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Preliminary Note a nd Acknowledgement s: 

 

This ȰÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÉÏÎȱ is not intended to be a summary ÏÆ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȭÓ ÉÄÅÁÓ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓÉÏÎÓȟ ÏÒ Á 

source of balanced information and commentary on all the films in the Heimat Trilogy.  It is 

ÅÓÓÅÎÔÉÁÌÌÙ Á ÒÅÃÏÒÄ ÏÆ ÏÎÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȭÓ idiosyncratic response to the impact of the films. I have 

written it to explore my own understanding of the Trilogy as a whole work, rather than 

piecemeal as hitherto.  What I have written will mean little to people who have never watched 

the films. 

 

Having earlier participated in English online discussions of Heimat 3, I have freely incorporated 

here (often verbatim) some postings and articles of my own, previously contributed online.   At 

the same time, I hope I have correctly attributed all references to material written by others.  

Like all English-speaking participants in the online discussions, I am very grateful to Reinder 

Rustema (http://www.heimat123.net/) and Thomas Hönemann (http://www.heimat123.de/) for 

opening their websites to our discussions and articles. 

 

One of the joys of those online discussions of Heimat 3, led by Ivan Mansley, to whose guidance 

we were all indebted, was the way in which everyone had his or her own approach and 

interpretation .  There were nearly as many ways of enjoying the films as there were participants.  

Everyone brought something of his own to watching each film, and many perceived in it 

something individual and special to themselves.  The variety was illuminating,  and stimulated us 

all to notice, think and write.  Encouraged by that, I have since watched the films of all three 

Heimat series again over another winter, leading to these reflections. 

 

It will be obvious that I have no professional background in commenting on literature, music or 

film.  I know nothing about the art of film, I have come late to enjoying its products.  I am just a 

spectator.  My observations have no other value than that.  I would hope others do not read what 

follows unless thay have already seen the films and formed their own understandings.   

 

In particular, it is easier to write about the more serious things, but all the films are filled with 

moments of warmth and laughter.  Those moments are often delicate, and their humour 

unspoken.  Words about them would be clumsy and obfuscating.  Therefore, what follows is only 

a partial reflection of my experience of watching Heimat.  Please do not let reading these pages 

distort your own enjoyment of the films. 

 

 

 

Angela Skrimshire  

January, 2009. 

 

http://www.heimat123.net/
http://www.heimat123.de/
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Introduction  ɀ (Ï× Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ ÉÓ ÔÏÌd:   

Image and sound ɀ and memory 
 

 

Much has been written by scholars and reviewers, and by the film maker himself, about 

Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ as a concept in philosophy, in history and sociology, in politics and culture, and in 

film .  I can add little to the discussion in those fields.  &ÏÒ ÍÅ %ÄÇÁÒ 2ÅÉÔÚȭ Heimat film -ȬÅÐÉÃȭ is 

primarily a masterly work of art, to which  such discussion, though at times enriching, must 

always be peripheral.  The Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ of the films is not just a concept.  For an audience, as for 

the characters themselves, it emerges as the ÒÏÏÔ ÏÆ Á ÐÅÒÓÏÎȭÓ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÌÉÆÅ, a nexus of 

relationships, a kaleidoscope of remembered images, a story.  The defining question is not 

Ȭ×ÈÁÔȭȟ ÏÒ Ȭ×ÈÅÎȭ ÏÒ Ȭ×ÈÅÒÅȭ ÉÔ ÉÓȟ ÂÕÔ ȬÈÏ× ÉÔ ÉÓ ÔÏÌÄȭȢ 

 

None of the three Heimat series is intended to be a single unitary work, with the clear 

dramatic shape of a conventional film, novel or play.  Each Heimat is a tissue of interrelated 

stories, a tissue which has no defined edge or boundary, either in space or time.  It i s a bit like 

a map drawn on the surface of a globe.  We may focus on one area of the map, but the lines of 

the seashores, rivers, roads, mountain ranges and so on are not bounded by our field of vision.  

So it would be foolish to seek within that field a whole, self-contained and designed structure 

that would fit neatly into a frame.   

 

But at the same time there is structure ɀ as land and sea, valley and hill, interact and define 

each other.  And there is both direction and a dynamic variation in density of the information  

contained in the map ɀ and also in intensity of vision as the focus changes.  Ultimately the 

dynamic and density of the work come from the imagination, experience and thought of the 

author.  He has given us guides to this in his interviews and writings, but as Anton says in 

Heimat 3ȟ Ȱ! ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅ ÓÈÏ×Ó ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ×ÏÒÄÓȱȢ 

 

For me the image that contains the kernel of what the Heimat Trilogy is about and how it is 

structured comes in Heimat 3 ÁÔ !ÎÔÏÎȭÓ ÆÕÎÅÒÁÌ.  It is that extraordinary u nspoken 

counterpoint of continuing life  and death, love and rage, when Lulu at the funeral bleakly 

carries her living child through the  churchyard directly behind her cousin Hartmut (who 

ÃÁÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒɊ ÂÅÁÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÁÓÈÅs to the grave.  But each 

viewer will have his or her own defining image or images. 

 

This kind of image, at the micro level of the individual stories and their interrelationships, 

is ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÏÆ %ÄÇÁÒ 2ÅÉÔÚȭ ÉÎÔÕÉÔÉÖÅ ÇÉÆÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÁÕÔÈÅÎÔÉÃÉÔÙ.  But conceptually he 

sets it in a wide historical context, consciously interweaving and reflecting in each other the 

ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÓȭ ÉÎÄÉÖÉÄÕÁÌ ÌÉÖÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÃÉÏ-economic changes of eight decades.  At that level the 

broad structure of the the series is easy to follow. 
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Yet in depth these films are much subtler than a mere roman-à-thèse.  The acute 

perception and recreation of individual life stories wholly integrated in their social and 

historical contexts, represented in loving accurate detail ɀ this is a work not so much of the 

intellect as of memory and imagination, of profound artistry .  Others have drawn parallels 

with the work of ninteenth century novelists , and for me it recalls that of Flaubert.  Madame 

Bovary too has a cinematic quality, where precisely observed, experienced and remembered 

images of a place and a society are drawn in spare words to illuminate each moment of the 

story.  And that story is a kind of dark Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ-ÂÅ Ȭ7ÅÇÇÅÈÅÒÉÎȭ lacks the 

strength and depth of personality either to go alone or to stay and survive.  

 

Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÉÓ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÉÎÉÔÉÁÌÌÙ ÉÎ ÍÅÍÏÒÙȟ ÎÏÔ ÉÎ ÄÅÌÉÂÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȟ 

often not even in words.  It is built of images and sounds (which may include words), of smells 

and textures, of emotions that may not be fully conscious.  From these, memory detects some 

kind of story in the lives and personalities of other people, but only as they have been 

perceived by the person who remembers.  It is in this way too that the Heimat epic is told. 

 

 

 

 

><><><><><><><><><><><>< 
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4ÈÅ Ȱ0ÒÏÌÏÇÕÅȱ? Geschichten aus den Hunsrückdörfern   
 

 

Geschichten aus den Hunsrückdörfern ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Á Ȱ0ÒÏÌÏÇÕÅȱ ɀ but this is a misnomer.  

Although made while exploring the ground for the first Heimat, it is a very different kind of 

work.  It stands as a small masterpiece in its own right.  In spite of being a documentary, in 

which real people speak practically and unaffectedly about their lives and memories and skills, 

the film works in an almost abstract way, like a piece of music.  It is a tissue of beautiful 

images, both visual and in sound, and the two senses are magically interwoven, light years 

from the self-consciousness of ȰÍÕÌÔÉÍÅÄÉÁȱ.  There is an unforced interplay of image and 

sound, as when sparkling icÅ ÏÎ Á ÍÉÌÌ ×ÈÅÅÌ ȰÅÃÈÏÅÓȱ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÉÓÐ ÓÐÌÁÓÈÉÎÇ ÏÆ ×ÁÔÅÒ turning the 

wheel.   

 

The sounds are from the land: the streams, the wind, vehicles, the hollow shuffling of 

slates, and of footsteps though the galleries of the mines, a wild dance of fighter jets from 

Hahn airbase, the amazing instrumentation of tools and machinery working slate and stone.  

When the miners on a Sunday afternoon replay the games of their childhood, the energies of 

voices, laughter and movement play against a backdrop of specific evocative sounds ɀ clicking 

of marbles, whirring of tops on a gritty road.  Earlier there is one remarkable sequence which 

starts with the sight and sounds of blasting and heavy machinery in a quarry, picked up and 

woven into Mamangakisȭ ÍÕÓÉÃ.  It  leads to a great symphony of machines, each with its own 

sound and function, driven by a gemstone ÃÕÔÔÅÒȭÓ ×ÁÔÅÒ-mill  wheel, as he demonstrates his 

work.  Suddenly it falls into the stillness of his kitchen at home, where his aged grandmother 

is gently spinning, and a child plays at her feet.   

 

Even the voices, long before I could understand much of the language, conveyed just in 

their sound so many nuances of feeling and personality, and the drama of events.  A voice 

reading the ÙÏÕÎÇ ÅØÉÌÅȭÓ ÓÁÄ letter, the contrasting intonation of mother and daughter 

remembering their  old family home, ÔÈÅ ÔÅÌÌÅÒ ÏÆ Ȱ3ÔİÃËÅÌÓÃÈÅrȱ declaiming his tales, the 

cameo cutter handling antique examples of his art, Opa Molz, sick and journeying through the 

land he loves, to be greeted by old friends for the last time ɀ it is an inexhaustible wealth of 

people in sound.  And because these are real voices and their dialogues unscripted, they are at 

home among the natural sounds in a subtly different way from the voices of actors in a feature 

fil m.  (Sadly, on the new DVD (as compared with an old video recorded from a TV broadcast) 

some voices seem to have been enhanced, or maybe there is some other technical difference, 

which has tended to alter the balance slightly between voices and natural sound.  This is most 

ÎÏÔÉÃÅÁÂÌÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÑÕÅÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÇÅÍ ÃÕÔÔÅÒȭÓ ×ÁÔÅÒ ÍÉÌÌ ÁÎÄ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȢɊ  

 

Much of the music too comes from the land.  4ÈÅ ÓÌÁÔÅ ÍÉÎÅÒÓȭ bitter songs interweave with 

the darkness and materials of their hard working lives.  A music teacher teaches her children 
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and leads a village choir, while telling of her own musical ambitions cut short by the war.  

Rousing folk songs tell the tale of Schinderhannes.  A retired newspaper editor is an amateur 

musician, and the sentimental strains of his harmonium float with the mist over Hunsrück 

fields on screen.  The inn explodes into football songs and laughter.  The grandchildren of 

miners form a choir in the cavern of a mine, where one sings Ave Maria ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ȰÂÅÌÌ-ÌÉËÅ ÖÏÉÃÅȱ.  

All of this is constantly echoed, supplemented and woven together by Mamangakis into a 

mesmeric musical web shimmering among the images of the film.  

 

The images themselves have their own magic.  The black and white images have the subtle 

ÒÁÎÇÅ ÏÆ ÔÏÎÅ ÏÆ #ÈÉÎÅÓÅ ÉÎË ÐÁÉÎÔÉÎÇÓȟ ȰÔÈÅ ÃÏÌÏÕÒÓ ÏÆ ÉÎËȱ.  For instance, in the scene where 

two miners are trimming roof slates, the play of sunlight and shadow across a range of 

different moving surfaces and textures, sometimes sharply defined, sometimes softly 

emerging, is quite fascinating, and so is the way light falls on the shapes of objects hanging in 

2ÕÄÉ "ÁÓÔȭÓ hayloft.  Moreover the beautiful colour images, of the land in all weathers and all 

seasons, seem technically softer and subtler than the colour images of modern film , and so 

merge more comfortably with the black and white images in this film than they do on other 

modern DVDs. 

 

There are moments of silent humour, small juxtapositions ɀ after the tale of the great leap 

ÏÆ Á ȰÒÏÙÁÌ ÓÔÁÇȱ encountering a train, an image of little roe deer scurrying over the line;  the 

many expressions, some unexpectedly tender, on the faces of men in a US Airforce strip club; 

two jet fighters thundering overhead cut to a pair of delicate vessels in an ancient grave; in 

silent movie tradition, a majestic figure strides by, oblivious of the willowy fellow -hunter 

curving himself out of the way. 

 

Focussing like this on the aesthetic surface of the film should not distract from the human 

stories at its heart.  They are stories told or shown by robust individuals, speaking simply, 

without artifice,  in their own words.  The film is built on fundamental themes in their lives, 

themes of hardship, skill  and survival.  Interwoven therein  are images of change, loss, past 

trauma, present sadness or bitterness, though there are new buildings, plenty of children, and 

often laughter in remembering.  In 1980 the memory of war is still very raw.  Tales of 

bombardment, hot shrapnel, dramatic escape, injury and death are relived beneath the 

continuing war-dance of American jets.  Work is a dominant theme, often involving skills and 

craftsmanship now in terminal decline.  The intent faces and skilled hands of craftsmen 

illuminate some of the most intriguing passages, along with examples of their products ɀ 

slates precisely sized for specific purposes, a stool developed through generations to ease an 

ÁÇÁÔÅ ÃÕÔÔÅÒȭÓ ×ÏÒËȟ ÁÎ inner landscape at the heart of a gemstone.   

 

We become aware of the love that the director and his team must have felt for these 

people, dedicated to their work and their land, richly endowed in immeasurable, immaterial 

ways, the endearing and fallible along with the awesomely skilled.  We are tricked into an 

illusion of having known and loved them too.  Fiction versus reality?  We never knew them, 

but this  is a documentary filmed in the real world.  Their sadness and their laughter were alive 

in 1980.  Toward the end of the film is a beautiful sequence of strong, living faces, one after the 

other slowly starting to smile.  But the hardships and tragedies, the working lives they speak 
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of, the harshness and joys of lived life, were not immediate at the moment of filming .  They 

were mostly in the past.  The land was already on the brink of huge change.  The world 

celebrated in the film ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ ȰÒÅÁÌȱ ×ÏÒÌÄȟ ÉÔ ÉÓ a world recalled and constructed 

from memories, not those of the director himself, but those of all the people who tell them to 

him, who tell and show him a Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ which is both his and theirs, but for those of us from 

different backgrounds, not ours.   

 

Fiction and reality?  What is the place of the Hunsrückdörfer documentary in the fictional 

Heimat ȰÅÐÉÃȱȟ ÁÓÉÄÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÉÔÓ value for the director and his collaborators in preparing for the 

first Heimat?  I am tempted to suggest that it stands at the start of the whole framework of the 

ȰÅÐÉÃȱ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÌÉËÅ the kind of introduction ÔÈÅ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÏÒȭÓ grandfather used to make to his 

macabre and ghostly ȰStückelscherȱȟ Ó×ÏÒÎ ÂÙ ȰÓÅÖÅÎ ÓÁÃÒÅÄ ÏÁÔÈÓȱ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÒÕÅ.  In a lecture 

Film und Zeit, given in Perugia, %ÄÇÁÒ 2ÅÉÔÚ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÂÅÓ ÈÉÓ ÇÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÙ-telling principle 

(www.edgar-reitz.de/cms/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=190&Itemid=97,  

now also published in Edgar Reitz Erzählt (q.v.)), roughly translated as follows : 

  

 Ȱ4ÈÅ ÌÏÃÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÒÅÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÁÌÔÅÒÅÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÓ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓȟ 

too, laid claim to have really lived.  -Ù 'ÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ÍÏÓÔÌÙ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈis:  

ȬNow you all know the great old oak tree that stands on the left, just beside the railway 

line, on the way into the village of X...ȭ ɉÇÅÎÅÒÁÌ ÍÕÒÍÕÒ ÏÆ ÁÇÒÅÅÍÅÎÔȦɊ ȢȢȢȭÔÈÅÎ ÔÏÏ 

ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ËÎÏ× ÂÉÇ (ÁÎÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÎËÅÅÐÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅ ÏÆ 9ȟ ×ho died in such agony last 

yearȢȢȢȩȭ ɉÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÌ ÍÕÒÍÕÒ ÏÆ ÁÇÒÅÅÍÅÎÔȟ ÁÓ ÅÖÅryone had known big Hans.) Ȭ3Ï 

now I want to tell you how , early this morning as I was going to work, at 07.13 exactly, 

by the old oak tree, the dead man met me on the way...ȭ  This kind of i ntroduction 

could be varied a hundred times over, with different locations, waymarks, buildings, 

and more and more new people, dead or alive.  Beginning a story in this way was a 

recipe for one hundred percent success.  From no other model, either from lit erature 

or from the history of film, have I learnt so much about story-telling, as from my 

'ÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒȢȱ   

 

I do not ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÕÄÉÅÎÃÅÓ ÆÏÒ 2ÅÉÔÚȭ ÇÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ÈÁÄ ÁÎÙ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÉÎ 

distinguishing fiction from reality!   "ÕÔ ÍÁÙÂÅ ×Å ÉÎ 2ÅÉÔÚȭ Ï×Î audience sometimes do, and 

ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÕÍÅÎÔÁÒÙ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ.  It can be a little disorienting to find 

people interviewed in the documentary playing in small parts or as extras in the later films.  

Absorbed in the fictional film, I have caught myself thinËÉÎÇ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ !ÌÂÅÒÔ 3ÕÌÚÂÁÃÈÅÒ... was 

he really there when Paul found...ȩȱ  That is of course very silly, but it does say plenty about 

the power of the fiction, its trueness to life.  At the same time it may reflect the way in which 

the documentary rivals Heimat as a work of art, so that for a moment one fails to make the 

proper distinction .  Nonetheless it is understandably galling to the director to feel that his 

audience are ready ÔÏ ÔÒÅÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÃÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÃÒÅÁÔÉÏÎ ÁÓ ȬÍÅÒÅȭ ÄÏÃÕÍÅÎÔÁÒÙȟ to appropriate his 

memories as our own, and ignore the consummate art and skill involved in his creating the 

illusion that has so tricked us.  "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ %ÄÇÁÒ 2ÅÉÔÚȭ ÇÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ 

dismayed if he found his listeners a little  fearful of passing that old oak tree, on the way to 

work, early on ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÄÁÒË ×ÉÎÔÅÒȭÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȩ 

 

http://www.edgar-reitz.de/cms/index.php?option=com_content&task=view&id=190&Itemid=97


- 6 - 

For us, Hunsrückdörfer has a deeper effect.  For a start, it is possible to visit the Hunsrück 

and see, however superfiÃÉÁÌ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÖÉÓÉÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÓÐÉÔÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÇÕÁÇÅ Âarrier, that though it  is a 

living and swiftly changing region, the land itself, of both documentary and feature film, still 

remains, and so do the warmth and strength of the people.  I am not talking about the tourist 

trail (which  threatens ÏÎÅȭÓ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÃÔÉÏÎÁÌ ȰÇÅÏÇÒÁÐÈÙȱ ÏÆ Heimat), nor the slightly 

ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÉÎÇ ȰÇÒÁÖÅÓȱ at the Nunkirche, nor even the villages which, as in all living 

communities, are being modernised, infilled and changed.  But wandering for a brief 

afternoon in the woods and fields one seems to find the land unchanged, not just in the rolling 

views seen ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÆÅÅÔ.  The stiff  clay soil is still worked as 

agricultural land, even though by different means and by far fewer people.  The woods are still 

harvested and hunted.  Irregular corners of the great arable fields are still left rough and 

inhabited by butterflies and the last wild flowers, even in October, and by apple trees heavy 

with  fruit .  This is a personal and probably sentimental reaction, but it was unexpected.  I was 

afraid that visiting the region would diminish  any sense of the land transmitted by the films, 

but instead it enriched it.  

 

But as a foreigner hampered by the language barrier and with no personal connection to 

anyone from the region, one is quite unable to appreciate the films as deeply as someone born 

and bred there.  Basically, one lacks the memories by which the first fictional  Heimat series is 

inspired.  Those of us who are old enough have some memories of our own which help.  For 

instance the Simon smithy replicates internally,  in nearly every detail, an ancient smithy 

ÂÅÓÉÄÅ ÍÙ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÉÎ 3ÏÍÅÒÓÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ΫγήΪÓ.  The resemblance is uncannily close, 

and watching the first film of Heimat I can almost smell hot iron and singeing hooves.  I am 

even troubled by small differences like the handle of the bellows.  Otherwise however I remain 

mostly a stranger.  Here the Hunsrückdörfer documentary performs a valuable function.  It  

partially substitutes for our lack of the memories.  Only from the documentary can we come 

to the fictional films with a feeling for the land, the people and their  ancient industries which 

goes beyond the scope of the screened narrative itself, and yet all the time enhances it.  In an 

odd and perhaps perverse way, after getting to know the documentary, it is the ficti onal film 

that sometimes feels like an appendix to that, rather than vice versa.  Of course this is still a 

very pale shadow of how it must be for those long familiar with the Hunsrück .  Yet as Thomas 

Hönemann has written (http://www.heimat123.de/gadh.htm)ȡ Ȱ!ÎÙÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÓ ÓÅÅÎ 

Geschichten aus den Hunsrückdörfern will be able to develop an even deeper appreciation of 

Heimatȱ, and from my own experience I know it  is true. 

 

 

 

><><><><><><><><><><><>< 

http://www.heimat123.de/gadh.htm
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The First Heimat   

1919-1982 
 

 

1.1  Episodes 1-4: Light and colour, memories  of a recreated  time . 

 

Heimat 1, like Hunsrückdörfer, has a powerful soundtrack which works like a piece of music 

in its own right, not only the composed music, with its  ÔÈÅÍÅÓ ÏÒ Ȭ,ÅÉÔÍÏÔÉÖÅÎȭ ÆÏÒ ÖÁÒÉÏÕÓ 

characters and their moods, but the music of all sounds.  In Heimat ÔÈÅ ÒÈÙÔÈÍ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÍȭÓ 

ȰÍÕÓÉÃȱ ÒÅÌÉÅÓ ÌÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÕÍÅÎÔÁÒÙ ÏÎ ÎÁÔÕÒÁÌ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÖÏÉÃÅÓ.  Nonetheless, 

those sounds are many, and often beautiful.  They serve to link passages of the story, and to fix 

them in a specific, authentic place and time.  For anyone from a rural background they are 

intensely evocative ɀ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÁÃËÓÍÉÔÈȭÓ ÈÁÍÍÅÒȟ hens cackling, pitchforks shifting straw, cattle 

lowing, wheels and boots on gravelly roads, ancient vehicles, and birdsong.  As the decades 

pass the sounds change in recognisable generations, with the vehicles, the dance music, the 

politics, the progress into war and into peace, until peace is shattered by the scream of 

military jets.  

 

But principally, in this film it is the rise and fall of human voices and the choreography of 

ÈÕÍÁÎ ÍÏÖÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÔÈÅ ȰÍÕÓÉÃȱȟ ÂÏÔÈ ÃÒÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÎÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ Ôhe 

drama, for instance in the great first sequeÎÃÅ ÏÆ 0ÁÕÌȭÓ ÒÅÔÕÒÎ.  That sequence expounds the 

theme which the whole series will develop.  It is grounded in the almost silent figure of Paul.  

For a little while his face is full of recognition and relief at coming home.  Both he and we are 

ÍÏÖÅÄ ÂÙ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓȭ ÕÎÄÅÍÏÎÓÔÒÁÔÉÖÅȟ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ×ÏÒÄÌÅÓÓ ÒÅÃÅÐÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÈÉÍ.  There is so much 

love and pride in their faces, and in their practical actions.   

 

But once seated in the kitchen, as family and neighbours gather, he is inwardly alone.  He is 

the one who returns changed, to a world which is unchanged, like the piper stolen by fairies in 

the old tales.  He seems to become oppressed by the deliberate, repetitive speech patterns of 

country people, maybe of close families everywhere.  He is indifferent to most of the trivial 

gossip.  As the scene unfolds, people still talk about Paul, but less and less to him. 

 

The ground bass of the movement, as it were, is in 0ÁÕÌȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÆÁÃÅ ÁÎÄ Äazed eyes, and what 

we assume is in his mind, as he sits against the central pillar in the kitchen.  Around him the 

voices, movements and personalities of the other characters interweave, rising and falling in a 

set of magnificent variations and silences.  Briefly, very skilfully, we are introduced to a rich 

assortment of individuals, whose stories we will get to know more and more as the series 

proceeds.  As again and again in Heimat 1 and much of Heimat 2, the space of the room itself is 

created in a remarkable way by the direction of peopÌÅȭÓ ÍÏÖÅÍÅÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÃÒÅÁÓÅ 

and decrease of distances among them. 
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0ÁÕÌȭÓ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÔÁËÅÎ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÙ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÒÏÏÍ ɀ he smiles at the one-eyed 

ragamuffin watching through the window .  (Å ÌÉÓÔÅÎÓ ÔÏ ÅÖÉÌ ÇÏÓÓÉÐ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ȰÇÉÐÓÙȱ ÇÉÒÌ ×ith 

whom he will one day fall in love, and who like himself is an outsider.   

 

Two people in the room share his sense of alienation:  Glasisch is one ɀ as he extends his 

scabbed hand to Paul, Paul reaches up to release a trapped fly, and maybe they both 

understand why. The other is the bereaved mother of his dead friend Helmut.  There is a 

direct line of sight between Paul and that sorrowing figure sitting by the corner of the 

fireplace. It creates a tense space between them, generating 0ÁÕÌȭÓ ÖÉÓÉÏÎ ÏÆ (ÅÌmut with his 

mocking comments on ÁÎÇÅÌÓ ÉÎ ×ÈÉÔÅȟ ÄÅÁÄ ÓÏÌÄÉÅÒÓ ȬÁÓÌÅÅÐȭ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÔÌÅÆÉÅÌÄ ÁÎÄ Á ÈÅÁÖÅÎ 

×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÐÅÁË ÔÈÅ 0ÌÁÔÔȟ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÃÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ȬÔÒÁÐȭ ÏÎ 0ÁÕÌ.   

 

Again, as in the documentary, sounds and visual images work together, in a web which is at 

ÏÎÃÅ ÂÏÔÈ ȰÍÕÓÉÃȱ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÌÍ.  4ÈÅ ÃÒÁÓÈ ÏÆ %ÄÕÁÒÄȭÓ ÃÈÁÉÒ ÉÓ ÅÃÈÏÅÄ ÖÉÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ fall ÏÆ 0ÁÕÌȭÓ 

head onto his arms at the end of the scene.  But unlike the documentary, through the fictional 

series this web evolves into a whole invented story, a created drama, extending far ahead in 

time.  The time of the documentary is nearly all in the past, though presented and 

remembered in the present, within the time of the film itself .  But though introduced by 

Glasisch and his photograph album, within  each episode the time of the Heimat story is not 

remembered time ɀ the film time appears to march forward with the time of the story, though 

of course this too is an illusion.  It is the time of an ongoing piece of music, as Reitz writes in 

his lecture Film und Zeit,  not the time of the spectator who is going to switch off the TV and 

go to bed, and maybe watch the same episode all over again tomorrow. 

 

Another contrast is thrown into relief by comparison with the documentary .  In Schabbach 

as in the real world, the war memorial poses the unanswerable counterfactual question about 

the first worl d war ɀ what if more of those changed by their experience in the war had 

returned home?  How might that have affected the history of the 1920s and 30s in Europe and 

Russia?  In the microcosm, would Glasisch and Paul be so alone?  How would Schabbach have 

changed?  7ÏÕÌÄ 7ÉÅÇÁÎÄȭÓ ÉÎÆÌÕÅÎÃÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÅÆÆÅÃÔÉÖÅÌÙ ÃÈÁÌÌÅÎÇÅÄ?   

 

In the Hunsrückdörfer documentary the experiences of the second world war were still very 

much alive 35 years on in 1980.  In Woppenroth almost the whole famous football team had 

returned from serving in that war .  But in Schabbach the first war was little spoken of in the 

ΫγάΪÓ ÁÎÄ έΪÓȟ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÏÆ 0ÁÕÌȭÓ ÒÅÔÕÒÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒ ÍÅÍÏÒÉal scenes.  Few of 

the relatives of those listed on the memorial are individually depicted ɀ (ÅÌÍÕÔȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ 

grieves, but Wiegand seems to have buried his loss under an armour of self-aggrandizing 

patriotism, while his wife and daughter do not outwardly  mourn.  Only the baker from 

Simmern, not Schabbach, who lost three boys, approaches the memorial half crazed with grief.  

Much later, in 1939, it is Wiegand who noisily proclaims the news of the next war in the village 

square, beneath that bowed stone figure on the memorial.  If his elder son and the others had 

returned, would their lost memories have survived to silence him?  But maybe one should not 

draw inferences from a fictional film story, in this way. 
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Famously, Heimat  follows the documentary in the use of black and white film .  As in the 

black and white films of Bergman, Satyajit Ray or Kurosawa, the beauty of the image can be 

agonisingly at odds with the content of a scene ɀ and yet it can intensify both horror  and 

humour in a story.  For an instance of the latter, the hilarious scene where the three endearing 

gold diggers flounder in the Goldbach is played in black and white images of luminous, 

delicate beauty.  Later in the evening in Simmern, as the light fades, the images turn into  

colour, and though this is also a splendid and very funny sequence it is less magical, reflecting 

perhaps the tawdriness of the small-town night, and one suddenly understands what is lost by 

the change.  Also, one focusses more on the action, and less on the atmosphere of the scene 

itself.  It is a kind of relief whÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÃËÍÁËÅÒȭÓ shop reverts once more to 

monochrome, now a soft sepia for the lamplight , and perhaps also for the charactersȭ 

disappointment .  The same sepia had been used for the scene where Paul returns to the 

claustrophobic Wiegand house, full of old ladies spinning, after his journey with A pollonia.   

 

Black and white can intensify the drama in other ways too.  For instance, in the third 

episode there is the apotheosis of Lucie and Wilfried  as they emerge in a white radiance from 

an audience with their eminent Nazi guests, only to end up disconsolate in the kitchen with 

the remains of the uneaten feast.  Colour returns as Lucie fantasizes ways of galvanising 

%ÄÕÁÒÄȭÓ ÃÁÒÅÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÇÉÖÅÓ ÕÐ ÉÎ Äespair, to the sound of a dismal dripping tap. 

 

Quit e early in the second episode, there is a flashback to the Goldbach.  This time it is in 

colour, in a misty light, equally luminous and lovely, threaded through with magical music, 

but the fun has gone ɀ poor Eduard is still fruitlessly prospecting for gold, while racked with a 

tubercular cough.  A change to colour accompanies a change of mood, for no explicable 

reason, but it works. YÅÔ %ÄÕÁÒÄȭÓ ÈÉÌÁÒÉÏÕÓ ÓÔÏÒÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÃÏÎÔÉÎÕÅ ɉÉÎ ÃÏÌÏÕÒɊ ÁÎÄ with it the 

laughter returns.   

 

Rich colour is used much more freely in this episode, indoors by lamplight and outdoors in 

the sun.  KathȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ by candlelight, writing her daft, anxious letter, and she and Maria seen 

softly through a window pane in the pre-dawn light ;  the glowing interior of the brothel  in 

Berlin; the majestic Rheinland and Hunsrück landscapes ÏÆ ,ÕÃÉÅȭÓ dreams ÁÎÄ %ÄÕȭÓ 

memories ... all scenes of fantasy, warmth and love (of one kind or another) and, for us, 

laughter . 

 

Later, in the fourth episode, ÃÏÌÏÕÒ ÉÓ ÕÓÅÄ ÓÅÌÅÃÔÉÖÅÌÙ ÔÏ ÅÎÈÁÎÃÅ -ÁÒÔÉÎÁȭÓ ÅØÏÔÉÃ and 

hilarious arrival in the midst of an almost monochrome world where exiled Saxons are 

building the Highway .  Then, after they have born her small red motor triumphantly  off the 

site and push-started it,  there is a lovely image, for just a second, in soft green, ochre and grey, 

where a plume of steam from a steam roller on the hillside is echoed by steam or smoke from 

a cabin lower down, reflected in turn in flood water on the road.  

 

Next, a banal dance hall is transformed by glowing soft light, to stage the love of Otto and 

Maria.  This is one of the most moving and famous scenes of the whole Trilogy, and yet so 

simple, intangible ɀ made out of voices, music, movement and light ɀ their truthful, 

unsenÔÉÍÅÎÔÁÌ ×ÏÒÄÓȟ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÅÙÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ /ÔÔÏȭÓ Ó×ÅÅÔ ÕÇÌÙ ÆÁÃÅ.   
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The episode ends in a rich sepia lamplit ÓÅÑÕÅÎÃÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÁȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ -ÁÒÔÉÎÁȭÓ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔ an 

affronted Lucie is addressed ÂÙ ÈÅÒ ÍÁÉÄÓÅÒÖÁÎÔ ÁÓ Ȭ&ÒÁÕ #ÈÅÆÉÎȭȟ and Eduard longs for the 

moment to last for ever, so that no one will suffer from what may happen next, not even the 

disappeared Jewish banker to whom he is heavily in debt. 

 

For under the warmth and humour, these ordinary rural lives, run sombre themes, sinister 

tremors in the narrative, where colour has a different function.  /Î +ÁÔÈȭÓ ÆÁÔÅÆÕÌ ÖÉÓÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 

Ruhr it picks out a pervasive blue electric light , and the fiery furnace of a factory or foundry, in 

the city where her communist nephew is ÔÁËÅÎ Á×ÁÙ ÆÏÒ ȰÒÅ-ÅÄÕÃÁÔÉÏÎȱ ÉÎ Á ÃÏÎÃÅÎÔÒÁÔÉÏÎ 

camp. The red, white and black of Nazi insignia appear with growing insistence everywhere in 

the Hunsrück, even in the dance hall.  The eyes of ÓÉÌÖÅÒ ÄÅÁÔÈȭÓ-head rings glint ruby red .   

