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ONE

ONE: Beginnings
My parents met in 1913; my father was 22, my mother barely 18. They were students at the
University of Vienna. They were also members of a group of eleven people that called itself
"The Hydra". Writing about her life in 1942, my mother explains that
the aim of this secret society was to change the world entirely, from head to foot. If a
member should drop out or die, immediately a new head, as in the Greek fable,
should grow to replace the lost one.
Although they were both Viennese, Jewish, and Utopian socialists, their family cirumstances
were quite different. My grandfather Jakob Friedländer was a Rechtsanwalt, a lawyer
combining (in the manner usual on the the Continent) the functions of solicitor and barrister. I
was once told that he had come to Vienna from a small town in Bohemia (or was it Moravia?),
where his father had been the local rabbi, and that he had worked as a part-time stenographer
in the Austrian parliament to help support himself during his student days. But by the turn of
the century, the Friedländers seem to have been quite well off. With their four children, they
lived in a large airy flat which occupied the upper storey of an early nineteenth-century house
in Hietzing, a leafy suburb of Vienna. I believe they owned this house. They took holidays on
the Austrian part of the Adriatic coast; their daughter had a Swiss governess when she was
ten years old, and was sent for a (successful) cure to Arosa in Switzerland when she showed
symptoms of TB in her teens. Their eldest children, my father Paul and his (non-identical) twin
brother Peter, were born on July 2nd 1891 in Baden bei Wien, a fashionable spa just south of
Vienna. Then came a daughter, Elizabeth - always called Betty - in October 1894. (At the time
of writing, she is heading for her hundreth birthday; unfortunately, her memory has gone,
which is one reason why I know so little about the Friedländers' antecedents.) The fourth
child, Alexander, must have been born around 1897. The twins read Law at Vienna University;
it looks as if old Jakob meant to found a family firm. Peter dutifully completed his studies and
became his father's partner. (It was said in the family that his musical talent was such that he
could have become a professional pianist instead.) But Paul rebelled after one year and had
switched over to Philosphy, Sociology and Art History by the time he met my mother.
Her people, the Eislers, came from Prague. During the Weimar years, a Professor Kisch of
Cologne University researched the descendants of a famous 16th century member of the
Jewish community in Prague, the Rabbi Loeb. (Folklore has saddled him with the legend of
the Golem.) I have been told that he claimed that the Eislers were among the learned Rabbi's
progeny, and that they could be traced back to a daughter of his, called Blumauer. I suspect
that a large proportion of Prague Jews could also lay claim to descent from Rabbi Loeb.

My great-grandfather Ferdinand married Rosa Mayer, also from Prague, but from a family that
made itself at home in Vienna and in Paris as well. Ferdinand Eisler, prosperous owner of a
textile factory in Bohemia, gave his three sons French names: Gaston, Rudolphe and Armand.
(I think that Gaston, who died before I was born, was the eldest, and Armand, about whom I
shall have more to say later on, the youngest.) My grandfather, who reverted to the German
spelling Rudolf, was born in Vienna, on January 7th,1873. He studied philosophy at the
Universities of Vienna and of Prague, and went on to Leipzig to work with the celebrated
Professor Wilhelm Wundt ('the Leibniz of our age'), who deflected Rudolf's early interest in
Epistomology towards his own speciality, Psychology. I have a copy of a small hardback
entitled Psychology, written for an educated lay public, published in Leipzig in 1895 but with a
preface dated November1894, on the title page of which he is already described as 'Dr Rudolf
Eisler'. According to the Austrian Dictionary of Biography, he gained his Doctorate in
Prague.But according to another source (an article published in East Germany about my uncle
Hanns's ancestry), he obtained it in Leipzig, under Wundt. It was rated 'cum laudinibus', with
praise, which is remarkable enough at the age of twenty-one, even though it missed the top
rating of 'summa cum laude'.
In Leipzig, Rudolf fell in love, and later married, a German girl. Not only was she a gentile,
she was also working class. This was emphasized by my two uncles who were prominent in
the defunct German Democratic Republic. However, this claim must be taken with a grain of
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salt. In fact, it is from the same East German article that I know that my great-grandfather Carl
Alexander was born in 1841, in a village near Ludwigshafen, a town on the Rhine some forty
miles south of Frankfurt. He was illegitimate. His mother, Margarethe Räpple, born in 1816,
the daughter of a prosperous farmer, then married one Anton Fischer, four years younger than
herself, who eventually became the richest farmer in his village. He adopted her firstborn.
(They had five more sons and four daughters.) Carl Alexander left home in his teens and
became a butcher. By 1871 he was employed in a
ut not working class either. They had four children, two boys and two girls, in that order. My
grandmother Maria Ida was born on October 6th, 1876, so she was seventeen year old when
she met Rudolf Eisler.
There are three version of the meeting of Rudolf and Ida. My mother writes that her father
lodged with the Fischers, and that the two of them fell in love at once. Next, it is said that he
met her when she was selling Frankfurters (they are actually called Wieners in Leipzig) from a
stall set up by her father at the annual Leipzig trade fair. There certainly was such a stall once
- the eldest brother, Curt, who lived into his eighties, remembers it. Finally, it is said that she
showed much academic promise, and although not enrolled as a student, attended some
courses at the University and so met Rudolf Eisler, perhaps (my guess) at some introductory
lectures on philosophy. I cannot say what is the truth of the matter.
Old Ferdinand, who was supporting his son, would not hear of his son's marrying a gentile girl.
But they lived together, at the Fischers'; my mother was born on 11 December 1895 and
registered as an Eisler. It was only when the second child was on the way that Ferdinand
relented and they were able to get married, in July 1896. A son was born on 20th February
1897; another son was born on July 6th 1898. All the children were given thoroughly Germanic
names: Elfriede, Gerhart and Johannes, who later called himself Hanns.
The Eislers moved back to Vienna in 1899. (Here, I am following the Austrian Dictionary of
Biography.) By then, the first edition of Rudolf's major work, the Wörterbuch der
philosophischen Begriffe (Dictionary of Philosophical Concepts) had been published. This ran
to three more editions, in 1904, 1910 and, posthumously, in 1927. But there was no opening
for him at the University of Vienna - because he was a Jew and there was a tacit restriction on
the number of Jewish faculty members, according to my mother, who says in her draft
memoirs that
There was a hidden, but well-established quota at the University of Vienna. This quota
was a lifelong obstacle to my father who would never attain any official position there
and that was what he wanted most of all. I remember with striking clearness the
innumerable discussions, pro's and con's, on the possibilities of surmounting this
hurdle.
On the other hand, Ferdinand Eisler, while accepting his son's heterodox marriage, would not
allow his gentile daughter to enter his home, and Rudolf had to take the children to visit him
while Ida sat at home, in tears. (So says my mother. My uncle Gerhart's widow has confirmed
the ban on Ida, if not her tears.) But after his business had failed and his health had broken,
Ida was admitted to the fold, and nursed him through his last illness.
Rudolf Eisler became what the Germans call a Privatgelehrter, a scholar of recognized
academic standing but without an academic post. To support his family, he wrote books on
Philosophy. Some were standard texts, for students taking Philosophy as a secondary subject,
out of interest or because they were obliged to do so. But it seems that he did not get royalties
from many of his works, in particular from the Wörterbuch, as he sold them (or had to sell
them?) outright to his publishers. Altogether, I have a list of 29 titles, including the successive
editions of the Wörterbuch, each of which was an enlarged revision of its predecessor, and a
translation of Hume's 'Essay' in a popular paperback series.The bulk of these - 23 - came out
between 1897 and 1914.
According to my mother, he was repeatedly offered posts abroad, but did not want to leave
Vienna. (The most bizarre offer came in 1926 when, in an attempt to bring my mother over to
his side while she was being kept in Moscow against her will as a leading Oppposionist, Stalin
proposed through an intermediary that she should bring her family, myself included, to the
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Soviet Union, with the offer of a chair at a Russian university for her father. She refused.) So
the Eislers were poor, and Ida had to raise the children on Rudolf's precarious income. I don't
think she had much chance of acquiring formal educational qualifications, but she was
knowledgeable enough to compile the bibliography of the Wörterbuch which, in my copy of the
Second Edition, (in two volumes, 'completely revised'), runs to 55 pages. My mother says that
Rudolf Eisler was an enthusiastic supporter of causes ranging from Eugenics, Women's
Emancipation and the Fight against Prostitution and Venereal Diseases to Pacifism and The
New Ethics (whatever that may have been). Her mother 'had a sentimental childish
attachment to the social democratic movement in Germany'. (Hanns, in East Germany, said
that she was his first link, 'emotionally and morally', with the Working Class Movement.) No
doubt these influences, and the daily experience of hardship, were material in radicalizing the
Eisler children.
But it is worth noting that their two Fischer uncles, Curt and Carl Gustav, were already
involved. Indeed, Curt, the eldest, became a carpenter and remained politically active
throughout the Weimar years. Carl Gustav refused to follow his father into the butcher's trade,
preferring to work in a book shop instead. He left home, and seems to have got as far as
Russia and the 1905 revolution in St Petersburg. Back in Germany, he took up writing while in
prison for his political activities, and eventually became a popular novelist. The youngest of the
Fischer children, Hedwig, was musically gifted, studied the piano and married a Dutch
musician who became musical director at a German provincial opera house.
Probably my mother took the lead, and her brothers followed her readily enough. (The Eisler
siblings were a close-knit trio; their successive birthdays are only fourteen months apart.)
Gerhart was another member of the 'Hydra'; so, perhaps, was Hanns, who repeatedly
mentions a 'debating society' in his reminiscences. Rudolf Eisler disapproved strongly, and
bitter family quarrels resulted, especially between himself and the two sons. There was even a
lengthy period when he and Gerhart refused to speak to each other. My mother became so
exasperated by the tense atmosphere that she found herself a bedsitter and moved out while
still at school. She promptly fell ill, so Ida came and nursed her, and persuaded her to return
home.
I rather think these arguments were about ideas, not actions. The watershed was the outbreak
of the war. In spite of their many earlier declarations against ('capitalist') wars, and faith in the
international solidarity of the working class, Social Democrat parties in France, Germany and
Austria fell in behind their respective governments in August 1914. Only a few socialists, and
some firm pacifists, opposed the call to arms. Paul was one of these. In a letter to my people
in Paris, in May 1939, I mentioned a fellow student who said he was prepared to emigrate
rather than be called up. In her reply, my mother said "quite a few young men of my
generation spoke like this in 1914, among them Paul, who was then only a pacifist and was
restrained similarly by his family". It was only many years later that she told me that,
immediately after the outbreak of the war, the two of them went to Switzerland, intending to
join the international socialist and pacifist emigration there. As soon as they had arrived, Paul
wrote home; I imagine that he sent a passionate letter setting out his standpoint and
intentions, rather than a picture postcard. Old Jakob Friedländer caught the next train to
Zurich, and took Paul back to Vienna. My mother also returned. She did not tell me whether
they all travelled together, nor what they talked about on the journey if they did.
