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CHAPTER 1 

 

BIRTH AND BOYHOOD  
 

 

ravelling from Vienna on a small branch line of the railway tending 

north, one comes presently to a beautiful hilly and wooded district 

ÊÈÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯɁ6ÈÓËÝÐÌÙÛÌÓȭɂɯ3ÏÌɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɯÎÐÝÌÚɯÐÛɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÔÌȭɯ

The foothills and mountains are covered with forest, only broken here and there by 

the fields and patches of cultivation which have been cleared by Bavarian peasants 

who with toil and hardihood have wru ng a frugal living from the soil in this region 

for over a thousand years. It has, indeed, bred a sturdy and dogged race, used 

generations long to a fierce fight with the forces of nature. Every clod of soil, every foot 

of arable land had to be wrested from the forest at the cost of human sweat and sinew. 

The country folk of the Waldviertel have gone back no whit today from the toughness 

of their ancestors, neither in physique nor character. 

 

One observes in the rugged weather-beaten face of a man of these parts, bright 

defiant eyes like those of a falcon under a rugged forehead, and finds himself in the 

×ÙÌÚÌÕÊÌɯÖÍɯÈɯÛà×ÐÊÈÓɯɁ&ÌÙÔÈÕȮɂɯÞÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÉàɯÈɯÓÐÍÌÛÐÔÌɯÖÍɯÚÛÙÜÎÎÓÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÔ×ÌÙɯÖÍɯ

stoutest, finest steel. The realization forces itself upon one what it is  that has enabled 

these people to resist the hardships of a thousand years. They have isolated themselves 

here in the recesses of the forest from easy access, and the race has been kept absolutely 

clear of any Slavonian admixture. In the Waldviertel today,  albeit a part of the racial 

ɁÔÐÚÏ-ÔÈÚÏɂɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌ-time Austrian Empire, the Bavarian dialect is spoken, and life 

is wholly German still.  

 

In the Lower Austrian Waldviertel, utterly lost to the world, lies a tiny villag e 

called Walterschlag. 

 

In one of the white wooden houses in the recesses of this forest, and to a father 

ÈÕËɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɯÞÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÝÌÓàɯÖÓËɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯÊÖÚÛÜÔÌÚɯÖÍɯ&ÙÐÔÔɀÚɯÍÈÐÙà-tale pictures, a 

baby was born in 1672 who bore the name of Stephan Hitler. He grew up in the 

Waldviertel, and came in time to possess the cottage and the clearing which had been 

ÏÐÚɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÛÛÌÙɯËÐÌËȭɯ2ÛÌ×ÏÈÕɀÚɯÚÖÕȮɯ)ÖÏÈÕÕÌÚȮɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÌËɯÏÐÔȰɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÕɯ

Uncle Martin - ÈÓÓɯɁ!ÈÜÌÙÕȮɂɯÚÔÈÓÓɯ×ÌÈÚÈÕÛɯ×ÙÖ×ÙÐÌÛÖÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÐÓȮɯÈÕËɯWaldviertel 

peasant farmers at that. 

 

,ÈÙÛÐÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÚÖÕɯ&ÌÖÙÎȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÓÓÈÎÌɯÔÐÓÓÌÙȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÉÜÛɯÈɯ×ÖÖÙɯ

living he made, very toilsome, and with little result. When he grew too old to carry on 

any more, he had not enough put by to prevent his  becoming a charge on the little 

community in general.  

T  
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This Georg, however, possessed a son, Alois, with a streak of originality and 

ambition in him. Something marked him out among the village children. At the age of 

thirteen Alois Hitler had made up his mind to clear out of the still and lo nely forest 

and see something of life outside and the big world for himself. He bundled his few 

ÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ×ÖÚÚÌÚÚÐÖÕÚɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯÚÌÛɯÖÍÍɯÖÕɯÍÖÖÛɯÍÖÙɯ5ÐÌÕÕÈɯɁÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÏÐÚɯÍÖÙÛÜÕÌȮɂɯÛÏÙÌÌɯ

gulden in his pocket from his mother. 

 

This was in the year 1850. We see a sturdy youngster clad in short leathern breeks, 

curiously laced at the knee, with green suspenders and an embroidered band across 

the breast over a linen shirt, low thick heavy nail -ÚÛÜËËÌËɯÚÏÖÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÈɯÎÙÌÌÕɯ)åger hat 

with a tuft of chamois hair - ÈɯɁ&ÌÔÚÉÈÙÛɂ- in it, trudging through the sombre aisles of 

ÛÏÌɯ×ÐÕÌɯÍÖÙÌÚÛÚɯÈÚɯÏÜÕËÙÌËÚɯÈÕËɯÏÜÕËÙÌËÚɯÖÍɯÉÖàÚȮɯÍÙÖÔɯ6ÏÐÛÛÐÕÎÛÖÕɀÚɯÛÐÔÌɯÖÕÞÈÙËȮɯ

have trudged to the great city with dreams all about their heads.  

 

Vienna in 1850 was a very different place from what it is today. The young 

Emperor Francis Joseph, then only about twenty years of age, had not long acceded to 

the throne abdicated by his uncle. There had been, in this big outside world, a short-

lived revolution go ÐÕÎɯÖÕȮɯÈÕËɯ*ÖÚÚÜÛÏɀÚɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛɯÛÖɯÞÙÌÚÛɯ'Üngary away had already 

ÊÈÓÓÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÜ×ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ$Ô×ÌÙÖÙɀÚɯàÖÜÛÏÍÜÓɯÏÌÈËɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÙÙÐÉÓÌɯÊÜÙÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÜÕÛÌÚÚɯ

Karolyi which was to pursue him, and the strange Habsburg House, relentlessly for 

nearly seventy years, and who knows - perhaps to this very day. 

 

Vienna in 1850 was the brilliant capital of an extraordinary Empire which was 

never a nation at all in the same sense as geographical and national characteristics and 

aspirations made a nation of the French or of the English. Austria -Hungary was just a 

medley of races which chiefly detested each other, bound loosely together for the 

convenience of the rest of Europe as Napoleon left it, and unified only by the fact that 

the Habsburgs everywhere, were dominant. The Vienna to which young Alois Hitler 

came in 1850 was the Vienna so soon to be graced by that strange figure of imperial 

beauty, moodiness and tragedy, the Empress Elizabeth. He, however, cannot be 

presumed to have had much to do with the great world of the Ballhaus platz and the 

Ringstrasse. At that time aÕËɯÐÕɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÏÜÔÈÕÐÛàɯÞÈÚɯÏÌÓËɯÖÕÓàɯÛÖɯɁÉÌÎÐÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ

ÉÈÙÖÕȭɂɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÌÈÚÈÕÛɯÉÖàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ+ÖÞÌÙɯ ÜÚÛÙÐÈÕɯÏÐÕÛÌÙÓÈÕËɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÚÖÙÉÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ

common folk living in the old picturesque but ever windy Gassen, of the working -class 

parts of the city. 

 

He bound himself apprentice for a couple of years to a shoe-maker, but when his 

time was out, resolved to try, yet again, for something better. Nothing but poverty and 

struggle seemed to offer him as a hand-worker in imperial Vie nna. 

 

3ÏÌɯÉÖàɀÚɯÈÔÉÐÛÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÉàɯÕÖɯÔÌÈÕÚɯsatisfied by this. Away back at home in the 

ÍÖÙÌÚÛɯÐÛɯÏÈËɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÓÓÈÎÌɯ×ÙÐÌÚÛɀÚɯ×ÖÚÐÛÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÎÖÖËɯÖÕÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ

now he saw that to become a State official offered still more distinction. Such then 
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ÉÌÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÎÖÈÓɯÖÍɯ ÓÖÐÚɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÚÛÙiving desires - to become a non-commissioned 

officer of the Austrian Customs. With all the purpose and tenacity born in a boy of the 

Waldviertel he struggled forward to this end, and indeed he did succeed at last in  

qualifying for and obtaining a post in t his force. 

 

Years ago, as he left Walterschlag, Hitler had sworn never to turn up there again 

until he had made something of himself - got somewhere - but now, when this really 

seemed to have been accomplished the young fellow was proud and free to recall the 

girl he had left behind him! So now he said goodbye to Vienna, returned home, 

ÔÈÙÙÐÌËɯ*ÓÈÙÈɯ/ÓġáÓȮɯÛÏÌɯËÈÜÎÏÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÈɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÜÙɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÞÏÖÔɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯ

playmates, and found himself appointed as Customs Office r to the small Austrian 

frontier town of Braunau on the Inn. 

 

A daughter was born to the couple, and then, a good many years later, came a 

boy. 

 

Barely two months before, mysterious and shocking tragedy had overtaken the 

Crown Prince Rudolph at his hunting -box at Meyerling in the forest not many miles 

north of Vienna. The whole German world was still ringing with the scandal and 

wrought up to a fever pitch of curiosity about it.  

 

To recall it, and in connection with the absolutely obscure and unimportant bi rth 

of a child to an equally obscure and unimportant functionary in the Customs Service 

is to contrast the world into which Adolf Hitler came on April 20th, 1889, with the 

world as he was to refashion it forty -four years later. An heir had appeared, but it  was 

not such an heir as had disappeared! The consequences of the death of Rudolph were 

to be as nothing compared to the consequences of the birth of Adolf! 

 

This little Adolf was a likely youngster, true to stock and type, who throve lustily 

under his motÏÌÙɀÚɯÊÈÙÌȭ 

 

But few particulars, really,  ÈÙÌɯÈÝÈÐÓÈÉÓÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÐÚɯÊÏÐÓËÏÖÖËȭɯ3ÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯ

has made only the scantiest reference to matters of purely family or biographical 

interest in Mein Kampf and obviously attaches little importance to them. The 

RÌÐÊÏÚÒÈÕáÓÌÙɀÚɯÌÓËÌÙɯÚÐÚÛÌÙȮɯ%ÙÈÜɯ ÕÎÌÓÈȮ kept house for him for many years in the 

famous retreat Berghof (of which more later). His mother, Frau Glara Hitler, had a 

sister who married a farmer somewhere near Linz, and it is her children, among them 

Herr L udwig Schwatz, farmers also, who are the cousins and relations in Austria 

today. 

 

We know this much, that in the course of a few years, Alois Hitler was posted to 

a more important town, Passau, at the junction of the Inn and the Danube. Foreseeing, 

however, that he might constantly be shifted fro m pillar to post, and being unwilling 
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to incur the expense of removing his household every time, Hitler bought a small 

ÏÖÓËÐÕÎȮɯÈɯɁ!ÈÜÌÙÕÎÜÛȮɂɯÐÕɯÈɯÝÐÓÓÈÎÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ'ÈÍÌÓËȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÌÚÛÈÉÓÐÚÏÌËɯÛÏÌÔɯÐÕɯ

modest comfort . For himself he remained in Passau, perforce contenting him- self from 

time to time with such visits to Hafeld as time and duty permitted.  

 

Here, then, in Hafeld, near Passau, young Adolf grew to boyhood. His mother 

looked after the little farm, and no do ubt the child ran wild about the lovely 

countryside, played in the meadows and paddled in the brook with others of his age. 

Hafeld is one of those villages which appear to be bigger than they really are, owing 

to the houses being widely separated from each other by fields or fruit gardens. The 

Hi tler house stands on a little elevation. It is a pretty, small, one-story house absolutely 

hidden in an orchard. Another orchard runs up by the side. Like all the other dwellings 

in Hafeld it has stabling built on t o it for one or two horses or cows, and over this is 

the hayloft - always a happy hunting -ground where children are concerned. 

 

When Alois Hitler reached the age of sixty he was pensioned off. Doffing the two -

peaked hat of officialdom, he reverted to the country and betook himself to his little 

place at Hafeld in Upper Austria, there to revert to the life and occupations of the 

Ɂ!ÈÜÌÙȭɂɯ'ÌÕÊÌɯÏÐÚɯÚÖÕɯÞÙÖÛÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÔɯÔÈÕàɯàÌÈÙÚɯÓÈÛÌÙȯɯɁ2ÖɯÐÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈɯ

long life of work and duty, my father rev ÌÙÛÌËɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÖÙÐÎÐÕÈÓɯÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎȭɂ 

 

Previous to this, however, the family had spent two years in Lambach, a small 

town between Linz and Salzburg with some important -looking buildings. Adolf, now 

eight or nine years old, was sent to school at the eleventh-century Benedictine 

Monastery there. Here it was that he learnt the rudiments of music. He figured as a 

chorister on occasions of festive or of religious solemnity, and naturally aspired to 

become a prior. Hitler, senior, need not have disturbed himself so mu ch about this 

notion as he seems to have done. New ideas new contacts, new experiences soon drove 

ÈÓÓɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯ ËÖÓÍɀÚɯÏÌÈËȭ 

 

It is interesting to recall these singing practices of his at Lambach, though, in view 

ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌÐÊÏÚÒÈÕáÓÌÙɀÚɯÞell-known passion for music. A good sketcher, indeed, he did 

become, and a man of immensely wide and deep reading, but the monastery probably 

represents all the technical instruction he ever had the opportunity of receiving in 

music. The modern monastery is a widespread picturesque building in simple and 

restrained Renaissance style, with a deep roof and a well-pro- portioned clock tower 

and belfry rising in the midst over an ornate main entrance. It consists of three stories, 

with rows of eight plain windo ÞÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÓÌÕÎÛÏɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÈñÈËÌȭ 

 

In the courtyard of this institution there is a well with a massively built stone 

archway over it, the keystone of which displays a shield with a date, 1860, on the upper 

half, and a swastika below. The swastika figured else- where at Lambach, noticeably 

as the central device in a coat of arms surmounting an elaborately carved priedieu. The 
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Superior here in 1859 had adopted the swastika, and it may be that the force of this 

boyhood association had something to do with the  %ĹÏÙÌÙɀÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÖÍɯÐÛɯÞÏÌÕɯ

designing the flag for his Party, later. But it is well known that his final decision to 

adopt the swastika for the symbol of his movement resulted chiefly from his intensive 

study of racial development in the history of the wo rld.  

 

The house in which the Hitlers lived in +ÈÔÉÈÊÏɯÞÈÚɯÉÜÛɯÈɯÚÛÖÕÌɀÚɯÛÏÙÖÞɯÍÙÖÔɯ

the school. It was a solidly built, well -designed block of buildings on the corner of the 

Linzerstrasse and the Kirchengasse, facing an irregular picturesque square. 

 

The next milestone was reached for Adolf when, rumma ging one day through 

ÏÐÚɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÊÖÓÓÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÉÖÖÒÚȮɯÏÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÚÖÔÌɯÉÖÜÕËɯÊÖ×ÐÌÚɯÖÍɯÈÕɯÖÓËɯÐÓÓÜÚÛÙÈÛÌËɯ

newspaper of the time of the Franco-Prussian War. He seized upon these with avidity 

and made off int o the fields, to lie upon his stomach in the sun by the singing brook, 

as was his wont, there to pore over the fascinating pages undisturbed. 

 

3ÏÌɯÚÛÖÙàɯÎÙÐ××ÌËɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàɀÚɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÈÕËɯÍÐÓÓÌËɯÐÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙÖÐÊɯÈÚ×ÐÙÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ ÕËɯ

to this encounter may be ascribÌËɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÎÐÕÕÐÕÎɯÖÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ*ÈÔ×ÍɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÜÕÐÖÕ with 

 ÜÚÛÙÐÈȭɯ3ÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÊÊÜÙÙÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÐÓËȮɯ×ÖÙÐÕÎɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÖÙàɯÖÍɯɀƛƔɯÈÕËɯɀƛƕȮɯ

ÞÈÚɯÞÏàɯÏÈËɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàɯÛÖɯÍÐÎÏÛɯÈÓÖÕÌȳɯ6ÏàɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÛÏÌɯ ÜÚÛÙÐÈÕÚɯÍÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖÖȳɯ6ÌÙÌɯ

they not also Germans? 

 

The figure of Bismarck claimed a passionate hero- worship , and then it dawned 

upon this little Austrian Adolf that not every German could pride himself on 

belonging to the Reich! Disturbing as this was, the problem proved far too abstruse at 

that period for him to un ravel. But it stayed with him, and occupied hi s thoughts and 

worried him, for there seemed no jot of difference to him between an Austrian and a 

German, or rather between one German and another German - with just a frontier 

between. 

 

With the idea of sending Adolf to the Realschule in Linz, Hitler mov ed to a village 

called Leonding, in the neighbourhood of that place. Linz was already at this period 

the chief town of Upper Austria, very beautifully situated on an open plain on both 

sides of the Danube. Ambitious as he was for the boy, he judged it better to send him 

to the Realschule than to the Gymnasium, deeming it waste of time to spend years 

ÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯËÌÈËɯÓÈÕÎÜÈÎÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯ ËÖÓÍɀÚɯÕÌÞÓàɯÌÝÐÕÊÌËɯÛÜÙÕɯÍÖÙɯËÙÈÞÐÕÎɯ

would be better fostered in the  more practical type of school. He had set his heart on 

ÏÐÚɯÚÖÕɯÖÉÛÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÈɯËÌÚÒɯÖÍɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÐÕɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ,ÐÕÐÚÛÙÐÌÚȮɯɁÉÌÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȮɂɯ

as he himself had become, and considered everything to that end. 

(ÛɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÌÕÛÌÙÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÏÌÈËɯÛÖɯÊÖÕÚÜÓÛɯ ËÖÓÍɀÚ own inclinations. A boy of his 

age was not entitled to have anything at all to say in the matter, but just to do as he 

was bid, and allow his father to know best. Alois Hitler belonged to the old school of 
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authoritative martinet parents, and like many ano ther, was destined to encounter 

fierce, tenacious opposition.  

 

It suddenly appeared that Adolf had no intention whatever of embracing the 

career designed for him. He was going to be an artist! At eleven he decided that, and 

launched himself with characteri stic impetus into a terrific, if tacit, strugg le on the 

question. It was a case of will against will, neither ready to yield one inch. Adolf was 

lightning quick at school, and learned with astonishing facility. This fact afforded him 

ample leisure to spend his time otherwise than at his desk. He was for ever running 

about in the woods, glorying in fresh air and freedom, and hardening his resolve never 

to shut himself up in a stuffy office all day, say what his father might!  

 

3ÏÌàɯÚÊÈÙÊÌÓàɯÈÙÎÜÌËɯÐÛɯÖÜÛȭɯɁ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÕɯÖÍÍÐÊÐÈÓȮɯÔàɯÉÖàȮɂɯÐÕÚÐÚÛÌd old 

'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÌÕÓÈÙÎÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÌÔÌȭɯɁ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛȮɂɯÌß×ÓÖËÌËɯ ËÖÓÍȮɯɁ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯ

ÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯ×ÈÐÕÛÌÙȵɂɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÜÚÌÓÌÚÚɯÛÖɯÛÙàɯÈÕËɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕȭɯɁ-ÌÝÌÙȮɯÈÚɯÓÖÕÎɯÈÚɯ(ɀÝÌɯÈɯÏÈɀ×ÖÙÛÏɯ

of authority in my own house ȮɂɯÊÖÜÕÛÌÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÛÏÌÙȮɯÛÖɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÙÌ×Óy he got was: 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÈÐÛɯÈÕËɯÚÌÌȵɂ 

 

Here, then, was where the mother stepped in to heal the breach. These 

altercations, as obstinate on the one side as on the other, somewhat disturbed the peace 

of the fami ly for more than a year. It was only because he hated to see his mother 

ËÐÚÛÙÌÚÚɯÏÌÙÚÌÓÍɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜÕÎɯ ËÖÓÍɯÞÖÜÓËɯɁÚÏÜÛɯÜ×ɂɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÚɯÎÖÖËɯÈɯÎÙÈÊÌɯÈÚɯÏÌɯËÐËȭɯ'Ìɯ

devised another means of bringing it home to his father that his mind was set on 

painting and on no thing else. Purposely he neglected his schoolwork in order that the 

ever-ÙÌÊÜÙÙÐÕÎɯ×ÓÈÐÕÛÚɯÖÍɯɁÐÕÚÜÍÍÐÊÐÌÕÊàɂɯÙÌÊÖÙËÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÎÌÚɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÌßÌÙÊÐÚÌ-books, 

might convince his parent that he meant what he said - he would never become an 

office quill -driver. But for all this young Adolf could not help co ming out top of the 

class always in the three subjects which did happen to interest him, in drawing, in 

geography, and above all, in history.  

 

He seems to have had a teacher in the latter subject with a singular and original 

gift for lifting it right out o f the dreary atmosphere of the schoolroom. At this time 

Austrian boys were trained to take an interest in dynastic history by way of stimulating 

their allegiance to the Habsburg idea. Hitler writes, many years after- wards, in Mein 

Kampf, of his history master with the greatest possible appreciation and gratitude. This 

/ÙÖÍÌÚÚÖÙȮɯ#Ùȭɯ+ÌÖ×ÖÓËɯ/ġÛÚÊÏȮɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÌÞɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ

Mr. H.G. Wells has always claimed for it in any modern sche me of education. 

 

History for Adolf Hitler was  by no means a story of the past, of very dead and 

gone people, and of happenings long since finished. History was made for him the 

very basis of the present, with living relationships reaching forward to the future. 

 ËÖÓÍɀÚɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯÏÐÚÛÖÙàɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÜÕËÈmental and far-reaching preparation in his 

mind which was to issue later in no less portentous a guise than the 
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Ɂ6ÌÓÛÈÕÚÊÏÈÜÜÕÎȮɂɯÜ×ÖÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÜÊÛÜÙÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯ2ÛÈÛÌɯÐÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÉÜÐÓÛɯÜ×ȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚȮɯ

demonstrably, a very thoughtful boy. And here again at this p oint in his development 

we find the beginnings of that militant nationalism which latterly has so astounded 

our post-war world.  

 

He has already been cracking his brains over obstructions which are merely 

territorial and not racial, as between Austrian Germ ans and German Germans, and 

now we find him distinguishing between the national feeling of an entire people and 

a mere dynastic patriotism. As has been already remarked, Austria was never at any 

tiÔÌɯÈɯɁÕÈÛÐÖÕȮɂɯÔÌÙÌÓàɯÛÏÌɯÏÈ××àɯÏÜÕÛÐÕÎ-ground of a dynasty  reaching back to the 

seventh century. 

 

Austria existed only for the Habsburgs, as Vienna existed for the Court. All this 

ÊÓÈÙÐÍÐÌËɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàɀÚɯÔÐÕËɯÝÌÙàɯÚÏÈÙ×ÓàɯÈÕËɯËÐÚÛÐÕÊÛÓàȭɯ'ÌɯÚÈÞɯ×ÓÈÐnly enough 

that there could be no question of an Austrian n ationality to become enthusiastic about 

in a great sprawling country inhabited by Czechs, Slavs, Ruthenians, Serbs, Croatians, 

Rumanians, Poles, Magyars, Italians and Gypsies, all in various stages of culture and 

civilisation some way behind that of the fo rtieth part of this numerical whole, the 

German Austrians just across the borders of the Reich. 

 

It belongs to the history of the period to show how the Hungarians and the non -

German races in the unwieldy Dual Monarchy were restive under the administrative ly 

Germanising tendencies of the Government. While the idea of nationality and any 

inclusion in the German Reich was obnoxious to the Austrian Government, which 

itself did not repose upon a nationaÓɯÉÈÚÐÚȮɯÕÌÝÌÙÛÏÌÓÌÚÚȮɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯɁ!ÈÊÏɂɯÚàÚÛÌÔɯ

every effort  was made to Germanise the Croats and Hungarians most unacceptably to 

themselves. 

 

The steady opposing growth of non -German feeling and tendency waxed ever 

stronger and stronger until, indeed, it w as this which, together with the growing pan -

Slavistic propaganda of Romanoff Russia, set the spark to the gunpowder in Europe 

in 1914. The heir-apparent to the throne of Austria, the Archduke Francis Ferdinand, 

a nephew of the childish old Emperor, was hated by dominant cliques in Government 

circles on account of his alleged pro-Czech and pro-Croatian sympathies, and his 

suspected intention of admitting Slavs to a greater share of political power when he 

should attain the throne.  

 

All this, of course, is common property and past history, but to recall it here and 

now serves to show what were the formative influences brought to bear upon the mind 

of that singularly receptive boy, young Adolf Hitler. He brought the test of his history 

ÓÌÚÚÖÕÚɯÜÕËÌÙɯ#Ùȭɯ/ġÛÚÊÏ to bear upon the everyday events and current talk of his own 

world, and unconsciously laid the groundwork for future activities in the political 

sphere as yet undreamed of. 
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The thing, of course, only came home to him then in concrete example. 

 

First of all in the village school, when it came to singing the Austr ian National 

Anthem, this Waldviertel youngster and other intrepid spirits of like mind would 

substitute a German hymn. Whereupon, instant castigation followed, with the 

inevitable result of toughe ning their youthful defiance. And then again in Linz in the  

Realschule: were a boy to dare to turn up with a cornflower stuck behind his ear - the 

symbol of Germanic sympathies - the Herr Direktor was down upon him at once like 

a cartload of bricks, and he was sure of a couple of hours detention. 

 

If on the occasion of some local junketings a few poor German acrobats from 

across the border were to make a bid for popular favour, the schoolboys had to use 

every precaution not to get found out if they hobnobbe d with them. If anybody 

Ɂ×ÌÈÊÏÌËɂɯÛÏÌɯËÌÓÐÕØÜÌÕÛÚɯÐÕÊÜÙÙÌËɯthe disgrace of having a mark made against their 

ÕÈÔÌÚɯÍÖÙɯɁÉÈËɯÉÌÏÈÝÐÖÜÙȭɂɯ3ÏÌɯÉÈËɯÉÌÏÈÝÐÖÜÙȮɯàÖÜÕÎɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚÖÖÕɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌËɯÞÌÓÓɯ

ÌÕÖÜÎÏȮɯÞÈÚɯÕÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÕÖÙɯÛÏÌÙÌȯɯÞÏÈÛɯÔÈÛÛÌÙÌËɯÞÈÚɯÏÐÚɯɁ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÛÜÔȭɂɯ'ÌÙÌȮɯÛÏÌÕȮɯ

and thus early was one point of departure for  his universal Kampf.  

 

 ËÖÓÍɀÚɯÒÌÌÕɯÚÛÜËàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÈÕÊÖ-Prussian War and his intelligent interest in 

history made him even at this age thoroughly conversant with the politics of Middle 

Europe throu ghout the preceding century. This fact must be well realised if we are to 

ÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÏÖÖÓÉÖàɀÚɯÏÌÈÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÐÚɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯɁ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÛÜÔȮɂɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÈÙËÖÜÙɯ

ÈÉÖÜÛɯɁÕÈÛÐÖÕÈÓÐÛàȭɂɯ.ÛÏÌÙÞÐÚÌɯÏÌɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÜÚɯÈɯ×ÙÐÎȮɯÈÚɯÈɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÈÛɯËÖÊÛÙÐÕÈÐÙÌɯ

and precocious youngster. He was not that, in the least, but a boy of flaming 

enthusiasms and all-devouring intelligence.  

 

(ÛɯÔÈàɯÕÖÛɯÉÌɯÉÌÚÐËÌɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÉÙÐÌÍÓàɯÛÖɯÙÌÍÙÌÚÏɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÙÌÈËÌÙɀÚɯÔÌÔÖÙàɯÖÍɯ

an involved period of continental politics.  

 

The question of the inclusion of Austria with Germany had been a more or less 

burni ng subject of mid-European debate from the time of the German Federation in 

1815 (when the Austrian Ambassador occupied the chair of the great Assembly in 

Frankfurt), right until spring 1938. This loose German Federation of Central European 

States centred more and more upon Prussia, especially after the Prussian-Austrian 

War of 1866, ending in victory for Prussia. This and the outcome of the Franco-Prussian 

War altered the position and the outlook o f affairs. In 1879 Austria and Prussia pledged 

themselves to build up a common future, much after the type foreshadowed by 

Naumann in his classic work Mitteleuropa, written in 1916. 

 

How strange it is, in the light of today, to read such a passage as the following. 

Ɂ%ÖÙɯÊÌÕÛÜÙÐÌÚɯÛÏÌɯ$Ô×ÐÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ"ÈÙÖÓÐÕÎÐÈÕÚȱɯÏÈs been non-existent. Neither 

Imperial Austria nor Royal Prussia, when separated from each other, were quite in a 
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position to carry on the imperial tradition because each only possessed a part of the 

original power. This will be so until it (the Empire) is born again out of the union of 

ÛÏÌɯ'ÈÉÚÉÜÙÎÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ'ÖÏÌÕáÖÓÓÌÙÕÚɂȹȵȺ 

 

In 1916 the old Emperor Francis Joseph died, and the succession devolved upon 

an unfortunate man who himself died miserably i n exile only two years later, 

execrated for his efforts to desert Germany, and to make a separate peace with the 

Allied Powers on behalf of a demoralised and exhausted Austria. These pitiable 

royalties, and the musty old concepts they stood for, constitute d the political world in 

which a boy, and then a young man, was growing up who was to sweep them into 

such limbo of the forgotten as has never yet been known. Nothing at first but a 

schoolboy at Linz, and then yet but an individual bit of cannon fodder, fi ghting 

shoulder to shoulder in the trenches with comrades as indistinguishable as himself, 

Adolf Hitler was as yet - to come! 

 

No one foresaw Hitler. If anyone had told Francis Joseph in 1916 that the 

Habsburgs were even then petering out and that it did not matter in the least; if anyone 

had told the Kaiser Willi am hesitating at Spa in November, 1918, whether or not to 

flee, that the destinies of the Vaterland were to pass from his incapable hands to those 

infinitely stronger of one of his soldiers of  the line of whom nobody more important 

than his company officer  had as yet ever heard; if anyone a few years ago had told the 

venerated President of the German Republic that the ex-service man from Munich who 

had founded such a tiresome and noisy Party was to be the last hope of a country 

tottering to its final collap se - Emperor, Kaiser, and President alike would have 

exploded with incredulous and aristocratic scorn.  

 

If anyone, indeed, in 1903 had told the Herr Direktor of the Realschule in Linz 

that the boy who had just incurred reproof and punishment for appearing in school 

with a cornflower stuck in his hair - that this boy was to rule the German world, leader 

and sÈÝÐÖÜÙȮɯÏÌɯÛÖÖɯÊÖÜÓËɯÕÖÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌËȱ 

 

But so it was to be. And in consequence of all this historical reading and 

ÊÖÎÐÛÈÛÐÕÎɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÌɯ ÜÚÛÙÐÈÕɯɁ2ÊÏÜÓÉÜÉɂɯÉàɯÏÐÚɯÊÖÕÊÌ×ÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÝÈÓÜÌɯÈÕËɯËÐÎÕÐÛàɯÖÍɯ

strong national roots and ardent pride. Adolf felt himsel f German through and 

through: German to the core. He felt about that cornflower as a British youngster 

would feel about the Union Jack. 

 

It is a very remarkable thing, in view of the more recent developments in Austria, 

that the proclamation made at three ÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÛÌÍÜÓɯ-ÖÝÌÔÉÌÙɯ

18th, 1918, when the Austro-German National Assembly met in the Herrenhaus on the 

Franzenring in Vienna , should have confirmed to the letter all this passionate 

nationalistic feeling on the part of the youth ÍÜÓɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȭɯɁ ÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÏÖÜÙȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ#Ùȭɯ1ÌÕÕÌÙɯ

(the man who drew up a Constitution for Austria after the collapse of the Habsburgs), 
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ɁÛÏÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯÙÈÊÌɯÛÏÙÖÜghout the world shall know that we are a single race with a 

ÚÐÕÎÓÌɯËÌÚÛÐÕàȭɂɯ-ÖɯÈÕÚÞÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÐÕɯ!ÌÙÓin. 

 

The German Government there was grappling with the hydra of immediate 

internal problems. Since then the European kaleidoscope has taken on another pattern, 

but all this brings out for foreigners the force of the impressions and convictions which 

went ÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÖÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÔÐÕËɯÈÚɯÈɯÉÖàɯÈÕËɯàÖÜÛÏȮɯÈÕËɯÓÈÛÛÌÙÓàɯÈÚɯÈɯàÖÜÕÎɯÌß-

service man. 

 

In order to obtain a little first -hand information about Hit ÓÌÙɀÚɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯËÈàÚȮɯÛÏÌɯ

writer took a trip to Linz, where Hitler attended the Realschule 1, and had a chat with 

some of his former school comrades. It was no easy matter hunting these up, for most 

of them are by now scattered to the four corners of the earth. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÔÌÛɯÏÐÔȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ'ÌÙÙɯ)ÖÚÌ×Ïɯ*Ì×ÓÐÕÎÌÙȮɯÕÖÞɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÈÚɯÈÕɯÈÙÊÏÐÛÌÊÛɯÐÕɯ+ÐÕáȮɯÐÕɯ

1901, here in the Realschule. We were thirty-two boys all told, all from the same class 

of life. There was no private school in Linz at that time.  

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÓÐÝÌɯÙÐÎÏt in Linz, but just outside, at a place called Leonding. He 

ate his midday meal somewhere roundabouts, and was generally off home in the 

ÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯÈÚɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÚɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯÞÈÚɯÖÝÌÙȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÏÖÞɯÐÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÞÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÚÖɯÝÌÙàɯ

much of him, except during school ho urs, and playing Indians, when he was always 

on hand. 

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÈÓÓɯÓÐÒÌËɯÏÐÔȮɯÈÛɯËÌÚÒɯÈÕËɯÈÛɯ×ÓÈàȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÕo more hefty than the rest of us, 

ÉÜÛɯÈÕɯÌÕÛÌÙ×ÙÐÚÐÕÎɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÊÏÈ×ȭɯ'ÌɯÏÈËɯÎÜÛÚȭɯȿ'ÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈɯÏÖÛ-head, but really more 

amenable than a good many. He exhibited two extremes of character, which are not 

often seen in unison, he was a quiet fanatic. The whole class acknowledged this boy as 

the leader. 

 

Ɂ'ÐÚɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÐÛÌɯÓÌÚÚÖÕÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÏÐÚÛÖÙàȮɯÎÌÖÎÙÈ×ÏàɯÈÕËɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕȭɯ3ÏÌɯÏÐÚÛÖÙàɯÔÈÚÛÌÙɯ

ÞÈÚɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÈÚÛÖÕÐÚÏÌËɯÈÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀs aptitude for this study. - Herr Dr. Huemer was our 

teacher for German. He always picked on Hitler for  Repeater, that is, something would 

be read aloud to us and then one of the boys had to get up and tell it again in his own 

words. As a rule Hitler made the Repeat a jolly sight more interesting than the original.  

 

Ɂ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÎÖÖËɯÈÛɯÎàÔȮɯÛÖÖȭɯ'ÌɯÛÖ××ÌËɯÛÏÌɯÎym class as long as he was at school. 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÉÖÛÏÌÙɯÝÌÙàɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɀËɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÙÕȮɯÖÕÓàɯÖÝÌÙɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯ

wanted to learn! When things were ÛÈÜÎÏÛɯÞÏÐÊÏɯËÐËɯÕÖÛɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛɯÏÐÔɯÏÌɯÙÌÈËɯ"ÖÖ×ÌÙɀÚɯ

 
1 (ÕɯÛÏÌɯɁ1ÌÈÓÚÊÏÜÓÌɂɯÊhief stress is laid on living languages and sciences. 
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Leather Stocking or something of that sort; subjects which he liked, such as history, 

however, he followed with close attention.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÈÊÊÖÜÕÛÚɯÖÍɯÉÈÛÛÓÌÚɯÞÌɯ×ÓÈàÌËɯÖÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÖÜÙÚÌÓÝÌÚȮɯÐÕɯÖÜÙɯȿ(ÕËÐÈÕÚɀɯÎÈÔÌs, 

down by the Danube meadows. Hitler loved this sort of thing. He gloried in a scrum, 

and always made for the most redoubtable enemy, when the two would have a first -

class wrestle. Hitler got all het up over this.  

 

Ɂ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÝÌÙàɯÏÖÛȮɯÛÖÖȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÖÍɯÜÚɯàoungsters, about being German. The 

stricter the measures taken by the Government to suppress this feeling about 

nationality the more dogged we became. Bismarck was for us a national hero. The 

Austrian authorities, of course, held his memory in the utmost d etestation. The 

Bismarck song, and lots more German hymns and songs of the same character, were 

forbidd en to be sung. It was a crime even to possess a sketch of Bismarck. Although, 

privately, our teachers felt well enough that we boys were in the right of it, they had 

to punish us severely for singing these songs and brandishing our German loyalties. 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÛÛÌÕËÌËɯÖÜÙɯ1ÌÈÓÚÊÏÜÓÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÍÖÙɯÍÖÜÙɯàÌÈÙÚȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÚÜËËÌÕÓàɯÍÌÓÓɯÐÓÓȭɯ

Oddly enough I never heard any more of him until I chanced on his name in the paper 

one day years and years afterwards. It said he was busying himself with politics in 

Munich.  

 

Ɂ(ɯÚÈÞɯÏÐÔɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÐÕɯƕƝƖƚȭɯ(ɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÓÖËÎÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÞÍÜÓÓàɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌËɯÛÖɯ

hear of old Linz again, and told me not to fail to look him up now and again ȭɯ2ÖȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯ

ËÖÕÌɯÚÖɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÛÐÔÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÍÖÜÕËɯÏÐÔɯÍÙÐÌÕËÓàȮɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÓËɯȿ2ÊÏÜÓ-*ÈÔÌÙÈËȭɀɂ 

 

HÌÙÙɯ*Ì×ÓÐÕÎÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÒÐÕËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯÐÕÛÙÖËÜÊÌɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯɁÖÓËɯÉÖàɂɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

Linz Realschule, Herr Werner, who had pretty much the same account to give of Adolf 

Hitler. One particular stands out.  

 

Ɂ.ÕÊÌȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ'ÌÙÙɯ6ÌÙÕÌÙȮɯɁËÜÙÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɯËÈàÚȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚÛÈàed for a little time 

with an old lady in Linz. This old lady herself told the tale of how the boy was always 

ÉÜàÐÕÎɯÊÈÕËÓÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÖÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÛ was he did always to be needing a 

light at night. She surprised him on one occasion, and found hi m doubled up over 

ÔÈ×ÚȮɯÝÌÙàɯÉÜÚàɯËÖÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔɯÞÐÛÏɯÊÖÓÖÜÙÌËɯ×ÌÕÊÐÓÚȭɯ2ÏÌɯÈÚÒÌËȯɯȿ6ÏàȮɯ

 ËÖÓÍȮɯÞÏÈÛɯÖÕɯÌÈÙÛÏɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯàÖÜɯÈÙÌɯËÖÐÕÎȳɀɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÓooked up and smiled 

ÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȯɯȿ2ÛÜËàÐÕÎɯÔÈ×Úȭɀɂ 

 

Herr Werner showed me quite a treasure, a little water-colour he himself had 

once begun, as a boy at school, and which Hitler had finished for him. The subject was 

a picturesque little mill among the mountai ns. It was quite obvious where one artist 

ÏÈËɯÓÌÍÛɯÖÍÍɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÈËɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÖÕȭɯɁ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌ ÉÌÚÛɯÉÖàɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÙÈÞÐÕÎɯÊÓÈÚÚȮɂɯ
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ÚÈÐËɯ'ÌÙÙɯ6ÌÙÕÌÙȮɯɁÏÌɯÜÚÌËɯÚÏÈËÌÚɯÐÕɯ×ÈÐÕÛÐÕÎɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÖÊÊÜÙÙÌËɯÛÖɯÜÚȮɯÈÕËɯ

painted things so lifelike we were all astonishÌËȭɂ 

 

(ɯÞÌÕÛɯÖÕɯÛÖɯ+ÌÖÕËÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕàɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÛÞÖɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÖÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÉÖàÏÖÖËȭɯ

We traversed the same road that he had trudged to and fro for four years, a green 

Ɂ1ÜÊÒÚÈÊÒɂɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÊÖÕÛÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÉÖÖÒÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÌÕÊÐÓÚȭɯ%ÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯ×ÈÙÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯ

steeply hilly, for Linz lies on the Danube plain. Then we came to fields and meadows 

set here and there with low but massy towers, relics of a Napoleonic day when watch 

ÞÈÚɯÒÌ×ÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÝÌÙɯÉÌÓÖÞȭɯ3ÏÌɯ*ĹÙÕÉÌÙÎɯÛÖÞÌÙÚɯÈÓÖÍÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɯ

crowned by the famouÚɯ*ĹÙÕÉÌÙÎɯȹ"ÈÚÛÓÌȺɯÐÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÛÏÌɯNibelungenlied is said to have 

been composed. 

 

We had been walking about an hour when we came upon the outlying houses of 

Leonding. It is a typical little highland village, only to be found in Bavaria and Upper 

Austri a. In the middle stands the village church, and a few steps further along, just 

across the street, lies the grass-grown cemetery. Here one discovers the grave of 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ×ÈÙÌÕÛÚȭ 

 

In the immediate neighbourhood stands the peasant house in which the Hitler  

famil y lived. It has often changed hands since, hence the present occupant could tell 

me nothing of the former owners. Here, however, I came across yet a third school 

ÊÖÔ×ÈÕÐÖÕɯÖÍɯàÖÜÕÎɯ ËÖÓÍȭɯ'ÌÙÙɯ'ÜÉÌÙɯÏÈËɯÕÖÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÖɯÈËËȭɯɁ2ÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯÞÌɯÞÌÕÛɯ

after apples togeÛÏÌÙȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÒÐËÚɯÏÌÙÌÈÉÖÜÛÚȮɂɯÉÜÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÕÌÝÌÙɯ

began munching his before everybody else had got one. Otherwise he tossed his over. 

2ÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯÏÌɀËɯÚÐÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÜÙÊÏàÈÙËɯÞÈÓÓȮɯÚÛÈÙÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÙÚȭɯ-ÖɯÖÕÌɯÉÖÛÏÌÙÌËɯ

about the boy sÛÈÙÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ ÜÚÛÙÐÈÕɯÕÐÎÏÛȱ 

 

But to revert. 

 

3ÏÌɯÛÌÕÚÐÖÕɯÈÛɯÏÖÔÌɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯ ËÖÓÍɀÚɯÍÜÛÜÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÙÌÚÖÓÝÌɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯÞÐÛÏɯ

tragic suddenness. Returning home one afternoon after a visit to a neighbour the father 

was seized in the street with a heart attack and died in the arms of a passer-by. This 

was on January 5th, 1903; Adolf was thirteen years old. 

 

The shock had a characteristic reaction on Frau Clara Hitler. She felt herself 

ÉÖÜÕËɯÛÖɯÍÜÙÛÏÌÙɯÏÌÙɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɀÚɯËÌÚÐÎÕɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàȮɯÈÕËɯÚÖɯÏÌ continued going to school 

for another three years with officialdom as the goal still before his eyes. 

 

Then Adolf fell ill and was confined to bed for some considerable time with lung 

trouble. After that the doctor persuaded Frau Hitler that a sedentary l ife in  an office 

was not going to be the best thing for the boy: in fact, he must not even go back to 

school for a year. The poor mother had another characteristic reaction, and now 

promised he should be taught drawing and painting instead.  
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But even now his hopes were to be frustrated. After a protracted illness Frau 

Hitler herself died on December 2, 1908; not before the modest savings amassed by the 

ÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÌßÏÈÜÚÛÌËȭɯ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÙÌÔÈÐÕÌËɯÍÖÙɯ ËÖÓÍɯÉÜÛɯÈɯÕÌÎÓÐÎÐÉÓÌɯɁÖÙ×ÏÈÕ-

×ÌÕÚÐÖÕȮɂɯÐÕÚÜÍÍÐÊÐÌÕÛɯÛÖɯkeep body and soul together. The home was sold up, and at 

eighteen Adolf Hitler came face to face with the problem of earning his livelihood.  

 

He does not seem to have been in any two minds about what he meant to do. 

 

He was going to Vienna to study art - to join the picturesque and adventurous 

ranks of those who have been content in every age and centre to live on a crust in a 

garret, upborne by flowering genius and the glorious comradeship of fellow -students, 

miserable and enthusiastic as himself. 

 

That he turned his steps to Vienna instead of to Munich, the art capital of 

Germany, can be accounted for in two ways. During the latter half of the nineteenth 

century there had been a great flowering of painting and archite cture in Vienna. All 

sorts of princely  palaces had recently been erected in that city. It abounded in art 

galleries and in magnificent collections of pictures from the masterpieces of almost 

every school in the world, to the works of contemporary men. Vien na was a much 

bigger capital than Muni ch, and Hitler had gathered every bit of information he could 

ÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÈÊÈËÌÔàɯÚÊÏÖÖÓÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ2ÊÏÐÓÓÌÙ×ÓÈÛáȮɯÈɯÚÛÖÕÌɀÚɯÛÏÙÖÞɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ

wonderful Hofgarten and the Opernring.  
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CHAPTER 2 

 

VIENNA  
 

 

ÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÏÈÚɯoften been acclaimed as an artist. In him we have that very 

unusual combination, an artist and a keen man of practical affairs. His 

passion for music is well known, especially for Wagner. But, indeed, his 

highest and most persistent aspiration as a young man was for painting. He had, as a 

ÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÍÈÊÛȮɯÛÏÌɯÈÙÊÏÐÛÌÊÛɀÚɯÌàÌȭɯ&ÙÈÕËÐÖÚÌɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎȮɯÐÔ×ÖÚÐÕÎɯÝÐÚÛÈÚȮɯÎÙÈÕËÓàɯ

planned elevations, the fine light and shade of dome, architrave, column, lintel, 

inspired him, as landscape or portraiture inspires others.  

 

It  does not appear that young Adolf had ever been in Vienna before the fateful 

day, when with fifteen gulden in a bag slung round his neck, his sketches clipped 

under his arm, and all his worldly goods in a small case in his hand, he arrived at the 

Westbahnhof full of the highest boyish hopes and purpose. Undismayed by the 

magnificence of one of the most beautiful cities of Europe - perhaps intoxicated by it - 

or by the stir and traffic in the streets, he made a bee line down the Mariahilferstrasse 

to the Schillerplatz and the heart of imperial Vienna.  

 

His idea was to apply for entrance to the schools of the Academy of Art.  

 

As he entered the beautiful square, dominated by one of those public statues than 

which nothing more fittingly artistic is to be seen in any other city, and confronted the 

ÐÔ×ÖÚÐÕÎɯÈÊÈËÌÔàɯÈÛɯÓÈÚÛȮɯÛÏÌɯàÖÜÕÎɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÚɯÊÖÜÓËɯÕÖÛɯÉÜÛɯÚÐÕÒɯÈɯÛÙÐÍÓÌȭɯ'ÌÈÝÌÕÚȵɯ

Here were tens - scores - perhaps hundreds of aspirants like himself swarming up the 

steps between the two great bronze Centaurs which flanked the entrance to the 

vestibule. How would his work stand comparison or competition with so many 

others? Everybody else seemed full of confidence and energy. 

 

Bracing himself for more of an ordeal than he had quite expected, Adolf joined 

the throng and presently found himself but a unit of the long queue of candidates 

awaiting admission to the schools. Everything depended on his sketches now! He 

thought of them with a fresh access of hope and confidence, and clipped the humble 

portfolio containin g them more closely to his side. With the pride of utter inexperience 

he could not but reassure himself the examiners would be suitably impressed. 

 

* * * * * 

 

The writer of these pages has been very kindly favoured by the present Director 

of the Viennese Art  Academy with the names of the professors who directed its various 

T  
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activities about this time. It might have been Herr Professor Christian Gripenkerl, 

Franz Rumpler, Julius Schmidt or another who at length ruffled over the young 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÚÒÌÛÊÏÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÙÈpid and none too readily arrested hand. The youth himself 

ÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙÐÓàɯÈÞÈÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÎÌÕÛÓÌÔÈÕɀÚɯÐËÌÕÛÐÛàɯ- who cares on these critical 

occasions for who the examiner may be? All Adolf knew was that the hand summarily 

clapped his portfolio to, and pu shed it back to him. 

 

Ɂ-ÖȮɯÔàɯÉÖàȮɂɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÝÌÙËÐÊÛɯÊÙÐÚ×ÓàȮɯɁàÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÊÜÛɯÖÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯ×ÈÐÕÛÌÙȭɯ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯ

ÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÖÕÎɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÏÌÙÌȭɂ 

 

Hitler could hardly believe his hears. But this was incredible!  

 

Ɂ8ÖÜÙɯÈ×ÛÐÛÜËÌȮɂɯÈËËÌËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖÍÌÚÚÖÙȮɯÚÖÍÛÌÕÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖw, ɁÈ××ÌÈÙÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÍÖÙɯ

architecture. I should advise you to apply to the School of Building. The porter will 

ÚÏÖÞɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȭɂ 

 

Speechless, Adolf had no option but to make way for the next candidate for 

summary extinction. Not quite extinguished, though; b ewildered, incredulous, 

ÜÕÉÌÓÐÌÝÈÉÓàɯØÜÌÕÊÏÌËȭɯ6ÈÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÕÖɯ×ÙÖÔÐÚÌɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÞÖÙÒȳɯ'ÈËÕɀÛɯÐÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÞÖÙÛÏɯ

the pains and hopes and all the fond delight he had taken over it? Had there been any 

pause, the blow might have sent him stunned and irresolute aw ay, but then and there 

Adolf found himself being ushered elsewhere down a long, imposing corridor lined 

with Greek statuary, only to be brought forthwith into the presence of another Herr 

Professor. 

 

Again the portfolio was lugged forth, and Professor Wagn er or Professor Oliman 

(whichever it might have been), claimed possession. 

 

3ÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÓÌÚÚɯÏÈÚÛÌȰɯÓÌÚÚɯ×ÙÖÔ×ÛɯËÌÊÐÚÐÖÕȭɯ(ÕɯÍÈÊÛȮɯÖÕÌɯÖÙɯÛÞÖɯÖÍɯ ËÖÓÍɀÚɯ

ËÙÈÞÐÕÎÚɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÚÛÌÙɀÚɯÍÈÕÊàȭ 

 

Ɂ'ɀÔȮɯÕÖÛɯÉÈËȵɯ-ÖÛɯÈÛɯÈÓÓɯÉÈËȵɂ 

 

A scrutiny, a pause - more sketches turned over - then came a sharp bespectacled 

ÎÓÈÕÊÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÕËÐËÈÛÌɀÚɯÈÕßÐÖÜÚɯÈÕËɯÌÈÎÌÙɯÍÈÊÌȭ 

 

Ɂ6ÏÌÙÌɯÏÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÚÛÜËÐÌËɯÈÙÊÏÐÛÌÊÛÜÙÌȳɂ 

 

Ɂ-ÖÞÏÌÙÌȮɂɯ ËÖÓÍɯÞÈÚɯÖÉÓÐÎÌËɯÛÖɯÖÞÕȮɯɁ(ɀÝÌɯÕÖÛɯÏÈËɯÈÕàɯÓÌÚÚÖÕÚȭɂ 

 

The examiner seemed loath to credit it. Turning over yet more sketches with an 

approving eye, he insisted: 
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Ɂ8ÖÜɯÔÌÈÕɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯàÖÜɯÞÌÙÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÐÕɯÈɯ2ÊÏÖÖÓɯÖÍɯ!ÜÐÓËÐÕÎȳɯ-ÖÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÈÛɯÈɯ

2ÊÏÖÖÓɯÖÍɯ ÙÛɯ(ÕËÜÚÛÙàȳɂ 

 

Ɂ-ÖȮɂɯÙÌ×ÌÈÛÌËɯ ËÖÓÍȮɯɁÕÌÝÌÙȭɂ 

 

The professor shrugged his shoulders disappointedly.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÜÕÍÖÙÛÜÕÈÛÌȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁ(ɀÔɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯËÖÕÌȮɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ

This is no place for beginners. You must try elsewhere - get some ground- work in 

ÍÐÙÚÛȭɂ 

 

And again the portfolio, clapped to, came back to him rejected. 

 

Adolf realised, dully, there was nothing for it but to go. Presumably he suffered 

ÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÈÎÖÕÐÌÚɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙÐÚÛÐÊɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÎÐÕÕÌÙɀÚɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌȭɯ3ÏÌɯÞÈàɯÏÈËɯÍÈÐÓÌËɯÛÖɯÖ×ÌÕȭɯ

His pictures had proved no Open Sesame to the career for which he had put up so 

strenuous a fight at home. 

 

At a total and sudden loss, Adolf came out again into the gay Viennese sunshine, 

into the proud white and green of the squares and boulevards, nothing now but a 

ÚÛÙÈÕÎÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯÖÕÌɯÈÛɯÈɯÍÙÐÎÏÛÍÜÓÓàɯÓÖÖÚÌɯÌÕËȱ 

 

He made his way, somehow, to the humbler parts of the city and found some sort 

of a cheap lodging. Then in a few days his money was gone and he came face to fade 

with the fact that to eat he must work and earn.  

 

Adolf wandered about Vienna before he found a job, as indeed he was often to 

wander about it hungry and workless during the next two years, with nothing but the 

ÊÖÓËɯÊÖÔÍÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÛàɀÚɯÏÐÚÛÖÙÐÊÐÛàɯÈÕËɯÉÌÈÜÛàɯÜ×ÖÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÛÖɯÚÛÈàɯÏÐÚɯÏÖ×ÌɯÈÕËɯ

courage. His talent, they said, lay in the direction of architec ture - here, indeed, was 

architecture enough to stare at all day long, and wonderful gardens to sit in, and great 

galleries to visit.  

 

* * * * * 

 

3ÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÏÈÚɯÞÙÐÛÛÌÕɯÈÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÓÌÕÎÛÏɯÐÕɯMein Kampf upon art.  

 

(ÛɯÐÚɯØÜÐÛÌɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯadheres in his taste to the strictly academic in 

×ÈÐÕÛÐÕÎȭɯ 'Ìɯ ÏÈÚɯ ÕÖɯ ÚàÔ×ÈÛÏàɯ ÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯ ÍÖÙɯ Ɂ!ÖÓÚÏÌÝÐÚÔɯ ÐÕɯ ÈÙÛɂɯ Éàɯ ÞÏÐÊÏɯ ÏÌɯ

designates its modern post-War tendencies. This fact may certainly be ascribed to the 

impressions he received at this period in Vienna from his wanderings at a loose end 

through the great collections there. In the Historical Museum of Art he could follow 
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all that is finest in painting from the Italian Primitives down to the great Dutch 

landscapists of the seventeenth century, and at last to Velasquez. 

 

It would require m ÖÙÌɯÚ×ÈÊÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÐÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÐÛÌÙɀÚɯËÐÚ×ÖÚÈÓɯÛÖɯÖÍÍÌÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÕàɯÕÖÛÌÚɯ

on the reaction of German and Austrian art over the turn of the century to the influence 

of the various new schools in Paris which were already developed far ahead of those 

in any other country, and which had already laid the foundations for those wildest 

departures from the accepted (the academic), which only really soared into complete 

incomprehensibility after the Great War.  

 

Had Adolf succeeded in passing the august Renaissance portals of the Art 

Academy in Vienna, it is possible he might have viewed some of the expressions of 

con-temporary art with the insight which only comes of technical artistic training, and 

of interest in technical artistic problem s. For although the first decade of the twentieth 

ÊÌÕÛÜÙàɯÞÈÚɯÔÈÙÒÌËɯÉàɯÕÖɯ×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙɯɁÐÚÔɂɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÙÛɯÓÐÍÌɯÖÍɯ5ÐÌÕÕÈȮɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÜËÌÕÛÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯ

were yet quite free to follow the dictates of their own inspiration, to make their own 

incursions into the unknown and  as yet unattempted. 

 

As it was, AdÖÓÍɯ 'ÐÛÓÌÙɯ ÙÌÔÈÐÕÌËɯ ÖÜÛÚÐËÌȮɯ ÈÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ %ĹÏÙÌÙɯ ÔÈàɯ ÙÌÔÈÐÕɯ Èɯ

ɁÎÙÖÜÕËÓÐÕÎȭɂɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔÚɯÖÍɯÈÙÛɯÈÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÌßÌÙÊÐÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÌËÜÓÐÛàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɯÈÕËɯ

the ingenuity of the critics today as they exercised both perhaps a decade ago. The 

%ĹÏÙÌÙɯ ÐÕɯMein Kampf has delivered himself of an indictment of extravagance, 

decadence and insanity in painting, not so much as an artist as a moralist. He does not 

like the type of mentality expressed by that art which has thrown overboard all the 

aspiration and the technique of the painting he saw as a boy in Vienna. He hopes little 

from modernism in art as an educative factor in the life of the sound nation. There will 

be hundreds of people who can endorse his forceful pages on painting, who cannot, 

perhaps, see eye to eye with him on all other matters. 

 

As we shall have occasion to relate later on, Adolf by no means abandoned his 

drawing after the rebuff he received on his arrival in Vienna. He persevered with his 

pencil, confining himself almost exclusively to architectural subjects, and attained 

sufficient proficiency to fall back upon this sort of work for a living when all else failed. 

During the War he had done some sketching in the trenches. Some of his things are 

likely to be seen in the Brown House at Munich today.  

 

The late Professor Troost designed the Brown House after a rough design and 

×ÓÈÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÜËÐÖɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÈÙÛÐÚÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÉÌÛÖÖÒɯ

himself in later years when affairs of State permitted. Hi tler personally drew the plans 

for the variou s alterations which became necessary at the Berghof (his country place 

near Munich) after his assumption of office. He is still keen about architecture and 

building, notwithstanding the immense press of affairs which otherwise occupy his 

time and attention . His artistic talent lies chiefly in this direction. Instead of becoming 
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an architect in bricks and mortar, however, he has become the architect of rebuilt 

Germany. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Wandering about Vienna, wondering  what on earth he was to do, penniless and 

alone, Adolf noticed that everywhere building seemed to be going on. Enormous 

palaces were in course of construction all over the city. It occurred to him one day in 

some such busy spot to beard the foreman and ask to be taken on, bricklayer, mortar 

mixer, hod carrier - anything - for a daily wage. The foreman eyed him over, bethought 

himself a moment, then with a nod assented. 

 

There could not have been much unemployment in Vienna at that date. Adolf, at 

any rate, was fixed up for a while. They took him on a s a day labourer, liable any time 

to dismissal, and paid him scarcely enough to keep body and soul together. It was a 

mere pittance. He found a lodging, but a pretty wretched one, in a dim, damp, sunless 

hovel, shared with a work -mate at the back of a cellar used as a dwelling-place. The 

work was hard, and for five solid years Hitler never knew what it was not to go 

hungry, daily.  

 

The story of these years in Vienna has been more fully and more biographically 

recounted in the Kampf than anything preceding t ÏÌÔȭɯ3ÖɯÔÈÕàɯÚÛÜËÌÕÛÚɯÖÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ

life they are the most significant of all. It was in Vienna, in constant need and poverty, 

losing a job as soon as finding it, rubbing shoulders with want and vice and misery in  

every form, having endless political wrangle s with fellow -workmen, none too friendly 

disposed towards one, somewhat hard of persuasion, tramping the streets, observant 

of all who passed - that Adolf Hitler sensibly or insensibly laid the foundations for a ll 

his future thinking, study, and activity.  

 

Still a lad in his teens, he had these hard times to pass in the school of adversity. 

As a result he laid it down afterwards in one of the stressed passages in his book that 

the Social Problem must be tackled from below and not from above. That is the dic tum 

of the man who has been through the mill, not of the theoretical economist.  

 

His mind was acutely busy, taking in every problem that presented itself, from 

the problem of the despairing woman who on pay day fails to wring a coin from the 

still more despairing and therefore drunken father of her starving children, to the most 

philosophical problems of impossible political expediencies. The Vienna of that time 

furnished an extraordinarily strong and analyti cal young mind with an amazing 

human phantasmagoria upon which to exercise itself Hitler confronted, as a boy of 

ÚÐßÛÌÌÕɯÈÕËɯÚÌÝÌÕÛÌÌÕȮɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÙËÐÈÕɯÒÕÖÛÚɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÈÚɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÈÕËɯ"ÏÈÕÊÌÓÓÖÙɯÏÌɯÊÜÛÚɯ

without further ado. But it was as that boy under twenty that h is decisions were 

reached how these things were each and severally to be dealt with. 
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He came face to face with Communism, Marxism, Jewdom, with Capital and 

Labour, with problems of race deterioration, immorality and disease, and instead of 

accepting the proffered panacea of any already existing theories of betterment, he 

smashed, as it were, every one of these hard stones to powder in the powerful machine 

of his own thought, and began afresh, from the very beginning and with very far -

reaching vision, to bu ild up in his own mind the entire State afresh as  a State fit for 

decent human beings to live in. 

 

He tells of a discussion, one day, on a scaffolding high up on one of the palaces 

of Vienna, between himself and some Communist fellow -workmen. The young Hit ler 

had not yet made up his mind as to his own po litical creed. The Communists were 

impatient and offered him the alternative of joining their lot or of being summarily 

stood off the job. It was in the midday pause: they had been arguing and munching 

bread on the scaffolding. 

 

When the hour struck for tu ÙÕÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÈÎÈÐÕɯàÖÜÕÎɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÍÖÜÕËɯÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯ

ÈÕàɯÔÖÙÌȭɯ3ÏÌɯÍÖÙÌÔÈÕɯËÐÚÔÐÚÚÌËɯÏÐÔȱɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÕÖÛɯ×ÌÙÚÜÈËÌɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ

Marxist mates of his were in the right of it. Merely, so far, from observation , it seemed 

to him that the Marxist theory offere d a paradise quite impractical in reality; he had 

no sympathy with its anti -religious side, and no faith in its message to the working 

man. 

 

So things went from worse to worse. Presently he could no longer afford to share 

the hovel behind the cellar. He crept at night into some more or less sheltered corner 

of a courtyard or alley in any one of the narrow streets in the older quarter of the city, 

ÐÍɯÈÕàɯÚÜÊÏɯÚ×ÖÛɯÊÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÚÏÌÓÛÌÙÌËɯÐÕɯÕÖÛÖÙÐÖÜÚÓàɯɁÞÐÕËàɯ5ÐÌÕÕÈȭɂɯ'ÐÚɯÚÓÌÌ×Ȯɯ

there, on the cold hard ground, was broken by the noises of the town and by the sound 

of distant military music in the cafes and the parks.  

 

By day the gorgeous panorama of the gay and polished life of the great Viennese 

thoroughfares of pleasure offered itself to his moody contempl ation. He contrasted not 

only his own wretched lot and hopeless outlook with that of the bespangled men and 

women of the Graben, the Kaerntnerstrasse, the Ring, but the lot of the hundreds, nay, 

thousands of others in like cases with himself. Instead of dr iving Hitler into the ranks 

of the Reds, the spectacle had the opposite effect upon him. He believed that the 

ÏÐËÌÖÜÚɯÊÖÕÛÙÈÚÛɯÏÌɯÚÈÞɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÙÐÊÏɯÈÕËɯ×ÖÖÙɯÐÕɯ5ÐÌÕÕÈɯÞÈÚɯËÜÌɯÛÖɯɁ,ÈÙßÐÚÔÜÚɂɯ- a 

radical (and later on he came to believe it was a purposeful) misdirecting of the 

proletariat.  

 

From time to time he got a job. But sooner or later the question was sure to crop 

Ü×ɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÑÖÐÕɯÈɯ6ÖÙÒÌÙÚɀɯ4ÕÐÖÕȭɯ(ÛɯÚ×ÌÈÒÚɯÝÖÓÜÔÌÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯàÖÜÕÎɯÔÈÕɀÚɯ

conscientiousness, that in spite of the inevitable consequence of refusal, he was 
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immensely chary of committing himself. He always got involved in the lunch hour in 

hot political discussion with his mates. He braced himself to refute such postulates as 

ÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯɁ-ÈÛÐÖÕɂɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÜÛɯÈɯÊÖÕÊÌ×ÛɯÐÕÝÌÕÛÌËɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÈËvantage of the ruling 

ÊÓÈÚÚÌÚȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯɁ+ÈÞɂɯÞÈÚɯÖÕÓàɯÈɯÔÌÈÕÚɯÖÍɯÖ××ÙÌÚÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÖÙȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯɁ2ÊÏÖÖÓɂɯÞÈÚɯ

ÈɯÚàÚÛÌÔɯÖÍɯ×ÜÕÐÚÏÔÌÕÛȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯɁ1ÌÓÐÎÐÖÕȮɂɯÈÕËɯɁ,ÖÙÈÓÐÛàɂɯÖÕÓàɯÈÔÖÜÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯÈÕɯ

opiate for the common folk.  

 

It was all new and strange to him, sin ce hitherto he had heard nothing of Karl 

Marx and his theories, or of the system of Trade Unions. These debates helped him to 

hammer out his own ideas on the hard anvil of theses utterly repugnant to his per sonal 

sense and feeling. He began now to distinguish between the different party 

programmes of the time, but viewed them each and every one with reserve and 

criticism. For one thing, he distrusted the universal vote of the Social Democrats to 

better the state of things just as profoundly as he distrusted Communism.  

 

We get the impression of a fearfully serious and responsible-minded young man 

debating these things as youths of his age in England might debate the chances of the 

cup-tie. Undernourished and wr etchedly clothed, there was nothing he could affo rd 

by way of interest in life except these wordy arguments - no fun, no recreation, no 

friendships, - no girls. As soon as it appeared to him demonstrable that the Trade 

4ÕÐÖÕÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÖÖÓÚɯÖÍɯɁ,ÈÙßÐÚÔÜÚȮɂɯÏÌɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÈÉÚÖÓÜÛÌÓàɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯ

them. It was no use bothering him to join any such thing.  

 

Ɂ ÓÓɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɯÛÏÌÕȮɂɯÏÐÚɯÔÈÛÌÚɯÞÖÜÓËɯÎÙÌÌÛɯÏÐÔɯÈÚɯhe turned up at work next day, 

ɁàÖÜɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÑÖÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÈÚÚ-ÊÖÕÚÊÐÖÜÚɯ6ÖÙÒÌÙÚɀɯ%ÙÖÕÛȳɯ- 8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯÛÙÈÐÛÖÙȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÖÕÓàɯÚÏÖÙÛɯ

shrift for the likes of you. You caÕɯÊÓÌÈÙɂ 

 

Once an older man, sorry for the youth, mumbled in his ear as he turned to go: 

 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌ ÜÚÌȳɯ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖɯÎÖÖËɯÏÖÓËÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯȿÌÔȭɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÑÖÙÐÛàȮɯ

they are - 8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯàÖÜÙɯÎÙÜÉɯÛÖɯÌÈÙÕȭɂ 

 

Out on the streets again. Adolf found a queer shelter in the lamproom of a sort 

ÖÍɯÓÈÉÖÜÙÌÙÚɀɯÉÈÙÙÈÊÒÚȭɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÙÖÓÓɯÜ×ɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÔÖÕÎɯÈɯÊÖÓÓÌÊÛÐÖÕ of indescribable 

lumber, and, sleepless in the dirt and fetid air breathed over and over again by a 

number of wretched companions in the night, cudgel his  brains as to the outlook. Not 

the least of his misery came from neighbouring sounds of children cryi ng and of a wife 

being beaten by her drunken husband. 

 

Everything around him, especially this screaming and these blows, convinced 

him that these were the consequences and the victims of a teaching criminally false in 

essence. In the reek and dirt of that ×ÓÈÊÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯàÖÜÛÏÍÜÓɯÙÌÚÖÓÜÛÐÖÕɯÏÈÙËÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÍÐÎÏÛɯ

Ɂ,ÈÙßÐÚÔÜÚɂɯÛÖÖÛÏɯÈÕËɯÕÈÐÓȭ 
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But, meanwhile, for himself something else must be tried. Two years of th ese 

experiences had sufficed to make if clear that there was no place for him as an unskilled 

workman and a political free thinker in the ranks of Viennese labour.  

 

He harked back to his old love - drawing. In spite of the death blow to his artistic 

ambiti ons with which he had been greeted on arrival in the capital, Adolf felt that this 

after all offered the only way out of his difficulties. He scraped together somehow or 

ÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÍÌÞɯ&ÙÖÚÊÏÌÕɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàɯÛÖɯÉÜàɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÌÚÚÌÕÛÐÈÓɯÛÖÖÓÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÖÙɯ×ÈÐÕÛÌÙɀÚ 

trade, and hit on a fourth -story attic in a third -class lodging house by way of a studio.  

 

%ÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÚÛÙÜÎÎÓÐÕÎȮɯÚÈÝÐÕÎȮɯÚÛÈÙÝÐÕÎȮɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯàÌÈÙÚɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÓÐÍÌɯ

took on a strange complexion. His was not the picturesque and harrowing story of the 

garret artist living on the flame of his own unrecognised genius with which we a re so 

familiar. What sketches he made, he sold, and so managed to live, but neither his talent 

nor his market led to much. His interest in politics, so rudely awakened, rea lly 

coloured all this period. Now that he had time to read, he read, he studied! He laid 

hands on every pamphlet, paper, book or manifesto going which might throw light for 

him on the theories and principles by which the working lives of his former associa tes 

were determined, and to whose ruthlessness his own experience bore witness. 

 

HitÓÌÙɀÚɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÚÛÜËàɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÛÜËÐÖɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÐÕɯÈɯ5ÐÌÕÕÌÚÌɯÈÛÛÐÊȭ 

 

And then something else attracted his attention, infinitely far -reaching in its 

consequences. 

 

Prior to his arrival in Vienna Adolf Hitler had never seen a Jew. In Vienna at th at 

time, however, out of a population of some 1,364,500 inhabitants, 118,000 were Jews. 

One of their synagogues, a brick building in Moorish style, stood in the Tempelgasse, 

not far from the great Praterstrasse, and in the same Bezirk or quarter of the city, 

Leopoldstadt, was to be found the synagogue of the Turkish Jews. 

 

It was the odd appearance of a passer-by in his gaberdine caftan which arrested 

ÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɯàÖÜÛÏɀÚɯÌàÌ. He was standing looking in a bookshop window at the 

moment. Was this tall black fi gure with the sharp black eyes and queer locks pendant 

on either side of the face a Jew? Well, then, what was a Jew? Was a Jew a German? 

 

In Linz there had been but few, and these so indistinguishable from the rest of 

the townsfolk that Adolf knew no other  distinction than that they professed a different 

religion. That they had often been oppressed and persecuted on account of this was 

also within his knowledge, and the fact  was capable of calling up his sympathies. He 

thought such a thing as Jew-baiting wa s barbarous. The sudden encounter with this 
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Rabbi gave a new turn to his all-devouring political curiosity, and he determined, next, 

to study some of the anti-Jewish literature disseminated by the anti -Semite Party. 