 

This kind of detail recurs throughout both the first two Heimat series, and will repay 

watching the films over and over again.  There are always those breath-taking images, usually 

in black and white:  the way light falls on a face at a moment of reflection or feeling, the way a 

bending figure is backlit against a window.  ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÅÎÊÏÙÉÎÇ ÓÕÃÈ ÄÅÔÁÉÌ detracts from 

the human content of the drama ɀ any more than the detail of a Dutch portrait detracts from 

the life portrayed.  )Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÅÆÆÅÃÔ ÉÓ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅÄ, or incidental and not 

originally intendeÄ ȢȢȢ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÁÇÉÃȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÏÒËÓȦ 

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

1.2  Episodes 5-8:  Memories of war time  and its aftermath.  

 

In the fifth and sixth episodes, clouds gather again over the Hunsrück.  The ruin  of Maria 

ÁÎÄ /ÔÔÏȭÓ delicately flowering relationship, and the ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȭÓ distress, is interwoven with  an 

uneasy drift into fascism and war.  Schabbach is no longer the centre of the world, the 

Highway goes from bunker to bunker.  Even the Simon family name is suspect.  Robert makes 

light of his call -up, but Pauline has fear in her heart.  Falseness infects the film-making with 

!ÎÔÏÎȭÓ ÕÎÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÉÎÇ ÍÏÕÓÔÁÃÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÕÎÂÒÏËÅÎ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ just as in Schabbach it infects the 

ÆÁÍÉÌÙȭÓ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÓÅ ÔÏ 0ÁÕÌȭÓ ÁÂÏÒÔÉÖÅȟ ÆÁÌÓÅ ÒÅÔÕÒÎ.  Yet the exchanges among the characters at 

moments of warmth and of anguish remain so honest, and there is always the shadow and 

silvery light , even in bleak hotel bedrooms in Trier  or near the Hamburg docks, even the 

gleam of the shell of a bomb, and the texture of the mud clinging to it.  Those scenes have no 

right to be so beautiful.  The incongruity pinpoints the pain.  

 

In the sixth and seventh episodes some of the memories informing the tale are those of all 

our rural childhoods in the 1940s:  military uniforms and vehicles on the roads, propaganda, 

paranioa about parachuting enemy pilots, the ominous roar of incoming bombers heading for 

industrial areas, search lights, ak-ak fire, a stick of bombs jettisoned at random over fields and 
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villages as a plane flees home.  All the young men are absent, their distant loss mourned 

usually by older people, we hardly knew them.  In the countryside, national shortages and 

hardships are mitigated by resources of the land, while the land reverts to the seeming 

peacefulness of older means of work and transport, in response to a dearth of petrol.  But in 

England our government was not fascist, and we were never invaded. 

 

In the microcosm of a German village the origins and influence of a Nazi culture and 

regime are ever more apparent.  Lucie, still intently social cli mbing and unaware of any irony, 

ÅÎÔÈÕÓÅÓ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ȰÄÉÖÉÎÅȱ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ Á ÐÓÅÕÄÏ ÇÉÐÓÙ ÔÕÎÅȟ ÃÒÙÉÎÇ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ Á ÃÕÌÔÕÒÅȦȱ 

Wilfried, insecure, authoritarian neurotic that he is, revels in ÈÉÓ ÃÏÍÍÁÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ȰÈÏÍÅ 

ÆÒÏÎÔȱȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ will  remember their suspicions of his cowardly deed.  It remains safe, 

but only just , for Kath whom everyone loves and respects to speak her mind,.  Otherwise the 

mood is that of the rather threatening song sung by Maria and Martha in the post van:  

Ȱ...whoever asks no questions and sets off undauntedȟ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÍÁÒËÓ ÕÎÔÉÌ 

ÈÉÓ ÊÏÂ ÉÓ ÄÏÎÅȢ *Á×ÏÈÌȟ ÍÅÉÎÅ (ÅÒÒÅÎȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ×Å ÌÉËÅ Ét... from today the world belongs to 

usȢȢȢȱ (until  Martha thinks of Anton far away in ice cold Russia and weeps.) 

 

!Ô ,ÕÃÉÅȭÓ ÐÁÒÔy the sinister truths are only half uttered and half heard, like the muttered 

horror stories we half-heard in childhood, withheld from us to shelter us.  Should we call the 

silence of Schabbach complicity in guilt?  Or should we recognise the strong reluctance to 

question dangerous issues openly, even today, among those conditioned  in small rural 

communities to ÄÒÅÁÄ ȰÍÁËÉÎÇ ×ÁÖÅÓȱ?  Only Eduard mourns the loss of Hans Betz, and feels 

responsible for having encouraged ÔÈÅ ÌÁÄȭÓ ÓÈÁÒÐ-shooting skills.   

 

The momentum of the previous episodes reaches a climax in the seventh, where the war 

finally impacts on known and loved characters.  Anton, white and shaking, witnesses the 

execution of Jewish prisoners in a Russian forest, at the periphery of his vision, as he focuses 

on a delicate technical repair to a lens.  Maybe in later life a memory of this paralysis in the 

face of horror continues to inform  his stubborn walk across the continent, the powerful 

obsession and effectiveness of his later career, his rigid and ultimately futile  control of his 

family.  Schabbach has already experienced fascist sadism ÉÎ 7ÉÌÆÒÉÅÄȭÓ ȰÅØÅÃÕÔÉÏÎȱ ÏÆ Á 

helpless enemy pilot, but what may lie half hidden in the consciousness of Schabbach children 

is now something from which a young Schabbacher at the Eastern front cannot avert his eyes. 

 

 Back in the Hunsrück, Otto returns :  Ȱ,ÏÏË 0ÉÅÒÉÔÚȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ 3ÃÈÁÂÂÁÃÈȟ ÌÉËÅ ÉÎ ÐÅÁÃÅÔÉÍÅȱ ɀ 

and there follow scenes of extraordinary tenderness and visual beauty, set not in peacetime 

but against the constant drone of bombers.  Then next day comes ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÃË ÏÆ /ÔÔÏȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈ.  

Not long after, bombardment around Schabbach precedes the American invasion. 

 

All  through  these wartime episodes there is still so much humour and warmth , Maria 

welcoming Martha, and their ensuing friendship, +ÁÔÈȭÓ provocative comments when the 

Wiegands take over the proxy wedding, Ernst and the red carnations, Otto and Pieritz teasing 

and joking.  We love these people and care deeply about their fate.  And there are always Lucie 

and Eduard ɀ the vagrant ÆÅÁÔÈÅÒ ÉÎ ,ÕÃÉÅȭÓ ÈÁÔ (remembered with delight  by Eva Marie 

Schneider: http://www.gemeinde-schabbach.de/content/view/802/98 ), ,ÕÃÉÅȭÓ ÎÅ× ÒÅÌÉÇÉÏÓÉÔÙ 

http://www.gemeinde-schabbach.de/content/view/802/98


- 12 - 

which in no way constrains her ambition , her panic when the situation crumbles under 

invasion.  Her hard-won social standing in the Nazi world now places her in danger of losing 

all she possesses except what she stands up in.  So as she tries to wear all her clothes at once, 

her son arrives chewing gum, and a new light dawns in her head.  She turns to welcome two 

grinning black GIs.   

 

The sinister wartime themes are all the more threatening because played among everyday 

relationships.  In shocking contrast they invade the ordinary lives of everyone, the gentle and 

upright, the venal and foolish, the simple and the manipulative, all alike.  The stories in these 

films are not historical records, they are the records of memory.  This is what the people 

themselves, and probably their children, might have known.  They are not even the same as 

the wartime stories remembered and recounted in the documentary, which treat more of 

adventures and events.  The Heimat stories are memories mediated through the imagination 

of a mature artist, and in spirit are perhaps closer to the reality of our own childhoods in  the 

period than any consciously reconstructed historical account. 

 

§ 

 

The eighth episode, by comparison with its predecessors, seems awkward and disjointed.  

One reason for that is the shock of encountering a middle-aged American Paul, played by an 

actor with almost no thing  of the resonance of the young Paul.  This is clearly not the same 

person, even though there is little in the dialogue that could not have been delivered by the 

original  Paul as an older man.  But that is not all.  The film seems to reflect in its own 

construction something of the bewildered, shattered world of the first postwar years.   

 

It starts with the story of the violent deaths of Pollack and Martina, skilfully and movingly 

told , but distanced in several ways.  The footage seems to come from a different film 

altogether.  It is set in Berlin, far from Schabbach, another world, almost totally destroyed, still 

under heavy bombardment and continuous street fighting .  Martina and Pollack had entered 

the series rather briefly a few episodes earlier, and when first watching the films as a weekly 

TV series it was hard to recall who they were.  Now, having become familiar  with the 

characters, one finds the impact of the sequence much greater, but even so still distanced.  

There is a feeling, most unusually in Heimat, that it is a contrivance of the plot, aimed to link 

the story of Schabbach with that of the rest of Germany, rather than an organic development 

of the characters and the narrative.  As far as we are told, it is not a memory for anyone in 

Schabbach, only a reminder of the collective memory of the country as a whole. 

 

By contrast, Schabbach under American occupation is already quite peaceful, but numbed 

and disoriented.  Gruesome reminders of the fighting remain, the invaders are objects of both 

fear and opportunity, the latter especially for Lotti (also played by a disconcertingly new 

performer).  Anton is known to be still alive and somewhere distantly on the way home, but 

Martha can no longer remember what he looks like.  Pauline is widowed.  Lucie of course is 

working hard at her latest role as fan of the Yankees, and ingratiates herself with the returning 

Paul. 
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Paul himself, that great uncomprehending alien, retains almost nothing of his sensitive 

introverted earlier self apart from avoidance of ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÁÎÄ ÏÔÈÅÒÓȭ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓ.  Consequently the 

conscious echoes of his original 1918 return remain rather unconvincing contrivances. Very 

briefly, in the attic  with the remains of his old wireless, listening to  his mother, a glimmer of 

himself returns.  Also his inability to tell Maria why he had left, the admission that he truly 

ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÉÓ ÐÁÉÎÆÕÌ ÁÎÄ ÒÉÎÇÓ ÔÒÕÅ.  Otherwise the character seems sadly to be a casualty 

of what must have been a difficult casting problem.  In a world of memories, he brings few and 

generates none. 

 

Maria has aged emotionally and physically.  Her movements are stiff and her manner 

reserved and defended.  She is clearly still mourning and under great strain, dreading the 

emotional demands that the stranger Paul might feel entitled to make.  Klärchen arrives, and 

the house seems full of people milling  around with no obvious ground or aim.  Ernst, deprived 

of his magical purpose in life as a winged hero, embarks on a devious, free-wheeling self-

centred course, carefully avoiding Schabbach.  Finally Anton returns, equally a stranger, 

inwardly obsessed with a great project in his mind.  

 

It is a world seen and remembered perhaps through the child HermäÎÎÃÈÅÎȭÓ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÉÎÇ 

eyes, a world of adults who have become bewildered, distant and incomprehensible, a loss of 

security and a loss of unconditional  love.  And then his beloved grandmother, the intuitive, 

all-knowing, all -supporting, unchanging heart of the household, ÒÅÐÏÓÉÔÏÒÙ ÏÆ Á ÃÅÎÔÕÒÙȭÓ 

memories, unexpectedly dies.   

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

1.3  Episodes 9-11:  The brothers ɀ memories  of a living  generation.  

 

Episode 9 is set ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ȰÅÃÏÎÏÍÉÃ ÍÉÒÁÃÌÅȱ ×ÈÅÎ ÁÓ 'ÌÁÓÉÓÃh says, nothing over 

the past 200 years has changed so much in the Hunsrück as it has in the ten years since the 

end of the War.  The almost standalone, feature length film, with great truth and sensitivity, 

follows (ÅÒÍßÎÎÃÈÅÎȭÓ ÐÁÓÓÁÇÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÁÄÏÌÅÓÃence to young manhood though a love 

affair with a young woman a decade older than himself.  It is famous as a masterpiece of 

cinema, funny, tender and heart rending.  As with the story of  Maria and Otto, I feel almost 

anything I try to write about Hermann and Klärchen (and Lotti  ÔÈÅÉÒ ȰÇÕÁÒÄÉÁÎ ÁÎÇÅÌȱɊ would 

sound banal and redundant to those who already know the film. . 

 

Instead it might be good to look at the place of this episode in the first series,and in the 

whole Heimat Trilogy.  It is pivotal in several ways.  In the Hunsrück ÔÈÅ ȰÎÅ× ageȱ ÔÈÁÔ +ÁÔÈ 

despaired of ever seeing seems at last to have arrived.  This is becoming to us a more familiar  

West Germany.  Some in the village, though perhaps not the traditional farmers, are 

prospering, including once again the objectionable Wiegands, and Anton with his flourishing 
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and honourable business.  -ÁÒÉÁȭÓ ÙÏÕÎÇÅÓÔ ÓÏÎ ÇÏÅÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ (ÉÇÈ 3ÃÈÏÏÌ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ 

member of the family to enter university, carrying forward the stories of leaving and return. 

 

The story now focusses ÏÎ -ÁÒÉÁÓȭ ÔÈÒÅÅ ÁÄÕÌÔ ÏÒ ÎÅÁÒ ÁÄÕÌÔ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ.  The memories are no 

longer recorded just in 'ÌÁÓÉÓÃÈȭÓ faded monochrome images, but living and colourful in the 

minds of a generation still only middle-aged in the year the film was made.  So for the first 

time in the series, the greater part of the film is shot in unexpectedly lovely colour, rich and 

soft, not nearly so harsh as the colour of many modern films.  (This is best appreciated from 

the Tartan DVDs.  The version shown on British TV suffered from very poor colour 

reproduction, by comparison.) In this story, black and white film is reserved for the most 

inward, private, sensitive memories of the love affair.  The black and white images are as 

luminous and ethereal as any in the earlier episodes of the series, and the contrast with the 

colour of the more public memories is moving and works well.  The music too is changing, 

ÁÎÄ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ beautiful Klärchen Lied, which recurs in the second Heimat, is heard for the 

first time .  There is coherent dramatic shape to the story.  Tension builds towards the end, as 

when (foreshadowing Kieslowski?) a barking dog in the background ratchets up the suspense 

in a still moment before the family storm breaks. 

 

The characters of the three brothers will develop as bearers of many of the stories of the 

second and third Heimat series.  I want to think about  these fascinating longitudinal life 

stories later, but already here their personalities are emerging with clear links to their family 

history and childhood, and will grow recognisably from this point throughout the rest of the 

Trilogy.  But the Hermann written for this episode, and played by a very young actor, is 

probably the most subtle portrayal of the character, the one that we remember and care most 

about, the only one (I would argue) with the potential to produce  artistic work comparable 

with that of his own creator.   

 

In the same way, themes of the story of Episode 9 remain significant in the later Heimats.  

For a start, the generation conflict, in this case between the adolescent Hermann and his 

mother and elder half-brother, is revisited in many of the later stories.  But in this first story 

there is a big difference:  Maria and Anton are not pathological monsters like the parents in 

Heimat 2.  With one or two exceptions, those parents too are probably not wholly  ȰÍÏÎÓÔÅÒÓȱȟ 

but in Heimat 2 we see them mainly from the one-dimensional adolescent perspective of the 

students. The same perspective is naturally shared by young Hermann in  Heimat 1, already at 

the start of Episode 9, and it is then reinforced with tragic consequences by his experience in 

the course of the story.   

 

Yet we in the audience have come to know Maria and Anton as mature, complex people.  

7Å ÓÙÍÐÁÔÈÉÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ -ÁÒÉÁȭÓ ÌÏÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÎeliness, and know how precious her youngest son is 

to her, and why. We know too that in her time she was open and relaxed and young, and that 

were Otto still alive neither of them would have reacted to the situation with such possessive 

anxiety.  Similarly with Anton, we can trace his rigidity  and over-developed sense of 

responsibility to what we have already seen of his childhood and wartime experience.  It is 

natural that  ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÊÅÁÌÏÕÓ ÏÆ %ÒÎÓÔȭÓ ready charm and uncaring disregard for traditional 

values, and of (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÙÏÕÔÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉÐÓ ×ÉÔÈ +ÌßÒÃÈÅÎ.  The intuitive 
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portrayal of a family over time has made the story of Episode 9 even richer, if that were 

possible, than corresponding stories in the second Heimat.   

 

The upshot of the story is indeed tragic, for it leaves Hermann fixed in a bitter rejection of 

his family and of his own capacity for love, and in dread of the consequences of commitment.  

A major theme of his career through the second Heimat is the gradual and only partial 

unravelling of the hurt done to him at this time.   

 

The relationships among the brothers form another theme that continues to occupy the 

last two episodes of the first Heimat, and recurs powerfully in Heimat 3.  Anton and Ernst, 

separated in childhood just before the war by their different responses to the trauma of /ÔÔÏȭÓ 

deparÔÕÒÅ ÁÎÄ 0ÁÕÌȭÓ ÁÂÏÒtive return, now represent, each to the other, what most disgusts 

him. In this film Ernst is forced to turn to Anton for financial help and, almost weeping, is  sent 

away as a feckless adventurer by his wealthy brother.  Later he accuses Anton of fascism and 

jealousy in his behaviour to Hermann.  The pattern persists for the rest of their lives. Yet at 

heart they need each other, both now returned to the Hunsrück for life, Anton from choice,  

Ernst with clipped wings.  They make tentative moves towards reconciliation, none lasting, 

until their final tragic meeting in Heimat 3.  At the same time, this film also sees the start of a 

good brotherly relationship between Ernst and Hermann, which becomes another moving 

theme of Heimat 3. 

 

§ 

 

A decade or so later, in Episode 10, ÔÈÅ ȬÎÅ× ÁÇÅȭ ÉÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÃÒÁÃËÓȟ ÁÓ +ÁÔÈ ×ÏÕÌÄ 

have predicted.  The film is shot mainly in back and white.  Some of its sequences are dark and 

cramped, just a couple of people hunched in a shadowy room ɀ Maria with  Pauline planning 

holidays abroad that will never happen even when she sadly sells the cow, Anton and Martha 

desperately telexing for help from Paul. The mysterious forest fails to protect the land.  In 

Schabbach old fashioned values of quality and solidity and worth are being challenged, and 

aspects of the confrontation are reflected in relationships among the brothers.   

 

As Anton battles to defend his business against a hostile takeover, Ernst in bright white 

ÄÁÙÌÉÇÈÔ ÐÅÄÄÌÅÓ ×ÏÒÔÈÌÅÓÓ ȰÍÏÄÅÒÎÉÓÁÔÉÏÎÓȱ ÉÎ ÅØÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÆÏÒ ÐÒÉÃÅÌÅÓÓ antique furniture and 

building  ÍÁÔÅÒÉÁÌÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÇÉÏÎȟ ÃÁÐÉÔÁÌÉÓÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÌÏÃÁÌ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ.  

Then Anton re-encounters the foolish caricature of American Paul, and an unrecognisable 

incarnation of Hermann, who can cut Lotti after  his concert without a flicker of 

acknowledgment.  The scenes involving these versions of Paul and Hermann render artificial a 

thread of the plot that in spirit is very powerful.  Dedicated, down to earth Anton is rejected 

by Paul ÉÎ ÆÁÖÏÕÒ ÏÆ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ɉ×ÈÏÓÅ ȰÁÒÔȱ !ÎÔÏÎ ÄÅÓÐÉÓÅÓɊ.  9ÅÔ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ 

episode is beautifu l, and (as only Glasisch understands) fulfils the creative talent of the boy in 

the previous film. 

 

Colour returns to the film when Anton drives back to the Hunsrück in the early morning 

light .  (Å ÐÁÙÓ Á ÃÉÖÉÌ ÂÕÔ ÂÅÍÕÓÅÄ ÖÉÓÉÔ ÔÏ %ÒÎÓÔȭÓ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÐÒÅÍÉÓÅÓ and goes home with new 

resolve.  In front of his whole workforce Anton rejects the takeover bid and vows that the 
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quality of his business and the prosperity it brings to Schabbach will continue as long as he 

lives (which in Heimat 3 it does). 

 

In the Simon house Ernst, the unscrupulous dealer, encounters Ernst, the small boy whose 

first pl ane still lies in the attic.  Movingly, in spite of a quarrel with Anton, the child wins out, 

and Ernst ends up on the muck-heap playing with his plane.  But the episode ends with 

-ÁÒÉÁȭÓ ÌÏÎÅÌÉÎÅÓÓ, and the grief that Hermann is beyond her reach and her understanding, 

while in the square outside the war memorial is unceremoniously removed to the graveyard, 

to make way for the traffic. 

 

§ 

 

At first t he final Episode (11) seemed confusing and disappointing, when viewing the series 

in weekly TV instalments.  There were so many characters to cope with, some smaller parts 

forgotten, some new.  The whole Kirmes section appeared to dissipate the momentum of the 

series, and the idea of re-encountering the dead seemed sentimental and alienating.  But 

having grown far more familiar with the characters and the story, and watching with 

enhanced image reproduction on DVD, I can now recognise this episode as a powerful and 

wholly fitting way of bringing the series to an end. 

 

It is in fact a great tapestry, interweaving their memories with the story of the brothers who 

ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȟ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈ.  The contemporary story is told in colour, 

softened and greyed in some scenes of the funeral and storm, rich in the interior of the Simon 

house, almost garish in the Kirmes scenes.  The memories are told in flashback, a technique 

rarely used anywhere else in the Heimat Trilogy.  With one br ief but notable exception, the 

flashbacks are filmed mostly in black and white, perhaps because they may have been outtakes 

from earlier in the filming schedule ɀ but anyway it is very effective. 

 

Opening with the funeral is a shock, Maria is the heart of the series, one cannot imagine 

another whole film continuing without her .  We have not witnessed her illness and death, we 

never know what she died of, it is disturbing.  But then we are drawn into the interactions of 

the funeral party.  There is anxiety that Hermann wil l be late. Paul in very old age looks 

curiously like Anton nearing his end in Heimat 3.  4ÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÍȟ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ frantic drive, the 

iconic image of the abandoned coffin, all mark this funeral as exceptional, and in a way 

distance it too, though as always in these films sadness and laughter (and Glasisch) humanise 

the symbolism.  Two jet fighters screaming over the burial jolt us into the 1980s, the Hunsrück 

of Hahn airbase and the cold war, and then sweep us on a swift flight over the beloved 

landscape.  The wild ride goes on and on, and is moving and strange beyond understanding.  

Organ music recalls HÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÁÎÇÕÉÓh at the end of Episode 9. 

 

At the funeral meal, the two old men, Glasisch and Paul, think of Maria, and are overcome 

by their memories.  Perhaps too they think of  Apollonia and their ancient rivalry .  Glasisch 

thumbs through his photograph album, saying Ȱ!ÌÌ ÄÅÁÄȟ ÁÌÌ ÄÅÁÄȱȟ like Opa Molz in the 

documentary.  Who ÂÕÒÉÅÄ 7ÉÅÇÁÎÄȭÓ ÍÏÔÏÒbike in the dung heap? He knows but will not 
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tell, as his eye falls on an image of Paul.  Paul too, challenged by Glasisch to say why he walked 

away, can only shake his head.  Memories buried and lost for good.   

 

Hermann in the graveyard finds it full of his relations, and the old man Wilhelm rekindles 

his memory of the Hunsrück Platt.  Later he and Paul, the two ȬWeggegangenÅÒȭ who have 

returned in such unrecognisable form, share regrets and memories, only half listening to each 

other, but both weeping, and bringing home to themselves the rootlessness of their own lives.  

Ȱ7Å ÎÅÖÅÒ ËÎÅ× ÈÏ× ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÈÅÒÅȱ... but there seems 

something maudlin and inauthentic  about them both that un dermines the scene, or maybe 

that is the point of it.  

 

Eventually the brothers converge on the Simon house.  Anton, unwell and convinced Ernst 

intends to raid the house, has crazily boarded up the door.  Ernst feeds the rabbits, climbs in 

round the back and wanders about, no longer with an eye just for the value of things, but 

treasuring the memories they raise.  In flashback he remembers peering round the kitchen 

door and seeing -ÁÒÉÁ ÁÎÄ /ÔÔÏ ÅÍÂÒÁÃÉÎÇȟ ×ÉÔÈ /ÔÔÏȭÓ ÁÒÍ in plaster, and then the model 

glider flying in his grandÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÆÉÅÌÄ.  This is the only flashback that is filmed  fully  in colour, 

fitting,  because it is a warm, happy memory, not tinged with regret like some of others.   

 

!ÎÔÏÎȭÓ ÍÅÍÏÒÉÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ are monochrome, of times when he tried and failed to meet 

ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÎÅÅÄs, and she lives for us again as he revisits them: the colour TV that 

frightened her with thoughts of loneliness and death, when she wished only that he would 

visit her more often;  the flowers he brought for her 70th birthday, when he had forgotten the 

party was to be in the hall at the inn , arrived there very late, and was ignored.  His memories 

are rich too with other familiar characters now long gone, not least the irrepressible Lucie.  

(ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÍÅÍÏÒÙȟ ÍÏÓÔÌÙ ÍÏÎÏÃÈrome but with a touch of colour, is of Klärchen ɀ but still 

so brief and censored.  

 

Then hilariously Ernst and Hermann encounter an embarrassed Anton in the process of 

carrying off an antique mirror, which defuses the mutual hostility for a while.  Paul grandly 

arranges the installation of the famous marble plaque, commemorating himself as donor of 

the house to the village.  Old Wilhelm ÔÅÌÌÓ ÈÉÍ Ȱ)Î Á ÙÅÁÒ ÏÒ Ô×Ï ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÌaque ɀ 

ÆÏÒ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ȢȢȢȱ In unison for once, the three brothers roll down the street towards the beer 

tent ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÉÒȟ ÌÉËÅ ÕÎÅÁÓÙ ÃÏ×ÂÏÙ ȬÐÁÒÄÎÅÒÓȭ ÉÎ Á 7ÉÌÄ 7ÅÓÔ ÍÏÖÉÅ.  With their grief laid deep 

inside, and the tensions among themselves temporarily relieved, their world dissolves into the 

noise, gaiety and craziness of Kirmes.   

 

The Kirmes section has a magnificent soundtrack, with the strong country voices and 

laughter of the revellers, and many loud sounds and music of the fairground, interwoven with 

rousing music from the band.  The band leads an interminable conga sweeping almost the 

whole village into its train , which winds repeatedly, happy and stupid, through a cowshed.  At 

the end of the evening the redundant musicians play sad jazz, revolving slowly on a carousel.   

 

The villagers intent on a brief night of revelry and escape are Hunsrückers of the 

contemporary 1980s world .  All through this episode there have been a few faces familiar from 
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the documentary, and Hermann at the fair meets two of the slate miners called Hans. The 

tarts, hilarious even if rather overplayed, are clearly shown as incomers, not caricatures 

offensive to a Hunsrück audience.  But they echo words spoken in the documentary by 

respectable local employees at the airbase, when they lament the old days in Lautzenhausen 

when the Ami were loaded with dollars, and note that nowadays it is just the farmers who 

frequent the brothel .  This is no longer the world of memory.   

 

The brothers find relief in the mêlée.  By and large they make fools of themselves, like 

everyone else, but each on his own, no longer together, and in the end they go their own ways.  

Meanwhile Paul encounters his own huge shadow on the wall of the inn, and, as though 

already dying, seems to relive his clumsy attempt at reconciliation with Maria, before the 

vision is shattered.  Glasisch follows the train of revellers who beat in vain on the doors of the 

locked and empty hall, clamouring as it were at the door of death.  They think him foolish 

when he tells them to go to a door round th e back.  Going himself, he too staggers into his 

own shadow on the wall and falls, before passing through the mysterious door. 

 

The encounter with the dead in the empty hall is not as I first thought a sentimental 

contrivance to cobble together the end of the film .  I see it now as celebrating the lives of the 

two who have just died, a poetic representation of the web of memories in their hearts before 

they died, memories that span the whole course of the first Heimat.   

 

When Glasisch enters the hall, his memories are those of an observer, undervalued and 

affectionately ignored by his community, his awkward love rarely returned.  The figures are 

stiff  and strange, like zombies in a fantasy fiction  (Céline et Julie vont en bateau?), obsessively 

recreating their own scenarios, each ignoring all the rest, and ignoring him .  But when Maria 

descends among them, carrying her white bedclothes, they all fall silent, and gather quietly to 

receive her.  Slowly, with love and wonder, she greets each by name, and in her presence they 

smile and become fully human again.  This scene is deeply moving, and so is her shy reunion 

with Otto .  Then together with Kath and of course Glasisch and Marie-Goot they crowd to the 

window to spy indulgently on the brothers and the fading absurdities of Kirmes in the living 

world. 

 

This is not quite the end of the film, but it feels like an affirmation that the memories of 

ÔÈÅÓÅ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÓȭ ÌÉÖÅÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÉÖÅ ÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒË ÏÆ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÒÅÁÔÏÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ hearts of his 

audience.  The love they have felt for each other in the fictional story, and in any remembered 

lives they may partially reflect, gives them back their life.  It will stay with the author and with 

us, the love among and for these imagined people.  That may also be a sentimental idea, but so 

be it.   

 

!ÆÔÅÒ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÎÅ× ÃÏmposition has celebrated his Hunsrück roots from the depths of 

the Herrenberg slate mine, the credits roll against a wide landscape.  In the sky, two short 

vapour trails, maybe from jet fighters, dwindle towards the horizon. 

 

 

><><><><><><><><><><><>< 
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The Second Heimat   

1960-1970 
 

 

The Second Heimat is built from the memories of one decade in the lives of a single, still 

living generation.  Older and younger generations (except in one or two cases) are seen simply 

through the eyes of those who were of student age in the early 1960s, and in their memories.  

But perhaps because some of us still identify with being young, however old we really are, it 

has a peculiar power and depth for many of us, we understand it with laughter and some pain, 

and learn from it, even now.  At the same time, as with the first Heimat, those of us who are 

not from Germany and did not live through the post war decades there, watch also with 

curiosity, as strangers. 

 

§ 

 

2.1  Episodes 1 ɀ 2:  Hermann and Juan: memories of  ȬSehnsuchtȭ ÆÏÒ Á ÎÅ× ȬHeimat ȭȠ ȰÔÈÅ 

ÍÉØÔÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÐÁÓÓÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÆÅÁÒȱ. 

  

After the first few scenes in the Hunsrück, shot in the colour of everyday, which serve to 

establish the new actor of Hermann as an incarnation of the teenage Hermännchen of Heimat 

1, we plunge with him into an alien world .  Still wounded and embittered by the loss of 

Klärchen, he embarks on the search for a new Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ, a fantasy world of music in which man 

can be free.   

 

In the great city, images in daylight are once again shot in subtle black and white, while at 

night they glow with rich colou r among the shadows (the secret metropolis ÏÆ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ 

ÄÒÅÁÍÓȟ Ȱ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔÓ ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ÃÏÌÏÕÒÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔÓȱɊ.  Spaces are defined by the movements and 

glances of the characters.  Striking close-ups are too numerous to mention ɀ among others, 

Jean-Marie backlit leaning on a piano; ÓÈÁÄÏ× ÁÎÄ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÏÎ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ, listening and no 

longer listening, during a cello lesson; ÈÅÒ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒȭÓ ÂÏ× ÁÔÔÁÃËÉÎÇ and caressing a string.  Each 

film  is a constant stream of beautiful images.  Take the scenes of (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÖÉÓÉÔ to the 

drama school, for example.  Pause on any frame at random, and find a finely constructed still, 

exquisitely lit, a portrait of a person, or a space, or people in a space, their shadows and 

reflections.  But these are not just stills.  Sounds echo, movement and light flow through them, 

and so does the story.  Olga smiles and makes a face through a window, Hermann swiftly grins 

back, and struggles on with his elocution lesson.  The stiff, disabled teacher gets his whole 

class moving fluidly round him, intent and absurd, m outhing  their tongue twisters.  The 

interlude  is brief, and barely advances the story, and yet it is perfect, like a small poem.  I lack 

the technical knowledge to describe it adequately, I can only register my own enjoyment. 

 



- 20 - 

Watching the films for the first time one is, like Hermann himself, bewildered by the 

proliferation of people and places.  Characters appear and disappear.  There are tentative 

meetings, wandering eyes, movements towards and away, people absorbed in their practice or 

their project, people watching them, people ignoring them.  People get to know each other, 

learn from each other, or misunderstand and make mistakes.  There are many reflections, in 

mirrors, windows, marble walls, the polished case of a piano.  Many moods, elation, 

anticipation, fascination, anxiety, loneliness, shift endlessly through the first two films of the 

series.  Many journeys, short and long, on foot, by bicycle, in cars, buses, trams, trains.  This 

constant movement and change, constant newness, constant mirroring, is the antithesis of life 

in Schabbach.  

