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  PROLOGUE:




  AN UNCOMFORTABLE EXCAVATION




  No nation has ever been given so long to make so momentous a choice: by the time Archduke Franz Ferdinand was assassinated in Sarajevo on 28 June 1914, the line-up of the next

  major European war, its geographical flashpoint and the vast decision that would one day face Britain, had all been perfectly clear to thinking men for thirty-five years.FN1




  The great question of our modern history is not how or why precisely this long-foreseen European war did indeed at last come about, but why Britain came to take the side she did, turning what

  would have been a relatively swift and comparatively un-traumatic victory for Germany and Austria-Hungary into that defining cataclysm of our times, the breaking of empires and the womb of horrors,

  the Great War.




  The trouble is that the facts in this case lie below what professional archaeologists – I was once one – call a destruction layer: one of those melancholy, and literally

  dark, lines in the earth which mark the violent end of a settlement, a city, perhaps an entire civilisation. In the case of the Great War the physical evidence of

  destruction is practically limited to that single, gigantic scar across northern France and Belgium, the Western Front, the most concentrated charnel house in all military history. But that was

  just the start. By the time the yet more terrible aftershocks had been visited on all Europe, the world of July 1914 was sealed off by a physical, cultural, and perhaps psychological destruction

  layer so profound that truth has simply yielded to myth.




  Our current national myth about 1914–18 is that of the entirely meaningless, self-generating massacre, as seen in Oh! What a Lovely War or Blackadder, set off by a more

  or less random assassination, fought between rival European empires of more or less equal wickedness, run by generals of more or less equal inhumanity. This view has been taken up by masterful

  storytellers, for whom it has been pay dirt in the shape of tales like Birdsong, The Ghost Road and, most recently, that veritable tsunami of Great War schmaltz, War

  Horse. As the centenary of Britain’s most far-reaching decision comes around, we have become a nation which, rather than seeking the truth, and hence a possible lesson in it, likes

  nothing better than to drown the imagined sorrows of anyone we can remotely claim as a relative who took part in this allegedly pointless and unfathomable tragedy.




  Our actual historians are not, of course, entirely blind to the obvious fact that Britain freely chose to line up against Germany. But their story, too, is fascinating for what it says about us

  today. They all seem to agree that things were essentially fine between Britain and Germany until at least 1890.1 Then, so goes the tale, the unstable

  Kaiser Wilhelm II, having kicked out the cunning but essentially sane old Prince Bismarck, went into cahoots with Admiral Tirpitz, who, like him, had a bizarre love-hate relationship with

  Englishness.FN2 The two deployed Germany’s new industrial might to supercharge her previously almost non-existent navy. The Tirpitz Plan thus led

  – gratuitously, almost overnight and more or less all by itself – to Britain lining up against Germany: ‘Anglo-German hostility dates from its

  inception’ is the plain declaration of our greatest military historian, John Keegan.2




  Since this thesis roundly blames the German leaders of 1897–1914, you might well imagine that it is a British version of the past. In fact, it was born in the 1960s in Germany, where it is

  now simple orthodoxy to see a Grab for World Power under Wilhelm II as the root cause of the War of the English Succession.3




  The tale of Wilhelm, Tirpitz & Co. is comfortable to Britons because it clearly blames the Germans; it is comfortable to Germans because it clearly blames a certain kind of German

  – the scar-faced, sabre-rattling kind, who, like Prussia itself, quite simply no longer exists.




  Blaming the Tirpitz Plan for everything thus preserves the idea, so fashionable in modern Britain, of a British Empire which was generally a Good Thing, if perhaps incompetently or

  pusillanimously run; and it preserves the idea, so essential to modern Germany, of a country whose naturally ‘Western’ path was deformed by the failure of its citizenry to resist a

  right-wing, war-mongering elite.4




  In short, everyone today, in Britain and in Germany, and further afield, is pleased by a saga whose very modern moral rings out loud and clear, chiming so nicely with our happy view of events

  like the so-called Arab Spring: if only the Good Democratic People keep power away from the Bad Reactionary Cliques, all manner of things will be well and nation will speak peace unto nation.




  Unfortunately, there is a problem with this comforting tale: that old devil, the detail.




  One striking artefact lies in the Prussian Secret State Archives for 4 November 1899. At this time, virtually no one, even in Germany, had worked out the true extent or aim of Admiral

  Tirpitz’s plotting, but there he is, informing the Staatsministerium, the innermost sanctum of Wilhelmian decision-making, that ‘the present antipathy towards England is convenient for

  the strengthening of the fleet’. The gun could hardly be smoking more obviously: Tirpitz’s plan for a mighty German navy did not initiate popular Anglo-German hostility, but

  deliberately used it. As Christopher Clark puts it in The Sleepwalkers: ‘it was above all the sequence of peripheral clashes with Britain that triggered the

  decision’ (my italics).5 In short: the Tirpitz Plan only ever existed, and was only ever politically viable, because the

  Anglo-German rivalry had by then already begun to bite.




  So this is the great question: when did that fatal sequence of Anglo-German clashes really start?




  By 1900, the New York Times, which had no earthly reason to spin things, could see that feelings between the British and the Germans – not the governments, the

  peoples – were already almost out of control:FN3
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  Four years earlier, when the Tirpitz Plan had not yet even been devised, let alone undertaken, the same paper was already printing headlines like this:








[image: ] 









  A decade still further back, in 1885, the New York TimesFN4 was telling its readers about
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  Back, still further: in 1879 it was already being claimed in the German press that Britain’s underhand financial muscle was being systematically employed to thwart honest

  German enterprise in Samoa:FN5
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  Before that old chestnut of inevitable conflict due to capitalist rivalry is wheeled out, let’s see a couple of pictures which really are worth many thousands of words,

  from the early mid-1870s and from each side of what was then still widely called the German Ocean.
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  These pictures date from the 1870s – that is, from a time when not one of the stock explanations for the Anglo-German rivalry works. In Disraeli’s heyday, Germany could still not

  launch a serious ironclad without importing both design and technology from Britain (the flagship of her navy in 1878 had been built from keel to masthead on the Thames); Germany had still not even

  tried to get a single colony; and the balance of trade was still so massively in Britain’s favour that the only German export to Britain which anyone noticed was the Germans themselves, who

  came as political asylum seekers and/or cheap labour. Yet by then – as we’ll see – highly influential German media dons were telling legions of readers that their most profound

  enemies were these decadent, yet somehow still cunningly hegemonic Englanders, while the most respectable British journals discussed the chances of war with, and even invasion by, these brutish,

  yet somehow almost superhumanly efficient Teutons. The popular images were already in place on both sides: the Hunnish, jackbooted, spike-helmeted, clenched-fisted thug, and the slippery, cunning,

  inhumanly ravenous, Jew-ish octopus – the very same images, that is, which would appear again and again in the propaganda of the deadly century to come.FN6
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  So how far do we really have to go back? When and why did Britain and Germany really start to be so at odds?




  Let’s start this uncomfortable excavation exactly half a century before the great destruction began. 1864: Wilhelm was a mere boy, second in line to the throne of one German state among

  many; Tirpitz was an obscure lieutenant in a miniscule navy; and Great Britain, the industrial, financial and naval hegemon of Earth, was, to her own amazement, on the verge of war with Germany.

  Not with Prussia: with Germany . . .












