
  
    
  

  
    ​Praise for George Thomas Clark and Hitler Here


    Hitler Here is cleverly constructed using short first-person narratives by the major historical players and personalities of the period. This unique combination of multiple perspectives dynamically brings the period to life; the frustrations and fears of Germany between 1914 and 1945 are made urgent and real to the reader. The novel is painstakingly and excellently researched, but it avoids reading like a textbook by portraying the characters in a human manner and focusing on the mental illnesses, social stigmas, physical defects, and addictions that shaped them. This is not to say that Clark is sympathetic, but rather that he illustrates with precision their frightening madness, cunning, and brutality. Hitler comes alive in a chillingly believable way that makes him even more disturbing. In short, this book answers the question of how an atrocity like the rule of Hitler could happen.


    — Historical Novels Review Online


    Hitler Here documents Clark’s ability to carry an extended and complex plot focused upon Adolf Hitler, his friends and his subordinates. The novel is expertly researched and, instead of a traditional unbroken narrative, offers a collection of first-person reports and views from a variety of figures who piece together a dark, unfolding story of the atrocities of World War II. A compelling tale, all the more horrific for its grounding in truth.


    — The Midwest Book Review


    An excellent look into Hitler’s mind as well as the minds of those around him. Each detail of his life is brought to paper like never before, giving the reader a penetrating view of the man.


    — Book Review Café


    George Thomas Clark offers a unique synopsis of conversations between Hitler, his cohorts, and his opponents, and brings the reader into their thoughts and feelings. This book is most interesting throughout.


    — Lt. Col. Arne Christiansen (retired)


    Gripping… The characters come alive…A must read for lovers of history.


    — Dr. M. Gautham Machaiah


    Hitler Here is one of the best…No, it is the best book about Hitler that I’ve ever read, and I’m proud to have it in my library.


    — The Midnight Bookworm
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    CONCEPTION
  


    By A Historian
  

 

How did this happen? It’s really quite logical to begin in the backwoods of Austria with Maria Ana Schiklgruber, a plump and childless peasant already in her forties, and Georg Heidler, a shiftless and unstable moron. No one wants either of them so they end up together, and their sad union produces a child, Alois Shicklgruber, who they naturally are unable to take care of and who is raised by Georg’s younger brother.

Alois, by a not small genetic miracle, proves to be made of better stuff and grows into a fine looking and formidable customs agent, and has enough status to summon his sixteen-year old second cousin to serve as his live-in maid. Klara is rather simple and plain but not without a certain ripeness and sexual heat. Picture, if you will, her dallying with Alois in the room next to where his sick wife lies in bed. And why, we should ask, has Alois married a woman fourteen years older? He wants her patrimony. That’s rather greedy for a fellow who already has a good salary. But don’t judge Alois harshly. Nay, I say we should commend him for vigor and ambition. Almost every day he leaves his apartment at the Pommer Inn in Brannau and strides downstairs to the room of Fanni, a maid who so pleases him that he sends Klara home.

Soon Alois ostensibly has an ideal life. His ugly old wife moves out and dutifully dies, and he marries the pregnant Fanni, and they have two children in a marriage that’s going to last, and Klara’s probably going to be stuck with a dunce or in spinsterhood. But she gets lucky. Fanni contracts tuberculosis, and Alois summons Klara to care for his wife. And, though I’m uncomfortable admitting it, I still admire Alois’ spirit. Right away he’s back in bed with Klara, and she gets pregnant just before Fanni dies.

The first, second, and third children of Alois and Klara Hitler also die, and when Adolf arrives his mother nurses and scrubs him with uncommon dedication, and worriedly checks his little scrotum every day, hoping a second testicle will soon descend. That doesn’t help, and neither does this — one evening Alois comes home drunk and in a hurry, and as he pounds Klara little Adolf runs in and she frantically waves get away, she’s got no time for him now. But she usually does.  He’s her special surviving boy and not going to die.

Alois also has important plans for the boy, especially after he decks Adolf’s thirteen-year old half-brother, Alois, Jr., and sends the boy scuffing away down the road toward a couple of stints in prison. Now Adolf is the oldest male to survive, and it's his duty to uphold the status of the Hitler name, which Alois has selected as a stronger version of Heidler. Regrettably, the boy is unmotivated, and Alois slaps his face for flunking his first year at the Realschule. A few months later, Adolf is certainly obedient enough, albeit glum, as his father takes him on a tour of the customs station where he served his highest rank and final duty. The old man, in fact, continues to control him until the instant he falls out of his chair, dead from a stroke in his favorite tavern.

Adolf, then only thirteen and the unrivalled man of the house, intensifies his disregard for authority and withdraws further inside a suffering self. Indeed, the disconsolate boy can’t help being what he is. And it’s certainly his right — even his destiny — to scowl and feel bad and be unable to interact in a normal way. There’ll always be lots of people like him, quitting school at age sixteen, getting drunk for the first (and only) time, and losing his certificate for that year’s work. That’s understandable. But this next part is rather unusual. He’s in the school director’s office to seek a duplicate for his mother. And he waits and waits, terribly hung-over and nervous, until the frowning director marches out and hands him his original certificate torn into four pieces and used for toilet paper. It’s easy to imagine how ashamed he is, but incomprehensible why so many times he tells people about it.

He’s a strange and lethargic lad, daily sleeping until noon in the only bedroom; his mother and little sister, Paula, who’s a half-wit, have to sleep in the living room. They’re gone now, and Adolf’s struggling to get up, and he looks so tired and bored as he fiddles with a sketch then writes a few lines before he paints a bit then reads a book soon shoved under the bed so he can scan the newspapers. He has so many hobbies he has no task. Up two hours and he’s already out on the couch, staring at the ceiling, and there’s his mother walking in to say, “Adolf, listen to me, do you hear me? Look at my hand. My hand is pointing at your father’s pipes. Your father’s pipes are on the shelf. Do you see them? I’ve placed them there for an important reason. They’re living representatives of your father and represent what he said. Look at them. You will obey him and go to work. His picture on the wall is looking at you now. Don’t think your father is dead in every way. He isn’t. He’s here and so are his pipes.”

Luckily for Adolf, the old gentleman is thoroughly dead or he’d have kicked him out into the mundane world of daily work, and Adolf wouldn’t have been spending his mother’s dwindling cash to buy tweed suits and broad brimmed hats and black gloves and go to the opera so often. He’s fortunate his only friend, Gustl Kubizek, not merely tolerates but is enchanted by his loud and impromptu speeches about tearing down the hideous old buildings of Linz to clear space for spectacular new structures he’ll design and that will soar beyond anything ever. If he really believes he’s so great, why is he following that pretty blond Stefanie walking down the street? He’s virtually stalking her, and every day tells Gustl he loves her; but he’s much too scared to speak to her or even let her see him. That’s unfortunate.

 In 1907, at age eighteen, Adolf is confronted by an even more painful problem: a surgeon has to amputate his mother’s cancerous breast. Klara is certainly brave and selfless as she suffers. Her hunchback sister, Johanna, despite those schizophrenic symptoms, is there to help. Adolf also has a hunchback cousin. But I digress. Some months later, just before Christmas, a shriveled Klara tells Gustl Kubizek to keep being her son’s good friend because he has no one else.

 I suppose it’s better his mother didn’t know the Academy of Fine Art in Vienna has already rejected him. That would’ve only worried her more. So would this scene in his cramped apartment in Vienna. His friend Gustl is up early and out at music school and work, and Adolf is still staggering out of bed at noon, and walking in a haze and loafing in the usual ways until he starts composing an opera despite not having any musical training. That’s troubling, but not as much as his reading racist pamphlets — those Aryan clarions — with such passion. Look at him. He’s outraged by what he’s told. The Jews are lazy. Lazy? Well, my goodness, the dear boy is setting the standard in that regard. And he’s reading that the Jews are sexual deviates of a particularly uncouth sort. Isn’t that ironic?

At this stage, however, Adolf is incapable of any sort of intimacy. He can’t even tell Gustl when the Academy of Fine Arts rejects him again. He undoubtedly hurts, walking into that huge and ornate building and looking at those lists and not seeing his name in the good column and, finally, having to read that his drawings were “done with insufficient success.” Hell, name a medium and an artist and you’ll see a wave of rejections. He doesn’t have to hide from Kubizek and everyone else and scurry into a rat hole to wait until his modest inheritance runs out.

It’s 1909, he’s twenty years old, and black clouds are swirling, and the first raindrop hammers him, and he can only lean forward to keep walking into a park to look for the biggest and bushiest trees. Some of them have broad branches with plenty of leaves. Nevertheless, the rain is penetrating him and his knapsack, and beyond the trees he sees shiny, fast racing rain that’s much wetter and faster than the rain where he is. All night he cringes under a downpour loud in the leaves, and in the morning he stands there skinny white and naked, and everything’s wet, and his paintings and sketches are destroyed, and he begins roaming for weeks, sleeping on and under benches until it gets very cold and he scurries into a cavernous pipe and curls up with his back to the other bums.

It’s sad to see anyone have to beg. Can you image? There is Adolf Hitler asking cultured Viennese for handouts. Most tell him to get away. That humiliates him, but he hears when the other bums talk the Hostel for the Homeless, owned by Jews. They take him in and provide his first shower and decent meal in three months. And he meets Reinhold Hanisch. What a character he is, full of hot air but an experienced man of the road who soon takes him across town to more permanent quarters in the Home for Men.

Now Adolf’s got a cubicle to sleep in and almost every morning he’s down by the big window in the reading room, sketching forms from photographs of Viennese scenes and filling them in with watercolors. And Hanisch easily sells his paintings until Adolf stops working regularly. Then he claims Hanisch cheats him and he lies right there in court about the worth of his work, but Hanisch produces receipts. Yes, that’s troubling. So is his ranting in the reading room that Germany — his Germany, where he’s never been — will need to absorb Austria and a lot of Poland as well as northern Italy and Switzerland and Bohemia. That, incidentally, is a prominent view of the time.

Adolf isn’t going to change anything. He’s merely a bigmouth calling a muscular deliveryman a political imbecile and filthy dog, and the fellow charges him and — boom — belts him with a right straight to the mouth, knocking him back into a wall, and puts a fist in front of his nose and says no more shit.

Most people, we should emphasize, definitely want to help him. There’s Jakob Altenburg saying, “Good morning, Herr Hitler,” as Adolf enters his art gallery, and as usual he buys everything Adolf brings him. So do most of Altenburg’s colleagues. That’s pretty good for a painter in his early twenties. Many artists never go as far as he already has. He still needs to improve, of course. He needs to grow. And I certainly endorse his plan to go to Munich. But before that journey, we learn something else that, frankly, is troubling.

There Adolf is at the bedside of his dying hunchback Aunt Johanna, and he’s telling her he’s the best student in art school but can only survive if he gets a modest loan. A loan? Hell, he bilks her out of her entire estate. At least he doesn’t get everything until she dies.

 Well, on to Munich. What a beautiful city. Munich. What a beautiful sound. Look at him headed there on the train. He’s glowing, absolutely glowing. I’ve never seen him so happy. Let’s listen to his thoughts: “Tormented since childhood by a secret desire for a secret love, I at last open my arms and venture forth to the beckoning bosom of my mother country. This special reunion begins on a vivid spring day as the train brings me into Munich where architectural delights at once proclaim this city the absolute creative center of the world. Also, for the first time in my life, I hear people speaking good clear German, and am thrilled to be surrounded by the music of real Germans instead of the garbled grunts of a mad mix of Austrian mongrels. In this new and special setting, I am naturally drawn to the Schwabing District, the celebrated home of artistic souls. And after an extraordinary day of exploration, I rent a furnished room and sleep with the warmest feelings I’ve had since childhood.