 

All the time it hardly satisfied him. H e saw in it mere propaganda. Only later 

ÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯɁ)ÜËÌÕÍÙÈÎÌɂɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÐËÌÕÛÐÍÐÌËɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÔÐÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯɁ,ÈÙßÐÚÔÜÚȮɯɁÈÉÖÜÛɯ

which it was already fully made up, did he devel op that attitude towards the Jews 

which it has been so particularly hard for English  people to understand. 

 

Those who have had no occasion to study the long-standing question of anti -

Semitism in Europe, and to whom the Jewish question as it may present itself in 

England presents no particularly urgent or dangerous features, must turn to t he pages 

of Mein Kampf ÛÖɯÓÌÈÙÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÈÚÖÕÚɯÍÖÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÏÈÛÙÌËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÊÏÐÕÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ)ÌÞÚɯ

in Germany. As a youth he had opportunity enough for observations on this he ad in 

Vienna. 

 

The first unpleasant discovery he made was that most of the pornography to be 

observed in the book shops, photo-shops, films, etc. etc. (And Vienna could rival Paris 

in this respect), in nine cases out of ten issued from Jewish sources. He turned his 

attention to the Viennese press, and from respect and admiration passed to contempt 

for the venality and partisanship. He pursued his solitary and brooding studies and 

enquiries, as the questions arising out of these observations assumed ever more and 

more importance for his comprehension of the Social-Democratic system which 

appeared to be responsible for much that struck him as politically iniquitous. He traced 

everything ultimately to Marxismus, and Marxismus itself to Jewish support and 

sponsorship.  

 

The National -Socialist case against the Jews has been set forth lucidly enough 

over and over again. It has received much attention abroad at the hands of friendly or 

unfriendly exponents of the Third Reich. It would serve little purpose to cover th e 

ground again here, especially as we have only to do with those interests of the young 

Hitler in Vienna, which had so great a share in the formation of his political ideas. It 

was in these years of bitterness and poverty he came to hate the Jew for his financial 

stranglehold on all classes of the population, and for the cosmopolitan and 

materialistic influence he exercised, fatal to the existence of a healthy national growth 

and sentiment. 

 

Even after the drastic steps recently taken to reduce the number of Jews in 

Germany and to curtail the disproportionate activity in every sph ere of German life, a 

high percentage of the Jewish population of the Reich still remain. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÈÔɯÈÕɯÌß-2ÌÙÝÐÊÌɯÔÈÕȮɂɯÈɯ)ÌÞɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯÙÌÊÌÕÛÓàɯÛÖÓËɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÐÛÌÙȮɯɁÈÕËɯÈɯÚÛÙÐÊÛÓàɯ

orthod ox Hebrew. But I have all the rights of a German because I fought in the War. 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÐÚɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÜÚɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÐÚɯÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÚɯÈÕàÉÖËàɯÊÈÕɯÉÌȭɂɯ3ÏÐÚɯÌß-soldier is in fact actually 
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ÓÐÝÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÈɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÖÕÊÌɯÖÊÊÜ×ÐÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÌÐÎÏÛɯàÌÈÙÚȭɯ'ÌɯÚÏÖÞÌËɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÐÛÌÙ 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÙÖÖÔȮɯÈÕËɯÚ×ÖÒÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÔɯÞÐÛÏɯÌßÛÙÈÖÙËÐÕÈÙàɯÈ××ÙÌÊÐÈÛÐÖÕȭɯɁ'ÌɯËÐËɯÔore for his 

×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÈÕàɯÔÈÕɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÏÐÔɯÏÈÚɯËÖÕÌȮɂɯÏÌɯÖÉÚÌÙÝÌËȮɯɁÈÕËɯÔÈËÌɯÈɯÍÈÝÖÜÙÈÉÓÌɯ

exception for all of us ex-2ÌÙÝÐÊÌɯ)ÌÞÚȭɯ6ÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÍÌÈÙȮɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÖËÈàȭɂ 

 

The idea of the present book is far more to offer a human picture of the %ĹÏÙÌÙȮɯ

than to make any further contributions (from the Nazi standpoint or any other) on 

matters which are looked upon outside the Reich as highly contentious. But should the 

reader, especially the English reader, desire to arrive at some real under-standing of 

the grounds upon which Adolf Hitler as a young open -minded man, new to the 

Ɂ)ÜËÌÕÍÙÈÎÌɂɯÐÕɯÈÓÓɯÐÛÚɯÈÚ×ÌÊÛÚȮɯÊÖÕÊÌÐÝÌËɯÚÖɯËÌÌ×ɯÈɯÏÈÛÙÌËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ)ÌÞÐÚÛɯÙÈÊÌȮɯÏÌɯÊÈÕÕÖÛɯ

do better than spend the inside of five minutes over a statement of the case against the 

Jews in Austria and in Vienna which precedes Nazi sources altogether. 

 

It was written, in fact, just about the very time Hitler first turned his attention to 

the question. In The Modern Jew, by Arnold White (Heinemann, 1899), two works are 

quoted whic h put the matter in a nutshell, and put it beyond dispute, the Antisemiten 

Katechismus of Theodor Fritsch, and Die Judenfrage in Oesterreich, by Gremieux. 

 

It was not Hitler who discovered that ɁÛÏÌɯ)ÌÞÚȱɯÍÖÙÔɯÐÕɯÙÌÈÓÐÛàɯÈɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÈÕËɯ

ÊÖÔÔÌÙÊÐÈÓɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕàȱ which aims at the subjugation and exploitation of non -Jewish 

×ÌÖ×ÓÌÚȱɯ!àɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÈÊÛÐÊÌɯÖÍɯÜÚÜÙàɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈÝÌɯÊÖÔ×ÓÌÛÌÓàɯÙÜÐÕÌËɯÔÈÕàȱɯÈÕËɯÉàɯ

dishonourable means and secret cooperation have so undermined established trades 

and industries, and have got so many branches of business into their own hands that 

honest non-)ÌÞÐÚÏɯÛÙÈËÌÚÔÌÕɯÊÈÕɯÚÊÈÙÊÌÓàɯÙÌÔÈÐÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÕàɯÓÖÕÎÌÙȭɂ 

 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɯËÐÚÊÖÝÌÙÌËȮɯÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÙÜÛÏȮɯɁÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈÝÌɯÖÉÛÈÐÕÌËɯ×ÖÚÚÌÚÚÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

×ÜÉÓÐÊɯ ×ÙÌÚÚɯ ÈÕËɯ ÜÚÌɯ ÐÛɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÛÏÌÐÙɯ ÖÞÕɯ ×ÜÙ×ÖÚÌÚȭɂɯ $ÝÌÕɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÖÉÚÌrvations about 

pornography and prostitution were not wrongfully ascribed. The contemporary 

ÐÕËÐÊÛÔÌÕÛɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌÚȯɯɁ.ÕÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÊÈÙÊÌÓàɯÈÚÚÌÙÛɯÛÖÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÐÍɯÖÕÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ

majority of unfortunate girls who form the prostitutes of the larger towns have fallen  

ÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯ)ÌÞÐÚÏɯËÌ×ÙÈÝÐÛàȯɯÈÓÚÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÕÖÛÖÙÐÖÜÚɯȿÎÐÙÓ-ÊÖÔÔÌÙÊÌɀɯÞÐÓÓɯÚÖÖÕɯÉÌɯÊÈÙÙÐÌËɯ

ÖÕɯÌßÊÓÜÚÐÝÌÓàɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ)ÌÞÚȭɂ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÛÙÖÜÉÓÌȮɂɯÊÖÔÔÌÕÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÈÜÛÏÖÙȮɯɁÎÙÖÞÚɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯàÌÈÙÚɯÙÖÓÓɯÉàȮɯÈÕd 

the time is not far distant when Jewish ascendency in Austri a will bring new forces of 

ÙÌÚÐÚÛÈÕÊÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÉÌÐÕÎȭɂ 

 

* * * * * 

 

On the western side of the Ring in Vienna, facing the Volksgarten, itself part of 

the gardens of the Imperial Palace, stand the Houses of Parliament. The curving sweep 

of a broad approach leads to a fine Greek portico, with fluted columns and majestic 
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tymp anum above. The Chamber of Deputies on the left and the Upper House on the 

right form two independent buildings adorned with marble  statuary and basreliefs 

and great bronze quadrigae. 

 

Adolf Hitler, out of a job, came here, pencil in hand, to distract his thoughts with 

the problem of these classic and dignified perspectives. It was a great change of subject 

from the wonderful Gothic o Íɯ2Ûȭɯ2ÛÌ×ÏÌÕɀÚɯÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÌÌÙÍÜÓɯÉÈÙÖØÜÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ/ÐÎÛÈÐÓ2 

Period represented in the old Rathhaus in the Wipplingerstrasse. But as the young 

ÔÈÕɀÚɯ×ÙÌÖÊÊÜ×ÈÛÐÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÐËÌÈÚɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÈÊÊÖÜÕÛɯÍÖÙɯÔÖÙÌɯÈÕËɯÔÖÙÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯ

time, he found himself rather concerned with what might be going on within the 

Parliament House than with its exterior attractions.  

 

One day, in fact, he essayed to enter the peristyle. A functionary enquired his 

business. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙɯÈɯËÌÉÈÛÌȮɂɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯɁÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓȭɂ 

 

Ɂ8ÖÜ ÊÈÕɀÛɯÎÖɯÐÕɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÈɯÛÐÊÒÌÛȮɂɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯÐÕËÐÊÈÛÐÕÎɯÈɯÕÖÛÐÊÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯ

ÌÍÍÌÊÛȮɯɁàÖÜɯÔÜÚÛɯÖÉÛÈÐÕɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȭɂ 

 

So that was that! Hitler departed, bought his ticket and turned up promptly on 

the morrow, full of interest respect and anticipation . This was a tremendous occasion 

for him, actually to be going to witness some thing of history in the making.  

 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÍÐÕË ÈɯÚÌÈÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ2ÌÊÖÕËɯ&ÈÓÓÌÙàȮɂɯÏÌɯÞÈÚȭɯÛÖÓËȮɯÈÕËɯÜ×ɯÏÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÏÐÚɯÞÈàȭɯ

Along a corridor with endless doors, on the one side he went.  Opening one of these 

with noiseless care, he peeped within. Yes this seemed to be it, all right - this was the 

Second Gallery. Hitler went down a steep little gangway and insinuated himself into 

the first vacant seat which offered itself without inconveni ÌÕÊÌɯÛÖɯÈÕàÉÖËàȱ 

 

But, after all, was this the right place? Things seemed rather odd. Down there in 

the Chamber people were jostling each other in the most unruly sort of groups, 

ÚÏÖÜÛÐÕÎȮɯÓÈÜÎÏÐÕÎȮɯÑÖÒÐÕÎȮɯÎÌÚÛÐÊÜÓÈÛÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÈÕɯÌßÊÐÛÌËɯÔÖÉɯÖÕɯɀ"ÏÈÕÎÌȭɯ ÓÓ was 

inattention and confusion. It took the astonished young man quite a few moments 

before he was able to distinguish that somebody actually seemed to be addressing the 

House! A Member occupied the Rostrum and was short -sightedly reading from a 

paper held close to his face, while his right arm made sundry gestures by way of 

emphasis and accompaniment. Only by this token, however, could it possibly be 

supposed that he was speaking! No one took the remotest notice. 

 

 
2 9Ö×ÍáÌÐÛȮɯ ÕÎÓÐÊõɯ&ÌÖÙÎÐÈÕȭ 
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The universal uproar around suggested noth ing so much as an annual fair. Then 

suddenly the Member finished: stuck his speech in a case, and came down the few 

steps which led from the Presidium to the floor. A few of his partisans, apparently, 

chancing to notice the fact, applauded perfunctorily. W hereupon an extraordinary 

individual, half -hidden behind stacks of books and papers, rose up behind the 

Rostrum and rang a delirious little bell for silence.  

 

For the space of a moment the universal cachinnation died down; a few heads 

were turned in the di rection whence the new noise came. A second Member sprang 

up the steps, two at a time, and burst into a flood of extempore speech. Hitler could 

not understand a word of it. Then it suddenly occurred to him - ÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕȭɯ

This was some Slavonic tonguÌȵɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯËÌÜÊÌɯÐÚɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÈÉÖÜÛȳɂɯÏÌɯÞÖÕËÌÙÌËȮɯɁÈÕËɯ

ÏÖÞÌÝÌÙɯÔÈÕàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÍÖÓÓÖÞɯÏÐÔȳɂ 

 

Hitler had scarcely been sitting in the Second Gallery an hour before he 

discovered that here in the Austrian Parliament were represented four or five 

nationalities, no Member of which understood a word of what the others in turn might 

chance to orate about. Now it was a Czech speaking, now a Ruthenian, now a Serb, 

now a Croatian, and none but the Czechs, Ruthenians, Serbs or Croatians in the House 

understood each orator in turn.  

 

The speeches were punctuated by wild outcries of approval or disapproval as the 

case might be from the parties concerned. Not infrequently a hand -to-hand fight 

seemed imminent, when the piercing clamour of the little bell did what it could to call 

the House to order. Whereupon the speaker would resume, and again work himself 

up to oratorical frenzy, when the c hance passing of a German Member across the floor 

would provide an opportune diversion.  

 

(ÕÊÐÛÌËɯÛÖɯÍÜÙàȮɯÌÝÌÙàɯÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÌÈÒÌÙɀÚɯ×arty would precipitate himself 

upon the offender, and the next instant the whole Chamber would be involved in a 

ding -dong fight. A bundle of papers, accurately flung, landed bang in the honourable 

ÈÕËɯ ÎÈÓÓÈÕÛɯ ,ÌÔÉÌÙɀÚɯ ÍÈÊÌȮɯ ÞÏÌÙÌÜ×ÖÕɯ ÏÌɯ ÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌÓàɯ ÊÖÓÓÈ×Úed. The German 

delegates got together and hung together, and made common cause against the rest of 

the heterogeneous assembly. Whatever could be seized and used as a weapon was 

snatched up and flung or banged or whacked or transformed into some wildly 

launched projectile. 

3ÏÌɯËÐÕɯÞÈßÌËɯÐÕËÌÚÊÙÐÉÈÉÓÌȭɯ.ÕÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÌÈÙɯÖÕÌÚÌÓÍɯÚ×ÌÈÒȭɯ.ÕÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯ

hear the frenzied bell however desperately it was plied by the man behind the 

Rostrum. This individual suddenly gave up - grabbed his portfolio - and shot off out 

of a side door. Next thing the astonished onlooker knew was that the various 

international scrums going on all over  the floor of the House seemed to come unstuck, 

and a general rush ensued towards the exits. 

 



 
- 31 - 

Horrified and amazed Hitler turned to a nei ghbour in the gallery and ventured 

to enquire if this was the conclusion of the sitting.  

 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯÕÖȮɂɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËɯÐÕËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛÓàȮɯȹÐÛɀÚɯÖÕÓàɯÈÕɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÈÓȭɯɁ'ÌɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯ

consider things quite in order.  

 

Presently, to be sure, the Members came trooping jack, heralded by the President 

who himself, this time, vas busy with the bell, very self -assured and bland. Few of the 

Deputies came down into the Chamber and duly seated themselves. Then one of them, 

ÈɯÛÈÓÓȮɯÛÏÐÕɯÔÈÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯËÙàɯÚÈÝÈÕÛɀÚɯÍÈÊÌȮɯÙÖÚÌɯÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏ dignity ascended the Rostrum. 

Here and there the Members prepared to listen, many individuals dotted about in 

singular isolation.  

 

The speech had to do with Agriculture - mainly. It dragged its length along all 

pretence was gradually abandoned of paying i t any sort of attention. The Deputies 

foregathered in knots to talk, or sat reading the newspaper, or scribbled letters. Only 

ÛÏÌɯÚ×ÌÈÒÌÙɀÚɯÈËÏÌÙÌÕÛÚɯÔÈËÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÓÐÎÏÛÌÚÛɯÚÏÖÞɯÖÍɯÚÜ××ÖÙÛÐÕÎɯÏÐÔȭɯ3ÏÌɯÔÈÑÖÙÐÛàɯÖÍɯ

the House had departed to the restaurant and was refreshing itself after the previous 

ÌßÊÐÛÐÕÎɯ×ÈÚÚÈÎÌȱ 

 

Adolf Hitler, up in the second gallery, had had enough!  

 

To the serious-minded young man who had come here, full of respect, for a sort 

of object lesson at first hand in the working of that grand id ea, the parliamentary 

system, the scene he had witnessed was neither Laughable nor despicable. It was 

tragic. Hitl er had already read everything upon which he could lay his hands about 

the English parliamentary system, and he had come to the Houses of Parliament that 

day with his head full of fine political theory. What he saw seemed to bear it out in no 

single jot or tittle.  

 

'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÓÈÜÎÏȵɯ1ÈÛÏÌÙɯÏÌɯÞÌÕÛɯËÖÞÕɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÌÛÚɯÖÍɯ5ÐÌÕÕÈɯÖÕÊÌɯÔÖÙÌɯ

sick with incredulous dis -appointment. He retreated to h is studious attic and turned 

to his books again, and wrestled week after week with the tough problem of the wide 

discrepancy between theory and practice. He took to haunting the Parliament, massing 

ÞÏÖÓÌɯÏÖÜÙÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÚÛÌÕÌÙÚɀɯÎÈÓÓÌÙàȮɯÓÖÈÛÏɯÛÖɯÊÙÌËÐÛɯÛÏÈt the shocking impression he 

had at first received; here was anything but transitory and accidental. Such a 

conclusion, however, could not be sustained. The Austrian Parliament continually 

displayed itself to him in the light of an irrational beer garden.  

 

Hitler has said of himself that his impression one strongly recorded, his judgment 

once clearly formed he never went back on it. This chaotic and ridiculous Austrian 

assembly certainly had a decisive and fail reaching effect upon his earnest and 

searching mine It did much at its own date and in its own way to help Hitler to form 
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the idea of the responsible individuals as Leader as contrasted with a contradictory, 

irresponsible and incapable majority.  

 

In such adventures, such hardships, and such studies five years went by for 

Hitler in Vienna, two years a casual labourer, and three years as starveling painter 

They had been years of grinding poverty, but of rich experience. He had come thither 

as a mere youth He was to leave the city a grave-minded man. These years in Vienna 

are looked upon as the formative year in his life, the most significant for all that was 

to come. 

 

+ÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒɯÜ×ÖÕɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÓÈÛÌÙȮɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÏÈÚɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÐÛàɯÍÖÙɯ

changing conclusions arrived a during that time. He left Vienna at last in despair of 

making good there, and turned his face to Munich instead. A confirmed enemy of 

Marxism, and of the Jews, he had as yet no idea of politics as a career. He does not 

seem to have considered himself in such a role at all. He was devoted to his pencil and 

dependent on it He came to Munich seeking nothing but some sort of studio, and some 

fresh opportunity to dispose of hi unassuming artistic wares.  
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CHAPTER 3 

 

MUNICH  
 

 

ne sunny day, then, in the spring of the year 1912, Adolf Hitler arrived 

in Munich. He came down the steps of the Central Station with a 

delighted sense of having left Vienna. Here, rather, was the city of his 

choice, where everything German in him could expand and flourish! The speech of the 

streets sounded familiar to his ear; it was glorious to have got away from the hotch -

potch of Vienna and to find himself among the friendly cordial Bavarians. From that 

ËÈàɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÐÕËÌÌËȮɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯÏÈÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÖÍɯÈÓÓɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯÊÐÛÐÌÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɀÚɯÏÌÈÙÛȭ 

 

On that bright morning, the young man turned left at the Karlsplatz and 

×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÓàɯÊÈÔÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ*ġÕÐÎÚ×ÓÈÛáȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÌÕÖÙÔÖÜÚÓàɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɯ

On the one hand stood the column of the Glyptothek and on the other those of the 

Staatsgalerie, while the PÙÖ×àÓåÌÕɯÊÓÖÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÑÌÚÛÐÊɯÝÐÚÛÈȭ 

 

After a moment or two of absorbed admiration, he pursued his way up the broad 

Briennerstrasse, glancing about him right and left taking in every detail of the 

handsome street. At last, however, he found himself in th e Schleissheimerstrasse. At 

that time this was an unpretentious thoroughfare, somewhat narrow and without 

much traffic. On either side were rows of long grey lodging -houses with smallish 

shops on the ground floor. Hitler fetched up in front of one of these  li ttle windows on 

ÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÜÊÒɯÈɯÏÈÕËÞÙÐÛÛÌÕɯÕÖÛÐÊÌȮɯɁ%ÜÙÕÐÚÏÌËɯÙÖÖÔÚɯÛÖɯÓÌÛɯÛÖɯÙÌÚ×ÌÊÛÈÉÓÌɯÔÈÕȭɂɯ

ȹɁ ÕɯÚÖÓÐËÌÕɯ'ÌÙÙÕɯÔġÉÓÐÌÙÛÌÚɯ9ÐÔÔÌÙɯáÜɯÝÌÙÔÐÌÛÌÕȭɂȺɯ)ÜÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÏÌɀË thought, 

for him! He glanced again at the shop window. It was that of a master t ailor rejoicing 

in the name of Popp. Quickly making up his mind, Hitler opened the door of the house 

and clambered his way up the dark and narrow staircase until he came to the third 

floor, where, apparently, was this room to let.  

 

Frau Popp herself loves to tell the tale to this day. 

 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯ(ɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÞÌÙÌɯàÌÚÛÌÙËÈàȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÍÐÕÌɯ2ÜÕËÈàɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯÐÕɯ

springtime, 1912, when somebody knocked and I went to open the door. A young man 

ÚÛÖÖËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËɯÏÌɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÔɯÞÌɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÓÌÛȭ So I showed it to him. It 

ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÚÖɯÞÌÓÓɯÍÜÙÕÐÚÏÌËɯÛÏÌÕɯÈÚɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÕÖÞȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÖÕÓàɯÛÏÌɯÉÌËɯÐÕɯÐÛȮɯÈɯÛÈÉÓÌȮɯÈɯ

sofa and a chair. But those two oleographs still hanging on the wall were there then. 

The young man and I soon came to terms. He said it would do him all right, and paid 

a deposit. 

 

O 



 
- 34 - 

Ɂ(ɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯ(ɯÞÌÕÛɯÉÈÊÒɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÒÐÛÊÏÌÕɯÈÕËɯÛÖÓËɯÖÜÙɯ/Ì××ÐɯÈÕËɯÖÜÙɯ+ÐÌÚÌÓɯ- they 

were only eleven and seven then - ÕÖÛɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÕÖÐÚÌȮɯÞÌɀËɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÓÖËÎÌÙȭ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÓÈÛÌÙɯ(ɯÞÌÕÛɯÐÕɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÛÖɯÈÚÒɯÛÏÌɯàÖÜÕÎɯman to fill up his registration 

×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙÚȭɯ(ÕɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÈÛɯÊÙÈÔ×ÌËɯÏÈÕËÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÏÌɯÚÊÙÐÉÉÓÌËȯɯȿ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯ

 ÙÊÏÐÛÌÒÛÜÙÔÈÓÌÙɯÈÜÚɯ6ÐÌÕɀɯȹ ÙÊÏÐÛÌÊÛÜÙÈÓɯ×ÈÐÕÛÌÙɯÍÙÖÔɯ5ÐÌÕÕÈȺȭ 

 

Ɂ-ÌßÛɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯÔàɯ'ÌÙÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÌÕÛɯÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯÊÈÔÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÐÕɯÕÖɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕɯ

easel he had picked up somewhere. He began his painting straight away and stuck to 

his work for hours. In a couple of days I saw two lovely pictures finished and lying on 

the table, one of the Cathedral, and the other of the Theatinerkirche. After that my 

lodger used to go out early of a morning with his portfolio under his arm in search of 

customers. He generally visited the same set of people who got interested in his work 

and sometimes purchased his sketches. 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÏÌɯÚ×ÌÕÛɯÈɯÛÙÌÔÌÕËÖÜÚɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯÛÐÔÌȮɯÛÖÖȮɯÐn the State Library. He was always 

ÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÕÌÞɯÉÖÖÒÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɯ ÍÛÌÙɯÏÌɀËɯÚ×ÌÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÝÌÓÖÕÎɯËÈàɯÈÛɯÏÐÚɯ×ÈÐÕÛÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯ

ËÙÈÞÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯÈÓÓȮɯÏÌɀËɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÈÕËɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÚÐÛɯÜ×ɯÈÓÓɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÉÖÖÒÚȭɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÈɯ

look, too, what sort they were - all political stuf f and that, and how to go on in 

/ÈÙÓÐÈÔÌÕÛȵɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÖÜÛɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯËÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÜÊÏɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȮɯÈÕËɯÞÏàɯ

he bothered his head over them. 

 

Ɂ ÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÎÐÕÕÐÕÎɯÏÌɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÌÈÛɯÐÕɯÚÖÔÌɯÙÌÚÛÈÜÙÈÕÛɯÖÙɯÖÛÏÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌÕȮɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ

a week or two, he began bringing home a bit of sausage for dinner or a Nuss-Zopf (small 

white loaf). I supposed he had a bit of money put by somewhere. I know he must have 

pinched and scraped all that first year he was with us, and often got up hungry from 

table. He was very well behaved, and never thought of coming into my kitchen wh en 

ÏÌɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÈɯËÙÖ×ɯÖÍɯÞÈÛÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÚɯÛÌÈɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÒÕÖÊÒÐÕÎȭɯ(ɀËɯÏÖÓÓÌÙȮɯȿ"ÖÔÌɯÐÕȵɀɯ ÕËɯÏÌɀËɯ

Ö×ÌÕɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙɯÈÕËɯÚÈàȮɯȿ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÔÐÕËȳɀɯ/ÖÓÐÛÌɯÈÚɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭ 

 

Ɂ.ÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÞÌɯÚÈÐËɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÐÕɯÈÕËɯÚÐÛɯËÖÞÕȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÏÌɀËɯÈÚÒɯ

permission to make his tea. We saiËɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÈÕàɯÍÜÚÚȮɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÞÌÓÊÖÔÌɯ

any time, but he was always like that. I never in all my life knew such a good -mannered 

young man!  

 

Ɂ,àɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯÞÈÚɯÚÖÙÙàɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÔɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÛÐÕÛɯÏÐmself so hard, and more than 

once asked him to sit down and have a bite with us. But he never would, he never did. 

I liked that in him very much.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÞÌÌÒÚɯÞÖÜÓËɯÎÖɯÉàɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÉÜËÎÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

house. He just camped in his room like a hermit with his nose stuck in those thick, 

heavy books and worked and studied from morning to night.  
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Ɂ#ÜÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÛÞÖɯàÌÈÙÚɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÜÚɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÊÈÓÓɯÛÖɯÔÐÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯ

ever had a visitor. Only once in a while did he ever get a letter - from his sister who 

was married and lived in Vienna. Anyhow  I imagined that was who it was from. He 

never spoke of: having any relatives. 

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÈÚÒÌËɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÒÐÛÊÏÌÕɯÖÍɯÈÕɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÉÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÜÚɯÈɯ

bit. But he always excused himself veÙàɯÕÐÊÌÓàɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËɯÏÌɀËɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÒɯ.ÕÊÌȮɯ(ɯ

ÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙȮɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÖÜÛȯɯȿ'ÌÙÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÈÔÐÚÚȮɯÉÜÛɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÔÈÒÌɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍɯ

ÐÓÓɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÉÖÖÒÚɯÈÕËɯÒÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÙÌÈËÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÙÌÈËÐÕÎɯÈÚɯàÖÜɯËÖȵɯ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯ

ÙÌÈËÐÕÎɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯËÖɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜɯ×ÈÐÕÛÐÕÎȳɀɯ'ÐÛler got up and smiled, and took me by the 

arÔȮɯȿ#ÌÈÙɯ%ÙÈÜɯ/Ö××ȮɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿËÖÌÚɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÈÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌÓàɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ

ÖÍɯÜÚÌɯÛÖɯÏÐÔɯÐÕɯÓÐÍÌȳɀ 

 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓɯ- ÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÏÖÞɯÏÌɯÓÐÝÌËɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÜÚɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÛÞÖɯàÌÈÙÚȭɯ'ÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÊÏÈÕÎÌËɯ

his ways, painting all day, and studying, studying, studying all ev ening and night. 

Things seemed to look up a bit for him as time went on; he found a better market for 

his pictures. 

 

Ɂ ÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÊÈÔÌɯ ÜÎÜÚÛȮɯƕƝƕƘȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ6ÈÙȵɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÔɯÕÖÞȮɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜÕÎɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯ

standing showin g me the card he got from the Kabinettskanzlei letting him join the 

&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ ÙÔàȭɂɯȹ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÚɯÈÕɯ ÜÚÛÙÐÈÕɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÖÉÛÈÐÕɯÏÐÚɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÔÌÕÛɀÚɯ

permission to enlist in a Bavarian regiment .) 

 

Ɂ6ÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÙÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÏÌɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÈÕËɯÚÌÌɯÜÚɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔes, glad of a 

rest from drill and exercises. My husband used to send young Peppi out to get him a 

ÎÓÈÚÚɯÖÍɯÉÌÌÙȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀËɯËÙÐÕÒɯÐÛȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÖɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌɯÛÏÌɯàÖÜÕÎÚÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯÜÚȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÌÓÓɯ

ÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÖÓËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÓÊÖÏÖÓÐÊɯËÙÐÕÒɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÌÕȭɯ.ÕÓàɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÉÚÛinate - he would 

pay for it himself! We didn ɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÏÐÔɯÛÖȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÓÌÛɯÏÐÔɯÏÌɀËɯÚÈàȮɯȿ ÓÓɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɯ

%ÙÈÜɯ/Ö××ȮɯÛÏÌÕɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÉÓÖÞɯÐÕɯÈÎÈÐÕȵɯ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÈÕàɯÛÖÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÕËȭɀ 

 

Ɂ'ÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌɯregiment left Munich to say goodbye. He gripp ed 

ÔàɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÕËɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿ(Íɯ(ɯÎÖ ÞÌÚÛȮɯ'ÌÙÙɯ/Ö××ȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÞÙÐÛÌɯÔàɯÚÐÚÛÌÙȮɯ

ÞÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜȮɯÐÕɯÊÈÚÌɯÚÏÌɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÔàɯÉÐÛÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȳɯ.ÛÏÌÙÞÐÚÌɯ- ÒÌÌ×ɯɀÌÔɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍȭɯ

2ÖÙÙàɯÛÖɯÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÖÜÉÓÌȭɀɯ'ÌɯÚÏÖÖÒɯÏÈÕËÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌȮɯÛÖÖȮɯÞÏÐÓÌɯ(ɯÚÛÖÖËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈnd 

cried - we were all that fond of him! He ÏÜÎÎÌËɯ/Ì××ÐɯÈÕËɯ+ÐÌÚÌÓȮɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÉÌÌÕɯ

such favourites of his, and turned tail and ran.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÞÙÖÛÌɯÛÖɯÜÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÖÕÛȭɯ.ÕÊÌȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÞÌɯÚÌÕÛɯÏÐÔɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ

parcel at Christmas he was downright angr y. He wrote back he had quite enough to 

eat, ÈÕËɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÛÖɯËÌ×ÙÐÝÌɯÖÜÙÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÈÊÊÖÜÕÛȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÝÌÙàɯÚÛÙÖÕÎɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ

point, was Hitler.  
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Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÞÌÓÓɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯ6ÈÙɯÞÈÚɯÖÝÌÙɯÏÌɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯÖÜÙɯÚÛÙÌÌÛɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÈÕËɯ

would have come back to us, but that the boy and girl were growing up now and we 

ÕÖɯÓÖÕÎÌÙɯÏÈËɯÛÏÈÛɯÙÖÖÔɯÛÖɯÓÌÛȭɯ.ÛÏÌÙÞÐÚÌɯÞÌɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÚɯÎÓÈËɯÈÚɯÎÓÈËɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÐÔȭɯ

So he bundled his things together and hunted round for somewhere else to go. He left 

ÏÐÚɯÌÈÚÌÓɯÈÕËɯÎÈÝÌɯÐÛɯÛÖɯ/Ì××ÐȮɯȿ/Ì××ÐɯÚÏÈÓÓɯ×ÈÐÕÛɯ×ÐÊÛÜÙÌÚɯÖÕɯÐÛȮɯÌÏȳɀ 

 

Ɂ'ÌɯÖÍÛÌÕ came to see us, though, after that, and my husband went on making 

his clothes until 1928 when we gave up the shop. Yes, indeed - the Herr Hitler - he was 

ÛÏÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÕÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÐÕɯÈɯÏÜÙÙàȵɂ 

 

So much for Frau Popp. What a picture she draws in her own homely fashion, of 

this lonely ascetic young lodger, engrossed in his painting and in great big dry and 

dusty books from the State Library! There is no suggestion in the naive recital of any 

recreations, any youthful gaieties or follies. But a very pleasant impression is derived 

ÍÙÖÔɯÐÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÉÌÙÔÐÕËÌËɯØÜÐÌÛɯàÖÜÕÎɯÍÌÓÓÖÞɀÚɯÈ××ÙÌÊÐÈÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÎÖÖË-hearted folk 

in the hospitable little kitchen, and of his affection for the - doubtless - radau3 children.  

 

* * * * * 

 

I thanked Frau Popp for all she had been so good as to tell me and asked her if 

she had ever seen her lodger again since he had become Chancellor of Germany. 

 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯÐÕËÌÌËȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËȮɯÉÌÈÔÐÕÎȭɯɁ(ɯÏÌÈÙËȮɯÖÕÌɯËÈàȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯ

on a visit to his architect, Professor Troost, so I put on my Sunday best and went there 

to see him. Only two S.S. men (Picked Guards) stood in the doorway of the house and 

woulËÕɀÛɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯ×ÈÚÚȭɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯ(ɯÖÕÓàɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÈɯÔÐÕÜÛÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ'ÌÙÙɯ1ÌÐÊÏÚÒÈÕáÓÌÙɯ- I 

had known him  so long. They asked how long, and when I said over twenty years, 

they changed their tune at once. They took me into the courtyard of the house and 

asked me to wait a couple of minutes. I did so, standing near his automobile. Then 

Hitler came, accompanied by two other gentlemen. He caught sight of me and strode 

ÛÖÞÈÙËÚɯÔÌȮɯÉÖÛÏɯÏÈÕËÚɯÖÜÛÚÛÙÌÛÊÏÌËȮɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÈÓÐÎÏÛɯÞÐÛÏɯ×ÓÌÈÚÜÙÌȮɯȿ,àɯËÌÈÙɯ%ÙÈÜɯ

/Ö××ɀɯÏÌɯÌßÊÓÈÐÔÌËȮɯȿÐÛɯÐÚɯÑÖÓÓàɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜɯÈÎÈÐÕȵɯ'ÖÞɯÎÖÖËɯÖÍɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÓÖÕÎȵɀɯ(ɯ

was all of a flutter like and ha lf -forgot all Id been planning to say to him. I managed to 

stammer out a few words, calling him, of course, Herr Reichskanzler, but he cut me 

short at that. 

 

Ɂȿ.ÏȮ ÕÖȮɯÛÏÌɯÖÓËɯÞÈàɀÚɯÉÌÚÛȮɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌȮɯ%ÙÈÜɯ/Ö××ɯ- (ɀÔɯÚÛÐÓÓɯ'ÌÙÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÛÖɯàÖÜȭɀɯ ÕËɯ

waiving the rÌÚÛȮɯȿ-ÖÞɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯÈÓÓɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ+ÐÌÚÌÓɯÈÕËɯ/Ì××Ðȭɯ'ÖÞɯÈÙÌɯÛÏÌàȳɀ 

 

Ɂ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯ×ÜÛÛÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÈÛɯÔàɯÌÈÚÌɯÈÚÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕɯÚÖȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯ

all of a dither.  

 
3 Tomboy. 
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Ɂ(ɯÛÖÓËɯÏÐÔɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÛÞÖɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÞÈÚɯÔÈÙÙÐÌËɯÉàɯÕÖÞɯ- Peppi was in Hamburg and 

Liesel at The Hague in Holland.  

 

Ɂȿ#ÌÈÙɯÔÌȵɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÉÖÛÏɯÈɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÓÖÕÎɯÞÈàɯÖÍÍȮɯÈÙÌÕɀÛɯÛÏÌàȳɯ2ÖɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÈÓÓɯ

alone now with your husband? How are you two getting ÈÓÖÕÎȳɀ 

 

Ɂ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÖÜÓËɯËÖɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÔÜÚÛɯÛÌÓÓɯÏÐÔɯÈÓÓɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȮɯÈÕËɯÈÓÓɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÐÕɯ

between since he leÍÛɯÜÚȭɯ ÛɯÓÈÚÛɯÏÌɯËÌÊÓÈÙÌËɯÖÕÊÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÏÖÞɯËÌÓÐÎÏÛÌËɯÏÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯ

ÔÌȮɯÈÕËɯÔÈËÌɯÔÌɯ×ÙÖÔÐÚÌɯ(ɀËɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯ'ÌɯÚÌÕÛɯÕÖɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÔÌÚÚÈÎÌÚɯÛÖɯÔàɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËȮɯ

ÉÜÛɯÌÚ×ÌÊÐÈÓÓàɯÛÖɯ+ÐÌÚÌÓɯÈÕËɯ/Ì××Ðȭɂ 

 

* * * * * 

 

In Munich, of course, the art centre of Germany, the young man had greatly 

extended facilities for the study of painting. In the innumerable Bierhallen, too, he had 

opportunities for forgathering with many a  discursive chance acquaintance only too 

ready to argue with him upon politics. In Mein Kampf ÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÙecords a number of 

these sittings. Overhearing a remark made one day of that pre-War time to the effect 

that Germany had nothing to fear so long as she could count on the friendship of 

Austria and Italy, the new -comer from Vienna was obliged to throw his n ewspaper 

aside, and give the speaker the benefit of his first-hand better knowledge of the subject. 

Ɂ)ÜÚÛɯ ÎÌÛɯ ÛÏÐÚȮɂɯ ÏÌɯ ÔÈËÌɯ ÐÛɯ ×ÓÈÐÕȮɯ ɁÐÛɀÚɯ ÖÕÓàɯ ÛÏÌɯGerman part of the Habsburg 

conglomeration we can reckon on: the other element is dead against us everywhere! 

 ÚɯÍÖÙɯ(ÛÈÓàȮɯÚÏÌɯÏÈÚɯÕÌÝÌÙɯàÌÛɯÍÖÙÎÖÛÛÌÕɯÖÙɯÍÖÙÎÐÝÌÕɯÛÏÌɯ ÜÚÛÙÐÈÕɯËÖÔÐÕÈÛÐÖÕȭɂ 

 

The Bierhallen in Munich are by no means mere drinking resorts. They serve a 

variety of public purposes, and offer spacious accommodation for every sort of 

festivity or ga thering. They are frequented by all classes. Everyone has its own 

particular patrons, and every table serves as a nucleus for one of a dozen informal 

clubs and groups of like -minded acquaintances. Hitler brought the same powers of 

observation to bear upon ÛÏÌɯ,ĹÕÊÏÌÕÌÙÚɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÉÌÈÙɯÜ×ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯ

in Vienna. 

 

In the course of a month or two it amazed him to discover how blind or how 

indiff erent many of them appeared to be to the signs of the times, the menace of 

Marxismus, for instance, and the need for another sort of national expansion than that 

merely brought about by trade. He had many an opportunity of sharpening his 

dialectic in the vÈÙÐÖÜÚɯ5ÖÓÒÚɯ"ÈÍÌÚɯÖÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ'ÖÍÉÙåÜÏÈÜÚȮɯÈÕËɯÌÝÌÙàɯÚÜÊÏɯËÐÚÊÜÚÚÐÖÕɯ

spurred him on to further and protract ed study in the public libraries. Hence Frau 

/Ö××ɀÚɯÊÖÕÊÌÙÕɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÈÔÖÜÕÛɯÖÍɯÔÐËÕÐÎÏÛɯÖÐÓɯÏÌɯÊÖÕÚÜÔÌËɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÙËɯÚÛÖÙàɯÖÍɯ

the Schleissheimerstrasse. 
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3ÏÌɯÛÞÖɯàÌÈÙÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÌÓÈ×ÚÌËɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÈÙÙÐÝÈÓɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÖÜÛÉÙÌÈÒɯ

of the Great War saw him making strides, indeed, both as an artist and as a student. 

His mind, fed by such a persevering course of solid reading, was inwardly shaping 

itself for the work of the future. It is possible that his self -education owes as much to 

this period as to that of his preceding precarious existence in Vienna. One thing is 

certain. Adolf Hitler was happier and more comfortably circumstanced under Frau 

PoppɀÚɯÒÐÕËÓàɯÙÖÖÍɯÛÏÈÕɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÏÌɯÓÌÍÛɯÏÐÚɯÏÖÔÌȭ 
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CHAPTER 4 

 

WITH HITLE R IN THE WAR  
 

 

err Ignaz Westenkirchner, ex-Service man, and war-time comrade of the 

%ĹÏÙÌÙȮɯÙÌÊÌÐÝÌËɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÐÛÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÐÛÐÕÎ-room of the offices of the 

5ġÓÒÐÚÊÏÌÙɯ!ÌÖÉÈÊÏÛÌÙ in Munich. But we repaired immediately to a 

quieter room where we could talk  in comfort.  

 

Ɂ#ÌÈÙɯÔÌȮɯàÌÚȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯÏÌȮɯɁÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÙÌÔÈÐÕÚɯÌÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯgood comrade that he was! 

They published that story of how he brought me home from America at his own 

Ìß×ÌÕÚÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÓÓɯÛÌÓÓɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÍÜÓÓɯÛÖɯàÖÜȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯàÖÜɯÚÏÈÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÈÊÊÖÜÕÛɯÖÍɯÖÜÙ 

ËÖÐÕÎÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ6ÌÚÛÌÙÕɯ%ÙÖÕÛȱɂ 

 

A somewhat small -built man, this Ign az Westenkirchner, thin, with a clean-

ÚÏÈÝÌÕɯÍÈÊÌɯÔÜÊÏɯÓÐÕÌËɯÈÕËɯÞÖÙÕȮɯÈÕËȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÌÙÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɀÚɯÖÞÕɯ

age. He wore a simple blue suit and had a regular galaxy of various-coloured pencils 

sticking out of the pocket in his jacket. He had a job in the dispatching department of 

the paper, hence the multi-coloured pencils. 

 

Ɂ ÍÛÌÙɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÏÐËÌÖÜÚɯ ÕÐÎÏÛɯ ÐÕɯ %ÓÈÕËÌÙÚɯ ÐÕɯ ƕƝƕƜɯ ÞÏÌÕɯ ÏÌɯ ÎÖÛɯ ÎÈÚÚÌËȮɂɯ ÚÈÐËɯ

6ÌÚÛÌÕÒÐÙÊÏÕÌÙȮɯɁ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÜÔ×ÌËɯÜp against Hitler again until we ran across each 

other here in MunichȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙÉÙåÜȭɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÎÐÕÕÐÕÎɯÖÍɯƕƝƖƔȭɯ(ɯ

belonged to the Green Police just then - (ɀËɯÌÕÙÖÓÓÌËɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÉÜÚÛ-up of the 

Revolution. We old comrades of the List Regiment ÍÖÙÎÈÛÏÌÙÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙÉÙåÜȯɯ

Hitler used the plac e regularly. 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÙÊÏɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯàÌÈÙɯ(ɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÈÕËɯÞÌÕÛɯÏÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÔàɯÖÞÕɯÛÖÞÕɯ

not far from Munich. Hitler was against it. He did all he could to persuade me to stop 

where I w as. He said he was dead certain he would himself succeed over his own plans 

and poÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÐËÌÈÚȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÍɯ(ɀËɯÖÕÓàɯÏÈÕÎɯÖÕȮɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÎÐÝÌɯÈÕɯÌàÌɯÛÖɯÔÌɯÈÚɯÞÌÓÓȭɯ

!ÜÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÈÚÐËÌȭɯ ÍÛÌÙɯÈɯàÌÈÙɯÖÙɯÛÞÖɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÐÕÛÖɯËÐÍÍÐÊÜÓÛÐÌÚɯ- ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ

make a go of it - and found myself among the workless and the unemployed.  

 

Ɂ(ɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÖɯÊÓÌÈÙɯÖÜÛȮɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÈÕËɯÈÓÓȮɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ4ȭ2ȭ ȭɯ ÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÛÖÖɯÉÈËȮɯÉÜÛɯ

ÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÕÖÕÌɯÛÖÖɯÊÏÌÌÙÍÜÓɯÌÝÌÕɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɯÈÕËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÎÐÕÕÐÕÎɯÖÍɯɀƗƗɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈÚɯ

poorly fixed as  ever, and out of a job. 

 

Ɂ ÕàÏÖÞɯ(ɀËɯÒÌ×ÛɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÖÓËɯ+ÐÚÛɯÊÖÔÙÈËÌÚɯÈnd in the autumn of 

ÛÏÈÛɯàÌÈÙɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÚÌÕÛɯÔÌɯÞÖÙËɯÛÏÈÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÓÐÕÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÔÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÐÔÌȭɯ

I wrote straightaway to him in Berlin, but got no answer. So I had  another shot at it 

H 
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and wrote to his sister at Obersalzberg. And she sent him my news. Not particularly 

good news - mine! 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕȮɯÚÜËËÌÕÓàȮɯÖÕÌɯËÈàɯÈÛɯ1ÌÈËÐÕÎɯÐÕɯ/ÌÕÕÚàÓÝÈÕÐÈȮɯÞÏÌÙÌɯ(ɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ

living, I got a telegram from a German shipping office in ÍÖÙÔÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙȮɯ

Adolf Hitler himself, had defrayed all the expenses of  my return with my family to 

Germany, and that I could set out to come home just as soon as I liked. 

 

Ɂ.ÝÌÙÑÖàÌËȮɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯÜÚɯÚÌÛɯÚÈÐÓɯÌÈÙÓàɯÐÕɯ#ÌÊÌÔÉÌÙȭɯ6ÌɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯ'amburg 

and went on straight to Berlin. I just longed to see my old comrade again - 

Reichskanzler though he be - and thank him from the bottom of my grateful heart for 

having come so splendidly to our rescue. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ"ÏÈÕÊÌÓÓÌÙàɯÈÕËɯÍÖÜÕËɯÏÐÔɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÏe same as ever. His greeting was 

as warm as man could wish. He spoke, too, in our ÓÖÊÈÓɯËÐÈÓÌÊÛȮɯȿ)ÖÓÓàɯÎÓÈËɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜɯ

ÉÈÊÒȮɯ6ÌÚÛÌÕÒÐÙÊÏÕÌÙȵɯ2Ü××ÖÚÌɯàÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÐÛɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍɯËÖÞÕɯÈÕËɯÛÌÓÓɯÔÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯàÈÙÕȭɀ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÓɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÚÏÖÞɯÏim my kids! Hitler was always 

fond of the kiddies. We had a good old talk, as you may imagine, and he wound up 

ÉàɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÏÌɀËɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÑÖÉɯÍÖÙɯÔÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÙÛàɯ×È×ÌÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏȭɯ6ÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÌÈÙɯÈɯ

word of thanks. I just tried to tell him what I felt and what I thought of him, but 

ÓÈÜÎÏÐÕÎÓàɯÏÌɯÞÈÐÝÌËɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÈÚÐËÌȮɯȿ3ÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÈÚɯÙÌÈËȵɯ3ÈÒÌɯÐÛ ÈÚɯÙÌÈËȮɀ4 he said, and so I 

ÏÈËɯÛÖȭɂ 

 

Here, then, we have the full text of the Westenkirchner story which everyone so 

liked.  

 

3ÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÏÈÚɯÞÙÐÛÛÌÕɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯ6ÈÙɯÌß×Ìriences in Mein Kampf, but it is a 

contribution to the rapidly growing Hitler lit ÌÙÈÛÜÙÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯ'ÌÙÙɯ6ÌÚÛÌÕÒÐÙÊÏÕÌÙɀÚɯ

verbatim story.  

 

In the few pages in which Hitler describes the atmosphere of Europe just prior to 

the outbreak of the Great War, using the oncoming of thunderstorm as his metaphor, 

he attains great impressive dignity.  .ÕÌɯÍÌÌÓÚɯÛÏÌɯÖ××ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕȮɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÓÔÐÕÈÛÐÕÎɯËÙÌÈËȱ 

 

Hitler went through the War, on the Western Front.  

 

He was wounded in October, 1916. He went into hospital near Berlin and w as 

returned later to his battalion at Munich. Then, two years afterwards, in the same 

month, he was gassed at Ypres and blinded. 

 

 
4  ɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÍÙÌÌɯÛÙÈÕÚÓÈÛÐÖÕɯÍÖÙɯɁ2ÊÏÖÕɯÎÜÛȮɯÚÊÏÖÕɯÎÜÛȮɂɯ×ÌÙÏÈ×ÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÕÚÌɯÐÚɯÛÏÌÙÌȭ 
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It was in hospital at Pasewalk, in Pomerania, that Adolf Hitler heard of the 

Revolution, the flight of the Kaiser, and the col lapse of the Fatherland. He writes that 

he had not wept since he stood by his motÏÌÙɀÚɯÎÙÈÝÌÚÐËÌȭɯ-ÖÞȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÚɯ

ÚÛÐÓÓɯɁÙÈÝÌÕÐÕÎɂɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÙÌÈÛÌÕÐÕÎɯÏÐÔɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÛÖÛÈÓɯÓÖÚÚȮɯÏÌɯÞÌÌ×ÚɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯ

He stumbles away, falls down on his hospit al cot, and cries out in anguish all the 

ÚÈÊÙÐÍÐÊÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÝÈÐÕȵɯɁ6ÖÜÓËɯÕÖÛɯÛhe graves open of all the hundreds and 

thousands of those who had left the Fatherland full of high belief and hope, never to 

ÙÌÛÜÙÕȱɂ 

 

It was at this moment, at this heart-breaking crisis, Adolf Hitler made his great 

decision. He would devote himself to th e rehabilitation of his country.  

 

* * * * * 

 

Ɂ8ÌÚȮɯàÌÚȮɂɯÚÈàÚɯ'ÌÙÙɯ(ÎÕÈáɯ6ÌÚÛÌÕÒÐÙÊÏÕÌÙȮɯɁ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÉÜÊÒɯ

us up when we got down - hearted: he kept us going when things were at their worst - 

ÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÊÖÖÒȵɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯËÖȭ 

 

Ɂ.ÕÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯ- the rest of us - 'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÌɀËɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÈÛÛÌÕËɯ

ÊÏÜÙÊÏɯ×ÈÙÈËÌȮɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÖÞÈÙËÚɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÔÖÚÛɯÖÍɯÜÚɯÏÈËɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÜ×ȭɂ 

 

Anot her comrade, Herr Max Amann, formerly regimental clerk, adds that Hitler 

ÕÌÝÌÙɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÈɯÊÖÔÔÐÚÚÐÖÕȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÑÖÐÕÌËɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÈÕÒÚȮɯÈÕËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÈÕÒÚɯÏe wanted 

ÛÖɯÙÌÔÈÐÕȭɯɁ.ÍÛÌÕȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀËɯÛÈÒÌɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÔÈÕɀÚɯ×ÓÈÊÌȮɯÐÍɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯ- preferably 

a family mÈÕɀÚɯ- ÈÕËɯÝÖÓÜÕÛÌÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÌßÛÙÈɯËÈÕÎÌÙÖÜÚɯÑÖÉɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÚÛÌÈËȭɂ 

 

On September 17th, 1917, they gave him the Military Service Gross with swords; 

on May 9th, 1918, he got the regimental diploma for signal bravery in attack; and on 

August 4th, 1918, he received the Iron Gross, first class. 

 

(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÓÖËÎÐÕÎÚɯÈÛɯ%ÙÈÜɯ/Ö××ɀÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯàÖÜÕÎɯÚÛÜËÌÕÛɯ×ÈÐÕÛÌÙɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÏÌÈÙËɯ

of the shot at Sarajevo. There was a tremendous babble going on suddenly outside; in 

the street below people came running together; a word flo ated up to his ears, and on 

ÏÐÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÓàɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÖÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔÔÖÛÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÓɯÈÉÖÜÛȱ 

 

3ÏÜÚɯ%ÙÈÜɯ/Ö××ȮɯÉÙÌÈÛÏÓÌÚÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÌßÊÐÛÌÔÌÕÛȮɯɁ#ÌÙɯġÚÛÌÙÙÌÐÊÏÐÚÊÏÌɯ3ÏÙÖÕÍÖÓÎÌÙɯ

$ÙáÏÌÙáÖÎɯ%ÙÈÕáɯ%ÌÙËÐÕÈÕËɯÐÚÛɯÌÙÔÖÙËÌÛɯÞÖÙËÌÕȵɂȹ3ÏÌɯ ÜÚÛÙÐÈÕɯÏÌÐÙȮɯ ÙÊÏËÜÒÌɯ%ÙÈnz 

Ferdinand, has been assassinated!) 

 

Hitler pushed past her into the street. Thrusting his way into a press of people, 

staring open-mouthed at a placard, he read the announcement of the crime for himself. 

The perpetrators, it seemed, had already been arrested. 
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The whole world gasped at the news. No one in Munich required to be 

particularly well posted as to the political situation just then to rea lize that this must 

mean an explosion in the Balkans. The Bavarian royalties themselves, to whom the 

unfortun ate Archduke and his wife had paid a visit only so recently as the previous 

March, certainly foresaw great political consequences in Austria and Russia, but never 

dreamed of an imminent World War. The city seethed with indignation.  

 

In Vienna, too, the populace were furious: mobs threatened the Serbian Legation. 

This murder was understood there as the overt act of a conspiracy which Austria -

Hungary s uspected to have its origin in Serbia. The bomb throwers at Sarajevo, and 

Princip, the man who shot the Archd uke, were the emissaries of certain secret societies 

whose aim was a dissolution of the Dual Monarchy and the setting up of a Pan -Serb 

State with the assistance of France and England5. 

 

A well -posted man like Hitler could grasp the fearful impending conseq uences 

better than most people. There followed a few days of high tension, then, on August 

1st, in view of the Russian mobilisation, came the reluctant Imperial order for the 

ÔÖÉÐÓÐÚÈÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàɀÚɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÞÈÙɯÔÈÊÏÐÕÌȭɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÊÖÕÛÙÐÉÜÛÌËɯÏÌÙɯ

Army. Munich got marching orders from Berlin. The aged prince -regent, Ludwig, 

remained at the Residenz; his son, Grown Prince Rupprecht, however, departed for 

the Front, Prince Ludwig Ferdinand at once presented himself for a military surgeon, 

and his sister, Princess Pilar, became a nurse. 

 

Munich was filled with field -grey uniforms, and an immense military activity. 

Youth everywhere was sanguine and high-spirited. The sense of war flew to 

ÌÝÌÙàÉÖËàɀÚɯÏÌÈËɯÓÐÒÌɯÞÐÕÌȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯ×ÙÖÊÌÚÚÐÖÕÚɯÈÕËɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÊÏÌÌÙÐng. If peasants 

called to the colours from the Bayerischer Wald, the mountains and the Franconian 

plains scarcely knew what it was all about, they only needed to learn that the 

Fatherland was threatened, to become as conspicuous for their enthusiasm at this 

moment as later they were to become conspicuous for bravery. 

 

Every day troops were moving off. There were enormous parades. The 

companies massed in great open spaces swore their oath of allegiance anew; the priests 

and bishops of the Protestant and Catholic churches blessed their departure; the 

trumpeters sounded the Zum Gebet; and to the accompaniment of blood-stirring 

martial music, and the tumultuous leave -taking of the townsfolk, masses of men 

entrained for the Front.  

 

 
5 Amazing details about the background of Pan-Serb conspiracies may be found in the interesting novel 

 ×ÐÚɯÈÕËɯ$ÚÛÌɯȹÉàɯ!ÙÜÕÖɯ!ÙÌÏÔȺȮɯ×ÜÉÓÐÚÏÌËɯÐÕɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɯÉàɯ&ÌÖÍÍÙÌàɯ!ÓöÚȮɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÛÐËÌɯ3ÏÌàɯ"ÈÓÓɯÐÛɯ

Patriotism.  
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Day after day crowds assembled in dense thousands before the Feldherrnhalle 

ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ.ËÌÖÕÚ×ÓÈÛáɯÈÕËɯÉÜÙÚÛɯÐÕÛÖɯɁ#ÐÌɯ6ÈÊÏÛɯÈÔɯ1ÏÌÐÕȭɂɯ3ÏÌɯØÜÐÌÛ-seeming student 

painter from Vienna sang with them as lustily as the rest. No sooner had the war bomb 

ÉÜÙÚÛɯÛÏÈÕɯÏÌɯÙÜÚÏÌËɯÜ×ÚÛÈÐÙÚɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯɁ2ÛÜËÐÖɂɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ/Ö××ɯappartement and dashed off 

an application to the Kabinettskanzlei of the King for permission to enlist in a Bavarian 

Regiment and to fight with the German Army 6. 

 

Immensely to his astonishment and jubilation the very next day brought the 

answer! The Herr Kabinettschef of the Prince-Regent Ludwig accepted the young 

 ÜÚÛÙÐÈÕɀÚɯ×ÙÖÍÍÌÙɯÖÍɯÚÌÙÝÐÊÌȮɯÈÕËɯdirected him to report himself immediately at the 

ÕÌÈÙÌÚÛɯÉÈÙÙÈÊÒÚȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÍÌÓÓɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÒÕÌÌÚȱɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÕÒÌËɯ&ÖËȱɯÛà×ÐÊÈÓȮɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

passionate enthusiasm of those first few weeks of the War; typical of high -spirited, 

patriotic, untried youth debouching on  every Front. 

 

On the Exerzierplatz of Munich he went through a period of intensive training, 

of drilling, forming fours, evolutions, then route m arching and bayonet practice, such 

as was claiming the energies of young men all over the world, to fall upon his cot night 

after night drunk with fatigue.  

 

Not for long, however, was he to remain in the Munich Barracks. The regiment 

was to put in a few we eks at Lechfeld, a spot at the confluence of the Lech and the 

Danube about seventy miles west, for further tra ining. The men were all glad of the 

change, and left the city, after a tremendous send-off from the populace, only eager to 

come to grips with the  enemy before the War should be over! 

 

They had not long to fret on the leash at Lechfeld. 

 

On the 21st of October the Regiment List entrained for the Front.  

 

(ÛɯÐÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯ/ÙÐÝÈÛÌɯ6ÌÚÛÌÕÒÐÙÊÏÕÌÙȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÛÙÌÕÊÏɯÊÖÔÙÈËÌȮɯÛÈÒÌÚɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯ

tale. 

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌ ÈÓÓɯÐÕɯÛÖ××ÐÕÎɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÚɯÛÏÈÛɯËÈàȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁÖÜÙɯÏÌÈËÚɯÚÛÜÍÍÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÕÖɯÌÕËɯ

of war nonsense, sure as eggs is eggs the glorious fighting would be all over by 

Christmas or the New Year at latest. We reached the Rhine that night. Lots of us south 

Bavarian chaps had never seen the Rhine before, and then in the dawn, I remember as 

if it were yesterday, how it just struc k us all to see the sun drawing up the mist from 

 
6 .ÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÎÐÉÌÚɯÓÌÝÌÓÓÌËɯÉàɯÏÐÚɯÖ××ÖÕÌÕÛÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯɁËÌÚÌÙÛÌÙɂɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ ÜÚÛÙÐÈÕɯ

Army, other wise how came it that he volunteered in Bavaria? The sufficient answer to this calumny is 

contained in a document issuing from Austria itself. It states that Adolf Hitler duly reported himself to 

the military authorities at S alzburg, on February 5th, 1914, ÉÜÛɯÞÈÚɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯɁÜÕÍÐÛɂɯȹáÜɯÚÊÏÞÈÊÏȺɯÍÖÙɯ

military service.  
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the river and unveiling before our dazzled eyes that splendid statue of Germania 

which looks down  ÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ-ÐÌËÌÙÞÈÓËȭɯ'ÖÞɯÞÌɯàÌÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯȿ6ÈÊÏÛɯÈÔɯ1ÏÌÐÕɀ- the 

whole lot of us for the first time going out to war!  

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÛÖÖÒɯÜÚɯÛÞÖɯËÈàÚɯÛÖɯÙÌÈÊÏɯ+ÐÓÓÌɯÈÚɯÖÜÙɯÛÙÈÐÕɯÖÕÓàɯÊÙÈÞÓÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯ

onward. Across war -ravaged Belgium we poured reinforcements fo r the 6th Bavarian 

Division of the Army of the Grown Prince Rupprecht. The great battles of the Marne 

and the Aisne were over by this time; Antwerp had fallen; the first phase of the battle 

of Ypres in which the Allied enemy had made every effort to effect  a great turning 

movement round our right flank, clearing the Belgian coast line, and forcing us out of 

Bruges and Ghent, had failed. We had established a line to the sea, and we Bavarians 

amongst the rest coming up in time for the great offensive of the 31st of October and 

the 1st of November, when for forty -eight hours two and a half German Army Corps 

stormed the Wytschaete Messines Ridge, saw the beginning of the second phase of that 

enormous struggle. 

 

Ɂ%ÙÖÔɯ+ÐÓÓÌɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÞÌɯ×ÜÛɯÐÕɯ×ÌÙÏÈ×ÚɯÏÈÓÍɯÈɯËÈàɯÞÌɯ×roceeded by train again to 

a place called Ledeghem, but after that it was all marching. Now we were within 

earshot of the guns: the thunder on the Front became even nearer. The country seemed 

awfully flat and monotonous; the only villages we passed were no thing but heaps of 

gaping ruins. Dead horses blown up like balloons lay in the ditches. We got the stench 

of them. We went through places called Dadizeele and Terhan, and approached 

Becelaere7, a half-ËÌÔÖÓÐÚÏÌËɯÝÐÓÓÈÎÌȮɯÛÏÌɯÊÌÕÛÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÌÕÌÔàɀÚɯ%ÐÙÚÛɯ#ÐÝision. Here the 

fire was intensely hot. We advanced in the face of a bombardment. It was already 

night, cold and wet. We came well within range, scrambling over the muddy broken 

ground, taking whatever shelter we could behind hedges, in ditches and in shel l-holes, 

our way lit by the glare of houses burning like torches in the lurid blackness, - and fell 

at last upon the enemy, in a hand-to-hand fight, man to man, fiercely thrusting with 

our bayonets and blindly stumbling over fallen friend and foe alike. It  was our baptism 

of fire. Four days we had of this at Becelaere and Polygon Wood and Gheluvelt, four 

days and nights - sheer hell! Of the three thousand men of the Regiment List, only five 

hundred came safely out of it. The rest were killed, or wounded, or  had vanished. We 

had gone into battle as youngsters, we came out of it worn, scarred, exhausted men. 

No longer recruits, we were soldiers of the fighting line.  

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÙÌÚÛɯÉÐÓÓÌÛÚɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯËÈàÚɯÈÛɯÈɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ6ÌÙÞÐÊÒȰɯÛÏÌÕɯ

found ourselve s in the thick of it again at Wytschaete. We broke through the enemy 

line north of Messines and turned t he left flank of the trenches held by the London 

 
7 This was on November 11th, 1914, when the Sixth Army, under the Crown Prince Rupprecht of 

!ÈÝÈÙÐÈȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÞɯ%ÖÜÙÛÏɯ ÙÔàȮɯÜÕËÌÙɯ#ÜÒÌɯ ÓÉÙÌÊÏÛɯÖÍɯ6ĹÙÛÛÌÔÉÌÙÎȮ rallied their forces for a thi rd 

great attempt upon Ypres. It was recorded by Headquarters how the young reinforcements from home 

ÏÈËɯÏÜÙÓÌËɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÌÕÌÔàɀÚɯÓÐÕÌÚɯÚÐÕÎÐÕÎɯɁ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÓÈÕËȮɯ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÓÈÕËɯĹÉÌÙɯ ÓÓÌÚȭɂ 
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Scottish. But what ground or advantage we gained at one moment was lost the next. 

The enemy was forced to retire; but he came on again a few hours later. The List 

withdrew, decimated and exhausted, to Commin es. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÞÌÈÛÏÌÙɯÎÖÛɯÌÝÌÙɯÊÖÓËÌÙɯÈÕËɯÊÖÓËÌÙȭɯ ÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÚÌÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÌɯÏÌÙÌÈÉÖÜÛÚɯ

established itself and the fighting was no longer so fierce until  the turn of the year. 

6ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÚÈàɯÛÏÐÚɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÖɯÍÐÌÙÊÌɯÐÕɯÊÖÔ×ÈÙÐÚÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯcome later! 

+ÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒɯÕÖÞȮɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÈÛɯ!ÌÊÌÓÈÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯ6àÛÚÊÏÈÌÛÌɯÞÈÚɯÊÏÐÓËɀÚɯ×ÓÈàɯÛÖɯ

the fighting still ahead. For the most part all that first wint er we occupied trenches 

between Messines and Wulverghem. Our line was consolidated by then and it  held 

like steel for four years. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ,ÌÓËÌÎåÕÎÌÙ8, like Adolf Hitler. There were eight or ten of us altogether. 

We were very pally and made a mob by ourselves. There were even times when things 

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÖÖɯÉÈËɯ- when we got parcels from home and letters. We shared 

ÖÜÛȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȭɯ2ÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚȮɯÌÝÌÕȮɯÞÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯÎÈÔÌɯÞÐÛÏɯȿ3ÖÔÔàȭɀɯ6ÌɯÚÛÜÊÒɯÈɯÏÌÓÔÌÛɯÖÕɯ

the point of a bayonet and shoved it above the parapet, when it would be sure to draw 

immediate fire. Even Hitler, who was usually so serious, saw the fun of this. He used 

to double himself up with laughter.  

 

Ɂ%ÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯ×ÈÙÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÖÕɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÚȭɯ3ÞÖɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÏÐÚɯ

goat - what t he papers were saying at home about the War and all, and the way the 

Government, and particularl y the Kaiser, were hampered by the Marxists and the 

Jews. 

 

Ɂȿ(Ûɯ ÞÈÚɯ ×ÙÌÛÛàɯ ×ÓÈÐÕȮɀɯ ÏÌɯ ÚÈÐËȮɯ ȿÞÏÈÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÞÖÙÒÐÕÎ- classes thought about 

Ɂ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÔɂɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯ6ÈÙɯÉÙoke out. They just chucked it clean overboard, and joined 

Ü×ɯÛÖɯÈɯÔÈÕȭɯ3ÏÌÕȮɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÐÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÌed all that shouting in the papers whenever we 

gained a victory: it stood to reason that the German Army was equal to its job. Nor did 

the folk at home need to ÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÊÖÜÙÈÎÌɯËÈÔ×ÌËɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÓÖÖÒɯÚÖɯÞÌÓÓȭɯ

Going on like that would sooner or la ter only lead to public indifference about the War 

ÈÓÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȭɯ ÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ*ÈÐÚÌÙɯÌÕÊÖÜÙÈÎÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÙßÐÚÛÚȮɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÖÕÓàɯÛÈÒÌɯÈËÝÈÕÛÈÎÌɯÖÍɯ

that, to stab the Army ÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒȭɀɂ 

 

* * * * * 

 

(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ6ÈÙɯɁÛÏÈÛɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÍÛÌÙɯËÈàÓÐÎÏÛɯÖÕɯChristmas 

ÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȮɂɯÞÙÐÛÌÚɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯ%ÐÌÓË-,ÈÙÚÏÈÓɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏȮɯɁÛÏÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕÚɯÛÖÖÒɯÈɯÝÌÙàɯÉÖÓËɯ

initiative at several points along our Front in trying to establish some form of 

fraternisation. It began by individual unarmed men running from the German 

 
8  Messenger, trench runner, whose duty was to keep up communicat ion between Company and 

Regimental Headquarters. 
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trenches across to ours holding Xmas trees above their heads. These overtures were in 

some places favourably received and fraternisation of a limited kind took place during 

the day. It appeared that a little feasting went on, and junior officers, non -coms, and 

men ÖÕɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÚÐËÌɯÊÖÕÝÌÙÚÌËɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÐÕɯȿ-Öɯ,ÈÕɀÚɯ+ÈÕËȭɀ 

 

Ɂ6ÏÌÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌɯ(ɯÐÚÚÜÌËɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌɯÖÙËÌÙÚɯÛÖɯ×ÙÌÝÌÕÛɯÈÕàɯ

ÙÌÊÜÙÙÌÕÊÌɯÖÍɯÚÜÊÏɯÊÖÕËÜÊÛȱɂ 

 

In England, however, the public liked this, and credited the Christian gesture, to 

ÛÏÌɯɁÎÌÕÛÓÌÙɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈÕÚɂɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ ÙÔàȭ 

 

* * * * * 

 

Ɂ ÍÛÌÙɯÈɯÛÐÔÌȮɂɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌÚɯ/ÙÐÝÈÛÌɯ6ÌÚÛÌÕÒÐÙÊÏÕÌÙȮɯɁÛÏÌɯregiment found itself in 

Tourcoing, and then, in the spring, when the British offensive hurled itself against 

Neuve Ghapelle, we moved up in that direction, and o ccupied trenches in the 

neighbourhood of Fromelles. Here we remained, more or less, until the following 

autumn.  

 

Ɂ Úɯ(ɯÚÈÐËȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÞÌÙÌɯ,ÌÓËÌÎåÕÎÌÙȭɯ6ÌɯÊÈÙÙÐed no arms except a small 

revolver, for the sake of mobility. Our despatch wallets were atta ched to our belts. 

