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Introduction

“My most recent book, ‘The Fox in the Attic’, is about Hitler and Ger-
many.” This is how Richard Hughes, interviewed by The New Yorker in
1969, summarised the first volume in his projected series of novels The
Human Predicament. Obviously an oversimplification and perhaps in-
tended as a selling line for his American audience eight years after the
book had appeared, his summary still contains more than a few grains of
truth. The book and its sequel, The Wooden Shepherdess, are indeed
novels about Hitler and Germany. Despite the array of other characters and
other localities that fill the eight hundred published pages, many readers
remember the fictionalised Fiihrer and the Bavarian scenes the best.! The
present study of Richard Hughes’s sources takes in the main the same lim-
ited view; the non-German characters and chapters are to a large degree
deliberately disregarded.

To the best of my knowledge, what follows is the first concerted effort
to analyse and comment on the intricate relations between Richard
Hughes’s The Human Predicament project and its sources, as far as its
chapters set in Germany or touching on German affairs are concerned. As
many of these sources as possible have been listed, after a lengthy search of
the two major holdings of his papers, one of them in America, the other
one in England. So far, these archives have attracted remarkably little in-
terest from Hughes scholars. In actual fact, only his biographer, Richard
Perceval Graves, seems to have made more consistent use of the larger of
the two holdings, the American one, and then with his interest focussed
more on the author’s life than on his work. Another scholar, Paul Mor-
gan, has made excellent use of the more limited British holding. However,
neither Morgan nor Graves has consulted both archives, nor has anyone
else, as far as I am aware. The German background has not attracted much
critical attention either. With the exception of some shorter articles and
essays listed below, nothing has been written on the specific topic of Rich-
ard Hughes’s two last novels in relation to the sources for their German
episodes.

! Sometimes they have been encouraged to do so by the publishers. The dust-jacket of the
original edition of The Wooden Shepherdess (Chatto & Windus) has Ree, the American
teenage girl, in focus, but Hitler’s ghostlike face can be seen in the background. The Pen-
guin paperback edition of both novels (1975) displays German military insignia, including
eagles and swastikas, prominently on their front covers, while the Harvill Press edition
of The Wooden Shepherdess (1995), the only one to include The Twelve Chapters, has
Paul Herrmann's heroic Nazi painting “The March of 1942” on its cover.



There were many enigmas and paradoxes in the life and work of Rich-
ard Hughes, one of them the great discrepancy between what he wrote and
what he eventually published. Not many novelists of his high literary sta-
tus® have written so few novels; even fewer have produced more manu-
script pages. The staggering amount of his unpublished and discarded ma-
terial is evident only to someone who makes a close study of his archive. It
was bought by the Lilly Library at Indiana University in 1973, with material
concerning Hughes’s work-in-progress later added. Well into the next de-
cade it remained unsorted and inaccessible.? That no longer being the case,
it still has not attracted the scholarly attention it deserves.

Anyone prepared to engage in that very time-consuming but reward-
ing activity will have her or his views of Hughes as an unproductive and
procrastinating writer overturned. The present study relies predominantly
on research in the unpublished material held in Bloomington, but it is
also based on research into the correspondence between Hughes and his
British publishers Chatto & Windus, a collection that is now part of the
University of Reading Library. The rich manuscript material could give
rise to many specialised monographs. In the present one, the focus is set
on its relevance for Richard Hughes’s German episodes which form part of
two novels plus a fragment: The Fox in the Attic (1961), The Wooden
Shepherdess (1973), and the posthumously published torso The Twelve
Chapters (1995).

%

Richard Arthur Warren Hughes (1900-1976), born in Surrey, was educated
at a public school (Charterhouse) and at Oxford (Oriel College).* He was

? His present status in British literature is illustrated by the entry in the Oxford Compan-
ion to English Literature (1995): “Hughes was a highly original and idiosyncratic
writer...” (p. 487). The caption on the first volume of The Human Predicament in The
Reader’s Companion to the Twentieth Century Novel (1994, ed. by Peter Porter) is equally
appreciative: “As it stands, The Fox in the Attic perhaps lacks in emotional centre, but it
showed immense promise as the initial volume of an extended roman fleuve. Among other
things, it is magnificently written,.in a prose style that moves easily from the seemingly
casual to the significant, and allows subtle character analysis as well as political and
philosophical discussion” (p. 380). The sequel did not fare quite as well, if Ian Ousby is to
be believed: “The Wooden Shepherdess, the second in the sequence, met with little criti-
cal enthusiasm” (The Cambridge Guide to Literature in English, 1993, p. 459). This is a
somewhat simplified generalisation.

“I am sorry to report that the Richard Hughes papers have not been arranged or cata-
logued as of this date . . . they are in no order and cannot be easily located for microfilm-
ing, or even for in-person research purposes” (Saundra Taylor to IH, April 16, 1985).
Richard Hughes himself gave some autobiographical information in the preface to his An
Omnibus (1932); Lance Sieveking’s autobiography The Eye of the Beholder (1957) contains
a chapter on Hughes; Penelope Hughes’s Richard Hughes Author, Father (1984) first
sketched the biographical background more fully. The first half of Richard Poole’s book

w

-
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not quite six when his father died; his mother was supportive of his liter-
ary activities from when he was even younger. In 1916 he was a Lance-
Corporal, in 1917 a Corporal, in the summer of 1918 a cadet officer. The
Armistice spared him any direct war experiences, a decisive non-event of
importance also for his fiction. His academic studies were no success — he
achieved a double Fourth — but his other activities as a critic and play-
wright while still an undergraduate were. At seventeen he had begun to
live in Wales intermittently and he later moved there permanently; his
Welsh family roots went far back. From early on he organised his life on a
peripatetic pattern that he adhered to throughout his life. His far-ranging
travels, however, were not so much a source of literary inspiration as a
temporary release from writing, his life-long call; his three journeys to Ba-
varia were an exception, as will be demonstrated below.

After the success of his first novel, A High Wind in Jamaica,’ he
bought a house in the old inner city of Tangier but went there infre-
quently. In 1932 he married the painter Frances Bazley who had German
relatives, family ties of direct relevance to her husband’s two last novels.
During World War II, he served in the Admiralty and was posted in Bath
during the Blitz. That term over, he returned to the life of a civilian. He
had been offered the governorship of South Georgia and the Falklands, in
recognition of the administrative abilities shown in his wartime work. He
appreciated the honour but declined the offer. For a number of years he
was also a script-writer for the Ealing film studios.

Richard Hughes, the father of five, was a private and a public man, for
a brief period of his life a civil servant but mainly an author who kept to
his study in the rural family house Mor Edrin (“The Sound of the Sea”) in
North Wales. A modicum of isolation seems to have been a prerequisite
for his literary activities and creativity.” One of the enigmas is how he was

Richard Hughes Novelist (1986) is a “Life and Letters”; Richard Perceval Graves’s Rich-
ard Hughes (1994) is the only full biography. Poole’s book has a brief bibliography; the
most extensive one to date can be found in Paul Morgan's The Art of Richard Hughes
(1993).

® Success did not corrupt Richard Hughes. This is Evelyn Waugh's diary entry for Friday 18
July 1930: “Went . .. to A. P. Herbert's cocktail party where I talked all the time to Rich-
ard Hughes. I never saw a man with fewer marks of success” (The Diaries of Evelyn
Waugh, 1995 [1976], p. 323).

¢ Four foolscap pages in the archive, dated 26 April 1942, tell of Hughes's experiences of
the Blitz over Bath. They ought to be published, as this brief extract shows: “Thursday
(i e. four days after the raid) a warden saw a cat run into a crevice in the debris. He put in
his hand to try and pull it out. A small hand caught hold of his.”

” Hughes’s own information on his life and working habits shows a remarkable consistency
over the years. What Richard C. Wald (Herald Tribune, January 28, 1962), Per Wistberg
(Dagens Nyheter, April 24, 1966) or John Bradshaw (Daily Telegraph Magazine, August

11



able to sustain a large family through the years on the income from a rela-
tively restricted literary output. Three of his four novels were bestsellers,
but they were published years apart. That he managed his literary affairs
expertly is evident from the copies of his numerous business letters in the
Indiana archive and in his correspondence with his London publisher. A
considerable part of this archival material concerns his foreign rights. His
dealings with players on the German book market, via the agent A. M.
Heath, will be commented on below (see p. 310).

*

His first two books had been slim volumes of poetry, printed in limited
editions, followed by several plays. One of them, Danger, is reputed to be
the world’s first radio drama. It makes clever use of the new medium, rely-
ing totally on sound: it is set in a coal mine shaft when a power cut sud-
denly turns out all light. Already at twenty-six, he collected his poems in a
volume under a title which was both a youthful declaration and a farewell
to poetry: Confessio Juvenis. In the same year, 1926, his only collection of
short stories for adult readers appeared: A Moment of Time. Most of the
stories in the book are set in Wales but the longest one in the Balkans,
drawing on Hughes’s dramatic encounters with warring rebels along the
Danube. Then, in 1929, came the resounding success of his first novel, A
High Wind in Jamaica. It was published in the same year in the United
States but under a different title: The Innocent Voyage® It sold well, re-
ceived much critical acclaim, and was widely translated.” Since its first
publication, this minor classic has never been out of print.

As is also the case with his other novels, the starting point for this
book was a factual, brief account, this time by an old lady who as a child in
1822 had been brought aboard a pirate ship and fed crystallised candy while
her own brig was being ransacked by the pirates. Out of these few hand-
written pages grew an unsentimental psychological novel about children

1971, pp. 27-28) were told did not vary all that much from what he had told Louise Mor-
gan decades earlier (Everyman, April 9, 1931). Listeners to the BBC 2 heard a similar
story in the programme “Born 1900”, broadcast in 1975 and subsequently printed in The Lis-
tener (October 23, 1975).

8 The early miscellany of his own writings, An Ommnibus (1931) referred to in footnote 4
above was published only in America. It contains a lengthy autobiographical introduc-
tion.

° It may have been read and admired for the wrong reasons, according to a 1938 Hughes es-
say: “Perhaps one of the worst misfortunes which can befall a book is a sudden wide suc-
cess: because that success is often due to something more or less irrelevant which comes to
cause the main theme of the book to escape notice. This happened with my first book . . .
(“Fear and In Hazard”, reprinted in Fiction as Truth, p. 43).
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less innocent than they appear. Hughes, a bachelor at the time, showed an
unusually high degree of empathetic understanding of children and their
meandering thoughts. He never lost that capacity, as demonstrated in his
three collections of children stories, many of which were first tried out
orally on young listeners.

In Hazard: A Sea Story was published on the brink of the Second
World War, in 1938. Then and later it was read as an allegory, which had
not been the author’s intention. Neither was it meant as a counterpart of
Joseph Conrad’s Typhoon, with which it is constantly compared. The story
of how the Archimedes survives a hurricane is a novel rich in accurate
technical details and meteorological observations, with a keen understand-
ing of how the crew cope under extreme duress, or do not. It is also the
story of how one of its members suffers a break-down.'® It was long the
best selling of Hughes’s books. He had life-long naval interests: an even
more closely documented sea novel, about the Graf Spee and Altmark in-
cidents in World War II, was never finished. The manuscript and the ex-
tensive source material are kept in Bloomington.

Nine years had lapsed between his first and his second novel. It took
another twenty-three years before the third appeared, and a further twelve
until its sequel was out. Back from the Admiralty in the early fifties, he
wrote at a slow but steady pace two-fifths of the five hundred page long of-
ficial report called The Administration of War Production which was pub-
lished in 1955 and in which he analysed the “Pre-war organisation” and
“The Admiralty” (the rest was written by J. D. Scott). Up till that time, he
was also a regular literary reviewer in the British press — he was one of
the first Britons to appreciate William Faulkner — but then his attention
was turned to another matter, his own major novel, for good.

What eventually developed into The Human Predicament had en-
gaged him since the days of the Blitz, though he did not start writing it un-
til the mid-fifties. It was a project that he pursued for the remainder of his
life, working on it till the very end. The long gestation period and the pub-

% The main theme of Hughes's second novel may also largely have escaped notice: “For, so
far as I can judge, [it] has been successful because the description of the storm is said to be
vivid and the story to be exciting. That has made people say that the book is ‘about’ a
storm, and that the men in it hardly matter . .. but I don't believe that a thoughtful
reader would agree altogether with that verdict. He would notice that in the shipload
of men exposed to that appalling and prolonged danger almost every possible effect of
fear, good and bad, has its expression” (Ibid., pp. 43-44). Paul Morgan has stressed the
point in his review of Fiction as Truth: “But Hughes is a profoundly serious artist and . . .
his interest is not in the meteorological or historical setting, but in the protagonists” re-
action to it” (Powys Review, 16, 1985, p. 70).

13



lication of the two volumes twelve years apart caused some problems for
the novelist and his publishers, and considerable irritation and consterna-
tion among many reviewers and critics.

Since Richard Hughes's death on April 28, 1976, three posthumous
books by him have been issued: his collected children stories The Wonder
Dog (1977), the preface of which was among the very last things he wrote,
and two compilations edited by Richard Poole. The first one, In the Lap of
Atlas (1979), collects his stories about Morocco, and the second one, Fiction
as Truth (1983), reprints his “Selected Literary Writings”, including some
theoretical essays, the prefaces to his own books, and many of his reviews.

*

Monographs on Richard Hughes’s work are limited in number. The major
ones are as many as his novels though published not quite as many years
apart. The first comprehensive critical assessment, by Peter Thomas' in
1973, had the backing of Hughes and his secretary Lucy McEntee. The focus
of this sympathetic study is stated in its introductory lines:

There is a remarkable wholeness and consistency to the career of Richard Hughes.
The retreat from Ego to knowledge of ‘Other’ is a long journey of atonement. We die,
as ego-personalities, to live, as human beings. Few writers have more lucidly ex-
pressed the movement of this conviction from the terms of Freud to those of Sartre —
a transition covering two literary generations — and done so with less modishness

(pp- 1-2).

Thomas devotes his last two chapters to The Human Predicament. In his
view, its hero is a classic case of war neurosis (although he, like his creator,
did not take an active part in World War I): “Augustine moves largely un-
comprehending through the maze of experience, a Candide in the thickets
of Ego” (p. 78). Hughes's dialectic method is pinpointed, e. g. love as op-
posed to death, and love that transforms into terror. Peter Thomas em-
phasizes the preying instincts lurking in the German scenes: “The flow of
these predatory animal images acknowledges the theme of violence
throughout” (p. 81), and illustrates his point by quoting some lines about
the character Wolff. Thomas discerns three major strands in The Wooden
Shepherdess, published in the same year as his own study: Augustine’s
transformation from patient to agent; Mitzi's religious development; and
Hitler’s rise to political power. The authorial attitude in the first two in-
stances differs from that in the last: on the one hand “scenes of a parabolic

" Richard Hughes (University of Wales Press on behalf of the Welsh Art Council).
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or fabling nature”, on the other of “dramatised historical exposition.” He
adds: “The passages dealing with Hitler's advance to power have a tense
realistic quality, the prose is largely unmetaphorical and understated,
while elsewhere Hughes is seeking the authority of more general truth in
archetype and fable” (pp. 86-87).

Thomas does not admire Hughes’s hero (or anti-hero) Augustine
Penry-Herbert much: “Few heroes of comparable intelligence have been
slower in the uptake” (p. 89), he writes, but he appreciates the novels’
“Tolstoian” moral tone. He is critical of the religious undertones in certain
chapters, some of which rely on German sources, although he probably did
not know that fact: “Hughes will be questioned for his unashamed use of
Christian parallels.” When Thomas mentions Dickens, it is not in order to
praise Hughes’s narration: “Moving from character to character during
Christmas,”? [Hughes] is as patent as Dickens in proclaiming his analo-
gies.” Thomas is unimpressed by Augustine also in the hero’s role as a go-
between; his American and Moroccan experiences are “forlorn when
measured against the looming cloud of mass psychology” (p. 92). In con-
clusion, Thomas states that towards the end of the second novel, Hughes’s
paradoxes and playful dialectic have given way to more serious matters:
“‘absurdity’ must now contend with mysticism” (p. 93).

Hildegard Kruse’s monograph™ ten years later is a detailed study of
narrative elements in all the four novels.'® As regards The Human Pre-
dicament, she lists in separate sections comments on “der Erzihler, die
Zeitstruktur und die Raumstruktur” (the narrator, and time and space
structure), on “Synchronisierungen, Riickwendungen, Vorausdeutungen”
(synchronisation, flashbacks, flash-forwards), on “Erzahlverfahren” (narra-

2 In chapters fourteen to nineteen of “the Meistersingers”.

B In his review of The Wooden Shepherdess, Peter Thomas mentioned the unmodishness of
Hughes’s approach: “As in The Fox, Hughes proclaims authorial presence, offering short
commentaries on the foregoing topics, both telling and showing, and behaving as though
James, Conrad, and Ford had never existed and the Dear Reader is as ready as ever to
follow an omniscient guide” (The Planet, 18/19, 1973, p. 154). He saw differences in the
way in which two of the main protagonists were presented: “A rhetorical contrast is con-
trived between the curious isolation and idyll-like quality of Augustine’s sexual educa-
tion and the very swift-moving and urgent passages dealing with German politics. If
there is a point of possible weakness in the novel, it is likely to be found in the ellipses
and rapidity of change in the Hitler narrative” (p. 155). Still, somewhat grudgingly, he
conceded that he had been impressed: “His narrative stance is thus as archaic as his
subject is contemporary. Yet Hughes has got away with it, once again” (Ibid.).

Bauformen und Erzihlverfahren in den Romanen von Richard Hughes (Verlag Peter
Lang, Frankfurt am Main 1983).

It is based on the theories of German narratologists like Eberhard Lammert (Bauformen
des Erzihlens, 1955), Franz Karl Stanzel (Typische Formen des Romans, 1964) and Wolf-
gang Kayser (Das Sprachliche Kunstwerk, 1948).
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tive strategies), etc. She also comments on instances of symbolic and real
blindness in the novels, on the discrepancy between illusion and reality,
and on the Christian symbolism. Her book is an attempt at placing
Hughes’s novels according to a strict methodological formula, including
comments on their tragic, comical and ironical elements.’® This thorough
study has not had the recognition and influence that it deserves, no doubt
due to the fact that it was never translated into English.”

Richard Poole’s study from 1986 profits from his personal contacts
and friendship with Hughes during the last three years of the novelist’s
life. In his first part, dealing with Hughes’s life, Poole states an opinion,
the truth of which is difficult to deny: “The relationship between Hughes’s
sources and the final texts of Fox and Shepherdess is a fascinating one” (p.
76). Further into the book he exemplifies how Hughes for his fiction drew
on memoirs written by Walter Schellenberg, Konrad Heiden and August
Kubizek. Poole’s analyses in regard to the relevance of these memoirs are
commented on in three of the chapters below. Poole, who was later to edit
Hughes’s theoretical writings, discusses Hughes’s views on the limits of
the ego, and states a dilemma of central importance to the novelist and to
the critic alike: “[how] is the novelist to liberate objects from his own per-
ceiving consciousness?” (p. 178). He mentions the novelist’s “perception of
the ultimate aloneness of human beings” (pp. 179-180) and notes how lit-
erary theory, political philosophy and psychological analysis merge in the
novels’ portrait of Hitler the solipsist. He also makes a case for reading
Hughes's books as political novels, regarding them as not different in kind
from those of Arthur Koestler (who was Hughes’s friend and sometimes
his adversary in political discussions)' and George Orwell.

Speaking of the narrative technique of the novels, Richard Poole ex-
plains Hughes’s own term “multiple contrasts” as a kind of juxtaposition,
with a variety of perspectives on different topics, one of them the question
of sex. Poole could very well have quoted the American poet Laura Rid-

An early article on a similar topic is Annemari Schone’s “Richard Hughes — ein Meister

der tragischen Ironie” (1959).

7 The series in which it appeared, Studien zur Englischen und Amerikanischen Literatur,
was edited by Giinter Ahrends who had written a long essay an Hughes in 1977, pub-
lished in Englische Literatur der Gegenwart 1971-1975 (1977), ed. by Rainer Lengeler
(pp. 227-241).

8 Richard Hughes Novelist (Poetry Wales Press, Bridgend 1986).

Penelope Hughes, p. 72 ff.



ing’s® formula “a well-cut prism” in this context. His simile when speak-

ing of Hughes’s brief chapters is the same: they “might be compared to the
many facets of a large jewel: as you turn the jewel slowly under a steady
source of light, different facets reflect it glitteringly and teasingly up at you”
(p. 188).%

In contrast to many reviewers, Richard Poole is not worried by the fact
that Augustine seems much too indecisive to play the role of the central
character. In Hughes’s previous novels, the narrators had often been “his-
toricized personas, imaginative projections of himself into the nineteenth
century . . . and the recent past”. This changes in The Human Predicament:

But from Fox and Shepherdess [the] embodied narrator has altogether disap-
peared, to be replaced by an impersonalized voice which, assuming the authority of
a traditional omniscient narrator, comments as and when it wishes upon characters
and events . . . The authoritative cast of the stance taken by Hughes is indicated by
the pronominal form he favours — not the first person singular, but the first person
plural: “‘we’, ‘us’, ‘our’ . .. . This first person plural draws the reader back into his-
torical time, implicating him or her in its events and motions. The narrative voice
assumes an authority for its conceptions and perceptions which is absolute. At such
moments, it is as if Hughes were speaking with the impersonal voice of history it-
self (p. 190).

Wolff and Hitler are, in Poole’s view, kindred souls. The former commits
suicide, the latter dreams of drowning in the waters of the amnion (a view
that will be further commented on in the Kubizek chapter below, p. 124):
“The ultimate retreat for the solipsist, then, is a retreat into the womb” (p.
200). Further into his analysis, Poole touches on questions of reader in-
volvement, maintaining that a collusion between Hughes’s fictitious
character and his real reader exists: “Augustine and the reader (for is not
Augustine the reader’s ‘surrogate’ inside the novel?) are first persons
brought to consider the implications of ‘we” and ‘they’” (p. 207).** Hughes's

% She was the lover of Hughes’s long-time friend Robert Graves. Their fifteen year liaison

is the subject of the second part of Richard Perceval Graves’s biography of his relative:
Robert Graves: The Years with Laura Riding 1926-1940 (1990).

Speaking of a genre which Hughes’s novels in some respects belong to, Lars Ole Sauerberg
has used the same simile: “Documentary realisin meets life by a narrative device which
seeks to refract diffuse reality through a prism made up of familiar narrative modes.
The facets of a prism may well be scratched and in need of polishing now and then, butit
is quite capable of rendering the undifferentiated grey into a range of distinct and pro-
vocative colours, although sometimes the prism itself, intentionally or unintentionally,
attracts all the interest” (Sauerberg, p. 191).

Only a few months before his death, Hughes sent Poole an appreciative letter in re-
sponse to the long essay that Poole had just published in The Anglo-Welsh Review,
“Fiction as Truth: Richard Hughes’s The Human Predicament”. In his letter, he ex-
pressed some of his views on reader participation, stressing the polyphony of meaning
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hero may be a passive character but with his help, Hughes encourages the
reader to take an active part when reading: “Augustine functions as a spe-
cies of antenna, a consciousness thrust out into a number of more or less
alien environments. He is an experimental ‘self’ exposed to the probing
actions of the ‘Other’ — or, indeed, to many Others” (p. 206).** It had
never, according to Poole, been the author’s intention to make him overly
active: “His whole nature is predicated upon the fact of unpreparedness”
(p- 213).*

Paul Morgan’s® is the longest more general analysis of The Human
Predicament to date. While commenting on the slow gestation of
Hughes’s novels, he takes to task the reviewers who criticised Hughes for
tardiness: their objections were misconceived, he claims. And if they had
found the books incoherent and disconnected, then they had missed the
point: “Nowhere was there recognition that ellipsis and distortion of
viewpoint are crucial, intentional aspects of Hughes’s art” (p. 92). The
work should be regarded as a continuous and organic whole, which may
have been difficult when the novels were originally published but has be-
come easier over the years: “For the contemporary reader — having
waited those twelve long years — it must have been near-impossible to
read the novel’s two volumes as a single text” (p. 93). Morgan followed

and the distinction between conscious and unconscious symbolism. There are: “. . . two dis-
tinct headings under which the ‘meaning’ of any piece of writing has to be considered:
there is its casual meaning, the state of mind which induced the writer to write it, and
its effective meaning — the state of mind which reading induces in a reader, which may
be very different and yet is surely an equally valid subject for the critic to consider.
Resonances woken in the reader’s mind by symbolisms of which the writer may be to-
tally unconscious can play an important part in ‘meaning’ of this latter kind — even if
the reader remains unconscious of them too!” (RH to RP, January 22, 1976).
Wallace Martin compares the activity of reading with that going on in daily life: “As a
spectator or voyeur looking into a realistic fictional world, the reader interprets what
happens much as we do in ordinary life, fitting together the events, characters, and mo-
tives” (Martin, p. 155). Hughes sometimes lets Augustine serve as that voyeuristic spec-
tator, hovering between novel and reader. When Martin in the same paragraph states
that “in fiction the context does not involve reference to reality”, he may not fully have
considered the complications of historical novels and documentary realism.
A good dozen years earlier, Patrick Swinden had been impressed by Hughes’s authorial
skill: “Hughes’s narrative behaviour is extraordinary. Each character’s experience, as
it is shown to be taking place, is subjected to methods of cross-comparison and classifica-
tion which ought to stop it being interesting at all. In fact it is fascinating. Once we have
got used to what at first feels like wanton jerkiness — the rapid substitution of long-
shots for close-ups, the conflation of past and present activities for purposes of compari-
son, the use of mimetically inappropriate imagery to explain what a character feels
like in a new situation — we become aware of a spaciousness, a freedom from confinement
in specifically ‘novelistic’ devices, which confounds our expectations of what can and
cannot happen in prose fiction” (Swinden 1973, p. 196).
% The Art of Richard Hughes. A Study of the Novels (University of Wales Press, Cardiff
1993)
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how the work progressed in the business correspondence between the
novelist and his British publisher but did not consult the manuscripts in
The Lilly Library. Neither had he read Hildegard Kruse’s study; it does not
appear in his appended Hughes bibliography.

Having checked the Chatto & Windus files, he can safely say that even
if there was a hiatus of a dozen years between the publication of the first
and the second part of the work, there was no corresponding pause during
the writing.”® Two important aspects of how the novel may be understood
come into focus in Morgan’s discussion: the question of whether it is com-
plete or incomplete, and the question of how its narrator is to be defined. If
the novel is regarded as ‘incomplete’, then, in Morgan’s opinion, it has
been the author’s intention to make it so, in order to elicit his readers’ ac-
tive response and participation: “In Hughes’s works . . . meaning is de-
pendent upon the process of reading, is enacted by the reader” (p. 97).

As for the nature of the novels’ narrator, Paul Morgan’s analysis is to
the point and clearly expressed; he shies esoteric terminology. He makes a
strong case for “a mediating artificial narrator”: “The commentary passages
by this figure must consequently be read sceptically, as part of the text, and
not as ex cathedra insertions by the author” (p. 98). The modulation of dif-
ferent viewpoints (Morgan does not mention voices) is Hughes’s strategy
to force his readers continually to reassess their opinions of the characters,
not least that of Augustine. Morgan then lists, illustrates and analyses sev-
eral of the novelist’s tactics of dissemblance, such as withheld information,
manipulated time, the offering of choices and the laying of traps (p. 103).

The narration is neither transparent nor reliable, he points out: “On
the contrary, [it] is exploited as a rhetorical medium, designed to be am-
biguous and to challenge the reader’s imagination” (p. 107). Summing up
Hughes's strategies for reader involvement, Morgan hints at the overrid-
ing title of the two volumes, The Human Predicament: . . . the reader
thus enacts a major theme within [the work]: the problem of how to make
sense of that most complex relationship, that of human to fellow human,
individually and in society” (ibid.). Some of his subsequent observations
on the constellation of opposing characters and symbol clusters (e. g. frac-
ture, disintegration, cripples; eyes and windows; water and ice) will be fur-
ther commented on below.

% Morgan had made the point already in an earlier review: “[Hughes] never intended to
write a trilogy or any other definite number of volumes, only a single novel which would
appear in parts” (Powys Review, 16, 1985, p. 70).
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“From Putsch to Purge” is the title of the present study. It could just as well
have been called “Fall ‘23 and Summer ‘34”. The Munich events of
November 8 and 9, 1923, and the killings at Wiessee and elsewhere on
June 30, 1934, will figure prominently in it, as they do in Hughes’s novels.
If the exposition is at times repetitive and the vision sometimes myopic, it
is in part due to the method chosen with its biographical focus. A study of
Hughes’s German chapters and their sources can be organised in several
ways; the one preferred has taken its cue from his own “Acknowledge-
ments” and “Historical Note”, and their mentioning of names (or failure
to do so).

The wealth of biographical details in the following sixteen chapters
and in the conclusion is intentional; it reflects a belief that not only are the
textual passages as they appear in source and novel worthy of study; also
their contexts are of historical and psychological interest. Hughes was, as
will be demonstrated below, interested in their debatable reliability, idio-
syncrasy and varying degrees of objectivity and subjectivity. The present
writer shares his interest. For much the same reasons, the footnotes are
sometimes expansive. The discourse contained in them comments on the
main body of the study, is parallel to it, or sometimes deviates from it.

For the benefit of the reader, a typographical Nota bene should be
added. The two novels of The Human Predicament are divided into three
books each: the first volume into “Polly and Rachel”, “The White Crow”
and “The Fox in the Attic”; the second into “The Wooden Shepherdess”,
“The Meistersingers” and “Stille Nacht”. Thus, the last book in the first
volume and the first in the last carry titles identical with the novels them-
selves. In order to avoid any possible confusion, in this study the novel is
referred to in italics, The Fox in the Attic (often abbreviated: The Fox), the
books contained therein with quotation marks: “The Fox in the Attic”, etc.
The original Chatto & Windus editions (the American Harper & Row first
editions are almost identical) have been used and all page references refer
to them. Anyone using other editions would still find the quotes without
much difficulty, as in most cases the relevant Chapter (indicated by the
capital) and book have also been noted: the Putsch is described in Chapters
twenty to twenty-seven in “The White Crow”, the Purge in Chapters
twenty-six to thirty-three in “Stille Nacht”, etc.

In English texts, German names sometimes tend to be written with di-
graphs instead of with the original umlauts. In quotes from texts where
this is the case, the digraphs have been retained: Roehm, Goering, etc.
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Otherwise umlauts are used: Réhm, Goring. Richard Hughes wavered in
his practice: in the first novel, he used digraphs, in the second umlauts
(also for Goebbels whose name normally takes no umlaut in German).

*

The varied ways in which The Human Predicament is told makes it a re-
warding subject for a close narrative analysis.” In the present study, the
comments on the narrative aspects of the two novels are mainly based on
the two chapters dealing with focalization and narration in Shlomith
Rimmon-Kenan’s Narrative Fiction: Contemporary Poetics (1983). Follow-
ing a terminology suggested by Gérard Genette in his Figure III (1972)
Rimmon-Kenan tries to keep apart perspective and narration: the related
questions of “who sees?” and “who speaks?” are interrelated but not inter-
changeable. A host of narratological terms like “angle of vision”, “perspec-
tive” and “point of view” are thus substituted by “focalization”. The re-
stricted visual connotation of this term is broadened by Rimmon-Kenan to
include certain psychological and ideological aspects as well, i. e. its “cogni-
tive, emotional and ideological orientation” (p. 71).

A character in a novel may be both speaking and seeing, but “a person
(and, by analogy, a narrative agent) is also capable of undertaking to tell
what another person sees or has seen” (p. 72). The person who sees the ac-
tion (or who perceives it) is “the focalizer”, the one who tells about it is
“the narrator”. Rimmon-Kenan summarizes these clarifications in the
five following points: 1) focalization and narration are different activities,
2) in a “third-person centre of consciousness”, the focalizer is the centre of
consciousness whereas the narrator is the user of the third person, 3) the
two activities are kept apart in first-person retrospective narratives, 4)
there is no difference in focalization between the persons in 2) and 3): both
exist within the represented world, the “diegesis”; 5) the activities of fo-
calization and narration may be combined.

Furthermore, focalization is an activity which has both a subject and
an object: it involves both a focalizer and someone or something that is
being focalized. It can be external to the story, involving a “narrator-
focalizer”, but it can also be internal to it, making use of a “character-

¥ Wallace Martin’s survey Recent Theories of Narrative (1986) states what may be a tru-

ism, but it has far-reaching narratological implications: “. . . the reader occupies only
one of several interpretative positions, those of characters and narrators being equally
important” (Martin, p. 171). — Chapter six in Patrick Swinden’s Unofficial Selves
(1973) and chapter two in his The English Novel of History and Society, 1940-80 (1984)
both show a keen appreciation of Hughes’s varied narrative methods.

® Translated into English as Narrative Discourse (1980).
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focalizer” (p. 74). In consequence, “the focalized can be seen either from
without or from within” (p. 75). The focalization of a narrative can remain
fixed, but it can also alternate between two or more focalizers. It has spatial
facets. The focalizer may take a panoramic bird’s-eye view of the actions:
Hughes’s description of the Welsh village Newton Llantony early on in
The Fox in the Attic illustrates this; or he may be a limited observer like
Lothar in Chapters twenty-three to twenty-five of “The White Crow”. The
focalization may change from the panoramic to the limited view, and it
can also alternate between different limited observers (as will be shown
below). As for time facets, external focalizers may move freely between
past, present and future times, whereas internal focalizers of course have
to keep themselves to the present of the novel’s characters.

The external focalizers” knowledge may be unrestricted and objective,
whereas the internal focalizers’ knowledge is restricted and their views
subjective. The focalized may also be perceived either from without or
from within; in the second instance, this can be done either in interior
monologues, or “by granting an external focalizer (a narrator-focalizer) the
privilege of penetrating the consciousness of the focalized” (p. 81). This is
the case with Hughes’s portrait of Hitler, though in some chapters of “The
White Crow” Hitler himself is his own intradiegetic focalizer of what is
going on in his frenzied mind, as will be further explained below (see p.
139).

“The overall language of a text is that of the narrator, but focalization
can ‘colour’ it in a way which makes it appear as a transposition of the per-
ceptions of a separate agent. Thus both the presence of a focalizer other
than the narrator and the shift from one focalizer to another may be sig-
nalled by language”, Rimmon-Kenan writes (p. 82). Many examples of this
colouring may be found in Hughes’s novels, as will be explained in the
discussion of Chapter twenty-three of “The Meistersingers” below.

An instructive “typology of narrators” in Narrative Fiction (p. 94 ff)
takes into account several distinguishing factors, among them the differ-
ent narrative levels, the extent of the narrators’ participation in the story,
their covertness and overtness, the different kinds of comments (interpre-
tative, judgemental and generalized) made by them, and finally the case of
reliable and unreliable narrators and different kinds of narratees, “the
agent addressed by the narrator”.

Resorting to Genette’s distinctions, Rimmon-Kenan’s typology makes
use of the terms extradiegetic and intradiegetic narrators. A narrator of the
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first kind “is, as it were, ‘above’ or superior to the story he narrates” and
thus he “is ‘extradiegetic’, like the level of which he is a part” (p. 94). As for
the second kind, “if the narrator is also a diegetic character in the first nar-
rative told by the extradiegetic narrator, then he is a second-degree, or in-
tradiegetic narrator” (p. 94). Some further levels in this hierarchy of narra-
tors suggested by Genette (hypodiegetic and hypo-hypodiegetic ones) have
not been taken into account in the present study. On the other hand,
Genette’s and Rimmon-Kenan’s distinction between focalization and nar-
ration and their concepts of extradiegetic and intradiegetic focalizers and
narrators have.

*

Chapter twenty-three of “The Meistersingers” offers a whole range of in-
structive examples of Hughes’s richly varied narrative practice. Much
ground is covered by the chapter, both geographically and politically. It
opens with a link to the earlier chapters in which life among the rich
landowning class has been in focus. A dramatic incident has been the turn-
ing-point in them: Mary’s riding accident which will leave her almost to-
tally paralyzed.”” The first sentence refers to these and other events on the
private and public level, and the wording is perhaps somewhat unfortu-
nate; the irony in it may be too pat: “Yes, the ways of the rich man are
known to be full of trouble; but even the poor have their cares” (p. 206).*°
After a brief section set in Norah’s Coventry, the scene changes to
Germany, first with an effect of tentative foreshadowing: “And next year

® Richard Hughes was as surprised by the sudden tum of events as his readers, as his
secretary Lucy McEntee explains: “I had one astonishing morning, when I walked into
the study, and there was Diccon sitting quite still at the typewriter, saying, Do you
know, Mary'’s just fallen off her horse and broken her neck . . . now what are we going to
do about this? ‘I said, ‘What are you going to do — is she dead? ‘He said, ‘No, no, she’s
broken her neck. I think you can still live and break your neck. I think we’d better get
some medical research on this. “And from then on, we started to write to people in Har-
ley Street, and found out that you could live perfectly well in a wheelchair with a bro-
ken neck; but he didn’t expect Mary, out on this Boxing Day hunt, to break her neck just
like that — he probably knew in his subconscious, but he sat there completely aston-
ished” (The Listener, May 10, 1979).

Aubernon Waugh was scathing (and funny) in his review, not only punching Hughes, but
also jabbing his fellow critic Martin Seymour Smith: “Mr Penry-Herbert starts taking an
interest in his Welsh estates which gives us an opportunity to tickle Mr Seymour-Smith
up the right way with a bit of instant radicalism so — WHAM! OOF!! — we're back in
Coventry among those perfectly delightful working folk, thinking how disgraceful it is
that some people always seem to be so much poorer than others: “Yes, the ways of the
rich man are known to be full of trouble; but even the poor have their cares.” Coo, pretty
vitriolic that, innit Martin? One can hear the great ‘Ooh!’ from the assembled critics,
like the noise a pantomime audience makes when the ponies are brought an stage” (The
Spectator, April 14, 1973).
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perhaps, once the Nazi Party had been rebuilt...”. But then the narrative
immediately returns to the present, in a line which explains the rationale
behind Hitler’s political actions which will be described more fully further
into the chapter: “But meanwhile the first thing Hitler had to do was to get
the legal ban on his Party lifted by promising good behaviour” (p. 207). The
rest of the chapter deals with the Nazi party rift at this point in time, after
the Putsch, the court martial and Hitler's year at Landsberg. Four poten-
tially dangerous contenders for the supreme Nazi power are listed briefly,
one by one. Initially, their names are mentioned only in passing by the
extradiegetic narrator, in connection with the party reconstruction meeting
that Hitler has called for at the Biirgerbréukeller, the same place where the
Putsch had started on November 8, 1923: “But almost none of the Nazi big-
wigs showed their faces: Ludendorff, Strasser, Rshm and Rosenberg all
stayed away, and Goring was still abroad (he was also struck off the rolls)”
(p- 208).

To whom would they have shown their faces, had they actually been
present? Clearly to the extradiegetic narrator whose voice we hear behind
this paragraph, as indicated by the knowledgeable comment in the paren-
thesis. But in the next paragraph an intradiegetic focalizer appears, the fic-
tional Lothar Scheidemann, who is well-known to the reader from his ac-
tions in chapter twenty-one of “The White Crow” in the preceding vol-
ume (see below, p. 280). He now acts as a witness of what has happened,
and what effect Hitler’'s words have had on the audience (or at least, on
part of the audience, as the continued text will presently make clear). The
reader observes the scene through Lothar’s eyes at this point: “Lothar was
there, in a modest corner, and saw how Hitler’s eloquence swayed the
faithful: the women sobbed, and disruptive elements stumbled tearfully
on to the platform to pump each other’s hands” (p. 208).

There is perhaps a movement away from Lothar’s focalization already
within this sentence. The disapproving “disruptive” can be seen as the
extradiegetic narrator’s comment just as much as the intradiegetic focal-
izer’s. In the next sentence, the perspective has changed. Now Lothar him-
self is focalized by someone outside the diegesis, someone who is in-
formed of the earlier parts of the story and who shows an ironic attitude to
the characters in the picture, including Lothar, this Hitler-worshipping
simpleton: “But after all, who were these ‘faithfuls’ apart from second-rate
scamps like that Carl whom Reinhold delighted to tease, and a handful of
dewy-eyed youths like Lothar himself?”

24



Earlier in the paragraph, the focus had moved away from actual char-
acters to fictional ones. Now the story once more reverts back to being an
historical novel with semi-documentary pretensions. Three historical
characters are brought to the reader’s attention: “The only Nazis present of
any importance were Frick and Esser and Streicher — pretty small beer
when compared with those others who stopped away.” This gives the nar-
rator his cue to the listing of the four possible contenders for a top position
in the Nazi hierarchy. They are brought into the spotlight one by one, and
then dispatched, often in a telling metaphorical language of dominance
and submission: “Rosenberg . . . would lick the hand which laid on the
lash”, “Rohm and Strasser were rather more difficult nuts to crack”, “if
Réhm wouldn’t come to heel he would have to go”.

The narrator’s perspective seems to coincide with Hitler’s for much of
this chapter: “’Exit LUDENDORFF, laughed off the stage’.” Hitler's glee at
having rid himself of an opponent rubs off on the extradiegetic narrator’s
comment. The reason why Gregor Strasser’s decency is acknowledged
somewhat unwillingly (he “looked like a block of oak”) is explained by the
perspective in a comment that he was “much too honest to want around”,
which is once again coloured by Hitler’s inimical views of a possible oppo-
nent, as is the concluding summary: “Thus ‘Exit STRASSER’, transferred
to Berlin to preach the gospel among the benighted Prussians; and Hitler
was free of his somewhat embarrassing eye.” Rosenberg is not important
enough to warrant the use of capitals (the citation marks around the three
other names seem to indicate that Hughes has borrowed directly from a
specific source). As for RShin, several reasons are given for his sudden de-
parture to serve as a mercenary in Bolivia. In a subclause, hinting at the
tension between the SA and the regular army, the narrator’s perspective
once again overlaps with Hitler’s: “Moreover the Army were likely to look
askance at a private force that was too like themselves — and winning the
Army’s favour had now become Hitler's lodestar, never again must he
find himself facing the Army’s guns.” This harks back to the disastrous
outcome of the Putschist march on Feldherrnhalle on November 9, 1923,
but it is also a condensation of several pages in one of Hughes’s sources,
John Wheeler-Bennett's book on the German Army (see below, p. 225).

Towards the end of the chapter, another foreshadowing effect is in-
serted: “Thus it was ‘Exit ROHM’ — at least for the next five years.” The
foregoing summary of how these pretenders have left the stage one after
the other has obviously been coloured by Hitler’s wishful thinking. At the
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very end, however, the perspective returns to an extradiegetic narrator
who distances himself from Hitler, in an ironic metaphor “Ludendorff,
Rosenberg, Strasser and Réhm.... Hitler was left undisputed -cock-of-the-
dunghill” (p. 209). The three pages (pp. 207-209) have covered much his-
torical and political ground in their exposé of how Hitler once again asserts
his dominance over the Party. It is a brief and economic narration, and it is
brilliantly done, thanks to Hughes’s narrative practice, in this instance his
recourse to a well-informed, subjective and opinionated extradiegetic nar-
rator.

*

The progression in the following sixteen chapters is essentially a chrono-
logical one, moving like the novels through twelve years, from Putsch to
Purge. In reconstructing the two events, Hughes drew on a number of dif-
ferent sources that were put to use in several parts of his novels. As a con-
sequence, some overlapping between the different chapters below cannot
be avoided. A brief summary of the sixteen chapters follows, and an indi-
cation of which corresponding Chapters in the novels are discussed in
them.