“In Munich my whole life soon becomes infused with a new spirit of belonging, and every morning I’m so inspired I bound to my easel, which is perched ready with a canvas held high and also ready. Now I paint larger pictures of pretty scenes, and am nauseated by the new Expressionist paintings slobbered on canvases by lunatics who burn their time blabbering in sidewalk cafes. Unlike those pretentious artists, I’m very productive and can’t stand even to look at them. Walking by I invariably keep my face pointed straight ahead and bear no expression.”

The young man, even allowing for the subjectivity of personal taste, is limited. He doesn’t realize how good the Expressionists are, and that their powerful work foretells chaos. He can only see the literal and envisions nothing. He needs to try to create his own world instead of cranking out rather pretty but otherwise undistinguished city scenes and landscapes. He claims he would’ve been a great artist if political events hadn’t intervened. I don’t think so, but he might’ve tried.


  DISCOVERY


    1914-1924
  


   


    
      THE GREAT WAR
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

I heard crowds rumbling in the Munich streets below my room and ran downstairs to discover that the heir to the Austro-Hungarian throne, Archduke Francis Ferdinand, had been murdered. At first I was silent with regret, fearing the bullets were fired by German patriots aghast at Ferdinand’s ceaseless Slavization of what should have been a German empire. But when precise news arrived it was a delight, for it was a Serb who had just killed the greatest friend of the Serbs.

Now senile Austria had to act. In the southeastern section of the empire there lurked a morbid and hostile foe whose manifest intent was to chop itself free of the monarchy and form a Slavic state. An enraged Germanic population would have revolted against the Hapsburg monarchy had it not declared war on Serbia in late July 1914. Russia then mobilized against Austria, and Germany gave Russia an ultimatum to demobilize by high noon the next day. When the hour arrived with no response, Kaiser Wilhelm signed the instrument of attack. Germany was at war, and I stood trembling with a huge happy throng outside the Hall of Field Marshals. That afternoon I wrote a personal petition to King Ludwig of Bavaria and beseeched him to let me join one of his regiments. Due to the overwhelming events I expected a delay in response to my simple request but had to wait only overnight for the letter telling me I was assigned to a Bavarian regiment. As I carefully folded my cherished document, I was struck by deep throbbing fear the war might end before I arrived.

 I begged authorities to let me start training at once, and every day for the next two weeks I marched, ran, crawled, and climbed until my lungs burned and sweat oozed all over my face and body, turning dirt into mud. Like everyone else, I was so happy when the time came to go to the war. We took a nice train and saw our Rhine River for the first time and all sang “Die Wacht Am Rhine,” and we were very excited. We knew victory was assured and were anxious to meet the French. Soon we engaged them often, and I served as a daring and dependable dispatch carrier, and learned much about modern war, and so did we all. Many could not deal with the eternal wait to be menaced in tall trenches deep-watered filthy and stinking with death. But I could handle it, and I liked it. I was also blessed by Providence. Everyone remarked about a shot ripping off my sleeve without hurting me. And one night a voice in my head told me to get up and move just before a shell blew up everyone where I had been sitting. I did not have to be afraid, not even the day our artillery in the rear was booming, and the shells were exploding short and killing front line Germans. I, too, was in a bunker near the front, and French machinegun fire crisscrossed all around, ricocheting threats among exploding death.

“We need volunteers to take a message,” said the commander.

Most of the men averted their eyes, but right away I stepped forward and said, “I’ll do it.”

Eventually a few others agreed also to try.

“Maybe one of you can get through,” said the commander.

Grim and determined I sprang into hell, crouching on the run as bullets ripped by, and I kept churning, even as others fell, until I delivered the message. Everyone was so impressed. I was awarded the Iron Cross First Class for valor, and proudly I wore my medal.

I loved duty and never wanted to leave, especially for Christmas, and did not want to receive any letters or packages, or go into infected places, either. I had to concentrate always on the threat and hated anyone who spoke of pain or surrender or defeat. I did not even want to leave when I was wounded in the thigh. I asked to stay but they put me on a train heading east out of France and back into Germany where I was shocked by congregations of greasy bearded faces that complained about the rigors of a war they were not fighting. They were fomenting, and Germany was being ravaged within. I had to get back to war as soon as possible.

 


    
      COMMANDER
    


    
      By Hugo Gutmann
    

  

 

Adolf Hitler followed my orders and transported messages faithfully under perilous conditions. Everyone knew he was worthy of the Iron Cross First Class because I said so. I said give Corporal Hitler his due. But he sometimes acted arrogantly and even ignored his obligation to salute me as his superior.

 


    
      WAR ART
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

When I could not find duty I sat on anything available and opened my pack to withdraw sketching and painting materials. There was much original material now, and I was better and more mature. I loved my Sunken Lane. I painted it soon after the day scores of German soldiers were slaughtered there. My painting was a dark muddy Sunken Lane with many dead bare trees standing stark on each side and represented well the corpses even though they were no longer there.

I loved to draw the ruins of war. There was something heroic about charred and shattered buildings. They had stood and taken it and were in part still standing. It was easy for any shrewd observer to see that my scenes of destruction, though placid and gray, automatically implied the horror that befell the people who had built and existed in what was no longer there.

I was good at spontaneous drawings of soldiers and did not think while doing them. I worked rapidly, and the sketches came out jaunty and crisp. My best was On the Road to Cannes. I depicted our platoon during a tired but spirited journey on foot. Spiked caps crowned our uplifted heads, and we were happy to be leaving what was no longer there.

 


    
      STABBED IN THE BACK
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

We were in a slithering trench on a small hill in western Belgium, and as big shells whistled at us we stuck our faces in the mud. For hours the shells shredded earth and flesh, but we did not leave. We were determined and we stayed. When it got dark they started shooting shells of gas that our masks did not stop, and they shot at us all night. I could not keep my eyes open long because there were so many tears and they felt like acid in my eyes.

In the morning everything was dim and distorted, and I had trouble seeing some of my comrades who had inhaled too much gas and gone crazy breathing out blood. I was still alive, and said I could take a message to battalion headquarters. I must have been able to get the message there. Definitely, I was soon on a train bound east for a hospital in East Prussia, our cradle of militarism. Even if I could have risen as high as the window, I would not have seen a thing.

I was blind and mute in bed, and I was tired and disheveled and distraught. With my eyes on fire I thought I would never see to paint again. I still held hope, trapped in my darkened abyss, that our enemies could yet be defeated. And in a few weeks, as my vision and voice gradually returned, I was ready for duty. But by the fall of 1918 the nation had been gravely weakened by treachery, and then the November Criminals surrendered her. When I received word of the armistice, my eyes again began to burn and my voice disappeared, and I had to stagger blindly back to my bed where I submerged my face under the covers and tried to withstand the horror of the bloody rape taking place. I was as betrayed as our nation, and after many black days I once again was contacted by eternal Providence and told of my mission: someday, I had to act.

Now, back in my barracks in Bavaria, I could only watch in anguish as Jews and communists rioted and ruined us here and all over Germany, crushing us under the bloody Star of David. And when the wretched new government in Berlin signed the shameful Treaty of Versailles, even the dead surely realized we had been stabbed in the back.

 


    
      THE MEETING WAS MINE
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

A few weeks ago I uncovered some traitors in the barracks, and they got shot. Since then the Army had ordered me to monitor the schemers in dozens of political organizations around Munich. My assignment for this 1919 night was the German Workers Party. It had a meeting pigeonholed in the dank back room of a small old beer hall. Perhaps three dozen lower class men were present, and their boring speaker would have forced me instantly out the door had I not been required to stay long enough to get a report. A discussion followed the speech, and everything said was shallow and insignificant. To me it was obvious the German Workers Party could never be anything but a small congregation of bumblers. I was thoroughly embarrassed to be among them and standing to leave when an impertinent little man got up and spouted, “Jews aren’t the problem. Bavaria needs to separate from militaristic Prussia and form a union with peace loving Austria.”

Firing to my feet I said, “You’re a liar and an idiot. Jews are the ultimate problem. First, they ensnare the masses with high interest loans. Then they conspire to rig the stock market and swindle German workers before loaning the money back to those who’ve already earned what they’re now borrowing. And Austria, for God’s sake. Austria’s absolutely infested with the same garbage that’s ruined our Germany and put us where we are. And this lout wants us to suffer more.”

An astonished audience watched as the man scampered away like a wet poodle with water flying. Again I tried to leave, but just before I reached the door someone grabbed my arm, and I was pulled around facing the tall silly-faced man who had sat at the front table during the meeting. Behind his smile loomed the pasty wan look of not having been well in a while, and he shoved a slender pink pamphlet into my hand, closed my fist and urged, “Please read this and come back again.”

I turned away, and not until walking back to the barracks did I glance at the title, My Political Awakening, which did not intrigue me, nor did the author, Anton Drexler, whoever he was. I was thinking about mice and walking faster now as I concentrated on the fun I’d have. Right after arriving in my room I put crumbs on the floor, then lay quietly in bed, hunched happily on my side. When those droll little creatures started making that soft scratching little sound, I felt very good and was proud to help them avoid some of the devouring hunger I’d suffered in my youth.

Later that night I could not sleep. It seemed I never really slept. I wished I could. I needed to escape. Instead, I groped for the light and sat up wondering what to do. Each minute chewed on me until I noticed the pink pamphlet on top of my paper pile. I picked it up and decided to give Drexler a chance. Soon, with mounting pleasure, I realized he understood the threat posed by the Jew, and was shrewd putting two words together: National Socialism. I did not know if I had put those together before Drexler, but the pamphlet was good, and I reviewed it twice during the week before putting it back on the pile. In a few days, to my surprise and consternation, I received a presumptuous postcard congratulating me for being a new member of the German Workers Party. I had not asked and was not interested. Only curiosity prompted me to accept their invitation to the next meeting. Regret hammered me the instant I saw the dilapidated restaurant. Moving in tentatively on my toes, wishing to be elsewhere, I passed through the deserted dining room to a small back room where four men sat at a table in front of a not much larger group of grubby men. Within a second of entering, the pusher of pink pamphlets scooted over and double pumped my hand and irritated me with the loud exhortation: “Here’s the bigmouth Austrian who’s going to spread our word.”

I was given a seat up front facing the committee. Soon a seedy shrimp of a fellow limped in, and the pamphleteer, Anton Drexler, came over and took both our arms and introduced me to Karl Harrer, national chairman of the German Workers Party. Drexler was the Munich chairman.

For an excruciating period the members read and discussed in earnest a letter they had received from Nuremberg, and did the same with their letter in response to Nuremberg, and they just sat up there congratulating each other as if a single missive represented a national groundswell. This whole thing was dreadful. No real political party would be like this. They had nothing: no leadership, no organization, not even a rubber stamp. This was the group beseeching me to join it.


    * * *
  

The typing was very boring, but I could not avoid it. We had dull every-Wednesday-night committee meetings with the same six stupid faces staring at me in the corner of a small cafe, and all they ever did was act like tea drinkers, and there could never be any action unless I borrowed an Army typewriter and sat down to pound out hundreds of slips announcing the German Workers Party’s first public meeting. My next task was worse. I had always viewed people who hand out notices as sycophantic boobs too shallow for important work. That’s what they looked like, with faces so simple they seemed almost begging passersby to stop and take one. When passing out my slips, I maintained firmness, and surely no one mistook me for a stupid handyman.

