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Petschauer’s Psychohistorical Poetry 
Howard F. Stein—University of Oklahoma 

 Peter Petschauer, long a leading psychohistorian, is now a 
leading poet of psychohistory.  His poems take us to the inner expe-
rience of history, without which there would be no psychohisto-
ry.  In them, and in others in this journal, he addresses personal, 
historical, and psychohistorical themes that he not only observed 
but lived: haunting memory, grief, remorse, guilt, shame, family, 
his father and many mothers, suicide, identity and its loss, unan-
swered questions, Imperial Europe and its crumbling, World War 
II, the Holocaust, Stalin’s terror, and much more.  Petschauer gives 
us the disturbing experience of intimate familiarity with histo-
ry.  His poetry gives both him and the reader no place to hide in 
“data.”  Petschauer’s poetry is as much the substance of psychohis-
tory as are his scholarly works. 
  Howard F. Stein, PhD, a psychoanalytic anthropologist, 
psychohistorian, poet, and the author of 27 books, has contributed 
many articles and poems to Clio's Psyche.  He may be reached at 
howard-stein@ouhsc.edu.   

Attila, Fencer, Jew 
Peter W. Petschauer—Appalachian State University 

I rediscovered you  
not so long ago  
on the Internet, no less.  
Surely not by accident – 
this other man with my father’s name, 
Hungarian and Jew, journalist and fencer! 
Did my father know you? 
Did you know my father? 
Did either of you know Wilda?  
The actor and writer –  
our namesake in Prague? 
A Jew as well, unlike my father, 
who thought himself German – 
from another province of Austria-Hungary. 
The empire that had been home for you all. 
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Self-inflicted war destroyed  
this collection of nations and ethnicities. 
At Versailles the Allies freed each of you  
from your imperial home -- 
they said you should fend for yourself.   
Instead, you fought one another – 
having discovered your separate identities.  
What were your parents thinking 
when they named you Attila – 
scourge of Europe centuries ago?  
Did they anticipate your fame – 
at the Olympics in 1928 and 1932?   
Fencing was your métier. 
You harvested medals – 
became a national hero – 
celebrated in press and radio. 
But the Nazis overran your country. 
And like your namesake in Prague – 
they tortured you to death  
in a concentration camp. 
Attila, how dare you disturb  
my peace with your heritage?  
A heritage that questions my own? 
German and American – 
son of a German from Slovenia. 
Did my father know you? 
Did my father know of you? 
Did my father stay quiet –  
to avoid guilt by association   
and death by camp? 

Back into the Future 
Peter W. Petschauer—Appalachian State University 

They keep coming back – 
the outrageous memories of the past. 
They torture my dreams – 
turn miserable my days. 
Irresistibly they remain with me – 