They resumed their studies at the University. My mother read Sociology and Economics, for
eight semesters all told, but did not complete here studies. Paul wrote a dissertation on the
pre-Socratic philosophers and got his doctorate. (He nearly missed out because of a dispute
between the Faculties of Philosophy and of Classics, as to which of them should examine it).
By then he was in the army. Before his medical, he starved himself for a fortnight, living mainly
on black coffee. He was duly classed unfit for active service. (Probably because he was shortsighted and flat footed, so no use in the infantry; Peter, who was even more handicapped in
this way, was not called up at all. Alexander became an artillery officer and served in Serbia
and Italy.) He became an officer in the Pay Corps, stationed in Vienna. I have a postcard,
addressed to the Eislers, showing him, on the picture side, in uniform, sitting at a trestle table.
The almost illegible text, dated 7/8/16, begins with the words "I am not as ugly as this in
uniform, only my likeness makes it appear so".
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The Eisler siblings were militant opponents of the war. Looking back in 1942, my mother
wrote:
Into this daydream [of 'changing the world entirely, from head to foot'] the first world
war broke. I was young and sensitive and wanted the world to be good, beautiful and
true. The Austro-Hungarian Empire meant exactly nothing to me. I could not accept it
that a single man should be killed for the survival of this overaged country....I became
soon a prominent member of different students' organizations, lectured very often,
and gained a certain reputation as a young woman of resolute character and of an
outspoken and direct attitude.
Therefore I was elected chairman of the leading socialist student club...We formed
contacts with many other political groups and grouplets flourishing in Vienna. My
group joined another socialist group of of young workers... We began to print leaflets,
to organize clandestine meetings, etc.
Gerhart, who was still at school, produced a duplicated anti-war newssheet, which was
circulated clandestinely. This came to the knowledge of the police. The Eisler flat was
searched. Hanns' first musical efforts were among the papers confiscated; he had already
begun to compose, mostly in his head, as the Eislers could not afford a piano. Gerhart ws
called up in 1915, Hanns in 1916. (He composed a - lost - anti-war oratorio when already in
the army.) Although entitled to commisssions because of their educational status (Gymnasium
pupils), both carried the stigma 'p.v.' (politisch verdächtig , politically suspect) in their army
records. Gerhart served with a punishment battalion. When Hanns joined his regiment, the
Commanding Officer called him to his office, put his revolver on the desk, and said "You
stinking socialist, if you try and spread your stinking socialist propaganda among my lads, I'll
shoot you".
Paul Friedländer and Elfriede Eisler were married on 10 July 1915. Paul had come into a
legacy on his majority. My mother persuaded him to spend this, and so, for the first time in her
life, she was able to splash out on dresses and some other luxuries. The Friedländers did not
approve. (The legacies of the other three Friedländer children remained invested, and were
lost during the post-war hyperinflation.) There was not much love lost between the two
families; each blamed the other's offspring for leading its own astray. The first time my mother
took Paul home to meet her family, her mother refused to speak to him, but instead said
"Frizzi, ask the gentleman how many spoonfuls of sugar he wants in his coffee".
My mother's health was never very robust. In childhood, she had had rheumatic fever, which
left her with a weakened heart. When she became pregnant, the family mobilized three
doctors who sat by her bedside and tried to persuade her to have the pregnancy terminated.
But she wanted to have a child, and three doctors were no match for her.
I was born on Christmas Day, 1917. I was a big baby, lean and bony, and had to be slapped
vigorously by the physician who delivered me because I had swallowed some amniotic fluid
and was not breathing. It was a bitter winter: when grandmother Ida came to fetch us from the
maternity clinic, the snow was piled high in the streets. Food had been short, and of poor
quality, since the beginning of the year. (There was a flourishing black market, but the Eislers
could not afford it.) There was a milk ration for babies and nursing mothers. But Ida caught a
woman who was supposed to look after me, feeding me with broth she had concocted out of
bread and water; she had consumed the milk herself. This must have been in my parents' flat
in a street with the odd name of Winkelbreiten, which was not all that far from the Friedländer
home. The other incident I have heard about, dating from that time, is that Elfriede shocked
her mother by trying to sing me to sleep with a famous song from the French revolution, the
'Ça ira' (which continues with 'les aristocrats à la lanterne'). As my mother was practically tone
deaf, this must have been a very odd performance.
My mother's clandestine political activities continued; in her 1942 memoir, she claimed that
her group even made 'superficial contacts' with Bolshevik emigrés in Switzerland, and with
groups in Germany similar to hers, but more experienced. In fact, it was Franz Koritschoner, a
leading 'Left Radical' Social Democrat, who had managed to go to Switzerland in 1916, where
he met Lenin, and was put in touch with the so-called Bremen Left Radicals, who eventually
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merged with the newly formed German Communist Party. I suspect that my mother is alluding
to contact with Koritschoner's group. (But there was no love lost between the two groups.)
By the time I was born, there had been several public events that greatly encouraged her. On
21st October 1916, Fritz Adler, the 36-year old son of Victor Adler, the revered founder of the
Austrian Social Democratic Party, went to Meißel & Schadn, a restaurant famed for its many
and subtle way of serving beef, took his place close to Prime Minister Graf von Stürgkh,
waited until two society ladies obstructing his aim had finished their lunch and departed, took a
pistol out of his pocket and assassinated Stürgkh. At his trial, he made it amply clear that he
had done this as a protest against the war, against the complete abrogation of democracy in
Austria-Hungary, and against his own Party's acceptance of this state of affairs. He promptly
became the hero of all young anti-war Socialists. This is why I was given the first name
Friedrich, with my uncle Gerhart's name only coming second. More importantly, mother's
spirits rose when news of the Russian February revolution came, to be followed by news of
the October Revolution. She often pointed out to me later that I had been born into the new
age ushered in by this event.
Almost immediately after my arrival, in January 1918, there was a wave of strikes in Vienna
and in several industrial centres in Austria. The 'Left Radicals' became heavily involved. They
therefore became known to the police. Koritschoner and virtually all his associates were
arrested. But my mother's group was only marginally involved, and was left at liberty. So was
another clandestine group, led by Karl Steinhardt, a printer by trade, older and more
experienced, and something of a firebrand as well. The two groups joined up; even so, they
only amounted to some twenty-five members in all. An attempt to publish a weekly newspaper,
Der Weckruf [Reveille] fell foul of the censorship but was continued (I believe) clandestinely
until the collapse of the monarchy, when it could go public again.
Before I was eleven months old, the war had ended and the Austro-Hungarian Empire had
collapsed. The Austrian Republic was proclaimed on 12 November 1918. But an Austrian
Communist Party had already been founded. In her account of these turbulent days, my
mother wrote, in 1942:
In October, 1918, I had almost finished my studies at the University of Vienna and was
teaching Economics at a girl's school...a Red Cross mission of the newly founded
Soviet republic in Vienna approached me and ...said "Get out of your job; organize a
Communist Party in Austria; print a daily newspaper, take an office. Do something".
Comrade Weisbrod-Puls...did not need a minute to win my enthusiastic
support...When my Comrades came out of prison on the 9th or 10th November, I had
already prepared the membership cards...taken a little office.. .had started to publish a
newspaper...On the 12th November, the German-Austrian Republic was founded...I
stood at the entrance of Parliament. Some of my political friends went up on the
balconies to present the socialist demands of the masses to the new leaders. Panic
broke out...I was trampled down and lost consciousness. I was found by a Red Guard
...
The meeting at which the Austrian Communist Party was founded, on November 3rd, seems
to have been got together by word of mouth; my mother was 'Charter Member number 1'.
Koritschoner and his friends, who had in fact been released from jail a few days earlier, did not
take part; they only joined the Party in December. (The Austrian party was one of the first
Communist parties to be founded outside Russia; there, the name 'Communist' had replaced
'Social Democrats (Bolsheviki)' in March 1918, at Lenin's insistence.)
The Red Guard, a battalion several hundred strong, was an independent creation, led by Egon
Erwin Kisch, a Prague journalist who later became well known in the Weimar Republic. It
seems that the fracas at the Parliament Building was caused by the Red Guard. Shots were
fired by police guarding the building, and there was a stampede. Several people were hurt,
including Koritschoner who was hit in the hip (or the belly, according to my mother). Steinhardt
was also prominent, proclaiming an 'Austrian Soviet Republic' from a nearby monument.
She says that she found herself installed, by the 'Red Guards', as editor-in-chief of the leading
liberal newspaper, the Neue Freie Presse. In fact, Steinhardt was there as well, and (it seems)

6

ONE

my father. They left after issuing a statement that this was only 'an active demonstration' and
that the Party 'did not really intend to assume ownership'. Needless to say, the 'occupation' of
the Neue Freie Presse created a considerable stir, but was disapproved of by the other half of
the new-born Party. In her 1942 memoir, she went on to say that
After two days I went home to my son, eleven months old, and was immediately
arrested by the Viennese police who put me in the antique prison "Landesgericht",
famous for its bedbugs. I was arrested on November 14, and stayed in prison until
Christmas, 1918.
Steinhardt was arrested as well; they were charged with High Treason. She had to share a cell
with a girl accused of infanticide; she was amazed that her cellmate could sleep peacefully
while bedbugs were running over her face. But the case against them was dropped after a few
weeks. When she got back to Winkelbreiten, I had learned to walk and came running along
the corridor to meet her.
My father, who had been stationed in Vienna, was another founder member of the Austrian
Communist Party. Gerhart did not return in time for this event. According to family tradition, he
was with a battalion of Montenegrans or Croatians, who shot most of their hated officers, but
spared him, the notorious 'red'. (He was, in any case, no longer an officer: he had been
demoted to the ranks as a punishment for his political opinions or activities.) However, they
insisted that he should come with them, to be shown off in their village. He managed to get
away when they got drunk, and made his way back to Vienna, travelling for much of the time
on the steps of an overcrowded railway carriage. Hanns, who had been wounded repeatedly,
once rather seriously, told me that, at the time of the armistice, he was in Czechoslovakia, but
with a Hungarian regiment. They were confined to barracks: they would have been attacked if
they had ventured out into the street. He bluffed his way out of the army by claiming to have
been born in Bohemia. Gerhart soon joined in with mother and her comrades. Hanns, though
fully in sympathy, began to study composition at the New Vienna Conservatoire. But he quickly
became dissatisfied with the traditional teaching there and approached Schönberg, who
accepted him as a pupil, and became his teacher for the next four years.
The young and inexperienced Communist Party was no match for the well organized and well
established Social Democrats. Victor Adler died in November 1918. Friedrich Adler, whose
death sentence had been commuted in 1917 and who had been released under the Republic,
took his father's place. (Later on, he became Secretary of the revived Second International.)