 

The characters inhabit a confusing variety of apartments.  There are so many rooms, some 

so narrow, some so cluttered with fascinating objects, some filled with the personality of their 

owner, some empty.  Later from the documentaries one learns that all these apartments are 

genuine real-life habitations, painstakingly selected to suit characters and action, and in turn 

modifying both .  The windows often look onto real streets, lovingly filled with 1960s vehicles 

and street furniture, but appearing natural and lifelike .  It perhaps helps that the urban 

costumes and hairstyles of the early 60s seem paradoxically less old fashioned to us than those 

of the seventies and eighties.  So one is not that aware of these being authentic period 

reconstructions, unless one knew the city at that time, or has a particular interest in how the 

effect was achieved.  It just feels right, nothing jars .  ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÅØÁÍÉÎÅ ÏÕÒ Ï×Î 

memories for authenticity, our clothes, our vehicles, our crockery and furniture were like that 

because they were ours and we were like that.  But if someone were to recreate our memories 

inauthentically it would immediately feel strange.  

 

§ 

 

 Seeing the films again, I am mesmerised by the ceaseless sounds ɀ vehicles in the street, 

rain, voices, music, and footsteps.  Hermann, remembering his first night in Munich, in 

2ÅÎÁÔÅȭÓ lodging, ÒÅÍÁÒËÓȡ Ȱ!ÌÌ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÍÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅÒÓȟ ÁÌÌ ÃÏÕÇÈÉÎÇȟ 

snoring, blowing their noses.  4ÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ÃÉÔÙ )ȭÄ ÄÒÅÁÍÅÄ ÏÆȟ ÔÏÏȱ.  Everywhere there are 

footsteps, on many different surfaces, on many different pavements and passages and 

stairways, each with its own acoustic.  The most ÏÖÅÒ×ÈÅÌÍÉÎÇ ȰÓÏÕÎÄÓÃÁÐÅȱȟ ÁÓ ÉÔ ×ÅÒÅȟ ÉÓ 

that of the Musik hochschule (Conservatoire).  This resonant building is full of sounds and 

their echoes ɀ people practising and performing on many instruments, along corridors, behind 

doors that echo as they open and shut, students walking, running, talking, laughing, singing, 

footsteps and voices everywhere, in th e hall, up the grand stairs, round the gallery.  Famously, 

Hermann first sees Clarissa at the foot of those stairs.  In t he gallery he meets Juan, appearing 

with his bamboo quena like an shy gargoyle over the balustrade.  In the great concert hall, 

under an array of huge silver organ pipes, Juan plays his work for marimba and other 

percussion, and ends laughing with a deliberate false note (I think?) . 

 

The film music is famous and fascinating, but I am not competent to describe it adequately.  

It  has been interestingly reviewed in an article by Mehrnoosh Sobhani:  Avant-garde music and 

the aesthetics of film.  On EÄÇÁÒ 2ÅÉÔÚȭÓ Ȭ$ÉÅ :×ÅÉÔÅ (ÅÉÍÁÔȭ unfortunately currently 
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ÕÎÏÂÔÁÉÎÁÂÌÅ ÅØÃÅÐÔ ÉÎ Á 'ÏÏÇÌÅ "ÏÏËÓ ȰÐÒÅÖÉÅ×ȱ ɏ3ÅÅ Ȭ3ÏÕÒÃÅÓȭɐ.  There is also a good outline 

in !ÌÁÎ !ÎÄÒÅÓȭ ÁÒÔÉÃÌÅ The Music of Heimat (http://w ww.heimat123.net/music.html), which 

originally appeared in Film Score Monthly No. 51, November 1994.  In it, Alan reviewed a 4 CD 

set of music from Heimat of which three whole disks were devoted to Heimat 2.  These also are 

no longer available as new (but see the links from 

http://reinder.rustema.nl/heimat/videoncd1 -7-2004.html ).  Alan writes an informative , 

succinct description of the music (slightly revised version):  

 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ "ÅÌla Musica discs devoted to DIE ZWEITE HEIMAT are an odd mix: 

original film music by Mamangakis; concert compositions by Mamangakis and others 

performed in the film; performances of works by Beethoven. Ravel, Schoenberg. 

Flotow, Chopin, Gershwin, etc. heard in the film; and snippets of dialogue (in German, 

naturally). The result is a bit fragmentary and many of the cuts are very short. The 

pieces are presented in the chronological order of the film, making for very uneven 

listening. Still there are some wonderful pieces by Mamangakis: Herman's Poulenc-like 

high school graduation cantata; the plaintive strings and alto cry as Clarissa is rushed 

to the hospital; the lied set to a text by Nietzsche ("Die Krähen schrein") that 

introduces the character of Alex, the perpetual philosophy graduate student; the 

filmmakers' imperial waltz; an organ toccata first heard in HEIMAT; a grotesque 

percussive interlude, among many others. Oddly missing are some of the highlights of 

the film: cello concerto written by Herman for  Clarissa; the movement from Messiaen's 

Quartet for the  End of Time (1941) that accompanied Reinhard's trip to Venice; the 

Foxhole requiem; and the improvisational percussion jam session in the university 

cafeteria.  

Ȱ)ÎÓÔÅÁÄ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÍÁÎÙ ÏÄÄÓ ÁÎÄ ÅÎÄs including a number of works by or 

featuring the leading actors. Some of these are quite pleasant, particularly a lullaby by 

Salome Kammer (who plays Clarissa the cellist), a percussion prelude by Daniel Smith 

(who plays the multi -talented Chilean Juan); and Peter Fischer's setting of Kurt 

Tucholsky's "Zwei Fremde Augen" sung by Salome Kammer. However. l would have 

sacrificed some of the minor performances, incidental songs and dialogue for the 

ÓÔÁÒÔÌÉÎÇ ÏÍÉÓÓÉÏÎÓȢȱ 

I would disagree with him that *ÕÁÎȭÓ electrifying performance on drums and marimba, which 

is at the heart of the film for me, ÉÓ ÎÏ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ȰÑÕÉÔÅ ÐÌÅÁÓÁÎÔȱȟ but that  is just personal 

preference.  "Zwei Fremde Augen" is also memorable for dramatic relevance in its context.  

#ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÌÕÌÌÁÂÙ is delightful and is perhaps in a setting by Orff.  (But Alan redeems himself in 

his intriguing  contributions to discussions on the English website, eg extracts at 

http://www.heimat123.net/references.html , where hÅ ÁÄÍÉÔÓ *ÕÁÎȭÓ Ȭ0ÒÅÌÕÄÉÏȭ ÉÓ Ȱa wonderful 

ÐÉÅÃÅȱȢ) 

 

He is right that the soundtrack is a constant feast of music, of hugely varied origins.  As 

such it recalls and represents the mutitudinous variety of people and sets, emotions and plots 

that form these films.  Moreover, and again famously, the actors who are seen studying and 

giving performances are in real life also professional or very good amateur musicians 

http://www.heimat123.net/music.html
http://reinder.rustema.nl/heimat/videoncd1-7-2004.html
http://www.heimat123.net/references.html
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themselves and perform live on the screen.  Performing together, they watch and listen to 

each other, as mere actors might not have done, ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÌÏÖÅÌÙ ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓ ÌÉËÅ 6ÏÌËÅÒȭÓ 

smile at Clarissa during the Polonaise Brillante. This creates a world of music and of young 

serious musicians that to a lay viewer feels convincing and probably true to life, at least in the 

sixties.  This is the new Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ that Hermann set out to seek.  As Juan keeps telling him it is 

at heart a world ÏÆ Ȱ3ÅÈÎÓÕÃÈÔȱȟ ÌÏÎÇÉÎÇȟ and also, for both of them, a longed for world.  It is 

no coincidence that many of the lyrics of the songs are full of longing 

(http://www.heimat123.de/ - ÐÁÇÅ ÏÎ Ȱ,ÙÒÉËÚÉÔÁÔÅ ÉÎ Die Zweite HeimatȱɊ.   

 

But the score is all the time interwoven with voices and natural sounds, as it is in 

Hunsrückdörfer.  When Frau Moretti chats up Hermann in the attic, sly gipsy music follows 

the rise and fall of her dramatic speaking voice, accompanying a delicate shadow play behind 

hanging white laundry, so that her whole scene fittingly becomes a haunting, comic, semi-

operatic performance.  During Vol kÅÒ ÁÎÄ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ performance, small conversations become 

part of the texture of sound, ÁÓ *ÕÁÎ ÓÐÅÁËÓ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÏÆ Ȱ3ÅÈÎÓÕÃÈÔȱȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÆÉÌÍÍÁËÅÒÓ 

record the work.  In the next film ȟ +ÏÈÌÅÎ *ÏÓÅÆȭÓ ×ÏÏÄ ÃÈÏÐÐÉng provides the beat for 

(ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÇÕÉÔÁÒ.  Visually too images and music combine ɀ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÄ ÉÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔÓȭ 

impromptu  percussion session in the cafeteria, with  slapping hands, cutlery and anything else 

around, is a zoom across a pattern of empty tables and huge windows that mirrors the daring 

and rhythm of the sounds.  Heimat 2 rivals and almost surpasses the work of Hunsrückdörfer, 

on a much larger scale.  Images, music, voices, and natural sounds form the material of a huge 

composition that ebbs and flows throughout each film, between the pillars of the Heimat 

theme.  

 

§ 

 

These first two films introduce a confusing number of characters.  We have initially  no idea 

which of them will become the lead characters of the series, though in fact most of those have 

appeared by the end of the second film, in which the patterns of their relationships are already 

emerging.   

 

There are also some memorable figures who will not play any large part in the later 

episodes.  Early in the first film Hermann encounters Herr Edel, played by a real-life eccentric 

of the same name from Frankfurt, an actor renowned for playing his own multi -faceted self.  

At f irst it looks  as though he might inherit the mantle of Glasisch, as the outsider, a humorous 

observer and purveyor of oddly wise sayings.  But unhappily he was written out, or wrote 

himself out of the series at the end of the second film.  We remember him though, for the fun, 

the wit  and the sadness of this self-confessed alchoholic - Ȱ ÂÕÔ Á controlled ÁÌÃÈÏÈÏÌÉÃȱ- who 

tells ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔÓ ȰÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÏÆ ÙÏu to free himself from ideology... will  ÓÕÃÃÅÅÄȱ.  Staggering 

ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÂ ÈÅ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÓ ȰThe greatest mysteries arise just when we think we know 

everything...  ...7Å ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÍÁÇÅ ÏÆ 'ÏÄȱȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÌÉÎÇers on a lovely close-

up of his face breaking into a smile.  Shortly afterwards, he lies dead in the snow, clasping his 

bottle and glass.  

 

http://www.heimat123.de/
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The Hungarian singer, Frau Moretti, is another fascinating tragi-comic creation.  Like 

(ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ own fantasy of music and Munich itself, she first enchants him, flatters him, offers 

him a lodging.  Then she disappoints and deceives him, sends him away with his belongings 

stolen and his deposit withheld.  When he has given up hope of recovering his trunk and his 

manuscripts, even by force of law, she returns them to him with yet more flattery, as though 

innocent of any treachery.  Once again she bolsters his own sense of destiny, maybe not 

ÉÎÓÉÎÃÅÒÅÌÙȡ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÇÅÎÉÕÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÉÔȟ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÏÓÅ ÉÄÅÁÌÓȟ you must fight and dream.  

) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȢȱ As she turns away to hide her distress, he starts to realise she too is a 

musician who has come to terms with hardship and loss.   

 

Clemens, a jazz drummer from the Hunsrück, is an attractive character, also beautifully 

played.  He is a good ÆÏÉÌ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÙÏÕÎÇ ȬÇÅÎÉÕÓÅÓȭ ×ÈÏ ÓÕÒÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÉÍ.  He is more 

mature than they are, easy-going and grounded, with firm boundaries and a warm smile. He 

looks and sounds far happier in his own skin and also in his dialect, unsurprising since the 

actor is a genuine Hunsrücker.  Hermann, desperate to lose his regional accent and dissociate 

himself from his origins, looks down on Clemens as a country bumpkin , playing in the pubs 

and clubs.  Yet it is Clemens who takes him in when he is homeless, who tolerates, scolds and 

teases him, cares for him when he is ill, and generally acts the older brother .  There is a lovely 

moment at the Fuchsbau, when Hermann, somewhat ill at ease and abandoned, sees a 

sophisticated senior student (Volker) deep in conversation with Clemens. 

 

Then there is Kohlen Josef, rough of accent and appearance, a man of few words, but kind 

and sensitive to his young lodger.  Towards the end of each film he spends with him a still, 

healing moment.  The scene where he shows Hermann the radiant painting of his mother is 

one of the most touching in the whole series.  Moved almost to tears, Josef thinks of  his 

mother, lost when their house was bombed, recognising how the artist focussed on the 

moment of the painting.  It  is still so acute to him now, that he takes refuge in describing the 

exact feeling of the weather that day, before the Föhn.  Something of his emotional generosity 

ÓÔÁÒÔÓ ÔÏ ÍÅÌÔ ÅÖÅÎ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÄÅÆÅÎÃÅÓ.  As Hermann invites him to the future performance of 

hiÓ ÎÅ× ÐÉÅÃÅȟ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÅÌÌÏ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÂÙ ȰÁ ÖÅÒÙ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ×ÏÍÁÎȱȟ ×Å ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ 

hear the warm voice of his father Otto:  Ȱ%ÉÎÅ ÓÅÈÒ ÓÃÈĘÎÅ &ÒÁÕȱȢ 

 

§ 

 

The first two episodes of Heimat 2 are formed from the memories of Hermann and Juan.  

Each tells part of his story in a series of voiceover passages.  Hermann and Juan in my eyes are 

complementary figures, almost two aspects of the same person, an idea which I want to 

explore a little more towards the end of this document when tracing the lifelong portrayal of 

Hermann over all three series.  

 

Juan is one of the most creative characters in the Trilogy.  There must have been an 

extraordinary meeting of author and actor here.  At some level he is an ageless, mythical 

figure.  He often seems very young and vulnerable, anxious and hurt, but in the moment we 

first see him, playing the quena, his face as he blows is the face of an old man.  Hermann and 

most of ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÙÅÁÒ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅÒÓ ÉÎ -ÕÎÉÃÈȟ ÂÕÔ *ÕÁÎ ÉÓ ȰÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅÒȱȢ To 
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Hermann, Juan often feels Ȱlike a being from another planet, invulnerable, ÁÌÉÅÎȱ.  He has the 

shamanic ability to intuit,  share and mirror the feelings and situations of his companions.  He 

voices their  fears (to Hermann: Ȱ"Å×ÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ×ÏÍÅÎȦȱ; to Clarisssa:  Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ forget 

ÌÏÖÅȱ).  He sees them as they are, and loves them for it, and they value him as a friend. 

(ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÓȡ ȰÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ broadest vision ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÄ ÉÎ ÌÏÖÅȟ ÙÅÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÌÏÎÅȢȱ 

Juan is often sad, and his sadness, even his suicide attempt, is cathartic for the others.  He is 

often very funny, and his humour is cathartic too.  He is ambivalent, maybe sexually, certainly 

in many other ways: a gymnast, an entertainer, a confidant, a mask.  Always, ȰÂÌÉÎÄÌÙȱȟ ÔÈÅ 

ÁÃÒÏÂÁÔȭÓ ÓÍÉÌÅ.  He is needy, but he gives more of himself than many of the rest.  In Episode 10 

he moves on, as all their lives are moving on and apart. 

 

As Juan repeatedly says, he, Hermann, Clarissa, and their contemporaries are driven by 

Ȭ3ÅÈÎÓÕÃÈÔȭȟ not for a Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ ÉÎ ÐÁÓÔ memory, but for one in imagination of the future,  still 

unlived.  They represent it in their fantasy in terms of their music, glittering careers, 

companions who should be mirrors of their inner selves.  Yet already from the start their 

teachers, as artists perhaps more perceptive than some academics, know there are deeper 

roots.  There is the lovely passage where simultaneously both Hermann and Clarissa are gently 

reminded by their professors (both in real life renowned musicians and teachers) that, as 

Mamangakis says, great composers wrote best when they wrote for a person they loved.  At 

this stage the students cannot listen.  Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÍÙ ȬÃÅÌÌÏȢȢȢ ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ) ÎÅÅÄȱȟ says Clarissa.  

After their lessons, comically, they collide in the passage.  But weeks later in th e jazz club they 

are still enthusing that Ȱdeath and eternityȱ are the inspiration for great music.   

 

Juan is already aware that studying music was not all he sought when he came to Germany.  

He has remained here even after being rejected by the Conservatoire.  He sees that all the 

ÙÏÕÎÇ ÆÁÃÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÔ ÈÁÌÌ ÁÒÅ ÂÅ×ÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ #ÈÉÎÅÓÅ %ÍÐÅÒÏÒȭÓ ÃÌÏÃË×ÏÒË 

nightingale.  This imagery, of the nightingales, is rendered more complex in German than in 

English, because in English there has grown a greater diÓÓÏÃÉÁÔÉÏÎ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÄÅÁÓ ÏÆ ȰÁÒÔȱ 

ÁÎÄ ȰÁÒÔÉÆÉÃÅȱȟ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ȰÁÒÔÉÓÔÉÃȱ ÁÎÄ ȰÁÒÔÉÆÉÃÉÁÌȱȟ ×ÈÅÒÅÁÓ 'ÅÒÍÁÎ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÒÅÓÅÒÖÅÄ ÉÎ 

language a stronger sense of the original identity of th e concepts.  It gives a very subtle 

dimension to the story of the EmperÏÒȭÓ ÎÉÇÈÔÉÎÇÁÌÅȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ less clear in the English version.   

 

Gradually the insufficiency of their fantasies and defences dawns on Hermann and Clarissa 

too.  Hermann receives the farewell letter from Klärchen, loses his longed for new lodging, his 

money and his precious manuscripts.  Comparing himself with the senior students, his faith in 

his own talent dims.  He has to earn money, Renate pursues him, Clarissa avoids him, he is 

tormented by jealousy, and by his own fear of falling in love again.  He and Juan discuss 

Renate and Clarissa.  In the beautiful snow-swept Englischer Garten (another sequence of 

exquisite images), to the sound off screen of his own quena, Juan somersaults like a child, and 

speaks with wisdom.  Juan has become close to Clarissa, but she has run away from him too.  

His attraction to Clarissa is always ambivalent.  Early on he said :  Ȱ4ÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ) ÔÈÉÎË (ÅÒÍÁÎÎ 

ÌÏÖÅÓ ÈÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆÔÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÓ ÉÎ ÍÙ Ï×Î ÄÒÅÁÍÓȱ.  Now he sees and shares their  

predicament:  Ȱ4ÈÅ Íixture of passion and fear... it clings to us, the Catholic mixture... and 

×ÈÁÔȭÓ worse, we pass it on to others... Clarissa is like you...Ȱ 
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During  the visit of his old school teacher and a pretty  schoolgirl, as truly and illicitly in love 

as Hermann and Klärchen had been, the recurrence of a childhood illness leaves Hermann in 

delirium calling for his mother and his home.  He sees himself now as no more than a third 

rate provincial musician.  The great dream has altogether faded.  But later, as he gets better, 

Clarissa tentatively returns to him .  In the scene of their kiss on her stairway, Hermann starts 

to ask her to play in his piece for cello but she stops him with the truth :  Ȱ)Æ ×Å ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ 

ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÕÓÉÃȟ ×Å ÁÒÅ ÂÏÔÈ ÌÙÉÎÇȱ.  They are both ȰÈÅÄÇÅÈÏÇÓ ÆÕÌÌ ÏÆ ÐÒÉÃËÌÅÓȱȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÒÉÃËÌÅÓ 

go inwards.  But after the kiss, Hermann runs away. 

 

In voiceover memory, he reflects on ×ÈÁÔ *ÕÁÎ ÈÁÄ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ȰÍÉØÔÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÐÁÓÓÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÆÅÁÒȱ 

in which all three of them were entangled:  Ȱ...Had Clarissa known I would run away?  Had 

Juan known that she would?ȱ  The pattern is to dominate the stories of Hermann and Clarissa, 

and of some other relationships too, throughout the rest of the long series.  In later memory, it 

ÈÁÓ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ Á ÄÅÆÉÎÉÎÇ ÃÏÎÓÔÉÔÕÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭȢ 

 

§ 

 

Another theme pervading the memories of these first episodes, and later affecting most of 

the leading characters, is the streak of cruelty in nearly all their childhood s. Normal family 

ÃÏÎÆÌÉÃÔ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÅØÁÃÅÒÂÁÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÃÅÎÔÕÒÙȭÓ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙ.  So many of the parents have lived stern 

lives under a controlling regime, through war and economic disintegration. Some have 

condoned or collaborated with shameful deeds.  So many young people have grown into a 

world where the old society has crumbled. They do not need to repeat the tainted patterns 

ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÍÉÎÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓȭ ÌÉÖÅÓ.  The rigidity and possessiveness, the emotional dishonesty, 

inflicted on Hermännchen is reflected in the experience of most of his student 

contemporaries, in some cases to a monstrous degree.  The damage done is traceable in their  

fear of commitment, avoidance of their true  feelings, and for a few, in tormenting sado-

masochistic relationships, political violence, and perhaps suicide. This makes Heimat 2, for all 

its humour and beauty, a much darker series than the first Heimat, in which the darkness was 

less explicit. 

 

Apart from the rich, boorish father of Angelika the harpist, of whom we see nothing  more, 

the first of the difficult  parents is Mutter Lichtblau .  She is shown in a more rounded way than 

many of the others, a little of her history as a deserted single parent from Protestant 

Pomerania is sketched in, and ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ *ÕÁÎȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ×Å ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÁÓ Á ÃÏÍÐÌÅØ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȟ ÑÕÉÔÅ 

human and warm, as well as devouring and controlling .  She is not Á ȬÍÏÎÓÔÅÒȭȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÓÏÍÅ 

of her behaviour to Clarissa in later episodes will be monstrous.  Meanwhile it is a strange 

scene, in which Mutter Lichtb lau and Juan, two smiling masks, wait for Clarissa to return from 

Dr KirschmaÙÅÒȭÓȟ ÏÎÅ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇȟ ÏÎÅ ÉÎÔÕÉÔÉÎg, where she has been. 

 

 A fascination with death and dying figures at times ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔÓȭ ÃÏÎÖÅÒÓÁÔÉÏÎÓ.  

Hermann plays with the idea, in Á ÙÏÕÎÇ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȭÓ way.  It sounds as though Ȱdeathȱ for him is 

a kind of metaphor for his frustration and hurt, his sexual memories and loneliness, and his 

insecurity.  But AnsgarȭÓ ÂÉÔÔÅÒÎÅÓÓ ÉÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÄÅÅÐÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÉÎÔÒÁÃÔÁÂÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ when he says:  

Ȱ7ÅȭÒÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÉÎ ÄÁÎÇÅÒ ÏÆ ÄÅÁÔÈȱ he means it.  In the next episodes it will be evident how 
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damaging his family life  has been.  Now, in the film store, his  face appears in close-up, half in 

warm light,  half deathly cold.   

 

Juan too talks of death and suicide ɀ it is always hard to know whether he is speaking for 

himself, or half consciously mirroring others and offering a perspective on their moods, or 

both.  But he clearly has his own depth of sadness and insecurity, and appears to attempt 

suicide in a later episode.  We know very little about his earlier life .  His accounts are 

fragmentary and may or may not be invented.  It is not clear why he has travelled so far away.  

His father died in an accident, and he sounds to have remained close to his mother.  We never 

learn why the longed for letter from her did not come, or whether he ever heard from her 

again. 

 

§ 

 

Heimat 2 chronicles with authority the intense creativity generated in this decade.  The 

young people who break away from their families and disown their origins say, with Juan and 

Hermann, ȰÌÅÔȭÓ forget the fathers... we gave birth to ourselves... so we are gods!ȱ.  Famously, 

Ȱ0ÁÐÁȭÓ +ÉÎÏ ÉÓÔ ÔÏÔȱ.  The result is a stream of experimental work in music and film.  There are 

examples of it throughout the films, some more successful than others, maybe.  And there are 

the remarkable portrayals, at once affectionate and very funny, of young filmmakers and 

young musicans, actors, a cabaret artiste, at work, which, although I can be no judge, feel 

entirely authentic .  These passages reflect the memories of the director and his team, they 

ground the characters in a real time, and in the real-life experience of that generation.  Few of 

the young characters will reach the heights attained by the director himself, but the  whole 

story is about their finding their level and coming to terms with it .  This aspect of Heimat 2 is 

endlessly fascinating, and has been well documented by those who know more than I do about 

the background. 

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

2.2  Episodes 3 ɀ 4:  Evelyne and Ansgar:  Á Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ ÌÏÓÔȟ ÒÅÃÒÅÁÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ destroyed  again; 

and the Fuchsbau, a house of dangerous memories for  ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭȢ 

 

The magnificent figure of Evelyne brings a new strong energy into these two films.  She 

emerges majestically from behind a group of family mourners as they disperse in diagonal 

movements across the screen.  She is shocked and silent with grief .  She has lost her father and 

with him everything that had been her seemingly happy childhood Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ.  Always close to 

him, stronger than him, protective of him , she has suddenly learnt after his death that his wife 

is not her mother.  &ÒÏÍ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ȰÆÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ ÉÎ the ȬEÐÉÌÏÇÕÅȭ ÔÈÉÓ ɉÓÔÅÐ)-mother turns out 

to have been yet another clinging, anxious, insensitive parent.  Only the elder of her brothers 

(himself maybe rather like her father) understands Evelyne.  
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The first part of her story is partly remembered by herself in voiceover, as she leaves the 

house in Neuburg ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ȬÈÏÍÅȭ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÅÓ ÔÏ -ÕÎÉÃÈ ÔÏ discover who her real 

mother was.  Evelyne, though so strong-willed and adventurous, has not long emerged from 

childhood.  3ÈÅ ÐÁÃËÓ ÈÅÒ ÄÏÌÌÓ ÁÓ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÒÒÉÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ.  Meeting her Aunt 

Cerphal she curtsies, like a well-behaved German child  of the period.  Yet she follows her 

intuition and interacts without hesitation with wh at is happening in the moment.  She 

responds directly to Ansgar, in the shadowy night of the Fuchsbau library.  She respects his 

own directness, and is not cowed (or attracted) by his depression and savage, affected 

cynicism.  Their passion is the antithesis of his sadistic entanglement with poor Olga.  

 

In a strange way, Evelyne wants ÔÏ ÒÅÁÌÉÓÅ Á ÎÅ× Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ ÉÎ ÒÅÐÌÉÃÁÔÉÎÇ with Ansgar the 

happy passionate affair which she imagines and hopes her father had with her mother .  Her 

true mother had looked exactly like herself:  Ȱ4ÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ) look for my mother, the more I find 

myself.  And the more I find myself I find Ansgar...  ...I was conceived in love... ×ÈÅÎ ) ÓÁÙ ȬI 

lÏÖÅȭ ÉÔȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÉÎÇȱ.  Not surprisingly, Ansgar rejects the idea.  It is all the more 

distasteful to him in that h e, the only child of elderly parents, sees his own parents as 

monsters ɀ pious, hypocritical, self-sacrificing, guilt inducing, devouring .  As they appear later 

in the film, they are indeed a grim couple.  He burns his creative work, so that they shall not 

appropriate it when he dies.  In truth, the relationship of Evelyne and Ansgar is no replica, but 

alive and warm in its own right .  Yet tÒÁÇÉÃÁÌÌÙȟ !ÎÓÇÁÒȭÓ parents return to hound him with 

ÔÈÅÉÒ ÓÉÃË ȰÌÏÖÅȱȟ ÈÉÓ demons cannot be assuaged, and he is already back on drugs the day of 

his last accident.  Evelyne is no more able to protect him from the death he has sought all 

along, than she could protect her own father from an early death. 

 

After the fourth film we see little more of Evelyne, with her commanding presence, her 

honesty, her tenderness, her musicianship and her glorious voice.  There are a few clips of her 

among ÔÈÅ ȰÆÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ:  a lovely practice performance of Das Irrlicht  with Volker;  her return, 

angry and grieving, to Neuburg where she finds no solace; and a brief meeting with Clarissa in 

Paris.  We hear in a later episode that it  was she who recommended the abortionist to Clarissa, 

and when she returns so briefly to Neuburg she needs money.  Is there a lost story line in 

which her grief is compounded by a pregnancy she cannot bear to bring to term?  That is the 

end of her speaking role, but there are also two performances in Episode 7, one of (ÅÒÍÁÎȭÓ 

setting of a poem by Ansgar, one of a fragment of an aria from the Christmas Oratorio .  She 

makes a token appearance at the wedding in Episode 8, with a magnificent African boyfriend 

for whom earlier she had sung the aria.  There is nothing  in the story to explain why she 

should disappear from the cast so soon, maybe the actress was unable to continue.  Whatever 

the reason, like Gunnar at the end of Heimat 3, she is very much missed.   

 

§ 

 

The other lead character of Episodes 3 and 4 is the Fuchsbau villa itself.  The beautiful 

house, from basement to attic, is the setting for scene after scene.  Hermann in voiceover 

remembers how it became the refuge and stage for this elite group of students.  Inside and 

out, empty or crowded, in every light and every season, in all moods from gaiety to tragedy, it 
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enfolds their lives, and moulds the action of the films.  It is not just the physical house and its 

contents, however fascinating and exquisitely filmed, that has such power, it is also its dubious 

history, and that of its owner and her household.   

 

Frau Ries, the loyal retainer, first introduces Evelyne and us to the story of this influential 

Munich publishing family, so influential that , at least in their own eyes, without the  private, 

patrician support from themselves and their kind, the vulgar Nazi regime would have 

foundered.  Yet, as we later discover, their own survival was at the expense of their Jewish 

business partner and family friend whom they helped to escape, while appropriating his house 

and share of the firm.  Frau Ries is a lovely, paradoxical character, wilfully but also somehow 

innocently blind to the implications .  Her loyalty is personal, to the individual members of her 

ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÒÓȭ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȟ ×ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÉÎ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÏ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÈÅÒ 

down.  In the big Ȱ4ÒÉÌÏÇÉÅȱ ÁÒÔ ÂÏÏËȟ though not in the film itself,  there is an unbearable 

image of Frau Ries after the Fuchsbau is sold, polishing a floor in the Cerphal publishing 

house, on hands and knees like a charwoman. 

 

Less innocent is Fräulein Cerphal.  Silly, venal, vulnerable, emotionally at sea, brilliantly 

portrayed and played, and very funny, she is so finely and empathetically observed, she could 

be any one of ourselves.  She has collected the students, for company and entertainment,  and 

for a veneer of culture, and she is possessive of her favourites, like Stefan and Juan.  It will be 

easier to think about her in Episode 9, which is devoted to her story, but meanwhile there are 

nice echoes of another, far less exalted, villa and its owner.  Now the proud politically correct  

memories are of entertaining Brecht and Feuchtwanger and Thomas Mann, instead of ȰÄÅÒ 

2ÏÓÅÎÂÅÒÇȟ ÄÅÒ &ÒÉÃË ÕÎÄ ÄÅÒ ,ÅÙȱȢ 

 

Gattinger personifies a type, but he is also a complex man, intuitively portrayed.  As a 

former Nazi, from an elite SS division, in hiding from his past , he is rejected out of hand by the 

students (apart from Helga who enjoys the attention he gives her).  It  is indeed obscene, if he 

reads aloud from The Last of the Just only to foster a false impression that he sympathises with 

the Jews.  In his youth an artist, he is now recreating an acceptable persona for himself, at first 

with some charm and grace, and rather frightening self control .  His relationship with Fräulein 

Cerphal goes back a long way and is sustained by mutual need.  Its whole nature is apparent 

from their glances and gestures in the first few minutes of Episode 3.  She has the money, but 

they are co-conspirators in a world that has become foreign to both of them.  He is clearly 

more intelligent than her, and seems not only bored, but probably lonely.  At the Fasching 

party he joins in with absurd gusto, as though wanting, like Cerphal herself, to roll back the 

years to a more innocent time.  In Episode 11 he will appear to make a genuine if limited 

attempt to come to terms with his past.  As he says to the accusinÇ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔÓ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÉÄÅÁ 

×ÈÏ ) ÁÍȱȢ 

 

The students use the house to work, practice, perform, and party.  Activity in any one place 

is often carried on in a context of sounds and interruptions from elsewhere.  The scene in the 

library where Evelyne learnÓ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÆÒÏÍ &ÒÁÕ 2ÉÅÓ, for instance, is intercut with 

ÃÌÉÐÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÆÉÌÍ ÍÁËÅÒÓȭ short ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÉÎÓ ÏÆ -ÕÎÉÃÈȟ ÂÅÉÎÇ ȰÐÒÅÍÉÅÒÅÄȱ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

room next door.  The music from the film is in the background throughout .  With dramatic 
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effect, the story of the bombing in which the mother died coincides with the moment in which  

the unseen film describes the fire-bombing of the Opera House and strafing of the city, to the 

ÓÏÕÎÄ ÏÆ 'ÌÕÃËȭÓ ȬFuriesȭ. 

 

After the film  show there is a summer night party and the audience breaks into shifting 

groups, all through the house and garden.  Everywhere there are small conversations, or 

someone singing or making music.  Invisible threads of attraction, jealousy and pride draw 

people into and out of the groups, and the camera turns with them or follows them.  Juan 

looses an outburst of genuine anger against an intruding Hermann.  For once the mask slips 

ÁÎÄ *ÕÁÎȭÓ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÅÁÒÓ.  Ȱ*ÅÁÌÏÕÓÙȦȱ ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÔÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÒÅÔÒÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÒÉÖÁÌ.  Which it is, for 

both of them.  In the darkened library among patterns of shadow, Evelyne and Ansgar meet, 

with distant voices in the background and somewhere a guitar.  At the piano, Hermann and 

Helga are joined by Evelyne, and a group gathers to listen.  First Olga, then Clarissa watch 

through the rainy windows of their jealousy.  Later, in the garden again, the patterns continue 

to evolve, as someone plays Chopin, and Evelyne finds the wine ÇÌÁÓÓ ÏÎ !ÎÓÇÁÒȭÓ ÕÐÔÕÒÎÅÄ 

foot.  The whole evening is a rich texture of movement and colours, of voices and musical 

instruments and light , and of complex emotionsȟ ÓÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÐÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ Ȱ×ÏÒÄ-

ÃÁÔÓȱ.  It is as though the action were happening everywhere in the house and garden, fluidly, 

with no boundaries, and the particular focus of camera and screen is almost incidental.  