  PART ONE (1864):




  THE SETTING OF THE TERMS




  

    

      

        If England is resolved upon a particular policy, war is not probable. If there is, under these circumstances, a cordial alliance between England and France, war is most

        difficult; but if there is a thorough understanding between England, France, and Russia, war is impossible.




        Disraeli, House of Commons, 4 July 1864


      


    


  












  Trouble in paradise




  Britain in 1864 was as confident as America in 1994.FN7 The existential challenges of the previous decade were history: Russian

  ambition had been bloodily tamed in the Crimean War, India was once again firmly in British hands after the great trauma of the Mutiny and France’s brief technological edge in ironclad

  warships had been so comprehensively annulled that Lord Palmerston’s wildly over-engineered coastal forts (virtually indestructible, they may still be visited from Cork to Dover) were being

  called his follies before they were even finished.




  There were problems on the peripheries, true: in Jamaica, General Eyre was putting down the rebellion with rather troubling zeal; the rambunctious Irish had bred a violent new group called the

  Fenians – or was it Feenians? Perhaps it derived from some classical Phenians? – and it seemed possible that the United States, now fully geared-up for war in body and mind, might be

  tempted to apply to the 49th parallel the same logic which it was remorselessly imposing upon the Mason–Dixon line.




  But these were mere details, for mid-Victorian Britain was not only the richest and most potent country on Earth, it also had a matchless sense of how it had become so. Britons had a story about

  themselves like no one else had. The tale had been gloriously told them by Lord Macaulay, the great historian of British Progress.FN8 In 1864 they were,

  almost to a man, as convinced as Donald Rumsfeld in 2003 that humanity would soon universally choose the self-evidently superior British ways of personal liberty,

  constitutional reform and trade’s increase – prompted by a judicious dose of high-tech, low-risk military persuasion where necessary.




  The finest proof of this muscular pudding lay in that vast new market which had been prised open by a short but fiery lesson in the reach of the British Empire and the inadvisability of trying

  to stem the inevitable march of free trade, even if it included opium.6
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  And what were the dangers of Europe in 1864? The answer is simple, though perhaps surprising to us, so lost has historical truth become in later myth: Britain was, as a speaker

  in the House of Commons put it roundly, ‘on the verge of a war with Germany’.7




  The poor relations




  It seemed ridiculous. Britain was used to looking at Germany as a sort of poor, backward and rather comic relation.




  The word ‘relation’ is almost meant literally. Right up until 1914, the newspapers, essayists, cartoonists and even the topmost diplomats of Britain and Germany – men like

  Bismarck and Lord Haldane – often described the other nation in terms of more or less distant family. Terms like ‘cousins’ or ‘relations’ were

  common on both sides, even when – often, especially when – the subtext was by no means friendly. No one on either side ever spoke about the French or Russians in this way.FN9




  The literal relatedness of the British and German royals was just the visible tip of this strange, deep and mutual feeling that Britons and Germans really ought to be like one another.

  This sounds very positive, but it also meant, of course, that if they weren’t, something was very wrong indeed: there is no fight like a family fight.




  To Victorian Britons, Germany’s role in the future unfolding of the world was clear. She was to sort herself out, unite, and adopt the predestined British ways of her older, wiser and

  infinitely stronger relation. Protestant Prussia, Britain’s helpmeet in the epochal triumphs of 1759 and 1815, would presumably lead the way, but would then be peaceably merged into a new,

  British-style United Germany, run by a real parliament. This was the so-called Coburg Plan, beloved of the Prince Consort, himself, of course, a German. After his untimely death, the Queen clove to

  the Dear One’s vision.




  At present, however, Germany remained a hopeless mess of tiny countries, like Thackeray’s comic Pumpernickel, scarce ten miles wide, with its absurd court, its gorgeous but entirely

  useless officers and its western frontier ludicrously bidding defiance to Prussia.8 This Prussia was the most go-ahead German state, but even Prussia

  was hardly respectable: The Times warned that marrying Albert’s and Victoria’s own daughter (another Victoria) to the Prussian Crown Prince was making a connection with

  ‘a paltry German dynasty’.9




  If even the Prussian royal house was paltry, Henry Mayhew, co-founder of Punch, could only hope to make the poverty and backwardness of Germany in general imaginable to his readers by

  comparing it with that most irredeemably wretched of countries, Ireland:




  

    

      

        

          Gadflies in summer never swarmed in such number about a dung-heap; nor vermin infested so profusely the rags of Irish beggars; such greedy

          parasitical animalcules were never seen in a magnified drop of dirty water; no insects at the time of a ‘great blight’ ever covered the land so thickly, or ravaged it so

          thoroughly, as the horde of petty swaggering bogtrotter potentates in this miserable, under-fed, and over-taxed – ground-down and used-up – ill-conditioned and well-plucked

          – luckless, lifeless, spiritless, hopeless, and penniless – befuddled, beleaguered, and benighted old Fatherland, or rather old Great-grandmother-land, of Germany.10


        


      


    


  




  Many Britons, or at least many Londoners, saw the truth of this every day, because London was well supplied with Germans, drawn there by those simple but timeless dreams which

  still draw foreigners ceaselessly to London: freedom and money.




  For most, then as now, it was simply money. Germans in 1864 were so much poorer than Britons that even if they were no longer sold en masse to the British Army, as they had been in the previous

  century (to the outrage of Irish and American patriots, in whose ballads the despised Hessian hirelings of King George III often figure), British employers could still draft them in another

  capacity: as cheap labour to keep costs down.




  Karl Marx, himself of course a London German asylum seeker, and one kept from penury only by Friedrich Engels’s helpfully intimate connections to the evils of capitalism, fulminated

  against this example of mid-Victorian globalisation:




  

    

      

        

          Defeated in England, the masters are now trying to take counter-measures . . . secretly they sent agents to Germany to recruit journeymen tailors, particularly in the

          Hanover and Mecklenburg areas . . . The first group has already been shipped off. The purpose of this importation is the same as that of the importation of Indian COOLIES to Jamaica,

          namely, perpetuation of slavery . . . No one would suffer more than the German workers themselves, who constitute in Great Britain a larger number than the workers of all the other Continental nations. And the newly-imported workers, being completely helpless in a strange land, would soon sink to the level of pariahs.11


        


      


    


  




  The idea that cheap German labourers outnumbered the workers of all the other Continental nations was not a fantasy of Marx’s. We can see this from a remarkable set of

  figures given in the Daily News:12
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  German girls, lured from grinding rural poverty by promises of respectable work in a London paved with gold, were always to be found selling themselves around Leicester Square.

  Ragged-trousered street-bands of German buskers were such an infestation that the authorities, besieged by complaints from Dickens and Carlyle among many others, tried to suppress them by means of

  the 1864 Street (Metropolis) Music Act. This failed to stop the impecunious brass players of Germany coming to Britain or entering – ultimate sign of assimilation – the unwritten

  dictionary of London rhyming slang (‘German bands’ = ‘hands’).




  Britons at home thus came across Germans in various not very flattering ways and would have looked down with pity or irritation at yet another ‘thin, under-sized

  German lad such as we see every day in the streets’.13




  These Germans, of course, had some attractive qualities. Their colourful, sentimental Christmas festivities, imported by the late Prince Regent, were just starting to really catch on. Some

  Londoners enjoyed watching, and even taking part in, their curious, quasi-military gymnastic displays. And they were the antithesis of the other great Victorian immigrant labour force, the Irish:

  though almost as cheap to hire, the Germans who came to London were good Protestants, famously sober, educated and respectful.