Chapter one looks at a specific source for Hughes’s Bavarian setting,
the private papers of Heinrich von Aretin, his distant German relative.
These memoirs were written many years after the events that they focus
on, and a certain ironic stance is discernible. When Hughes borrowed
some of the passages, their tone of irony was preserved; it particularly
colours the attitudes of von Aretin’s fictive counterpart Walther von
Kessen. Another memoir, written by Goronwy Rees, a Welsh friend of
Richard Hughes's, dealt with a young Briton’s experiences in Silesia. The
British naivety shown by the young man in this source is reflected in the
sometimes painful simplicity of Hughes’s main protagonist, Augustine
Penry-Herbert. Both sources supplied material for several chapters in the
first novel.

Chapter two is centred on the character of Wolff, a suicidal recluse
who is given some symbolic weight in the novel, as a dangerous political
misfit. Hughes sketched his Freikorps background in some of the first
twenty chapters of “The Fox in the Attic” drawing on The Outlaws, an
autobiographical novel written by Ernst von Salomon, with a clear intent
to épater le bourgeois. What seems mostly youthful bragging in the source
turns into a sinister portrait of a desperate nihilist in the novel. Hughes’s
reliance on a later book by von Salomon for a brief scene in Chapter

26



twenty-seven of “The Wooden Shepherdess” is also discussed. It involves
a report by an officer who observed Hitler at close range during the Purge.
Hughes obviously had some difficulties incorporating this material into
the novel.

Chapter three concerns a letter from 1923 by a Major Gétz, describing
certain incidents during the Putschists’ Munich march on November 9. It
caught Hughes's interest and held it for many years. He was aware that it
may have been an elaborate piece of political propaganda, and discussed its
unreliability with some of his correspondents. Certain scenes in Chapter
twenty-one of “The White Crow” rely on this source, complemented by
Hughes's own field research in downtown Munich. The virulent anti-
semitism of the source, whether faked or not, colours the views of one of
the intradiegetic fictional witnesses, adding to the plausibility of Hughes's
historical reconstruction.

A memoir by the Austrian August Kubizek, who had been Hitler’s
friend in youth, played an important role in supplying Hughes with de-
tails for Hitler’s nightmare in Chapter ten of “The Fox in the Attic”, prob-
ably the most sensational passage in the novels. Certain German reviewers
objected to Hughes’s portrait of Adolf Hitler, especially his daring effort at
showing what may have gone on in the future Fiihrer’s mind during
some feverish days of nightmares, frenzy and agony. What could be seen
as a total fictionalization was, however, a composite reconstruction based
on facts from Kubizek and other sources, as made evident by Richard
Poole. A Hughes story from 1953, “To follow a Star”, is also brought into
the discussion.

Chapters five, six and seven focus on the Hanfstaengl family in Mun-
ich. The first scrutinizes what was arguably Hughes’s main source, the
memoirs of Ernst Hanfstaengl. Hughes's contacts with him resulted in
many passages in The Fox in the Attic and The Wooden Shepherdess in
which this former Nazi Foreign Press Officer often plays the role of an in-
tradiegetic (and in this case factual) focalizer. Chapter six summarizes pas-
sages from a contemporary diary by his wife, the American-born Helene
Hanfstaengl, and discusses their relevance for Chapters nine, ten and
eleven of “The Fox in the Attic”. This document, which is the only
authentic report of the days when Hitler went into hiding immediately af-
ter the Putsch, has also been used by John Toland, one of Hitler's biogra-
phers. The seventh chapter considers a memoir written by their son which
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the novelist drew on for Chapters ten and fourteen of “The Meister-
singers”, resulting in a convincing portrait of Hitler.

A book by Sir Philip Gibbs proved valuable to Hughes for Chapters
eighteen, nineteen and twenty of “Stille Nacht”. In some passages, Hughes
drew heavily on Gibbs’s travelogue of a journey through Germany in 1934.
He found this material ready-made (at least in part) for inclusion in his fic-
tion. Possible reasons why he did not acknowledge this source are sug-
gested in chapter nine below. In this instance, Hughes was wary of his own
practice of drawing from the work by someone else, and the question of
literary borrowings and possible plagiarism is discussed in an excursus.

In chapters nine, ten and eleven three historians and their importance
for “Stille Nacht” are discussed: first John Wheeler-Bennett as regards
Chapter twenty-nine; then Elizabeth Wiskemann as for Chapter nineteen;
and finally William Manchester as for Chapter twenty-two.*! The basis for
Otto von Kessen's military ideals can be found in Wheeler-Bennett’s book
on the German army, and Hughes readily acknowledged his debt. He was
also indebted to Elizabeth Wiskemann, a friend of his. Some of the pages
in her book on the Rome-Berlin Axis set both the scene and the tone of
Hughes's fictional rendering of the 1934 Hitler-Mussolini meeting. From
Manchester he borrowed a description of Hitler’s visit to the Krupps in the
same year; a certain fictionalization is apparent already in the source.

Chapter twelve looks at a brief passage in a memoir by Walter Schel-
lenberg which was recycled in Chapter twenty-three of “Stille Nacht”, in
an illuminating passage in Hughes’s ongoing analysis of Hitler. It is an ex-
ample of Hughes’s skilful craft at diversifying his narrative. What was told
in the first person in the source turned into an episode seen by several in-
tradiegetic focalizers in the novel. The reader, registering the scene via
varying witnesses, is as shocked as the fictive observer when a ghoulish
face suddenly appears on the other side of a window: Der Fiihrer as a
ghostly apparition.

Chapters thirteen and fourteen discuss two of Hughes’s key witnesses,
Kurt G. W. Ludecke and Otto Strasser, both of whom had axes to grind
with their political opponents. The first name appears on several of the
novelist’s research cards but was not officially acknowledged as one of his
sources, whereas the second was, in a reference to a horrifying episode.
Hughes questioned the authenticity of this “Banquo’s ghost” episode, but

31 The assistance that Richard Hughes received from another historian, Lord Bullock, is
acknowledged in the first novel. Some of the letters they exchanged are quoted in my
discussions.
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he incorporated it into his fiction even if he knew that many historians
were doubtful of its veracity. What Ludecke and Strasser, both of them
critical of Hitler, had written went into a long series of fictional chapters
which mostly concerned the gory history of the R6hm Purge. This brings
the source material inventory proper to a close.”

Chapter fifteen maps how Hughes’s novels fared on the German book
market, where the passage was less smooth than in most other countries,
for reasons connected with the controversial nature — at least for Ger-
mans — of some of the topics that Richard Hughes had chosen: the birth
of Nazism and Hitler’s rise to power. The chapter also discusses Hughes's
encounters with the influential German critic Hans Magnus Enzensberger,
whom he held in high regard but whose criticism hit him hard.

A line could have been drawn here, limiting the study to the two vol-
umes published by Hughes. Chapter sixteen, however, goes on to discuss
the fragments of a third volume by bringing their German subject matter
into focus but also by commenting on a discarded first chapter and an un-
published fragment of a thirteenth, both of which relate to the develop-
ment of the main character, Augustine Penry-Herbert, and fill in his psy-
chological profile. Some remarks are made on how this manuscript grew
and how it might have developed, had Richard Hughes lived to finish it.
The conclusion, finally, harks back to Hughes’s quote at the very outset of
this study, “My most recent book, ‘The Fox in the Attic’, is about Hitler and
Germany”. It raises some questions about his fictionalised portrait of Adolf
Hitler. Many readers of The Human Predicament will probably remember
the historical figure more vividly than its fictional hero, whether this was
the novelist’s intention or not. Some explanations for this are suggested in

the concluding chapter.

%

The following study relies, as already stated, predominant on my research
in one particular archive, the Lilly Library research collection in Bloom-
ington, Indiana. A brief summary of its holdings of Hughes’s papers in
forty-two cardboard archival boxes is called for at this point. The material
is divided into four main categories: correspondence, writings, personal
papers and miscellanea. The general correspondence in seven boxes is only
partly indexed. Boxes 8 and 9 contain Hughes’s correspondence and con-

3 Two more sources for Hughes’s works, Albert Speer and Hans Bernd Gisevius, are men-
tioned briefly below (see p. 263 and p. 301). It is highly likely that there were other
sources, but these are yet to be identified.
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tracts with publishers and literary agents. In the first manilla folders of Box
8 his letters to his literary agent A. M. Heath relate his and their efforts on
the German book market.

Copies of Hughes's letters to his London publishers Chatto & Windus
make up the most sizeable subgroup; for many years, the originals could be
read in their old offices in central London but are now, as has been noted,
kept at Reading University, catalogued and easily available. The many let-
ters to Harpers, his American publishers, are as revealing as their British
counterparts; his contact persons in the British and the American book
publishing business, mainly Jan Parsons and his successor Norah Small-
wood in London and Cass Canfield in New York were, as seen in these
files, supportive, encouraging and patient.

The second category, manuscripts relating to Hughes’s own writings, is
the largest in the collection, filling twenty-two boxes in all, a cornucopia
for the researcher, even if they do contain much disappointing discarded
material. Of particular value to this study has been the material in boxes 14
to 22, all of which relates to The Human Predicament. Manilla folders con-
taining research notes are filed, followed by the manuscript material for all
three volumes. Nothing was thrown away, everything is kept from the
very first draft in 1955 to the very last lines written in the spring of 1976. It
is a massive amount of writing. There are sixty-eight manilla folders for
the first volume alone, some of them containing up to a hundred items,
one hundred and sixty-three for the second novel, and twenty-one for the
unfinished third part.

Box 27 contains addresses, lectures and speeches, interviews and the
manuscripts of Hughes’s introductions to books by himself and others.
This box has been consulted, as has the following one, containing his re-
views and his untitled and incomplete writings. However, almost nothing
in the third category, his personal papers, has been made use of for this
study, in contrast to the miscellaneous material in the fourth category. Box
34 contains biographical material, and in the next two boxes a wide range
of press clippings are kept — Hughes subscribed to the services of a press
cutting agency. Material relating to Travels in Box 39, some of the Calen-
dars in Box 40 and 41, and some Notebooks in Box 42 have also been
checked. All unpublished sources that are referred to on the following
pages can be found in this archive, unless otherwise stated. The general
description above of the different boxes in the holdings should give a clear
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indication as to where a particular manuscript can be found in the Lilly Li-
brary.

*

Placing the German chapters in focus has had the consequence that much
else is eclipsed: nothing is said in this study of his Moroccan scenes, and
little of his British and American ones. Very little light is shed on two of
the six books in the novels, “Polly and Rachel” and “The Wooden Shep-
herdess.” It is doubtful that a similar study of his British, American and
Moroccan sources (some parts of these chapters were autobiographical)
would be as rewarding and yield as many results as the close search for his
German sources has done. If Richard Hughes seems to evoke and provoke
much more of his readers’ interest when dealing with Germany than with
England and the other settings,® this reflects a general imbalance in the
public interest in the political history of the recent past which Sebastian
Haffner, Alvin Rosenfeld and other historians and critics have also com-
mented on, as will be demonstrated in the conclusion below.

That Morocco, Britain and America are wholly or partly left out of
focus in the following chapters need not be defended, but another lacuna
concerning one of the persons in the novels should be explained and ex-
cused: very little is said about Mitzi although she is one of the main char-
acters in the German scenes. There exist a great many notes, letters, anno-
tations, queries and discarded manuscript pages in the Lilly Library relating
to her story. Her religious conversion, however, is less particular than
universal; it need not necessarily have taken place in a Bavarian convent,
and much of the information that went into Hughes’s portrait of her came
from British friends who shared his deep religious belief and conviction.
A specific study of Richard Hughes and religiosity remains to be written.

*

What follows is to a large extent a genetic study, answering questions of
when and where Richard Hughes got hold of the sources he needed for his
scenes set in Germany. Questions relating to the origin of certain episodes
and persons are rather easily answered, once the search in the archives is
done. Most of the research files that Hughes kept seem to be preserved, in-

¥ Richard Poole sees this as intentional’ on the part of the novelist: “In neither Fox nor
Shepherdess does he get to grips with English politics and politicians as he does in Ba-
varia . . . . The effect of this deliberate imbalance is to suggest that Britain exists ‘out-
side’ the stream of history-making, while Germany exists in it: and not only are the
Germans making history for themselves, they are making it for Europe and the world”
(Poole 1986, p. 216).
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dicating what he found important in his vast reading. Copies of his outgo-
ing letters have also been saved, as has a large number of the ones that he
received over the years. The correspondence in Bloomington is sorted in
chronological order, but is not quite as accessible as desired: it lacks a
name-index. On the other hand, the majority of the books that he con-
sulted were not bought but borrowed and eventually were returned to the
libraries. Even if the books can be traced, it is not very likely that they con-
tain marginal notes in his hand. The same applies to the journals and the
magazines that he searched in for articles on recent European history.**

More important are all the “Hows”, the questions raised because of the
way in which Richard Hughes made use of his sources. He borrowed, but
he invariably changed what he had borrowed, to make it fit into a new
context. His narrative devices all aimed at re-creating decisive moments in
the recent past, on the public level with the help of historical sources, on
the private one by resorting to his own considerable empathy. Perhaps the
most important of his narrative strategies is one of swift interchanges. The
sources from which he culled useful passages were mostly told in a
straightforward way, in the case of memoirs more often than not as first-
person narratives.

By making use of both extradiegetic and intradiegetic focalizers,
Hughes turned his scenes into a subtle reconstruction of historical events,
as seen and heard by a host of real and fictional witnesses. In the process,
he made the events appear more multifaceted and enigmatic than in the
source, and he invited the reader to take an active part in the analysis of
the historical events and in the assessment of their significance. The rapid
interplay of primary and secondary narrators gives dramatic life to many
of the scenes in the novels. Several examples of this will be given below;
one will suffice here to prove the point:

Chapter twenty-five of “The Meistersingers” sketches the background
of the north-south friction in the Nazi party, i. e. the tension between Ba-
varia and Prussia. The basic historical facts, including the many political
rumours, are given by an extradiegetic narrator, but they are also stated in
the dialogue between two fictive characters, the Munich lawyer Reinhold
Steuckel and his Berlin friend Count Lepowski. The latter regards what is

* Richard Perceval Graves discusses his published and unpublished sources in a brief note
on p. 428 of his Richard Hughes biography. He has had access to the private papers of
Hughes’s daughter Penelope and his secretary Lucy McEntee, as well as to a collection of
Graves family mss, some of them relating to Richard Hughes. However, he does not
seem to have consulted the Chatto & Windus archive, neither at the publishing house
in William IV Street in London nor at its present site at the University of Reading.
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going on in Munich with some suspicion. This is his direct speech, as an
intradiegetic focalizer: “’These Nazis — a so-called ‘national’ party almost
unknown in the North, with only a few thousand members and those at
each other’s throats...”” (p. 215). But the Count is also seen from the out-
side, by the narrator: “A Prussian himself, at the back of Lepowski’s mind
remained the undeniable fact that the master-folk were the Prussians.”
Towards the end of the chapter, the narrator does not seem to give Hitler
much chance of success: “A would-be national leader who spent half his
life-span frigging about in some potty city like Munich was wasting his
time: once he got to Berlin he would have to start again from the bottom”
(p. 216).

But the final parenthesis in the paragraph reveals that this is once
more Count Lepowski’s cocksure opinion, although rendered indirectly:
“The politician who didn’t know that fact didn’t know much; and Bavar-
ian Strasser had done the only sensible thing in removing himself to Ber-
lin as soon as he could, leaving addlepate Hitler to crow in his own back-
yard (said the Count)” (p. 216). The mentioning of “master-folk” is more
ominous to the reader than to the focalizers within the fiction, and the
irony of the whole passage is apparent to any knowledgeable reader who
knows of the historical outcome of this infighting: Hitler in his Bavarian
backyard will prove victorious whereas Strasser — the northerner — will
soon be killed in the Purge.

*

Answering the question “Why” is equally tantalizing: why did Hughes
choose Germany as his setting when he had not been there himself and
presumably was not fluent in German? Why did he decide to place his
central protagonist Augustine Penry-Herbert in Bavaria? Why did he start
the action of his novel precisely in 1923 and not in any other year? Why
did he decide to try to make Hitler a probable part of his fiction, in a daring
enterprise? Partial answers to these questions are readily given. Germany
illustrates the trauma of a defeated nation;* personal connections in and
near Munich gave Hughes access to eye-witness reports; the memoirs de-

* Richard Humphrey discusses the ambiguous impression of Germany in Hughes’s novels.
Augustine’s views are limited, while the narrator’s are expanded via thematic symbols,
contrasting parallel actions and conversations (some of which Augustine happens to
overhear without understanding them). Humphrey concludes his article by stating that
the novel is written by a Freudian, and that it echoes Freud’s Das Unbehagen in der Kul-
tur. (“Der historische Roman und das Feindbild. Zu Richard Hughes’' unvollendeter
Faschismus-Trilogie The Human Predicament (1961-73)", in Anglistik & Englisch-
Unterricht, 1986, pp. 157-172).
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scribing the Prussian experiences of a Welsh friend in the 1920s came
handy; 1923 was the year of Germany’s most acute inflation and also the
year in which Hitler had tried his unsuccessful coup. Much of this will be
explored in the following chapters, with some degree of accuracy — only
Hughes himself of course knew the full truth of the motives behind his
choices.

One crucial question is raised on some of the pages below: how much
German did Richard Hughes in actual fact know? Did he speak it? Did he
read it with ease? The correct answer is probably negative on both counts,
as the documents seem to indicate, but a definite answer can be given only
by those who knew him. Virtually all the texts that he consulted were
translated. This no doubt affected his views on Germany, but to what de-
gree and in what way is difficult to assess.

On the pages that follow, many examples will be given of texts that
were lifted out of one context and placed into another one, moving from
source to novel. The extensive catalogue of such instances in this study
has not been brought together in order to pillory Richard Hughes by accus-
ing him of excessive literary borrowings. On the contrary, it is intended to
make it clear how expertly he used bits from here and there when laying
his new mosaic, changing both its colour and its pattern in the process. As-
sessing how efficient, from a reader’s point-of-view, his transformational
activities and the strategies behind them were might warrant a separate
reader-response study. It will not be attempted here.

% As has been briefly shown above, Paul Morgan includes some discussion of these and re-
lated questions in his monograph.
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Chapter I
Heinrich von Aretin in Bavaria and Goronwy Rees in Prussia

When The Fox in the Attic was in press, Richard Hughes for publicity rea-
sons wrote a draft headed “Biography”, which he kept in the third person.
In it, he recapitulated his life and work in brief columns, many of them
covering several years. The entry for 1946-1961 notes that he, starting in
1956, had devoted himself wholeheartedly to The Human Predicament,
work on which had begun in the previous year: “From then until the first
volume . .. was completed in 1960 he worked on this major project con-
tinuously — apart from occasional trips abroad, mostly required by the
work itself.”

One such journey took place in the same year that he had started to
devote himself full-time to his project. In chapter XXI of her book Richard
Hughes Author, Father, Penelope Hughes writes of her father’s “Re-
searches in Bavaria”. Richard Hughes and his wife Frances stayed with dis-
tant cousins of hers at two different castles, Schloss Neuburg and Schloss
Heidenburg. They took in the scenery, he as an author, she as a painter.
The journey. entailed much hard work, and resulted in a high degree of
accuracy and authenticity in the novels. Richard Hughes collected much
material, though far from -all of it went into the novel, according to his
daughter, who talks of her father’s vast stock of “things to leave out”.!
This is also testified by the number of discarded manuscript pages in his
archive. If read alongside the novels, his notes disclose that much in the
Bavarian chapters in his novels is based on the oral or written sources that
he collected duiring these weeks in 1956 and on subsequen{ journeys to and
around Munich.? Hughes met with people who had witnessed the turbu-
lent times and actions after the First World War. He asked questions, lis-
tened and took ﬁotes. In one of her letters, Frances Hughes wrote of their
hostess Pia von Aretin, a distant relative of hers: “Pia has been very help-
ful to us, in getting us to meet people with knowledge of the period Dic-
con® needs for his Novel in Bavaria.”

! Penelope Hughes, p. 161. She also mentions his feeling of embarras de richesse when con-
fronted with written sources: “The most useful material was always the first-hand ac-
counts — collections of letters, documents, published diaries. He read and read, and
seemed as helpless as the Sorcerer’s Apprentice to stem the rising tide of books” (p. 159).

2 “Soon he took to going every year to Bavaria” (Penelope Hughes, p. 159). Richard Per-
ceval Graves lists three Bavarian journeys: in 1956, 1958 and 1960 (Graves, pp. 364; 371;
378 f1.).

? Richard Perceval Graves, whose father and uncle were close friends of Richard Hughes's,
explains the Welsh patriotism behind Hughes’s nickname: “. .. from his arrival in Har-
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Her husband would acknowledge his debt with gratitude, in due
course. Most of what was said in these conversations can no longer be re-
constructed, but some informative notes remain among Hughes’s papers,
and also a few foolscap pages of his impressions of the castles they stayed
in, of the scenery and of some of the people they met. Some of the most
important local documents placed at his disposal were the memoirs writ-
ten by the father of their hostess, Count Heinrich von Aretin.

Hughes, a keen traveller, often maintained when interviewed that he
did not go abroad in order to write about his impressions. Travelling was
his antidote when writing became intolerable, a method to get away from
the demands of creativity. He was no reporter, finding his material ready
at hand, as he had explained in an article as early as 1931. To witness places
that he wanted to write about would have distracted him:

People generally suppose that a writer naturally writes best about what is under
his nose . . . But I must confess that I always find it next to impossible to write about
what is under my nose . .. When I go to strange places. . . people always seem to as-
sume that I am doing it in search of something to write about. Actually the opposite
seems to be the case. I seem to find it far easier to write about places I haven’t been
to than about places to which I have been.!

He had not been to Jamaica when he wrote his first novel A High Wind in
Jamaica; he went there only later. But while writing the Bavarian chapters
in The Fox in the Attic, he went to the sites where much of the factual ac-
tion had taken place to be able to make his fictional reconstruction of it.
This time he actually wrote of what was under his nose.’ The journey can
be reconstructed with a fair degree of accuracy. The material collected dur-
ing these weeks shows to what extent the novels are rooted in reality, in
this instance a German one. Not quite the same wealth of information ex-
ists as to the sources for his British, or, in the case of The Wooden Shep-
herdess, his American or Moroccan chapters which can be seen as partly
autobiographical.

On January 25, 1956, Frances and Richard Hughes reached Schloss
Neuburg in Swabia, not far from Ulm. They stayed there until February 8,

lech [Hughes] abandoned ‘Dick’ as too English. Instead, he asked the Graveses to call him
‘Diccon’, the Welsh name (possibly taken from one of the central characters in Frances
Hodgson Burnett’s The Secret Garden) by which he would be known for the rest of his life”
(Graves, p. 21).

4 The Listener, June 10, 1931; quoted by Penelope Hughes, p. 158.

® Thus, strictly speaking, Richard Hughes was not quite truthful when, interviewed by An-
thony Curtis, he stated: “I always go to places after I've written about them. That stops
me wanting to write about them any more” (Sunday Telegraph, October 1, 1961).
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during some cold and snowy days when the temperature went from mi-
nus 13 to 30 degrees Centigrade. They visited Ulm, and in the second week
of February went on to Munich, where Hughes made himself familiar
with the topography of the city centre. The entry in his wife’s diary for Feb-
ruary 8, 1956, reads like a detailed road map of the route that the putschists
had followed thirty-three years earlier: “Odeonplatz, Feldherrnhalle, Resi-
denz, Theatinerkirche, Koenigsplatz”. A few days later they took part in
the Munich Fasching carnival. A note reveals “things seen in Fasching: A
dachshound in red Indian feather headdress pursuing the little cowboy”. Is
this the model for the little dog that links chapters twenty-five and twenty-
seven of “The White Crow” (and who appears once more a hundred pages
later), the “funny little dog in a winter waistcoat of Scotch plaid, looking
important”. (Fox, p. 222) which “at last found his master again” (p. 227),
one wonders. It has actually merited special mention in the acknow-
ledgements. By stating that the dog'was imaginary Hughes implied that
the rest of his reconstruction was founded on solid research: “But I have
imported almost nothing fictitious except the little dog in the plaid waist-
coat” (p. 353).

After a week in Munich the Hugheses went on to Schloss Heidenburg
and then on February 19 returned by air via Zurich to London. Two diaries
exist. The novelist made note of two particular days, January 26 and Feb-
ruary 1, whereas his wife covered several days in her more sketchy note-
book. Thanks to these entries, it is possible to follow the genesis of certain
pages of the novel in some detail. In a few instances almost nothing was
changed when the diary’s entries were moved to the novel. When his
daughter writes that “Diccon was given access to piles of family papers that
had lain in the attics at Schloss Neuburg since the twenties”,® Frances’
diary tells exactly when this happened. On January 31 — a “very cold” day,
she writes — her husband read Baron Aretin’s memoirs in manuscript,
and then worked on them on February 4, 6 and 7. They then met members
of the Hanfstaengl family in Munich, acquaintances which would prove
extremely helpful. By then, he had already received information on Bava-
ria in the twenties from different generations of the von Aretin family, as
well as from a Count Mirbach. When these debts were to be acknowledged,
a delicate balance had to be struck, as can be seen from the correspondence.

Four years after Richard Hughes's first encounter with Munich, letters
were éxchanged between Wales and Bavaria on this matter of contempo-

¢ Penelope Hughes, p. 160.
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rary witnesses from the turbulent years in the twenties. In November 1960,
Hughes asked Pia von Aretin if she would object if he named her as the
person who had given him access to her father’s memoirs. Hughes added
in brackets: “(though being in no way responsible for anything I have
said)”. He would not like to risk having her drawn into a controversy,
even with this bracketed disclaimer (which reads somewhat differently in
its final version). He foresaw that the German public in general would be
critical and sensitive when faced with a foreigner writing about their na-
tion, “and this book probes so many old sores.” He had sent a copy of his
script to a German publisher to sound their reaction; there was still time
for changes and deletions as the book would not go to the printer for an-
other two months. He would have liked to thank-other members of the
von Aretin family as well, he wrote, but added “once you begin multiply-
ing names the reader reads norie of them!” He Loped that she would give
her approval of what he had proposed: “I should be sorry indeed not to be
able to thank you publicly, for without you and Neuburg Books II and III
simply couldn’t have been written.”” This was not written merely out of
politeness or courtesy. The sources from southern Bavaria proved indis-
pensable.

In a charming letter Pia von Aretin replied that she had no objections
at all: on the contrary, she would feel flattered to be publicly acknowledged:
“I have a modest feeling of responsibility towards Augustine and have the
impression of being some aunt or godmother of his! I hope you are not
jealous.”® In his letter to her a good week later, Hughes informed her that
he had encountered difficulties with the German publisher, Suhrkamp.
The time limit that had been agreed upon had expired but still he had
heard nothing and had not even had the manuscript returned.” By April
he wrote that it remained doubtful whether the novel would appear on
the German market, and thus she need not rush the translation that she
had suggested she would do. He also quoted an unfavourable letter of re-
jection from another German publisher (who was Claus Piper, though
Hughes did not reveal his name). Because the book had caused contro-
versy even before it had appeared in print, Hughes felt that it might be
wiser after all not to let Pia von Aretin’s name figure in the acknow-
ledgements: “The sole point of including it would be to begin paying back

7 RH to PvA, Nov. 15, 1960.
8 PvA to RH, Nov. 19, 1960.
® RH to PvA Feb. 1, 1961.
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just a little of the enormous debt of gratitude I owe you and your Mother"
— and it's a poor way of paying a debt, to unload some of one’s own un-
popularity onta a friend’s shoulders as this might well be.” He would re-
ceive the proofs of the novel in three weeks, so there was still time to re-
move her name should she wish it done. But that was not her wish, she
wrote, and she joked about her intimate knowledge of what had gone into
the novel’s mixture of real and imagined characters and about her insight
into its factual background: “It amuses me to find so many of Augustine’s
friends and relations are people I know too!”"

The readers of the two novels were left with a tantalizing but not very
helpful hint as to where Hughes had got some of the background material
for his Bavarian scenes: “I cannot leave unnamed Baroness Pia von
Aretin: she gave me access to her father’s memoirs and in every way she
and her family have helped me immeasurably” (Fox, p. 353). It is only by a
rather exhaustive and exhausting search into Hughes’s papers that the full
extent of his “enormous debt of gratitude” can be made clear. Such re-
search reveals how justified his acknowledgements were in these as well
as in other cases. Much of the information that Richard Hughes had re-
ceived in conversation and interviews is lost to research, but not all. Some
was noted down. The written documents disclose which information
Hughes found and where he found it. The novels show how this material
was put to literary use.

*

Two chapters of Baron Heinrich von Aretin’s memoirs are kept with
Hughes’s papers in the Lilly Library in Bloomington, Indiana, in a type-
written version in English. Part VIII covers the period 1918-20, sixteen
pages in all, four of them on foolscap. The next chapter deals with the
years 1921-25, with its main focus on the inflation and its effects. It fills
seven foolscap pages. The 1918-20 chapter has dates glossed in the margin
from October 1918 onwards. The individual days of the most momentous
stage are marked in the margin: November 7, 8 and 9. Much of this went
into the novel, sometimes centred on the three names Adenauer, Toller
and Count Arco (which seems a slightly odd combination, at least to Ger-
man readers), in the chapters where Augustine faces a German world that

1 “But even more valuable to him than the papers were the vivid memories of the period

told him by the eighty-four year old Marie-Lise ... who passed her days in winter . . .
sitting beside the huge porcelain stove ... Diccon would sit talking to her hour after
hour” (Penelope Hughes, p. 160).

1 PvA to RH, June 11, 1961.
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he is not prepared for and which he does not understand, i. e. Bavaria five
years after the 1918 Armistice.

Hughes mentions Heinrich von Aretin'” in the note at the end of his
novel, but he also hinted at his source by including the Baron in his fiction
as one of the factual characters mingling with fictitious ones. Von Aretin
appears twice, both times as seen by Walther von Kessen (who seems to
have borrowed some of Heinrich von Aretin’s characteristics). This is one
of the incidents: “Another problem they had discussed was the coming
demobilisation. But everything was already taped, it seemed: the plans
were ready and the men would go straight into jobs, so his friend Heinrich
von Aretin assured the company” (p. 144). In his memoirs, von Aretin
had written about his efforts to help people find work: “There was much
unemployment following demobilisation, and in those days everyone
wanted to work on a farm so we had plenty of labour.”

In another passage in the novel, Walther von Kessen mentions how
Heini von Aretin’s wife, assisted by the village priest and an enraged local
innkeeper, gets her husband out of a life-threatening situation:

Somehow his wife got news of his danger sent to Haidenburg — smuggled a note to the
village priest in a prayerbook. Whereon the Haidenburg innkeeper comes to Munich,
barges his way with his big shoulders into the so-called ‘Central Council’, bangs his
fist on the minister’s desk and says he can’t have his brewer shot or where’s he got to
get his beer? (pp. 148-149).

If this is based on a family anecdote, Hughes probably would have heard it
directly from members of the family, as it does not appear in the two chap-
ters in von Aretin’s memoirs. (It has to be kept in mind that von Aretin

2 In November 1964, Hughes received a letter from Stefan Lorant (1901-1997), an Hunga-
rian-German editor, photographer and film-maker, from 1940 exiled in the United
States (obituary in Der Spiegel nr. 48, 1997, p. 302). Lorant’s I Was Hitler’s Prisoner
(1935) ran into many editions. In his letter, Lorant wrote: “I read with fascination your
exciting The Fox in the Attic. It brought back many memories. I was at Ettstrafle, the
police prison, together with Baron Aretin. But you have no doubt seen my diary ... if
you need any information for the sequel, I would be happy to serve you.” (SL to RH,
November 11, 1964). Hughes borrowed the book from the London Library in mid-
December. But it was not Heinrich von Aretin that Lorant had been fellow prisoner
with, but Freiherr Erwein von Aretin (1887-1952), a monarchist leader of the “Heimat-
und Kénigsbund in Bavaria”, a friend of Rilke’s, and from 1922 onwards one of the edi-
tors at the Miinchner Neuesten Nachrichten. He was interned in Dachau in 1933, and
thereafter forbidden to speak publicly or to publish (see Deutsche Biografische Enzyk-
lopidie, Bd. 1 (1995), p. 169). Hughes may have modelled Otto and Walther von Kessen
partly on Erwein and Heinrich von Aretin. Lorant’s book also contains information on
Count Arco as one of Hitler’s fellow prisoners in Landsberg.
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wrote his memoirs in 1939, almost twenty years after the events he de-
scribed).

German history after the Second World War has given the von Aretin
memoirs an unintentional ironic twist. On one page, the Mayor of Co-
logne, Konrad Adenauer, is mentioned. At a meeting he had let fall some
antiroyalist remarks about the Wittelsbachs. In von Aretin’s opinion, he
had slighted the royal family as superannuated “rotten trees and falling
leaves on German thrones.” This evoked von Aretin’s rage. As an ardent
monarchist, he was happy to state that at the time of writing in 1939 “Ade-
nauer and his comrades — today they are utterly forgotten.”

Richard Hughes, on the other hand, was positioned differently: he
looked back with hindsight. When he wrote The Wooden Shepherdess he
may have had plans to use the Biirgermeister of Cologne as his anticipa-
tory device in foreshadowing the German post-war economic wonder,
even if he planned to end his novel in 1945: “Look at Herr Blirgomeister
Konrad Adenauer, playing Cologne’s new Kubla Khan and financing his
stately pleasure-domes™ with hundreds of millions of borrowed marks
that once were dollars and pounds!” (pp. 268-269). On a discarded manu-
script page, Hughes emphasized the foreign subsidies even more in con-
nection with Adenauer’s autobahn and the green belt of parks around
Bonn: “all out of foreign loans . . .”.

*

As evidenced by his memoirs, von Aretin was a man of strong opinions.
One object of his derision was the Socialists, another the Jews. When the
two categories merged in the same person, his hatred grew strong. This is
the case with Ernst Toller, the Polish Jew who subsequently figured in
Hughes’s novel. Augustine and his Oxford friends discuss the new Ger-
many, “well worth a visit! A Weimar Germany — all Werfels, Thomas
Manns, Einsteins, Ernst Tollers . . .” (p. 98)." Recently arrived in Bavaria,

3 Initially, Hughes thought it appropriate to show that Augustine’s German interlocutor
was unfamiliar with Coleridge’s “In Xanadu did Kubla Khan/ A stately pleasure-dome
decree”. On the same manuscript page, marked 5 APR 1971, he added this question by
hand: “Forgive my ignorance: who do you mean by Kubla Khan?” In 1955, Hughes had
lectured on both The Rhyme of the Ancient Mariner and Kubla Khan, and had referred
his audience to The Road to Xanadu by John Livingston Lowes, for whom he had high
praise: “By enthralling processes of detection ... [Lowes] rediscovered and read for him-
self practically everything that Coleridge read at that time” (Hughes’s Gresham lec-
ture notes “Lent, 1955”). That method, mutatis mutandis, would seem ideal for a full ap-
preciation of Hughes’s own novels as well.

One of Hughes's discarded manuscript pages, headed “Postscript to Vol 1”, mentions Tol-
ler as one of many published authorities that “the knowledgeable reader will have rec-
ognized for himself”.
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Augustine hears Toller’s name mentioned, though he does not register
that he is also called a Jewish scribbler. It is on this occasion that Augustine
makes his first faux pas : “’Ernst Toller?” said the rather fuddled Augustine
helpfully: ‘Surely one of the greatest German dramatists of all time! — A
feather’, he added acutely, ‘in Munich’s crown’” (p. 153). His remark, based
not on his own reading of Toller’s plays but on Oxford tattle, is met with
icy silence.”” The effect of this scene is twofold: it shows Augustine as a
shallow intellectual snob, and hints at political rifts in Germany of which
Augustine knows nothing then and of which he learns but little later (see
below, p. 68).%¢

The reader gets some more information thirty pages further on in the
novel, when Toller appears once more, in Franz's free indirect speech:
“There had been that day when the Reds counterattacked unexpectedly
and for a few hours Franz had found himself Toller’s prisoner...” (p. 184)
Some reasons for Franz’s complicated love-hate feelings for Toller are
given in Chapter eighteen of “The White Crow.” They are tinged with ra-
cial 'slander: “... Toller had hidden himself, the dirty Jew!” (p. 186); “...
Toller had turned all his prisoners scot-free loose — the dirty Jew!” (p.
187). By including racist remarks without any comments other than the
implied irony (in Rimmon-Kenan’s words a case of “colouring of the nar-

rator’s account by a questionable value-scheme”),”

Hughes anchors his
novel in a verifiable historical context. Hughes’s portrait of Toller is as ac-
curate as is his depiction of the racial attitudes that the Russian-Jewish agi-
tator would have come across in Bavaria. Toller’s communism angered
von Aretin even twenty years after the events, as seen by this derogatory
remark about Toller in his memoirs, “a Polish Jew on his mother’s side —
considered himself a great poet. He saw himself as the Poet Laureate of the

Revolution.”

% In a book published fifteen years after Hughes’s fictional discussion of the New Ger-
many (in Chapter twenty-five of “Polly and Rachel”) is supposed to have happened,
Philip Gibbs reports what an English friend in Berlin, “a man whose job it is to study the
political and social life of Germany”, had told him: “What makes me impatient . .. is
the intellectual dishonesty, — or shall I say blindness? — of our little intellectuals on
the Left ... . They are the champions of men like Toller ... who would not be tolerated
in England. They get their facts all wrong! They have no sense of proportion” (Gibbs
1938, pp. 195-196).

' What Rimmon-Kenan writes about narrators who are also characters of the fictional

world applies to many of Hughes’s narrators, one of them Augustine: “As such, they are

subject to limited knowledge, personal involvement, and problematic value-schemes, of-

ten giving rise to the possibility of unreliability” (Rimmon-Kenan, p. 103).

Rimmon-Kenan, p. 101.
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There is one further twist to the borrowings of this passage from the
memoirs into the novel. It involves an unexpected link between Germany
and England which Hughes would have taken a special personal interest
in when he read von Aretin’s memoirs. The Baron remembers that Ernst
Toller “like so many of these gentry . .. ultimately found his way to Eng-
land and appeared as an intellectual in the house of my slightly eccentric
cousin, Sir Thomas Bazley, at Hatherop Castle.””® This must have given
Richard Hughes a strange feeling of déja-vu as Sir Thomas Bazley was his
wife Frances’s cousin. Hughes had married into the Bazley family in 1932.
If he had done it a few years earlier he would have had a chance to see Tol-
ler for himself at Hatherop. In turn, he could have drawn on that experi-
ence by letting Augustine meet the German playwright on English soil be-
fore learning about him from Oxford tattlers or Bavarian relatives.

In Heinrich von Aretin’s memoirs, Ernst Toller exits on a sombre note
which might not have been historically correct, but it shows that Toller
had not been forgiven even after his death. The epitaph given Toller in
the memoirs is far from the spirit of De mortuis nil nisi bene: “He ended, 1
heard, by getting involved in a vast swindle and committing suicide.” This
must have been very recent although unreliable news to Baron von
Aretin when he was writing his memoirs. Toller had actually hanged
himself in New York earlier the same year, i. e. 1939, though possibly not
for the reasons stated in von Aretin’s spiteful comments. An anonymous
American obituary reads differently:

New York, Tuesday. — Ernst Toller, exiled German playwright and author, hanged
himself in an hotel here. He left no note, but was apparently driven to suicide by
severe heart and stomach ailments. He was 46. A volunteer in the German army in
1914, he was wounded two years later, and thereafter conducted anti-war propa-
ganda, which led to his arrest in 1918. He became a workers’ leader and a com-

® In the same year that The Fox in the Attic appeared, Sir Thomas Bazley sent Hughes a
letter in which he ventured on giving some national characteristics of Germans, based an
his own observations: “I think one of the things one must always remember is the great
lack among the vast majority of Germans — including many who might be or are leaders
— of what they call ‘civil courage’. .. . what is most significant is the way in which the
German Nation-State was born . .. out of aggressive (and successful) warfare . .. this, I
think, has had a most profound effect on the way of thinking and the under-lying as-
sumptions of most Germans in all walks of life and practically in all political parties”
(TB to RH, Nov. 7, 1961). Although the letter came too late to have any effect on The
Fox in the Attic, Sir Thomas’s views may have influenced Richard Hughes while he
was working an The Wooden Shepherdess, see for example the summing-up of Hitler’s
rise to power in Chapters twelve and twenty-five of “The Meistersingers”.
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mander of revolutionary troops, was again imprisoned, but escaped from Germany
upon the establishment of the Hitler regime.'”

Augustine (or his factual counterparts) would have had ample oppor-
tunity to read Toller’s plays before he went to Germany. But he could not
have read Toller’s autobiography (if he wanted to read it in English) until
1934, when [ was a German appeared. There, he could have found what
the radical Toller thought of people on the extreme right of the German
political spectrurh, especially Hitler, whose 1923 Putsch he made fun of:
“With a mixed following brandishing sticks and chairs he rushed at the
platform and the meeting degenerated into a regular shambles, in which
several people were seriously hurt.”” Toller thought Hitler's programme
“naive, not to say primitive” and then gave an example of the crude popu-
listic Nazi doctrine: “The Jews and the Marxists were the enemies within
the camp responsible for all Germany’s misfortunes.”” The latter state-
ment could have been written by Heinrich von Aretin, in dead earnest
and without the slightest trace of irony.

Von Aretin introduces the eighth part of his memoirs by looking back
with a certain aversion on the revolutions in the wake of the Armistice:

I come now to a time which no decent man — let alone no German — can recall with-
out disgust. At last the long-heralded revolution arrived, engineered by the scum of
humanity — Russian Jews, creatures from God-knows-what countries: directed by
Jews and Freemasons: a government of ‘profiteers’ (as the English call them) and
‘sharks’ to use the Italian idiom. '

The references to Jews in The Fox in the Attic sometimes reflect this en-
demic Bavarian and German anti-Semitism. The “nearer, transient smells
of ... rich Jews” (p. 131) is not Augustine’s observation but an anonymous
off-hand trivial remark floating about in a predominantly conservative
setting.”” The truculent young Jew (p. 134) on the platform at the fictitious

® Unidentified newspaper cutting, dated May 24, 1939, pasted in the Indiana University
Library copy of Ernst Toller’s I Was a German.

¥ Toller, p. 255. Toller had not witnessed the Putsch: in 1919 he was imprisoned for five
years. Carl Zuckmayer had. His memoirs are even more ironical than Toller’s: “I heard
the rattle of shots as the troops of the Bavarian government fired at the rebels ... In
the course of that rainy day, in spite of the pools of blood near Preysing Palace, the
whole affair turned into an entertainment . . . the people continued laughing and finally
went off to drink beer. That was the end of the famous Ludendorff-Hitler Putsch”
(Zuckmayer 1970, pp. 272-273).

. Toller, p. 256.

2 In a careless reading of The Fox in the Attic, the American critic J. Mitchell Morse, olfac-
torily offended, confused the narrative perspective with what he supposed was the
novelist’s attitude: “Hughes knows what rich Jews smell like. He doesn’t tell us, but at
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Lorienburg railway station is seen by Augustine but shown by a narrator
who refrains from adding any comment, and the same goes for the old Jew
peddling laces, on the next page. When Jews are mentioned next time in
the novel, it is in Lothar’s pornographically coloured dream of Germania,
the naked nymph ravished by “the Bolsheviks, the Berlin government,
the Jews...” (p. 159). This is a compressed emblem of conservative, nation-
alistic and racial sentiments prevalent in Bavaria at the time, and of its
anti-Prussian separatist provincialism.

