moved without
wanting to: what he really wanted was to drop, but he
marched on, without wanting to, the weight of his body forcing

him to straighten his knee,... 4

Feinhals ran over to join the others and found the water
supply right away: a rusted iron pipe with a leaky garden faucet
among some scrawny pine trees, and the water ran out in
a stream no thicker than half the size of alittle finger, but even
worse was the fact that about ten men were standing there,

shoving, cursing, and pushing away each other's mess bowls."&

3Heinrich Boll, And Where Were You, Adam 2, trans. Leila Vennewitz, pp. 8-9.
#1bid., pp. 13-14.

5 Ibid., p. 13.



And Where were You , Adam?

' ? (Bressen)

(Ginzler) (Schniewind)

The thing he had always encouraged and considered

of prime importance were : route marches, standing at attention,

4



about-turns executed with maximum precision.

You' re tired, | realize that, but it can’t be help 7

(Tokay) 1
(Ginzler)

BIbid, p. 23.

1 Ibid., p. 11.

(Moll)

75
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16

(Brecht) ?

Feinhals : ‘That’ right - he must have been kneeling over his
suitcase.’
Brecht :'Contrary to regulations, * said the second lieutnant, but

his own joke seemed to turn sour on him." 18

And Where were You, Adam?

(Schneider)

(Schmitz) (Bauer)

Ibid,, p. go.



He was no hero, he had never said he was, fact
he knew he wasn't (...) unaware that he was being brave.
And then he was thrown off the machine and his whole skull
was ripped open, (...) He had no idea, of cause, that a
court-martial had been instituted against him on the
grounds of self-mutilation because he had removed his steel

helmet while underfire and, what was more, while on motocycle. 9

* Ibid., p. 48.
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(Berchem)

And Where were You, Adam?

And most people made the mistake of assuming that
a piece of shiny metal on the chest or at the neck could change
the man who wore it. They seemed to believe that a stupid fellow
could become intelligent and weakling strong if at some
prominent spot on his uniform he were hung with a decoration,
which he may very possible have earned. But Berchem had
realized this wasn't so: if it was possible to change a man by

way of a decoration, then it could only be for the worse. 2

The Clown And

Where were You, Adam ? 12

The Clown

 \bid., p. 146.



42

19

and all they ever thought about was fried eggs,
cognac, cigarettes and fooling around with the maid in the
kitchen. Sometimes they became official, i.e., pompous : they
would assemble in front of our house, the officer would stmt
up and down, sometimes even tuck his hand into his tunic like
a fourth-rate actor impersonating a colonel, shout something

about “final victory.” Embarrassing, ridiculous, senseless.2l

Traveller, if you come to Spa...

2L Heinrich Boll, The Clown, trans.Leila Vennewitz, p. 241.



...and everything eles came inevitably : the Greekhoplite,
gay yet dangerous, looking like a feather cock, and in the well
itself - the walls here were painted yellow - the whole portrait

gallery, from the Great Kurfurst to Hitler... 2

And Where Were You, Adam?

7

( Filskeit )

-his life had been spend in stifling chastity- much of it,
when he was alone, in front of the mirror, in which he vainly
sought beauty and nobility and racial perfection, combinded

with something that completely paralysed him :faith. 23

SS

Heinrch Boll, Traveller, if You Come to Spa..., trans. Leila Vennewitz ,p. 49.

Heinrich Boll, And Where were You, Adam 2, trans. Leila Vennewitz, p. 114,
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That smiles oflthe saint ' seemed to say : futile-futile- but
| love you. He did not want to be loved, and his hatred of those
anthems and that priest’s smile steadily increased, and
when the Concordia diamissed him he left the church choir. He
would thing of that smiles, that elusive severity, and that ‘Jewish’
look of love, as he called it, which seemed to him both down-to-earth

and loving, and his breast was devoured by hate and torment... 24

* bid., p. 105.
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As soon as she started to sing, silent fell, outside as well.
Filskeit stared at her : she was beautiful (...) when he was alone in
front of the mirror, in which he vainly sought beauty and nobility
and racial perfection - here it was : beauty and nobility and
racial perfection, combined with something that completely

paralysed him :faith.5

The seven shell were intended for Weideshiem and it *
environs, and Sergeant major Schniewind had decided to
punish the people of Weideshiem for their lack of patriotic feeling.