  But the most agreeable thing to Britons about these poor, undersized, oppressed Germans was that they openly admired – adored! – the cousins who had so generously or conveniently

  found a place for them.




  The Germans look up, the British look down




  Everyone knew that the Good Germans longed simply to unite and to become like Britain. Their liberal politics was a direct import, stamped ‘Made in England’ for all

  to see, as was their progressive economics. The leading theoretical light of German liberalism was an old Etonian, John Prince Smith, who later embraced Bismarck as a Reichstag MP and who seems to

  have believed, in a way that put even Adam Smith to shame, that achieving universal free trade really was all that mattered in the world. Sometimes the imitation of Britain was literal and

  even illegal: Krupp, whose wares were later to become a byword for deadly German quality, at first tried to flog his inferior products by mendaciously labelling them ‘best English

  steel’.14




  The greatest German novelist of the day, Gustav Freytag, a public liberal, had the hero of his Europe-wide bestseller Debit and Credit be a good man trying to become a British-style,

  English-speaking businessman, to the gratification of his decent boss, a man of ‘thoroughly English aspect’. Britain is the good foreign example in the

  book, which was a great favourite of the Crown Prince and Princess, whereas the French, Poles and Jews are bad influences on Germany.15 The future

  high priest of Anglophobia, Heinrich von Treitschke, at first looked up to Britain with wide eyes as the land where social castes had been overcome by a healthy, organic union of the aristocracy

  and the middle classes.16 Looking back, Treitschke wrote bitterly: ‘What German liberal did not, in youth, dream the splendid dream of a

  natural alliance between free England and a free Germany?’17




  German liberals sometimes even felt more German in Britain than in Germany. In London, among other Germans and ‘surrounded by a bit of salt water’, a German might delight so much in

  true, free German living as to forget reality, ‘go down to the Thames, take a ship and journey across the green North Sea and so up the gloomy Elbe to Magdeburg, maybe even to Dresden, where

  he starts to speak openly – and gets thrown out of Germany again’.18




  This love was so strong that in 1856 a still rather obscure conservative politician and newspaperman complained despairingly to a friend of the way the Germans seemed hopelessly at the mercy of

  cultural Englishness:




  

    

      

        

          The stupid admiration of the average German for Lords and Guineas, the anglomania of parliament, of the newspapers, of sportsmen, of landlords and of presiding judges.

          Even now, every Berliner feels himself elevated if a real English jockey talks to him and gives him the chance to grind out the crushed fragments of the Queen’s English. How much more

          so it will be when the First Lady of this land is an Englishwoman?19


        


      


    


  




  The trouble was that as the undoubted top nation, Britons took such adoration in their stride and, like most over-adored countries or beings, did not return the compliment. The

  Germans might be some kind of relations, but by God they were poor and stunted ones. Sir Robert Morier, the best-informed and best-connected of all Victorian British

  diplomats, and a deep lover of liberal Germany, tried to explain to Britons that his work was hamstrung by ‘the contempt for every thing German which is universally, in Germany, ascribed to

  all English statesmen’.20




  Britons’ ‘contempt for every thing German’. Here is a charge which will ring down the following decades. Forty years later, the British were still being begged by some of their

  more insightful compatriots to drop their ‘lofty superiority’ and ‘amused contempt’ for Germany.21 Why would England not

  treat Germany as a fully equal Kulturvolk? Kaiser Wilhelm II and his chancellor, von Bülow, as well as countless pamphlets and individuals, were still asking this question on the eve

  of 1914. One very informed Victorian observer spoke of ‘the infinite number of bad jokes perpetrated by English comic writers and artists between the years 1840 and 1866 upon German manners

  and customs, politics and characteristics in general. There is no offence that a North German is more prone to resent, and less inclined to forgive, than a joke.’22




  Clearly, being beastly to the Germans, or at any rate making fun of them and then accusing them of not being able to take a joke, was not born in the twentieth century and did not (sadly for

  profound psychologists) come out of deep fear or rivalry. Britons felt about the Germans rather in the way the French feel today about the Belgians: amusement at a harmless but ridiculous cousin.

  They did not dislike the Germans – they just could not take them seriously.




  To moralising Victorians, it seemed likely that it was the Germans’ own fault that they were disunited, backward and poor: Britons were practical men of business and politics, whereas the

  Germans were – the PM, Lord Palmerston, said it himself – a ‘nation of damned professors’. The British thus showed Germans little respect, even when being a literal

  professor was exactly what was needed: the first German explorers in Africa, graciously permitted to accompany a British expedition at their own expense, knew themselves fitted by excellent German

  scientific education for the task, but found that ‘we, who risk our own fortunes as well as our lives, are acknowledged neither as member of this English expedition, nor as gentlemen, but

  merely as servants’.23




  The fact was that Britons simply found the Germans they met at home, political refugees or economic migrants, who looked up so openly, so hopelessly and with such

  theorising to Britain’s constitution, to her navy, and to her empire, rather absurd.




  The other way that Britons met Germans made things even worse: you can hardly respect a nation of entertainingly backward locals and unctuous hoteliers. For our ancestors had a unique new

  national hobby – like many of their hobbies, it was later to become universal among prosperous folk – which they called ‘holyday-making’, and the main place they made their

  ‘holydays’ was Germany, whither (as the Standard put it) ‘transit is now so easy and expeditious that you may breakfast one day in London and on the following take your

  déjeuner in the Fatherland’.




  The horrors of a German holyday




  It’s very easy to imagine the way Victorian Britons were seen by mid-century Germans: all you have to do is think of the stock comedy figure of the American tourist in

  post-war Europe.




  Beef-fed Britons were physically larger than poor Germans, they dressed themselves in bizarre travelling clothes – plaid trousers were inexplicably fashionable – and they all went

  around with exactly the same guide book, ‘the red-bound Murray’, which told them what to see and how to get there, and which could make or break hoteliers in a single season. It was

  famously quipped that Englishmen went to Europe with Murray to tell them what to see, and Byron to tell them how to feel about it. They were known to be the great internationalist traders of the

  world, and to care nothing about what they traded to whom, for their only religion was money.
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  They were also notorious for refusing to learn foreign languages. What was the point? All cultures were as one, language was just a tool for communication and trade, and since English was

  self-evidently the most useful language for that, it was ‘manifest that the time cannot be very far distant when other nations will be constrained to use it, for the mere convenience of

  intercourse with the rest; and, consequently, though Germans, French, and Russians may cling as hard as the Welsh and Irish to their ancient forms of speech, they are assuredly doomed to be

  extinguished by our own’.24 There was certainly no point in learning German, which was spoken by no one outside Germany other than in

  Windsor Palace, and which was filled with ‘grammatical foolery and absurd inflectional differences’.
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      GERMAN WITHOUT A MASTER.




      SCENE:—Raliway Terminus, Cologne.




      English Tourist(ignorant of the German language):—“Hi! PORTER, CAN YOU SPEAK ENGLISH?”




      Porter:—“NEIN, HERR.”




      English Tourist:—“THEN CAN YOU TELL ME WHO DOES?”


    


  




  Britons’ sense of their own, and of their country’s, superiority was literally proverbial. According to an 1867 dictionary of German sayings, if you wanted another way of describing

  somewhere as heavenly, you might say, ‘Hier kann ein Englander England vergessen!’ (‘An Englishman can forget England here!’).