*

Count Toni Arco is seen in quite a different light from that shed on Ernst
Toller. Von Aretin takes sides, and Arco was clearly a man he could not
find faults with. In the novel, Walther von Kessen remembers what had
happened four years earlier, in February 1919, when the socialist Eisner
had been shot.”® Franz interrupts him, not wanting his father to reveal po-
litical secrets, and talks to Augustine of their “joint eminent kinsman,
Count Toni Arco-Valley” (p.146) whom he would like Augustine to meet.
Arco has been in prison these four years. Augustine is astonished that
Arco did not get killed by the revolutionaries. The von Kessen family
gives him a different picture of Arco than the one he might have heard

least we know they have a distinct smell” (The Hudson Review, Summer 1962, p. 291).
On the other hand, one of Hughes’s fellow novelists appreciated that smells play an
important part in The Fox in the Attic: “... the corrupt world is marvellously sym-
bolized in, for instance, the foyer of the big German hotel, with its subtle odours of dys-
pepsia” (Anthony Burgess, Ninety-nine Novels, the Best in English since 1939, p. 80). In
connection with the hotel-foyer episode that Burgess singled out, Paul Morgan has made
a distinction concemning the change in focalization that Morse would have been wise to
follow: “[The author’s] assumption of different narrative viewpoints is even more dis-
simulating when it modulates suddenly from one to another, without any overt signal to
the reader that it is happening ... Sandwiched between the young man’s naive, tour-
istic impressions, the bitter, misanthropic tone of the foyer description reads oddly, like
a Punch cartoon of The-Englishman-Abroad suddenly mutating into a shocking Georg
Grosz picture. Surely Augustine’s impressions are here alternated with the viewpoint of
one of the hotel staff he noticed ... Are not the contemptuous references to luxurious ac-
cessories and to ‘rich Jews’, and that spiteful effective expression an ‘careless woman-
hood’, the observations of a resentful young anti-Semite and Fascist, rather than the
wide-eyed Augustine? This use of changing narrative perspective forces the reader con-
stantly to reassess the characters and events encountered in the light of how they are
conveyed” (Morgan, pp. 99-100).

There is a two-page summary headed “Assassination of Eisner, 23 Feb. 1919” among
Hughes'’s research papers. Frances Hughes noted in a “Spiral-Notizbuch” what she had
been told by one of her German relatives who “went into [Toni Arco’s] bedroom after the
war. And he had left behind a prayer-book. She picked it up. Out fluttered a small bit
of paper with GOD HAVE MERCY ON HIS SOUL. That was the date of Eisner’s mur-
der”. In the novel, Count Arco, as reported by Walther von Kessen, is more callous: “Toni
kept saying to himself ‘I must be brave, I must not shoot any innocent man — only Eisner!’
Then at two meters’ range he shot him . ..” (p. 148).
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from radicals. In their eyes Arco is a hero. Walther and Adéle tell the dra-
matic story of how Arco was believed to be killed but survived, thanks to
“Sauerbruch, the great throat-surgeon” (p. 147)** In the novel, the von
Kessens with great skill orchestrate these scenes from the days of the red
scare and the communist terror in Bavaria. Toni Arco is seen as a figure of
light against a black background of criminals. Hughes’s depiction seems an
historically correct reconstruction of feelings rampant among right-wing
monarchists in the 1920s. Much of it is reflected in the von Aretin mem-

oirs:

At the beginning of 1920, the Arco trial aroused great excitement, not only in Munich
but indeed throughout the world. Toni Arco had been hit by five bullets of Eisner’s
bodyguard, and left in the street for dead, but a soldier who knew him carried him
into a house and that saved his life . ... The brave way in which Toni acknow-
ledged his deed, and conducted his own case, was very impressive. It was a marked
contrast to the whinings and mutual accusations of the Heroes of the Revolution,
such as Toller.

The corresponding account in the novel has a quicker pace, and a more
personal tone is heard in its polyphony of several voices: “‘Toni was
killed,” Walther said coldly . .. ‘Or so they thought: five bullets instantly in
his neck and mouth, kicked half across the street . . . “Adéle von Kessen
adds some precise details:

One bullet knocked over a wisdom-tooth . . . His throat was full of blood. He was
choking, and they were kicking; but he dared not move because if they knew he was
not yet dead they would have tore him in pieces and suddenly he very much wanted
to live (p. 147).

Arco received a death sentence which was commuted to life impris-
onment. In an epilogue von Aretin comments on the irony of history:
“[Arco] was taken to the fortress of Landsberg. Quantities of letters, sweets,
flowers and other tokens of homage poured in: he had become one of the
most popular figures in Bavaria. Now he was a National Hero: only a year
ago he had been a Cowardly Assassin!”

Hughes also describes how flowers and parcels flow into Landsberg,
though not to the imprisoned Arco but to the most famous of all the
inmates in the fortress, Adolf Hitler. The readers would have to wait a

# A parallel instance is described eighteen chapters later, when one of the prominent
marchers, Hermann Goring, has been taken “to a Jewish doctor, who patched him up
with infinite kindness . . . and hid him in his own house” (pp. 227-228).
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dozen years to get the continued story. The follow-up is recorded in the
twelfth chapter of “The Meistersingers”. Class differences are pointed out
between aristocratic Arco and his fellow prisoners, the proletarian and
low-middle-class rabble around Hitler: “So Hitler returned to Landsberg,
shattering finally Toni’s peace ... . With Hitler allowed all the visits he
cared to receive, this formerly quiet retreat was a bedlam indeed in Toni’s
eyes” (Shepherdess, p. 158). In an earlier manuscript version, Toni's aver-
sion was made even more apparent, expressed in a bitter letter that he had
sent to Adele and Walther von Kessen: “Landsberg was filling up with
such riff-raff he’d had to complain to the Governor: could Walther do any-
thing?” But Walther had no pull with Giirtner, the Minister of Justice.
Toni Arco looks back to the more peaceful times when he “had been re-
ceived there more or less as a hero — four years ago, when Landsberg had
still been a place of retreat for gentlemen, not a clink for the sort of vul-
garian rabble the police had dumped in November!” In this passage which
never reached the printer, what had been Toni’s point-of-view became the
narrator’s, although still with Toni as an observing eye and ear. His re-
sentment colours the text (“podgy”, “unspeakable”). But this jars with the
rest, which was presumably the reason why it was discarded. The ridicu-
lous details were perhaps overemphasised. As a result, credibility and bal-
ance seem lost in the discard:

The heroic young Count’s summer walks in the gardens might still be spoiled by
suddenly running into a pack of them, their podgy or scraggy knees emphasised by
their very brief leather shorts, their throats bulging out of open shirts and Tyrolese
jackets . ..

Somewhat later in the same passage, Toni registers an ominous sound:
“...far away in their own private wing, the unspeakable Hitler brayed.”
Further on in the scrapped text some reasons are suggested as to why
Hitler started writing Mein Kampf while in Landsberg: the “rabble” had
just had a fraction too much of his speeches, “and no one on holiday
wants nothing but shop. So they formed a small conspiracy . . . why
shouldn’t he write? To their great relief he liked the idea and retired to his
room to begin at once.”” This might have been too anecdotal for the
novel, too much like history reduced to gossip. Apart from the first sen-

% A quote from Sir Kenneth Clark’s memoirs Another Part of the Wood concerning the Brit-
ish unfamiliarity with Hitler’s work can be found among Hughes’s research notes: “It
turned out that in 1938 no one in the British government had read, or had even contem-
plated reading, Mein Kampf.”
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tence, it reads slightly differently in the final version. The irony is re-
tained, but Hughes takes the opportunity to give his readers some com-
prehensive historical facts: “presently some bright lad remarked to the
Fihrer that all this ought to go in a book — and it worked. Thereafter
Hitler spent most of his time in his private study, writing Mein Kampf’ (p.
158).

*

Other passages from the memoirs were incorporated in the two novels as
well. One of them deals with the way Walther von Kessen had to fight his
way through streets filled with Eisner’s red rebels, with “lorry-loads of all
the hooligans of Munich at his heels.” Here Hughes borrowed from von
Aretin’s impressions. The novel’s “‘They tore off my uniform in the
Odeonsplatz’, said Walther. ‘I was lucky to get home safely in borrowed
mufti, I can tell you!”” (p. 144) should be compared with von Aretin’s “A
few minutes later a gang of soldiers surrounded me and tried to tear off
my badges of rank, but I managed to escape into a barber’s shop I knew . ..
The barber gave me civilian clothes as going out again in uniform was
impossible.” The fictitious Walther von Kessen re-lives what had hap-
pened when he retells the incident, whereas the factual memoirist Hein-
rich von Aretin keeps a cool distance to what were, at the time of his writ-
ing about them, events long since past.

Most of the 1921-35 entries in von Aretin’s memoirs concern inflation.
Scapegoats are hinted at, sometimes with an anti-Semitic slur: “It was the
heyday of profiteers, and secondclass carriages on the trains were crowded
with sinister figures from the nearer or further east.” Hughes did not el-
aborate that particular theme, but he must have taken note of the rest of
von Aretin’s paragraph: “Conditions were very bad for people who before
the war owned large capital sums, but now had nothing. Without a sala-
ried job or a pension, they were face to face with downright nothing.” In
Chapter two of “The White Crow”, Hughes explains the inflation by show-
ing its effects. He quotes words from Haggai the prophet which are singu-
larly appropriate in this context: “he that earneth wages, earneth wages to
put it into a bag with holes” (p. 119), but he also varies lines in von
Aretin’s memoirs: “The salaried and rentier classes were becoming sub-
merged below the proletariat. Wages could rise . . . but interest and pen-
sions and the like, and even salaries, were fixed. Retired senior officials
swept the streets” (p. 119).
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As noted in an enftry for 1922, von Aretin had attended two Munich
discussion clubs, one of them the open club “Gda”, where he met the
Reichsbank President of the Weimar Republic who was also to make his
way into The Human Predicament. The proceedings

.. . began with a lecture, and after that we joined in a repast of White Sausage
(veal) and Beer provided by the Lowenbrauerei . . . The lectures were on various
subjects, political or economic: once Dr. Hjalmar Schacht (then President of the
Reichsbank) lectured us on finance.

Schacht appears in both of Hughes’s novels.? In the scene in The Fox in
the Attic, the fictive Walther von Kessen has once more taken over the
factual von Aretin’s role as an eye-witness, but is, unlike him, not the nar-

rator:

... Walther digressed to describe one of the previous season’s meetings of ‘Gia’ (a
serious and distinguished circle whose proceedings began with an authoritative lec-
ture an some worth-while subject and continued with brilliant informal discussions
over veal sausages and free beer) . .. . the lecturer being no less a person than Dr.
Schacht himself, the great Dr. Hjalmar Schacht (p. 182).

When Dr. Schacht is mentioned in The Wooden Shepherdess,rhe has suc-
cessfully fought inflation, although his success has come too suddenly for
the Bavarian landed class:

Schacht (the financial dictator) had lately trebled a landowner’s troubles by stop-
ping inflation so suddenly: cash was instantly scarce . . . now all capital work an the
land had to cease and men be laid off, or stretches of forests be sold — and who,
these days, had the money to buy them? (p. 128).

Inflation and the following deflation are only some of Walther von
Kessen’s worries at the time, the question of Mitzi's immediate future be-
ing more acute. Hughes’s brief summing-up of the financial conditions

% In his review of G. M. Gilbert’s Nuremberg Diary , Richard Hughes singled out one of the
defendants in the dock: “there was only one who remained to the end opaque and utterly
dislikeable — and he was acquitted. In intelligence tests he ranked higher than the lot:
higher even than Goering. Perhaps it was intelligence rather than cleanness of guilt
which secured him acquittal. For Stresemann had long ago remarked, ‘there is nothing
clean about Schacht except his white collar’” (Sunday Times, Aug. 1, 1948). Ten years
later, Hughes ordered Schacht’s memoirs My First Seventy-six Years, from Thomas
Thorp, the London and Guildford second hand bookseller (RH to TT, December 1, 1958).
In the previous year he had borrowed Schacht’s Accounts Settled from The Royal Insti-
tute of International Affairs in London.
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was obviously inspired by observations in Heinrich von Aretin’s mem-
oirs, like the following:

1924 was the year of deflation. We were constantly reminded how poor we were.
Moreover the price of agricultural produce and timber was low because no one could
pay any more . . . In November the miracle came at last. Millions and milliards dis-
appeared, and deflation took the place of inflation. The ‘rentenmark’ was created
by ... Schacht.

%

Conversation with members of the von Aretin family, interviews with
witnesses of the events in 1923 and documents like Heinrich von Aretin’s
memoirs were not the only source and inspiration for Richard Hughes
during his research in and around Munich. Much of what went into the
novels was based on his own field notes and reconnoitering as is clear
from his manuscript file. He jotted down ideas for his work-in-progress
while in Bavaria, sometimes whole scenes or episodes that later found
their way into the novel. His type-written working notes fill five foolscap
pages. A sixth page sums up the contents of a conversation that he had
with Count Mirbach-Feldern, one of the many people that were invited to
Neuburg castle while the Hugheses were there.

The notes, often almost an outline of some chapters in the novel,
make it possible to follow the act of creation. The Schloss Neuburg, owned
by the von Aretins, was transformed into the Schloss Lorienburg where
Augustine visits his relatives. The Neuburg exterior is described under its
fictionalized name at the beginning of Chapter four of “The White Crow™:
“Schloss Lorienburg was built on a precipitous treeclad mound of the strip-
ling Danube” (p. 126). This is the view of Neuburg that Hughes noted
down on January 26, 1956: “The castle overhangs the village, set on a pen-
insular of hill ... The castle itself is on a square mound”. Some chapters
later, Augustine has come close to the castle: “the castle on its mound was
approached from the high ground behind it along a raised causeway lined
with linden-trees, ending in a wooden bridge” (p. 137). In his notes,
Hughes wrote of “the lime-flanked drive” at Neuburg. Had he wished, he
could have found a detailed description of “Neuburg and der Donau: Das
Schloss” in one of the Baedeker guide books (he would have recourse to
some of them later on): “Die Toreinfahrt mit Kassettengewélbe fiihrt in

den auf drei Seiten von doppelgeschossigen Lauben umgebenen Hof.”*

¥ [The gate with a frescoed ceiling leads onto the courtyard surrounded on three sides by a
two-storeyed walk-around] Baedeker’s Nordbayern Ostbayern, 4. Auflage 1962, p. 222.
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Many other details make it clear that Neuburg served as a model for Lo-
rienburg: the heavy gates, the dry moat, the courtyards, the skittle alley, etc.

More importantly, an object of devotion forces the fashionably agnos-
tic Augustine to realise that he has ended up in a country of pious Catho-
lics: “But on the other side stood a life-size crucifix, skilfully carved and
realistically painted; and this crucifix looked as if it was brand new — its
newness astonished Augustine more than anything else he had seen here
yet” (p. 137). In this case, his surprise had already been felt by his maker
Richard Hughes, who had noted at Neuburg:

Now that the roofs are covered there is no colour anywhere, so that the tints of the
painted crucifix under the lindens outside the castle gate takes an an unexpected
brilliance — the crimson gouts of blood dripping from the snow-covered crown of
thorns down the tired face, the glistening pinks and ivories of the emaciated body,
the blood again round the great iron spike through the twisted, crossed, riven feet.

This first-hand observation of a crucifix seen outside Schloss Neuburg
forms the basis for the description of the crucifix outside Schloss Lorien-
burg that appears some thirty pages further on in the novel, though this
time including a group of children. They make the sight seem less starkly
pietistic:

Under the cross but quite unconscious of it stood a group of small mites who had just
toiled up there from the village with their toboggans: red caps and yellow cutls,
shell-pink faces intoxicated with the snow, they stood out against the background
colourlessness as rich as butterflies, they and the Christ together (pp. 171-172).

If this scene in the novel seems to have a particular freshness and sponta-
neity to it, there is a special reason for it. Hughes had observed what went
on under his nose. The lines that he jotted down in his note-book, as an
eye-witness report, were included in the novel without many changes:

Round the crucifix is a group of small mites who have toiled up here from the vil-
lage with their skis and toboggans — red caps, dark blue trousers, yellow curls,
shell-pink faces intoxicated with the snow — they stand out against the colourless-
ness rich as butterflies.

The crucifix outside the castle serves a special purpose in the novel. It re-
veals how shallow Augustine’s atheist confession is and how little he

On July 10, 1967, Hughes ordered Badeker’s Southern Germany and Austria (1891), and
Germany (1936) from the London Library. He made use of the maps in the 1936 guide-
book, according to his research index cards.
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knows of the world outside his own limited territory. The theme is further
emphasized when Augustine is confronted with the baroque splendours
of the castle chapel.® In Hughes’s original notes, the Neuburg chapel was
mentioned only briefly: “In a corner of the basement is a simple baroque
chapel, with a shrine or two and a more than life-size Deposition, carved
fully in the round in painted wood (15th century).” A Baedeker guide is
more factual: “Die Schlosskapelle ist die dlteste evangelische Kapelle Alt-
bayerns und zeigt mit ihren Fresken des Salzburger Meisters Bocksberger
(1543) das erste Beispiel einer grossen Raumausmalung des Protestantis-
mus.””® Among Richard Hughes’s papers can be found some postcards
from Bavaria showing the interiors of several baroque churches, and the
diary mentions a visit to a “Monastery Church: a late work of the Asam
brothers”. When the Neuburg chapel is transformed into the Lorienburg
of the novel, many precise details are added:

For the little family chapel at Lorienburg was a baroque confection of exceptional
splendour. Augustine had been reared in an Anglo-Gothic reverential gloom; but
this was all light and colour and swelling curves. There was extravagantly
moulded plaster and painted trompe-1'ceil, peeping angels, babies submerged in sil-
ver soap-suds and gilded glittering rays... (p. 251).

This description, probably incorporating Hughes’s impressions from other
baroque church interiors as well, has a double function in the novel. Its
ornateness adds splendorous local colour but it also underlines the fact
that the young British observer feels himself a stranger in this setting: he is

% The French critic ]. Bosano has observed how ill-tuned the atheist Augustine is to Ca-
tholic Bavaria: “Augustin et sa sceur sont des athées convaincus, dont l'athéisme est une
acquisition cofiteuse, une victoire remportée sur une éducation protestante traditionelle
... Augustin prend surtout conscience de ses convictions quand il se trouve en Baviére o1 le
catholicisme s’étale avec tranquilité sous les formes, pour lui agressives, d'un grand
Christ réaliste et d'une chapelle baroque, puis des multiples églises de méme style a
Munich; il ne comprend pas qu'au XXe siécle des gens qui, par ailleurs, lui paraissent
normauy, vivent quotidiennement cette foi” [Augustine and his sister are atheists by con-
viction; their atheism is a hard-earned acquistion, a victory over a traditional protes-
tant education . . . Augustine is especially conscious of his convictions when he happens
to be in Bavaria where catholicism is displayed with ease in the form (which Augus-
tine finds aggressive) of a large realistic figure of Christ and a baroque castle chapel,
and then of many Munich churches in the same style; he cannot understand that in the
20th century people who otherwise appear normal to him can live their daily lives in
this faith] Etudes anglaises, juillet-septembre 1963, p. 265.

[The Castle chapel is the oldest evangelical one in Old Bavaria; its frescoes by the
Salzburger Master Bocksberger (1543) are the earliest examples of a large Protestant in-
terior decoration] Baedeker’s Nordbayern Ostbayern 1962, p. 222.
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ill at ease. The narrator, on the other hand, does not spare him some mild
irony®":

Augustine had heard of Baroque — as the very last word in decadence and bad
taste; but anything so outrageous as this was incredible in a secular... and this was a
sacred place! Even the professing atheist could not but be shocked (p. 251).

By placing his agnostic hero in such unfamiliar religious surroundings,
the ironic author shows that there is little real understanding in Augus-
tine at this moment. He comprehends nothing when confronted with the
expressions of a living faith, not because he has been reared a Protestant
and is now moving among devout Catholics, but because his view of the
modern world has no room for religion. He discusses modern art theories
(“significant form”) and shows that he has adopted some simplified mod-
ernist hand-book opinions, like classical austerity being the hall-mark of
true art. But when art moves from an aesthetical to an ethical level, he
lacks the necessary sensibility. As a result, he turns into a bore and a prig.
There is a wide gap between the one who sees (Augustine) and the one
who speaks (the narrator) in the following, allowing irony to seep in:

The churches here Augustine was sent to admire, however, really shocked him; for
they all . . . were baroque or even rococo. This confirmed what he had already felt
at Lorienburg: people who found such things beautiful must be essentially unserious
people: their religion (and so, Mitzi's) must be only skin-deep: their culture, a froth
and sham . . . The ‘Asam-Kirche’, for instance: where here was the classic austerity
(hall—masrlk of all true art), the truth to nature? The bareness of line, the restraint?
(p. 330).

Augustine, not only obtuse but a little foolish, cannot understand how a
sensitively cultured man like Dr. Reinhold can appreciate the baroque Ba-
varian churches and in all seriousness admire what Augustine regards as
“sugared monstrosities”. In this passage, the narrator’s irony is not overly
subtle with its bracketed comment directed to the slow-witted reader: “‘Ba-
roque isn’t even non-Art, it's anti-Art,” he tried to argue with Reinhold,
but failed. ‘This must just be a blind spot in old Reinhold,” he was forced to
decide (to Reinhold of course the blindness was all in Augustine).”

* This may have been a reflection of the real author’s mild derision of the young man he
had once been. Richard Hughes was a deeply religious man, but not as a young man at
Oxford, as Richard Perceval Graves (p. 54) has explained.

3 Richard Hughes might have been inspired not only by churches by the Asam brothers but
also by one built by Dominicus Zimmermann in 1746-54: one postcard in his files shows
“Die Wies, Wallfahrtskirche des pramonstratenserklosters Steingaden”.
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Another part of the Neuburg castle was to prove an important locality in
The Fox in the Attic, as is signalled already in the title of the novel. This is
how Hughes noted down details of the upper regions of the Schloss
Neuburg, as he saw them in 1956:

The third floor is mostly open to the roof, like a large barn — one or two bays of
which have begun to be tumned into rooms, probably in the 18th century, but the
work was never finished. The stairs however go up even to a fourth floor, but this
has not got beyond a few loose planks laid across the rafters.

The novel’s attic and its two inhabitants, the animal fox and the human
Wolff, might seem borrowed from a Gothic horror story, but in this as in
many other details, the novel was based on keen observation. Hughes’s
field study of the Schloss Neuburg architecture is made good use of but
with a marked change of mood when turned into fiction. The enigmatic,
forbidding and threatening character of these upper regions is stressed
throughout the novel: “Only in the billowing darkness of the attics above
two eyes were open, and staring” (p. 282). The cooped-up Wolff is prowling
undetected on his nocturnal raids to the inhabitated lower levels of the
house, but is then once again enveloped by the darkness of the attic and its
sense of security (pp. 288-289).

Both Wolff and Augustine are prone to enjoy the distanced view. In
Augustine’s case this is linked to the memory of the telescope that he
owned as a boy:** “Vividly Augustine recalled the pleasure he used to get
from studying just such distant groups, himself unseen” (p. 247).* The fact

* In this case, Augustine’s memory was also his author’s, as appears from the “Autobio-
graphical Introduction” to An Ommnibus, Hughes’s American anthology of his own writ-
ings: “I then built myself, out of my pocket money, a small astronomical telescope, from
inked cardboard tubes, which was powerful enough to show the rings of Saturn . .. or, for
terrestrial purposes, one could read a book with it, if the light was good, a hundred
yards off” (Hughes 1931, pp. xv-xvi).

This refers to the previous description of Augustine as an emotionally detached observer:
“How much Augustine preferred watching people to hearing them talk!” (p. 240) He
peeps through a telescope at three girls who “weren’t quite gentry children”. His scopo-
philia ends in disgust as explained by the narrator: “... he had seen what no boy’s eye
ever ought to have seen, he had broken the strongest taboo he knew” (p. 241). This ex-
perience perhaps partly explains Augustine’s subsequent reluctance in dealing with the
opposite sex.

The passage also is linked to some of Hitler’s sexual predilections as hinted at in the
novels, as Paul Morgan has observed: “Regardless of whether the objects of his gaze
know or not, this peeping is voyeuristic and a violation of privacy. His attitude is asso-
ciated with Hitler by the Fiihrer’s fondness of pornography ...” (Morgan 1993, p. 129).
Hughes found a voyeuristic Hitler already in Ernst Hanfstaengl’'s memoirs. Putzi, de-
scribing the demi-monde blondes parading by Hitler's Stammtisch at the Kaiserhof,
was derisive: “Hitler looked up at these women as they walked by with eyes that
would have been lecherous if there had been any capacity to back them up” and then re-
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that they do not take part but remain passively at a distance is yet another
characteristic of their psychological set-up. They both turn into peeping-
toms, as shown in Chapter eight of “The Fox in the Attic”, in one of the
most skilful passages in the novel. In it, a would-be lover blinded by love
and an embittered soldier in hiding both spy on the same girl. The girl in
turn is oblivious to what is going on, already engulfed by a world different
from theirs. “In a kind of one-man unwitnessed ballet” Augustine follows
the unsuspecting Mitzi, now blind and in a rapt religious state. But their
movements are not unwitnessed: “Thus it was now Augustine’s turn to be
watched unwitting — from the dormer so mysteriously unboarded — by
the truly Invisible Man . .. Nor was that watching eye benevolent — or
harmless” (p. 255).%*

The peculiar architecture of Neuburg castle came in handy when
Hughes wanted to show how Wolff sought out Augustine and Mitzi with
an evil eye from high above. Wolff thinks they have fallen in love, not
realising that it is very much a one-sided affair.*®

The attic architecture serves yet another psychological and philosophi-
cal purpose, when Wolff's solipsist mind is illustrated in some enigmatic
lines that assume that the reader recalls what is said about dry bones in
chapter 37 of Ezekiel,* and at the same time hint at Wolff’s narcissistic sol-
ipsism:

In a whole year spent here he had grown into a unity with the very timbers of these
attics . . . Look! Like the bones in Ezekiel already these beams were covering them-
selves with flesh, with skin — and it was his flesh and skin they were growing (de-
liberately Wolff stroked the wood with one affectionate finger, tracing beetle-
paths in the thick dust). He would breathe into these dry beams soon, and then
these attics would live... (pp. 300-301).

ported what a cabaret artist at the Scala music-hall had told him: “You know, your

Mr. Hitler is just an old voyeur,” she said with a grimace” (Hanfstaengl 1957, p. 241).

In a review that reveals a rift between American and British attitudes, the southem

novelist Walker Percy regards this voyeurism, although present in both Augustine and

his German contemporary Wolff, as something typically British: “The profession of
spying is an incarnation of a British metaphysic. There is posited an observer who is

there, given, but also concealed” (Sewanee Review, Summer 1964, p. 490).

* Hughes's research notes summed up the situation: “His impulse to spring at them from
his loft high window, destroying all three ... (Wolff doesn’t know about her blindness,
wonders what on earth she is up to).”

% “The hand of the LORD ... set me down in the midst of the valley which was full of
bones . . . And he said unto me, Son of man, can these bones live? And I answered, O Lord
GOD, thou knowest. Again he said to me, Prophesy upon these bones, and say unto them,
O ye dry bones, hear the word of the LORD. Thus saith the Lord GOD unto these bones;
Behold, I will cause breath to enter into you, and ye shall live: And I will lay sinews
upon you, and will bring up flesh upon you, and cover you with skin, and put breath in
you, and ye shall live; and ye shall know that I am the LORD” (Ezekiel 37, v. 1-6).
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Hughes was a good reporter, as seen in his newspaper reporting: his
sketches from aboard an emigrant ship bound for America;*” his string of
reports from a journey down the Danube into civil war Serbia;*® his re-
ports from Morocco.”” When he had turned into a full-time novelist, he
still had a reporter’s keen eye for what went on under his nose. Another
example of this is found in the scene when Walther and Augustine, walk-
ing through the village, are almost killed first by Franz whizzing past on
skis, and then by the two little sisters on their toboggan (pp. 135-136). Al-
most all of this was based on the impressions of the moment that Hughes
had noted during his visit to Neuburg in January 1956:

Then suddenly down the steep village street like an arrow comes a boy an skis, his
skis hissing over the packed snow and twinkling in the lights from the cottage win-
dows. Then another and another, all like arrows — but it is more like a bullet, what
comes next, a toboggan with two little girls on it rounded out to packages with extra
clothing, the two pair of pigtails standing straight out behind them with speed.
They just fail to take the corner at the bottom, and go rolling over and over in the
soft snow at the road side.

In the novel, the verbs have been changed from the present into the past
tense and the link between the passive spectators (Walther and Augustine)
and the active players (Franz and the girls) is more apparent. Except for a
few minor details, all of what was noted down went into the novel. Only
someone privileged to look into Hughes’s notes will know that scenes like
these are based on actual events, though fictionalized.

With his coming novel in mind, Hughes wrote in his notes that a
good thirty years earlier, at the time when Augustine would have visited
Lorienburg, there were no skis in the village of Neuburg. They were intro-
duced only around 1937, Hughes noted (but someone may have been pull-
ing his leg!). He also went to great length to establish the exact kind of
clothes that children in Schwaben in 1923 would have worn.*’ In the end,

¥ “Diary of a Steerage Passenger”, Saturday Westminster Gazette, Nov. 19, 1921, later
published as the last part of A Moment in Time (1926).

% “A Diary in Eastern Europe I-VII”, in the Weekly Westminster Gazette, September-
November 1921.

¥ A few were printed, others broadcast, while the majority of the Moroccan articles re-
mained unpublished until Richard Poole edited the posthumous collection In the Lap of
Atlas in 1979.

“ When writing the next novel, Hughes was equally careful in his research, reading novels
by Edna Ferber, J. P. Marquand and Scott Fitzgerald and asking his American friends in
several letters how teenagers in Connecticut would have dressed: “What sort of bathing-
dresses did the young wear hereabouts in 1924 (in 1922 I remember in New Jersey even
men had to wear thick wool with little skirts!)”.
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these added notes did not interfere with the scene. Fritz was allowed to
swoosh by on skis, anachronistically. Few readers would have noticed this
inconsistency, if there was one, and if some of them did, they did not ob-
ject. Hughes’s notes prove that he recorded incidents while in Bavaria
with the express purpose of using them in his novel. Augustine in this
and in other respects is his contemporary who shares some of his own ex-
periences both in the past and the present. Augustine sees in Bavaria 1923
what Richard Hughes had observed in the same state thirty-three years
later.

On the other hand, a strikingly anachronistic comment breaks the
time frame, in the passage where it is said that Augustine had spent his
first night on German soil at the old Bayrischer-Hof Hotel in Munich.
Here, the text’s narrator seems to merge with the real author who had
walked about in Munich close to the time of writing and who had most
probably visited the hotel in question. The text bridges the time between
1923 when the novel is set, and 1956 or slightly thereafter when the chap-
ter was written: “Since then it has been rebuilt, but Augustine had found it
a majestic yet rather worn and despondent hostelry those days” (p. 131).*!
“Since then” is an elastic time concept which can be taken to mean 1961
when the novel appeared or any time afterwards when it is read anew.

Another example of Hughes transforming his own visual experience
into Augustine’s can be found in a beautifully evocative description in the
notes of snow silently sliding down the castle roof: “Then there is a brief
flicker of shadow as a cloud of snow slips off the roof — not in a solid
lump, as when it melts, but like a cloud of falling smoke: you turn, and
through the window see it drifting away like smoke on the almost imper-
ceptible breeze.” In the novel the perspective is different. The view of an
observing “you” (perhaps less synonymous with Hughes himself than
with a general “one”) has become the scene that Augustine observes,
though it is not he who is the narrator. Nothing else has changed:

Then came a brief flicker of shadow over everything as a cloud of snow slipped si-
lently off the steep roof: not in one heavy lump as when it melts, but more like a
slowly falling cloud of smoke. Augustine turned, and through the window saw it
drifting away like smoke on the almost imperceptible breeze (p. 165).

4 Similar deliberate anachronisms also occur in A High Wind in Jamaica: “The Dutch
Steamer, an old-fashioned craft, had not differed very materially from a sailing-
vessel: but this, in form, was already more like the steamers of our own day. Its funnel
was still tall and narrow, with a kind of artichoke on top, it is true: but otherwise is was
much the same as you and I are used to” (The Innocent Voyage, pp. 175-176).
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Meteorological details are important in the novels, and snow takes on a
symbolical significance as do the frozen waters of the Danube.*” Hildegard
Kruse in her pages on Hughes’s nature symbols sees the snow as a gigantic
silencing shroud, a simile that seems obvious in a context where Christ is
seen on the cross: “Der Schnee erstickt jedes Gerdusch, bedeckt Baume and
Hiuser wie ein grosses weisses Leichentuch”.*® She contrasts the white-
ness of the snow with the redness of the blood on the crucifix. Snow and
blood point towards the cataclysmic end, as sun and blood do in the fol-
lowing novel, according to the well-read Germanist Hildegard Kruse who
was reminded of the blood drops in Chrétien de Troyes’s Perceval on Kar-
freitag, i. e. Good Friday. The pun on Gustav von Kahr in Hughes’s inten-
tional misspelling is left unexplained in the novel: “and bitter and windy
was the ‘Kahr-Freitag’ morning which followed” (p. 164).

The reader has already been prepared for the snow and the cold out-
side the castle. By contrast, the first chapter of “The White Crow” shows
Otto’s office, steaming hot, and its enormous stove: “This monumental
stove was too big: with its stack of wood it more than half filled the room”
{p. 115). This is an interior detail that had its counterpart in reality: “A
stove which is so powerful that it is hot below but the coved upper part of
the room . . . is said to be so hot that if you went up a ladder . . . you might
well faint and fall off”, Hughes noted from Neuburg, where he also points
out that “each room of course has its own stove”. As a consequence, at Lo-
rienburg Wolff could secretly observe Augustine asleep, “and by stovelight
recognised his English rival” (p. 288).

*

Among the material collected during these weeks in 1956 there are also
notes from a conversation with Count Mirbach-Feldern, seven years Rich-
ard Hughes’s junior, who as a schoolboy in 1919 or 1920 had observed
Hitler at the Odeon-platz. An entry in Frances Hughes’s “Spiral-
Notizbuch”, which she kept while in Munich, reveals that Count Mirbach
was one of her husband’s sources: “Sunday — Lato Mirbach Gelden [sic!] to
lunch. As a boy in Munich heard Hitler speak in the park. He then seemed
a madman everyone turned from him.” This sounds like a brief summary
of a supposedly more detailed conversation which Richard Hughes then
elaborated in his fiction. In Chapter twenty of “The White Crow”, Franz

2 On so called “Analogous landscape”, see Rimmon-Kenan, pp. 69-70.
#  [The snow silences all sound, covers trees and houses like a large white shroud] Kruse, p.
290.
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von Kessen tells Dr. Ulrich and others a memory from his boyhood, the
first time he saw Hitler. What he says also underlines the scepticism and
snobbery within the Bavarian upper classes towards the Austrian upstart
Hitler in the early stages of his political career, and their catastrophic mis-
judgement of him (as it will turn out):

“He was standing on the kerb, haranguing. And nobody in the street was listening:
not one. They walked past him as if he was empty air: I was quite embarrassed... 1
was only a boy, then, really .. .. It was all too embarrassing. I thought he was
someone mad, of course: he looked quite mad. In the end, rather than pass him I
turned back and went by another street. He’d a torn old macintosh which looked as
if he always slept in it yet he wore a high stiff collar like a government clerk. He'd
got floppy hair and staring eyes and he looked half-starved...” (pp. 196-197).

In what follows, Hitler the madman is linked to an eccentric boy that Au-
gustine had come across in his boyhood, Leighton Minor, the prep-school
boy who believed himself to be God. The link is not very far-fetched, con-
sidering Hughes’s formula for Hitler as the ultimate solipsist. That point is
driven home further on in the same chapter when a woman critical of the
Fithrer hears about the British prep-school boys’ “twisting the arm of... of
Almighty God!” Her reply is tersely critical: “He’d better meet Hitler then”
(p. 198).

The Scotsman R. H. Bruce Lockhart, a British diplomat in the inter-
war years who recorded his activities in a long series of memoirs, was yet
another contemporary witness to the outpourings of Hitler the street-
orator. It is not unlikely that Hughes had come across what Bruce Lockhart
remembered of a chance meeting in Munich the year before the Novem-
ber Putsch. The similarities between Lockhart’s memoirs and Hughes's
novel are in any case striking:*

Twelve years ago, at the comer of the Kellerstrasse, I saw a little black-haired
man in riding-boots and a cheap brown waterproof haranguing a mixed crowd of
some two hundred men and women from a soap-box. He was bare-headed. He spoke
in short, jerky sentences. The crowd changed every few minutes. Some jeered. Some
laughed and moved on. Some stayed to listen. Then a policeman came up and or-
dered the rabble to move on. There were scowls and curses. But the crowd dispersed.
The little man was Herr Hitler.*®

4 RH. Bruce Lockhart's Retreat from Glory, published by Putnam (London) in October
1934, discusses the political situation in the Balkans, a topic Richard Hughes had ex-
perienced at first-hand.

* Lockhart, pp. 136-137. Some of his experiences and observations in Retreat from Glory
are similar to Augustine’s movements in Munich and his feelings for Bavarian farmers:
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In the novel, Franz von Kessen sees what Count Mirbach had seen; Franz
has taken note of Hitler as an unknown but startling street orator.

Less than a year later, in 1924, Count Mirbach had observed Hitler once
more, when he was speaking from the upper steps of the Feldherrnhalle,
“with Father Rupert Mayer — the one-legged Jesuit war hero — at his
side...”.** The conversation with Count Mirbach then seems to have cen-
tred on a psychological and political question that was to be at the core of
the novels: why the Nazi seizure of power had been so strong, swift and
sudden. Count Mirbach-Feldern had said, according to the notes, that:

Germany at that time was starved of emotion, and it was an emotion that the Nazis
fed the people (by contrast, the Monarchists only offered the sentiment) ... When
Hitler came to power the feeling throughout the country was joy and a profound re-
lief, chiefly at the sudden ending of class hatred . . . Hatred was turned outwards.

This probably influenced Hughes, whose narrator’s explanatory voice
summed it all up when he tried to explain the emotional and political in-
stability in Germany after the First World War: “[the Germans] could not
understand their suffering, and inexplicable suffering turns to hatred. But
hatred cannot remain objectless: such hatred precipitates its own THEY, its
own sormeone-to-be-hated” (p. 120). To the same extent, the exposition in
the novel continues, love has to have an object, “therefore precipitating its
own fictive WE — its myths of Soil and Race, its Heroes, its kaleidoscope
of Brotherhoods each grappling its own members with hoops of steel. Its
Freikorps, its communist cells: its Kampfbund, with all its component or-
ganisms: its Nazi movement” (p. 121).

*

The we-they dichotomy had deep roots in Hughes’s writing. In a four-page
manuscript called “Kura and kurapa”’ he challenged Erich Fromm's as-
sertion (in Fear of Freedom) that the change-over from group-
consciousness to self-consciousness in the Renaissance was a thing of the
past. Hughes objected: “the weakness inherent in {Fromm’s] historical the-
sis is self-evident — his assumption that the change-over from group to
individual consciousness is an event in the history of mankind that took
place once and for all.” Hughes suspected that Fromm was driven by an

“I have wasted my money on [Munich’s] night-life . . . I have learnt to know and like the
Bavarian peasant — with his sturdy legs, his green stockings” (p. 138).

“ Did Father Mayer serve as a model for Otto von Kessen, also a one-legged war veteran
with a strong Catholic faith?

“ Dated April 18, 1950.
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unconscious motivation, “his hatred of such ‘new bonds’ as the Nazi phi-
losophy.” In the same manuscript, Hughes paraphrased Sir Arthur Keith's
argument in New Theory of Human Evolution that “the competitive
struggle for survival was primarily between groups, not between indi-
viduals. [Keith] shows how this gives rise to a dual code of ethics: the im-
pulse to do good to those who are within the group and harm to those
who are outside it.” Hughes drew a conclusion that may have been behind
his first impulses to portray Hitler as a solipsist and a prisoner inside his
own monistic universe; it also seems to indicate that Hughes was familiar
with Nietzsche’s Beyond Good and Ewvil: “Once you conceive of a single
cause (consciousness of group) resulting in the apparently opposing im-
pulses to do good and to do harm, the apparent duality of good and evil
begins to look superficial. One is on the threshold of a monistic science of
ethics.” The title of Hughes’s article is explained with a reference to a
South-American anthropological and linguistic duality: “A remarkable
statement of this mental attitude may be deduced from the vocabularies of
certain primitive peoples. In the language of the Bakairi of Brazil the word
‘kura’ means ‘we, our, and good’, while ‘kurapa’ means ‘Not we, not our,
bad, unhealthy.””

*

Hatred of the former enemy had turned into a grudging fascination for
Germany among young Englishmen in the postwar period. That is the
theme of chapter twenty-five of “Polly and Rachel”, which also shows
some of Augustine’s preconceived ideas of Germany, partly formed by

war-time propaganda:

On Augustine’s wartime mind of course had once been deeply impressed the concept
of Germans as quintessential ‘they’ — as Evil Absolute, the very soil of Germany be-
ing poisoned. Since then, victory had somehow set all one’s wartime ‘we-they’ axes
in a flat spin. However, that hadn’t made Germany ‘ordinary’ soil again: the evil
magic emanating from it had not been dis-spelled, it had become good magic (p. 98).

In a scrapped version of the first chapter of “The White Crow”, Richard
Hughes touched on extremist British attitudes to Germany. Augustine
stares at the German landscape whirling past his train window: unfenced
fields, compact villages, onion-topped churches, well-kept forests (impres-
sions later incorporated in Chapter five of “The White Crow”, p. 130).
Everything looks strangely un-British to him: “Yet... the soil itself looked
ordinary real soil...”. Augustine, who like Hughes would have been four-
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teen when the First World War broke out, had been a victim of war

propaganda. In due time, his feeling of hatred is replaced by an admiration

for Germany and Germans. This is Hughes’s discarded version:

First, on his boyhood mind had been impressed a concept of ‘Germany’ as somewhere
magically distinct even from the rest of ‘abroad”: somewhere whose every inch and
detail was evil . .. Then, the pendulum had swung . .. It had only needed a little
push from Keynes . . . to turn its world-picture inside out . . . they were ready to love
and admire [the ‘new’ Germany]. The English have mostly concrete imaginations:
their personal Utopias are as fictive as any but they like to project them onto some
real regions of the earth. For Augustine’s generation the new Germany filled the
bill ... Thus Augustine’s whole heart went out to what he saw: he was prepared to
admire uncritically everything which stamped this ‘Germany’ .

The real counterpart of these sentiments can be found in memoirs by

Hughes's slightly younger colleagues who experienced their own liber-

ation in the Weimar republic, among them Christopher Isherwood, W. H.

Auden and Stephen Spender. ** It can also be seen in Hughes’s older fel-

low-writer H. R. Bruce Lockhart who mentions that “the recapture of that

respect for the German people which I had acquired in my student days in

Berlin and which, like most English admirers of Germany, I had lost in

1914” was due to a change of mind caused by specific circumstances:

And, at a time when it was dangerous to raise one’s voice on behalf of Germany in
the clubs of London, I began to question not only in my own mind but to my friends
who had influence in high places the wisdom of the Treaty of Versailles . . . . I take
no credit for my own altered views. Long before I made my first visit to Munich,
there were Englishmen whose feelings had already undergone the same revulsion.
The first seeds of Anglo-German post-war friendship were planted by the officers
and men of the British Army of Occupation in the Rhineland.*’

48

49

62

In contrast to Richard Hughes but like Christopher Isherwood, Stephen Spender had
spent some years in Berlin in the twenties. He was not uncritical of The Fox in the Attic:
“The real trouble is that Mr. Hughes’ Germans and castle scenes seem only there, as it
were, when Mr. Hughes is controlling them. Look round the comer of the Munich of 1923
and one might stumble into the Berlin of Mr. Issyvoo. But there are no comers ...” (En-
counter, December 1961). In his review of the sequel twelve years later, he was not very
happy with the dominating Bavarian perspective, and like other critics (one of them
John Lehmann) he regarded the absent communists as a major void: “There is very little
feeling of the passions of the Berlin street, the Gemeinheit of the struggles between
Communists and Nazi bands, nor of the fact that Germany at that time was the country
in Europe with the most vocal proletariat .. . . to leave out the working class element in
a study of Germany between the wars is to make the clash between Nazis and aristocrats
seem one between demons and puppets — and to leave out a great deal of the human pre-
dicament” (Financial Times, April 1963).