Perhaps this is something peculiar to Heimat, and maybe to the work of Reitz and Gernot Roll. 

 

§ 

 

With the advent of Evelyne and Ansgar, so strong and direct, and the power of their stories, 

it becomes harder to watch the shadow play between Hermann and Clarissa.  By the end of 

Episode 4 they are still making each other jealous and running away from each other and 

creating misunderstandings.  Even when they do get physically close to each other it seems to 

happen only in situations where they are likely to be (hilariously) interrupted .   

 

Hermann appears more shallow and self centred as the films go on.  When poor Kohlen 

Josef tells him that he is to lose the coalyard which his family has held for three generations, 

Hermann can think only of the loss of his own lodging.  Remembering their relationship in the 

first two f ilms, it hurts to see that.  Even his friendship with Frau Moretti is largely based on 

what he hopes to get from it .  His music is suffering too, along with his confidence.  He is 

×ÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÖÉÅ×ÅÒÓ ÆÏÃÕÓÓÅÄ ÏÎ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÃÅÌÌÏ 

concerto, and did not mention the composer by name, or say much about the music.  His next 

piece, written to pose a riddle to Clarissa, is comparatively lightweight .  He blames her for his 

own insecurity and hurt, and is insensitive to hers. 

 

Clarissa gives an impression of overwhelming fragility.  She is at once stressed out and 

elated by the demands of her music, the competition, the concert, and its success.  And we 

now see how she has all along been crushed by the adults who profess to love her ɀ her 

ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÃÏÎÔÒÏÌÌÉÎÇ ÄÒÉÖÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌÌÙ ÂÌÁÃËÍÁÉÌÉÎÇȟ abusive involvement of Dr. 

Kirschmayer.  It is no wonder that she runs away and creates obstacles to a relationship she 
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really wants.  There is no ground for her to trust it, and Hermann in his current state is 

ÉÎÃÁÐÁÂÌÅ ÏÆ Ȱ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇȱ ÁÎÄ ÇÉÖÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÓÐÁÃÅȢ 

 

§ 

 

The succession of beautiful images continue through these two films.  Some of the most 

memorable include the scenes of Evelyne and Ansgar walking through the streets ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÁÕÎÔȭÓ 

dairy shop, and then in an old graveyard.  As they move along, and vehicles and passers-by 

appear and disappear, there is a sense in which  the silvery spaces of the streets and the parks 

open out around and beyond them, leading out of the frame of the screen towards an unseen 

but imagined world. In the graveyard there are wonderful moving portraits: Evelyne and 

Ansgar sharing the milk; the old woman and her goose; Ansgar in sunlight looking down at 

Evelyne; the textures of skin, clothes, hair, feathers, the tenderness of their faces.  Even in the 

ÍÏÓÔ ÄÒÅÁÄÆÕÌ ÓÃÅÎÅÓȟ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÃÏÕÎÔÅÒ ÏÆ %ÖÅÌÙÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ !ÎÓÇÁÒȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÁÔÈȟ ÔÈÅ 

black and white images are startlingly beautiful.  Like ÔÈÅ ÉÍÁÇÅÓ ÏÆ /ÔÔÏȭÓ ÕÎÅØÐÌÏÄÅÄ ÂÏÍÂȟ 

they have no right to be so, and yet there they are.  The colour too in the night scenes 

becomes even richer ɀ &ÒÁÕ -ÏÒÅÔÔÉȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÔÈÅ Fasching party scene, and the preparations for 

it .  And when Evelyne grieves, bent ÏÖÅÒ !ÎÓÇÁÒȭÓ ÐÕÌÌÏÖÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÂÒÁÒÙ, her bright  hair falls 

with t he brushstrokes of an Expressionist painting.  

 

4ÈÅ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔÓȭ ÉÄÙÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ &ÕÃÈÓÂÁÕ ÉÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÁÄÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÅÖÅÒÙÄÁÙ ÌÉÇÈÔ.  The following 

autumn, in the  huge city cemetery, there is another visually very beautiful passage, silent apart 

from the natural sounds of footsteps crunching leaves and gravel, a distant train, rooks in the 

trees.  "Ù !ÎÓÇÁÒȭÓ ÇÒÁÖÅȟ Hermann confronts the fact they have had their first death, and that 

ȰÉÔ ÆÅÅÌÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÖÉÌÌÁÇÅ ÁÔ ÈÏÍÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÇÏ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÁÖÅÙÁÒÄ and there lies someone you knewȱ.  

0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ× Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÏ far from the old, after all .  They have been wasting their 

time for months .  Juan as usual recommends suicide:  Ȱ/ÎÅ ÓÈÏÔȢ Poum! The end.  When I 

×ÁÎÔȢȱ As they walk away from the grave, and the credits start to roll, with a jaunty step he 

glances defiantly up at the towering crucifix. 

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

2.3  Episode 5:  Memories of ȰPlaying with  FreedÏÍȱ, by-ways. 

 

This film is about a stormy summer week of playing at being free, whose outcomes are both 

enriching and destructive.  Near the start, it depicts the Schwabinger riots of 1962, represented 

as the game of free-wheeling student life and protest on the streets, met with violence and 

injustice by ex-Nazi elements in the police force.  By the end of it no one was playing games 

any more.  This and later episodes of the films will suggest that it crystallised the politicisation 

of the young with both  creative and destructive effect, further polarising inter -generational 

conflict until the debacle of 1968. 
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As in Heimat 1 the political events are not reconstructed historical records, they are 

reconstructions of memories.  In this case the memories, staged with such skill and apparent 

authenticity,  are those of Hermann and Helga.  Neither of them is yet particularly  aware or 

involved politically .  Both independently find themselves by accident on the fringes of the 

action.  They get swept into the violence because they happen to be there, and are in fact 

trying to escape it.  Their immediate reactions are anything but revolutionary.  Hermann 

becomes enraged because the police smash his guitar.  He feels they acted solely out of hatred 

and fear of young people and their street music.  He is then beaten up when he goes 

innocently to the police station to seek compensation.  To escape pursuit, he flees Munich for 

the summer.  Helga gets an hysterical kick out of the excitement and her own fear and rage, 

but she too flees to her family home in Dülmen.  Yet for her, the events of this week will 

kickstart the process that gradually, over the years, channels her frustrated emotional energy 

into the bitter, singleminded, vengeful activity of a terrorist . 

 

In provincial Dülmen, Helga, Dorli and Marianne push the boundaries of freedom in play 

with H ermann.  Helga is still shackled to a childhood role as fond rebel daughter of an 

authoritarian father, still embroiled in hopeless altercation with a narrow conventional h ome.  

She is desperate for sexual experience, but her need turns relationship into something to be 

demanded and manipulated, and her anxiety means she always has to be the one in control.  

She feels fantasy is Ȱmuch biggerȱ ɉÁÎÄ ÓÁÆÅÒɊ than reality.  Dorli , for all her bubbly down to 

earth physicality, and her splendid strip tease act at the Fasching party, is also still very young, 

still fantasising and experimenting.  Together she and Helga have giggly girly conversations 

beautifully rendered iÎ ÔÈÅ Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ Ȱ%ÐÉÌÏÇÕÅȱ.  )Î ÔÈÅ Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ ÔÏÏȟ -ÁÒÉÁÎÎÅ, 

ÔÒÅÁÃÈÅÒÏÕÓ ȰÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÏÎÆÅÓÓÏÒȱ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÇÉÒÌÓȟ describes the desperation of the young 

mothers in a small town where no one can be invisible, chain smoking by the playground 

sandpit ȰȢȢȢsitting there with their gaze passing right through the infants, far into the distance 

ȣYou know, Dorli, we are like gunpowder.  You simply need to hold a match to it.  If a guy just 

goes pastȣȱ  

 

Hermann wanders into this keg of gunpowder and has a great time.  It seems that at this 

age (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÒÅÐÕÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÆÏÒ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÁÔÔÒÁÃÔÉÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÍÁÙ still lie partly in his passivity.  

Except when incited by rage or jealousy, he is someone Ȱsafeȱ to play games with.  In a way this 

weakens the erotic charge of the evening in $ÏÒÌÉȭÓ ÁÔÔÉÃ.  Perhaps the music, the power he 

ÃÒÅÁÔÅÓ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÍÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ4ÅÍÐÅÓÔȱ ÓÏÎÁÔÁȟ ÓÕÂÓÔÉÔÕÔÅÓ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÏÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅ 

personify.  Anyway, it is touching that Marianne, whose only fear is of the vengefulness of 

small town life, is attracted ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ÉÓ ȰÇÅÎÔÌÅȱ ÁÎÄ Ȱshyȱ, and she is tender to the 

hurt that underlies that.   

 

$ÏÒÌÉȭÓ ÁÔÔÉÃ ÉÓ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÌÏÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÂÕÉÌÔ ÂÙ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÅÍÅÎÔ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÍÁÇÉÃÁÌȟ 

unforgettable scene.  Once more it is impossible to write anythin g that could do it justice.  

The figures move in a dance, both constructing the space and constrained by it.  Watching 

again, it is clear that though it is an ensemble piece, the leader is Marianne.  The scene is 

structured round her silent initiatives, heÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÏÎ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÓÈÉÒÔ ÁÎÄ ÂÏÄÙȟ ÔÈÅ glances 

that pass between them.  The younger girls are turned on as much by this as by their own 
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participation, but t hey cannot compete.  Dorli takes refuge in cream cakes, and Helga in 

ecstatically reciting Nietzche, until emotion and anxiety overcome her and end the game.  

(ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÆÏÒ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ×ÈÉÌÅ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÄÅÁ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ 

possible. ... Was it the start of something completely new?  Freedom! Then I got frightenedȢȱ  

 

In the Aufschrey household, images epitomise (ÅÌÇÁȭÓ ÂÁÃËÇÒÏÕÎÄ:  her bedroom full of 

stuffed toys, a brief reflection of the whole family in their TV screen, and a long passage of 

silent feeding during the birthday party .  At the party, Hermann, still intensely aware of 

Marianne, is suddenly confused by a memory of home and Hunsrücker potato dumplings.  He 

ÉÓ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÁÎÔÁÌÉÓÅÄ ÂÙ -ÁÒÉÁÎÎÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÅȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ÄÅÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÅÓ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÃÏÎÆÒÏÎÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ 

Helga and her family.  The bedroom scene with poor Helga is funny and painful in equal 

measure.  Probably doomed from the start, it is subject to the volcanic intrusion of Oma 

Aufschrey.  Oma Aufschrey is a true monster, hilariously portrayed, but at the same time she 

personifies both a destructiveness and, in the family ÎÁÍÅȟ Á ȰÓÃÒÅÁÍȱ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÌÐ within Helga 

herself.  Tragically, the dreadful humiliation of that  night can only reinfor ce ÁÌÌ (ÅÌÇÁȭÓ ÆÅÁÒ ÏÆ 

letting go, fear of invasion, domination  or rejection, the fear and need to be in control that 

block her way forward.  There is no one to comfort her, to help her to laugh, nothing but the 

figure of Oma squatting on the lavatory.  &ÒÏÍ ÎÏ× ÏÎ ȰÔÈÅ ÍÉØÔÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÐÁÓÓÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÆÅÁÒȱ ×ÉÌÌ 

gradually congeal into bitterness and sadism.  Oma is the precursor of the young terrorist  of 

the final film . 

 

Meanwhile Hermann has found a brief freedom with Marianne, an unhoped for reliving of 

how it had been with Klärchen, at last an affirmation that that was after all permissible.  The 

scene is beautiful, finally relieving him and the film  itself from the grim Aufschrey house.  

-ÁÒÉÁÎÎÅȭÓ ÉÎÔÕÉÔÉÖÅ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÓÔ ÈÕÒÔȟ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÌÉÎÇ ÔÅÎÄÅÒÎÅÓÓ (like the ointment 

she had smeared on his wounds), are a gift that might have turned his life around, only it does 

not.  For it too comes with the message of its own impermanence, it is permissible, but it must 

not last.  For Marianne as well the moment is transient.  He finds her crying, because it is so 

good, and because she herself must send him away.   

 

When he reaches Sylt he sees the sea for the first time and feels he understands as never 

before the power of the longing for faraway places that has driven him to run away from 

home, and now from both Munich and Dülmen .  He has the sense of a goal hidden deep 

within himself .  But when he reaches the house of Tommy and his parents, he looks up from 

4ÏÍÍÙȭÓ ÇÉÒÌÉÅ ÍÁÇÁÚÉÎÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ a butterfly fluttering on the window sill .  Does he think of 

Marianne?  But he makes no attempt to set it free.   

 

Returning to Munich , where his friends are eating a cake sent him by the three girls from 

Dülmen, he finds that even a brief note from Marianne seems very distant.  So for a moment 

does Clarissa, standing with bandaged wrists outside the door.  Has she been practising too 

hard?  She asks how his, er, work has gone, and he replies that he lost his way and got side-

tracked.  3Ï ÍÕÃÈ ÆÏÒ ȰÆÒÅÅÄÏÍȱȢ 

 

This whole fifth film has again been full of wonderful images, constantly unfolding, 

constantly interacting with the action and the sound.  A few fleeting examples:  Near the start, 
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when Hermann plays the piano after TommyȭÓ ÌÅÓÓÏÎ ÄÕÒÉÎÇ Á ÓÔÏÒÍȟ ÒÁÉÎ lashing the window 

pane pours flickering  shadows over the semiquavers on a sheet of music as he plays them, and 

over himself.  In $ÏÒÌÉȭs attic, ÌÉÇÈÔ ÔÏÕÃÈÅÓ (ÅÌÇÁȭÓ hair as she sits holding her wine glass, on 

the point of responding when Hermann calls her. Later, very briefly there is a beautiful  image 

of Marianne, standing under an outside light against a white wall, while Helga is swallowed 

into her family house.  When Hermann goes to Marianne, the wind moves her lampshade in a 

cascade of white shells.  Finally, the credits roll against a lovely background of the Fuchsbau 

verandah in early autumn, furnished with soft brown garden chairs.  It  seems to be the last 

image for Heimat from 'ÅÒÎÏÔ 2ÏÌÌȭÓ camera.   

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

2.4  Episodes 6 - 7:  Memories  of cÏÍÅÄÙ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÉÎȟ Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ for  the song of the wolves. 

 

Episode 6 breaks the continuity in more than one sense.  In the story, the student group 

has dispersed since the senior students finished their course, and they have not all gathered at 

the Fuchsbau for over a year.  The mood of the film has changed ɀ a dark undertone is 

dramatically contrasted with a lead story line of brilliant  comedy.  And the magic has gone out 

of the images. 

 

On that last point I am just  recording a subjective impression.  I assume that it is due to the 

change of cameraman, but I am not competent to understand how or why.  As a naïve viewer, 

I would say that the composition of the images, in terms of placement and interaction of 

characters, and choice of location, is not so different after film 5.  It is still satisfying and 

effective.  The overwhelming difference seems to be in the quality  of light .  In all the previous 

films, the l ight and the focus created very subtle distinctions of tone and texture, and thereby 

of depth, in individual objects and figures, and in the whole of a scene.  There was an intense 

physicality, a tactile quality.  Colours glowed out of shadow, a space was moulded out of them.  

The images were luminous and resonant, in a way that no one aspect of technical skill could 

achieve.  For me, that is what is lost after the fifth episode. 

 

In Episode 6 one no longer wants to keep revisiting a breathtaking image or sequence.  

Figures in the foreground tend to be lit with a flat, rather dull light , while the background is 

often comparatively featureless and unnaturally bright .  It may be relevant that all the action 

of this episode takes place on one rather dreary November day.  But the mistiness in the 

streets and gardens does not feel quite natural.  It is too bland and too clearly blown from 

somewhere close off-screen, and it does not substitute for the mysteriousness of real shadows.  

The shifts between black/white and colour film are less intuitive than before ɀ on occasion 

they seem consciously gimmicky.  At times it works and is suitably comic, as when Alex 

watches Renate and Juan through the bevelled glass panes of a door, or when he, in black and 

white, tells how he sees himself in his memories of a scene which forms a background in 
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muted colour.  The colour throughout this film is nearly always either muted or rather banal.  

There is much play with coloured filters in the location where the young film  makers are 

working ɀ but this only emphasises the unreality  of the ȬÎÁÔÕÒÁÌȭ colour elsewhere in the scene.  

Even a magnificent location like the cinema where Cleopatra is showing, becomes, when the 

lights go up, a flat backdrop with almost no shadows.  The entrance hall and stairway of the 

Musikhochschule too is shown with banal lighting and loses its grandeur.  When at the end 

the students gather once more in the Fuchsbau, the light everywhere is monotonously bright 

and the whole atmosphere of the house seems to have evaporated.  Maybe that is again only a 

subjective impression, or perhaps it is an intended effect, given the story line.   

 

In fact it is possible (though I am not persuaded) that this disturbing dearth of magical 

images may actually enhance the story.  The drab colouring works well in  the scene where 

Clarissa visits a sordid abortion clinic .  She is miserable herself, and dreading the painful  

humiliating procedure, and i n the early stages of pregnancy she is exceptionally sensitive to 

pervading unpleasant smells.  Both images and words combine to convey that feeling.  Again, 

!ÌÅØȭÓ overriding memory of his visit to the film location is ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ Ȱ ...was so wet and hungry 

that ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÄÒÅÁÍȱȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÍÁÙ ÁÃÃÏÕÎÔ ÆÏÒ Ôhe unreality of the colour.  

Anyway that ÉÓ ÁÌÌ ȰÁ ÆÉÌÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÆÉÌÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÆÉÌÍȱ ÁÎÄ ÁÓ "ÅÒÎÄ ÓÁÙÓȟ ȰÌÉÆÅ ÉÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÅÒÅ 

×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÍ ÍÁËÅÒÓ ÁÒÅÎȭÔȱ.  Moreover, there are still  the beautiful iconic images of bare 

branches and rooks, in the tradition of Caspar Friedrich, that introduce the episode and recur 

at intervals.  Together with th e music, ÓÅÔÔÉÎÇ .ÉÅÔÚÃÈÅȭÓ ×ÏÒÄÓ (sung off-screen), their 

recurrence binds the varying moods of the film to the romantic bleakness at its heart.   

 

In the next film, Episode 7, the changed style of camera work finds a new authority.  Most 

of the action takes place in the evening and night time, so the film is shot predominantly in 

colour. Early on there is a shot inside the Musikhochschule with the marble glowing as we 

have not previously seen it .  The colour is now quite rich again, though often lit clearly and 

plainly , without detail and depth, and the backgrounds are still  often simple, and very bright, 

as in the hospital, or very dark as during the concert.  The contrasts are sometimes dramatic 

and the whole composition is often beautiful, though very different from what we had grown 

used to before. The new style is more one of surfaces and outlines and the mood of overall 

light , less one of subtle light, tone and texture.  It is effective as a narrative style ɀ maybe it is 

more conventionally cinematic than the earlier style. It works better in movement than in 

stills, but ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ Á ÆÅ× ÂÒÅÁÔÈÔÁËÉÎÇ ÉÍÁÇÅÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅÓ ÏÆ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÈÉÄÄÅÎ ÉÎ 

her hair, a memory maybe of MarianÎÅȭÓ ÉÎ ÆÉÌÍ ίȢ Where the backgrounds and sets are more 

complicated the clear bright light work s less well.  )Ô ÃÁÎȭÔ ÃÒÅÁÔÅ Á ÓÐÁÃÅ within the screen, in 

the same way as in the earlier films.  The detail is immediate and piecemeal, the effect at times 

almost two dimensional.  This is most noticeable in rooms already familiar from previous 

ÆÉÌÍÓȟ 2ÅÎÁÔÅȭÓ ÒÏÏÍ ÆÏÒ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÃÅȟ ÁÎÄ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ &ÕÃÈÓÂÁÕ. 

 

The new style seems less suited to black and white film.  Where distance is already built 

into the scene, as on the snow mountains, there is no problem, but elsewhere the absence of 

depth and texture can be oppressive.  For instance the conversation of Volker and Jean-Marie 

is overpowered by the great white cliff of Jean--ÁÒÉÅȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔÓ ÉÎsistent brightly 

lit detail .  But the beautiful  Ȱ7ĘÌÆÅÌÉÅÄȱ scene triumphantly survives, acquiring depth from a 
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few features of the foreground figures, picked out by faint shafts of light from the window  

above and behind them, as is the arch of the recess overhead. 

 

§ 

 

4ÈÅ ȰÒÏÍÁÎÔÉÃ ÂÌÅÁËÎÅÓÓȱ underlying the sixth episode is itself sent up in heartwarming 

comedy which tumbles through the story of Alex.  The humour of this film is perhaps less 

subtle than in some of the earlier films, where trying to write about it woul d be hopelessly 

heavy handed.  But Alex, the improvident ȰÖÉÃÔÉÍ ÏÆ ÉÎÄÉÖÉÄÕÁÌÉÓÍȱȟ is a wonderful character, 

almost comparable to Eduard.  Also, like Edu, he is lovable ɀ ÁÓ /ÌÇÁ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÈÉÍ Ȱ ȢȢ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ 

ÔÏÕÃÈÉÎÇ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÅÎÖÉÏÕÓ.  You ÈÁÖÅ Á ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÇÅÎÅÒÏÓÉÔÙȱ.  He has some spendid 

lines, for example, when dripping wet and hungry, but trying to  console himself with the 

Tractatus:  Ȱ7ÈÁÔ 7ÉÔÔÇÅÎÓÔÅÉÎ ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ×ÁÓ to consider the conditions for observing any 

facts...ȱ Or, to comfort Helga the poet who fears she is going mad:  Ȱ4ÈÉÎË ÏÆ (ĘÌÄÅÒÌÉÎ.  His 

poems kept getting better and better...ȱ His story is a perfect foil for the growing anguish of 

#ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ, on this dismal day which ends in shock with the death of President Kennedy.  Also 

very good ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÉÃ ÒÏÕÔÉÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ȰÆÉÆÔÙ-ÆÉÆÔÙ ÆÁÔÈÅÒÓȱ ÏÆ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÐÒÅÇÎÁÎÃÙ.  Its 

formal, farcical elements ÈÅÉÇÈÔÅÎ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÍÁÓË ÔÈÅ ÐÁÉÎ ÏÆ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ 

emphasise a poignant contrast between the responses of the two men.  Renate bounces back 

as well, still in pursuit of love and d esperate to become an actress, and at heart still 

depressingly realistic about her chances.  Another rich vein of laughter is provided by the 

young film makers and their location.  Poor Rob the cameraman tries in vain to hold the ring 

betweeÎ $ÉÒÅÃÔÏÒ ÁÎÄ 3ÃÒÉÐÔ×ÒÉÔÅÒ ɉȰÔ×Ï ÄÉÒÅÃÔÏÒÓ ÉÎ ÃÈÁÒÇÅȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÅÌÌȱɊȟ ÂÕÔ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÈÅ 

manoeuvres a rather touching, sheepish reconciliation over a pot of goulash. Finally there is 

Schnüßchen, still as young, funny and bubbly as she appears in some of the precious 

ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ Ȭ%ÐÉÌÏÇÕÅȭȢ 

 

There are Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ from this stage of the stories of both Helga and Olga too, and sadly 

some of the laughter in ÔÈÅ Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ ÉÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ Ærom the episode itself.  In the main film,  

Helga becomes increasingly neuroticȟ Á ÔÅØÔÂÏÏË ȰÈÙÓÔÅÒÉÃȱ ÁÎÄ ÖÅÒÙ ÔÒÙÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÇÅÎÕÉÎÅÌÙ 

vulnerable.  Her self-dramatizing suicide attempt is apparently seriously intended, there is no 

indication that anyone had planned to visit her that evening.  Olga, now less depressed but 

still  vulnerable, is sharply intuitive about her friends, and comes out with some interesting 

home truths about the disintegrating clique of arrogant young male geniuses.  She tells Helga 

she has no hope of getting Hermann unless she wants to be a little homebody who idolises 

him, which is of course how Schnüßchen succeeds.  In the next episode, the legacy of Oma 

Aufschrey bears fruit ÉÎ (ÅÌÇÁȭÓ vicious tormenting of  Stefan.  Their sado-masochistic 

relationship is a mirror image of the one between Ansgar and Olga in the past, but this time it 

is the woman who has the power. 

 

Hermann comes out of Episode 6 quite badly, the nights in Dülmen seem long gone.  He is 

strangely insensitive to #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÄÉÓÔÒÅÓÓ.  He remains piqued by her abandonment of his new 

cello piece, and misses the chance to hold and comfort her (though she might not  have let 

him) .  He seems unable to see and feel for her as herself, rather than the tricky,  insubstantial 
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anima figure of his own fantasy.  7ÈÅÎ +ÅÎÎÅÄÙȭÓ ÂÅÒÅÆÔ ȰÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȱ ÇÁÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

Fuchsbau for the first time for over a year, it is Schnüßchen who is lying in (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ lap. 

 

In Episode 7 he remembers that out of his hurt and anger he wanted his concert, with the 

figure of the ȰÁÂÓÅÎÔ ÃÅÌÌÏȱȟ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ȰÇÅÓÔÕÒÅ ÏÆȢȢȢ ÐÒÉÄÅȱ ÁÉÍÅÄ ÁÔ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ× ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ 

even attend it.  He has no idea that she is sick.  Instead, Schnüßchen comes bubbling in, fond 

and possessive, to make a fuss of him.  His other friends arrive and appear to enjoy the 

performance, but afterwards they drift away.   

 

It is not clear why none of them comes to his celebratory party.  Are his friends deterred by 

3ÃÈÎİħÃÈÅÎȭÓ naïvety and possessiveness?  Do they feel the couple should be allowed to spend 

the evening alone?  They seem fond of her, but do they sense that she threatens to draw him 

away from the group and from what they consider their  true goal in life?  Are they 

embarrassed by the crude ȰÁÂÓÅÎÔ ÃÅÌÌÏȱ ÓÙÍÂÏÌÉÓÍ ×ÈÉÃÈ looks so vengeful towards Clarissa?  

Or by not wholeheartedly admiring the music?  According to Jean-Marie it is the work of a 

ÓÏÒÃÅÒÅÒȭÓ ÁÐÐÒÅÎÔÉÃÅȟ ȰÄÅÒÉÖÁÔÉÖÅ ÂÕÔ ÔÁÌÅÎÔÅÄȢȱ Some are preoccupied with their own 

relationships, which the ties that bound the group in the past may have become too weak to 

counter.  But whatever the reason it is a turning point in the disintegration of the group, that 

began when the senior students graduated, and will be more or less complete after the 

wedding next summer. 

 

It propels Hermann into the arms of Schnüßchen.  He is hurt and angered by the lack of 

response from his contemporaries whom he had wanted to impress.  Not only Clarissa but the 

whole new world he had set out to conquer is rejecting him.  He has had enough of 

Ȱintellectualȱ women and creative people, and he finds refuge in an unchallenging, physically 

good relationship with this cheerful girl who shares his childhood memories and food and 

language, who loves him and comforts him, and ÉÄÏÌÉÓÅÓ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÎ 

his work. 

 

IrÏÎÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÕÎÁ×ÁÒÅ ÏÆ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ situation.  At the start of the episode she recalls a 

time in limbo after the traumatic visit to an abortionist when nothing seem ed yet to have 

happened:  Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ Á ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÌÉÆÅ.  I wanted to do things myself, not merely be done 

toȱ.  Then follow  many days at the mercy of illness, medical procedures, the threat of legal 

action, the sentimentality of a hospital Christmas, and the unforgivable behaviour of her 

mother.  She is aware too of her dependence on the two men originally responsible for her 

condition,  Jean-Marie who paid for the illegal abortion but is now desperate to extricate 

himself from the consequences, and Volker who loves her deeply and whose love she finds 

oppressive.  

 

The friendship of Jean-Marie and Volker belies the gulf between their social origins.  They 

are both gifted musicians, and share a fastidious, sophisticated appreciation of their art.  

Among the most distinguished of the former students, they with Clarissa form according to 

Alex ȰÔÈÅ (ÏÌÙ 4ÒÉÎÉÔÙȱ ÏÒȟ ÌÅÓÓ ËÉÎÄÌÙȟ Ȱ*ÕÌÅÓ ÅÔ *ÉÍȱ.  Jean-Marie is a lonely intellectual, 

cynical, quite possibly gay, and once more from a troubled, though this time wealthy, family 

background.  Volker is his only close friend.  Jean-Marie is fascinated by Clarissa and even 
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attracted by her blatant use of them both to provoke Hermann, but he has little sympathy for 

her predicament.  He is nonetheless rather touchingly  concerned that the situation should not 

damage his relationship with Volker.   

 

Volker seems a simpler person, warm, understanding and in love.  He is reduced almost to 

tears when Clarissa tells him she does not love either of them.  Finding her ill , he gets her to 

hospital and will not leave until she is out of danger. His face is worn and weary in the car as 

the two men wait in the cold for news overnight (ȰWe two prophets of the New Music, sitting 

ÈÅÒÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȦȱɊ However he is not blind to the fact that he comes from the same everyday 

world of struggle as Clarissa herself and lacks the mystery and ambiguity that might leave her 

free. 

 

In hospital Clarissa seeks to recover her sense of herself, tasting the words in her book, 

hiding behind her hair from the family cheer round a mother and baby in the next bed.  

Escaping to the corridor she wanders through kitschy Christmas lighting and recorded music, 

and sees her own face reflected in window glass, strangely masked and distorted by her hair.  

She goes to cut her hair, wash and change, and returns, herself again, to find her mother in the 

room.  Then comes the moment where she happily greets her mother and is met with the 

demented ÁÃÃÕÓÁÔÉÏÎȡ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÅÓÓȦȱ  

 

Fleeing the mother, the hospital, the city where all her friends are away, she turns up 

doubly reflected in the window glass and in a wall mirror at the Fuchsbau. She and Hermann 

huddle together in the cold, his hand bleeding from tearing wood from the fence, both trying 

to get the stove alight.  They start to talk from their hearts, and then, i n fear and love, repel 

each other with the words they least want to say.  When she crawls into the bed they hold 

each other, weeping, trying to understand that they both love each other and always will, but 

will both always run away.  They are crippled with  fear, she of losing her freedom, he of losing 

her and, in that hurt , himself.  Two sides of the same coin.  In the cold early morning they play 

and sing the tender Ȱ7ĘÌÆÅÌÉÅÄȱȢ 

 

4ÈÉÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÃÏÎÔÁÉÎÓ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÏÎÉÃ Ȱ*ÁÎÕÓ-ÆÁÃÅÄȱ ÉÍÁÇÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÏÎ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÁÇÁÉÎ that 

now seems self-conscious and contrived, in comparison with images from the earlier films.  

Most of the time, at least prior to the ȰWölfeliedȱ ÓÅÑÕÅÎÃÅ, the power of the scene lies not so 

much in the images, as in the dialogue and performances. The simple truthful words, what is 

said and not said, done and not done, the humour and the pain, are on a level with the scenes 

of Otto with Maria, or Hermännchen with Klärchen, and leave nothing more to be said. 

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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2.5  Episode 8:  Ȱ4ÈÅ 7ÅÄÄÉÎÇȱ:  ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ has not  escaped the first ;  loss of  the 

house.  

 

The first part of Episode 8 ÔÒÁÃÅÓ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÁÂÓÅÎÔ ÍÉÎÄÅÄ drift  into matrimony. It 

follows Schnüßchen, homely, lively, energetic, as she revisits her beloved family in 

Schneppenbach, tr ies to console Juan with her own warm energy and some inappropriately 

practical suggestions, and hunts for a flat. She is unable to understand why Hermann has cut 

himself off from the Hunsrück and tries to persuade him to go back for a visit. The beautiful 

Jugendstil apartment, where she takes him to babysit for her colleague, is a revelation.  A new 

location, presumably chosen and designed for the current style of camera work, shows that it 

too can produce a lovely scene of light and movement.  The simplicity of the space and the 

Japanese furnishings, the huge window with delicately coloured stained glass, the high ceiling, 

all in  white, allow subtle lighting to work in a new and quite different way .  4ÈÅ ÃÏÕÐÌÅȭÓ night 

there is delightfully scripted, heartwarming and funny, they are so comfortable with each 

other.  (ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ÐÌÁÙÓ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ 3ÃÈÎİħÃÈÅÎȭÓ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ÆÕÎȟ ÆÅÅÌÓ ÁÌÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÅÍÐÏ×ÅÒÅÄȟ ÁÎÄ 

lets go of his inner conflicts.  But when he sleeps it is Clarissa he dreams of, while at the same 

time, travelling through the nig ht to study in Paris, Clarissa is dreaming of him, and in the 

film their dreams become entwined. 

 

Hermann is now quite content with his life style, working quietly alone by day in the 

Fuchsbau, where his friends can come and go and talk half the night.  For once he does not 

feel a need to run away.  But Schnüßchen is bent on finding themselves a flat, and to impress 

an estate agent, she persuades him to pretend that they intend to get married.  Afterwards, as 

it becomes ever clearer to them both, even to poor Schnüßchen, how little she understands 

about him, in some confusion and uneasiness he says speculatively: Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ×Å ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÉÄ ÉÔȩȱ 

In retrospect he reflects that a thought is merely a fantasy until it is expressed, but then it 

becomes a reality.  From then on, Hermann, passive as ever, goes along with it, almost as 

though it were a game. 