He would have no truck with his wild left-wing admirers.This was a grave disappointment to
mother and her friends. I suppose it is because of this, and the grandparents' disapproval of
political assassination, that I have never been called Friedrich by family or friends.
The leaders of the Austrian Communists, isolated and frustrated, soon began to quarrel
among themselves. Presently, my mother found herself 'no longer a well-loved, popular and
promising young woman agitator, but a bitterly attacked political being'. She did not even stand
for election to the Central Committee at the first Party congress in January 1919. (My father
was co-opted after one of the successful candidates had withdrawn.) In May, the Party was, in
effect, taken over by an emissary sent by Béla Kun, the leader of the short-lived Hungarian
Soviet Republic. He made it his business to neutralize the Friedländers, who had become the
right wing of the Party. (Steinhardt had left for Moscow in January, where he put in a dramatic,
probably stage-managed, appearance at the founding congress of the Third International.)
They seem to have had no part in a confused action in June which ended in a bloodbath when
police opened fire on a crowd of demonstrators. My mother's last public appearances in
Austria were in July, at a meeting of the (still extant) Workers' Councils, and at the Third
Congress of the Austrian Communist Party.
She had begun to feel - rightly - that the chance of revolution in Central Europe had passed
with the collapse of the Hungarian Soviet Republic. In August, she met a group of young
German Communists, returning from Budapest. As a result of this contact, she decided, 'in a
minute', to leave the Austrian movement and go to Germany. By then, she and Paul seem to
have split up, although remaining on good terms. She packed a suitcase, and took me to her
parents' flat. She left the suitcase there, too. The suitcase was sent on later; I remained in
Vienna. She went to Berlin, assumed the name of Ruth Fischer, and within two years became
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a leading member of the German Communist Party; I shall leave the tale of her rise and fall
until later. For the next ten years, I was looked after by my grandparents, primarily by the
Eislers, but with much help from the Friedländers.
The two sets of grandparents now seem like two different worlds, between which I was
shuttled back and forth. Indeed, I cannot remember ever seeing an Eisler at the Friedländers',
or recall a single occasion when a member of the Friedländer family visited the Eisler flat except for my father who, in turn, never figures in my memories of the other Friedländers.
(This may be a lapse of memory.) So I shall let the Friedländers have a chapter to themselves,
and begin with the Eislers.
Vienna is divided into Districts, each with its own character. The First District is the old city,
formerly walled. Just east of it, on a large island formed by an arm of the Danube and the river
itself, is the old suburb Leopoldstadt, which once housed the ghetto. It is part of the Second
District, the zweite Bezirk, which also contains the Prater to the south of it, the large park that
begins with roundabouts and cafés dominated by the giant ferris wheel called the Riesenrad,
and continues as an extensive stretch of meadows traversed by tree-lined avenues. The
Eislers lived in a flat in a residential quarter between the Prater and the Danube, in SebastianKneipp-Gasse, a short street off Ausstellungsstrasse, the northern boundary of the Prater.
The block of flats was large enough to have two street numbers assigned to it, so that our
address was Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse 11/13, Wien II. They were already living there in 1916,
when Paul sent them the postcard showing him in his army office. It was quite an imposing
building, with a glass-and-wrought iron street door and a large light vestibule that took up most
of the ground floor; it also had a lift. But the Eisler flat was in a wing that jutted out at the rear,
and it was rather dark and poky. The front door, on a half-landing between the second and
third floors, opened on an ill-lit entrance hall, with the kitchen just to the right. The dining room
and the main bedroom, at right angles to the hall, looked straight across at the other, similar,
wing, separated from ours by a sunless courtyard, and obliquely over a large woodyard to
some army barracks in a featureless street called Vorgartenstrasse. The rear of the flat was
separated from these 'best' rooms by a dark corridor. At each end of this, there was a small
bedroom, the bathroom and the loo were in between, and all the windows on that side gave on
a light well between our block and its neighbour, Number 9. I must have slept in the main
bedroom. I have an image of the twin beds which one faced when entering this from the dining
room, of a large wardrobe, and of my cot or bed in the window. The small room next door was
grandfather Rudolf's study. He worked at a large desk with a green baize top, facing the
window, with a bookcase behind him. There were some oil paintings in the flat, portraits, dark
and varnished; these were, I am sure, the work of the eldest Eisler brother Gaston, who had
tried to become an artist - in Paris - before being called back to Vienna to help with old
Ferdinand's ailing business.
I think that Hanns set up on his own at once when he got back to Vienna, but it seems that
Gerhart lived at Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse for a while. There is a brief glimpse of the Eisler
household in the memoirs of Gerhart's first wife, Hede Tune. She was a budding actress,
studying at the Conservatoire. Her family lived quite close by, but she first met Gerhart in the
Café Museum,a favourite meeting place for artists and intellectuals, which I think was the
Stammcafé - the regular port of call - of the Eislers. He laid siege to her, displacing a more
romantic admirer, and took her off to live with him in Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse. She recounts
being taken one morning by taxi from her home (which was about a quarter of a mile from the
Eislers) and being greeted by Ida, whom she describes as blonde and delicate, with friendly
blue eyes. Rudolf, on the other hand, had made himself scarce: it seems that new arrivals
made him shy. But at the midday meal - the main meal - he sat beside her and helped her
incessantly to everything on the table without looking her in the face.
They must have occupied the first little bedroom, opposite the entrance door. They moved out
after a few months, and left Vienna altogether at the end of 1920, when Gerhart was called to
Berlin to join the staff of Rote Fahne, the principal Communist newspaper in Germany. So it is
not surprising that I cannot remember Gerhart. But I was told - long ago - that he came to
Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse one day and said: "Today I was in the Café Museum, when a
crocodile came in, sat down, and called out: "waiter, two men with mustard". [Herr Ober, Zwei
Menschen mit Senf. - Ober is short for Oberkellner, headwaiter, and the traditional mode of
address in Viennese cafés and restaurants.] It seems that I believed him, and was very
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frightened. I cannot say what the end of the joke was, nor whether it was Gerhart's sense of
humour or an instance of the more macabre side of Viennese humour.
Hanns also migrated to Berlin eventually, but not until 1925, and I can remember him at
Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse. He must have taken me to the amusement park end of the Prater,
the Volksprater (people's Prater; also called Wurstelprater after the archetypal Viennese clown
Hanswurst), which was only a few minutes' walk from the Eisler flat, on the other side of
Ausstellungsstrasse. My favourite corner there was the Kasperltheater, the Punch and Judy
show: Kasperl is the German name of Mr Punch. Kasperl had a permanent booth, with
benches fixed in the ground in front of it, on which one sat to watch the performance. Now I
come to think of it, I realise that one of his regular adversaries was a crocodile, which always
got a sound beating from his cudgel. Another frequent feature was the appearance of a live
rabbit, greeted with delighted ah's and oh's by the audience, or at least by part of it - myself
not included.
Now I can see myself sitting at the dining table, ordinarily covered with a fringed green
brocade cloth, which was replaced by the customary white tablecloth at meal times. Hanns is
sitting opposite to me, grandmother is between us with her back to the door to the hall, I am
eating some kind of gruel, and Uncle Hanns is telling me a story. "So Kasperl was at the North
Pole" he says "and then, all of a sudden he dived into the ice and disappeared." Then he stops
and says "Now eat another spoonful". I comply, and am rewarded by being told that Kasperl
re-emerges at the South Pole.
Of the other attractions in the Wurstelprater, I can recall the roundabouts, particularly one
called The Big Chinese after the effigy of a pigtailed chinaman in the middle, and the
Grottenbahn, a little model railway running through an articificial grotto, stopping at a
succession of tableaus. I must have been taken on this repeatedly, but I cannot say who
accompanied me. The spectacle I liked best was 'The Earthquake of Messina', a city in Sicily
hit by a spectacular earthquake early in the century. The train stopped in front of the brightly-lit
model of palaces and houses in rising tiers on a mountainside; then it became dark, there was
lightning and thunder, and when the light came back the houses were in flames. The writer
Elias Canetti saw the same spectacle some years earlier, before the war, and it was the
account he gives in his autobiography which reminded me of the Grottenbahn, with its
entrance representing the mouth of hell, where little devils with pitchforks were shovelling
sinners into the nether depths. He recounts that the Messina earthquake was both his
favourite and his most feared tableau (the others represented fairy tales); he had to convince
himself that Vienna still stood when he was back on firm ground, so to speak, by hugging a
tree. I must confess that, not having a future writer's imagination, I looked at the scene as an
exciting but obviously artificial toy, and revelled in the light effect, especially the 'flames'
coming out of the model houses 'after' the earthquake.
Later on, I transferred my allegiance to the shooting galleries on our side of
Ausstellungsstrasse, a sort of overspill from the Wustelprater. Hanns used to take me. (He
had a weak spot for these establishments: more about this later, indeed much later, in Paris,
on Bastille Day 1933.) I can still hear the attendant say, in his soft Viennese, "einmal
schiessen, der Kleine?" ('is the little fellow going to have a go' would be a free translation). I
was by then big enough to rest the air rifle on the counter, aim, and press the trigger. One got
five shots at the target, which one could then take home as a trophy, to show the holes one
had made - rarely in the centre, but at least somewhere among the rings printed on the square
piece of white cardboard. The real experts aimed at pingpong balls precariously supported by
jets of water, but I never reached the degree of skill needed for this.

My mother returned to Vienna for a visit in 1921. Soon after her arrival in Berlin, she met Isaak
Tschemerinsky, Russian born but educated in Germany. Within weeks, they were living
together, and although they were never legally married, they remained a firmly united couple.
Because the German Communist Party had been forced to go underground temporarily, they
had to live under assumed names. This is how mother became 'Ruth Fischer'; Tschemerinsky
decided to call himself Arkadij Maslow, and they never reverted to their original names.
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However, my stepfather (which is what he became, in effect) was always called Issya both by
my mother and by his family, and Max by Party comrades and friends - including myself.
In 1921, Ruth (which is what I shall call her from now on) decided to divorce my father, and
she and Max came to Vienna for the legal procedings involved. Max smuggled some gold
coins through the customs, concealed in a stick of shaving soap, which were quite adequate
as the post-war inflation had already begun. According to Max, Paul strongly objected to the
procedings. At one dramatic moment, he announced over the telephone that he had his old
army revolver beside him, and would blow his brains out if Ruth went on whith the divorce.
Max, down to earth as usual, proposed that the three of them should go out for a meal instead
and talk things over - to which Paul agreed.