Bruce Lockhart, p. 138.



Augustine’s Oxford friends — Douglas is one of them — are good at name-
dropping, as seen in Chapter twenty-five of “Polly and Rachel”, where
Douglas mentions his plans to travel to Germany. Douglas’s attitude ren-
dered Hughes an inquisitive letter from a researcher at Berkeley soon after
the American edition of The Fox in the Attic had appeared:

Is Douglas representative of a segment of English population that knew? Were
there English writers that were aware of what Mann's Betrachtungen stood for?
Were there writers . . . who were cynical about the spirit beneath the surface, and is
it these that Douglas is to stand for? . . . would it be far fetched to see in amiable
Augustine a cousin of Castorp,50 and would it be very far amiss to suggest that you
are one of the very few English writers an whom Mann may have made a deep im-
pression and who does not find the philosophic interlude . . . detrimental to the
progress of the narrative?’"

It is doubtful whether Richard Hughes appreciated the suggestion that he
wrote in the Thomas Mann tradition when he digressed from his main
narrative by underpinning it in his theorising chapters. His answer to the
American scholar was non-committal, but it sheds some light on the ques-
tion of how well- or ill-informed Augustine and his coevals would have
been of Germany in the twenties:

You mustn't try to read too much into my text . . .. few undergraduates of literary
tastes in 1920 could have read German authors in the original: German wasn’t a
very popular school subject in 1914-18, when they would have been at school . . . No,
the sudden idealisation of the “new” Germany among young students here was a
psychological rather than a literary phenomenon . .. Maybe the names of half-a-
dozen “new” German authors were accepted and given haloes, but it doesn’t necessa-
rily mean they were read *

Rather than delving deep into the different causes why the Anglo-German
hatred turned into friendship, Richard Hughes resorted to a novelist's
empathy when he made his hero the novel’s focalizer who observes the
change of national sentiment but does not understand its causes or effects.
Being new to Germany, Augustine feels that its people are different from
the Welsh villagers that have ostracized him, believing that he has caused
Rachel’s death: “How happily Augustine could spend the rest of his days
among such simple, friendly people!” (p. 130). But his enthusiasm quickly
turns into scepticism, and his love into hatred. At the end of the novel his

% Hans Castorp, the main protagonist of Thomas Mann'’s The Magic Mountain.
! Peter F. Neumeyer to RH, Feb. 14, 1962.
2 RH to Peter F. Neumeyer, Feb. 20, 1962.
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feelingsi are different, maybe as a foreshadowing of things to come on the
public level: “Augustine hated Germany: all he wanted now was to get
away as quick as he could” (p. 351).

%

It very soon developed into an axiom with critics that Augustine was the
author’s alter ego and that the kaleidoscopic and mosaic effect of the
novels was in part due to Hughes's efforts to cram into his novels as much
as possible of his own youthful wanderings.” This may to a large extent be
true of the chapters that were set in England, Wales, America and Mo-
rocco. The German scenes were not as directly autobiographical. They were
founded on a wide array of different sources, some of them autobiogra-
phies, but none of them written by Hughes himself. One can be found in
the April 1956 issue of Encounter, a long reminiscence by one of Hughes’s
friends, Goronwy Rees. “Innocent in Prussia” is the story of twenty-year
old Rees’s stay as an English tutor at a Silesian Baron’s place near Breslau,
present-day Wroclaw, back in 1929. Hughes wrote the first few pages of
what was to become The Fox in the Attic, at the time only tentatively
headed “Town and Couniry”, in Marbella in 1955. If he read Rees’s article
in the following year, on publication, or later is of little concern; that it
proved inspirational and that he made good use of it is fully evident.
Rees’s article came in good stead when the novelist wanted to sketch
the intellectual climate in Oxford in the twenties, when he wished to de-
scribe an innocent Briton's clashes with experienced Germans, and when
he desired to size up the generation gap in England and Germany. He also
got some hints suggesting Wolff’s mottled military career in the bargain.
Like Hughes, Goronwy Rees was Welsh, born in Aberystwyth in 1909
(Hughes was born in Surrey but moved to Wales in his early twenties).
Rees started on an academic career at Oxford in 1928. Four years later began
his long friendship with Guy Burgess, alongside Kim Philby the most well-
known of the leftist intellectuals who later spied for the Soviet Union. The
friendship lasted close to twenty years, until Burgess defected to Moscow in
1951. The major part of Rees’s second autobiographical volume gives the
background both to life in Oxford, and to his links to Burgess.** Rees be-

% One of them was Anthony Thwaite, who attacked Hughes much more aggressively than
was called for: “. .. is it (as I suspect) a painfully slow struggle by an uncommunicative
man to make sense of his own life, in terms of an autobiography totally lacking specifi-
cations, blueprint, shape and determined only by chronology?” (The Observer, April 8,
1973).

* Goronwy Rees shared publisher with Hughes (Chatto & Windus) for his memoirs A
Bundle of Sensations (1960) and A Chapter of Accidents (1972).
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came a Fellow of All Souls at Oxford and then led a busy and varied pro-
fessional life. He was Principal of the University College of Wales in the
city of his birth for four years; he was engaged in the engineering industry;
he translated from the German (Blichner’s Danton’s Death, Janouch’s
Conversations with Kafka); he wrote novels; he contributed articles to En-
counter, The Guardian and The Spectator. He was among Hughes’s most
enthusiastic reviewers and among other things wrote: “There are few liv-
ing writers of whom one would say that they had genius; but somehow it
seems the most natural thing in the world to say about Richard Hughes.”*
He had good cause for his laurels: he had supplied some of the back-
ground.

His Encounter article tells the story of an impecunious Oxford student
with an acute longing to go abroad. Germany had held a special attraction
to young Englishmen in the twenties, Rees stated in 1956:

To try and recover the original image of Weimar Germany by which I, and so many
others, were attracted is like trying to restore some lost masterpiece which has been
painted over by a succession of brutal and clumsy artists; and in this case the task is
all the harder because the masterpiece never really existed and the Germany of
Weimar in which we believed was really only a country of the imagination (p. 14).

Even if Goronwy Rees was nine years younger than Hughes, much of
what he wrote in the article about the generation gap in England would
have been shared sentiments. He and his fellows at Oxford felt that the
Versailles Treaty had been manifestly unjust to the post-war Germans, “a
pure assertion of the rights of the strong over the weak and of the victor
over the vanquished”, and in a peculiarly inverted sort of guilt-complex
they had been convinced that Germany, more than England, deserved
their sympathy and understanding. Rees expressed it in a clever aphorism:
“The young dislike power, because they do not share it; the middle-aged
adore it, because it gives them some assurance that the world will con-
tinue to be as they have known it” (p. 14). By taking the German side, this
young generation of Britons showed their disgust with the war, with those
who had started it, and with the victors: “Germany was for us at the oppos-
ite extreme from everything we disliked in the land of our fathers; Ger-
many, indeed, had done her best to kill our fathers, and we were not un-
grateful to her for her efforts and sympathized with her failure” (p. 15).
Hughes, whose father had died when he was not quite six years old, cannot

% Quoted by Graves, p. 382.
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have shared Rees’s patricide reasons for loving Germany, but much of
what Rees and his colleagues thought of Germany coloured Hughes's
novels, like the following sentiment in The Fox in the Attic: “Today it was
rather one’s own country and one’s own wartime allies that tended to look
black in young English eyes like Augustine’s, while Darkest Germany was
bathed in a mystérious, a holy light...” (p. 98). Rees had explained why the
Weimar Republic was the favoured destination for young British intellec-
tuals. Going to Germany had been an act of freedom and class rebellion:

For politics were only part of our infatuation with Germany. Weimar also repre-
sented to us all those experiments, in literature, in the theatre, in music, in educa-
tion, and not least in sexual morals, which we would have liked to attempt in our
own country but [which] were so patently impossible in face of the massive and in-
furiating stupidity of the British middle classes (p. 15).

Christopher Isherwood went to Berlin a few years after Rees had been to
Silesia. Isherwood’s alter ego Mr Issyvoo is evoked in Rees’s article, if
somewhat anachronistically.’® Rees, who had applied for a short-term job
in Germany during the holidays, envisaged that he would meet Mr Issy-
voo among the poets and musicians, the sculptors and painters, the com-
munists and the social democrats. Once he got his position as tutor, the
setting turned out to be completely different, but his experiences were to be
shared fictionally by Augustine some years later, with no great differences.
Goronwy Rees ended up having the benevolent Herr Baron Franz von
Reichendorff, Boguslavitz bei Breslau, Schlesien, as his employer. It was
far from what he had expected: “I hardly dared say it to myself as I set out
for Germany, but I had a horrid feeling within me that once again I was
going to find myself, as so often before and after, in the wrong set” (p. 17).
After the journey by train from Berlin, Rees had arrived at Breslau and
had been met on the platform by a chauffeur who took him to the hotel —
in the same make of car that Otto von Kessen owns (Richard Hughes was
interested in cars and knew much about them):” “He took my bags and led

% Isherwood also taught English in Germany, from 1930 to 1933, but his books based on
these experiences and on his meeting with Gerald Hamilton were published later: Mr
Norris Changes Trains (1935) and Goodbye to Berlin (1939). In Mr Norris and I, Hamilton
discussed his role as a model for the main character of Isherwood’s novel.

% “The passage about Augustine’s car in The Fox in the Attic was written with real nostal-
gia and affection, as I drove one of the very earliest 1922 3-litre Bentleys from 1929 to
the outbreak of war” (RH to Miss Gill Davie at Chatto & Windus, August 20, 1973). For
the car chase in Chapter twenty-four of “The Wooden Shepherdess”, he chose a Stutz
roadster but had also thought of a Marmon, a Pierce Arrow and a Duesenberg. He got in
touch with an expert at the Montagu Motor Museum: “Someone said, though, that
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me to the car, an ancient open Adler, and drove me through empty streets
to the hotel. There, waiting for me, were Herr Baron and his son Fritz” (p.
19).

Rees had met with a Baron and his son Fritz. Augustine meets with a
Baron and his son Franz. The similarities are not coincidental. This is Go-
ronwy Rees’s first impressions of Fritz:

He was seventeen, with a lean sunburned horseman’s face and thick blond hair that
perpetually fell in a heavy lock down his cheek; and I was twenty and therefore
looked down on him from the heights of an intellectual superiority which made me
dismiss his ideas as childish imaginings. All the more so, because I quickly found
that they were in all respects at variance with mine, and indeed seemed to reflect a
world which bore no relation to any I had ever known (p. 20).

When Augustine meets Franz for the first time the difference in age be-
tween them is exactly the same, as is the British (unfounded, as will be ap-
parent later on) sense of superiority:

Baron Franz . . . was now a lad of twenty. He was very fair . .. His manner towards
Augustine was perhaps a little over-formal and polite as coming from one young
man to another, but in repose his face wore permanently a slightly contemptuous ex-
pression. This the father’s face lacked and it made Augustine’s hackles rise a little
in the face of somebody quite so young, quite so inexperienced in the world as this
Franz — his own junior by three years at least (p. 142).

The decrepit Adler had been used by the Silesian Baron to go hunting. He
was happy to take his Welsh guest, the English tutor, on forays into the
forests to shoot deer, and also stray cats. They had been invited to a neigh-
bouring estate, owned by a Graf Felix:

The Baron and Fritz stood up as we drove, their guns at the ready to annihilate any
cats that crossed our path ...I was fascinated by the way in which the animals
seemed to disintegrate completely on the impact of the shot. . . . But these isolated
acts of slaughter were as nothing compared with the holocaust of game that took
place on our arrival . . . . [Graf Felix’s friends] seemed intent an blazing away with
their guns until every form of animal life in Silesia had been destroyed (p. 29).

[Duesenbergs] were awkward cars to handle: is that the case? would the ‘Doosy’ give
more trouble, once they got into the woods, than the Stutz? (RH to Reg Thompson, August
18, 1966). Hughes was meticulous. A further letter asked how many leads Tony had to
take off the plugs of his 1914 Buick “to make it seem more decrepit than it is ... But I
suppose if it was a six or eight cylinder car he might need to take off two leads if it’s
only to slagger along, which is the effect he wants to produce” (RH to RB, October 19,
1966).
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In Hughes’s novel, this is abbreviated and toned down, but the hunting
paragraph still carries a definitely Teutonic flavour. To Augustine, clearly
on foreign soil here, hunting in Germany is a very exotic affair: “But it all
sounded very un-English. Indeed he soon jumped to the conclusion that
here in Germany people shot wild-boar, roe-deer, foxes and wandering cats
indiscriminately . . .” (p. 145).

Augustine is in deep water when he takes for granted that he is well
informed of what is happening on the German cultural scene. Unwisely,
he brags about his knowledge of modern writers in the Weimar Republic,
like Thomas Mann, Georg Kaiser and Franz Werfel (see above, p. 42).
When Ernst Toller's name is mentioned, Walther von Kessen does not
cornceal his disgust. He has not read anything by Toller, neither has he any
intention of ever doing so. It turns out that his British guest is even less
familiar with the German authors in question: “Augustine had not read
them either: he was only repeating Oxford tattle” (p. 153). Some of that tat-
tle can be found in Rees’s article, although other writers are involved. The
young Oxonian is familiar with Proust, Joyce and Virginia Woolf, but that
is of little help when he is confronted with a totally different way of think-
ing. Via Fritz, he had got to know Nietzsche, but he was also familiarised
with a book that happened to be one of Hitler’s favoured basic texts:

And what was I to make of the great English writer, Houston Stewart Chamber-
lain? Fritz was profoundly shocked by my ignorance when I had to confess that I
had never even heard of him, but forgave me it as a typical example of British
philistinism, and kindly gave me a copy of Der Mythos des wneunzehnten
Jahrhunderts to read (p. 22).

Augustine is a product of Oxford rationality. As shown in Chapter nine-
teen of “Polly and Rachel”, his generation believes that Freudian analysis
has made both God, guilt and sin obsolete. The narrator sums up what
Jeremy and Augustine presumably think: such notions “... are merely a
primitive psychological blemish which, once explained, mankind can out-
grow ...”, and quips: “Conscience is an operable cancer ...” (p. 73). The
novel sets off that shallow British rationality against the fervent German
beliefs of nationality and race, brotherhood and blood which are summed
up in Chapter fifteen of “The White Crow”. Many of the ingredients in
both chapters can be found in Goronwy Rees’s article. The clash of ideas
that Hughes made Augustine encounter in 1923 is much the same as the
one that Goronwy Rees had experienced in 1929:
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Fritz was a charming companion and friend, and I was puzzled that I should find
him none the less so even though most of his ideas and beliefs were to me both fan-
tastic and repellent . . . I never came to suspect that, in various forms, they were
shared by thousands of young men and women all over Germany. It seemed to me
that no one could seriously believe in such a farrago of nonsense, and what is more,
such brutal and barbarous nonsense; coming from Oxford, I was firmly convinced that
the irrational is the unreal (p. 22).

In Chapter ten of “The White Crow”, Augustine has had too much wine
to drink, and he gives up even trying to understand what the political dis-
cussion is about: “indubitably he was now more than a little drunk” (p.
152). Goronwy Rees had also been a tired and drowsy witness to endless
political discussions:

The room filled with cigar smoke, I was tired after the long day in the open air,
drowsy with food and drink, indeed I suppose half tipsy. I sank into a kind of torpor
in which I was only half conscious of the conversation that went on around me until
late into the night . . .

I heard the Baron repeat his denunciations of the politicians in Berlin, and his
familiar refrain: We must put an end to all that. I heard Graf Felix, melancholy
and yet passionate, deliver a long soliloquy, which I only half understood, an the
necessity for Germany to return to a more simple and primitive way of life . ... Ap-
parently, also, the secret and mysterious life of nature, to which Germany should
revert, required a periodical blood-letting of the state (pp. 30-31).

The discussion about the need for a reborn Germany is carried on in
Hughes’s Chapter fifteen: Franz and his uncle Otto agree on the mission,
but not on the means. While Otto von Kessen has realistic ambitions for a
reborn German Army, Fritz is the idealist who criticises his uncle: “He for-
gets that unless a nation has a living soul to dwell in the Army as its body,
even an Army is nothing! In present-day Germany an ‘Army’ would be a
mere soul-less zombie...” (p. 174). The logic of that utterance is perhaps not
crystal clear; in any case, Augustine and Franz speak at cross purposes for
the rest of the chapter. Goronwy Rees had met the same kind of philoso-
phising, as explained in lines that follow immediately after the ones just
quoted:

Such thoughts were too deep for me, especially because, for the others, who enthu-
siastically agreed with them, they seemed to lead to extremely practical conclu-
sions; as for instance, that the salvation of Germany was dependent upon a thorough
liquidation of all the existing political parties and a restoration of the Prussian
virtues of probity, self-sacrifice, and military efficiency (p. 31).
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Echoes of this can be found in the novel, both in Otto’s views on the ideals
behind the Army, and in Fritz’s anarchistic ideas. Wolff is the novel’s ex-
treme example of the uncompromising anarchist. His story is a string of
violent episodes, of killings both in the Baltic states and in Germany. As
explained below, Richard Hughes found the relevant background informa-
tion in Ernst von Salomon’s autobiographical novel, The Outlaws (and
later he had recourse to yet another book by the same author to which Go-
ronwy Rees had written the introduction). Rees had heard stories, similar
to Wolff’s, told in a bucolic Silesian setting in 1929:

Then we walked together through the forest to his forester’s little hut where he
and I and the forester drank beer in great quantities, and he and the forester, who
had been his batman during the war, talked of Langemarck and Verdun, and with
great gusto and pleasure of their bloodthirsty experiences as Ostkdmpfer in the
Balticum after the war and in the Polish insurrection in Upper Silesia in 1921. And
it was there in the hut that I first heard the names, until then unknown to me, of
Maercker [sic!], and Schlageter, and Salomon, of Erhardt, der Kapitin, and Kern
and Fischer and von Pfeffer, who to the Baron were heroes, saints and martyrs,
though in fact they were the most depraved, because the most idealistic, of assas-
sins and murderers (p. 26).

Goronwy Rees was also a professional historian; one of his books deals
with The Great Slump: Capitalism in Crisis, 1929-33. The Encounter article
moves backwards and forwards on the time axis, although the retrospec-
tion outweighs the anticipation, the flashbacks the foreshadowings. The
Versailles Treaty had not been further back in time for the Oxonians of the
late twenties than the Potsdam Conference was for his contemporary 1956
readers, he stated, emphasising the relativity in historical perspectives.
Much of what he wrote in the article made its way into Hughes’s novels,
although the geography was changed: Otto and Walther von Kessen's Lo-
rienburg replaced Baron Franz von Reichendorff’s Boguslavitz. Much of
what Rees had seen and heard in Silesia in the summer of 1929 was fic-
tionalised as Augustine’s impressions in Bavaria in 1923. Some character-
istics of Hughes’s twenty-three year old blinkered hero had been carried by
twenty-year old Goronwy Rees: “Like many others whose education had
been almost exclusively literary, I had a wonderful faculty for ignoring
what lay under my nose . . . Ilived in a glorious state of euphoria in which
facts were only valuable when they proved what one wanted to believe”
(p. 33). What Hughes could not transfer from Rees’s article into his own
fiction was its many passages of hindsight, like this concluding one:
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It was only later, when Weimar had been liquidated in shameful defeat and disas-
ter, that I began to think again about my visit to Boguslawitz and wonder whether
there I had not stumbled across a secret which might help to explain some of the
events which followed Weimar’s collapse (p. 33).

The fictitious Augustine is not allowed by his creator to look back on his
German debacle with much distance or detachment. He has been a limited
observer, and in contrast to Rees in real life, he does not draw any analyti-
cal conclusions of the short time that he has spent in Germany. His pre-
ferred way of solving problems when faced with difficult decisions is to es-
cape from them. Had his chronicle been brought up to the end of the Sec-
ond World War as planned, Richard Hughes might have given his hero a
chance to share the melancholia that Goronwy Rees expressed when he
looked back on the victims of the political upheavals in recent European
history:

How could I have known that I would never see any of them again? that their
dreams of revenge would be realized in a form that exceeded their most violent im-
aginings, and that in the realization they would suffer even worse humiliations
than those on which they brooded so intensely? . . . I wonder if [the Baron} was for-
tunate enough to die or be killed, or whether in some Asiatic prison-camp he still
lives to discourse the virtues of being a Prussian (p. 32).
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Chapter II
Ernst von Salomon

One of the few misprints in the original edition' of The Fox in the Attic is
a surname in the concluding Acknowledgements (p. 353): Saloman should
read Salomon (it is corrected in subsequent editions). “The knowledgeable
reader” to whom Richard Hughes directed his lines may have recognized
this particular source even if misspelled and would possibly even have
remembered that the name is mentioned by one of Hughes’s “published
authorities”, Sir John Wheeler-Bennett. His book The Nemesis of Power.
The German Army in Politics 1918-1945 contains a footnote on Walther
Rathenau, Foreign Secretary in the Weimar Republic, and his murderers.
Its brief reference to Ernst von Salomon’s novel probably caught Hughes’s
interest:

"In a final speech to the Genoa Conference on May 19, 1922, Rathenau made an im-
passioned plea for the restoration and preservation of the peace in Europe, ending
with the cry of Petrarch: ‘Pace — Pace — Pace’. A month later he was assassinated
in a suburb of Berlin by Nationalist youths who suspected his patriotism and yet
grudgingly admired his courage (June 24, 1922). For the psychological outlook of his
murderers, which was in many ways the forerunner of Nazi psychology, see Die
Geiichteten, Berlin 1931 (The Outlaws, London 1931), by Emnst von Salomon, who
was identified with the assassination.?

Ernst von Salomon, born in Kiel on September 25, 1902, was thus not even
twenty at the time of Rathenau’s killing.? His father started out as a police
officer and was promoted to be Chief of the Kriminalpolizei in Frankfurt.
His son Ernst entered the Royal Prussian Cadet School in Karlsruhe when
only eleven years of age, and then continued in Berlin-Lichterfelde, in bar-
racks which years later saw some of the killings on the day after The Night
of the Long Knives. Von Salomon, too young to experience direct action in
the First World War, was caught up in its chaotic aftermath, quickly gain-

! The American edition (Harper & Brothers Publishers, New York 1961), is identical to the
British one (Chatto & Windus, London 1961), except for an added page “About the
Author”, for the benefit of American readers.

2 Wheeler-Bennett 1953, p. 131. Die Gedchteten was published by Rowohlt Verlag in 1930,
not 1931.

3 On Ermnst von Salomon, see Wilfried Barner (hrsg), Geschichte der deutschen Literatur von
1945 bis zur Gegenwart (1994), p. 29; Hans Sarkowitz in Walther Killy (hrsg), Literatur-
lexikon. Autoren und Werke deutscher Sprache, Bd. 10 (1991), pp. 121-122; Raymond
Furness and Malcolm Humble, Companion to Twentieth Century German Literature (1991),
p- 243, Robert Wistrich, Who's Who in Nazi Germany (1982), pp. 265-266; Franz Lennartz,
Deutsche Dichter und Schriftsteller unserer Zeit (1969), pp. 589-590.
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ing experiences well beyond his years. They were to have far-reaching
ideological consequences for him, quickly entrenching him in a position
on the extreme right: “The teenage Ernst von Salomon identified himself
with the demobilised soldiers, and to compensate for having missed the
action, and with no army to join, he enlisted in one of the Freikorps,
which were to prove a ‘Vanguard of Nazism'.*

After the Armistice of November 11, 1918 and the uprisings and revo-
lutions in the wake of it, von Salomon took part in irregular warfare
against the Spartacists in Berlin early the next year. He then roamed the
Baltics and Upper Silesia as a member of different separatist troupes,
among them the one led by Captain Erhardt, fighting for their own cause
in anarchic camaraderie: °

They despised the ordinary forms of military discipline, but were held together by

the consciousness of having rejected the normal conventions of civilised life, and by

obedience to their chosen leaders, and to no-one else. The fighting in which they

took part was characterised by extreme ruthlessness and savagery; they fought in a

kind of ecstasy compounded of a patriotism which was akin to nihilism and of a
" conscious barbarism.®

Because of his close involvement as an accomplice in the killing of Rathe-
nau, Ernst von Salomon was sentenced to five years imprisonment. In
one of his gaols, the one in Moabit in Berlin, he wrote the second part of
his autobiographical trilogy, its composition. coinciding more or less with
that of Hitler’s Mein Kampf in another prison, namely Landsberg. Von
Salomon’s close encounters, while still under age, with political violence
went into three semi-autobiographical novels written in the early thirties,
when he was in his late twenties: Die Kadetten (1933), Die Gedchteten
(1930) and Die Stadt (1932).7 All three were widely read, especially the mid-
dle volume with its sensational story of Rathenau’s murder as seen by one
of those involved. It ran into a printing of more than one hundred thou-
sand copies in the year of publication alone, proving that it was of acute
topical interest. The novels also attracted attention outside Germany and

¢ Alasdair Stewart in his introduction to the 1983 Kraus Reprint of The Outlaws (included
in the series “History of Political Violence”), p. vi.

® “Ehrhardt [sic!], of course, was already famous: a veteran of the guerilla fighting that
raged for two whole years after the 1918 ‘armistice’ in the lost Baltic provinces...” (The
Fox in the Attic, pp. 162-163).

® Goronwy Rees in his introduction to The Answers of Ernst von Salomon (1954), pp. ix-x.

7 The last one translated into English by M. S. Stephens as It Cannot be Stormed, London
1935.
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were translated almost immediately into French, Italian and Spanish, as
well as into English.*

In the latter part of the thirties, Ernst von Salomon sided with conser-
vative groups of strong nationalistic conviction, although he stuck to his
role as a political outsider. He shied away from party politics during the
Nazi period, hibernating and writing film scripts for Ufa in Berlin and Ba-
varia in Munich.” Despite this political passivity, he was interned and
questioned by the American occupation forces for a few months in 1945-46
before being cleared, an experience that gave rise to his book Der Fragebo-
gen (1951)," which was a bestseller in West Germany, due to its opposi-
tional and controversial nature and its author’s ironical stance. When
translated into English in 1956 by Constantin Fitzgibbon, with a preface by
Richard Hughes’s colleague and friend Goronwy Rees, it was published
under an explanatory title which indicated the involved bureaucratic pro-
cess which had been at its roots: The Answers of Ernst von Salomon to the
131 Questions in the Allied Military Government 'Fragebogen’. It is the de-
tailed answer to the occupational forces’ denazification interrogation, al-
most six hundred pages long. The 131 items in the questionnaire sought
information on personal matters and education, on work, political activi-
ties, writing and income, with a certain degree of pedantry that must have -
offended those under suspicion: “Every question must be answered pre-
cisely and conscientiously and no space is to be left blank.”

Von Salomon answered them all, elaborately and with a satirical
verve. The anonymous introduction to the 1961 Rowohlt paperback re-
print stresses that the book demands an historical awareness on the part of
its readers. This is formulated in a way which could also be applied to
Hughes’s novels: “In einer reichen, erregenden Schau von eindrucksvol-
ler Erlebnisfiille 6ffnen sich Riickblicke und Ausblicke, die den Leser
zwingen, sich seiner eigenen Position im Zeitgeschehen bewusst zu wer-

den” 11

8 On Die Geiichteten , see Kindlers Literatur Lexikon Bd. 9 (1974), pp. 3799-3800.

* Robert Wistrich maintains: “Like other Edelfaschisten ... such as Jiinger ... von Salo-
mon was a significant forerunner of the Third Reich by virtue of his moral colour-
blindness, self-righteous arrogance and irrational nihilism, but was somewhat shocked
by the results of the ‘National Revolution’. Though he had stirred the hatreds on
which National Socialism thrived, he never joined the Nazi Party, despising the ‘de-
mocracy of the masses’ and continuing to prefer his Prussian ideal of a hierarchical,
authoritarian State” (Wistrich, pp. 265-266).

1 On Der Fragebogen , see Kindlers Literatur Lexikon Bd. 9 (1974), p. 3646

[The past i shown in a rich, exciting display of impressive experiences, forcing the

reader to become aware of his own position in regard to contemporary history] Salomon

1984, p. 2.
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This extensive Allied questionnaire allowed von Salomon some even
more extensive expositions of his activities from 1919 to 1946, i. e. during
the Revolution, the Weimar Republic, the Hitler years and the few years
of recent occupation by the Allied forces. Contemporary German critics
were divided in their views on the book, their responses ranging from the
assumption that von Salomon’s satire would not benefit the process of po-
litical readjustment, to laudatory praise of it as an important document
humain.?

Among his later novels, Das Schicksal des A.D. (1960) shows much the
same interest in political matters and a deep knowledge of recent German
history and its changeability. It is the chronicle of a man living in the
“shadow of history” who although innocent is imprisoned for many years,
while the fate of Germany is decided by three consecutive governments. Its
story-line offers the author ample opportunities to express his sarcastic
views on German politics, from the time of the Weimar Republic to the
Adenauer era. Von Salomon, who took part in antinuclear demonstra-
tions late in life, died in 1972.1°

*

Richard Hughes could hardly have found a better guide than Ernst von
Salomon to the ultra-nationalistic reactionary ideas flourishing within
wide sectors of the German youth immediately after the First World War.
Von Salomon was only two years Hughes’s junior, but he had gained first-
hand experience of political violence even when still a teenager. There are
some striking similarities between their views on the generation issue, al-
beit they belonged to different nationalities."* In his biography of Richard
Hughes, Richard Perceval Graves quotes the following passage from The
Fox in the Attic as if its main protagonist Augustine Penry-Herbert were
the author’s alter ego, expressing Hughes’s own bewilderment when he
was suddenly confronted with a shockingly different post-War world:

Augustine had left school and was on the last lap of all — at a training camp for
young officers ~ when the guns stopped.
The war had ended. He was eighteen. The shock was stupendous.

2 Lennartz, pp. 589-590

3 Salomon’s brilliant style and analytical acumen appealed to many reviewers, even
those who did not share his extreme political stance, according to Hans Sarkowitz. One
of them was Robert Musil (Killy, p. 122).

In his book Krig og generasjon [War and Generation] (1980), the Norwegian critic Fredrik
Waulfsberg discusses generation conflicts in “period-novels” by British writers in between
the wars, one of them Richard Hughes (pp. 103-115).

Graves, p. 31.
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No one had warned him he might after all find himself with his life to live out:
with sixty years still to spend, perhaps, instead of the bare six months he thought
was all he had in his pocket. Peace was a condition unknown to him and scarcely
imaginable. The whole real-seeming world in which he had grown to manhood had
melted round him (p. 111).

If Hughes read The Outlaws as more of an autobiographical confession
than a novel, he found a kindred soul in Salomon. An expression of a dis-
enchantment similar to Augustine’s when he realises that the well-
ordered world of yesterday has been irretrievably lost can be found at the
very outset of The Outlaws. The narrator describes how he loses all sense
of direction when there are no more glorious wars to be won though that
is what he has been trained for:

Now there were no more victories and the flags had lost their glamour. Now every-
thing seemed to be falling in ruins around me and the road which I should have fol-
lowed was blocked. I was bewildered by the events which were crowding on me,
whose meaning I could not interpret. All I could realise was that the world I had
known, of which I was a part, to which my youth had been pledged, had vanished
never to return (p. 12).

*

Although Ernst von Salomon’s name appears only in a few letters in
Hughes’s vast correspondence, it is still possible to establish a terminus
post quem, a date after which Hughes must have been at least somewhat
familiar with von Salomon’s ideas. In the summer of 1956 he received a
letter from Goronwy Rees who wrote: “I have asked the publishers to send
you a copy of the English translation of Der Fragebogen, for which I wrote
an introduction.”’

After the publication of The Fox in the Attic, a reader in California
with a strong interest in the history of the Baltic States sent Richard
Hughes a letter in which he expressed his appreciation of the novel. He
also mentioned that he believed he had recognized a loan from von
Salomon in one of the novel’s incidents, the one where Wolff finds his
comrades horrifyingly mutilated (pp- 232-233). He was correct in this as-

¥ GRto RH, August 12, 1956. Rees also supplied Hughes with a classic in the literature of
anarchy: “I have added Malaparte, because the book had so much influence on everyone
who thought or dreamed of revolution by violence between the two wars. I'm sure your
hero would have read it”. — In his introduction, Rees is highly critical of Salomon’s
supposed conversion: “The truth is that for a person of Salomon’s past, and beliefs, to
dissociate himself, as he does in this book, from all responsibility for the triumph, and
the crimes, of National Socialism, is a piece of effrontery which only so brilliant a
writer could have attempted with success” (p. xi).
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sumption, but his knowledge of von Salomon’s novel cannot have been
very deep as he asked about the two other key players mentioned briefly by
Richard Hughes but at length by von Salomon: “Who were Kern and
Fischer?”” As always courteous in his reply to letters from his readers,
Hughes still did not spare this correspondent an ironic twist: “Salomon
was imprisoned as the accessory of Kern (the actual assassin) and Fischer
in the murder of Rathenau. In fact there is a full account in Die Gedchteten
which I gather you have read. I am glad you liked the Fox.”"*

As will be explained below (p. 81), it is obvious that Hughes had read
The Qutlaws much more thoroughly than did his American correspond-
ent.”” Another source reveals his close familiarity with one of von Salo-
mon’s later books as well. In his research files, there is a fifty-three page
compendium of The Answers of Ernst von Salomon. Its headings disclose
Hughes’s particular interest in von Salomon’s activities in the Freikorps
and his complicity in the killing of Walther Rathenau; in von Salomon's
own information on the Réhm Purge; in von Salomon’s description of
Ludin’s National Socialist experiences, particularly the occasion when
Ludin met Hitler on June 30, 1934; in radio reports of the Purge; in Hitler’s
broadcast after the massacre; and finally in von Salomon’s portrait of
Hitler “as a man of shadows”.

It is evident that Hughes intended, at one of the earlier stages of the
composition of The Fox in the Attic, to give his readers a more obvious
clue to his source than the fleeting appearance that von Salomon makes
on page 299 (“even the noble young Saloman [sic!] was in prison”). On one
of Hughes’s many scrapped manuscript pages, von Salomon is mentioned
more fully:

From the first this had proved no ordinary killing. It was in the Octave of the
Summer Solstice (surely a most delicate compliment to the Sun!) that Kern and
Fischer, the protagonists, shot Rathenau — and vanished. Thereafter not even
their most devoted friends, such as Wolff himself and ex-comrades-in-arms of his
like young Ernst von Salomon, knew where to find them or how to help them.

Y Charles L. Sullivan to RH, April 23, 1962. It appears from the “notes, synopses, outlines”
kept in the research folder for Book III of The Fox in the Attic that Hughes was inter-
ested in the contrasting physiognomy of the murderer and his victim: “Kern naval offi-
cer: roundly built of middle height, dark eyes. Rathenau thin, aristocratic face with
noble brow dark wise eyes.”

1 RH to CLS, July 1, 1962.

¥ In fact, he did not return the London Library copy of The Outlaws until June 21, 1965, four
years after The Fox in the Attic was published.
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It would have been up to the inquisitive reader to find out that the par-
taker of the action, this young Ernst von Salomon, had been included by
an author who had based his portrait of him on facts supplied by Salomon
himself. This is not the only instance of this kind of indirect acknowledg-
ment of a source in Hughes’s manuscript. As shown below (p. 199),
Hughes at one stage planned to let another of his informants, Sir Philip
Gibbs, take part in the action of his novel in the same oblique way.

*

The Outlaws covers a period of ten years, from November 1918 to von
Salomon’s release from prison in 1928, when President Paul von Hinden-
burg issued a general amnesty. The book is a peculiar blend of a picaresque
novel and a Bildungsroman. Its hero experiences an array of violent epi-
sodes and confrontations which do not seem to change his views and ideas
much. He is as disillusioned with middle-class society at the end as he was
at the beginning, and his rigid hatred of the philistine is intact: “When I
made up my accounts for the last five years, there was a balance on the
credit side. How could I have borne it otherwise? But I must not let myself
succumb to the bourgeois point of view; for it is lethargic, flexible perhaps,
but not alive” (p. 432).

The novel is divided into three parts. The first, “Exiles”, tells of the
chaotic warfare following the 1918 revolution, of skirmishes during the
Kapp Putsch in March 1920, and of the Freikorps campaigns in the Baltic
states, mainly Lithuania. There is much highly charged emotion and little
cool analysis in these chapters that sometimes remind the reader of the
tumultuous battle scenes in Stephen Crane’s The Red Badge of Courage
with their sensations of feverish strangeness and its absence of any dis-
tance between perceiver and what is perceived. '

The second part, “Conspirators”, shows the confused thinking behind
the right-wing extremist attacks on the Weimar Republic, culminating in
the pointless killing of Walther Rathenau. The reasons behind the deed
remain largely unexplained. The entire third section, “Criminals”, is de-
voted to von Salomon’s prison years. Especially the first two parts helped
Richard Hughes to fill in the emotional and ideological background of the
more immature German nationalists that appear in The Fox in the Attic:
Franz von Kessen, Lothar Scheidemann, and in particular Lothar’s elder
brother Wolff.

78



Richard Hughes, who favoured a spontaneous approach to his writing and
kept his planning in advance to a minimum, still made use of summaries,
plans and outlines of his different characters and the role they might play.
Five manuscript pages in his archive that seem to have been written fairly
late in the creative process delineate the “Situation of the various charac-
ters” and centre on a series of physical and psychological disasters for Au-
gustine, Mitzi and her family, Hitler and Wolff.

Augustine is in a quandary, the notes explain, whether he should
marry a blind girl or not: “If in the end the answer is ‘No*, this is less be-
cause she is blind than because he is still too much of an egoist, and too
immature, for any marriage.” He makes his situation more complicated
because he misunderstands it: while he believes that he is at the centre of
everybody’s attention, neither Mitzi nor her family are interested enough
even to notice his feelings (and he does not show them anyway): “In the
end Augustine finds the situation insoluble, and so runs from it. Phase 1
of his life — the Hermit of Newton — is already over: now Phase 2 — the
Lover of Lorienburg — is over t00.”

The situation of Mitzi's parents, drawn up on half a page, is an ironic
one. As a matter of convenience, they plan to place her in a nunnery. They
are ashamed, though not admitting it, of her physical disability. At the
same time and unknown to her parents, she is becoming a believer, and
thus the place she is sent to is the right one. The novelist reminded him-
self in a parenthesis that Adéle and Walther von Kessen are no heartless
monsters and they must not give that impression: “(It is essential to make
their attitude seem reasonable to the reader: we must not hate them for
jt.)"20

Hughes explained why Mitzi’s brother accepts her going into a nun-
nery: “Even Franz concurs: Mitzi is his sacrifice — for the only service she
can now do for the New Germany of his dreams is to avoid being a drag on
it.” In the von Kessen family, her uncle is less interested in what might be
privately or politically expedient. He has a deeper understanding of her
inner motives: “Otto concurs too; but only because he alone has sufficient
insight to realise this may really be the life she is suited to.” Hughes added

® Hughes succeeded in his intention. The moving last page in Chapter four of “The Meis-
tersingers” makes the reader feel acutely sorry for Adéle and Walther in their borrowed
bed at the Krebelsmann house. Earlier in the day they have yielded Mitzi to the con-
vent, and Walther is now sleepless like Job, “full of tossing to an and fro till the break of
day.” For once they don’t have the comfort of each other: “... Adele jerked away, and
left him only a pillow wet with her tears” (p. 129).
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an interesting observation: “As a soldier, he can come nearer than any of
the others to understanding nuns.”

How Mitzi sees her own situation is also outlined. She is totally un-
aware of the love that she has aroused in Augustine. After the disaster of
sudden and total blindness, she has three options, the notes suggest: “she
can pity herself; she can be ‘brave’, and refuse to pity herself; or she can
congratulate herself — ‘giving thanks to God for all things.”” Her way is
parallel to that of Job, and Hughes notes the applicable chapters in the
Book of Job (thirty-eight, forty and forty-two). Then she will follow the
third course, which is the way of Teresa of Avila. Mitzi's future role is
briefly summed up, also in a parenthesis: “(Later she will come to couple
with her mysticism something of Teresa’s intensive drive in practical mat-
ters: utterly uncompromising, she is destined in middle life to become a
Figure in Germany.)”

The notes on Nellie, Gwilym and their son Sylvanus are of no concern
in the context of the German chapters, but the ones on Hitler are. His psy-
chological set-up is dominated by an abnormal egoism, with his “I” com-
pletely contained within itself: “Thus his disaster cannot find expression
in his relationship either with God or with other people — for he is inca-
pable of believing in either as existences. It can only be expressed within
himself.” Hughes notes that solipsism is a natural state in the newborn in-
fant; gradually it recognizes the independent existence first of its mother
and then of others. These are steps that Hitler did not take, even if there is
evidence, Hughes writes, that he had loved his mother. But then she died,
and he was literally “alone in the world.” What Hughes states reads like
an alibi for his later chapter about Hitler's frenzied dreams in Uffing:
“Hitler’s disaster was circumstantial evidence of just what he could not
apprehend — that the universe contained other personalities and wills
than his own. Thus his mental agony would tend to take the form of half-
delirious recollections of the only outside ‘existence’ he had ever known
— his mother.”

Hughes also sketched the libido or the lack of it in two of his charac-
ters, a topic he then elaborated in his two novels: “The perfect solipsist is
of course incapable of normal sexual relations — for these par excellence
entail recognition of ‘another’. Even in Augustine sexual inhibitions were
a little stronger than is usual, and his egoism was the cause.”

The outline of Wollf's situation was the longest of them all:
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Wolff’s “disaster’ had happened five years ago: the incredible defeat of Germany
-— something all his educators had proved to him conclusively could not happen, for
Germany’s destiny was to rule the world. Since it was incredible it could not have
happened; yet he was immeshed in a world of people pretending it had, a con-
spiracy of lies. The effect of his disaster, then, was to fix his ‘we’ on the heroic, vic-
torious Germany the real world could nowhere show him. At the age of sixteen he
joined the thousands of like-minded guerillas fighting in the old Eastern Provinces
— fighting anyone, Bolsheviks, Lithuanians, British... sometimes each other
even... with the beastliest savagery. This suited him for a second reason; for the
only real escape from his dilemma lay in death. After three years however the
fighting was finished and he had not been killed. Returning to Germany he still
carried an the struggle: because Weimar Germany was the negation of the Nietz-
schean ‘Germany’ of his dreams, it must be utterly destroyed. He joined a political
murder outfit. Because Rathenau seemed the one man capable of making Weimar
Germanty succeed, he had to be destroyed. After being involved in that assassina-
tion he had been on the run, finally taking refuge with his old school-friend and
disciple Franz. He has been living in the Lorienburg attics for months now; and more
than ever knows that the only way out for him is death ... . He has made no at-
tempt to contact his father or brother Lothar: it is actually a comfort to him that
they believe him to be already what he wants to be - i. e., dead.