Generally two of us were sent out together, each bearing the same despatches, in case 

anything happened to the one or the other. The despatches were always sealed and 

marked with one, two or three crosses, according as they required time, haste, or 

express speed. It was no joke this despatch bearing, especially as Fromelles stood on a 

bit of a height, and to reach it from the troops in the plains a nd valleys below we had 

ÛÖɯÛÖÐÓɯÜ×ɯÚÓÖ×ÌÚɯÙÈÒÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÌÕÌÔàɀÚɯÔÈÊÏÐÕÌÎÜÕɯÍÐÙÌɯÌÝÌÙàɯÐÕÊÏɯÖÍ the way. I can see 

Hitler before my eyes now, as he used to tumble down back into the dug -out after just 

ÚÜÊÏɯÈɯÙÈÊÌɯÞÐÛÏɯËÌÈÛÏȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÚØÜÈÛɯËÖÞÕɯÐÕɯÈɯÊÖÙÕÌÙɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɀËɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȮɯÉÜÛɯ

he looked a sketch - thin as a rake, hollow-eyed and waxy white . 

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÉÌÈÚÛÓàɯÐÕɯÛÏÖÚÌɯËÜÎ-outs all that summer. I shall never forget it. 

-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÎÖÛɯÖÕɯÈɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÕÌÙÝÌÚɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜÕËɯÉÓÖÞɯÜ×ɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÜÕËÌÙ his 

feet. You never knew whether or not you were sitting bang on top of a powder 

ÔÈÎÈáÐÕÌȭɯ2ÜËËÌÕÓàɯÛÏÌÙÌɀËɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÚÐÊÒÌÕÐÕÎɯÚÌÕÚÈÛÐÖÕɯÈÚɯÈɯÔÐÕÌɯÞÈÚɯÚ×ÙÜÕÎȮɯ

ÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÛÏÐÕÎɯàÖÜɀËɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÌÕɯÖÙɯÛÞÌÕÛàɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÈÓÚɯÈÕËɯÊÖÔÙÈËÌÚȮɯ

ÊÏÈ×ÚɯÞÏÖɀË been at your elbow only a minute before, were flying around in ten 

thousand bloody bits. That wanted some sticking, I can tell you!  

 

Ɂ!àɯ2Ì×ÛÌÔÉÌÙɯȹƕƝƕƙȺɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÞÌÙÌɯ×ÙÌÚÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÈÛÛÈÊÒɯÈÓÓɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÖÜÙɯ%ÙÖÕÛɯ

harder and harder. On the night of the 25th our position was pretty precarious; it 

seemed as if something decisive one way or the other must at last come off. The air 

was full of  the screaming of shells and of the hideous hissing and crashing of the 
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whizz -bangs. Suddenly our Company Officer discover ed that telephonic 

communication with the next section had broken down, and Hitler and another man 

got the order to go and find out wh at was wrong. They made it somehow, but only got 

back by the skin of their teeth utterly done in. The wire had been cut: an attack in force 

was imminent. Warnings must be sent further afield. Hitler received the order a second 

time. It was nothing less than a miracle how he escaped with his life as he came out on 

the road between Fromelles and Aubers. It was literally raining  shells. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÈÛÛÈÊÒȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÍÈÐÓÌËȭɯ'ÖÞɯÞÌɯÞÐÛÏÚÛÖÖËɯÐÛɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓȭɯ(ɯÖÕÓàɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯ

myself at the time how lucky our English a nd Indian prisoners ought to think 

themselves to be out of such a hell. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÊÈÔÌɯÈÓÖÕÎȮɯÈÕËɯÞÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯÛÙÖÜÉle the enemy gave us, the 

ÞÈÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÔÜËɯÎÈÝÌɯÜÚɯÈɯÙÈÙÌɯÚÐÎÏÛɯÔÖÙÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÔÈÙÝÌÓɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÈÓÓɯËÙÖÞÕÌËȭɯ

We lived waterlogged. Who le sections of the trenches had to be evacuated altogether. 

3ÏÌɯ×ÜÔ×ÚɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÈÕàɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÛÌÙȭɯ(ÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÎained all the time. 

6ÏÌÕɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÊÈÙÙàÐÕÎɯÔÌÚÚÈÎÌÚȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÈÕËɯ(ȮɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÓÖ××ÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

on the duck- boards baling wiÛÏɯÉÜÊÒÌÛÚȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÊÈÙÙàɯÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÑÖÉɯÓÖÕÎɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ

everyone else was fed up with it, and had given it up in despair. There was no snow, 

but ceaseless rain filled all the shell-holes around with water so that the whole expanse 

ÖÍɯ-Öɯ,ÈÕɀÚɯ+ÈÕËɯÞÈÚɯ×ÐÛÛÌËɯÞÐÛh hideous lakes and looked like anything on earth 

rather than a battlefield.  

 

Ɂ.ÕÌɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯÍÌÓÓÖÞÚɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÖ×ÐÕÎɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯhope for a spell of leave. In 

December that year things were a bit quiet on our sector, so he put in for his pass. They 

said he could go on leave for a fortnight if he could get anyone to work double tides 

ÈÕËɯÛÈÒÌɯÏÐÚɯ×ÓÈÊÌȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÞÐÊÌȭɯ'ÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÛÏÈÛɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀËɯ

ËÖɯÐÛɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÔȱ 

 

Ɂ"ÏÙÐÚÛÔÈÚɯÊÈÔÌɯÙÖÜÕËɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÈÕàɯÖÍɯÜÚɯàÌÛɯÒÕÖÞÐÕÎɯÏÖÞɯÚÖÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ

6ÈÙɀËɯÉÌ ÖÝÌÙȮɯÖÙɯÏÖÞɯÔÜÊÏɯÔÖÙÌɯÖÍɯÐÛɯÞÌɀËɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÍÈÊÌȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÔÐÚÌÙÈÉÓÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ

ÛÏÌàɀËɯÊÖÕÊÖÊÛÌËɯÚÖÔÌɯ×ÜÕÊÏɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÕÛÌÌÕȮɯÈnd at least every man had got letters or 

parcels from home. Everyone, that is, except Hitler. Somehow Hitler never got a letter 

even! (ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÍÖÙɯÙÌÔÈÙÒɯÌßÈÊÛÓàȭɯ!ÜÛɯÞÌɯÈÓÓɯÍÌÓÛɯÚÖÙÙàȮɯÐÕÚÐËÌȮɯÈÕËɯ

wanted him to share and share alike with us. But he never would! Never accepted so 

ÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÈɯ*ÜÊÏÌÕȵɯȹÊÈÒÌȺȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÕÖɯÜÚÌɯÛÖɯÒÌÌ×ɯÈÓÓɯÖÕɯÈÛɯÏÐÔȭɯ-ÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÍÙÌÌ-

handed enough when he had anything of his own to share, a cigarette or bit of sausage. 

3ÏÌɯÔÌÈÚÓàɯ×ÈàɯÞÌɯÎÖÛɯÏÌɀËɯÚ×ÌÕËɯÖÕɯjam. It was jam first and butter afterwards, that 

is whenever the two things did happen both to be within reach at the same time. It w as 

bread and scrape anyhow, but Hitler, he was a rare one for jam! 

 

Ɂ'ÌɯÖÞÕÌËɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÔÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯÏÖÞɯÚÛÖÕàɯÉÙÖÒÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÚȭɯ/oor chap, he never 

ÏÈËɯÈɯÊÌÕÛȵɯ(ɯÉÓÜÙÛÌËɯÐÛɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÕÊÌȯɯȿ'ÈÝÌÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÏÖÔÌȳɯ(ÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯ
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ÈÕàÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÚÌÕËɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȳɀ ȿ-ÖȮɀɯÏÌɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËȮɯȿÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛȮɯÕÖɯÖÕÌɯÉÜÛɯÈɯÚÐÚÛÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯ

ÎÖÖËÕÌÚÚɯÖÕÓàɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÚÏÌɯÐÚɯÉàɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌȭɀ 

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÜmmer of 1915 that the enemy began to drop bundles of leaflets 

into our trenches and behind our lines. This was their idea of making pr opaganda, 

sowing seeds of discontent and doubt in our minds as to what the fighting was about 

and how the Kaiser and not the German people was responsible for the War. At first 

ÞÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ×ÈàɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÉÜÛɯÈÚɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÖÕɯÞÌɀËɯÙÌÈËɯÛÏÌÔɯÑÜÚÛɯÍor 

something to do. Mostly we chucked them away. They dropped leaflets against the 

/ÙÜÚÚÐÈÕÚɯÖÕɯÜÚɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈÕɯÊÏÈ×Úȱɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯknew what they meant by that. He read the 

things seriously and thought a lot about it all. He seemed to think the English 

understood p ropaganda better than we did, and this leaflet dropping certainly did 

have its effect. Arguments got up. Grousing increased all along the line. The wet and 

the mud and the weariness, the filth, and the wretched grub were all bad enough, 

without the men for ever scrapping about what the enemy thought fit to tell them. 

Hitler seemed to expect H.Q. would contradict it. But H.Q. n ever did. Nothing was 

done to counteract the bad effect among us of those enemy leaflets. 

 

Ɂ ÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÞÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÞÌɀËɯÎÖÕÌɯÞÙÖng - the humorous papers had 

ÈÓÞÈàÚɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÜÚɯÛÖɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯËÖÓÛɯÖÕɯ&ÖËɀÚɯÌÈÙÛÏɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯ

or British soldier. Now we had to meet them, face to face, we knew a jolly sight better. 

They were men, and tremendous fighters. We knew, too, how it was all the other way 

about in France and England. The War propaganda there, making out we Germans 

ÞÌÙÌɯȿ'ÜÕÚɀɯÈÕËɯsavages, capable of every sort of crime, just stiffened the people up 

to go on. Hitler was bitter over this. The enemy was much clever er than we were about 

propaganda. He only wished he could have a say himself! But Hitler then was a 

nobody like the rest of us, nothing but a man in the trenches. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯàÌÈÙɯÞÖÙÌɯÖÕɯÛÖÞÈÙËÚɯÚ×ÙÐÕÎȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÖÖÙɯÉÐÛÚɯÈÕËɯÚÛÜÔ×ÚɯÖÍɯÛÙÌÌÚɯÓÌÍÛɯÚÛÐÊÒÐÕÎɯ

up here and there like splintered posts in the mud actually began to put out leaves: 

sometimes a gleam of sun dried the morass a bit. Then the fighting renewed itself: new 

and terrific offensives developed all along the line. This was when the gas attacks 

began. The battle of the Somme went on right through July without the enemy 

breaking our line anywhere. I shall never forget the nig ht of the 15th or the 16th as 

long as I live. It was an inferno of fire. All our field telephones were out of action and 

ÞÌɯȿ,ÌÓËÌÎåÕÎÌÙɀɯÞÌÙÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÖɯÐÕÊÌÚÚÈÕÛÓàȮɯÖÜÙɯÓÐÝÌÚɯÈÛɯÚÛÈÒÌɯÌÝÌÙàɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȭɯ ÛɯÖÕÌɯ

time we were opposed to Australians. They came on over and over again only to be 

mowed down by our machinegun fire.  

 

Ɂ-ÌÞÚɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÕÌÔàɯÞÌÙÌɯÉÙÌÈÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÌɯÏÌÓËɯÉàɯÛÏe 21st 

Infantry Regiment: word had to be sent along to the 17th and then on to the threatened 

sector. Hitler and another t rench runner got the order. They set off in the face of almost 

certain death, peppered with shot and shell every yard of the way. Half  the time they 
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were cowering for shelter in shell -holes and ditches. They were wet through and 

ÏÈÓÍÍÙÖáÌÕȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕion gave out. Buckled right up, unable to stick it another 

step! Hitler hoisted him along somehow, rather than leave him to his fate, and the two 

of them came at last, God only knows how, back to the dug-out. 

 

Ɂ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯƖƔÛÏɯÞÌɯËÌÓÐÝÌÙÌËɯÈɯÊÖÜÕÛÌÙ-attack and wrested back again the few yards 

of trenches gained previously by the enemy. There came a bit of a lull after that and 

we runners did  what we could to repair damage to our dug -out. Presently with over 

one hundred dead we marched into rest billets at Fourn es. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÓÌÛÛÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÈÙÊÌÓÚɯÈÞÈÐÛÐÕÎɯÜÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯ- all except for Hitler. He just 

looked the other way and busied himself knocki ng the mud off his boots and doing 

what he could to clean his shirt.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯ2ÖÔÔÌɯ!ÈÛÛÓÌȮɯÈɯÞÐÛÊÏÌÚɀɯÊÈÜÓËÙÖÕɯÖÍɯÏÖÙÙÖÙɯÈÕd fire and death, went on 

ÍÖÙɯÞÌÌÒÚȭɯ2ÖÔÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÞÌɀËɯÈÓÓɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÚÚÜÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÍÙÌÚÏɯÌØÜÐ×ÔÌÕÛȭɯ-ÖÞȮɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ

25th of September, we were marched off to Haubourdin, there to entrain next day for 

Longwy. From there we marched endlessly it seemed to us through Cambrai to 

Fremicourt, where we set to work at top speed to dig ourselves in, constructing 

trenches, traverses and dug-outs day and night. We took part in the battle on the 2nd 

of October and found ourselves in the sector between Bapaume and La Barque. It was 

all new ground to us, and we messengers were lost half the time. 

 

Ɂ6Ìɯ ÙÌÓÐÌÝÌËɯ ÛÏÌɯ ƖƕÚÛɯRegiment. The men came straggling back scarcely 

recognisable in their mud, blood and rags. 

 

Ɂ.ÕÊÌɯÈɯÚÏÌÓÓɯËÙÖ××ÌËɯ×ÓÜÔ×ɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯËÜÎ-out. For the moment 

the lot of us were too stunned to know what had happened. The four of us lay dead, 

and seven others lay hideously wounded spouting blood on the ground. That was the 

ÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÐÔÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÊÈÜÎÏÛɯÖÕÌȭɯ ɯÚ×ÓÐÕÛÌÙɯÏÈËɯÎÈÚÏÌËɯÏÐÔɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÊÌȱ 

 

Ɂ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯthe 5th and 6th of October he was on the go with messages 

between our lot and the 17th the whole time. For the most part he and his comrade 

were dodging high explosive in the open, just waiting between earthquakes and 

volcanoes to make the next bit there and back. The enemy was doing his utmost to 

smash the German line, but in spite of unprecedented ferocity, the attack was 

ÊÖÔ×ÓÌÛÌÓàɯÍÖÐÓÌËȭɯ6ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÎÐÝÌɯÞÈàɯÈÕɯÐÕÊÏȭɯ!àɯËÈàɯÞÌɯÓÈàɯÈÚɯÊÓÖÚÌɯÜÕËÌÙÎÙÖÜÕËɯÈÚɯ

we could. Otherwise, the slightest sign of life on  our part brought the enemy 

aeroplanes into play and bombs were dropped right from overhead. Of an evening, as 

a rule, Hitler was despatched to Brigade Headquarters at Bapaume. To get there he 

ran such a gauntlet between exploding mines and burning houses, that for the most 

part his own clothes singed on his back. Over and over again the company was only 

saved by our artillery from the English onslaughts.  
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Ɂ%ÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯƛÛÏɯÖÍɯ.ÊÛÖÉÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÍÐÝÌɯËÈàÚɯÈÕËɯÕÐÎÏÛÚɯÐÛɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÛÖÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɯ

trench runners got no sleep and nothing but snatch grub to eat. Our numbers grew 

ever fewer and fewer. The stunning din in the air neve r let up for one moment. All was 

the wildest uproar of death by shot and shell and cannonade. The thing grew 

unendurable, not to be believed. It took six runners now to get a message through, 

three pairs of them set out on the off chance that one man, perhaps, might succeed. 

Our Lieutenant called for volunteers - only Hitler responded, and a chap named Ernst 

Schmidt. 

 

The thing was rank suicid e. This time only Schmidt got back. Hitler had been hit 

in the left leg. Later on the regimental stretcher-ÉÌÈÙÚɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÏÐÔɯÐÕȱ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɯÛÖÖÒɯÜÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯƕƗÛÏɯÖÍɯ.ÊÛÖÉÌÙȭɯ.ÕÓàɯÈɯÏÈÕËÍÜÓɯÖÍɯÜÚȮɯ

apathetic with shock and exhaustion, stumbled off,  making our way as best we could 

ÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÙ×ÚÌÚɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯÊÖÔÙÈËÌÚȭɂ 

 

3ÏÌɯ!ÈÛÛÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ2ÖÔÔÌȮɯÈÚɯ,ÌÓËÌÎåÕÎÌr Westenkirchner says, was a long-

drawn -out affair. It lasted, in fact, some three and a half months, from July well on into 

the autumn. The Allied o ffensive was planned on a single front of about twenty -five 

miles and was preceded by immense preparations and reinforcements in men and 

material. It failed to break our line, in any sense that the enemy, public or military, 

hoped to break it, and this for  the reason that our line was an entire belt of territory 

scored with lines behind lines, every one of whic h must be taken and cleared and held 

before the enemy could be said to have broken through. They failed most signally and 

at frightful cost. Over two  months were spent in trying to secure objectives marked 

down for the first day or two of the battle: it to ok weeks upon weeks to decide the 

possession of a single patch of woodland; prolonged struggles waged backwards and 

forwards over a few metres of contested ground. Verdun was balanced by Bapaume. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕÐÌÚȮɂɯ×ÜÙÚÜÌÚɯ/ÙÐÝÈÛÌɯ6ÌÚÛÌÕÒÐÙÊÏÕÌÙȮɯɁÎÖÛɯÚÔÈÓÓer and smaller; 

hardly thirty men went to a company now. And in this shape we awaited new 

onslaughts. The bombardment was incessant. At length, however, we went into rest 

billets at Sancourt. 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÞÖÜÕËɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÖÖɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÐÕÊÈ×ÈÊÐÛÈÛÌɯhim for some 

ÔÖÕÛÏÚȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÈÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯȿ2ÈÔÔÌÓÓÈáÈÙÌÛÛɀɯ'ÌÙÔÐÌÚȭɯ%ÖÙɯÛÞÖɯÓÖÕÎɯàÌÈÙÚɯ

he had been at the Front: here, for the first time in all that while, he heard a German 

ÞÖÔÈÕɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ2ÐÚÛÌÙɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ!ÈÚÌɯ'ÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓɯ(Ûɯgave him quite a 

shock. But he went on in the Ambulance Train, through Belgium, back home to 

Germany - after two years! It was amazing at last to find himself, clean, and lying in a 

soft white bed in hospital at Beelitz near Berlin. He had become so unused to all this 

refinement! It took him quite a while to get accustomed to these new surroundings.  
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Ɂ3ÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÛÙÜÊÒɯÏÐÔɯÔÖÚÛȮɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÏÌÙÌ at home in hospital, was the 

demoralisation that seemed to have got hold of the men. There were chaps there 

ÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÈɯÉÖÈÚÛɯÖÍɯÏÖÞɯÛÏÌàɀËɯ×ÜÙ×ÖÚÌÓàɯÔÈÐÔÌËɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÎÏÛÐÕÎɯ

line, and, what was a jolly sight worse, no one in authority to ok notice of it, no one 

ÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÚÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÍÖÙɯÐÛȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯÚÈÐËɯÞÈÚɯȿ!ÌÛÛÌÙɯÛÖɯ×ÓÈàɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÞard 

ÍÖÙɯÈɯÔÐÕÜÛÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÖɯÉÌɯËÌÈËɯÍÖÙɯÌÛÌÙÕÐÛàȭɀɯ$ÝÌÙàÉÖËàɯÞÈÚɯÎÙÖÜÚÐÕÎɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÈÚÛÓÐÕÌÚÚɯ

of the Front, and the uselessness of the war in general. Hitler could hardly believe his 

ears. It might have been true, but it was unworthy and unsoldierly.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯone day, when he was fairly convalescent, he got leave to go to Berlin. 

Everything there looked baddish, he thought; poverty and hunger and anxiety w ere 

ÚÛÈÔ×ÌËɯÖÕɯÌÝÌÙàɯÍÈÊÌȭɯ'ÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÖÕÌɯÖÙɯÛÞÖɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ2ÖÓËÐÌÙÚɀɯ'ÖÔÌÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯ

chaps there much in the same frame of mind as in the hospital, only worse. The 

ÎÙÖÜÚÌÙÚɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÖÞÕɯÞÈàȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÍÌÓÛɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÚÐÊÒɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȱɂ 

 

Lance-Corporal Adolf Hitler (as he was now) had, indeed, come back from the 

Front (as he was to emerge from the War at the end), with all his ideals and loyalties 

intact. He had gone from the high untried courage of the beginning through shock and 

horror and exhaustion to admitted cowardice and fear, but this in turn he had 

conquered and steeled to dogged endurance. It had never yet entered his head to start 

malingering; or to question the obvious Tightness of the War. He was utterly disgusted 

by all this, back in Berlin. 

 

6ÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÍÐÛɯÍÖÙɯËÐÚÊÏÈÙÎÌȮɯÛÏÌɯɁÐÙÖÕɯÛÙÈÐÕȮɂɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÊÈÙÙÐÌËɯÔÌÕɯÖÕɯÓÌÈÝÌȮɯÛÖÖÒɯ

him to h is Reserve Battalion in Munich. Here things were no better than in Berlin. 

Glowering faces, grumbling speech, and incessant invective against Prussians and 

ÔÐÓÐÛÈÙÐÚÔɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÕÖÛÌËɯÖÕɯÌÝÌÙàɯÏÈÕËȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÖÜÛɯÏÖÞɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯ

seemed to have got up, and got up so suddenly. He found out, however, that a lot of 

newspaper men having gone to the Front, their places had been taken by Jews, and 

that these men were using their opportunity to foment discouragement and disunion. 

Everything tracked to a nicety with the enemy propaganda in the trenches. If the 

Bavarians and the Prussians could be brought to loggerheads, so much the better for 

those who would like to see both go under. The upshot of it all was Hitler put in to 

return to the Front. Anything to escape the state of affairs at home: to be still fighting 

for Germany!  

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÊÏÈ×ÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÎÓÈËɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÐÔɯÉÈÊÒȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÖne of 

the best comrades we ever had. The company cook excelled himself that night and 

turned out an extra special mess in his honour, Kartoffelpuffer, bread and jam and tea. 

Hitler was cheery, too. Long after the rest of us had turned in, he was still fool ing about 

with a flashlight in the dark spitting the rats on his bayonet. Then somebody chucked 

a boot at his head, and we got a little peace. 
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Ɂ.Õɯ,ÈÙÊÏɯƘÛÏɯÞÌɯÓÌÍÛɯÈÕËɯÌÕÛÙÈÐÕÌËȮɯÝÐÈɯ#ÖÜÈÐȮɯÍÖÙɯ'ÈÕÛÈàɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ+Èɯ!ÈÚÚÌÌɯ

Canal. Things were gingering up and we were preparing for the big spring offensive 

at Arras. By April 28th we were in position at Biache. There was nothing to see but a 

waste of water-logged shell-holes. On May 3rd we were in action at Roeux; and five 

days later we relieved the 20th, in the middle of a gas attack from the English. The 

effect of it was appalling. We messengers had a severe time of it, continually under 

fire, rain in our faces cutting like knives, mud up to our knees. The earth was going up 

in cascades all about us; we continually fell headlong into shell - holes old and new. 

The company got scattered anyhow; many of them never turned up again. Hitler and 

the rest were kept hard at it all night. At one time they were within an inch of capture 

by the English. 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯ8×ÙÌÚɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÞorst experience of all. Fifteen hundred strong the List 

Regiment was moved up into the salient  on July 13th. We had come by night from 

Roulers to Ledeghem; from there we marched via Terhand to Gheluveld. All this was 

covering old ground for us, but it was no longer recognisable. We saw nothing but 

ruined villages, whole towns lying in masses of rub ble, the very configuration of the 

streets all gone, here and there a gaunt and jagged gable still gaped to the sky. Then 

for ten days and nights on end we were bombarded without pause or slackening. 

There was the sound underground of mining and boring, an d fleets of war planes 

rained bombs from overhead. For twenty -four hours at a stretch we suffocated in our 

gas masks. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÛÏÙÌÌɯËÈàÚɯÖÍɯÙÌÚÛɯÉÐÓÓÌÛÚɯÐÕɯ#ÈËÐáÌÌle. Then in the line again between 

Gheluveld and Becelaire. 

 

Ɂ.Õɯ)ÜÓàɯƗƕÚÛɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛ their monsters of tanks into action over a 

frontage miles long. They were accompanied overhead by planes, and heralded by 

intense machine-gun fire. Our artillery  checked their advance. The rain foiled them 

still worse. It came down the whole time as if th e heavens had opened. The field of 

battle was turned into one vast flooded area in which the enemy tanks were useless, 

and men and horses on either side were in as much danger of being drowned as shot. 

It went on, like a second deluge, for four days and ni ghts, and was succeeded by 

weather black as winter. 

 

Ɂ ÕàÏÖÞȮɯRegiment List was sent southward for a spell, to Hochstadt, near 

Muhlhausen in Alsace. After Flander s this was a foretaste of paradise! We only had a 

ÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÔÖÕÛÏÚɀɯÙÌÚÛɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯÛhen went up into the line again near Lizy 

on the Aisne. The fighting here was dogged and obstinate and lasted practically all 

that winter. Only at the end of Janu ary, 1918, were we withdrawn to Gommines for 

another spell of rest. 
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Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÐngs in general never dwindled away to just concern for 

nothing more than what the day brought forth. That winter the Russian Front buckled 

up, which was an immense thing for us, and so did the Italian; but then came the 

munitions strike at home. For three ÓÖÕÎɯàÌÈÙÚɯÞÌɀËɯÏÌÓËɯÛÏÌɯ1ÜÚÚÐÈÕɯÏÖÙËÌÚɯÈÛɯÉÈàɯÖÕɯ

the east. Endless columns of Russian prisoners swarmed over the high roads in 

Germany and yet there seemed to be illimitable numbers yet to come. It seemed almost 

laughable to us that the German Army, strun g out on half a dozen fronts, should hope 

to resist this perennial flood. It held out successfully until the events of this winter 

allowed us to concentrate on the west. 

 

Ɂ%ÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÐÛɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÈÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÊÏÈÕÎÌɯÖÝÌÙɯÍÙÖÔɯÈɯÞÈÙɯ

of defence to one of attack. The spirits of the men went up, and one even heard snatches 

of song again in the trenches. We got the idea that the enemy was losing heart: it could 

only now be a matter of one last terrific effort, before they, too, collapsed lik e Russia. 

As the spring advanced it was pretty plain they were jumpy and uneasy in those 

opposite trenches. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÕÐÛÐÖÕÚɯÚÛÙÐÒÌɯÈÛɯÏÖÔÌȮɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÐÕÊÙÌËible bit of treachery 

and knavery the world has ever seen. The German Army was knifed in th e back. The 

lives of hundreds and thousands of our men yet to be slaughtered were to lie at the 

doors of those who fomented and engineered this monstrous treason. Although the 

strike was called off too soon for the effects of it, as far as armaments were concerned, 

to be much felt at the Front, the consequences on our morale were deadly. Everyone 

began to ask what was the good of our carrying on out here if the people at home had 

thrown up the sponge? The Army began to be divided against itself. The enemy wÈÚÕɀÛɯ

slow to take advantage of all this. They peppered our lines again with propaganda 

ÓÌÈÍÓÌÛÚȯɯ ȿ&ÌÙÔÈÕàɯ ÐÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÛÏÙÖÌÚɯ ÖÍɯ Èɯ ÎÌÕÌÙÈÓɯ ÚÛÙÐÒÌȮɀɯ ȿ&ÐÝÌɯ ÐÛɯ Ü×ȯɯ ÞÌɀÝÌɯ ÞÖÕȭɀɯ

Nevertheless, somehow, we fought on. 

 

Ɂ(Õɯ,ÈÙÊÏȮɯƕƝƕƜȮɯÞÌɯ+ÐÚÛɯÍÌÓÓÖÞÚɯÌÝÈÊÜÈÛÌËɯÖÜÙɯÖÓË position on the Oise-Aisne 

sector, and pushed forward on a four -ËÈàÚɀɯÔÈÙÊÏɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯÚÏÈÓÓɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÍÖÙÎÌÛȭɯ%ÖÙÛàɯ

miles covered, every day of it, and this over roads yoÜɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÊÈÓÓɯÙÖÈËÚɯÈÕàɯÓÖÕÎÌÙȮɯ

they were so ploughed and shot to pieces. We had to make way all along the march 

for endless trains of munition waggons, and the incessant struggling forward of heavy 

artillery.  

 

Ɂ$ÝÌÙàɯÕÖÞɯÈÕËɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÈËÝÈÕÊÌɯÞÖÜÓd be held up by some heavy 

trench mortar having got stuck in a shell -hole. Horses had to be taken from the limbers 

of the other guns to try and haul it out, and masses of men turned to lend a hand. A 

dozen or so gunners hauling on long ropes, a grey coil of exhausted men, would bow 

ÍÖÙÞÈÙËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯÖÍɯÊÖÔÔÈÕËȮɯȿ'ÌÈÝÌȮɀɯÈÕËɯÚÛÙÈÐÕɯÛÐÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÚÞÌat poured down their 

powder -blackened faces, while the horses floundered up to their bellies in the mud. If 

at last the monster at which they pulled reared itself by  degrees out of the hole, there 
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might be some chance of getting forward again. In silence and haste we struggled 

forward, our wide coats flapping and waving, with the belts unfastened, the covers of 

our helmets all in rags. 

 

Ɂ!àɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎȮɯÖÕÌɯËÈàȮɯÞÌɯÙÌÈÊÏÌd Fourdrain. We camped three nights in the open 

air and did fifty miles at a stretch. The h orses of the batteries ahead went down literally 

in dozens, and had to be summarily put out of their misery.  

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÔÈÙÊÏÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÏÌÈ×ÚɯÖÍɯÜÕÙÌÊÖÎÕÐáÈÉÓÌɯÙÜÐÕÚȮɯÖnce villages, past La 

%öÙÌȮɯ5ÖÜÌÓɯÈÕËɯ-ÖàÌÕȮɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÜÛɯÉÜÙÕÛɯÈÕËɯÚÏÈÛÛÌÙÌËɯÚÏÌlls. On the 

third day we came to Lassigny and Amy. The farther ahead we pushed the more 

cumbered grew the way with the corpses of shot horses and the wreckage of heavy 

ordinance. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÔÈËÌɯÛÌÙÙÐÍÐÊɯÌÍÍÖÙÛÚɯÛÖɯÏÖÓËɯ,ÖÕÛËÐËÐÌÙȰɯÛÏÌàɯÏÜÙÓÌËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÊÖÓÖured 

troops into the battle here. After indescribable struggles on March 28th we reached 

Fontaine, about five kilometres west of that place. Here we went into the li ne again for 

about three weeks. The whole Front was in an unceasing uproar day and night. It 

blazed and roared and quivered with incessant explosions. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÈÐÙɯÞÈÚɯÍÖÙɯÌÝÌÙɯÍÐÓÓÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÙÌÈÔÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÐÚÛÓÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÌÓÓÚȮɯÛÏÌɯ

flash and thunder oÍɯÌß×ÓÖÚÐÝÌÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÚÐÊÒÓàɯÚÔÌÓÓȭɯ(ÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȮɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯ

on starvation rations n ow, and suffered agonies from thirst. The baggage waggons and 

the field kitchens got held up and hopelessly stuck in the wrecked roads to the rear, or 

came within ra nge of the enemy guns, so that we were cut off even from such supplies 

as there were. One whole week we got practically nothing. I remember how Hitler and 

I sometimes, on an extra black night, would crawl out of the trench to scrounge round 

for something tÖɯÌÈÛȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕɯÌÔ×Ûàɯ×ÌÛÙÖÓɯÊÈÕȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÒÕÐÍÌȭɯ6ÌɯÏÜÕÛÌËɯ

ÙÖÜÕËɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÉÌen slaughtering the horses, and if we could hit on some poor 

ÚÏÖÛɯÉÌÈÚÛɯÞÏÐÊÏɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÛÐÕÒɯÛÖÖɯÉÈËÓàɯÈÚɯàÌÛȮɯÞÌɀËɯÚÓÐÊÌɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÖÍÍɯÏÐÚɯØÜÈÙÛÌÙȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀËɯ

fill the can ÞÐÛÏɯÚÏÌÓÓÏÖÓÌɯÞÈÛÌÙȮɯÈÕËȮɯÚÛÜÔÉÓÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯËÜÎÖÜÛȮɯÞÌɀËɯËÌÓÐÝÌÙɯ

this booty to t he cook! 

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈɯÊÙÌÞɯÖÍɯÚÊÈÙÌÊÙÖÞÚȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÈÛɯÓÈÚÛɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÙÌÓÐÌÝÌËȮɯ

half-ÚÛÈÙÝÌËɯÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÙÌȮɯÙÌËɯÌàÌÚɯÖÍɯÔÌÕɯÞÏÖɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÏÈËɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓd call 

one decent sleep for nearly a fortnight! We were nothing but a handful of tramps, mud 

from top to toe, not a whole tunic amongst us. We came out of the line over twelve 

hundred fewer than we went in.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɯÔÈÙÊÏÌËɯÜÚɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÞÖɯÖÙɯÛÏÙÌÌɯËÈàÚɯÛÖɯÙÌst billets at Ghery les Poully. 

%ÖÙɯÞÌÌÒÚɯÞÌɀËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÏÈËɯÖÜÙɯÊÓÖÛÏÌÚɯÖÍÍɯ- now, f irst to sleep, and then to eat! After 

that we had a clean-up, if out bits of once-upon-a-time shirts, or remnants of once-

upon-a-time boots were yet worth the time and trouble . In the middle of it, though, 
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the alarm was sounded; we were to be rushed to a sector, Anizy -Lizy. Grousing and 

swearing we limped off again towards the trenches.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ%ÙÖÕÛɯÞÈÚɯÙÖÈÙÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÉÓÈáÐÕÎɯÈÞÈàɯÐÕɯÍÜÓÓɯÉÓÈÚÛȭɯ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÖÕÓàɯÈɯÍÌÞɯ

hundred strong no w, and were sent to hold a line some four miles long, for ten days 

and nights. We spent hours sheltering in shell-holes. Battered with flying clods of earth 

- when not directly hit by shot and shell - ÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÐÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÍÐÚÛÚɯÈÕËɯÒÕÖÊÒÌËɯÈɯÔÈÕɀÚɯ

breath out of his bellows. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÈÛɯÓÈÚÛȮɯÖÕɯ,ÈàɯƕƙÛÏȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯƚÛÏɯ#ÐÝÐÚÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÙÌÓÐÌÝÌËȮɯÛÏÌ strength of 

the List Regiment had dwindled to that of a single company. Many of the chaps had 

ÛÖɯÉÌɯÊÈÙÙÐÌËɯÖÕɯÚÛÙÌÛÊÏÌÙÚȮɯÖÙɯÏÌÓ×ÌËɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÏÖÞȮɯÖÙɯÛÏÌàɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÈËÌ the 

retreat. Two of us messengers were senseless, and the rest were ghosts rather than 

men. We filed out of the trenches, as usual, before the greying of the dawn. Muddy 

and sunken-eyed came the pitiable line of stumbling figures, lots of them with flappi ng 

empty sleeves, unbuttoned tunics, and blood-soaked rags bound round head or arm 

or hand. Others came two by two, leaning on each other, dragging, limping. The 

stretchers got knocked about over the broken ground. Single figures brought up the 

rear laden with rifles and equipment, packs, buckets, and gear of every indescribable 

description.  

 

Ɂ.Õɯ,ÈàɯƖƚÛÏɯÖÜÙɯÈÙÛÐÓÓÌÙàɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÈɯÍÙÌÚÏɯÈÛÛÈÊÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÛÙÌÕÊÏÌÚȭɯ&ÈÚɯ

followed. The enemy was completely overborne on the Soissons-Fismes sector. We List 

found ourselves in Juvigny. Then we marched without pause to Epagny. We remained 

a good long time in trenches between Vezaponin and Nouvron, and spent the first part 

of June reconnoitring in that region.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÈɯØÜÌÌÙɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯËÈàȮɯÛÏÌɯƘÛÏȮɯas a matter of fact, and 

the firing had died down for the nonce. The sun was hot. Men were sitting about, silent, 

weary, unsociable, sleepy, reading letters writing home. Hitler had gone off by himself 

and must have been half a mile away. He had just surmounted a slight rise in the 

apparently vacant landscape when suddenly he heard the whirring of a machine -gun 

and bullets peppered all the air about him. He flung himself face downwards on the 

ground. The gun ceased fire. Gingerly Hitler essayed to move. Instantly it spat again, 

lead and fire. 

 

Ɂ ÛɯÓÌÕÎÛÏȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÏÌɯÔÈÕÈÎÌËɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÔɯÏÐÚɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÏÖÓÌȮɯȿ$ÝÐËÌÕÛÓàɯÈɯ

%ÙÌÕÊÏɯÈÔÉÜÚÏȮɀɯÏÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȮɯȿÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÊÈÔÖÜÍÓÈÎÌËɯÎÜÕȮɀɯÈÕËɯ×ÈÜÚÌËȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ

ÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÖÝÌÙȭɯȿ0ÜÐÛÌɯÈɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯÖÍɯÔÌÕȮɀɯÏÌɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËȮɯÈÕËɯÙÐÎÏÛÓy. For within the next 

ten minutes or so, at least half a dozen of them, fully armed, appeared climbing over 

ÛÏÌɯÛÖ×ɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÌÕÊÏȭɯȿ.ÕÌȮɯÛÞÖȮɯÛÏÙÌÌɯ- five - eight - Donnerwetterȵɀɯ'ÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȮɯ

ȿÏÖÞÌÝÌÙɯÔÈÕàɯÔÖÙÌȳɀɯ3ÏÌÕɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÍÓÈÚÏȮɯÏÌɯÓÌÈ×ÌËɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÍÌÌÛȮɯdragged his revolver 

ÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÚɯÉÌÓÛȮɯÈÕËɯÓÌÝÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÕÌÔàȮɯÚÏÖÜÛÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÖɯÚÜÙÙÌÕËÌÙȭɯȿ6ÏÐÊÏÌÝÌÙɯ
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ÖÍɯàÖÜɯÉÜËÎÌÚȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÈɯËÌÈËɯÔÈÕȵɀɯ6ÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏÔÌÕɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÖÖËɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÖÙɯ

not, they understood what he meant and promptly fell into line as oÙËÌÙÌËȭɯȿ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯ

Ôàɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕÌÙÚȵɯ,ÈÙÊÏȵɀɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚÐÎÕÈÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȭɯ.ÍÍɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÕÛȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÈÙȭɯ

/ÌÙÏÈ×ÚɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÊÖÝÌÙÌËɯÈɯÏÜÕËÙÌËɯÔÌÛÙÌÚɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈàȮɯ×ÌÙÏÈ×ÚɯÛÞÖȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯ

twelve of them began to wonder where the rest of the German detail might be wh ich 

had captured them. Another hundred metres they plodded silently forward without a 

ÚÐÕÎÓÌɯÌÕÌÔàɯÔÖÙÌɯÚÏÖÞÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÍÌÓÓÖÞɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÝÖÓÝÌÙȭɯȿ2ÈÊÙõɯ-ÖÔȵɀ- 

exclaimed one of them - but got no farther. He found himself directly menaced by that 

shining barrel. Forwards! Half a mile farther and they came to the German trenches, 

ÞÏÌÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕàȮɯÈÔÐËɯÙÖÈÙÚɯÖÍɯÓÈÜÎÏÛÌÙȭɯȿ'ÌÈÝÌÕÚȵɯÐÍɯ

ÞÌɀËɯÖÕÓàɯÒÕÖÞÕȵɀɯÔÜÛÛÌÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕÌÙÚȮɯȿÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÈÚÛÌËɯÉÓÐÎÏÛÌÙɯÊÈÙÙÐÌËɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯ

off so ÔÐÎÏÛàɯÏÐÎÏɯÏÈÕËÌËȵɀ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÍÐÎÏÛÐÕÎɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯ.ÐÚÌɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ,ÈÙÕÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÜÉÉÖÙÕɯÈÕËɯÉÐÛÛÌÙɯÉÌàÖÕËɯ

description. Step by step we were forced back by overwhelming numbers. We made a 

stand along the line Aisne-Marne, however, from July 1st to the 14th, from w hich the 

enemy failed to dislodge us. 

 

Ɂ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯƕƙÛÏɯÖÜÙɯÉÐÎɯÖÍÍÌÕÚÐÝÌɯÖ×ÌÕÌËɯÐÕɯ"ÏÈÔ×ÈÎÕÌɯÈÕËɯÞÌɯÚÜÊÊÌÌËÌËɯÐÕɯ

retaking a good slice of the country from the enemy. The battle was waged without 

cessation day or night; from a huge defensive action between Soissons and Reims it 

gradually involved the whole Front from the Marne to the Aisne. The barrage was 

unintermittent. For fourteen days shot and shell rained on the trenches. We crouched 

in a veritable hell of fire and flying iron.  

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÙÌÓÐÌÝÌËɯÖÕɯ)ÜÓàɯ30th. They brought us out on the line to go through a 

ten-ËÈàÚɀɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯÖÍɯÐÕÚÛÙÜÊÛÐÖÕÚȮɯÖÍɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÐÕÛÌÙÝÈÓɯÞÌɯÛÖÖÒɯÈËÝÈÕÛÈÎÌɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÉÈÊÒɯ

somewhat to the semblance of ordinary mortals. By the middle of August we entrained 

to a point whence we could take part  in the defence between Arras and Albert. We 

stuck fast to our trenches in a line Monchy-Bapaume, and the most savage onslaughts 

failed to dislodge us. We remained there until the end of August, and then marched 

east towards the frontier between Belgium and Holland. Not far from Bruges we put 

in a spell of guard work  on the frontier. Once we touched Ostend. By September, 

however, this interlude was over, and we found ourselves, Hitler and I, in the middle 

of the last of the fighting we were to see together. 

 

Ɂ%ÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÙËɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÖÓËɯÎÙÖÜÕËɯÍÖÜÎÏÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÐÕɯƕƝƕƘȭɯ-ÖÞɯÞÌɯ

had to defend it, inch by inch, all over again. We were in the neighbourhood of 

Gommines; dazed and bewildered with the ceaseless flash and thunder of explosives. 

Fiercer and fiercer grew the firing. On the night of October 13th -14th the crashing and 

howling and roaring of the guns was accompanied by something still more deadly 

than usual. Our company lay on a little hill near Werwick, a bit to the south of Ypres. 

All of a sudd en the bombardment slackened off and in place of shells came a queer 
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pungent smell. Word flew through the trenches that the English were attacking with 

ÊÏÓÖÙÐÕÌɯÎÈÚȭɯ'ÐÛÏÌÙÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ+ÐÚÛɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌËɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÎÈÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÕÖÞɯÞÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯ

thorough dose of i t. As I stuck my head outside the dug-out for a quick look round I 

found myself confronted by a hideous lot of bogies. In the place of men were creatures 

with visages of sheer horror. 

 

Ɂ ÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÚÏÖÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÔàɯÖÞÕɯÎÈÚ-mask! For hours we lay there with this foul stuff 

poisoning every gulp of air outside. Suddenly one of the chaps could stand it no 

longer. He sprang up, wrenched the mask from his head and face, gasping, only to 

encounter a waft of the white -green poison. It caught him by the throat and flung h im 

back choking, gurgling, suffocating, dying. The gas let off by morning and the shelling 

began again, to our unbounded relief. Better the deadliest bombardment than that 

poisoned drowning stifling. How we tore off those masks, and gulped in the air! It w as 

still stinking of the stuff, and reeked again of high explosive, but to us it was the very 

breath of Heaven. Every now and then the enemy still sent a gas bomb over together 

with the rest.  

 

Ɂ ɯÔÈÕɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÏÙÐÌÒȮɯÛÏÙÖÞɯÜ×ɯÏÐÚɯÈÙÔÚȮɯÈÕËɯÍÓÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔɯacross his eyes. There 

was nothing for it but to clap the filthy masks over our heads again. The ferocity of the 

attack increased. Hour after hour of this inferno went by. It seemed as though that 

paling in the east which heralded the longed -for dawn would  never come again. We 

chaps just hugged the ravaged and shattered ground, lying, indistinguishable lumps 

of filth and earth ourselves, within the sheltering lip of the water -filled craters torn up 

by previous shelling. We were practically finished. Only a handful o f us yet remained. 

Most of us lay there, black bundles, never to move again. As for me, I was at my last 

gasp. I began vomiting into my own face - wrenched the gas-mask off - and knew no 

more. 

 

Ɂ ÉÖÜÛɯÚÌÝÌÕɯÕÌßÛɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÈÚɯËÌÚ×ÈÛÊÏÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯan order to our rear. 

Dropping with exhaustion, he staggered off. It was useless by now to count up how 

ÔÈÕàɯËÈàÚɯÈÕËɯÕÐÎÏÛÚɯÞÌɀËɯÎÖÕÌɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÚÓÌÌ×ȭɯ'ÐÚɯÌàÌÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÉÜÙÕÐÕÎȮɯÚÖÙÌȮɯÈÕËɯ

smarting - gas - he supposed, or dog weariness. Anyhow, they rapidly got worse. The 

pain was hideous; presently he could see nothing but a fog. Stumbling, and falling 

over and over again, he made what feeble progress he could. Every time he went down 

crash, it was harder and harder to drag himself to his feet again. The last time, all his 

ÍÈÐÓÐÕÎɯÚÛÙÌÕÎÛÏɯÞÈÚɯÌßÏÈÜÚÛÌËɯÐÕɯÍÙÌÌÐÕÎɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÚÒȱɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÛÙÜÎÎÓÌɯ

Ü×ɯÕÖɯÔÖÙÌȱɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÊÖÈÓÚȱɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÊÖÓÓÈ×ÚÌËȭ 

 

Ɂ&ÖÖËÕÌÚÚɯÖÕÓàɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÏÖÞɯÓÖÕÎɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÛÊÏÌÙɯÉÌÈÙÌÙÚɯÍÖÜÕËɯÏÐÔȭ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÏÐÔɯin, though, at  last, and took him to the dressing-station. This 

was on the morning of October 14th, 1918 - just before the end. 
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Ɂ3ÞÖɯËÈàÚɯÓÈÛÌÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËɯÐÕɯÏÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓɯÈÛɯ/ÈÚÌÞÈÓÒȮɯ/ÖÔÌÙÈÕÐÈȭɂ 

 

* * * * * 

 

 ÔÖÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÐÕÕÜÔÌÙÈÉÓÌɯÓÐÉÌÓÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏrer has no time to concern 

himself, if he is to get on with the job of governing Germany at all, is that which accuses 

ÏÐÔɯɁÖÍɯÚÒÜÓÒÐÕÎɂɯËÜÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ6ÈÙȭɯ'ÌɯÐÚɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÈÕÈÎÌËɯÚÖÔÌÏÖÞɯÖÙɯÖÛÏÌÙɯ

to have kept well out of the firing line. A substantial  array of well - authenticated 

official military testimony goes to contradict any such supposition. Many of Private 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ ÊÖÔÔÈÕËÐÕÎɯ ÖÍÍÐÊÌÙÚɯ ÏÈÝÌɯ ÞÙÐÛÛÌÕɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÏÐÎÏÌÚÛɯ È××ÙÌÊÐÈÛÐÖÕɯ ÖÍɯ ÏÐÚɯ

soldierly qualities.  

 

Ɂ(ɯÊÈÕÕÖÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɯ/ÙÐÝÈÛÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÌver failed in ÏÐÚɯËÜÛÐÌÚȮɂɯÞÙÐÛÌÚɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯ

ÛÏÌÚÌȭɯ Ɂ'Ìɯ ÊÈÙÙÐÌËɯ ÖÜÛɯ ÏÐÚɯ ËÈÕÎÌÙÖÜÚɯ ËÜÛÐÌÚȮɯ ÕÖÛɯ ÖÕÓàɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ ÈÓÈÊÙÐÛàɯ ÉÜÛɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ

ËÐÚÛÐÕÊÛÐÖÕȮɂɯÛÌÚÛÐÍÐÌËɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙȭɯ&ÌÕÌÙÈÓ-major Engelhardt gives us this glimpse of him. 

Ɂ.ÕÊÌȮɂɯÏÌɯÙÌÓÈÛÌÚȮɯɁÈÚɯ(ɯÌÔÌÙÎÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÖËɯÈÛ Wytschaete during a fierce attack, 

in order to make some observations, Hitler and an orderly from the Regimental Staff, 

planted themselves bang in front of me to shield me with their own bodies from 

machine-ÎÜÕɯÍÐÙÌȭɂ 
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CHAPTER 5 

 

HITLER RETURNS TO MUNICH AFTER THE WAR:  

HERR ERNST SCHMID 3ɀ2ɯ23.18 
 

 

t would be  a superfluous task in this place again to describe the state of 

political chaos into which Germany fell after the revolt of the marines at 

Kiel, the flight of the Emperor and the proclamat ion of the Republic in 

Berlin. The tale has often been told. 

 

But if we are to arrive at any idea of the state of things obtaining at this period in 

Bavaria, in order to form some picture of the despair and hopelessness in Munich 

during the first months af ÛÌÙɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÙÌÛÜÙÕɯÛÏÐÛÏÌÙɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÈÚÌÞÈÓÒȮɯÞÌɯÔÜÚÛɯÎÖɯ

to Herr Ernst Schmidt for our history.  

 

It is a highly confusing interlude for the English reader to grasp. The whole 

×ÜÙ×ÖÙÛɯÖÍɯ'ÌÙÙɯ2ÊÏÔÐËÛɀÚɯÚÛÖÙàɯÐÚɯÓÌÚÚɯÛÖɯÌÓÜÊÐËÈÛÌɯÒÈÓÌÐËÖÚÊÖ×ÐÊɯÈÍÍÈÐÙÚɯÐÕɯBavaria than 

to show how Adolf Hitler reacted to the situation . It was a period of internecine 

violence, and of acute crisis. 

 

About a hundred and twenty miles east of Munich lies the little village of 

Garching, on the Alz. I took a trip to this spot to me et a former war comrade of Adolf 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚȮɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ$ÙÕÚÛɯSchmidt, one of his original intimates. Herr Schmidt, 

indeed, met me at the little station, and was delighted to receive me. He is a man of 

ÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɀÚɯÖÞÕɯÈÎÌȮɯÛÏÐÕɯÈÕËɯÚÜÕÉÜÙÕÛȮɯÈÕËɯÜÕÔarried; leads a somewhat 

lonely life. He is a painter by trade , and works with two mates in Garching and its 

neighbourhood.  

 

He rents a room of his own in an inn here, and has furnished it with his own 

things, very simply but effectively. The most outstand ing piece of furniture is a large 

bookcase well filled with su ch works as those of Goethe, Schiller and Shakespeare. 

Herr Schmidt noticed my interest in all this, and immediately reached down a couple 

of volumes to show me. One was Bavaria in the War, and the other Mein Kampf. He 

showed me an inscription on the flyleÈÍɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÛÛÌÙȯɯɁ3ÖɯÔàɯËÌÈÙɯÈÕËɯÍÈÐÛÏÍÜÓɯÞÈÙÛÐÔÌɯ

ÊÖÔÙÈËÌɯ$ÙÕÚÛɯ2ÊÏÔÐËÛȮɯÐÕɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÙÈÕÊÌȮɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȭɂɯ.ÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯ(ɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯ

well -known handwriting.  

 

We sat down at a table and Herr Schmidt began his story. 

 

I  
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Ɂ(ɯÛÖÖÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÐÕÛÌÙɀÚɯÛÙÈËÌɯÈÚɯÈɯàÖÜÛÏȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁÈÕËɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÔàɯÈ××ÙÌÕÛÐÊÌÚÏÐ×Ȯɯ

began by being a journey- man, and travelled all over France, Switzerland and Italy. 

When war broke out I returned home, and by the middle of November, 1914, I was 

already at the Front. That was at Messines. I belonged to the trench runners. And 

because of that, I came across Hitler. We messengers were a chummy crowd generally, 

but three of us in particular seemed to hang together, Hitler, Bachmann and I.  

Personally I was very much attracted to Hitler, and not the l ess as I had so often 

occasion to notice how he risked his life for somebody else, and never said a syllable 

ÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȭɯ2ÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÓɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɀÚɯÞÖÙÒȮɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÖɯand 

make a song about, anyhow. They used to call for volunteers when any particularly 

nasty job was on hand, and Hitler always answered. When I saw him step forward, I 

stepped forward, too, and so did Bachmann. We sort of belonged together, especially 

facing death. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÏÖÞɯÐÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÞÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÎÖÛɯÞÖÜÕËÌËɯat the same time and place, 

in October, 1916. Hitler and Bachmann made it, somehow, to the first field dressing-

station, whence they got sent down to Beelitz. But I collapsed on the way, and was 

picked up later and shunted to hospital in Brandenburg.  

 

Ɂ(Õɯ#ÌÊÌÔÉÌÙɯÞÌɯÈÓÓɯÒÕÖÊÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÌÈÊÏɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÐÕɯÉÈÙÙÈÊÒÚɯÈÛɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏȮɯÈÕËɯ

presently, one by one re-joined our regiment. Bachmann got sent to Romania where 

he was killed. In October, 1918, I got leave and went home, but by the beginning of 

November I was on my way back to the Front. I got no further than Cologne. It was 

ÛÏÌɯƚÛÏɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÕÛÏɯÈÕËɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ6ÈÙɯÞÈÚɯÍÐÕÐÚÏÌËȱɯÈÕàÏÖÞɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯ

the right -about-face, and fetched up again in barracks at Munich where I heard all 

about what Hitler called the greatest crime a people ever suffered, the November 

Revolt. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÐÕɯ!ÌÙÓÐÕȳɯ3ÏÌɯ1ÌÝÖÓÜÛÐÖÕɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÌÌÛɯ

at Kiel. The mutiny reached its climax on the 4th. Nex t day the whole town was in the 

hands of the mutineers, and the Red Flag was everywhere hoisted aboard the ships. 

Very soon Ham- burg, Bremen and other ports were in the hands of the 

revolutionaries. On the 8th the Social Democrats Ebert and Scheidemann had an 

interview in Berlin with the Chancellor, Prince Max v ÖÕɯ!ÈËÌÕȮɯÛÏÌɯȿ1ÌËɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌȮɀɯÈÕËɯ

persuaded him that the people were behind them, that there was nothing for it but that 

the Kaiser must abdicate. Without consulting Wilhelm II, who was at Army 

Headquarters at Spa, Prince Max fell in with this, and Scheidemann declared the 

1Ì×ÜÉÓÐÊɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÌ×ÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌÐÊÏÚÛÈÎȭɯȿ3ÏÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÞÖÕɯÈÓÓɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ

ÓÐÕÌȮɀɯÏÌɯËÌÊÓÈÙÌËɯ- a glaring lie - ȿÈÕËɯÕÖÞɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÖÜÙɯËÜÛàɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÎÓÖÙÐÖÜÚɯÝÐÊÛÖÙàɯ

is ÕÖÛɯËÌÍÐÓÌËȭɀ 

 

Ɂ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯƕƔÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ*ÈÐÚÌÙɯÍÓÌËɯÛÖɯ'ÖÓÓÈÕËȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌÝÖÓÜÛÐÖÕɯÞÈÚɯÈÕɯÈÊÊÖÔ×ÓÐÚÏÌËɯ

fact. 
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Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯƛÛÏɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ'ÈÜ×ÛÉÈÏÕÏÖÍɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏȭɯ

I repaired t o the Luisenschule where our regiment was quartered, and reported. The 

place was swarming with young fellows loafing about with their hands in their 

pockets, anyhow. They had never been at the Front, they were doing nothing but 

waiting for something to hap pen. And sure enough something did happen! 

 

Ɂ Úɯ(ɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÖÜÛɯÐn the street again I saw a mob of people coming along with 

×ÓÈÊÈÙËÚɯËÐÚ×ÓÈàÌËɯÐÕɯÍÙÖÕÛȮɯȿ"ÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ,ÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ3ÏÌÙÌÚÐÈÕɯ%ÐÌÓËȵɯ#ÖÞÕɯÞÐÛÏɯ

"È×ÐÛÈÓÐÚÔȵɯ4×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÖÓÌÛÈÙÐÈÛȵɀɯ(ÛɯÚÜËËÌÕÓàɯÚtruck me what this was - the Majority 

Socialists and the Independent Socialists were making common cause against the 

,ÖÕÈÙÊÏàȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÐÕÊÓÐÕÌËɯÛÖɯÔÐßɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÌÕÛɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÖÜÛɯ

of a certain amount of curiosity.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÖÜÚÈÕËÚɯÖÍɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯassembled on the meadow. Kurt Eisner harangued them 

and worked  them up to a tremendous pitch of excitement. Loud speakers were 

ÉÈÞÓÐÕÎɯȿ#ÖÞÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ*ÈÐÚÌÙȮɀɯȿ#ÖÞÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ"ÙÖÞÕɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌȮɀɯȿ"ÓÌÈÙɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ

6ÐÛÛÌÓÚÉÈÊÏÚȭɀ9 The crowd seethed like a cauldron. And the cauldron boiled over. Like 

an all-devouring stream of m olten lava pouring from a volcano, the mass came surging 

back into Munich; yelling and exulting it poured into the streets and made for the 

prison. The doors were locked and guarded. But in a trice they were beaten down, keys 

were torn from the warders, an d every murderer and criminal in the place set 

immediately at large to join the triumphant rioters without. Meantime over a thousand 

mutineer sailors had come into Munich, and these now swelled  the throng. The uproar 

was terrific. Shops were universally pl undered. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎȮɯÖÓËɯÈÕËɯÎÙÌà-headed, fled the city after nightfall that same wild 

November day. The military had been forbidden to fire on the crowds so that the 

mutineers could have thing s all their own way.  

 

Ɂ#ÜÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÈɯ6ÖÙÒÔÌÕɀÚȮɯ/ÌÈÚÈÕÛÚɀɯÈÕËɯ2ÖÓËÐÌÙÚɀɯ"ÖÜÕÊÐÓɯÞÈÚɯÚÌÛɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯ

Bavaria was declared a Free State. Kurt Eisner, an old man and a Jew, an erstwhile 

journalist and ever a firebrand, was nominated President. All night long there was 

fighting in the streets as the shopkeepers tried to defend their goods and property from 

the mob. Hand-grenades were thrown, and the shooting never let up until dawn.  

 

Ɂ$ÐÚÕÌÙɯ×ÙÖÊÌÌËÌËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÈɯÎÖÝÌÙÕÔÌÕÛɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÙÚÌ 

of the next few hours the tumult was allayed and comparative o rder restored. He 

enjoyed at first a certain prestige and had an undoubted following, but he quickly 

ÍÖÙÍÌÐÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÛÙÜÚÛɯÈÕËɯÍÈÝÖÜÙɯÉàɯÐÕÛÙÖËÜÊÐÕÎɯ)ÌÞÚɯÌÝÌÙàÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÖÍÍÐÊÌȮɯÈÕËɯ

 
9 The reigning family in Bavaria.  
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Jews moreover out of Poland and Galicia who could scarcely speak German. The 

!ÈÝÈÙÐÈÕÚɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÛÈÕËɯÍÖÙɯÛÖÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛȭ 

 

Ɂ,ÌÈÕÛÐÔÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÈËɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÜ×ȮɯÉÈÊÒɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÈÚÌÞÈÓÒȭɯ6ÌɯÔÌÛȮɯÞÌɯÛÞÖȮɯÈÕËɯ

cemented our old friendship. This was the first I heard o f his being gassed and in 

ÏÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓȭɯ'ÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÈÉÖÜÛ the Revolution, but it was plain enough to see 

how bitter he felt. I too saw red over the way things were going, especially over the 

demoralisation in barracks. The laziest and most impudent among the men were, 

naturally, those who had never been anywhere near the trenches. The place was full 

of laggards and cowards. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕȮɯÖÕÌɯËÈàȮɯÝÖÓÜÕÛÌÌÙÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÍÖÙɯÈÚɯÎÜÈÙËÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕÌÙÚɀɯÊÈÔ×ɯÈÛɯ

Traunstein, a little town not far from the forme r Austrian frontier. Hitler said to me, 

ȿ2ÈàȮɯ2ÊÏÔÐËÛȮɯÓÌÛɀÚɯÎÐÝÌɯÐÕɯÖÜÙɯÕÈÔÌÚȮɯàÖÜɯÈÕËɯÔÌȭɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÚÛÐÊÒɯÐÛɯÏÌÙÌɯÔÜÊÏɯÓÖÕÎÌÙȭɀɯ

-ÖÙɯÊÖÜÓËɯ(ȵɯ2ÖɯÞÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËȭɯ+ÖÛÚɯÖÍɯÖÛÏÌÙÚɯËÐËȮɯÛÖÖȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÙÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯ

just been speaking of - make-ÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÚÖÓËÐÌÙÚȮɯÕÖɯËÌÊÌÕÛɯÚÛÜÍÍɯÐÕɯɀÌÔȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÔÐË-

December when we went to Traunstein. They were mostly Russian prisoners there, 

and a few English. An officer met us at the station and saw us detrain. When he went 

to fall us in, the Revolution men grinn ÌËɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÈÕËɯÈÚÒÌËɯÐÍɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯËÙÐÓÓɯ

had been done away with? He made no reply, but packed them off to barracks. Then 

ÏÌɯÈÚÚÌÔÉÓÌËɯÜÚɯÔÌÕɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÖÕÛɯÈÕËɯÐÕÚÛÙÜÊÛÌËɯÜÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÐÕÚÖÓÌÕÊÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ

to be too much regarded, or all the prisoners would get away. He merely returned the 

whole company to Munich by th e next train, retaining only we Front soldiers, Hitler 

among the rest. 

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÈɯÎÙÌÈÛɯËÌÈÓɯÛÖɯËÖȭɯ6ÌɯÔÖÜÕÛÌËɯÎÜÈÙËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÛÌɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÖÜÛÎÖÐÕÎÚɯ

and incomings, for twenty -four hours at a stretch. The next twenty-four hours were 

off duty. At the end o f January they broke up the camp, and sent most of the prisoners 

back home. So we, too, returned to barracks at Munich. There, there was absolutely 

nothing to do. We got perfectly sick of it, especially Hitler. So one day we reported, 

and asked to be put on a job. We must have work of some kind! They hunted up 

something for us to do - old gas-masks to test. There were whole mountains of these 

things. We had only the mouthpiece to un screw and examine, and if anything was 

wrong, to put it on one side. The wor k was easy, and to our joy, we got three marks a 

day for it. At this rate we could manage sometimes to go to the Opera. Hitler was a 

ÙÌÎÜÓÈÙɯ.×ÌÙÈɯȿÍÈÕȭɀɯ6ÌɯÖÕÓàɯÉÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÌÈ×ÌÚÛɯÚÌÈÛÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÈÛÛÌÙȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯ

was lost in the music to the very last note; blind and deaf to all else around him.  

 

Ɂ,ÌÈÕÞÏÐÓÌɯ*ÜÙÛɯ$ÐÚÕÌÙɯÓÖÚÛɯÎÙÖÜÕËɯËÈàɯÉàɯËÈàȭɯ'ÐÚɯÛÏÙÖÕÌɯÞÈÚɯÝÌÙàɯÚÖÖÕɯ

tottering. Bolshevik ideas were rapidly gaining in every di rection, and every day 

witnessed mass demonstrations in the streets. On February 21st, 1919, the members of 
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the Landtag10 were assembled in session and awaiting the President. Suddenly the cry 

ÞÈÚɯÙÈÐÚÌËȮɯȿ$ÐÚÕÌÙɯÏÈÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÏÖÛȭɀɯ3ÏÌɯÜÛÔÖÚÛɯÊÖÕÚÛÌÙÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÌÕsued. As this somewhat 

subsided and Auer, the Leader of the Majority Socialists, could make his voice heard, 

he was attempting to address the assembly when the doors were suddenly flung open, 

a shot rang out, and he instantly collapsed. A panic stampeded the members. More 

shots added to the terror and confusion, and two other deleg ates fell bleeding to the 

ground.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÕÌÞÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÈÚÚÈÚÚÐÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÌÚÐËÌÕÛɯÍÓÌÞɯÓÐÒÌɯÞÐÓËÍÐÙÌɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯ

city, and, although Eisner had practically lost the popular favour, the Communists 

made capital out of his death and proclaimed a general strike to revenge it. Again 

masses of excited demonstrators gathered in the streets. Again newspaper offices and 

ÚÏÖ×ÚɯÈÕËɯÞÈÙÌÏÖÜÚÌÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÙÈÐËÌËɯÈÕËɯ×ÓÜÕËÌÙÌËȭɯ3ÏÌɯȿ!ÖÓÚÏÌÝÐÒɀɯ1ÌÝÖÓÜÛÐÖÕÈÙÐÌÚɯ

marched to the spot where young Count Toni von Arco Valley had shot  down Kurt 

Eisner, erected a portrait of him there, and obliged every passer-by to uncover before 

it. The late President was buried on February 26th, with almost roya l pomp on the 

,ÜÕÐÊÏɯȿ.ÚÛ-%ÙÐÌËÏÖÍȭɀ 

 

Ɂ%ÖÓÓÖÞÌËɯÈɯ×ÌÙÐÖËɯÖÍɯÔÜËËÓÌɯÈÕËɯÊÖÕÍÜÚÐÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÈÓÍ a dozen so-called 

Governments all in power at once. A stop-gap ministry was formed to carry on, but 

the working -classes came forward demanding the arming of the proletariat. They 

sought to overthrow the Council. The Communist Central Office in Berlin sent  the Jew 

+ÌÝÐÕÌȮɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÖÞÕȮɯÛÖɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏȮɯÈÕËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯ ×ÙÐÓɯƕƛÛÏȮɯƕƝƕƝȮɯÈɯȿ1ÌËɀɯ

assembly was held in the Wittelsbach Palace which inaugurated the brief ȿ1ÌËɀɯregime, 

with yet another Jew, Ernst Toller, at its head. 

 

Ɂ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÜÍÍÐced to allay the unrest in State and city. The peasants in 

the country were losing all patience, and now threatened to withhold foodstuffs from 

entering Munich. This menace was so serious that a new Social Democratic regime 

under Hoffmann was set up. Like all its predecessors, this also was destined quickly 

to fail. Severe strikes in the Ruhr, inspired by the Communist leader, Karl Liebknecht, 

the proclamation of a republic in Hungary by the Jew, Bela Kun, and the general unrest 

everywhere, had their repercussions in Munich. Strife of every sort broke out among 

the various parties in the city, all led, without exception, by Jews. By April, 1919, the 

Hoffmann Government was obliged to betake itself to Bamberg, from whence it ruled 

the northern half of Bavaria , leaving Munich and the southern half of the country in 

the hands of the Bolshevists who sought to link it up with the Hungary of Bela Kun 

and Russia of Lenin. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌn one day armoured cars were to be seen racing through the streets 

distributing leaflets i n favour of the Hoffmann administration. Those who opposed 

 
10 Landtag as distinguished from Reichstag. State as distinguished from Central Parliament.  
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such propaganda were at once shot down by machine-guns. Next came armoured cars 

advertising the Red regime in the same manner, with placards demanding the fall of 

Hoffmann. Those who failed to comp ly with this new coercion were also at once shot 

down by more machineguns. Hardly had both sets of armoured cars dis - appeared 

than a force of Spartakists, three thousand strong, marched on the principal railway 

ÚÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÏÌÓËɯÉàɯ'ÖÍÍÔÈÕÕɀÚ troops. Firing broke out and the 

Spartakists gave back, only to rally, and bombard the place in their turn for over half 

an hour. The station was captured and its defenders all shot, to a man. This seemed to 

ÉÙÌÈÒɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÐÚÛÈÕÊÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯȿ1ÌËɀɯregime for the moment. New strikes were 

immediately organised.  

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÖÕɯÈÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÜÛÔÖÚÛɯÙÌ×ÜÎÕÈÕÊÌȮɯÈÚɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÞÌÓÓɯ

suppose. Hitler had alr eady come up against the Communists, for disobeying some of 

their orders. They already had an eye on him. It seemed better, they thought, to get 

him out of the way.  

 

Ɂ.ÕÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȮɯÝÌÙàɯÌÈÙÓàȮɯÛÏÙÌÌɯ1ÌËɯ&ÜÈÙËÚɯÌÕÛÌÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÙÙÈÊÒÚɯÈÕËɯÚÖÜÎÏÛɯ

him out in his room. He was already up and dressed. As they tramped up the stairs 

Hitler guessed what was afoot, so grasped his revolver and prepared for the encounter. 

They banged on the door which immediately opened to them:  

 

Ɂȿ(ÍɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÐÕÚÛÈÕÛÓàɯÊÓÌÈÙɯÖÜÛȮɀɯÊÙÐÌËɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯÉÙÈÕËÐÚÏÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕȮɯȿ(ɀÓÓɯÚÌÙÝÌɯ

àÖÜɯÈÚɯÞÌɯÚÌÙÝÌËɯÔÜÛÐÕÌÌÙÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÖÕÛȭɀ 

 

Ɂ3Ïe Reds turned instantly, and tramped down - stairs again. The threat had been 

far too real to face an instant longer. 

 

Ɂ)ÜÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÖÍɯÐÛȵɯ3ÏÌɯ"ÐÛàɯ"ÖÔÔÐÚÚÈÙàȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÔÔÈÕËÌÙ-in-Chief of the Red 

Army at this time, was one of the sailor mutineers, a man of  no more than twenty -one, 

who had already served terms of imprisonment, and who in 1917 had been 

condemned to death - ÜÕÍÖÙÛÜÕÈÛÌÓàɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÕÛÌÕÊÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÊÈÙÙÐÌËɯÖÜÛȵ 

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÛÐÔÌȮɯÈÕËɯÚÕÖÞɯÓÈàɯËÌÌ×ɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÌÛÚȭɯ2ÖÓËÐÌÙÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÛÙÌÈÔÐÕÎɯ

back into Munich still, from all the battle -fron ts, weary, battered, disorientated men, 

coming home to a foundered country where neither food nor peace nor work was to 

be had. There were thirty thousand unemployed hanging about the streets. Food grew 

ever scarcer and more scarce. The people ate anything they could lay hands upon that 

was remotely eatable. A fallen horse was a godsend. Such a carcass was immediately 

pounced upon by the starving populace, and in quicker time than it takes to tell every 

shred of flesh was stripped from the bones. 