  Most importantly for any tourist industry, Britons were rich – often in that new-rich way that was still rare in a continent where Money was still generally Old. They were also much

  fussier than Germans about superficial things like cleanliness and comfort, leading later nationalists to proclaim that when the English said ‘civilisation’ they meant

  ‘soap’ rather than real Kultur.




  Murray’s omnipresent guide book gives its readers stark warning about what they can expect in this strange and backward land:




  

    

      

        

          One of the first complaints of an Englishman arriving in Germany will be directed against the beds. It is, therefore, as well to make him aware beforehand of the full

          extent of the misery to which he will be subjected on this score. A German bed is made only for one; it may be compared to an open wooden box often hardly wide enough to turn in, and rarely

          long enough for an Englishman of moderate stature to lie down in.25


        


      


    


  




  Henry Mayhew, in our very year of 1864, struggled even to find words which could describe to his fellow Britons that horror of all inexplicable German horrors, that ‘huge, squabby-looking, flabby, bolster-like coverlet’ – the execrable duvet:




  

    

      

        

		  The natives sleep in “cribs” but little bigger than orange-boxes, where sheets and blankets are unknown and where each individual slumberer has to roll himself up in the superincumbent feather-bed to prevent being left in a state of Adamhood during the night.26


        


      


    


  




  Coleridge himself declared that he ‘would rather carry his blanket about him like a wild Indian, than submit to this abominable custom’.27




  And then there was the all-pervading smoking of Germany:
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  When they were not being downright beastly, even the grandest of locals were objects of mockery for rich, modern British tourists:




  

    

      

        

          It requires a somewhat lengthy residence in the country before you can make out whether the kellners at the principal hotels are, one and all, grand dukes of

          the farm-yard principality, or the Grand Duke himself one of the expensively-got-up gentry to whom you have lately given some five groschens as “drink-money” upon

          settling your account . . . In appearance this small mole-hill despot is as about as dignified as a linen-draper’s shopman in the British metropolis, delighting to wear the turban cap

          known as the “pork-pie hat,” which at the time of our quitting London was popular with every cheesemonger’s apprentice.28


        


      


    


  




  The pride of these wretched German nobles astonished well-off but untitled Britons. Sabine Baring-Gould waxed indignant at their feudal snobbery in 1879:




  

    

      

        

          An Englishman is somewhat impatient to find barons abroad as thick as blackberries and looking equally ragged . . . I have known a lady refuse

          to allow her daughter to dance with sons of some of our first county families, and heirs to baronetcies, because they bore no “von” before their surnames and therefore could be

          no gentlemen.29


        


      


    


  




  The proudest state of Germany was of course Prussia, which Britain had vastly strengthened in 1815 by presenting her with parts of the Rhineland.FN10 Despite this friendly diplomatic history, Prussia proper was simply not on the British itinerary. After all, one guide book warned that ‘the traveller arriving here for

  the first time feels as if he had left behind him everything that gives charm to existence’.30 And as for Berlin itself, the Saturday

  Review of October 1865 gives scant encouragement to the Victorian city-break traveller, being at first quite unable to find words sufficient to express its scorn:




  

    

      

        

          Few English travellers whom neither public nor private business deprives of their freedom of choice are in the habit of losing their way to the City of the Plain, the

          oasis of stone and bricks in a Sahara of sand. Those who have been unfortunate enough to be deluded into a visit to Berlin are habitually silent as to their experiences of the Prussian

          capital.


        


      


    


  




  Things in Berlin were so backward that the visitor would not even find that most basic necessity of life to a civilised Englishman, clubs. He would have to make do with

  ‘coffee-houses and pastry-cooks’ shops’, but ‘even the most sympathetic narrative of their glories, as in the case of most other institutions in the Intellectual City, runs

  a risk of proving as flat as the desert which surrounds it, and as insipid as the scum-topped beverage in which its citizens take so singular a delight’.




  Best stick to Murray, for if you strayed from the tourist trail you might find yourself faced with hideously authentic German food:




  

    

      

        

          We could not eat, though we had been some time in Germany, that mud-coloured, sour and heavy cold-dumpling which the

          Deutschers call bread and which is generally about the same consistency and inviting appearance as papier-mache and of about the same specific gravity too – ay! and as easy

          of digestion as argillaceous ironstone besides.31


        


      


    


  




  Worse, you might end up having not only to eat like a German, but with the Germans:




  

    

      

        

          The common practice among German gentlefolks at dinner is to pin the meat down to the plate with the fork held straight up, while the handle is clutched firmly in the

          fist, and then to proceed to hack the slice of meat into so many little dice, the knife being held the while by the blade, rather than the handle, in the same manner as a countryman cuts at

          his bread and bacon. After this, the knife is thrown down on the table, and the fork removed to the right hand, by which means, the pieces are raised one after the other to the mouth;

          whereupon the fork is laid aside, so that the gravy may be duly lapped up with the knife; and, when this elegant process is finished, bits of bread are thrown into the plate, and the fork

          once more resumed, in order to mop up every particle of grease remaining on the platter.32


        


      


    


  




  So with the certainty of meeting appalling beds, inedible food and ghastly manners, and with the capital city so utterly uninteresting, why on earth did Britons go to Germany at

  all?




  Sublimity, roasted marmots and cricket




  The Victorians on their holidays were every bit as determined to find things awe-inspiring as their descendants are to find them awesome, and they went to south-west Germany for

  much the same reasons which draw their great-great-great-grandchildren to South America or South-East Asia.




  As the most thoroughly urbanised, leisured and moneyed people in the world, middle-class Britons could leave their Pooter-ish homes or offices and, in about the same

  door-to-door time as a modern long-haul flight, find themselves per reliable schedule amid sublime natural grandeur, exotic, pre-industrial native customs and decent hotels. Where else could you

  find, within twenty-four hours of Waterloo, ‘the highest refinements of civilisation combined with the aspects of an Asiatic wilderness, studded here and there with the ruins of noble

  chateaux’?33




  Just as modern first-worlders find the Day of the Dead in Mexico and suchlike irresistible, Victorian Britons sought out in backward Germany agreeably frisson-making attractions of that gothic

  and Catholic sort which progress had abolished in Britain.FN11 The Times’s ‘Holyday-Maker’ columnist advises its

  readers:




  

    

      

        

          seek the solitude of those weird mountain lakes, the Mummelsee, the Wildsee, &c., visit the ruins of Ebersteinburg, of the Yburg, of the Windeck, of 100 other

          castles, abbeys, and nunneries, listen to the legends handed down among the peasantry for centuries . . . And then the ghosts! Where shall we look for the dark side of nature with better

          chance of success than in the deep gloom of these fir woods? Singing and sighing ghosts, sneezing ghosts, screeching ghosts, mass-saying, bell-ringing, dancing and banquetting ghosts; wild

          huntsmen, the White Lady, a sister, belike, of the dread apparition of Berlin, Bayreuth, and other places, the bearer of tidings of death or calamity to the Princes of Baden as to other

          privileged reigning houses; or the Black Lady, that Fran Jutta of the Alte Schloss, near at hand, an unnatural monster, poisoner of her own sons from avarice, now doomed to haunt the scene

          of her crimes to the end of time. All these uneasy souls, flitting about like bats, the rustle of their long trailing garments blanching the cheeks, the stare of

          their stony eyes curdling the blood in the beholder’s veins.




          As a contrast, the wonder-working images, the blessed Liebfrau of the cloister of Lichtenthal, to whose shelter the terrified nuns flocked as a band of lawless marauders were storming at

          their cell.