*

Wolff is partly modelled on the first-person narrator of The Outlaws,
whether that person be a plausible reflection of young Ernst von Salomon
or not, and partly on Kern and Fischer, the Rathenau murderers. In the
novel, Wolff Scheidemann is introduced as a schoolfriend of Franz’'s (p.
121). His younger brother Lothar, attending cadet school, does not believe
that Wolff has been killed or is missing in action. Like the fictitious Wolff,
the factual first-person narrator of The Outlaws has a younger brother: “I
only found one person who was ready to help me ... it was my younger
brother, who was also a cadet” (p. 19).

Wolff's fanaticism makes him seem even younger than he is, accord-
ing to Hughes’s analysis which echoes Nietzsche's Jenseits von Gut und
Bdse: “Wolff was the same age as Franz but appeared even younger, for the
idealist’s generic tendency to moral insanity had left the generic innocent
charm quite unaffected — or had even enhanced that youthful magnetism
of altruism and singleness of purpose” (p. 299). Wolff’s world is one where
blood flows, literally and metaphorically, both when he is awake and
when is dreaming: “He was having one of his ‘red’ dreams, when every-
where there was always blood” (p. 231).

This is explained by his having experienced extreme bloodshed, but
the novel also hints at a sanguinary mysticism that is dressed in sexual
imagery. This expression of an aggressive nationalism borders on collec-
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tive moral insanity: ““Chaos,’ said Franz, simply and sombrely. ‘Germany
maust be re-born and it is only from the darkness of the hot womb of chaos
that such re-birth is possible... the blood-red darkness of the hot womb,

2/

etc”” (p. 173). Franz’s imperfectly learned lesson of peculiar Germanic my-
thology is backed up by a quotation two pages later, a German General’s
chilling prophecy. It is followed by Franz’s enthusiastic outburst, as un-

critical on his part as it is ironic on the narrator’s:

Do you know what General Count Haesler said even thirty years ago? ... It was in
an address to the Army: ‘It is necessary that our German civilisation shall build its
temple upon a mountain of corpses, upon an ocean of tears, upon the death-cries of
men without number..” — Prophetic words, profoundly metaphysical and anti-
materialist: an imperative to the whole German race! (p. 175).%

These and other paragraphs tie in well with the many examples of red rage
in The Outlaws, and may have been inspired by them. The following are
three of the many instances in von Salomon’s novel:

“We were ready to answer the call of our blood; and what was of real
importance was not so much that what we did should be the right thing,
but that we should take some action to save us from the lethargy of the
times” (p. 96);* “We killed anything that fell into our hands, we set fire to
everything that would burn. We saw red; we lost every feeling for hu-
manity” (p. 131); “Future generations will ask us what we did. And we
shall answer that we have stirred people’s blood. For the soul is the ema-
nation of the blood, and the blood boiled and the stream rose and we
stirred it” (p. 138). The links to the lethal and obscure ideas of the Nazi
Blut und Boden philosophy are obvious.

Franz stands in youthful opposition to his uncle Otto, the Catholic
loyalist who hopes for the re-birth of the German Army. It is a confronta-
tion of different generations, one aspiring, the other conspiring, and of dif-
fering political attitudes. Franz believes in an anarchic break with the past,
as he explains to a puzzled Augustine: “Our uncle has not, I regret, so

2

Gottlieb von Haeseler (1836-1919) was a high-ranking officer in the German 1870-71 oc-
cupation army in France, responsible for the 16th Army Corps in Lothringen from 1890 to
1902, promoted to the rank of Field Marshal, and still active at the outbreak of the First
World War. — Hughes was unfortunate when spelling Haeseler’s name. When he makes
a reappearance in the next novel, in unflattering circumstances, he is “General Count von
Hasler”: “it was dancing before his Kaiser in pink ballet-shirt and a wreath of roses
that made him drop dead of a heart-attack....” (p. 375).

A significant but deeply ironic quote from Rathenau’s Reflexions introduces Salomon’s
second section, “Conspirators”: “Action is never contemptible, inaction always” (p. 177).
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clearly understood the philosophical pre-necessity of chaos before creation
...” (p. 174). His statement seems coloured by some of von Salomon's
stubborn convictions, like this one:

We believed that it was we who were meant to have the power and o one else, for
Germany'’s sake. For we felt that we embodied Germany. We believed that we were
entitled to have that power. The people at the head of affairs in Berlin had no
such right. For we did not believe that they were working solely for the good of
Germany, as we were, who felt that we were Germany (p. 141).

In The Outlaws the murderers Kern and Fischer hide in Saaleck castle near
Bad Kosen, as they had done in real life: “They lived in the top floor of the
castle, outlawed, deserted and lost” (p. 290). Richard Hughes includes this
piece of information in his novel, but briefly and mainly in order to stress
Wolff’s utter loneliness: “Now that Kern and Fischer (the protagonists in
that sacrificial killing) had died fighting in a deserted tower of Saaleck Cas-
tle the whole Noble Army of Martyrs was on the run” (p. 300). Hughes was
not quite correct, though, if von Salomon is to be believed. Kern was killed
by a police bullet, but the other outlaw, Fischer, committed suicide like
Wolff, though in a different manner: “He raised the revolver, put it to the
same spot as that at which Kern had been hit and pressed the trigger” (p.
292). Hughes's ironic reference to Rathenau’s murder as a “sacrificial kill-
ing” makes it a counterpart to Wolff's plans for Mitzi’s death. His vision
turns into a destructive daydream awash with blood:

Repeating his scene da capo Wolff now dwelt an his teasing point pricking through
the thin nightgown to the naked skin so that she half-woke: then the sudden thrust
into the throbbing heart itself, the knife pumping in the wound, the withdrawal
and the hot blood welling to his elbow (p. 285).

His dream is tinged with pornographic pleasure, as was his younger bro-
ther’s vision of a naked and ravaged Germania chained to the “Rock of
Versailles” (p. 159). Blood and ecstatic visions, pornography and political
resentment abound in von Salomon’s novel as well. Before he glorifies
the petty end of two sordid criminals, he gives vent to an effusion of high-
strung sentimental bathos:

That ultimate peace had surely spread its wings over them. Strength must have
flowed to them from stars, plants and stones, from the great unity which they had
served. . . . They were very near a union with the spirit; they were very near to
that harmony for which they had battled ... . They welcomed the flame, which
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at one time spurred them onto action, and at another time purged their souls of
dross, and at last gave them the boon of death. And their death was worthy (p.
290).

Similar sentiments are reflected by those of Hughes’s characters who are
filled with an idealism which is sometimes but not always misguided:
Hitler’s “Flame of Life”, Wolff's death-wish, Mitzi’s renunciation of the
world: “under the burning eye of that burning relentless Love she was
molten metal that heaved in a crucible ...” (WS, p. 388). All these attitudes
are reminiscent of von Salomon’s rambling pantheism.

*

Wolff’s suicide (p. 302) is preceded by a disquieting description of his de-
ranged mind’s expansion in space, in a passage already quoted (p. 55): “In a
whole year spent here he had grown into a unity with the very timbers of
these attics . .. Look! Like the bones in Ezekiel already these beams were
covering themselves with flesh, with skin - and it was his flesh and skin
they were growing . ..” (pp. 300-301). The Bible allusion as well as the con-
cept of solipsism form part of the background to this unnerving scene. But
it seems highly likely that Hughes was also influenced by an equally
strange passage in The Outlaws, dealing with von Salomon’s many years
in prison and describing how he has finally reached a point where his
mind is on the verge of breaking:

I sat motionless on the low plank bed for a long, long time. I could not think, it was
too cold for thought, too silent. Nothing in the room was alive, except myself — and
was I alive? I considered my hand which looked pale and bony as it lay an my knee
— like the hand of a corpse. There were black edges to my bluish finger nails. I
seemed to smell corruption. I was the central point of the room. If I could not manage
to irradiate my being to the furthest corners of that wretchedly small space, I
should be crushed (p. 352).

Von Salomon is moved in two opposite directions simultaneously, on the
one hand there is a distancing away from his own body, and on the other
an extension of the body to encompass the whole room. Von Salomon, as
the narrator of his novel, believes that the second direction is the only way
to move in order to keep his balance of mind. Hughes chooses the same
direction for Wolff, but in his novel it is seen as a sign of a mind rapidly
going crazy, the mind of an absolute solipsist for whom the asylum doors
are agape.
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Yet another racing mind in The Fox in the Attic is Erich Ludendorff’s,
in the scene when the Putsch has failed and the insurgent marchers on the
Feldherrnhalle are already in disarray. He is a stalwart warrior, or just a
steadfast tin-soldier. What keeps him going when his comrades have
either fallen or are in full flight is his crazed numerology:

Ludendorff continued his way unhindered across the empty square. As soon as he
had added together the digits of this fatal year 1-9-2-3 and registered that their
sum was 15 his mind went suddenly blank. .. . all at once he halted, thunderstruck
~— his brain suddenly springing into action again. But of course! Fifteen was the
same total 1-9-1-4 added up to! (pp. 225-226).

It is a credible reconstruction of what may have gone on inside Luden-
dorff’s head at the time, made plausible from what we know from his (and
his second wife’s) books and their notions on freemasonry and theories of
world conspiracy. Another possible source for this would be von Salo-
mon’s description of how he tries to kill time in prison. The basic nume-
rology is the same, but when Ludendorff lets his mind go as Wolff did,
von Salomon checks himself. His rationality sets a limit to his flight of
numerological fancy:

I looked up and counted the bars. There were fifty-eight. I got up and counted the
planks in the floor — sixteen of them. I put one foot in front of the other — seven
times I could do it and then came the grating. I was pleased about the seven. Now I
added them all up — 58+16+7=81. Square root — nine. Did that portend good luck or
bad? I was born in the ninth month of the year and the square root of the date of my
release was also nine. I smiled and was ashamed of myself — how absurd I was be-
ing! (p. 353).

*

An example from von Salomon’s novel illustrates Hughes’s sometimes
eclectic use of sources, and how details therein proliferated. Having left his
camarilla, von Salomon survives by changing money by not always legal
means. The idealistic Kern has told von Salomon that “the men in Mainz
were complaining of being hindered in their freedom of action by want of
money” (p. 234). Kern is taken aback by von Salomon’s malpractice and re-
gards it as criminal, but von Salomon has no qualms: “I assured him that
it was indeed cheating; that everything I was doing in this little office was
cheating; cheating to.order; very honourable cheating; cheating which was
the soul of this business” (p. 234). It turns out that his cheating is for a good
cause. He carries on talking to Kern while serving his customers:
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“It would appear,” I said and counted out some money to a Pole with dirty finger
nails, “that you are still infected with bourgeois sentiments. It would appear,” and
cashed a beautiful crackling ten pound note for an elegant silent Englishman “that
even if everyone else were playing fair, the fact that the Mainzers are held up for
the want of money is enough excuse for me” and flinched somewhat at the cloud of
scent which emanated from a no longer young Frenchwoman, who was greedily
counting her notes (pp. 234-235).

The nationalistic slander and the slight whiff of misogyny are, of course,
intentional. The French were Germany’s arch-enemy during the occupa-
tion of the Saarland, and Poles were and are still not particularly well tol-
erated by their German neighbours. However, von Salomon bears no
grudge against the English even though only a few years have passed since
the war.

Richard Hughes obviously had a good and retentive memory. The
crackling ten-pound note in von Salomon’s monologue came to good use,
although devalued, in The Fox in the Attic. The Englishman in the fol-
lowing quote from the novel remains unknown to the German who will-
ingly changes his foreign currency, and vice versa, though the reader
knows that they are Augustine and Lothar.”® Augustine’s bill is worth one
twentieth of the one that the elegant silent Englishman had handed von
Salomon, but it is still astronomical in a society racked by galloping infla-
tion.

This moming at the hotel Lothar had had a windfall: a young Englishman who
had spent the night there asked him to change an English ten-shilling note.

Lothar had changed it out of his own pocket: no one would be such a fool as to put
good English money in the till. He buckled it safely inside his shirt. He had
changed it into marks for Augustine quite fairly at the rate current that morning; but
even by midday it was worth ten times as much (p. 122).*

That bill surfaces a hundred pages later. When the police have raided the
gymnasium after the Putsch, it causes consternation: “There they found
Augustine’s ten-shilling note in the till, and showed it to the Press. Once

3 Hughes had some difficulties interweaving the different threads of his narrative, ac-

cording to his “notes, synopses, outlines” for Book III: “The link between the Otto and Lo-
thar threads (the Wolff-Franz friendship) is pretty tenuous. The link between the Au-
gustine and Lothar threads (the Bayrischer Hof and the money-changing) is nearly as
tenuous. Only the link between Augustine and Otto - Lorienburg seems at all adequate.”
Hughes’s main reason, though not the only one, for including the bill was, of course, to
show the effect of the German inflation which peaked in the autumn of 1923, a few
months after Augustine’s arrival in Munich: “In the extreme case — Germany in 1923 —
the currency unit was reduced to one million millionth of its 1913 value, that is to say in
practice the value of money was reduced to zero” (Hobsbawm, p. 89).
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again that note turned out a windfall; for wasn't it proof positive the Nazis
were in foreign pay?” (p. 227).

The cloud of French scent that von Salomon had noticed in the quoted
paragraph from The Outlaws drifts into The Fox in the Attic, not quite
pleasant and with a hint of misogyny and moralism, as if noticed by some-
one with a better hygiene: “the nearer, transient smells of ... perfumes
unsuccessfully overlaid on careless womanhood” (p. 131). When the ten-
shilling note was mentioned on an earlier page of the novel, there was a
similarly pervasive smell, though that time a more masculine odour. Lo-
thar, who is in the money now, is enjoying the manly odours from the so-
dality of his gymnasium; the narrator quickly adds a description of the in-
dividual components of this composite smell:

So Lothar with Augustine’s half-Bradbury still safe inside his shirt betook himself
to his gymnasium; and at the first whiff of all the delicious manliness within its
echoing portals he snorted like a horse. The abiding smell of men’s gymnasiums is a
cold composite one, compounded of the sweet strawberry-smell of fresh male sweat,
the reek of thumped leather and the dust trampled into the grain of the floor . ..
(p. 123).

*

The nuclei of three other episodes in The Fox in the Attic can be located in
von Salomon’s novel: the one where Otto recalls the march of decommis-
sioned soldiers (pp. 116-118); where Franz recollects a raid on a tenement-
house in Munich (pp. 186-188); and where Wolff remembers a massacre in
the Latvian countryside (pp. 232-233).

“The White Crow” opens at Lorienburg on November 8, 1923. The
date on the wall calendar reminds Otto of the events that took place al-
most exactly five years earlier, after the Armistice. What stands out most

clearly in his memory is less what he had seen at the time than what he
had heard:

The sound of wind... the bitter Munich wind ... whipping the muffling rags of the
uncertain crowd, wildly flapping the revolutionary red banners on the public build-
ings and then leaving them pendulous and despondent.

The sound of marching feet... it was in one of the lulls of the wind that Otto had
first heard that dead thudding sound, and a sudden stirring and a mumur had
passed through the crowd for this could be none of Eisner’s ‘Red Guard’ rabble, only
trained Imperial troops marched with such absolute precision. But to Otto’s profes-
sional ear, keen as a musician’s, from the first there was something wrong in the
sound of that marching. A hollowness and a deadness. No spring in the step — it
sounded... wrong: like the knocking of an engine, which is also a precise and regular
sound yet presages a breakdown (p. 116).
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Richard Hughes owned a vintage Bentley and was familiar with the ma-
chinery of ships. He must have known what an engine on the point of
breaking sounds like. But he was no direct ear-witness of the hollow dead
sound coming from an army division returning from war, at least not
from a defeated one. He found these and other equally precise details in
von Salomon’s novel which begins in Chaos, Hope and Homecoming (the
titles of the first three chapters). The processions and marches in Hughes’s
novel are partly real, partly emblematic. Their function as symbols is ap-
parent already in von Salomon’s narrative, whose first few lines deal with
the city of a vanquished nation. It is seen by someone who has not much
to hope for: “The evening sky showed redder than usual over the town.
The November mist reflected the light of the few isolated street lamps,
which seemed to make the sodden air and the heavy clouds look even
gloomier” (p. 11). Von Salomon as the narrator, still in his cadet uniform,
is confronted with crowds marching behind red banners:

A gigantic flag was being carried in front of a vast procession — a red flag. Limp and
damp it hung from its pole — then floated like a patch of blood over the crowd
which had rapidly collected. I stood and watched. Tired muititudes plodded after
the flag; women were in front in voluminous skirts, their grey skins hanging slackly

over sharp cheek bones ... from time to time [the men)] fell into step and then im-
mediately did their best to break step again as though detected in some fault (pp.
13-14).

The ambiguity of this text is due to its conflicting emotions. On the one
hand, it reads like a description of a Kithe Kollwitz charcoal drawing of
the proletariat. Von Salomon’s contemporary readers would have recog-
nised its unaffected feeling for the poor. On the other hand, von Salomon
shows the superciliousness of an officer looking down on clumsy civil-
ians. Much marching is going on in von Salomon’s novel, most smartly
by the French when they have invaded the Saar. They are seen in sharp
contrast to those defeated: “Lithe figures they were, blue-grey like the twi-
light which lay between the houses” (p. 22).

The interest in marching soldiers and what their steps reveal comes
across in Hughes’s novel as well. Otto remembers the field-grey blur of
soldiers who have returned from the trenches, “their uniforms were still
caked with French mud” (p. 116). Theirs is not the glorious return of
heroes. The crowd waiting for them is as tired as the soldiers, and the
bunch of flowers that a child hands them is wilted: “no soldier accepted it,
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no one even looked at her, not one smiled: they did not even seem to see
the crowd” (p. 117).

Impassive marching men and soldiers with unseeing eyes had peopled
von Salomon’s pages. The third chapter of his novel describes the mid-
December homecoming of a division that has been posted near Verdun:
“Our troops were coming, our brave army” (p. 26). The soldiers finally
come into sight: “There they were: grey figures, a forest of rifles over the
round flat helmets” (p. 27). But they are weary and disillusioned, and they
behave like automatons:

The soldiers marched quickly, in close formation. They had stony, expressionless
faces. They looked neither to right nor left, but straight ahead, fixedly, as though
magnetised by some terrible goal, as though they were gazing from dug-outs and
trenches over a wounded world. Not a word was spoken by those haggard-faced
men. Just once, when someone sprang forward and almost imploringly offered a little
box to the soldiers, the lieutenant waved him aside impatiently ... They marched
as though they were envoys of the deadliest, loneliest iciest cold (p. 28).

This may have caused Hughes to make an enigmatic observation in The
Fox in the Attic, the one that follows immediately after the lines about the
soldiers who neither looked nor smiled at the child with the bunch of
flowers: “They marched like machines dreaming” (p. 117). It connects with
what the novel has to say about collective dreams and nightmares. Deper-
sonalised people figure towards the end of von Salomon’s novel in a way
which may have inspired Hughes when he devised his surrealist simile.
Von Salomon, at long last released from gaol, is confronted with the re-
ality of everyday life on the other side of the prison bars. The following is
the warped and disturbing vision of this deeply alienated outsider in soci-

ety:

What shocked and chilled me were the people. They seemed to have no faces — or
rather, all their faces were alike. All these people seemed to be inanimate, they
seemed not to be conscious of space and action. They went about dully, joylessly and
expressionlessly, almost like machines, like well-tended, throbbing machines, pul-
sating with energy, but in no sense alive (p. 428).

Von Salomon indicts modern mass civilisation that turns individuals
into anonymous machines; he is also a hardened anarchist who refuses to
adjust to democracy. However, the arch anarchist of von Salomon’s novel
is Kern. He targets his victim when Rathenau is speaking in the Municipal
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Education Hall. Towards the end of that public talk, the two men’s eyes
meet, as described by von Salomon:

I saw Kern, leaning forward and not three steps away from Rathenau, drawing him
under the spell of his eyes. I saw the paleness of his face. I saw his concentration;
the hall vanished, so that nothing remained of it but one small circle, and in that
circle two men. . . . from now on he spoke to Kern alone ... As we elbowed our way
towards the exit, Kern passed close by the Minister. Rathenau, surrounded by a
chattering mob of people, looked at him questioningly. But Kern pushed past him —
unseeing (pp. 241-242).

This scene with a 1920’s Brutus hypnotising Caesar is more likely a novel-
ist’s fabrication than a factual eyewitness report. Glances that intersect were
something that Hughes mastered much better, as proven by his chapter on
how Augustine watches an unseeing Mitzi and the two of them are ob-
served by Wolff, the jealous fox in the attic, as explained above (p. 54):
“Only in the billowing darkness of the attics above two eyes were open,
and staring” (p. 282). Kern’s final unseeing glance as observed by von
Salomon places him on a par with the two solipsists in Hughes’s novel,
Wolff and Hitler.”® Hitler is unseeing in more than one sense, but this trait
is also a collective malady, as shown in Chapter one of “The White Crow”:
“Even the officers . . . wore that empty basilisk look ...” (p. 117).%

The basilisk look is a strange metaphor, as convoluted as the simile
that immediately precedes it, soldiers marching like machines dreaming. If
the basilisk look has a parallel in von Salomon’s novel it is even more
likely that Hughes recalled one of his own books when he wrote this.
Emily Bas-Thornton in A High Wind in Jamaica is a precocious and self-
centred child who by chance is turned into a murderess. She quite literally
sees eye to eye with soulless animals. Hughes, who had an intuitive
understanding of children and their minds, had described a reptilian look
long before a basilisk one:

® One of Hughes’s notes suggests that Hitler's obsession with architecture was part of his

personality, affecting his way of viewing men as basically not different from machines:
“It had been natural for this architect to turn also politician because he saw no distine-
tion between people and other material things. It was indeed as if in relation to him all
other ‘men’ were mere men-resembling things in the same category as machines and
stones broken, they were no more to be pitied than a mason’s broken stones.” Hughes also
noted what Julius Streicher had said in interrogations after the war: “Adolf Hitler was
a little eccentric in every respect and I believe I can say that friendship between him
and other men did not exist” (extract from vol. XII of the Nuremberg Trials Transcripts).
Sir John Wheeler-Bennett had met Hitler a few times, prior to the Purge, in the Kaiser-
hof Hotel in Berlin: “What struck one was his utter lack of humanity or humour. He
gave the impression of a self-invented, self-inspired robot” (Wheeler-Bennett 1974, p.
77). '
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The eye of an alligator is large, protruding, and of a brilliant yellow, with a slit
pupil like a cat’s. A cat’s eye, to the casual observer, is expressionless: though with
attention one can distinguish in it many changes of emotion. But the eye of an alli-
gator is infinitely more stony and brilliant — reptilian. What possible meaning
could Emily find in such an eye? Yet she lay there, and stared, and stared: and the
alligator stared too. If there had been an observer it might have given him a shiver
to see them so — well, eye to eye like that (AHW, p. 146).”

*

As has already been seen (p. 42), Augustine mentions Ernst Toller as proof
that he is familiar with the contemporary literary scene in Germany. He
does not realise that his hosts at Lorienburg hold a totally different view of
this dramatist turned revolutionary. Franz von Kessen has met Toller in
person once, and goes in search of him once more. He recalls how he as a
young cadet and member of a patrol tried to round up Toller in unknown
parts of Munich. Tenement houses in poverty-stricken suburbs were teem-
ing with life of a kind that was very distanced from Franz’s bourgeois ex-
istence: “he had scarcely in his life before even seen the urban poor” (p.
186). Franz’s acquaintance with life on the far side of the Isar broadens his
experience, if not his mind or tolerance. It remains for Augustine, his fa-
ther’s British cousin, to make a similar acquaintance with life among the
poor. When it finally comes, it gives him insight into life among those
less privileged, in his case in Coventry. Richard Hughes based Norah’s life
in Slaughterhouse yard on his own field research and on what one of his
inlaws had told him. As for the teeming life in a Munich tenement hous-
ing around 1920, he had to rely on The Outlaws. This is what Franz re-
members, in The Fox in the Attic:

The doors seldom opened quickly enough, and again and again the sergeant had to
kick down these doors. Doors entering on rooms with sagging, gravid ceilings and
with lamps hastily lit. Entering on dark rooms filled to the peeling walls with
beds. Collapsing rooms, filled with threadbare beds laden with whole bony fami-
lies — whole families which night after night had bred on them those innumerable
bone-thin children now smelling, in the darkness, of urine and of hate (p. 187).

# In an introduction to a 1963 reissue of the novel, Hughes distances himself from the
writer he once was: “But if I am now asked what this book means to me today, I can say
absolutely nothing except that I know there was once a time when it fitted me like a
glove. I went on growing, however; I had to shed it (to write it, that is to say). There it
now lies before you — part of me no longer; and how can a writer’s attitude to his own
past work ever be other than the strictly ‘no comment’ one of the growing snake towards
the skin he has sloughed?” (Fiction as Truth, p. 41)
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Franz's social unease is evident when he is faced with this filth and inces-
sant breeding. He feels threatened in an unfamiliar setting; his fear is not
unfounded. If his story seems callous, it is partly due to his youth. He is
young when he takes part in the search for Toller and not much older
when he recalls what happened. Less of fear and more of a sick conscience
is seen in Hughes's source. Hughes described the breaking into people’s
private rooms at one remove, whereas von Salomon, if he had committed
that crime himself, had good reasons to feel guilty about it. When he
wrote his novel he was closer to thirty than twenty and had fewer reasons
than Franz for immature arrogance.?® Von Salomon recalls the scene he
saw: “The house we had to search was a tenement house in the north of
the town, with four courtyards and hundreds of inhabitants” (p. 44). When
the sergeant has kicked in the door, the squalor of one-room apartments is
revealed:

. .. [the] ceilings — and how low the ceilings were — showed bare laths and crum-
bling plaster. Each door was close beside the next one. If one was opened to us, the
others flew open too and in a moment the passage was full of people — men, women
and a great many children. Children of all sizes, mostly half naked and unspeak-
ably dirty, their arms and legs so thin that they looked as if they would break if
they were touched (p. 46).

The intruder is met with mockery and disgust: “Women pushed by me
and laughed and then spat on the floor” (p. 46). Von Salomon observes
that a crowd of people share the one room, but unlike in the novel, there
is no comment on their coupling: “I passed in with [the others] and exam-
ined the place. It was a room not more than twelve feet square and
crammed full of beds. Seven people were sleeping in this space — men,
women and children” (p. 47).

*

If Franz’s experiences in the tenement house are more jagged than von
Salomon’s had been, the reverse seems to be true when Hughes makes use
of Wolff as his focalizer, in a retelling of von Salomon’s horror stories.
The Latvian episode is brief and quickly told in Hughes’s novel; there is no
wallowing in gory details:

* There is not much difference in age between von Salomon and his fictional counterparts,
according to Hughes’s “Character Chronology”: Franz and Wolff were bom in 1903, Lo-
thar in 1905. Otto is twenty years older, born in 1883.
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But soon the pupils of his eyes dilated enough to see that the room was heaped
with bodies — their missing friends. The bodies were mutilated in the usual Lettish
way; and these men hadn’t died fighting, this had been done to them alive (p. 233).

The extradiegetic narrator combines what has been Wolff’s remembered
version with a horrifying outside view of him as a saturated killer. Wolff
and his troop have been “looking for a missing reconnaissance-party of
their own men” in the Livonian woods, and happen upon a pleasant
house, with “fresh pink English hollyhocks round the door”. Its idyllic ex-
terior belies the carnage that they encounter within:

In his rage he had tom the cat to pieces with his bare hand, then slipped in the
mess on the floor and twisted his ankle. Meanwhile the others rushed outside to
search the buildings; but they found nothing living out there either except one cow.
Her they killed too: they’d have killed even the tomtits if they could have caught
them (p. 233).

Hughes’s narrator’s relative reticence and reserve become apparent when
the fictitious account is compared to its probable source, von Salomon’s
chapter ix, “Storm,” which is much longer, much more detailed, and
much less convincing. It reads like Greuelpropaganda of the worst kind,
the sort of grisly atrocity stories that any reader aware of the horrors in the
real world has difficulties in stomaching. Hughes had the good taste to re-
sort to euphemisms. When Hughes was taken to task by the critic Hans
Magnus Enzensbetger for being too teutonic (as discussed below, p. 326), he
outlined a defence by pointing to his source: “[Enzensberger] need not look
any further than von Salomon’s Die Gedchteten for the literary ancestry of
the particular facets of the book which I think he has in mind” (in all like-
lihood, Hughes’s rejoinder was neither posted nor published).

Von Salomon in the role of a spell-bound necrophile is more prone to
adolescent bravado: “My hand, which I had put out to save myself, sank
into a mess of damp, sticky, slippery entrails. I recoiled horror-struck. But
the smell of the blood which drenched my hand maddened me and all
hesitation left me”. He is not totally unprepared for the sight that he
meets:

I saw what I had expected to see. — There they lay, on stinking, blood-stained
straw; with crushed skulls from which stared glassy, squinting eyes; with ragged
clothing stained blackish-red; with stomachs slit; limbs twisted and wrenched off
(p. 118).
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Many more equally gory details follow. What Hughes had referred to with
the euphemism “the usual Lettish way” was more graphic in his source:

We stood there numbly — we looked, with glassy, spell-bound eyes at the dead
bodies, in each of which was a ghastly wound — there, among the loathsome confu-
sion of torn clothes — in the middle of each body, between hips and thighs.

All this, this and much more, united to form a single impression which in one
second was hammered into my brain for all eternity. Then we all went mad. I saw,
as through a red mist; one man seize a sledge-hammer, which lay in the comer co-
vered with blood, and make for the entrance bellowing. .. . The cow in the stable
was shot; the butt end of a gun caught the little bristly dog and smashed him to
pulp (pp. 118-119).

The similarities between The Outlaws and The Fox in the Attic raise the
question of how much is factual of what von Salomon writes, and how
much mere braggadocio. The answer bears on the problem of genre antici-
pation and of reader reception. Should The Outlaws be read as a novel or
as an autobiography? Most critics when tackling von Salomon’s works
seem to favour an easy but vague hybrid term, ‘autobiographical novel’.
The problem takes an historian rather than a novelist to solve. As his pre-
faced note makes clear (“in no case have I deliberately falsified the record
once I could worry it out”), Hughes went to great lengths in his efforts to
be as factually precise as possible: using von Salomon’s The Outlaws as a
source certainly caused him some worry. Von Salomon’s later The An-
swers of Ernst von Salomon was another and possibly different matter.

*

Some way into Sir John Wheeler-Bennett’s book about the German Army
in Politics 1918-1945, the name of Hans Ludin appears on several pages
dealing with his involvement in the Reichswehr, the SA and the SS. As a
twenty-five-year old officer in Ulm in 1930, Hans Ludin and his two fellow
Reichswehr lieutenants Wendt and Scheringer made contacts with the
Nazis. despite the Army Command’s express ban on that kind of fraternisa-
tion. They were all three accused, prosecuted and sentenced for prepara-
tion of High Treason. The court hearings were turned into a propaganda
event by Hitler, who had been summoned as a witness by one of the de-
fence counsels, Hans Frank, later appointed Governor-General of occupied
Poland and tried and executed in Nuremberg in 1946. Hitler was successful
in his attempts to attract public attention to the court proceedings in 1930,
helped in his efforts by his newly appointed Press Officer with special re-
sponsibilities for the foreign press contacts, Ernst Hanfstaengl. This was the
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latter’s first major PR task as Auslandspressechef. He turned it into a well
publicised event which gained good coverage abroad, not least in
America.” Ludin and his colleagues became well-known. Hitler’s priori-
ties, however, did not help them during the proceedings. He was more in-
terested in placing his movement in the limelight than in standing by the
accused officers. As a consequence, Scheringer shunted his loyalties away
from the National Socialists towards the Communists. Four years later, he
was noted down on the Nazi killing lists in preparation for the Purge, but
he survived the intended liquidation as well as the later upheavals.

In contrast to Scheringer, Ludin remained a loyal Nazi and profited
from it. He rose quickly in the SA and the SS ranks. The fact that Ludin
was close to losing his life in the Purge is not mentioned in any of the
standard works on Nazi history, e. g. those by Bullock and Shirer. Neither
does it appear in Wheeler-Bennett’s account, the most detailed of the
three®® Wheeler-Bennett summarises Ludin’s subsequent career as Ger-
many’s Minister to occupied Slovakia from 1940 to 1945, his internment by
the Allies in 1945-46, and his arrest by Czech patriots. He was prosecuted by
the Czech authorities and hanged by them on January 20, 1948. These facts
can be found in The Nemesis of Power which appears to have been Rich-
ard Hughes’s main source of Ludin’s antecedents, as they are summed-up
in the account of the Wiessee attack in The Wooden Shepherdess:

One was a certain Ludin, a former Army Lieutenant cashiered and gaoled four years
ago for preaching the Nazi creed in the Officers’ Mess. Unlike his fellow-accused
he had bome no grudge against a Fithrer who'd stood in the witness-box and there
(for Reasons of State) had disowned him, but stuck to his Nazi guns: since when he
had risen fast and far in the Storm Troops (p. 362).*

A reader interested in the fuller picture can find most details in the quoted
passage by consulting standard authorities. What Hughes mentions in the
broader framework of his Ludin passage is more difficult to check against

¥ Hanfstaengl (1970), p. 213.

* Bullock (1965) pp. 164-165; Shirer (1960), pp. 139-142; Wheeler-Bennett (1953), pp. 213-
222 passim; see also Kershaw, pp. 337-338.

Hughes was right in mentioning the trial, however briefly. It was a showdown:[Fissures
in the Reichswehr “began to show again towards the end of the 1920s. This was surpris-
ingly and dramatically shown in the treason trial of three young Nazi officers of the
Ulm Reichswehr, when at times violently divergent attitudes appeared within the of-
ficer corps. Particularly among the young officers, a considerable minority clearly opted
for the ‘activist’” NSDAP. This rift between the generations, however, was for a long
time bridged by a cormunon antipathy towards the Weimar Republic” (Fest 1985 [1963], p
356).
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historical accounts. The facts borrowed from Wheeler-Bennett are inserted
in a wider context, in Chapter twenty-seven of “Stille Nacht”. The title of
Abbé Vogler’s Christmas hymn is a heavily sardonic heading to be used for
Hughes’s reconstruction of the Fithrer’s chance meeting with some of his
officers. The following forms part of the middle section of that chapter:

They were stopped in their cars one by one, and the men drawn up by the road in a
single line for Hitler to take this strange parade of his ancient comrades-in-arms —
the World War heroes, the Freikorps fighters, the men who had marched in his
Munich Putsch (p. 362).

The five lines describing Ludin’s background (“One was a certain Ludin”
etc) which have already been quoted follow after this, and then the text
continues, with Lothar’s free indirect speech: “Lothar had hoped so much
from this Wiessee meeting” (p. 362 — it will be repeated five pages later as
one of his last thoughts before he is executed). Then Hitler comes into
focus:

Meanwhile the Fiihrer was passing in silence from man to man, pausing to give each
face a look which seemed to use each pair of eyes as open peep-holes into the brain
behind; and each man suddenly grew afraid. He spoke only once, when “Ludin” he
said in a far-away voice before moving on. Whereupon Briickner gestured bewil-
dered Ludin back to his car, and Ludin was free to drive away wherever he liked....
(p. 363).

The details in this paragraph were culled from a more subjective source
than either Wheeler-Bennett, Shirer or Bullock. Once more, Ernst von
Salomon proved to be useful for Richard Hughes in providing the per-
sonal touch, by supplying memoirs ideal for a novelist who wanted to
flesh out the bare bones of his reconstruction of the past. In this particular
instance, they were the memoirs of another person, Hans Ludin himself.
What Hughes wrote about Ludin came from the horse’s mouth, although
not straight. His account is based on the last few pages of von Salomon’s
Der Fragebogen (1951). Ludin figures on some eighty pages of this book,
and in the end the reader has been given a rounded portrait of him, in-
cluding many of Ludin’s (and consequently also von Salomon’s) views on
the ideas and ideals that sustained him during his career. The reader
learns much about Ludin’s past, present and of his future which was cut
short. It is a controversial portrait, not least in its discussion of the ques-
tion of the collective as well as the individual guilt of those who had been
actively or passively involved in the war.
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It is not very difficult to detect' von Salomon’s sympathies and antipa-
thies. Ludin’s death, described on the very last page of the book, forces the
reader to admire, however grudgingly, Ludin’s stoic stance. Von Salomon
was of course familiar with what had happened to the three officers back
in 1930, but he had never seen Ludin until they met by chance just after
the war, as fellow inmates in an Allied camp in the American occupation
zone. Hans Ludin anticipated what would happen to him once the Czechs
had tracked him down, and he faced it with equanimity, if von Salomon’s
rendering of his words is to be believed. The reader may remember an
Ernst Jinger quote in the third part of von Salomon’s The Outlaws, a
stoic’s maxim: “The ruin of his hopes leaves the steadfast man undis-
mayed”. Von Salomon is clearly impressed by Ludin, a man whose hopes
are in ruin, and he is in sympathy with most of his ideas.

Before Ludin is forced to make his final exit, he tells von Salomon of
his chance meeting with Hitler during the Purge and suggests that his life
could have ended in violence already on July 30, 1934. In the following
lines he seems to have a premonition of what will shortly happen to him,
knowing that the lease of life that he was granted in 1934 has finally drawn
to a close in 1946:

I, together with a quantity of other senior SA leaders, was seized on the open road
by the Fiihrer’s column coming towards us. We were utterly dumbfounded when we
learned what had happened. We had to form up in a single rank, and the Fiihrer
went from man to man, giving each one a look which now for the first time seemed to
me as [ had so often heard it described — magical. Hitler said not a word. Only
when he reached me did he pronounce the single word, ‘Ludin,” without any par-
ticular emphasis, sunk in his thoughts — and I did not know whether with this
word he had condemned me to die or to live. I was the most senior of the SA leaders
there. T was condemned to live (pp. 539-540).

Except for the sombre conclusion which shows a sense of duty but a total
lack of zest for life, this entire episode found its way into Hughes’s novel,
in the passage quoted above (p. 96). The main transformation of von
Salomon’s text in Hughes’s has to do with altered points of view. In von
Salomon, Ludin tells his story in the first person, while in Hughes’s novel,
it is told in the third-person, and the pervading mood is changed in the
process. There is no suggestion of betrayal and there is no sense of forebod-
ing in what Ludin recounts in Der Fragebogen. He has not met the Fiihrer
face to face before, but when he does, he is mesmerised by his glance. Not
so in Hughes’s novel, with its split between what is seen by an internal fo-
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calizer and what is told by the extradiegetic narrator. The latter described
the scene disinterestedly, the former notes the fear that Hitler’s penetrating
glance evokes in the men (whether he is one of them or not) who are
waiting in a line to be inspected. In this and other instances, Hughes was
no doubt influenced by the following suggestive analysis of Hitler which
Ludin gave von Salomon:

I never succeeded in taking his measure. Perhaps I never shall, perhaps history
never will either. Sometimes I thought he was a genius, at others I wondered
whether he was a madman who was leading us. Sometimes I believed he was dae-
monic, at others deranged. But all that is incorrect, as is your expressive ‘lemur-
like.” When I try to find the proper word for him, it is ‘remote’, a man who could not
stand the light, a man of the shadows, emerging from shadow, speaking from
shadow, and forcing back into the shadow everything that strove towards the light
(p. 540).

*

Lothar Scheidemann, not Ludin, personifies unquestioning loyalty in
Hughes’s novel. Similar to Ludin, he has entertained high hopes for the
SA meeting at Wiessee, and like Ludin he is dumbfounded by the turmoil
he is drawn into. He dies bewildered, but as long as he lives he is unswerv-
ingly loyal to his leader. His idolatry concerns a man turned god, a man
whose face is lit by the setting sun, rather than the man in Ludin’s analysis
who merges with the shadows. This is what Lothar sees, according to the
novel:

Lothar glanced at the westering sun: for a moment it darkened into the Fiihrer’s
face, then blazed once more as a ball of fire. Yes, the Fiihrer was more than mortal:

the Fihrer was Fate incarnate, the power that predetermines all human lives (p.
367).

The next paragraph is ominous in its foreboding: “Lothar had hoped for so
much from that Wiessee meeting, but most of all for the chance of seeing
the Fiihrer face-to-face ...” (p. 367).

These semi-religious sentiments have their counterparts in the high-
faluting philosophising phrases in von Salomon’s earlier account of po-
litical idealists in The Outlaws. However, they had worshipped a cause,
not a person. Ludin remained loyal to his cause, the German nation, to his
very last minute, if von Salomon reports his words correctly. Ludin’s
loyalty as well as that of Kern, Fischer and von Salomon a quarter of a cen-
tury earlier is centred on an idea, not on the cult of a deified politician. The
following declaration by Ludin in von Salomon’s Der Fragebogen could
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have been made by many authors of the conservative revolution, such as
Ernst Jinger. Many of them were junker aristocrats who had a disdain for
the upstart Austrian corporal.* If they felt loyalty to their leader, it was not
because of the man but in reverence of his office:

I had to identify him with my nation, I could not ignore him, he was there. I could
not ignore the nation to which I belonged; it was there with all its failings and its
weaknesses, and I had to love it with its failings and weaknesses. If I was guilty, if
we were all guilty, then our guilt was based on love (p. 540).

Ludin’s apologia pro patria sua emotionalises the question of guilt and
seems to evade the issue of individual responsibility.’® Hughes in The Fox
in the Attic refers to similar feelings when he identifies the emotional for-
ces which were let loose at the outbreak of the First World War: “In 1914,
then, there was something of an emotional void in England: and into it
war-patriotism poured like Noah’s Flood” (p. 106). Paradoxically, love ra-
ther than hatred is linked to war later in the same chapter:

After the war, war-emotion was assumed ex hypothesi to be all hatred because men
then wished to believe war-making something easy to slough off; and hatred is
akin to suffering... so what sane man ever positively wishes to hate?

They deliberately forgot the love war stimulates too (pp. 107-108).

Ludin is given the final cue in von Salomon’s Der Fragebogen. When he
is strangulated, his last cry is “Long Live Germany!”

The publisher Ernst Rowohlt, a friend and supporter of Ermnst von
Salomon, had appended the requested “Certification of Immediate Su-
perior” in which he loyally stands by and endorses his author. His state-
ment vouches for the truth of what von Salomon has written on the pre-
ceding pages, including Ludin’s tale: “I can verify that, to the best of my
knowledge and belief and the information available to me, the answers
here given are honest. They are honest — and that alone is sufficient to

3 Despite Jiinger's and von Salomon'’s similar attitudes and ideas, they are hardly ona

par, though. It seems an oversimplification when Raymond Furness and Malcolm Hum-
ble contend that “Together with Ernst Jiinger von Salomon is perhaps the most signifi-
cant literary representative of the non-Nazi right in the first half of this century” (p.
243). The comparison belittles not only Jinger but also authors not mentioned, among
them Gottfried Benn.

Der Fragebogen was of topical interest in 1951. Wilfried Barner comments: “Die Mis-
chung aus personlichem Erleben, flotter Schreibe und Pflege von Ressentiments entsprach
bestens weitverbreiteten Bediirfnissen” [The blend of personal experiences, brilliant
style and a cultivation of resentments corresponded extremely well to wide-felt needs]
(p- 29).
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raise simple statements of fact to the level of literature” (p. 546). Rowohlt
thus avoided the issue of how much is fact and how much fiction in the
book.**

*

The Ludin episode caused Hughes great trouble. He wrote several versions
of it and had difficulties in deciding which one to keep. When the printer
had set the entire manuscript (a process not very computerized in 1973),
Hughes excised a long passage out of the galleys and replaced it by a type-
script “B”. The changes between the discarded and the final version con-
cern the roles of Ludin, Lothar and Hitler. In the discard Hitler plays a
more active role, working himself into a hysterical rage, while Ludin
shrinks almost into non-existence. In this scrapped version, the Fiihrer
takes direct action:

The sun was already high overhead and the morning hot when the Fiihrer strode at
last on the prison yard, with Major Buch at his elbow, to take this strange parade
of his ancient comrades-in-arms — the World War heroes, the Freikorps fighters...