 

The rest of the film is the story of the wedding.  It is a strange story in which nothing is as it 

seems.  It is summed up by Alex, when he anounces: Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ Íeaningless but nothing 

ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓ ÂÙ ÃÈÁÎÃÅȱ.  For a start the festivities at the Fuchsbau appear way over the top for a 

student wedding.  It seems as though they are being hosted by Fräulein Cerphal.  Frau Ries in 

ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ is full of delight because once again she is able to cook a great meal of 

thirteen courses as she did in the old days, when the family was prosperous and influential.  

The scale of the meal, the elaborate preparations and expensive staffing for it must be costing 

a fortune.  It looks like the swansong of the haute bourgeoisie whom the students so despise, 

though they are happy to enjoy the feast.  But in fact the person actually paying for it is 

Schnüßchenȭs father, the laughing, unassuming Hunsrück farmer.   

 

For this is not a rich bourgeois wedding, but that of two young Hunsrück villagers.  A few 

of their relatives come, and there is an uncomfortable social gulf between the Hunsrückers 

ÁÎÄ (ÅÒÍÁÎȭÓ ÃÉÒÃÌÅ ÏÆ -ÕÎÉÃÈ ÆÒÉÅÎÄs, an awkward encounter of the old Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 

new.  Schnüßchen, entirely unselfconscious and without social pretensions, welcomes her 

father with delight when he (alone of her huge family) arrives cheerful and late, and she is 
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very happy too to meet Marie-Goot, Pauline and Jacquelin chen from Schabbach.  But 

Hermann squirms with embarrassment at what his relations say and do, and is not helped by 

the obvious condescension of Jean-Marie and Volker and the rest.  Pauline loudly  presents the 

couple with two rings from the shop in Simmern and insists they wear them.  Marie-Goot 

notices the funny way (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ friends look at him sometimes, and as Kath would have 

done in the past, warns him about it and reprimands him for never coming home:  Ȱ3ÏÍÅÏÎÅ 

has to say it to youȢȢȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÅÁÓÙ ÆÏÒ ÕÓ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȱ.  With t ÈÅ ÁÒÒÉÖÁÌ ÏÆ 3ÃÈÎİħÃÈÅÎȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ 

Hunsrück contingent gains confidence, and Hermann in shock perceives that his new Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ 

is now under occupation from the old.  Only his mother is absent.  Her presence there is 

almost unimaginable.  By the end of the evening all the Hunsrückers, including Hermann and 

Clemens, are gathered in the kitchen, helping with the washing up and singing an 

uncomfortable song ÁÂÏÕÔ Ȱ+ÌßÒÃÈÅÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 3ÁÈßÒÃÈÅÎȱ.  Later they come crowding into the 

new flat with the bride and groom, heaving furniture, and needing help to find their lodging.  

 

The ÓÕÐÅÒÃÉÌÉÏÕÓ ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ -ÕÎÉÃÈ ÆÒÉÅÎÄs is not just snobbery.  They are 

unhappy about this marriage, saddened by the falseness in (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ situation .  The mix of 

moods and cultures is reflected in the music ɀ the elegant harpist engaged by Hermann, the 

band playing 6ÏÌËÅÒȭs teasing wedding-present composition blown off course by the wind, 

2ÅÎÁÔÅȭÓ ȬTango dȭAmoreȭȟ Jean--ÁÒÉÅȭÓ stylish act, the Hunsrück songs, the Beethoven played 

quietly by Volker to Jean-Marie, when everyone else has dispersed through the house and 

garden, rock music for dancing at the end.  &ÒßÕÌÅÉÎ #ÅÒÐÈÁÌȭÓ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÔ ɉÔÏ Á ÍÕÓÉÃÉÁÎ 

and composer) is a beautiful antique musical box, mechanically producing tunes that delight 

the bride.  One wonders if the irony is unconscious or intended, on &ÒßÕÌÅÉÎ #ÅÒÐÈÁÌȭÓ part. 

 

The party breaks up into small groups and couples, installing themselves in separate 

corners of the location.  Unlike the party in Episode 3, this one does not give the impression of 

flowing through space and time regardless of where the camera is focussed.  Relationships 

start to crumble.  Early on, Renate, overconfident, loses Dr Bretschneider to a triumphant Frau 

Moretti, and Juan loses Anniki to Rob.  Stefan finds Helga with  a gorgeous trumpeter with a 

romantic Russian name, and starts a drunken fight.  %ÖÅÎ 3ÃÈÎİħÃÈÅÎȭÓ Ȱperfect ÃÏÕÐÌÅȱ ÏÆ 

friends depart in the throes of a fierce marital row.   

 

Now and then scenes of the wedding have been intercut with glimpses of Clarissa.  In Paris 

she is competing for a Californian scholarship.  She performs for the Professor in a great glass 

studio where the black and white images regain luminescence.  Light gleams softly on the 

cello, as it will later glance from ÔÈÅ ÄÒÕÍ ÏÆ &ÒÁÕ #ÅÒÐÈÁÌȭÓ ÍÕÓÉÃÁÌ ÂÏØ.  Clarissa can only 

play the lightness of French music with German sadness.  She returns to Munich and arrives at 

the Fuchsbau late in the day.  Just Volker and Jean-Marie notice her.  Hermann, Volker tell s 

ÈÅÒȟ ÉÓ ȰÉÎ (ÕÎÓÒİÃË ÈÅÁÖÅÎȱ.  But then the happy couple appear and she is able to give them a 

present of soup spoons, with a note ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÌÉÔÅÒÁÌÌÙ ȰÇÏÏÄ ÌÕÃË ×ÉÔÈ dishing out ÔÈÅ ÓÏÕÐȱȟ 

×ÈÉÃÈ ÃÁÎ ÍÅÁÎ ȰÆÁÃÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÓÉÃȱ.  Playing the musical box she murmurs Ȱ,ÏÎÇ ÌÉÖÅ the 

ÍÕÓÉÃȱ, as Hermann watches her, speechless.  Hermann and Schnüßchen are going home and 

their relatives leave with them.  In the small bare spaces of their little flat, the camera finds 

beautiful images.  
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Volker continues to play Ravel, Clarissa has over a month before taking up the Californian 

scholarship, he wants her to spend a couple of days with him but she fends him off.  She finds 

something to eat, from the left over wreckage of the meal:  Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ.  

.Ï× ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÐÁÓÔ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙȢȱ As Clarissa and Volker talk by the piano, their faces are 

ÄÅÌÉÃÁÔÅÌÙ ÐÏÒÔÒÁÙÅÄȟ 6ÏÌËÅÒȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÓÈÏ×ÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÍÏÖÅÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓȟ ÁÓ ÓÕÂÔÌÙ ÁÓ ÈÉÓ 

fingers touch the keys. Trapped bÅÔ×ÅÅÎ 6ÏÌËÅÒȭÓ ÊÅÁÌÏÕÓÙ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ Ï×Î ÌÏÓÓȟ #ÌÁÒÉÓsa briefly 

loses control and throws crockery.  No one notices. 

 

All this time Juan has been on his own out in the garden, even after it started to rain.  His 

face grew grim during the meal, and afterwards he more or less withdrew. He has played a 

while wit h the clockwork songbirds in a cage, another antique musical box belonging to the 

house. Once again people round him, even he himself, are treasuring the artificial nightingale, 

a bird with no soul.  Ostensibly he is unhappy because Anniki, who came with him, has 

deserted him for Rob.  But his sadness goes back a long way.  He sees his friends very clearly, 

recognising their pain, and when he voices it, they turn away from him, like  Renate in the 

previous episode, to keep their illusions.  He remains alone, watching what is happening to 

the others, especially to Hermann and Clarissa.  Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÌÁÎÄ ÉÓ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÐÉÔÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÊÏÙȱȟ ÈÅ 

told  Schnüßchen earlier in the year, and would not let her comfort him .  He has no family, no 

one to rely on, who knows who he is.  Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌȱ, said Schnüßchen at that time , but he 

replied: Ȱ!Èȟ )ȬÍ Á .ÏÂÏÄÙ.  A wine without a label.  No one notices if I  disappearȢȱ He is the 

opposite of herself, the person her bright warmth cannot reach, like Hermann, someone 

whose darkness she does not understand. 

 

Now, he becomes a kind  of lightning conductor for the energies sparking around him.  His 

suicide attempt releases a storm among the others.  Helga screams and clings to her new man.  

Stefan and Reinhard fall into the violent fight that has been pending between them for 

months if not years.  Clarissa rushes to help Juan.  She calls to him desperately, almost as 

though it were Hermann, whose virtual self destruction too she has failed to prevent.  Volker 

tells her he loves her, she ÒÅÐÌÉÅÓȡ Ȱ6ÏÌËÅÒȟ ÐÌÅÁÓe never use that word again...ȱ 

 

Olga unexpectedly finds the strength to stay calm and comfort ÔÈÅ ȰÄÒÅÁÍÅÒȱȟ Juan, saying 

ÔÏ ÂÏÔÈ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ !ÌÅØȡ ȰWhy do you talk about everything else, but not about yourselves, you 

stupid guys? ... PÈÉÌÏÓÏÐÈÙ ÙÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓȦȱ.  Alex, revealing all the poverty of 

his intellectual defences, screams at poor Juan:  ȰȢȢ.)ÔȭÓ ÉÍÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ Á ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÁÔÔÁÃË ÏÎ ÍÅȦ 

... 7ÅȭÒÅ ÒÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÈÕÍÁÎ ÂÅÉÎÇÓȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÉÍÍÏÒÁÌȦȱ  But Olga holds and protects Juan. 

  

Stefan is utterly beside himself, he reloads the gun, Fräulein Cerphal siezes it  and delivers 

her ultimatum .  She has had enough, she wants them all out of her house and garden, for 

good, she never wants to see them again, they have all let her down.  Alex too, who was 

ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÉÎÈÅÒÉÔ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÉÓ ÅØÐÅÌÌÅÄȢ 3ÔÕÎÎÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÓÔÒÁÕÇÈÔȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÕÐ file past the 

deserted dining table and gather silently beyond the house, like chastened children. 

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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2.6  Episode 9: Ȱ4ÈÅ %ÔÅÒÎÁÌ $ÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȱȡ guilty memories destroy  the house . 

 

From the first frame of this film we are back in the world of subtle light and focus and 

depth of distance, not Gernot Roll this time, but Christian Reitz who trained with him .  The 

light  falls on the house, in the leaves and trees, on Juan, on Fräulein Cerphal herself in close 

upȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÎ &ÒÁÕ 2ÉÅÓȭ ÇÅÎÔÌÅ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÏÆ Á car.  It  shines through petals of a 

white rhododendron .  Again we have the texture of skin on a face, the complex structure of a 

face half in sunlight, the sheen of silky clothes.  #ÅÒÐÈÁÌȭÓ voice when she speaks quietly is 

beautiful too, a kind of music.  At one point in a conversation with Frau Ries in the hall, they 

almost sing to each other, though what they are saying is quite harsh.  Her father has not long 

to live, but she brightly ignores the warning.  Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ a right  ÃÈÉÌÄȱȟ &ÒÁÕ 2ÉÅÓ wearily 

tells her.  

 

Fräulein Cerphal watches Juan in the garden, building his mosaic along the path.  She has 

let him, alone of the student group, stay on at the house, and wants to care for him.  But as the 

story progresses it is no longer clear who is caring for whom.  *ÕÁÎȭÓ ÍÏÓÁÉÃ is a great Inca-

inspired deity, set to keep ironic watch over the house and its inhabitants.  But later, when 

Juan wanders the city at night with his slightly  bow-legged walk, it seems that the image also 

represents himself.  It is the jester, the tumbler, a dancing spirit.  There is a scene where Juan 

in meditation performs a headstand on the head of the image, so that for a moment they are 

one.   

 

Seen for the first time, this film about  Fräulein Cerphal felt like  a distraction from the 

stories of the young people.  But watched again, it  emerges as very powerful.  This middle-

ÁÇÅÄ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÈÁÓ ȰÌÏÓÔȱ Ô×ÅÎÔy years of her life living in the shadow of her father and of her 

own unexamined complicity in his wrongdoings and ill -gotten wealth.  She has remained 

ÉÎ×ÁÒÄÌÙ Á ÃÈÉÌÄȟ ÕÎÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ȰÐÒÏÔÅÃÔÉÏÎȱ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÒÏÍ ËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ 

that she nonetheless could not avoid.  And all along it has been to her neediness, tolerance 

and generosity that the students have owed the life of their second Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ.  Her house has 

been their refuge for years, where they have talked half the night, and discussed all manner of 

wild  questions of art and politics, protest and freedom. The guilty legacy that has stunted her 

life has moulded the society they are growing up in, and they in turn have brought new and 

turbulent life to it .  Now she has expelled them from the house, to which in this film the lovely 

shadows have returned, and it is empty, the gate locked. 

 

She is herself a victim as well as a perpetrator of the evil that was done.  She lived at a time 

wÈÅÎ ȰÏÒÄÉÎÁÒÙȱ jealousy or betrayal of others could lead not only to their emotional hurt but 

to their death in Dachau.  Her life reflects something of the mechanism of collaboration.  

Infantilised by her dominating father, she is now seeking to identify with a young generation 

to whom her complicity and denial are anathema.  Rather movingly the students who know 

her personally do not reject her out of hand, they respect her as another human being, in spite 

of their suspicions about her past.  To them the issues seem unequivocal, but she is already at 
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an age to know the complexity and confusion of cowardice, and sometimes the futility of 

courage.  Those of us who did not live as adults at that time, and are not German, and who are 

courageous only in words, have no right to judge.   

 

Her habitual strategy of avoiding unpleasantness has meant refusing to accept that her 

father has not long to live, leaving Frau Ries as his only faithful visitor .  Going now to see him 

in his luxurious nursing home, Fräulein Cerphal becomes the anxious, rather incompetent 

child that he treats her as.  It seems to be a lifelong pattern that neither wants to break.  He is 

preoccupied with putting his affairs in order, and impatiently gives her peremptory directions, 

but at the same time he is quite gentle to her when it occurs to him.  Again there are beautiful 

lighting effects, ÔÈÅ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ ÒÉÃÈ ÄÁÒË ÄÒÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÌÁÃË ÈÁÔȟ the old man white among his 

white sheets, until suddenly the angle changes along with his mood and his face emerges in 

dark, strong lines.  We see him as she sees him, frail and formidable, feared and loved. Later, 

following his order to go to the publishing house, her movements are eager and anxious, she 

keeps breaking into a run, like a child, and she is fascinated by the mirrored pendulum of a 

clock. Throughout the fil m, the part is brilliantly  played, a whole character in every posture 

and movement, in each facial feature, the petulant mouth, the little anxious frown , and 

especially the eyes. 

 

(ÅÒ ÈÉÌÁÒÉÏÕÓ ÁÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÅ ȰÂÕÒÇÌÉÎÇȱ his old company offices, being picked up by security 

staff and the police, and disbelieved, ends with her being politely escorted home in a patrol 

car.  She finds Juan at the gate.  As they walk to the house, she reflects that she owes 

everything to her father, and had never thought that one day she could lose it all:  Ȱ ȢȢȢI was 

ÔÁËÅÎ ÆÏÒ Á ÃÒÉÍÉÎÁÌ ÔÏÄÁÙȟ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅȩȱ Ȱ9ÅÓȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ *ÕÁÎ.   

 

Returning next day to the publishing house for an official appointment, she is a little more 

dignified, and is treated with courtesy, if patronisingly.  The new management are curious to 

meet a member of the founding family, and can see it as a publicity opportunity.  However, 

when she wishes to be alone she adopts an adult stance and firmly and effectively dismisses 

them ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ.   

 

Leafing through old photographs, she remembers how her father had not allowed her to 

ÁÃËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÇÅÄÉÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȡ Ȱ#ÈÉÌÄȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÏÒÒÙȱ ɀ about deaths and 

cancer, or about the fate of the Jewish fr iend of her childhood and youth.  But the ȰÆÏÏÌÉÓÈȱ 

forbidden thoughts are still there:  Ȱ4ÈÅ ×ÁÙ %ÄÉÔÈ ÓÍÅÌÔ ÏÆ Ó×ÅÁÔ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÔÏÏË ÈÅÒ ÔÏ 

Dachau.  Edith was my best friend for 20 years...ȱ Ȱ7ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ, Vati, ...say somethingȦȱ 

she pleads to the great empty chair.  On the way home she tries to cheer herself with 

shopping, and then sits on the floor in her bedroom like a ten-year-old, eating chocolates and 

reading her childhood diary.  Ȱ)ȭm missing 20 years, )ȭÖÅ ÍÉÓÌÁÉÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÓÏÍÅÈÏ×Ȣȱ 

 

)Î ÔÈÅ ÓÏÆÔ ÃÏÌÏÕÒÅÄ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÒÏÏÍ ÔÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÍÁËÅÓ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÁÒ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ȰÓÈÁÍȱ 

contract that records the true ownership of the house, she must remember the house belongs 

to her alone, and there is nothing for her to worry about.  Yet again, she clutches at the 

reassurance, and complies.  His only stipulation is that she should complete her studies, she 

must earn what she possesses.  This she does try to resist, but ignoring her protest he starts to 
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×ÒÉÔÅ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÌÌȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÌÉÎÇÅÒÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÏÌÄ ÆÁÃÅ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÓ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÐÏÒÔÒÁÉÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÎ 

his wasted hands, the right one paralysed, the left struggling to write.  This is not artificial 

ageing, the actor of this part must himself have been very old, and it is a powerful 

performance. 

 

4ÈÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÁÎÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄ Ȱnear the heartȱ ÓÁÙÓ &ÒßÕÌÅÉÎ #ÅÒÐÈÁÌ, figures more than once in 

this film .  !ÂÏÖÅ ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÍ ÉÓ ÄÏÍÉÎÁÔÅÄ ÂÙ 6ÏÌËÅÒȭÓ lovely performance of 

2ÁÖÅÌȭÓ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÔÏ for the left hand.  Volker emerges as not only an impressive musician, but a 

warm, attractive man, with rather more maturity and emotional depth than Hermann .  Even 

Clarissa is susceptible to this and they become closer, though her dream of the F-holes of 

(ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭs ȰÁÂÓÅÎÔ ȬÃÅÌÌÏȱ ÈÏÖÅÒÓ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓÎÅÓÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÉÓ ÓÈÁËÅÎ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ 3ÃÈÎİħÃÈÅÎ 

×ÉÔÈ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÃÈÉÌÄ ɉȰ!ÎÄ ÍÉÎÅȱȟ 3ÃÈÎİħÃÈÅÎ ÒÅÍÉÎÄÓ ÈÅÒɊ.  Her mother is embarrasingly 

sycophantic to VÏÌËÅÒȟ ÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÍÅÒ ȰÓÅØ fiendȱ ÈÁÓ become a well-known concert 

pianist. 

 

Clarissa returns from America to the arms of her mother and the pathetic and dreadful Dr. 

Kirschmayer.  Distraught  by damage to her cello on the flight, she is dependent on the doctor 

for the cost of its repair, and owes him gratitude too for arranging a concert and an agent for 

her, as well as for a gift of jewellery.  For the sake of her music she still feels unable to walk 

away from the emotional trap he holds her in, which in a way parallels the stranglehold in 

which Fräulein Cerphal is bound by her father. 

 

Hermann is struggling to continue composing, in the tiny flat with Schnüßchen and the 

baby, and a lodger to help pay the rent, but no piano.  He deeply misses the Fuchsbau and all 

their  friends, but is nonetheless devoted to his small family, and fascinated by the baby.  This, 

with his sense of humour, is keeping him afloat, though their life changes are clearly creating 

severe strains for both Schnüßchen and himself. 

 

2ÅÎÁÔÅ ÈÁÓ ÓÅÔ ÕÐ ÈÅÒ Ȭ5-"ÏÏÔȭ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÃÌÕÂ ×ÉÔÈ "ÅÒÎÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÅÌÅÍÅÎÔ ÁÔ ÌÁÓÔ.  It is an 

ideal stage for her courageous personality and bizarre talent, and the remnants of the 

Fuchsbau group gather to patronise it.  Alex carries Juan away from his solitary pursuits to 

introduce him there .  On another evening, Juan wanders like a ghost through the city, literally 

Á ÓÈÁÄÏ× ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÇÅÓ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȭ ÌÉÖÅÓ.  Hermann, helping to bath the baby, feels watched 

and, from a grill opening onto the stairs, sees a shadow disappearing below.  Juan arrives at 

ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÔ ÈÁÌÌ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔ 6ÏÌËÅÒȭÓ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÔ ÅÎÄÓȢ $ÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÓÕÉÎÇ ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ 

#ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÇÌÉÍÐÓÅÓ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ Á ×ÉÎÄÏw pane, but when Clarissa looks for him, he is 

gone.  Is he really, as they believe, desperately lonely, or is he just watching?  In the course of 

this episode Juan appears in many guises, all possible, none mutually exclusive.  He can seem 

very grounded, working quietly  on his mosaic, or small and helpless, hunting for his dropped 

key in a puddle.  He looks lonely and depressed in the city night, but becomes a powerful 

truth -teller over the Tarot cards in the Fuchsbau.   

 

Meanwhile Fräulein Cerphal has dutifully gone to the University, trying to choose yet 

another course to study.  Her hilarious conversation with an embarrassed professor takes 

place in a great classical gallery, where once again, as in the streets in Episode 3, the action 
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seems to flow through the space while they walk, as students and others pass in and out of the 

screen, from and to unseen lives elsewhere.  When the professor departs in some disarray, he 

disappears down a huge staircase, with the camera following for what feels like minutes on 

end, able to encompass a vast space of magnificent architecture, in which, when looking up, 

Cerphal is seen to remain alone.  It  is visually one of the most striking sequences in the whole 

work. 

 

It is followed by the scene in the terrace-room at the Fuchsbau where Juan manipulates the 

Tarot cards for Fräulein Cerphal.  This is the high point of the film .  Again it is beautifully  shot 

ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÄÉÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ 'ÅÒÎÏÔ 2ÏÌÌȭÓ ÅÐÉÓÏÄÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÒÉÖÁÌÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÓÔÅÒ.  The action takes 

place before the arch of the window recess and is reflected in a shining polished table in the 

immediate foreground.  The figures are dramatically back lit, but not so as to lose the illusion 

of texture and depth, which is preserved in all its delicacy in the close-ups.  Cerphal has to 

change her cigarette holder to her right hand, in order to use her left (again) to cut the cards, 

before Juan interprets the cards to demonstrate all that he has learned or intuited about the 

ÐÁÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ȰÅÔÅÒÎÁÌ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȱ.  He pretends to no esoteric knowledge, only to have 

ȰÒÅÃÏÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÅÄȱ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ËÎÏ×Ó ÆÒÏÍ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÏÂÓÅÒÖÉÎÇ #ÅÒÐÈÁl and Gattinger.  Her 

face grows sharper and older as he speaks. She claims to have been unimportant, just the 

ȰÇÒÁÃÅ-ÎÏÔÅȱ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȟ ÔÏ ×ÈÏÍ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÏld nothing .  She tries to sidetrack him, or to 

stop him.  But he accuses her:  Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÅ× ÉÔ ÁÌÌȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏry of your friend in the concentration 

camp..., you know whom your house belongs to... You loved Herr Gattinger...  I think perhaps 

ÙÏÕ ÌÏÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÏÏȢȱ Cerphal briskly rises and departs, only to collapse on her bed, sobbing 

desperately: Ȱ$ÁÄÄÙȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÉÅȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ leave me alone...Ȧȱ Juan is left mirrored in  the round 

polished table, starting again to consult the cards ɀ who for?  for himself? 

 

Curiously, in all this Juan seems to speak without passion.  Unlike Esther in the next 

episode, and unlike most of ourselves in such circumstances, he shows no sense of personal 

hurt, no sadistic need to confront someone with what they insist on denying, no envy, no 

Schadenfreude, no need to torment or take revenge.  Cerphal is in no sense his victim.  He 

seems to speak from a kind of naive anger in the cause of truth, and from deep sadness for a 

life that has been stunted by guilt and wilful denial.  Maybe he too is suffering from the lonely 

responsibility of knowing a truth that others cannot bear and continue to deny.  And he does 

not have the skills to help them.  In t he end his words change nothing, or not enough. 

 

Maybe there is a kind of change.  "ÁÃË ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭs office, Fräulein Cerphal toys with the 

ÒÅÖÏÌÖÅÒ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÉÎ Á ÄÅÓË ÄÒÁ×ÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÒÅÓ ÉÔ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÅÍÐÔÙ ÃÈÁÉÒ.  A dim anger 

at what he had done to her life?  Or at him for being about to die and leave her?  By one of 

those strange coincidences that do happen at such times, it is the very moment at which, far 

off in the nursing home, her father dies.  Meanwhile the Fuchsbau has been invaded by a 

horde of socialist students for a protest meeting.  She is in the midst of all this bewildering 

anarchy, half laughingly protected by Juan, being harangued about the pending emergency 

legislation by Helga and Alex and their friends, when Frau Ries returns with the news:  ȰYour 

father is dead.  And for me there will soon be nothing left to do .  You see, Fräulein Cerphal, 

ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÕÓȟ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÒÅÆÌÅÃÔÅÄ ÉÎ a window 

ÆÏÒÅÓÈÁÄÏ×Ó ,ÕÌÕȭÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ Heimat 3. 
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The death bed scene in the nursing home starts in silence, apart from distant birdsong, 

footsteps and the creak of floorboards.  Everything is stark black and white.  Everywhere there 

are straight lines ɀ the wall panels, the dead body on the bed, the erect black figure of Fräulein 

Cerphal at the foot of the bed, reflected at an angle in a rectangular mirror, while Frau Ries 

also in black approaches the bed at right angles, followed in a more relaxed way by the nurse.  

After they have left, Elisabeth Cerphal sits curled on the floor by the bed, a living child, 

reading a letter in which the dead man stipulates that the house is hers but she will  only come 

into  the rest of her inheritance when she has obtained her degree.  

 

Finally, guided now by Gattinger for his own interests, Cerphal rejects this last attempt to 

control her life .  There is to be no restitution to the Goldbaum family, but nor will she resume 

her studies, or keep the ill -gotten house, even though her father wanted to be buried near it 

and her.  The house is to be sold and demolished for development.  She and Gattinger are to 

travel and live off the proceeds.  Ȱ3ÏÍÅ ÄÁÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÎ ÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÁÓÔȱ.  

.ÏÎÅÔÈÅÌÅÓÓȟ ÁÓËÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÏÃÃÕÐÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÓÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÁÙÓ Ȱ3ÔÕÄÅÎÔȱ.   

 

The lawyer leaves the house, whistling artificial birdsong. The house and garden are as 

beautiful as ever.  Juan is still building his mosaic.  There may seem no point in continuing  

with it, but he has not finished yet, and the credits roll over the unyeilding dancing figure. 

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

2.7  Episode 10 :  Ȱ4ÈÅ %ÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ &ÕÔÕÒÅȱ:  the house itself is a memory, but older 

memories still claim victims.  

 

The house has been demolished, it is just a hole in the ground.  With it the longed for 

second Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ of an imagined future has gone for ever.  The young generation is scattered 

into an everyday world of hard work and compromise.  2ÅÉÎÈÁÒÄȭÓ ÓÈÏÃË ÁÔ ÁÒÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ 

ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÙÅÁÒȭÓ ÁÂÓÅÎÃÅȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÉÓÔÆÕÌÓ ÏÆ ÉÃÅ ÃÒÅÁÍ ÃÏÎÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȟ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÎÏ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÔÈÅ 

friends all dispersed, and Hermann pushing a baby in a pram, is a starting point for the film.  

 

Hermann in his cramped flat has written a motif from the  ȬȬ7ĘÌÆÅÌÉÅÄȱ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ Ȱ2ÅÑÕÉÅÍȱ 

for the house.  His friends reluctantly come together to play it for him  ɀ unrehearsed student 

performance art, in which both he and they have lost faith .  They reject this gesture made for 

ÔÈÅÍ ȰÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓÈÉÐȱȟ ÔÏ show them ÔÈÁÔ ȰÔÈÅ &ÕÃÈÓÂÁÕ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á place... everything is still 

possible for us... ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÌÏÓÔȱ.  His optimism seems less than convincing, like his polite 

invitation to Clarissa ɉȰ3ÃÈÎİħÃÈÅÎ ×ÏÕÌÄ be so happyȱ), and they desert him again.  

 

Clarissa is heavily pregnant and due after all to marry Volker :  ȰȢȢȢ×Å ÁÒÅ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÉÐÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 

ÈÉÇÈ ÓÅÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÁÉÌ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅȭÓ ÆÌÁÇȱ.  How has she arrived here, from fear of 
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ÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ȰÆÒÅÅÄÏÍȱ?  She and Hermann meet at the demolition site, painfully aware, but not 

directly speaking, of what they have both relinquished.  0ÅÒÆÏÒÃÅȟ ÈÅÒ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÉÓ ȱÒÅÓÔÉÎÇȱȢ Ȱ#ÁÎ 

ÉÔ ÂÅȩȱ ÁÓËÓ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÓ ÏÎÌÙȡ Ȱ) ÁÍ Á ×ÏÍÁÎȱ.  Little Lulu watches, and the 

conversation is filmed from her eye level. Later comes the very moving scene where #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ 

waters break and she turns for help to her mother:  the child will be a stranger, she does not 

love Volker, she is trapped in a world without choice.  Mother Lichtblau only half 

understands, but is unexpectedly gentle.   

 

Juan is going back to South America.  He looks sad, and is pale under the makeup for the 

Ȭ2ÅÑÕÉÅÍȭ, sitting by his fierce ruined mosaic and ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ȬÓÐÉÒÉÔÓȭ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ 

house.  Ȱ Your land has broughÔ ÍÅ ÎÏ ÈÁÐÐÉÎÅÓÓȱ, he says.  He is still a catalyst for a flash of 

understanding between Hermann and Clarissa, and he tells them both: ȱI love youȢȱ After they 

have all left the site, he stays on into the night, playing a farewell on the quena in the ruin s.  

Clarissa and Volker return to wander past as he plays, and it starts to rain.  Then in 

Wasserburg heavy rain on the window pours watery shadows all down the walls inside 

#ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÒÏÏÍ and over her face, as her waters break ɀ reminding of the time she gazed with 

streaming eyes though the window of the Fuchsbau ɀ maybe that was her dream?   

 

This episode is threaded with references to South America.  Reinhard and Rob have shot a 

commercial documentary there and are full of their memories and images. Reinhard is 

debilit ated by ÁÍÏÅÂÉÃ ÄÙÓÅÎÔÅÒÙ ɉȰ-ÏÎÔÅÚÕÍÁȭÓ ÒÅÖÅÎÇÅȱɊ, and puzzled at finding  JuaÎȭÓ 

mosaic on the Fuchsbau path.  The image is still powerful in its disintegration,  but little Lulu 

plays with its stones.  It transpires later that, by a kind of poetic justice, Fräulein Cerphal and 

Gattinger are travelling in South America before they lose all their money. 

 

Unlike his friends who have stayed in Munich, Reinhard, travelling and filming abroad, has 

still been living the free-wheeling student dream.  Now he is doubly depressed, by his illness, 

and by the desolate, workaday Munich  reflected in the opening images of the film.  Even star-

struck Trixi with a teenage crush on him is comfort for  the loneliness, and her suggestion of 

making a film about the Cerphal inheritance takes root.  In these Munich scenes with Rob and 

with Trixi , Reinhard comes across as endearing and open-hearted but somehow at a loss.  He 

is generally a good friend, but without taking much responsibility for anything beyond his 

work as a film maker, which he takes very seriously indeed, quarrelling fiercely with his 

colleagues when they disagree.  Now he has a soft spot for Trixi, enjoying her adulation, but 

with  no idea of the impact of his behaviour on her, feeding her fantasy and then betraying it .  

They are both vulnerable to each other, but his is the responsibility, and it is disturbingly 

unclear how far he lets their relationship go. 

 

Trixi  is beautifully written and played, funny, sad and very photogenic.  There are some 

lovely portraits of her in this section, and some great ones too of Reinhard himself, in the fine 

white light of his rooms high in a block of flats .  Her fantasies and behaviour are teenaged, but 

her empathy is that of a woman, and it is touching how they share their sadness.  Earlier, there 

were other lovely images at the site of the Fuchsbau, of Reinhard wandering round 

ÂÅ×ÉÌÄÅÒÅÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÕÒ ÄÁÐÐÌÅÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÅÅÓȟ 2ÏÂȭÓ ÍÏÂÉÌÅ ÆÁÃÅ ÓÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄ 

ÂÙ ÈÉÓ ÆÒÉÅÎÄȭÓ ÉÌÌÎÅÓÓȟ ÏÒ ÃÈÁÒÍÅÄ ÂÙ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÃÈild .  In the ȰU-bootȱ there is a sad-eyed 
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close-up ÏÆ !ÌÅØȟ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ "ÅÁÔÌÅÓȭ Ȱ9ÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȱ, and a scene evocative of dismal bars in 

other films, where Alex and Reinhard drunkenly smash their beer glasses, and a girl with a 

plastered leg slowly hobbles away through the broken glass, past Renate and Bernd, both too 

exhausted to react at the end of the night. 