        


      


    


  




  Another guide paints his picture of dubious Catholic delights as colourfully as any modern hack describing the irresistibly backward rites of, say, Peru:




  

    

      

        

          We know not if our readers, in their summer visits to Germany, have extended their wanderings to the Alpine district of Upper Styria: if not, we would recommend them, on

          their next tour, should they happen to have a taste for the romantic, the picturesque and the wonderful, not to neglect such a world-wide celebrity as the miraculous Maria of the Zell . . .

          though we would not recommend any traveller of high moral feelings to come within its precincts on any of the great festivals, as the scenes he would witness would excite in him a feeling

          of disgust, never to be effaced.34


        


      


    


  




  But the writer clearly assumes that the stomach of the good British Protestant will remain adventurous even after such irresistibly disgusting displays of Popery, for the book

  then helpfully suggests the finest dining to be had in the region: ‘above all, if he would really enjoy a delicacy, let him have a marmot stuffed with aromatic herbs and roasted

  entire’.35




  Most awe-inspiring and sublime of all, of course, were the Rhine and the Alps. The Rhine was so familiar to Britons that it was often called simply ‘the German River’. Dwarfing any

  British waterway, it offered a regular succession of suitably breathtaking vistas from comfortable modern steamships.




  

    

      

        

          We linger heart-chained upon the crumbling ruins, where the ivy of centuries sheds its inexhaustible poetry, and listen to the mystic breathings of the past, rising from

          a hundred hills. The Englishman feels this deeply, but with his undemonstrative nature leaves such impressions unuttered or, fearful of ridicule, turns the weapon

          against his heart in self-destruction and wends his way among beautiful things, making a humorous tale of them.


        


      


    


  




  In other words, British travellers wandered jollily around ruins and monuments, ‘doing the Rhine’, making facile comments as they ticked off the requisitely sublime

  sights listed in Murray.




  The other great thing, then as now, about exotic and backward places was that your money went much further. By the mid-century the annual invasion of Germany was within the reach of so many

  Britons that Murray itself sounded a warning: ‘Many vulgar and half-witted Englishmen think, if they leave home with money they can command anything; that it is mean to be civil . . . the

  Summer Tourist – many of whom, without any intention of doing wrong, contribute in no inconsiderable degree to bring us into contempt.’




  By the 1860s, British tourists in Germany were so numerous that they were starting to annoy other British tourists. More fastidious Britons doing the Rhine were the first people ever to think up

  that wishful distinction, so popular today, between mere tourists and real travellers. They used exactly the same arguments that today’s self-designated ‘independent travellers’

  and ‘adventurers’ employ to make it clear that they are really, honestly not just more tourists:
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  Like any modern Lonely Planet writer, the Graphic’s expert likewise urges his compatriots to find the real Germany,

  which he has helpfully recce’d in advance for them, where ‘the foot of the wandering Englishman has scarcely ever trodden, and where, in consequence, a conversation book is almost a

  necessity’. He promises that such bold and genuine travellers will be rewarded by a sort of First Contact with cultural sights of incredible and even erotic strangeness:
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  If you actually entered daringly into the social world of the locals, you might get a glimpse of something even more thrilling, ‘the cotton balldresses of the fashionable

  Frauleins being cut with low necks, after the manner of the girls at some sailor’s brothel in England, and the skins of the dear creatures as greasy and shiny as those of

  Esquimaux, rather than civilized Europeans.’36




  If the sight of socially respectable women openly drinking beer by daylight in public gardens and displaying their sweaty décolletage, bordello fashion, was not enough for them, bored young

  Englishmen, then as now in search of dangerous physical activities rather than mere sightseeing, however titillating, had only to follow the German River to its source to find excitements of a kind

  either simply unavailable or punitively expensive back in the crowded, low-hilled Workshop of the World. They were as yet spared the notion, which has since made so much money for so many, that

  ‘extreme sports’ require special clothing or safety equipment:




  

    

      

        

          A man may pass six weeks in the Alps and get first-rate climbing for from £40 to £50, and he will require no outfit for the purpose except clothes, which he

          must have anywhere, and a few oddments in the way of alpenstocks and the like, which cannot cost more than a few shillings. What amount of exciting outdoor exercise

          could such a man get in England at the same price? Six weeks’ grouse-shooting or deerstalking would do as well, no doubt, or perhaps even better; but it would cost at the very least

          twice or three times as much, and would involve all manner of trouble in making arrangements, and a good deal of expense in the way of guns, dogs, &c.; whereas you may leave London on

          Monday night, and be at the Eggischhorn or the Riffel on the Friday, without asking leave of any human creature, and without even making up your own mind about it till the Sunday

          evening.37


        


      


    


  




  Chaps ready to have a crack at the ‘still-virgin Matterhorn’ in tweeds and decent brogues thought little of walking roughshod over local sensibilities. Whether or

  not the British thought of themselves as mere tourists, there is not much doubt what the Germans – those who were not actually making their fortunes out of the ‘English

  milch-cows’38 – thought of them. In one notorious case, a very well-connected British officer, one Captain Macdonald, was arrested on

  the Prussian railways following a dispute with a German about which seat was whose, and the judge in Bonn felt moved to declare that ‘the English residing or travelling on the Continent were

  notorious for the rudeness, impudence and blackguardism of their conduct’.39 When the British residents of Bonn objected en masse and in

  writing to this accusation, he fined the lot of them into the bargain, for daring to question Prussian justice.




  However, such rather brusque policing no more deterred Victorian Britons from holidaying in, or at least passing through, the Prussian Rhineland any more than it does modern Westerners from

  visiting, say, Thailand: the tourist’s eternal motto is that of Goethe’s Egmont: ‘Better a little lack of freedom than a great disorder.’




  After all, the British were in Germany to enjoy themselves, not to take political notes. Once the sights were done and the sublime adequately experienced, they preferred to remain unmolested by

  Germans, for, as one guide confessed, ‘The English traveller carries abroad with him something of the Pharisee. He thanks God he is not as these foreigners; he does

  not put his knife in his mouth, he does not talk noisily.’40




  At Homburg, or Baden, or Wiesbaden, or Ems, British visitors, promised The Times, will find a home from home, where they can escape such things: ‘There are English houses here

  where English tastes and habits are consulted, and even English prejudices humoured; tables for English guests to sit at, gardens and allées for English saunterers to stroll in; meal

  times set apart for the English almost exclusively.’




  Readers of the Standard were assured, on 25 August 1865, that at Homburg, ‘English abound’, that they would find ‘celebrities in fashion, politics and science’,

  and that even their servants would be properly catered for: ‘At our hotel a table d’hote is provided for the English servants, of which about 60 sit down daily.’ It was best to

  bring your own servants, after all, whatever the expense, for ‘when we first came to the land, we were beset with the insane idea that it was possible to get the Thuringian maids to conform

  to English notions of cleanliness and propriety’.41




  Once the British had sat down, decent servants and all, and made themselves at home, the first thing they did was, of course, organise their leisure time in the unique national way.