 

Ɂ#ÜÙÐÕÎɯÈll this confused and calamitous time Hitler remained with the Army 

(which endeavoured to take up a neutral position among the warring factions), but I 
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got demobbed, and sought work in Munich. I still met Hitler eve ry day, because we 

ÜÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯȿ2ÛÌÏÙÌÚÛÈÜÙÈÕÛɀ11 to have our meals in. At that time soldiers were not 

boarded in barracks as formerly, but drew ration money and could lay it out where 

ÈÕËɯÏÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌËȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÏÖÞɯÐÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÍeed together. 

The grub was pretty poor, y ou may be sure, the place was dirty and crowded, the 

tables bare, and one had to fetch and carry for oneself. We paid about thirty pfennige 

for this. We used, often, to get through an evening here, too, drinking tea  - Hitler 

seldom drank coffee - and talked over things. Hitler used to get all worked up and hot 

ÈÕËɯÈÕÎÙàȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÏÌɀËɯÔÈÒÌɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÞÖÙÒɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÉɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÖ×ɯ

ÑÜÚÛɯÕÖÞȮɯÐÍɯÏÌɀËɯÏÈËɯÈÕàɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÈɯÚÈàȭɯ!ÜÛɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÜÛɯÈɯ×ÈÐÙɯÖÍɯnobodies, 

without a pull anywhere.  

 

Ɂ(ÕɯÛhe middle of April, 1919, the Hoffmann Government decided to call upon 

Berlin for help against the Bolshevists in Munich. Berlin sent help and the Reichswehr, 

men consisting of old Front -line soldiers. These were glad enough to take up arms 

against the Reds, not out of any love for the Republic, be sure, but for the sake of the 

Fatherland. Independent bodies of men gathered together to the same end, especially 

the Freikorps Epp which later on put in some particularly  good work. Four groups of 

these gradually approached Munich. Each group possessed artillery, cavalry, sappers 

and armoured cars. The Red Army numbered some 20,000 men. On April 15th, 1919, 

15,000 of these, fully armed, marched through the city to meet the ȿ6ÏÐÛÌɀɯÐÕÝÈËÌÙÚȭ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ6ÏÐÛÌÚȮɯÓÌËɯÉàɯÌxperienced officers, gradually closed in round Munich. On 

April 29th they were at Dachau, a small town some ten miles to the north, which 

formed a good strategical objective. It was quickly captured. Meantime the Reds in 

Munich, feeling their ascendancy was at an end, gave themselves over to an orgy of 

destruction. Again the shops were wrecked, streets were barricaded, machine-guns 

ÔÖÜÕÛÌËȮɯÈÕËɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÎÖÛɯÙÌÈËàɯÍÖÙɯÊÙÈÔ×ÌËɯÈÕËɯÐÕÛÌÕÚÐÝÌɯÜÙÉÈÕɯÍÐÎÏÛÐÕÎȭɯȿ%ÖÙɯ

every 1ÌËȮɯÍÐÝÌɯÊÐÛÐáÌÕÚȮɀɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÓÖÎÈÕɯÖÍɯÛhe Bolshevists. 

 

Ɂ)ÜÚÛɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ6ÏÐÛÌɯ ÙÔàɯÞÈÚɯËÙÈÞÐÕÎɯÕÐÎÏȮɯÛÌÕɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÛàɀÚɯÜ××ÌÙɯÛÌÕȮɯ

including the young Countess von Westarp, were arrested and brutally shot in the 

courtyard of the Luitpold Gymnasium. Th ÐÚɯÉÈÙÉÈÙÐÛàɯÐÕÍÓÈÔÌËɯÛÏÌɯ,ĹÕÊÏÌÕÌÙÚɯÔÖÙÌ 

than ever against the Reds, and the news of it served to quicken the relieving troops. 

On May 1st, battle was joined, and once again the streets of Munich were filled with 

fighting men. The Whites had a hard task before them. They were fired upon from 

every vantage point and corner, from every roof and window. They had, literally, to 

take every single house on their way towards the centre of the city. The battle raged 

ÏÖÛÛÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÈÓÓɯÐÕɯ&ÐÌÚÐÕÎȮɯÛÏÌɯȿ1ÌËɀɯØÜÈÙÛÌÙȮɯÞÏere General von Epp was in command. 

 

 
11 Emergency restaurant. 
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Ɂ ÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÕÖÕ-ÊÖÔÉÈÛÈÕÛÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÍÖÙÉÐËËÌÕɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯËÖÖÙÚȮɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÛÈàɯ

quiet within. I had to get out and see things for myself. Everywhere there was firing. 

It reminded me of Flanders! It was risking death to atte mpt certain crossings. Most of 

the public buildings had first been stormed by artillery and then attacked by hand 

ÎÙÌÕÈËÌÚȱɯ3ÏÌɯÍÐÎÏÛɯÞÌÕÛɯÖÕɯÈÓÓɯÕÐÎÏÛȭɯ!àɯËÈÞÕɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌËÚɯÏÈËɯÌÕÛÙÌÕÊÏÌËɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚȮɯ

as it were, in the Mathaser Brau in the centre of the city, from which place it would be 

difficu lt to dislodge them. But a severe bombardment did it at last, and their resistance 

was practically broken. Desultory fighting went on for a day or two yet, but on May 

3rd the Whites and the Free Companies entered the city in triumph to the jubilation of 

the population.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÕÌÞɯÔÈÚÛÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÛÜÈÛÐÖÕɯÏÈËɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÈËÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌËÚɯÈÙÙÌÚÛÌËɯ- those of 

them who had not already escaped - and imprisoned, or shot on the spot. Order was 

soon restored. But the wresting of Munic h from the Red Terror was a costly business. 

The Whites lost twenty -eight officers and one hundred and ninety -four men. The Reds 

lost four hundred and fifty -one hundred and thirty -five of these were shot out of hand. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÖÕÌɯÔÖÕÛÏɯÖÍɯÉÖÓÚÏÌÝÐÚÔɯÏÈËɯÊÜÙÌd Munich once and for all of alliance  

with the Reds. Munich had had enough of Communism.  

 

Ɂ.ÕÌɯËÈàȮɯÚÏÖÙÛÓàɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÞÈÚɯÖÝÌÙȮɯ(ɯÔÌÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÌÛȭɯ'Ìɯ

ÓÖÖÒÌËɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯ×ÐÕÊÏÌËɯÈÕËɯ×ÌÈÒàȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÎÓÈËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÔÌȭɯȿ(ɀÝÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÊÖÔÌɯ

ÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÊÏÐÕÒȮɯ2ÊÏÔÐËÛȮɀɯÏÌɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÌËȭ 

 

Ɂȿ'ÖÞɀÚɯÛÏÈÛȳɀɯ(ɯËÌÔÈÕËÌËȮɯÈÚÛÖÕÐÚÏÌËȭɯ2ÖɯÏÌɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌȭɯ3ÏÌɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯ

had held themselves a bit too much aloof. When the Whites entered a few stray shots 

seemed to come from the barracks. No one could account for them, but the Whites 

made short work of the business. They took every man in the place, including Hitler, 

prisoner, and shut them up in the cellars of the Max Gymnasium. A few days later, 

however, an officer who had been at the Front, happened to come along and spotted 

Hitler among the pri soners. 

 

Ɂȿ6Ïàɯ ÏÖÞɀÚɯ ÛÏÐÚȳɀɯ ÏÌɯ ËÌÔÈÕËÌËȮɯ ȿàÖÜɀÙÌɯ ÕÖɯ "ÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÛɀɯ ÈÕËɯ ÏÈËɯ ÏÐÔɯ

immediately set free. 

 

Ɂ6ÐÛÏɯ ÛÏÌɯ ËÐÚÙÜ×ÛÐÖÕɯ ÖÍɯ ÛÏÌɯ 1ÌËÚȮɯ ÖÙËÌÙɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÙÌ-established in the Army. 

Discipline was tightened up. Hitler remained a so ldier and was given the job of testing 

ÌÝÌÙàɯÔÈÕɀÚɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÚÖÜÕËÕÌÚÚȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÝÖÐËÌËɯÈÛɯÈÓÓɯÊÖÚÛÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÖÙÔÌÙɯȿ1ÌËÚɀɯ

should now try and re -enlist in the Reichswehr. Hitler was specially fit for this job on 

account of his political acumen, and because he was considered to be a good judge of 

men. 
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Ɂ'Ìɯ×ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÚÖɯÞÌÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÈÛÌÙɯÖÕɯÛÏÌàɯ×ÙÖÔÖÛÌËɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯRegimental 

Instructor. Hitler had now to hold regular classes to instruct the men on political 

matters, and in a true sense of patriotism. He had to eradicate the last traces of the 

×ÖÐÚÖÕɯ ÞÏÐÊÏɯ ÏÈËɯ ÓÌËɯ ÛÖɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÚÌÛÛÐÕÎɯ Ü×ɯ ÖÍɯ ȿ2ÖÓËÐÌÙÚɀɯ "ÖÜÕÊÐÓÚȮɀɯ ÈÕËɯ ÈÉÖÙÛÐÝÌɯ

revolutionary measures of that sort. Hitler did all this extraordinarily well. He 

discovered his own gift for public speaking and expos ition. He rather imagined he ha d 

such a talent, but these classes in Barracks were useful enough to exercise and prove 

it.  

 

Ɂ ÚɯÈɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÍÈÊÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯËÜÛàɯÎÈÝÌɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÌɯÒÌàɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÍÜÛÜÙÌȭɯ'Ìɯ

decided to leave the Army and go in for politics alto gether. After a few more months  

he returned to civilian life. He would have had, perhaps, an easier time had he 

remained with the Reichswehr, but by now he had conceived his great idea, and was 

convinced that, whatever it might cost to realise it, he would  bring it to fruition in the 

end. He had already joined the Deutsche Arbeiterpartei 12ȱ 

 

Ɂ(ɯÑÖÐÕÌËɯÐÛȮɯÛÖÖȮɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÙÛȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÈÕàɯ×ÙÌÚÚÜÙÌɯÛÖɯÉÌÈÙɯ

upon me to do so, but I was ready enough to follow his lead wherever it led. And that  

he was filled with the nobles t and most unselfish passion was never for one moment 

to be questioned by anyone who really knew Hitler then.  

 

Ɂ(ɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÔÌÛɯÏÐÔɯËÜÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÌÒȮɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ÈÙÙÈÊÒÚȮɯÈÕËɯÓÈÛÌÙɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÓÖËÎÐÕÎɯ

in the Thierschstrasse, or in thÌɯÕÖÞɯÍÈÔÖÜÚɯ2ÛÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙÉÙåÜȮɯÈnd came to have my 

share of all the first ups and downs of the Party. But you know about those - ÓÌÛɀÚɯÚÛÐÊÒɯ

to Hitler himself.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯ(ɯÔÜÚÛɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȰɯÏÌɀÚɯ×ÈÚÚÐÖÕÈÛÌÓàɯÍÖÕËɯÖÍɯÈÕÐÔÈÓÚȭɯ.ÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

Party friends had the lucky idea of us giving  him a dog13 for his birthday in 1920. He 

ÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÈɯ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌÙɯ2ÊÏåÍÌÙÏÜÕËɯȹ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯÚÏÌ×ÏÌÙËɀÚɯËÖÎȺɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯ

and we bought one remarkable for size rather than for breed since funds were none 

too flush - Hitler wa s awfully pleased with it. Bu t the dog was ill - ÞÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞÕɯ

that - and it went and died. So early next year somebody else sent him a young 

Wolfhound. Hitler fell in love with him, and they became inseparable companions. 

When, later on, he got more dogs (they are still living at h is country place), this one 

remained his prime favourite. He kept him some ten years or more and then some 

enemy managed to poison him - some Communist belike. He must have known that 

ÛÖɯÒÐÓÓɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯËÖÎɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÐÛɯÏÐÔɯÏÈÙËÌÙɯÛhan any political revenge. ShÖÞÚȮɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÐÛȮɯ

how vile this enmity was - to wreak it on that sort of friend!  

 

 
12 &ÌÙÔÈÕɯ6ÖÙÒÌÙÚɀɯ/ÈÙÛàȭ 

13 During the war a little dog des erted from the English lines and came over to us. Hitler adopted him 

ÈÕËɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÏÐÔɯɁ%ÖßÓȭɂ 
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Ɂ(ɯÊÈÔÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯ&ÈÙÊÏÐÕÎɯÐÕɯƕƝƖƖȭɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÚÌÌÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÛÏÌÕɯ- once at 

Landsberg, when he was in prison in 1924, and afterwards on happier occasions. 

 

Ɂ!àɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȮɂɯÈËËÌËɯ'ÌÙÙɯ2ÊÏÔÐËÛȮɯÈÚɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÊÖÕÊÓÜËÌËȮɯɁ(ɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÈÚɯ

ÞÌÓÓɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ6ÈÙɯÒÕÖÊÒÌËɯ,ÈÙßÐÈÕɯÐËÌÈÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÔÌȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÙàɯ

to bring any political influence to bear on one at that time. But he certain ly did live up 

to his convictions and the rest of us fellows saw it. He was a walking example of the 

ÔÖÛÛÖɯÏÌɯÈÍÛÌÙÞÈÙËÚɯÎÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàȮɯȿ ÓÓɯÍÖÙɯÖÕÌȮɯÖÕÌɯÍÖÙɯÈÓÓȭɀɯ.ÕÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÍÐÎht like that 

for vague international generalities. This is the reason why so few old ex-service men 

ÞÌÕÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌÝÖÓÜÛÐÖÕȭɂ 

(ÕɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÌÙÙÐÉÓÌɯÔÖÕÛÏÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÙÌÛÜÙÕɯÛÖɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈȮɯÈÞÈàɯÐÕɯ5ÌÙÚÈÐÓÓÌÚɯ

the German delegates to the Peace Conference waited like prisoners behind wire and 

partitions to be informed as to the  terms of a Treaty which they had no option but to 

sign. The soldiers in Munich and the people in the streets waited, too, for the news 

from Versailles. Then it came - to such a city, and to such people, at such a time! Seven 

million Germans were to be lost to Germany by expatriation, and so inconceivable a 

sum of money was to be paid by way of war indemnity that it exceeded the total wealth 

of the Reich. The work of whole generations would not suffice to pay it.  

 

Hitler as Bildungsoffizier ( Regimental Instruction Officer) in Munich watched 

the course of events with closest attention. Of one thing he soon became fully 

convinced and dangerously aware, so desperate was his anxiety for rational effective 

creative effort in some promising direction, namely, that  the last hour had struck for 

Germany - was then striking at Versailles - unless this wild political welter could be 

reduced to order, and a national unity, bigger far than a mere Bavarian unity, 

powerful, purposeful and enthusiastic could be welded out of  it. Something more must 

come out of this endless talk around the tables in the Bierhallen than mere jeremiads, 

sighs and theories, and hot air. 

 

Hitler perceived that all politica l experimentation in Germany was beside the 

point so long as no voice was raised against the crushing exactions of the Versailles 

Treaty. No resurrection was even thinkable for the prostrate shattered country, unless 

apathy could be overcome, despair could be counteracted, violence could be harnessed 

and national feeling could be awakened to the one supreme creative end of rebutting 

the exactions and denying the imputations of the Treaty under which, otherwise, 

Germany was condemned to speedy death. He went everywhere; noted everything; 

measured to a nicety the worth or worthlessness of the speakers and things spoken; 

×ÓÜÔÉÌËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÏÖ×ÌÚȮɯÍÌÈÙÚȮɯÈÐÔÓÌÚÚÕÌÚÚȮɯÐÕÊÈ×ÈÊÐÛàȮɯÈÕËɯ- readiness to respond, 

when and if it should come, to some Trumpet Call to li fe! By February, 1920, within a 

àÌÈÙɯÖÍɯ*ÜÙÛɯ$ÐÚÕÌÙɀÚɯËÌÈÛÏȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯsounded such a reveille in Germany that it 

rang through the entire German world.  

 

He saw the road to take - the straight road, the only road.  
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But how was he to point it out not on ÓàɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ,ĹÕÊÏÌÕÌÙÚȮɯÕÖÛɯÖÕÓàɯÛÖɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈȮɯ

but to the nation at large? How w as he to start the march, to lead the way, to form the 

vanguard, to draw all Germany along behind him until the goal should be in sight - 

the goal that he reached indeed, for Germany, in March, 1933? 

 

* * * * * 

 

 

Fate at this moment made use of three little mice. 

 

Hitler went on frequenting the small clubs and groups of ineffectual men who 

met here and there under that or the other rather high -sounding name to discuss the 

political situation. To him they all seemed tragically laughable. None of them had the  

slightest spark of life in it; no constructive idea; no programme; no policy. The 

personnel of no single one seemed to furnish a man of any parts. They were all alike - 

ÔÌÙÌɯÛÈÓÒÌÙÚȮɯÐÕÌÍÍÌÊÛÜÈÓÚȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÚÌÈÙÊÏɯÍÖÙɯÈɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯËɀÈ××ÜÐ wearied and disgusted him. 

He was actually driven back upon the question as to whether or not he himself should 

ÍÖÜÕËɯÈɯ×ÈÙÛàȭɯ!ÜÛɯÏÌɯÈÚÒÌËɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȮɯÏÖÞɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÌȮɯÈɯɁ-ÈÔÌÕÓÖÚÌÙɂɯ- an unknown 

soldier - without backing, or any sort of influence, succeed in such a step? It would 

probably be better, willy -nilly, to associate himself with the least feeble and ridiculous 

of the little groups he had already surveyed.  

 

Three little mice, scampering about the barracks floor, one morning early, kept 

Adolf Hitler awake. He found it impossi ble to drop off again to sleep. Idly he reached 

out for something to read - anything that came within grasp. Somebody overnight, at 

some little gathering or other, had t hrust a pamphlet into his hand as he went out. He 

remembered an urgent word or two impr essing it upon his notice. All right then - ÓÌÛɀÚɯ

have a look at it now! In the early hours of the morning while the mice squeaked and 

gambolled without let or hindrance , unwashed, unshaven, Hitler lay in a poor 

tumbled bed - and found what he had sought so long, so vainly, found that of which 

he had well-nigh despaired. This pamphlet thing, Mein politisches Erwachen,14 seemed 

to hit things exactly on the dot! It sort of crystallised ideas of his own - 'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ- put 

them in a nutshell, suggested lines to hiÔɯÖÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÉÌɯÎÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎȱ 

 

He read the slight thing from cover to cover, slapped it down with decision, and 

promptly sprang up.  

 

Hitler had found his starting -point.  

 

 
14 ,àɯ/ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯ ÞÈÒÌÕÐÕÎȭɯ%ÙÖÔɯÈɯ6ÖÙÒÐÕÎɯ,ÈÕɀÚɯ#ÐÈÙàȮɯÉàɯ ÕÛÖÕɯ#ÙÌßÓÌÙȭ 
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(ÛɯÐÚȮɯÛÖËÈàȮɯ ÕÛÖÕɯ#ÙÌßÓÌÙɀÚɯ×ÙÖÜËÌÚÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÙÈÕÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯ×ÌÙÜÚÈÓɯÖf 

ÛÏÐÚɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÉÙÖÊÏÜÙÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÚȮɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÑÖÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ6ÖÙÒÔÌÕɀÚɯ/ÈÙÛàȮɯÛÖɯ

bring to it those qualities of energy, enthusiasm, vision to demand from e very member 

of it that spirit of ready sacrifice and unbounded daring, without which neither t he 

stillborn movement nor this little writing would ever have been heard of again. Drexler 

had dreamed of such a man, but it had scarcely ever entered his head to hope that such 

a one would actually materialise, and in the little Bierkeller where he and hi s friends 

forgathered! 

 

Who, then, was Anton Drexler? 

 

To revert a little. Leading to the principal Bahnhof in Munich is a long street of 

buildings entirely occup ied by the management of the Bavarian Railways. The largest 

of them is the Reichsbahn Zentralamt. When the author of this book found his way 

inside he had to traverse innumerable halls and corridors, to pass hundreds of doors 

with all sorts of names and in scriptions on them, and came at last to room No. 553. 

'ÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÎÌÕËɯÙÈÕɯɁ ÕÛÖÕɯ#ÙÌßÓÌÙȮɯ%ÖÙÌÔÈÕȭɂ 

 

I knocked and was bidden to enter. 

 

I encountered a sharp bespectacled scrutiny from an individual seated behind an 

enormous desk. I mentioned my name, whereupon he got up and stretched out a 

cordial hand.  

 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯàÌÚȮɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÈÓÓɯÈÉÖÜÛɯàÖÜȭɯ"ÖÔÌɯÐÕɯÈÕËɯÚÐÛɯËÖÞÕȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÈÛÛÌÕËɯÛÖɯàÖÜɯÐÕɯÈɯ

minute - ÑÜÚÛɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÍÐÕÐÚÏɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯÈÔɯÈÉÖÜÛȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÎÌÛɯÎÖÐÕÎȭɂ 

 

I liked the look of Anton Drexler. He is today a man  in the early fifties; not a bit 

the stereotyped official, but the craftsman and the worker.  

 

Ɂ!ÌÍÖÙÌɯ(ɯÉÌÎÐÕɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÈÛɯÓÈÚÛȮɯɁÈÕËɯÏÖÞɯÏÌɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÔÌÛɯÐÕɯƕƝƕƝȮɯÈÕËɯ

ÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÐÔÌȮɯ×ÌÙÏÈ×Úɯ(ɀËɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÚÈàɯÈɯÞÖÙËɯÖÙɯÛÞÖɯÈÚɯÛÖɯÔàÚelf. It sort 

of leads up. 

 

Ɂ,àɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÔÈÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏȭɯ'ÌɯÉÌÓÖÕÎÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ2ÖÊial 

Democrats. I remember how he and my mother used to take me out into the woods on 

the first Sunday in May and how lovely it was. It was a festival, a springtim e festival; 

we all looked forward to the first of May so much. Then I went to school, and late r 

ÑÖÐÕÌËɯÈɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯ2ÊÏĹÛáÌÕ-Verein (Rifle Club). I remember how when strikes came 

along there was no more wandering in the springtime woods for us. Politics knocked 

all that sort of thing on the head.  
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Ɂ(ɯÛÖÖÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÊÒÚÔÐÛÏɀÚɯÛÙÈËÌȮɯÈÕËɯÞÏÌÕɯÔàɯÈ××ÙÌÕÛÐÊeship was over, set out 

ÖÕɯÔàɯÑÖÜÙÕÌàÔÈÕɀÚɯÛÙÈÝÌÓÚȭɯ2ÏÖÙÛÓàɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯƕƝƔƔɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÈÚɯÍÈÙɯÈÚɯ!ÌÙÓÐÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÙÚÌɯÖÍɯ

time. I found work there, but soon ÚÛÙÜÊÒɯÈɯÚÕÈÎȭɯ!ÌÙÓÐÕɀÚɯÊÖÔÔÈÕËÐÕÎɯ×ÙÖÓÌÛÈÙÐÈÕɯ

leader of that time was Adolf Bebel, who was never tired of sp reading the unions 

ÌÝÌÙàÞÏÌÙÌȭɯ$ÝÌÙàÉÖËàɯÞÈÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÑÖÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÜÕÐÖÕȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯËÖɯÚÖɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯ

away, although I knew, of course, one had to join a union sooner or later. The trouble 

was one got drawn into politics. Not only that - one got involved in communistic 

ÚÊÙÈ×Úȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÈÕàȭɯ2Öɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÓËɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙȭɯ%ÖÜÕËɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÞÖÙÒȭɯ(Ûɯ

ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÕàɯÜÚÌɯÏÈÕÎÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÐÕɯ!ÌÙÓÐÕȮɯÚÖɯ(ɯÚÛarted off home again, taking what jobs I 

could on the way. I worked on the farms. There was always something for a handy 

man in the locksmith line to do about the farms and smithies.  

 

Ɂ!ÈÊÒɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÑÖÉɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÈÐÓÞÈàɯÞÖÙÒÚȭɯ$ÝÌÕɯÕÖÞɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÒÌÌÕ about 

joining a union, but somehow I managed to keep my end up and hold on. I kept on in 

the works for some years, in fact right up to 1914 when Europe burst into flames after 

Sarajevo. With the outbreak of war came an enormous demand for railway material  of 

all sorts, and the pressure at the works was terrific. There was no question of my 

ÑÖÐÕÐÕÎɯÜ×ȭɯ(ɀËɯÑÜÚÛɯÎot to stay put and fight for the Fatherland, not in the trenches, but 

at my vice. 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯ(ɯÒÌ×ÛɯÔàɯÌàÌÚɯÖ×ÌÕȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȮɯÈÚɯÛÖɯÏÖÞɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÞÌÕÛȮ and from now on 

began to get interested in politics. Why, right from the first those blessed Social 

Democrats were kicking against spending the money necessary to keep the Army in 

the field. But there were splits, too, in the camp. Half of them remained w here they 

were (the Majority Socialist Party) and the other lot formed a sort of radical wing called 

the Independent Socialists. They engineered a strike of 55,000 munition workers as 

early as May, 1916.15 After that strikes were always happening. Then thi ngs were so 

ÑÖÊÒÌàÌËɯÐÕɯ/ÈÙÓÐÈÔÌÕÛȮɯÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÙÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯȿ!ÓÈÊÒɯ1ÌËɯ"ÖÈÓÐÛÐÖÕȮɀɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÜÓÛÐÔÈÛÌÓàɯ

was responsible for the Revolution of the 9th of November, 1918, and culpable of 

signing the Versailles Treaty. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓɯ#ÌÔÖÊÙÈÛÚɯÖÞÕÌËɯÐÛɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÛÏÈt they were out to sabotage the 

6ÈÙȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÈÛɯÖÕÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÌÕÌÔàȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÕÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÞay to 

realise their objects as though they had been. Both aimed at the overthrow of the 

Monarchy, the destruction of the German Army, and the last ing disarmament of 

Germany. The Marxists saw in all this the best possible augury for the realisation of 

their  own schemes. Hundreds and thousands of our men at the Front fell, victims of 

the strife at home and of the rascality and treachery of those who fomented it, far more 

than victims of the War itself. The whole thing was a hideous tragedy. There was 

 
ak of War was evaporated15 And yet we so constantly encounter the objection that Hitler ascri bes the 

collapse of the German Front in 1918 to the wrong causes. The black-ÙÌËɯɁ2ÛÈÉɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ÈÊÒɂɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ

main cause, despite a thousand others. 
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another disastrous strike in the munitions industry in January, 1918. The spirit which 

animated people and Army alike at the outbreak of War was evaporate d.16 Even the 

Socialists had marched in 1914 to the defence of Home, Hearth, Family and Fatherland, 

at one with  their fellow -ÊÖÜÕÛÙàÔÌÕȭɯ'ÈËɯÈÕàɯÖÕÌɯËÈÙÌËɯÉÙÌÈÛÏÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙËɯȿ2ÛÙÐÒÌɀɯÈÛɯ

that time, he would have been strung up on the nearest lamppost. 

 

Ɂ6ÏÌÙÌɯ(ɯÊÖÔÌɯÐÕȮɯÐÕɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÕɯ)ÈÕÜÈÙàȮɯƕƝƕƜȮɯÛÏÌɯ,ĹÕÊÏÕÌÙɯ9ÌÐÛÜÕÎ 

published an article of mine in which I  had my say, hot and strong, about the 

munitions strike, and a good lot of other things as well. I was all for carrying the War 

on till we won it, and dead against profiteering and usury and all that dry -rot at home. 

2ÖɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÈÛɯÉÖÜÙÎÌÖÐÚɯȿ5ÈÛÌÙÓÈÕds-/ÈÙÛÌÐɀɯÖÍɯ3ÐÙ×ÐÛáȭ 

 

Ɂ ÚɯÈɯÙÌÚÜÓÛɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÊÒɯÈÓÓɯÙÖÜÕËȵɯ3ÏÌɯÔÌÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÒÚɯÏÈËɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯ

me but hatred and scoffing. Some of them went and dug a grave near the place where 

I worked, and stuck up a post and nailed the top of a box on it, on  which they painted 

ÐÕɯÉÐÎɯÉÓÈÊÒɯÓÌÛÛÌÙÚɯȿ#ÐÌËɯÖÍɯ'ÜÕÎÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ%ÈÛÏÌÙÓÈÕËȭɯ&ÌÕÛÓÌÔÈÕɯƕƝƕƜȭɀ17 

 

Ɂȱ3ÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȭɯ3ÏÌɯÓÌÈËÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯȿ5ÈÛÌÙÓÈÕËÚ-/ÈÙÛÌÐȮɀɯ

ËÌÊÌÕÛɯÔÌÕɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȮɯÏÈËɯÕÖɯÙÌÈÓɯÐËÌÈɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÌɯÖÍɯÊÖÔÔÖÕɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎÚȮɯÏÖw 

everything was boiling up to bursting point. Anyhow a tiny group of us workmen got 

together somehow, among the workshops, and founded a sort of forerunner of the 

&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ6ÖÙÒÔÌÕɀÚɯ/ÈÙÛàȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÊÏÈÐÙÔÈÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔÔÐÛÛÌÌȭɯ!ÜÛɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÓÓɯ×ÖÖÙȮɯ

powerless, unÒÕÖÞÕȭɯ6ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÜÊÊÌÌËȮɯÙÌÈÓÓàȮɯÐÕɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÈÕàÞÏÌÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÖÜÙɯȿ%ÙÌÌɯ

6ÖÙÒÔÌÕɀÚɯ"ÖÔÔÐÛÛÌÌɀɯÈÚɯÞÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÐÛȭɯ6ÌɯÖÕÓàɯÔÈËÌɯÛÏÐngs impossibly difficult for 

ourselves all round. Nevertheless we managed to get into touch with another like -

minded little group in Bremen. We even got so far as to hold a small public meeting in 

,ÜÕÐÊÏȮɯÐÕɯ.ÊÛÖÉÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÐÛɯÏÈËɯÈÕàɯÙÌÚÜÓÛÚɯÞÖÙÛh mentioning. It ended up 

with a row.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÕÌßÛɯÔÖÕÛÏɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÕÛɯÈÕËɯÓÌÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ)ÌÞɯ*ÖÚÔÈÕÖÞÚÒàȮɯÞÏÖɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯ

Eisner, out of pri son. Whatever induced them to do it passes my understanding to this 

day. A friend of mine and I went to some of the meeting s of the Independent Socialists 

and did what we could to protest against the speakers and the speeches. We only got 

 
16 3ÏÌɯÜÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÙËɯɁÌÝÌÕɂɯÐÕɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯÊÖÕÕÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÚÌÙÝÌÚɯÛÖɯÚÏÖÞȮɯplainly enough, how deep and bitter 

was the ÊÓÌÍÛɯÚÌ×ÈÙÈÛÐÕÎɯ×ÈÙÛàɯÍÙÖÔɯ×ÈÙÛàɯÐÕɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàȭɯ'ÌÙÙɯ ÕÛÖÕɯ#ÙÌßÓÌÙɀÚɯÕÈÙÙÈÛÐÝÌɯÐÚɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÈÛɯÚÖÔÌɯ

slight length here by way of commentary upon what has been said above as to the political condition of 

things in general, and of Bavaria in particular, by way of  setting the stage for the entrance of the dramatic 

ÍÐÎÜÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙȭ 

17 The mere translation of this epitaph entirely fails to convey its scorn and sarcasm. It represents the 

German equivalent to the English offer of a white feather. It suggests that this self-conceited nobody, a 

ÔÌÙÌɯÞÖÙÒÔÈÕɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚȮɯÞÏÖɯàÌÛɯÛÏÐÕÒÚɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÖÍɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÈÕËɯÈÚ×ÐÙÌÚɯÛÖɯ×ÙÐÕÛɯȹɁ&ÌÕÛÓÌÔÈÕɂȺɯ

might die of hunger for his country (anybody could do that in Germany in 1918) but wo uld manage 

conveniently to evade the Front. 
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howled down for i t, and often barely escaped. On November 7th there was, a big 

ÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ3ÏÌÙÌÚÐÌÕÞÐÌÚÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯàÌÓÓÌËɯȿ#ÖÞÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌ Kaiser, down with 

ÛÏÌɯ"ÙÖÞÕɯ/ÙÐÕÊÌȮɯÈÕËɯÊÓÌÈÙɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ6ÐÛÛÌÓÚÉÈÊÏÚȵɀɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÔÖÉɯÚÜÙÎÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

city and broke open the gaols and let loose upon Munich all the criminal riff -raff 

ÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕÌÙÚɯÏÌÓËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ3ÏÌɯ,ĹÕÊÏÌÕÌÙɯÜÕËerworld went 

mafficking through the streets with a murderer still in chains at the head of it! The riot 

kept up for days - there was shooting when the tradespeople attempted to defend their 

goods and shops - and in the middle of everything the King, Ludwig  III, escaped from 

the city. The only thing which might have quelled the Revolution would have been if 

the troops had been called out against the mob - ÉÜÛɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯ- for fear of inciting 

it to further violence. Anyhow Eisner had got the upper hand. Yo u know the rest. What 

sort of a government he set up, and what ultimately became of him and it.  

 

Ɂ ÚɯÍÖÙɯÔÌɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÌÐÌÕɯ ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ-Ausschuss, we had a meeting to protest 

against the doings of December, 1918, in Berlin and Hamburg. It so happened just 

when things were at their worst I had to go as the Bavarian representative of our little 

group to a conference about Bolshevism in Berlin. It was held at a place in the 

Potsdamerstrasse. I had no sooner put my nose inside the door than I was arrested by 

a couple of heavily - armed Reds. They clapped me into a dark little room at the back 

while they proceeded to break up the concern there, an editorial office, where we had 

proposed to have our meeting. In the end, though, I was allowed to communicate with 

some relatives living in Berlin, and found myself once more at liberty.  

 

Ɂ ÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÌÐÌÕɯ ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ-Ausschuss into touch with  another little 

group called the Politischer Arbeiter -Zirkel, run by a journalist of the name of Harrer. 

He had got together all sorts of books and facts about the War, the Russian Revolution 

- and our own Revolution - which we all set to work to study har d, by way of trying 

to find some way out of the debacle. We discussed a new name for our combination, 

and decided on a new departure. United, we numbered perhaps thirty -five members. 

We agreed to meet on January 5th in a little eating-house in Munich called the 

ȿ%ĹÙÚÛÌÕÍÌÓËÌÙɯ'ÖÍɀɯÛÖɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯȿ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌɯ ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ×ÈÙÛÌÐȭɀ 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÈÕÐÔÖÚÐÛàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌËÚɯÞÈÚɯÈlready awakened. Some 

of our would -be members were arrested and done to death: I myself only escaped the 

same fate, one dark night waÐÛÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯ'ÈÙÙÌÙȮɯÉàɯÈɯÏÈÐÙɀÚɯÉÙÌÈËÛÏȭɯ3ÏÌÚÌɯ1ÌËÚɯÞÌÙÌɯ

Marxists, Jew-ÐÕÚ×ÐÙÌËȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÙÌÈÚÖÕɯÞÏàɯÞÌɯÏÈÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯ)ÌÞÚȭ 

 

Ɂ/ÌÙÏÈ×Úɯ(ɯÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÜÙɯ/ÈÙÛàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÈÚ×ÐÙÌɯ- yet - to be a party. It 

only consisted of the committee of six men. BÜÛȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÈÕàɯÚÖÙÛɯ

of headway. Our meetings were private because of this Red threat. We seemed to have 

got ourselves into a blind alley. We could do little but discuss and study. I embodied 

my own ideas in a slight brochure called Mein politisches Erwachen. From the diary of a 

ÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÔÈÕȭɂ 
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Here Drexler turns to a drawer in his writing -desk and brings a copy of it into 

the light. A little affair, this, of some forty pages bound in a tattered blue cover.  

 

Ɂ+ÌÛɯÔÌɯÙÌÈËɯàÖÜɯÈɯÉÐÛȮɂɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÌɯÈÜÛÏÖÙɯÌÈÎÌÙÓàȮɯɁÑÜÚÛɯÖÕÌɯÖÙɯÛÞÖɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯ

telling passages - 

 

Ɂ.ÏȮɯÕÖȮɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ(ɯÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÊÓÌÈÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ×ÙÌÛÌÕËɯÛÖɯÓÈàɯËÖÞÕɯÓÐÕÌÚɯ

for a Party exactly. I only aimed really at setting down the views and tho ughts of a 

starred man of the street, of the War, the Front, and the Revolution, and to draw out 

ÛÏÌɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàɯÊÖÕÚÌØÜÌÕÊÌÚɂ 

 

Then he reads, jumping from page to page (the book is evidently known to him 

by heart), and I gather the impression of a hefty inv ective against usury, profiteering, 

ÊÖÞÈÙËÐÊÌȮɯ ÈÕËɯ ÊÓÈÚÚɯ ×ÙÐÝÐÓÌÎÌȱɯ 3ÏÌɯ ÞÏÖÓÌɯ ÛÏÐÕÎȮɯ (ɯ ÒÕÖÞȮɯ ÔÌÙÌÓàɯ ÝÖÐÊÌËɯ ÛÏÌɯ

passionate conviction of hundreds and thousands of inarticulate workers here at home 

in Germany. It suggested, however, no solution for the probl ems so trenchantly 

envisaged and presented. How could a group consisting of merely six men, with no 

following worth speaking of, and no representation in the Landtag, make its voice 

heard in the political world at that time?  

 

No one was more aware of the futility of it all than Anton D rexler in 1919. 

 

Ɂ(ÍɯÖÕÓàɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÛÜÙÕɯÜ×ȮɂɯÏÌɯÉÙÌÈÒÚɯÖÍÍɯÙÌÈËÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÙÌÚÜÔÌÚɯÏÐÚɯÚÛÖÙàȮɯ

Ɂ(ɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÍɯÖÕÓàɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÛÜÙÕɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÎÖɯÈÕËɯÎÙÐÛɯÐÕɯÏÐÔȮɯÞÏÖɯÊÖÜÓËɯ

ÔÈÒÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÜÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÐÚȮɂɯÚÓÈ××ÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÔ×ÏÓÌÛȮɯɁÈÕËɯÊÖÕÛÙÐÝÌɯÈɯÙÌÈÓ 

driving force behind us. It would need to be an outstanding personality, anyhow, who 

could even attempt to do such a thing, a man of intense conviction, single-eyed, and 

absolutely fearless. I never really hoped or dreamed that such an individual would 

evÌÙɯÉÓÖÞɯÐÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙÉÙåÜȵɯ ɯÎÌÕÐÜÚɯÚÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÞÌɯÕÌÌËÌËɯ- such as Germany 

needed - only turns up once in a century!  

 

Ɂ(ÍɯÞÌɯÊÈÙÙÐÌËɯÖÕȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÖÕÓàɯÐÕɯÚÖÔÌɯÜÕÌß×ÙÌÚÚÌËɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯËÙÌÈÔɯÈÕËɯÏÖ×ÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ

our little g roup might at least offer a starting -point - sooner or later - for greater and 

more efficient things.  

 

Ɂ ɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÉÐÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÐÚɯ(ɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÐÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯ×ÖÌÛɯ

Dietrich Eckart. He had read my articles in the Munich paper, and was good en ough 

to say it was fine that at last a work ing man had expressed himself about all the 

corruption going on in high places. In fact we became good friends, Eckart and I, and 
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I asked him to come and speak at one of our little gatherings. He would have done so 

but that he fell ill. So I got Gottfried Feder instead.18 

 

Ɂ,àɯÎÖÖËÕÌÚÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÞÌÓÓɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÕÖÞɯ- that story of our little meeting at eight 

ÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÖÕÌɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙÉÙåÜȮɯÞÏÌÕɯ%ÌËÌÙɯÎÖÛɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÈÒȵɯ%ÐÙÚÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɀËɯ

been a bit of a clash between our first speaker - who suggested a union between Austria 

and Bavaria and the formation of a Danubian State - and a new-comer at the back of 

the room. Then Feder seemed to grip the audience. He had something very interesting 

to say about the difference between loan (or unproductive) capital, and industrial 

capital which feeds productive industry.  

 

Ɂ(ɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÔÜÊÏɯÚÛÙÜÊÒɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÖÉÑÌÊÛÖÙɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ'ÌɯÚ×ÖÒÌɯÜÕÊÖÔÔÖÕÓàɯ

well, and used his arguments with force as telling as a flail. He seemed to know his 

ground, too, better than most. I thought to  ÔàÚÌÓÍɯȿ'ÌÙÙɯ&ÖÛÛȵɯÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÊÏÈ×ɯÞÖÙÛÏɯ

ÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÏÖÓËɯÖÍȵɀɯ(ɯÒÌ×ÛɯÈÕɯÌàÌɯÖÕɯÏÐÔɯÈÕËɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÉÙÖÒÌɯÜ×ȮɯÔÈËÌɯÈɯÉÌÌ-line 

for him just as he was leaving. I gave him a copy of my pamphlet - asked him to come 

again - ÏÖ×ÌËɯÏÌɀËɯÙÌÈËɯÐÛɯɬ  

Ɂ -#ɯ3' 3ɯ, -ɯ6 2ɯ #.+%ɯ'(3+$1ȭɂ 

 

  

 
18 $ÊÒÈÙÛɯÈÕËɯ%ÌËÌÙȭɯ%ÈÔÖÜÚɯÕÈÔÌÚȮɯÛÖËÈàȮɯÈÚɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÞÖɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɀÚɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÍÐÙÔɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚȭɯ3ÏÌÚÌɯÈÙÌɯ

names which are household words in Germany. Eckart was a writer, and Feder an expert on financial 

matters. With the introduction of these two names into  #ÙÌßÓÌÙɀÚɯÕÈÙÙÈÛÐÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÊÜÙÛÈÐÕɯÙÐÚÌÚɯÖÕɯ ËÖÓÍɯ

Hitler.  
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CHAPTER 6 

 

'(3+$1ɯ).(-2ɯ3'$ɯɁ#$432"'$ɯ 1!$(3$1/ 13$(ɂ 

 

 

dolf Hitler himself  tells the story better than anyone has told it since. He 

ÙÌÈËɯ#ÙÌßÓÌÙɀÚɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ×ÈÔ×ÏÓÌÛȭɯ2ÛÐÓÓȮɯÊÜÙÐÖÚÐÛàɯÙÈÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÚɯyet 

quite like decision, led his steps once more in the direction of the 

2ÛÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙÉÙåÜȮɯÖÙɯ×ÌÙÏÈ×ÚɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯɁ ÓÛÌɯ+ÐÓÐÌÕÉÈËɂɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ'ÌÙÙÕÚÛÙÈÚÚÌȮɯÞÏÌÙÌɯ

the queer folk he had unearthed there a few nights previously, seemed wont to 

forgather on a WedneÚËÈàɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎȱɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓàɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÓÖÛɯÐÕɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÏÈ×ɯ

%ÌËÌÙɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÈàÐÕÎȱ 

 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚÈàÚȯɯɁ(ɯÊÙÖÚÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯÉÈËÓà-ligh ted common room where no one at all was 

ÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÌÌÕȮɯÈÕËɯÚÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙɯÓÌÈËÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÈɯÙÖÖÔɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒȱɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÓÐÔÔÌÙɯ

of a semi -broken gas-lamp four young men were sitting at a table, among whom was 

ÛÏÌɯÈÜÛÏÖÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÉÙÖÊÏÜÙÌɂɯȹ×ÙÌÝÐÖÜÚÓàɯÎÐÝÌn him to read, mark and digest), 

ɁÞÏÖɯÈÛɯÖÕÊÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËɯÈÕËɯÎÙÌÌÛÌËɯÔÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÍÙÐÌÕËÓàɯÔÈÕÕÌÙɯÈÕËɯÉÈËÌɯÔÌɯ

welcome as a new ÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ6ÖÙÒÌÙÚɀɯ/ÈÙÛàȭɂ 

 

Hitler was a trifle nonplussed. However, he meant to see the evening through, 

and bit by bit got hold of the names of those present. They read the minutes of the last 

meeting, and then went into Party finances - a matter of some 7.50 marks - and read 

letters from absent members. 

 

Ɂ%ĹÙÊÏÛÌÙÓÐÊÏȮɯÍĹÙÊÏÛÌÙÓÐÊÏȭɯ#ÈÚɯÞÈÙɯÑÈɯÌÐÕÌɯ5ÌÙÌÐÕÚÔÌÐÌÙÌÐɯ llerargster Art und 

Weise. (ÕɯËÐÌÚÌÕɯ*ÓÜÉɯÈÓÚÖɯÚÖÓÓÛÌɯÐÊÏɯÌÐÕÛÙÌÛÌÕȳɂ 

 

ȹɁ#ÙÌÈËÍÜÓȮɯËÙÌÈËÍÜÓȵɯ3ÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÞÙÌÛÊÏÌËɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÎÙÖÜ×ɯÖÍɯÛÏe feeblest sort and 

ÒÐÕËȭɯ6ÈÚɯ(ɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÌÕÙÖÓɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÐÕɯÈɯ"ÓÜÉɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÐÚȳɂȺ 

 

Yes, indeed. So it fell out, for want of an alternative. Hitler was not the founder 

ÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÈÙÛàȭɯ3ÏÖÚÌɯ×ÖÖÙɯÐÕÌÍÍÌÊÛÜÈÓÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯɁ ÓÛÌɯ+ÐÓÐÌÕÉÈËɂɯÈÛɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯÎÈÝÌɯÏÐÔɯÏÐÚɯ

opportunÐÛàȭɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÈÓÓɯÛÖÖɯÕÌÎÓÐÎÐÉÓÌɯÈÕËɯÏÖ×ÌÓÌÚÚȭɯ'ÖÞȮɯÐÕɯ&ÖËɀÚɯÕÈÔÌȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯ

asked himself was anything to be made of such a beginning? How was a miserable 

little knot of pale people like this (he was the only soldier among them) to be welded 

into any decent sort of a going concern - club, or whatever it liked to call itself? How 

was any kick to be got into it How was such a club to be carried any farther, brought 

to the semblance of some sort of a society? How was this society to become a significant 

movement? How would such a movement proceed to the uplifting of a prostrate, 

demoralised, humiliated country? For that and no le ss an aim from the first was in 

A 
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'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÔÐÕËɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÚÛÜÔÉÓÌËɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯËÈÙÒɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÌÔ×ÛàɯÎÜÌÚÛɯÙÖÖÔɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯɁ ÓÛÌɯ

+ÐÓÐÌÕÉÈËȭɂ 

The new associate was dutiful enough to attend the next little meeting of the 

Ɂ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌɯ ÉÌÐÛÌÙ×ÈÙÛÌÐȮɂɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛ. Nothing happened. Number! did 

not increase. The all-devouring question still hammered in the brain that would not 

despair. Hitler  discovered three radical reasons why this little association should be so 

feeble. 

 

First of all it had no faith in itself, i ts purpose, or the possibility of its ever 

amounting to anything Secondly, no remotest likelihood seemed to exist of any 

increase of its membership. Various efforts to this end including a hand to hand 

distribution of handwritten invitations to its meeting s, met with no sort of response 

Thirdly, it was possessed of no funds. It could not afford the cheapest sort of leaflet 

publicity.  

 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÍÌÓÛɯÈÛɯÖÕÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÞÈÚɯÕÌÌËÌËɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÍɯÛÏÌɯɁ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌɯ ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ×ÈÙÛÌÐɂɯ

was to constitute any sort of a starting-poin t for the energetic political campaign he 

had in view. Instead of the mere little weekly committee meetings, it must embark on 

frequent public assemblies, whence it might he hoped (and the event amply justified 

the aspiration) that money for propaganda mig ht be forthcoming. Also the nucleus 

ËÌÔÈÕËÌËɯÍÙÌÚÏɯàÖÜÕÎɯÌÕÌÙÎÌÛÐÊɯÉÓÖÖËȵɯɁ#ÜÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÕÎɯàÌÈÙÚɯÖÍɯÔàɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯÓÐÍÌȮɂɯ

ÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ(ɯhad come across a lot of sterling comrades, many of whom through my per- 

ÚÜÈÚÐÖÕɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÕÖÞɯÛÖɯÑÖÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜ×ȱɯ3ÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÖÜÕË energetic young fellows, well 

disciplined, and schooled through army life to the axiom that nothing is impossible, 

everything is aÛÛÈÐÕÈÉÓÌɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÖÍɯÚÛÙÖÕÎɯÞÐÓÓȭɂ 

 

The first few of the new series of meetings thus inaugurated were not particularly 

ÚÜÊÊÌÚÚÍÜÓȮɯÉÜÛɯÈÛɯÓÈÚÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯËÙÐÝÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÌÕÌÙÎÌÛÐÊɯ×ÖÞÌÙɯÔÈËÌɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯÍÌÓÛȭ 

 

Ɂ.ÜÙɯÈÜËÐÌÕÊÌÚȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁÔÖÜÕÛÌËɯÝÌÙàȮɯÝÌÙàɯÚÓÖÞÓàɯÐn number. From eleven 

hearers we went on to thirteen: presently to sixteen, three and twenty - perhaps even 

tÖɯÍÖÜÙɯÈÕËɯÛÏÐÙÛàȵɂ 

 

Something more, obviously, had to be done about it. 

 

Enough marks were scraped together to insert a small advertisement in a Munich 

newspaper of an ambitious  ÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯ ×ÙÖ×ÖÚÌËɯ ÛÖɯ ÉÌɯ ÏÌÓËɯ ÐÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ ,ĹÕÊÏÌÕÌÙɯ

'ÖÍÉÙåÜÒÌÓÓÌÙȮɯÈɯÚÔÈÓÓÐÚÏɯÙÖÖÔɯÊapable of seating some hundred and thirty people. 

This was to be the sort of meeting which, it was hoped, would really attract some 

public attentio n. All depended upon Adolf Hitler himself. As he went down to the hall 

that night his heart was in his mouth.  He scarcely dared hope the place would be more 

than a third, or at very most, half -ÍÜÓÓȱ 
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!àɯÚÌÝÌÕɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÈɯÏÜÕËÙÌËɯÈÕËɯÌÓÌÝÌÕɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÏÈËɯÈÊÛÜÈÓÓy turned up, and 

proceedings began. This was the first occasion (apart from his lectures to soldiers) 

Ü×ÖÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯÐÕɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÓÖÛÛÌËɯÛÞÌÕÛàɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚȱɯ3ÏÌÕɯÐÛɯ

was that both he and the audience made the discovery upon which the futu re of the 

German nation was to turn. The moment this ex-service man, this energetic recruit to 

ÛÏÌɯÍÓÈÉÉàɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÎÙÖÜ×ɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯÛÏÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ6ÖÙÒÌÙÚɀɯ/ÈÙÛàȮɯÎÖÛɯÜ×ÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÓÌÎÚɯ

to speak was the decisive moment for the Germany we see today. His tiny audience 

was electrified - transported!  

 

Amazed himself, Hitler perceived in an illuminating  flash wherein the secret lay, 

- in oratory, convinced and dynamic! He had not dreamed that he possessed such a 

gift. He tried it out that night with staggering suc cess. The message he had to proclaim 

ÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ6ÖÙÒÌÙÚɀɯ/ÈÙÛàɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÜÛ a new election cry had been 

added to the existing political babel, but that the foundation stone had been well and 

truly laid for the rebuilding of the shattered n ation. In the American phrase, Adolf 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɯɁÎÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÌÚÚÈÎÌɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɂȵɯ3ÏÌɯÔÖÕÌàɯÙÌØÜÐÙÌË19 poured in. When all was over 

the hall emptied to scatter Hitlerism broadcast throughout the city.  

 

From now on big meeting followed big meeting, with ever mounting s uccess 

until early in 1920 Hitler (who had, naturally, assumed the leadership of the group)  

determined upon the first great mass meeting, despite the danger, by now grown to 

appreciable proportions, of its being suppressed by the authorities, or broken up by 

the opposition. It was held on February 24th, in the famous Festsaal, (not the Keller), 

ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ'ÖÍÉÙåÜÏÈÜÚȮɯÈÕËɯÕÜÔÉÌÙÌËɯÈÕɯÈÜËÐÌÕÊÌɯÖÍɯÛÞÖɯÛÏÖÜÚÈÕËȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯ

was to lay before it nothing less than the reasoned and detailed programme of the new 

party.  

 

Ɂ ÚɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÉàȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁÏÖÚÛÐÓÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÐÖÕÚɯÎÈÝÌɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÈÊÊÓÈÔÈÛÐÖÕÚȭɯ

As one by one, point for point, I laid down the five and twenty planks in our platform, 

and submitted them to the judgment of the audience, there gradually arose an ever-

swelling jubilation in response, and as my last words made their way to the very heart 

of the mass, the whole room surged before me unanimous in a new conviction, a new 

ÉÌÓÐÌÍȮɯÈÕËɯÈɯÕÌÞɯËÌÛÌÙÔÐÕÈÛÐÖÕȭɂ 

 

3ÏÌɯɁ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌɯ ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ×ÈÙÛÌÐɂɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÞɯÍÜÓÓàɯÐÕɯÚhape to draw upon itself the 

implacable enmity of the constituted authority, the Communists , the Marxists and 

other political organisations whom its programme affronted or threatened. It had 

become a force in Munich. It took to itself a flag and a symbol. Hitler himself, after 

ÔÈÕàɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÚȮɯËÌÚÐÎÕÌËɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÛÈÕËÈÙËȭɯɁ6Ìɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÛÚɯÚÌÌɯÖÜr purpose in our 

flag. The red stands for our social programme, the white for our national, and in the 

hooked cross we symbolise the struggle for the supremacy of thÌɯ ÙàÈÕɯÙÈÊÌȭɂ 

 
19 Hitler seldom appealed directly for funds. He appealed to the audience to support the movement.  
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In 1920 it had already become dangerous to hold meetings and to flourish this 

ÍÓÈÎȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÛÏàɯ,ĹÕÊÏÌÕÌÙÚɯÞÏÖɯÍÙÌØÜÌÕÛÌËɯ-ÈáÐ20 demonstrations did so at 

increasing risk not only of bodily injury, but to life itself. It was this state of affairs 

which gave rise to the so-ÊÈÓÓÌËɯɁSaal-Schutzȭɂ21 

 

About a year after 'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÚÜÊÊÌÚÚÍÜÓɯÔÈÚÚɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏȮɯÏÌɯ

decided upon holding a still greater one, upon which, in fact, the whole future of the 

young Movement might be held to t ÜÙÕȭɯ6ÌÙÌɯÐÛɯÛÖɯ×ÙÖÝÌɯÈɯÍÐÈÚÊÖȮɯÛÏÌɯɁ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌɯ

 ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ×ÈÙÛÌÐɂɯÞÖÜÓËɯËÐÚÈ××ÌÈÙ in the welter of mushroom parties of that date: were 

it to succeed it would dominate in Munich and gird itself for a Reich -wide struggle.  

 

Already the local forces of opposition were fully alive to the significance of the 

new political activity, and the o ccasion of this unprecedented effort on its part was 

chosen for a decisive counter-demonstration. The Reds in Munich determined once 

ÈÕËɯÍÖÙɯÈÓÓɯÛÖɯÚÔÈÚÏɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯɁ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌɯ ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ×ÈÙÛÌÐȭɂɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÛÌÓÓÚɯÜÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÖÛɯÖÕÓàɯÞÈÚɯ

appeal for police protection futil e, but beneath the dignity of the Movement. The 

Movement must defend itself. Only so could it command the respect of those it would 

attract, or ensure the safety of its audiences. 

 

A band of hefty and enthusiastic young supporters were specially told off by 

Hitler himself to keep the doors, and to act as ruthless chuckersout at the very first 

sign of disorder. They were to fight with the gloves off an to show no quarter.  

 

The event fully justified these precautions. After an enormous gathering in the 

Zirkus Krone in Munich, which had been an unqualified success, another meeting was 

held well packed with opponents only too eager to snatch the next best opportunity to 

wreck the whole ÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÖÕÊÌɯÈÕËɯÍÖÙɯÈÓÓȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÓÌÎÚɯÚ×ÌÈÒÐÕÎɯÖÕɯɁ3ÏÌɯ

FuturÌɯÖÙɯ"ÖÓÓÈ×ÚÌɂɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÎÕÈÓɯÞÈÚɯÎÐÝÌÕȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌÜ×ÖÕɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÌËɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯÚÊÌÕÌȮɯÚÜÊÏɯ

a smash up, such an uproar and such a blood shedding, that it actually recalled to the 

ex-service man moments at the Front! 

 

3ÏÌɯɁSaal-SchutzɂɯÙÌÊÌÐÝÌËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÉÈ×ÛÐÚÔɯÖÍɯÍÐÚÛÚɯÈnd chair legs, but bit by bit, 

fighting literally like berserkers, they hurled the enemy out, slung him head foremost 

through the doors, drove him into a corner and pummelled him into a jelly. Hitler 

stood still and looked on. His threat to rip the brassar d from the arm of any one of his 

troopers who showed the white feather in this scrum, called for no fulfilment. Within 

appreciable time order was restored - the speaker took up the thread of his speech, and 

the meeting closed to the echoing strains of a patriotic song.  

 

 
20 -ÈáÐɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÍÖÙɯɁ-ÈáÐ-ÖÕÈÓɯȹ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓȺɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÛɂȮɯÈɯÕÐÊÒÕÈme given the new movement. 

21 Party-body organised with the express purpose of protecting the meetings against red disturbances. 
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We have indeed an account of it from one of the eyewitnesses still living in 

Munich, from an old lady called Frau Magdalena Schweyer.  

 

When Hitler was first demobilised he would have liked to have returned to his 

old lodgings with Frau Popp,  but since she no longer had a room to spare he took up 

equally modest quarters in a little street called the Thierschstrasse near the Isar. 

 

Immediately opposite the house stood a lit tle shop - it still stands there. One 

could buy everything in it from ma tches to a cabbage. The legend over the door ran 

Ɂ2×ÌáÌÙÐ-6ÈÙÌÕȮɯ.ÉÚÛɯ ÜÕËɯ &ÌÔĹÚÌȮɂ22  ÞÐÛÏɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÚÏÖ×ÒÌÌ×ÌÙɀÚɯ ÕÈÔÌɯ ÜÕËÌÙÕÌÈÛÏȮɯ

Ɂ,ÈÎËÈÓÌÕÈɯ2ÊÏÞÌàÌÙȭɂ 

 

Frau Schweyer still stands behind the old-fashioned little counter within. She is 

an aged woman now, short of stature, and with grey hair. She came forward as I 

entered one day, glancing sharply up at me through her spectacles, and briskly 

smoothing down her apron with her toil -worn hands.  

 

Ɂ( want to know something about Herr Hitler in the old days - in the beginnings 

ÖÍɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɂ 

 

Her eyes instantly lighted up. No one in Munich today is more proud than little 

ÖÓËɯ%ÙÈÜɯ2ÊÏÞÌàÌÙɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚÏÐ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛȮɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÊÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÚhe 

joined the Party in 1919 when it was utterly obscure. 

 

Ɂ'ÖÞɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÐÔȳɂɯÚÏÌɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯÈÕËɯ×ÓÈÕÒÌËɯÏÌÙÚÌÓÍɯËÖÞÕɯÖÕɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÚÛÖÖÓȮɯ

happy to expand on this theme. I leant on the counter and watched her animated 

expressive face. Here was one of those working women who befriended Hitler through 

some of the thinnest times he had to experience; here was one of the people to whom 

he so urgently and so clearly and so simply aimed to bring his message home, here 

was one of the women whom he sought to place in positions of least danger at his 

meetings. 

 

Ɂ)Èɯ)ÈɯÎÈÕáɯÙÐÊÏÛÐÎȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ%ÙÈÜɯ2ÊÏÞÌàÌÙȮɯɁÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯ-ÖÝÌÔÉÌÙȮɯƕƝƕƝȭɯA young 

man came in here to buy some little thing or other - probably some fruit. He was rather 

poorly dressed: he never seemed to have more ÛÏÈÕɯÖÕÌɯÊÖÈÛȭɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÈÒÌÕɯ

no more stock of him than of anÖÛÏÌÙȮɯÔÖÚÛɯÓÐÒÌÓàȮɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÌɯÚÛÙÜÊÒɯÔÌɯÈÚɯÚÖɯ

ÞÌÓÓɯÚ×ÖÒÌÕȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ×ÖÓÐÛÌȭɯ(ÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÖÙɯÊÓÖÛÏÌÚȮɯÚÖÔÌÏÖÞȭɯ

I watched him out of the shop, and noticed t hat he went into the house over the way. 

So that, I supposed, was where he lived. 

 

Ɂ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÖÛÐÊÌɯÏÐÔɯÊÖÔÌɯÐÕɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÉÐÛȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÕÖɯÔÖÙÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÐÔȭ 

 
22 Spices (i.e. general chandlery), fruit and vegetables. 
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Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÖÕÌɯËÈà- just about the turn of the year it was - a neighbour of mine 

happened to tell about him. She said his name was Adolf Hitler and he had something 

to dÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯȿ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌɯ ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ×ÈÙÛÌÐȭɀɯ!àɯÈÓÓɯÈÊÊÖÜÕÛÚɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÉÙÐÓÓÐÈÕÛɯ

speaker - talked something astounding. My neighbour wanted me to go and hear him. 

She said the very nÌßÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÖÕɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÎÖȭɯ2ÏÌɀËɯÛÈÒÌɯÔÌɯÈÓÖÕÎɯ

with  her. 

 

Ɂ2ÖɯÞÌɯÞÌÕÛȭɯ2ÏÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÐÕɯÖÕÌɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

Leiberzimmer 23 ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙÉÙåÜȭ 

 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯ(ɯËÐËɯÎÖȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÈÓÓɯÞÖÙÒÌËɯÜ×ȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÞÖÕËÌÙÍÜÓȮɯÞÏÈt he said and all - 

I could understand every word. He seemed to think there was a way to be found out 

of all our troubles and miseries. We was all to join his party and help. I joined then and 

there. They gave me a number - 90. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÈÓÓɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÈÕËɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÐÔɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȭɯ(ÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

take much to find out how poor he was. I had more than half a notion that often he 

ÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÈËɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÌÈÛɯÉÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÍÖÓÒÚɯÎÐÝÐÕÎ him a bit now and then. It gave 

me an idea, that did. I thoughÛɯ(ɀËɯÉÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ɯÉàɯÚÌÕËÐÕÎɯÏÐÔɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯ

now and again - a pot of jam, or a snack of sausage, or a handful of apples. But it was 

as plain as daylight he hated to take them. He only did it because he was so poor. He 

never failed once to come ÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÛÖɯÔÌȮɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ(ɀËɯÚÌÕÛɯÏÐÔɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÛÖɯÛÏÈÕÒɯÔÌɯÍÖÙɯ

it. Often though, when I was thinking to myself that would pretty well do him till next 

day, one or another of his pals come in and ÑÜÚÛɯÓÌÛɯÖÕɯÈÚɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀËɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÌÝÌÙàɯÉÐÛÌɯÈÞÈàɯ

to them. They was such a hungry crowd, the whole lot of them! Anyhow he must have 

ÒÌ×ÛɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÖÕÊÌɯÐÕɯÈÞÏÐÓÌÚɯÖÙɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÏÌɯÐÚɯÛÖËÈàȵ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ'ÌÙÙɯ$ÚÚÌÙ24 ÏÌɀËɯ×Ö×ɯÐÕɯÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚȮɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯ'ÌÙÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ

friends, and buy a couple of Rettiche (large white radishes) for the pair of them. That 

was their idea of a supper. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÐÕÎÚɯÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÎÖÕÌɯÖÕɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÛÞÌÓÝÌ- month - them just living 

on folks remembering that they ÏÈËÕɀÛɯÎÖÛɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÐÕÚÐËÌÚȭɯ!ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàɯ

presently began to grow a bit, and when everyone helped as well as they could things 

got a little easier for Hitler. Even when I knew he must have a bit coming in like, now, 

I used to send him them apples now and again. He was that fond of fruit.  

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÞÖÕËÌÙÍÜÓɯÏÖÞ the Party grew. I know because I hung on all those first 

hard months, and went to every meeting, and saw how they had to be held in a bigger 

 
23 Name of a room reserved for the members of the Infantry Life Guards.  

24 Herr Herrmann Esser, today President of the Reichsfremdenverkehrsverband. 
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ÙÖÖÔɯÌÝÌÙàɯÛÐÔÌȭɯ6ÌɯÚÖÖÕɯÖÜÛÎÙÌÞɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙÉÙåu. We went after that to the 

'ÖÍÉÙåÜÒÌÓÓÌÙȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ$ÉÌÙÓÒÌÓler. Then Hitler rented a little sort of office called 

ÛÏÌɯȿ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌÚɯ1ÌÐÊÏȭɀɯ3ÏÐÕÎÚɯÞÈÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÜ×ȭ 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯ(ɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÉÌÚÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÐÎɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÌàɯÏÌÓËɯÖÕÌɯ-ÖÝÌÔÉÌÙȮɯƕƝƖƕɯ

- the 4th to be exact - ÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÚÚÌÔÉÓàɯÙÖÖÔɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ'ÖÍÉÙåÜÏÈÜÚȮɯÞÏÌn they had that 

ÛÌÙÙÐÍÐÊɯËÜÚÛɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÛÚȭɯ ɯÙÌÈÓɯÉÈÛÛÓÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚȵɯ(ɯÚÏÈÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÙɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯÐÛɯÈÚɯ

ÓÖÕÎɯÈÚɯ(ɯÓÐÝÌȭɯ(Íɯ(ɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÒÌ×ÛɯÔàɯÏÌÈËɯÓÖÞɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÉÓÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÈÕËɯÍÖÓËÌËɯÔà 

arms above it, like all the rest of us women was told to do, sure as fate it would have 

been clean knocked off my shoulders. The beer mugs were flying around that night 

something alarming!  

 

Ɂ-ÖÛɯÓÖÕÎɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÞÈÚɯÉÐÓÓÌËɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÖÍÍɯÛÏÌÙÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕ an attack made 

on one of the members of the Landtag, Herr Auer. No one seems to have witnessed it. 

Auer himself seemed to think his own bravery saved him. But the Party he belonged 

to25 set it about that it was the new Hitler Party what had done it. They went about all 

they knew to stir up the people and egg the working f olk on to get a blow in at the 

Nazis. Everyone knew - everyone of us I mean - knew that something would be tried, 

ÛÏÈÛɯÕÐÎÏÛȮɯÛÖɯÉÜÚÛɯÜ×ɯÖÜÙɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎȭɯ6ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÛÖÖɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚɯÈÚɯÞÌɯÞÈs pretty well 

ÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÙÌÈÛÚɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÚÖɯÍÈÙɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÎÖÕÌɯno further. This time, though, was 

to be different. 

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌÎÐÕɯÚÏÈÙ×ɯÈÛɯÌÐÎÏÛɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒȭɯ,àɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÜÙɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÍÌÛÊÏɯÔÌɯÈÚɯÜÚÜÈÓȭɯ

The first thing we saw as we went in was a group of yo ung men standing about the 

entrance each with a band round his arms with a hooked cross on it. They were ex-

service chaps, friends of Hitler from Traunstein. I heard him come up and tell them to 

keep order at all costs. He spoke sharp and soldier-like; saiËɯÏÌɀËɯÙÐ×ɯÛÏÌÔɯÉÈÕËÚɯÖÍÍɯ

their arms if so much as one of them showed the white feather. No one of them was to 

clear out unless he cleared out dead! He smiled though, and added he knew well 

ÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛȵ 

 
25 Auer belonged to the Social Democratic Party, then strongly represented in Parliament in Munich. 

Dr. Gustav von Kahr had been appointed as General State Commissioner with dictatorial powers. This 

regime was inimical to th e Republic as represented at Berlin. It favoured the dispossessed Wittelsbachs. 

Its members took oath to the Bavarian State, not to the Reich. It is necessary to recall these political facts 

in order that the reader may obtain some idea of what and who the ɁÈÜÛÏÖÙÐÛÐÌÚɂɯÞÌÙÌȮɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏȮɯÞÐÛÏɯ

ÞÏÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÞÓàɯÊÖÕÚÛÐÛÜÛÌËɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÛÚɯȹ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ/ÈÙÛàȺɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÖÖÕɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÐÕɯÊÖÕÍÓÐÊÛȭɯ

From what has already been written about the bitterness of party w arfare in Munich it can be well 

understood that  the danger which threatened the big meeting described by Frau Schweyer was by no 

means negligible. The break-up of a political gathering in Munich at that time might easily involve 

fatalities. It may be confuÚÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÈËÌÙɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙɯÛÏÈÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ,ÖÝÌÔent was opposed by the working 

people (that it was the Workers themselves who proposed to smash up his meetings and his party), 

since it was the interests of the common folk he had so supremely at heart. When it is remembered, 

however, that these workers were Marxists and Communists, light is at once shed on this matter. Hitler 

was all out against Marxism and Communism, for reasons already given in a previous Chapter.  
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Ɂ3ÏÌɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÞÈÚɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÞÌÓÓɯÍÜÓÓȭɯ6ÌɯÞÖÔÌnfolk were told to get well up in front: 

it would be safest there, far from the doors. I was too excited really to be frightened. It 

ÞÈÚɯ×ÓÈÐÕɯÛÏÌÙÌɀËɯÉÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÛÙÖÜÉÓÌȯɯÏÈÓÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÉÌÓÖÕÎÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌËÚȭɯ(ɯ

found a table right in front. Then they came and set another near it, and a Herr Esser 

got up on it to open the meeting. As soon as he jumped down again, Herr Hitler took 

his place. They greeted him with a few boos and yells, but after a bit he gripped even 

the enemy, and was speaking without interruption for quite an hour, before things 

began to look threatening again. 

