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the mass spectacle became caught up in the infectious dynamism that swirled
around them, and they too began screaming and feeding the power which
supported them.

As each car edged its way through the crowd, it was surrounded by a mass
of hands which would rock it. For fun. For the celebration. Some taverns opened
their doors, and in an instant their stores of beer were in the hands, then
stomachs of the crowd. Even little children were to be seen running into the bars
and dashing out with a bottle of beer in their hands. People began rolling their
eyes and tongues and crying out in drunken laughter. Young men stripped
themselves naked, ran through the crowd and danced on rooftops for all to see,
loving the attention they atracted and intimidating any who did not pay them
their proper respects. Firecrackers soon appeared and were exploding every-
where.

There were those who either were not aware of just who this team was and
what this phantasmagoria was all about or who knew, but simply did not care.
People of these categories, who were driving through the intersection and who
refused to obey the command of the crowd that they honk their horns and wave
their fists, or who didn’t even know what was expected of them, even elderly
people who were awe-struck at the bizarre vision that confronted them; all found
themselves being jostled and flung about in their cars, which were being shaken
almost to pieces by what was now an angry mass of hands They stared with blank
yet frightened eyes at the naked young men who climbed wild-eyed on to the car
windshields and proceeded to do vile and vulgar acts of self-debasement. Beer
bottles and lit firecrackers were thrown into any open window of cars containing
those who refused to show their unity with the wild, drunken spirit of the
endlessly cheering crowd. It was discovered that empty beer bottles, which had
formerly been dropped or thrown on to the street could effectively emulate
shatter-grenades when lit firecrackers were placed in them. Soon the street
became a shambles of shattered glass and debris. Each explosion received roars
of approval from the now swaying mob. After all, it was all in the spirit of fun.
You know, the celebration.

Gradually, this raging sea of human fantasy which had madly swirled
around me like a violent whirlpool began to calm and to fade away. The traffic
thinned out, families and friends regrouped, lovers joined hands, and all began
to quietly drift home. Their energy having been spent, they returned in great
contentment. Even the really drunken ones managed to half-crawl back with the
help of their friends, a last belch of laughter here and there echoing back to the
now deserted scene. I sat on a street curb amid what appeared to be the ruins of a
war-torn city. My heart was heavy. Tears welled in my eyes.

Concluding Remarks:

What had 1 witnessed? Was it really just a dream, a fantasy? Could
people—everyday people, friends, and neighbors of suburbia (and of almost
everywhere else in the city), adults and children who before this were only to be
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seen going to work and school, or in supermarkets and shopping malls, or
working in their gardens, or in parks, libraries and recreation centers—could
these same people have taken part in what I had seen? Could they have even
been capable of it? I tried to understand what this was, what it meant.

In itself it was nothing; no one was seriously hurt, no property was
destroyed. By no means did it compare in any conceivable scope to the events of
the Holocaust. But the sheer overwhelming power and violence of it. The
madness of it. And the delight of the doing of it. How could it be? How was it
possible for these people to do this?

Their counterparts, people who follow the same lifestyle, who are basically
alike, except for their spoken language, are to be found in Germany today.
People who, if Russia attacked, we, as their allies, would go to war to defend. Yet,
how much are they really like their American peers. What is their history. What
is the heritage left to the young people and children of that country. What is
carried in the hearts and the minds and consciences of the still living generation
of people no older than my parents. What were these common, everyday people,
so similar now to their American counterparts, doing thirty-five years ago.

I still ask. I still try to understand, to comprehend, to even believe what
happened in that era. Could those German people really have the capability,
even the potential to do what was done, to do what they actually did?

And I continue to remember what I witnessed on my own neighborhood
street corner. The capability, the “potential.” Somehow the Germans were
seemingly hypnotically driven to follow their heroic leader, to follow their cause.
Similarly, my American neighbors were so driven to exhibit their own potential
for mass hysteric violence in the name of their own heroes. The ““potential”” was
the same, only the directions and applications were different. In that moment
that I had witnessed, in their united, hysteric, power-drunk frame of mind, I feel
that that crowd, under the proper circumstances, could have been directed to
destroy anything or anybody. And gladly would they have done it.

They were self-driven to that state, to that “‘potential,”” by a want, a need, a
desire to be fulfilled, to belong, to be secure and protected, to be at one with
their fellow man in a purely instinctual purpose. Man is a lonely creature. His
only hope for happiness in life is love. It is the answer to most of his psychological
needs. It gives him his purpose in life and his reason for living.

Those people, my neighbors, were driven to their violence not by hatred,
then, but by a search for a special, twisted form of love. In our own lifetime man
has committed actions beyond commentary, beyond analysis, beyond words. I
believe I glimpsed what still remains the “‘potential” of man to commit similar
actions in the future, for he will always instinctually seek an end to his innate
insecurity and loneliness, no matter what the method, no matter what the cost.

I see analogies, possible clues. I see “‘potentials,” hidden insights. I try to
understand, to at least comprehend the past—the Holocaust. Still I cannot. I
cannot. I am left staring out over the abyss, into the void.