  To us, the notion of organised sporting events is so familiar that it is hard to imagine just how strange a phenomenon this once was to non-Britons. Most well-bred Continentals still thought the

  notion of gentlemen engaging in violent physical games bizarre indeed.FN12 Hunting and shooting was one thing, but gentlefolk otherwise dressed, and

  demanded that they be portrayed by their hired artists, in such a way as to emphasise the smallness and delicacy of their hands, feet, shoulders and suchlike: muscles, like tanned faces, were for

  the peasants who could hardly avoid getting them. Still, invested as it was with all the prestige of the Pax Britannica, British sporting culture in Victoria’s heyday was as

  irresistibly attractive to some foreigners as American popular culture was in Eisenhower’s. The nimbus of Britishness, though, tended rather to exercise its magnetism

  from the top down.FN13 The German correspondent, evidently a native, of the Daily News writes on 3 August 1865:




  

    

      

        

          English sport is becoming the fashion with our aristocracy. Last week a cricket match of an All England eleven against the rest of Europe was played at Hombourg, where

          the season is now at its height, but it failed to attract the curiosity of the public; the peculiarities of the game are so little known in this country, and therefore very few persons are

          competent to judge of the respective merits of the cricketers.


        


      


    


  




  The report of this unique England vs Europe cricket match in The Times records that ‘foreigners cannot yet be brought to understand what they term ce jeu

  feroce des criquettes’. Indeed, not all the bemused foreigners seem to have fully understood even the most basic and ferocious fact of cricket: ‘The prevailing impression amongst

  them seems to be that the ball must be soft, consequently they are vastly amused when anyone is struck by it.’ This confusion between gentle, gentlemanly pastimes and genuine, violent British

  sport led to an unpleasant afternoon at the crease for one Anglophile Russian who joined a scratch XI: ‘He got terribly knocked about and afterwards expressed his conviction that pursuits of

  the mind were preferable.’




  Of course, not everyone was happy with the way the British simply expected that everything should be done as if at home. Three days later, at the races at Frankfort-on-the-Maine, as it was then

  called, ‘complaints were heard that everything was arranged according to the English taste and carried on in the English style’. But such comments were hardly calculated to deter

  British visitors who, like today’s upmarket Anglo-Saxon tourists, wanted foreignness, thrills and exoticism . . . up to a point.




  

    

      

        

          They limit themselves pretty much to each other’s company, sit down to long breakfasts and still longer dinners, at their own late hours, and keep up a lazy, harmless, and tant soit peu drowsy talk about the last set come in or the last party gone off; about the merits and charges of various hotels, the

          best route to Zermatt, Bishop Colenso, the cattle disease, Bismarck, the gout, the waters, the waiters . . .


        


      


    


  




  In short, in the mid-1860s, the Rhineland and the Black Forest ticked for Victorian Britons exactly the boxes which prosperous folk today check when selecting foreign holidays:

  it was easy and safe to get to, your money went a long way and you could buy the guide books in advance; it was scenically spectacular, stuffed with ancient buildings and picturesquely backward,

  but not so as to actually threaten your health; it was efficiently policed; it offered outdoor activities you simply could not find, even if you could afford them, back home; it guaranteed hotels

  with proper comforts, delivered by a well-primed local tourist industry; you could even find your own national sports and spot celebrities from back home.




  As for the natives who happened to populate the romantic picture, it was perhaps just as well not to look too closely: Henry Mayhew had just cast his unflinching gaze on the world of London

  Labour and the London Poor, but even he was shocked by Germany:




  

    

      

        

          Now, to those who are in the habit of hurrying through Germany at the same rate as the Queen’s messengers – and whose knowledge of the natives is

          consequently limited to such as are seen in Anglicized hotels – the view here given of the national character may appear somewhat harsh and prejudiced. Heaven knows we have seen

          poverty and wretchedness enough in our own land ! – for years we made the study of it, and the investigation of all its phases, a special vocation; nor did we fear, in order to work

          our purpose out, to fraternize with London beggars, and to mingle for many a day and night with London thieves. But we tell you, reader, we never saw such wretchedness, such squalor, such

          rude housing, such meanness in beggary, such utter want of truth and friendship in the terrible struggle to live, in the darkest dens, nor among the least luckless of the vagrants

          congregated in the British metropolis, as are to be found even in the families of the middle-class citizens of Saxony.42


        


      


    


  




  How could one profitably expect to have any meaningful intercourse with such backward and wretched folk? If you were very lucky, you might fall in with

  ‘Anglicised and accomplished Germans’43 but in general the best a decent Englishman in Germany could do, if he insisted on leaving the

  tourist trail, was to act as a benevolent but strict schoolmaster on the road of progress, and




  

    

      

        

          to hold such a plain-speaking looking-glass in the face of these starving, cringing, swaggering German folk, that they shall see themselves in the same despicable guise

          as an English gentleman beholds them; and feel how much they have to achieve – how much they have to learn – how much they have to alter, before they can pretend to take rank

          among the civilized nations of Europe.44


        


      


    


  




  Perhaps one could also try to make them understand ‘that from our little island-country the principles of enlightened humanity and government radiate like beams from a

  star’.45




  Little wonder, then, that Britons were taken entirely aback when, in 1864, they found the whole of their favourite holiday destination up in arms – and themselves in the line of fire.




  A confusing war




  The war of 1863–4 (strictly speaking, it was two different wars) is always known as the Prussian-Danish or Dano-Prussian War today, which just shows how hindsight distorts

  history. We call it that because, to us, from here, it seems to fit neatly into a series of three with the Austro-Prussian and Franco-Prussian wars. No one, anywhere, called it that at the time,

  for the very good reason that the Prussians were at first nothing whatever to do with it.




  The Schleswig-Holstein Question is still a byword for complexity among specialists in international law. Could a Danish king also be a German grand duke? Is a country’s rule to be decided

  by hereditary claim? If so, in the male or female line? By established international treaty? By linguistic and cultural ‘belonging’, irrespective of whether or

  not its inhabitants actually want to ‘belong’? By plebiscite? Or by mere force majeure? Palmerston famously claimed that only three people in the world had ever understood the

  Question: ‘The Prince Consort, who is dead, a German professor, who has gone mad, and I myself – who have forgotten it.’




  But however complex the Question seemed to Britons, to many Germans it was very simple: most of the Holsteiners and a substantial minority of the Schleswigers were Germans, but the Danes were

  trying to make out they were all Danish. Germany was having none of it. Not Prussia. Germany.




  

    

      

        

          The enthusiasm in favour of Schleswig-Holstein spreads to every country where there are Germans, or where the German language is spoken. Volunteers have arrived from the

          Russian provinces on the Baltic; they are being enrolled amongst the German residents in Paris; and numerous addresses to the committee from the towns of Switzerland by German residents and

          Swiss, promise every assistance in furtherance of the national ends.46


        


      


    


  




  This is where things may start to feel very strange to us. For the Germans who invaded Schleswig-Holstein were not Prussian militarists at all. In fact, these particular Germans

  were the most hated and hating enemies of the Prussian court. They were liberal nationalists, and their dream was of a united, democratically governed Germany, based on the stillborn ideas

  of the 1848 revolution. They wanted to incorporate Schleswig and Holstein into the German Confederation, and they were certain that the royal, reactionary powers, led by Austria and Prussia, would

  betray the national cause and do a deal with the King of Denmark in the name of princely solidarity.




  

    

      

        

          The language of the papers is violent in the extreme. They openly accuse Austria and Prussia of treason to the Fatherland, and even commercial papers appeal to the

          public to abstain from Austrian and Prussian loans, and from furnishing money for the subjection of their countrymen.47


        


      


    


  




  Here is the voice of German liberalism as it looked then:
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          King William’s government refuses to carry out the decisions of parliament. Very well, you Prussian volk! Do what they refuse to do, take things

          “into your own hands” and carry out the decisions of your representatives with all the powers at your disposal!FN14


        


      


    


  




  It’s important to get this straight: this bold, liberal newspaper does not mean, as we might suppose, that the volk should rise up in the name of peace

  and poor little Denmark and overthrow the warmongering Prussian court; on the contrary, it means that the volk should ignore the reactionary Prussian monarchy and insist on invading

  Schleswig-Holstein.