A white flag was something he could not stomach.%

(Heribert Kremp) Group Portrait with Lady

25 Heinrich Boll, And Where Were You, Adam ?, trans. Leila Vennewitz, p. 114,
% Ibid.,p. 148.
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(Pelzer)

(Holthohne)

And we mustn't forget that during the first few months of
the war those boys were treated like heroes, besieged by women -
but then, the longer the war went on, losing a leg became more and
more run-of-the mill, and later on the one with two legs simply had

better luck than the ones with only one leg or none 2

The Au.

The Au.

" Heinrich Boll, Group Portrait with Lady, trans. Leila Vennewitz, p.196.



And Where Were YOU, Adam ?

The Clown 2

1945 n

(Bonn)

She gave little laugh and said: “Outing? Nonsense.
She has gone to Bonn to volunteer for the Flag.(...)again she said
in her soft voice  You do see, don't you, that everyone must do

his bit to drive the Jewish Yankees from our sacred German



soil.” She look across at me, | had a strenge feeling, then she
looked at Leo in the same way, and it seemed to me she was

on the verge of sending US both off to the front to fight the
Jewish Yankees. “Our sacred German soil,"she said (...) | felt
like laughing, but I burst into taers, threw down my fruit knife and

ran upstairs to my room. B

16

1 , (Herbert
Kalick) 14
10 !
“Superman"2 ' “ You Nazi
swine!” 3
(Lévenich)

Heinrich Boll, The C|OWﬂ, trans.Leila Vennewitz, p. 17.
Dibid., p. 18.

D Ibid., p. 19.
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“ You can
see he doesn’t know what he is doing, he doesn't realize—if he did, 1 would have to turn

my back on him. " 3 1 “ We've got to be ruthless, ruthless.” 2

The Clown

B (Wieneken)

«

3 Ibid., p. 20.

2 Ibid., p. 20.



( Patriotism)

He showed real spirit, shouted at the officer and the
officer shouted back(...) My father said : “Before anything
happens to these women you will have to shoot me—go ahead”
and he actually unbuttoned his jacket and stuck out his chest

at the officer... 3

“sacred German soil”

This concern for the sacred German soil is somehow
comical when you realized that a good proportion of brown-coal
mining shares has been in the hands of our family for two
generations. For seventy years he Schniers have been making
money out of the scooping and digging the sacred German soil
has had submit to ; villages, forest, castles fall in the path of the

dredgers like the wall of Jericho. 3%

(

)

87

“Songs of

Ibid., p. 241,
3 Ibid., p. 18.



Devotion and Patriotism "

and when we turned in alarm to the window Bruhl would
ask us if we knew what it meant. By that time we knew : another
deserter had been shot up there in the wood. “That’'s what will
happen to all those,” said Bruhl, “who refuse to defend

our sacred Germansoil from the Jewish Yankees.3®

The Clown

I had seen a few of those “Jewish Yankees”: they were
brought down by truck from the Venus Mountain to an assembly
point in Bonn : they looked frozen, scared, and young. If the
word Jew conveyed anything at all to me, then it was someone
more like the Italian, who looked even more frozen than the

American, much too tired to be scared.

Ibid, p. 16,
Ibid') pp' 17'18.
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Group Portrait with Lady

There were even branches of the SS that disclaimed
their reputation as executioners! Correspondence ensued
between the SS and the glorious German Army in which each
side tried to palm off the dead onto the other, like so

many rotting potatoes! 3

" (Albert Camus)

“absurde” “absurd”

37 Heinrich Boll, GI‘OUp Portrait with Lady, trans. Leila Vennewitz, p. 238.



And Where were You, Adam?

Traveller, if You

Come to Spa...

the silence there was only the occasional shot to be
heard (...) just a token that the war was still on; they rose
like alarm signals that burst some where, exploded, and

announced in the silence :‘ War, this is war. Lookout: war 1 3B

“ ‘D’you know the password?’

‘No.’

‘Victory. That's the password: victory.’

And he repeated softly: ‘Victory. That's the password:

victory,” and the word tasted like tepid water on his tongue.

Heinrich Boll, And Where were You, Adam ? trans. Leila Vennewitz, pp. 139-140.

Ibid., p.14.