On the night of the meeting, as we sat and waited, some committee members groaned: “We shouldn’t be doing this. There might be disagreements, even violence.”

“So what?” I said. “We have to open up and grow.”

Only several people came. The committeemen gloated and Karl Harrer snorted, “Well, Hitler, this is most impressive.”

Glancing at his clubfoot, I said, “The meeting in two weeks will be much better.”

To the few faithful in attendance I spoke as if to a multitude, and finished by asking them to help the cause by bringing three people each to the next meeting.

In a few days, overwhelmed by urgency, I faced fellow committee members and said, “You have, gentlemen, repeatedly forgotten or failed to absorb the most essential maxim of political growth, that of embracing the heart of the masses and skillfully manipulating it with propaganda. It is therefore mandatory for the health of the party that I become our official propagandist, effective immediately.”

A few grumbled but I ignored them and began to spend savings from my still active Army salary to have our red announcements and posters mimeographed in bulk and distributed in town as well as the barracks. At subsequent meetings I stationed a man to examine everyone, and he counted eleven then thirteen and soon three dozen new listeners. After my speeches, which were always well received, we asked for donations in the name of a party ready to forsake half measures and do what must be done.

Now, unmistakably, was the moment to leave dingy cafes and project our ideas before large audiences in significant places. For that I lobbied loudly and also pointed a lot. A few insolent souls agreed with our crippled and ill-spoken national chairman who said, “The party’ll be committing suicide if we hold a meeting in a large hall, and few show up.”

“There’s no reason to fear that. This time we’ll also advertise in the Volkischer Beobachter.”

Out into Munich I went to seek a site just right for speaking. I entered taverns and restaurants and even a few warehouses, and everywhere I stood listening to my echo, trying to determine which place was conducive to success of this first major test. My first stride into a magnificent beer hall built me way up. I felt the air lift me up to the high open ceiling, and I floated high over the long room, feeling vibrations of what it would be like to fill this hall with people roaring Heil. An employee of the Hofbrauhaus stepped toward me, his voice resounding into empty space as he said, “I see you haven’t been here before.”

“I’ve come to rent the place for a night. How much will it cost?”

His response drilled me.

“Oh yes,” he said. “This is the biggest beer hall in all the world. It is a very good price for that.”

At first I certainly was insulted by his suggestion I rent the cellar. No offense remained after I walked down to see a place impressive enough to reserve for an October 1919 night. That meeting commenced with a forgettable speaker who left a hundred people in silence. I then stepped behind a wobbly lectern, straightened it with two outstretched hands, and thanked the men for coming and told them they were witnessing the birth of a movement. I explained the need for a vigorous new voice in politics and patiently enumerated the horrors that had befallen Germany. Then I thundered: “We need good, brave, patriotic men like you to help end the misery. We can again be strong and free and dominant. I know that’s what you really want. You should. That’s your birthright. But you will have none of your rights so long as they’re being stolen from within. Germany can only be revived if you, in the mightiest Teutonic tradition, pick up your broadswords and smite those who are hurting you.”

While this modest room beneath the world’s biggest beer hall shook with approval, hypocritical Harrer limped to the lectern and asked for donations. I acted like I did not notice money taken out of pockets. The rest of the night was a dream. Three hundred marks were slapped into our coffers.

Funds gleaned from our first mass meeting were plied to preparations for the second. Advertising was increased and we rented a slightly larger beer cellar where more than one-hundred sixty were seated as I stated: “The lie you have all heard a thousand times. The lie states that Germany should not complain about having to live with the terms of the Treaty of Versailles because Germany had done far worse to Russia in March 1918 by making it sign the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk. That is scandalous nonsense, for the two are as different as dark and light. At Brest-Litovsk we merely wanted to absorb free floating states that had often been gateways of invasion into our homeland. Russia certainly had no intrinsic claim on those areas. We’d earned them with overwhelming victories on the battlefields of the Great War.

“Our enemies, by contrast, didn’t win anything in battle. German troops still occupied foreign soil when we were stabbed in the back. This unparalleled treachery has emboldened the Versailles bandits not only to strip us of war winnings but also to tear mortal flesh from our nation and give it to Belgium and France and Poland and Denmark. Our colonies have also been stolen. And that bloody pillage isn’t nearly enough to satisfy those who hate us. While we starve here in Germany, they’re preparing to drain us of billions of gold marks annually. And why are we to be punished with such high reparations? According to our enemies, it’s because Germany is solely responsible for the war and must accordingly bear all guilt.

“Gentlemen, I must tell you tonight: there is more outrage still. Our enemies have limited our Army, the finest in the world, to one hundred thousand men and no panzers. Our incomparable German General Staff has also been abolished, and the Navy reduced to insignificance. Versailles has taken our land, our traditions, and our hope. We must rise and resist the way things are going. Germany misery can only be broken by German iron.”


    * * *
  

Catapulted by thunderous approval, I soon held forth before a crowd of two hundred, and within weeks my words shot off the roof over four hundred loud and lively souls. Now no sane individual could doubt my worth and rectitude. And I hoped Munich’s countless self-proclaimed Volkisch experts would stop arguing that only they understood nature’s plan of vigorous growth for the Aryan race. If these Volkisch Methuselahs really had so much insight, why were they still in the same dank back rooms where they’d always been? And why were the German folk so thoroughly in the yoke of other races?

“I’m not for an instant going to stand flat with my hands in my pockets watching people cling to yesterday and all its horrors,” I told committee members early in 1920. “Those who still don’t have the basic gall to stand up and do something decisive are no longer going to have a voice in this party. We have a mission to carry out. In only four months we’ve risen from a humble and ineffectual kettle club to become a movement genuinely on the eve of major emergence. Now we can make our next move. Herr Drexler and I will formulate and write out our official party program in points to be presented later to our biggest audience yet.”

Despite reservations, I decided to let Drexler put some of his socialist ideas into the program. I drew up the main points, twenty-five in all. We showed them to the committee at the next private meeting. Most members seemed enthusiastic, and before anyone could distract me I bounded up and said, “Gentlemen, this occasion calls for the boldest possible step. That step, appropriately enough, is to unveil the official party program before a vibrant crowd in the huge hall of the Hofbrauhaus, in whose very cellar we launched our first big public meeting.”

“At least we could afford the cellar,” said Karl Harrer. “We can’t realistically afford the hall.”

“I keep wondering about you, Harrer. You’ve criticized every little setback and ignored all our big gains. Now you want to hold the party back from its greatest opportunity. What are your motives? They must be personal. Let me finish. Shut up. Exactly what I said was true. Everyone can see it’s true. It is palpably true. I can scream too. Everybody here knows the party must grow.”

The night of February twenty-fourth was cold, and a little snow drifted down sideways onto the ground. In my trench coat, outside the Hofbrauhaus, I shivered as I wondered if publicity had been adequate to entice people out of warm homes into the brisk Bavarian night. What if Harrer is right, I thought? What if only a few scraggly souls come, and everywhere there are only echoes and uncertainties? What if the party does go broke?

 


    
      UPROAR
    


    
      By A Police Reporter
    

  

 

My contacts tipped me the communists were going to stomp the new group of radical nationalists on their big night. Accordingly, I stationed myself a little further from the podium than usual. You didn’t need to be close to hear Hitler shriek, “We demand,” as he introduced each of twenty-five points. After explaining, he jammed his fists into his hips and stared at a capacity audience before he pronounced: “Do you understand the point and agree?”

Dozens of big beer mugs hurled toward Hitler tailed off short and cracked heads where I would have been. Flying froth still dampened my ears. I was baffled by the uproar. The German Workers Party platform offered something for almost everyone: trust busting and profit sharing, maternity welfare and old age pensions, and a promise of vigorous militarism. At numerous political meetings I had seen similar points received with ennui.

Several speakers followed Hitler, who, sitting on stage, was uncomfortable with their dull talk and kept shifting in his chair, rumpling an already frazzled blue suit whose cuffs clung to his shins. I was impressed, however, that he had worked so hard sweat soaked through his coat and formed a big circle under each arm.

 


    
      I QUIT
    


    
      By Karl Harrer
    

  

 

I was not there. I did not care about any twenty-five points. A few days before, I had told party members that was enough. Hitler was alienating the workers, the very people our party was founded to protect. And I was appalled to see how people reacted to his speeches. I knew his lunatic speaking style would soon shock all the common people away.

I was also very much opposed to the intensity of Hitler’s anti-Semitism. I was anti-Semitic, too, and opposed economic exploitation by Jews, but I did not like the way Hitler cursed and gestured about them. That was the same way he did about me.

 


    
      FARSIGHTED ME
    


    
      By Dietrich Eckart
    

  

 

I liked the strongest of beers because I stood tall and thick with a very big gut and only a lot of any strong beer could get me like I wanted to be. My favorites were brewed very dark brown and ominous, and I drank big mugs fast lest the mounds of food I downed weaken the brew. At home I often had several snorts of whiskey before going to taverns, and when I stepped inside I boomed hearty hellos to partisans who awaited me, and felt the focused force of the shots burning my big ulcer before the booze did its job and provided sedation with appropriate disorientation.

My table on this convivial night was lined long and full on both sides, as usual, and I was raucous with suggestions about what fate should befall the plundering enemies of Germany. “For the Jews,” I said, “should come forced cramming into boxcars for a quick trip to the bottom of the Red Sea. They wouldn’t be agitating among us then, would they?”

Cheers and clinks from toasted mugs greeted my statement. I loved to smile wide, and my broad mouth was big open, but my mirth was soon ruptured by the sad open faces that looked hopefully at me. Their supplication was clear.

“What kind of man would it take to become the great Fuehrer who can liberate Germany?” said one, speaking for all.

That was perhaps my favorite of all questions, and I had already assimilated talents, characteristics and subtleties into an image of Germany’s most ideal man. I put down my mug hard, as a gavel, and drew a long breath into my round robust frame before I declared: “The man who will liberate Germany must be a brave one who can flourish despite the sound of machine-gun bullets whirring around him. He can’t be a long-tailed priggish politician, and he can’t be an officer. No one respects them anymore. The right Fuehrer should come not from the aristocracy that has failed us but from the solid core of the working class. That’ll bring support from the masses, and if he’s a bachelor, as he should be, then he can get the women, too. He really doesn’t have to be very bright because politics isn’t a game of intellect. Our man just needs to be able to talk, talk, talk.”

Of course I was ecstatic to soon hear Hitler. Right after the speech I charged around people heading up front and clasped his slender right hand with both of my ham hands. He looked shyly up at me and said, “I enjoyed so much your great translation of Peer Gynt.”

“My friend,” I said, “your artistry with words has given me pleasure and reason to believe the fate of Germany is every day improving.”

I could see I’d have to scrub some of the backwoods off Hitler. His scruffy clothes were all right with me but not good enough to deal with the kings of money and industry. In a few days, leaving a restaurant, I saw there in a store window the trench coat I’d hoped to find. Rushing over, I held it next to my body and sensed it would fit right on Hitler’s slim shoulders and taper in dashing fashion.

Despite his improved appearance, Hitler was often stiff as a scolded schoolboy during our forays through Munich’s prestigious points of food and drink, and I’d say, “Come on and have a beer. That’ll loosen your belly up.”