I know (because I have been told, not because I remember it) that Max was sent off to take
me for a walk, and that I proudly peed against a tree, saying "es geht schon wieder" - it's
working again. It seems that I had been having difficulties, and had been circumcised, for
medical rather than religious reasons, no doubt by a Jewish doctor. But it did not 'work' all that
well: Max forgot to ask me if I needed to go again, and I had wetted myself by the time we got
back. He was in disgrace with grandmother. There is a tacit reference to this in a letter he
wrote to me (in 1935, when I was already in London). After mentioning a certain Doctor Fleck,
he goes on to say
...I went around for almost two years as his son Thomas, with a passport with which I
went to Vienna where I saw a piddling little boy who was so daft he displeased me.
His name was obviously "Gerdi"...
In fact, I was called "Gerti", which is even worse, as it is the Viennese diminutive of Gertrude. I
had been the centre of attention of two sets of adults, Eislers and Friedländers, was supposed
to show unusual promise and intelligence for my age, and had, no doubt, learned to say things
that amused and impressed my assorted relatives and friends. (The only thing of that sort
which has survived is noted by Aunt Betty Friedländer on the back of a photograph of me
taken in 1921: "Aunt Betty, why is there a constellation on your cheek?"; she was having skin
trouble, and went around with zinc ointment covering spots on her face.) Perhaps Max
objected to this kind of performance in 1921- or was still a little miffed in 1935 by his failure to
keep me dry.
It is not unlikely that two very early fleeting memories are connected with this visit. In one, I am
playing at the edge of a café terrace in front of a table at which two familiar but invisible adults
are sitting; it is sunny and summery and there is a large ornamental pond at a lower level. The
other memory is a vivid mental image: I am running along a rather dark corridor towards a loo,
and a woman is smacking my bottom. The place is unfamiliar, as is the bottom-smacker, but
the image is somehow associated with my mother. Perhaps the smuggled gold coins yielded
enough devalued Austrian schillings to let Ruth and Max take a short break outside Vienna,
say at Baden bei Wien. Perhaps they took me along. Perhaps Ruth, who no doubt strongly
disapproved of my total lack of contact with other children, had found a day nursery, which
would have the double function of remedying this defect, and giving her and Max a little free
time. Seeing what had happened when Max had taken me to the Prater, the bottom-smacking
episode explains itelf; and the two adults, more felt than seen, on the café terrace would of
course be the pair of them. Max participated in the Third World Congress of the Comintern at
the end of June 1921; he may well have gone on to Moscow after his visit to Vienna.
It is possible that Ruth came to Vienna again. But she acquired German nationality in 1923,
and was promptly banned from entering the country by the Austrian authorities . So I did not
see her again until I was old enough to be put on a train to Berlin. This was probably in 1926,
and was the first contact with the third of my childhood worlds, Berlin, separate from
Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse and from the Friedländers.
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In her brief glimpse of the Eisler family in 1919, which I have already mentioned, Gerhart's first
wife emphasizes grandfather Rudolf's shyness. This may be one reason why I remember him
so little. One early moment of closer contact with him has remained with me: an attempt he
made to teach me to read. It must have been before before I started school. I remember
sitting beside him, staring at some large printed letters, listening to him, and watching him
pointing at the letters. But I could not make out what he wanted me to do. He became more
and more exasperated, while I began to sweat, and felt stupid. In the end, he gave up, and
never tried again.
This episode is an exception; I am sure we got on quite well apart from that. I suppose he
spent most of his time at his desk, but I hardly ever went in the study. He was only about fifty,
short and stout, like all the male Eislers, and Ruth. In a photograph probably dating from this
period, he is posed in half profile; his hair has receded to the top of his head, leaving a curved
and slightly receding forehead clear above eyes looking into the distance through round
spectacles. A thick brush of dark moustache is echoed by a small triangle of beard just below
the lip, the chin and the full cheeks are clean shaven. He is wearing a dark grey suit, as usual,
a white shirt, and a multi-stranded bow tie. The photograph shows one side, one aspect of
him, which I remember. But he could be very lively, too. On many evenings, he entertained
grandmother and me by reading aloud. He always chose plays for this, especially plays by
Nestroy. (Johann Nepomuk Nestroy, born in Vienna in 1801, singer, actor, comedian and
prolific playwright, dominated the Viennese popular theatre in mid-nineteenth century. His
farces and comedies, in which he always took a leading part, are untranslatable because of
their ingenious and effective use of Viennese dialect. They are still performed to-day.) I must
have been old enough to understand and enjoy at least some of the humour. That they
impressed me is clear, as I can list half-a-dozen of the titles of Rudolf's favourites even now.
They include Lumpazivagabundus, (Nestroy's first big hit), Judith und Holofernes, an antiromantic parody, and Freiheit in Krähwinkel, freedom in Crows Corner, a political satire set in
a fictitious small town, written during the 1848 revolution which Nestroy strongly supported.
The plays always include comic songs, originally performed by Nestroy himself. At the period I
remember, we had a piano in Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse, and grandfather used to move to this
to accompany himself as he sang them for us. (He was a competent pianist. Vaguely, I
remember that he sometimes played the piano, to relax.) I also remember the tune, and some
of the words, of a song sung by Master Woodworm the Joiner in another, slightly earlier,
Viennese favourite, Der Verschwender (The Spendthrift) by Ferdinand Raimund.
Grandfather's evening readings were probably my first introduction to Viennese, as I rather
suspect that grandmother retained her native Saxon accent.
Rudolf Eisler had a bad digestion; he regularly dosed himself with bicarbonate of soda against
persistent heartburn. This was bought from the pharmacy at the corner of Sebastian-KneippGasse and Ausstellungsstrasse, in little round white cardboard boxes, which I can still see in
my mind in their customary place on his bedside table. He developed gall stones, had an
operation, which went wrong, and died on 13th December 1926, less than a month before his
fifty-fourth birthday. I was told that he had gone into hospital for an operation for his gall
stones; I cannot remember whether I stayed at home, or was temporarily lodged with the
Friedländers. I am sure that I did not go to his funeral.
A death mask was made. This finished up in a large cardboard box kept on top of the big
wardrobe in the main bedroom. I was shown the white plaster effigy of grandfather's face. Not
long after, I was ill and had to stay in bed, alone, in the main bedroom, for several days. I was
very frightened by this invisible but sinister object with which I had to share the room.
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I was quite familiar with the main bedroom, as it was the room in which I played with my toys.
It was there that I guessed the truth about Father Christmas, or rather the Christkindl, literally
the Christchild which is its Austrian (and German) equivalent. Saint Nicholas himself appears
a couple of weeks before Christmas, as a foretaste. In the shop windows, the puppets of the
saint in his red coat are always accompanied by a small black devil, the Krampus, who is
equipped with a birch-rod to spank naughty children, but (I think) also some goodies for the
good children. Soon, the Christmas-tree sellers display their wares at street corners, each tree
mounted on a rough wooden cross. I cannot remember ever seeing a Christmas tree at the
Friedländers. But the Eislers, albeit completely agnostic, always had one. It was decorated on
Christmas Eve, supposedly by the Christkindl himself, who also 'brought the presents' laid out
under the tree. While this went on, I played with my toys on the bedroom carpet. When it was
all finished, the door was opened and I was called in to admire the tree and unwrap my
presents, before we had our Christmas dinner (which is eaten on Christmas Eve). On the
occasion I remember, as adult voices rose in the adjoining room, I suddenly realized what was
going on. Looking through the keyhole, I saw my father climbing some steps to fix decorations
on the tree and talking excitedly to the other members of the (Eisler) family at the same time.
Of course, I felt at once that I had known all along that the tale about the Christkindl had been
strictly for little children.
Small sparklers were hung from the tree among the chocolates and other decorations, and
were lit, to my delight - as well as the candles.When I was old enough, I was allowed to light
the sparklers myself. (I suppose the tree had only been brought in that morning and was still
damp, so that the fire risk was small.) Somehow, there were always lots of presents for me,
but they were both Christmas and Birthday presents, and I felt sure that I would have done
better if these two occasions had been separated by a decent interval of time.
Grandmother Ida, who looked after me, had a heart condition. She kept a small bottle of
Cognac handy, from which she took little nips to relieve her palpitations. (This is the only
alcoholic drink I can recall seeing at either grandparents'. But the Eisler siblings were certainly
not teetotallers, and the Friedländer uncles may well have had the odd glass of lager when we
went out to eat in restaurants; as I was an unobservant child I may well have forgotten this.)
Her heart disease was real enough; she died in 1929, by which time I had moved to Berlin.
Perhaps it was because of her ill health that the Eislers acquired a maid.
Ida Eisler was young enough to be my mother: she was only forty-one when I was born, fortythree when she took me over. I became very attached to her. The system we adopted was
that I called her Idamama, while my mother became Frizzimama. (My Friedländer
grandmother was Berthimama.) I cannot say how I became Gerti - which is the diminutive of
Gertrud, not of Gerhart, as I have said already. (Uncle Gerhart's name was never subjected to
this indignity.) I have a photograph of the two of us, dating from 1926. She is looking rather
soulfully into the camera; her hair is parted, one strand covering the left side of her forehead
before meeting the other one at the back in the bun she always wore. (I was surprised how
long it was when I once saw it undone. This was after Rudolf's death, when I was temporarily
sharing the main bedroom with her. Her hair had turned grey by then.) On the photograph, she
is slim and upright; her hands are folded in her lap but unrelaxed, and she has a careworn air.
It is still evident how attractive she must have been when Rudolf fell in love with her back in
Leipzig.
Usually, my memory is like a silent film. But when I think of grandmother Ida, there is a
background of confused talk, from which a few fragments stand out. There is the story of the
two sets of her relatives who had to meet on a bridge across the Rhine in 1919, separated by
the new Franco-German frontier; of my uncle Gerhart bringing home a rucksack load of black
market eggs from the country by rowing boat; of the dog the Eislers had when the children
were young, which caught the mange after rolling in dung.
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More distinctly, there is the tale of how she accidentally let herself into the flat below ours.
(The company that built the apartment block must have saved money by fitting the same front
door locks in the cheap flats at the rear.) She got far enough before realizing her mistake to
see a woman undressing, and hear a man, already in bed, saying "hurry up, I'm freezing"
(tummel dich, mir ists kalt). She managed to beat a hasty retreat without being noticed. It was
only later that I understood the smile on her face when she told this story. At the time, I
thought that it had happened a day or two ago, but now I suspect that she was reminiscing
about early days in the new flat in Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse.
What remains vague is who the listener was. Not me - I just happened to be there - or
grandfather Rudolf. Perhaps it was later, after he had died, and Hanns' wife Lotte had moved
in. I cannot recall any bosom friends. Nor were there many Eislers left. On one memorable
occasion I was taken on a visit to my great-grandmother Rosa. As I see it now, she was a
lively old lady, seemingly living in one cluttered room; the curtains were drawn, and there was
a table lamp by the window. On the same table was Rosa's pride and joy: the printed sheet
music of a foxtrot which she had composed and which had been published. I was able to
make out her name on the cover, so this would be in 1924; the foxtrot was the latest import
from America. The memory image is sharp; but in the East German account of Hanns Eisler's
ancestry, it is stated that Rosa died at the beginning of the century. Still, that may be a
misunderstanding, like the evidently mistaken assertion that Ferdinand Eisler had died in the
late Eighteen-nineties.