 

Ɂ/ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÞÌÙÌɯËÙÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÈÛÛÌÕËÐÕÎɯÈÓÓɯÌÈÙÚȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÕÖÛÐÊÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÏÌÕÌÝÌÙɯÔÖÙÌɯ

beer was called for, instead of giving up the empty mugs, fresh ones were brought, 

and the old ones were piled under the tables. Whole batteries of beer mugs grew up 

ÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÉÓÌÚȱ 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚ×ÌÈÒÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÎÕɯÞÈÚɯÎÐÝÌÕȭɯ2ÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÚÏÖÜÛÌËɯ

ȿ%ÙÌÐÏÌÐÛȮɀ26 and a beer pot went crash! That was the signal for things to begin. Three, 

ÍÖÜÙȮɯÍÐÝÌɯÏÌÈÝàɯÚÛÖÕÌɯ×ÖÛÚɯÍÓÌÞɯÉàɯÞÐÛÏÐÕɯÈÕɯÐÕÊÏɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÌÈÒÌÙɀÚ head, and next 

ÐÕÚÛÈÕÛɯÏÐÚɯàÖÜÕÎɯÎÜÈÙËÚɯÚ×ÙÈÕÎɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËɯÚÏÖÜÛÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÜÚɯÞÖÔÌÕɯÛÖɯȿËÜÊÒɯËÖÞÕȵɀ 

 

Ɂ6ÌɯËÜÊÒÌËɯÚÏÈÙ×ɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȵɯ3ÏÌɯÙÖÞɯÞÈÚɯÌÈÙ- splitting. Never heard anything 

like it in your lif Ìȵɯ/ÈÕËÌÔÖÕÐÜÔɯÏÈËɯÉÙÖÒÌÕɯÖÜÛȰɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖɯÜÚÌɯÔÌɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÌÚÊÙÐÉÌɯÐÛȭɯ

One heard nothing but yells, crashing beer mugs, stamping and struggling, the 

overturning of heavy oaken tables, and the smashing up of wooden chairs. A regular 

battle raged in the room. 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚÛÜÊÒɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯ×ÖÚÛȭɯ-ÌÝÌÙɯÎÖÛɯÖÍÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÈÉÓÌȵɯ'ÌɯÔÈËÌɯÕÖɯÌÍÍÖrt to shield 

ÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÙÎÌÛɯÖÍɯÐÛɯÈÓÓȯɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯÚÏÌÌÙɯÔÐÙÈÊÓÌɯÏÖÞɯÏÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÎÖÛɯÏÐÛȭɯ3ÏÌÔɯ

murderous heavy mugs was flying at his head all the time. I know because I got a 

sharp look round just between whiles: there he stuck, quiet as a statue waiting for those 

boys of his to get the tumult under. Goodness only knows how long it went on - twenty 

minutes perhaps, but it seemed never ending. The Reds was five times as many as we 

Hitlerites. The boys with the armbands were enormously outnumbered . They were in 

a fine state I can tell you before order was restored, their jackets torn half off their 

backs, and their faces all patched and dabbled with blood. Anyhow, they did get the  

Reds outside somehow, and then, cool as a cucumber, up gets Herr Esser beside Herr 

Hitler and calmly announces that the meeting will go on. The speaker was to 

continued. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯ ÍÈÔÖÜÚɯ ÕÖÞȭɯ $ÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯ ÐÕɯ &ÌÙÔÈÕàɯ ÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙÚɯ ÛÏÌÔɯ ÞÖÙËÚȯɯ ȿ#ÐÌɯ

Versammlung geht ÞÌÐÛÌÙɀȱɯȿ3ÏÌɯ2×ÌÈÒÌÙɯÞÐÓÓɯ×ÙÖÊÌÌËȭɀ 

 
26 3ÏÌɯ,ÈÙßÐÚÛɯÉÈÛÛÓÌɯÊÙàȮɯɁ+ÐÉÌÙÛàȭɂ 
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Ɂ3ÏÌɯÙÖÖÔɯÞÈÚɯÚÐÔ×ÓàɯÞÙÌÊÒÌËȭɯ3here was over four hundred smashed beer 

mugs lying about everywhere, and piles of broken chairs.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÐÚȮɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÏÌÔɯ1ÌËÚɯÎÖÛɯÈÚɯÎÖÖËɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÎÈÝÌȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯ

the firsÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌÝÖÓÜÛÐÖÕɯÈÚɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÎÖÛɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÎÈÝÌɯɀÌÔɯÛÏÌɯÕÖɯÛÖɯÛheir face - 

the first time they got roundly trounced and walloped themselves. I say it was the real 

beginning of our Party as a force and power. 

 

Ɂ$ÝÌÙɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÐÚɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯàÖÜÕÎɯÔÌÕɯwhat he told off to keep order were called the 

Storm Troops. People ought to have seen that fight and that room afterwards to know 

how necessary they were. We should have gone under, for good, then and there, 

ÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯȿ2ÈÈÓ- 2ÊÏÜÛáȭɀɯ!ÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÕÖÞɯÖÕ the Movement had to fight and fight 

and fight, and always - at first - at tremendous odds. Up to now the Reds had had it 

all their own way. It was always them what did the smashing up and the storming of 

ÖÛÏÌÙɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȯɯÛÏÌàɀËɯËÖÕÌɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏȵɯ-Öw they was to meet a Party what 

ÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÈÒÌɯÐÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌÔɯÓàÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯÕÖɯÔÖÙÌȱɂ 

 

* * * * * 

 

Frau Schweyer had become quite excited as she retailed the story. Something of 

the light of battle flashed in her eyes again. They were brave women who attended 

HitÓÌÙɀÚɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎÚȭ 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÛÏÌÕȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁàÖÜɯÚÌÌɯÞÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÏÐÔȮɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÏÌɯÞÈÚȵɯ(ɀÓÓɯÛÌÓÓɯ

you - just one little thing:  

 

Ɂ(ÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯDecember, ÛÏÌɯàÌÈÙɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÏÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÏÜÛɯÜ×ɯÐÕɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎȮɯÞÌɯ

National Socialists in Munich heard that he was to be set free. Just before Christmas, 

too, on the 20th. We was wild wÐÛÏɯÑÖàȵɯ6ÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÌß×ÌÊÛÌËɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ6ÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎɯ

how miserable everything would be this year. Then between us we struck on a bright 

idea to welcome him. He would come out of the fortress just as desperately poor as he 

went in. So we arranged to have a bit of a collection, just in our part of the city, so as 

he should have a little money to put in his pocket straight away. Altogether we scraped 

up about fifty marks. But more than t hat - on the day itself we filled his old room in 

the house opposite my shop with flowers (although it was winter time), and covered 

the poor table with good things to eat, and saw that there was fruit and stuff in the 

cupboard. We even secured a bottle of wine for the occasion, although we knew he 

never touched it. 

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯ#ÌÊember 20th, 1924, a raw, grey, miserable day. The hours dragged by; 

(ɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÔÖÙÛÈÓɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯÚÖÔÌÏÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÓÓȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯ

running to the door and looking up and down our street. And then, sure enough, about 
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ÛÞÖɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÍternoon a motor drove up to the house opposite. Hitler was in it. 

I saw him through the window. He got out and was just going in at the door, when he 

turned around  and caught sight of me standing staring across the way. He just came 

over and shook me by thÌɯÏÈÕËɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȯɯȿ&ÙĹÚÚɯ&ÖÛÛȮɯ%ÙÈÜɯ2ÊÏÞÌàÌÙȮɀɯÈÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ

ÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÈËɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÈÛɯÈÓÓɯÐÕɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÖÕÎɯÚÈËɯÛÐÔÌɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÞÌɀËɯÚÌÌÕɯÌÈÊÏɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÓÈÚÛȭ 

 

Ɂ'ÐÚɯÏÈÕËɯÞÈÚɯÐÊàɯÊÖÓËɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÎÙÐ×ɯÞÈs like iron. It gives me the creeps to think 

how cold and how hard it was,  to this day. I remember the thought went through my 

head - ÏÖÞɯÈÞÍÜÓɯÛÖɯÐÕÊÜÙɯÛÏÌɯÌÕÔÐÛàɯÖÍɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯÍÐÚÛɯÈÚɯÛÏÈÛȵɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÈɯÞÖÙËȭɯ,àɯ

throat swelled and the tears would come. I t was such a joy to see him back again. 

 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÏÌɯhad come, anyway! I went back into the shop all flustered, thinking of 

his climbing those stairs opposite and coming into his old room, and finding the 

flowers and the eatables and our little preparations for his welcome. I could just 

imagine him sitting down in the middle of it  all and starting to think of nothing but 

how to get the Party going again. 

 

Ɂ ÕɯÏÖÜÙɯÖÙɯÛÞÖɯÞÌÕÛɯÉàɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÈɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÜÙɯÖÍɯÔÐÕÌɯÊÖÔÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖ×ɯÈÚÒÐÕÎɯ

for a subscription to the ÖÙÎÈÕɯÍÜÕËɯÍÖÙɯ2Ûȭɯ ÕÕÌɀÚɯ"ÏÜÙÊÏȭɯ2ÏÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯÓÐÚÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙȭɯ(ɯ

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÈÍÍÖrd much; nor could anybody else apparently. All down the list people had 

only been able to give a few Pfennige each. We were only poor folks round about there. 

Frau Pfister agreed. We had a little talk together. She said what awful difficult work it 

was to get anybody to subscribe for the organ, times was that hard. And I suddenly 

ÚÈÐËȮɯȿ6ÌÓÓȮɯÎÖɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÖɯ'ÌÙÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯÚÌÌɯÐÍɯÏÌɀËɯÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÉÐÛȭɯ

Tell him what ÐÛɀÚɯÍÖÙȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÕÖȭɀ 

 

Ɂ%ÙÈÜɯ/ÍÐÚÛÌÙɯÎÖÛɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÊÙÖÚÚÌËɯÛhe street. I watched her enter the house 

opposite. 

 

Ɂ(ÕɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÚÏÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÍÓàÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒȮɯÙÈËÐÈÕÛȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÙÜÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÚÛɯÜÕËÌÙɯÔàɯ

nose, so that I could see for myself what an incredible lot Herr Hitler had given.  

 

Ɂ%ÐÍÛàɯÔÈÙÒÚȵɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÐÛɯÞÈÚȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÜÕËÌÙɯÏÐÚ name, Adolf Hitler.  

 

Ɂ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÊÈÙÊÌÓàɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÔàɯÌàÌÚȭɯ(ɯÚÛÈÙÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÎÜÙÌȮɯÚÛÈÙÌËɯÈÛɯ%ÙÈÜɯ/ÍÐÚÛÌÙȮɯ

took off my glasses and looked again - ȿ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯÍÐÍÛàɯÔÈÙÒÚȭɀ 

 

Ɂȿ6ÌÓÓȮɯ(ɯÕÌÝÌÙȵɀ(ɯÌßÊÓÈÐÔÌËȮɀÐÍɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÏÈÚÕɀÛɯÎÖÕÌɯÈÕËɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÓÖÛɯ

awÈàȵɀ 

 

Ɂ%ÙÈÜɯ/ÍÐÚÛÌÙɯÕÖËËÌËȮɯÉÌÈÔÐÕÎȭ 
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Ɂȿ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÒÐÕËȮɀɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿËÖɯÓÐÚÛÌÕȵɀɯ'ÌɯÖ×ÌÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙɯÛÖɯÔÌɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÈÕËɯ

asked what I wanted. When I told him, he made me come in  and sit down. So I did 

and Herr Hitler catched hold of a glass and filled it wit h wine and gave it to me, with 

ÈɯÊÈÒÌɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÌÈÛɯÈÕËɯËÙÐÕÒȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖȭɯ(ɯÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÌßÊÜÚÌɯÔàÚÌÓÍȭɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯ

as how the things on the table was all for him. But hÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÛȮɯȿ-ÖÞɯàÖÜɯËÖɯÈÚɯ(ɯ

ÉÐËȮɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯËÙÐÕÒɯÞÐÕÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯËÙÖ×ɯÐÛɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÏÜÙÛɯàÖÜȭɀɯ3ÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÙÌÈÊÏÌÚɯ

for my paper, glances at it and scribbles something under his own name. He puts it 

down and goes over to a little side table, pul ls out a drawer and comes back and pushes 

ÍÐÍÛàɯÔÈÙÒÚɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÖɯÔÌȭɯȿ3ÏÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈÙÌȮɀɯÏÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯȿ(ɀËɯÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜɯÔÖÙÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯ(ɀÝÌɯ

ÎÖÛȭɯ2ÖÔÌɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÖÍɯÔÐÕÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÑÜÚÛɯËÖÛÛÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÜ×ɯÍÖÙɯÔÌȭɀɯ(ɯÎÈ×ÌËɯÈÕËɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÍÖÙɯ

the moment find a blessed word to say, but he read my face clear as a book and laughed 

ÈÕËɯÈËËÌËȮɯȿ!ÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÐÛɯÖÙɯÕÖÛɯÈÚɯàÖÜɯÓÐÒÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÔɯÑÖÓÓàɯÎÓÈËɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÎÐÝÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯ

ÖÉÑÌÊÛȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÙÐÌÚÛÚɯËÖÕɀÛɯ×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙÓàɯÓÖÝÌɯÔÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÕÖÙɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɀ 

 

Ɂȿ(ɯÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÈÕÒɯÏÐÔȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÚÏÜÛɯÔÌɯÜ×ȭɯ'ÌɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÌÈÙɯÈɯÞÖÙËȱɀ 

 

Ɂ'ÌɯÜÚÌËȮɂɯ%ÙÈÜɯ2ÊÏÞÌàÌÙɯÊÖÕÊÓÜËÌËȮɯɁÛÖɯcome across to the shop as long as he 

lived in our street, and often afterwards when he had become a very much bigger man. 

'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯÔÌȭɯ6ÏÌÕɯÔàɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯËÐÌËɯÐÕɯƕƝƖƝɯ'Ðtler was in Leipzig. But he sent 

me a lovely wreath and wrote ever such a nice letter with it.  

 

Ɂ/ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÕÌÌËÕɀÛɯÞÖÕËÌÙɯÞÏàɯÞÌɯÓÖÝÌɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÍÖÙɯÜÚɯÚÔÈÓÓɯ

folk. He never had no time and no wish to think of himself. He was always out for 

everàÉÖËàɯÉÜÛɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȱɂ 
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CHAPTER 7 

 

EARLY STRUGGLES OF THE MO VEMENT:  

G.33%1($#ɯ2"',(33ɀ2ɯ23.18 
 

 

erman people express themselves very differently from English people; 

moreover, they are highly metaphysically minded. The everyday 

Englishman never talks metaphysics: the German does little else. The 

German, and particularly the young German of today, is inten sely serious, desperately 

ÐÕɯÌÈÙÕÌÚÛȭɯ'ÌɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÍÌɯÖÍɯÏÐÔɯÚÌÌɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÍÜÕÕàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÕɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÚȭɯ4ÕÓÐÒÌɯ

the Englishman he does not seek to mask his thinking, his dearest convictions and 

strivings, u nder an apparent carelessness or a rampant humour. It has been said that 

a sense of humour would be fatal to the make-up of a dictator. It would be fatal to a 

revolution, too, and to the revolutionaries.  

 

Gottfried Schmitt tells me his story as only a German working man would tell it. 

For the English reader it needs not merely to be translated, but to be put into a wholly 

ËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛɯÝÌÙÕÈÊÜÓÈÙȭɯɁ3ÖɯÔàɯÐËÌÈȮɂɯËÐÍÍÐËÌÕÛÓàɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏÔÈÕɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÊÈÕɯÉÌɯ

got going at all, whereas the German readily speaks of ÏÐÚɯɁ6ÌÓÛÈÕÚÊÏÈÜÜÕÎɂ27 and of 

ÏÐÚɯɁÐÕÕÌÙÌɯ$ÐÕÚÛÌÓÓÜÕÎȭɂ28 

 

6ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÔÈËÌɯÔàɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯ'ÌÙÙɯ2ÊÏÔÐÛÛɀÚɯÚÐÔ×ÓÌɯËÞÌÓÓÐÕÎȮɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÉÐËËÌÕɯÛÖɯÌÕÛÌÙɯ

and welcome. Schmitt lugged a box out from under the table, on which I sat down. It 

ÐÚɯÈɯÕÈÙÙÖÞɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÙÖÖÔɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÈɯɁ2ÊÏÓÈÜÊÏɂɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÊÈÓÓɯÐÛɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ ɯÍÌÞɯ×ÖÖÙɯÚÛÐÊks of 

ÍÜÙÕÐÛÜÙÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÔÜÊÏɯÌÓÉÖÞɯÙÖÖÔɯÌÐÛÏÌÙȭɯ ɯÓÈÜÕËÙàɯÉÈÚÒÌÛɯ×ÌÙÊÏÌÚɯÖÕɯÈÕɯÖÓËɯ

sofa with the latest little newcomer in it. Five people live in this room which also serves 

as a kitchen. 

 

(ɯÉÓÜÙÛɯÖÜÛȯɯɁ!ÜÛɯÎÖod Lord! Herr Schmitt, how can you stick i t in this hole? Why 

ÖÕɯÌÈÙÛÏɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÛÖɯÓÐÝÌɯÐÕɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯàÌÖÔÈÕɯÚÌÙÝÐÊÌɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯ

ËÖÕÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ"ÈÜÚÌȳɂ 

 

'ÌɯÎÐÝÌÚɯÔÌɯÈɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚɯÚØÜÈÙÌɯÓÖÖÒȭɯɁ6Ìɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÛÚɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÍÌÈÛÏÌÙɯ

our ÖÞÕɯÕÌÚÛÚȮɂɯÏÌɯÐÔ×ÓÐÊÐÛÓàɯÙÌÉÜÒÌÚɯÔÌȮɯɁÞÌ ÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÖÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÔÌÙÌɯÚÌÓÍÐÚÏɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓɯ

material improvement. Our struggle was for Germany! I was nothing but a working 

ÔÈÕȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÝÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÌÌÕɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÜÛɯÈɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÔÈÕɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ- nor wanted to. We 

ÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÔÌÕɯÞÈÚÕɀÛ counting the Revolution just to fill our pockets. We wanted to 

 
27 Cosmic view of things.  

28 Innermost spiritual convic tion.  

G 
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bring about the sort of socialism which had been dangled before our eyes for decades 

ÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÐÛÚɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÍÖÙɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ

he, and he alone, ever made a practical reality of it. He kept faith with the working 

ÔÈÕȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÖÕÓàɯÈɯ6ÖÙÒÌÙÚɀɯ+ÌÈËÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÐÚɯÈɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÔÈÕȭɯ'ÌɯÎÈÝÌɯÜÚɯ

ÉÈÊÒɯÖÜÙɯÏÖÕÖÜÙȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÈÔÖÜÕÛÌËɯÛÖȭɯ'Ìɯ×ÜÛɯÐÛɯÚÏÖÙÛɯÈÕËɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȮɯ

ȿ3ÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÕÖɯ×ÈÛÌÕÛɯÖÍɯÕÖÉÐÓÐÛàȮɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÍɯÞÖÙÒȭɀ 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÞÖÙÙàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÔÌȭɯ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÜÙÌɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȮɯÈÕËɯ

×ÙÌÛÛàɯØÜÐÊÒɯÕÖÞȭɯ ÓÓɯÙÖÜÕËɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÏÜÕËÙÌËÚɯÖÍɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÏÖÜÚÌÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÜ×Ȯɯ

each with its own bit of garden, all destined for th ÌɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÔÈÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÛÜÙÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯ

'ÐÛÓÌÙɯ2ÛÈÛÌɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚÈàÚɯÌÝÌÙàɯÔÈÕɯÖÜÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÎÙÖÜÕËɯ

just to dig his spade into for himself, so as he grows up on and with his own bit of soil. 

'ÌɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÔÈÔÔÖÛÏɯÉÓÖÊÒɯÉÜÐÓËings like human rabbit warrens. He say s 

ÛÏÌàɯËÙÈÎɯÛÏÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÙÖÖÛÚɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÕËȭɯ ÕËɯÚÖɯÛÏÌàɯËÖȵ 

 

Ɂȱ6ÌÓÓȮɯÞÌÓÓȮɂɯÏÌɯÎÐÝÌÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛɯÈɯÛÜÙÕȮɯɁÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÎÐÕÕÐÕÎÚɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯKampf? 

8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÈÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌÝÖÓÛɯÐÕɯƕƝƕƜɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ"ÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÛȭɯ( ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÈÕàɯ

other way to ÉÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÔɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÞÈÕÛÌËȭɯ3ÏÌàɀËɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÉÌÌÕɯ

×ÈÐÕÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÛÜÙÌɯÚÖɯÙÖÚàɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÐÙɯȿ+ÐÍÌɯÐÕɯÉÌÈÜÛàɯÈÕËɯÞÖÙÛÏÐÕÌÚÚȭɀ29 And 

ÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÈÚɯÊÖÔÌɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÙÐÎÏÛÓàɯÊÈÓÓɯÈɯ1ÌÝÖÓÜÛÐÖÕ in 1918, only 

a lot of places emptied to be filled up with nincompoops with no idea in their heads 

but to fill their own stomachs, and to have a good time themselves. They forgot all 

ÈÉÖÜÛɯÜÚɯÞÖÙÒÌÙÚȭɯ3ÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÈÕàɯÜÚÌɯÍÖÙɯÐÚɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÞÏÈÛɯËÖÕɀÛɯÊÖÕÍÐÕÌɯ

themselves to words, but who go and do something! That sort of thing turned me 

Communist.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÐÕɯƕƝƖƕɯÖÙɯÛÏÌÙÌÈÉÖÜÛÚɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

ÚÖÔÌɯÕÌÞɯ/ÈÙÛàɯÖÙɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯȿ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓÐÚÛȭɀɯ3ÏÌɯÕÈÔÌɯÈÓÖÕÌɯwas 

enough to make us hate it. Not that I worried myself much about it at first. Never give 

it a thought, until one day some of our chaps turned up in the factory with their heads 

ÐÕɯÉÈÕËÈÎÌÚȭɯ ÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÏÌàɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÓÌÛɯÖÕɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈËɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȮɯÖÕÓàɯÔÜÔÉÓÌËɯ

something and turned aside. But  it must have been pretty lively, that scrap, the way 

them chaps seemed to have got it in the neck! It all came out, of course, sooner or later. 

 ɯÏÜÕËÙÌËɯÖÙɯÔÖÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÏÈËɯÔÈËÌɯÐÛɯÜ×ɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÛÖɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÕÌÞɯ/ÈÙÛàɀs 

meetings and smash it up. ThÌàɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÚÜÊÊÌÌËÌËȭ 

 

Ɂ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÙÐÎÏÛÓàɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÔàɯÌÈÙÚɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÏÌÈÙËɯÈÚɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÖÕÓàɯÈɯÏÈÕËÍÜÓɯÖÍɯ

fellows at the meeting as had chucked them out. But everybody was talking of it. It 

was a sort of sensation for a day or two in Munich.  

 

 
29 2ÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯɁ+ÈÕËɯÍÐÛɯÍÖÙɯÏÌÙÖÌÚɯÛÖɯÓÐÝÌɯÐÕȭɂ 
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Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÈÛÛÙÈÊÛÌËɯÔàɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕȭɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯ(ɀËɯÎÖɯÈÕËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÓÖÖÒɯÐÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯ

meeting of these here Nationalists. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÚÛÜÊÒɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÐÕɯÈɯÊÖÙÕÌÙɯÈÕËɯÒÌ×ÛɯÔàɯÌàÌÚɯÈÕËɯÌÈÙÚɯÞÌÓÓɯÖ×ÌÕȭɯ3ÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÎɯ(ɯ

ÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÕÖÛÐÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÕÖɯÔÌÙÌɯȿÉÖÜÙÎÌÖÐÚɀ30 gathering, and no ȿÏÐÎÏ-

ÉÙÖÞɀɯÖÕÌɯÕÌÐÛÏÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌɯÈÜËÐÌÕÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÔÈËÌɯÜ×ɯÖÍɯ×ÓÈÐÕɯÍÖÓÒɯÓÐÒÌɯÔàÚÌÓÍȮɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÔÌÕɯ

and petty shopkeepers. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÈÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÎÖÛɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÚ×ÌÈÒȱ 

 

Ɂ(ɯÚÈÞɯÈÛɯÖÕÊÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÕÖɯÊÖÔÔÖÕɯÖÙɯÎÈÙËÌÕɯtub-thumper , no gasbag like the 

most of them. Everything  he said was just common sense and sound. Although I 

ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÞÖÕɯÖÝÌÙɯÈÓÓɯÐÕɯÈɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȮɯÐÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÈÒÌɯÔÌɯÕÖɯÓÖÕÎÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ

meeting to realise that Hitler was straight as a die, and a safe one to put your shirt on. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÌÝÌÙàɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯhis meetings after that. Bit by bit he won me round. He 

ÎÖÛɯÐÕɯÉÓÖÞɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÉÓÖÞɯÈÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÐËÌÈÚɯ(ɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÖÓËÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÛÖɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÕÖÞɯÈÕËɯÓÈÐËɯÛÏÌÔɯ

out flat I He knocked the Red nonsense out of me - all about the World Revolution to  

put the world right, and hot air like that. Instead, I seemed to see what he was driving 

at. Instead of prophecies and far-off Utopias like, in National Socialism, he gave us a 

good working scheme of things we could get b usy on right away. 31 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÏing for me to do was to break with the Communists. So I did, and in 

ÛÏÌɯÚ×ÙÐÕÎɯÖÍɯƕƝƖƖɯ(ɯÑÖÐÕÌËɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ/ÈÙÛàȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÚÏÖÝÌËɯÔÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÜÈÙËɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯÈÞÈàȮɯ

the Storm Troops they were called, whose job it was to keep order at the meetings. 

 

Ɂ/ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÍÓocking into the Party every day, deserting the Reds and the 

Democrats and the rest for the National Socialists. Hitler made his aim so clear, any 

right -thinking man could follow his ideas. We learnt to trust them.  

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈs about this time Hitler organised ÛÏÌɯȿ2ÛÖÙÔɯ3ÙÖÖ×Úȭɀɯ3ÏÌɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯÖÍɯÜÚɯ

had so greatly increased it was necessary to give us a proper standing. We met one 

ËÈàɯ ÈÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÉÌÎÐÕÕÐÕÎɯ ÖÍɯ  ÜÎÜÚÛɯ ÐÕɯ ƕƝƖƖɯ ÐÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ ȿ ÓÛ-,ĹÕÊÏÕÌÙɯ 2ÈÈÓɀɯ ÐÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ

!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙåÜÒÌÓÓÌÙȮɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÙÌe hundred of us, and Hitler divided  us up into hundreds, 

ÈÕËɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÏÜÕËÙÌËÚɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÐÕÛÖɯÚÔÈÓÓÌÙɯËÐÝÐÚÐÖÕÚȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯ×ÖÚÛÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÙËɯÏÜÕËÙÌËȭɂ 

 

 
30 3ÏÌɯÌ×ÐÛÏÌÛɯɁÉÖÜÙÎÌÖÐÚɂɯÖÙɯɁÉĹÙÎÌÙÓÐÊÏɂɯÐÕɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàɯÔÌÈÕÚɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÔÖÙÌɯÖ××ÙÖÉÙÐÖÜÚɯÛÏÈÕɯÐÛÚɯ

ÔÌÙÌɯÌØÜÐÝÈÓÌÕÛɯɁÔÐËËÓÌɯÊÓÈÚÚɂɯÐÕɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏ. The bourgeois and his class in the eyes of his political 

opponents means the miserably smallminded section of the community which cares for nothing but 

self-interest and cannot see beyond the end of its nose, a class incapable of high endeavour, long vision 

or self-sacrifice, hence a drag and a menace upon any Party out for the common good.  

31 See the end chapters of this very book. 
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3ÏÌÚÌɯ Ɂ2ÛÖÙÔɯ 3ÙÖÖ×ÌÙÚɂɯ ÏÈËɯ ÐÕËÌÌËɯ ÉÌÊÖÔÌɯ ÖÍɯ ÚÜÊÏɯ ÝÐÛÈÓɯ ÈÕËɯ ÜÉÐØÜÐÛÖÜÚɯ

necessity in the propaganda campaign of the Party, that the Leader had now to turn 

his attention to giving them a thorough -going special organisation of their own. In the 

beginning the Storm Troopers were generally enormously outnumbered at the 

meetings, but it was seldom, if ever, they encountered defeat. 

 

Hitler was confronted - as time went on - with mortal danger from the State (the 

Government in Munich at that time envisaged his Movement as Monarchist and 

reactionary in intent), and from the marshalled might of all those proletarian forces he 

ÚÜÔÚɯÜ×ɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈËÐÕÎɯÖÍɯɁ,ÈÙßÐÚÔÜÚȭɂɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÊÖÕfronted by the terrorist 

methods of experienced opponents. Force and terror, he decided, were only to be 

countered by a still more active and ready force and terror. It had been an axiom of the 

Party, laid down from the first, to hold no so rt of parley wit h opposition and 

obstruction and with the forces of destruction, but to grapple with them on the instant, 

ferociously enough to down and quash them then and there.  

 

Conviction in the Tightness and supreme necessity for Germany of his gigant ic 

undertaking, in its ultimate triumph for all and any temporary or individual cost 

underlay the constitution and the morale of the Storm Troops. Hitler made a 

considered study of the Reds: terrorist methods in order to meet them by something 

still more d ecisive and more adequate - thus at the beginning. To obtain a hearing for 

National Socialist speakers at National Socialist meetings, and to ensure safe conduct 

for sympathisers and possible converts. 

 

3ÏÌɯÕÈÔÌɯɁ2ÛÖÙÔɯ3ÙÖÖ×ÚɂɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÚÖÜÕËÚɯÚÖɯÖÔÐÕÖÜÚɯÐÕɯÍÖreign ears, was all of a 

piece with the political nomenclature of the moment. All the parties had their 

organised chuckers-ÖÜÛȮɯÞÏÖɯÞÌÕÛɯÜÕËÌÙɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÜÊÏɯÕÈÔÌȭɯ3ÏÌɯɁ2ÛÜÙÔ-2ÊÏÈÙÌÕɂɯÖÍɯ

the Roman Catholic Centre Party, indeed, were called almost exactly in the same way. 

 

In the beginning, at least, the National Socialist Storm Troops were allowed to 

have nothing whatever to do with military organisation and military aims. They were, 

ÞÙÐÛÌÚɯ 'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯ Ɂ×ÜÙÌÓàɯ ÈÕɯ ÐÕÚÛÙÜÔÌÕÛɯ ÍÖÙɯ ×ÙÖÛÌÊÛÐÕÎɯ ÈÕËɯ ÌËÜÊÈÛÐÕÎɯ ÛÏÌɯ -ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ

Socialist MovemeÕÛȭɂɯ 'ÌÙÌȮɯ ÝÌÙàɯ ÉÙÐÌÍÓàȮɯ ÈÙÌɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÓÐÕÌÚɯ ÏÌɯ ÓÈÐËɯ ËÖÞÕɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÛÏÌÐÙɯ

development: 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ2ÛÖÙÔɯ3ÙÖÖ×ÚɯÈÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÙÈÐÕÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÖÍɯÝÐÌÞȮɯÉÜÛɯÍÙÖÔɯ

that of how to carry out the principles and objects of the Party. Since the men must be 

strong and fit, store must be set far more on sport (such things as boxing and jiu-jitsu) 

ÛÏÈÕɯÖÕɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯËÙÐÓÓȱɯ6ÏÌÕȮɯÈÕËɯÐÍȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÛÜÙÌɯÈÕɯÈÙÔàɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌÊÖÔÌɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàɯ

ÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕȮɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÓÐÌɯÐÛÚɯÍÐÕÌÚÛɯÔÈÛÌÙÐÈÓȭɂɯȹMein Kampf, p. 611; or in the abridged 

English translation, p. 217.) The formation of the Storm battalion was not to be a copy 

of the old Army either in arms or equipment, but at the same time the leader most 
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emphatically exacted that every manly hardihood, every highest soldier ly excellence 

of ËÐÚÊÐ×ÓÐÕÌɯÈÕËɯÖÉÌËÐÌÕÊÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÙÌØÜÐÙÌËɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯɁ3ÙÖÖ×ÌÙÚȭɂ 

 

Ɂ ÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯ ÜÎÜÚÛȮɂɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌÚɯ'ÌÙÙɯ2ÊÏÔÐÛÛȮɯɁÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÉÐÎɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯ

ÏÌÓËɯÉàɯÚÖÔÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÊÐÌÛÐÌÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÛàɯȹÛÏÌɯ5ÈÛÌÙÓåÕËÐÚÊÏÌÕɯ5ÌÙÉåÕËÌȺɯÛÖɯ×ÙÖÛÌÚÛɯ

against a new law what had b een passed in protection of the Republic. We National 

Socialists were also invited to take part. Hitler thought it an A1 opportunity to bring 

his Troopers for the first time into the open, and to give Munich an idea of their 

strength and di scipline. We were six companies32 strong by then, we had fifteen flags 

and two bands. We turned out and marched with music at the head of the column into 

ÛÏÌɯ*ġÕÐÎÚ×ÓÈÛáɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÖÍÍȭɯ ÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÞÌɯÌÕÊÖÜÕÛÌÙÌËɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ

was unpleasant. They flung a few stones at us from some of the side streets, but we 

was under strict orders to take no notice of such petty manoeuvres, so we kept straight 

on. But then things got a bit livelier. Just before we reached the square Hitler right 

about faced and gave the signal to clear the streets. We flung ourselves upon our 

ÈÛÛÈÊÒÌÙÚȮɯÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÞÖɯÚÏÈÒÌÚɯÖÍɯÈɯÓÈÔÉɀÚɯÛÈÐÓɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ

ÚÌÌÕȭɯ ÕËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ*ġÕÐÎÚ×ÓÈÛáɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯÞÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯËÖÞÕÙÐÎÏÛɯÖÝÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÕɯ

anything like us with our formation, flags and  bands, for ages. A crowd of forty 

thousand greeted our appearance. 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈËËÙÌÚÚÌËɯÐÛȭɯ'ÌɯÚÈÐËɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯ×ÙÖÛÌÚÛɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÈÕàɯÓÈÞɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

the Republic, but to protest against time-servers and swindlers in high pla ces. It was 

because of them that the Republic wanted protection. He carried the crowd with him. 

,ÜÕÐÊÏɯÞÈÚɯËÖÞÕÙÐÎÏÛɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯËÈàɯÞÐÛÏɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÚÏÌÌÙɯÈÉÐÓÐÛàɯÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ

solidity of us Troopers.  

 

Ɂ!àɯÕÖÞɯÛÏÌɯ,ÖÝÌÔÌÕÛɯÞÈÚɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÏÌÈËÞÈàɯÐÕɯ,ÜÕich itself and the 

time was ripe for us beginning to spread ourselves a bit. We began to look farther 

afield. 

 

Ɂ(ÕɯÛÏÌɯ2Ì×ÛÌÔÉÌÙɯȹƕƝƖƖȺɯÞÌɯ2ÛÖÙÔɯ3ÙÖÖ×ÚɯÏÈËɯÖÜÙɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ×ÙÖ×ÈÎÈÕËÈɯÖÜÛÐÕÎȭɯ6Ìɯ

ÞÈÚɯÓÖÈËÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÞÖɯÓÖÙÙÐÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯËÙÖÝÌɯÖÜÛɯÛÖɯ3ġÓá33, where our coming had already 

been billed and placarded. Hitler rode in front, as usual in his old trench coat and black 

ÝÌÓÖÜÙÚɯÏÈÛȭɯ(ÕɯÍÈÊÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÈÕàɯÖÛÏÌÙȭɯ-ÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÞÖÙÕɯ

ÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÐÍɯÏÌɀËɯÖÞÕÌËɯÐÛȭɯ%ÖÙɯàÌÈÙÚɯÏÌɯÊÓÜÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÓËɯÏÈÛȭ 

 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÈÚɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÚÈàÐÕÎȮɯÞÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯ3ġÓáȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÉÐÎɯÈÍÍÈÐÙȮɯÖÕÓàɯÈɯÚÔÈÓÓɯ

meeting in a little inn. Any - how the room was full when we arrived so that things 

ÊÖÜÓËɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯÈÞÈàȭɯ(ɯÛÖÖÒɯÈɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÕÌÈÙɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÚÛÈÕËɯÈÕËɯÛÖɯ

speak. He turned round to me, and said sofÛÓàȮɯȿ+ÖÖÒɯÖÜÛȮɯ"ÖÔÙÈËÌȮɯÐÛɀÚɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÚÜÓÛÙàɯ

 
32 A company consisted officially of one hundred men, but not all of these were as yet up to strength.  

33 A town about forty mi les south of Munich.  
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in here. If anyone starts a racket you scrag him by the collar, and you - to my mate - 

ÚÏÖÝÌɯÏÐÔɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÉÌÏÐÕËȭɯ&ÌÛɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙɯÖ×ÌÕȮɯÚÓÐÊÒȮɯÈÕËɯÊÏÜÊÒɯÏÐÔɯÖÜÛȭɯ.ÕÓàɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÛÈÙÛɯ

unless I ÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌɯÛÐ×ȭɀ 

 

Ɂ6ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛ have long to wait. A heckler soon bobbed up. My mate and I 

exchanged looks, but Hitler put up with the yelling and the nuisance for a bit. When 

the fellow showed no sign of shutting up, he at last signalled with his hand to me. In 

ÈɯÛÙÐÊÌɯÞÌɀËɯÕÈÉÉÌËɯÛÏÌɯchap and run him to the door. A good one on the backside sent 

ÏÐÔɯÍÓàÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÌ×Úȱɯ6ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÙÌ×ÌÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÚÚÖÕȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÍÐÕÐÚÏÌËɯÞÏÈÛɯ

ÏÌɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÖÖËɯÍÖÓÒÚɯÖÍɯ3ġÓáɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÍÜÙÛÏÌÙɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÐÖÕȭ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛȮɯof course, was what we was for. 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÈÍÍÈÐÙɯÈÛɯ*ÖÉÜÙÎɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÈɯÔÜÊÏɯÉÐÎÎÌÙɯÚÊÈÓÌȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯȿ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ

ËÈàɀɯÏÌÓËɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɯÈɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÞÏÖÖÚÏÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÖÍɯ×ÈÛÙÐÖÛÐÊɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÐÕÝÐÛÌËɯÛÖɯÈÛÛÌÕËɯ

ÐÛɯÈÕËɯÛÖɯȿÉÙÐÕÎɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚȭɀɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÚÓÖÞɯÛÖɯÚeize the opportunity. It was a rare 

ÑÖÒÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÖÚÌɯȿÍÌÞɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚȭɀ34 The order came as the whole lot of the Storm Troops 

was to turn out. We was about six hundred strong! It was a Saturday, in the middle of 

October. We were to assemble early at the Central Station and bring along rations for 

two days. The band was to march in our van. Hitler turned up well beforehand and 

we found a special train awaiting us. The music rang out gaily in the early morning 

air, and the people had hung out flags to make a sort of festival of the occasion. We 

stopped once or twice during the jou rney to pick up a few more of our comrades from 

the more outlying places, and arrived at last eight hundred strong.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯËÌ×ÜÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÎÞÐÎÚɯÐÕɯ*ÖÉÜÙÎɯÈÞÈÐÛÐÕÎɯÜÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈtion, all 

very solemn and proper in frock coats and top hats. But th ey got the shock of their 

ÓÐÝÌÚȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯÚÈÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯȿÈÊÊÖÔ×ÈÕÐÔÌÕÛɀɯ'ÌÙÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÈËɯ

brought along. I was close up to them, there on the platform, and heard what the y said 

to him.  

 

Ɂȿ6ÌɯÔÜÚÛɯÌÈÙÕÌÚÛÓàɯÉÌÎɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÊÖÕÛÙÖÓɯàÖÜÙɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÐÕg! The city of Koburg 

explicitly forbids these men to march through the streets in rank and file with flags 

ÍÓàÐÕÎȭɯ(ÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÏÐÎÏÓàɯ×ÙÖÝÖÊÈÛÐÝÌɯÖÍɯËÐÚÖÙËÌÙȭɀ 

 

Ɂ.ÜÙɯ+ÌÈËÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÈÚÛÖnished at this and asked for explanations. What sort 

of trouble, theÕȮɯËÐËɯÛÏÌàɯÌß×ÌÊÛȳɯ3ÏÌàɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÌÙÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯÈɯÔÐÚÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎɯ

in the City over the organisation of the festival and its promoters had had to give a 

strict guarantee that nothing w ould be done in the least likely to provoke the 

Communists.  

 

 
34 Ɂ$ÛÞÈÚɯ!ÌÎÓÌÐÛÜÕÎɯÌÙÞÈÙÛÌÛȭɂ 
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Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙ ÙÌÊÌÐÝÌËɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÜÕËÐÚÎÜÐÚÌËɯÚÊÖÙÕȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÈɯȿ×ÈÛÙÐÖÛÐÊɀɯËÈàɯËÐËɯ

ÛÏÌàɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÏÌÓËɯÐÍɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÔÔÜÕÐÚÛÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÖÞÕɯÞÈàȵɯȿ&ÖÖËɯ

+ÖÙËȵɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿÈÙÌÕɀÛɯÞÌɯÐÕɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈȳɯ'ÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÞÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÔÖÝÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈÚɯÞÌɯÓÐÒÌȳɀ 

 

Ɂ6ÏÌÙÌÜ×on he turned sharp round, much to the discomfiture of the deputation, 

and gave us the word to move off.  

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯƗÙËɯ"ÖÔ×ÈÕàɯÔÈÙÊÏÌËɯÛÞÖɯÉàɯÛÞÖɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÛÖÞÕɯÖÕɯÉÖÛÏɯÚÐËÌÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

band, and sure enough soon encountered storms of abuse from the crowds en route. 

Hitler led and we followed. At the fire station they were ready to turn the hoses on to 

ÜÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÑÜÚÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ- at the critical moment. Stones, however, began to fly around. Then 

thin gs got hotter. The Reds set upon us with iron rods and cudgels. That was going a 

bit too far. Hitler swung round, flourished his walking -stick (that was the signal), and 

we flung ourselves upon our assailants. We were unarmed save for our fists, but we 

put  up so good a fight that within fifteen minutes not a Red was left to be seen. So we 

arrived finally at the place in the centre of the city where the meeting was to be held.  

 

Ɂ6ÏÌÕɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÖÝÌÙɯÞÌɯÍÖÙÔÌËɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÉÌÛÈÒÌɯÖÜÙÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ2ÊÏĹÛáÌÕÏÈÓÓÌȮɯÈɯÉÐÎɯ

hall on the outskirts of Koburg where we were to spend the night . On the way the 

former racket got up again. Hitler decided once and for all to lay this Red menace here, 

and gave us the word of command. We counter-attacked for all we knew. It was jolly 

hard work, I can tell you! They rained tiles on us from the roof an d windows and tore 

up the cobble stones for missiles. I got a thundering blow on the head which had to be 

attended to before I could carry on. I only found out afterwards how serious the 

wound w as. 

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÛÏÌɯ2ÊÏĹÛáÌÕÏÈÓÓÌɯÈÕËɯËÖÚÚÌËɯËÖÞÕȮɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÜÕdressing, on a thin 

spreading of straw. Hitler turned in amongst us, on the floor like the rest. But first he 

set the watches, and arranged for patrols. He came in quite the old soldier over this, 

anxious to provide against possible surprise. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯËÌÛÈÐled, with another man, for patrol work. Our watch begun at 2 a.m. 

We cast around a bit at some distance from the hall and found ourselves creeping 

through a spinney in its neighbourhood. We caug ht a glitter - made cautiously in that 

direction. Detected two  of the enemy with their party -masks off. One of them had a 

revolver in his belt, the other carried hand -grenades. 

 

Ɂȿ2ÖɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÛÙàɯÛÏÈÛɯËÐÙÛàɯÛÙÐÊÒȮɀɯ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȮɯÈÕËɯÙÈÎÌɯÚÌÐáÌËɯÔÌɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏt of 

that whole barnful of sleeping men being suddenly blown s ky-high into the night. At 

a concerted signal my comrade and I flung ourselves upon the pair, and for the next 

few seconds there was a berserker struggle in the underbush. We got them under, and 

unarmed them. We tied them up good and tight, and went throug h their pockets. 

3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈɯÍÌÞɯȿÌÎÎɯÉÖÔÉÚɀɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÌØÜÌÚÛÌÙÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÛÛÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÞÌɯÔÈÙÊÏÌËɯÛÏÌÔɯ
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into quarters. I could hardly stand, myself; the blood was pouring from the wound in 

my head, and blinding my eyes. I turned the precious pair over to Hitle r and showed 

him the bombs. 

 

Ɂ'ÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÜÎÓàɯÈÛɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÔÈËÌɯÕÖɯÍÜÙÛÏÌÙɯÚÐÎÕȭɯ0ÜÐÌÛÓàɯÏÌɯÖÙËÌÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯ

captives to be taken to a room at the back, beckoned to a hefty couple of our chaps, 

furnis hed them with a stout stick apiece, and signed to them to get busy within. Some 

time afterwards the two would be bomb throwers were seen to leave our camp, very 

ÔÜÊÏɯÚÈËËÌÙɯÈÕËɯÝÌÙàɯÔÜÊÏɯÞÐÚÌÙɯÔÌÕȭɯ(ÛɯÐÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯËÖÜÉÛÌËɯÐÍɯÛÏÌàɀÓÓɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯÛÏÌɯ

walloping and ba sting they got that night to the last day of their lives.  

 

Ɂ.Õ the Sunday morning we all took an oath of fidelity to the Cause, and then 

marched off to have a look at the Castle Koburg. 

 

Ɂ,ÌÈÕÞÏÐÓÌɯÐÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÌÈÙÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÈɯÔÈÚÚɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÐÕɯ×ÙÖÛÌÚÛɯÞÈs to be 

staged in the market-place that afternoon. The Reds were calling in supports from the 

outlying villages, and these men were rolling up by the lorryful. There might be ten 

ÛÏÖÜÚÈÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÈÓÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȮɯÉàɯÛÞÖɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒȭ 

 

Ɂ4ÕËÌÛÌÙÙÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÞÚɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙ at once decided to face the issue. The decisive 

blow, it seemed, had not yet been struck by which the Red domination here was to be 

broken. At twelve we were again on the move, marching back to the market -place. But 

the upshot was ludicrous. Instead of th e crowd we had been led to expect, we 

encountered no more than a hundred people at the most, and these, too, melted away 

into doorways and down convenient turnings at our approach. Here and there a knot 

of fellows who had come into Koburg from the country,  and had not so far had a taste 

of our mettle, put up a bi t of a fight, but we soon scattered them. We betook ourselves 

to the meeting-hall of the previous day, and stayed there until the time came to leave 

the town.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÈɯØÜÌÌÙɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȭɯ6ÌɯÞÈÚɯÈll sitting about, quiet and waiting, when 

what should show  up in the entrance but a trickle of chaps coming in, by ones and 

ÛÞÖÚȮɯÖÙɯ×ÌÙÏÈ×ÚɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÎÙÖÜ×ɯÈÛɯÈɯÛÐÔÌȮɯÔÖÚÛɯÖÍɯɀÌÔɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÏÌÈËÚɯÖÙɯÈÙÔÚɯÛÐÌËɯÜ×ɯ

and bandaged. They were our erstwhile enemies. At first they hesitated about putting 

their noses insidÌɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÕɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÊÈÔÌɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËɯÈÕËɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿ+ÖÖÒɯÏÌÙÌȮɯ

you fellows - ÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÖÜÉÓÌɯÈÉÖÜÛȳɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÞÖÙÒÔÌÕɯÓÐÒÌɯÜÚȭɯ6ÏàɯÈÙÌɯÞÌɯÈÛɯ

ÌÈÊÏɯÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÛÏÙÖÈÛÚȳɀ 

 

Ɂ2ÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿ6ÏàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȮɯÔÈÛÌȳɀ 

 

Ɂȿ6ÌÓÓȮɯÛÏÌàɯÛÖÓËɯÜÚɯas your Leader was against the working man; as you 

ÉÌÓÖÕÎÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÜÙÎÌÖÐÚÐÌɯÈÕËɯÏÈËɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÙÌÚÐÚÛÌËɯÙÌÎÈÙËÓÌÚÚȭɀ 
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Ɂ(ÛɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÖÛɯÓÖÕÎɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÖÜÙɯÊÖÓÜÔÕɯÌÕÛÌÙÌËɯ*ÖÉÜÙÎȮɯ2ÊÏÕÈ×ÚɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌn 

circulated to such purpose among our opponents that few of them knew well what 

they were doing. Money had been spent, too, and word had gone round that if anyone 

defaulted he was to be done in on the spot. 

 

Ɂ ÕàÏÖÞɯÞÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎȭɯ,ÖÙÌɯÈÕËɯÔÖÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÛurned up. We laid ourselves 

out to explain things and make  them see what we were standing for. Lots of them felt 

like joining us. By evening, when we were to march off again to the station, quite a few 

came along too. It was a bit of a triumph, that. The whole town seemed to breathe more 

freely; people cheered us, and flowers was thrown.  

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÛÐÖÕȮɯÈÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÈÐÕɯÚÛÖÖËɯÙÌÈËàȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯ

ËÖÐÕÎȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÕɯÌÕÎÐÕÌ-driver on hand. This was another snag. So Hitler 

threatened the officials that his men would capture every Red in the p lace. If the worst 

came to the worst, one of his troopers could drive the train to Munich, but in every 

coach one of the prisoners must travel with it. If the whole thing went smash, at least 

these would be involved in the catastrophe. He would have been a s good as his word, 

too, if just then an engine-ËÙÐÝÌÙɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËɯÈÕËɯÝÖÓÜÕÛÌÌÙÌËȵ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ*ÖÉÜÙÎɯÈÍÍÈÐÙȭ 

 

Ɂ ÚɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÖÕɯÞÌɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÉÐÎÎÌÙɯÈÕËɯÉÐÎÎÌÙɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎÚɯÐÕɯ

Mun ich. Sometimes Hitler would turn up with some of his Troop ers at the House of 

Gall used by us men from the East Station quarter. I remember once I put him a 

ØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ4ÕÐÖÕÚȭɯȿ6ÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯÞÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÖȮɯ'ÌÙÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÏÌÙÌɯ

3ÙÈËÌɯ4ÕÐÖÕÚȳɀɯ( ÈÚÒÌËȭɯȿ6ÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÐÛɯÉÌɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÐÍɯÛÏÌàɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÓɯÛÖɯÉÌ ÜÕÐÛÌËȳɀ 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÕÖȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÖɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÈÛȭɯȿ2ÜÊÏɯÈɯÊÖÔÉÐÕÌɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿÞÖÜÓËɯ

perforce be, par excellence, an international organisation; what we want is to form a 

united Front of German ÓÈÉÖÜÙȭɀ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕȮɯÖÕɯ)ÈÕÜÈÙàɯƖƜÛÏȮɯƕƝƖƗȮɯÞÌɯÊÌÓÌÉÙÈÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯfirst Party Day of the Movement. 

About one thousand Troopers assembled on the Marsfeld, together with at least four 

thousand members of the Party. 

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÉÌÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÕÌÊÌÚÚÈÙàɯÛÖɯËÖɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯabout the ever-growing 

numbers of the Storm Troops, so that now again the units were reorganised. Hitler 

designed and gave us our standards; Munich got two of these, Landshut got a third, 

and Nuremberg the fourth. A month or two later, in the spring, the f amous war-time 

ace, Captain Goering, was appointed to the leadership of the whole body.  

 

Ɂ(ÕɯÛÏÌɯ2Ì×ÛÌÔÉÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯàÌÈÙȮɯ2ÌËÈÕɯ#ÈàɯÞÈÚɯÊÌÓÌÉÙÈÛÌËɯÐÕɯ-ÜÙÌÔÉÌÙÎȭɯ6Ìɯ

National Socialist Troopers found ourselves there in company with three or four other 
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similar  ÖÙÎÈÕÐÚÈÛÐÖÕÚȮɯÛÏÌɯȿ1ÌÐÊÏÚÒÙÐÌÎÚÍÓÈÎÎÌȮɀ ÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯȿ!ÜÕËɯ.ÉÌÙÓÈÕËɀɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ

ȿ6ÈÍÍÌÕÙÐÕÎȮɀɯËÌÚÛÐÕÌËɯÛÖɯ×ÓÈàɯÈɯÔÖÔÌÕÛÖÜÚɯ×ÈÙÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÌÝÌÕÛÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÐÕÎɯ

winter. 35 6ÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÚ×ÓÌÕËÐËɯÞÌÓÊÖÔÌɯÐÕɯ-ÜÙÌÔÉÌÙÎȰɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯÈÕàɯÞÌɀËɯÌß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌËɯ

as yet at home. The celebrations were to take place in the Herkules Saal. There were 

ÖÝÌÙɯ ÌÐÎÏÛɯ ÛÏÖÜÚÈÕËɯ ,ĹÕÊÏÌÕÌÙÚɯ ÛÏÌÙÌɯ ÞÏÖɯ ÖÕÌɯ ÈÕËɯ ÈÓÓɯ ÈÊÊÓÈÐÔÌËɯ 'ÐÛÓÌÙɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ

ÌÕÛÏÜÚÐÈÚÔȭɯ-ÜÙÌÔÉÌÙÎɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÌß×ÌÊÛÌËɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÐÛȭɯ3ÏÌɯ+ÌÈËÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÌÕÖÙÔÖÜÚÓàɯ

heartened by the whole thing. The Nurembergers have stuck to him through th ick and 

thin ever since, so much so that when this same anniversary came round again in 1933 

ÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÖÙËÈÐÕÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÕɯÍÜÛÜÙÌȮɯÈÚɯÈɯÚÐÎÕɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÎÙÈÛÐÛÜËÌɯÈÕËɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐÛÐÖÕȮɯÛÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàɯ

Day should always be held in NureÔÉÌÙÎȭɂ 

 

  

 
35 ,ÖÙÌɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÚÈÐËɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÉÖËÐÌÚɯÓÈÛÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌɯɁ1ÌÐÊÏÚÒÙÐÌÎÚÍÓÈÎÎÌɂɯÞÈÚɯÈÕɯÐÕÍÖÙÔÈÓɯÈÙÔàɯÊÖÔ×ÖÚÌËɯ

of ex-ÚÌÙÝÐÊÌɯÔÌÕȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯɁ8ÖÜÕÎɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ.ÙËÌÙɂȰɯÛÏÌɯɁ.ÉÌÙÓÈÕËȮɂɯÊÖÔÔÈÕËÌËɯÉàɯ#Ùȭɯ

Friedrich  6ÌÉÌÙȮɯÛÏÌɯɁ!ÓÈÊÒ 1ÌÐÊÏÚÞÌÏÙɂɯÈÕËɯÖÛÏÌÙÚȭɯ ÓÓɯÞÌÙÌ destined to side with (and be merged in) 

or against the National Socialists in the course of the next few dramatic months. 
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CHAPTER 8 

 

HERR DREXLER CONTINUES HIS STORY  
 

 

rom the date ÖÍɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÑÖÐÕÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯɁ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌɯ ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ×ÈÙÛÌÐȮɂɯÛÖɯ

that of the apparent ruin of all their hopes, in November, 1923, an 

enormous amount of spade work  had been accomplished. Adolf Hitler, 

wi thout home and ties of any sort, gave himself body and soul to the 

nascent movement. He lived for it alone: had no other thought. It was quickly 

perceived by Anton Drexler and his five original companions that Hitler  was the only 

man among them with the fo rce and drive and will to bring this thing into the open 

and to make of it a nation-wide affair. The whole direction of the infant Party was soon 

to be confided, with the utmost enthusiasm and unanimity, to his hands  alone. 

 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÊÖÓÓÌÈÎÜÌÚɯ×ÌÙÊÌÐÝÌËɯÑust what his audiences were soon to comprehend, 

that with him this Movement meant action and not merely talk. This man, with his gift 

of apt and ready political speech, could conceivably have won for himself a suffic ient 

position with one or other of the b ig established factions; as it was he devoted all his 

time and strength and powers to the promotion of one of the obscurest efforts to find 

a way out of the despair and confusion of the time. From the date of his fir st taking 

over entire conduct of the pro paganda, January 5th, 1920, the Party took to itself a more 

comprehensive name. Since Germany owed the sad plight in which she found herself 

to the un-Socialistic Nationalists, and to the anti-National Socialists, so it must be 

through the programme of a properly conceived National Socialism that she must be 

rehabilitated.  

 

It has been the endeavour of a great many writers to make these distinctions 

intelligible and significant to foreign students of German politics. Whether or not they 

ÏÈÝÌɯÚÜÊÊÌÌËÌËɯÔÈàɯÉÌɯÖ×ÌÕɯÛÖɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕȭɯ(ÛɯÐÚɯÕÖɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛɯÞÙÐÛÌÙɀÚɯÐÕÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯ

to essay the attempt again. Suffice it in this place and in this connection to say that the 

revolution of thought and programme indicated by this ne w juxtaposition of o ld 

political labels, was abundantly plain to the man -in-the-street in Germany in 1920. It 

ÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÖÕÓàɯ×ÓÈÐÕɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔÉÐÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÞÈÚȮɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÌß×ÖÚÐÛÐÖÕȮɯÚÖɯ

peculiarly apt, that none other would have captured public att ention so sharply. 

 

The programme of the party was epitomised under some twenty -five headings, 

the very first of which, of course, pledged it to loud and insistent repudiation of the 

ÛÌÙÔÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ5ÌÙÚÈÐÓÓÌÚɯ3ÙÌÈÛàȭɯ!ÜÛɯÛÖɯÙÌÊÈ×ÐÛÜÓÈÛÌɯÛÏÐÚɯɁ×ÓÈÛÍÖÙÔɂɯÏÌÙÌȮ would be to 

postulate some adequate explanation of it, and an adequate explanation would entail 

a book in itself. The writer rather proposes to confine himself to the story of how 

Drexler and Hitler put their heads together to draw up this momentous docum ent, 

F  
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and how it was received by the public in the great gathering of February 24th, 1920, in 

ÛÏÌɯ'ÖÍÉÙåÜÏÈÜÚÚÈÈÓȭ 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÈÔÔÌÙÐÕÎɯÏÈÙËɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÙÌÈÓɯÉÐÎɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÚÖÔÌɯÛÐÔÌɂɯ

ÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌÚɯ'ÌÙÙɯ#ÙÌßÓÌÙȮɯɁÉÜÛɯ'ÌÙÙɯ'ÈÙÙÌÙɯÍÌÈÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÚÒɯÖÍɯÍÈÐÓÜÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÖÖɯÎÙÌÈÛȭɂ 

 

It was Herr Harrer who had doubted, at first, if this new associate, Hitler, could 

really address and hold an audience. At this point he retires from the chairmanship. 

Hitler and Drexler were all for bold measures. We had all long decid ÌËȮɯɁÛÏÌɯÍÖÜÕËÌÙɯ

goeÚɯÖÕȮɂɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÈÛÛÙÈÊÛɯÍÐÝÌɯÏÜÕËÙÌËɯpeople, we might hope to attract double 

the number. Events seemed to have proved that our audiences were steadily 

augmenting.  

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛȮɯÏÌɯÈÕËɯ(ȮɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÖÙɯÍÖÜÙɯÛÐÔÌÚɯÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÌÝÌÙàɯÞÌÌÒȮɯÈÕËɯÞÌɀËɯÚÐÛɯ

up ÛÖɯÖÕÌɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÖÜÙɯ×ÓÈÕÚɯÈÕËɯÐËÌÈÚȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯ

ÊÖÔÌɯÌÝÌÕɯÖÍÛÌÕÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÓÐÝÌËɯÚÖÔÌɯÞÈàɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÛàɯÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÐÔÌȮɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ

ÈÓÞÈàÚɯÈÍÍÖÙËɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÈÔɯÍÈÙÌȭɯ6ÌɀËɯÎÌÛɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÒɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÔÌÕÛɯÏÌɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÜp, and grind 

right o n until my wife called us to table for supper. She had to call more than once, 

ÛÖÖȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜȵɯ6ÌɀËɯÚÏÖÝÌɯÖÜÙɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÈÚÐËÌɯÛÏÌÕɯÈÕËɯÍÈÓÓɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÛÈÛÖÌÚȭɯ,àɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ

ÎÐÙÓɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÊÓÐÔÉɯÖÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÒÕÌÌȰɯÚÏÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÞÌÓÊÖÔÌȮɯÈÕËɯÈÚɯÏÌɀËɯ

sÏÈÙÌɯÈÓÓɯÏÌɀËɯÎÖÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯȿ4ÕÊÓÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀɯÛÖɯÏÌÙɯ- she was only three then - and 

always a prime favourite.  

 

Ɂ(ɯÏÈËɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÞÙÐÛÛÌÕɯÈɯ×ÈÔ×ÏÓÌÛɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ6ÏÌÕÊÌɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÛÏÌɯȿ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌɯ ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ×ÈÙÛÌÐȵɯ

6ÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯÐÛÚɯÈÐÔÚȳɀɯAnd had read it at one of our meetings. A lady had been so struck 

with it that she volunteered three hundred marks, then and there, to have it printed. 

Hen Gott. What a joy that was! We sold copies at ten Pfennig36 each, so that more cash 

might be raised for more pamphlets  and more printing.  We got what we could out of 

our members for the same purpose. 

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÖÜÙɯÕÌÝÌÙ-to-be-forgotten Dietrich 

Eckart. Eckart and Hitler both spoke at the last meeting we held in the Deutscher Reich, 

when the people were packed like herrings in a box.  

 

Ɂ4×ɯÛÐÓÓɯÕÖÞɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÌÚÚɯÏÈËɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÕÖÛÐÊÌɯÖÍɯÜÚȯɯÜÕÓÌÚÚɯÐÛɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÏÖÓËɯÜÚɯÜ×ɯ

to ridicule. This made Hitler all the more keen about coming right out into the open 

ÈÕËɯËÖÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÚ×ÌÊÛÈÊÜÓÈÙȭɯ3ÏÌɯɁ'ÖÍÉÙåÜÏÈÜÚÚÈÈÓɯÊÖÜÓË seat two thousand 

people There were at least a couple of hundred tables in it That was the sort of hall we 

wanted. And next - well -known man to speak. A Dr. Johannes Dingfeldei had written 

a striking article lately, in the ,ĹÕÊÏÌÕÌÙɯ9ÌÐtungȮɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯȿ6ÈÚɯÜÕÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÜÛɀȹÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯ

need). He had quite good things to say about usury and profiteering and all that, and 

 
36 Roughly 1d.  
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people had been struck by it. So we invited this man on to our platform for that night, 

to open the proceedings. 

 

Ɂ!ÌÍÖÙÌÏÈÕËȮɯ'ÐÛÓer and I had worked hard to draw up our official Party 

programme. He turned up at my place one evening armed with a sheaf of manuscript 

ÐÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÌɀËɯÙÖÜÎÏÓàɯÚÒÌÛÊÏÌËɯÐÛɯÖÜÛȭɯ%ÖÙɯÏÖÜÙÚɯÞÌɯÞÖÙÒÌËɯÈÛɯÐÛȮɯÉÖÐÓÐÕÎɯÐÛɯËÖÞÕɯÈÕËɯ

condensing it, and making it as short ÈÕËɯ×ÐÛÏàɯÈÚɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËȭɯ6ÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÐÛɯÔÜÚÛÕɀÛɯÉÌɯ

long-winded, and yet it was all -important to get every point clear and comprehensive 

and exact. We cracked our brains over it, I can tell you! It was all hours in the morning 

before we got the thing into fin al shape. It consisted then of twenty-five headings. 

 ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚ×ÙÈÕÎɯÜ×ȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÞÌɀËɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯËÖÕÌȮɯÈÕËɯÉÈÕÎÌËɯÏÐÚɯÍÐÚÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÉÓÌɯÜÕËÌÙɯ

my nose. 

 

Ɂȿ.ÓËɯÉÖàȵɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ×ÖÐÕÛÚɯÖÍɯÖÜÙÚɯÈÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÙÐÝÈÓɯ+ÜÛÏÌÙɀÚɯ×ÓÈÊÈÙËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙÚɯÖÍɯ

6ÐÛÛÌÕÉÌÙÎȵɀ 

 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓɯ- indeed it looked like it! When the great evening came, and Dr. Dingfelder 

had finished his address, Hitler got up to speak. So far all had been quiet. No one had 

been rubbed up the wrong way, and the Communists in the audience had made no 

sign. 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÉÌÎan quite simply, without particular emphasis. He just outlined the 

history of the past ten years or so, came to the War, and then got into his stride over 

the Revolution. His manner altered; passion crept into voice, look, gesture. And now 

opposition awoke . Cries came from all parts of the hall. The story of what happened is 

well known. The yells waxed to a storm. The beer mugs began to fly. There was soon 

a ding-dong battle in full swing. When at length our Saal-Schutz managed to restore 

order, Hitler just  went on as if no interruption had occurred. At last he came to the 

outlining of our Party objects.  

 

Ɂ/ÖÐÕÛɯÍÖÙɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÏÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖÎÙÈÔÔÌȮɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÐÓÓÜÚÛÙÈÛÐÕÎɯÈÚɯ

he went along. He never passed from one head to another without demanding of  the 

audience if they fully understood and if they fully agreed. And every time a storm of 

ÈÚÚÌÕÛɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȯɯÛÞÖɯÛÏÖÜÚÈÕËɯÛÏÙÖÈÛÚɯÊÙÐÌËɯȿ8ÌÚȮɀɯÈÕËɯÛÞÖɯÛÏÖÜÚÈÕËɯÏÈÕËÚɯÚÏÖÞÌËɯ

high. Enthusiasm waxed from minute to minute. The great hall was half -wild with joy. 

People who had suffered so much and so long felt that at last they could lift their heads 

again and draw breath, and trust that the unbelievable had come to pass, a man had 

arrived who could and would lead them out of the Swamp of Despair! 

 

Ɂ ÚɯÍÖÙɯ ËÖÓÍɯHÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ'ÖÍÉÙåÜÏÈÜÚÚÈÈÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ

ÏÌɯÙÌÊÌÐÝÌËɯÏÐÚɯ,ÈÕËÈÛÌȱ 
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Ɂ%ÖÜÙɯ ÏÖÜÙÚɯ ÓÖÕÎɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯ ÓÈÚÛÌËȭɯ 6ÏÌÕɯ ÐÛɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÖÝÌÙɯ ÛÞÖɯ ÛÏÖÜÚÈÕËɯ

propagandists were let loose on Munich. The seed had fallen on good ground. Never 

had Hider been so happy in his life!  

 

Ɂ%ÙÖÔɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÖÕɯÞÌɯÏÌÓËɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎÚɯÈÕËɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎÚȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÔÖÙÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎÚȰɯ

meetings galore! The opposition in Republican Germany had never dared so much 

before. Every week one or two meetings were held in this, that or the other of  the 

bigger halls in Munich. People swarmed into the Party. 37 The time came when its 

headquarters could be moved into three decently furnished rooms in the 

Corneliusstrasse, but far more significantly and far more importantly, the time came 

when the Movement  could begin publishing a newspaper.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯ×È×ÌÙɯÎÖing called the 5ġÓÒÐÚÊÏÌÙɯ!ÌÖÉÈÊÏÛÌÙ, which was for sale. It 

represented the affairs and interests of the man in the street, and had hitherto been 

supported by various popular societies and clubs. In December, 1921, Dietrich Eckart 

and I busied ourselves tÖɯÚÌÌɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÜàɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÜ×ȭɯ(ÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÔÌÈÕɯÈÕɯ

enormous pull for the Party to have its own press. We brought off the deal, and the 

Beobachter, as our paper, began with a bi-weekly appearance. But by the turn of the 

year we were in a position to make a daily of it, and it has been of the greatest service 

to us all along, right down to the present day.  

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÕÌßÛɯËÌÚÐÎÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàɯÍÓÈÎȭɯ ɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ

brought to b ear upon that. We wanted something red enough to out -Herod Herod, i.e. 

to challenge and outdo the Reds on their own red ground, and get something quite 

different. A black -white -red flag still existed which denoted little but the vain hope of 

re-establishing the pre-War German Monarchy. Our flag was to embody not a  

reactionary aspiration, but a counter -revolutionary one. Hitler was well used to 

designing posters for us; at last he achieved our flag. He kept the colours black-white -

red, because Germany had fought under the black, white and red in the War. The red 

ground stood for Socialism, the white inset for Nationalism, and the swastika 38 for 

racial purity and creative work.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàɯÞÈÚɯËÌÓÐÎÏÛÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÈÎȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÛɯÈÓÓɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌËÚȭɂ 

 

As ÛÐÔÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÖÕɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÞÖÙÒɯÐÕÊÙÌÈÚÌËɯÉàɯÓÌÈ×ÚɯÈÕËɯÉÖunds. By the year 

1922 the Party had made such great progress in Munich, and indeed through- out 

Bavaria, that it began to be heard of in Germany at large. The Leader was kept 

incessantly busy addressing mass meetings in one city after another. Everywhere he 

 
37 In Germany to belong to the National Socialist Party did not merely mean that this party represented 

ÖÕÌɀÚɯ ÖÞÕɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÖ×ÐÕÐÖÕÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌÍÖÙÌɯÈÛÛÙÈÊÛÌËɯÖÕÌɀÚɯÈÓÓÌÎÐÈÕÊÌȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÕÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÊÛÜÈÓÓàɯ

registered with a number as an active working member of the Party.  

38 Nordic Sign of the Sun. 
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became immensely popular. Important men in foreign countries turned their eyes 

upon him. The National Socialist Party, however, still ranked merely as one of a perfect 

legion of political groups.  

 

From the date of the French Occupation of the Ruhr in January, 1923, onwards, 

Germany may be said to have touched bottom. Perhaps it has never been fully and 

vividly enough realised in England how this Occupation, apart from Reparations, and 

every other crushing thing in the Versailles Treaty, really broke the German people. 