He always refused alcohol but sometimes relaxed a little when I introduced him as Germany’s Messiah. Wealthy patrons could tell he was an unusual guy, and they gave generously to our best hope for resurgence. We certainly needed that. In March 1920 the Allied Control Commission thrashed our faces again, ordering nine hundred esteemed military leaders to be betrayed and turned over for trial as war criminals. This outrage was exacerbated by the gross demand that sixty thousand men be immediately removed from the armed forces. Many of these men were in the Ehrhardt Brigade, which had liberated Munich from the communists a year before, and battered the Poles and Russians in and out of the Reich to save everyone from a burial in red. Now the same shameless Social Democratic government the Ehrhardt Brigade had protected was trying to make everyone go home jobless.

A few high ranking officers in the Berlin military district conferred with nationalist bureaucrats and decided not only not to disband the Ehrhardt Brigade but to send President Friedrich Ebert and his charlatans an ultimatum demanding new elections, suppression of strikes, censorship of the press, and in general a set of principles in tune with Teutonic greatness. When the ultimatum was rejected, Commander Ehrhardt and his Free Corps stalwarts goose-stepped toward Berlin from their suburban barracks.

The sun had just risen cold and unseen behind gray clouds as the Ehrhardt Brigade strode straight-legged and brisk into unguarded Berlin. General von Seeckt, the Chief of the General Staff, refused to stop the invasion and proclaimed: “Our troops do not fire on our troops.” President Ebert and his timid cabinet had already deserted Berlin before dawn, and the most authoritative figure in town was the champion of the right himself, General Erich Ludendorff, who had recently returned from exile in Sweden. Joining Ludendorff near Brandenburg Gate was the man just named Chancellor of Germany — Dr. Wolfgang Kapp.

In Munich, contacts told Hitler and me that military officials were delighted by the Kapp Putsch. In fact, on the night of the same day, March thirteenth, Army officers in Bavaria ousted the Social Democratic government and installed Gustav von Kahr as dictator. Kahr, long an official of the now-abolished Bavarian monarchy, knew how to behave.

The Army planned to send a liaison officer to Berlin to coordinate communication between the respective military regimes. Hitler, an enlisted man, volunteered for the mission. His new commander, a forceful captain named Ernst Roehm, gave him permission to go and allowed me to accompany.

We had a very damp and windy cold flight in an open little airplane, and Hitler kept looking down at obscure gray ground, then glancing at me, horrified.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “Our pilot won the pour le mérite.”

I jostled in the turbulence no less than Hitler, but it was he who heaved. The first time, he didn’t turn his head, and the wind wetted his face. Later, he did turn, and streaked the side of the plane all the way back to the tail.

Lamenting he was lost, our pilot began to descend to the nearest airfield, and we could see scores of men in civilian clothes running around like midgets with toy rifles in hand. Just before we landed, Hitler stuck on a goatee.

“Who are you?” a traitor asked, fingering his trigger.

“He’s my accountant, and I’m a merchant,” I said. “We’ve business in Berlin.”

“Political business?”

“Certainly not. I sell clothes.”

“That’s fortunate.”

 


    
      LESSONS LEARNED
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

Cold gray Berlin lay in disarray, and we had to hold our noses every time we passed a pile of rotting garbage.

“What the hell’s happening, and where’s the Free Corps?” Eckart shouted to an empty street masked by boarded windows.

We wandered, and aggravated our confusion. Eventually, a citizen with an old wooden wagon and two skinny horses offered a ride. Around the debris he maneuvered a hideous trail to the Chancellery. Few people were there, and most scurried in and out of offices, hurrying to leave.

“Where’s Chancellor Kapp?” I shouted.

My query hastened the pace of departure, and Eckart and I pivoted and false-started before dashing down several vacant halls, looking for something but finding nothing until up to us ran a very big and presumptuous looking Jew.

“I’m Trebitsch Lincoln, press secretary for Chancellor Kapp,” he said.

Eckart looked away, disgusted, ready to leave.

“Where is Kapp?” I said.

“He’s en route to Sweden. The Putsch is over. You men are the ones from Munich? Well, thank you for coming anyway. There’s nothing for you to do here. Don’t let them find out who you are.”

Lincoln gave us a sly half-smile and turned and walked hastily away. Eckart and I locked eyes in unstated revulsion: only a debacle could account for an elephant-nose Jew dealing with the public.

Soon enough, from gracious aristocrats, we learned a few details. For more thorough information we conferred with a bevy of nationalists and also had the thrill of meeting the illustrious General Ludendorff. He and other patriots characterized Kapp as a jowly, agricultural bureaucrat who wound up leading a revolution solely because he had always stridently supported German expansion. Those who installed him should have realized they needed a Fuehrer, not a Volkisch fat ass.

Kapp was so contemptible that most people had ignored his orders, and the State Bank even refused to pay the new government’s bills. Meanwhile, the exiled President Ebert was scheming to prepare the ultimate paralysis: a general strike. Twelve million workers honored his wanton call, and the current state of chaos began to envelop Berlin. Despite Commander Ehrhardt’s repeated warnings to shoot strike leaders, Kapp had delayed. Finally, he agreed but soon backed down. The Ehrhardt Brigade had then begun a silent and slack-kneed march out of town. As the men filed by a crowd, they were cursed by an outrageous boy. Two troopers leaped from the line and pounced on the wretch with rifle butts to the head. He was dead under jackboots before his wailing father could interfere. Numerous do-gooders screamed obscenities at the Free Corps and did not shut up when so ordered. An officer instructed his men to ready rifles and machine guns, then bellowed: “Fire.”

Righteous force was indisputably needed. Sixty thousand traitorous workers, calling themselves a Red Army, were ransacking the Ruhr while an obscene Soviet Republic in Saxony held cities hostage and made dire threats. The cycle of festering decay was in fact entirely unavoidable. Every time I took a walk in Berlin, I was accosted.

“Come on, there’s nothing worthwhile here,” I urged Dietrich Eckart.

He fanned kisses from beefy paws, waving and laughing. “Don’t frown so much. Life is comprised of more than politics, lad, be sure of that.”

“This is the opposite of life,” I said. “Look around.”

The once saintly status of German motherhood was being shattered by middle-aged women who roamed back and forth along the gutters, trying to convince men to defile them. And what would the future be with girls now ten or so stalking around in painted faces and dresses that bared skinny legs up to the crotch? I could not long stand to watch this lustful abomination of decency. No one approached these misguided girls while I was there, but by the grace of righteous German womanhood, I swear I would have attacked anyone who did. Eckart agreed about that.

We also had to pass several ultimate havens of degeneracy, the homosexual fleshpots. I refused to enter any Babylonian abyss but peeped through doors and windows and saw men hugging and kissing each other with all the ardor of slobbering lunatics. And out of these joints they came, arm in arm, strolling toward home to do you know what. I assuredly was moved to regurgitate more than once at the sight of so many clinging pederasts.

We returned to Munich at the end of March. And on April third all patriots were delighted by news that Free Corps brigades had reassembled and rushed to the Ruhr to slaughter communist thugs and liberate the citizenry. President Ebert, still terrified by communist insurrections that followed his general strike, had beseeched General von Seeckt to rescind his resignation and take charge of all military units. Then the very troops Ebert had called renegades were paid the same bonus they were supposed to have received from a Kapp regime that could not pay because of Ebert’s strike.

 


    
      CARICATURES
    


    
      By George Grosz
    

  

 

Waiting until rage overloaded my sensitivity circuits and blazed through my brain, I grabbed a pencil and on beckoning empty white paper launched dexterous assaults on the callous, the pompous and the inane, whoever was most overcharging my overwrought system. That distinction was often earned by those straight-backed practitioners of dueling and defense, Prussian officers of the German General Staff. These monocle-wearing warriors, raised on the precept that military might always resolves everything, considered themselves supreme despite losing a war that precipitated post-war terror in a nation they were born and trained to defend. Bureaucrats were almost as loathsome. I drew them with faces of pained conceit that signaled the world not to question their inflexibility. Industrialists also made me sick. They had backed the Great War because it made them money, and now, while their victims scrounged, they kept getting fatter of face and wallet.

 


    
      GREAT SYMBOL
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

When I resigned from the Army, it wasn’t a divorce but a simple change of status and a brand new address. With my fifty-mark demobilization pay in pocket, and the able aid of a strong party comrade, I removed my few belongings from the barracks and transported them to two small rooms reached by wooden stairs. Apartments like mine stood on stores and shadowed the streets.

Up there in my place, at a worn wooden table, I conceived a new party name: National Socialist German Workers Party. Then I began making numerous sketches. Our party needed a symbol and a flag that could instantly seize the eye and emblazon forever our image in the retentive minds of millions.

Hundreds of ideas were delivered to our tiny party headquarters in a creaky Munich tavern, and I was chagrined by suggestions that our flag bear the same black, red and gold as the Weimar Republic that today embraces Marxists and Jews and spits on those who strive for national unity. Also, I could not accept recommendations to revive the black, white and red flag flown by Imperial Germany prior to the crime that ended the Great War. I am still inspired by that flag and the might it represented, but it would be folly for us as a new movement to hoist a flag that, frankly, represents defeat and all the mistakes that permitted deceit to defeat us.

The one good idea was submitted by a dentist whose sketch, by coincidence, looked much like my final rendition. I placed our sketches side by side and admired them before making some alterations and sending specifications to a seamstress in the party. When the new flag arrived, I was humbled by its profound simplicity. Red warned potential transgressors; white formed a pure circle of unity; and in the circle blared a black swastika, ancient symbol of Aryan might.

 


    
      BETRAYED
    


    
      By An Archaeologist
    

  

 

The swastika has been betrayed. Its misrepresentation is a rage. For thousands of years it has been drawn, displayed and worn with pride in Europe, Asia, America and the Middle East. Archaeology has proved that Jews in ancient Palestine decorated pottery and synagogue walls with the swastika. The spirit represented was the wheel of the sun and the cycle of life.

 


    
      SPEECHES
    


    
      By The Munich Post
    

  

 

At a glance no single abnormality leaped from Hitler unless I counted as one the whole glaring assimilation of abnormalities that he was. Only after each startling introduction could I look for specific absurdities. His mustache had to be the capper. It was a cut-very-narrow patch of fur that only partially plugged very wicked nostrils. Light always reflected harsh white off Hitler’s pallid nose and face, and his complexion reminded me of the ultra-white underside of a big fish pulled in cold and stiff. I would have expected a powerful body to generate Hitler’s commanding voice, but you could see through his coat that he was frail and sunken of chest, and somewhat round and matronly in the hips. To me, this guy with the blue eyes roasting red looked like a professional fanatic of unknown persuasion who in a more balanced society would have been confined to a cage.

This does not imply I was bored waiting in huge halls jammed with buzzing, beer drinking activists. Repeatedly I rotated my neck to check every conceivable entrance, always guessing: which way, this way, that way, or over there, and with whom?

“Here he comes, here he comes,” oafs would utter when shoulders shuffled over there. No, not now. That’s just them, not him. You really did know it when Hitler arrived. He came late from nowhere all in an instant walking fast, surrounded by scowling roughnecks waving to move, and he stalked up a crowded path to the front looking stern nowhere except straight ahead.

Once on stage Hitler gazed at his audience with fatherly aplomb, and waited until everyone tightened before beginning to speak like an entirely reasonable man. He often sputtered and halted before gradually warming up, and then he became one of the men. They had all served at the front and suffered together, and in the war this mere corporal had been as common as anyone. Now he was more, though, and I dutifully reported this brash young politician was every week or two attracting crowds as large as four thousand.

At times, sitting cramped, I was irritated by the rousing turnouts for this guy. I knew he didn’t deserve all this. And I wasn’t excited like everyone else. They jumped and clapped and yelled as problems dissolved and spirits soared. But Adolf Hitler is only a demagogue, I reminded myself.