Our main family connection was with Uncle Armand, Rudolf's younger brother, and his wife
Aunt Mila. Armand was a lawyer. He lived in style on the Stubenring. When the old city walls
were demolished in mid-nineteenth century, they were replaced by a semi-circle of broad
avenues, the famous Ringstrasse. Apart from all new major public buildings, such as the
Parliament and the Town Hall, and the old Imperial palace, this is lined by sumptuous
apartment blocks put up be speculative builders. The Stubenring, the first section of the
Ringstrasse one comes to after crossing the Danube Canal from the old Jewish quarter
Leopoldstadt, is perhaps not the most fashionable part; but it is a far cry from SebastianKneipp-Gasse. Uncle Armand's flat was on the favoured first floor. Opposite the entrance
door, across the hall, was a small dining room, separating two large rooms whose windows
gave on the Stubenring. The one on the right was Armand's office; the one on the left doubled
as bedroom and sitting room. In front of the sole dining room window, on a small round table,
there was a round birdcage inhabited by Lore the parrot. I was always both intrigued and
impressed by Lore, although her vocabulary was rather limited: she just repeated her name,
loudly and incessantly.
Uncle Armand was taller than grandfather, so that, although well rounded, he looked less
stout. He favoured light brown suits, as against Rudolf's professorial dark grey, and wore a
pince-nez. His face was a little flabby, and his hair either fairer or scarcer that grandfather's.
Aunt Mila was a small, fussy woman who looked perpetually harassed. When my mother was
a student, she tried to improve Mila's education by reading some work on Sociology or
Philosphy with her. Before they had got to the bottom of the first page, Mila had fallen asleep,
and Elfried realized that further efforts in this direction were useless. Aunt Mila came from
Brno - which we still called Brünn - and her family was more 'Jewish' than the agnostic Eislers.
It was at Armand and Mila's that I heard my first Jewish jokes, and learned a few Yiddish
words, such as nebbich and meschuggah.
I know virtually nothing about Armand's legal business, except that it must have been rather
diferent from grandfather Friedländer's. In the autumn of 1922, Ruth and Max were in
Moscow, at the Fourth World Congess of the Comintern. (I shall come back to this.) To their
considerable surprise, they ran into him in Red Square. He greeted them warmly and, taking
a banknote from his breast pocket, presented them with it, saying "Habt's a Dollar". ('Here's a
dollar for you' - no doubt even one dollar bill would have been quite valuable in Russia at that
time.) He gave no explanation for his presence in Moscow, but he certainly was never a
Communist.
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In 1933, when I was back in Vienna temporarily after our escape from Hitler's Germany, I
used to visit Armand and Mila, often on the spur of the moment. Once, when I arrived as they
were just about to have their (mid-day) dinner, I was invited to share it; in fact, I had eaten
already, but was too shy to say so, and just had to eat a second meal. Perhaps it was then
that we two, Armand and I, retreated to one of the main rooms, while Mila disappeared, no
doubt to the kitchen. Armand, in his arm chair, lit his after-dinner cigar and led the
conversation. This was a little halting, as he had a disconcerting habit of nodding off for a few
minutes every now and then. (The cigar went out, as if programmed to do so.) Perhaps it was
that day, or on another occasion, that he announced "Heute habe ich einen Prozess beim
obersten Gerichtshof verloren" - today I've lost a case at the Supreme Court. After a short
pause, he added "Wegen Devisenschiebung" - a matter of shady currency deals. I said "das
muss Dir doch Leid getan habe, Onkel" - you must have been sorry, Uncle - to which he
replied, "mir nicht, nur meinem Klienten" - not I, only my client. I was quite taken aback by this.
Armand and Mila escaped in 1938, when Hitler annexed Austria, and eventually reached New
York. My mother told me later that they had aged considerably, and were living in
disorientation and poverty on hand-outs for refugees. They died in exile.
To get to Uncle Armand's one had to take a tram; most other outings with Idamama were
local, on foot. Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse is a short street, quite wide (at least that's how I
remember it), treeless, lined by grey four-story houses. Coming from Ausstellungsstrasse, it
ends in a T-junction at another featureless street, called Vorgartenstrasse; number 11/13 is
the corner block on the left-hand side. In the house opposite, there was a brown door, a
separate street level entrance, with some strange signs above it. I was told that these were
Hebrew letters, and that this was the door of a synagogue. I was also given to understand that
the congregation consisted mostly of Ostjuden, Jews from the eastern provinces of the former
Austrian Empire. (Many of these had come west during the war, out of fear of the advancing
Russian armies; they were looked down upon by the emancipated Western Jews in Vienna
and Prague.) Next to it was a hairdresser, where I had my curls shorn before starting school,
and had my hair cut regularly from then on. Further along towards Ausstellungsstrasse came
the tobacconist, called a Tabak Trafik in Austria, where tobacco was a government monopoly.
Stamps were also sold in a Trafik, which is probably why I recall its interior, with its glass
counter, cigar boxed on the shelves at the back, and the smell of Turkish tobacco. The other
shop on that side, a bakery, I found more interesting: I lusted after the cream rolls and cornets
heaped up on the counter. But I was only treated to these rarely, I suppose they were a luxury
we could not usually afford.
On our side, we were separated from Ausstellungsstrasse by a Y-shaped road junction, where
two streets branched off. The first is Schönngasse, where my school was. The other street is
called Stuwerstrasse. At the beginning,on the right, there was a newsagent, where I saw the
little effigies of Saint Nicholas and the Krampus in December, and where we bought a comic
called Fridolin when I could read; all I remember about this is the reddish masthead. I think our
butcher was next door. Hede Massing, Gerhart's first wife, recalls in her memoirs that she had
to cross Stuwerstrasse at its other end on her way to school. She was told, furtively, to be
careful, as it was a notorious red light district; prostitutes walked up and down, swinging a
bunch of keys, apparently the conventional mark of their trade in Vienna at that time. No
wonder we never went beyond the butcher's. The houses in Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse between
Stuwerstrasse and Ausstellungsstrasse had basement flats, entered by stairs descending
from doors opening directly to the street. In warm weather, the people living in them used to
bring up chairs, place them on the pavement, and sit there watching the passers-by. Schwarz
the grocer's was also on this side of the street. I would go in there with Ida or with Mitzi, the
maid, to buy our hundred grams of Krakauer sausage and the like. (In Vienna, one actually
asked for zehn deka, ten dekagrams.) On the counter, small round cheeses called Limburger
were kept under a glass bell. When this was lifted, the shop was filled with their powerful
pungent odour. We never bought these, however. (Nor did the Friedländers: they must have
been vulgar fare.) Finally, at the corner, was the Apotheke, the pharmacy, with its dark interior
and the traditional large glass jars behind the counter. On my recent map of Vienna, an
Apotheke is still shown at this corner.
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Crossing Ausstellungsstrasse, we could penetrate into the Prater along Lagerhausstrasse
('warehouse street'), which skirts the high fence of the permanent exhibition grounds and ends
among the roundabouts of the Wurstelprater. But we usually turned off to the left and walked
on to the Hauptallee. This is the backbone of the Prater, a long straight broad treelined
avenue that runs all the way, past the Wurstelprater, to the trotting-race course at the southeastern end. Its centre portion was a horse ride, wide enough for a couple of Fiakers (the
traditional Viennese horse-drawn cab, by then only used in the Prater) to pass each other. On
our side, we had the choice of the '2. Kaffeehaus'' and the '3. Kaffeehaus' ; the '1. Kaffeehaus'
seems to have disappeared. I remember sitting on the terrace of Number 2 - just this side of
the Hauptallee - on a warm summer afternoon, with grandmother, and watching a customer
eating slice after slice of the large white turnip shaped radishes that are always served up
heavily salted; I had just discovered this dish for myself, at home. Sometimes, we crossed to
the other side of the Hauptallee, and went to a café beside it facing a little tumulus called the
Konstantinhügel across a small boating lake. I was sometimes taken out on this, but have no
idea who the adult was who did the rowing: certainly not grandmother.

Another walk, past a church that remained a mystery to me as we never went near it, let alone
inside, took us to a rather dismal little park on the bank of the Danube, just beside the first
span of the Reichsbrücke, one of the main road bridges across the river. The Danube flows
past Vienna in a wide, straight man-made river bed. It is a fast flowing river, wide and
impressive, usually a muddy yellow. It is a major commercial artery, lined by quays and docks,
not inviting a leisurely riverside walk. On the opposite bank one could see the grass covered
'inundation zone', bordered by a dyke. In summer, this was dotted by sunbathers, and
occasionally we crossed over to join them. Only strong swimmers can venture into the river,
because of the current. Indeed, I cannot recall seeing anyone in the water. In winter, the river
looks grey, and small ice floes, a foot or two across, are carried along: there is too much
current for the river to freeze over. But I remember a winter in which the ice floes got blocked
somewhere downstream, beyond Vienna, and a solid covering of ice had crept upstream, like
a monstrous tailback on a motorway. I remember standing on the bridge, looking down at a
polar landscape of jagged chunks of ice forced up by the pressure, and watching a few bold
spirits crossing the ice.
At home, I usually played in the bedroom, on the carpet. I had a small arsenal of toy cannons.
They were eclipsed by a fat pop gun, a model howitzer, which fired a big cork with a loud plop;
this was a present from my mother, given to me on a special occasion - after my appendix
operation, I think. But my favourite toy was a wooden construction kit called Matador. This
consists of an assortment of wooden blocks with holes, both longitudinal and transverse,
sticks for joining them together, and wheels. It was manufactured in Vienna, and came with a
set of graded books exhibiting the many models that could be made with it. (It was still around,
and could be bought in this country, some thirty years ago; indeed, I have a book of patterns
'für Matador Nr. 4', bought on our one and only visit to Vienna in 1967, from one P. Kappl,
Graben 26, Wien to supplement our home supply.) I remember making a paddle steamer like
the ones I could see on the Danube. My highest achievement was a model single cylinder
steam engine complete with flywheel, crank shaft, connecting rod and piston, simulated by
one of the round sticks going back and forth in a standard Matador block as the cylinder.