What the invasion of Belgium was to the Belgians in 1914 was the invasion of the Ruhr 

to Germany - ÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÛÛÌÙɯÛÖÖÒɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÐÕɯɁ×ÌÈÊÌɯÛÐÔÌȭɂ 

 

The Hitler Movement was not yet far flun g enough or powerful enough to cope 

with this national sha me and misery, but a small body of desperate men, already 

ÐÕÚ×ÐÙÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯÐËÌÈȮɯÎÈÝÌɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÈÊÛÚɯÖÍɯɁ×ÈÚÚÐÝÌɯÙÌÚÐÚÛÈÕÊÌɂɯ

(derailing the trains transporting coal to France), in the R uhrgebiet, which sooner or 

later cost them their lives. An  outstanding name in this connection is that of Schlageter 

- ÛÏÌɯÔÈÕɯÛÖɯÞÏÖÔɯÈÕɯÜÕËàÐÕÎɯÍÓÈÔÌɯÉÜÙÕÚɯÕÖÞɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ1ÏÐÕÌȭɯɁ3ÏÌÚÌɯ1ÜÏÐɯÍÐÎÏÛÌÙÚȮɂɯ

says an English writer, Mr. Geoffrey Moss (I Look to the 2ÛÈÙÚȺȮɯɁÒÌ×ÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÜÓɯÖÍɯ

Germany alive when all seemed loÚÛȭɂ 

 

(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯɁÛÏÌɯÎÙÌÈÛɯËÌÓÐÙÐÜÔɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯȿ(ÕÍÓÈÛÐÖÕɀɯ- a new word in 

human history - ÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯ ÐÛÚɯ È×Ìßȭɂɯ 3ÏÐÚȮɯ ÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌÚɯ ÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯ ÝÌÙàɯ ÍÈÐÙ-minded 

Englishman, Sir Philip Gibbs (in The  "ÙÖÚÚɯÖÍɯ/ÌÈÊÌȮɯ×ȭɯƕƗƛȺȮɯÞÈÚɯɁÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÌÈÛÌÚÛɯ

industrial nation in Europe lurched into bankruptcy and lived through a nightmare in 

which many went mad. Money meant nothing but astronomical figures printed on a 

bit of paper. Trade came to a standstill in great cities. The wheels of industry ceased to 

turn. Armies of unemployed men stood outside deserted factories where no chimneys 

ÚÔÖÒÌËȱɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÕɯÌ×ÐËÌÔÐÊɯÖÍɯÚÜÐÊÐËÌɯÈÔÖÕÎɯàÖÜÕÎɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÙÌÚÏÖÓËɯÖÍɯ

life. Despair crept into the soul of the natioÕȭɂ 

 

As we have shown, the Great War cannot be said to have ended for Germany 

when it ceased for the Allies, in November, 1918. The very vitals of the nation were 

being internally torn and ravaged for years after that. There was an effort made to tear 

away ÛÏÌɯ1ÏÐÕÌÓÈÕËȱɯ6ÈÙɯÝÌÛÌÙÈÕÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ%ÙÖÕÛɯhad to arm afresh and fight 

again in the streets of their own German cities. Every centrifugal force in a country 

only welded together after 1870-71, reasserted itself, and threatened to break up 

!ÐÚÔÈÙÊÒɀÚɯImperial creation.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÖÍɯƕƝƖƕȮɂɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌÚɯ'ÌÙÙɯ#ÙÌßÓÌÙȮɯɁÞÈÚɯÈɯÚÌÝÌÙÌɯÖÕÌȭɯ%ÖÖËɯÙÐÖÛÚɯÞÌÙÌɯ

breaking out everywhere; tragedy was piled on tragedy. Pressure was being put upon 

Germany from Paris and from London to pay her impossible reparations.  
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ɁDaring more than he had ever dared before, Hitler  chose the Zirkus Krone in 

Munich for a gigantic protest meeting. This place could accommodate an audience of 

six thousand. At first it looked as if the thing would be a spectacular fiasco. The 

weather was inclement to the last degree. People would never turn out en masse 

ÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÚÓÌÌÛɯÈÕËɯÚÕÖÞȵɯ.ÞÐÕÎȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÞÏÖÓÓàɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÎÖÜÙɯÖÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÓÈÚÛɯ

moment publicity campaign, the opposite result was achieved. The Zirkus Krone was 

filled to the doors. H itler spoke for two and a half hours and was received with 

tumultuous acclaim.  

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ)ÜÓàɯÈÕËɯ ÜÎÜÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯàÌÈÙɯÛÏÈÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÛÏÖÙÖÜÎÏÓàɯÙÌÖÙÎÈÕÐÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯ

Party. As now its sole responsible Leader we had got rid of the slow and clumsy 

method of submitting our decisions to the consideration of a voting Committee. It was 

ever so much more practical to turn affairs over to departmental chiefs directly 

responsible to the Leader. We found we could get on in this way far more quickly, and 

do better work. You never could quite reckon on a majority in Committee, and 

altogether the new system was vastly superior to the old. Hitler was always anxious 

to make individuality tell. He had long ago studied the parliamentary way of 

conducting affairs, and was now gl ad to throw it overboard in t he Movement.39 

 

Ɂ(ÕɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÙÐÕÎɯÖÍɯƕƝƖƗɯ(Ȯɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓÓàȮɯÔÌÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚɯËÐÚÈÚÛÌÙȭɯ2ÖÔÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÕɯ

at the works made up their minds to take it out of me pretty thoroughly. They were 

Marxists - inveterate haters of us National Socialists. One day one of them attacked me 

in the shops with a shovel. I was knocked senseless and all but killed. I was in hospital 

for weeks after that, and then spent from May to July in a sanatorium on the 

Obersalzberg, near Berchtesgaden. Hitler often came to see me there. This, really, is 

how he got to know the Obersalzberg. He loved it from the first, and when things 

developed still further he rented and later on bought a little house 40 near there, in the 

Bavarian Alps, as a sort of refuge and rest-place. 

 

 
39  That Hitler builds all o n personal (and national) individuality may strike the reader as an 

ÌßÛÙÈÖÙËÐÕÈÙàɯÈÚÚÌÙÛÐÖÕȭɯ/ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàɯÈ××ÌÈÙɯÛÖɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÌɯÛÏÈÛɯɁÐÕËÐÝÐËÜÈÓÐÛàɂɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯ

ÈÉÖÝÌɯÈÓÓɯÖÛÏÌÙÚɯÓÐÒÌÓàɯÛÖɯËÐÚÈ××ÌÈÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔ×ÓÌÛÌÓàɯɁ-ÈáÐÍÐÌËɂɯ2ÛÈÛÌȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÚÜ××ÖÚe the average 

German under the Hitler r egime to be cut strictly to pattern, soul, mind, clothes, and body. But this is 

not the case. By individuality Hitler means something the reverse of mass. He does not want things 

done by committees, by majorities, by groups of people no single one of whom can be held personally 

responsible for what is done. He wants the capable individual, and the individual alone, to emerge in 

ÍÈÊÛÖÙàȮɯÞÖÙÒÚÏÖ×ȮɯÖÍÍÐÊÌȮɯÐÕÚÛÐÛÜÛÐÖÕȮɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙȮɯÛÏÌɯ+ÌÈËÌÙȭɯ'ÌɯÏÖÓËÚɯÛÏÌɯÖ××ÖÚÐÛÌɯÔÌÛhod, the 

parliamentary method, to be the antithesis of individualism. He wants the Nation itself to produce the 

one responsible individual at its head. He wants the individual home rather than the block tenement; 

he wants the individual shop rather than th e departmental store. Under a Dictatorship, perhaps, 

individuality is impossible. But Hitler is a Leader, not a Dictator.  

40 Now the famous Berghof, to be described later. 
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Ɂ3ÏÐÕÎÚɯÐÕɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÛɯÈɯËÌÚ×ÌÙÈÛÌɯ×ÈÚÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÜÛÜÔÕɯÖÍɯƕƝƖƗȭɯ3ÏÌàɀËɯÚÏÖÛɯ

Schlageter in Dusseldorf, and the French were still in the Ruhr. The inflation was at its 

ÏÌÐÎÏÛȭɯ/ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÍÈÊÐÕÎɯÙÜÐÕɯÌÝÌÙàÞÏÌÙÌȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÞÏÖɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÍÈÊÌɯÐÛɯÞÌÙÌɯ

putting their heads into the gas oven every day. Adolf Hitler, with practically over a 

third of Munich behind him, could stand it no longer. There was talk of cutting 

Germany in two, so as to have an agricultural South and an industrial North - the knell 

had struck for the National Socialist Party to make a bid for power and to stem this 

ÛÐËÌɯÖÍɯÕÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯÚÜÐÊÐËÌɯÈÕËɯËÌÚ×ÈÐÙȵɂ 

 

Ɂ'ÈËɯÐÛɯÚÜÊÊÌÌËÌËȮɂɯÈËËÌËɯ%ÙÈÜɯ2ÊÏÞÌàÌÙɯÈÚɯÚÏÌȮɯÛÖÖȮɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÖÙàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

Putsch of November 9th, 1923, when relating her own versÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÌÝÌÕÛÚȮɯɁÏÈËɯÐt 

succeeded not only Bavaria, but all Germany would have been saved; as it was we had 

ÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÌÕɯàÌÈÙÚɯÛÖɯÞÈÐÛȭɂ 
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CHAPTER 9 

 

Ɂ4-#ɯ('1ɯ' !3ɯ#."'ɯ&$2($&3ɂ 41 
 

 

turmabteilung &ÙÜ××ÌÕÍĹÏÙÌÙ42  Joseph Berchtold, Editor of the 

5ġÓÒÐÚÊÏÌÙɯ!ÌÖÉÈÊÏÛÌÙ, is a man of many activities. At one minute he is to 

be found in his office, at the next in the City Council (he is a Councillor 

of Munich); every Ministry knows him; he is to be met with in every hole and corner 

of the city. But he never has a moment to waste. One is supposed to catch him in his 

own office between 11 a.m. and 12 noon, but so many people are awaiting him then, 

only the half of them can expect a hasty interview.  

 

He was good enough indeed to receive ÔÌɯÈÛɯÌÓÌÝÌÕɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÈÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ

printing works, Schellingstrasse 39, where all was in full blast turning o ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ×È×ÌÙɀÚɯ

daily edition of about 300,000 copies. 

 

I sent in my name, and was requested to wait a moment or two. I glanced through 

the windo w across a yard at the printing house where gigantic machines could be seen 

stamping and pounding at top speed, setting the whole place humming. Everything 

over here, too, was in a perfect fever of work, messengers rushing hither and thither, 

people coming ÈÕËɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÈÕɯÐÕÚÛÈÕÛɀÚɯ×ÈÜÚÌȭɯ3ÌÓÌ×ÏÖÕÌÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÙÐÕÎÐÕÎȮɯÛà×Ìɯ

ÔÈÊÏÐÕÌÚɯÊÓÈÊÒÐÕÎȱɯÈɯÔÌÚÚÌÕÎÌÙɯÈ××ÌÈÙÌËȯɯɁ'ÌÙÙɯ!ÌÙÊÏÛÖÓËɯÞÐÓÓɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜȮɂɯÈÕËɯÔàɯ

turn had come. 

 

I found myself ushered into a fair -sized room in the middle of which was planted 

an enormous writing -table. There were others round about. Huge fireproof cupboards 

lined the walls. Herr Berchtold was bending over a paper as I entered, doing busy 

things with a big blue pencil, but he looked up at once, extended his hand, and 

indicated a seat. 

 

I got this impression instantly - no sedentary individual, Herr Berchtold, and no 

one bound down by red tape. A  practical man; agile and decisive both in mind and 

body. Full of temperament, but no neuropath.  

 

Ɂ+ÖÛÚɯÖÍɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȮɂɯÏÌɯÉÌÎÈÕȮɯɁÓÖÖÒɯÜ×ÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÖ-called Putsch43 of November 9th, 

ƕƝƖƗȮɯÈÚɯÈɯÉÖÓÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÜÌɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÚ×ÓÐÛɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯ,ÖÝÌÔÌÕÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓy anything 

 
41 Ɂ8ÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÊÖÕØÜÌÙÌËɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÓÓȭɂɯ3ÏÌɯÐÕÚÊÙÐ×ÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ,ÖÕÜÔÌÕÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ.ËÌÖÕÚ×ÓÈÛáȮ Munich, 

ÔÈÙÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÖÛɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÚÐßÛÌÌÕɯÖÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÍÖÓlowers fell on November 9th, 1923. 

42 General of Storm Troops. 

43 Uprising.  

S  
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of the sort. It was a perfectly logical and necessary outcome of all that had gone before. 

We National Socialists knew well enough that some such gesture was bound to come; 

ÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÈÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯ×ÙÌ×ÈÙÌËɯÍÖÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÈÚÛȮɯÞÈÚɯthe betrayal 

of the whole thing by sheer reactionary cowardice.  

 

Ɂ(ɯÞÐÓÓɯÔÖÚÛÓàɯÊÖÕÍÐÕÌɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓÐÕÎɯàÖÜɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛɯÈÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÏÈÕËɯÈÕËɯ

ÊÖÕÛÌÕÛɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÔÌÙÌɯÚÒÌÛÊÏɯÖÍɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛȮɯÔàÚÌÓÍȮɯÈÊÛÜÈÓÓàɯ

present. I had been attrÈÊÛÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯȿ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌɯ ÙÉÌÐÛÌÙ×ÈÙÛÌÐɀɯÚÖɯÍÈÙɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÚɯƕƝƕƝȮɯÕÖÛɯ

so much for itself as on account of this Adolf Hitler. To hear him was to be convince d 

ÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÎÖÛɯÏÖÓËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÐÊÒȭɯ!ÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÔÈÕàɯ

who believed theÕɯÈÕàɯÜÚÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÔÈËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÊÛȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÞÈÚɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ

message? He appealed to reason when nobody else had hope of things being 

reasonable any more. He took his stand on re-establishing order in Germany, since 

without it the whole country trembled on the brink of final collapse and ruin.  

 

Ɂ(ɯÍÌÓÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÖɯ/ÈÙÛàɯÊÖÜÓËɯÈÊÏÐÌÝÌɯÚÜÊÏɯÈÕɯÌÕËȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÑÖÉɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÍÖÙɯÈɯ

political Party as for a sort of superman. Only he could set himself to such a task who 

possessed a strong hand, great decisive power and an incorruptible purpose. The last 

quality seemed to be remarkable for its absence in all parties at that time. 

 

Ɂ ÚɯÍÖÙɯÔÌȮɯ(ɯÕÖɯÚÖÖÕÌÙɯÏÌÈÙËɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙÉÙåÜɯÛÏÈÕɯ(ɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯÈɯ

convinced adherent. I resolved to follow this man  ÕÖɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÞÏÐÛÏÌÙɯÏÌɯÓÌËȭɯ(ɯȿÑÖÐÕÌËɯ

Ü×ɀɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàɯÐÕɯ)ÈÕÜÈÙàȮɯƕƝƖƔȭɯ ÚɯÈÕɯÈÊÛÐÝÌɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÔÈÕɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÔÌÙÌÓàɯ

a passive member, but an energising one. From this it follows I was pretty well mixed 

up with all the frays and conflicts in the b eer halls and the streets which marked the 

rise of National Socialism - particularly did I lend a hand on the famous occasion of 

ÛÏÌɯ!ÈÛÛÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ'ÖÍÉÙåÜÏÈÜÚȭɯ(ɯwas one of the Guards that night. We laid about us as 

we did, simply because our opponents lef t us no choice. It may seem pretty brutal to 

have to defend ideas with beer mugs and broken chair legs, but necessity knows no 

ÓÈÞȭɯ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯ×ÜÔÔÌÓÓÐÕÎɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÖut of an irresponsible love of fighting, but to 

gain a hearing for our Leader. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ2ȭ ȭ44 took its rise, as you know, from all this. By the spring of 1923 it already 

amounted to a respectable number of men. Among these, however, were many who, 

despite all the goodwill in the world, were not fitted for the rougher work for which 

the Abteilung was constantly called upon. So it gradually became necessary to form a 

small body of specially picked men on whom the most absolute dependence could be 

placed. They had to be ready to deal with the worst elements of the underworld under 

all and instant circums tances. Such a detachment was organised in May, 1923. It went 

ÉàɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÔÌɯÖÍɯȿ2ÛÙÖÚÚÛÙÜ××ɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɀ45 ÈÕËɯÊÈÔÌɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ+ÌÈËÌÙɀÚɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌɯÖÙËÌÙÚȭɯ

 
44 Sturm Abteilung - Storm Troopers. 

45 Hitler - Shock Troops. 
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Later these men were commanded by Captain Goering. One of the units was placed 

ÜÕËÌÙɯÔÌȭɯ(ÕɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÞÌÌÒÚɀɯÛÐÔÌ my detail reached full company strength of 20 men. 

For the most part they were all old Front -line soldiers, thoroughly dependable men.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ2ÛÖÙÔɯ3ÙÖÖ×ÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÛime wore grey water -proof, and grey cloth caps, like 

the former Austrian Infantry. The uniform of the Shock Troops was the old field grey 

uniform of the War; with the addition of high black boots or gaiters, and a black cloth 

ÊÈ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÚÐÓÝÌÙɯËÌÈÛÏɀÚɯÏÌÈË on a red ground. Our shoulder straps exhibited the 

ÐÕÐÛÐÈÓÚɯȿ2Ûȭɯ3Ùȭɯ'ȭɀ46 We had armbands with the hooked cross in red. On special 

occasions of danger, ÞÌɯÌßÊÏÈÕÎÌËɯÖÜÙɯÊÈ×ɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÏÌÓÔÌÛɯÞÐÛÏɯËÌÈÛÏɀÚɯÏÌÈËɯÈÕËɯ

swastika upon it.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ2ÏÖÊÒɯ3ÙÖÖ×ÚɯÞÌÙÌɯËÌÚÐÎned for specially dangerous work at specially 

dangerous places. Whenever the S.A. went on the march we led the van, or followed 

up the rear. We were put through continuous courses of training especially with a view 

to street fighting and fighting in assemb ly rooms. When, on our National Socialist 

expeditions, the spitting or stone -throwing of the onlookers (the Reds) waxed beyond 

a joke, I blew my whistle, and in no time at all the Shock Troops had cleared the streets. 

Their efficiency and discipline soon w on the admiration of the populace. After a while 

the enemy learnt to let us alone: only those who had not yet had a taste of our quality 

still ventured to dispute our passage.  

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÈËɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÔÌÛÏÖËɯÖÍɯÈÛÛÈÊÏÐÕÎɯÌÈÊÏɯÈÕËɯÌÝÌÙàɯÔÈÕɯÛÖɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȭɯ'Ìɯ

would  appear unannounced in our quarters, here in these offices in the 

Schellingstrasse, on a drill night, and after a word or two with me he would address 

ÛÏÌɯÔÌÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯÊÖÔÙÈËÌÓàɯÞÈàɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÏÌɀËɯÐÕÚ×ÌÊÛɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÔ×ÈÕàȮɯÉÜÛɯÕÖÛɯ

so much like an officeÙɯÈÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÍÙÐÌÕËȭɯ'ÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚÏÈÒÌɯÌÈÊÏɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÏÈÕËȮɯÈÕËɯÓÖÖÒɯ

him squarely in the eyes. It was this glance, more than anything, which made every 

ÛÙÖÖ×ÌÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÔÈÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯËÌÈÛÏȵ 

 

Ɂ!àɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÞÌÌÒɯÐÕɯ-ÖÝÌÔÉÌÙȮɯƕƝƖƗȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÜÕËÈÕÛÓàɯ×ÓÈÐÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÊÖuld 

not go on as they were; something was bound to happen. Dr. von Kahr, the head of 

tÏÌɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈÕɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÔÌÕÛȮɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯËÌÊÓÈÙÌËȮɯȿ3ÏÌɯÊÙÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÔÖÔÌÕÛɯÐÚɯÈÛɯÏÈÕËȭɀɯ$ÝÌÕɯÏÌɯ

knew that something decisive, something spectacular, had to be done. And yet he 

ÏÜÔɀËɯÈÕËɯÏÈɀËɯÈÕËɯÏÌÚÐÛÈÛÌËȭɯ'ÐËÌÙɯÚÈÞɯ×ÓÈÐÕÓàɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÏÖ×ÌÚɯÞÌÙÌɯ

all destined to be dashed, and wasted, if things were to be allowed to drag on 

ÐÕËÌÍÐÕÐÛÌÓàɯÛÖɯÕÖɯ×ÜÙ×ÖÚÌɯÈÕËɯÕÖɯÌÕËȭɂ 

 

It would be as well, perhaps, at this point to interrupt H ÌÙÙɯ!ÌÙÊÏÛÖÓËɀÚɯÕÈÙÙÈÛÐÝÌɯ

briefly to epitomise the state of affairs in Bavaria and in Munich at this crisis.  

 

 
46 Stross-Trupp Hitler.  
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The National Socialists under Adolf Hitler in Munich - and by now in many other 

cities of Bavaria - were not alone in their distrust of President Ebert, Chancellor 

Stresemann, and the other Republican authorities in Berlin, under wh om the whole 

country had come to so deplorable a pass. Many other patriotic associations were 

ÙÈÐÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÊÙàȯɯɁ#ÖÞÕɯÞÐÛÏɯ$ÉÌÙÛȵɯ#ÖÞÕɯÞÐÛÏɯ!ÌÙÓÐÕȵɂɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈȮɯÐÕËÌÌËȮɯÊÜÛɯÏerself 

clean away from the Republic, and showed herself generally ready for some decisive 

action should the word be spoken. 

 

 ÍÛÌÙɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÊÌÓÌÉÙÈÛÐÖÕÚɯ ÐÕɯ -ÜÙÌÔÉÌÙÎɯ ÖÕɯ Ɂ2ÌËÈÕɯ #ÈàȮɂɯ ÐÕɯ 2Ì×ÛÌÔÉÌÙȮɯ ÉÖÛÏɯ

ÖÙÎÈÕÐÚÈÛÐÖÕÚɯ ÒÕÖÞÕɯ ÈÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ Ɂ1ÌÐÊÏÚÒÙÐÌÎÚÍÓÈÎÎÌɂɯ ÈÕËɯ ÛÏÌɯ Ɂ!ÜÕËɯ .ÉÌÙÓÈÕËɂɯ

ÈÔÈÓÎÈÔÈÛÌËɯÜÕËÌÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÓÌÈËÌÙÚÏÐ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚt Party. The 

ÞÏÖÓÌɯÉÖËàɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌÕɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯɁ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÌÙɯ*ÈÔ×ÍÉÜÕËȮɂɯÈÕËɯÞÈÚɯÊÖÔÔÈÕËÌËɯÉàɯ

Lieut. -Colonel Kriebel.  

 

The Presiding Bavarian Minister, von Knilling, looked wit h distrust upon this 

ÝÌÙàɯÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÈÉÓÌɯÈÜÎÔÌÕÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàɀÚɯÍÖÙÊÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÈ××ÖÐÕÛed Herr von Kahr, 

an out and out Monarchist, as General State Commissary to watch over and control 

events. This was on the 26th of September. Herr von Kahr had more than once been 

obliged to give way to the feeling of the people which was veering more and more 

towards National Socialism. And ever more and more was he drifting towards an open 

rift with Berlin where Communism was getting the upper hand.  

 

On the 29th of September von Kahr withdrew the State of Bavaria from the 

control and from the protection o f Berlin. The step met with general approval in 

Bavaria and also with that of the National Socialist Party. Dr. von Kahr, indeed, hated 

the Republic, and would like to ha ve seen the Wittelsbachs, the Bavarian royal house, 

restored. He had been given dictatorial powers, and at once took steps and gave orders 

in Munich which meant open revolt against the Central Berlin Government. The 

Bavarian railways were withdrawn from ce ntral control, and the Bavarian Reichswehr 

under General von Lossow took oath of allegiance to the Bavarian State rather than to 

the Republic. 

 

This last step was occasioned by the following sequence of events: 

 

In the middle of October an article appeared in the National Socialist organ, the 

5ġÓÒÐÚÊÏÌÙɯ!ÌÖÉÈÊÏÛÌÙ, criticising certain matters concerning the Reichswehr. Where- 

upon the publication was suppressed throughout Germany. It continued, however, to 

appear in Bavaria without let or hindrance. Present ly, however, von Lossow received 

orders to bring Bavaria to heel. He laid them before von Kahr, who set them aside, 

declaring that it was his firm determination to weld all national aspirations into one 

firm body  of political opinion.  
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Berlin insisted: von  Lossow replied it was impossible to carry out the order. He 

gave his chiefs to understand that the Bavarian temper was so exasperated against 

Berlin, that the least injudicious move at this moment might precipit ate a crisis. Von 

Seeckt, the Commander- in- Chief of the Reichswehr in Berlin, was not to be moved; 

Lossow would have been court martialled for insubordination but that he was stoutly 

supported by von Kahr and Knilling. The Minister for War retorted by ca shiering him.  

 

Whereupon von Kahr took a decisive step. As already related, he appointed von 

Lossow Commander of the Bavarian Reichswehr, and so withdrew the Bavarian forces 

from the control of the Republic. Orders came to re-establish constitutional 47 authority 

over this body, but they were ignored.  

 

President Ebert in Berlin foresaw a rising. The Reichswehr were furnished with 

extraordinary powers to counteract it when it came, although the President was in the 

dark as to how the Reichswehr itself might react to the Movement in Bavaria.  

 

Dr. von Kah r had, meanwhile, come closely into contact with Hitler. The latter 

understood that the Commissary was fully prepared to take upon himself the 

consequences of a break with Berlin. The two men were fully agreed that this was a 

necessary step to take. The public tension was waxing even greater and greater. 

$ß×ÌÊÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÈɯÊÙÐÚÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯÛÐ×ÛÖÌȭɯ$ÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÈɯɁ,ÈÙÊÏɯÖÕɯ!ÌÙÓÐÕȭɂɯ

Hitler, von Kahr, von Lossow and Seisser were all persuaded that the Government 

there must be overturned. 

 

All waited for von Kahr to appoint the exact moment for action.  

 

He hesitated. Failed to decide. Whereupon Hitler determined to force his hand. 

Hitler felt sure Kahr would follow if the lead were given, how ever incapable he were 

himself of giving it.  

 

On the evening of NÖÝÌÔÉÌÙɯƜÛÏȮɯƕƝƖƗȮɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÍÛÏɯÈÕÕÐÝÌÙÚÈÙàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯɁ2ÛÈÉɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

!ÈÊÒɂɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ×ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ ÙÔàɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÈÊÛÐÖÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ6ÈÙȮɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÈÛÌɯ

"ÖÔÔÐÚÚÈÙàɯÊÖÕÝÌÕÌËɯÈÕɯÌÕÖÙÔÖÜÚɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙåÜÒÌÓÓÌÙȮɯÙÌ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÈÛÐÝÌɯ

of every patriotic association in Bavaria. All the officials of the Bavarian Government 

were present, including Colonel Seisser, the Chief of Police and General von Lossow, 

the Chief of the Bavarian Reichswehr. Herr von Kahr wa s to address the Bavarian 

×ÌÖ×ÓÌȱ 

 

The Republic of 1918 was established by the Constitution of Weimar. This, then, 

Hitler decided, was to be his great, his unique and psychological opportunity! With 

the utmost expedition he prepared his plan.  

 
47 The Republic of 1918 was established by the Constitution of Weimar.  
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Now to reverÛɯÛÖɯ'ÌÙÙɯ!ÌÙÊÏÛÖÓËɀÚɯÚÛÖÙàȯ 

 

Ɂ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÊÏÖÚÌɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯÖÍɯÝÖÕɯ*ÈÏÙɀÚɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÚɯÈÛÛÌÔ×Ûȭɯ ÉÖÜÛɯ

ÌÓÌÝÌÕɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯƜÛÏɯÖÍɯ-ÖÝÌÔÉÌÙɯ(ɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÖÙËÌÙɯÛÖɯÚÛÈÕËɯÙÌÈËàɯ

for the National Revolution.  

 

Ɂ,àɯÔÌÕɯÛÖÖÒɯÈɯÓÈÚÛɯÖÈÛÏȮɯÛÖɯÚÌÙÝe true to death if needs be, and we got our final 

instructions fr om Captain Goering. I busied myself all day with preparations, and then 

at six in the evening assembled the troops, in instant readiness for action in the 

3ÖÙÉÙåÜȮɯÖ××ÖÚÐÛÌɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÌÙÕÌÊÒÌÙÉÙåÜȭɯ(ɯÏÈÙÈÕÎÜÌËɯÔàɯÍÌÓÓÖÞÚȮɯȿ ÕàɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯàÖÜȮɀɯ(ɯ

ÚÈÐËȮɯȿÞÏÖɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÌÈÙÛɯÈÕËɯÚÖÜÓɯÏÈËɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÎÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÞȭɀɯ Úɯ

ÕÖɯÖÕÌɯÉÜËÎÌËɯÉàɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÈÕɯÐÕÊÏȮɯ(ɯ×ÜÙÚÜÌËȮɯȿ(ÛɀÚɯÖÜÙɯÑÖÉȮɯÈÚɯ2ÏÖÊÒɯ3ÙÖÖ×ÚȮɯÛÖɯÉÌÈÙɯ

ÛÏÌɯÉÙÜÕÛɯÖÍɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÊÖÔÐÕÎȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯgoing to run the Government out. Hitler and Kahr 

are united over ÛÏÐÚȮɯÛÏÌàɯÈÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÌÛɯÜ×ɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÖÕÌȭɀɯ$ÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÜÚɯÎÙÐ××ÌËɯ

hands, and we were ready. 

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÔÈÙÊÏÌËɯÖÍÍɯÈÕËɯÛÖÖÒɯÜ×ɯÈɯ×ÖÚÐÛÐÖÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÜÙÏÖÖËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÞÏÌÙÌɯ

ÝÖÕɯ*ÈÏÙɀÚɯÎÙÌÈÛɯgathering was to be held. It was already crammed to bursting; a 

group of police near us could find no standing room within, so hung about outside.  

 

Ɂ(ɯÎÓÈÕÊÌËɯÈÛɯÔàɯÞÈÛÊÏȭɯ-ÖÞɯÍÖÙɯÐÛȵ 

 

Ɂ2ÏÖÜÛÐÕÎɯÖÙËÌÙÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ3ÙÖÖ×ɯ(ɯÚ×ÙÈÕÎɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËɯÉÙÈÕËÐÚÏÐÕÎɯÔàɯrevolver.  

 

Ɂȿ.ÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯ- àÖÜɯÛÏÌÙÌȵɀɯ(ɯàÌÓÓÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌȮɯÞÏÖɯÐÕÊÖntinently fell back 

amazed and unprepared, and burst our way into the entrance. I ordered my men to 

cover every window and exit, but pressed on myself with the rest into the hall.  

 

Hitler was already there. Catching sight of us, he at once placed himself at our 

head, and led us quickly and quietly right down the main gangway until we reached 

the platform. The audience numbered several thousand. It was listening to von Kahr 

who was addÙÌÚÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛɯÖÍɯȿ3ÏÌɯ/ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕȭɀɯ3ÏÌɯ2ÛÈÛÌɯ

Commissary was supported by the Minister President von Knilling, by General von 

+ÖÚÚÖÞȮɯÉàɯ"ÏÐÌÍɯÖÍɯ/ÖÓÐÊÌɯ2ÌÐÚÚÌÙȮɯ ËÝÖÊÈÛÌɯ/ġÏÕÌÙɯÈÕËɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÕÖÛÈÉÐÓÐÛÐÌÚȭ 

 

Ɂ.ÜÙɯÚÜËËÌÕɯÈ××ÌÈÙÈÕÊÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌir midst caused consternation. Von Kahr was 

struck dumb. People began shouting to know what was the matter. Women fainted; 

here and there panic was imminent. Meantime we had mounted the platform, and 

Hitler made an attempt to speak. But the excitement was so great he could neither 

make himself heard nor understood. So he drew his revolver and a loud report rang 

out. He had pointed it upwards, to the ceiling. An instant silence fell in which his voice 

could be heard proclaiming the end of the Red regime. 
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Ɂ(mmediately thereupon he left the platform in urgent speech with Dr. von Ka hr. 

This personage, together with von Lossow and Seisser all disappeared with Hitler into 

a room at the back. 

 

Ɂ-ÖɯÖÕÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÓÓɯÒÕÌÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÐÎÏÛɯ×ÖÙÛÌÕËȱ 

 

Ɂ2Öɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕɯGoering sprang into the gap. He made a timely bid for attention and 

came forward and soon managed to dominate the uproar in the assembly. 

 

Ɂȿ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÈÓÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȮɀɯÏÌɯÚÏÖÜÛÌËȮɯȿÞÌɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÈÛÌɯ

afresh. No harm is meant to Dr. von KaÏÙȭɯ6ÌɯÈÓÓɯÙÌÚ×ÌÊÛɯÏÐÔȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÍÐÎÏÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ

military or the police - ÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÖÕ our side - we are only fighting the Jew regime in 

!ÌÙÓÐÕȭɀ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÈÕÕÖÜÕÊÌÔÌÕÛɯ×ÙÖÝÖÒÌËɯÈɯÚÛÖÙÔɯÖÍɯÈ××ÓÈÜÚÌȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÉÙÖÒÌɯÖÜÛɯÈÍÙÌÚÏȮɯÈÚɯ

the speaker managed to add: 

 

Ɂȿ6ÌɀÝÌɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÛÌ×ɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÊÖÕÝÐÕÊÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÕɯÞÏÖɯÚÛÈÕËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ

head of us here in Bavaria will help us wrench free from Berlin and the Jews. The new 

&ÖÝÌÙÕÔÌÕÛɯÞÐÓÓɯÍÖÙÔɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯÙÖÜÕËɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯ+ÜËÌÕËÖÙÍÍȮɯ/ġÏÕÌÙɯÈÕËɯÝÖÕɯ*ÈÏÙȵɀ 

 

Ɂ(Õɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÔÌÈÕÛÐÔÌɯ &ÌÕÌÙÈÓ Ludendorff had been urgently summoned by 

telephone. On arrival he declared himselÍɯÍÜÓÓàɯÐÕɯÚàÔ×ÈÛÏàɯÞÐÛÏɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÈÊÛÐÖÕȭɯ3ÏÌɯ

two betook themselves to the three others in the room to the rear, convinced that the 

decisive hour had struck. Only Lossow hesi tated for an instant. Ludendorff, however, 

ÚÊÈÛÛÌÙÌËɯÏÐÚɯÚÊÙÜ×ÓÌÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÕËÚȭɯȿ3hrow in your lot with us, man, give me your 

ÏÈÕËɯÜ×ÖÕɯÐÛȮɀɯÏÌɯÜÙÎÌËȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÊÖÔ×ÓÐÌËȭɯ ÓÓɯÍÖÜÙɯÔÌÕɯÝÖÞÌËɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÛÏÌÕɯ

and there to further this business to the utmost of their power.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕȮɯÏÈÚÛÌÕÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈÛÍÖÙÔȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯÚ×ÖÒÌÚÔÈÕ. In very few 

words he related what had passed and declared for the new Government. His 

announcement, and the reappearance of his supporters, together with the presence of 

General Ludendorff, aroused the utmost enthusiasm. Enormous jubilation broke out; 

evÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯËÖÕÌɯÞÈÚɯÜÕÈÕÐÔÖÜÚÓàɯÊÈÙÙÐÌËɯÉàɯÝÖÕɯ*ÈÏÙɀÚɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎȭ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ"ÖÔÔÐÚÚÈÙàɯËÌÊÓÈÙÌËɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÞÐÓÓÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌÎÌÕÊàɯÖÍɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈȱɯ

ȿ(ɯÞÐÓÓɯÛÈÒÌȮɀ ÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯȿÛÏÌɯËÌÚÛÐÕÐÌÚɯÖÍɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈɯÐÕÛÖɯÔàɯÖÞÕɯÏÈÕËÚȮɯÓÌÛɯÜÚɯÏÖ×ÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

universaÓɯÉÌÛÛÌÙÔÌÕÛɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯÉÌÓÖÝÌËɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɯÈÕËɯÖÍɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàɯÈÛɯÓÈÙÎÌȭɀ 

 

Ɂȿ3Ö-ÔÖÙÙÖÞȮɀɯÙÈÕÎɯÖÜÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÈÛɯÓÈÚÛȮɯȿÍÐÕËÚɯÌÐÛÏÌÙɯÈɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÔÌÕÛɯ

established in &ÌÙÔÈÕàȮɯÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯÜÚɯËÌÈËȵɀɂ 
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* * * * * 

 

Although Hitler had grounds, as has been shown, f or believing that Munich and 

Bavaria in general would support his ÊÖÜ×ɯËɀõÛÈÛ, the men at the head of the Munich 

administration in 1923 were not of heroic cast. They were only to be depended upon 

in the event of success. Hitler browbeat them, in that priva te room behind the scenes 

ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙåÜÒÌÓÓÌÙȮɯÍÖÙɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàɀÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÖÞÕɯÎÖÖËȮɯÈÕËɯÚÜÎÈÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÛÐÖÕɯ

with important Cabinet posts under the new regime. Al l might yet have gone 

ÈÊÊÖÙËÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ×ÓÈÕɯÉÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯɁ&ÌÕÌÙÈÓɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ4ÕÓÜÊÒàɯ%ÐÚÛȵɂɯ6ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÔeeting broke 

up and Hitler himself had to get busy over a thousand last - moment arrangements all 

over the city, three men, von Kahr, von Lossow and Seisser, were left, practically as 

×ÙÐÚÖÕÌÙÚȮɯÜÕËÌÙɯ+ÜËÌÕËÖÙÍÍɀÚɯÌàÌȭ 

 

As Herr Berchtold explains:  

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯagain invited the three of them into that room at the back until he himself 

should return thither. The General was on no account to let them go. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ 2ÛÖÙÔɯ 3ÙÖÖps had withdrawn meanwhile into the garden of the 

Burgerbrau, and presently we got orders to go and clear out the offices of the Munich 

Post, a much-ËÌÛÌÚÛÌËɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓɯ#ÌÔÖÊÙÈÛÐÊɯ×È×ÌÙȮɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÚÛàÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯȿ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯ/ÌÚÛȭɀɯ6Ìɯ

forced the doors of this place, ransacked the building, and flung all the printed stuff 

we could lay hands upon out into the street w here it was promptly burnt. This was 

ÈÉÖÜÛɯÌÓÌÝÌÕɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÈÛɯÕÐÎÏÛȭ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÊÈÔÌɯÈɯ2ÌÙÎÌÈÕÛɯÖÍɯ/ÖÓÐÊÌɯÛÖɯÙÌØÜÌÚÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÈÉÚÛÈÐÕÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯËÖÐÕÎɯÈÕàɯ

damage to the building and its fittings, to which I was quite ready to accede. The officer 

cared, probably, no whit for the destruction of the Press; he might even have been 

privately delighted. I reassembled my men before the main doors of the premises and 

ordered them to wait there until I should return, with a convoy of perhaps twenty 

men, from a visit I intende d to pay to the house of the notorious Social-democrat Auer. 

We drove off thither in an armoured car, but Auer was not at home, and there was 

nothing for i t but to return to the Munich Post, fall in the rest of the men, and return to 

ÛÏÌɯ!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙåÜÒÌÓÓÌÙȭ 

 

Ɂ6ÏÌÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÙÌÛÜÙÕÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÚɯÓÈÚÛ-minute activities all over the city he was 

aghast to find nobody but General Ludendorff awaiting him in the room behin d the 

!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙåÜÒÌÓÓÌÙȭ 

 

Ɂȿ'ÖÞɀÚɯÛÏÐÚȮɯ$ßÊÌÓÓÌÕÊÌȳɀɯÏÌɯËÌÔÈÕËÌËȮɯȿÞÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯÝÖÕɯ*ÈÏÙȮɯÝÖÕɯ+ÖÚÚÖÞȮɯ

SeiÚÚÌÙȳɀ 

 

Ɂȿ&ÖÕÌȮɀɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯ+ÜËÌÕËÖÙÍÍȮɯȿÛÏÌàɯÎÈÝÌɯÔÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÞÖÙËɯÖÍɯÏÖÕÖÜÙ-ɀ 
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Ɂȿ&ÖÖËɯ&ÖËȵɀɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÌßÊÓÈÐÔÌËȮɯȿÛÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÔÌɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÜ×ȵɀɂ 

 

* * * * * 

 

Scarcely iÕËÌÌËɯÏÈËɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙåÜÒÌÓÓÌÙɯËÐÚ×ÌÙÚÌËȰɯÚÊÈÙÊÌÓàɯÏÈËɯ

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÜÕÈÙÔÌËɯÊÖÓÜÔÕÚ from places as far afield as Ingoldstadt and Land- 

ÚÏÜÛɯÉÌÎÜÕɯÛÖɯÊÖÕÝÌÙÎÌɯÖÕɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏɯÐÕɯÖÙËÌÙɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯ×ÈÙÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÙÖÞɀÚɯÔÈÙÊÏȰɯ

scarcely had midnight str uck when the whole plan was feverishly frustrated.  

 

Instead of going home for a short while, soon to return as General Ludendorff 

supposed, von Kahr, von Lossow and Seisser betook themselves in haste to the 

barracks, and to the Munich Broadcasting Station. 

 

 ÛɯÛÏÌɯÝÌÙàɯÔÖÔÌÕÛɯÞÏÌÕɯ×ÓÈÊÈÙËÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÈÓÓɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÛàȮɯɁ/ÖÞÌÙɯÐÚɯÐÕɯ

the hands of the new National Government; Ludendorff, Kahr, Lossow and Seisser are 

ÞÐÛÏɯÜÚȮɂɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÕÈÔÌËɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÜÙÎÌÕÛÓàɯËÌÕàÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ×ÈÙÛicipation in the 

Hitler ÊÖÜ×ɯËɀõÛÈÛ. They called Germany and the world to witness that their consent to 

the revolt had beeÕɯÖÉÛÈÐÕÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÚÛÖÓɀÚɯ×ÖÐÕÛȭ 

 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÈËɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÔÌÕɯÜÕËÌÙɯ+ÜËÌÕËÖÙÍÍɀÚɯÌàÌȮɯÈÞÈÙÌɯÛÏÈÛȮɯËÌÚ×ÐÛÌɯÛÏÌɯ

enthusiasm of the foregoing proceedings, they were not as yet fully to be trusted. 

 

(ÕÚÛÈÕÛÓàɯÏÌɯËÐÝÐÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÚÛȱ 

 

Ɂ6ÌɀËɯÙÌÝÌÈÓÌËɯÖÜÙɯÏÈÕËɯÛÖÖɯÚÖÖÕȮɂɯ×ÜÙÚÜÌËɯ'ÌÙÙɯ!ÌÙÊÏÛÖÓËȮɯɁÞÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞÕɯ

ÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯ×ÓÈÕÕÐÕÎɯÚÖÔÌɯÚÜÊÏɯÔÖÝÌɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÙÐ×Ì. 

3ÏÌàɀËɯÌÝÌÕɯÉÌÌÕɯÊÖÜÕÛÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÖÜÙɯÚÜ××ÖÙÛȵɯ ÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÔÖÔÌÕÛɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÜÕÈÞÈÙÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ

ÛÏÌàɀËɯÎÖÛɯÖÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ1ÈËÐÖɯ2ÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÛÖɯÙÌ×Üdiate our Putsch and everything to do with 

ÐÛȵɯ3ÏÌàɯ×ÜÉÓÐÚÏÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÊÖÕÚÛÙÈÐÕÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÚÛÖÓɀÚɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯ×ÈÙÛɯÐÕɯÈÓÓɯ

that had happened an hour or two since. 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÑÜÚÛÐÍÐÌËɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯ×ÙÖÍÖÜÕËÌÚÛɯÔÐÚÎÐÝÐÕÎÚȭ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ2ÛÖÙÔɯ3ÙÖÖ×ÚɯÉÐÝÖÜÈÊÒÌË ÛÏÈÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÙËÌÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙåÜȭɯ3ÏÌàɯ

ÞÌÙÌɯÑÖÐÕÌËɯÉàɯËÌÛÈÊÏÔÌÕÛÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ!ÜÕËɯ.ÉÌÙÓÈÕËɯÈÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯȿ%ÙÌÐÒÖÙ×Úɯ1ÖÚÚÉÈÊÏȮɀɯÚÖɯ

that the whole place looked like a camp. 

 

Ɂ.Õɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯ ÖÍɯNovember 9th, I received orders to occupy Police 

Headquarters. The Reichskriegsflagge was already in possession of the Munich Army 

Headquarters. When my men and I arrived we found the police fully armed and 

prepared to resist us, so avoiding immediate conflict I went o n to the Rathaus. I was 

aware that a Session was in progress. I flung open the doors and, cocking my revolver, 
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informed the assembled Councillors, Social Democrats and Communists to a man, that 

they must consider themselves under arrest. Alarmed and startl ed, they sprang to their 

feet. We shepherded them from the chamber, and the building, and down the wide 

flight of steps without.  

 

Ɂ'ÌÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÔàɯÔÌÕɯÛÖÖÒɯÊÏÈÙÎÌȭɯ$ÈÊÏɯÔÌÔÉÌÙȮɯÈÊÊÖÔ×ÈÕÐÌËɯÉàɯÛÞÖɯ

troopers, was assisted into a truck. Meanwhile enormous crowds had gathered on the 

Marienplatz who greet ed the appearance of the Councillors with jeers and insults. As 

a matter of fact it was we Storm Troopers who had to defend them from the onslaught 

of the people. Otherwise actual fatalities might have occurr ed. It was quite a job getting 

them safely loadeËɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÙÙÐÌÚȭɯ2ÖɯÞÌɯÞÌÕÛɯÖÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙåÜɯÈÕËɯÚÏÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ

whole lot up in the room to the rear from which Ludendorff had released von Kahr 

and his companions overnight.  

 

Ɂ(ÕɯÚ×ÐÛÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÔÔÐÚsary, von Lossow and Seisser had double-crossed 

him, Hitler was by no means eager for the thing to end in a fight.  

 

Ɂ'ÌɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÖɯÎÈÛÏÌÙɯÏÐÚɯÈËÏÌÙÌÕÛÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÌɯ#ÜÛÓàÐÕÎɯËÐÚÛÙÐÊÛÚȮɯÈÕËɯÔÈÙÊÏɯ

upon the centre of the city. He could not believe it, in the  face of the temper of the 

Deople, that the Government would resort to armed resistance.  

 

Ɂ2ÏÖÙÛÓàɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÌÓÌÝÌÕɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÓÜÔÕɯÎÖÛɯÜÕËÌÙɯÞÈàȭɯ3ÞÖɯÚÛÈÕËÈÙË-bearers 

led, behind whom, walking loosely abreast, came Hitler, Ludendorff, Goering and one 

or tw o others. Twelve ranks of Shock Troops followed with myself in command; then 

came the S A. (Sturm Abteilung, i.e. the ordinary Hitler troops), the United Troops and 

hundreds of civilians, workmen, students, all with brassards showing the hooked 

cross, by way of a great mass demonstration. The appeal was to be to the streets, to the 

people, to Munich. No arms to be used. Everything was to be put to the test of popular 

feeling. 

 

Ɂ!àɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÉÙÐËÎÌÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÏÌÓËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÎÜÓÈÙɯÈÙÔàȮ 

mobilised in the night, as a result of von KahrɀÚɯÚÜËËÌÕɯËÌÍÌÊÛÐÖÕȭɯ-ÌÝÌÙÛÏÌÓÌÚÚȮɯÈÓÓɯ

seemed to be going well. Patriotic songs welled from a thousand throats. At the 

Ludwig Bridge leading over the Isar to the centre part of the city we met with what 

might  have been our first check. 

 

Ɂ ɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÊÖÙËÖÕɯÏÈd been drawn across the bridge head. The police themselves 

ÞÌÙÌɯÈÙÔÌËȮɯÈÕËɯÏÌÓÔÌÛÌËȭɯ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÞÐÛÏÐÕɯÈɯÚÛÖÕÌɀÚɯÛÏÙÖÞɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯÙÈÐÚÌËɯ

ÛÏÌÐÙɯÙÐÍÓÌÚȭɯ4ÓÙÐÊÏɯ&ÙÈÍȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÉÖËàÎÜÈÙËȮɯÚÏÖÜÛÌËȮɯȿ#ÖÕɀÛɯÍÐÙÌ; Ludendorffis with 

ÜÚȮɀɯÞÏÌÙÌÜ×ÖÕɯÛÏÌàɯÓÖÞÌÙÌËɯthem again, and I sprang forward at the head of some 

ten of my fellows and promptly disarmed them. They were despatched forthwith to 

ÛÏÌɯ!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙÈÜȭɯ(ɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÊÖÕÝÖàÌËɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ'ÈÝÐÕÎɯÚÈÍÌÓàɯÉÌÚÛÖÞÌËɯÛÏÌÔɯÐÕɯÊÜÚÛody I 

made the utmost speed to re-join the column, which forged ahead meanwhile through 
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the Marienplatz to the Feldherrnhalle end of the Odeonsplatz. Taking the shortest cut 

I sprinted down the Maximilianstrasse to the Max -Joseph Platz, and arrived on the 

spot just as the head of the column debouched between the Feldherrnhalle and the 

Residenz. 

 

Ɂ2ÜËËÌÕÓàɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÏÖÓËÐÕÎɯÜ× 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɀËɯÉÌÎÜÕɯÚÐÕÎÐÕÎɯȿ.Ïɯ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÓÈÕËɯÏÖÊÏɯÐÕɯ$ÏÙÌÕȮɀɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÖÞËɯÞÈÚɯ

lustily joining in, when there came the hideous racket of a machinegun! Next second 

all was horror, agony and confusion. The column broke, the crowd dissolved in 

wildest panic.  

 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËȮɯ(ɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯÏÈËɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȳ 

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÚɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÓÜÔÕɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÛÏÌɯ2ØÜÈÙÌɯÛÏÌɯ×Ölice 

barred the way. An armoured car was stationed behind them. All along by the 

Feldherrnhalle machine-guns were in position. As before, someone rushed forward 

ÚÏÖÜÛÐÕÎȯɯȿ#ÖÕɀÛɯÍÐÙÌȮɯ+ÜËÌÕËÖÙÍÍɯÈÕËɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÜÚȵɀɯÖÕÓàɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËɯÉàɯÈɯ

murderous v olley from the steps of the Feldherrnhalle. The standard-bearer went 

ËÖÞÕȮɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚÓàɯÞÖÜÕËÌËȰɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÜÙɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÚÏÖÛɯËÌÈËɯËÙÈÎÎÌËɯ

ÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜÕËɯÐÕɯÍÈÓÓÐÕÎȮɯÚÌÝÌÙÌÓàɯÞÙÌÕÊÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ+ÌÈËÌÙɀÚɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙȭɯ$ÝÌÙàÞÏÌÙÌɯ

people were going down, wr ithing on the ground in agony, dead and dying, while t he 

guns still rattled death and murder into their stampeding midst. It was madness and 

slaughter. 

 

Ɂ&ÖÌÙÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯ&ÙÈÍɯÍÌÓÓȮɯÉÈËÓàɯÞÖÜÕËÌËȮɯÍÖÜÙÛÌÌÕɯËÌÈËɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÙÈÔ×ÓÌËɯÜÕËÌÙɯ

×ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯÍÌÌÛɯÛÏÙÖÞÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÝing down; blood flowed everywhere over the grey 

pavement. The whole thing was a ghastly debacle. Shrieks and cries rent the air, and 

ever that insane firing went on until one of the strangest things happened of the many 

strange things on that day. Ludendor ff, still uninjured, detached himself somehow 

from the  rout and went forward towards the Odeonsplatz and planked himself bang 

before the guns of the police I Nothing happened to him. He never got a scratch. But 

presently the firing stopped: no one who saw that will ever forget it or understand 

how it came aboÜÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÙÐËËÓÌËȵ 

 

Ɂ#ÈáÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÏÖÊÒÌËȮɯÖÕÌɯÉàɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÜÕËÌËɯËÙÈÎÎÌËɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯ

contrived to get away. Somebody retrieved the flag from the hand of its fallen bearer. 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÊÏÈÜÍÍÌÜÙɯÍÖÜÕd him somehow, and with screaming brakes wrenched the car 

to a standstill beside the fallen Leader. Hitler dragged himself to his knees - and then 

on to his feet - one arm hung helpless- and was making to get into the car when he 

blundered over something i n the way. It was the body of a boy, bleeding and senseless. 
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Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÊÈÜÎÏÛɯÐÛɯÜ×ɯÈÚɯÉÌÚÛɯÏÌɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÈÙÔɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÚÖÜÕËȮɯÈÕËɯËÙÈÎÎÌËɯÐÛɯÛÖɯ

the car, and was shoving it up and in just as the chauffeur flung open the door to 

receive them, when one of the police sprang forward with his weapon levelled. Hitle r 

thrust the boy behind him, to cover him with his own body. Just in the nick of time he 

gained the auto which leapt forward in top gear frantically pursued by a great green 

and yellow armoured car. Awa y they went, pursued and pursuer, through the 

affright ed streets. For one hair-ÙÈÐÚÐÕÎɯÔÖÔÌÕÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÊÈÙɯÚÏÖÛɯÜ×ɯÈɯÚÐËÌɯÛÜÙÕÐÕÎɯÐÕɯ

ÛÏÌɯÌÍÍÖÙÛɯÛÖɯÌÚÊÈ×ÌȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÞÌÕÛɯÉÓÐÕËÓàɯÊÈÙÌÌÙÐÕÎɯÉàȯɯÛÏÐÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÈÝÌɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯ

a chance to bestow the wounded boy in hospital before he could make for the outskirts 

of the city and the open. It was, of course, hopeless for him to try and reach the frontier. 

Late in the evening he had to leave the car and fly afoot. 

 

Ɂ(ɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ.ËÌÖÕÚ×ÓÈÛáɯÈÕËɯÚÈÞɯÐÛɯÈÓÓȭɯ6ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯcrowd broke I made off as 

hard as I could go, back to the Burgerbrau where lots of the fellows soon came trooping 

in. When most of them seemed to have turned up we released the Councillors from 

the room, where they had been shut up all this time, and, load ing them again into 

trucks, drove them right out of th e city and away into the woods towards Rosenheim. 

6ÏÌÕɯÞÌɀËɯÎÖÕÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÈÉÓÌɯËÐÚÛÈÕÊÌɯ(ɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÈɯÏÈÓÛȭɯ6ÌɯÈÓÓɯÎÖÛɯÖÜÛȮɯÈÕËɯÓÌÈÝÐÕÎɯ

half my fellows behind I led the other half and our prisoners dee p into the wood.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ"ÖÜÕÊÐÓÓÖÙÚɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÊÌÙÛÈinty that their last hour had struck. But I had 

a far less ruthless purpose. I merely wanted to change an entire suit of clothes with a 

couple of them. Each one contributed this, that or the other garment, and got the 

corresponding one of mine in return. I n a few moments I had transformed myself from 

a Shock trooper into a very passable likeness of the ordinary man in the street. 

Thereupon we returned to the cars, and began our journey back to Munich. I dumped 

the City Councillors at the first convenient vi llage and left them to shift for themselves.  

 

Ɂ!ÜÛȮɯËÙÌÚÚÌËɯÈÚɯ(ɯÕÖÞɯÞÈÚȮɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÔÈÒÌɯÔàɯÞÈàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÈÛÛÙÈÊÛÐÕÎɯ

attention. I ventured first to seek out the hospital to which Goering had been take n. I 

even saw him. He was in such pain it was all he could do to keep his wits about him, 

but he managed to give me some details about the end of the affair. Warrants were out 

for the lot of us, Hitler, Ludendorff, Goering and all of us, especially we of t he Shock 

Troops, as the prime delinquents. 

 

Ɂ ÚɯÈɯÔÈÛÛer of fact they caught me that same night. But I managed to slip 

through their hands, and made off again in the direction of Rosenheim. In Traunstein 

they all but had me a second time, but I doubled back and returned to Munich where 

I lay low for a time. TÏÌÙÌɯ(ɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÖÙàȭɂ 

 

The Berlin papers arrived boiling over with anger. Hitler and Ludendorff and the 

Crown Prince Rupprecht all came in for the reproaches and the accusations of the 
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central Government. Von Lossow at the end of that fateful  day had telegraphed to 

General von Seeckt that the Putsch ÞÈÚɯÓÐØÜÐËÈÛÌËȭɯɁ-ÖɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÙÖÖ×ÚɯÕÌÌËÌËȭɂ 

 

Two days later, at Uffing on the Staffelsee, in the house of a friend, whither he 

had taken ÙÌÍÜÎÌȮɯÈÕɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ&ÙÌÌÕɯ/ÖÓÐÊÌɯÓÈÐËɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÕËɯÖÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀs shoulder. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Goering fled to the Tyrol, lying still desperately ill at an Innsbruck clinic, later he 

went to Italy. Esser, Rossbach and others had escaped to Salzburg, the 5ġÓÒÐÚÊÏÌÙɯ

Beobachter was suppressed; the Shock Troops and the S.A. generally were disbanded 

and forbidden; Hitler, Hess, Kriebel and his principal associates were imprisoned in 

Landsberg; nothing whatever remained of the National Socialist Party. Everything had 

gone down before the treacherous guns on the Odeonsplatz. 

 

Ɂ ÚɯÍÖÙ ÔÌȮɂɯÊÖÕÊÓÜËÌÚɯ'ÌÙÙɯ!ÌÙÊÏÛÖÓËȮɯɁ(ɯÙÌÔÈÐÕÌËɯÖÕȮɯÔÖÙÌɯÖÙɯÓÌÚÚɯÐÕɯÏÐËÐÕÎȮɯ

in Munich until the following February (1924), when I managed to get away into 

Austria. I kept in touch with Hitler as best I could, and when I heard his sentence 

would gladly have giv en myself up for a chance of sharing it with him. But by his own 

wish I stuck where I was, in Austria, until such time as I might return without danger. 

(ɯÚÛÈàÌËɯÜÕÛÐÓɯƕƝƖƚɯÞÏÌÕɯ'ÐÕËÌÕÉÜÙÎɀÚɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÓɯÈÔÕÌÚÛàɯÍÖÙɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÖÍÍÌÕËÌÙÚɯÈÓÓÖÞÌËɯ

so many of us, Goering included, to retur n to Germany. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÖÜÛÓÖÖÒȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÞÈÚɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÔÐÚÌÙÈÉÓÌȭɯ.ÜÙɯÎÙÌÈÛɯ,ÖÝÌÔÌÕÛȮɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎȮɯ

ÞÈÚɯÚÜ××ÙÌÚÚÌËȮɯȿÝÌÙÉÖÛÌÕȭɀɯ3ÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÙÌÔÈÐÕÌËɯÞÈÚɯÍÐËÌÓÐÛàɯÐÕɯÔÈÕàɯÈɯÉÙÌÈÚÛɯ

to Hitler and his Idea. When the hour struck, months and months afterwards, f or the 

ÙÌÚÜÙÙÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÐËÌÈȮɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÓÓɯÙÌÈËàȱɂ 

 

Anton Drexler concludes the tale: 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɯÐÕÊÈÙÊÌÙÈÛÌËɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁÛÖɯÈÞÈÐÛɯÛÙÐÈÓɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÙÛÙÌÚÚɯÈÛɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎȮɯ

and I made a point of going to see him there at the earliest opportunity. I found h im 

sitting like a frozen thing at the barred window of his cell. 48 He seemed done, almost 

broken up over the deaths of those sixteen of our men on the Odeonsplatz. Everything 

seemed all to have been in vain, all our work and planning  and striving, and stin ting 

ÈÕËɯÚÊÙÈ×ÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÚÈÝÐÕÎȮɯÈÓÓɯÖÜÙɯÏÖ×ÌɯÈÕËɯÏÐÎÏɯÌÕËÌÈÝÖÜÙȵɯ(ɯËÐÚÊÖÝÌÙÌËɯÏÌɀËɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯ

ÈɯÏÜÕÎÌÙɯÚÛÙÐÒÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛȭɯ$ÝÌÙàɯÛÐÔÌɯ(ɯÞÌÕÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÕȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÎÖÛɯ

thinner and thinner, and weaker and whiter, every time. Over a fortnight he car ried 

on this hunger strike until it was hard to recognise him. The Medical Officer told me it 

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÓÈÚÛɯÔÜÊÏɯÓÖÕÎÌÙɯÐÍɯÍÈÛÈÓɯÙÌÚÜÓÛÚɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÛÖɯÌÕÚÜÌȭɯ(ÍɯÕÖɯÖÕÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯ×ÌÙÚÜÈËÌɯ

ÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÈɯËÙÖ×ɯÖÙɯÈɯÔÖÜÛÏÍÜÓɯÈÕàÏÖÞɯÏÌɀËɯÚÖÖÕɯÉÌɯpast saving. You can imagine 

 
48 An inscription stands over  ÛÏÌɯÌÕÛÙÈÕÊÌɯÖÍɯÐÛɯÛÖËÈàȮɯÙÌÊÖÙËÐÕÎɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙÚɀɯÐÕÊÈÙÊÌÙÈÛÐÖÕɯÏÌÙÌȭ 
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what that meant to us! I determined to do my utmost to make him call it off. I went 

back into his cell one day determined to succeed if I had to stop there all night. Lord! 

how I begged and prayed of him, and talked at him and reasoned with him! I saÐËɯÏÌɀËɯ

ÕÖɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÎÐÝÌɯÜ×ɯÈÓÓɯÍÖÙɯÓÖÚÛȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙɯÉÈËɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÚÌÌÔÌËȭɯ3ÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàɀËɯÓÖÖÒɯÛÖɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯ

ÚÛÈÙÛɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÜ×ɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÚÖÔÌËÈàȭɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÈÕàɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÐÖÕȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÜÛÛÌÙÓàɯÐÕɯ

despair. So I nearly fell into despair myself, but aÛɯÓÈÚÛɯ(ɯÚÈÐËɯÏÖÞɯÞÌɀËɯall rather die 

than try to go on without him. I meant it, too! Without Hitler and his Movement 

Germany was doomed. That seemed to rouse him, so I kept on. I said if all did seem 

to have gone for nothing so far that was no reason why ÞÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯàÌÛɯÛÖɯËÖɯÈÓÓ we 

could to save the country in her bitter need and humiliation. I talked for a solid two 

ÏÖÜÙÚȱɯ ÕàÞÈàȮɯ(ɯÞÖÕɯÏÐÔɯÙÖÜÕËɯÚÖÔÌÏÖÞȭ 

 

Ɂ%ÐÕÈÓÓàɯÏÌɯÉÙÖÒÌɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÚÛɯÈÕËɯÙÌÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÌËɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȭɯ'Ìɯ×ÐÊÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÎÖÛɯ

some solid food inside him again, and his old spirit reasserted itself. In fact three 

months afterwards he was brought back to Munich to stand his trial with 

Ludendorffand von Lossow and Seisser and the rest. Hitler was as full of force and 

ÙÌÚÖÓÜÛÐÖÕɯÈÚɯÌÝÌÙɯÏÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÓÐÍe. And he made one of the grandest speeches in 

"ÖÜÙÛɯÞÌɀËɯÌÝÌÙɯÏÌÈÙËɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÔɯàÌÛȭɂ 

 

Hitler was arrested at the country house of one of his friends. He allowed himself 

to be taken without resistance, and was at once sent on remand, awaiting trial, to the 

Prison-Fortress at Landsberg. 

 

The trial began on February 26th, 1924, and lasted for twenty-four days. It was 

held in the old Munich Infantry School in the Blutenburgstrasse. There is no need, per - 

haps, to tell the story at length again. It has often been told before. Hitler ma de a 

remarkable speech, lasting four and a half hours, in which he set out the aims and 

principles of his Movement, and in which he endeavoured to take entire responsibility 

for the events of November 8 the and 9th last upon his own shoulders. 

 

The Court w as, admittedly, much impressed. The trial was an affair into which 

none of the judges felt like putting much heart. Public sympathy was largely with the 

accused. Hitler and his nine companions were the heroes of the day! The State 

prosecutor had a thankless office. Herr von Kahr was universally execrated as the 

)ÜËÈÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÈÍÍÈÐÙȭɯ!ÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÒÌɯÖÍɯÚÈÝÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÔÌÕÛɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯ

#Ùȭɯ/ġÏÕÌÙɯȹ"ÏÐÌÍɯÖÍɯ/ÖÓÐÊÌȺȮɯ+ÐÌÜÛȭ-Colonel Kriebel, Commander of the Putsch troops, 

ÈÕËɯ #Ùȭɯ 6ÌÉÌÙȮɯ "ÖÔÔÈÕËÌÙɯ ÖÍɯ ÛÏÌɯ Ɂ.ÉÌÙÓÈÕËȮɂɯ ÞÌÙÌɯ ÚÌÕÛÌÕÊÌËɯ ÛÖɯ ÍÐÝÌɯ àÌÈÙÚɀɯ

ÐÔ×ÙÐÚÖÕÔÌÕÛɯÐÕɯÈɯÍÖÙÛÙÌÚÚȭɯ%ÐÝÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯɁÊÖÕÚ×ÐÙÈÛÖÙÚɂɯÙÌÊÌÐÝÌËɯÚÌÕÛÌÕÊÌÚɯÖÍɯÈɯàÌÈÙɯÈÕËɯ

three months, and three were immediately set at large. General Ludendorff was 

acquitted. 
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CHAPTER 10 

 

HITLER IN LANDSBERG:  

OBERWACHTMEISTER  '$,,1("'ɀ2ɯ23.18 
 

 

ome fifty miles  west of Munich lies the small Bavarian town of 

Landsberg-am-Lech. Its inhabitants number only a few thousand. It 

remains unspoilt to this day, one  of the most beautiful survivals of the 

Middle Ages in Germany. The houses have preserved their old-world charac ter. 

Modern times have failed to make any impression upon Landsberg: the little old town 

might have fallen asleep five hundred years ago, and never since waked up. 

 

It nestles in the little valley of the Lech, an alpine stream, hemmed in on either 

hand by steep densely wooded heights. A mediaeval wall still studded with its watch 

towers, big and small, wanders over one of the heights, surrounding the town. My 

way, however, led me across the stream. I came to the outskirts of Landsberg down by 

the river and as I crossed its old wooden bridge I paused to watch the babbling, 

foaming waters below, and then caught sight of a great conglomeration of grey -white 

buildings to be glimpsed through the trees on the heights before me. 

 

3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯɁ&ÌÍÈÕÎÌÕÌÕÈÕÚÛÈÓÛɯÜÕËɯ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎÚÏÈÍÛÈÕÚÛÈÓÛɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎȭɂ49 

 

The whole is an imposing place consisting of a number of separate buildings, all 

enclosed within the usual pri son wall. There may be gardens behind those walls, and 

even orchards; the situation may be park-like in its peace and verdant beauty; 

luxuriant creepers may even do their best to hide the prison walls - but the windows 

are all barred. Those within can scarcely take much pleasure in the prospect without, 

however fair it may be, for they are deprived o f the greatest boon in the world, their 

liberty!  

 

I came to the great nail-studded, iron -shod entrance gates, and pulled the bell. 

Whereupon a rattling of keys was to be heard, and steps on the pavement within. The 

door groaned on its hinges and opened. A warder in dark blue uniform with chain and 

keys at his belt, bade me enter. He had been advised of my coming, and showed me in 

without delay.  

 

We crossed a courtyard and entered the Administration Block where I was 

ÜÚÏÌÙÌËɯÐÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɀÚɯÖÍfice. This gentleman informed me that at the instance 

 
49 Ordinary prison and fortress for the detention of political prisoners.  

S  
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of the Bavarian Ministry of Justice I was to be given every facility to visit the 

Institution, and to see everything  I wanted. I requested that I might have as my guide 

Chief Warder Franz Hemmrich. This  officer had held a position here in Landsberg 

since 1920, and was, indeed, in charge of that portion of the fortress in which Adolf 

Hitler and his friends were confined after the events of that fateful November 9th, 1923. 

 

For a thumb-nail sketch of Herr Hemmrich - he is a man perhaps at the end of 

the thirties. The face and especially the eyes are full of alert activity and energy. One 

gets the impression of an officer who has put in a good many years of responsible and 

exacting service. He wears a blue uniform with epaulettes, and an official cap.  

 

Ɂ!ÌÍÖÙÌɯ(ɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÖÙàɯÖÍɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯËÌÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÏÌÙÌȮɂɯÏÌɯÛÌÓÓÚɯÔÌȮɯÈÚɯÞÌɯ

×ÙÌ×ÈÙÌɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÛÖÜÙɯÖÍɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎȮɯɁàÖÜɯought to know something of the place 

itself. It is, as you can see, fairly modern. It was built in 1909, and originally intended 

for none but ordinary convicts. It was planned to accommodate five hundred. Only 

since 1920 have we had political prisoners here - ØÜÐÛÌɯÈɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛɯÊÓÈÚÚȭɯ3ÏÌàɯËÖÕɀÛȮɯÖÍɯ

course, rank with criminals at all. We had  no special accommodation to allot to them, 

ÚÖɯÈɯÞÐÕÎɯÞÈÚɯÚÌÛɯÈ×ÈÙÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ×ÜÙ×ÖÚÌɯÈÕËɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎȭɀɯ(ÕɯƕƝƖƔɯ"ÖÜÕÛɯ ÙÊÖ-

Valley was sent here. He had been condemned to death for shooting the Bavarian 

Minister President Kurt Eisner, but his sentence was commuted to penal servitude for 

ÓÐÍÌȭɯ%ÖÙɯÈɯÓÖÕÎɯÛÐÔÌɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÔÈÕɯÞÌɯÏÈËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎȭɀɯ-ÖÞɯÈÕËɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÞÌɯ

got a student in over some duelling affair, but o nly for a very short stretch.  

 

Ɂ#ÜÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÜÕËÌÙɯËÌÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÏÌÙÌɯ- between his arrest and his 

trial, - the whole place was thoroughly remodelled in view of eventualities. The large 

generally unused rooms were converted into a series of cells, and quarters were 

arranged for the military warders. Preparations were made, and pre cautions taken, for 

the reception of a large number of political prisoners.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕȮɯÖÕɯ-ÖÝÌÔÉÌÙɯƕƕÛÏȮɯƕƝƖƗȮɯ(ɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÙÌÎÜÓÈÙɯÚÛÖÙÔɯÙÈÎÐÕÎȭɯ

The wind howled and shrieked round the place and tore at the barred windows. Rain 

dashed against the panes as if it would break them. At that time I had a room within 

ÛÏÌɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÕÐÎÏÛȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɀËɯÎÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÉÌËȭɯ ÓÓɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÚÈÝÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÍÍÓÌËɯÛÙÌÈËɯÖÍɯ

an officer going the rounds, or for the ticking when he clocked in.  