 


    
      PROTOCOLS OF THE ELDERS OF ZION
    


    
      By Alfred Rosenburg
    

  

 

Born from good Germanic folk in the Baltic territory of Estonia, I had grown up always having to flinch beneath the totalitarian hand of our ignoble Russian protector, the czar. Lots of Germans lived in the Baltic, and we, along with most others, did not want to be Russian and all that implied. Certain dogs nevertheless asserted I must have been a Russian since I had studied architecture at Moscow University. Others accused me of joining the communists during the Bolshevik revolution.

All that was absurd, and during the Great War I returned to Estonia and tried to join the German Army that had just conquered many Eastern territories. But the Germans said I was not a real German and would not take me. Very disappointed, I remained in Estonia to study philosophy, foreign affairs and race. And at underground meetings in 1920 some important people were intrigued that I planned to go to Germany.

“Where in Germany?”

“Munich,” I said.

“In that case, Herr Rosenberg, we have a special task for you.”

In Munich on the streets I readily ascertained, even before Russian émigrés told me, that Dietrich Eckart was the man to see. I arrived at his house one early morning.

“Yes, he’s there. Just keep knocking,” his old lady landlord said, smiling at me and staying to look.

I knocked harder, and heard a rumble toward the door.

“What the hell’s wrong with you?” Eckart grumbled. “You better have a good reason for this intrusion.”

A brown towel was wrapped way around a waist submerged by his belly.

“I’m ready to show you irrefutable documentation that Jewry is bent on international control. Are you interested?”

“Of course,” Eckart said, pulling me inside with a strong arm.

He soon introduced me to Hitler, and I certainly was let down to see a little man with a sloped forehead frowning at me. A lot of uncouth party members in the room also frowned. Later, Hitler and Eckart and I privately discussed the Protocols of the Elders of Zion, and Hitler became more enthusiastic as he realized how much new information I had.

In no time I was writing articles and being consulted about the scope of Jewish treachery. That is why Nazi goons hated me. Daily they groped around Hitler like ninnies, but when I came over he’d always go into the other room to listen to my views. Later, at his speeches, I was thrilled by the voice of a man who said things I said and wanted me and my philosophy in his party of forward advance.

 


    
      THOSE PROTOCOLS
    


    
      By Henry Ford
    

  

 

I was shocked by the Protocols of the Elders of Zion, and ordered my company to publish them as part of a book called The International Jew: The World’s Foremost Problem. I was so worried I printed three million copies and sent them free to schools and public libraries and sold the rest. Those Protocols definitely weren’t bunk.

 


    
      MUSCLE
    


    
      By General Erich Ludendorff
    

  

 

Righteous and proud, I lived in my donated villa in Munich, guarded by armed and ready patriots from the Ehrhardt Brigade. I had stationed myself in this hotbed to help Germany surmount the array of rifles leveled at us from within and without. As my support increased, I sensed I was surging back to a position of influence and potential paramountcy. Young corporal Hitler could certainly help me, so often I hosted this duly deferential lad for vital discussions. With me wielding armed might, our cause could succeed. We simply needed more might.

I ordered intermediaries to arrange a meeting between Hitler and me, and Gregor Strasser, an annoyed socialist in Landshut with the demonstrated energy to assemble and train a private army, and equip it with machine guns and artillery. This Strasser was an Iron Cross winner and had to be a damn good man.

After my limousine pulled up in front of his chemical store, a burly and smiling Strasser greeted me and then shook hands with a rather glum Hitler. Strasser then introduced his brother, Otto, and Hitler and Otto glared at each other until Gregor led us into an office littered with disassembled weapons. I did not wait long before I straightened and said, “There is a singular goal that supersedes all others, and that is to unite all nationalists. Anything short of that and we’re too diffuse to help each other and sometimes we’re even against each other. I ask you, Herr Strasser, to subordinate yourself and your storm troops under my military leadership and under the political guidance of Herr Hitler and his National Socialists.”

I nodded at Hitler, who said, “Herr Strasser, if you’ll provide your nationalist and socialist instincts and talents, I’ll put you in charge of the Lower Bavarian political district. Your clout would then be greatly increased.”

“A moment, please, Herr Hitler,” said Otto Strasser. “You’re talking blindly about political clout and territory you don’t even possess. You hold no office.”

“I don’t need an office. I have political power by virtue of my extraordinary rapport with the people.”

“What is the National Socialist program?” Otto demanded.

“The program, like the office, is not necessary. All that matters is power. Pure power means control.”

“Ridiculous,” said Otto. “Power is only a means to generate the greatest social good. What is your program?”

“I won’t share my program with any leftist traitor who fought against the Kapp Putsch.”

“Kapp is a withering reactionary. Your supporting him makes a mockery of your titular claims of socialism.”

I uplifted both hands and said, “The distinction now, gentlemen, is that our new nationalist politics can’t be communistic and neither can they be capitalistic. Those are imbalances of the past.”

Gregor Strasser seemed enthusiastic.

“We already have three thousand members in the party,” Hitler told him.

“I’ll need a little time to consider,” said Strasser.

“That’s appropriate,” I said.

On the way home I concluded Strasser and his storm troops probably would join us, and that old feeling of growing authority made me feel good sitting erect in my uniform on a plush seat next to Hitler.

 


    
      THE VOLKISCHER BEOBACHTER
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

Late on a December night getting cold toward Christmas, as I sat in the bare-walled basement of our beer hall headquarters, two fellow nationalists rushed down in and told me the financially struggling Volkischer Beobachter had just been placed on sale, and someone from another party planned to buy it.

Angrily I jumped up and said, “The Volkischer Beobachter just ran a front page article demanding the ‘most ruthless measures to sweep out Jewish vermin with an iron broom.’ That’s a paper already spiritually our own. I won’t permit anyone else to buy it.”

At two a.m. I dashed to Dietrich Eckart’s apartment, knowing he’d be reclining awake on the couch.

“We’ve got to raise funds before the opposition,” I said. “It’s urgent. Get up.”

“You can’t roust anyone at this hour and expect a cheerful reply in cash,” he said. “In the morning’s soon enough.”

In the morning I did not feel well. Eeriness scraped through my head and stomach, and I sensed some blue bloods out there would laugh under their long noses about my asking for more money. Eckart could act for me this morning. And I’d send Anton Drexler to help. He’d be happy I finally gave him something to do. As a founder of the party, though in no way an architect of its current success, he was entitled to this bone of contribution.

I tried to recover in bed but was overwhelmed by wretched thoughts about how all the big, powerful Jewish organs trumpeted their ideas profitably and how all the Volkisch papers seemed swallowed by insolvency. For this I could not blame the Jews. No, the main problem with Volkisch organs was incompetent owners who depended on kindly contributors instead of hard work. Under these circumstances I’d never be able to sleep or even lie still. Pulling myself out of bed, I marched to party headquarters and began to think. What if I didn’t get my paper? What if my voice was again stifled? I was miserable and couldn’t stand it anymore, and jumped up ready to tell Eckart and Drexler as they walked in.

“Here it is,” Eckart pronounced, thrusting a document in the air and shaking it. “The Volkischer Beobachter is forevermore in the right hands.”

We party members cheered and embraced the two men, and I said, “This paper will always be not only an ideological springboard but a business of solvent intent.”

“It’d better be that at the least. My personal note guarantees payment of all debts this publication now has, as well as those it might in the future incur.”

Later, at his apartment, Eckart revealed that some high-ranking officers had arranged for thousands of marks in secret Army funds to be applied to the purchase. What a sensation. In little more than a year, I had earned thousands of enchanted followers, an expanding party organization, and now my own battle paper.

 


    
      BITES
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

The Versailles bandits began 1921 by taking more big bites out of us. In London they decided that reparations in excess of a hundred million gold marks must be bestowed upon them as righteous victors. And soon, in Paris, they raised their sabers and said pay soon or they, the French, with allied collusion, would storm in and occupy a Ruhr basin already frozen around starving people. The shaking hands of our foundation-quaking Social Democratic government thus signed the first of numerous dark checks drawn against our insolvent national body. Everyone in Germany was likewise lightened in the wallet and burdened anew.

 


    
      IS HE A TRAITOR?
    


    
      By Anton Drexler
    

  

 

In the summer we on the executive committee summoned Hitler, and I told him, “The rest of us want a voice in matters. You’re not the only one who should determine everything. Please think about these things. We’d like to know when we can talk again.”

Hitler just gave us that jaw-grinding glare, held it there, and walked out.

In a week or so we heard he was in Berlin, making speeches before nationalist groups and meeting with all sorts of influential people on the right. We did not know what to think but assumed he was forging alliances. Hoping to prevent him from becoming even more preponderant, we too looked for allies.

Hitler learned what we were doing and scurried back to Munich where he presented himself regally and announced he was resigning. He said little more, and left. It certainly was not my desire for him to leave the party. I just wanted him to quit treating everyone like oxen yoked in his behalf.

Circumventing the committee, Hitler sent printed ultimatums to everyone in the party. He wrote: “I demand to be first chairman, with absolute dictatorial power. This is necessary not because of any love of power on my part but because foreign elements are burrowing in on the party foundation and threatening to topple Germany’s best hope for freedom. In the name of expediency, I also demand the executive committee either be abolished or emasculated.”

We told him he could wait forever on his eight-day limit. When that expired I was sure he’d return. Instead, Hitler reissued his demands.

Around a table we cursed while discussing phrases and charges to use against him in three thousand copies of a pamphlet called “Adolf Hitler: Is He a Traitor?” We naturally accused him of unbridled ambition in pursuit of dictatorial power and of shunning anyone who would not help him attain his selfish goals. Though I contributed some observations in that vein, I did not think it appropriate for others to write that Hitler was bribed by Jews, and even acted like a Jew who wasted unearned money on a wide selection of women. After the Munich Post reprinted the pamphlet, Hitler sued and won.

Dietrich Eckart came as an emissary and stated: “Gentlemen of the committee, I understand your sore feelings and the inflexibility of your heartfelt principles. You are men of honor and important columns in this vital movement. I must, therefore, beseech you to consider the nature of your personal duty to our cause, and to embrace the leadership of the only man gifted enough to be our eternal shepherd. In the most profound sense, I’m not asking you to pledge allegiance to Adolf Hitler. I’m asking you to unite and pledge allegiance to the man who is somehow supernaturally harnessed for the good of the great German folk.”

“He’s rude and doesn’t even pretend to be restrained,” I said.

“Yes, I know he can be coarse. We all recognize that. But that’s hardly the issue. Our issue is efficacy, and for that this party can have no one save Hitler. Remember, I too am a party member and am thus willing to subordinate myself in pursuit of greater good.

“If you don’t soon act, you may be entirely too late. Hitler, with his talents and contacts, could start another party any day. He’s talking about it now. If he does, you’ll be back to fifty souls at meetings, and his voice will elsewhere command attention. I ask you not to stifle yourselves in a futile effort to stifle Hitler. Sign this party charter, and all our voices will be heard.”

 


    
      YOUR MANDATE
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

Only with great caring and self-restraint could I be so gracious as to accept the impassioned call, from comrades in a full hall, to step forward and acknowledge their greatest need.

“I have always been committed to building this party, your party, into a movement of national and historical prowess,” I stated. “Therefore, from the beginning, I undertook important action that would generate a real chance at major success. I could not tolerate anyone who was less committed to national salvation than I, and that is why we are here. Several sneaky cowards quite selfishly distributed a pamphlet that slanders me with insults and lies while claiming great urgency. I say, if these pamphleteering phonies really are righteous, why then are they so gutless they didn’t even sign their names? There’s no mystery in that. They dared not sign and publicly reveal themselves as deceivers.