As I have mentioned already, the Eislers had a maid, at least earlier on, no doubt to relieve the
pressure on Ida. How they managed to afford this, I cannot say; probably with help from
Armand She must have left after grandfather Rudolf's death; I am sure she had gone by the
time Hanns' wife Lotte moved in with us early in 1928. She was called Mitzi; all I remember
about her is that she was petite and lively. I cannot recall her formally serving dinner for the
family, as the Friedländers' maid always did; on the other hand, I do remember Ida and Mitzi
working together in the kitchen. I can see them preparing strudel dough, which is done by
pulling it out on a white table cloth until it is paper thin, shrieking with laughter as holes opened
in the middle. Serious cooking was done on a coal-fired kitchen range; one could see the
flames when the rings making up the hot plates were lifted with an iton tool. Beside the range,
on a shelf, was a two-burner gas ring, the réchaud. I suspect that I spent a good deal of time
in the kitchen talking to Mitzi and watching her work; indeed, this is how I learned to separate
eggs. But I was never allowed to do any cooking myself, that came later, in Berlin.
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The main meal, at mid-day, always started with soup, often beef broth with noodles or small
liver dumplings. This would be followed by the beef with which it had been made, greyish,
tender, and bland. Schnitzel was a luxury, but we must have eaten it occasionally, as another
memory is watching the process of dipping it in turn, in flour, beaten egg and bread crumbs,
before it was sautéd. Sometimes the beef broth was replaced by chicken soup; chicken was
always boiled, as roast chicken was another luxury the Eisler household could not afford. Then
there were the desserts, which are called Mehlspeisen in Austria, literally 'dishes made with
flour'. They are typical of Central European cuisine, and sunbstantial. A particular favourite are
Knödel, dumplings made with potato flour, boiled and then rolled in breadcrumbs; they can be
filled with prunes or plums (Zwetschkenknödel), or, more luxuriously, with apricots Marillenknödel.
Knödel invariably remind me of wash day. Every four weeks, the normal household routine
was suspended for this. As bedlinen and underwear was changed weekly, a formidable heap
of dirty linen had to be washed by hand, mangled, dried and ironed. So cooking was reduced
to a minimum. Dinner just consisted of soup followed by a dish of steaming Knödel. I would be
told how many of these had been consumed by Uncle Gerhart or Uncle Hanns on such
occasions, but I never managed to match their Knödel-eating exploits.The washing was not
done in the flat, but in a large communal loft equipped for this purpose. In Vienna, this is called
the Boden, short for Dachboden, the floor of the roof. I was not allowed up there, but I did
make the odd visit, presumably with a message from grandmother to Mitzi. I had to climb the
flights of stairs surrounding the lift shaft on its three rear sides and walk along the silent
landings on each floor, past the doors to the flats in the main block, facing the street side.
Then, when I got to the top, there was a special door. Going through this, one entered another
world: bright, steamy, smelling of freshly-washed laundy, full of women in aprons who were
chatting and laughing, scrubbing sheets on corrugated washboards resting in wooden tubs,
mangling, and pinning the washing on washing lines. (A far cry from the sinister Dachboden in
Kafka's Trial.) The ironing, however, was done in the flat, in the kitchen, with irons whose
innards had to be heated on the range, picked up with tongs and dropped back in when red
hot. Talking about the washing reminds me that Ida and Mitzi occasionally made soap at
home, by boiling fat and acid; I suppose this was a money saver.
Until I went to school, I had hardly any contact with other children, and played by myself.
Playing 'in the street' was not permitted by the grandparents, both in Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse
and at the Friedländers'. Occasionally, however, I joined the caretaker's son and a couple of
other boys in the courtyard overlooked by our flat. As I remember this, it was just bare earth,
terminated by a high wall separating us from the adjoining woodyard in Vorgartenstrasse. The
others got a lot of laughs rubbing earth into a shallow depression in this wall, which no doubt
was meant to represent female genitalia; I ws too young and innocent to unerstand this, and
was very puzzled.
Compulsory education in Austria began at the age of six. But I started school in September
1923, four months before my sixth birthday. I was told that this was a special favour. Like
virtually all children, I went to the state school, the Volksschule. This was divided into two
stages, primary and secondary, each of four years. Roughly speaking, working class children
stayed in school for both, leaving at the age of fourteen, while middle class children moved to
some form of grammar school after the primary stage. The school year ran from early
September until the end of June, with short breaks, and a long two months' holiday in the
summer. School started at eight in the morning and finished at noon, perhaps at one o'clock
after the first two years, every day including Saturday.
Our local Volksschule was just around the corner, in Schönngasse. I suppose that, at first, I
was taken there, and fetched at mid-day. But I cannot remember my first day at school, and it
seems as if I did it all on my own almost from the start. I only had to cross Schönngasse, and
there was very little traffic; as I recall our neighbourhood, there are hardly any cars or lorries,
just the occasional horse-drawn cart. (Probably another piece of forgetting.) My only worry
were the stray dogs: I was very much afraid of them. Perhaps Viennese dogs were rather
aggressive; most of them wore leather muzzles all the time.
The school was a featureless grey building. We - my class, that is - stayed in the same class
room for all the four years I spent there, and had the same teacher. This teacher - male, like
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all the other staff, I think; no doubt women were employed in girls' schools - was addressed as
Herr Lehrer, the equivalent of 'Sir', and if I ever did know his name I have forgotten it. We sat
on long benches each of which had a sloping desk rigidly attached to it; ink wells were sunk
into this, one per place. There were three or four boys per bench, four or five ranks of benches
on each side of the class room, divided by a central aisle. As I see it now, the walls are bare of
any pictures or other decorations. I sat on the front bench, on the window side, next to the
gangway; this was my place from the beginning to the end. No doubt I was placed in the front
row because of my bad eyesight. I was either already wearing spectacles, or did so soon after
starting school.
Teaching was traditional: we were taught the three R's, but - as far as I remember - there was
no art, no music except for the Austrian National Anthem to be sung on the anniversary of the
founding of the Republic (the twelfth of November), and no games or PE. During lessons, we
stayed in place. There must have been breaks, and a school yard for playing in during breaks.
But my impressions of these four years are so vague and fleeting that I cannot say what this
was like. Either my four years of Volksschule just passed me by, or I have suppressed an
unpleasant experience, probably the latter. I had mostly been with adults until then, more or
less free to do as I pleased. And here I was in a class of some thirty boys, subject to
discipline, routine and boredom. Lessons I took in my stride. Scholastically, I was one of a
small group at the top of the class.The Herr Lehrer used to cruise up and down the central
aisle, ready to hit the more recalcitrant boys with a short stick. I escaped this treatment,
although I did at times exasperate him with what, years later in the drawing office of the
Cambridge University Engineering Department, was still described as my 'atrocious
handwriting'. I was also perpetually dotting my written work with ink spots, with the old-style
steel nibs that had to be dipped in the ink wells on our benches. Fortunately we were taught
the Roman alphabet first; my mother's generation started with the old 'German' script, which
left ample traces in her hadwriting. We had to master the angular 'German' alphabet later, I
can still produce most of it, and read it when need be. I suspect that arithmetic was taught
badly.
I soon learned to write, on the lined paper we used, with its extra lines to help us to distinguish
between the low letters such as a or e and the tall ones. I must have learned to read words as
well as letters too. But the real breakthrough was at home, possible as late as next Easter. For
I have a distinct memory of lying in bed, convalescing from some childhood illness, and
realizing suddenly that I could use the newly-learnt sounds of the letters to read any word I
pleased; German spelling is virtually phonetic. From then on, I became a devoted reader. But
the only story I remember reading at school was a folk tale about a well digger who
encountered a 'basilisk', a legendary reptile, hatched by a serpent from a cock's egg. The well
digger duly succumbed to the lethal eye and breath of this basilisk; no-one told me about
methane gas at the time.
In the last two years of primary school the routine was broken a little when Herr Lehrer told us
stories; this made for a more intimate, much friendlier, atmosphere. Most of these were
mytho-historical anecdotes. Some were about the Turkish siege of Vienna in 1683, how this
was broken when the Polish King Jan Sobieski's horsemen charged down on the Turkish
camp from the heights of the Viennese Woods. The Kipfel, the characteristic crescent-shaped
Viennese breakfast roll, was a memento of this siege. So were the Viennese coffee houses.
For the first Kaffeehaus had been started by a brave and ingenious Viennese who had carried
messages across the Turkish lines, had been rewarded by being given his choice of booty
after the rout of Mustapha Kemals army, and had settled for the supplies of coffee beans in
the Turkish camp. Then there was the Good Emperor Joseph II (the 'enlightened' Habsburg
monarch, son of Maria Theresa, who reigned at the end of the Eighteenth Century), who went
about Vienna incognito until, at the appropriate moment, he opened his cloak, revealed his
kaiserlich outfit, and announced "I am your Kaiser Joseph".
Austrian schols were secular, but time was set aside for religious instruction, taught by
Catholic priest, Jewish rabbi or Protestant minister, as appropriate. I was always registered as
konfessionslos, belonging to no recognized denomination, and so was excused. I have a
memory of walking home early from school along Schönngasse with another boy. Somehow I
know that he is a Protestant - a rare breed in Catholic Austria - and we are agreed that the
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other boys are all Jews, who have to stay for Religion, while we, the only Christians in the
class, are allowed to go home early.
In fact, most of them would have been Catholics. As to the Jewish tinge, I do recall one odd
episode. One Saturday, a new boy joined the class, but withdrew into a corner where he sat
on the floor, muttering. Non-plussed, Herr Lehrer asked for my help. With some difficulty, I
managed to make out that the newcomer said "my father says I must not write on Schabbes" the Yiddish word for Saturday. Perhaps the boy was in fact speaking Yiddish, and the teacher
imagined somehow that I would be able to act as interpreter; if so, I must say that the
siginificance of this episode has only dawned on me as I am writing it down. But I remember
how the teacher turned to me, almost as if I were another adult. Three months later, the new
boy had joined the little group who got top marks in German.
Another incident at school I recall is of a boy - not Jewish - suddenly giving out a loud wail.
When asked by the teacher what was wrong he cried "Herr Lehrer, Schwarz has said 'I'll let off
such a fart that you'll fly straight out of the window' ". (Schwarz the grocer's son was siting
beside him. In Viennese, one says 'I' loss a Schass'' - I'll let off a shit.) There was great
laughter, and I had the feeling the silly boy really believed Schwarz capable of such a feat.
Schwarz got a severe telling-off, for using bad language.
I seem to have been accepted by my school mates without any friction - perhaps the prejudice
against bespectacled swots was not part of the Viennese tradition. I used to run home along
Vorgartenstrasse (an alternative route) with a gang of boys, joyfully shouting 'arse' and 'shit' or
rather, the Viennese dialect forms that sound like Oasch and Schaass (with a long 'a'). These
were among the unofficial things I learned at school. But I had the sense not use such words
at home.
Although I went to school unaccompanied, the ban on 'playing in the street' remained in force.
However, I was allowed to bring some of my schoolmates back to our flat. I must have
enjoyed this. There is a story - told by grandmother in my hearing, not remembered otherwise
- how, on one occasion, when it was time for them to go, I became very angry and said "if you
leave I'll go to the shop and buy a revolver and shoot you all dead". Whereupon one Landau
replied, in the typical Jewish question-for-answer mode, "to a child they will sell a revolver?".