 

Ɂ ÓÓɯÖÍɯÈɯÚÜËËÌÕɯÈɯÉÌÓÓɯÙÈÕÎɯÛÏrough the corridor, and a moment or two later 

ÊÈÔÌɯÈɯÒÕÖÊÒÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÔàɯËÖÖÙȭɯȿ3ÏÌɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɯÞÈÕÛÚɯàÖÜȭɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÛɯÖÕÊÌȮɀɯÊÙÐÌËɯ

a voice without. I jumped into my clothe s with all the speed I could, and hurried to the 

office. Herr Oberregierungsrat Leybol d was chief at the time. 

 

Ɂȿ2ÌÌɯÏÌÙÌȮɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÚɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚɯÈÚɯÏÐÚɯÝÖÐÊÌȮɯȿ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÏÌÙÌɯ

ÛÖÕÐÎÏÛȭɯ'ÌɯÏÈÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÙÙÌÚÛÌËɯÈÛɯÓÈÚÛȮɯÈÕËɯÏÌɀÓÓɯÊÌÙÛÈÐÕÓà ÉÌɯÚÌÕÛɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÛÖɯÜÚȭɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯ

to be prepared for anything. His followers may make a ÕɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛɯÈÛɯÙÌÚÊÜÌɀ 
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Ɂ6ÏÐÓÌɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÚ×ÌÈÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÓÌ×ÏÖÕÌɯÙÈÕÎȮɯÈÕËɯÞÖÙËɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÈÛɯÈɯ

strong detachment of the local Reichswehr had been detailed to take over guard in the 

prison. I received the order to get ready a cell for Hitler in the fortress division. Now 

the only cell in the place which had an anteroom big enough for the military guard 

was already occupied by Count Arco -Valley. So I had to wake him up and t ransfer 

him elsewhere. I was still busy fixing things to rights for a new occu pant when the bell 

went which notified me from the gate that the prisoners had arrived.  

 

Ɂ(ɯÏÈÚÛÌÕÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÛÖɯÙÌÊÌÐÝÌɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÕËɯÚÖÖÕɯÔÌÛɯÈɯÚÛÙÈÕÎÌɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÎÙÖÜ×ɯÖÍɯÔÌÕɯ

coming throug h the halls with their shadows flickering and dancing in the darkness 

before them. First I recognised the Governor accompanied by the Superintendents of 

police, one of whom led a dog on the leash. Between these came Hitler, very upright, 

the Iron Cross on his breast. Over his shoulder was slung the grey trench-coat he had 

been wearing in the Odeonsplatz. His left arm hung in a sling. Bare headed, white and 

worn in the face, he marched thus to the place we had prepared. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɯÓÌÍÛɯÏÐÔ, on reaching the cell, and I stayed to give 

him a hand with his undressing. H e was just about all in. He refused bite or soup, but 

lay down on the cot. Whereupon I too went away after securely locking him in.  

 

The whole place was soon re-echoing to milita ry tread. The Reichswehr had 

arrived. Helmets and rifles glittered everywhere.  A detail was assigned as guard 

ÖÜÛÚÐËÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÊÌÓÓȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯÕÌßÛɯÛÖɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÓÖÛÛÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÙȭɯ.ÜÛÚÐËÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

yard machineguns had been mounted, and a supply of ammunition was brought up, 

and telephonic communication had been made with the ba rracks. You see, we had a 

case of High Treason to deal with. 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȭɯ ɯÎÙÌàɯËÈÞÕɯÊÈÔÌɯÈÛɯÓÖÕÎɯÓÌÕÎÛÏȭɯ!ÖÛÏɯÞÐÛÏÐÕɯÈÕËɯ

ÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎɀɯÐÛɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÓÐÒÌɯÈÕɯÈÙÔÌd camp. Everywhere rifles were stacked 

while the soldiers busied themselves boiling coffee. Presently, however, for the most 

part the soldiers were transferred to an upper floor within the building: only a small 

guard remained without.  

 

Ɂ ɯÍÌÞɯËÈàÚɯÞÌÕÛɯÉà and Hitler had to be taken in to the infirmary. He was in a 

bad way, generally, and the injury to his collarbone made no improvement. But he was 

allowed to receive visitors, and these came nearly every day - for the most part they 

were the members of his Party, and fellow - workers. They came to him for directions 

and advice at this low ebb of the tide! One of the greatest pleasures these visits afforded 

him was when a friend brought along his dog. The meeting on both sides was touching 

to behold. 
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The days ËÙÈÎÎÌËɯÉàȭɯ3ÏÌɯȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎɀɯÞÐÛÕÌÚÚÌËɯÈÕɯÌÝÌÙ-increasing influx of 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÈÕËɯÊÖÔÙÈËÌÚȮɯÖÕÌɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÖÍɯÞÏÖÔɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÙÙÌÚÛÌËɯÈÕËɯÚÌÕÛɯ

hither. Among others came Anton Drexler and Dietrich Eckart. The latter was 

discharged after about ten days on account of his health. He died later from heart 

failure, his death being expedited through his arrest and imprisonment.  

 

Ɂ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯÖÍɯ%ÌÉÙÜÈÙàɯƖƖÕËȮɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÈɯÕÜÔÉÌÙɯÖÍɯÓÖÙÙÐÌÚɯËÙÖÝÌɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

prison gate to convoy Hitler and his companions for trial in Munich.  

 

* * * * * 

 

Ɂ ÉÖÜÛɯÍÐÝÌɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯÖÕɯ ×Ùil 1st Hitler returned to Landsberg. A 

car drove up to the entrance. Out of the car stepped three men, Hitler himself, Lieut. -

Colonel Kriebel and Dr. Weber. Hitler looked more wretched than ever as he once 

more crossed the threshold of his well-known cell.  In the meantime it had been 

refurnished, and now looked a good deal more inviting than it had done previously 

on the night of November nth. His cell was No. 7. His neighbour in No. 8 was Li eut.-

Colonel Kriebel, and in No. 9, Dr. Weber. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÊÌÓÓɯÙÌÔÈÐÕÚɯÛÖËÈàɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÚɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌÕȭɯ8ÖÜɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÓÖÖÒɯÐÕÚÐËÌɂɯ"ÏÐÌÍɯ

Warder Hemmrich unlocks the door and swings it open. The furnishing consists of no 

more than a simple bed, a table, two chairs, a cupboard and a bedside table. A glimpse 

can be caught of the garden down below out of two high barred windows in the 

whitewashed wall.  

 

Ɂ-ÌßÛɯËÈàȮɂɯÏÌɯ×ÜÙÚÜÌÚȮɯɁÛÏÌɯÛÏÙÌÌɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕÌÙÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÖÕËÜÊÛÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÖÍÍÐÊÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯ

their particulars taken. When t hey returned to their cells they found a fourth 

unfortunate in the ir company. This was an ex-Reichswehr soldier, who for some crime 

or other had a short stretch to serve at Landsberg. He was earning some remission of 

sentence by making the mattresses for tÏÌɯÕÌÞɯÊÌÓÓÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎȭɀɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÍÌÓÛɯÚÖÙÙàɯ

for the poor chap, who seemed always hungry and never had any money, and made a 

point of sharing food with him properly destined for himself.  

 

Ɂ ɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÉÖÖÒɯÖÍɯÙÜÓÌÚɯÏÜÕÎɯÐÕɯÌÝÌÙàɯÊÌÓÓȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕÌÙÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÌxpected to study it 

meticulously. It mapped out their day for them ȭɯ+ÈÛÌÙɯ(ɀÓÓɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕɯÏÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯ

supposed to get through the time. Hitler and his friends put in a lot of reading. 

2ÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÛÈÒÌɯÈɯÛÜÙÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÙËÌÕȭɯ ×ÙÐÓɯƖƔÛÏɯÛÏÈÛɯàÌÈÙɯ- HitlerɀÚɯÛÏÐÙÛà-fifth 

birthday - fell just about Easter so that for the first time in its history a really festive 

sort of spirit held sway here. An incredible number of letters, telegrams and parcels 

arrived for our most important prisoner that morning. Visitor s thronged the gate. His 

cÌÓÓɯÞÈÚɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯÝÌÙÐÛÈÉÓÌɯÍÓÖÙÐÚÛɀÚɯÚÏÖ×ȭɯ'ÐÚɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÏÌÈ×ÌËɯÜ×ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÉÓÌɯ

ÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÈÐÙÚȭɯ3ÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÙÌÔÈÙÒÈÉÓÌɯËÌÔÖÕÚÛÙÈÛÐÖÕȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÛÏÌɯ
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slightest doubt but that it gave Hitler the greatest joy to realise how his followers were 

sticking to him through thick and thin.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÖÔÌÉÖËàɯÌÓÚÌɯÞÏÖɯÈ××ÙÌÊÐÈÛÌËɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÖÚÌɯ×ÈÊÒÈÎÌÚɯÖÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ- the 

Reichswehr man! Hitler turned over all the eatables to him which his friends had 

fondly imagined would be acceptable to himself. The soldier performed prodigies of 

valour in accounting for the lot.  

 

Ɂ!àɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÎÐÕÕÐÕÎɯÖÍɯ,ÈàɯÈɯÓÈÙÎÌɯÐÕÍÓÜßɯÖÍɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÛÚɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎȮɯ

and during June the number rose to thirty -ÛÞÖȭɯ3ÏÌɯȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎɀɯÞÈÚɯÊÙÖÞËÌËɯÖÜÛȮɯ

despite the fact that some of the cells now contained as many as four or even five 

prisoners altogether. We were obliged to take over quarters for the politicals in the 

ÖÙËÐÕÈÙàɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÐÚÖÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÊÖÔÔÜÕÐÊÈÛÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎɀɯ ÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÈɯ

corridor. Ever y new arrival was greeted,  naturally, with somewhat of an ovation. 

 ÔÖÕÎɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÕÌÞÊÖÔÌÙÚɯÞÈÚɯ1ÜËÖÓÍɯ'ÌÚÚȮɯÓÈÛÌÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ×ÙÐÝÈÛÌɯÚÌÊÙÌÛÈÙàȭ50 

 

Ɂ8ÖÜɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÖÜÙɯ!ÌÓÓɯ2ÊÈÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎɀȳɯ6ÌÓÓȮɯÛÏÌɯÛÞÖɯ

night warders went off duty, after clocking in, at six. Then all cell doors were opened 

and free communication for the day was established throughout the wing. At seven 

the convicts brought the Politicals their breakfast. This usually consisted of coffee and 

bread, or porridge, or some cereal. After that the prison ers went to the washroom. At 

eight the outer doors were opened on to the court and garden, when everybody rushed 

for the vaulting -horse, or the parallel bars - some gymnastic apparatus had been set 

up there - to get a bit of strenuous exercise. Some of them had a bout of boxing or did 

a bit of wrestling. All sorts of sports were provided for. Hitler would have gone in for 

some of them but for his injured arm. As it was he had to content himself with the job 

of referee. 

 

 
50 Rudolf Hess was born in 1894 at Alexandria in Egypt, and is the son of a German family living abroad. 

At the age of fourteen he was sent to Germany to a technical school, and at a later date he entered upon 

a business career. At the outbreak of war, he enlisted in one of the corps of volunteers, and served on 

the western front. In 1916 he was wounded before Verdun. He was afterwards sent to Romania, and in 

1917 became a leader of shock-troops in the Carpathians.  

Here he was wounded again on two separate occasions. From August 1918 to the end of the war, 

he served as an airman on the western front. 

On the occasion of the deliverance of Munich from the Communist r egime, he saw service with 

one of the corps of volunteers, and was wounded once again. 

As one of the first adherents of Hitler, he joined  in the struggle of the S.A., and was severely 

wounded at the battle in the  'ÖÍÉÙåÜÏÈÜÚȭɯ'ÌɯÔÈÙÊÏÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÖÕɯ-ÖÝÌÔÉÌÙɯƝÛÏȮɯƕƝƖƗȮɯÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯ

him was sent to the fortress of Landsberg. 

'ÌÙÌɯÏÌɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÊÖÕÍÐËÌÕÛÐÈÓɯÚÌÊÙÌÛÈÙàȮɯÈÕËɯÓÈÛÌÙɯÏÐÚɯɁ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓɯÙÌ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÈÛÐÝÌȮɂɯÐÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ

capacity he has continued up to the present day. 
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Ɂ ÍÛÌÙɯÈÉÖÜÛ an hour of this the pris oners had a turn in the garden. The garden 

is, as you see, somewhat long and narrow, hemmed in by the prison buildings on the 

one side and on the other by a twenty-foot wall. The other sides are contained by high 

wooden fences. Here, you see, is a notice bÖÈÙËȮɯȿ!ÖÜÕËÚȭɀɯ(ÍɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÖÝÌÙ-stepped these 

limits he was looked upon as attempting to escape. My window overlooked the garden 

and it was my job to keep an eye on our promenaders. You see that long gravel path 

that runs by the walÓȳɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÍÈÝÖurite walk, up and down, up and down. 

%ÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÚÛɯ×ÈÙÛɯ'ÌÚÚɯÞÈÚɯÏÐÚɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕÐÖÕȭɯ3ÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÐÛɯȿ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ/ÈÛÏɀɯ

Sometimes those who had formerly belonged to the Storm Troops would start singing 

party songs as they tramped along. At first we took  no notice, or at least we raised no 

objection to this, but when the convicts on their side took to yelling in unison and 

disturbed the peace of the whole neighbourhood, we put a stop to it.  

 

Ɂ ÛɯÛÌÕɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÐÕËÖÖÙÚɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÞith the gate locked behind. At eleven letters 

were given out. They had all been opened, in the office of course, and censored. If they 

ÊÖÕÛÈÐÕÌËɯ ÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯ ÞÏÐÊÏȮɯ ÐÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ &ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɀÚɯ ÑÜËÎÔÌÕÛȮɯ ÐÛɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÜÕÚÜÐÛÈÉÓÌɯ ÛÖɯ

communicate they could be withheld. Prisoners had to fetch their own pa rcels from 

the parcel room, and all had to be opened and unpacked in my presence. Very often 

(ɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÓÖÖÒɯÐÕÛÖɯÈÕàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÌÈÛÈÉÓÌÚɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÐÍɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÌÙÝÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÔÜÎÎÓÌɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯ

through. It was an interesting job, this parcels inspection, and gave quite an insight 

into the characters of the recipients. Lieut.-Colonel Kriebel, whom I got to know as a 

man of somewhat peremptory temper, had a way of wrenching off the wrappings of 

his parcels, quite characteristic of himself. He alwÈàÚɯËÐËɯÐÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ'Ìɀd whip off the 

ÚÛÖÜÛÌÚÛɯÚÛÙÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÖÕÌɯÑÌÙÒȭɯ#Ùȭɯ6ÌÉÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯÛÏÌɯÖ××ÖÚÐÛÌȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÜÕËÖɯÌÝÌÙàɯ

blessed knot with the utmost care and patience, no matter how long it took. Whenever 

a parcel turned up or Dr. Weber I knew what I was in for. I asked him once how he 

came to take such pains over a little thing like that. He looked up at me, adjusted his 

ÎÓÈÚÚÌÚɯÈÕËɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȯɯȿ6ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÉÖàɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯ×ÈÚÚÐÖÕÈÛÌɯÈÕËɯÐÔ×ÜÓÚÐÝÌɯÛÖɯÈɯËÌÎÙÌÌȭɯ,àɯ

father used to give me a rightful tangle of string  to undo, whenever I show ed this) 

×ÙÖ×ÌÕÚÐÛàȮɯÈÕËɯÚÖɯÍÖÙÊÌËɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÙÕɯ×ÈÛÐÌÕÊÌȭɀ 

 

Ɂ-ÖÞɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÏÌɯËÐËɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛÓàȭɯ(ÛɯËÌ×ÌÕËÌËɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÙÊÌÓɯÊÈÔÌɯÍÙÖÔɯ

a known or an unknown source. In the one case it might have contained sausage, and 

in the other, an infernal machine! I was always a bit uneasy about those stranger 

×ÈÙÊÌÓÚȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀËɯÓÖÖÒɯÛÏÌÔɯÖÝÌÙɯÝÌÙàɯÊÈÙÌÍÜÓÓàɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÏÌɯÊÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÐÕÎȭɯ6ÐÛÏɯ

ÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÖÙÛɯÏÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÖÖÒɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÕÌɯÖÍɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÙÌÚÐÚÛÈÕÊÌȮɯÐÍɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯÒÕÖÛÚɯÏÌɀËɯ

cut the string withou ÛɯÔÖÙÌɯÈËÖȰɯÐÍɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÍÌÞɯÏÌɀËɯÜÕËÖɯɀÌÔȭ 

 

Ɂ2ÏÖÙÛÓàɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÞÌÓÝÌɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÛÏÌàɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚ×ÙÌÈËɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÖÛÏɯÍÖÙɯËÐÕÕÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

ÊÖÔÔÖÕɯÙÖÖÔȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÊÓÖÛÏɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ×ÙÖ×ÌÙÓàɯÊÖÔÌɯÜÕËÌÙɯÖÙËÌÙÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÕÝÐÊÛÚɯ

instituted it and we made no demur. The y brought the meal  in one large vessel and 
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served it to the prisoners. As a rule the meal consisted of but one dish.51 Everyone 

waited for Hitler, each standing erect behind his own chair. When he Leader appeared 

ÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÊÙàɯÖÍɯȿÛÌÕÚÏÜÕȵɀɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÚÛÙÖËÌɯto the top of the table, and remained 

standing until every man in turn came forward with his table -seating. Then all sat 

down and fell to. There was seldom any talk of politics. As a rule Hitler himself chatted 

with his right and left -hand neighbours about such things as the theatre, or art, or even 

technical matters. He was quite an adept in mechanics, especially motor mechanics. 

He was always getting plans and specifications from motor works, new designs for 

the chassis, and sketched out a few himself. (I t is well known, of course, that he 

invented two jolly useful motor gadgets, and patented them. One was for a rearward 

reflector which would allow the car to travel backward; with facility; and the other 

was an adjustable lamp at the driving seat for readi ng route maps, etc. He made use 

of both these contrivances later when touring the country at night on his political 

ÊÈÔ×ÈÐÎÕÚȭȺɯ ÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÈÓɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÖÜÓËɯÎÐÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÐÎÕÈÓɯȿ,ÈÏÓáÌÐÛȮɀɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËɯ

by the rest, and then they would a ll sit about a bit smoking and chatting while the table 

was cleared Perhaps somebody would make him a little present of some fruit - always 

gratefully accepted by Hitler. After perhaps a quarter of an hour he would lay the plate 

aside and betake himself again to his room. 

 

Ɂ-Öw came the time for me to make the round of the Political cells to take their 

orders for any small commodities they might require, always on the understanding 

ÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɀËɯ×ÈàɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚȭɯ ÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈɯØÜÈÙÛÌÙɯÛÖɯÍÖÜÙɯÖÕÌɯÖÙɯÈÕÖÛÏer of the 

company wou ld brew tea or coffee on the oven in the common room and take the cups 

round to his companions. At a quarter to five I unlocked the courtyard gate again and 

all would flock into the open for the second airing of the day - where Hitler and Hess 

invariably b etook themselves to then particular beat. 

 

Ɂ ÛɯÚÐßɯÛÏÌàɯÙÌÛÜÙÕÌËɯÐÕËÖÖÙÚɯÍÖÙɯÚÜ××ÌÙɯ- a herring or a little sausage and salad, 

eaten in the cells. Each man was allowed to buy half a litre of beer or wine; a good 

many availed themselves of the privilege.  

 

ɁAfter this, at half -past six, came a second hour of sport or exercise in the open 

air once more, then the prisoners reassembled in the common room until nine when 

every one was expected to retreat to his own quarters. It was Lights Out at ten. 

Whereupon th e night officers coming on duty were greeted by many a resounding 

snore. 

 

Ɂ!ÌÍÖÙÌɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÛÖɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÖÞÕɯÖÊÊÜ×ÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÈÛɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎɯ(ɯÖÜÎÏÛɯ

to put in a word or two about his own particular friends, and how they carried on  here 

- Lieut. -Colonel Kriebel, for instance. Although like Hitler and the rest, he wore, for 

 
51 $ÐÕɯɁ$ÐÕÛÖ×Í-&ÌÙÐÊÏÛɂɯÍÖÙÌÚÏÈËÖÞÐÕÎȮɯ×ÌÙÏÈ×ÚȮɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÔÖÜÚɯÚÌÓÍ-denying ordinance of the Winter 

Relief Work in aid of the poor and needy.  
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the most part, native Bavarian costume, one could always detect the military man. But 

for all that he was a cheerful soul, and could appreciate a good bit of fun.  Dr. Weber 

was half-sportsman, half -savant. He had served with distinction in the War, and since 

then, had seen fighting as a volunteer in Upper Silesia. He was rather typically the man 

of culture and letters. He was particularly interested in astronomy. O nce, I remember, 

when an eclipse of the moon was on, he begged me to open the courtyard door. Hitler 

and Kriebel were with him: he gave them a wonderful account of the northern 

hemisphere. It was quite a privilege for me, too, to listen to him. He was a good sports 

instructor as well, and held regular courses in the gymnasium. On one occasion he 

arranged a sort of gymkhana, to which the whole staff was invited. Hess carried off 

most of the prizes. 

 

Ɂ'ÌÚÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÈɯÚÛÜËÌÕÛȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÐÔÔÌÙsed in his books. He 

had an energetic and purposeful character under an exterior as modest as it was 

unassuming. Then there was Emil Maurice, a watchmaker by trade, who helped Hitler 

in the beginning with his writing. Afterwards Hess took this on. In cell No. 2 lived 

Schneider, the amateur boxer. He put it up to the authorities to provide him with a 

punching ball, and got a sack of sand. A few of the other Politicals, mostly students, 

turned themselves into a band; one or two possessed a violin or a lute. The rest 

fashioned weird instruments for themselves out of tins nailed on to broom handles 

and made them do duty for bass and cello. 

 

Ɂ ɯÙÌÈÓɯÖÙÐÎÐÕÈÓɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÉÜËËÐÕÎɯÓÌÎÈÓɯÓÐÎÏÛɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ%ÖÉÒÌȭɯ ÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÏÌɯÚÌÙÐÖÜÚÓàɯ

did his best, somehow, to keep up his studies here, he was always getting bright ideas 

which interrupted their course. He founded a paper called #ÌÙɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎÌɯ$ÏÙÌÕÉĹÙÎÌÙ 

which circulated privately among the company and had a good deal of success. It was 

typed and hectographed, and consisted of two sections, one serious and the other 

comic. Hitler nearly always wrote the leading article for this production, and often 

contributed caricatures. The first part contained stories about the prisoners themselves 

and about us warders. The whole thing remained secret for a while, until someone 

wrote home about it, and the game was up. Because all letters were opened you know. 

But our literary aspirants got wind of the circumstance, and when I raided the editorial 

office, Cell No. 11, nothing was to be seen of the paper. Every copy had been burnt. 

 

Ɂ!ÌÚÐËÌÚɯÛÏÌɯÍÌÓÓÖÞÚɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÕÈÔÌËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯËÖáÌÕɯÔÖÙÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÙÖÞÕɯ

together here, so altogether I had a rather hectic time of it. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÊÈÔÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÕÈÔÌɯËÈàȮ52 June 17th. The night officers had scarcely gone 

off duty when I heard strains of music coming from above. I went up to investigate 

ÈÕËɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÕËɯÏÈËɯ×ÓÈÕÛÌËɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯËÖÖÙȮɯÈÕËɯÞÈÚɯÚÌÙÌÕÈËÐÕÎɯÏÐÔȮɯ

 
52 Not birthday, but baptism day, when th e name is bestowed. An observance confined to the Catholic 

parts of Germany. 
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if a serenade can be said to be played ÈÛɯÚÐßɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȭɯ ÕËȮɯÜ×ÖÕɯÔàɯ

ÞÖÙËȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÛɯÈÓl bad! 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÔÈÕàɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÚɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÌɯÚÛÖÙÌËɯÈÞÈàȮɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌȮɯÐÕɯÈɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯ

ditty box proper to cell No. 11.  

 

This grub box, or tuck chest, was confided to the care of the senior inmate of the 

cells, who divided the contents out equally every da y. In the evening they held a sort 

of do53 in the common room, when the band again distinguished itself. Hitler opened 

the proceedings with a speech. It was my job to patrol the room to take note that 

nothing transpired of a revolutionary character. But tod ay I can own up that both I and 

some of the other warders rather exceeded instructions on this occasion. We gathered 

round the door, all ears, alert for what he was saying about things that concerned our 

own interests. We were immensely struck by his speaking. He wound up with an 

ÌßÏÖÙÛÈÛÐÖÕȮɯȿ-ÜÕɯÌÙÚÛɯÙÌÊÏÛȵɯ2ÐÌÎɯ'ÌÐÓȵɀɯ ÕËɯÛÏÌàɯÉÙÖÒÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯÚÖÕÎȮɯȿ'ÈÒÌÕÒÙÌÜáɯÜÕËɯ

2ÛÈÏÓÏÌÓÔɀɯȹ'ÖÖÒÌËɯ"ÙÖÚÚɯÈÕËɯ2ÛÌÌÓɯ'ÌÓÔÌÛȺȭ 

 

ȿ'ÈÛɯÔÈÕɯÜÕÚɯÈÜËÐɯverraten, 

Trieb mit uns Schindluderei, 

Wir ÞÜŏÛÌÕ, was wir taten, 

 

Bleiben dem Vaterlande treu. 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ&ÌÐÚÛɯÐÔɯ'ÌÙáÌÕ 

*ÈÕÕɯÕÐÊÏÛɯÜÕÛÌÙÎÌÏɀÕȮ 

*ÈÕÕɯÕÐÊÏÛɯÜÕÛÌÙÎÌÏɀÕȮ 

Sturmabteilung Hitler, 

6ÐÙËɯÌÐÕÚÛɯÈÜÍÌÙÚÛÌÏɀÕȭɀ 

 

After which they wound up with a few more musical selections, lighter songs, 

and amusing perorations. 

 

Ɂ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÕÕÐÝÌÙÚÈÙà of the Versailles Treaty Hitler gave his followers a longer 

address, but, here again, we warders were on hand and got the benefit of listening to 

it from the neighbourhoo d of the door. And even outside, the sentries had left their 

posts to gather motionless under the windows and stare up at them, and try to catch 

the speech. 

 

Ɂ-ÖÛÞÐÛÏÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÌÍÍÖÙÛÚɯÛÖɯÒÌÌ×ɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÌÕËɯÜ×ȮɯÉÐÛɯÉàɯÉÐÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÕÖÛÖÕàɯ

of this existence began to wear down our Politicals. They were obliged to think up 

something fresh to do, so they hit upon volunteering for garden work. They got the 

 
53 Kameradschaftsabend. 
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necessary permission and all set to with a will, except Hitler and Hess, who by this 

time had regularly set tled down to the writing of a book - (ɀÓÓɯÙÌÛÜÙÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÈÛÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯ

were some horticultural experts among our body of gardeners, so they made no botch 

of their new -found work. They began by relaying the central path through the garden. 

They were supplied  with overalls, sun hats and the necessary implements and 

wheelbarrows. Lieut. -Colonel Kriebel, looking like a Brazilian coffee planter in his 

broad straw, acted as foreman of the works. As soon as a barrow was loaded with 

gravel, off they went with it at the gallop to the outer postern. I overlooked the whole 

business from my office windo w, and when this detail appeared I would come down, 

unlock the gate and accompany the column to the pit where the stuff was shot. This to 

and fro business went on all day: our procedure became mechanical even for the man 

on duty at the postern. The moment my head disappeared at the window, Kriebel took 

up his position in front and the whole outfit moved off.  

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÙÚɯÈÛɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎɯÏÈËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÜ×ÖÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÕË his friends as 

ÖÙËÐÕÈÙàɯȿ×ÙÐÚÖÕÌÙÚɀɯȹ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÖÙɯÖÛÏÌÙÞÐÚÌȺȮɯÐȭÌȭɯÔÌÕɯÚÌÕÛÌÕÊÌËɯÛÖɯpunitive detention. 

On the contrary we had esteemed them as upright men from the outset, and now when 

we had come to know them we realised how well -founded was this respect and even 

admiration. So that one day a queer thing happened. The guard at the gate opened to 

Kriebel and his crowd without noticing that I, for once, was not with them. The barrow 

went through, and with it six men regained their liberty! There was nothin g to prevent 

their getting clear away. But after a time as I shot a glance at the gardeners from my 

window, I noticed Kriebel was not to be seen. Worse than that - five others also were 

obviously missing!  

 

Ɂ(ɯÙÜÚÏÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÖÜÛÌÙɯÎÈÛÌȮɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÜÛÔÖÚÛɯÊÖÕÚÛÌÙnation of the warder there who 

instantly grasped what was afoot. Good God! Six men haËɯÌÚÊÈ×ÌËȱɯ(ɯÙÈÕÎɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯ

 ËÔÐÕÐÚÛÙÈÛÐÖÕɯ !ÓÖÊÒȮɯ ÎÖÛɯ ÖÕɯ ÛÖɯ ÛÏÌɯ &ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙȱɯ 6ÈÙËÌÙÚɯ ÞÌÙÌɯ ÐÔÔÌËÐÈÛÌÓàɯ

ÚÜÔÔÖÕÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÈÓÓɯ×ÈÙÛÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎÚȱɯÞÖÙËɯÍÓÌÞɯÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯlike 

ÓÐÎÏÛÕÐÕÎȱɯÈɯ×ÖÚÚÌɯÞÈÚɯËÌÚ×ÈÛÊÏÌËɯÐÕɯ×ÜÙÚÜÐÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÎÐÛÐÝÌÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÐÙÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÖf the 

town - and then I had a brain wave! 

 

Ɂ(ɯÚ×ÙÐÕÛÌËɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÈÝÌÓɯ×ÐÛɯÖÕÓàɯÛÖɯÌÕÊÖÜÕÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÚÐßɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÜ××ÖÚÌËɯ

runaways mildly returning with their ÌÔ×ÛàɯÉÈÙÙÖÞȭɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÜÎÎÌËɯɀÌÔȵ 

 

They could have made a pretty good getaway among our  hills by this time if that 

ÏÈËɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÎÈÔÌȭɯ!ÜÛȮɯÈÚɯ(ɯÚÈàȮɯÞÌɀËɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÜ×ÖÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯ

friends as honourable men, and this goes to prove it. It proves how right we were, too.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÐÔÌɯÛÏÌàɯ×ÜÛɯÜ×ɯÈɯÙÈÙÌɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯÍÜÕȭɯ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖw how the peasants 

ÏÌÙÌɯÊÈÙÙàɯÖÕɯÞÏÌÕɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÝÐÓÓÈÎÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÔÌÌÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÈ××ÙÖÝÈÓɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

rest? A dozen of them get together in the evening, disguise themselves so that they 

ÊÈÕɀÛɯÌÈÚÐÓàɯÉÌɯÙÌÊÖÎÕÐÚÌËȮɯÈÙÔɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ×ÐÛÊÏÍÖÙÒÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÙÌÚhing flails and 
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things of that sort, and betake themselves to the dwelling of the culprit. There they 

kick up such a din he is obliged at last to come out and confront them. Then the spokes- 

man ups and gives it to him straight, and lets him know what his neighbours think of 

ÏÐÔȮɯÈÕËɯÛÌÓÓÚɯÏÐÔɯÑÖÓÓàɯÞÌÓÓɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÖÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÛÜÙÌɯÐÍɯÏÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÏÐÚɯÙÖÖÍɯÉÜÙÕÛɯ

over his head. Sometimes, even, the churl will forestÈÓÓɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÊÖÔÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȮɯÈÚÒɯÍÖÙɯ

it, and get it over. 54 

 

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÖÜÙɯ/ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓÚɯÈÙÙÈÕÎÌËɯÛÖɯ×lay this game on Hitler. They smeared their 

faces with oven rust, and black, and what not, enveloped themselves in the bed- sheets, 

and armed themselves with pokerÚɯÈÕËɯÉÙÖÖÔÚȭɯ.ÜÛÚÐËÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯËÖÖÙɯÛÏÌàɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ

row and one of them banged on it with hi s fists. Hitler opened it, amazed and non-

comprehending at first - and then waked to rich enjoyment of the joke.  

 

Ɂȿ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɀɯËÌÔÈÕËÌËɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌȮɯȿÞÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜȳɀ 

 

Ɂȿ6ÏàȮɯÏÌÙÌȵɀɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËɯÏÌȮɯÓÈÜÎÏÐÕÎȭ 

 

Ɂȿ ÓÓɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɯÛÏÌÕȵɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯÐÛɯÖÜÛɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜȮɀɯÈÕËɯÛÜÙÕÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯ

ÚÜ××ÖÙÛÌÙÚȮɯȿÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈÓÓɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÉÖàÚȳɀɯÊÙÐÌËɯÛÏÌɯÈÊÊÜÚÌÙȭ 

 

Ɂ6ÐÛÏɯÈÕɯÐÔÔÌÕÚÌɯÍÓÖÜÙÐÚÏÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕÚɯÛÏÌàɯàÌÓÓÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌȮɯÐÕɯÊÏÖÙÜÚȭ 

 

Ɂȿ5ÌÙàɯÞÌÓÓȮɀɯ×ÜÙÚÜÌËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÓÌÈËÌÙȮɯȿÓÌÛɀÚɯ×ÜÛɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÐÛȭɀɯ6ÏÌÙÌÜ×ÖÕɯÏÌɯ

proceeded to a laughable parody of the charges against Hitler at the recent trial, and 

to the most comical and pointed witticisms at the expense of men like Kahr, Lossow, 

and Seisser who had played such a sorry part in the events leading up to that crisis. 

The whole thing, of course, was richly interlarded with nicknames and broad Bavarian 

×ÙÖÝÐÕÊÐÈÓÐÚÔÚȭɯ(ÛɯÌÕËÌËɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕɯÈ××ÌÈÓɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯȿ'ÈÉÌÙÌÙȮɀɯȿ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈÎÙÌÌËȳɀ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌȮɯÛÏÌy asseverated, one and all. 

 

Ɂ6ÏÌÙÌÜ×ÖÕɯÚÌÕÛÌÕÊÌɯÔÜÚÛɯÉÌɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯÖÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȭ 

 

Ɂ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÐÕÚtantly expelled from Landsberg, and condemned to tour 

Germany in his motor -car and drive the Reds to the devil. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ ÈÚÚÌÔÉÓÌËɯ 'ÈÉÌÙÌÙɯ ÓÖÜËÓàɯ È××ÓÈÜËÌËɯ ÞÐÛÏɯfresh brandishings and 

flourishings, and at length withdrew, highly satisfied with the performance , while 

Hitler laughing still, but shaking his head, went back to his interrupted work.  

 

 
54 3ÏÐÚɯÊÜÚÛÖÔɯÐÚɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯɁ'ÈÉÌÙÍÌÓË-3ÙÌÐÉÌÕȭɂ 
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Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÖÛÏɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÈÕËɯÍÖÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯPoliticals 

managed somehow or other to get some fun out of life here, otherwise, it would have 

gone baËÓàɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯËÈÕÎÌÙɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÕÖÛÖÕàɯÖÍɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯØÜÐÛÌɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯ

of it in my time, I can tell you. Queer things happen.  

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÐÍɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎ to talk about Hitler himself more particularly all I can say is 

that he exercised an influence all his own on everyone, big and little, in the place. He 

was always an early riser, long before he came here, and was ready dressed by the 

ÛÐÔÌɯÖÜÙɯȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎɀɯËay began. He took a good deal of care of his teeth and mouth. That 

came of his having been gassed in the war. 

 

Ɂ ÍÛÌÙɯÉÙÌÈÒÍÈÚÛɯ- ÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÌɯÛÖÖÒɯÐÕɯÊÖÔÔÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÔÖÚÛɯÛÐÔÌÚɯÏÌɀËɯ

talk a bit about art or music - anything but politics - ÏÌɀËɯÙÌÛÙÌat into his room (which 

had been put to rights meantime by men from the convict side), and plunge hims elf 

four hours in study. He gathered quite a library about him of the books sent him by 

friends and followers and admirers outside. They were political bo oks, and scientific 

books, and what they call belles lettres. He had a lot about his two prime favouri tes and 

heroes - and their pictures - Wagner and Frederick the Great. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÙÛàÈÙËɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÙËÌÕȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÞÈÓÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÈÕËɯ

look ÖÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÎàÔÕÈÚÛÐÊÚȭɯ5ÌÙàɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÏÌɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÉÖÖÒɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÕËȮɯÈÕËɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÐÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

reading. He formed his own particular circle, and was the life and soul of it himself. 

Very often the morning was all taken up by visitors, especially on his first coming he re. 

(ɀÓÓɯÊÖÔÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔɯÓÈÛÌÙɯÖÕȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÈÓÓɯÛÖÖÒɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÔÐËËÈàɯÔÌÈÓɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȮɯÖÜÙɯ/ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓÚȮɯ

and then Hitler would spend the afternoon trying to cope with his enormous 

ÊÖÙÙÌÚ×ÖÕËÌÕÊÌȮɯÖÙɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÉÖÖÒÚȭɯ(ÕɯÛÏÌɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎɯÏÌɀËɯÉÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÈÙËÌÕɯÈÎÈÐÕ 

or doing the referee for them at games. But by special permission Hitler was allowed 

a light at night  Ü×ɯÛÖɯÛÞÌÓÝÌɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒȮɯÛÞÖɯÏÖÜÙÚɯÉÌàÖÕËɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÈÊÊÖÙËÌËɯÛÖɯÌÝÌÙàÉÖËàɯ

else. He never failed to avail himself of the privilege.  

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÍÐÕÌɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓÐÛy, in which no trace of personal vanity was to be detected, 

made an impression on all around him. He h ad a remarkable love of order and 

neatness. He possessed an unquenchable spring of energy within, which, despite his 

accustomed urbanity, flashed in his eyes whenever a decision had to be made. It stands 

to reason that when a number of men are penned up together in narrow quarters, 

against any choice of their own, men, moreover, convinced of the Tightness of their 

actions, the exactions of prison regulations should give rise to endless exacerbations of 

temper, and necessary clashes with authority. That this was not the case here when we 

ÏÈËɯÛÏÌɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÛÚɯÐÕɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎɯÞÈÚɯËÜÌɯÞÏÖÓÓàɯÛÖɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÖÝÌÙ-ruling 

influence, and to his sense of soldierly discipline. 

 

Ɂ(ÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÉÖÙÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯËÌÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÈÚɯÞÌÓÓɯÈÚɯÏÌɯËÐËȮɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÛÏÌàɯÓÌÈÙÕÛɯÍÙÖÔɯ

him th at the Cause for which they stood was well worth what they had to go through 
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in pursuit of it. The uniform politeness with which he treated everyone here,  from the 

Governor to the man who cleaned his cell, excited universal appreciation. He knew, 

too, what  sort of a job we warders had, and understood it. For instance, when one or 

another of the prisoners would put in for some favour or privilege which I did ÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯ

ÔàɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÎÙÈÕÛȮɯ(ɀËɯÈÚÒɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÛÖɯÔàɯÙÖÖÔɯÈÕËɯ×ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȭɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÔàɯËÜÛàɯÛÖɯ

perform,  however personally distasteful it might be now and again, and would he 

×ÓÌÈÚÌɯÊÈÓÓɯÏÐÚɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɀɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÊÛȳɯ3ÏÐÚȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÞÈÚ 

forbidden: I simply had no option but to see that the rules were kept. Hitler merely 

ÙÌÛÜÙÕÌËȮɯȿ0ÜÐÛÌ ÚÖȮɯ'ÌÙÙɯ6ÈÊÏÛÔÌÐÚÛÌÙȰɯ(ɀÓÓɯÚÌÌɯÛÖɯÐÛȭɀɯ ÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

matter. His word simply went with our Politicals, even under the cloud of the present  

circumstances. 

 

Ɂ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÌÕÛÐÙÌÓàɯÜÕÈÚÚÜÔÐÕÎȮɯÈÕËɯÏÈËɯÍÌÞɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓɯÙÌØÜÐÙÌÔÌÕÛÚȭɯ'ÌɯÛÖÖÒɯÈɯÙÌÈÓɯ

pleasure in all those things people contrived to do to show him their loyalty and 

sympathy. He gave away the contents of parcels sent to him, and always contrived, if 

possible, to have something on hand for the children of anyone who came to see him. 

He bore himself in just that comradely way to his followers which takes no account of 

difference in position or up - bringing, and found full opportunity during their  

common imprisonment to draw closer the ties which knit them to him. He was always 

at their command to  be of help or service. As a rule he was singularly cheerful, and 

did his best to make their evenings in the common room go with a swing. He even got 

Hess to make out a list of their birthdays, so that whenever one of these came round, 

the individual in qu estion would be specially invited to coffee with him in his room, 

ÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÚÐÛɯÈÕËɯÛÈÓÒȮɯÈÕËɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀËɯËÐÚÏɯÜ×ɯÚÖÔÌɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛɯÖÙɯÖÛÏÌÙȭ 

 

Ɂ2ÛÖÙÔàɯÞÌÈÛÏÌÙȮɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯÔÈËÌɯÈɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÊÌɯÛÖɯÌÝÌÙàÉÖËàɀÚɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÚȭɯ6ÏÌÕɯÐÛɯ

poured and howled outside, it gener ally fell pretty dull and quiet within. Then it was 

Hitler grew a trifle thoughtful and anxious. So he did, too, when bad news came. It 

knocked him pretty  hard to realise how things had gone to bits in the Party since his 

imprisonment - years of labour and endeavour, and struggle, and hopes all gone for 

nothing! There were rows and splits in the groups of National Socialists, who still hung 

together somehow; the leaderless Movement seemed destined to peter right out. At 

first he tried, even from here, to keep things going, and to direct the Party as before, 

but when he found that his instructions were so apt to get themselves misunderstood 

or misapplied, and  often, indeed, failed to reach their destination in the form they had 

left his hand, he gave up the vain attempt, and withdrew himself altogether from 

politics. He devoted all his energies to the book. 

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÛÖɯÞÙÐÛÌɯMein Kampf. All d ay long and late into the 

night one could hear the typewriter going in his room, and his voice dictati ng to Hess. 

As he finished one section of the book after another he would read it aloud to the others 

in their evening assemblies. This formed an enormous interest in their lives. They 

already knew that Hitler could speak: now they were to appraise his wri ÛÐÕÎȭɂ 
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* * * * * 

 

It may be permitted to digress for a moment, in order to enter a note or two on 

Mein Kampf. 

 

This book should have for all students of human psycho- logy a quite peculiar 

interest considering the personality of the man who wrote it, and the circumstances to 

which it owed its inception and under which it was written. Mein Kampf is a human 

document, if it is neither precisely hi story nor precisely literature. It has been cruelly 

criticised. Quite the most bitter things that could have been said about it have come 

from the side of literary rather than of political criticism. To that extent they are 

negligible and beside any real pÖÐÕÛȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÔÐÕËɯÛÌÌÔÌËɯÐÕɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎȮɯÈÚɯÐÛɯÏÈÚɯ

teemed since, with a multitude of urgent ideas. It must have be en of immense mental 

service to him to set them down, with the aid of the enthusiastic and devoted Hess, 

and reduce them to the order and the cogency of ink! 

 

This book, it should be remembered, was addressed to the adherents of the 

original German Workmen ɀÚɯ/ÈÙÛàȮɯÈÕËɯÐÕɯÕÖɯÞÈàɯÈ××ÌÈÓÌËɯÛÖɯÖ××ÖÕÌÕÛÚɯÈÛɯÏÖÔÌɯÖÙɯ

to foreigners abroad. 

 

Since the beginning of 1933 when President von Hindenburg, as a last resort, and 

faced otherwise with political and economic chaos, appointed Adolf Hitler to the 

German Chancellorship, the Landsberg writings of the erstwhile prisoner have been 

the most widÌÓàɯÙÌÈËɯ ÞÖÙÒɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏÖÜÛɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàȭɯ 'ÈËɯ ÐÛɯ ÕÖÛɯ ÉÌÌÕɯ ÍÖÙɯ 'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ

spectacular political success, Mein Kampf might have had no more and no less of a 

public at home than any other lÐÛÌÙÈÙàɯÌÍÍÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÙÛȭɯ'ÈËɯÐÛɯÕÖÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÍÖÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ

appointment to the Germ an Chancellorship in the January of 1933 it is quite unlikely 

that the book would have attracted widespread attention in England.  

 

In this country an idea seems to have gained ground that every German is obliged 

ÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÚÛÖÓɀÚɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÜàɯÈɯÊÖ×àɯÖÍɯMein Kampf. Under such circumstances, of course, 

it was bound to be a redoubtable best seller! As a matter of fact, it owes its ubiquity to 

no such means. The Chancellor, however, derives a large proportion of his personal 

income from its sale. He has no other private resources. His official salary is wholly 

diverted for the relief of poverty and unemployment.  

 

The interest of Mein Kampf is not identical in England with the interest it has for 

those to whom it is addressed, and whose lives now are very definitel y set to run upon 

the lines laid down in it. The interest of the book for the English reader is something 

different. Whether he reads the work (it consists of two hefty volumes , running into 

nearly eight hundred pages of close print), in German or in Engli sh, the first 

astonishing thing about it is its amazing vigour and originality.  
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From this book, written as it was in 1924-25, might be inferred or foreseen, the 

decisive drive  and force of National Socialism once it attained to power. The book was 

written  so many years ago, but everything in its pages - with few acknowledged 

exceptions - holds fast as granite today now that it has won. The book was written 

when few perhaps, except its author himself, would really have dared to promise that 

such victories as those recorded in the German plebiscites held since 1933, would ever 

really happen. The victory of National Socialism could have been won without the 

book. 

 

The writer himsel f sets infinitely less store by the pen than by the spoken word. 

He relied upon it to that end far less than he relied upon his voice. But for those in 

England, cold to the personal magnetism of the energising German Chancellor, the 

book is the only key to the riddle of his dominance and power.  

 

To read Mein Kampf merely to extract fr om it the story of Adolf Hitler and the rise 

of his Movement, is to waive entirely its main content and import. Mein Kampf 

concerns itself least of all with autobiography. It i s an immense piece of work, of 

political, historical, philosophical, psychologic al, ethnographical, destructive and 

ÙÌÊÖÕÚÛÙÜÊÛÐÝÌɯÚÐÎÕÐÍÐÊÈÕÊÌɯÍÖÙɯÌÝÌÙàɯÈÚ×ÌÊÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔɯÖÍɯÈÕɯÌÕÛÐÙÌɯÕÈÛÐÖÕɀÚɯ

rehabilitation.  

 

The great bulk of all this is beyond the purview of the everyday English reader. 

Whole tracts of it here and there, of course, bearing upon this, that or the other 

particular subject - the ethics of twentieth -century art for instance, or the sterilisation 

of the unfit - are of special interest to any thinking educated man or woman of 

whatever country; but for the most part Mein Kampf is only for the German national 

and the highly initiate. Again, merely to extract the narrative of the National Socialist 

Party would be a piece of superfluous journa lism were it not to bring out something 

of the mentality of one of the most remarkable men of our time.  

 

Adolf Hitler appealed, in fostering his Movement, not to the self -interest of his 

possible followers but to their self -sacrifice. Those who believed in the Party must be 

willing to give their all for it - for Germany - their time, strength, money, their blood 

and life itself. He was asking for nothing more than he was fully prepared to give 

himself.  

 

The National Socialist must be convinced, enthusiastic, energetic: he must be 

ready and eager to do his utmost without any necessary wage or return. He must be 

fanatic for the unity which means strength.  

 

Hitler to this day is, himself, celibate: devoted to one sole aim and end in life. He 

is ascetic, disciplined; a vegetarian and a teetotaller. His personal existence is simple. 
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He owns but one unpretentious private house in Berchtesgaden. He sees no point at 

all in spending public money on official banquets and receptions and on the social 

amenities of his great position. Something of this passionate self-immolation to a 

selfless idea emanates from the pages of his book. To appreciate the power of this man 

to electrify audiences, to vitalise inertia or despair, to direct enthusiasm, to mould the 

inchoate, to unify the dispersed and antagonistic, to trample down obstruction, and 

ruthlessly  to crush all that might jeopardise his herculean enterprise, one must read 

Mein Kampf. It is all there. The drive, the force, the originality, the fearlessness, the will 

to fr ightfulness. 

 

Every development of National Socialist power which has been witnessed by a 

world agape since March, 1933, is the logical outcome of plans laid down long before 

the book was written but which enshrines their inception and their logic.  

 

* * * * * 

 

 

3ÖɯÙÌÝÌÙÛɯÛÖɯ'ÌÙÙɯ6ÈÊÏÛÔÌÐÚÛÌÙɀÚɯÚÛÖÙàȯ 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÞÙÐÛÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÖÖÒɯÐÕɯÊÖÔÍÖÙÛȮɂɯÏÌɯÈÚÚÜÙÌËɯÔÌȭɯɁ ɯÊÌÓÓɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

ȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎɀɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÏÈÙËÓàɯÈɯÚÛÜËàȵɯ6ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÈÐÕɯÊÈÔÌɯËÖÞÕɯÌßÛÙÈɯÏÌÈÝÐÓàɯÐÛɯ×ÖÜÙÌËɯ

in at the badly fitting window and slopped ab ÖÜÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÖÙȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÙÖÖÔɯ

like a regular lake for wat er. He came to me about it once and together we collected 

rags and pails and returned to mop it up. He shouted with laughter to discover the 

prison cat perched on top of a stool in the middle of the mess and puddle and licking 

at it after her own finnicky fashion. 

 

Ɂ Úɯ(ɀÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÛÖÓËȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÈËɯÓÖÛÚɯÖÍɯÝÐÚÐÛÖÙÚȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÊÈÔÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÈÓÓɯÖÝÌÙɯ

Germany, even from the remotest corners of the country, travelling by motor or by 

train, many of them  trudging it on foot. Every age, every profession, every condition 

was represented among them. The broad-shouldered, hardy peasant came to 

Landsberg together with the well -clad city man; University professors, workmen, 

clericals, nobles and small craftsmen, everyday citizens, artists, journalists, the most 

diverse and varied and all -embracing crowd of visitors you can imagine, and all 

wanted to see and speak with Hitler. Once even a pair of young Hitler followers came 

all the way on foot, arriving in rags, from remotest East Prussia. 

 

Ɂ/ÙÐÚÖÕÌÙÚȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÞÌÙÌɯÖÕÓàɯÈÓÓÖÞÌËɯÖne hour a day for visitors, and the 

minutes of that hour were strictly allotted. Twenty to thirty minutes might be spent on 

ȿÕÌßÛɯÖÍɯÒÐÕɀɯÈÕËɯÐÕÛÐÔÈÛÌÓàɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÔÈÛÛÌÙÚȰɯȿÍÙÐÌÕËÚɀɯÔÌÙÌÓàɯÎot fifteen or twenty 

ÔÐÕÜÛÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯȿÈÊØÜÈÐÕÛÈÕÊÌÚɀɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÓÓàɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÉÌ content with five or ten. Every visitor 

had to report himself to the authorities and submit to interrogation as to whether he 

was bringing in anything forbidden, weapons or news, or trai torous printed matter. 
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With bureaucratic thoroughness his own particu lars were meticulously noted. Every 

ÝÐÚÐÛȮɯÕÈÛÜÙÈÓÓàȮɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯȿÛÈÒÌÕɀɯÉàɯÈÕɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÙɯÞÏÖɯÞÈÚɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÛÐÔÌȭɯ(ɯÜÚÌËɯ

ÛÖɯȿÛÈÒÌɀɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÝÐÚÐÛÚȮɯÐÕɯÈɯÙÖÖÔɯÚÌÛɯÈ×ÈÙÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ×ÜÙ×ÖÚÌ. 

 

Ɂ,ÈÕàɯÞÖÔÌÕȮɯÛÖÖȮɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈÛɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎȭɯ'ÌɯÛÙÌÈÛÌËɯÛÏÌÔ with 

uniform courtesy, but I was never able to remark that any single one excited his interest 

to a particular degree. 

 

Ɂ(Õɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÊÖÜÙÚÌɯ ÖÍɯ ÚÖɯ ÔÈÕàɯ ÉÜÛɯ ÚÖɯ ÉÙÐÌÍɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞÚɯ 'ÐÛÓÌÙɯ ËÌÝÌÓÖ×ÌË an 

extraordinary terseness and fluidity of expression. It often went  severely against the 

grain to me to bring these to a close. The moment, however, I made a sign that time 

was up, Hitler broke off, and withdrew. I often regretted the necessity; duty her e came 

sharply in conflict with personal inclination. It was really a  wonderful experience to 

listen to Hitler in Û÷ÛÌ-ã-Û÷ÛÌ ÊÖÕÝÌÙÚÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÞÏÖÚÌɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓÐÛàɯÞÈÚɯ

ÚÖɯÖÝÌÙÞÏÌÓÔÐÕÎȭɯ ÚɯÈɯÙÜÓÌɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯȿÛÈÒÌɀɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÝÐÚÐÛÚȮɯ(ɯÔÈËe a point of 

ÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÈɯ×È×ÌÙɯÖÕɯÏÈÕËȮɯÐÕɯÞÏÐÊÏȮɯÍÖÙɯÈ××ÌÈÙÈÕÊÌɀÚɯÚÈÒÌȮ I could appear to immerse 

myself. Very often, though, I just used it to screen the intense interest I myself was 

ÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÕÝÌÙÚÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÞÈàɯÖÍɯ×ÜÛÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÔÌÙÌɯtalking: he 

made you feel the point come right home: you yourself exp erienced every word. He 

put fresh heart into people. Many came to him in the last stages of discouragement 

and doubt about the prospects of National Socialism, but they went away filled w ith 

ÊÖÕÍÐËÌÕÊÌɯÈÕËɯÝÐÎÖÜÙȭɯ.ÕÊÌɯÏÌɀËɯÎÖÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÉÓÈÊÒɯÏÖÜÙȮɯÏÌÙe at Landsberg, 

Hilter seemed filled with the fresh energy and purpose that comes from invincible 

confidence. He was only abiding his hour to begin the fight all over again - seen 

perhaps, now, from a slightly different angle, - and he managed to infuse the same 

spirit into every discomfited Faintheart who sought his support and advice.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯÚÜÔÔÌÙɯÞÖÙÌɯÖÕɯÛÖɯÐÛÚɯÊÓÖÚÌȭɯ ÜÛÜÔÕɯÞÈÚɯÈÛɯÏÈÕËȭɯ ÕËɯÐÕɯÈÜÛÜÔÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯ

and his friends were to be set at liberty. 55 By October 1st he would have done six 

months. Early in September the following Report upon him was submitted to the legal 

authorities in Munich, with a view to his early release.  

 

Ɂȿ3ÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÖÍÍÌÕËÌÙɯ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÊÖÕÚÐÎÕÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ%ortress of Landsberg 

on April 1st, 1924. Up to the present date he has served five and a half months. By the 

ƕÚÛɯÖÍɯ.ÊÛÖÉÌÙɯÏÌɯÞÐÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÌß×ÐÈÛÌËɯÏÐÚɯÖÍÍÌÕÊÌɯÉàɯÛÌÕɯÈÕËɯÈɯÏÈÓÍɯÔÖÕÛÏÚɀɯËÌÛÌÕÛÐÖÕȭ 

 

Ɂȿ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÈÚɯÚÏÖÞÕɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÞÌÓÓ-conducted man, not only in his own 

person, but also with reference to his fellow -prisoners, among whom he has preserved 

good discipline. He is amenable, unassuming and agreeable. He has never made 

complaints. He has conducted himself in a uniformly quiet and reasonable manner , 

 
55 'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÌÕÛÌÕÊÌËɯÛÖɯÍÐÝÌɯàÌÈÙÚɀɯÐÔ×ÙÐÚÖÕÔÌÕÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÜÙÛɯÌßÌÙÊÐÚÌËɯÐÛÚɯ×ÙÌÙÖÎÈÛÐÝÌɯÈÕËɯ

enjoined that six months only should be served.  
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and has put up with the deprivations and restrictions of imp risonment very well. He 

evinces no personal vanity and has been satisfied with the care and attention received 

here. He neither smokes nor drinks. He has exercised a helpful authority over his 

fellow - prisoners. As a man unused at any time to personal indulgence he has borne 

the conditions of life in prison better than married men. He received the visits of 

women friends and followers without particular enthusiasm, and seldom expanded 

about polit ical matters to this type of visitor. He has been uniformly ag reeable, and of 

no trouble at all, to the warders and officials here. At the beginning he received a great 

number of visits, but latterly has discouraged them and withdrawn himself from 

politica l discussion. He now writes but few letters. These for the most part are merely 

ÈÊÒÕÖÞÓÌËÎÔÌÕÛÚȭɯ'ÌɯÐÚɯÌÕÛÐÙÌÓàɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÜ×ɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÉÖÖÒȱɯ'ÌɯÏÖ×ÌÚɯÐÛɯ

may run into a good many editions and so enable him to defray expenses incurred at 

the time of the trial.  

 

Ɂȿ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÐÓÓȮɯËÖÜÉÛÓÌÚÚȮɯÙÌÛÜÙÕɯÛÖɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÓÐfe. He proposes to refound and 

reanimate his Movement. But for the future he proposes not to run counter to 

authority, but to make use of all possible permissible means, short of a second bid for 

power, to attain his ends. 

 

Ɂȿ#ÜÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÍÌÞɯÔÖÕÛÏÚɯÏÌɯhas become much more mature and calmer. He 

entertains no revengeful purposes and is no longer filled with recriminating 

reflections. He has no intention to incite strife against the Government; he is fully 

persuaded that a country without internal order an d firm government cannot carry 

on. 

 

Ɂȿ ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÐÚɯÜÕËÖÜÉÛÌËÓàɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÖÍɯÔÈÕà- sided intelligence, particularly 

political intelligence, with an unusual power of will, and direct methods of tho ught. 

 

Ɂȿ3ÈÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÈÉÖÝÌɯÍÈÊÛÚɯÐÕÛÖɯÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÈÛÐÖÕɯ(ɯÝÌÕÛÜÙÌɯÛo submit that Hitler should 

ÙÌÊÌÐÝÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÕÌÍÐÛɯÖÍɯÈÕɯÌÈÙÓàɯÙÌÓÌÈÚÌȱɯ(ÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÝÌÙàɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÓÓàɯÈÕÛÐÊÐ×ÈÛÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯ

'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÚÌÛɯÈÛɯÓÐÉÌÙÛàɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÖÍɯ.ÊÛÖÉÌÙɯÕÌßÛȭɀɂ 

 

In consequence of this Report, signed by Oberregierungsrat Leybold, our 

prisoner, as a matter of fact, was to have been released on October 1st. But objections, 

possibly inspired by personal dislike, were raised to the leniency, and Hitler had yet 

another month to drag o ut here. 

 

The first anniversary came round of the disaster on the Odeonsplatz before the 

Feldherrnhalle in Munich, November 9th. The day was one of very special import and 

gravity for our Politicals. They gathered in the evening in the common room and Hitl er 

spoke, with deep emotion of the events of a year ago. He charged himself with entire 

responsibility for the whole affair but showed how it was the outcome of the then 
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concomitance of historical and current circumstance. His hearers were profoundly 

impre ssed with ÛÏÌɯ+ÌÈËÌÙɀÚɯÚÐÕÊÌÙÐÛàɯÈÕËɯËÌÌ×ɯÔÖÙÈÓÐÛàȭ 

 

The whole of November went by, when the Governor again submitted 

ÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÜÙÛɯÈÛɯ,ÜÕÐÊÏȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÙÖÕÎÓàɯÍÌÓÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÜÕÐÔ×ÌÈÊÏÈÉÓÌɯ

conduct throughout all this time should receive so me recognition. 

 

Ɂȿ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯ ÏÈÚɯ ÕÖÛɯ ÓÖÚÛɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÊÖÔ×ÖÚÜÙÌȭɯ 'Ìɯ ÔÈÒÌÚɯ ÕÖɯ ÊÖÔ×ÓÈÐÕÛÚȮɀɯ ÞÙÖÛÌɯ ÛÏÌɯ

&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙȮɯȿÏÌɯÏÈÚɯÈɯÚÛÙÖÕÎɯÊÏÈÙÈÊÛÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯ×ÜÛÚɯÊÖÕÚÛÙÈÐÕÛɯÜ×ÖÕɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÛÖɯÒÌÌ×ɯÐÓÓ-

humour and irritability under. He obeys orders, whether they suit him or not. He 

resorts to no ÚÔÈÓÓɯÚÜÉÛÌÙÍÜÎÌÚȭɀ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯËÌÈÓɯÔÖÙÌɯàÌÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɯÚÈÐËɯÐÛȭɯȿ'ÌɯÐÚȮɯ

ÜÕËÖÜÉÛÌËÓàȮɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÐËÌÈÓÐÚÛȱɯÏÌɯÏÈÚɯÕÖÞɯËÖÕÌɯÛÏÐÙÛÌÌÕɯÔÖÕÛÏÚȱɀ 

 

Ɂ-ÌÝÌÙÛÏÌÓÌÚÚɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛÔÈÚɯËÙÌÞɯÕÌÈÙɯÞÐÛÏɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÐÕɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕȭɯ ɯÍÌÞɯÖÍɯÛÏe others 

were released, leaving those behind very wistful indeed. Hitler bore these repeated 

disappointments about his own return to freedom with equanimity and philosophy. 

The remainder prepared to celebrate the season at Landsberg as best they could. They 

put up C hristmas decorations, and found for the Christmas tree a place of honour in 

ÛÏÌɯÊÖÔÔÖÕɯÙÖÖÔȭɯ(ÛɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÈÞÈÐÛÌËɯËÙÌÚÚÐÕÎȱ 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌÕȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÉÖÓÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÜÌȮɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÌÕɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯÖÍɯ#ÌÊÌÔÉÌÙɯ

ƖƔÛÏȮɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÞÚȮɯȿ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÙÌÓÌÈÚÌËȵɀɯ6ÖÙËɯÍÓÌw round the cells; enormous 

jubilation broke out. He was most loyally and cordially congratulated. But underneath 

the very real genuine exultation lay a great sadness. These men had followed him - 

sixteen of them to death - and the rest to prison: now he was to leave them. They were 

to lose their Leader 

 

Ɂ!ÜÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÈÚɯÕÖÛɯÈÓÓÖÞÌËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌɯÜ××ÌÙɯÏÈÕËȭɯ3ÐÔÌɯ×ÙÌÚÚÌËȭɯ

Hitler had hardly got his things together before the car arrived to take him away. He 

took cordial farewell of his comp anions, and then turning to me shook me by the hand 

and thanked me for what I had done for him (though I am at a loss to know exactly 

what this might have amounted to). A moment after, he had gone.  

 

Ɂ/ÌÙÏÈ×ÚɯÐÛɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÛÖɯÈËËɯÈɯÞÖÙËɯÖÙɯÛÞÖ as to the effect his long 

ÚÛÈàɯÏÌÙÌɯÏÈËɯÏÈËɯÜ×ÖÕɯÔÌɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓÓàȭɯ Úɯ(ɯÛÖÓËɯàÖÜȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÊÈÔÌɯÏÌÙÌɯ(ɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯ

the glimmer of an idea as to what was meant by National Socialism. But throughout 

his whole ten months Hitler never talked to us officers direc tly on the  subject. Yet I 

ËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÍÈÙɯÖÜÛɯÐÍɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÞÌɯÚÈÞɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÖÍɯÏÐÔɯÌÝÌÙàɯ

one here, from Governor to the furnace man, had become a convinced believer in his 

ideas. 
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Ɂ'ÖÞɯËÐËɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯàÖÜɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞȯɯ6ÌÓÓȮ chiefly t hrough two things. 

%ÐÙÚÛȮɯÞÌɀËɯÏÈËɯÛÏÌɯÖ××ÖÙÛÜÕÐÛàɯÖÍɯÏÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÏÐÔɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯÚÖɯÖÍÛÌÕɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÍÌÓÓÖÞ- prisoners 

on these subjects, and to his numerous visitors. that we had, one and all, come by a fair 

comprehension of his aim and meaning. Secondly, and perhaps this is even more to 

ÛÏÌɯ×ÖÐÕÛȮɯÞÌɀËɯÚÌÌÕɯÏÐÔɯÓÐÝÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÏÐÚɯÛÏÌÖÙàɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÓÐÍÌȮɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÖÜÙɯÌàÌÚȭɯ6Ìɯ

warders are so used to churlish and resentful behaviour from prisoners generally, that 

ÞÌɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÓÓɯÐÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɀÚɯÞÖÙÒȭ So that it was a real change and 

ÜÕÜÚÜÈÓɯ×ÓÌÈÚÜÙÌɯÍÖÙɯÜÚɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ/ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯȿ%ÌÚÛÜÕÎȭɀɯ$ÝÌÙàɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯ

ÉÌÏÈÝÌËɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÎÌÕÛÓÌÔÈÕȭɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÚÌÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÖÕÌȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏàȭɯ'ÌɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÔÈËÌɯÈÕàɯ

ËÐÚÛÐÕÊÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÚȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÖÍÍÌÙɯÈɯ×ÌÈÚÈÕÛɯÞÏÖɯÊÈÔÌɯÛÖɯsee him his own chair to sit 

ÖÕȮɯÈÚɯÙÌÈËÐÓàɯÈÚɯÏÌɀËɯÖÍÍÌÙɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÈɯÎÌÕÌÙÈÓȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÈÚɯÊÖÜÙÛÌÖÜÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÖÍɯÜÚɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÙÚɯ

ÏÌÙÌɯÈÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÞÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÚÖɯÛÙÌÔÌÕËÖÜÚÓàɯ

unusual about him: one of the things we liked so m uch. 

 

Then, again, I - ÞÏÖɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÊÓÖÚÌɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓɯÊÖÕÛÈÊÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÔɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÐÔÌɯ- can 

affirm without the least hesitation that he was an exceptionally truthful man. He never 

ÓÐÌËɯÖÙɯ×ÙÌÝÈÙÐÊÈÛÌËɯÐÕɯÈÕàɯÞÈàȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÌÝÌÕɯÈÝÖÐËɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÈÚÛɯËÜÉÐÖÜÚÕÌÚÚɯÐÕɯÞÏÈÛɯhe 

said. He made our work for us lighter and pleasanter than any prisoner had ever d one 

before. We understood each other, he and I, notwithstanding the fact that it was always 

my job to insist strictly on the rules.  

 

Ɂ(ÕɯÈɯÞÖÙËȮɯÞÏÌÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÓÌÍÛɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÞÌɯÈll held him in the utmost esteem. It was 

only in 1932 and 1933 we realised how much we had to thank God for in having sent 

us such a man. We had in then a couple of dozen Communists and we warders had all 

our work cut out to deal with them.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÈɯÚlippery lot, always grousing about one thing and another. The 

/ÙÌÚÚɯÛÖÖɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯus in any way to carry out what were, after all, merely our official 

and routine duties: we were held up to execration as enemies of the Proletariat. So I 

can tell you, looking back upon it, we appreciated that time when Hitler and his friends 

were in our charge. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÛÜÙÕÌËɯÛÖɯÔÌɯÈÚɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯËÙÖÝÌɯÈÞÈàȮɯÈÕËɯÙÌÔÈÙÒÌËȯɯȿ6ÌÓÓȮɯ

ÐÍɯÐÛɀÚɯÈÕàÞÈàɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÜ×ÓÐÍÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÈÕËɯÚÌÛɯÏÌÙɯÖÕɯÏÌÙɯÍÌÌÛȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯthe 

ÔÈÕɯÛÖɯËÖɯÐÛȵɀɂ 
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CHAPTER 11 

 

SECOND FOUNDING OF THE PARTY  
 

 

ith  HÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÙÌÓÌÈÚÌ begins the second phase of the history of the 

National Socialist Party. It is a story of ever-increasing interest, but 

now the interest becomes far more political than per sonal; the former 

elements of hazard and even of romance sink into the background. Hitler is no longer 

an unknown man, struggling under conditions of dire poverty, to force a hearing for 

a party merely one of many 56  other equally clamorous competitors. He remains 

individually poor, to be sure, but at least funds enough can now be found to enable 

him to get about at top speed, everywhere, and to further the work of the Movement 

at all points. 

 

This second phase lasts from 1925 to the date of the triumph of the Party, and its 

+ÌÈËÌÙɀÚɯÈÊÊÌÚÚÐÖÕɯÛÖɯ×ÖÞÌÙɯÈÚɯ"ÏÈÕÊÌÓÓÖÙɯÖÍɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàɯÐÕɯ)ÈÕÜÈÙàȮɯƕƝƗƗȭ 

 

The third phase begins the history of Germany as a National Socialist State. For 

the purpose of the present book - which is a study more  of the Man than of the 

Movement, and aims rather, to show biographically how and why it was he came by 

his ideas and principles (which, as Chancellor, he is translating into action), than to 

trace the post-war political history of th e Reich - I propose to confine myself to a 

necessarily brief review of the progress of the Party after its second founding. 

 

Herr Hermann Esser,57 was good enough to give me the benefit of his personal 

and first -hand knowledge of this period. Hermann EsserɀÚɯÚÛÖÙàɯÐÚɯÈÚɯÈÜÛÏÌÕÛÐc and as 

indisputable as any yet recorded. He is, today, one of the oldest and staunchest of 

 ËÖÓÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÖÙÐÎÐÕÈÓɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÈÕËɯÍÌÓÓÖÞ-workers. Hitler indeed was Number 7 in the 

Party: Hermann Esser preceded him - he was Number 2. 

 

 
56 There were thirty -six political  parties in Germany prior to the dominance of National Socialism.  

57 Holder of many important positions. Herr Esser was born in 1900. He was still at school when the 

Great War broke out, but in 1917 he joined the 9th Bavarian Field Artillery. He belonged, a t the Front, 

to the same Division as Hitler. After the War he took to journalism, and soon came under the influence 

of Feder and Drexler and so joined their movement. 