“Now, thankfully, all that is over.”

Unsmiling but pleased, I stepped back to let the whoops and claps clear, and I looked all around the room, looking right at the men, feeling them happy on my eyes.

“Yes, these matters have been resolved, and our strength and resolve have greatly increased by virtue of simplification. Now no one will ever have to wonder who the Fuehrer really is.”

 


    
      LEFTIST ASSAULTS
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

 Most opposition clowns delivered speeches in the pseudo witty style of academicians too white-livered to say anything of worth. The result, inevitably, was that most in the audience snored, and those not fortunate enough to fall asleep usually fled. My enemies also attempted to inundate everyone with mounds of syrupy written matter. I snickered at that because I absolutely knew the spoken word was an infinitely superior means of mass communication. The written word is always prey, in its printed and inflexible form, to the preconceived prejudices of whoever happens to pick it up. If a person is already hostile to the unchangeable thoughts expressed, then he certainly will not bother to read more than a little. I, on the contrary, am never abandoned since I can divine the mood of any audience and ring its ears like well-rung bells.

Lacking any skills to compete with me, my enemies resorted to the vilest acts of abject desperation: lies, treachery, and violence. The leader of the Social Democrats in Munich, Erhard Auer, claimed that one night on a stroll he was several times fired upon, and only saved his life with improvisational bravery that shocked his attackers into shivering retreat. Though not one of these purported attackers was apprehended, or even tentatively identified, the Social Democrats unlimbered their putrid party organ and launched a profusion of scurrilous attacks against our movement. Among other imminent unpleasantness, they stated our influence would thenceforth be on the wane, their fists being the primary impetus of our demise.

I assumed the threats were serious, in a blustery way, but did not expect noteworthy action soon. Consequently, I summoned only fifty or so monitor troops for a November 1921 meeting at the Hofbrauhaus. Around six that evening, however, we learned that several hundred workers from communist-infested factories had vowed to disrupt us.

Entering the hall, I saw a big beer table — my stage — shoved against a wall in a corner up front. Packed in close, husky factory workers turned and snapped at me and ostentatiously chugged beers before putting their empty mugs under tables. I stared at the heathens before walking into a small side room where my monitor troops awaited.

“Achtung, line up at once,” I said. “Tonight, men, for the first time in the party’s history, there awaits us a threat of sufficient size and malice to threaten the life of our movement as well as our actual existence as living human beings. I order all of you to bravely deliver your utmost, despite our outnumbered predicament. Not a man is permitted to leave this hall unless he’s a corpse being carried out. I myself will obviously remain as well. Though I can’t fathom it happening — beware. If I see any man displaying cowardice, I’ll personally tear off his swastika armband and terminate his party membership. Make sure you attack at the first inkling of trouble, or problems will spread.”

“Heil. Heil. Heil,” they exploded, and we marched into the big banquet room, and I mounted my table and began to speak. For more than an hour no one interrupted, except for an occasional ignorant shout or an inept attempt at humor, and I thought the leftists might understand the futility of trying to disrupt a master communicator. Then I relearned a valuable tenet: never decrease vigilance. I did, and instantly an obscene comment stunned me into a half second of silence. Quickly a communist poltroon pounced on a nearby table and yelled: “Freiheit,” the querulous Red call of liberation.

Before me the men started thrashing each other with fists, chair legs and mugs, and the shrieks and howls became so intense I remained tall and intent on the table, not worried at all by volleys of heavy glass heaved at my head. Gathering in tight groups of eight to ten, my boys walloped specific targets before moving on, and within twenty minutes most of the several hundred slobs had been beaten raw and red down the stairs out of the building. With peace restored, a comrade leaped onto a chair and shouted, “This meeting goes on. Herr Hitler still holds the stage.”

A special announcement was now mandatory, and I stated: “Tonight you have seen and participated in noble acts of sacrifice and bravery, and at the same time initiated our own official arm of party protection. Henceforth, that muscular arm will be called our Storm Detachments and will be designated by the initials SA. May no one cross any boundary dictated by the SA.”

 


    
      THUGS
    


    
      By Otto Ballerstedt
    

  

 

The mouth of Adolf Hitler always twisted when my name, Otto Ballerstedt, was mentioned. Numerous people told me so, and I knew anyway since Hitler had occasionally tried to interrupt me at some of my Bavarian League meetings as well as at general political rallies. One time he ended an outburst by asserting: “The Jews have woven an international spider web to trap vital resources for themselves and to ensnare anyone who wants to stop them.”

I at once opened my eyes and mouth so very wide, and said, “Well, Herr Hitler, my goodness, indeed. That sounds like an awfully fearsome predicament we’re in. I’ve seen some rather unsightly spider webs, but none so gruesome as that conjured by you. And during numerous forays for facts, I’ve discussed many matters, international and political, with many men of note, and not one has ever reported a sighting such as yours, even in the metaphorical sense. I tell you, Herr Hitler, to those who worldwide number but several million, you attribute the most pervasive and astounding feats of financial and physical might. You must think each Jew possesses the capabilities of ten Aryans, or else how could you be so convinced they have the power to ruin us all?”

Slurs and snickers flew at Hitler, and his mouth twisted even more shouting back something no one remembered. We only recalled his rage and exasperation as he spun and departed, followed by frowning goons.

Though the Treaty of Versailles prohibited any extracurricular military activity, it was known by anyone who wanted that on various obscure and dusty roads Hitler’s men were being marched and drilled like a group getting ready for battle. I sent two men on scouting trips, and the first time they came back hooting that the Nazis, while being screeched at by a former Free Corps officer, proudly propped on their shoulders a motley set of gnarled sticks. The only thing uniform about their slovenly uniforms was a swastika armband. Later, I heard what I had already expected: the Army granted the Nazis access to its training facilities, and officers like Captain Ernst Roehm helped in training. I know damn well the Army also gave them weapons.

In cities the Nazis occasionally grabbed dissenters or elderly Jews and beat them up. To hell with that. They weren’t going to intimidate me. At the Lowenbrau, I stood on stage ready to tell followers about Hitler’s recent accidental compliment: “Ballerstedt is my most dangerous rival.” Certainly I was. My tongue tied his in knots every time we tangled.

I had not examined the crowd beforehand and was startled, just as I spoke, when several hundred men, most seated near me, jumped up and turned around hollering for Hitler, who quite uninvited had just lunged through the door. He moved morosely toward me, as rapidly as possible through jammed aisles, and his men chanted: “Step aside. Give Hitler the floor.”

“I will not,” I said. “This is our meeting. We organized it, and we paid for the hall. Shut up or get out. That’s a better alternative than your visitors receive.”

Next, beyond comprehension, Hitler charged and mounted the stage, followed by a swarm. Right at me he sprinted, snarling and yelling as he punched my face, aided by others who kicked me and rapped me with sticks. At first, I protested on my back. Then I could only cover up in a hall full of roars. After the Nazis finished pounding our small security group and me, I was picked up and tossed off stage and landed on a wooden chair.

Hitler would have given one of his delightful addresses right there, but the police arrived and arrested him and several other thugs. The next day authorities assured me he would be brought to trial. After being so informed in his cell, Hitler said, “That’s quite all right. Ballerstedt didn’t get to speak.”

 


    
      PARTIES
    


    
      By Wilhelm Frick
    

  

 

People with cracked heads and swollen blue faces came in all the time saying they had rented halls but Nazis rushed in and ruined their meetings. They came in complaining that gangs had insulted them from roving trucks covered red in banners, then stopped and clobbered them when they objected to the insults. I listened carefully and nodded, and often nodded more, and looked concerned as I rubbed my hand over my short salty hair.

“I’ll try to do something about this,” I said. “Remember, we’re in a state of war, even after the war, and sometimes even trying to improve causes problems. I’ll still try to help you.”

These people did not understand, and I did not have time to explain since they had never understood and never would. My boss, the Police President of Munich, did understand, and we often discussed the problem of misplaced complaints.

 


    
      DEFENSE OF LIBERTY
    


    
      By Erhard Auer
    

  

 

As a schoolboy I independently read about the American and French revolutions, and developed a belief, unusual in my country, that people deserve to be free. By adulthood I viewed monarchs and dictators as arrogant enemies of liberty, and consequently based my burgeoning political career on democratic principles. Naturally, Adolf Hitler considered me a most heinous enemy.

I still did not publicly claim the Nazis had tried to shoot me in late 1921. Our Social Democratic party paper did say the Nazis were dangerous and objectionable, but we knew who had been targeting non-reactionary politicians all over Germany. It was the Organization Consul, phrased in succinct and sepulchral tones as the O.C., a band of butchers. The more humane their target, the more vicious their attack. But Hitler was not pinned to them, not directly.

Hitler was in trouble with the Bavarian parliament because of his threats to overthrow the state, his illegal organizing, and persistent use of violence, albeit non-lethal violence to date. The parliament in unison condemned him for those transgressions, and further censured him for his recent conviction for attacking Otto Ballerstedt, as well as for the fact he was not even a German but an Austrian.

In parliament sentiment grew to deport Hitler at once. That step would certainly be damaging to his political career. Austria was neither large enough nor distraught enough to accommodate a movement like his. At a final meeting on his residency, in March 1922, leaders of key parties argued that Bavaria should no longer have to tolerate the alien Hitler and his agitators. Every party boss felt that way, except me.

I stood at our table, the fingertips of both hands playing softly on top, as I stated: “I’m no supporter of Hitler. You all know that. He’s immersed in all that is vile and repressive, and he’s a loud and dangerous foe of the democratic principles framed at the heart of our Weimar Republic. But that should not matter. The ignorance and enmity of Hitler are not at issue. We’re here to determine whether or not our constitutional declaration of liberty and free speech means anything. If it does not mean anything, then surely there is no inherent contradiction in booting Hitler back to Austria because his free speech was never really free, and he disagreed with us, so he must go. But who must go next? Certainly we will not all of us forever agree. Then who will have to leave? I need the protection of free speech. We all need the same protection. Adolf Hitler deserves the same democratic rights as any man. Objectionable as he is, he should be allowed to stay. And don’t worry. He’s only a comical figure. His absurdity will certainly be fleeting.”

 


    
      ELIMINATION
    


    
      By Commander Ehrhardt
    

  

 

After the betrayal of all I fought for, I had made sacred vows to cleanse the Fatherland. First I had formed the Ehrhardt Brigade and trained my men to be the toughest and most brutal of all Free Corps fighters. Then we destroyed many foes, some pretending to be unarmed, and liberated much of Germany. Unsurprisingly, the bogus Social Democratic government had not appreciated my patriotism and forced me into exile in Hungary. But that did not stifle me. I maintained a variety of furtive contacts before police officials arranged documents with a new name so I could return to my task in Germany.

Our primary enemies were no longer marauding communists, who had already been crushed, but the more subtle and insidious leftist leaders who agitated legislatively and thereby perpetuated trouble. For the time being, I did not need legions of Free Corps troops, only the talent and dedication of a few fanatical men from the Organization Consul. We had first struck big a year ago when bullets from the dark executed a hostile socialist. This act was so popular that patriotic students sang about a “hero brave whose shot brought deliverance again to all.”

Soon we concentrated on Matthias Erzberger. Though he’d become a private citizen, this intolerable dastard had sat on his cowardly ass in the notorious railroad compartment in Compiegne and signed the armistice that gave Germany away in the Great War. Erzberger subsequently compounded his crimes by insisting in the Reichstag that Germany acquiesce to the outrages of Versailles. He also stated that advocates of German expansion — not the Weimar Republic — were responsible for Germany’s treatment by other nations.