Ida went on to relate how Landau, with a friend, had got hold of some pencil blanks, put little
lengths of lead in each end, and sold them as genuine pencils, at cut price. They were found
out, of course, and hauled before the headmaster. "But Sir" said Landau "one has to make a
rebbach" (the Yiddish word for 'profit'). Apparently, this amused the headmaster so much that
he let them off with a caution.
On the whole, school was dull and boring. I probably learned more from the books I read at
home. I cannot remember these in detail. At some time, perhaps on my earliest visit to Berlin,
I was given a paperback of 'socialist' fairy tales, probably by Hermynia zur Mühlen, a writer
who joined the Communist Party in the Twenties but later became a dissident. One of these I
recall even now: an enslaved people forced to build a palace on an island marching over a
bridge that had materialized miraculously from the sighs and groans of those who had
perished during the work, and vanquishing the oppressors. This was the first piece of Socialist
literature I encountered. Another, perhaps in the same volume, was the story of the Roman
gladiatiors' rebellion led by Spartacus; now I come to think of it, there was also a story about
Thomas Müntzer, leader of a mediaeval peasant rising. All these were considered as
predecessors of the modern Working Class Movement. I think they impressed me more than
the traditional fairy tales,which I never liked. Later on, I read Robinson Crusoe, and Gulliver's
Travels, in special versions for children;also some of Kipling's stories, such as the Jungle
Book, and a short story in which a mongoose (Rikki Tikki Tavi) fights to the death with a Cobra
to protect his master - who is an English boy, needless to say.
But my favourite book, a big volume with black covers, was more factual. It was a
compendious account of the development of life on Earth, beginning with the formation of the
solar system and ending with stone age man. The viewpoint was agnostic and Darwinian, of
course, although (I think) with little, if any, account of the notion of natural selection. (I may be
amalgamating several books here.) I must have read this by the time I was nine. For I
remember that, when the Catholic Sisters who acted as nurses in the hospital in which I had
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my appendix removed in the spring of 1927, asked me about God, and who had made the
World, I gave them a lecture on Laplace's theory of the formation of the solar system by the
condensation of rings rotating around the sun. (It was called the Kant-Laplace theory, because
Kant, in his earliest, scientific works, had produced some rather vague anticipation.) They
were very shocked by my ignorance and told Grandmother Ida that they would pray for me.

19

ONE

TWO: Early life
The Eisler flat was my home, but I also spent a good deal of time with my Friedländer
grandparents. They lived on the other side of Vienna, in the Thirteenth District which is called
Hietzing after a former village, and extends from Schönbrunn Palace to the Vienna Woods.
The Friedländers were great believers in gute Luft - good air. It was a Friedländer article of
faith that the air in Hietzing was much better than the air in Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse, so that
these visits were also good for my health. I suppose that the nearness of the hills that make
up the Vienna Woods, as against the flat and no doubt originally swampy terrain on which our
quarter of the Second District had been built, was the ostensible reason for this claim. But it
may also have reflected, subconsciously, the superior social standing of Hietzing.
The old High Street, Hietzinger Hauptstrasse, begins at the gate of Schönbrunn Park and runs
westward for a mile or so. I remember it as a wide, airy street whose quiet was only broken by
the trams that ran along it, the occasional car, and the trains on the level crossing that
separated two other former villages, Unter Sankt Veit and Ober Sankt Veit. Strictly speaking,
the Friedländers lived in Unter Sankt Veit rather than in Hietzing, at Auhofstrasse 54. This
street branches off from the Hauptstrasse close to Schönbrunn and stays close to it all the
way to Ober Sankt Veit. Like the other side streets, it was tree lined, and most of the houses at least near the Schönbrunn end - were big villas, built early in the century. But the
Friedländers lived in an older house, the westernmost one of a pair of low two-story houses
that had been left standing during the redevelopment of the area. The nearest connection with
Hietzinger Hauptstrasse still had the feel of a country lane. From the house, it was only a few
minutes' walk to the Hietzing gate of Schönbrunn Park. In the other direction, a short tram ride
along Hietzinger Hauptstrasse brought one to the first meadows of the Vienna Woods.
The two unmarried uncles, Peter and Alexander, were still living with their parents. Moreover,
aunt Betty and her husband Karl Horovitz had a first floor flat in the other house, and the two
flats communicated by means of a door that had been made in the party wall.I feel sure that
Jakob Friedländer owned the house, and probably its companion, number 52, as well.
I should think that grandfather Jakob was in his early sixties. He was the senior partner in the
family firm which consisted of himself and uncle Peter. The youngest Friedländer, Alexander
(uncle Xandi), had shown remarkable mathematical gifts while still at school. But after the war,
instead of going to university, he studied Engineering at the Technische Hochschule, the
Vienna Polytechnic. (Like other such institutions on the Continent, this was of university
standing.) Eventually, he worked in a firm of patent lawyers as a technical expert. Betty had
become an artist. She once told me that she was essentially self-taught, but had gone on to
pass the examinations which qualified her to teach. Primarily, she was an etcher. She signed
her work 'Betty Lark', using an anagram of uncle Karl's name, which was later incorporated in
the family name, so that they became Lark-Horovitz in the USA. She and Karl must have got
married during the war. Indeed, Betty had a miscarriage around the time I was a born,
because of a fall on an ill-lit staircase, I believe. If this had not happened, I would have had a
cousin of my own age to play with, at the Friedländers.
My earliest memories of Hietzing relate, not to the flat, but to the garden. This was large,
extending from the back of the house to the road along the right bank of the river Wien. (I
remember this as a rather insiginificant little stream running in a deep, straight cutting. It must
have meandered along its valley originally, and overflowed its banks in spring.) I never saw
anyone gardening, but as the garden never became overgrown, somebody must have looked
after it, probably the caretaker. Just behind the house, there was a lawn; then came bushes
and trees. There were remains of an earlier formal layout. A path from the house led, between
shrubs, to an open space with a big tree at the near end and a summer house at its other end,
an octagonal structure with a raised floor, waist-high wooden walls and open wrought-iron
work holding up the roof. It was rusty and never used. There were no flower beds, or fruit
trees, but there were wild flowers; I particularly recall the violets which grew near the path.
For a long time, I had a vivid image of sitting on the grass, in my sailor suit, clutching my teddy
bear, surrounded by vociferous adults. This 'screen image' has faded. But it fits in with some
photographs Betty sent me after our visit to Berkeley in 1972 which she said had been taken "
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about 1921 or so". In two of them, I am sitting on the grass, on a rug, no doubt put there by
grandmother to protect me from the damp. In the other one, I am standing, clutching my teddy
bear, beside grandfather who is smoking his after-dinner cigar and looking down on me
benignly. On the reverse, Betty has noted that this was the time when I used to say "was
brummst Du, Grosspapa?" (what are you growling like a bear, grandpa?); so perhaps
grandfather was having bear-to-bear conversations with my teddy bear.
I have two other fleeting, memories from the garden. One is of croquet being played, with
much noisy banter, by the uncles and Betty, but I cannot say whether I was made to join in
myself. The other one is more puzzling: Chinese lanterns. On what occasion these had been
hung from trees in the garden, I cannot guess. Curiously enough, in my later, more distinct,
memories of Hietzing, the family are hardly ever in the garden. It is as if, at some earlier
period, there was a lively social scene, no doubt animated by the Friedländer siblings and the
Horovitzes - Karl and his twin sisters - and that, as everyone got older and went in different
directions, it faded. So I had the garden all to myself, and spent many hours playing near the
old summer house.
The Friedländer flat took up the whole of the first floor, like the piano nobile of a (small) Italian
palace. The main rooms were on the south side, overlooking Auhofstrasse. But it was
approached from the back. The street entrance opened on a passage running through the
house. One had to go through this, past the caretaker's flat, turn right at the door to the garden
and then right again, and climb a broad semi-circular stone staircase to a glazed door as wide
as the stairs. (Could this have been the glass door which the teenage Xandi once shattered
with his fist, in a rage?) Going through this one stood, facing the garden, not in an entrance
hall, but in a corridor running along most of the length of the house. There was a big pot plant
in each of its five or six windows; the floor ws covered by a long carpet - a runner - which had
to be rolled up once a week, taken into the garden and have the dust beaten out of it. I always
accepted this arrangement as perfectly natural; it was only when I came to describe it that it
struck me as unusual. Equally odd was that the semicircular staircase was replicated on the
next floor, in the flat itself: starting in the corridor, these upper stairs led to the loft, which was
commodious and light and could easily have been used to live in. (Perhaps the first floor of the
house was originally divided into two flats, so that the corridor had been made by joining a
landing and two entrance halls, one on either side. The loft could have been another, cheaper,
flat, or servants' quarters.) At the far end of the corridor was uncle Peter's bedroom. Nearer,
on the right, was the door to the kitchen - a narrow rectangle - beyond which was the maid's
room. The door to Karl and Betty's flat in the adjoining house was in this room, so could not be
used at night.
My bedroom was the same size as the maid's room, but at the front of the house. It was next
to the blind end wall, probably once the party wall between the house and its demolished
neighbour. This had a drawback. There was a vacant lot beside the house, at the corner of a
side street running down to the river Wien. (On our side, there were no houses in this street.)
On this stood a fair-sized tree, and I can now guess that it was this tree that made the
nocturnal noises that frightened me so whenever I stayed in Hietzing. After neatly folding my
clothes and putting them tidily on a chair (a routine not insisted upon at the Eislers'), I would lie
there, listening to a sort of low-pitched groaning. I was too shy to talk about this. At first, I
insisted on having the door to the next room, the grandparents' bedroom, left open, and the
light left on in there. But then we, or rather Betty, acquired a cat, and the cat somehow found
its way in and kept jumping on the bed, so I could not get to sleep, and had to ask for the door
to be shut. I would then draw the fat white eiderdown over my head, and lie there terrified,
expecting some nameless horror to come through the window and swallow me up. Perhaps
the tree was cut down at some later time, as I have no recollections of noises off when I was
older.
The rooms at the front were grouped symmetrically around a large dining room. The small
bedroom corresponding to mine, at the other end, next to number fifty-two, was uncle Xandi's.