  We have somehow come blithely to assume that people who call themselves liberals and struggle against entrenched domestic elites for a national democracy that will truly express what they see as

  the will of the people must also be at heart pacific, tolerant and no threat to their neighbours. This was no more necessarily true of the German liberals in 1864 than it is today of, say, the

  Syrian rebels.




  We still find this muscular sort of national liberalism confusing. The Victorian Britons certainly did, so it needs looking at carefully.




  The confusing German liberals




  British liberalism in mid-Victorian times is very easy for us to imagine. We have merely to think of the USA in the halcyon years after 1989. Without any serious geopolitical

  rival, scornful of any alternative theory of progress, their homeland militarily impregnable, Britons happily imagined that the further liberalism extended in the world, the wider still and wider

  would be set the bounds of spiritual Englishness.




  It was all so clear. The Royal Navy, able for half a century to laugh at or blow out of the water any possible challenger, would confine itself to abolishing the slave trade and enforcing free

  trade. Worldwide political reform would take place with minimal violence, the backward parties seeing that the game was up and throwing in the towel without too much last-ditchery, as seen in

  Britain’s very own Glorious Revolution.FN15 The world, liberated from oppressive regimes and irrational customs duties, would Buy British.

  History would end in peace, plenty and freedom for all.




  The hungry, harassed, oppressed German liberals looked at Britain and wanted all they saw there. Being Victorian liberals, they too believed that prosperity and liberty were inextricably linked,

  and they were so fixated on Britain that they assumed such progress to require the whole British package, including a big navy and an overseas empire.48




  They were, though, by no means inclined to gradualist reform. Schooled in Hegel’s dialectics, they believed that progress came about through conflict, uprising and passionate, armed

  revolt, like that of 1813 against Napoleon. Hegel was no mere theoretician, either: he specifically lambasted the illusory ‘freedom’ of the British-style parliamentary system and

  crooned of ‘the all-sustaining, all-resolving will of the State’.49




  This was the most profound ideological difference between German and British liberalism, the root of what was to become the great culture clash of the Victorian world:

  the role of the state vis à vis the individual.




  To British liberals, it was axiomatic that the less the pimply minions of bureaucracy interfered with, and taxed, the lives and businesses of the people, the better. Things in Germany were very

  different. There, as a Victorian observer put it, ‘the principle of individualism has never attained the acceptance which it enjoys in England’.50 While the German liberals did not accept Hegel’s own handily prize-winning thesis that the current Royal Prussian State was the ultimate expression of the world spirit,

  and hence the end of history, they had no objection to the general idea that state power was an essentially more rational way of ordering things.51

  Many was the Young Hegelian who subscribed to the heady – or, as Nietzsche said in Twilight of the Idols, beery – vision of the ideal state as ‘the power of reason

  actualising itself as will’.52 Even Lassalle, Marx’s great early rival as leader of the German workers, declared roundly that ‘the

  State is God’.53




  The most striking example of this essentially different attitude to state power was that the Prussian and German liberals did not in the least share the instinctive dislike of their British

  friends for having large numbers of soldiers hanging about the place. The most heated dispute in the Prussian Parliament in the early 1860s was on the question of who should man, and control, the

  barracks in Prussia – but that the barracks should be manned was not in dispute. The liberals disliked the Prussian Army not because it was a standing army, but because it was a strutting

  one: instead of a royal, professional, aristocratically run army, they were enthusiasts for an even bigger, parliamentary-run, short-service, militia-style army which was to be of and for the

  entire people, the Landwehr – the very name of which was loathed by all good Prussian military men.




  British observers warned that ‘be the natural qualities of the Teuton what they may, a vast military system cannot be imposed upon a nation without leaving a deep impress upon its

  character; and that to pass a whole people through a national army is not to civilize the military, but to militarize the civilian’.54




  This profound, though in 1864 still largely hidden, ideological chasm between British and German conceptions of liberalism was driven at bottom by the simple fact that

  the British already had what the Germans wanted.




  British liberals, sated, imagined that things were now more or less all for the best, and simply needed the wisely hesitant tinkerings of reform; hungry German liberals were convinced that

  radical change must ultimately be for the better, even if it might be violent in the moment.




  It’s no coincidence that radical Germans were among Darwinism’s very earliest adopters, as Darwin himself gratefully noted.FN16 They

  were the great revisionists of Europe, the dynamic and modernising force intent on re-drawing our mental, social and political maps, the better to agree with what they saw as scientific

  revelations. Karl Marx – who, of course, also venerated Darwin – is merely the most famous and extreme propagator of this basic philosophy, which was very widely held indeed in the

  Germany of his day.




  This was the great fault line between British and German liberalism: a basically positive view of the state combined with a radicalism based on allegedly natural laws.




  What is the German’s fatherland?




  The most far-reaching of the supposed laws beloved of German liberals was the one which said that all people who spoke the same language belonged together, and were essentially

  different from everyone else, being linked by deep, if mysterious, roots of collective experience, and that in order to live fully they must have their own, politically distinct state. This theory

  goes largely unquestioned today, and is particularly important to so-called ‘small nations’, but it was once a brand-new idea, developed in Germany as a last,

  desperate redoubt of national survival.




  If there is one thing worse than a vast and terrible war, it is a war which is vast, terrible and inconclusive. By the end of the seventeenth century, most parts of Europe had had their

  gunpowder plots and civil wars, their reformations and regicides, their unions and partitions, their inquisitions, their St Bartholomew’s Day massacres, and so on, and had more or less

  bloodily worked out arrangements whereby the government and the people of a certain political territory generally spoke the same language and overwhelmingly followed the same rite of Christianity.

  People who spoke French and Spanish lived in places called France and Spain and were almost certainly Catholic; people who spoke Swedish and English lived in places called Sweden and England and

  were almost certainly Protestants.




  In Germany, though, the Thirty Years War was fatally indecisive, despite having laid the country utterly to waste in a way whose brutal completeness is hard to exaggerate: most experts agree

  that it devastated the place, and its people, far more thoroughly even than all the bombs, tanks and massacres of 1944–5.




  After the peace of sheer exhaustion that was agreed in 1648, there was a broad space of Europe which was generally admitted to be vaguely German, but which was split into countless tiny states,

  none of which had ‘Germany’ in their title, and in each of which the official state religion was Catholic or Protestant, depending entirely on the individual ruler. By two of the normal

  yardsticks of modern European nationhood – defined location and shared confession – the Germans simply did not know who they were.




  Dazzled by the French hegemony of the long eighteenth century, Germany’s ruling houses and aristocrats aped French manners, mulcted their citizenry to build ruinously expensive copies of

  Versailles, and even took to speaking French among their own. In the 1770s, middle-class German thinkers began to rebel, and to look to England for other models – but then things got even

  worse. After Austerlitz and Jena, all Germany lay prostrate before Napoleon; her undisputed cultural leader, Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, proudly wore the Légion

  d’honneur given to him personally by the man he publicly called ‘my Emperor’.FN17




  With their backs to the wall, German thinkers concentrated on the only thing left: it did not matter, they claimed, what you believed, or under whose rule you lived – it only mattered what

  you spoke.