On a fresh summer morning, as Matthias Erzberger had loafed on the soft ground beneath high pines in the Black Forest, two O.C. men shot him in the gut. He staggered away before being felled from twenty paces, then terminated by a double coup de grâce to the skull. Police soon identified the patriots, but more redoubtable documents were arranged, and the men scooted across the Hungarian border.

Our action was again celebrated in nationalist lyrics “thanking God for this most splendid murder,” and by rightist elements in the press who’d realized Erzberger should long ago have been dead. There were some protests, however, and in Berlin the Reichstag declared a state of emergency and forbade the press to incite attacks on leaders of the Weimar Republic. Despite these governmental moans, the O.C. continued to operate.

The assignment in June 1922 was Philipp Scheidemann, criminal first Chancellor of the Weimar Republic, who had contrived to get rich while Germany got poor. Now, as Lord Mayor of Kassel, he was sauntering through a nature area near his home. When his daughter and granddaughter wandered into the flowers, one of my two men sprang at the startled swine and squeezed a big red rubber bulb. Prussic acid shot through a syringe onto Scheidemann’s pompous face, but his thick goatee and mustache prevented much penetration, and he was able to grab his revolver and, while staggering, shoot a couple of times to force a retreat. Both of my men were promptly apprehended and sentenced to a few years in prison.

“Why the hell did this happen?” I said during a secret meeting. “At least we have a much bigger enemy. You all know his name. I want him dead. And don’t try any goddamn gimmicks.”

 


    
      JUSTICE RIGHT AND LEFT
    


    
      By Walther Rathenau
    

  

 

I was thoroughly aggrieved by the tragedy and sheer idiocy that everywhere enveloped the country. The German mark continued to plummet, along with our national wealth, and we were ever saddled with the quite unfair and unrealistic Versailles reparations assessed us not on the basis of sound international principle but on the base instinct of shortsighted revenge. These complex problems demanded profound insight and rare experience, and I well knew that my controversial talents made me a glaring target for the band of Neanderthals on the right who tried to kill anyone not sharing their zest for stupidity and brutality. Underneath my coat, not far from my heart, I kept a pistol always loaded and ready.

I realized some Germans never would recognize who I was as a man. They looked at me only as a Jew. I was proud to be a Jew, but I was even prouder to be a German. My family had charged to prominence in a great Germany that permitted my father to launch the German Edison Company and provide the magic of incandescent light. I voraciously studied science, economics and the arts, and soared to company president with such efficiency that respect was rarely denied.

During our nation’s struggle for survival, I had served as Chief of the War Materials Division. Combining an administrative flair with my ability to extract pure nitrogen from the air, I generated a supply of explosives well beyond what otherwise could have been possible. The prominence of the War Materials Division increased as our strategic predicament worsened, and I exerted influence over vast economic resources, as a means to improve war efforts.

The worst lies about the war concerned the final days, when traditional military means clearly would not save the Reich. I had tried to rouse the nation to arm and resist the encroaching enemy. But when this plan was discussed with the illustrious General Ludendorff, that defeatist was so febrile with fear he lacked the ability to do his job as a soldier, and could only say no, then desert the Fatherland.

Years later, as Foreign Minister of Germany, I recently journeyed to Genoa for an economic conference. After several amiable conversations with the Russian commissar of foreign affairs, we decided to drive east along the blue Riviera coast to Rapallo where we discussed how our nations could extricate themselves from defeat and economic devastation. Readily we agreed to renew diplomatic relations, expand trade and renounce reparations affecting each other. And most stunning: Russia and Germany pledged to interact militarily. We planned, with support from Lenin, to send German officers to Russia to train Soviet troops in exchange for the Russians manufacturing tanks and munitions prohibited us by Versailles. I should note that the head of the German Army, General Hans von Seeckt, was delighted with this treaty, which doubled or trebled his theretofore limited logistical options.

Though the informed majority in Germany applauded the Rapallo Treaty, reactionaries could not comprehend the breakthrough. They called me a Bolshevik bedfellow and an even worse than typical Jew. I also outraged a number of factions by advocating we comply with the ludicrous Versailles demand for a hundred-thirty billion gold marks in reparations. I had clearly explained in the Reichstag, and elsewhere, that paying a few exorbitant bills now would prove, by sheer economic logic, that we were unable to continue.

I hated our vulnerability as much as anyone, and often thought about when Germany would be great again. Ours was a nation of ambition and vigor. Right now I could see those qualities in several road workers we drove by just after leaving my Berlin estate. On this promising June morning, sitting straight up in the back seat of my open limousine, I knew what had to come. Nearby, as we slowed at a series of sharp turns, I heard a roar just before a long car lunged alongside, then shot just ahead and jerked over, forcing my car off the road. As I prepared to stand and ask the meaning of such idiocy, I saw for the first time a luminous leather jacket. I did not see a face in the leather, only a gun held straight and level and bursting now with fire that ripped me in the chest and knocked me bloody back at an angle in the back seat. Another nice leather jacket stood and threw an egg grenade that buffeted my inert body before returning it against the seat. The chauffeur immediately sped to look for a doctor.

Soon I received spiritual vindication in several public protests. During the largest, seven hundred thousand Berliners gathered on the streets and denounced not only my murder but also the bestiality of an increasing number of Germans. In the three and a half years preceding my death, approximately three hundred fifty political assassinations were committed by rightists, and but twenty-three by leftists. Yet, due to the complicity of police, judges and soldiers, the average leftist received a fifteen-year prison sentence while the average rightist got four months. The police did hunt down my killers, and shot one. The other shouted a tribute to Commander Ehrhardt, then shot himself.

 


    
      PROTECTION OF THE REPUBLIC
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

To a large group huddled in our headquarters, I pronounced: “Today is much like the day two thousand years ago when another man of vision and courage was dragged away by the gang of Jerusalem and nailed to a cross. That, in principle, is being done to me because I had the conviction to silence the disease-stricken voice of Otto Ballerstedt. Now I too must suffer.”

In Stadelheim Prison I hated the cramped solitude and frequently had to use my private bathroom before I resumed pacing the stark gray cell, abruptly turning at the end of each short swipe. This sickening regimen, which took so long to eat up any time, made me focus and keep focusing, and all over inside I knew my pain, that inextinguishable flame, was caused by atrocities directed right at me.

A couple of weeks into imprisonment, the jailer brought me two newspapers with headlines announcing the Reichstag’s new decree: Law For the Protection of the Republic. Despite its pious cries for law and order, this decree was really something very different, and I was broiling to explain.

The night of my release, I stood before a crowd at the Burgerbrau and stared a long time before starting.

“You are aware, I am sure, where I have been,” I said. “I have been in jail more than a month because I sought to defend our right to free speech. That right was taken away here in the Free State of Bavaria, and now, as everyone including even the insane must surely know, the November Criminals in Berlin have slapped all of our lives into straitjackets for the obvious purpose of halting our national progress and continuing their devastation of our political parties, our press, and our Volkisch nation. They have called this emergency decree the Law for the Protection of the Republic. Considering that it was enacted after the death of a Hebrew power broker, I think it would be much more appropriate to call it the Law for the Protection of Jews. And that, of course, is the very point. It is we who need protection, not the Jews.”

 


    
      KING OF MUNICH
    


    
      By A Waiter
    

  

 

At certain late night hours people often began to ask, with not altogether complimentary inflection, “Where is the king of Munich?”

“I’m sure the King and his esteemed entourage will enter shortly,” I’d say, eager as ever to tend to the needs of an emerging celebrity.

With grinding regularity, there he came through the door held open by a flunky, and everyone in Cafe Heck could see him strut, bullwhip in hand, toward his regular table in the rear. He always wore a baggy and ruffled trench coat, and his hat looked as if someone just sat on it. A few times customers remarked quietly that he looked like a clown or a tramp who wanted very much to look like neither.

At his table he sat with his back to the rear wall. And when he wasn’t talking to someone, and sometimes when he was, he stared at the entrance or other tables.

“I think that bourgeois pimp over there doesn’t like us,” I once heard him remark to Ulrich Graf.

“I’ll crush him if you say.”

“That we cannot do right now, Graf. This is a place of distinction and our muscle must be saved for proper occasions.”

Ulrich Graf was the primary bodyguard, and his blockish frame, honed as an amateur wrestler, always lurked near Hitler. The Fuehrer sometimes patted Graf’s chunky hands and said, “Now, being here with me is a lot better than being an apprentice butcher with bloody entrails all over yourself, isn’t it, Graf?”

Everyone around the table laughed. Graf enjoyed the joke, too. He was proud to be close to the Fuehrer.

Emil Maurice also sat near Hitler most of the time. He was a former convict, but no one said what he had done. Now he was a good chauffeur and quite adept at signaling me to make sure his Fuehrer had plenty of pastry. I also brought lots of beer to the table, and with a stein of water Hitler toasted his growing entourage. The most striking member was Captain Ernst Roehm, who had a big bullet hole in his cheek and a nose that had been partly blasted away. Alfred Rosenburg often came, too, and after replacing the dissipated Dietrich Eckart as editor of the Volkischer Beobachter, he got to sit closer to Hitler.

Many customers turned their necks toward the rear and ogled the king and his court, and some ventured back to introduce themselves. Sometimes socialites stopped by and flirted while Hitler blushed. Until recently, this elegant cafe society had been unavailable to him, and some said he did not like it when closing time came. That meant he had to trudge to two tiny rooms for another night of solitude and insomnia.

 


    
      LOST ACE
    


    
      By Hermann Goering
    

  

 

On this gray and chill November 1922 day in Munich, I was almost thirty years old and standing uninspired at a political rally with my fiancée, who had been supporting me with an allowance from her husband. Never had Carin said or even intimated that I was in any way negligent. She was always divine and delicate, and told me she knew what was really in me. Still, I had daily been sitting in university classes with students a decade my junior, and I hated sitting and school and the condition Germany was in, and especially I hated taking from Carin. I knew my life could not possibly always be this way but did not know how it would change, and I sensed if I did not soon develop the options of a man, I would somehow lose her.

The rally this day offered only sporadic noise, and the crowd became so restive it began shouting for Hitler, who by coincidence was standing nearby. He frowned and shook his head, then departed with his entourage.

Having heard so much about this new political force, I decided to attend the next Nazi meeting. Inconspicuously, I sat to one side in the rear.

“I didn’t speak to that tame group of bourgeoisie because they had nothing in their arsenal but popcorn,” Hitler bellowed. “There’s no use trying to remove heathens from our backs by spewing more words, be they sweet or venomous. What we need are soldiers and arms and the will to strike the oppressors. That’s what I’m seeking. That’s what I’m going to get. And that’s what is going to liberate Germany.”

Flying from my seat, I stood clapping with gusto and vowed to meet this kindred spirit.

Soon, one afternoon, I entered the rather austere Nazi headquarters, announced my name, and said I would like to have a word with Hitler. The clerical helper left lethargically and returned with enthusiasm. The Fuehrer wanted to see me immediately. And when I walked in his little office, he was beaming and stepped forward to shake my hand.

“You know, it’s an extraordinary coincidence you’ve come here this instant,” he said. “There you stand, a great fighter pilot who won the pour le mérite, and I can think of no one who’d inspire me more. You’re a patriot and a hero.”

“Thank you very much,” I said. “I’ve come to tell you I’d be honored to serve in your movement. You’re the only man I’ve seen who knows what to do.”