 

§ 

 

However it is in the second half of the film, in Venice, and especially on DVD, that the 

cinematography surpasses itself.  [I am indebted to Robert Cran for an interesting discussion of 

this section].  The camera slides along the canals, the water and the buildings, in the rich tones 

and delicate detail  of breath-taking unpeopled images.  The gleaming reflections in moving 

water, the scum on its surface when stagnant, flickering light under bridges and up walls, the 

many textures of stone, the many meanings of the shadows.  At one point there is a brief 

glimpse along a narrow street with sharp formal diagonal shadows thrown by the light, as in 

an old print .  ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄs or the technical knowledge to record any of this.  The 

sounds are simple: footsteps, distant voices, children playing, the water, the distant sound of 

canal traffic, an Angelus bell, lovely music for cello and piano interpreting the shadows.  Only 

at night, the moonlight and a half-moon look contrived, perhaps ironically as sometimes in 

the first Heimat, though they may be genuine.    

 

Reinhard reaches his pensione through a garden of sun and soft shadows. Indoors it is dark, 

with a few patches of light, until he opens a window into the blazing sunlight .  In the lovely 

house of Esther, the photographer, the stunning imagery continues, in colour as well as black 

and white.  Esther herself is strangely beautiful, whether in rough working overalls, or 

elegantly dressed for her exhibition.  There is the moment when she bends protectively over 

ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÐÈÏÔÏÇÒÁÐÈȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÆÏÌÌÏ×Ó ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ.  This ends a scene 

already containing lovely portrait sequences of both her and Reinhard.  As the passion and 

anxiety of the couple intensify, there is brilliant use of the colour red ɀ in the darkroom, and in 

the scene before Reinhard leaves.  That is a scene of great power, very theatrical, but in no way 

false to the characters. 

 

Esther is a fascinating character.  The loss of her mother, the slow understanding of its 

ÈÉÄÅÏÕÓ ÎÁÔÕÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÕÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÐÁÒÔ ÉÎ ÉÔȟ ÈÁÓ ÄÒÉÖÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÁÂÊÕÒÅ ÁÌÌ 

sentimentality, all falseness.  Her need to confront the world of ÄÅÎÉÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÇÕÉÌÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ȰÉÃÅ-

ÃÏÌÄȱ ÔÒÕÔÈ ÈÁÓ Á ÓÁÄÉÓÔÉÃ ÅÌÅÍÅÎÔ ÂÕÔ ÔÒÁÎÓÃÅÎÄÓ ÔÈÁÔ.  In one of the most beautiful 

Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÙÓ of her photography:  ȰOne should always seek out what is ugly.  

Hideously difficult .  Simply bear down on it without h ate, without disgust, ice cold.  There 

ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÁÒÓ ÃÏÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÆÏÒ ÄÁÙÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÏÒË.  Is there ugliness without 

hate?  Does the word [häßlich] ÃÏÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÁÔÅȩȱ 

 

Her bullying assault on Reinhard with camera and physical force achieves its object of 

overcoming his physical inhibitions, in spite or because of its sado-masochistic overtones.  

Later, in the darkroom, working on an image that she has forcibly made of him, she speaks 

tenderly about the vulnerability of the back of his neck.  Perhaps it is understandable that he 
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responds with a violent fantasy of being beheaded and disappears behind the beam of the 

projector.   

 

She is drawn to tell Reinhard her life story for his film script out of need for the relief, no 

one has listened to her like that before.  At the same time she is exposing all her own 

vunerability .  In the light of the half -moon she recognises his fear of her, and tells him not to 

be afraid of her because she is giving him her life.  Later he bullies and offends her about her 

love for her Nazi father, but tÈÅÎ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÈÕÍÂÌÙ ÒÅÃÉÔÅÓ ÔÈÅ 'ÒÉÌÌÐÁÒÚÅÒ Ȱ(ÁÌÆ-ÍÏÏÎȱ ÐÏÅÍ 

ɉȰ"ÏÒÎ ÈÁÌÆ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÌÆ ÅÖÉÌȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÎÁÄÅÑÕÁÔÅ ÉÎ ÂÏÔÈ ÆÏÒÍÓȱɊ ÓÈÅ recognises him, perhaps 

them both, in it and creeps onto his lap.  Again this scene is so delicate and subtle that words 

are useless.  

 

Reinhard challenges her love for the father who betrayed her mother, but he also has 

ambivalent feelings for his own Nazi father.  It  is part of the inheritance of this post war 

generation, what Edgar Reitz has called ȰÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÇÅÄÙ ÏÆ ÌÏÖÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÈÏÍ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ 

ÔÉÍÅ ÏÎÅ ÊÕÄÇÅÓ ÏÎ ÍÏÒÁÌ ÇÒÏÕÎÄÓȱ [Ref:  see Hartlieb p.75].  Reinhard admits this to Esther, 

torn as she is when Gattinger and Fräulein Cerphal appear at her flat, and she clings to him 

with relief , for comfort .  

 

The tenderness and ambiguity of their love is shot through, as are so many of the couple 

relationships in Heimat 2, with the juxtaposition of need and fear of closeness, and fear of the 

inevitable pain of loss.  They both know that they are using each other.  For Reinhard there is 

always this split between his love for Esther as a woman and his fascination with her as a 

character for his script.  She is aware and afraid of it, telling him:  Ȱ9ÏÕȭve already started to 

ÍÉÓÒÅÐÒÅÓÅÎÔ ÍÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÏÏ ÒÏÍÁÎÔÉÃȟ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÏÏ 'ÅÒÍÁÎȦȱȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȡ Ȱ2ÅÉÎÈÁÒÄȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ 

ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÍÅ ÉÎÔÏȩ ȢȢȢÔÈÁÔȭÓ ËÉÔÓÃÈ ÁÎÄ ÅØÁÇÇÅÒÁÔÉÏÎ.  )ȭÍ ÍÅȟ )ȭÍ ÍÅȟ )ȭÍ ÍÅȦȢȢȢȱ But in 

the dark-room he tells her:  Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÓÔÏÒÙ is my story nowȱ.   

 

When the script is finished, he intends to go back to Munich, provoking her hysterical 

ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÈÉÍ ÌÏÃËÅÄ ÉÎ ɉȰYou were my prisoner the whole time!ȱ), and her physical 

attack on him and his script.  In the end this only drives him to mumble: Ȱ)ȭÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË 

againȦȱ, just as he had to Trixi on the railway station .  By this time they no longer recognise 

each other ɀ Esther needs him, she has given him her story and in a sense her life, she owns 

him, she is terrified of losing him .  For Reinhard, her real vulnerable self is at the moment 

subsidiary to his need of her as an anima figure, inspiring his art, his filmscript .  He is in flight 

from both his own vulnerability and from hers .  When he walks out, Venice is already 

underwater. 

 

§ 

 

The encounter of Reinhard with Esther and the story he makes out of her story, raise many 

questions.  Whose story is it?  Who is a figure in whose story? How far is the story a flight 

from the real person? Does it falsify, or can it, if  it is just a story?  Esther feels it is her story, 

that her story is her own life, and that he is both falsifying it and appropriating it .  Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ 

ÇÏÔ ÍÅ ÎÏ×ȩȱ ÓÈÅ screamsȟ Ȱ)Ó ÙÏÕÒ ÃÕÒÉÏÓÉÔÙ ÓÁÔÉÓÆÉÅÄ?  (ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÔ ÍÅȩȱ Reinhard 
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believes that her story as he has written it now belongs to him, that she is a figure in his story, 

ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÕÌÔÉÍÁÔÅÌÙ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÉÓ ȰÍÏÒÅ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÔÈÁÎ ÒÅÁÌÉÔÙȱȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÎÔÅÒ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ 

Munichȟ ÉÎ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ.  But as her lover he has become part of her story. And one 

thing that is m issing for us is the ending he has written for the Ȱbeautifulȱ story. 

 

In fleeing back to Munich Reinhard is at once being faithful to his creativity as a writer, and 

unfaithful to Esther.  They have both loved and used each other, he maybe sees his use of her 

as quid pro quo for her use of him as a confidant, though stated explicitly that would no doubt 

shock him.  But if he were unable to create the story in film , there would be no film to give 

her.  He has promised to make her story into a film, as reparation due to her for what she 

suffered at the hands of the Nazis and the Cerphals.  But at this moment the loss of him is the 

greater suffering for her, and contains all the rest. 

 

Several times in this episode there have been discussions about the nature of art and film .  

At the site of the Fuchsbau Reinhard and Rob fail to film the greedy speculation, the laying 

waste, the spirits of the place driven out, the emptiness of the space.  Ȱ!ÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÄÁÍÎ ÇÌÁÓÓ ÅÙÅ 

can do is goggle.  Without hope and without compassion .  Nothing is stupider  than a 

camera!ȱ.  In the cutting room Dagmar tells them that they can forget all their memories of 

South America as those are nowhere in the pictures.  Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȟȱ ÓÁÙÓ 2ÏÂȟ Ȱ4Èat 

journey was the greatest time of my life, every day was a jewel.. iÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÈÅÁÄ ȣȢȱȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ 

on film .  "ÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ %ÓÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÔÏÒÙȟ 2ÅÉÎÈÁÒÄ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÔÏ ÇÒÉÐÓ himself with the  reality of hope and 

compassion.  Is his screen play truly  ȰÍÏÒÅ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÔÈÁÎ ÒÅÁÌÉÔÙȱȟ ÏÒ ÉÓ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÅÙÅ ÔÏÏ 

ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ȰÇÌÁÓÓ ÅÙÅȱ?  Does art need tÏ ÂÅ ȰÍÏÒÅ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÔÈÁÎ ÒÅÁÌÉÔÙȱ ÔÏ preserve and convey 

the reality of hope and compassion? Or is that reality distorted and betrayed by the beauty, as 

ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÉÓ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ȰÇÌÁÓÓ ÅÙÅȱ?  )Î ÔÈÅ Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱȟ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÎÔÅÒ ÓÈÏ×Ó 2ÅÉÎÈÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ /ÌÇÁ ÔÈÅ 

racks of film scripts all newly printed to compete for funding .  The room is full of birdcages, 

ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÓÁÙÓ ÐÒÏÕÄÌÙ ȰÔÈÏÓÅ ÁÒÅ #ÈÉÎÅÓÅ ÎÉÇÈÔÉÎÇÁÌÅÓȱ.   

 

Reinhard seems to have put Venice behind him, in spite of the scratches on his face, but 

then he gets TrixiȭÓ tongue-lashing.  She is just a fantasy-ridden teenager with a crush on him, 

but he has confided in her, made unrealistic promises to her, and broken them.  Guilty of 

hurting her, maybe now he can no longer avoid confronting the ambiguity and extent of his 

love and his guilt towards Esther.   

 

Perhaps it is at this point that he writes the postcard which Esther receives after his death:  

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÉÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÍÅ.  All  the time I hold  my heart in check.  3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÉÔȭÓ 

more than I can bear, and I want to give up the film and run straight back to you.  But how 

could I face you without having told the story of Esther?  )ÔȭÓ ÍÙ ×ÁÙ ÏÆ ÌÏÖÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ 

 

It is loving, painful and conflicted, and perhaps self deceiving, but not suicidal .  Maybe the 

conversation ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÉÎÔÅÒȭÓ forces him to look at what he has refused to contemplate, namely 

that he might  fail to get funding for  Ȱ%ÓÔÈÅÒȱ.  Maybe, reflecting on the script in the boat, he 

concludes that it is inadequate, both as art and as a way of loving, and that his love for Esther 

demands a deeper and more stifling commitment than he could bear.   
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4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅ ÔÈÒÅÁÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÌÍ ÌÉÎËÉÎÇ 2ÅÉÎÈÁÒÄȭÓ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÙ ÏÆ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÂÅÈÅÁÄÅÄ 

with the statues of a beheaded martyr bearing his own head, in the church by the Ammersee.  

#ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁ ÒÅÍÁÒËÓȡ Ȱ(Å ÌÏÏËÓ ÁÓ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÐÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÄ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÁÇÁÉÎȱ.  Reinhard is 33 

ɉȰ#ÈÒÉÓÔȭÓ ÁÇÅȱɊ .  Does he, in his depression, see himself as a martyr to his art, or to Esther, or 

to their conflicting demands ?  Could he not have put his own head back on? But poor 

Reinhard was ever out of his depth and swimming against the tide. 

 

His death remains an enigma. People in the online discussions have commented that it 

seems odd that his body would let a strong young man just drown without struggle or noise, 

without automatic self -preservation, whatever his conscious intention.  I suppose he could 

have deliberately swum till overcome by exhaustion.  Maybe he had an unsuspected heart 

condition .  It is after all only a story.   

 

As it is, in the story, his death and the mystery surrounding it has a heavy impact on his 

Munich friends, especially Rob, and it  lays an undeserved burden of guilt on both Esther and 

Trixi , which will compound their grief, for which there can be no closure.   

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

2.8  Episodes 11 ɀ 12:  Ȱ4ÉÍÅ ÏÆ Silenceȱ ÁÎÄ ȰA Time of many W ÏÒÄÓȱȡ ȬHÅÉÍ×ÅÈȭ for the 

ÌÏÓÔ Ȭ3ÅÃÏÎÄ (ÅÉÍÁÔȭ ÁÎÄ Ȭ&ÅÒÎ×ÅÈȭ for the future.  

 

It is strange to come to these films after the previous two episodes with their s trong story 

lines focussing on one or two lead characters.  In contrast, films 11 and 12 return to the episodic 

style of the earlier parts of the series.  Episode 11 is quite low key and on first viewing the two 

episodes are rather confusing, with the piecemeal introduction of new characters and 

locations.  However the overall themes of both episodes are clear ɀ the changing life styles of 

the original characters are leaving them emotionally adrift. Their marriages are crumbling, 

and most of them are losing or changing direction in their artistic lives .  At the same time they 

are getting swept into much wider movements in society ɀ fascination with technology in 

music and film, the lure of big business, and the seductiveness of militant ideologies .   

 

Episode 11, ÔÈÅ ȰÔÉÍÅ ÏÆ ÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȱ, picks up threads from the preceding film .  One ȰÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȱ ÉÓ 

the unexplained disappearance of Reinhard, which generates myths and rumours, but nothing 

more is heard of him.  In memory of him, 2ÏÂȟ ÎÏ× ÐÅÒÆÏÒÃÅ ȰÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÁÕÔÈÏÒȱȟ creates ȰÁ 

kind of cinematic perpetuum mobileȱ ×ÈÏÓÅ ÔÈÅÍÅÓ ÁÒÅ ȰÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÌÉÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒÓ ÏÆ 

lakesȟ ÕÔÏÐÉÁÓȟ ÄÒÅÁÍÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÉÄÅÁÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢȱ But he has to use words to explain this. 

 

Rob is a cameraman, because unlike Reinhard, the screenwriter, he has no faith in words.  

In the beautiful sequence where Rob and his father go hunting on the wooded shore of the 

Ammersee, Rob in quiet voiceover reflects that ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ȰÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÍÕÃÈ ×ÁÓ ÓÁÉÄȟ ×Å 
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always knew exactly what the other person ×ÁÓ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȱ.  The silent understanding between 

ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ɉÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÁÃÔÏÒȭÓ Ï×Î father, a forester in real life) is moving, and 

resembles that between Paul and Mathias in the opening scenes of the first Heimat.  In fact 

Rob is the kind of person Paul might well have become, had he been born in a later 

generation.   

 

In timeȟ ÔÈÅ ÅØÃÉÔÅÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á ÂÉÇ ÃÏÍÍÅÒÃÉÁÌ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÇÏÅÓ ÔÏ 2ÏÂȭÓ ÈÅÁÄ, he is 

new to the sense of power and achievement and becomes rather arrogant (again perhaps like 

Paul), without Reinhard and Stefan to counterbalance his ideas.  He is impatient with the 

envious Herr Zielke, the established film maker for the company, whom he is displacing in 

ÔÈÅÉÒ ÅÍÐÌÏÙÅÒȭÓ ÅÓÔÉÍÁÔÉÏÎ.  Ȱ3ÅÅÉÎÇ goes deeper than thinking.  Seeing is perceiving the 

truth .  7ÈÅÎ ) ÓÅÅȟ ) ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈȟȱ he says, but Herr Zielke replies:  Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÔÒÕÔÈȟ 

Herr Stürmer.  There is false truth too, very, very bad false truth.  ) ÁÍ ÔÈÅ ÅØÐÅÒÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ Ȱ Rob 

witheringly dismisses this as a reference to the tricks of wartime propaganda films, but Zielke 

is no doubt haunted by far more hideous images.  He was captain of the propaganda company 

on the eastern front where, by coincidence, the young Anton was his assistant, when they shot 

terrible footage ÔÏ ÒÅÃÏÒÄ ÔÈÅ ȰÁÃÈÉÅÖÅÍÅÎÔÓȱ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ .ÁÚÉ ÔÒÏÏÐÓ.   

 

Rob and Hermann continue to rile Herr Zielke, by their arrogance as much as by their skills 

with the new technology.  Finally Rob, under the tension of setting up his experimental 

installation,  comes out with unpardonably offensive remarks:  Ȱ4ÈÅ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÕÓȟ 

(ÅÒÒ :ÉÅÌËÅȟ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÁÆÒÁÉÄȱ.  Zielke takes his revenge ÉÎ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ȰÓÉÌÅÎÃÅȱȟ ÂÙ concealing 

an electrical fault which eventually ruins the whole public presentation of the two young 

ÃÒÅÁÔÏÒÓȭ ×ÏÒË ÏÎ ÔÈÅ Ȱ6ÁÒÉÁ-VÉÓÉÏÎȱ ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔȟ and leaves Rob terrified and temporarily bl inded.  

In the final scene the young man, hitherto totally reliant on the accuracy and honesty of his 

vision, gropes his way to the bank of the lake and tries to lift  the bandages for the first time.  

For a moment he is blinded all over again by the light, and then gradually perceives the boat 

from which Reinhard died, with someone in it.  Watching with him, at first unbelieving, we 

realise that the person is Esther in her red coat, taking silent leave of 2ÅÉÎÈÁÒÄȭÓ ȰÇÒÁÖÅȱȢ 

 

Esther too meets silence, when she turns up in Munich grieving for Reinhard and seeking 

traces of her lost Jewish family.  Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÌÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÈÉÄÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÅȢ 

Germany is a book wiÔÈ ÐÁÇÅÓ ÔÏÒÎ ÏÕÔȦȱ She is pathetically changed, a small figure wrapped in 

heavy winter clothes, the fire and subtlety have gone, just the bitterness remains, and tears are 

never far away.  Her first appearance, ȰÂÏÒÒÏ×ÉÎÇȱ 2ÏÂȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÂÏÁÔ ÆÒÏÍ a shore apparently 

pathless and densely forested, is surprisingly implausible.  Rob and his father accept her 

ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ×ÏÒÄÌÅÓÓÌÙȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÉÒÌ ×ÈÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÓÅÅÓ ÁÓ ȰÁ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÏÆ ÉÌÌ-ÌÕÃËȱ ȟ ÏÒ ÍÉÓÆÏÒÔÕÎÅ.  

The lake, though ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÒÏÕÇÈÅÒȟ ÒÅÍÁÉÎÓ ȰÇÒÅÙ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÒÍÌÅÓÓ ÁÎÄ "ÁÖÁÒÉÁÎȱȢ  

 

In Dachau, now a clean and tidy tourist attraction,  she finally gets the truth, as far as it 

goes, from Gattinger:  her mother was never in Dachau, but in Ravensbrück and then, through 

family influence, transferred to a work camp in Moringen where she would have survived had 

the camp not been closed in 1944.  After that he does not know what happened.  He is able to 

admit his part, but seems still impervious to its enormity.  Alone with her camera Esther sees 

that:  Ȱ!ÌÌ ÔÒÁÃÅÓ ÏÆ Èer are lost, and so are the traces of all the people who were tormented 
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ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÒÔÕÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÄÅÁÔÈ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÍÅÒÃÙȢȱ Back in a restaurant in the town, Gattinger offers 

her soup, gently putting the spoon in her hand, and she weeps.  His face shows love and pity, 

if not remorse.  Had he looked like that at her mother in the past?  And if he had not betrayed 

her mother, what would have happened to them all?  It is unimaginable, what memories he 

must have amputated to be able to live with himself.  No wonder he cannot bear to risk full 

comprehension now.  This moment of unspoken insight, raising such questions, lifts the 

whole passage from near ȰÄÏÃÕÍÅÎÔÁÒÙȱ ÄÒÁÍÁ ÉÎÔÏ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÅÁÌÍȢ 

 

In the old house at the core of the Cerphal publishing works, hilariously Esther finds 

Fräulein Cerphal asleep clutching a wine glass, while two graduate students research her 

dissertation for her.  It seems she has had to resume her studies, at least nominally, in order to 

access the rest of her inheritance.  Fräulein Cerphal is all warmth and disingenuous welcome, 

ÂÕÔ %ÓÔÈÅÒ ÒÅÍÏÖÅÓ ÈÅÒ ÁÕÎÔȭÓ ÄÁÒË ÇÌÁÓÓÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÃÃÕÓÅÓ ÈÅÒ:  Ȱ...what do you really look like?  

What are you hiding from me?  This whole house - why is there no trace of my family?  

...where was my mother when they came for her?ȱ Cerphal replies shortly that there is a glass 

case upstairs for the Goldbaum mementos.  Running upstairs, Esther shouts:  Ȱ9ÅÔ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ 

memorial! 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ a pigeon-hole to fit  ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÏÒ ÅÌÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÔÔÏÍ ÏÆ Á ÄÅÅÐ ÌÁËÅȦȱ 

Loss of her family and loss of Reinhard are merged in grief.  Cerphal stays sitting on the stairs, 

her head backlit by the window, until she droops sideways helplessly against the banister and 

the image dissolves in a blaze of sunlight.  

 

Gattinger makes one more crass, rather desperate attempt at restitution, still unable to 

grasp why Esther rejects it.  She appears briefly  at Isarfilm during the disastrous public 

ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ 2ÏÂȭÓ ÉÎÓÔÁÌÌÁÔÉÏÎ ɉ2ÏÂȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ×ÁÒÎÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÍÉÓÐÌÁÃÅÄɊȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÒÏ×Ó in 

across the lake as the credits roll.  This is a heart-breaking place to leave the story of a 

character we had got so close to in the previous episode, a story that, as in life, could have no 

resolution. 

 

Another victim ÏÆ 2ÅÉÎÈÁÒÄȭÓ disappearance is Trixi.  She stands silent and alone by the lake 

ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÎÉÖÅÒÓÁÒÙ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÄÅÁÔÈȟ ÁÎÇÒÉÌÙ ÒÅÊÅÃÔÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÓÙÍÐÁÔÈÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÅÐÉÓÏÄÅ 

ÓÈÅ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÓ ÁÓ Á ÙÏÕÎÇ ÄÒÕÇ ÁÄÄÉÃÔ ȰÒÅÓÃÕÅÄȱ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÌÌ-meaning Schnüßchen, fleeing when 

Hermann phones her sister, only to return  with her boyfriend to burgle their flat .  After an 

overdose she ends up in hospital and is found to be pregnant. Again the sense of waste and 

tragedy is disproportionate to the brief appearance of a fictional  character. That these 

imagined stories are represented so realistically, in such depth, so open-ended and unresolved, 

and without judgment, and have such power to sadden us, is a measure of the artistry of 

Heimat.   

 

§ 

 

The disintegration of the marriages is drawn in an interwoven tapestry.  Both couples suffer 

the ordinary stresses of making a living and advancing in a career, and of relationships 

between people who do not seem very well suited.  In addition, for the three musicians there 

is the specific challenge of trying to combine homelife and childcare with professional life.  On 

parallel paths both Hermann and Clarissa are troubled by their memories and longings for the 
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ÌÏÓÔ Ȱ3ÅÃÏÎÄ (ÅÉÍÁÔȱ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ &ÕÃÈÓÂÁÕ ÁÎÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÉÇÉÎÁÌ Ȱ&ÅÒÎ×ÅÈȱ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÁÒ Á×ÁÙ 

future time of achievement and freedom with like -minded friends.  

 

At the start of Episode 11 Hermann has been reduced to borrowing money from the patient 

#ÌÅÍÅÎÓ ÁÎÄ ÅÁÒÎÉÎÇ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÙ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ #ÌÅÍÅÎÓȭ ÂÁÎÄ.  3ÉÎÃÅ 2ÅÉÎÈÁÒÄȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ 

no more commissions for film music from his friends.  There is still love and humour in his 

relationship with Schnüßchen, but they are lonely, with few friends.  There are heart-warming 

ÓÃÅÎÅÓ ɉ3ÃÈÎİħÃÈÅÎȭÓ ÄÒÅÓÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÓÈɊ ÁÔ ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ 6ÏÌËÅÒ ÁÎÄ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȟ ÂÕÔ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ 

friendliness there is stÒÅÓÓȟ ÆÏÒ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ×ÈÏ ÅÎÖÉÅÓ 6ÏÌËÅÒȭÓ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÖÅ ÓÕÃÃÅÓÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȟ 

oppressed by a domestic life with no time even to practise.   

 

Even when Hermann is taken up by the Director of Isarfilm, with the prospect of a well 

paid job, the freedom of a new electronic studio and the support of its technician, there is still 

something missing.  He returns to find his flat invaded by Helga and her friends, haranguing 

Schnüßchen, smoking pot, and demanding a signature on yet another petition.  Schnüßchen 

is distraught, but the encounter with Helga brings back to Hermann a homesickness for the 

Fuchsbau, and also perhaps memories of Dülmen.  4ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ Á Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔȱ ÓÅÅÍÉÎÇÌÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÉÓ 

scene where Helga tells him her child is with her parents in Dülmen.  Ȱ) ÏÆÔÅÎ ÔÈÉÎË of 

$İÌÍÅÎȱȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÙÓ ×ÉÓÔÆÕÌÌÙ.  When Schnüßchen throws his alien friends out and asks again 

about the new job, he no longer wants to talk about it. 

 

Nonetheless, Hermann like Rob is swept off his feet by the opportunities offered by his new 

position.  As Rob says, experimentation becomes ÔÈÅÉÒ ȰÎÅ× ÅÌÉØÉÒ ÏÆ ÌÉÆÅȱ.  Hermann, now truly 

Á ÓÏÒÃÅÒÅÒȭÓ ÁÐÐÒÅÎÔÉÃÅȟ ÉÓ ÏÖÅÒ×ÈÅÌÍÅÄ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÐÏ×ÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÃÈÎÏÌÏÇÙ ÁÖÁÉÌÁÂÌÅ ÉÎ ȰÈÉÓȱ 

electronic sound studio.  He spends all hours of the day and night there, eventually embarking 

on a carefree, casual affair with the secretary, Erika, and trying to cover his tracks with 

ridiculous subterfuges.  For a while this work and way of life seem another path to the longed 

ÆÏÒ ÇÏÁÌÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÓÔ Ȱ3ÅÃÏÎÄ (ÅÉÍÁÔȱȟ ÆÒÅÅÄÏÍ ÁÎÄ Á ÇÌÉÔÔering career.   

 

Volker, as a rival composer, is made to feel redundant to this setup and returns home hurt 

and envious. He and Clarissa too are drifting ever further apart.  Seeking Hermann, he finds 

Schnüßchen deserted in the silent flat. The ensuing encounter is very delicately written, as an 

erotic tension between them is first set up and then broken by Schnüßchen, and Volker has to 

leave.    

 

A scene where Clarissa sings a sad lullaby to her child, in a delightful, still untrained voice, 

is beautifully lit and costumed.  #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁ ÈÁÓ ÐÅÒÆÏÒÃÅ ÇÉÖÅÎ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ȬÃÅÌÌÏȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ 

romanticises life in the Fuchsbau before Schnüßchen came.  Schnüßchen, who had little time 

ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ &ÕÃÈÓÂÁÕ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȟ ÎÏ× ËÎÏ×Ó ÔÈÁÔ ȰÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÒÔȱ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÅÒ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÇÏȟ ÁÎÄ És 

convinced that it is because of her lack of education:  Ȱ) ÌÏÎÇ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÔÈÅÒ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ 

love with songs and poems and dreams, but everyone sees me as just practical...ȱ.  Rather 

touchingly, as their children play, the two women admit they have never liked each other, and 

why, and confide their unhappiness.   
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Returning home with a squalling child, Clarissa finds her mother disapprovingly cleaning 

ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÐÒÏÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÕÓÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ȬÃÅÌÌÏ.  She promptly returns the instrument 

to Dr KiÒÓÃÈÍÁÙÅÒȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ.  Perhaps fortunately, he is not there.  It looks like an hysterical 

gesture marking the end of her career and of any kind of artistic life, but in fact it is the first 

step to freeing herself from both her mother and the unsavoury doctor.  

 

)Î ÅÐÉÓÏÄÅ Ϋάȟ #ÁÍÉÌÌÁȟ ÔÈÅ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎ ÔÒÏÍÂÏÎÉÓÔȟ ÓÁÙÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÐÁÒÔÅÄ ȬÃÅÌÌÏ:  Ȱ'ÏÏÄȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 

a bummer anyway.  It was more ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ȣ we must find our own way for 

ÏÕÒÓÅÌÖÅÓȢȱ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÒÅÆÕÇÅ ÉÎ Á ÖÁÇÕÅÌÙ ÌÅÓÂÉÁÎ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉp with the American is very 

moving ɀ for the first time since small childhood there is someone to hold and comfort her, 

who seems initially to demand nothing and to have no power over her, whom she can allow 

herself to love without fearing loss of freedom.  Hitherto, her only memory of such comforting 

has been of something lost.  )Î ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÔÕÒÎÓ ÔÏ 7ÁÓÓÅÒÂÕÒÇ ɉÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ 

much later, already in middle age) and remembers a time when as a child she nearly drowned 

ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÖÅÒȡ Ȱ ) ×ÁÓ ÓÅÖÅÎ. But the green water spat me out again. My mother warmed me 

ÅÎÄÌÅÓÓÌÙ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÓȟ ÅÎÄÌÅÓÓÌÙ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÓȢȱ Now for the moment the American plays the 

mother, and offers genuine love and understanding.  Singing with these women musicians, 

Clarissa can develop the voice which is her own instrument, and a new career which will 

outlast whatever may later happen to the hippy, feminist group.  

 

! ÙÅÁÒ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÎÅ× ÊÏÂȟ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÓ ÁÌÓÏ ÏÎÃÅ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÉÎ ÆÌÕØ.  (ÉÓ ÃÒÅÁÔÉÖÉÔÙȟ ÁÎÄ 2ÏÂȭÓȟ 

and the magnificent new sound studio are all still being used only for commercial advertising 

projects.  (Å ÌÏÎÇÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÅÅÄÏÍ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÐÏÓÅ Ȱ.Å× -ÕÓÉÃȱ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ Ï×Îȟ ÁÎÄ ȰÔÉÍÅ ÉÓ ÐÁÓÓÉÎÇȱ.  

His boss, foreseeing the future value to the firm of his creativity, gives him a two monthsȭ 

sabbatical, with full use of the studio.  But his announcement of this to Jean-Marie and Volker 

ÉÓ ÔÒÕÍÐÅÄ ÂÙ 6ÏÌËÅÒȭÓ ÐÒÅÓÔÉÇÉÏÕÓ ÁÃÈÉÅÖÅÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ Á ÃÏÍÍÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÏÒÃÈÅÓÔÒÁ ÏÆ 372.   

 

At the same time his home life is heading for the rocks.  Schnüßchen, in an attempt to 

make up for her lack of sophistication, has bravely launched herself into the life of a mature 

student of psychology and social work.  Now it is her turn to invite student friends to the flat, 

and endearingly to buy a pile of dense sociology classics to bolster her new academic status.  

This new Schnüßchen is once more the independent feisty girl who first came to Munich to be 

a tour guide, she has so much courage and openness, and is so bright and warm, so ready to 

become a student in ÔÈÉÓ ȰÎÅ× ÁÇÅ ɀ ÁÎ ÁÇÅ ÏÆ ×ÏÍÅÎȱ.  She picks up all the clichés of the 

time, and is enthusiastic for all the correct causes. But her desire to help and work for people 

who are suffering is real.  

 

Sadly, some of her friends are aggressive and disorganised, and her good heart and naïvety 

leave her vulnerable to the dubious characters whom she invites in and tries to help.  

Hermann finds their new comfortable middle -class flat filled with strangers, who do not 

respect his piano or himself, sleep in his bed, and threaten his privacy.  In their attempts to 

discuss the situation the couple talk past each other, without understanding.  After the 

debacle with Trixi, Schnüßchen faces up to the reality of the new tasks she is setting herself, 

and of her helplessnessȡ Ȱ(ÅÒÍÁÎÎȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÉÔÙ ÉÓ ÓÏ ÃÒÕÅÌȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÒÅȢȱ 

(ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÄÅÐÒÅÓÓÉÏÎ ÈÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉÆÔÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÓÁÂÂÁÔÉÃÁÌ ÌÅÁÖÅ.  On the contrary, he 
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finds that he is unable to compose as he had hoped.  (Å ÆÁÉÌÓ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄ ÔÏ 3ÃÈÎİħÃÈÅÎȭÓ 

distress, and instead provokes the furious, ridiculous row which leads to them both throwing 

their wedding rings out of the window and Hermann slamming out .   