( Schmitz )
m Far,
‘ he said with a sigh, ‘ far doesn’t mean a thing in this war..."4 “* They've come a
long way,lsaid Schmitz. ' Look how tired the horse are. it's useless to run away; at that

speed they’ll never escape the war.” ” 4

3
?
( Moall ) ' ( Bauer)
SS
!
He felt ridiculous, holding the flag like that in front of
himself as if he were in a parade, and he could feel that
his blood was fear. Just plain fear. He walk stiffly,(...)
like a puppet, holding the flag in front of himself.2
4 lbid., p. 38
4 Ibid., p. 40

4 1bid., p. 49.



The Russians knew only that the shell had not come
from them, and the man with the flag had suddenly vanished
in acloud of dust. Shortly after that they started pounding
away at the building in afrenzy (...) they had not fired their
gun for a long time, and they sawed through the thin fagade
until the building toppled forward. It was not until later that

they noticed there had not been a single shot from the other side.43

? (Greek) 4 6

“ Ibid., p. 50.
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He dislike the war. The war made new demands on him.

It was no longer enough to be a qualified attorney, to have

a good position with chances of promotion.#4

A shell landed in the cesspool, a wave splashed

over him, soaking him with that disgusting liquid; he could
taste it on his lips, and he sobbed more bitterly than ever

(...) But he could crawl no farther, the pain was paralysing
him, he lay where he was(...) Only his tears seemed important
and real to him as they flowed freely down his face into the
muck, that muck he had tasted on his lips - straw, excrement,
mud, and hay. He was still sobbing when a shell hit the centre
oeam of a barn roof, and the great wooden structure with

its bales of pressed straw collapsed and buried him.%

Ibid., p. 64.
% Ibid., p. 97.
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46

«

He smiled again but sudenly threw himself to the ground
and knew it was too late. Pointless, he thought, how utterly
pointless...He crawled quickly towards the house, heard
the seventh shell being fired, and scream even before it
landed, he screamed very loud, for several seconds, and
suddenly he knew that dying was not that easy - he screamed
at the top of his voice until the shell struck him, and he rolled in
death onto the threshold of house. The flagpole snapped, and

the white cloth fell over him .46

The Clown (Hans Schnier)

bid., p. 157.
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. .1945

(Georg)

16

. .1962

“Nothing”

(Henriatta)
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96

(Leo) ? f (Herbert Kalick)

14

a small Freckled boy called Georg. He blew up himself
and the Apollo with a bazooka which he let off by mistake.
Herbert Kalick’'s comment on this accident was laconic :

“What a good thing Georg was an orphan. 4

Group Portrait with Lady (Leni Gruyten)

The Au. ( The Auther) 45

“"Heinrich Boll, The Clown, trans. Leila Vennewitz, p 20.
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97

(Heinrich Gruyten)

17
? (Erhart Schweigert)

The Au.

20
1 ,
1
I (Margret)
The Clown

Well, and soon after that he was dead. What a crazy,
crazy waste.” When asked how the surprising word ‘ waste’ had
occurred to her in this context, Margret replies (typed verbatim
from the tape): ‘Well, you see, all that education, all those good

looks, all that masculine vigour-and twenty years old...8

** Heinrich Boll, Group Portrait with Lady, trans. Leila Vennewitz, p. 59.



And Where Were You, Adam ?

Schneider had almost nothing to do....and it was very
pleasant to sit by the window 1look out at the sky or onto the
road, and get drunk; intoxication was a long time coming,
Schneider had to fight hard for it; it was necessary - even in
the morning - to comsume a considerable quantity of schapps

order to reach a state in which boredom and futility became

bearable.®

** Heinrich Boll, And Where Were You, Adam 2, trans. Leila Vennewitz, pp. 26-27.
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( Suchan )

%



...and they all did the same thing, for three years : loaf
around, drink beer, play card, and lounge about up there in
the attic or over in the meadow, and stroll uselessly around

the forest with their rifles on their backs. 3

( Wenzel)

They had been stationed here for three years now,
these soldier, always eight men, doing nothing(...) They ate well,
slept a lot, and had plenty of money, and she often thought that
maybe Wenzel Suchan had been taken away, all those years
ago, todo nothing in another country - Wenzel, whom she badly
needed, who could work and liked to work. They had most
likely taken him away to do nothing in that country called rumania,

to wait around doing nothing until he war killed by a bullet.5L

Ibid., p. 119.

H Ibid., p. 121.