‘Dogs!” he shouted — or rather, croaked: for his voice was so hoarse that it
barely carried a couple of yards. ‘Traitors!’

Here he saw all the old familiar faces; and Hitler never forgot a face. Peter von
Heydebreck, hero of Annaberg... Wilhelm Hayn (Lothar’s brother Wolff — the
martyr who’d hanged himself in a castle attic rather than fall into the hands of
the flics — had fought for him once on the Baltic). Fritz Ritter von Krausser,
Rohm's deputy during his sick-leave, wearing his Decorations for Gallantry...

Rohm himself — had Hitler but raised his eyes to those window-bars, but that
he studiously didn’t do...

He scanned one by one the faces he knew so well: ‘Ludin!” he said; and Ludin
forthwith was dismissed, with a very few others.

At last, Lothar finds himself face to face with his Fithrer, but he is dis-
missed summarily, and returns to the ranks and to his own undoing.
Hitler moves on, and Lothar can see him explode in a fit of rage, but he
cannot hear him. If the scene had been included in the novel, it would
have served as a counterpart to the one in Chapter twenty-three of “Stille
Nacht”, in which Hitler is seen but not heard, at the Bad Godesberg Hotel
Dreesen (see below, p. 262). This is the end of the discard:

According to Hans Sarkowitz, Ernst von Salomon’s autobiographical novels, which he
thinks are of less literary than historical value, have attracted little critical attention:
“S.s autobiograph. Romanen, denen weniger literar. als zeitgeschichtl. Bedeutung
zukommt, hat die Forschung bisher wenig Beachtung geschenkt” (Killy, p. 122).
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Lothar kept wondering what had gone wrong. ‘First we are all arrested; and now
there is every sign that we're in for a most almighty dressing-down from the Fiihrer
himself — if his voice holds out! But what can it all be about?’

He recalled the only other time in his life when-he’d seen the Fithrer so close: in
that upper room at the Biirgerbraukeller, with Géring and Ludendorff — years ago,
during the Putsch ... What was it all about? For the Fithrer had backed to the
other side of the yard, and seemed in a towering rage: he was shouting his head off,
though no one could hear a word....

Suddenly Lothar caught sight of Rhm...

The Purge was an extremely tangled web of events, and Richard Hughes
had obvious difficulties in trying to piece together the jigsaw puzzle of The
Night of the Long Knives and make its incidents both plausible and coher-
ent. Being a notoriously slow writer, he often taxed his publishers’ pa-
tience, but this last-minute major excision from the galleys seems to have
been unique. It was a wise and well-founded decision, as can be seen when
the discard is compared to the text printed in The Wooden Shepherdess,
i. e. the concluding section of Chapter twenty-eight of “Stille Nacht”: there
Sepp Dietrich has replaced Hitler, allowing Lothar to put his trust and faith
in an absent Fiihrer: “If only the Fiihrer would come as they say he will,
thought Lothar, ‘and clear all this up!”” (p. 367). One reason for the cut may
have been that Hughes did not want Hitler to stand out as a raving lunatic,
even if partly seen from a distance. That would have disturbed the Messi-
anic spell that the Fiihrer had cast on Lothar. When Hitler, in Ludin’s ac-
count, inspected the rank and file of the officers, he did so without letting
off his rage. Hughes may have been influenced by this when he decided to
play down Hitler’s role. He would also have been hesitant to include a por-
trait which was based on conjecture rather than on facts given in an eye-
witness report. In the process, Hans Ludin was, much thanks to Ernst von
Salomon, allotted more space and given a more prominent role.
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Chapter I1I
The Gotz letter

Deep into work on the latter chapters of “The White Crow”, Richard
Hughes complained in a letter to Joseph Brewer, an old friend from his
Oxford days, who was librarian at the New York Queens College' that he
had “come up against a snag or two in the historical research” for the back-
ground of his novel. Brewer proved helpful. Not only did he find reports
on the events in Munich in early November 1923 in contemporary
American newspapers.” He also came across a slightly different and longer
account published in the March 1924 issue of the magazine Living Age:
“There is a piece by one F. Gétz, a Nazi officer, who took part in the Feld-
herrnhalle business, which gives a rather vivid if confused picture of that
" Richard Hughes was to turn this
piece of political writing to good use in Chapters twenty-one to twenty-
seven of “The White Crow”. The intricacies of the Gotz text as well as its
context immediately caught his attention and held it for quite a number of
years. It is an account which is not only confusing but seems to be deliber-
ately so, in all likelihood written with an intention to deceive. Hughes
also had his doubts about the text, as his correspondence shows. However,
he would not gain full knowledge of the letter’s factual background untii
long after he had made use of it.

In the year after The Fox in the Attic was published, The Gotz letter
was printed and explained in Der Hitler-Putsch, Bayerische Dokumente
zum 8./9. November 1923, a collection of Bavarian documents relating to
the 1923 Putsch edited and commented by Ernst Deuerlein.* Fritz Gotz's
first letter (there were two as will be seen below), whether intentionally

affair from a curious point of view.

! They had met in 1921 when Brewer was a Rhodes Scholar: [Brewer’s] intellect, his large-
ness of spirit, his tolerant good-humour and his reluctance to judge were gradually making
him Diccon’s most reliable and . . . his closet friend and confidant” (Graves, p. 123).

* Richard Hughes was sent negative photocopies (now in his archive) of contemporary re-
ports about the Putsch in the following American newspapers: Evening Telegram (New
York) November 10, 1923, Chicago Tribune November 8 (John Clayton) and 11 (Larry Rue),
The World November 12, Daily News (William E. Nash) November 13, and New York
Times December 2, 1923. By then, the Putsch had already tumed into a funny incident:
“Beer Hall Scene Gave Comic Opera Touch to Hitler ‘Coup’”.

3B to RH, Feb. 7, 1958.

* Ernst Deuerlein collected further witness reports of the Putsch in Der Aufstieg der NSDAP
in Augenzeugenberichten (1968), which contains many conflicting stories. One of them
gives a totally different view than Hughes’s on what happened to Erich Ludendorff at
the Putsch. A secretary at the Nazi paper Vilkischer Beobachter claimed that a Dr. R.
shielded Ludendorff with his body and died from eight bullets, and that Ludendorff him-
self fell unconscious (Deuerlein 1982 [1968], pp.199-200).
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deceptive or not, influenced Richard Hughes thirty-five years after it was
written. In 1958 he got hold of an English translation of it from an Edin-
burgh library: a photostat of the Living Age article. Sixteen years after that,
Hughes was still preoccupied with the question of the Gotz letter’s authen-
ticity. That he had put some store in Go6tz’s information is evident from
his 1963 “Acknowledgements” in The Fox in the Attic:

... the historian may be interested to know that much of the narrative — including
the whole episode in the crypt, the crucial briefing in the fencing-school with all
that implied, and the correct route of the march — is based on a vivid contemporary
account by an actual Nazi participant, a Major Goetz. This account was contained in
a letter to a friend dated 26th November, 1923, which some weeks later found its
way into the German press. Its very mistakes authenticate it, but it does not seem to
be well known (p. 353).

Hughes had found no references to the letter in any of the standard works
on the rise of Nazism, he told several of his correspondents. He took this
as an indication that the historians either did not know about it, or if they
did, that they thought it was spurious and distrusted its value as an his-
torical source. Alan Bullock, one of the experts on the Nazi era that
Hughes consulted, found out about the letter’s existence only thanks to
Hughes, as appears from their correspondence.

Fritz Gotz, a “Hitler Officer”, did not make much impact in the Nazi
annals except for the two letters that he wrote in 1923 which found their
way into the Bavarian press. The first and more important one is a private
letter directed to one “Lieber Herr Kratzke”. It appeared in the radical paper
Vorwirts introduced by the editor into whose hands it had happened to
fall. Neither the Hitler officer G&tz nor his comrade Kratzke in Perleberg
were unknown to the Nazi movement, according to the socialist editor. In
spite of this protestation a reader at first feels inclined to question whether
Gotz existed at all or if this was simply a decoy and “Fritz Gétz” a pseudo-
nym for a political plotter involved (too deeply for his own good) in the
1920s struggle between Nazis and socialists. He did exist but seems to have
faded away fast.® The editor emphasized the considerable political and psy-

® Harold J. Gordon's Hitler and the Beer Hall Putsch (1972), probably the most exhaustive
treatise an the subject, mentions Gétz in a footnote: “With malice aforethought Gotz ap-
parently fed the ‘revelations’ to a man whom he believed to be an SPD agent in the
NSDAP. He thus hit the foes of the party onboth Right and Left with one blow. After
the ‘revelations’ were published in the SPD press, the alleged informant was murdered
. .. the police, although certain that Gtz was the murderer, had no evidence to bring him
to book. The incident helped to lead to his social downfall, though, for the police investi-
gation of his background eventually revealed that he had never been commissioned, and
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chological interest of the letter: it gave new evidence that the conservative
von Kahr was implicated in the high treason committed by Hitler and Lu-
dendorff, and it illustrated the beastly character of the Nazi popular
movement (the “viehische Gesinnung, die in der volkischen Bewegung
zu Hause ist”). The letter as printed in Vorwirts is interspersed with head-
lines taken from the running text and printed in bold letters, most of them
stressing the sensational character of the events.

Gotz claims at the outset that his letter is reliable. He assures his read-
ers that he will record only what he has experienced and not what he has
not. He will leave out things that he has learnt about from hearsay only. A
critical reader soon finds out that he did not keep that promise. It is a
lively letter, opening with a fanfare of emotional outbursts: “with flying
colours and pomp we march through the city, met by resounding cheer-
ing” (“Mit fliegenden Fahnen und schmetternder Musik geht es, umbran-
det von tosenden Jubel, durch die Stadt”). The letter is an apologetic de-
fence of the struggling Nazi movement which, it says, is victorious in spite
of the setback it has just experienced. Towards the end of the letter, what is
reported about Hitler’s part in the clash is transformed into a legend.

Fritz Gotz, who was at the time commander of a regiment, tells about
how he received a sealed order which he was to deliver by hand to the St.
Annen monastery. He gives it to the Prior who reads it and who then
gives Gotz an overwhelmingly warm welcome, in sympathy with the
Nazi cause. The Prior directs Gétz through endless cellar passages, along
tombstones and catacombs and to a bricked-up wall, where he commands:
break it open! Gotz orders his men to break down this solid wall, one and a
half metres thick. Gotz is particular with all figures throughout his text, as
if his authenticity depended on accurate numbers alone. Having done that,
the soldiers find themselves in a gigantic vault, with 8570 rifles in mint
condition. To fetch all this is a formidable task even if G6tz has 420 men
and fourteen trucks at his disposal. From two levels under ground and by
way of endless passages, the letter says, all rifles are handed up to people in
the street and on to the trucks. It all happened in complete silence: (“Laut-
los ging alles!”).

*

What Go6tz’s article had said about betrayal and disloyalty held a special in-
terest for Hughes, as his novel shows. The marchers, now on their way
towards Odeonsplatz, were thrice betrayed, according to Gotz. First, because

many doors were thereafter closed to him as a fraud” (Gordon, p. 450).
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they had been provided with useless rifles; the firing pins had been re-
moved. Second, by von Kahr, who even if he had supported the Nazi
revolution and its triumvirate Ludendorff, Hitler and Goéring had turned a
double-traitor and gone back on his word. Third, by Hitler, who knew all
this but still did not stop the march.

It was all a confused affair and remains so in The Fox in the Attic,
though Hughes leaves a trail of clues to the real state of affairs in Chapters
twenty-three to twenty-five of “The White Crow”. Lothar, trying to force
his way through to Goring, is bewildered and what he happens to over-
hear is dangerous knowledge. The perspective is that of an adjutant’s, at
this point and with his free indirect speech serving as the novel’s in-
tradiegetic focalizer: “As for all this about the rifles, the men mustn’t know
they were armed with guns which couldn’t be fired: could this lad be
trusted to hold his tongue or had he better ‘disappear’ — be put under ar-
rest for something, perhaps?” (p. 214). On the next page Lothar learns more
and starts to understand that the marchers have been tricked: “For what he
heard next was even more incredible still. That the whole briefing parade
had been one deliberate, colossal lie! ... The march was on, and they were
all going like lambs to the slaughter!” (p. 215). Here, Lothar is made to
share Fritz Gotz’s bitterness. Referring to von Kahr’s double-dealing, Gotz
had maintained in his letter that at this point no one knew of any treach-
ery (“Also kein Mensch wufite von dem zwischenzeitlich erfolgten
hundsféttichen Verrat!!”). Richard Hughes went one step further. He was
convinced that Hitler knew that the march was doomed well before it was
launched, and that the revolution had already been betrayed by von Kahr.
Hitler could and should have stopped the march which ended in a mas-
sacre — but he didn’t.®

*

Gotz's letter gradually turns into a Gothic horror story. The hooded Capu-
chins with their lit torches stand by while Go6tz and his men work in the
magic light, dripping with sweat. It was an unforgettable picture, writes an

¢ Some historians hold the view that Hitler welcomed the failure, for tactical reasons. One
of them is Joachim Fest: “[Hitler] himself later referred to the failure of November 1923,
not without reason, as ‘perhaps the greatest piece of good fortune in my life’. In complete
agreement, Theodor Heuss {later the first Bundespresident of West Germany] remarked in a
study of ‘Hitler’s way’ written in 1932: “What would all this — the sympathy of the Ger-
man public, martyrdom as a means of recruiting followers, insurance against having to take
concrete decisions, the fight against ‘persecution’, the fostering of the incipient legend —
what would all this have been without November 8, 1923? The Putsch, its outcome, its con-
sequences, were fate’s greatest gift to Adolf Hitler’” (Fest 1970, pp. 25-26).
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ecstatic Gotz (“Am Loch, aus dem die Gewehre geholt wurden, standen
Kapuzinermoénche mit Pechfeckeln und drinnen arbeiteten schweissiiber-
stromt im magischen Licht meine Leute. Es war ein unvergessliches
Bild!”). They work in a frenzy, but it is not until 4.30 in the morning that
the last rifle has been loaded on to the trucks. G6tz receives a new order, to
report to the Dresdner Bank next door. His troops then haul 3200 ammu-
nition chests out of the Bank's steel chambers. The cellar turned out to be a
gigantic armoury (“Der ganze Keller war ein riesiges Heerlager”). At 8
o’clock in the morning the whole arsenal had been transported to the
Biirgerbrau. Officers from the infantry school and troops from the Reichs-
wehr arm the Beer Hall.

Then follows an episode which shows Gétz at his worst, as a virulent
anti-Semite. The authenticity of these outbursts against Jews could be ques-
tioned, especially as the letter found its way into a socialist newspaper
whose readership presumably included many Jewish left-wingers. Once
again, the text may well have functioned as a decoy, or as a provocation
directed against the Nazis. Even if these unsavoury lines may indirectly
have been part of an ongoing propaganda war against the NSDAP (the
Nazi enthusiasm displayed in it seems to preclude that, though), the con-
temporary readers would have had some difficulties to stomach them un-
less they shared the same latent or open hatred towards the Jews. A post-
holocaust reader will find it impossible to read them with any kind of
equanimity. There is too much foreshadowing of the horrors to come:

Ich ging hinein und wollte mich halbtot lachen, wer war da drin? 58 Juden, ‘
grofenteils in Unterhosen und Socken, wie sie aus dem Bett geholt wurden, kein
Kleidigungsstiick durften die Hunde mitnehmen! Ein Geschrei huben sie an son-
dersgleichen! Als si¢ keine Ruhe gaben, zog ich scherzenshalber die Pistole, worauf
Grabesruhe herrschte und nur Herr Josefssohn vom Hotel Konigshof dchzte: ‘Bitte,
Herr Major, lassen Sie mitteilen meiner Frau, da8 es mir geht nicht schlecht und
daf® ich lebe. * Ich lachte jhm ins Gesicht und sagte im Weggehen, da8 ich das nicht
koénne, denn soviel ich wiifite, begénnen die ErschieBungen in einigen Minuten.”

7 {I went in and almost bent over from laughter. Who was in there? 58 Jews, for the most part
in underwear and socks, as they had been dragged out of bed, no clothes were the dogs al-
lowed to bring along! They shouted mightily like nothing ever heard! As they could not be
quietened, I drew my revolver half in joke, and it was quiet as in the grave and only Herr
Josefssohn from Hotel Konigshof winced: “Herr Major, could you please tell my wife that
things are not too bad for me and that I am still alive. “I laughed him straight in the face
and said in leaving that I couldn’t do that, because as far as I knew the killings would begin
in a few minutes] (Deuerlein 1962, p. 622).
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Richard Hughes incorporated much of this in his novel but made some
significant changes. He merged it with the Ludwigsbriicke scene that fol-
lows in G6tz’s letter, and a well-known historical character, Goring, comes
into view, seen by the fictitious Fritz who in this episode serves as the
novel’s intradiegetic focalizer. Having him as a witness has consequences
for the mood of the following paragraph:

Peering over the heads in front, big Fritz could see there was some sort of scuffle
going on down at the Ludwig Bridge. It was apparently the police-cordon there
making trouble — the wooden-heads! But then a mixed bag of fifty or more leading
Munich Jews padded past the waiting column and an down to the bridge at the
double. A wave of laughter followed them; for whatever their past dignities (and
many were elderly, prominent citizens), today they were all dressed only in under-
wear and socks: they’d been locked up all night in a back room of the Biirgerbrau
like that. Captain Goering himself, with his elfin humour, must be taking the
situation in hand. Indeed Goering must have threatened to drop all these hostages
in the river to drown if the police didn’t show more sense; for almost at once the col-
umn began to move forward again, and at last the river was crossed (pp. 217-218).

The anti-Semitic feeling is still obvious, linked to envy (“past dignities”),
but the Jews are not the only group derided. Also the police are laughed at
or despised, obviously from the focalizer’s pro-Nazi point-of-view. By thus
changing between different perspectives, and by making a distinction be-
tween the perceiver and the extradiegetic narrator, Hughes attained an in-
tended backlash effect. It is the Jews that get the readers’ sympathies, not
the Nazis, although their cruel practical jokes and cynical pranks met with
the approval of the intradiegetic focalizer, big Fritz, Hughes’s eye-witness
of the 1920s. It is Fritz, in his free indirect speech, who shows admiration
for the tactics used by Géring when he threatens to drown the Jews unless
the Nazis are granted a free passage-way. His perspective is not the only
one in the quoted passage. “Elfin” is very much a double-edged adjective
in the context. It mirrors Fritz’s uncritical approval and applause (one can
almost hear his guffaw) but it also reflects the sardonic stance of the narra-
tor, and perhaps it is an indication of how much the real author abhorred
what happened on the political scene in Germany. Not infrequently,
Hughes via the extradiegetic narrator disowns some of the characters by
means of irony. What in Gotz’s case was a piece of blatant anti-Semitic
writing becomes in Hughes’s a multi-faceted reconstruction, with a wealth
of varying sympathies and antipathies on different time levels. Alvin
Rosenfeld, as will be shown in the conclusion (see below, p. 358), saw
Hughes’s portrayal of Hitler as flawed: only the relatively innocuous early
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phase of a mass-murderer’s horrifying career was shown, he argues, with
no ghettoes or gas-ovens in sight. The criticism was unfair in its anachron-
ism, but also otherwise unjustified: in scenes like the one just quoted, the
seeds of virulent antisemitism are sown, in a clear adumbration. A hor-
rible harvest will grow out of them, although Hughes did not live to de-
scribe it.

#

By 10.45 in the morning Go&tz and his men have reached the Ludwigs-
briicke, and then move on to the Fencing school where they are briefed of
the movements of the other rebels. Everything is working perfectly (“alles
klappt vollkommen”). Gotz is ordered to march with his battalion
through the city and gives a detailed topographical description of their
progress. They draw to a halt at the Isar-Tor Platz, seeing Police and Mili-
tary at the Feldherrnhalle ready to fire (“An der Feldherrnhalle stehen
Sipo und Reichswehr feuerbereit”). They have come into the city in a jubi-
lant mood, and now they move across the Marienplatz with the Town
Hall decked in swastika flags, and further into the Weinstrasse. At this
point of his text, when the tumultuous events are about to reach their
climax, Go6tz still finds time to vouch for his own credibility by stating that
he was not an actual eye-witness when he learned that Hitler and Luden-
dorff were at the head of the procession. He had not seen them (“gesehen
habe ich sie nicht”). When he and his men have passed Max-Joseph-Platz
and have just turned into the Residenzstrafle, they hear violent shooting
which goes on for fifteen seconds (“ein wahnsinniges Prasseln von
Geschossen losgeht”).

Once more, Gotz is eager to stress his credibility. He reports what he
sees but keeps quiet about what he has not witnessed. “What happened up
front I know only from rumours and these you are already familiar with”,
he writes to his correspondent (“Was vorne geschah, weiss ich nur aus
Berichten und die kennen Sie ja auch”). He is shattered that German sol-
diers and German officers should have shot at their War Lord [Erich Lu-
dendorff] and aimed at their own black-white-and-red flags [the old Im-
perial as well as the new Nazi colours]. Then he faces a horrifying picture,
he writes, when man after man lies covered in blood along the whole
length of the Residenzstrasse. According to Gotz, von Kahr’s bloodhounds
had attacked the Nazis and Scheubner-Richter had fallen with his chest
ripped open (“mit aufgerissener Brust”). With obvious propagandistic fer-
vour he claims that not a single bullet had been fired by the Nazis. A con-
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fideﬁt Gotz assures his reader that even if the revolt was put down this
time, its spirit will survive and live on stronger than ever. Today there are
no communists or socialists in Munich, he writes in an effort to convince
his readers. Everybody shows an iron will in opposing von Kahr, says this
Nazi acolyte, and the dissolved Nazi party now has ten times more mem-
bers than before it had been betrayed, “Gott sei dank!” Goétz ends his letter
by asking Herr Kratzke to disseminate these facts (“Verbreiten Sie nach
Moglichkeit die Tatsachen...”).

Should this report be taken at its face value, as a factual account of
what had really happened, or was it a piece of wilfully distorted propa-
ganda? Whatever Hughes’s position was when he had read the Gotz letter,
he wrote to Joseph Brewer that this was exactly the kind of text that he had
been looking for, but he also mentioned that he had been somewhat suspi-
cious of its authenticity. Why was this account by an SA officer published
by a socialist paper and not by the conservative press, as one would have
expected? Was it a fake and had it been planted there as a hoax? Some de-
tails in it struck Hughes as strange, in view of the traditional anticlerical
and anticapitalist stance of socialist papers. That the Nazis had taken their
rifles from a monastery and their ammunition from a bank “seemed just a
little too pat — for a socialist publication!” he wrote. Hughes still believed
that the letter was authentic and that its contradictions could be resolved.
It all made sense to Hughes, who also told Brewer of several possible ex-
planations why the reactionary Gustav von Kahr, who was no friend of
the Nazis, should have armed them. As for the complicated question of
who betrayed whom in this political muddle, Hughes had found the Gotz
letter revealing. He told Brewer:

One thing particularly revealing about the Goetz account is his insistence that
when the police opened fire on them it came as a complete surprise — which he re-
gards as evidence of Kahr's abysmal perfidy. But Hitler and Ludendorff knew very
well, long before they embarked on the march, that Kahr, Lossow, and Seisser had
declared against them and that if they entered the city they were almost certain to
be fired on... And yet at 11.00 A.M. Goetz as an officer is being briefed that ‘every-
thing is going like clockwork’ and that the army and police are an the side of the
Nazis! In short, H. and L. led their own followers right up the garden path, and the
‘perfidy’ label seems to stick elsewhere than to Kahr!®

¥ RH to JB, March 23, 1958.
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Hughes had enjoyed looking into this, he told Joseph Brewer, and he was
grateful for an item which neither Bullock nor Wheeler-Bennett had
mentioned in their books.

His further correspondence shows that all this would hold Hughes’s
attention and interest for several years to come and long after the Gotz let-
ter had served its purpose as one of many sources for “The White Crow”.
When Alan Bullock had read The Fox in the Attic he wrote to Richard
Hughes that its depiction of the German mind at the time was entirely
convincing but that he nonetheless stuck to his own version (in Hitler, a
Study in Tyranny) of the November 8 and 9 events even if it was at vari-
ance with Hughes’s. He would welcome a chance to see the Gotz letter.’
Hughes wrote back slightly more than a month later. In the meantime he
had dug up the Gotz text, which had been stored away two years earlier. In
his letter to Bullock, he defended in some detail his own use of it, though
he admitted that he had been suspicious of it originally. What finally con-
vinced him of its authenticity were the mistakes he had detected in it.
Hughes had checked the topography of downtown Munich on a contem-
porary street plan (requests for several Baedeker guides can be found in his
file) and had discovered that there were barracks next door to the monas-
tery, a fact that G6tz might not have known. Thus, when Go6tz and his
men had torn down the wall, they were not in the cloister but in fact in the
barracks arms cache: “once you accept Goetz in the main a lot else falls into
place” !

Some months later Bullock told Hughes that he had finally found out
the exact date when the Go6tz letter was published in Vorwirts. The letter
itself was dated some six weeks earlier. He had also come across a reference
in Hitler’s Tabletalks to arms hidden in monasteries. G6tz might after all
have told the truth: “This looks like confirmation”, he wrote.”! In an an-
swer to Richard Hanser in New York, who had asked about Gotz, Hughes
passed on the dates that he had received from Bullock, and wrote what he
had already told other correspondents, that he had been suspicious of the
letter but was now convinced: “Like most eye-witness accounts of chaotic
events, it contains a number of mistakes. In fact it is those mistakes which
chiefly convinced me of its genuineness.” Once again he mentioned points
which he had already discussed with Bullock, such as the Capuchin crypt,

# AB to RH, October 27, 1961.
1 RH to AB, December 19, 1961.
11 AB to RH, March 5, 1962.
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the last glimpse of Hitler, and the question of treachery, a point which he
now elaborated:

Goetz is at pains to establish the fact of the briefing meeting in the fencing school
at which Hitler and Ludendorff told their officers that all was going well and the
triumvirs were still on the Nazi side. Goetz stresses this as evidence that Hitler
was still in the dark at that late hour about von Kahr’'s volte face — as evidence,
that is, of von Kahr’s double-faced treachery: in fact, we know from other sources
that Hitler had known the truth for the last few hours and was lying brazenly to
his own followers... in other words, that meeting is evidence of Hitler’s treachery,
not of von Kahr’s."?

A discarded draft among his papers indicates that Hughes at one stage had
wished his acknowledgements to be more extensive than they turned out
to be in the printed version. Go6tz needed some counter-checking, he
wrote, but his account was revealing:

But that {counter checking] in itself can prove fruitful. For example I don't think it
has been brought out before that the marching men were bamboozled into letting
themselves be shot down by a deliberate deception practised on them by their own
highest leaders: that it was not Kahr, Lossow and Seisser who ‘betrayed’ them. But
this leaps to the eye once Goetz’ timetable — he reports that crucial briefing in the
fencing school — is set side by side with (say) Hanfstaengl’s.

*

That Hughes thus discussed, for a number of years, whether this obscure
German letter was telling the truth or not may seem strange. But the view
he held on the question of betrayal as raised in the Gotz letter was crucial
to his own and his readers’ understanding of Hitler. If Hitler was prepared
as early as 1923 to allow his men to be shot down, his cynicism was noth-
ing new when by the end of July 1934 many of his early followers were
murdered in cold blood on his orders. If Hughes’s interpretation of Gétz's
letter on this point was correct, i. e. that Hitler had betrayed his followers
by allowing the march to proceed although he knew that the revolution
had already failed, then the distance between Nazi rhetoric and reality was
considerable even as early as in 1923. From the very beginning Hitler
would appear to be an opportunist who let his men be slaughtered.

Hughes mentioned the Gotz letter when he approached the German
historian Joachim Fest many years later. It had been his “third Iucky wind-
fall”, he wrote, after the assistance he had received from the Hanfstaengl
and the von Aretin families: “It dovetailed in marvellously with the other

2 RH to Richard Hanser, March 16, 1962.
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published accounts (e. g. in Putzi’s memoirs), unwittingly proving inter
alia that the leaders deliberately hoodwinked their followers into believing
that the Authorities were still on their side when the march started.”*®

There exists a curious epilogue to this. Hughes got a copy of the first
Gotz letter, as it had appeared in English in The Living Age. It is not likely
that he was aware that Fritz Gotz sent a second letter to the German press
on February 8, 1924, this time to the editors of the conservative Miinchner
Zeitung. If Hughes had known this, he might have treated the Gétz letter
in the radical Vorwirts with yet more suspicion than he did when he drew
on it for his novel. G6tz’s second letter is at least as peculiar as his first one
which had appeared five days earlier. As his original letter “Aus dem Brief
eines Hitler-Offiziers” had been reprinted many times already, he would
like a clarification published in their paper, Gétz wrote to the editor of the
Miinchner Zeitung. He came up with a rather fantastic raison d’étre for his
letter. Herr Kratzke, to whom he had sent it, was a member of the SA but
was suspected of double-crossing. It seemed that he was heading a left-
wing fraction. In order to find out if this really was the case, Gotz had set a
trap by writing him this letter. Everybody knowing the actual facts of what
had happened would recognise that this was a make-believe, written with
the sole purpose to track down the man under suspicion. The trap had
closed on Herr Kratzke and thus the letter had served its purpose. The fact
that it had found its way to the Vorwirts and to other radical papers impli-
cated the man under suspicion. That was the only value of the letter:

Jedem Denkenden und Kenner der Vorfille wird ohne weiteres der Brief als ‘Fanta-
siegebilde’ erkennbar gewesen sein, den der ‘Parteigenosse’ und mit ihi der “Vor-
wirts’ nebst den Blittern seiner Richtung als welterschiitternde Neuigkeit seinen
entsetzten Lesern ‘serviert’. Der Bericht hat also seinen Zweck erfiillt und einem
Lumpen die Maske vom Gesicht gerissen. Irgendwelchen Wert besitzt der Brief als
wahllos niedergeschriebene personliche Dichtung nicht."

Who had actually been bamboozled, tricked and fooled in this strange af-
fair? The question is perhaps academic and ultimately inane. But it would
be twice ironic if Hughes’s source turned out to be wholly fictitious when
his novel is not, as a result of his efforts towards historical accuracy. The

¥ RH to “Anne”, 1974/75.

" [Every critical reader and those who know the background will immediately understand
that the letter is a figment of the imagination, which the party member and the Vorwirts
and other newspapers of the same inclination dish out as world shaking news. The account
thus has fulfilled its purpose and torn the mask off a scoundrel’s face. The letter has no
value at all as indiscriminate personal fiction] (Deuerlein 1962, p. 625).
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Gétz letter, unbeknownst to the novelist, may have been pure fiction. Be
that as it may, it is more interesting to see how the Gotz letter, whether re-
liable or not, made its imprint on Hughes’s narrative. Scene Two in Chap-
ter twenty-one of “The White Crow” (pp. 204-205) is closely based on Gétz's
account, but it is much more evocative than the source. Hughes turns Lo-
thar into a witness who does not know much of what is really going on
around him but who has keen senses. His impressions of what he can see
and smell are interlarded with snippets that he happens to overhear, in a
mosaic of different voices. All fragments relate to von Kahr, “the old fox
. a slippery cove”. They are dreamlike, nightmarish and surrealistic.
There are a few direct borrowings from Gétz: “8570 tadellosen Gewehren”
becomes “8000 weapons, well greased”, while “der schriftliche Befehl, die
Gewehre zu holen, war unterzeichnet: Dr. von Kahr!!!” is abbreviated:
“Von Kahr himself signed the orders”. Another textual and topographic
passage in Go6tz is extended by Hughes. G6tz’s “Durch endlose Génge . ..
wurden nun die Gewehre durch Ketten von Mann zu Mann gereicht,
durch Génge und Treppen bis auf die Strasse zu den Lastwagen” is trans-
formed into the novel’s “a living chain was formed to pass the guns from
hand to hand, along the tunnels, up the torch-lit steps, along the corridors
and cloisters — all the long way through these dark and silent sacred
places out there where Goering’s plain vans were waiting in the street ...”
(p- 205). At one point Hughes has Lothar share the novelist's knowledge of
the Munich topography: “for this they were entering was no ecclesiastical
crypt any more, but the cellars under the barracks next door” (p. 204).

*

Ostensibly G6tz wrote his first letter solely in order to set a trap, if what he
states in his second letter is true. But his motives on both occasions can be
questioned. Judging from the first letter’s enthusiasm for the Nazi cause,
Gotz may have had as his ulterior motive to propagate the Nazi gospel.
One of the last incidents he had mentioned in his first letter, with Hitler
heroically rescuing a child, has all the characteristics of a legend in the
making: “Rechts am Denkmal sehe ich gerade Hitler, wie er mit einem
bewufltlosen, blutenden Kinde auf dem Arm in sein Auto steigt”’®. The
canonization of a Hitler legend based on this incident seems to have been

instantaneous. There are reasons to question G6tz’s emblematic picture of

% Hughes took great pains when the tried to verify the exact course of events on November
9, 1923: he also sent letters of inquiry to the then Pater in the St. Anne monastery.

¥ [To the right of the monument I see how Hitler enters his car with an unconscious bleeding
child in his arms] (Deuerlein 1962, p. 623).
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Hitler as a staunch hero on the battle-field, though he tried to convince his
readers of his first letter that what he told was the truth.

Did Hitler rescue a child, as Go6tz claimed, or no one at all? Richard
Hughes, after having compared the reports of several witnesses, was more
cautious and took no chances. His reconstruction cannot be accused of fal-
sifying the historical records in this instance as he involved three different
points-of-view: the limited ones of the intradiegetic focalizers Princess Na-
tascha and Lothar, and that of the well-informed extradiegetic narrator:

Tascha’s one object was to get plenty of splashes of blood an her bicycle-wheels
(Hitler’s if possible: surely she had seen him fall?). But in point of fact even before
Tascha had mounted, Hitler, legging it, had reached the Max-Josefs-Platz and been
hustled into the waiting yellow car and was gone. Lothar caught a glimpse of him
climbing into the car — he held his arm queerly extended, as if carrying something
(p- 225).

Whether the wounded Hitler did or did not carry a child was a point
which engaged Hughes for some years. When he had just got hold of
Gotz's account, he commented on the incident in the letter to Joseph
Brewer already quoted:

... that picture of Hitler after the shooting climbing into a car with a bleeding
child in his arms! He did climb into a waiting car just there. He wasn’t carrying a
child: in fact he had a dislocated shoulder: he may well have been holding his arm
queerly so that from a distance he appeared to be carrying something — as a good
transactionalist — no doubt Goetz supplied the rest of the picture!””

Close to four years later Hughes reiterated this, in a letter to Alan Bullock:
“that wounded child Hitler is said to have been carrying as he got into his
car . .. with a dislocated shoulder he might well have looked as if his arm
was round something — and the eye of the faithful follower saw this as
the romantic burden possible.”*® Thirteen years later Hughes was still in-
terested in what had really happened on that November day in 1923:

Herr Fest in his biography refers to the legend of the ‘wounded child’ Hitler was
holding in his arms as he boarded his escape-car. Goetz claims to have seen the
episode himself, and this mistake I would attribute to the queer angle at which
Hitler was holding his arm (he had a broken collar-bone as well as a dislocated
shoulder) as interpreted by the eye of blind devotion.”

7 RH to JB, March 23, 1958.

18 RH to AB, Dec. 19, 1961.

¥ RH to Anne, n.d. (1974/75). According to Fest, “Ludendorff's heroic bearing had cast an
unflattering light on Hitler.” The concocted legend that Hitler had carried the child
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It is possible that Gétz was present at the shooting in front of the Feld-
herrnhalle. His report has a true ring to it, in spite of his own disclaimer.
But a good two weeks had passed from the shootings to the day that he
dated his letter, time enough for a legend to be born and a myth to take
wings. The fictional Lothar Scheidemann was present, but Richard Hughes

was undoubtedly right in limiting both Lothar’s view and his understand-

ing.

safely out of the firing line did not hold: “the Ludendorff circle demolished this legend be-
fore Hitler himself abandoned it” (Fest 1974, p. 190). Fest had touched on the topic already
in his The Face of the Third Reich ten years earlier: “Hitler then fled, leaving behind a
few thousand followers and sixteen dead. The legend, obviously put about later by himself,
that he had carried a helpless child out of the firing line — he even produced the child in
support of his statement — has been proved false.” (Fest 1985 [1963], pp. 48-49). A footnote
explains that the brave act was impossible because of “the break in Hitler’s upper arm, as
well as a painful dislocation of the shoulder joint” (Ibid., p. 468).
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Chapter IV
August Kubizek

There are not many witnesses of Hitler’s early days, and as few of them
seem reliable, the field has been open for conjecture and speculation,
psychoanalytical and otherwise. There is one fairly factual account, how-
ever, August Kubizek's Adolf Hitler mein Jugendfreund (1953), which
“fills, as no other book has done, a vital gap in our understanding of
Hitler’s mental history”, according to H. R. Trevor-Roper in his introduc-
tion to the English translation, Young Adolf, the Story of Our Friendship
(1954).) When he wrote his introduction more than forty years ago,
Trevor-Roper stated that Hitler's public life by then had been fully and al-
most oppressively documented, at the same time implying that this had
not been the case with Hitler’s private life, at least not as for its early stages.
Trevor-Roper showed this by listing the limited historical sources that ex-
ist. They are but a handful: the anti-Nazi writer Konrad Heiden (how un-
reliable a chronicler he was is apparent to any reader of his books; his
many idiosyncrasies and his subjectivity are obvious), Josef Greiner, who
knew Hitler from the lodgings at the Men’s Home in Meldemannstrasse
in Vienna, and a few more.? In this group of writers, Kubizek stands out as
the most trustworthy by far. In his book on his teenage friend in Vienna
before the First World War we get a picture of Hitler which, still according
to Trevor-Roper, has not been tainted by what followed: we get an impres-
sion of how Hitler the private man struck someone close to him. A sym-

! Werner Maser is more critical: “Kubizek’s memoirs are a medley of truth and fiction in
which the latter predominates. As documentary evidence they have value only where
Kubizek illustrates his book with facsimiles” (Hitler, 1973, p. 356). John Toland, on the
other hand, based a good twenty pages of his Adolf Hitler (1976) very closely an
Kubizek’s memoirs. Toland was aware that Kubizek’s word could not be taken to be the
gospel truth: “his recollections . .. are often exaggerated and sometimes even fictional-
ized” (p. 20). “Kubizek’s account of Hitler ... contains a number of errors, particularly in
dates. Kubizek should be read with care; he has a tendency towards exaggeration, over-
emphasis and occasional flights of imagination” (p. 928). Still, Toland conceded that “no
comrade knew the young Hitler so intimately” (p. 20) and maintained that Kubizek’s ac-
count “is admittedly the best firsthand source on Hitler as a young man” (p. 928). It is evi-
dent that Toland used Kubizek’s Young Adolf without much critical distance. Ian Ker-
shaw, writing twenty-two years later, is more circumspect: “. . . Kubizek plainly invented
a great deal, built some passages around Hitler’s own account in Mein Kampf, and de-
ployed some near plagiarism to amplify his own limited memory. However, for all his
weaknesses, his recollections have been shown to be a more credible source on Hitler’s
youth than was once thought, in particular where they touch upon experiences related to
Kubizek’s own interests in music and theatre” (Kershaw, pp. 20-21).

Franz Jetzinger, in his preface to Hitler’s Youth, dismisses Greiner: “so many details in his
book are demonstrably untrue that I find it impossible to believe anything he says” (Jetz-
inger 1958, p. 11).

N
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pathetic account like Kubizek’s was needed to balance all the antipathetical
ones, Trevor-Roper implied: “... although we know that Hitler became
utterly cynical and inhuman, it is difficult to believe that he was always
thus. I do not believe that men are born sour and inhuman: if they are so,
it is because they have been made so ...".

A few lines further on, Trevor-Roper states what is needed for a bal-
anced view on the formative years of Hitler the person, and of his opin-
ions: “What we require, if we are to see Hitler’s character and views in pro-
cess of formation, is a more intimate, more sympathetic portrait of what
must have been, even in the most dehumanised man, a human period.”
This sympathetic portrait Kubizek had supplied.* His own foreword in the
original edition is apologetic, as appears from its very title: “Entschluss
und Rechtfertigung.” He had decided, he wrote, not to allow himself any
hindsight, and he tried to justify that decision. He had done his best not to
falsify his own account by including anything extraneous that was not
known to him at the time in question, i. e. the years immediately preced-
ing the First World War. He had tried not to be influenced by what he later
learned was typical of the subsequent stages in Hitler’s life. What had fol-
lowed in the years after the time that Kubizek had known Hitler inti-
mately had had no impact on his account, he stated in his preface. His
memoirs would not have read differently had Hitler remained unknown
or even died in the Great War, Kubizek claimed:

Es wire falsch, in diese gemeinsamen Jugenderlebnisse Gedanken und Auffassungen
hineinzutragen, die fiir spatere Lebensabschnitte Hitlers typisch sind. Ich habe
mich daher von dieser Gefahr mit peinlicher Sorgfalt ferngehalten und meine Erin-
nerungen ganz aus der damaligen Zeit heraus niedergeschrieben, nicht anders, als
wire dieser Adolf Hitler, mit dem ich so lange innige Freundschaft geschlossen
hatte, zeitlebens ein Unbekannter geblieben oder im Weltkrieg gefallen.”

It ought to have been a virtually impossible undertaking to disregard
world history in this blatant way, but his memoirs are in fact to a large ex-

® Kubizek 1955, pp. xi.

* Hughes thought well of Kubizek’s book, as seen in an entry in his Munich notebook:
“Kubizek’s a good book. Not out of drawing at all” .

® [It would be false, in these mutual experiences of our youth, to include thoughts and opin-
ions which are typical of later periods in Hitler’s life. I have, with utmost care, kept
aloof from this danger and have written my memoirs from that time, nothing else, as if
this Adolf Hitler with whom I entered on such a long and intimate friendship, had re-
mained unknown to me throughout his life or had fallen in the World War] (Kubizek
1953, pp. 9-10). Kubizek’s own preface was not included in the British edition (Young
Adolf, The Story of Our Friendship) or the American one (The Young Hitler I Knew).
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tent the Betrachtungen eines Unpolitischen, to borrow a title from
Thomas Mann. Kubizek admitted that he became a late member of the
Nazi party in 1942, but he was neither apologetic when he swiftly recapitu-
lated the six war years on his last three pages, nor defensive as regards the
early friendship that was to dominate his life. His summing-up was factual
and to the point:

The end came; the war was lost. Even though I, a fundamentally unpolitical indi-
vidual, had always kept aloof from the political events of the period which ended
forever in 1945, nevertheless no power on earth could compel me to deny my friend-
ship with Adolf Hitler (p. 297).

Kubizek had been interrogated during the denazification process by the
American occupation forces. His memoirs end with the Allied inter-
viewer’s contrafactual question about Adolf Hitler. Kubizek answered it in
a stubbornly loyal and possibly naive way: “So you could have killed him?
— Yes, I could have. — And why didn’t you kill him? — Because he was
my friend” (p. 298). But the later years only flash by. Kubizek focuses on
the four formative years when he and Hitler grew from boys to young
men. From 1904, when Kubizek was sixteen and Hitler a year younger,
they met regularly, and became close friends. But after 1908, they met only
once, in Bayreuth in 1939, one year after the Anschluss.