 

Like his uncle Ernst, his first reaction is to take refuge in flight.  He remembers that this 

wÁÓ ÄÒÉÖÅÎ ÎÏÔ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÒÏ× ÁÔ ÈÏÍÅ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ×ÏÒËȟ ÂÕÔ ÂÙ Á ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ Ȱ&ÅÒÎ×ÅÈȱȟ 

the feeling he had as a student that life was really all going on somewhere else, and a sudden 

ÌÏÎÇÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÕÎÂÅÌÉÅÖÁÂÌÅ ÕÎÒÅÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒȱ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÁ×Î ÔÏ ÉÔ 

like a moth to the flame.  3Ï ÈÅ ÂÏÁÒÄÓ Á ÐÌÁÎÅ ÔÏ "ÅÒÌÉÎȟ ÔÏ ÊÏÉÎ (ÅÌÇÁȭÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÂÉÓÅØÕÁÌ 

girlfriend Kathrin, in a commune.  

 

§ 

 

For this is 1968, and Episode 12 is dominated by an exhausting profusion of more or less 

militant groups stirring and stirred by the turmoil of the year.  Their cacophony constantly 

drives the story, and gives it a rhythm.  4ÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÉÎÖÁÄÅ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÆÌÁÔȟ or the 

lecture halls of the University, or the villa near Berlin where Stefan is trying to shoot a film are 

very different from the students of the Fuchsbau era, even though they include some of the 

same individuals, like Helga.  They are harder, angrier and narrower in their understanding, 

seeming to have externalised all more subtle and painful feeling and experience into one or 

another unidimensional ideology.  They talk and shout, endlessly, in more and more words, 

and the hollowness of the words is repeatedly demonstrated by contrast with who the 

speakers are and what in fact happens.  The film makes dramatic, sometimes quite comic, use 

of such juxtapositions. 

 

Even Stefan, who belongs to an older generation and ends up playing the invidious role of 

the reactionary, starts out from a basis of fashionable theory.  He insists on changing the title 

ÏÆ 2ÅÉÎÈÁÒÄȭÓ ÓÃÒÅÅÎÐÌÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÍÐÌÅ Ȱ%ÓÔÈÅÒȱ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÁÂÓÔÒÁÃÔ Ȱ4ÈÅ 'ÅÒÍÁÎ &ÅÁÒȱȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 

2ÅÉÎÈÁÒÄ ȰÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ ÐÏÌÉÔÉÃÁÌ ÏÒ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÉÃÁÌ ÒÅÁÌÉÔÙȢȱ (Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÉÎ 

ÔÈÅÉÒ ÖÅÉÎÓȱȟ ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔÓ /Ìga.) He sees the lovely villa where the film is to be shot in terms only 

of its social origins.  But when his film set is taken over by the crew, led by Helga, early in her 

Baader-Meinhof  ÐÈÁÓÅȟ ÄÅÍÁÎÄÉÎÇ ȰÄÅÍÏÃÒÁÔÉÓÁÔÉÏÎȱ ÁÎÄ collective decision making in 

directing the film,  he is torn.  He has sympathy with the ideal that everyone in the team 

should have a voice, and also is anxious not to lose politically correct credentials for the film in 

the eyes of the critics, so he permits the discussion to continue. On the other hand, since the 

fi lm is at this stage supported by public money, the argument is that it must be directed by 

and for Ȱthe peopleȱȟ ÎÏÔ ÂÙ ÁÎ ȰÁÕÔÅÕÒȱ ÆÉÌÍ ÍÁËÅÒ.  At that  point Stefan resists. The endless 

discussions and attempts to rewrite the screenplay and collectively control the filming mean  

that production is effectively halted, at huge cost. Stefan, abandoning ideals and reasserting 

his authority, ÅÎÄÓ ÕÐ ȰÓÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȱ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ commercial sector by negotiating re-financing of the 

film by an American film company.  As a result he loses the friendship of Rob and others of his 

team.  %ÖÅÎ ÁÐÏÌÉÔÉÃÁÌ /ÌÇÁ ÌÁÍÅÎÔÓ ÔÈÁÔȡ Ȱ.Ï× ÉÔȭÌÌ ÁÌÌ be back to normal... no questions, no 

ÄÉÓÃÕÓÓÉÏÎÓȟ ÎÏ ÍÙÓÔÅÒÙȱ.  Stefan is a character whom his creator admits he found hard to love, 

but, and only up to a point, he is bearer of the role forced on Edgar Reitz in the making of 

Cardillac. 
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Helga now speaks only the language of revolutionary socialism.  She lectures Stefan about 

the content of his film :  Ȱ ...(Its themes) are social and historical factsȢȢȢ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÅÓÃÒÉÂÅ 

those ×ÉÔÈ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓȱ.  But Stefan replies sarcastically that no one was ever so restrained in their  

feelings as she, and it is not long before her own feelings re-emerge as sharply as ever.  She is 

jealous that Hermann is with Kathrin, and riled by the casual irresponsibility of the commune, 

whose members have failed to provide care for her son.  Collective film-directing may be a 

great revolutionary ideal, but collective childcare is proving a dead loss.  Then right -wing 

terrori sts fire-bomb the nursery where her child goes, and in shock, (ÅÌÇÁȭÓ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÔÉÅÓ ÁÒÅ 

challenged.  When a reporter tries to elicit her views on violence, she can only reply, with 

unaccustomed honesty, ȰÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÄÉÆÆÉÃÕÌÔȱȟ ÁÎÄ ȰÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ another side to itȱ.   

 

Schnüßchen enthusiastically joins a student sit-in at the university. Her simple attempt to 

describe how her family, ×ÈÏ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÌÌ Ȱ×ÏÒËÅÒÓȱȟ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅÄ the rise of Fascism in the village 

at home, only shows up the mindless milit ancy of her fellow students. They jeer her because 

she speaks naïvely without the trendy jargon.  The mature student leader Dirk (who once 

arrived with Alex at the Fuchsbau expounding a philosophy of revolution, but afraid to jump 

the locked gate) kindly ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ Ȱthe concept of Fascism can only be applied in the 

context of an analysis of the class system.  That is, only then can it become synonymous with 

the unmasking of the rulers in late-ÃÁÐÉÔÁÌÉÓÔÉÃ ÓÏÃÉÅÔÙȱ.  Poor Schnüßchen feels crushed, and 

leaves with his recommendations for a huge reading list. 

 

2ÏÂ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔÓ ÔÈÅ ȰÒÅÖÏÌÕÔÉÏÎÁÒÉÅÓȱ ÂÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ being a 

man of few words, he expresses himself quite briefly.  Unlike Helga, he has learnt, since his 

temporary loss of sight, that ReinharÄ ×ÁÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÔÈÅ ÃÁÍÅÒÁ ÉÓ Á ÍÁÃÈÉÎÅȟ ÉÎÃÁÐÁble 

of any feeling... to approach the truth, the cameraman must get his feelings into the picture.  

2ÅÁÌÉÔÙ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÒÕÔÈȢȱ  

 

Kathrin  is a person of contradictions too ɀ she can be as aggressive and hostile as Helga, 

and yet write eloquently if simplistically for Stern ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ȰÆÁÓÃÉÓÍ ÏÆ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 

family in teractions that engender it.  At the same time she can be warm, open and laid back, 

but so indiscriminate  that Hermann leaves her, fleeing the nightmare of a druggy communal 

love-in.  

 

HermÁÎÎȭs flirting with the heady world of revolution has ended in disillusion .  Back in 

Munich, he finds that Schnüßchen, distressed and deserted, has left home.  Once again he 

takes refuge in flight, this time in a trip up the Zugspitze in a cable car with a delighted, 

wondering Lulu.  +ÁÔÈÒÉÎȭÓ ÁÒÔÉÃÌÅ ÉÎ Stern belongs to another world.  But the flight has to end.  

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
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2.9  Episode 13.  Ȱ!ÒÔ ÏÒ ,ÉÆÅȱ : Taking leave of ten years of life ; return to the beginning ? 

 

This final episode must have been hard to write.  The story so far is as open ended as life 

itself, the map of its telling has structure but no natural edge.  The lead characters are still 

young, and one day another series of films will be based on their future lives.  The episode has 

a sense not of finality, but of confronting a need for change, and seeking a way out of a blind 

alley.  Refreshingly, it offers absolutely no answers. 

 

As a film, however, it is not so satisfying, especially when watching it for the first time.  It 

takes a while to adjust to the elements of dream and fantasy.  Also after all the hours of 

watching the films and living with the characters, it was difficult not to expect  a conventional 

romantic , or at least dramatic, resolution of some kind, and it is only in watching again and 

understanding better that the lack of one becomes a relief. 

 

4ÈÅ ÆÉÌÍ ÏÐÅÎÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÁÇÎÉÆÉÃÅÎÔ ÓÈÏÔÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÕÇÅ ÆÁÉÒ ×ÈÉÃÈ ÃÏÎÓÔÉÔÕÔÅÓ ÔÈÅ Ȱ/ËÔÏÂÅÒÆÅÓÔȱȢ 

The movement, the noise, the glowing rich colours, the sheer scale of the sequence, the 

spectacular images, are overwhelming.  Hermann and Herr Gross wander through it to the 

vast entertainment  tent where Consul Handschuh of Isarfilm is hosting a party for his firm .  

Handschuh radiates a manic bonhomie, there is too much noise, too much drink  and too 

many people, the good cheer is exhausting.  Hermann reflects that Schnüßchen, used to her 

huge family, would love it .  He re-encounters Erika, now married, while Herr Zielke arrives 

late and clearly uncomfortable in the surroundings.  Finally, the party is invaded by drunks, 

and dissolves into the night.   

 

These scenes must have cost a fortune to stage, involving so many costumed and directed 

extras, and so much organisation .  The Oktoberfest is a hugely inflated version of the 

Schabbach Kirmes, and serves a similar function.  (ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ÓÁÙÓȟ Ȱ!ÌÌ ÒÅÁÌ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÃÒÕÓÈÅÄ 

×ÉÔÈ ÅÖÅÒÙÄÁÙ ÂÁÎÁÌÉÔÙȢȱ As with similar set-piece celebrations elsewhere in Heimat, the 

+ÉÒÍÅÓȟ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÅ -illenium party at the end of H eimat 3, nothing is as it 

seems, and there is darkness behind the masks.  Consul Handschuh is mortally ill, Herr Zielke 

is plotting to split up the company and build a rival one round the studio with  (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ 

youth and talent, and Hermann himself is depressed.  He is thirty years old and has still 

achieved nothing of what he hoped.  He is suffering more and more doubt about himself and 

his talent.  His thoughts of the past ten years revolve round his friends, who are now out of 

sight. 

 

Afterwards, Zielke and Gross take him to a bar for a drink .  Zielke speaks of his wartime 

ÒÏÌÅ ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ 'ÏÅÂÂÅÌȭÓ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÏÒÓȟ ÏÆ Á shady deal struck with Handschuh to their mutual 

advantage at the end of the war, and the power the Consul has had over him ever since.  His 

dizzying financial proposition for a new company leaves Hermann feeling unreal and 

mistrustful .  He sees Jean-Marie and Volker in the crowd leaving the bar and runs out after 

them. 
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Of the next scene Edgar Reitz has written:  Ȱ)Î the last part [of Heimat 2] it is never quite 

ÃÌÅÁÒ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ Á ÓÃÅÎÅ ÄÅÐÉÃÔÓ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÆÅÁÒÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÓÈÅÓȟ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÍÏÒÙȟ ÏÒ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÓÔÏÒÙȱ 

(Drehort Heimat , 2004, p. 160).  He explains that to mark this the scene was set unrealistically 

in a glass-roofed court of the Palace of Justice, and in a light that could be either indoors or 

out.  Presumably there are many ways to see it ɀ perhaps as a dream inspired by a real 

conversation, or maybe reflecting (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ envy of his successful fellow musicians.  The 

next evening Mutter Lichtblau says that Volker is indeed in Avignon.  Maybe his two friends 

have become linked in (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ dream with the corrupt dealings of Handschuh and Zielke, 

ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÎ ÆÁÃÔ 6ÏÌËÅÒȭÓ ÐÁÒÔ ÉÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÏ ÁÃÑÕÉÅÓÃÅȟ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÐÒÏÔÅÓÔ.  Is Hermann simply projecting 

his anxiety about allowing his own talent to be used for commercial purposes?  His words at 

the end suggest that it is anyway a nightmare that he wants to wake out of, and in the 

following  scene he is wandering round his apartment in his dressing gown.   

 

Homesickness hits him at last, and he starts trying to write to his mother, haunted by 

ÉÍÁÇÅÓ ÏÆ ÆÁÍÉÌÉÁÒ ÐÌÁÃÅÓ ÁÔ ÈÏÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÍÐÁÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÔÅÎ ÙÅÁÒ ÁÂÓÅÎÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ 0ÁÕÌȭÓ.  He is 

inter rupted by a dishevelled Alex, who drunkenly cadges more alcohol and fantasises that he 

will  write seven books about women, whose century this now is. 

 

Next day comes the unexpected and moving offer from Consul Handschuh and his wife.  

Handschuh is an interesting character ɀ his Nazi past does not sound so evil as :ÉÅÌËÅȭÓȟ ÔÈÅ 

deal he had with Zielke was to protect him after the war in return for illegal appropriation of 

cameras and equipment, with which to set up the business.  A creative businessman himself, 

Handschuh idealises artisticall y creative people whom he wishes he could emulate, he 

understands them, and recognises the value of their work at Isarfilm .  Now, gravely ill, and out 

of his great sadness, and that of his wife, that they could not have children, he is offering to 

make Hermann their substitute son, and the heir of the business.  The couple are portrayed 

with all the sensitivity with which  Reitz draws even relatively minor characters. 

 

There is a lovely black and white image in which  HermannȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÉÓ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ Á ×ÉÎÄÏ×ȟ 

with the Ammersee reflected in its panes.  Numbed by his depresssion, he talks on and on 

about the future of the studio, without believing what he is saying.  His music means nothing 

anymore:  ȰI heard myself talking and was ÓÁÄȢȱ Later Handschuh ÁÓËÓ ÈÉÍȡ ȱ(ÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ 

wantÅÄ Á ÆÁÔÈÅÒȩȱȟ ÁÎÄ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÓȟ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÉÎÇ !ÎÔÏÎȡ Ȱ9ÅÓ, sometimes, one 

ÔÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÈÁÔÅȢȱ "ÕÔ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÉÓ ×ÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÄÅÖÏÔÅ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÔÏ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ #ÏÎÓÕÌȭÓ 

behalf ɀ ȱÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÈÁÔÅ ÍÅ ÔÏÏ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÓÈȱ ɀ he will inherit the whole firm .  ȰBut I am a 

musician, Herr KÏÎÓÕÌȱ.  Hermann cannot decide and asks for time. 

 

In shock at receiving two huge financial offers, for the sake of his youth and idealism, in the 

course of twenty four hours, Hermann needs advice.  In the Hunsrück he would have asked 

his grandmother.  He imagines that Kath would have told him not to disappoint the rich 

Consul, but only to promise not to forget his mother and grandmother however much money 

he acquired.  This might have been true of Marie-Goot or Anton or Pauline, but it does not 

sound quite like Kath.  Is it just romanticism to think that she might  have intuitively 

recognised that his heart was still in his music and with Clarissa, and that he should follow it ?  
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Anyway, Hermann is not about to be ȰÁ ÇÏÏÄ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ 3ÃÈÁÂÂÁÃÈÅÒ (ÅÒÍßÎÎÓÃÈÅȱ and promise 

anything. 

 

2ÅÎÁÔÅȭs bar has closed down, ÂÕÔ Á ÌÉÇÈÔ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÏÎ ÉÎ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÁÐÁÒÔÍÅÎÔ.  Her mother 

tells him she is on a successful European tour  with the Hexenpassion.  Tomorrow she is in 

Heidelberg.  Next day Hermann takes his free railcard and sets out with the idea of travelling 

in whatever direction he may feel like, without any goal to arrive at, ȰÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÍÏÖÉÎÇȟ ÆÁÒ ÁÎÄ 

×ÉÄÅȟ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÒÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÅÎÄÌÅÓÓÌÙȱȟ where no one should find him and he might  finally stay 

silent.  Another flight .  When he reaches the station there happens to be an announcement 

that an express for Heidelberg is about to depart.  The image as he chases down the platform 

after it recalls +ÉÅÓÌÏ×ÓËÉȭÓ Blind Chance. 

 

§ 

 

From here onwards to the end of the film it is ÉÎÄÅÅÄ Ȱnever quite clear whether a scene 

ÄÅÐÉÃÔÓ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÆÅÁÒÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÓÈÅÓȟ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÍÏÒÙȟ ÏÒ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÓÔÏÒÙȱȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÏÒ ×ÒÉÔÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 

passage quoted earlier.  One cannot be sure that anything more one learns now about the 

familiar characters ȰÒÅÁÌÌÙȱ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍ.  It seems that Hermann travels for about four 

ÄÁÙÓ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ 'ÅÒÍÁÎÙ ÁÎÄ (ÏÌÌÁÎÄȟ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÉÌ ÏÆ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÔ ÔÏÕÒȟ ÃÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÕÐ 

with it in Amsterdam and then returning to Schabbach for the first time in ten years.  Even 

that may be a fantasy.  On the long hypnotic train journeys, with vistas of railtracks and flying 

landscapes and half-seen reflections in the windows, he dreams and fantasises about some of 

his friends and significant aquaintances of the past ten years.  They appear in very concrete 

form, but at times in bizarre or inexplicable circumstances.  It is a kind of leave-taking of them 

all, and of the whole decade, before returning to his starting point in order to set out all over 

again. 

 

The selection of characters re-encountered may have been decided as much as anything by 

availability of the actors, but anyway the logic of this journey is the logic of dream.  For a long 

while Clarissa is there only in her absences, as she seemed to be throughout most of the time 

he has known her.  A single hair in a hotel bedroom in Heidelberg, a tattered poster for her 

performance the day after it has taken place.  !Ì×ÁÙÓ Ȱ4ÏÄÁÙ ÉÓ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȱ.   

 

Retracing the journey from the Rhineland that he made ten years ago, with his own 

reflection blurring in the window glass, mesmerised by the speeding railway lines, he smiles at 

an image of his past self, the young Hunsrücker travelling solemnly towards a new life in 

Munich .  Then his consciousness is invaded by Renate, the first woman he met on arriving 

there, now transforming into one after the other of her most bizarre manifestations from the 

Ȭ5-ÂÏÏÔȭȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÍÁÎÉÃ ×ÁÒÍÔÈ and friendship.  As he jumps out of the train at 

Heidelberg he leaves her in a weird mermaid costume, waving from the luggage rack.   

 

Everywhere there are posters for the Hexenpassion, but he is too late (did Mutter Lichtblau 

deliberately mislead him?) The performance was yesterday, the singers have left town, and 

today the theatre is showing The Beggar Student instead.  So Hermann begs a hotel room, 
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which turns out to be the one where Clarissa had slept the night before.  In front of the Hotel 

zum Ritter (the Knight or Cavalier) a man leads a riderless horse. 

 

Next morning on the railway station there is Á Ȱ7ÁÎÔÅÄȱ ÐÏÓÔÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ "ÁÁÄÅÒ-Meinhof 

gang.  One of those pictured is Helga.  Has she finally abandoned the difficulty and complexity 

of her own understanding, which two years earlier in Berlin had been re-awakened by the 

ÁÔÔÁÃË ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÉÌÄȭÓ ÎÕÒÓÅÒÙ?  Is she now trapped in the icy simplicities of extremism?  In so 

far as the character is supposed to have been partly inspired by the life of Ulrike Meinhof , this 

ÓÅÅÍÓ ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ȰÒÅÁÌȱ ÄÅÖÅÌÏÐÍÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÓÔÏÒÙ.   

 

Hermann travels on towards Cologne.  Along the Rhine valley, below the edge of the 

Hunsrück, he sees his own car down on the road, driven by Schnüßchen, with  Lulu beside her.  

Apart from this strange but not  impossible coincidence, their encounter at first seems to 

ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ȱÒÅÁÌȱ ×ÏÒÌd, but it gradually acquires dream-like features.  Hermann seems to 

have got out at the next station, which happens to be Bacharach. When he finds Schnüßchen 

and Lulu watching a small circus, on the bank of the river, he becomes aware that one of the 

performers is Juan.  Afterwards, Lulu cries and runs away from him.  Schnüßchen, quite 

changed, and no longer her usual warm bubbly self, is delivering an intense monologue about 

her own ȰÉÎÔÅÌÌÅÃÔÕÁÌȱ ÓÔÒÕÇÇÌÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÃÈÉÅÖÅÍÅÎÔÓȟ ÔÏ ×ÈÉÃÈ *ÕÁÎ listens in silence, with his 

strange fixed smile.  She is startled to see Hermann, and rattles on, while he becomes 

increasingly uncomfortable.  She refuses to talk to him about Lulu, and moves away.  Juan has 

welcomed Hermann, but now his smile disappears and he watches with infinite sadness the 

gulf grown between the couple, and (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ distress.  Hermann leaves, and Schnüßchen 

pushes past Juan as though he were not there.  0ÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÎÏÔȟ ÅØÃÅÐÔ ÉÎ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÄÒÅÁÍ.  

Juan sometimes spoke of an ambition to become a circus performer, it was never clear how 

seriously he meant it.  But ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÎÅ ÃÁÎ ÃÏÎÃÌÕÄÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÉÓ ÅÐÉÓÏÄÅ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ 

ȰÒÅÁÌÌÙȱ ÅÖÅÒ ÄÉÄȢ 

 

Dream or synchronicity, this sad little scene is the last we see of Schnüßchen and Lulu in 

Heimat 2 and also the last we ever see of Juan.  There is a feeling that somehow the whole 

story reflects *ÕÁÎȭÓ faraway sadness at the loss of his friend and at all that is now happening to 

himȟ ÁÎÄ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÒÅÃÉÐÒÏÃÁÌ ÓÁÄÎÅÓÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÄÒÅÁÍÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔ ÔÈÅÍ.  This is no 

doubt a sentimental idea.  The accompanying music is now powerful and full of sorrow.  

Hermann walks back along the river bank, past a lonely Bactrian camel, and meets a loose colt 

or pony cantering freely in the other direction , as he had himself ten years before.  But he no 

longer feels free. 

 

On the train again, Hermann encounters someone whom both he and we have forgotten, 

Dr BretÓÃÈÎÅÉÄÅÒȭÓ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÉÏÎ who once commented on the manuscript he brought with him 

to Munich , of which he had been so proud.  The train is held up by an alarming force of 

heavily armed police and helicopters, in search of terrorists.  One of the helicopters swerves 

away to a roadblock taking place on the nearby highway, in which Stefan is delayed.   

 

The story of Stefan and Helga, ×ÈÉÃÈ ÉÓ ÉÎÔÅÒÃÕÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÏÆ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ 

Cologne, ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓ ȰÈÏÍÁÇÅȱ ÔÏ political thrillers of the period , but I would not be 
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able to identify a model.  Ironically, one ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ÐÏÓÔÅÒÓ ÉÎ 3ÔÅÆÁÎȭÓ ÆÌÁÔ ÉÓ ÆÏÒ The Conformist, 

but that is set in an earlier time.  3ÔÅÆÁÎȭÓ ÃÌÏÔÈÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÉÒÓÔÙÌÅ ɉΫγαΪÓ ÆÁÓÈÉÏÎÓ now appearing), 

the heavy spectacle frames, the spiral staircase to his Munich apartment, the shadows of the 

police on its walls, and Helgaȭs clothes, especially her disguise with wig and heavy glasses, all 

seem vaguely familiar, almost stereotyped.  Maybe the scene is partly as Hermann would have 

imagined it , on reading the press reports.  The one illuminating  moment is when Stefan says: 

ȱ-Ù 'ÏÄȟ (ÅÌÇÁȟ ÈÏ× ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÌÉÖÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÐÌÉÅÓȡ ȱ !Ô ÌÁÓÔ )ȭÍ ÎÅÅÄÅÄȱ.   

 

Cologne also has posters for the Hexenpassion, ÓÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÔÉÃËÅÒÓ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ȰOnly tÏÄÁÙȱ.  But 

when Hermann goes to the theatre it is closed and he is met by a cleaner looking remarkably 

like Oma Aufschrey who says aggressively Ȱ4ÏÄÁÙ ÉÓ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȱ.  Looking up at the cathedral 

spires against the sky, Hermann revolves until he gets dizzy.  At the same time back in 

Munich , Alex, drunk in his digs, staggers and falls face down among his stacks of tumbling 

books, felled by a fatal stroke. 

 

When Helga tries to phone ÆÒÏÍ 3ÔÅÆÁÎȭÓ ÆÌÁÔȟ the phone is engaged.  Kathrin in Berlin at 

the same moment is speaking to Hermann in Cologne, and they sing 3ÃÈÕÂÅÒÔȭÓ Ȱ$ÅÒ 

7ÁÎÄÅÒÅÒȱ ÔÏ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ.  Kathrin  seems gentler, there are traces of tears on 

her face, and the scene is beautifully lit on both sides of the conversation.  Touchingly, she 

ÓÈÁÒÅÓ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÍÏÏÄȟ ÕÎÔÉÌ ȰÔÈÅ 2ÅÖÏÌÕÔÉÏÎȱ needs the phone.  Next morning, after reading 

the news about Stefan, Hermann travels further .  On the journey there are more dreams or 

fantasies which add little to what has gone before.  Ȱ-ÁÇÉÃÁÌÌÙȱ ÈÅ is presented with a pile of 

photographs of his wedding and all his friends, including a sad Juan and a young Helga.  

Nightmare takes over the logic as he finds the lavatory occupied by Oma Aufschrey.  In horror 

he leaps off at the next station which happens to be Dülmen.  Phoning Mutter Lichtblau, he 

learns Clarissa is in Amsterdam.  Marianne passes unaware. 

 

Hermann travels swiftly to Amsterdam, and there are lovely images of the canals, recalling, 

but very different from, those of Venice in Episode 10.  He arrives late for the Hexenpassion 

and only gets into the hall itself halfway through the spectacle.  The text of the work is a literal  

seventeeth century ÁÃÃÏÕÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÒÔÕÒÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÅÁÔÈ ÏÆ Á Ȱ×ÉÔÃÈȱ, which in its simple agonised 

repetition  is to me much more powerful than the performance itself, but that is a personal 

reaction.  The music grows with repeated listening.  The words and music are enough, the 

movements, lighting  and staging are of their time, and seem now unecessarily melodramatic 

and pretentious.  Hermann is once more overwhelmed, and for a moment seems to see seven 

of Ȱhisȱ women , led by Marianne, advancing on him from the stage, but this passes.  After the 

concert the musicians troop away to their hotel. 

 

The beautiful scene in the Hotel Acacia is again dreamlike, and full of silences.  Its gentle 

humour brings it to earth but I am still not convinced tha t this, too, is not a dream or a 

ÆÁÎÔÁÓÙȟ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓȟ ÏÒ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓȟ ÏÒ ÂÏÔÈ.  They lie initially in a pose reminiscent of a Matisse.  

The scene is strangely lit, very beautifully, but in the style of another film , reflecting the light 

ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ȰÃÈÏÒÁÌÅȱ of the Hexenpassion.  For me this has a distancing, unreal effect.   
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) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅ ÁÓ ȰÒÅÁÌȱ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÅØÔ ÏÆ 

the story, but watching the whole film late at night in something of a dreamlike state myself, I 

had the illusion that most of the lines spoken here had been spoken before, either by the 

couple themselves or by other couples in the series ɀ Evelyne and Ansgar, or Reinhard and 

Esther.  Some of them actually were. The scene is full of echoes of all the love stories in the 

first two Heimat series, and as such is very moving.   

 

#ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ note and the intrusion of the chambermaids in the morning brings it all into the 

light of a normal day.  Hermann has to wait.  )Î ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ&ÒÁÇÍÅÎÔÓȱ -ÁÒÔÈÁȟ ×ÁÉÔing 

endlessly for the return of Anton, asks ÔÈÅ ÃÈÉÌÄ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȡ ȰDo you know what that is, 

(ÅÒÍÁÎÎȩ 4Ï ×ÁÉÔȩȱ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÏÙȟ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÓ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÒÙÉÎÇȟ ÓÁÙÓ ȱ9ÅÓȱ.  But as a young 

ÍÁÎ ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ Ȱ7ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÍÁËÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÕÐÉÄȱȟ ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ÈÅ ÆÁÉÌÓ to wait .  Smashing 

the mirror, he only multiplies his own image .  His leaving Amsterdam has something of the 

wretched, unconscious self-selection that causes us to desert the scene we most want to be 

part of, because we are not yet ready or adult enough for it .  He has failed to ask the right 

question.  

 

.ÏÎÅÔÈÅÌÅÓÓ ÏÎÃÅ ÍÏÒÅȟ ÉÎ ÄÒÅÁÍ ÏÒ ÉÎ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÈÅ ÈÁÓ ËÎÏ×Î ȰÔÈÅ ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ 

ÈÅÁÒÔ ÓÁÙÓ ȬÙÅÓȭȱ.  Clarissa too echoes these words, showing up the absurdity of the attitudes 

implied around her at the press conference.  Asked why she performed the Hexenpassion, she 

replies:  Ȱ)Î ÔÈÉÓ ÐÒÏÊÅÃÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ start ÍÙ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÓÁÉÄ ȬÙÅÓȭȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

 

Back on the train Hermann is again in flight, this time ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÒÅÐÒÅÓÓÉÖÅȟ ÎÁÒÒÏ×ȟ ÌÉÍÉÔÅÄȟ 

hopeless, shit-stinking place we call homeȱ.  But he plans to write to Consul Handschuh that 

he has gone back to the beginning, and bids him farewell for ever.  Ȱ-Ù ÄÒÅÁÍÓ ÁÒÅ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȟ 

what they are I will find out here .  ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔȢȱ Somehow it is hard to believe that 

he will, for a very long time.  'ÌÁÓÉÓÃÈ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÈÉÍ ÈÅ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ at all.  He walks and walks 

towards Schabbach, dwindling in the distance, we never see him reach his home. 

 

 

 

><><><><><><><><><><><>< 
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Heimat 3  

1989-1999 
 

 

 

The role of memory in the creating of Heimat 3 seems profoundly different from its role in 

either of the two earlier series.  It is very recent memory, generated entirely within the eleven 

years up to the Millenium.  It is memory structured by intellect , and imbued with the mood of 

today.  The experience that it records is adult experience.  It was subjected at the same time, 

or soon after, to analysis in a language of politics and social history, as well as simple 

recognition in the language of immediate personal response.  Since 1989 change has been so 

rapid and radical that the memory even of recent experience is getting lost.  Now, at the time 

of making the film, it is rescued and interpreted retrospectively from within a state of mind to 

which the experiences themselves have given rise.  For most of the period it is a long way from 

the sepia-toned memory of family tradition, or intuitively recreated memory of the intense 

feelings and perceptions of being young, long ago. 

 

!Ô ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÔÈÅ Ȱthird ȬHeimatȭ ȱ ÉÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓ Á Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ of choice, 

located in an imagined future.  But it is also very different, in that the choice is a flight from 

the actuality of the second Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ, and the imagination is inspired by an idealised memory 

of the first .  Its reality rests on the survival of older members of the generation who have 

remained in the nexus of the first Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ and changed with it, but as a Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ of choice it 

remains a fantasy that dissolves around those who have chosen to ȰÒÅÔÕÒÎȱ ÔÏ ÉÔȢ 

 

Henry Arnold says [interview in VPRO television documentary 19/12/04] ȟ Ȱ)Ô ÉÓ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÉÓÔÉÃ 

of Die Zweite Heimat and Heimat 3, and probably Heimat 1, that Reitz is telling the story of a 

decline or dismantling [Abbauɐȱ.  So the action goes from the euphoria of the fall of the Wall 

and of the reunion of Hermann and Clarissa, to the high point on the Zugspitze.  Then, even 

as Germany rejoices in winning the World Cup, a deterioration gradually sets in, so that 

relationships start to crumbl e, dreams go sour, brutal economic and social realities start to 

intrude, change becomes a source not of joy but of anxiety, and individual lives are challenged 

by financial failure, sickness and death.  At the Millenium there is a frantic need to recover 

hope and faith in yet more change, but the series ends in a mood of disillusion, realism 

grounded in the family, and maybe tentative hope.  Alan Andres [personal communication] 

ÄÅÓÃÒÉÂÅÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÕÃÃÉÎÃÔÌÙ ÁÓ Ȱthe human journey most of us make from idealism to realism, and 

ÏÆÔÅÎȟ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÉÇÎÁÔÉÏÎȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÂÅÉÎÇ Á ÒÅÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÃÏÎÓÔÁÎÔȱȢ 

 

In parallel with this world view, goes a sense of despondency at a personal level, so that 

(ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ȰÔÈÅ ÉÄÅÁÌÉÓÔȱ ÉÓ Á ÂÅÁÒÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÐÔ ȰÔÈÁÔ ÁÐÐÌÉÅÓ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ ÉÎÔÅÌÌÅÃÔÕÁls these days, 

ÔÈÅÙ ÁÒÅ ÁÔ Á ÌÏÓÓ ÉÎ Á ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ×ÁÙȣ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎÎÏÔ ÔÕÒÎ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ×ÁÙ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ ÄÅÓÐÉÔÅ ÁÌÌ 

ÔÈÅÉÒ ÅØÐÅÒÉÅÎÃÅȟ ËÎÏ×ÌÅÄÇÅ ÁÎÄ ÉÄÅÁÌÓȣ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ÉÎÃÒÅÁÓÉÎÇÌÙ ÌÁÃËÓ ÌÁÎÇÕÁÇÅȟ ȣ his 
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character becomes steadily less outspoken, more a rather pale ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒȟ ȣ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ 

ÌÉËÅ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅȱ [Edgar Reitz in an interview with Maarten van Bracht (24/12/04)].  This is the 

mood within which the memories of the past decade are rescued from oblivion and 

interpreted. 