...then the bridge blew up. There was not much a crash,
nothing whizzed through the air; there was a rending sound,
then an explosion like a few hand grenades, and they heard t
he heavy roadway smacking into the water. They waited another
moment or two until the little lieutenant said: ' that’s it.” They
stood up and looked at thebridge: the concrete piers were still
standing, the catwalk and roadway had been neatly blown
away, only across on the other side one section of railing still
hung in the air.(...) bit in the two houses nothing stired. All
they could hear was a woman weeping, but it sounded

like the old woman.®

Group Portrait with Lady
And Where were You, Adam ?

Where were You, Adam ?

Group Portrait with Lady

5 Ibid., p. 136-137.
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Group Portrait with Lady
(Walter Pelzer) Sunny Boy

1 1

19 Quatermaster Corp.

“Somehow it seemed a shame, really, that almost
everything went for the dead and hardly anything was left

for the living 33

Sonny Boy

* Heinrich Boll, Group Portrait with Lady,trans. Leila Vennewitz, p. 155.
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A later generation may wonder hoe it was possible,
in 1942-3,for wreath to be considered war-essential. The
answer is: so that funerals might continue to be conducted
with as much dignity as possible.(...)and they were in
demand and important to the psychological conduct of the

war.%

Gone But Not Forgot

* Ibid,, p. 147.
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Traveller, If You Come to Spa...

104
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Bendorf

It all seemed so cold and indifferent to me that | felt
they might have carried me through the museum of a dead
city, through a world which to me was as apathetic as
it was alien, although my eyes recognized it, but only my

eyes.%

?
Group Portrait with Lady
Group Portrait with
Lady Traveller, If You Come to
Spa...

Heinrich Boll, Traveller, if You Come to Spa..., trans. Mervyn Savil and John Bednall, p.
63.
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“ No speaka da German" %

Luigi Manzoni

(Identification Paper)

(Bogakov)

(Schiémer)

** Heinrich Boll, Group Portrait with Lady, trans Leila Vennewitz, p. 255.
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(Ernst Wilhelm Keiper)

“...which of my husbands d’you mean - Ernst Wilhelm?
He died twice, you know, once in hospital and a second time

in some godforsaken hole called Wurselen.” &

" Ihid., p. 244,
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(Birgeler)

?

Traveller, If You Come to Spa..

108

Group Portrait with Lady
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The Au.

“One woman sent a little girl, maybe five year old toward
us with some bread and milk, a really sweet little Natasha -
she must have hought they wouldn’t do anything to a sweet
little kid like that, carying milk ajug and bread her hand,
but nothing doing - machine gun - and our Natasha was as
dead as any of the others, and there was milk and blood

and bread on the ground." 3B
The Au.

“Coffee Incident  Group portrait with lady

“Coffee Incident”

* Heinrich Boll, Group Portrait with Lady, p. 2s3.



. 1944

?

“Violation of the war economy”

“For Leni that was the most natural thing in the world,
to offer a cup of coffee to someone who had no cup and no
coffee - butdo you think she had the faintest idea of how
political itwas ?(...) Still that deadly silence, and what
does Leni do during those tense moment (...) She picks
up the cup, ithad fallen on the peat moss lying around there

so itwasn'tbroken, she picks itup, walk to the faucet, r

® Ibid., p. 185.
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inse itcarefully (...) she rince itas ifitwas a sacred chalice... " 60

sacred chalice

The Au.

“So what did Ido ? Sheer tension made me spit from
the office doorway into the workshop - and ifsuch a thing
exists, and Imanaged to express it, then that spitwas pure
irony and landed much closer to Kremp than to Leni. Damn
it all, how can you explain politically significant details :
like my spit landing closer to Kremp than to Leni, and how

. , . 61
are you going to prove that the spitwas meant to be ironical ?”

60 lbid., . 185-186.
9 Ibid., [). 186.
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“Coffee Incident” (Grundtsch)

The Au. '

“Ilwanted to shout for joy: that girl had guts.
Damn itall, right at the outset she fought a decisive battle -
probably without knowing it- and yet she must've an idea:
after all, she’d only known the boy for the hour and a
halfhe'd been working at the wreath-frame table,(...) Ifyou
ask me, and if Imay use a military term, Leni created an
enormousfiring zone for herself before there was anything
to fire. No one could find any other explanation for what
she did other than pure innocent humanity, the very t

hing that was forbidden to be shown to subhuman, and



113

yet, you know : even a fellow like that Kremp could see
that Boris was human (...) Through Leni’s brave deed
Boris was simply made a human being, proclaimed a human

being - and that was that... " &

“ Ibid., pp. 188-189.
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