August Kubizek grew up part of the Austrian working class. His father
was an upholsterer but the son exemplified the common social mobility of
the inter-war years by moving up into middle class life. First he studied
music, an interest that had brought him in contact with Hitler originally:
they first met when they were queuing at the Linz Opera ticket-office.
Kubizek conducted the City Orchestra in Marburg until the 1918 armistice
when the Austro-Hungarian boundaries were redrawn and Marburg be-
came the Yugoslavian Maribor. He moved to another city and found new
work as a local clerk in the Eferding city administration, in the northern
part of Austria. He advanced to become head of the local council, a posi-
tion he retired from in 1954, when he had just published his book on his
infamous friend of some fifty years before.

Particularly two chapters in his memoirs proved useful to Richard
Hughes. One deals with Kubizek’s and Hitler's mutual interest in the op-
era, the other with- their interest in the opposite sex. Information from
these two chapters went into Chapter ten of “The Fox in the Attic”, though
in the process the episodes were transformed, abbreviated and condensed,
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and also viewed from a more complex perspective than in the original.
Chapter ten, with its factual basis in Kubizek’s memoirs, caused contro-
versy among the critics. In it, Hughes treated Hitler on a par with his ficti-
tious characters by recreating Hitler’s thoughts from the inside. That these
thoughts were based on factual sources, contrary to what most critics as-
sumed, is evident when one reads Kubizek alongside Hughes. This has
been done by Richard Poole, in connection with the topic of Hitler and
sexuality. His thoughtful analysis makes it evident how multifaceted
Hughes's novel is, and how complicated the question of his many borrow-
ings and adaptations. Poole states that “Hughes’s version is clearly the
work of a novelist, but a novelist handling his subject with the objectivity
of a biographer”, and he argues convincingly that Hughes’s narrative
technique allows the reader, in the passage which recreates Hitler's fever-
ish ramblings (pp. 264-66), “to see Fiction-writer melting into Biographer,
and Biographer into Historian.”®

When Kubizek called his Chapter VIII “In that Hour it began” he
made use of precisely that kind of historical hindsight which he had de-
clared he would have no recourse to. Its ominous note, though justified by
what is being told, implies a flash forward to someone in the future who
looks back. Kubizek tells of the night when he and Adolf Hitler went to a
performance of Wagner’s Rienzi: “now we were in the theatre, burning
with enthusiasm, and living breathlessly through Rienzi’s rise to be the
Tribune of the people of Rome, and his subsequent downfall” (p. 62).
Afterwards the friends had climbed up to the top of the Freinberg, over-
looking Linz. Kubizek, who wanted to discuss the opera, was brusquely
told to keep quiet by Hitler, who was deep in his own inner world. When
Hitler finally talked, Kubizek says, he did it in a way as never before or
since: “It was as if another being spoke out of his body, and moved him as
much as it did me” (p. 65). At this moment when young Hitler fell into “a
state of ecstasy and rapture” his ambitions changed, from wanting to be a
painter, an artist or an architect, to going into politics; in that hour Hitler’s
political ambitions were born, Kubizek suggested, and once again broke the
time-frame that he had promised to keep himself within, in his cautious
“Entschluss und Rechtfertigung.”

At a slightly later point in his narrative, which is also linked with the
formative Rienzi experience, Kubizek moves ahead to 1939, to the time
when he visited the Bayreuth festival as Hitler’s guest. There he reminded

¢ Poole 1986, pp. 221-222.
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his old friend of the momentous Rienzi night some twenty-five years
earlier. Hitler, who quickly saw the possibilities of a ready-made parable in
Kubizek’s story, retold it to Winifred Wagner at whose house they were.
Kubizek’s factual account had thus started to turn into a myth already at
Bayreuth. Writing about all this, fourteen years and a World War later, he
ended his chapter about this meeting as if still thunder-struck by the im-
pact of a historical moment that he had been fortunate enough to witness:
“The words with which Hitler concluded his story to Frau Wagner are also
unforgettable for me. He said solemnly, ‘In that hour it began’” (p. 66).

*

Richard Hughes must have come across Kubizek’s memoirs no later than
1953. In one of the December issues of Picture Post that year his “To Follow
a Star”, a short story which was also a Christmas sermon, was printed. ” It
was a parable of how the Star of Bethlehem has passed into universal im-
agery: “Each of us, we are told, has a star to follow.”® And then Hughes
told a true story of three young men who followed a star, each after his
own fashion. The scene is “A Little Austrian town. A cold November
evening. Two down-at-heels music-struck boys — bosom friends — no-
bodies — just out of the Opera: Wagner’s Rienzi”:

‘The cold damp mist lay oppressively over the narrow streets.” Gustl wants to talk,
to criticise: but his friend shuts him up. A skinny, half-starved-looking boy, this
one, with his mother’s pale protruding eyes but none of her docility. Tonight those
eyes are feverish with excitement. Then he begins to speak. ‘The words erupted,
hoarse and raucous. It was as though another being spoke out of his body, as though
he himself listened with astonishment... He was talking of a mandate which one
day he would receive from the people, to lead them out of servitude to the heights
of freedom....” That boy, Gustl’s friend Adolf: was it a star he followed — to the
heights of power which dwindled Rienzi's little dictatorship to a dunghill.
Through enormous seas of beastliness and blood it went before him, beckoning, till it
came and stood over ... a bunker in riven Berlin where a shattered suicide was.
Vanished, in the smoke of a bungled cremation amid the ruins of more than he had
built.

All the passages within quotation marks were taken from Kubizek’s chap-
ter X although Hughes compressed them somewhat.’ This story was writ-

7 Dec. 12, 1953, pp. 16-17.

8 The same phrase can be found in The Outlaws, Ernst von Salomon’s account of his political
activities and years in prison: “How slowly the day went. What a lot of things one could
doina day. What a lot I had formerly packed into my days. They used never to be long
enough. At that time I lived in a whirl — I followed a star” (Salomon 1983 [1931], p. 335).

® Kubizek’s memoirs were published by Leopold Stocker Verlag in Graz and Stuttgart in
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ten two years before Hughes had an eidetic vision and started on the very
first pages of what was to become The Fox in the Attic, as he later ex-
plained in a comment to his novel:

I sat down at last with a blank sheet in front of me. I was sitting in the sunny garden
of a village inn in Southern Spain ... I saw two figures approaching — I had not
the least idea who they were, but as they loomed nearer out of the mist I suddenly
saw with a shock what one of them had on his shoulder. And out of that the whole

story grew, spreading and ramifying out of those two lonely figures and the burden
one of them carried.’

That was the nucleus and the origin of the novel. But two other figures,
Hitler and Kubizek on top of the Freinberg after the Rienzi performance,
must also have lingered on in the novelist’s mind; also out of the scene
with these two lonely young men high above Linz did the story grow,
spread and ramify. The Picture Post story is possibly also indicative of how
Hughes thought that he would conclude The Human Predicament, with
Hitler’s suicide on April 30, 1945, in “a bunker in riven Berlin.”"'

Then the Picture Post story continues, showing two Alberts as a con-
trast to Hitler: “Einstein as well as Hitler arrived at ‘power’, a great position
in the world. But with this difference. Hitler fought for power every min-
ute — power itself was his star. Einstein’s star was fundamental truth.”
The other Albert is Albert Schweizer, of topical interest as he had just been
awarded the 1952 Nobel Peace Prize: “They gave the prize not for what he
had done, but for what he is ... His star is not only the search for funda-
mental truth, but the embodying of it.” There was a marked consistency in
Richard Hughes’s writings. The final lines of “To Follow a Star” are these:
“The star of Bethlehem the wise men followed was not their star. It bore
no witness to their greatness, but to the greatness of something outside
themselves.” The theme of renouncing the world points towards the final
Hitler-Mitzi dichotomy of The Wooden Shepherdess, where Mitzi has the
final say. Richard Hughes, who was a deeply religious man, here hints at
the theme of spiritual resistance against evil: “a time would come when
she had to meet and withstand that roaring lion herself” (p. 387). But he

1953, but E. V. Anderson’s English translation appeared only in 1954, at Allan Wingate.
Thus Richard Hughes must have had access either to the ms. of the translation, or to pre-
publication proofs.
1 “On the Human Predicament” (1961), in Fiction as Truth, p. 52. Also quoted by Penelope
Hughes, p. 131.
"' Hughes would have found all the necessary details in H. R. Trevor-Roper’s highly in-
fluential The Last days of Hitler (1947).
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also sketched the mystic’s metaphysical perspective beyond words and the
world: “under the burning eye of that burning relentless Love she was
molten metal that heaved in a crucible under its scum ...” (p. 388).

*

Hughes developed the Linz episode into something much more private
and personal in “The Fox in the Attic” section. He resorted to free indirect
speech when he reconstructed the thoughts of a man in agony. In a plaus-
ible but not incontestable manner he reconstructed what was going on in
the mind of Hitler, the “tortured, demented creature”, delirious and in
high fever on the bed at Hanfstaengl’s house in Uffing after the failed
Putsch in November 1923: “’Rienzi-night’, that night on the Freinberg
over Linz after the opera: that surely had been the climactic night of his
boyhood for it was then he had first confirmed that lonely omnipotence
within him” (p. 267). In Hughes’s version there is a subtle change in per-
spectives, which made his rendering quite different from the straightfor-
wardness of Kubizek’s account. Hughes’s “surely” was a pivot on which
his reconstruction swung, from inside Hitler, to an outside view of him,
and then once again back into his mind. The fragmented memories of that
frenzied mind are retold by an extradiegetic narrator with a full view of
then and now, of Freinberg as well as of Uffing."*

The Rienzi-episode had an even wider significance for Hughes, as it
was part of a consistent Wagnerian leitmotif running through both
novels, from the early Rienzi via Die Meistersinger to the apocalyptic vi-
sion in Wagner’s late works, as Hildegard Kruse has observed:

Die durch die Paralelle zum Schaffen Richard Wagners angedeutete Steigerung er-
reicht ihren Hohepunkt mit der Weltuntergangsstimmung und der ‘Wagnerian
scene’ (S. 359) in Bad Godesberg sowie mit dem ‘Wagnerian blood-red sunset’ (S. 378)
in Berlin, die an mystische, diistere Szenen im Ring des Nibelungen oder im Parsifal,

? In a discarded early version (he still calls his novel Fall ‘23) of his acknowledgement of
sources, Hughes defended his method: “Because it is a historical novel I cannot give the
usual affidavit that the characters are all my own inventions. Nevertheless there is a
sharp distinction between the fictitious characters in the foreground and the historical
characters herein. The former are wholly fictitious: no real person appears here under a
false name or any other disguise. But the historical characters are as accurately histori-
cal as I can make them even if, because this is a historical novel, I sometimes pretend to
see into their minds as freely as if I had invented them myself.” A similar unorthodox
approach is used by David Irving, controversial also in other ways, in his The War Path
(1978): “Like [Hitler’s War], which aroused controversy, The War Path also tries to de-
scribe events from behind the Fiihrer’s desk, and to see and understand each episode
through his eyes” (Irving 1978, p. ix).
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Wagners letzten Werken, erinnern mégen und die den Hintergrund fiir die Planung
und Durchfiihrung des grausigen Massakers 1934 bilden."®

Kubizek, overwhelmed by his own memories, described this early mo-
ment of ecstasy and rapture. The two young men had climbed up to the
top of the Freinberg, and “only now did I realise that we were no longer in
solitude and darkness, for the stars shone brilliantly above us” (p. 65).
Hitler, inspired by the Wagner opera, had a vision of how he would re-
ceive a mandate “from the people, to lead them out of servitude to the
heights of freedom” (p. 66). In Kubizek’s biblical allusion Hitler was
equated with Moses when he was given the stone tablets and received his
mission to lead his people.

Hughes also suggested a biblical point of reference to his reader, but a
different one from Kubizek’s. He was more sinister when he suggested
that Hitler was not a Moses but a tempted Christ who by the end of the
next novel would have turned into Anti-Christ: “Impelled to go up there
in the darkness into that high place had he not been shown there all
earthly kingdoms in a moment of time?” he asks, in the voice of the
novel’s extradiegetic narrator (p. 267). Then he moves as swiftly in time as
he moved in space, from the Bible to Freud, by compressing the fifteen-or-
so years that had passed between the climactic night of temptation on top
of the mountain and his recent collapse after the disastrous Putsch: “And
facing there the ancient gospel question had not his whole being been one
assenting Yea? Had he not struck the everlasting bargain there on the high
mountain under the witnessing November stars?” In the lines that follow
this passage, Hughes’s imagery when describing a forsaken dreamer’s re-
gression is psychoanalytically suggestive:

Yet now... now, when he had seemed to be riding Rienzi-like the crest of the wave,
the irresistible wave which with mounting force should have carried him to Ber-
lin, that crest had begun to curl: it had curled and broken and toppled on him,
thrusting him down, down in the green thundering water, deep (p. 267)

B [The intensification hinted at by the parallel to Richard Wagner’s work reaches a high
point in the apocalyptic “Wagnerian scene” (p. 359) in Bad Godesberg as well as in the
“Wagnerian blood-red sunset” (p. 378) in Berlin, which echoes the mystical, brooding
scenes of The Ring or Parsifal and which forms the background for the planning and exe-
cution of the horrifying 1934 massacre] (Kruse, p. 302). — Hildegard Kruse may have
overlooked the fact that “Wagner’s room” mentioned an p. 359 has nothing to do with
the composer: it is the office of Adolf Wagner, the Nazi leader of Bavaria.
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Towards the end of the chapter, his foetal regression is complete: “He drew
up his knees to his chin in the primal attitude and lay there, letting him-
self drown. So Hitler slept at last” (p. 268). This is reminiscent of the
nightmarish imagery in “To Follow a Star” as quoted above: “Through
enormous seas of beastliness and blood it went before him, beckoning.” In
the novel, Hitler has finally overcome his “obsessional fear of water” (p.
261). Hughes got his information about Hitler's hydrophobia not from
Kubizek but from Ernst Hanfstaengl, who had written “Esser told me
afterwards that Hitler had an unreasoning fear of the water. He could not
swim and would not learn.””* Paul Morgan has observed that almost
“every significant episode in [Hughes’s] narrative occurs by water”, and he
has commented on the marine metaphors in this instance as well as in
others. Morgan contrasts Mitzi’s quietist position when accepting the con-
ditions of existence with Hitler's aversion to water, even his antipathetic
relation to it: “his hatred of the all-embracing medium of water, of the
woman who bore him, of life itself.”*®

Kubizek had little to say on the subject of Hitler and water, as one
would expect. He and Hitler grew up in the Austrian inland, far from the
sea. In one of Kubizek’s few episodes where water was actually involved
there was no sign of hydrophobia in young Hitler. Adolf’s puppy-love for
Stefanie, a girl he had watched only at a distance, was not responded. She
knew nothing of his feelings; he had not dared tell her:

This brought him to the verge of despair. “I can’t stand it any longer!” he ex-
claimed. “I will make an end of it!” It was the first and, as far as I know, the last
time that Adolf contemplated suicide seriously.'® He would jump into the river
from the Danube bridge, he told me, and then it would be over and done with (pp.
63-64).

In the novel, this moment of despair on the bridge over the Danube forms
part of a phantasmagoria in Hitler’s frenzied mind, some twenty years
later. Hughes adds symbolic significance to the triviality of Kubizek's
memory. There is also an added sense of unreality in the novel’s suggested
death-in-life and life-as-a-dream experience:

T(;ssing desperately on his bed, he gasped — he was drowning (what of all things
always Hitler most feared). Drowning? Then... then that suicidal boyhood mo-

¥ Hanfstaengl 1957, p. 137.

5 Morgan 1993, pp. 127-128.

¥ Bearing Hitler’s final fate in the Berlin Chancellery in mind, Kubizek’'s words, written
in 1953, seem distinctly odd.
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ment’s teetering long ago on the Danube bridge at Linz... after all the melancholic
boy had leaped that long-ago day, and everything since was a dream! Then this

noise now was the mighty Danube singing in his dreaming drowning ears (pp. 267-
268).17

This adumbrates what follows during Augustine’s sad farewell to Ger-
many, towards the end of the novel; Hitler's desperate mood on the bridge
anticipates Augustine’s feelings for Mitzi. Augustine stands by the frozen
Danube as Hitler had done in another year and another season, but still by
the same river (pp. 350-351). Augustine is as love-struck, ill-fated and for-
lorn as Hitler was, and possibly slightly tragicomic as well: neither of them
has revealed his feelings, and neither of them is, thus, even jilted.

On this page in the Uffing chapters (p. 267), Hughes’s narrative is more
fictional than factual. The novelist made Hitler dream less of the sea and
more of the amniotic waters. The reader had already been invited to see
things in a psychoanalytical light, from what Augustine had pointed out
earlier in the novel: “The great revelation which was Freud! ... his own
generation really was a new creation, a new kind of human being, because
of Freud!” (p. 73). The mocking irony underlying the subsequent comment
shows a narrator who is less easily taken in than the novel’s main pro-
tagonist by the new ideas from Sigmund Freud, yet another and im-
mensely influential Austrian: “For theirs was the first generation in the
whole cave-to-cathedral history of the human race completely to disbe-
lieve in sin” (p. 73).

7 Cf. Chapter twenty-seven of “Polly and Rachel” and its discussion of German and Brit-
ish public and private dreams and nightmares: “The public dream was now in full pelt:
but not yet the public nightmare it was presently to become” (p. 108); and Chapter two of
“The White Crow”: “In England the ending of the war had come like waking from a bad
dream: in defeated Germany, as the signal for deeper levels of nightmare” (p. 119). —
Valerie Pitt, while not altogether convinced by Hughes's attempts to “subdue history to
the terms of a quasi-philosophical, quasi-psychological notion” (Pitt, p. 67), was im-
pressed by his handling of dreams and nightmares an a realistic and a symbolic level:
“What is not merely convincing but compulsive is the imaginative vision of the novel,
for the theory of the public dream, the public nightmare, enables Mr Hughes to treat the
events in his narrative both as real, solid, historical, and as unreal — a fantasy” (p. 67).
This theory is especially successful when applied to “Hitler as the creature of his own
dream, dreaming the terrors and the obsessions of his own state which were to become
the public dream in which, again, Hitler is a figure. The frontiers of dream and history
are confused” (p. 68). She compares the protagonist in one of William Golding’s novels
with Hughes's Hitler: “The nemesis of [Pincher Martin’s] self-centred existence is to
find, only more terribly, as Hitler finds in The Fox in the Attic, that the whole world is
simply an inescapable extension of the self” (p. 69).
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The other chapter in Kubizek’s memoirs of particular interest in this con-
text dealt with “Adolf’s attitude to women.” Kubizek enlarged on what he
saw as a key concept for understanding Hitler in his late teens: his almost
obsessive talk about “Die Flamme des Lebens.” It was a turn of speech
which Kubizek had some difficulties in defining:

But I think, in the end, I did understand him aright. The “Flame of Life” was the
symbol of sacred love which is awakened between man and woman who have kept
themselves pure in body and soul and are worthy of a union which would produce
healthy children for the nation (p. 233).

Then comes a strangely suggestive episode in Kubizek’s memoirs which
shows that the two impressionable friends were as influenced by Frank
Wedekind’s controversial drama Friihlings Erwachen as they had been by
Wagner’s opera Rienzi. On their way home when they had seen this play,
considered daring and immoral at the time, they walked along the Ring in
Vienna. Hitler drew his friend into an alley, the small and ill-lit Siebern-
gasse, where the prostitutes were exposing themselves in the low one-
storeyed houses:

The windows, which were on street level, were lighted so that we could see directly
into the rooms. The girls sat there, some behind the windowpane, some at the open
window . .. Here and there a man would stop, lean towards the window to look at
the girl of his choice; a hasty, whispered interchange would take place. Then, as a
sign that the deal was concluded, the light would be turned out. ... Among the men,
it was the accepted convention not to stand before the unlighted windows (p. 235).

August Kubizek added, stressing how innocent and pure at heart they had
been in these matters: “We, for our part, did not even stand in front of the
lighted windows.” They had moved along the alley towards the Burgstrafie
at the end of Sieberngasse. But Hitler made a turn, and once more the two
teenage friends had strolled along the windows. The description suggests
that Hitler’s interest in the prostitutes was not quite as innocent as the
more naive Kubizek’s:

Perhaps these girls, too, had noticed the “something special” about Adolf, per-
haps they had realised that here they had to deal with men of moral restraint . . .
at any rate, they thought it necessary to redouble their efforts. I recall how one of
these girls seized just the moment when we were passing her window to take off her
chemise, presumably to change it, while another busied herself with her stockings,
showing her naked legs (p. 236).
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They returned to their lodgings, Hitler having learnt “the customs of the
market for commercial love”, as a dead-pan Kubizek adds.

Richard Poole has chosen another incident in Kubizek’s memoirs to il-
lustrate the narrative methods of a fiction writer who “seeks to probe be-
hind the surface which the biographer finds it not within his brief to pen-
etrate.” Kubizek’s episode describes how he and Hitler met a travelling
salesman who invited them to supper at the Hotel Kummer, where for
once a gullible Adolf Hitler could satisfy his taste for sweet pastries. After-
wards, when they had discussed this, Kubizek innocently had revealed
that he had enjoyed the meal in the company of the generous salesman,
who surely was both cultured and artistic. Hitler had replied, as a matter-
of-fact, that the man was a homosexual. Being the more experienced of the
adolescents, he had to put the innocent Kubizek in the picture: “So Adolf
explained this phenomenon to me.” Kubizek added, as if influenced by
Hitler’s much later crack-down on homosexual practices (which was one
of the official reasons behind the R6hm purge): “Naturally this, too, had
long been one of his problems and, as an abnormal practice, he wished to
see it fought against relentlessly, and he himself scrupulously avoided all
personal contact with such men” (p. 237). Richard Poole comments:

In the novel this incident® undergoes a radical transformation, demonstrating
clearly the difference between, as Hughes defines them, Fiction and Biography.
Kubizek is content to present his friend’s response objectively: Adolf is self-
possessed and unperturbed; he takes the encounter in his stride. Hughes, reconstruct-
ing the event as hallucination, makes the figure lurid and epicene, a tempter both
repellent and attractive: “gross” and bestial, he is also “smooth”, “smooth-faced”.

Hughes, perhaps, noted the ambiguity in Kubizek’s statement that homosexuality

had long been one of Adolf’s “problems”."®

In the vast literature on Hitler, it is not difficult to find reports on his in-
terest in sexual matters. Most of them tend to be gossipy. One of them, that
of Ernst Hanfstaeng], is at times suggestively salacious, while that of an-
other, Konrad Heiden, is quite often outright lascivious. Richard Hughes,
not as innocently reticent as Kubizek had been on these matters, had spe-

" In Hitler's feverish frenzy, the flour-barrel “was changing shape: now tall now short,
now fat now lean... erect, and swelling... and out of the swelling barrel a remembered
figure was rising — smooth, and gross, and swaying and nodding like a tree. It was a
man’s figure from his own penurious teen-age in Vienna: it was that smooth-faced beast
at the Hotel Kummer, bribing the bright-eyed hard-up boy with cream puffs, promising
him all the pastries he could eat and daring to make passes at him, at Adolfus Hitler!”
(p. 265).

¥ Poole 1986, p. 226.
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cial reasons for his interest in the subject: it tied in with his psychological
theory of Hitler as a solipsist, as a man completely centred on himself.
When Hughes drew on Kubizek’s account of the Sieberngasse incident, he
not only changed the name of the alley but he also abbreviated, condensed
and juxtaposed what he had borrowed from his source. Hughes was more
subtle and more dynamic than Kubizek with his limited perspective had
been; he allowed himself free access to the minds of his characters.

In the following quote the scene is at first focalized by Hitler (with no
traces of Kubizek’s account) but then the extradiegetic narrator comments
on the character’s movements and interpolates an ironic explanation of
Hitler’s interest in sex. The sexual act, only hinted at by Kubizek (“Then, as
a sign that the deal was concluded, the light would be turned out”) is am-
biguously illuminated by Hughes. The ‘i’ that is being done behind the
dark window is an activity observed by a youth who is excited and fright-
ened, attracted and repelled, when he is thus confronted with the facts of
life. The picture of Adolf, the zealous moralist who wants to harden his
will, seems ridiculous and smacks of farce; the irony is hammered home
by the very last word in the following excerpt:

Now the dark corners of the room were filling with soft naked legs: those young Vi-
ennese harlots sitting half-naked in the lighted windows all along the Spittel-
berggasse (between the dark windows where ‘it’ was already being done). For once
upon a time the young Hitler used to go there, to the Spittelberggasse: to... just to
look at them. To harden his will; for except by such tests as these how can a lad
with the hair new on him be assured that his will is strong? The boy would stare,
and walk on a few yards; then come back as ‘strong’ as ever — back to the most at-
tractive and most nearly naked and stare her out again, pop-eyed (p. 266).

In his close reading of this passage, Richard Poole has observed how an
“. .. ambiguous position is maintained up to the end of the parenthesis ...
at which point the novelist suddenly recovers his distance from his subject
(the withdrawal is signalled by the clearly objective ‘For once upon a
time’). The remainder of [the] paragraph ... might have been written by a
biographer.”*® One could also add that this is an example of a writer who is
in collusion with his readers, an author wishing them to take an active
part in recreating the mind of an historical character who at this point in
the narrative is interpreted much more subjectively than anywhere else in
the two novels. Poole has commented on this: “Here, in fact we see the
historical novelist operating at full stretch, for the imagination which pro-

* Ibid, p. 222.
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duces the Uffing passage is at once fictive and historical: Hitler ceases to be
an ‘outside’, he becomes a person.””" The scene that started with Hitler’s
nightmare widens into a psychoanalytical interpretation, involving the
novelist’s thoughts of the identity and its penumbra, and the theory of
Hitler as the archetypal solipsist. The novel alludes to Hitler's sublimation
by using his own formula in terms borrowed from Kubizek:

He called it “the Flame of Life”, that holy flame of sex in the centre of a man; and
he knew that all his whole life his ‘Flame” had to be kept buming without fuel for
at the first real touch of human, female fuel it must turn smoky, fill his whole Ves-
sel with soot (p. 266).

In the transition from Kubizek’s memoirs to Hughes’s novel, this passage
underwent significant changes. What had been innocent became porten-
tous, what was light-hearted or insignificant became brooding and soul-
searching. The transformation also involved a change of perspective.
What was once Kubizek’s experience had now turned into Hitler's. But
even if Hitler had discussed the strange cliché “the Flame of Life” with
some passion, it had been August Kubizek, not Adolf Hitler, who had har-
dened his will by practising some kind of self-imposed sublimation, when
he had met a girl. Though Kubizek had admittedly “smiled inwardly at
these bombastic formulae which were in such contrast to our insignificant
existence”, Hitler’s cliché had stuck, “as a thistle clings to one’s sleeve with
a hundred barbs.” Kubizek would walk along the Mariahilferstrasse alone
at night when a girl would turn around and look at him invitingly, per-
haps a little frivolously:

At least, this time I was sure it was I in whom she was interested! As a matter of
fact, she must have been very flighty, because she waved to me invitingly! But
then, suddenly, the words “The Flame of Life” would appear before me — one sin-

gle, thoughtless hour and this holy flame is extinguished forever! (p. 234).

In this comment from a distance of more than forty years, Kubizek looks
with some mild irony and derision on the young man that he once was. In
contrast, the novel’s Hitler in his idealism and twisted sublimation shows
no doubt, criticism or deprecation of himself, though Richard Hughes

drives home his points with great irony.

1 Ibid, p. 223.
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Chapter V
Ernst Hanfstaeng]

Three members of the Munich Hanfstaengl family played an active and
intricate part in Hughes’s novels: Ernst, hist first wife Helene, née Nie-
meyer, and their son Egon. All three could read the two novels as a ro-
man-i-clef where they had many of the keys. Their contributions to both
volumes were significant. Part of their own experiences had gone into the
text in a form that they would have recognized as close and at times iden-
tical to what they had written in their respective memoirs, Ernst’s pub-
lished, the others unpublished.! Hughes also included all three as charac-
ters within his fiction. Literary and personal relations between him and
the Hanfstaengls resulted in an intriguing case of textual interchange.

Ernst Hanfstaengl makes a delayed entry in The Fox in the Attic.
When he is first mentioned in the novel, it is only indirectly. Augustine is
told that the Steuckels to whose villa he has been invited owns a Munich
publishing firm specialising in Fine Art, “like the even more famous
Hanfstaengl outfit” (p. 181). Four chapters on, Augustine’s German friends
mention “Putzi”, expecting everybody to recognise the nickname. An ex-
planatory “Putzi Hanfstaengl” is added a few lines later, for the readers’
benefit. Then follows a substantial portrait, though not of Putzi but of his
protégé Hitler. The page-long paragraph of the Austrian upstart who cuts a
strange figure in Munich society did not have Ernst Hanfstaengl as its
source, though.?

Three chapters later, Lothar runs into Hanfstaengl, and some more de-
tails about him are added: his giant frame, his handsome great jaws, his
powerful pianist’s fingers, and his quick repartee: “Dr. Hanfstaengl was
such a famous tease!” (p. 214). When, after all these preliminaries, he
finally appears in person, it is still only briefly. The spotlight leaves him
almost at once for other people to come into view: his wife, his son Egon,
Alfred Rosenberg, and in particular Adolf Hitler whose touchiness equals
the Hanfstaengl generosity. This is Hughes’s masterly synthesis of many
pages in Ernst Hanfstaengl’s memoirs. Deeply ingrained class differences
are suggested, Hitler's social unease is hinted at and some of his psy-
chological peculiarities are outlined:

! The character of Helene Hanfstaengl’s memoirs is explained below, pp. 175-176, that of
her son Egon’s on pp. 186-187.

* Hughes relied on Konrad Heiden's Hitler: a Biography (1936), via Alan Bullock’s Hitler:
a Study in Tyranny, as Richard Poole has shown (Poole 1986, pp. 218-221).
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‘Putzi’ — or Dr. Ernst Hanfstaengl, to give him his proper title — as a half-
American had taken no part in the war. Before it broke out he had been a student a t
Harvard and later he had married a German-American girl in New York. Here in
peacetime Germany, naturally this gifted and musical German-American German
couple moved in circles more intelligent and civilised than any their park-bench
protégé had previously known: yet they didn’t seem to see Hitler at all like the
nasty caricature Dr. Reinhold and his cronies elected to see. True, when they tried
to introduce into those circles of the wealthier Munich intelligentzia this tiresome
but vital, this incredibly naif yet incredibly gifted and indeed sometimes entran-
cing performing pet of theirs, then things tended to happen which embarrassed and
galled Hitler, so that Hitler was never really at ease there and retaliated with an
assumed contempt. But on musical weekends here at Uffing, with Putzi and Helene
themselves (alone or with only the clammy gloomy young Rosenberg for a foil) he
could always entirely uncurl. He could be then all soul and wit: and how they re-
sponded! Baby Egon in particular adored his ‘Funny Uncle Dolf": for Hitler could
always be marvellous with children (which seems to be a common corollary of an
addiction to chastity, even so secret and compulsive and perverse a chastity as his)
(pp. 258-259).

The quote exemplifies Hughes’s kaleidoscopic method and empathetic ap-
proach, forcing the readers to take into account a whole series of differing
viewpoints and conflicting opinions. The nickname Putzi® has been left
unexplained, but his academic title suggests solid upper middle-class re-
spectability, a point which Dr. Hanfstaengl himself had elaborated in his
memoirs: “It was still very much a sign of respectability in Germany to be
able to call yourself ‘Herr Doktor’, and I thought the least I could do was to
conform” (p. 140). The epithet “German-American German” points to
Hanfstaengl’s dual national allegiance. Distinctive differences in a class-
conscious society are briefly sketched, with Hitler described as a seedy char-
acter on a park bench while the Hanfstaengls move and mingle in the
civilised circles of the intelligentsia. Then the text changes from a straight-
forward presentation of more or less undisputed facts into a jumble of
varying subjective opinions, when the extradiegetic narrator intermit-
tently gives room to intradiegetic focalizers. It is not always made clear
who thinks what of whom. Who thinks that Dr. Reinhold’s and his cro-
nies’ description of Hitler is a nasty caricature? Who considers Hitler naive
yet gifted? There is also a hint of patronising pride when the Hanfstaengls
show their find, an exotic pet to be marvelled at. The narrative moves in-

3 “A large, amiable man — he was 6 feet 5 inches tall — with a jutting jaw and a bold nose,
Dr. Hanfstangl assumed the role of court jester and front man for the Fiihrer. His nick-
name, the deminutive [sic] Putzi, or small child, acquired in childhood, stuck to him and
seemed appropriate, despite his size” (Obituary in The New York Times, November 9,
1975).
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side Hitler very briefly: who but himself can tell if his contempt was as-
sumed or not? That the negative epithets “clammy” and “gloomy” reflect
Ernst Hanfstaengl's critical view of Rosenberg is something that the reader
understands from the parenthesis; Putzi's jealousy is also implied. His
strong hatred of Rosenberg was made quite clear in his memoirs, but it
will also surface in the novel.

*

Ernst Hanfstaengl was born in 1887. His mother was an American Sedg-
wick, and that was also his middle name. The Hanfstaengl family firm was
well-known for its art reproductions and had a New York branch to which
Ernst was apprenticed. He took his BA at Harvard in 1909 and befriended
both presidents Roosevelt, the former Theodore and the future Franklin
Delano. After art studies in Switzerland, Austria and Italy, he returned to
New York in 1911 and spent ten years as head of the Hanfstaengl & Sons
Galleries on the corner of Fifth Avenue and 45th Street. When he re-
turned to Germany, he was married to the American Helene Niemeyer.
Their son Egon was born on February 3, 1921.

Seven years later, Ernst Hanfstaengl received his doctorate in Munich,
at the Ludwig-Maximilian University. His thesis, Europa und das belgisch-
bairische Tauschprojekt im 18. Jahrhundert, focussed on European power
politics from an Austrian point of view, especially the initiatives to estab-
lish links between Belgium and Bavaria.* The brief curriculum vitae that
was included explained that the 164 page long thesis had been written be-
tween 1924 and 1927. Bearing his political activities in mind, they must
have been busy years.® His later book America and Europe from Marlbor-
ough to Mirabequ attracted Oswald Spengler’s attention and appreciation.
Hanfstaengl's Hitler: The Missing Years had a dedication which was post-
humous in more than just one sense: “To the Memory of Oswald Spengler
(1880-1936) Historian, Philosopher, Patriot and Friend whose unheeded
warnings and prophecies about Hitler became such grim reality.”

Hanfstaengl became a member of the Nazi party in 1931, but his first
contacts with Hitler had been made as early as 1922. He was soon ap-
pointed the party’s liaison officer with the foreign press, a position that he
held until 1937. He was not uncritical of the hierarchical structure of the
party, and his outspoken criticism made him become increasingly margi-
nalized; his relation to Hitler that had once been warm deteriorated. Ac-

* Hanfstaengl (1928), p. 4.
S Ibid., p. 165.
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cording to his memoirs, an attempt to assassinate him was made in 1937.
He was to have been parachuted down on communist lines in Civil War
Spain or thrown out of the airplane as target practice.® He escaped to Swit-
zerland (he was by then divorced), and arranged to get his son out of Ger-
many as well. During the Second World War he was involved in Ameri-
can counter-intelligence, and then returned to Munich after an exile of ten
years. He died on November 6, 1975.

Readers of The New York Times were informed by Robert D.
McFadden'’s obituary three days later, headed “Hanfstangl, Hitler's Pianist-
Aide, Dies”, in which his role as unofficial presidential adviser was toned
down (“he had no direct contact with the President”) and it was stated that
what had endeared him to Hitler was his piano rather than his politics:
“Often, he amused his boss with little ‘piano portraits” of their other cro-
nies — with bass chords evoking the lumbering Hermann Goéring, and
delicate trills calling forth the sly hustle of Heinrich Himmler”.

Ernst Hanfstaengl had not been well-liked by everybody in the hornets’
nest of Hitler sycophants. Otto Strasser was highly critical of him:

Each time Putzi comes into the picture, there is a strong temptation to examine him
in detail, to try once more to describe the indescribable. But space does not permit —
nor his relative unimportance warrant — such special attention, even as a comic re-
lief. Just take it for granted that whenever he enters the story, it is as the Nazi

Nonesuch, and that whenever his mood is tragic or gay or mysterious, he is always
ridiculous.”

¢ A late memoir, written in 1986 by one of Admiral Canaris’ and Walter Schellenberg’s
counter-intelligence men, Reinhard Spitzy, gives a totally different picture of this inci-
dent: it was just an elaborate practical joke, a prank to amuse Hitler who had set it in mo-
tion: “Everything, it seemed, was going swimmingly for Hanfstaengl until, that is, the
day his luck ran out.” Spitzy explains: “Hitler had been reminiscing about the war years,
especially about the privations and sufferings which he and his colleagues had had to
put up with on the Somme. Not wishing to be outdone, Hanfstaengl then began to talk
about his own experiences in an American internment camp . . .. Hitler listened and gri-
maced, but said nothing, and, after consulting with Goering, he resolved to teach the im-
pudent Hanfstaengl a lesson he would never forget” (Spitzy 1997, p. 147). Hanfstaengl
was sent on his mission to Spain, but the pilot just circled Northern Germany and set down
an unwitting Hanfstaengl safely ona field near Potsdam. But Hanfstaengl had the last
laugh. He packed a briefcase with compromising documents, stayed clear of Germany and
successfully blackmailed the Nazis into giving him foreign exchange and an overseas pen-
sion, according to Spitzy. Hughes may have wished to include some of this, had he got
the chance; what Hitler had told Hanfstaengl about life in the trenches went into Chap-
ter fourteen of “The Meistersingers”, in dramatic detail.

7 Strasser (1943), p. 229. — The Australian Stephen H. Roberts had stated it more objec-
tively six years earlier: “Probably Hess and Bruckner and the talkative, irrepressible
Hanfstaengl know most about [Hitler’s] private life” (Roberts 1937, p. 17).
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One reason for Strasser’s contempt may have been that he sided with Al-
fred Rosenberg who was Hanfstaengl’s main object of antipathy, derision
and loathing. Strasser described Hanfstaengl as ridiculous but not totally
harmless, and added a prophecy that was almost carried out quite literally
from an aeroplane over Spain, if Hanfstaengl’s memoirs are to be trusted
— which is not always the case:

He was just the type to let the genii of shameless party-strife out of the bottle
without knowing or caring if it could be corked up again. Such a man, more frivolous
than sinister, would continue to imperil the Party as long as he remained in it. If
any one was to be cast out, we must rehearse on Putzi! 8

*

Hanfstaengl’s Hitler: the Missing Years was published in 1957. Like Anton
Kubizek had done in his Hitler: Mein Jugendfreund four years earlier,
Hanfstaengl shed light on some fairly obscure phases in Hitler’s career. His
book covers the fifteen years of initial failures and later successes in
Hitler’s rise to power, from the year before the Putsch to the year before the
Anschluss.’ It is a lively account, entertaining, garrulous and full of gossip.
The way in which it came to be written is explained by Hanfstaengl in a
foreword. It is a book by two authors although only one of them appears
on the title page: “Our method was this: Mr. Connell spent two months in
Bavaria and every day, for hours on end, took tape recordings of my dis-
course”. Initially, Hanfstaengl had been doubtful of the project, but his re-
luctance had been overcome by the imagination and enthusiasm of the in-
terrogator: “From these recordings and from previously compiled material
of my own, he then prepared a draft manuscript, which resulted, after
joint revision, in the present text” (p. 9). Like Kurt G. W. Ludecke, Otto
Strasser and other memoirists implicated in the early years of Nazism be-
fore him, Hanfstaengl concluded his foreword with an emotionally
charged tribute to his “friends and comrades of those years — many of
them no longer alive — who stuck by me, who hoped, worked and took
risks, only to be cruelly disillusioned just as I was” (p. 9).

8 Ibid., p. 230.

® Of the seven chapters in Sebastian Haffner's The Meaning of Hitler, one is devoted to
“Successes”, another to “Failures”, In the first of these, Haffner states that “All Hitler’s
successes fall within a span of twelve years, 1930 to 1941. Previously, he had been consis-
tently unsuccessful in a political career which, after all, had been going on for ten years.
His putsch in 1923 had failed, and his party, newly founded in 1925, had remained an in-
significant splinter party until 1929. After 1941, indeed from the autumn of 1941 onwards,
there were again no more successes” (Haffner 1979, p. 49).
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Brian Connell wrote an introduction to the original edition which was
both appreciative and apologetic and no doubt influenced by the person
that he had interviewed, who was said to be “a representative of that
dwindling human species — a character” (p. 11). Connell was clearly im-
pressed by the man he had taped: “Not only was he one of the best racon-
teurs of his time, but a superb mimic who could remember the atmos-
phere and tone of voice of conversations held twenty-five and thirty-five
years earlier” (p. 14). This “master of the spoken word” was in Connell’s
view the only literate person in the inner Nazi circle, and “the only edu-
cated man of good family and cultural background at Hitler's elbow” (p.
12). Connell was not unaware that the reader would look at the memoirs’
whitewashing manoeuvres with some suspicion, but should Hanfstaengl
“appear to protest unduly in his memoirs about his personal resistance
and attitudes to the Nazi regime, there were plenty of witnesses, German
and foreign, who could testify to every word and more”, he wrote (p. 14).
Brian Connell added a statement that would make any critically inclined
historian suspicious, saying that he had “reconstituted” these memoirs; he
had had “the exhilarating task of orchestrating [Hanfstaengl’s] flood of
reminiscence” (p. 14).

When the book was reissued close to forty years after its original publi-
cation, John Toland, an authority on Hitler, supplied a curiously uncritical
preface to what he called a “classic memoir”. He gave a final note of cau-
tion but glossed it over at once: “Some historians have dismissed
Hanfstaengl as a mountebank, but, with all his quirks, he was one of the
few who ever stood up to the Fiithrer and then lived to write about it in
fascinating detail” (p. 7).

In 1970, Hanfstaengl’s second book of memoirs, Zwischen Weissem
und Braunem Haus was published, reiterating for German readers much
of what he had already told his British and American ones. Its subtitle, the
“Erinnerungen eines politischen Aussenseiters”, showed that the writer
was fully aware of his own marginal role as a political outsider. When his
two books are referred to by historians, for example Werner Maser in his
monograph on Hitler, it is mainly in connection with minor factual
points, e. g. what was on Hitler’s early bookshelf' or if Hitler had really

10 “The upper shelves were those he liked to refer to in front of visitors. They included a
history of the Great War by Hermann Stegemann, and Ludendorff's book on the same
subject . .. Clausewitz’ Vom Kriege and the history of Frederick the Great by Kugler, a
biography of Wagner by Houston Stewart Chamberlain ... and the war memories of
Svan [sic] Hedin. These were the books which formed Hitler’s opinions and knowledge
for the years to come. But perhaps more interesting was the bottom shelf, where in an
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read von Clausewitz” On War. Personal opinions and expressions of sym-
pathy and antipathy in the memoirs have largely been avoided by histor-
ians, though not by the novelist Richard Hughes. He made good use of
Hanfstaengl’s first volume of memoirs in his novels and was then himself
mentioned in Hanfstaengl’s second volume. It must be one of the very few
examples of an author who had incorporated facts from a political memoir
into a novel, and then had his novel acknowledged with appreciation in a
following volume of memoir by the writer whose first text he had bor-
rowed.

