














O.eorge Arttsteitt at 97 
Sleepittg through the Watergate Jreakitt 

r raittittg for horseback co111bat as a teettage soldier 
fellittg his story to the Holocaust Museu111 - click here to listett 

By Molly Sinclair McCartney 

Fifty years ago this month, on Friday June 16, 1972, Water
gate resident George Arnstein and his wife Sherry went to bed 
as usual. When they woke up the next morning on Saturday 
June 17, they learned of a bizarre breakin that had taken place 
a few hours earlier at the nearby office building adjoining the 
Watergate Hotel. 

Police had surprised and arrested five men inside the Demo
cratic National Committee's headquarters on the sixth floor of 
the Watergate office building. The men were wearing surgical 
gloves and carrying electronic surveillance equipment. Their 
mission, it turned out later, was to bug the Democrats. 

"We slept right through it," George said, "and found out from 
news reports that there was a breakin at the Watergate with a 
lookout posted across the street at the Howard Johnson, now 
the Boathouse. But we didn't know why there had been a 
breakin." The incident that the Nixon White House initially dis
missed as a "a third-rate burglary" came to be known as "Wa
tergate" and led to President Nixon's resignation in 1974. 

George, then assistant editor at the national journal of the 
National Education Association, had little contact with the Nixon 
crowd then living at the Watergate. That crowd included Nixon's 
secretary Rose Mary Woods, Attorney General John Mitchell 
and his wife Martha, and other high-ranking government offi
cials. But George did have one memorable experience at the 
height of the scandal. 

"One evening I went down to the pool for a swim and when I 
came home, my wife asked if anyone else was in the pool. I 
said yes, there were five of us, and I was the only one not 
under indictment." 

The Arnsteins were living in Arlington when Sherry spotted 
ads for Watergate East, then under consruction. They bought a 
two-bedroom unit in June 1965 for $32,400 and moved in five 
months later. He said they were among the first five Watergate 
East unit owners. 

At 97, George is now the oldest - and one of the most enthusi
astic - members of the Foggy Bottom West End Village. He is 
especially fond of the Tuesday morning coffees and he said the 
village has helped him age in place at the Watergate, where he 
has lived for nearly six decades. 
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In his 2011 oral history for the U.S. Holocaust Museum, 
George described growing up in Stuttgart, Germany, in a mid
dle-class family that was ethnically but not religiously Jewish, 
escaping to the U.S. in 1938 as Hitler gained power, arriving 
in California with the help of relatives, graduating from high 
school in 1943 and then being drafted into the U.S. Army. 

He reported to Fort Riley in Kansas for basic training in the 
mounted cavalry - "like on a horse, which sounded incredible 
in 1943 and sounds even more incredible today." He learned 
to shoot from the saddle with a .45 caliber pistol, "which is ri
diculous because the .45 is terribly inaccurate, especially 
from horseback." 

He also learned to muck out horse stalls. 'That was a new 
word and a new experience for me," he said. 

Although George had trained for horseback combat, he was 
assigned to the mechanized division of the 76th Calvary Re
connaissance Troop and deployed to Europe. He arrived in 
Le Havre in 1944 and moved through France, Belgium, Lux
embourg and then Germany. "We travelled in M8 armored 
cars.There were four of us in the car and my job was radio 
operator, so I rode in the turret." 

George spoke fluent German so he was expected to interro
gate prisoners. "There was a formal interrogation unit back in 
division headquarters, but we wanted to know what was in 
front of us, what was over the next hill, so I interrogated pris
oners on the spot. I had no training for interrogation so I had 
to rely on my wits." He was 20 years old. 

That was not the first time George relied on his wits. In pre
paring to flee Germany, his father sought to move family 
assets out of the country to finance their new lives in the U.S. 
As George, then 14, was leaving Stuttgart to return to school 
in Switzerland in early December 1938, his father handed him 
a gift-wrapped package about the size of a cigar box. 

"He told me not to tell anyone and to conceal the box under 
my seat on the train," George said. He got the box to Switzer
land and then to France, where he met his family in time to 
board a U.S.-bound ship in Cherbourg on Christmas Eve 
1938. As George said in his Holocaust story, 'That's how a 
good deal of jewelry was smuggled out of Germany." 
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