Hitler clasped my hand again and said, “Your grasp of the picture is accurate. And your presence today is especially opportune since I’ve resolved to put the most professional man possible at the head of the SA. These storm troops have been loyal and quite effective, but our opposition can only grow stronger and better organized. It’s essential to upgrade ourselves to the fullest. So to you, Herr Goering, I offer command of the SA, and thus the responsibility for protecting and promoting the movement we both know means everything for Germany.”

Stunned and delighted, I accepted. Now I knew I could again become the man I’d been during the war. Adolf Hitler had given me that chance.

 


    
      AMERICA INVESTIGATES
    


    
      By Captain Truman Smith
    

  

 

Not long after being trained at Yale and educated at West Point, I was stationed in Berlin as an assistant military attaché in the American Embassy. This certainly was a riveting time and place, and everyone said Bavaria rumbled with even more political action. The nationwide implications so concerned Ambassador Houghton that he sent me to investigate the possibility of Bavaria breaking away from Germany, and to determine the intentions and potential of the young radical, Adolf Hitler.

I began my assignment in Munich by interviewing General Ludendorff, the deposed Crown Prince Rupprecht, and numerous journalists and politicians. They were nearly unanimous in saying Hitler energized the masses and promoted his party better than anyone in the region. No one believed he had any immediate prospect of gaining power in Bavaria, or of forcing it to secede from Germany, but many Bavarians obviously wanted to disassociate from Berlin and the Weimar Republic.

Informed of my inquiries, Hitler invited me to attend a demonstration of storm troops outside the new party headquarters. Twenty four hundred methodically stomping black boots overwhelmed several blocks in each direction, and when the boots stopped, Hitler started talking, and soon his threatening voice boomed off buildings on both sides of the street. His men, who were very different from the fellows I’d known at Yale, shot right arms straight out and yelled, “Heil Hitler, Heil Hitler,” the words rumbling in my ears. This was all quite unforgettable.

In a few days, climbing worn wooden steps at the appointed address, I was perplexed. Could this really be where Bavaria’s lion of politics lived? I didn’t find out until a bodyguard opened the door and invited me in to an almost entirely barren apartment. Hitler stepped up to shake my hand, then motioned to a small table where we sat and talked.

“The Germany you’ve been witnessing can only be righted by a dictatorship,” he said. “That’s what the German people want. Democracy hasn’t worked. It’s a disaster. And so are the reparations. If you want Germany to keep paying, you’ll have to help us. Only a strong Germany can prevent the Marxists from taking over. If that happens, Marxist expansionist logic would compel a joint Russian-German attack on the West. I don’t want that. I prefer friendship with the West.”

“What about your threats against the Jews?”

“I just want them to be denied citizenship and access to public affairs. European history proves that a moderate position. Don’t forget, at various times the British, French, and Spanish have thrown the Jews entirely out of their countries.”

I did not leave agreeing with Hitler. Instead, I departed with the (duly reported) conviction that he was an uncommonly intense and skillful demagogue who would continue to be a force in regional politics, and whenever possible would try to take over Bavaria, and Germany. His speeches made that clear to anyone with ears. He himself had told me the German people awaited the arousal and return of the ancient, sword-wielding Barbarossa to slay the enslavers of Germany.

 


    
      INFLATION
    


    
      By An Economist
    

  

 

I hated to shop. Before leaving home, I had to pile trillions of marks into my wheelbarrow. Today it was especially hard pushing down the street. I left the wheelbarrow in front of my colleague’s apartment just a minute while I went inside to rest. And when I returned some swine had dumped the money and taken my wheelbarrow.

 


    
      PROPER PROTESTS
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

Many things disturbed me in January 1923, and France’s cowardly occupation of the Ruhr was but one, and certainly not the most important. I was responding to all the evils when I began to organize a massive First Party Day for late that month in Munich. After arrangements were announced, the new Police President of Munich claimed I was threatening the Bavarian government, and he severely cut my plans. I demanded to see this ridiculous police puppet, and standing hot in his office I pointed at his nose and said, “Our plans will proceed regardless. And if you try to stop our movement of national betterment, then you can shoot me first because I’ll be conspicuously in the lead, and two hours later the government will be finished.”

“In that case, Herr Hitler, I’m banning all your political activities for First Party Day. But don’t worry. I’ll also ban the Social Democratic rally.”

These outrageous abrogations of liberty devastated me. How could I allow my voice to be stuffed at this critical instant? I appealed to Captain Ernst Roehm, whose distinguished war record enabled him to get me an audience with General von Lossow, Chief of the National Army in Bavaria.

I told him: “Excellency, if you will only permit our National Socialist movement, which has always supported the Army and in fact has many adherents in the Army, to continue to speak out in order to help Germany, I will with haste report to you following Party Day activities. I haven’t the minutest intention of staging a Putsch.”

Lossow agreed to remove the ban. But the Police President, trying not to appear a completely impotent bureaucrat, insisted we limit ourselves to six meetings, and keep our storm troops away from the open drilling spaces on Field of Mars and instead cram into Circus Krone, which was not suited for large marches.

Naturally, I implemented my plans unchanged from conception. At each of a dozen halls, I was received by serious men ready to follow a Fuehrer who stepped to the fore and offered strength they found nowhere else. The next day, as I arrived on a smooth, snow-carpeted Field of Mars, six thousand storm troops were lined up in perfect rows, staring at me.

Within days I decreed that National Socialists would not be supporting Germany’s passive resistance in the Ruhr. The French certainly weren’t worried about our workers loafing while our factories rotted. Since Germany was too disarmed and weak to crush the French militarily, the best alternative would be to destroy the coal mines and factories and leave their blackened remains as jagged tombstones commemorating the resistance of a great people.

 


    
      MAY DAY
    


    
      By Adolf Hitler
    

  

 

I conferred with several armed and semi-organized nationalist groups, and we agreed not to permit communists and other leftists to openly stage May Day demonstrations that, after all, would express contempt for the misery they had already inflicted on Germany. Roehm and I then visited General von Lossow, and I told him, “It’s mandatory the Army intervene against the leftists, and further that you turn over to us the weapons belonging to nationalist groups previously under your temporary care.”

“Protecting the health of the state is my foremost duty,” said the general. “Anyone making threats will be shot.”

“The health of the state is already imperiled,” I insisted.

“I hope my position is clear, Herr Hitler.”

The Chief of Bavarian State Police, Colonel von Seisser, was comparably uncooperative, even when I said, “Any Red rallies will proceed only if they surmount my body, alive or dead.”

A few days later I ordered Roehm and a few SA elite to go to the Army barracks and offer guards what their commanders surely wanted: Nazi assistance in quelling the inevitable leftist outrages on May first. The guards helped us load numerous rifles and machine guns onto a transport truck, one of several recently purchased.

Early on May Day various patriotic leagues took positions at important locations in Munich, and I deployed my men and others, fully equipped, at a military training site. While most of the men drilled and tended to their weapons, some hounded me to hurry and attack.

“At this point there’s nothing realistic to attack,” I told them. “The police have cordoned off access to the communists. And we can’t attack the police since they’ve been so helpful. We’ve got to wait. Patience is mandatory in every battle.”

Around noon, I thought I saw... no, probably not. Not that. That would be absolutely it. But it was — Ernst Roehm being driven onto the grounds by units from the Army and police. Fifteen hundred armed comrades stared right at me as I clutched my helmet by the strap twisting in my hand. When Roehm stepped out, he said, “I’ve just come from General von Lossow. He’s never talked to me like that, and I’ve never seen him like that. Believe me, those weapons must be returned immediately.”

“Just a minute, Roehm,” said Gregor Strasser, leader of a group. “If we attack now, the National Army’ll come over to us immediately. They won’t defend something not worth defending.”

“We’re not prepared for a Putsch,” I said. “That’s not our purpose today. Besides, Captain Roehm, I’m sure, can arrange for us to return the weapons to the barracks ourselves. We can do that, can’t we, Captain?”

That is what we did. We did not hand anything over under gunpoint. And on the way to the barracks, we clobbered some communists and burned their flags and banners, and at the fleeing bastards I shouted, “If we hadn’t been betrayed, your fate would be much more severe.”

That night at a rally in Circus Krone, I said, “I should remind you that we’re now so powerful the Army and police have to combine to deal with us. That is a victory. And we still have plenty of weapons. Our goals remain unchanged, and our young movement will soon be ready.”

It did not matter some SA units called me a coward for not launching a suicidal attack, or that some newspapers said I was in eclipse en route to oblivion. That summer I simply vacationed at a magnificent place in the Bavarian Alps. This was not oblivion even if not the political apex. It was the top of the world, and from there I could see far beyond those who belittled me.

 


    
      ON THE OBERSALZBERG
    


    
      By Dietrich Eckart
    

  

 

Never had I seen Adolf so peaked as when I met him at the train station

  in Berchtesgaden. His eyes were as darkly encircled as those of an abandoned raccoon, and he carried as his burden the shy and diffident expression of one who had several times been kicked in delicate places.

“The May Day demonstration wasn’t so damaging as that,” I said. “I know your mood’ll improve in this Alpine paradise. You’ll mend here just like me.”

I still liked and supported Adolf as much as ever and had already said I did not resent his removing me as editor of the Volkischer Beobachter. Several times I had passed out on my desk, and was anyway tired of the regimen and more interested in the relaxed status of a convivial ideologue.

During the summer I wanted to give Adolf a few ideas to aid his continued ascendancy in Bavarian, and German, politics. When I tried to speak to him, however, he just turned his head and looked out our boarding house window at the mountains. Maybe Adolf wasn’t intentionally rude, but he certainly was not the same. Once, from the next room, unknown to him, I saw and heard him in front of the manager’s wife.

“I can’t stand the perversion and decay of Berlin,” he pronounced, waving his whip like an intoxicated conductor. “I tell you, I was so disgusted I nearly imagined myself to be Jesus Christ as he found his father’s temple occupied by Hebrew money-changers and was moved to seize his whip and thrash the heathens out. I too shall someday descend on Berlin for a similar process of eviction.”

I think the lady was impressed. She definitely was attentive. I was disgusted. Often I had called Hitler Germany’s Messiah, but that was meant as a realistic assessment of earthly powers. When a man starts saying he really is Christ-like, it’s time for a trip to the insane asylum. I was not actually proposing to have Adolf committed. I had been committed, but for drugs, not for attributing divine powers to myself. Adolf just needed to settle down.

 


    
      GERMAN DAYS
    


    
      By General Erich Ludendorff
    

  

 

Organizers of the German Days celebration urged me to be the most honored guest and said my presence would ensure the biggest display of patriotism since the outbreak of the Great War. I agreed, and on September first I stood in Nuremberg as legions of old comrade officers marched by with the pride of imminent commitment. Countless uniformed veterans and paramilitary members also joined the procession while hundreds of thousands of cheering Germans covered us with lilacs and roses. Following two hours of martial revelry, we principles gathered on a huge stage, and I let Hitler stand next to me, as he requested. I knew he had been in a bit of a fall and was too good a fellow for that. So he stood right by me as I received cheers and adulation. We still had plans, Hitler and I, and I knew he’d be a damn good aide if I decided to stage an armed and dictatorial takeover of Bavaria.

During the second day of celebration, I made a few dignified statements about the predicament of the country, and others spoke with comparable restraint. But Hitler played the agitator and said, “In a few weeks the dice will roll. What we are preparing today will be greater than the Great War, and it will be fought on German soil for the whole world.”

OEBPS/Images/HH-Cover-600_800.jpg