After th e ill -fated Putsch he fled to Austria, but later became chief of propaganda for the newly 

founded Party until this work was taken over by Dr. Goebbels. Herr Esser has been tried twenty -one 

times (and sentenced fourteen times) for breaches of the peace in connection with political campaign 

work. He was President of the Bavarian Landtag till it was dissolved and he is still one of the Vice -

Presidents of the Reichstag. 

W 
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Ɂ6ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÈÜÛÏÖÙÐÛÐÌÚɯÐn 1923 threw Hitler and his immediate associates into 

×ÙÐÚÖÕȮɂɯÚÈÐËɯ'ÌÙÙɯ$ÚÚÌÙȮɯɁÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯÛÖÖÒɯÈÓÓɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌɯÚÛÌ×ÚɯÛÖɯÌßÛÐÕÎÜÐÚÏɯÛÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàȮɯ

they forgot one thing. They overlooked the fact that Ideas are only to be met and 

combated by other ideas, not by brute force. The authorities in 1923 were at the end of 

all their ideas. Now the Idea in National Socialism was a living thing. It had set 

thousands of hearts afire and this fire was no more to be quenched. 

 

Ɂ2ÏÖÙÛÓàɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÌÓÌÊÛÐÖns of May 4th, 1924, a handful of members of the 

ÖÜÛÓÈÞÌËɯ/ÈÙÛàɯÍÖÜÕËÌËɯÈÕɯÖÙÎÈÕÐÚÈÛÐÖÕɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯ#ÌÜÛÚÊÏÝġÓÒÐÚÊÏÌɯ%ÙÌÐÏÌÐÛÚ×ÈÙÛÌÐɯ

ȹ&ÌÙÔÈÕɯ/ÌÖ×ÓÌɀÚɯ%ÙÌÌËÖÔɯ/ÈÙÛàȺȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÖ×ÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÈÛÛÙÈÊÛɯÛÖɯÐÛÚÌÓÍɯÈÕËɯ

reabsorb the scattered masses of the National Socialists. This group had the prestige of 

Ludendorff to commend it. But I wished at all costs to remain true to Adolf Hitler, so 

I opposed this and organised the Grossdeutsche Volksgemeinschaft instead, not with 

any idea of refounding his movement, but  in order to have something ready for the 

%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÛÖɯÉÌÎÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÞÖÙÒɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÈÚɯÚÖÖÕɯÈÚɯÌÝÌÙɯÏÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÓÌÈÝÌɯ+ÈÕËÚÉÌÙÎȭɯ

(Freiheitspartei won thirty -two seats in the Reichstag that May, but lost eighteen of 

them at the following election in December. This was in direct consequence of splits 

and strains within the group itself.) As you know, Hitler in Landsberg had entirely 

given up any attempt to direct or hold together the members of his former Party - 

ÏÌÕÊÌɯÔàɯÌÍÍÖÙÛȭɂ 

 

When at length he was released, he began his work all over afresh. He could only 

do this in consequence of an assurance he had given, after the trial, to pursue the object 

of his Party along legalised lines. Many of his firmest friends and adherents were still 

in Austria, Italy and Swe den - whence they had fled in 1923 - and could not yet safely 

return. The Italian dispersion especially was to prove immensely significant for the 

Hitler Movement since it brought such personal supporters of the Leader in close 

touch with Signor Mussolini - a man for whom Hitler  had already conceived immense 

respect. 

 

Ɂ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÈ××ÖÐÕÛÌËɯ%ÌÉÙÜÈÙàɯƖƛÛÏȮɯƕƝƖƙȮɂɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËɯ'ÌÙÙɯ$ÚÚÌÙȮɯɁÍÖÙɯÛÏÐÚɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯ

of refounding the Party. For the first time since that memorable November 9th Hitler 

È××ÌÈÙÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙåÜkeller, and spoke to his adherents. He restated the aims of 

the Movement - the liberation of the German people - and made an impassioned 

appeal for unity and loyalty. Amid great acclamation he declared he would begin over 

again, however often the powers that were might overthrow  him, and he would begin 

ÈÎÈÐÕɯÈÕËɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÞÌÙÌɯÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÛÖɯÉÌÎÐÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÖÕÌɯÔÈÕȵɂ 

 

Hermann Esser, who had made all the preparations for this meeting, allied 

himself afresh, unconditionally with Hitler; as also did Wilhelm Frick (today 

Reichsminister of the InÛÌÙÐÖÙȺɯÈÕËɯÔÈÕàɯÖÓËɯÔÌÔÉÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàȭɯɁ3ÏÌÙÌɯÏÈËɯÉÌÌÕɯ

strains and rifts and strife among us in his absence: that he could heal them all at one 
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stroke, and weld the warring and embittered elements together again, merely shows 

what a leader he is. 

 

Ɂ-ÖÞ began a hard time again for everybody - perhaps the hardest of all yet! We 

lacked everything. We had no Party office, no typewriter, practically no money. We 

were ridiculed, frustrated, boycotted, threatened.  

 

Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÈËËÙÌÚÚɯÖÍ 'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ!ĹÙÎÌÙÉÙåÜɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÏÐÚɯÓÈÚÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÓÖÕÎɯÛÐÔÌȭɯ

 ɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯËÈàÚɯÓÈÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯȿÍÖÙÌÐÎÕÌÙȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȮɀɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÙÐÊÛÓàɯÍÖÙÉÐËËÌÕɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈÕɯ

authorities to make any more public speeches. Similar action soon followed by the 

governments of nearly all the other German StaÛÌÚȭɂ 

 

And then, on April 26th, 1925, General von Hindenburg was for the first time 

elected President of the Republic. A general amnesty was granted for political 

ÖÍÍÌÕËÌÙÚȮɯÖÍɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÚÛÈÜÕÊÏÌÚÛɯÈÐËÌÚɯÛÖÖÒɯÈËÝÈÕÛÈÎÌɯÛÖɯÙÌÛÜÙÕ to Germany. 

Among these was Captain Goering. This time also marked the beginning of the close 

association between Dr. Goebbels and the Leader. Hitler was much impressed by the 

capability and ardour of this man and despatched him to Berlin, then a hotbed o f 

Communism. 58 He also appointed him to head the Central Office of the propaganda 

activities throughout the Reich.  

 

Ɂ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌȮɂɯÔàɯÐÕÍÖÙÔÈÕÛɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËȮɯɁÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÙÌÈÊÏɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯ

Hitler and Ludendorff irreparably widened. The latter was making himself 

conspicuous as an enemy of the Catholic Church and when Hitler finally broke with 

him in August, 1926, he found himself labelled a Papist by the Nationalists, while the 

Clerical Centrum Party upbraided him as arch enemy to Rome! 59 

 

Ɂ+ÐÛÛÓÌɯÉàɯlittle the newly risen Party b egan to gain ground although Hitler still 

continued to be forbidden to speak at meetings. In the summer of 1926, however, he 

was able to address his followers on the occasion of an anniversary celebrated in 

Brunswick. An audie nce of twelve thousand followe rs served to show what progress 

had been made up to date. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÌÚÚÜÙÌɯÖÍɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɯÖ×ÐÕÐÖÕɯÐÕɯ!ÈÝÈÙÐÈɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÕÛÌÙËÐÊÛɯÞÈÚɯÓÐÍÛÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯ

Hitler in the March of 1927, and once more his voice was welcomed with immense 

acclaim in Munich. The Party there made a great leap forwards, but it was immediately 

suppressed in Berlin by the half-Jewish, half-Polish Chief of Police Grzesinski, who 

was to earn such a sinister name for himself later through his enmity to the National  

 
58 3ÏÌɯɁ1ÌËɯ3ÌÙÙÖÙɂɯÐÕɯ!ÌÙÓÐÕɯÔÌÈÕÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÕàɯËÈàȮɯÈÕàɯÛÐÔÌȮɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɯÖÙɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÍÈÐÓɯÛÖɯÙeturn home, 

might be missing. Then he would be found somewhere, dead, without sig n or explanation of any kind.  

59 The Centrum or Catholic Centre Party in Germany was obnoxious to the National Socialists not 

because it represented Catholicism, but because it meddled in politics.  
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Socialist Movement. It was this man ÞÏÖɯÞÐÚÏÌËɯÛÖɯȿËÙÐÝÌɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɯ

ÞÐÛÏɯÈɯËÖÎɯÞÏÐ×ȭɀɯ#Ùȭɯ&ÖÌÉÉÌÓÚȮɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙȮɯÚÛÜÊÒɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯ×ÖÚÛȮɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚɯÕÖÛÞÐÛÏÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎȮɯ

and carried on with his work in the capital.  

 

In August, 1927, Hitler reviewed a march  past of his adherents numbering thi rty 

thousand men, and over one hundred thousand heard the speech he made on that 

occasion. They had assembled in Nuremberg from every corner of Germany for this 

purpose, and dispersed again filled with fresh ardour to pr omote the Movement and 

win for it ev er more and more support. 

 

After the elections of May, 1928, twelve representatives of the Party appeared in 

the Reichstag. In August the ban on Hitler speaking in Berlin was removed and he 

gave a great address there in the Sportpalast. 

 

The following year , 1929, saw an enormous augmentation in the members of the 

Party. In Berlin it had come to open fighting between the Communists, who erected 

barricades in the streets, and the police. At the end of the twelve months full y 175,000 

people belonged to the National Socialists. 

 

Early in the year 1930 a young National Socialist fell, whose death has come to 

have a special significance for the Party and the Movement. The shooting of Horst 

Wessel is one of the landmarks in this story. 

 

This young man, the son of a clergyman, and who wrote a marching song for the 

Party, which has since gone by his name, was a law student. He embodied in himself 

the ideal of manly uprightness and modesty, high endeavour, dutifulness and simple 

livi ng which Hitler desired to impress u pon the whole of his following. He had drawn 

upon himself the enmity of the Communists by having converted a large number of 

them to his own political creed. One day young Wessel was at work in his room in a 

lodging hous e in Berlin when four Communists inv aded it and shot him. So bitter 

indeed was their feeling against him that at the funeral his coffin had to be protected 

by the police. Even his grave called for protection, and young members of his own 

Troop still mount special guard, in honour, over it.  

 

The next landmark was the opening of the Brown House 60 in Munich on January 

1st, 1931. Hitherto the direction of the Movement had been carried on from a retired 

house in the Schellingstrasse, but these premises had long been outgrown. They were 

by now wholl y inadequate. Therefore the Party made a purchase in the summer of 

 
60 The Brown House, be it noted, is fine as a building rather than fine for splendour and furnishings. 

The government of the Party has already long outgrown its accommodation, and a dozen other 

buildings in Munich have been leased for the purpose. Two enormous additions have been made to the 

original Brown House, t o install departments of administration for which at present there is no room.  
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1930 of the unoccupied Barlow-Palais in the Briennerstrasse. This mansion was 

adapted in record time to its new requirements and uses after plans of HitÓÌÙɀÚɯÖÞÕȮɯ

by National Socialist volu nteer workmen. For the first time the Party beheld an 

outward sign of the power and strength to which it had attained in the creation of this 

fine Headquarters, which is now a part and parcel of the very self of Munich.  The 

Brown House stands for everythin g dear to the heart and purpose of a National 

Socialist. 

 

Notwithstanding all this progress, opposition was still fierce and obstinate. In the 

Ú×ÙÐÕÎɯÖÍɯƕƝƗƕɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ!ÙÖÞÕɯ2ÏÐÙÛɯÞÈÚɯ×ÙÖÚÊÙÐÉÌËȭɯ3ÏÌɯɁ!ÙÖÞÕɯ2ÏÐÙÛÚɂɯ

marched, all the same. They got their clothes torn off their backs in the streets, so they 

marched bare to the waist. They were flung into prison. Thousands of new members 

took their places. Bolshevism waged open war on the middle classes, and the 

Government merely looked on. During this  period three hundred National Socialists 

were brutally murdered, one way or another, and over twenty -five thousand sustained 

serious wounds and injuries.  

 

A crisis was at hand. 

 

The financial condition of the country w as almost as bad as it had been ten years 

ago. Since the elections of March, 1930, had resulted in triplicating the number of 

National Socialist deputies to the Reichstag, the President required Chancellor 

!ÙĹÕÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÐÚÔÐÚÚɯÛÏÌɯ1ÌÐÊÏÚÛÈÎɯÈÕËɯÊÈÓÓɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÍÙÌÚÏɯÌÓÌÊÛÐÖÕȭɯ!ÙĹÕÐÕÎɯÏÈËɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÉÌÌÕ 

a determined opponent of National Socialism: his Cabinet was now dissolved. 

Although the standing of the Party had long been legalised (how could it be otherwise 

with so strong a representation in the Reichstag?) shortly before this election it was 

forbid den for officials in Prussia to give it their adherence and support.  

 

These elections of September, 1930, were preceded by a propaganda campaign 

such as Germany had not yet witnessed. Hitler flooded the land with Speake rs, and 

organised meetings to be held high and low, near and far, in the most negligible little 

village as well as in the most important places. At least thirty thousand meetings were 

held every day for more than two months. The result was the capture of o ne hundred 

and seven seats in the Reichstag, and the Party rose in order of Party precedence from 

the ninth to the second in Germany. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÌɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÛɯ,ÈÙÊÏɯÖÕɯ!ÌÙÓÐÕɯÏÈÚɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËȮɂɯÈÕÕÖÜÕÊÌËɯÛÏÌɯ-ȭ2ȭɯ×È×ÌÙÚȭɯ

Seven years after the so-called Putsch in Munich, Hitler had largely obtained  his 

objective. Out of a voting population of 43,000,000 (36,000,000 went to the polls), the 

Party, extinguished a few years before, had obtained 107 mandates from 6,500,000 

voters. 
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This was progress. But in the autumn of the same year the trial at Leipzig of three 

Reichswehr officers, who had shown interest in the National Socialist Party and were, 

ÛÏÌÙÌÍÖÙÌɯÈÊÊÜÚÌËɯÖÍɯÈÐËÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯ×ÈÙÛÐÊÐ×ÈÛÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÈÕɯȿÖÜÛÓÈÞɀɯ,ÖÝÌÔÌÕÛȮɯÌÕÈÉÓÌËɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɯ

to state his legal aims more prominently perhaps than he had ever done before. It was 

intolerable that these officers should be sentenced for desiring to belong to the second 

largest yet most significant political party in the Reich!  

 

The Reich was in a tragic state by the end of 1931. Sixteen million people were 

earning far less than the equivalent of an English pound a week. Emergency measure 

after emergency measure was passed without any appreciable effect, except that of 

growing despair, on the outlook for the nation. It was only the  National Socialist Party 

who hammered away with their demand for power, and their confident assertion that 

they could weld and use it to every sort of public betterment.  

 

No year since the War witnessed a more significant series of political happenings 

than 1932. No fewer than twelve elections were held. Thanks to the unity of the Party, 

and to the indomitable energy of its Leader, National Socialism won its way ever more 

ÈÕËɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛȭɯ(ÕɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÙÐÕÎɯ!ÙĹÕÐÕÎɯÌÕËÌÈÝÖÜÙÌËɯÛÖɯ×ÖÚÛ×ÖÕÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯ

Presidential election, and sought to come to an understanding about it with Hitler. The 

latter, however, was anxious for the election to go forward, although there was little 

hope, at the moment, of his own, personal, victory. Through action taken by the 

Nation al Socialist Government of Brunswick, Hitl er had recently been naturalised in 

Germany, and was therefore now eligible to stand as candidate himself for the 

Presidency of the Reich. 

 

This step brought a tragic chapter in the history of German party bureaucr acy to 

a seemly end. It was unheard of that a man born on the very frontier of the country, 

who had served at the Front in the German Army all through the War, and who had 

devoted his whole life ever since to the cause of the German people, should be denied 

German citizenship any longer, and this in the face of the fact that all sorts of East 

European riff -raff streaming in over the eastern borders could obtain the same 

privilege, and even entry into all official classes, without further ado!  

 

Prior to this  /ÙÌÚÐËÌÕÛÐÈÓɯÌÓÌÊÛÐÖÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÈÊÛÐÝÐÛÐÌÚ were such as political life in 

Germany or elsewhere has never before witnessed. To address three or four meetings 

a day was nothing to him. Most of these were held in the open air, when he might have 

an audience of anything from one hundred thousand to th ree hundred thousand men. 

Everything had to be arranged and brought off strictly to time if his terrific 

programme, daily, was to be carried out.  

 

While he was speaking in Dresden, for instance, his audience would be already 

gathering in Leipzig. He flew f rom place to place throughout the length and breadth 

of the land, week after week, day after day, and night after night, without rest or 
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intermission, using aeroplane or auto as best might meet the case. He had to sleep 

where or how he could. He had his ow n plane and pilot, his car and chauffeur, his 

secretaries and organisers, but all turned in the last resort upon his own indomitable 

energy and tireless purpose.61 

 

At the pre -election in March, 1932, General Hindenburg carried off 18,600,000 

votes, and HitÓÌÙȮɯƕƕȮƗƔƔȮƔƔƔȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÈ××ÈÙÌÕÛɯËÌÍÌÈÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÞÈÚɯÐÕɯÙÌÈÓÐÛàɯÈɯÎÙÌÈÛɯ

success. He had doubled the number of his electors since the elections of September, 

1930. 

 

But now, however, there was to be a second election and all opposing Parties 

girded them selves up for the final trial of strength. They were fully alive to the dangers 

that threatened them from the ever-waxing  Party - dangers which have indeed 

showered on their heads and extinguished them since January, 1933. Although it was 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯËÌÚÐÎÕɯÛhat Catholics and Protestants alike could adhere to his Party, that 

Catholics and Protestants alike could march in the ranks of his Storm Troops, there 

was a time when the former were denied the Sacraments and even Christian burial for 

so doing. 

 

Everythin g possible was done to crush National Socialism - not because it 

threatened the people (the people acclaimed it), but because it threatened class interest, 

privilege, corruption, and everything greedy, small minde d and grasping in German 

public life, everyÛÏÐÕÎɯÐÕÊÓÜÚÐÝÌÓàɯÚÛÐÎÔÈÛÐÚÌËɯÈÚɯɁÉÖÜÙÎÌÖÐÚȭɂɯ3ÏÌɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÛÚɯ

found themselves alone in opposition to the embattled array of all other political 

bodies. It would require more space to enumerate the fears each and several of these 

entertained in the event of National Socialist success. It would require, too, an intimate 

acquaintance with the chaotic state of German internal affairs to appraise the task 

before the one Party in the Reich, possessed of a single eye, a definite programme, and 

an unflinch ing perseverance. 

 

In spite of the fact that even as late as this the north, east and west of Germany 

were under the sway of the Reds, and that in the Catholic south the Bishops were all 

powerful, National Sociali sm forged doggedly ahead. This can only be ascribed to the 

perfection of its organisation.  

 

The Government monopolised the wireless. All those in power and highly placed 

felt they had now to fight for their very existence. In spite of everything that milit ated 

against him Hitler polled yet another two million votes at this election. It was not 

enough to return him for the Presidency, but it greatly enhanced his significance in 

political life.  

 
61 .ÛÛÖɯ#ÐÌÛÙÐÊÏȮɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ1ÌÐÊÏɯ/ÙÌÚÚɯ"ÏÐÌÍȮɯÏÈÚɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÈÕɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯbewildering account of this hectic period 

in his book, Campaigning with Hitler.  
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"ÏÈÕÊÌÓÓÖÙɯ!ÙĹÕÐÕÎɯÏÈËɯÚÊÈÙÊÌÓàɯÊÖÜÕÛÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÈËÝÈÕÊÌÔÌÕÛɯÖÍɯ'itler, and was 

dismayed by it. He resorted to strange measures. On April 13th, 1932, he ordered the 

demobilisation of the S.A. (Sturm Abteilung) and the dispersal of the Movement 

known as the Hitler Youth. The homes and property of these organisations were  

distrained upon. But all was in vain. At t he elections for the Diet (every German State 

possessed a Landtag), which took place on April 24th, 1932, the N.S.D.A.P. proved 

everywhere the strongest party. At Oldenburg it returned an absolute majority. The 

tiÔÌɯÞÈÚɯÙÐ×ÌɯÍÖÙɯ!ÙĹÕÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÙÌÛÐÙÌȯɯ'ÐÕËÌÕÉÜrg let him go, and on June 1st appointed 

Herr von Papen to the Chancellorship.  

 

At first Hitler contented himself with marking time, and watching von Papen. 

His own actions depended upon those of the Chancellor. The latter removed the ban 

on the S.A. and ordered a new election. While the Communists thereupon gave 

themselves up to fighting in the streets, Hitler made another tour of the country by air, 

which was a veritable triumph. Shortly before the elections von Papen had the half-

Jewish Chief of Berlin Police, Grzesinski, arrested, and also its Jewish Vice-President, 

6ÌÐÚÚȭɯɁ1ÌËɂɯÔÐÕÐÚÛÌÙÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÙÌÓÐÌÝÌËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÖÍÍÐÊÌÚȭ 

 

These elections - some of the bloodiest in the whole political history of Germany 

- ended again in a victory for Adolf Hitler. His Part y carried off two hundred and thirty 

seats in the Reichstag. 

 

Since National Socialism had now become the largest Party in the State, it was 

only right and proper that the government of the country should devolve into their 

hands. President von Hindenburg,  however, long hesitated to entrust their Leader, 

Adolf Hitler, with absolute power. For two years the direction of affairs had been, 

ÜÕËÌÙɯ!ÙĹÕÐÕÎȮɯÊÖÕÍÐËÌËɯÛÖɯÈɯÔÐÕÖÙÐÛàɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÈËɯËÖÕÌɯÐÛÚɯÜÛÔÖÚÛɯÛÖɯÚÜ××ÙÌÚÚɯÛÏÌ 

larger Party. But now the time was ripe an d over-ripe for a change. 

 

On August 13th, 1932, Hitler found himself involved in weighty conversations 

between von Hindenburg and von Papen. He was offered the Vice-Chancellorship. 

But to this he returned an answer in the negative. Compromise or half -measures never 

ÊÖÔÔÌÕËÌËɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÛÖɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌɯËÈàɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÙÌÍÜÚÈÓɯÏÈÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ!ÓÈÊÒɯ

Day, but it was far from being so in reality. He took longer views than his critics. He 

had no mind to use National Socialism to bolster up a tottering system.  

 

After the world had been relieved of the spectacle of the German Parliament 

opened by the Moscow agent, Klara Zetkin,62 Captain Hermann Goering was elected 

its President. 

 

 
62 The Reichstag was to be opened by its oldest member, only then was the President to be elected. 
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Once more, however, despite its big working majority, Parliament was dissolved, 

and again in November fresh elections were held. But by this time the public were 

thoroughly weary of elections, and the results were disappointing to all Parties. 63 

 

National Socialism itself lost thirty -four seats. There was, however, an 

overwhelming majorit y against the Chancellor, and no course seemed open to von 

Papen but to retire. He was followed in office by a comparatively unknown man, 

General von Schleicher. However active this man may have been in other capacities 

and behind the scenes, he was negligible as Chancellor, and soon found himself 

completely isolated. 

 

At long length - it would serve little purpose to labour this unsatisfactory and 

confused period for the reader - on January 29th, 1933, ÝÖÕɯ2ÊÏÓÌÐÊÏÌÙɀÚɯ"ÈÉÐÕÌÛɯÞÈÚɯ

dissolved and Adolf Hitle r achieved that for which he had striven with almost 

unremitting ardour, and all but unshakable faith from the day when he became the 

seventh member of an unheard-of little group of political aspirants in one of the 

poorest restaurants of Munich.  

 

Adolf Hi tler became Chancellor of Germany. 

 

  

 
63 Prior to the triumph of National Socialism, as has been already noted, there were dozens of recognised 

political parties in Germany, and the foregoing pages will have done something to sug gest to the reader 

how violent their tactics were, and how thoroughly life in general was at the mercy of political faction, 

disunion and upheav al. 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÊÏÈÙÎÌɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÔÌÕÛÚɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÈËɯÚÜÊÊÌÌËÌËɯÌÈÊÏɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÐÕɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàɯ

since the Revolution was first their shameless venality, and secondly their hopeless weakness. 
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CHAPTER 12 

 

HITLER SETS HIS HAND TO THE PLOUGH  
 

 

Ɂ-ÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÐÔ×ÖÙÛÈÕÊÌɯÐÕɯÓÐÍÌɯÐÚɯÔÌÙÌÓàɯÎÐÝÌÕɯÛÖɯÔÈÕȭɯ$ÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÔÜÚÛɯÉÌɯ

struggled for. Thus the uplifting of a nation does not come lightly,  by chance or fate, 

ÉÜÛɯÔÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÖÜÛÊÖÔÌɯÖÍɯÌÍÍÖÙÛȭɂ 

- Adolf Hitler  

 

or fifteen years Hitler had directed his Movement; during the whole 

length of this period had he, in thousands of meetin gs and assemblies, 

sought to inculcate the masses with his ideas. At length the German 

people had come to look to him for their resuscitation, for their salvation 

from the menace of Bolshevism, and they trusted that once in power he could, and 

would, make good his promises. 

 

When Hitler came to power he did, indeed, proceed at once to carry out the 

purposes and promises of a programme conceived so many years before. We have seen 

him working it out, point by point, boiling it down, pinning it down under twen ty-

ÍÐÝÌɯɁ'ÌÈËÐÕÎÚɂɯÐÕɯ ÕÛÖÕɯ#ÙÌßÓÌÙɀÚɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ6ÖÏÕáÐÔÔÌÙɯȹÓÐÝÐÕg-room) while Frau 

Drexler gets the frugal supper. We have seen him submitting it point by point to the 

,ÜÕÐÊÏɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ'ÖÍÉÙåÜÚÈÈÓȮɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÜÕËÙÌËÚɯÖÍɯËÐÚÚÌÕÛÐÌÕÛɯÉÌÌÙɯÔÜÎÚɯÞÌÙÌɯ

hurled at hi s head. We have seen him pacing up and down his narrow room at 

Landsberg pouring out the whys and wherefores of it all to Rudolf Hess, who rattles 

as hard as he can go on the typewriter to get the teeming content of this energetic brain 

into some sort of literary order.  

 

And now, after fifteen years of struggle, he saw himself at long length on the 

threshold of achievement. 

 

Together with Hitler two other National Socialists were included in the new 

Cabinet, Herr Wilhelm Frick as Minister of the Interior, a nd Captain Hermann Goering 

as Minister without Portfolio, and Commissary for Air.  

 

With the coming of this new Government, and the setting aside of the old duality 

as between Prussia and the rest of the Reich, was the basis laid for a universal German 

policy, and for the elimination of all elements inimical to German  life. 

 

In his first address to the people the Chancellor called for a sense of national 

discipline. He asked for four years in which to make good the blunders of the post -

War adminis trators, in which to re -erect the State, in which to cope with the problem 

F  
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of unemployment; in which to redeem German peasantry from its misery and 

helplessness. 

 

In the night of February 27th -28th, 1933, the Communists set fire to the Reichstag. 

A few day s previously a raid on the catacombs of the Karl Liebknecht House in Berlin 

had brought to light a great quantity of material which proved beyond cavil that the 

forces of Bolshevism were girding themselves for a mass offensive in Germany. The 

Chancellor replied by draconian measures to ensure the safety of the State. 

 

On the evÌÕÐÕÎɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÌÓÌÊÛÐÖÕÚɯÖÍɯ,ÈÙÊÏȮɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯɁ#ÈàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ ÞÈÒÌÕÌËɯ

-ÈÛÐÖÕȮɂɯÛÏÌɯ"ÏÈÕÊÌÓÓÖÙɯÈËËÙÌÚÚÌËɯÛÏÌɯÌÕÛÐÙÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÉàɯÔÌÈÕÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÈËÐÖȭɯ3ÏÌɯÙÌÚÜÓÛɯ

of his speech was to renew in every heart in Germany the will to succeed, the passion 

for freedom, the sense of nationality. Everywhere bells were pealed, bonfires were 

ignited on the hills, flags bedecked the streets in every town and village - as Horst 

Wessel, indeed, had predicted in his song! 

 

The National Socialists brought off a complete and overw helming victory on 

March 5th with a return of 17,300,000 votes, and a win of two hundred and eighty - 

eight seats in the Reichstag. Adolf Hitler, who headed the voting list, entered th e 

Parliament House, himself, for the first time. The Government could cou nt on a 

ÔÈÑÖÙÐÛàɯÖÍɯƙƖɯ×ÌÙɯÊÌÕÛȭɯ3ÏÌÚÌɯÙÌÚÜÓÛÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÓɯÐÕËÜÊÛÌËɯÛÏÌɯɁ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÛɯ

1ÌÝÖÓÜÛÐÖÕɂɯ- perhaps the most bloodless Revolution known in history. The National 

SocialisÛÚȮɯÌÝÌÙàÞÏÌÙÌȮɯɁÛÖÖÒɯÖÝÌÙȭɂ 

 

In Munich the Minister President Held boast ed that were Hitler to send a Reichs 

Commissary thither, he would have him arrested on the frontier. When, however, on 

March 9th, the Reichs Commissary, in the person of General Ritter von Epp, duly 

appeared, the Minister President immediately climbed down  and withdrew from the 

scene of action. 

 

Herr Esser, who took part in these proceedings, told me how minutely and 

exactly all had been arranged beforehand. Everything went by clockwor k, according 

ÛÖɯ×ÓÈÕȮɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÊÖÕÍÜÚÐÖÕɯÖÙɯÔÐÚÊÈÙÙÐÈÎÌȭɯɁ ÚɯÈɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÍÈÊÛȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁÞÌɯ

had been prepared for a good deal more opposition, Held had been so full of threats 

ÈÕËɯÍÜÓÔÐÕÈÛÐÖÕÚȭɂ 

 

The opening of the Reichstag on March 21st was an act symbolising the unity of 

the entire German people. Not less historically significant was the hand -clasp 

exchanged between the aged and revered General Field Marshal von Hindenburg and 

the new young Chancellor, Adolf Hitler. The dignity of immemorial tr adition 

extended a welcome to the younger generation straining towards a new and happier 

ÍÜÛÜÙÌȱ 
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 ÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÚÌÚÚÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÞɯ1ÌÐÊÏÚÛÈÎɯÈÕɯɁ$ÕÈÉÓÐÕÎɯ!ÐÓÓɂɯÞÈÚɯ×ÈÚÚÌËɯÞÏÌÙÌÉàɯ

Hitler was made absolute Dictator for a period of four years. The purpose of th is was 

to free him from the shackles and delays of parliamentary procedur e in bringing his 

programme into immediate action. We shall see in a subsequent chapter how, and to 

what first ends, he availed himself of this measure. 

 

Another important step toward s the general weaving together of all the aspects 

of government was the appointment everywhere of new Reichstatthalter, i.e. of 

Provincial Premiers. These, Hitler suggested, should be nominated by the President. 

The Chancellor himself is Reichstatthalter for Prussia in order personally to bind that 

country and the whole Reich t ogether. The duties of these Provincial Premiers, as they 

may be called, are numerous and important. 

 

In April came the law which would recapture for those of German birth and 

extraction the majority of representation in the learned professions and in offi cial life. 

This law, bearing heavily as it did upon the Jews, makes exception in their case for all 

those who had fought for Germany in the War, and for those whose fathers and sons 

had so fallen. 

 

Then came ordinances to regulate school matters. In no direction more than in 

this is the new spirit and bent of National Socialism to be discerned. The High Schools 

were overcrowded. Their overflow to the Universities had to be facilitated.  At the same 

time Hitler resolved to check the superfluity of girls seeki ng facilities for the higher 

education. 

 

 ÕɯÌÕÛÐÙÌɯÉÖÖÒɯÊÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÞÙÐÛÛÌÕɯÖÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÛÏÌÖÙàɯÖÍɯÌËÜÊÈÛÐÖÕȰɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÌÚÛÐÔÈÛÌɯ

of the place and function of woman in the State; and on the great youth movement 

resultant from both, known in Germany as Hitler Jugen d. He says the most important 

thing for girls is the right training of the body, next that of character, and third that of 

the intellect. A striking proof of the self -sacrificing enthusiasm and unanimity with 

which such data are accepted by the female intelligentsia  in Germany today has, for 

instance, been afforded by the willingness of the University women of Heidelberg 

ÓÈÙÎÌÓàɯÛÖɯÍÖÙÎÖȮɯÈÛɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÉÌÏÌÚÛȮɯÈÕËɯÐÕɯÍÈÝÖÜÙɯÖÍɯÔÌÕȮɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÈÙÕÌËɯ×ÙÖÍÌÚÚÐÖÕÈÓɯ

careers to which they had looked forward . 

 

To those who imagine that Hitler has set back the clock five hundred years for 

German womanhood there is this to be answered: If German girls do not retire from 

competitive life with men, there will be neither work nor food for either in another few 

decades. A country with a dense and growing population and no colonies, must 

narrowly restrict its labour market, in the learned professions as well as in the trades. 

Again, there is no parallel to be drawn between the type of woman and the numbers 

of women frequenting th e Universities in England and America to those in Germany. 

The German Universities - and their name is legion - were swarming with women. 
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Some went thither for the purposes of serious study. For those who do not go thither 

for the purposes of serious study, it is obvious enough that the quicker they are driven 

home again the better. 

 

In May the German Labour Front took the place of the old system of Trade 

Unions. It would require many pages to give an adequate idea of this reorganisation 

in Germany of the r elationships between employer and employee. The idea 

ÜÕËÌÙÓàÐÕÎɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÛà×ÐÊÈÓɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯɁ2ÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÔɂɯÐÕɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ×ÙÖÎÙÈÔÔÌȭ 

 

By the time summer had come round, most of the previously existing separate 

(and highly antagonistic) political parties in the State h ad ceased to exist. The Social 

Democrats were suppressed, and for the most part the rest extinguished themselves. 

A law was passed forbidding the formation of fresh parties. The public were relieved 

at last to be free of the veritable pest of so many parties and groups, and the Gordian 

knot of German disunity was cut at one blow.  

 

Then came the organisation of the air, both for purposes of ordinary 

communication and for defence. This Ministry was confided to General Goering.  

 

The lot of the ordinary man in the street, the everyday person, claimed its share 

ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ"ÏÈÕÊÌÓÓÖÙɀÚɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕȭɯ ɯÓÈÞɯÞÈÚɯ×ÈÚÚÌËȮɯÞÏÐÊÏȮɯÈÔÖÕÎɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÐÕÎÚȮɯÈÐÔÌËɯÈÛɯ

making life easier for the weak and unfit, for those impoverished by the War, for War 

widows and orphans.  

 

Hitler looks to early and healthy marriage, State aid for struggling young 

families, to assist in stamping out many of those social abominations which St. Paul 

says should not even be named among Christians, but which have been more 

hideously rife in the world since th e Great War than at any previous period.  

 

Severe measures were enacted to put down immorality, and further, a law was 

framed with the object of pre - venting unfit children coming into the world.  

 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ ÔÜÊÏɯ ËÐÚÊÜÚÚÌËɯ +ÈÞɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÛÏÌɯ /ÙÌÝÌÕÛÐÖÕɯ ÖÍɯ 'ÌÙÌËÐÛÈÙÐly Diseased 

Offspring, passed on July 14th, 1933 is based upon the German policy of 

ɁÙÌÎÌÕÌÙÈÛÐÖÕȮɂ64  which aims at promoting the propagation of valuable, innately 

healthy children, while preventing an offspring of hereditarily diseased persons in so 

far as those descendants are likely to be of inferior quality. Considering the fact that 

the average ratio of children of healthy families to diseased families is from 1 to 2 to 5 

to 7, the necessity of such a policy seems clear. 

 

 
64  These particulars are taken from an article published by the Deutscher Akademischer 

Austauschdienst, in News in Brief, Vol. 2, No. 1, page 5. 
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The following statements, taken from the 9ÌÕÛÙÈÓÉÓÈÛÛɯÍĹÙɯ1ÌÐÊÏÚÝÌÙÚÐÊÏÌÙÜÕÎɯÜÕËɯ

Reichsversorgung (Central Gazette for Federal Insurance and Pensions), show to what extent 

the German people is affected by hereditarily diseased persons, in the sense of the law, 

their number being estimat ed at 400,000 (one-half of them innately feeble -minded). On 

the average, each diseased person costs the community which sends him to an 

ÐÕÚÛÐÛÜÛÐÖÕȮɯ1,ȭɯƕȮƘƜƖɯ×ÌÙɯÈÕÕÜÔȭɯ2ÐÕÊÌɯÐÕÚÈÕÌɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÚɯÓÐÝÌɯÐÕɯÐÕÚÛÐÛÜÛÐÖÕÚɯƛɯǗɯàÌÈÙÚɯÖÕɯ

the average, they require an expenditure of RM. 11,600. It is a conservative calculation 

that the German communities have to spend more than 170 millions of marks a year 

on their insane alone. 

 

Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯËÖÌÚɯÕÖÛɯÐÕÊÓÜËÌɯÛÏÌɯÌß×ÌÕËÐÛÜÙÌÚɯÍÖÙɯËÐÚÌÈÚÌËɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕɯÈɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÞÏÖÔɯÈÙÌɯ

attending auxiliary schools. Every pupil of an auxiliary school is costing the 

Government RM. 573 per annum, compared to a maximum of 230 for a healthy pupil. 

For the whole of the Reich the expenditures for auxiliary schools amount to about 40 

millions of RM. per annum. Direct expenditures on hereditarily diseased persons in 

the Reich, states and communities, amount to at least 350 million RM. a year in all. We 

have to add to that sum all of the expenditures made by charitable organisations and 

institutions , by churches and by private persons; also the costs of execution which 

amount to about 100 million RM. a year. Some institutions, where insane criminals are 

kept, show quotas of RM. 20 a day for every inmate. The significance of such figures 

will seem the more evident if we realise that many healthy, industrious families cannot 

ÈÍÍÖÙËɯÈɯØÜÈÙÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÜÔɯÈÚɯÈɯËÈÐÓàɯÌß×ÌÕËÐÛÜÙÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÌÕÛÐÙÌɯÏÖÜÚÌÏÖÓËȭɂ 

 

One can gather from all this how far -seeing the law is which provides for the 

sterilisation of the hereditarily  defective when so far as medical science can predict, 

only further severe bodily or mental abnormality is to be anticipated. The absence of 

the birth of those unfitted for life relieves those upon whom their subsistence would 

depend from indescribable suffering and unremitting sacrifice.  

 

In spite of all that has been written and said to the contrary the action of the 

Chancellor in unifying the Protestant sects of Germany has had no anti-Christian 

ÚÐÎÕÐÍÐÊÈÕÊÌȭɯɁ3ÏÌɯÙÖÊÒɯÉÌËɯÍÖÜÕËÈÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ&erman EvangeÓÐÊÈÓɯ"ÏÜÙÊÏȮɂɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÌɯ

(ÕÚÛÙÜÔÌÕÛɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÈÊÏÐÌÝÌÚɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÜÙ×ÖÚÌȮɯɁÐÚɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÚ×ÌÓɯÖÍɯ)ÌÚÜÚɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛȮɯÈÚɯÞÐÛÕÌÚÚÌËɯ

for us in the Sacred Scriptures, and as enlightened afresh by the Confession of the 

1ÌÍÖÙÔÈÛÐÖÕȭɂ 

 

The Chancellor sought by a Concordat with Rome t o define the relationships and 

rights of the Catholic Church and the State respectively, so as to secure smooth 

working in both spheres.  

 

The Party Day in Nuremberg, 1933, witnessed such a demonstration of loyalty to 

Adolf Hitler as had never y et been seen. For the first time the Party Day had become a 

State function and had developed into an assembly of the nation. 
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Hitler can never lay stress enough on the importance of the agricultural classes, 

of the plough -driving peasant. Upon them, and up on him, is built the superstructure 

ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÈÛÌȭɯ ÎÙÐÊÜÓÛÜÙÌɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÜÙÊÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɀÚɯÚÛÙÌÕÎÛÏȭ 

 

All the great cities would soon be nothing but arid deserts of bricks and mortar 

where they not to receive, year after year, an influx of fresh healthy life from th e 

country. On the other hand, this migration to the towns, if carried too far, is a curse in 

itself against which the National Socialist theory of the State sedulously sets its face. 

Hitler envisages for the future not a gathering of th e population into en dless great 

cities, but their re-establishment, right down to the roots, in their native soil. National 

Socialism has already achieved a great deal, and with much success, in this direction. 

 

The law touching hereditary farmland seeks t o relieve the small farmer of many 

of the uncertainties and troubles which have hitherto weighed him down. His land is 

to be inalienable and no longer the easy prey of the financial speculator. 

 

On Saturday, October 14th, 1933, Hitler withdrew his country from the League 

of Nations. There should have been no occasion in this for the universal amazement it 

has caused. Adolf Hitler had announced his intention of taking this step some months 

before. Not before Germany has parity of rights does it concern her at all to waste time 

over disarmament conferences which forever come to nothing. 

 

On the same day President von Hindenburg dissolved the Reichstag, since, in 

consequence of the dissolution of all parties except the National Socialists, this now 

had become a mere Rump. 

 

The new electors fully confirmed all former National Socialist gains, and went far 

beyond. The result of these, held in November, was a victory for Adolf Hitler which 

even his most ardent adherents had hardly dared hope. From a voting populati on of 

43 millions, 40.5 millions supported the National Socialist regime. Six hundred and 

sixty -one Members returned to the Reichstag. It meant that 95 per cent of the German 

people had firmly taken their stand behind Hitler.  

 

This result was their thanks to him for all that he had hitherto done for them.  

 

There would be little purpose in giving a description of all the measures since 

undertaken by Hitler for the reconstruction of Germany, these being generally known. 

It would moreover require at least a vo lume for the purpose , even if the most 

important only were taken into consideration.  

 

The foregoing brief resume has concerned itself with little but the political aspect 

of things. In the following chapter some attempt will be made to show what all this 
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meant translated into everyday terms, brought to bear on the everyday life of the 

German citizen. 
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CHAPTER 13 

 

HITLER, THE WORKLESS AND THE NEEDY  
 

 

n the autumn of his first year as Chancellor Adolf Hitler issued what was 

at once an order and an ÈÕÕÖÜÕÊÌÔÌÕÛȮɯɁ3ÏÐÚɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÕÖɯÖÕÌɯÔÜÚÛɯÚÛÈÙÝÌɯ

ÖÙɯÍÙÌÌáÌɯÐÕɯ&ÌÙÔÈÕàȭɂ 

 

Lots of people scarcely took the words for sober earnest, they saw no possibility 

of them being made good. Indeed, how should this state of things be realised; the 

burdens and deprivatio ns of the late War still weighed heavily on all the world; never 

had it been possible hitherto that people should neither starve nor freeze to death in 

winter!  

 

One might  safely say that such an ideal never would have been practicable, had 

not a man directed affairs in Germany who knew how to bring into the sphere of 

practical politics that simple Christian charity one to another which the churches have 

been preaching throughout the ages. 

 

'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÔÖÛÛÖɯÏÈËɯÓÖÕÎɯÉÌÌÕɯɁ+ÖÝÌɯàÖÜÙɯÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÜÙɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍ. Be ready, 

ÈÓÞÈàÚȮɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙɯÖÞÕȮɯÛÖɯÚÈÊÙÐÍÐÊÌɯàÖÜÙɯÉÌÓÖÕÎÐÕÎÚɯÈÕËɯàÖÜÙɯÓÐÍÌȭɂɯ(ÛɯÐÚɯ

known, of course, that Hitler accepts no income from his Chancellorship,  but directs 

that this money should go towards the relief of unemployment. It may not equally well 

be known that during the winter 1933 -34, when the sales of his book had reached the 

peak, the whole of this increment was also ear-marked for the poor.  

 

The Germans have a special gift for organisation. Hence it seemed eminently 

practical to oÙÎÈÕÐÚÌɯÛÏÌɯɁ6ÐÕÛÌÙɯ1ÌÓÐÌÍɯ6ÖÙÒɂɯȹ6ÐÕÛÌÙÏÐÓÍÚÞÌÙÒȺɯÉàɯÔÌÈÕÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ/ÈÙÛàɯ

machine. It was extraordinary to see how everybody took advantage of this to bring 

his own personÈÓɯÚÈÊÙÐÍÐÊÌɯÈÕËɯÌßÌÙÛÐÖÕÚɯÐÕÛÖɯÓÐÕÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɀÚɯËÌÚÐÎÕɯÈÕËɯÉÌÏÌÚÛȭɯ

No fewer than one and a half million people of position and influence threw 

themselves whole-heartedly into this great effort, to say nothing of the rank and file 

who also did their utmost and of those who willingly gave their mite.  

 

The scope of this, the biggest philanthropic effort ever made at one time by one 

people, was so all-embracing that, enlisting as it did the cooperation of great and small 

alike, it would require three tim es as much space at our command merely to outline it. 

Some idea of it, however, we must endeavour to convey for several reasons, first, to 

show - if it really should need showing -how and why it is that Hitler holds the trust 

and love of the German people as a whole; and, second, to claim for him that he lost 

I  
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no time at all after coming to p ower, in proceeding to make good the promises of his 

Party programme.  

 

(Since the bulk of this book is, after all, to be limited, it may be that but little space 

will rem ain for even the slightest sketch of what more - in a dozen directions - Adolf 

Hitler has already done under this second heading. Every one of the social enterprises 

he has undertaken for the amelioration of living conditions and lack -of-outlook in 

Germany would require a chapter in itself.)  

 

In no smallest village in Germany, nay, in no po orest cot is something not done, 

something not spared, to aid this nationwide work. During the first five years of the 

National Socialist regime approximately 2,310,000,000 marks were devoted to it in this 

way. Not, by any means, that the Winterhilfs werk  (Winter -aid-work) could merely be 

appraised in terms of money. Nor could it be measured in terms of material comfort. 

Its value for the union and solidarity of the reawakened German spirit was above all 

these. 

 

Given, then, this fount of money, let us very briefly enumerate the numerous 

channels into which its flow was directed.  

 

Adolf Hitler called upon everyone who had a job of any sort, big or small, to set 

aside weekly or monthly some small saving for the p oor. It was a request, not an order, 

for Hitler knew well enough that very many people were in no position to spare a 

ÚÐÕÎÓÌɯ×ÍÌÕÕÐÎȭɯ ÓÓɯÞÏÖɯ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓàɯÊÈÕȮɯÊÖÔÌɯÍÖÙÞÈÙËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÐÙɯɁÉÐÛɂɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯɁ!ÈÛÛÓÌɯÞÐÛÏɯ

'ÜÕÎÌÙɯÈÕËɯ"ÖÓËȭɂɯ3ÏÌɯËÐÙÌÊÛÖÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÌÕÛÌrprise set it an excellent example, 

and the rank and file willingly prove their Socialism in response.  

 

Every Sunday during the winter hundreds and thousands of collectors are to be 

seen selling tags in the street to the same end. 

 

Through this source alone enormous sums are gathered in, and very often other 

results come from these tag days. Case after case occurs of their leading to employment 

for the unemployed. For instance, in the Harz Mountains in Thuringia there are little 

towns whose inhabitants live by glass blowing. In 1933 unemployment was rife  among 

them. So the directors of the Winter-Aid thought it a good thing to have tags made of 

glass, and gave this welcome order throughout the district. It resulted in months of 

work for three thou sand poor glass workers in Thuringia.  

 

3ÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯɁÉÙÈÐÕɯÞÈÝÌɂɯÞÈÚɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÈ××ÙÌÊÐÈÛÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ×ÜÉÓÐÊɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ

glass tags appeared upon the streets there was a rush for them. In three days over 

twenty -five million were sold out! Could any better proof  be adduced than this of how 

truly National Socialism conce rns itself with the needs of even the smallest of the 

German workers? 
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Dr. Goebbels, one of the most genial and versatile of the men round Hitler, did 

not fail to bring his bright wits to bear upon the problems of the Winter -Aid. He it was 

who conceived the ÐËÌÈɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯɁ$ÐÕÛÖ×ÍÎÌÙÐÊÏÛɂɯ- the One-Pot-Dinner. Every German, 

especially every- ÖÕÌɯÉÓÌÚÚÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯËÌÊÌÕÛɯÚÏÈÙÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÙÓËɀÚɯÎÖÖËÚȮɯÐÚɯÐÕÝÐÛÌËɯ

throughout the winter on the first Sunday of ev ery month to restrict his main meal to 

extremely modest (fi nancial) limits, to not more than about 6d., but to give over to a 

collector who would call for it next day the money which would otherwise have been 

laid out to furnish the table in the ordinary w ay. It is as if an Englishman saved what 

he would have spenÛɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯɁÊÜÛɯÍÙÖÔ-the-ÑÖÐÕÛɯÈÕËɯÛÞÖɯÝÌÎÚȭɂɯȹÛÖɯÚÈàɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÍɯ

sweets and coffee), and gave it away and contented himself with - what shall we say? 

- one good old plate of hash or soup instead, and nothing but that soup. 

 

All the restaurants and hotels are advised to offer on their menus for that first 

Sunday nothing but this one -dish-dinner, but to charge for it according to usual table 

ËɀÏĠÛÌ or ãɯÓÈɯÊÈÙÛÌ meals. The difference, of course, is to be handed over for the Winter - 

Aid. The success of this original idea is enormous. Like one man the whole people 

takes it up. 

 

On every such Sunday over five million marks come to hand this way. Again, in 

this instance the good of it is not confined to mere material things. The poor see the 

Better-off willingly dep riving themselves to help them, and the impression it makes is 

ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÕÊÌ×ÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯɁÕÈÛÐÖÕÈÓ-ÚÖÊÐÈÓÐÚÔȭɂɯ#Ùȭɯ&ÖÌÉÉÌÓÚɯÏÐÛɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÈ××àɯ

ÚÓÖÎÈÕȯɯɁ#ÖÕɀÛɯÚ×ÌÕËȯɯËÌÕàɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÍȭɂɯ3ÏÐÚɯÎÖÌÚɯeven further. When a rich man gets 

up from a well -spread table, and gives something to the poor, it is good, but it is not a 

sacrifice. The sacrifice comes in when a man contents himself with a poor meal instead 

of a better one, for the sake of giving something away to the man who never feeds well.  

 

Then again - here is a splendid notion! Very often during the winter there is to be 

heard a cheerful bugling in the streets, and there is to be seen a truckload of soldiers 

slowly tooling by, blowing for all the y were worth. What is this? Why - rummage 

collecting for th e needy. Whenever a hand waves, or a door opens, or someone beckons 

from window or corner, the truck hastens up, a couple of men leap down and run to 

obey the summons. 

 

Most people have something they can do without for the Winter -Aid. Here it is 

an old sofa - quickly handled and bestowed, - here a sewing machine - swung up atop, 

- here chairs needing mending, here a bundle of clothes, here oddments for repairs of 

all sorts, here crockery, here spare pots or pans - up and down the streets goes the 

truck, fanfaronading everywhere, and loading up cheerfully and dexterously like a 

furniture van!  

 

Workrooms were opened for necessitous girls and women, where these second-

hand things can be made Over, in return for groceries and shoes. 
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The happiest Christmas Germany had celebrated for many a long year was the 

ÍÐÙÚÛɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛÔÈÚɯÖÍɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯ"ÏÈÕÊÌÓÓÖÙÚÏÐ×ȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛÔÈÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÚÖ-

called heathen Nazis had come to power. Up to this time Christmas in Germany had 

largely been a purely family affair. The tens of thousands of those who had no family, 

no relatives, no home, perhaps, merely looked on from afar. 

 

Such a thing as this had to be put a stop to in the National Socialist State. On 

every Christmas Eve since 1933 the Party sets up, at its own expense, great Christmas 

trees before many of the church doors, and in many of the open spaces in the cities. 

These are all aglitter with frost, and burning candles. Tables are spread beneath them. 

And bands play the immemorial hymns and carols of the season. Speeches are made 

calling upon those who are keeping up the feast at home, to remember their poorest 

brethren without, and to show them the good comradeship and brotherliness which is 

the very essence of National Socialism. This exhortation is closing everywhere with 

ÛÏÌɯÊÈÙÖÓɯɁ2ÛÐÓÓÌɯ-ÈÊÏÛȮɯ'ÌÐÓÐÎÌɯ-ÈÊÏÛȭɂ 

 

Then comes the crush - the rush - the stampede to the tables where hundreds of 

good folk force their way to lay their gifts and offerings and contributions and goodies 

for the poor. Mountains of these thinÎÚɯ×ÐÓÌɯÜ×ɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÈÕɯÐÕÊÏɯÖÍɯÙÖÖÔɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÖɯ

bestow a single gift more. Even the ground under the table and all round is cluttered 

with presents. When the donors have really done, and are ready to go back home 

again, these things are distributed to the lonely and the hungry and the friendless who 

gladly come forward to receive the m. In ways like this National Socialism sought to 

prove itself not merely a political creed but a practical befriending of the people.  

 

The Winter -Aid is signally supported  by peasants, tradespeople and all sorts of 

industries, whose carts and waggons are daily to be seen in long rows at the doors of 

the offices of the Organisation, unloading goods and comestibles for the poor. No end 

of vouchers are issued by means of which the poor can obtain the necessaries of 

existence without having to expend money. So far as statistics can give any idea of 

what this amounts to - and statistics take no account of the Christmas presents - the 

following figures tell their own tale:  

 

During  the first five years of National Socialism the Winter Relief Work 

expended: 

 

Coals, ÈÉÖÜÛɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƕƕȮƘƚƙȮƔƔƔɯÛÖÕÚ 

/ÖÛÈÛÖÌÚɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƚƘȮƔƔƔȮƔƔƔɯÊÞÛȭ 

5ÌÎÌÛÈÉÓÌÚɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƕȮƔƔƔȮƔƔƔɯÊÞÛȭ 

%ÓÖÜÙɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƙȮƔƔƔȮƔƔƔɯÊÞÛȭ 
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!ÙÌÈËɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƝƔƔȮƔƔƔɯÊÞÛȭ 

3ÐÕÕÌËɯ&ÖÖËÚɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƜƙƔȮƔƔƔɯÊÞÛȭ 

2ÏÖÌÚɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƝȮƘƕƔȮƔƔƔɯ×ÈÐÙÚ 

"ÓÖÛÏɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƕƘȮƙƜƚȮƔƔƔɯÔÌÛÙÌÚ 

&ÈÙÔÌÕÛÚɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƖȮƚƚƚȮƔƔƔ 

6ÖÖËɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƝȮƛƔƔȮƔƔƔɯÊÞÛȭ 

5ÖÜÊÏÌÙÚɯɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇɇƕƚƗȮƔƚƙȮƔƔ0 marks 

 

The foodstuffs are not always distributed uncooked, but prepared in common 

kitchens, so that for the equivalent of an English twopence a hungry man can come by 

a real good meal. In Munich 65 alone daily portions are served from fifteen great 

communal kitchens to no less than three thousand poor people. Over eight millions of 

casual labourers, widows, orphans and unemployed are supported through these 

efforts of the people as a whole. 

 

It is a ÛÖÜÎÏɯÚÛÙÜÎÎÓÌɯÛÖɯËÖɯÐÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÚÏɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙ that this great 

work should be put in hand, that no one in Germany should starve or freeze, and 

everyone rejoices to help in its fulfilment. While everywhere else in Europe the 

melancholy spectacle is only too often to be witnessed of hunger marchers parading 

the streets, of the workless and the despairing losing all patience and breaking out into 

strife and bitter class hatred, in Germany at least Adolf Hitler has united everyone in 

an unparalleled gesture of fraternal charity.  

 

MOTHER AND CHILD  

 

The wint er 1933-34 passed. But the gigantic machinery of its Aid work remained, 

and Hitler, who could know no rest until he had given every possible demonstration 

of what National Socialism meant translate d into terms of every -day life - Hitler looked 

round for th e next immediate use to which it could be put.  

 

He was already grappling with the problem of unemployment, and now he 

turned from the consideration of the father of the family, to that of the mothe r. This 

matter of maternity and infant welfare had long bee n comprised in the Party 

×ÙÖÎÙÈÔÔÌɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈËÐÕÎȯɯɁ(ÛɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯËÜÛàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÈÛÌɯÛÖɯÌÕÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈÓÛÏɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯËÜÌɯÊÈÙÌɯÉÌÚÛÖÞÌËɯÜ×ÖÕɯÔÖÛÏÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕȭɂ 

 

So work was immediately set on foot to relieve the terrible burdens weighing so 

heavily upon the poorer families of the land, and especially upon the toiling 

housewives. The War and its long subsequent list of privations and bitter hardships 

 
65 Population c. 750,000. 
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had told on this most helpless and defenceless portion of the community as heavily as 

on every other. This new movement in aid of womankind was at once a recognition of 

the bravery and suffering of the women of the terrible years gone by, and a beacon of 

hope for the nameless regiment of brave and struggling women of the present time.  

 

First of all thÌɯɁ,ÖÛÏÌÙ-and-"ÏÐÓËɂɯ,ÖÝÌÔÌÕÛɯÜÕËÌÙÛÈÒÌÚɯÛÖɯÜÕÌÈÙÛÏɯÏÐËËÌÕɯÈÕËɯ

secret misery (in order to relieve it), to explore special areas of distress, and to do away 

with red tape and mistaken economies. The whole thing is to turn upon the personal 

and individual to uch. First the mother of the family is to be supported and helped and 

then every one of those dependent upon her. The Mother-and-Child work sets itself 

very few limits.  

 

Needless to say, here again the scope of the enterprise is so wide only the briefest 

description of it can be given. 

 

The greatest necessity - that of nourishment - calls for the first attention. Better 

food is to be provided, and sufficient milk for the children. Then comes the que stion 

of clothing and adequate laundry facilities. Women wi th big families swarming round 

them all day are to receive daily outside help.  

 

3ÏÌɯÞÖÙÒɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯɁ ÙÉÌÐÛÚ×ÓÈÛáÏÐÓÍÌɂɯ- ÙÖÜÎÏÓàɯÛÙÈÕÚÓÈÛÌËɯɁ3ÏÌɯ)ÖÉɯ%ÐÕËÐÕÎɯ

 ÎÌÕÊàɂɯ- concerns itself largely with plac ing out the elder children of these numerous 

broods in suit able posts as soon as they are fit to earn, and help themselves. The 

hitherto earning mothers of these families are to be enabled at once to leave factory or 

business and return home where their du ty and their most important work obviously 

lies. The man it is who must be enabled to go out and work and keep the home. 

 

3ÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯɁ6ÖÏÕÜÕÎÚÏÐÓÍÌɂɯȹ#ÞÌÓÓÐÕÎ-house Aid), a mighty attempt has been 

made to sweep away the slums and miserable areas in great cities. Either such 

dwellings as already exist have been improved and repaired, or entirely pulled down 

and rebuilt. Property owners who allow their houses to fall into bad condition, are 

called to account for it. The unsocial attitude of those who decline  to let where there 

are children is sharply corrected. 

 

The Mother and Child Aid looks to it that poor families should have at least what 

furniture is barely necessary, especially beds. A special activity has been set on foot all 

through Germany whose slogÈÕɯÐÚɯɁ3ÖɯÌÈÊÏɯÊÏÐÓËɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÉÌËȭɂɯ ÕËɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÉÌËÚɯÈÙÌɯ

collected from charitable donors in the same way as similar collections are made from 

house to house in the winter by the truckloads of trumpet -blowing soldiers.  

Another branch of this work is to provid ÌɯÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯÍÖÜÙɯÞÌÌÒÚɀɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɯÏÖÓÐËÈàɯÖÙɯ

convalescence for mothers who stand in special need of rest and recuperation. The 

children are meantime to be cared for in kindergarten. For that short space, at least, 

the mother is to be wholly free. The home dur ing the interval, is to be kept going by 
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ÔÌÈÕÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯɁ%ÙÈÜÌÕÈÙÉÌÐÛÚËÐÌÕÚÛɂɯ- ÛÏÌɯÖÙÎÈÕÐÚÈÛÐÖÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ×ÙÖÝÐËÌÚɯÞÖÔÌÕɀÚɯÞÖÙÒɯ

of this kind for just these purposes, so that the husband and father can go on having 

his meals as usual, without universal domestic upset, just because the main prop and 

stay of it all - the wife and mother - has had to go away. 

 

During the first five years of the Hitler regime nearly three hundred thousand 

women were enabled to take a country holiday. Within the same time over three 

million children were also sent to the country.  

 

Then there are schools for mothers; many of these are run by doctors who make 

it their business to impart all sorts of essential information about food and health in 

general to these poor women. They can always resort to medical advice without fear 

or hesitation, since nothing is more important to a nation than its mothers, its children 

and its health. 

 

All these measures, these undertakings, these departures and these immediate 

practicalities spring from the text laid down in Mein Kampf, the text is ruthlessly 

worked  ÖÜÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÍÌɯÚÛÖÙàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ%ĹÏÙÌÙɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȮɯɁ2ÖÊÐÈÓɯÞÖÙÒɯÔÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÛÈÊÒÓÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯ

below, ÕÖÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÈÉÖÝÌȭɂ 

 

UNEMPLOYMENT  

 

Ɂ6ÌɯÏÖÓËɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÐÔÌɯËÜÛàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÈÛÌɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÛÐáÌÕɯÊÈÕɯÚÌÊÜÙÌɯ

ÔÌÈÕÚɯÖÍɯÓÐÝÌÓÐÏÖÖËȭɂ 

 

Here, once more, we have one of the most important statements of Party 

undertakings. Hitler has held it of primary impor tance to combat unemployment by 

every permissible means devisable by ingenuity and ardent purpose.  

 

This nation-wide struggle postulated immense governmental preparation s. It 

could not be tackled piecemeal and by temporary measures. The whole reconstruction 

ÞÈÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÉÜÐÓÛɯÜ×ɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ'ÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÖÞÕɯÚÊÏÌÔÌɯÈÕËɯÙÌÊÖÔÔÌÕËÈÛÐÖÕÚȮɯÚÊÏÌÔÌÚɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ

embraced every sphere of industry, of private and public life. Not a struggle merely, 

but indeed a mighty campaign against unemployment was launched in Germany. 

Within few ye ars the victory was obtained over decades-long misery and ever-

recurring industrial crises. Every man in the country had to bear his part in this 

gigantic enterprise. The victory meant nothing less than a stable recovery of industry. 

A strong State is the guarantor of steady business. Every possible means had been 

coordinated to this end.  

The State provided the sinews of war for this struggle, but the German people 

themselves have also subscribed many millions of marks for the promotion of national 
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industry . In 1933 the Government set aside 4.3 milliards,66 in 1934 about 5 milliards to 

finance schemes of work for the unemployed. 

 

Vast plans were put in hand for the making o f canals, 1 4,300,000,000 R.M. for the 

building of power plants. Nearly all the greate r rivers of Germany were harnessed to 

some productive purpose. By the expenditure of one hundred million marks, one 

million workmen could be kept employed for an entire m onth. The work on the Weser, 

and on the Dortmund -Ems Canal kept twenty thousand men in  work for years. 

Another gigantic canal, begun in 1933, provided work for 1,510,000 days. In the same 

district between Hanover and Magdeburg one hundred and ten square mi les are being 

brought into cultivation which have hitherto been mere waste or swamp.  

 

In order to secure more land for husbandry in Schleswig -Holstein, two great 

dams are being constructed across the Eider River. Thousands are thereby supporting 

themselves, and a plain of 225 square miles will be reclaimed. The enterprise can well 

be compared with that of Signor Mussolini on the Pontine Marshes.  

 

The German Government offered to meet 40 per cent of the cost to everyone who 

built a house or who proposed to carry out reparations and improvements. The result 

of this step is scarcely to be believed. The building trade, hitherto at a very low ebb, 

looked up and went ahead surprisingly. And consequently so have all the allied 

industries. Factories are at work day and night. Since the spring of 1934 not a single 

skilled man in the building trade was  out of work. This flourishing state of affairs 

repercussed on the machine industry and gave work to again another ten thousand 

men. 

 

Hitler, himself an ardent motor mech anic, has found the way for a vast revival in 

the motor -car industry by entirely aboli shing the tax. The number of cars on the road 

doubled in 1933, and is growing continually.  

 

The most important attack on unemployment, how - ever, was delivered when 

the building of immense new arterial roads was planned on the direct initiative of the 

%ĹÏÙÌÙȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÊÖÕÚÛÐÛÜÛÌÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÎÎÌÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÝÌÙɯËÖÕÌɯàÌÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯËÐÙÌÊÛÐÖÕȭɯ%ÙÖÔɯÍÖÜÙɯÛÖɯ

five thousand miles of autoroads arc projected to be built in six directions right ac ross 

the country. Two will run from north to south, one from Kiel via Hamburg, Bremen, 

the Schwarzwald to Basle, the other from East Prussia via Berlin and Munich to 

Vienna. Three of these great roads will run from east to west, one from Frankfurt -Oder, 

anËɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÍÙÖÔɯ!ÙÌÚÓÈÜɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ1ÏÐÕÌÓÈÕËȮɯÈÕËɯÖÕÌɯÍÙÖÔɯ2ÈÈÙÉÙĹÊÒÌÕɯÝÐÈɯ2ÈÓáÉÜÙÎɯ

to Vienna. This last one is to be called the Nibelungen Road. The sixth of the whole 

series will run from Hamburg to Breslau. All these roads ar e being built on the most 

modern lines. 

 
66 4, 300, 000, 000 R.M. 
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They are practically all on one grade and in no way interrupted by crossings. 

Other roads are carried over by bridges. The entire plan requires many years to carry 

out. The Government has earmarked over two milliard s of marks a year towards it. 

Whole armies of men find employment on it. The project is a proud one, for it not only 

resembles the great engineering feats of the Romans, but promises to change the face 

of the entire country for coming generations.  

 

WORK CA MPS 

 

The idea of the Work Camp (which was originally envisaged on volunteer lines, 

students alone being obliged to attend) also proposed fruitful means of combating 

unemployment. Over one thousand camps, mostly situated in the country, keep going 

over two hundred thousand young people a t the age of eighteen. Most of them put in 

no more than half a year of work -service, and are then free to take employment 

elsewhere. They go forth, furnished with certificates, to places awaiting them. Plans 

have been constructed whereby such an army of workers can be employed for twenty 

years. The produce so raised will value two milliards of marks a year, and many 

thousands of new peasant homesteads will be created. 

 

Naturally the work done in these camps is of a supplementa ry order and is not 

allowed to compete in the open market with work turned out under ordinary 

conditions outside. Nor is such work undertaken which could as well be performed 

by private enterprise. It is the aim and object of these camps to promote facilit ies for 

other people, i.e. by the reclamation or improvement of waste land upon which 

settlements can be founded. The making of new roads, of course, opened up new 

ground for such a purpose. The settlement building itself is never undertaken by camp 

worker s. The latter confine themselves to forestry, projects of land reclamation from 

the sea, canals, irrigation and particularly all undertakings which have for their aim 

the prevention of catastrophic happenings, forest fires, burst dykes, floods and so 

forth . 

 

All this has proved of great  practical utility. The young people in the Work 

Camps are well trained in the use of their various tools and implements, spades, pikes, 

shovels, etc., and can be quickly mustered and detailed for a job. Once on the occasion 

of a huge landslide on the Saale,67 a serious disaster was only averted by the immediate 

mobilisation of young navvies from the nearest Work Camp, who immediately set to 

work to set things to rights. Many a village has been saved from extinction by fire by  

the exertions of such organised workers, and immense consequent misery avoided. 

 

 
67 A river in Central Germany.  
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The campers themselves are willing and devoted enough. Each man knows that 

his work benefits the community at large, and that he is therefore carrying out the 

fundamental pri nciples of National Socialism. HÐÛÓÌÙɀÚɯÞÖÙÛÏàɯ×ÙÖÕÖÜÕÊÌÔÌÕÛȮɯɁ3ÏÌÙÌɯ

ÐÚɯÖÕÓàɯÖÕÌɯÕÖÉÐÓÐÛàȮɯÛÏÌɯÕÖÉÐÓÐÛàɯÖÍɯÞÖÙÒȮɂɯÚÜÚÛÈÐÕÚɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÓÈÉÖÜÙÌÙÚɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈÛɯ

and the toil of the longest day. 

 

Life in a Labour Camp is not in the least modelled on the military  plan. The 

workers rise at five ÐÕɯÚÜÔÔÌÙȮɯÈÕËɯÈÛɯÚÐßɯÐÕɯÞÐÕÛÌÙȭɯ'ÈÓÍɯÈÕɯÏÖÜÙɀÚɯÌßÌÙÊÐÚÌɯÖÙɯÚ×ÖÙÛɯ

precedes tubbing and breakfast. Then comes parade and the hoisting of the camp flag 

for the day. This resembles the Swastika Flag only instead of the hooked cross in the 

white circle it disp lays a spade and a couple of ears of wheat. The whole is symbolic 

ÈÕËɯÙÌÊÈÓÓÚɯ%ÙÌËÌÙÐÊÒɯÛÏÌɯ&ÙÌÈÛɀÚɯÍÐÕÌɯÚÈàÐÕÎȯɯɁ'ÌɯÞÏÖɯÛÖÐÓÚɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÛÞÖɯÌÈÙÚɯÖÍɯÞÏÌÈÛɯ

grow where there was only one before, does more for his country than a general who 

wins a redoubtable vÐÊÛÖÙàȭɂ 

 

After this parade the workers betake themselves to their various employments; 

the volunteers down tools at the end of a seven-ÏÖÜÙÚɀɯÚ×ÌÓÓɯ3ÏÌÕɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÈɯÞÈÚÏȮɯÈÕËɯ

the midday meal eaten, naturally, in common. The foo d is good and everyone can have 

ÈÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÙÌØÜÐÙÌÚȭɯ ÕɯÏÖÜÙɯÈÕËɯÈɯÏÈÓÍɀÚɯɁÒÕÖÊÒ-ÖÍÍɂɯÌÕÚÜÌÚȭɯ3ÏÌɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯÐÚɯÛÈÒÌÕɯ

Ü×ɯÉàɯÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÏÖÜÙÚɯÖÍɯÚ×ÖÙÛȮɯÈÕËɯÈÕɯÏÖÜÙɀÚɯÐÕÚÛÙÜÊÛÐÖÕɯÐÕɯÊÐÝÐÊÚȭɯ3ÏÌɯÌÝÌÕÐÕÎɯÐÚɯ

passed in singing songs, and in reading aloud, etc. etc. Two or three evenings a week 

ÌÈÊÏɯÔÈÕɯÊÈÕɯÊÈÓÓɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÛÌÕɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒȭɯ3ÈÛÛÖÖɯÐÚɯÈÛɯÛÌÕȯɯÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌɯÔÜÚÛɯÛÏÌÕɯÉÌɯÐÕɯ

quarters. 

 

The Work Camp brings all classes together. The student is set just the same jobs 

as anyone else. The hope is that thirty years hence there will be no more intellectuals 

or officials in Germany who have not passed through the school of manual work side 

by side with the everyday workman.  
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