 

§ 

 

We hear plenty about the nefarious influence on Heimat 3 of the TV editors and the 

financial backers, who are reputed to have curtailed the original 11-part design of the series 

ÁÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÉÎÓÔÉÇÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÒÏÄÕÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ(ÏÌÌÙ×ÏÏÄ-ÓÔÙÌÅȱ ÃÁÔÁÓÔÒÏÐÈÅ ÉÎ %ÐÉÓÏÄÅ ΰ.  

Everything one has since read or seen about the film emphasises the dire effect of the 

conditions under which Reitz was forced to work.  The trouble began far back, with the late 

evening scheduling of Heimat 2, and the changed media and audience culture which meant 

that, in simplistic commercial terms, Heimat 2 ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÁÔÅÄ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ȰÓÕÃÃÅÓÓȱ.  It can only be 

imagined what we have lost because Reitz was not able to get funding to start work on a 

another series straightaway while still enthused with the spirit that induced him to make 

Heimat 2 ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ȰÌÏÖÅ ÏÆ ÌÉÆÅȱ.  The years of struggle and the unwelcome degree of compromise 

required before he could get the filming under way clearly took a toll.   

 

The loss of magic and what seemed at first viewing like a loss of the authÏÒȭÓ ÌÏÖÅ ÆÏÒ 

characters such as Hermann and Clarissa, at least in the early episodes of Heimat 3, may 

reflect this weariness.  One of the most disconcerting aspects of the series, especially the first 

half, is that Hermann and Clarissa have both become quite different people from their 

incarnations in Heimat 2, as the actors of their parts describe in the VPRO documentary.  That 

may also reflect the sense that Edgar Reitz describes in many of his interviews that the 

experience, knowledge and ideals of intellectuals of his own generation are no longer valid or 

valued in the world today.  As we have seen, he deliberately presents Hermann and to some 

ÅØÔÅÎÔ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁ ÁÓ ÂÅÁÒÅÒÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÕÎÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ ÃÏÎÓÃÉÏÕÓÎÅÓÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÁÔÔÒÉÂÕÔÅÓ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ 

ȰÐÁÓÓÉÖÅÎÅÓÓȱ ÔÏ ÉÔ.  All this may contribute to the flatness and disappointment one feels when 

first meeting them again in Episode 1 of Heimat 3, though it has to be said that Hermann was 

ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÔÈÅ ȰÉÎÔÅÌÌÅÃÔÕÁÌȟ ÅÔÅÒÎÁÌÌÙ ÆÁÉÌÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÒÒÉÖÅȱ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÎ Heimat 2, but he seemed somehow 

more complex and understandable then, and full of energy, and funny, and young.  In the 

VPRO documentary quoted earlier, Henry Arnold says of his character in Heimat 3: Ȱ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ 

ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÓ Á ÂÉÔ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ) ÁÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÖÉÅ× ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȟ ×ÈÁÔ he formerly expected from 

himself, his life, and also his music and his art, is so changed that I had to invent him as a new 

ÍÁÎȢȱ 

 

One wonders too throughout the first half of the series what has happened to Clarissa since 

the sixties:  though still an accomplished performance, it is not the same person at all, even 

more than Hermann she has become someone else.  The mystery and creativity have gone and 

at least until the end of Episode 4 the vulnerability is half hidden.  She has acquired a kind of 

brittl eness in shallow social situations, and a bright, enthusiastic practicality which does not 

accord with the person we knew in the earlier series.  At the same time, paradoxically, the 

need for care for her son has placed her once more at the mercy of her moÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎÁÌ 

blackmail.  But she has kept another freedom, attained at the end of Heimat 2, the freedom 
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ÆÒÏÍ ÆÅÁÒ ÏÆ ÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ȰÆÒÅÅÄÏÍȱ ÉÎ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÎÆÌÉÃÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÍÏÒÅ ÎÏ× ÔÈÏÓÅ 

of everyday life.  

 

Heimat 3 lacks the enjoyment there was in Heimat 2 of watching Clarissa's work as a 

student of cello.  Her musicianship and the fun, the anxiety and seriousness of her approach 

felt then somehow very real.  But there is no counterpart to that in what is represented of her 

life as a singer, we see simply the stress of combining professional and home life.  (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ 

having gravitated to a more conventional form of music making may be realistic, considering 

the constraints of the market on concert programming, but he too is less convincing as the 

great "maestro" than he was as the young experimental composer.  However this really is 

unimportant ɀ they may not actually be "world class" musicians but, in the scenes of their 

public appearances, they still come across as serious musicians, performing and not miming 

their parts, and this enriches Heimat 3 just as it enriched Heimat 2.  Sadly, in Heimat 3 there is 

much less film music contributed by Mamangakis, and one deeply misses the constant delight 

of his score.  However as time goes by, RiesslerȭÓ ÉÎÔÒÉÇÕÉÎÇ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÆÏÒ ÂÁÓÓ ÃÌÁÒÉÎÅÔ ÂÅÃÏÍÅÓ 

very effective at giving ground and voice to the tensions that arise in the story, though by the 

end of the fourth episode it is starting to annoy.  But that whole episode is also haunted by 

two contrasting int ÅÒÐÒÅÔÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ 3ÃÈÕÍÁÎÎȭÓ Dichterliebe, a straight romantic version, and 

an ironic, but unfortunately rather fatuous (to  ÍÙ ÅÁÒÓɊȟ ȰÃÒÏÓÓÏÖÅÒȱ ÏÎÅȢ 

 

§ 

 

The greater part of the series is shot in bright colour, and there are beautiful images in the 

first episode, including the great panorama from the Zugspitze.  Black and white film is used 

ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÉÃÁÌ ÒÅÃÏÎÓÔÒÕÃÔÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ "ÅÒÌÉÎ ÁÎÄ ,ÅÉÐÚÉÇ ÉÎ Ϋγβγȟ ÁÎÄ ÆÏÒ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎȭÓ ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÔÏ 

Schabbach, which maybe he was still seeing through the eyes of memory.  The black and white 

images have a lovely silvery light, but again lack the texture and depth of the work of Gernot 

Roll or Christian Reitz, and the lighting and the positioning of the characters on the screen 

seem somehow more conventional.  There is not the same flowing of movement through the 

scenes, nor the spaces carved out of light and shadow, and no sense of the movement 

continuing beyond the frame of the screen.  The same applies in some degree to the colour 

images in the first four films of Heimat 3.  In Episodes 3 and 4 particularly there are many 

beautiful scenes, maybe with only two or three characters, with clear living light from 

windows, or elsewhere, often from a luminous background, pervading a whole space, but not 

creating it in the way of the earlier Heimats.  Depth is created more by planes of placement of 

characters and scenery, and rather less by focus and light.  The landscape images are also often 

beautiful, but somehow more static than in the first Heimat.  They stay flatly within the frame 

of the screen and do not lead you through and beyond themselves.  The sense of space comes 

only from the movement of the camera, it is not suggested in the image.  This changes in the 

ÌÁÓÔ Ô×Ï ÅÐÉÓÏÄÅÓȟ ×ÉÔÈ #ÈÒÉÓÔÉÁÎ 2ÅÉÔÚȭ ÃÉÎÅÍÁÔÏÇÒÁÐÈÙ.  Once again, scenes have light and 

texture and depth, and the flexibility and sweep of his camera crane allows the landscape and 

vehicle shots to flow. I wish I had the technical knowledge and language to describe this naive 

impression better. 
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There are a number of very beautiful close-ups in the second episode, striking images both 

in black and white and in colour, especially of Ernst and Tobi, and also of Gunnar.  In that 

epsisode there are, as well, many black and white sequences.  2ÅÉÔÚ ÈÁÓ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÔhey 

only appear when the scenes take off into the sphere of universal validity or contemporary 

history.  These are for example scenes dealing with the fall of the Wall, historical flashbacks or 

ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÉÎ ÂÏÒÄÅÒÌÉÎÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÍÏÍÅÎÔÓ ÄÅÔÁÃÈÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÏÔȱ [intervi ew with Ingo Fliess].  

However there seem to be other subtleties at work too. 

 

When in Episode 2 black and white film marks the movement of characters back into the 

East, not only does it announce that these scenes are historical, that by the time we view the 

film the old GDR no longer exists, but it also suggests two opposing meanings ɀ representing 

on the one hand the idea that from the West the East looked merely dingy, backward and 

oppressed, but on the other possibly something like nostalgia and humour among those now 

looking back who lived in the East through those times.   

 

At the same time, black and white film seems to be associated with a kind of anguish, the 

ÄÁÒË ÐÌÁÃÅÓ ×Å ÌÏÏË ÂÁÃË ÁÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙÌÉÇÈÔ ÏÆ ȰÎÏÒÍÁÌȱ ÌÉÆÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÒÁÃËÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÒÆÁÃÅ of 

things.  It appears when Gunnar drives off in angry distress, contemplates throwing away his 

wedding ring, and sets out to survive in a dilapidated part of Berlin.  Colour only reappears for 

him with the newly washed T-shirt, the first gesture of warmth that he has received, which 

then irradiates the whole dingy tenement.  There is something the same in Episode 5 where 

ÔÈÅ ÓÃÅÎÅÓ ÏÆ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÉÌÌÎÅÓÓ ÉÎ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ ÁÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÓÈÏ×Î ÉÎ ÂÌÁÃË ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÔÅȟ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÓÈÅ ÉÓ 

discharged.  And in Episode 3 the agonising archetypal confrontation of the elderly brothers is 

also filmed in black and white. 

 

§ 

 

The constraints on the making of the third Heimat series drastically affected the way the 

story was told.  Often the actors themselves, in their faces, their silences, the energy of their 

personalities, manage to substitute for whole passages that have had to be excluded from the 

truncated text.  In the first episode, in particular, the narrative is rushed, and there are few 

opportunities for the film to explore s ubtle byways in the development of characters and their 

interactions.  In the early episodes there are hardly any sequences of such beauty that one 

wants to replay them repeatedly for sheer delight.  Also, on first viewing the whole series, the 

shapes of the individual episodes are not always very clear.  Episode 4 sweeps you along with 

the current of the narrative, and some of its sequences have a space, coherence and power that 

remain with you long afterwards.  But some other episodes move rapidly through events, in a 

rather breathless way, or contain disjointed sections of very different character and mood, so 

that it is hard to discern the basic design and identity of each film.  The work as it now exists 

is the 6-part version on the DVDs, so there is no point in attempting to re -construct notionally 

an 11-ÐÁÒÔ ȰÏÒÉÇÉÎÁÌȱ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÉÌÍÅÄ.  All the same, watching the films again and 

thinking about them more deeply, I have found that if one or other of them seems in places 

disjointed and uneven, it sometimes helps to imagine it as a combination of separate episodes, 

each with its own mood and dynamic, that had perforce to be compressed into one film.  I will 

attempt to explore this further in the following pages .   
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I hope it is clear that  I am definitely not trying to reconstruct a fantasy version of Heimat 3.  

That would be stupid.  I am simply recording how I found a way into the shape of the 

narrative within the six episodes, a way which helps me follow and remember the mood and 

dynamic of each part of the story.   

 

Meanwhile, it is worth reflecting that because these great films are the work of an 

individual artist and his team, they cannot be homogeneous, like a commercial product.  The 

opus of a great artist in any medium is bound to be uneven, because he is constantly 

developing new ideas and methods, within the constraints of the medium, his resources, and 

the world beyond, and in the process, his inspiration may spiral through many troughs and 

peaks.  But unevenness in no way invalidates the work, because it is a living thing.  The fact 

that many of us were initially disappointed with the first two or three films of the third series 

does not mean that Heimat 3 ÁÓ Á ×ÈÏÌÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÓÅÎÓÅ ȰÕÎÓÕÃÃÅÓÓÆÕÌȱ.  It grows in stature 

and in the power to fascinate, each time one watches it again. 

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

3.1  Episode 1:  Ȱ4ÈÅ (ÁÐÐÉÅÓÔ 0ÅÏÐÌÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 7ÏÒÌÄȱ:   Turning point and reunion;  

Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ as a new-built drea m? Or a family and place  refound ? 

 

It is probably not possible for an English audience to appreciate what the memories of 1989 

recreated in this episode mean for Germans, both in the West and in the East.  So it may well 

be that we completely underestimate the true impact of what is being portrayed.  We tend to 

focus on the rather perfunctory re-encounter of Hermann and Clarissa, and our distress that 

they meet again in this way with barely a hint of their multi -layered enigmatic relationship in 

the past.  Yet we know from his interview with Maarten van Bracht that Edgar Reitz shot 

about an hour of film that was never used, which covered a whole day in Berlin celebrating the 

fall of the Wall, and gave more depth and credence to the reunion of Hermann and Clarissa, 

ÓÏ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ (ÕÎÓÒİÃË ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÐÁÒÔ ΫȢȱ The missing 

part would have depicted an extra day during which they rehearsed and performed together 

for a concert by musicians from both East and West, attended by Willy Brandt, which might 

have let them seem less oblivious of what was happening in the world around them, and also 

made their eventual decision to rebuild the house together more plausible.  Dwelling longer 

on the events of that day might also have enhanced understanding of the import of the fall of 

the Wall for the whole followin g decade, which Reitz emphasises so much in his interviews 

about Heimat 3, but which the shortening of the films has tended almost to trivialise.  It could 

ÈÁÖÅ ÇÉÖÅÎ Á ÑÕÉÔÅ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÂÁÌÁÎÃÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÒÉÅÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÇÎÉÆÉÃÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ Ȱ7ÅÎÄÅȱ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ 

become more accessible to non-German audiences, and we might even have felt less of a sense 

of loss and disbelief in the new incarnations of the leading characters.   
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After that, it might have been less disconcerting to start a new film  for the scenes of speedy 

housebuilding, full of the energy of the recent upheavals, with perhaps more space to develop 

the skillfully interwoven individual stories .  As it is, it was not till after having watched the 

whole series that one came to understand and appreciate BrussiÇȭÓ ÎÅ× %ÁÓÔ 'ÅÒÍÁÎ 

characters in depth, as much more than figures in a kind of docu-drama.  Having been 

followed through the subsequent episodes they have now become friends, as it were, and are 

ÎÏ ÌÏÎÇÅÒ ÉÎÔÒÕÓÉÖÅ ȰÓÔÒÁÎÇÅÒÓȱ.  They are still observed more simply and more from outside 

ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÂÔÌÅÒ Ȱ2ÅÉÔÚÉÁÎȱ ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒÓ ÏÆ Heimat 1 and Heimat 2, but even if it does at times 

seem that (to be a bit pretentious) Dickens has collaborated with George Eliot or Flaubert ɀ it 

ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÆÅÅÌÓ ȰÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȦȱ 

 

Nonetheless even in Episode 1 as it now is, there are moments of true magic ɀ there was a 

wonderful sense of relief in the short scene when Hermann visits Ernst.  Ernst has everything, 

the ambiguous, sensitive, stubborn, way-out personality that Reitz delights in, and there is a 

quietness in this scene, which plays out in huge contrast to the technicolour clamour of most 

of this episode.  There are also grateful moments like the tenderness of Rudi and Lenchen, 

which look back to moments in the first Heimat with Kath the grandmother, or with Maria 

and Otto.  Here perhaps is the secret, unmapped side of Schabbach that Reitz believes has 

survived into the modern world .  Some of the new minor characters are subtly drawn and 

played too, like Tillmann and Moni.  Then there are the children.  Reitz must be one of the 

very best directors of small children in film.  'ÕÎÎÁÒȭÓ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÃÒÅÅÐÓ ÏÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÌÁÐ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÐÌÁÙÓ 

ÔÈÅ ÐÉÁÎÏȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ÉÓ 5ÄÏȭÓ ÓÏÎ ×ÈÏ ÓÌÉÐÓ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ÁÎÄ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÅÍÂÒÁÃÅȟ ÔÈÅ 

child they have never made enough room for in their lives, whom now they will never have 

together.  They are so gentle to him. 

 

The culmination on the Zugspitze, with its sad and funny aftermath, is a delicious mix of 

Reitz and Brussig, which again is easier to appreciate after watching the whole series, and 

reading a little about the significance of the scene in Germany.  !Ô ÆÉÒÓÔ 'ÕÎÎÁÒȭÓ ÁÎÔÉÃÓȟ 

imitating Honecker and running his little green bag up the flagpole, meant nothing, and the 

story of Petra and Reinhold had had such small space to develop that it seemed no more than 

an awkward contrivance for the sake of the plot.  .Ï×ȟ ÈÏ×ÅÖÅÒȟ 'ÕÎÎÁÒȭÓ ÂÅÈÁÖÉÏÕÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ 

scene is all of a piece with everything that is both exasperating and endearing about him.  He 

stubbornly remains himself throughout all the changes of the decade, and equally stubbornly 

represents his half of the country, with heart warming, clear-sighted humour.  At the same 

time, in personal life, he does everything wrong, antagonises everyone he cares about most, 

and yet at heart he is loving and lovable, and impossible.  It is touching too in both this and 

the next episode how his friends, Hermann and Clarissa as well as Udo and Jana, 

unsentimentally try to support him and shield him from the  situations he gets himself into.  It 

seems they feel for him much as we do too, in the audience.  Also, even the relationship of 

Petra and Reinhold has subtle moments in the all too few and brief scenes where they appear 

together, in the first two episodes.  Their faces show more than the truncated script allows 

them to develop.  

 

The Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ that Hermann and Clarissa seek, and the Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ that they find, are already 

contrasted in this first episode.  The pair are seeking an escape from their exhausting 
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professional lives which perhaps now are offering them less that is stimulating and new, their 

creativity has maybe reached a plateau.  They are both tired of constantly travelling, they want 

ÔÏ ȰÕÎÐÁÃË ÆÏÒ ÅÖÅÒȢȱ   Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÇÒÅÁÔ ÆÒÅÅÄÏÍ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÅÅËÉÎÇȩȱȟ ÁÓËÓ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȟ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÌÌ Á 

ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÌÏÖÅȟ ÎÏ ÈÏÍÅȟ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÉÒÍ ÆÏÒ ÏÕÒ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȟ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÏÌÄ ÏÎ ÔÏ.  

4ÈÉÎÇÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢȱ  For Clarissa, it will be a new imaginary Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ, a romantic ruin with 

a spectacular view, a place to be quiet and alone with someone she remembers as the love of 

her life nearly twenty years ago, but even then never managed to be quiet and alone with, 

beyond a few brief hours.  For Hermann the idea starts in that way too, but rather hilariously 

turns out (ÂÙ ȰÂÌÉÎÄ ÃÈÁÎÃÅȱ ÁÇÁÉÎɊ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÙÓÉÃÁÌ Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ of his own youth.  

The romanticism of their dream is emphasised in so much of what they say and do, and in the 

lyrics of the songs Clarissa sings by the ruined house, or later in the car, already driving away 

again alone, next day.  Very unusually for Heimat, her singing of Schumann in the car 

unrealistically has a piano accompaniment, which somehow jars a little, or maybe is 

intentionally a comment on the lack of realism in her situation .  There is also unspoken 

humour in the image of a huge romantic moon, ornamented by delicate bare branches, 

lighting  ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÐÌÅȭÓ ×ÁÎÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅÉÒ ȰÈÁÕÎÔÅÄȱ ÒÕÉÎȢ 

 

In reality the dream soon comes into conflict with the demands of both their concert 

scheduÌÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÎ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÃÁÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÓÏÎ.  Meanwhile Hermann is seamlessly 

re-absorbed into the Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ he had thought to leave for ever.  Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÌÅÄ ÁÌÌ 

ÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÏÆ 3ÃÈÁÂÂÁÃÈ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Ȭaway ÆÏÒ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ×ÈÉÌÅȭȱ.  

Udo tells him that the thing about your Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ȰÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎ ×ÈÏ ÙÏÕ 

ÁÒÅȱȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÁÔÔÒÁÃÔÉÖÅ.  But when Hermann re-encounters Anton, now a 

wealthy paterfamilias whose whole family, gathered in his opulent bourgeois bungalow, are 

self-consciously preserving their Hunsrück dialect and identity, he is swept into a world where 

he does not feel so comfortable.  He finds himself being given an instructional tour round the 

premises of Simon OpÔÉËȟ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ (ÅÒÍßÎÎÃÈÅÎȟ ÁÎÄ !ÎÔÏÎ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÈÉÍȡ Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÅÎÔ Á×ÁÙȟ 

ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÅ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÕÓȱ.  Ȱ) ÌÏÎÇÅÄ ÆÏÒ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȟȱ (ÅÒÍÁÎÎ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÓ.  Then he 

discovers that the site of the dream house is inside the security zone of an American nuclear 

basÅȟ ÉÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÅ ȰÃÏÌÄ ×ÁÒȱȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÉÓ ÒÅÃÒÕÉÔÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÃÁÌ ÐÅÁÃÅ ÍÏÖÅÍÅÎÔ.  The 

ÒÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÔÏ ȰÅÍÂÒÁÃÅȱ ÔÈÅ ÁÉÒÂÁÓÅ ÌÏÏËÓ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒ ÇÅÎÅÒÁÔÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÁÒÔÉÆÉÃÉÁÌȟ 

which is somehow a bad omen for this future Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ. 

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

3.2  Episode 2:  Ȱ#ÈÁÍÐÉÏÎÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 7ÏÒÌÄȱ:  East and West, fortunes  rise and fall  

 

Like the previous episode, Episode 2 on first viewing still seemed to contain elements of 

docu-drama, and the scenes in the East remained hard for an English viewer to appreciate.  

However when watched again, a much clearer and richer impression emerges.  The narrative 

has more space, and there are many small delicate moments of glances and dialogue, between 
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Ernst and Tobi, for instance, or Udo and Jana.  There is accompanying music, much of it on 

guitar, and some lovely images, often with just one or two characters, maybe Gunnar by the 

television, or Ernst and Tobi awaking to the looming presence of Lenin. More broadly, there 

seem to be two major themes:  one is of movement back and forth over the former border 

between the West and the East; the other is of ups and downs in the fortunes of individual 

characters.   

 

For the Easterners, especially Udo and Jana, and Tillmann, and in material terms 

apparently also for Gunnar, this is a time of rising fortunes, new business, new cars, travel.  

Udo and Jana buy a new car and set up a business back in Leipzig.  Tillmann  is going to settle 

in the West wit h Moni and set up his own business in Oberwesel. It is sad that we do not see 

very much more of Tillmann after his delightful eruption into the first episode .  Gunnar 

cannot bear to return to Leipzig without his family, but goes to Berlin and seemingly becomes 

a Wall-pecking millionaire.  

 

For the Westerners, there are shadows on the horizon.  Hermann and Clarissa, hoping to 

ÒÅÇÁÉÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÉÎÉÔÉÁÌ ȰÆÁÉÔÈȱ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÅÁÍ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÁÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÏÒÎ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÒÏÆÅÓÓÉÏÎÁÌ ÌÉÖÅÓ 

and their romantic ideal .  Already at their house-warming party it is clear that the dream is 

starting to fade. The house itself looks unavoidably over-restored, with the grounds and 

mysterious woodland suburbanised, and, for the party, invaded by opulent motors.  Maybe 

ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÅÆÌÅÃÔÓ 2ÅÉÔÚȭ ÅØÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÉÎÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÁÖÏÉÄ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÉÎÇ Á ÒÅÔÕÒÎ ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅ ÉÄÙÌÌÉÃ 

romantic Ȭ(ÅÉÍÁÔȭ, by placing the house above the Rhine, ȰÔÈÅ ÒÉÖÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ȣ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔÓ ÔÈÅ 

peoples ɀ with all the shadow sides of the modern world:  noise, traffic, destruction of 

ÎÁÔÕÒÅȣȢ Ȱ [Interview with Ingo Fliess].  #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ bright manner and obsession with the house 

is uncomfortable as well. It is hard to imagine the Clarissa of Heimat 2 making a such a success 

of being a charming hostess to Anton and his family and seeking to be accepted by them.   

 

This party too, like so many others in earlier Heimat films, has its dark side. There are 

family tensions.  !ÎÔÏÎȭÓ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÍÁke a self-important entrance .  Anton himself has had his 

first stroke, and, looking not unlike his father Paul in old age, he grandly presents the last 

horseshoe ever forged by Mathias.  The Günderrode house is to be stamped as another Simon 

house, it seems.  His son Hartmut is sulky, his rebellion already stirring.  #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÓÏÎ !ÒÎÏÌÄ 

is under her supervision after a conviction for hacking into bank accounts.  In the past she 

must have left him for years in the care of her mother, knowing only too well what that would 

be like for him, and she does not know how to make up to him for it now.  There is something 

very painful and anxious about their relationship, over and above his normal adolescent only-

child behaviour.  There are even echoes of her own mother in the intense way she behaves to 

him.   

 

Then there is the plight of Gunnar, uncontrollably distressed because Petra and the 

children have arrived unexpectedly with Reinhold.  The scenes of his family conflict are 

beautifully scripted and performed, and it is heart-rending when he is moved to tears by his 

small daughter.  Petra and Reinhold should not both have come, their behaviour is 

unforgiveably insensitive, but it is also difficult for Petra.  She would know that Gunnar has no 

boundaries and that if she showed him any warmth he would totally overreact and 
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misinterpret the signals.  By the time the whole situation blows apart amid angry words and 

frightened children, and Gunnar roars off for the last time in his yellow VW, Hermann and 

Clarissa have slipped away together into the neighbouring vineyard and only return when the 

house is still and at peace.  Next morning Hermann learns that he has been commissioned to 

×ÒÉÔÅ Á Ȱ2Å-unifi ÃÁÔÉÏÎ 3ÙÍÐÈÏÎÙȱȢ 

 

Meanwhile Ernst has found a kindred spirit in Tobi, and the pair take off in the plane to the 

East, to prospect for valuable hidden works of art in Russia.  Ernst with typical over confidence 

misreads the signals, underestimates political realities that the Ossies know only too well, 

ÉÇÎÏÒÅÓ 4ÏÂÉȭÓ ×ÁÒÎÉÎÇÓ ÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÔÁËÅÎ ÐÒÉÓÏÎÅÒ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÔÈÅ 2ÕÓÓÉÁÎ ÂÏÒÄÅÒ.  Tobi has the sense 

not to accompany him further than the redundant GDR military base at Marxwalde. 

 

Ernst is one of the greatest creations of Heimat 3 and his scenes are among the very best.  

He is the devious, reclusive hoarder of dubiously acquired wealth, at the same time 

mischievous, cocking a snook at authorities and sober citizens.  There is a lovely image of 

%ÒÎÓÔȭÓ ÏÐÅÎ-hearted delight at being allowed to sit in the cockpit of a fighter jet at 

Marxwalde.  It links right back to Heimat 1, to the famous scene of his buzzing Schabbach with 

a bunch of red carnations for the proxy wedding, and even earlier, to himself as the lad who 

was so fond of Otto and so hurt when Otto had to leave, that he could no longer stay in the 

family home.   

  

Tobi is in many senses a borderline figure, rejecting the material values of both the Simons 

in the West and Gunnar in the East.  4ÈÏÕÇÈ ȰÈÉÐÐÙȱ ÁÎÄ laid back, he is nonetheless a highly 

skilled craftsman, astute and grounded ɀ more so than the much older Ernst.  His life under 

the regime of the GDR has matured and toughened him in a way that Ernst may never have 

known in the West. There is a short, very powerful scene where he confronts an officer who 

assaulted him as a conscript years before in the GDR.  In spite of the bitterness from that time, 

he is gentle, and the scenes with his partner and her daughter, Anna, ×ÉÔÈ $Ï×ÎȭÓ ÓÙÎÄÒÏÍÅȟ 

are touching.  Ernst typically lets him down, but he half knew that would happen.  It becomes 

really sad that we see so little more of him in the later episodes.  In a full 11-part Heimat 3 he 

might well have merited an episode of his own.  His brief reappearance with Anna at the 

Millenium party in Episode 6 is a delight.   

 

In Episode 2 black and white film may help to enhance the distancing effect of the comedy 

in some places.  There is plenty of comedy in this episode, the prime example being the 

progress of Lenin, to which conscious homage has been paid more recently in Das Leben der 

Anderen.  Lenin affords the one real belly laugh in the the whole third series, that I can 

remember, but there is still a sinister undertone ɀ the end of the episode leaves one wondering 

if he really is safely earthed in that paddock in Schabbach.  There are other comic passages:  

ÔÈÅ ÓÉÔÕÁÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÄÕÎÄÁÎÔ '$2 ÁÒÍÙ ÁÎÄ ÉÔÓ ÅÑÕÉÐÍÅÎÔȟ ÁÎÄ ɉÍÏÓÔÌÙ ÉÎ ÃÏÌÏÕÒɊ 'ÕÎÎÁÒȭÓ 

adventures as his luck appears to turn.  Whether or not pure fantasy oÎ 'ÕÎÎÁÒȭÓ ÐÁÒÔȟ ÁÓ !ÌÁÎ 

Andres [Online Discussion of Heimat 3 (pdf) pp.57-58] intriguingly suggests, the sequences of 

the double wave, the pneumatic secretary, the Elton John piano and so on, are intentionally 

comic, but rather less subtle than the tragicÏÍÅÄÙ ÏÆ 'ÕÎÎÁÒȭÓ ÐÒÅÄÉÃÁÍÅÎÔ ÉÎ %ÐÉÓÏÄÅ ΰȢ 
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!ÌÁÎ !ÎÄÒÅÓȭ ÉÄÅÁ, that Gunnar's adventures in Episode 2 could be largely fantasy, 

resonated with several of us in the English online discussion group, but was disturbing to 

others.  It is true that in the inter view with Ingo Fliess, Edgar Reitz says:  

Ȱ'ÕÎÎÁÒȭÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÈÉÓÔÏÒÙ ÃÏÎÔÁÉÎÓ ÔÕÒÎÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÁÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÙÐÉÃÁÌ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ.  The story of his 

becoming a Wall-pecking millionaire springs from the most original Brussig 

imagination .  !ÌÌ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÊÏÙ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÒÁÎÓÐÏÓÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÔÏÒÙ ÏÆ 4ÈÏÍÁÓȭ ÉÎÔÏ 

ÆÉÌÍȟ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÉÔ ÄÉÄ ÎÏÔ ÓÔÅÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÌÄ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÉÄÅÁÓȢȱ  

So there is no suggestion there that he was treating it as a fantasy.  Nonetheless, the same 

sequences could be understood in different ways without falsifying either interpretation, and 

ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÕÂÌÅ ×ÁÖÅ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÕÒ Ȱ7ÁÒÎÅÒ "ÒÏÓȢȱ ÅØÅÃÕÔÉÖÅÓ ÄÏÅÓ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ 

simple realism.  In the 1993 Arena documentary, Edgar Reitz says: 

 Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÉÓ ÃÏÍÐÏÓÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÁÎÙ ÖÏÉÃÅÓȟ ÆÉÌÍ ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ Á ÓÔÏÒÙ ÁÌÏÎÇ many lines 

and paths, with many narrative threads.  )ȭÍ ÖÅÒÙ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓ ÏÎ ÍÁÎÙ 

ÓÉÍÕÌÔÁÎÅÏÕÓ ÌÅÖÅÌÓȱȢ 

)Î %ÐÉÓÏÄÅ ήȟ 'ÕÎÎÁÒ ÉÓ ÁÔÔÒÁÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÔ ÉÎ "ÅÒÌÉÎ ÂÏÔÈ ÂÙ #ÌÁÒÉÓÓÁȭÓ ÐÒÅÓÅÎÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÙ 

the title of the performance:  Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ,ÉÆÅ ÉÓ /ÎÌÙ Á $ÒÅÁÍȱ.  Is his new-found ×ÅÁÌÔÈ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ȰÏÎÌÙ 

Á ÄÒÅÁÍȱ?  Or does it just feel like that because it has done nothing for his emotional life? 

 

In Drehort Heimat (p.291), in one of his production diary entries for Heimat 3, Reitz writes 

that:  

"Storytelling always has a melancholy undertone, as it portrays the transience of all 

happiness and all sufferings.  ...The true depth of narrative opens iself up only to those 

[viewers] who are patient. ...Only when stories in this respect "lie" and overstep the 

bounds of reality does light-heartedness arise, which makes [both] his readiness to be 

patient and the hidden melancholy of all life endurable to the viewer." 

So after all, could it be that Gunnar's adventures, whether fantasy or fact, are indeed intended 

as the same kind of gift to the viewer as for instance the song routines in Denis Potter's 

Pennies from Heaven?   

 

It is disturbing that Gunnar relieves his rage and loneliness by scrawling bright childish 

images of his family on the Wall, and sadistically chiselling into them.  But when the episode 

ÅÎÄÓȟ ×ÉÔÈ 'ÅÒÍÁÎÙȭÓ ×ÉÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 7ÏÒÌÄ #ÕÐ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÃÅÌÅÂÒÁÔÅÄ ÂÙ ÂÏÔÈ 7ÅÓÔ ÁÎÄ %ÁÓÔȟ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÉÓÅÌ 

is absurdly diverted by uproarious fans, tossing him shoulder high because he shares a name 

with the man who scored the victorious goal.  

 

 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

 

 

 