  If your mother tongue was German, you thought and felt German, hence you were German. And since the rulers of Germany were so Frenchified and even francophone, the real mighty fortress

  of Germanness was to be found not in the cultural elite, but in the language, the stories, the ways of the everyday volk. This conflation of the ancient Greek concepts ethnos

  (roughly: ‘the nation’) and demos (roughly: ‘the common people’) remains among the most troublesome innovations in modern thought.FN18 Almost every deep thinker on Earth now seems to accept the idea that ‘folk-stories’, whether those of our own ancestors or of Australian aborigines, are not mere

  relics of an entertaining or shocking rural idiocy, but a source of deep, forgotten, pre-rationalist wisdom: certainly, there are times when the worship of Modernity needs a shot across the bows,

  but it is worth remembering that the adoration of ‘folk wisdom’ was more or less entirely invented by German Romantics of the late eighteenth and early nineteenth centuries, for very

  specific reasons.




  So the idea that all Germans – that is, everyone who spoke any dialect of German – naturally belonged together was originally a last-ditch defensive plan for the cultural survival of

  a threatened nation. Unfortunately, it was riddled with strange implications as soon as it was applied to a real, post-Napoleon Europe in which there were very many Germans being threatened with

  cultural extinction by no one at all and kept apart only by their own princelings.




  Where did the Germans who spoke East Frisian stop and the Flemings or eastern Dutch, who spoke something remarkably similar, start? What of a place like Prague, whose

  political allegiance, visible culture and street names were all German, even though its population was fast becoming Slavic? What of Schleswig and Holstein? What of the Baltic states, which had

  never been politically German and where the vast majority of people had never been Germans, but where a particular caste of German military aristocrats had run things for over six centuries? At

  least some of the Alsatians and Lorrainers spoke German and their lands had once undeniably been part of that sort-of-Germany, the Holy Roman Empire, so should they not be Germans again, once the

  liberals’ longed-for new Reich actually came into being? Surely the Dutch (and, handily enough, their empire) were really Deutsch?
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; . ‘WIESBADEN, Avo, 15,

I got into a coach the other day at Coburg,
which wag to convey me from the hotel to the
station, The vehicle was constracted to carry four
inside, aud wo had already ouc complement—my-
self and & sort of fhuringtan bumpkin in the back
seat, and opposite to us two young and comely
women, a married lady and her sister, as I thought,
about whose ladylike appearance thets coulfl b no
mistake, Just 23 we Were starting, & -youngster,
or'junker, looked in, & manof prepossessing appear-
ance, with good features, a nanguinaoomg}exmn, and
the bright exprossion of a ‘‘ witziger kopf,” & wag
agreeablyto the German notions of waggery. He
looked in, and the ladies, with whom he was evi-
dontly a favourite, with many an * 4ch/” and an
““Herr Je,” hastened to make as much room between
them as enabled him tosqueeze in, The fair com-
panions gathered up their ample folds to the best of
their abilities, and npoloilzed for the inconvenience
ho had to enduro from the pressura of their poor
crushed crinolines. *“ Ach / was sagen Sie, meine
Damen,” said the gallant spatk, ogling to the right
and left; “ Ich bin hier wie im Paradies.” And hi:
giin, and s loor wero cortainly Lo thoss of

phistopheles between two angels. He had his
stump of cigar in his mouth, and he went on
during the hmls journey,with one puff here and a
drollery there, lavishing his incense on those two
deities, who stood that and the ashes and the
sparks and worse, wll knowing that in this country
“ Love me, love my cigar” js the motto; and that
men are only to be had on those terms, ox not to
bo had at all,

€ Beast!” I fancy I may hear some of our own
faic young ladies at home exclaim, as the dis-

ting but true and commonplace pictare is laid
efors them, I quite agree with you, my dear
girls ; butit is just as well you should be forewarnec
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A GLIMPSE AT WMTPBALIAN ClTll&

I'r is & happy momout for the dshed

from the mere tourist, when he fuﬂ, ol ﬂmuur out of the

o couategnen, Tho el ajoymet and the el

benelit of travel do not begin as long 45 ou are in mglmu
frequented by Eoglichme, Fhero you_ a5 ablo 8o co T

in theKaglish oo od tbe balf privies

wd n.lfym\akcd 481aure oF 1 baccomitl atsmptast saglion

e, fhis in loft behind.e gl faete

F,nzl talk, 0 nlmvu all, Eoglish prices—ono is not fairly in

ign parts. It s pleasant to feel onesclf thrown on one's own

mama, ol u‘- h the natives and as the nativos, and to have

ago of the'comtry. - A

the re
: tov, tharoughly mfngad by s lmdl s omn nuonidity
without other in exchange. ‘the thought is none
the gmmgee-’ it i somewhat selfish, that objux cts of the
Lxghu\ et oo T e et o the world has scen
thent'ab Well'es Giedile”
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Our last sketch (No. 7) represents one of the numerous
plessure gurdens in he neighbourhood of Wumburg,
which are msally to wine and beer-
drinking. wu our fau- lers be horrified if we tell
them that here the ladies of Germany are to be seen

ing liberal quantities of the delicious beverage;
posmvely in open daylight drinking beer in a public
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ANGLOPHOBIA IN GERMANY.

The public has lost no opportunity of
manifesting  antipathy toward Great
Britain. In music halls the portrait of the
Queen, thrown on a biograph screen, has
been hooted. In public meetings the Eng-
lish have been denounced as a nation of
bandits. Tn yellow papers, like the Anti-
Semite  Staatsburger Zeitung .and the
Deutsche Tageszeitung, the cxpression of
anti-British sentiment has often bordered
on hysteria. In Dresden and other places
English residents have been insulted.
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German Hatred of England Displayed
in n Surprising Fashion.

GERMAN HATRED OF ENGLAND.
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‘We aro committed to trading relations with the
extreme East, which are to compensate, and which
doin a great measure compensate, tho falling-off of
our commercial relations with the West. The open-
ing up of China is undoubtedly one of the most
obvious causes of that wonderful, and to many
inexplicable, prosperity which, amid the dangers of
Europe and the convulsions of America, seems to
settlo in lieu of other sunshine upon these islands,
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FORE[GNEBS IN LONDON.

The Society of Friends of Foreigners in Dis-
in other words * the great Society”—80 fre.

and its range more catholic. It confers small
yﬁns,huﬂmhom fox ummm.nwa a8

of every nationality, last year 23 appli-
cants from Africa; 4 hvm e_United States ; 3
#rom South Amunel 69 from Belgll‘lm e 14 from
Denmark ; 214 from France; 1,633 from Germany,
mclud.mg the 15 subdivisions coming under that
head ; 1 from Greece ; 215 from Holland ;
S from the Tonian Tolands ; 68 from Italy; 1
'.E'onu al 3 141 from Rumu, 6 from Spain; 29
weden and Norway ; 48 from Switzerland ;
u\d 1from Turkey, were relieved.
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uideinlid) eine engliidye
SQuiriaue ben Jujammentrud) dev Firma Irlbnudn[m habe,
um ilye Gactoveien bek Abwideluny der Sefdhi e
Hinde qu bmm!n' L] Sonbonct Huus Laring Brothers,
welched Die letite. Godefrey'iche Tratte nidyt bonerint und
vaburd) ben Stury Sirelt netanlag Babe, foll bdag Werteug
in dicicr Juirique abgegeben Haben.