The 1994 reprint of Hitler: the Missing Years also has an afterword, this
time by Egon Hanfstaengl, written nineteen years after his father’s death
(and eighteen after Hughes’s). It is an informative addition, filled with
filial piety. Apart from sketching his father’s American years, it also fills in
the picture of him as an accomplished pianist who improvised with ease.
The pianist Wilhelm Backhaus had once vouched for Putzi’s talent:
“Some things you play better than any of us: Schubert songs, Strauss
waltzes, and military marches” (p. 303). The Afterword maintains that be-
cause Ernst Hanfstaengl had not experienced life in the trenches, he was
considered an outsider among the Nazjs. One of his brothers had been
killed in action in 1915, though. Both are pieces of biographical informa-
tion that Richard Hughes would have appreciated: Augustine feels an out-
sider for exactly the same reason, and it is because his cousin has been
killed in action that he has inherited his estate from his uncles. Egon
Hanfstaengl ended his afterword as apologetically as his father had done
his: “my father spent the rest of his life enjoying the present and suffering
from the past: endlessly lacerating himself about what went wrong and
what he might have done to avert the disaster triggered by his erstwhile
friend Adolf Hitler” (p. 308).

*

When his first memoirs were published in England in 1957, Hanfstaeng}
was interviewed on the BBC. Richard Hughes kept a copy of the transcript,
and some of the matters discussed in the programme touched on things
that were of interest to him when he collected source material for his por-
trait of Hitler. On the radio programme, Hanfstaengl claimed that he had
never seen Hitler reading a book, and yet he seemed able to discuss which-
ever book one happened to mention. There was a single exception: he had

abrupt descent from Mars to Venus, editions of a semi-pornographic nature lay discreetly
shrouded in Edgar Wallace thrillers” (Hanfstaengl 1957, pp. 47-48).
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seen Hitler read a political book which placed him on a par with G. B.
Shaw, whom Hanfstaengl had quoted: “I am the person who should be
sent to talk to Hitler, for I am the only other person who has read Wag-
ner’s political writings.” Putzi also touched on Hitler and animals, a topic
which the official propaganda willingly exploited. Hitler’s first dog had
been an Alsatian, given him by his bodyguard Ulrich Graf: “He needed the
friendship of a dog because he was so aloof from human friendships”.
Some observations about his peculiar party manners and his taste in
music later made their way into Hughes’s novel. Concerning Hitler’s
manners, Hanfstaengl said:

[They] were those of an N.C.O. in mufti. He was a great speaker — but he could also
be silent for immense stretches, and he had no social small talk. If he had to talk to
the ladies, he talked about their children, he told funny stories of his childhood.

And Hanfstaengl told his listeners that Hitler “was a great mimic, very
amusing indeed”, and that “he was absolutely dependent on Wagner. “ !
On the radio, Hanfstaengl also discussed Hitler's impotence and his mor-
bid fear of water (see above, p. 124): “I saw this myself, on the Tegernsee —
a pleasant little mountain lake ... the girls were jumping about in the
dinghy, as girls will — changing places and all that and I could see that
Hitler was terrified.” The memoirs had mentioned Hitler's “unreasoning
fear of the water” and linked it to gossip of a sleazy kind: “A story, probably
authentic, was frequently told that Hitler's old army comrades, who had
seen him in the wash-house, had noted that his genital organs were al-
most freakishly underdeveloped ...” (p. 137)."* Richard Hughes showed
greater reserve. He did not go to such excesses as Hanfstaengl had done,
but he made much out of Hitler's obsessional hydrophobia in his novel,
both in Hitler’s frenzied dreams in the attic of the Hanfstaengl house in
Uffing and at his meeting with Mussolini. The later passage is filled with a
characteristic blend of surmise and suspicion:

[The venue of the meeting must have] been prompted by malice — the Duce’s crazy
proposal to hold their talks in a boat on the open lagoon. That knowing smirk on the
Duce’s face when the Fiihrer flatly refused.... Some spy must have told him the

1 BBC interview broadcast on Dec. 3, 1957.

2 Hitler’'s possible monorchidism is discussed by Norman Davies in Europe: A History
(1996), pp. 972-973. — Ron Rosenbaum, who talks of a “genital-wound school of Hitler
interpretation”, adds a gender perspective: “Some might say that it’s the ultimate act
of phallocentric thinking to insist that whatever was wrong with Adolf Hitler had to
originate with his genitalia” (The New Yorker, May 1, 1995, p. 53).
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Fithrer’s fine-strung nerves couldn’t bear bobbing about in boats with all that water
below him (Shepherdess, p. 335).

*

One recurring theme in Hanfstaengl’s book is his constant efforts to keep
Hitler aloof from his uncultured group of early associates, though this had
met with little success. It is also suggested ad nauseam that had Hitler only
followed Hanfstaengl’s good advice in foreign policy and other matters,
things would have turned out differently. In addition to contrafactual and
hypothetical hindsights like these, Hanfstaengl liked to paint pictures in
black and white, with the blame and the accusations firmly placed where
he thought they belonged. There is no lack of hate objects in his memoirs.
Two persons he hated for a special reason, as appears from this quote: “Un-
til Goebbels appeared on the scene, which was some years later, Rosenberg
was the principal antagonist in my attempts to make Hitler see reason” (p.
41). Alfred Rosenberg, the antisemitic ideologist, was seen as “intrinsically
illiterate, carried along by his ridiculous Nordic race resentments” (p. 123),
while Goebbels, who himself was an expert at back-stabbing, was always
seen in an unsympathetic light. Yet another unsavoury physical detail was
added: Hanfstaengl had seen his clump-foot “looking like a fist, awful”, an
observation followed by a distasteful pun: Goebbels “was not only schizo-
phrenic but schizopedic, and that was what made him so sinister” (p. 224).
Like Hughes, Hanfstaengl had a keen eye for the significant detail, but his
taste was more questionable. When he had met Mussolini in Rome, he
had observed the carbuncle on top of Mussolini’s bare skull, which was
always retouched on official photographs.

Hanfstaengl was less penetrating when he looked into himself. There
are few traces of self-criticism in his memoirs but many instances of self-
aggrandisement, boasting and name-dropping. The memoirs make enter-
taining reading but their worth as a historical source can be questioned, a
fact that Richard Hughes surely was aware of."?

*

In an analysis of Richard Hughes and the historical imagination, Richard
Poole focuses on a significant detail in the Hanfstaengl memoirs that
Hughes made part of his fiction, Hitler's whip. Poole quotes from the
memoirs: “He used to play the romantic revolutionary for [his landlady’s]
benefit, stamping round and cracking his rhinoceros-hide whip” (p. 83).
Poole also cites what immediately follows in the memoirs, the gossip

B Tan Kershaw corrects Hanfstaengl's memoirs an many factual points, in the footnotes to
his chapter “The Drummer” in Hitler 1889-1936. Hubris (1998).

138



Hanfstaengl had from another Hitler adherent, the nationalist poet Diet-
rich Eckart who died from a heart attack on the day before Christmas Eve,
1923:

“You know, Hanfstaengl,” I remember him saying, “something has gone completely
wrong with Adolf. The man is developing an incurable case of folie de grandeur.
Last week he was striding up and down in the courtyard here with that damned
whip of his and shouting, ‘I must enter Berlin like Christ in the Temple of Jerusalem
and scourge out the moneylenders’, and more nonsense of that sort” (p. 83).

When the same phrase is recycled as a quote in Hughes’s novel (in Hitler’s
delirious frenzy at Uffing), “Woe to the bloody city! It is full of lies and
robbery ... . the noise of a whip, and the noise of the rattling of the wheels,
and of the prancing horses, and of the jumping chariots...”, (p. 265), it al-
most has the sound of the military parade in T. S. Eliot’s Coriolan poem
Triumphal March. It is an illustration of Hughes's advanced intertex-
tuality. What Hughes made Hitler dream was borrowed from Hanfstaengl
who had it from Eckart who had heard it from Hitler himself! Adding to
the density and complexity of his paragraph, the novelist inserted a biblical
echo by quoting Nahum, the prophet (3. 1-3).

Richard Poole maintains that what Hanfstaengl’s confidant had re-
ported “as an objective fact about Hitler is transformed in Hughes's text
into a subjective psychological truth.”™ It is easy to agree with the later
part of his statement, but it is debatable if the novelist thought he found
objectivity in these memoirs. Hanfstaengl was rather expressing a long se-
ries of subjective opinions. Hughes introduced his novel stating that “The
historical characters and events are as accurately historical as I can make
them: I may have made mistakes but in no case have I deliberately falsified
the record once I could worry it out.” Did he take into account that in
many cases, not least in connection with Hanfstaengl’s memoirs, he could
very well have trusted unreliable sources which may have falsified the re-
cord, whether this was intentional or not? The question is worth asking
when the many connections between Hanfstaengl's Hitler: The Missing
Years and Hughes two last novels come into focus.

The threads are many in this tightly woven web. Much material from
the memoirs was incorporated in the first novel’s reconstruction of the
Putsch and its chapter about Hitler at Uffing; equally much went into the
second novel’s chapters about Hitler in prison, about the Hanfstaengl

" Poole 1986, p. 225.
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Christmas, and about Geli Raubal, and finally into the reconstruction of
the Purge.
%

Chapter nineteen of “The White Crow” relies on more sources than
Hanfstaengl’s memoirs, but the borrowings from that book are numerous
and sometimes easy to spot. The novel’s “the door burst open and in tum-
bled young Hermann Goering” (p. 192) varies Hanfstaengl’s more expres-
sive “the door behind us which we had come through flew open and in
burst Goering, looking like Wallenstein on the march” (p. 97).
Hanfstaengl’s historical allusion was more likely to be readily understood
by Germans than by Britons.

When he mentioned Riitli’s oath in Schiller’s Wilhelm Tell two pages
later in his memoirs, Hanfstaengl took for granted a certain familiarity
with German classics and German history, even if his memoirs were or-
iginally published in English. Hughes also assumed that his readers were
comparatively well-read, though in the English rather than the German
classics. One example is the passage from The Canterbury Tales which he
quoted without identifying it, in order to convey Wolff's feelings when he
has fallen in deep and romantic love with the unknown girl he has looked
down on from up in his tower, “in the same knightly way as Palamon in
his Athenian tower”. Wolff, implicated in the killing of Rathenau, would
not very likely have known Chaucer enough to quote him, but the novel-
ist took it for granted that his readers had the necessary knowledge to iden-
tify the following: “For Mitzi's yellow hair too was ‘broyded in a tresse/
Bihinde hir bak, a yerde long I gesse,*® and like Palamon, the moment he
saw it Wolff too had ‘bleynte, and cryde ‘A!"/ As if he stongen were unto
the herte’” (p. 283)." ’

When Hughes introduces his historical figures on the scene, as he did
in the Biirgerbriu cellar, he often filled in the picture and supplied more
information than could be found in a single source. One example is

¥ Chaucer, Canterbury Tales: “The Knight's Tale”, lines 191-192.

% Ibid., lines 220-221. — This is how Patrick Swinden comments on this: “Wolff is the least
likely person to summon these lines to mind. Hughes has put them there to expand the
possibilities of the situation. Like so much of the imagery — including the epic similes
and the descriptive set pieces — the lines from Chaucer have the effect ... of an airy
expansion, a sense of the continuity of the action with the vast continuum of human life
which stretches out beyond the interlocking action of this one book. Hughes’s preoccupa-
tion with forces lying beneath the level of differentiated character does not involve his
readers either in the toils of passion or the thin air of abstracted argument. Instead,
there is something Chaucerian in the effect of the novel as a whole. As in the Troilus,
all is referred to a dominating metaphysical schema, and then back again to the teem-
ing and patterned multiplicity of the world at large” (Swinden 1984, pp. 55-56).
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Hanfstaengl’s “They all lined up on the platform: Kahr, Lossow and Seis-
ser, Ludendorff, Frick and Poehner, all looking very grave and history-
conscious” (p. 100). Hughes split this passage up, adding information for
his readers’ benefit. One of Dr. Reinhold’s listeners interrupts him:
“'Poehner?’ said someone incredulously: ‘That... long, stuttering police-
man?’

‘Once — Gaoler of Stadelheim! — Now, Bavaria’s new prime minis-
ter!” said Reinhold with ceremony ...” (p. 193). On the other hand, the
novel’s “young Hermann Goering in all his tinkling medals — all gongs
and glamour — is left to keep us amused!” (p. 193) is a compression of
seven lines in the memoirs:

Goering jumped on to the platform and, with his matchless lack of tact, informed
the audience that the leaders had now gone into conference and that everybody else
was to remain where they were. “In any case, there is beer to drink,” he said in the
unmistakable tone of contempt of the northern German for the Bavarian, as if to
suggest that as long as they had a stein in their hands there was little else they
needed (pp. 98-99).

Hughes's italics summed up an irritation which was more explicitly stated
in his source. Bavarian Hanfstaengl clearly disliked being told what to do
on home territory by a Prussian outsider and intruder who was conspicu-
ously lacking in manners.

*

In Chapter twenty-one, Lothar the befuddled witness remembers that he
has been at the Ludwig Bridge, and then in the arsenal. He is dripping wet
and thinks he has swum the river but has no memory of it. What follows
(pp- 205-207) rests on at least four particular details in the Hanfstaengl
memoirs: the orchestra; the clothes; the sardonic voice; Lothar’s inner
command that he must find Géring,.

v ou

The memoirs’ “the civilian band, which Briickner, Hitlers adjutant,
had rustled up from somewhere ... this morose and resentful band was
produced and demanded first breakfast and then prepayment” (p. 104) is
slightly changed in the novel as it is perceived by a witness: [a brass band]
“were arguing: they looked hungry and obstinate ... the bandsmen were
demanding breakfast before they’d play to them — and at that word Lo-

thar's saliva glands stabbed so violently it hurt like toothache” (p. 206)."

7 That last sentence, with several others, was selected as particularly objectionable from
a stylistic point of view by the highly negative American critic J. Mitchell Morse in his
veview of The Fox in the Attic : “The quality of the prose is suitable to that of the sen-
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“The entrance corridor was completely empty, apart from the vast pile
of top-hats, uniform-coats and swords in the cloakroom. It was quite clear
that the élite of the whole capital of Munich was there,” Ernst Hanfstaengl
observed (p. 96). In the memoirs, this had happened before the Biirgerbrdu
meeting while the same episode takes place the following day in the
novel, where its purpose is more far-reaching. This is what Lothar sees:
“The place was still littered with many of last night’s top-hats, furs, opera-
cloaks, uniform-coats, dress-swords...” (p. 206). Clothes and what they both
hide and reveal exemplify Hughes's interest in the fake and imitations, in-
sincerity and double-dealings, his “Diskrepanz zwischen Schein und Sein”
that Hildegard Kruse has noted at work in regard to both people and build-
ings." She exemplifies her observation with Tottersdown Abbey, “a fake-
Victorian mansion, though really built in the Middle Ages” (Shepherdess,
p- 193). It would be possible to group the many characters in the two novels
along a scale between the genuine and the fake. Most politicians, German
as well as British, would tend towards the latter. Gilbert, Augustine’s bro-
ther-in-law and a Liberal MP, is one of the least genuine and most insin-
cere characters. Hitler’s is a more complicated case, as someone who has
more of surface than substance, more of “Schein” than “Sein”. This is es-
pecially pronounced in Hughes’s posthumously published Twelve Chap-
ters. The fictive character who ruminates about der Fiihrer is the German
businessman Herr Paganuzzi in whom Hitler has confided during a meet-
ing at Haus Wachenfelt, outside Berchtesgaden:

Perhaps it’s the same with all Hitler’s innermost thoughts: they are always what-
ever that man imagines his hearers are thinking themselves, so that hearing the
Fiihrer confide in you comes to no more than seeing yourself distorted in Hitler’s un-
flattering mirror: in fact, you see nothing of Hitler’s own mind at all.

If indeed any such thing exists! For that makes the whole nature of Hitler’s
“greatness” merely a preternatural empathy, turning him into a caricature of your-
self whoever you are — and even, however many you are: an incarnate caricature of
the whole German Nation (p. 434).

This speculative interpretation, as well as Hughes’s ideas of a “chameleon
effect”, could very well have been inspired by what Hanfstaengl had sug-
gested in his memoirs, that Hitler was a kind of medium, hypersensitive
to his surroundings: “His brain was a sort of primeval jelly or ectoplasm

timent” (The Hudson Review, vol. XV, no. 2, Summer 1962, p. 301).
% Kruse, p. 298.
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which quivered in response to every impulse from its surroundings” (p.
265).

Lothar’'s imperative “He must find Captain Goering ... Where are
they?” (p. 206) varies what Hanfstaengl had heard in the newspaper office
of the Vilkischer Beobachter: “We could hear Hitler stomping up and
down the corridor and heels clicking as he called out “Where is Captain
Goering?” (p. 91). Many scattered observations in the memoirs thus found
their way into the novel, varied and adapted. Hanfstaengl's “Hitler ...
now and again biting a finger-nail” (p. 96) becomes Lothar catching a
glimpse of someone he does not recognize, “some nondescript with his
back turned, gnawing his fingernails ...” (p. 208). Hughes could have el-
aborated this point but did not: many contemporary witnesses saw in
Hitler’s fingernail-biting a warning signal of violent outbursts of fury.

Hanfstaengl also reported in his memoirs what he had heard, or
maybe what he maintained that he had heard an over-excited Hitler say:
“Tomorrow either we are successful and masters of a united Germany or
we shall be hanging from the lamp-posts” (p. 102). The words reappear in
the novel but the mood is different, as if the main actors already have had
a premonition of an imminent disaster this early. Lothar is the ear-witness
for the following: “Tonight we’ll be hanging from the lamp-posts in the
Ludwigstrasse!” (p. 208). In the novel, the narrator has added both con-
creteness (“Ludwigstrasse”) and scepticism (“The interruption had been so
brief that these histrionic words seemed still suspended on the stale air”).

Details found far apart in the memoirs were combined, compressed
and digested in various ways in the novel. The memoirs’ “Roehm and his
Reichskriegsflagge could be relied upon. In fact he stormed and held the
War Ministry with the officer cadets the following day” (p. 93) was abbre-
viated into “while Roehm with his Reichkriegsflagge had seized the local
War Office” (p. 209) and combined with what the memoirs had reported
only at a later stage:

Somehow one sensed that all was not going well with the Putsch plans in the city.
We had the news that Roehm had succeeded in taking over the Army headquarters
with the officer cadets he had suborned, but elsewhere matters were by no means
going so smoothly (p. 101).

The narrator in the novel resorts to historical hindsight even if the narra-
tive at this point is in the very middle and muddle of an ongoing rebel-
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lion: “there can seldom have been a would-be coup-d’état so naively im-
promptu and unplanned” (p. 209).

Many details about three historical characters in the novel were taken
from Hanfstaengl’'s portraits of them in his memoirs: Rosenberg, Scheub-
ner-Richter and Goring. Half-way through Chapter twenty-three of “The
White Crow”, Lothar has reached the offices of the Vilkischer Beobachter,
and its “philosopher-editor” Alfred Rosenberg comes into focus. Lothar
notices the garish colour of his clothes, “bright blue trousers and dirty
orange socks with clocks” {p. 214-215). Bad taste as well as bad smell are
suggested, but still toned down from the source. Alfred Rosenberg was, as
stated, one of the chief objects for Hanfstaengl’s hatred, and he is seen
throughout the memoirs as an uncouth plebeian. Hanfstaengl was not free
from a racial slur when he described Rosenberg as a proletarian from the
east, with an “unsavoury love life ... It must have been the Tartar in
him”. Time had not softened Hanfstaengl’s bitterness towards this rival
for Hitler's favour: “Rosenberg was such an unappetizing fellow”,
Hanfstaengl writes, and he exemplifies:

In dress he had the taste of a costermonger’s donkey, and on this occasion I remember
very well he was wearing a violet shirt with a scarlet tie, with a brown waistcoat
and blue suit. He had some theory about it being a waste of money to wash shirts
and used to throw them away when they became unwearable even by his standards
(p- 91).

There is no need to show the same resentment in the novel, but some of
the negative attitude nevertheless has rubbed off. Whenever Rosenberg
appears in the fiction, he is shown in a negative light.

As for the man who had been beside Hitler in the march, Max Erwin
von Scheubner-Richter, Hanfstaengl mentions him on several pages, and
Hughes noted all six instances on a research card. In the novel he com-
pressed this information. Hanfstaengl had written that Scheubner-Richter
was a crony of Rosenberg’s and a Balt like him, that he and Ludendorff had
“concocted a crazy plan” to kidnap Prince Rupprecht, and that he had de-
vised the original plan for the Putsch. Of this mesh of suspicion and half-
hidden accusations one thread only was left in the novel, the italicized
“He’ d see to it the old general wasn’t left in the lurch” (p. 221).

The concluding Chapters twenty-six and twenty-seven of “The White
Crow” rely partly on Hanfstaengl both for details and mood. The memoirs’
“True to their wartime training, all the old soldiers had thrown them-
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selves to the ground at the sound of machine-gun fire” (p. 105) is only
somewhat expanded in the novel's “Almost all the leaders, their nerves
already keyed to snapping-point, had flung themselves down instantly like
Hitler, performing the old soldier’s instinctive obeisance to the flying bul-
let” (p. 224). But there is a difference, in that the novel implies that the
soldiers that followed behind were less quick in doing this than the leaders
marching in front of them. Most casualties actually occurred in the second
line. There is a suggestion of cowardice in this: “Thus it was they who
chiefly suffered, not the leaders.” Some lines further on in his memoirs
Hanfstaengl had noted: “The police had mostly fired into the ground and
the ricocheting bullets and splinters from the granite setts had caused
many nasty wounds” (p. 106). The novel repeated this: “The reluctant pol-
ice were mostly pointing their carbines at the ground; but that saved no
lives, for the flattened bullets bouncing off the granite setts only made the
uglier wounds” (p. 224).

Hanfstaengl’s “Goering had two bullets in the groin” (p. 105) is elabo-
rated in the novel, no doubt with the help of other sources: “Young
Hermann Goering with two bullet-gashes in the groin was trying to drag
himself behind one of the stone lions in front of the Residenz palace.”
Why this insistence on Goring’s tender age? In his research file, Hughes
had some cardboard sheets with the year of birth of most of his characters,
factual as well as fictional. At any time he could check that Hitler was born
in 1889 and thus twenty years younger than Chamberlain, Ribbentrop in
1893 and the same age as Gilbert; and Heydrich, born in 1904, would have
been Lothar’s senior by one year but Wolff’s junior, also by one year. But
the sheets did not enter the years of birth for Géring and Goebbels. In the
year of the Putsch Hermann Goring turned thirty, hardly an age to warrant
him the novel’s standing epithet “young”. R6hmn was six years older, Gre-
gor Strasser only one year older, whereas his brother Otto was four years
younger (and the novelist at the time of writing was double Goring's age).

The novel leaves Géring behind the stone lion for two pages, and then
he is taken to a Jewish doctor “who patched him up with infinite kindness
{a kindness Goering never forgot) and hid him in his own house” (p. 227-
228). Hanfstaengl had recalled how he had visited Goring after the Putsch
at a hospital in Innsbruck. His satirical comments on the official Party line
on racial theories sound somewhat hollow, considering that he resorted to
an Aryan concept. They were of no immediate use for the novelist,
though:
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He told me how he had managed to crawl up behind ene of the monumental lions in
front of the Residenz Palace. after he had been hit. Some of the brownshirts had
then carried him to the first doctor in the Residenzstrasse, who happened to be a
Jew and for many years afterwards.Goering spoke warmly of his kindness and skill.
Goering was never one of the crazy anti-Semites of the Party, and, as one of the few
unmistakably Aryan- members.of Hitler’s, entourage, was the least fervent exponent
of their racial theories. (p. 110).

%

Ernst Hanfstaengl’s report from the Biirgerbrdu cellar was detailed: he had
been there. His report from the discussions. that took place early the next
day covers a good page: he had been there as well. His report from the
march is more sketchy: he had been there only at the beginning. When the
situation had seemed hopeless, he had returned home and prepared for a
get-away. His. sister Erna, who had received a phone call from Ferdinand
Sauerbruch, the surgeon (see above, p. 45), informed him of the progress of
the march. Hanfstaengl tore out of his flat, he wrote, and ran as far as the
Pinakothek. There he was told by someone he recognised, “a sort of first-
aid man in one of the S. A. brigades”, what had happened: “They’re all
killed. Ludendorff’s dead, Hitler's dead, Goering’s dead...” {(p. 105). In his
memoirs, he inserted a short summary of the activities on the
Odeonsplatz. and corrected what he had learned from the unreliable SA
marn: “The three leaders were, of course, still alive” (p. 105).

Then the memoirs moved back to. the immediate present of Novem-
ber the ninth. Instead of checking for himself how things stood,
Hanfstaengl had hurried back and on his way home he was. picked up by
four friends: in a car: “In. the hubbub of mutual inquiry I told them the
news as I knew it” (p. 106). But there is no indication in the memoirs of
how much he knew and what he knew at that moment. The same eve-
ning he made for the border, badly prepared and without a passport, but
got across, and kept away from Munich for a while. It is evident that he
was. not the most accurate of witnesses and his memoirs were not the most
reliable of sources. In Hughes’s novel, the march: takes: up much more
space and relies on many more sources. But the picture is still almost as
patchy as Hanfstaengl's was. The action is seen by many eyes and from
many and. varying directions.

"
Ernst Hanfstaengl was no direct witness. to the aftermath of the Putsch as
regards the fate of Hitler, its central character, who.ended up in- a. place that
Hanfstaengl' was familiar with: but which he avoided just then: “The last
place it would have occurred to me to go was my own home in Uffing,

146.



where I would surely be sought and arrested”, he writes (p. 106). Then fol-
lows a description of Hitler’s two days in hiding in the attic room at the
Hanfstaengl house, a report entirely at second remove, which Ernst
Hanfstaengl in all honesty admitted: “To my astonishment, I was to learn
that Hitler had chosen it as his hiding-place.” Ernst Hanfstaengl’s memoirs
devoted less than two pages to Hitler’s hiding in his house, but what he
stated came from a witness that he knew well: he was married to her.

He described the attic room, its bed and what was on it, details that
were to gain in importance in the novel: “the bed was covered by the two
English travelling-rugs I had acquired in my student days, which [Hitler]
later took with him to Landsberg prison” (p. 107). Hughes made those rugs
carry a heavier symbolic weight in his fiction than they had in real life.
When Hitler has been caught and is led downstairs to the waiting open
truck, he is “trailing Putzi’s prized English rug by one corner like a child
who has been playing Indians (but his whip was forgotten)” (p. 272). By
zooming in on a seemingly insignificant detail in his source and hinting at
emasculation (the forgotten whip) Hughes added to his ongoing analysis
of Hitler’s mind and character.

Richard Poole singles out this episode to illustrate what he regarded as
Hughes’s consummate art at suggesting Hitler’s childishness, and adds an
intriguing linguistic as well as psychological speculation: “Hughes’s
understanding of Hitler is clearly indebted to his understanding of the
child-mind. Hitler, to put it crudely, has failed to grow up ...”. Later on
the same page,vPoole states:

Taking advantage of the rapport Hitler in actuality established with little Egon
Hanfstaengl, Hughes creates an ironic link between the two. The closeness of ‘Egon’
and ‘ego’ was surely an historical windfall for Hughes (a gift of Clio herself). b

Ernst Hanfstaengl’s account of the Uffing episode had deviated only twice
from his otherwise straight chronology: when he corrected Konrad Hei-
den’s garbled version of the same story, and when he questioned why
Hitler had no wish to go into Austrian exile. Apart from these insertions,
Hanfstaengl’s two pages recapitulated what he had been told by his wife
and his mother who both of them were Americans living in Germany.*

¥ Poole 1986, p. 198.

2 His mother was Katherine Sedgwick Heine, “the Connecticutborn daughter of a Union
general in the Civil War” (NYT November 9, 1975). The general, who was one of the
pall bearers at President Lincoln’s funeral, was born in Dresden but had fled to Paris dur-
ing the 1848 revolution, and later emigrated to America. Ernst Hanfstaengl’s family was
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Hitler, half-delirious when he arrived at Uffing develops a high fever,
and the narrative gradually moves not only in on him but inside him, at
first via indirect speech showing Hitler’s peevishness: “If only Putzi had
been there to play Wagner to him, as David’s harp soothed Saul! It was
faithless of Putzi to absent himself now just when he was needed; and
mentally Hitler chalked a bad mark against him” (p. 261). This last para-
graph depended on the many instances in the memoirs where Hanfstaengl
had soothed Hitler by playing Wagner and on the two instances where he
had mentjoned that bad marks had been chalked up against R6hm and
Strasser.

The narrative moves swiftly via sound and sight into Hitler’s mind:
“It sounded like rain... or like a river...”. Goring’s gardener knocking on
the door seems less real in the novel than he was in Hanfstaengl’s mem-
oirs. The text is suggestive of biblical betrayal and of premonitions of
death: “Outside in the darkness and out of due time a village cock crowed.
Then came the knocking... or was it only in a dream that there was a
strange man trying to get in . ... a messenger from the shades, then — or a
Judas?” (p. 262).

The borrowings from the memoirs were fewer in Chapter ten, most
important of them the barrel of flour, which is given a strong sexual con-
notation when it is transformed by the nightmare. Out of it emerges the
homosexual travelling salesman that Hitler had met in Vienna, a detail
culled from Kubizek’s memoirs (see above, p. 127). In Chapter eleven
Hitler is still in a daze and mistakes Helene for Clara, his mother: “[She]
took out of his hand something... it was something he didn’t really want.”
(p- 270). Before being disarmed, “he began turning like a top in his efforts
to draw his revolver with his one good arm” (p. 270). In the memoirs
Hitler had shouted at the top of his voice, in the novel he turns like a top,
in an interesting example of a metaphor turned into a concrete simile. It
strengthens the suggestion at the end of the preceding chapter that Hitler
had reverted back to childhood and to a pre-birth existence (in the passage
already quoted above on p. 124): “He drew up his knees to his chin in the
primal attitude and lay there, letting himself drown” (p. 268).”

*

truly, as Hughes had stated, “German-American German”.

2 This is even more explicit in a discarded manuscript, in which regression and a death-
wish are combined: “so his mother was this water, the water drowning him, the water
of the womb...”
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In 1964, Hughes was working on some of the Coventry chapters for The
Wooden Shepherdess. The scenes that he described would have happened
forty years earlier. As usual, he went out of his way in search for written
documents from that time but he also travelled to Coventry himself and
interviewed people who had experienced that period; one of them hap-
pened to be his son’s mother-in-law. In a letter he stated the problems that
had faced him earlier and that beset him also now:

The problem then is similar to the one which faced me in the German part of the
Fox: first, to discover and get access to all the written sources I can, and second, in
spite of all the changes that have happened since, to learn all I can of the place
and people by personal on-the-spot contact?*

Similarly, he could have given his imagination free rein when he ex-
panded two pages in the Hanfstaengl memoirs into fifteen in the novel.
He could have relied on inventiveness, assumptions and conjectures. But
he was too conscientious to choose the easy way out. Instead, he went to
see Ernst Hanfstaengl himself. The travel notes that both he and his wife
kept as well as his correspondence give the details. During the three weeks
that the Hugheses spent in Bavaria in early 1956, they not only stayed with
the von Aretin family but also seem to have taken the opportunity to visit
Ernst Hanfstaengl, whose address in Preuzermauerstrasse is noted in a
diary entry for February 13.

The “Spiral-Notizbuch” that Frances Hughes kept makes probable that,
on a day when the Danube was frozen and they had seen thirty dead bats
under a tree (a detail that duly ended up in the novel), they were enter-
tained by Hanfstaengl and heard his views of the Putsch, Hitler and Goeb-
bels (including his deformed foot). Hanfstaengl also told them about his
hasty departure from Germany in 1937 when he had left the lights on in
his house, to which he would not return for many years. He most likely
also told them what he would tell his interviewer Brian Connell later the
same year or early in the next. Many of Frances Hughes’s entries read like a
brief summing-up of passages in Ernst Hanfstaengl’s memoirs published
in 1957. It also seems probable that Ernst on this occasion gave them the
addresses of his former wife Helene Hanfstaengl-Niemeyer and their son
Egon, with whom Richard Hughes started corresponding in 1958. He
would see both of them later and profit from their memories, as will be
explained below, in the next two chapters.

2 RH to Robert Hughes, September 15,1964 .
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In The Wooden Shepherdess, the first one and a half pages of Chapter ten
of “The Meistersingers” offer instructive illustrations of Hughes’s method
of condensation. They rely entirely on the corresponding three opening
pages of Hanfstaengl’'s fourth chapter, “Twilight at Landsberg”. The time is
immediately after the Putsch. The five short paragraphs of the novel have
changed Hanfstaengl's narrative in the first person into one told in the
third person, and the original’s opinions and grievances are expressed less
directly, or only implied. There is also a varied and complex perspective
not found in the source. A narrator’s point of view is added, and a fictional
character’s opinion is referred to parenthetically.

This was an economical way of using a source; little material was
wasted. The novel made use of three incidents in Hanfstaengl's fourth
chapter: his criticism of Goring and his wife; his visit to Hitler's Viennese
relatives; and his own return to Munich after the Putsch. The same chap-
ter also supplied Hughes with facts for three episodes in later chapters:
Hitler at Landsberg; Hitler at Christmas dinner; Hitler and sexuality.

Hanfstaengl started his “Twilight at Landsberg” by mentioning Goring.
Some details appeared in The Fox in the Attic, on the final page of “The
White Crow”, whereas others went into the next novel. Hanfstaengl had
summed up what had happened to Goéring: “From Munich he had been
smuggled over the border, and in Innsbruck had to be operated on. He was
suffering severe pain and had to be given two morphia injections a day”
(p. 110). In Hanfstaengl's typical way when he mentioned his former rivals
for Hitler’s attention, there was a marked slur when he slyly suggested that
the morphine treatment had turned Goring into a drug addict: “I have no
personal and positive proof of this, but . ..”. Hanfstaengl had been thirty-
six years old in 1923 and thus was sixty-nine when he looked back at these
turbulent years of his early years, but old age had not softened his views or
made him forget unsettled scores. This was apparent when he touched on
the topic of Goring and money: “I went back with Karin [Goering] to her
hotel and found to my surprise that she was living in opulent fashion” (p.
110). Hughes’s second novel states this in a less slanted way: “his wealthy
wife arrived in Vienna and moved him into a decent hotel” (p. 150). The
novelist had no cause to elaborate the point to the same degree as the
memoirist, who had added, “The rest of us exiles were going around like
tramps, but this was never the Goerings’ way.” Hanfstaengl, who was him-
self comfortably well off, never missed a chance in his memoirs to display
his own generosity to the party; his comments on Karin and Hermann
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Goring therefore seem hypocritical. A few lines further on, his readers
found one possible reason for his negative opinion: Géring was, he wrote,
one of those he had helped financially. He had never got the loan repaid.

The second point in the memoir chapter deals with Hanfstaengl’s fer-
reting out of Hitler's Austrian relatives. When that passage was trans-
ferred to Chapter ten of “The Meistersingers”, Hughes added an ironical
observation en-passant, that Putzi was hyper-active, an impression one
also easily gets from his memoirs. Self-criticism was not Hanfstaengl's
strongest point. If any irony hits him, it is hardly of his own making, but
in Hughes’s novels an ironic sidelight is often cast on him. His “I took ad-
vantage of my involuntary stay in Austria to look up Hitler’s family in Vi-
enna” became the novel’s “Left thereafter with nothing to do, Putzi con-
ceived the plan of seeking out Hitler’s widowed sister here in Vienna.”
The novel suggests that he did this on purpose: “... Putzi’d a hazy idea
that she might have her brother’s ear, and he wanted her on his side” (p.
150), a plausible hint which had not been mentioned quite that openly in
the source. The novelist added a guarded reservation, with some basis in
the memoirs, that Hitler’s half-sister and niece “hardly seemed likely to
have much influence.” This corresponded to what Hanfstaengl had stated
outright, that he “had no reason to suppose that his family had the slight-
est influence on him.” Both he and later Hughes could afford themselves
some irony at this stage. Knowing what would come to pass some years
later, they were aware that quite on the contrary, Hitler’s niece was to gain
a considerable influence on her uncle Alfi*® In some of their subsequent
chapters, both Hanfstaengl and Hughes linked the Geli-Alfi relationship to
an elaborate analysis of Hitler’s mind.

The narrator in the novel describes Frau Raubal’s quarters as miserable
and her daughter as a slut:

However, when Putzi found [Hitler’s sister] at last in a rotting tenement, living in
squalid poverty, quite such an abject couple as she and her teenage daughter Geli
hardly seemed likely to have much influence: still, he had taken them out for a
drink. Geli was brassily pretty, and afterwards Putzi carried her off to a music-
hall. Pretty — but sentimental and commonplace: Putzi was soon convinced he was
wasting his time, in spite of her bubs — and to think that this little piece was the
Fiihrer’s only niece!” (pp. 150-151).

In his memoirs, Hanfstaengl had been almost as negative:

2 Waite, p. 225: “Hitler asked Geli to call him ‘Uncle Alfi"”.
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{Frau Raubal was] living in abject poverty on the third or fourth floor of a crumbling
tenement block. She would not open the door more than a slit ... but even through
this crack I could see that the place was bare and dirty and that on the floor of the
hall there was nothing but a decrepit straw mattress. But she accepted an invita-
tion to come out to a café and brought her not unattractive blonde daughter Geli . . .
(pp- 111-112)

Hanfstaengl, who had found Geli “quite bold and pretty”, had asked her to
come along with him to a music-hall:

This was just the sort of entertainment which appealed to Geli’s mediocre mind.
Here we have gone through this Feldherrnhalle thing, I thought, and here is
Hitler’s niece clapping her hands off at this drivel (p. 112).

Both in the memoirs and in the novel, this forms the proletarian backdrop
for a presentation of Hitler’s niece Geli. A class perspective was present in
the memoirs, with an upper middle-class observer who looked down on
this working-class girl and without being able to quite make up his mind if
he was attracted to or repelled by her. Putzi’s perspective is also the
novel’s. But the crass coarseness does not rub off as much on Hitler’s poor
relatives as on the snobby bourgeois who looks at sixteen year-old Geli
with a clear sexual interest and an equally clear social contempt, and who
masks his inquisitiveness as an interest to create a better background for
Hitler.** Hughes’s last line condenses Hanfstaengl’s despair at ever suc-
ceeding in turning Hitler into a cultured, socially acceptable and well-
educated man, as expressed in his memoirs.

The third point concerned Putzi’s return to Munich after his short
Austrian exile, an episode aggrandised in the memoirs. Irony abounds on
Hanfstaengl’s pages, but it seldom hits himself. In the novel, however,
Putzi is not much of a hero; in that sense Hughes was not quite loyal to his
source. There is little room for grandiose gestures but some for the narra-
tor’s mild mockery. Traversing a single-track railway tunnel was a danger-
ous affair in the memoirs whereas in the novel, there is no hazard in-
volved. In the memoirs, Putzi’s outrageous disguise was meant to be taken
seriously. There does not seem to be much irony even in his last line:

* Robert G. L. Waite quotes yet another of Hanfstaengl’s invectives for Geli, in part based

on social snobbery: “She was an empty-headed little slut, with the coarse bloom of a
servant-girl, without either brains or character.” (Hanfstaengl, p. 162) Waite is of the
opinion that Hanfstaengl’s negative view was the exception, “[T]he one jarring note in
this symphony of praise is struck by Hanfstaengl. For some reason he despised her” (The
Psychopathic God Adolf Hitler, p. 226).
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I went back in disguise to spend Christmas with my family. This involved travers-
ing a single-track railway tunnel . .. a somewhat hazardous enterprise, as you had
to run between trains alternating in both directions . . .

Hanfstaengl had donned a strange disguise: “I had grown a set of Franz-
Josef mutton-chop whiskers, wore dark glasses and walked with a limp.
Strangely no one recognized me ...” (p. 112). In the novel, there is more
than a hint of the preposterous and the ridiculous in the corresponding
lines: “Moreover he longed to be home for Christmas, so presently took
the risk. This time he crossed the frontier on foot, through a railway-
tunnel, wearing dark glasses and hiding his famous jaw in mutton-chop
whiskers (his height he couldn’t disguise).” The heroism has been de-
flated, the curt statement plays down Hanfstaengl’s role, and there is no
room for elaborate explanations in the conclusion: “But once he got home
nobody seemed very keen to arrest him, and soon he moved about Mun-
ich openly” (p. 151).

*

All three of the instances above illustrate how the novelist managed to
abbreviate his source with little information lost in the process. The
novel’s next paragraph describes how Ernst and Egon pay a visit to Hitler
in his arrest in Blutenbergstrasse. It partly draws on Egon’s memoirs, as
will be shown below (p. 191), and partly on what his father had written.
What he and Uncle Dolf discuss in the novel is beyond Egon’s horizon. It
concerns the coming trial. Hitler is confident of a successful outcome as he
has several cards up his sleeve. What he says fits in with the general dis-
trustful atmosphere of plotting and recriminations. The original at this
point used direct speech, the novel indirect, but otherwise the two passages
are close. Hanfstaengl remembered Hitler's threats: “What on earth can
they do to me? ... all I have to do is to tell some of the things I know about
von Lossow and the whole thing will collapse” (p. 113). This was turned
into the novel’s more forceful “As for his coming trial, he simply pooh-
poohed it: he’d only to tell from the dock just a few of the truths he knew
about General Lossow and all his plots to blow the whole prosecution sky-
high” (p. 152). What Hanfstaengl added with hindsight, “This was a little
over-confident, but in spite of the five-year sentence he received, he
turned the trial into a major triumph ...” (p. 113), the novelist deferred to
his next chapter. Instead, he showed his readers that Hitler’s listener was
less confident of the trial’s successful outcome. The novel’s Hanfstaengl
has his doubts as to how easily the prosecutors can be pooh-poohed: “This
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Putzi passed over in silence but inwardly didn’t believe it” (p. 152). The
materials for the Chapter eleven court proceedings can be found in Hitler’s
early speeches and in authorities like Bullock and Shirer.

*

Details in Chapter twelve, about Hitler in Landsberg prison, were culled
from Hanfstaengl, who had written that “The ascendancy [Hitler] gained
over the officials and guards at Landsberg was quite extraordinary” and
that the prisoner had “received favoured treatment, which included free-
dom to accept gifts of food from outside, and this again gave him a further
hold over his warders” (p. 114). Hanfstaengl had shown a tendency to-
wards ironic hyperboles: “The place looked like a delicatessen store. You
could have opened a flower and fruit and a wine shop with all the stuff
stacked there. People were sending presents from all over Germany and
Hitler had grown visibly fatter on the proceeds” (p. 114).”

When this appears in the novel, Putzi is no longer the witness. All de-
tails are still taken from Ernst Hanfstaengl’s memoirs, but a fictional wit-
ness, Willi, “still limping a bit from the wound he got in the Putsch” has
been inserted. He shares Hitler’s fairly comfortable life behind bars: “for
Willi, like all the rest of the starveling rank and file, life had never before
been so easy” (p. 158). Readers unfamiliar with Hughes’s source would
read this chapter as pure fiction, a reading strengthened by the distancing
effect created by the fact that a fictitious character mingles with the histori-
cal persons. Hughes resorted to much the same method twelve pages later,
in Hitler’s sudden resentment against a stuck-up Bavarian Baron, as will
be seen below (p. 157).

Further on in the same Landsberg chapter in the novel, two more in-
stances relied on Hanfstaengl’'s memoirs: when the narrator talks of Hitler
and sport, and when he shows him dictating a letter to Rudolf Hess.
Hanfstaengl, who had a keen eye for other peoples’ follies and a readiness
to jump to conclusions, reported what he had advised Hitler:

“You really must take part in some of the gymnastic exercises and prison sports,’ [
told him. — ‘No’, he said, and the reply was very typical of his mentali