The room between this and the dining room was called the salon. Normally, this was only used
as a passage, either for Xandi to get to his bedroom, or for members of the family to commute
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between the dining room and the kitchen. (Marie, the cook-general, had to use the corridor
when serving up or clearing the table.) The furniture, a sofa and some chairs, upholstered in
green velvet, was perpetually shrouded in white dust covers. I can only remember one evening
when these had been removed, and the double doors to the dining room opened, when there
were guests and chamber music. But there may have been other such evenings, when I was
asleep, or at home in Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse. There was also a round marble-topped table,
on which there stood photographs, mainly of musicians. The chief treasure was an
autographed portrait of Brahms. Originally, this must have belonged to the other aunt Betty,
really a great-aunt I suppose, who had been a professional singer. She certainly knew
Brahms; he called her Fräulein Purim - a mildly antisemitic pleasantry, as she was actually
called Betty Buri, and Purim is the name of a Jewish festival. She was often mentioned at the
Friedländers', but I hardly know anything about her. In 1972, Betty told me that Betty Buri had
made her debut by March 1848 and that, as a gesture of protest against the suppression of
the 1848 revolution, she never performed in public afterwards. But she seems to have
continued her career successfully in private; no doubt she was able to do this because
Viennese society hostesses liked to have professional musicians for their musical soirées. So
she must have been born around 1830. There was also an autographed photograph of the
violin virtuoso Bronislaw Hubermann. As his dates are 1882 - 1947, it would seem that she
lived to a ripe age, so that my aunt Betty could have known her. It was this 'aunt Betty' whose
legacy to Paul my mother spent in 1916, to the dismay of the rest of the Friedländer family.
Perhaps the furniture in the salon was also originally hers.
The piano should have been in the salon. In fact, it stood in the dining room, which was really
a dining-cum-living room. It was a large room, with its long side parallel to the street. There
was a balcony, overlooking this. On warm summer days, the balcony doors were opened, and
one could sit out there, on a level with the crowns of the robinia trees lining Auhofstrasse,
enjoying the view and the scent of the trees. As the top of the balcony door was glazed, the
room had effectively three windows. The piano - a Boesendorfer grand - stood by the window
nearest to the grandparents' bedroom. The door to the lobby and corridor was on the opposite
side, just beside a massive black dresser crowned with tall multicoloured vases, probably
wedding presents from long ago. Grandmother's escritoire was in the other window corner. In
the fourth corner, beside the tiled stove was a big wicker rocking chair, which I liked to sit in
when it was not occupied by grandfather. The floor was parquet; there must have been a
carpet, or at least some rugs, but I cannot see these any more. I can see the big rectangular
dining table, placed in sympathy with the room.
We always sat at the same places for meals: grandfather at the end nearest the salon, Peter
opposite to him, grandmother on his right and myself on his left, beside Xandi, so that the pair
of us had our backs to the balcony. (Perhaps the empty place beside grandmother had once
been Paul's.) On the wall opposite to me, beside the telephone and above a small sofa, hung
the only picture that I can remember. It was a painting, showing a rocky islet with
mediterranean vegetation, perhaps a souvenir from a holiday on the Adriatic coast before
1914, when Dubrovnik was called Ragusa and was part of the Austrian Empire. When I was
small, I was frequently teased by being told that 'the captain' would come out from behind one
of the rocks, to look at me, as soon as I had my eyes turned. While writing this down, it has
occurred to me that the tease may have been a Friedländer ploy intended to make me sit up
straight, instead of sitting hunched over my plate.
Conversation round the dinner table was always lively; it was mainly carried on by the male
Friedländers, who liked to make puns and verbal jokes. (I was told repeatedly that grandfather
was noted for his forceful pleading in the law courts; lawyers are not divided into solicitors and
barristers in Vienna.) But grandmother could hold her own, too. When Marie was in the room,
the conversation was continued in French, if considered unsuitable for her ears. The same
stratagem was adopted when I was not meant to understand what was being said.
Marie is the only cook I remember; she must have been with the family for many years. She
was Czech, and never lost her accent or became really fluent in German. I see her now as a
middle-aged woman, solidly built, taller than grandmother, but with a slight stoop and a limp.
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She was in fact a cook-general. She did the shopping, and the housework. So, for instance,
she had to keep the tiled stoves going in the winter. There was one in each room, the typical
Viennese sort, about five or six feet high, two foot square, with a small iron door low down for
the coal; where the coal and the kindling was kept, or the ash was emptied, I never found out:
I was incurious. What with these stoves, and the double glazed windows - the panes about
four inches apart, one lot opening inwards and the other outwards, with a hefty bolster in
between - the flat was always warm in winter. I do not think that grandmother Bertha ever did
any cooking, or any serious housework. But she fine-tuned the dusting. I can see her on her
morning round, armed with a feather duster, going swiftly and determinedly from room to
room, firmly shutting the windows that had been opened by Marie to air the rooms. It was
considered essential to stop draughts, which were a danger to health. (Among other evils, they
were held responsible for Hexenschuss, literally a witch's shot, in fact just a stiff neck.
Draughts were much feared on the Continent. A small window opened in a stuffy coach on a
hot summer's day on the Normandy coast, in 1938, evoked a unanimous cry of "fermez la
fenêtre, il y a un courant d'air" from our fellow passengers.) The only exception was the
monthly wash-day, when extra help was brought in, and grandmother joined in as well.
Bertha Friedländer must have been in her fifties. Her hair had gone grey, and she suffered
badly from sciatica, which made her rather immobile. In the house, she could move briskly
enough, but she no longer joined in the long rambles the Friedländers were fond of. Perhaps
because of this, she had become rather stout, especially round the middle. She must have
had a good education; she was fluent in English and French, had some Italian as well, and
was a capable pianist. Moreover, she was a member of one of Vienna's foremost choral
societies, that of the Wiener Musikverein. (She was a contralto.) The family had free tickets for
the final rehearsals, and perhaps for some of the performances as well - later on, I was taken
to hear Mendelssohn's Elijah and Brahms's German Requiem.
Apart from the provision of Good Air, there were other matters concerning my health that were
raised at the Friedländers'. One of these was my posture. This was reasonable enough, as I
habitually went around with my back bent and my eyes on the ground. But apart from frequent
admonitions, and the occasional tease, no positive remedies were proposed. My rather
prominent ears were also noted but, although the idea was mooted, I was spared the
discomfort of having to sleep with my ears tied back.
But the big worry was my chronic constipation. (I have a feeling that this was worse in
Hietzing.) The celebrated Viennese cuisine, which is - or was - quite starchy, may well have
been to blame for this. But fruit was eaten regularly at the Friedländers': I remember oranges,
always peeled so that the peel folded back like a flower petal, and grapes. Grapes were eaten
as dessert, and had to be washed by dipping them, one at a time, in one's glass. (Bertha had
an anecdote about a certain Herr Doktor who, carried away by his own eloquence, drained the
glass he had washed his grapes in.) Bertha put much store by stewed prunes. These were
always served in a large cut-glass bowl, and eaten from similar small glass bowls, without any
nonsense such as cream. When they were on the menu, she would look at me across the
table with a knowing air, and intone "Das hat eine Wirkung" - this will have an effect.
The loo was at the end of the corridor, between the entrance door and the kitchen. I must
have spent many hours in this small dark cubicle, with the door left open when I was very
young. I was not allowed to flush it: I had to call grandmother first. As I stood there with my
short trousers around my ankles, she would come bustling down the long corridor, take off her
pince-nez, and bend low over the pan to inspect my stool. If my output was considered
insufficient, I had to continue the session, and the inspection routine was repeated. It is no
wonder that I suffered from haemorrhoids later on.
There was nothing unusual about this fear of constipation and the belief that one had to be
'regular' in order to be healthy. Indeed, considerable fortunes have been made out of it. But
the Friedländers did not resort to laxatives. (At Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse, I was occasionally
given one that tasted like chocolate, which I took readily.) Instead, I was given enemas. This
dreaded ceremony took place in the grandparents' bedroom. The enema was administered by
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grandmother, with Marie assisting. The apparatus consisted of a cylindrical glass container
with a tap low down on its side. A rubber pipe was attached to this, which had a back nipple at
its business end. I had to lie on grandmother's bed. The vaselined nipple was inserted in my
behind, while I wailed loudly in protest. The glass, filled with tepid soapy water was held by
Marie. It was discharged slowly into me, and I was then quickly transferred to the chamber pot
which stood ready on the floor. This indignity stopped when I got older; perhaps my bowels
had become more cooperative by then. Chamber pots were a standard bedroom fixture, kept
in the lower compartments of bedside tables, emptied and cleaned every morning. (When I
went up to Cambridge in 1936, I had to buy my own jug and basin for the washstand in my
bedroom. After I had made my choice, the shop assistant asked in a slightly subdued voice
"and do you want an article, Sir?".)
I never had much commerce with uncle Peter. Both Xandi and grandfather undoubtedly
amused themselves by talking to me when I was small, but I think that they took a more
serious interest in me when I was eight or nine. However, Xandi, who, as I have already
mentioned, had a strong mathematical bent, once told Betty early on that, although I was,
clearly, very intelligent, I would never become a mathematician.
It was chiefly grandmother and Betty who occupied themselves with me. I also liked to talk to
Marie and watch her in the kitchen. (She gave me Schmalzbrot, bread and dripping, never
seen at table in Hietzing but one of my favourites, especially if there were little pieces of
crackling - called Grammeln in Vienna - to heighten the flavour.) This would have been on my
way to, or from, the Horovitz flat next door. Karl I remember only dimly. But I spent a lot of time
with Betty. The first room one came to, through the door in Marie's room, was Betty's studio.
(It faced north.) Usually, some copper plates were sitting in acid in rectangular dishes, on a big
brown table. I also watched her working, drawing with engraver's tools on the wax-coated
plates. But what impressed me most was when, one evening, Betty made a set of Quartett
cards. This is a zoological variant of Happy Families. For some reason, it was suddenly
decided to play Quartett, but no cards could be found. So Betty and I went to the Horovitz flat.
She happened to have some suitable white cardboard squares, and started to draw animals
on them, swiftly, with pen and Indian ink. I was particularly impressed by a set of eagles and
vultures. Presently, the job was finished, and we went back to the dining room to play, on the
dining table. Grandfather and the uncles were keen card players. Old Jakob used to play in his
Stammcafé, tarot originally, bridge later on. He and Xandi also liked chess; more about this in
due course. Paul did not play cards.
One day Betty returned from a shopping expedition carrying a mysterious cardboard box. I
was summoned to the Horovitz flat to watch her open it. Inside was a kitten, white and blue
eyed; we agreed to call it Katia. (I think it must have been a female, as Marie used to complain
that die Katz' (the she-cat) got under feet when she was dishing up.) After some weeks, we
realized that she was deaf, but it did not seem to matter. I took to her at once. I suspect now
that Bertha did not really approve, but grandfather Jakob certainly liked Katia. At meal times,
she stationed herself by the corner of the dining table between the two of us, and he gave her
tidbits from his plate. (I remember how, one day, I suddenly realized that the particularly
appealing look on Katia's face was in fact one of pure greed.) Katia moved freely between the
two flats, but was not allowed out. When we visited Betty in Berkeley 1972, she reminded me
how we once shampooed Katia and then dried her in the kitchen oven which was off but still
warm. She also told me that, when she and Karl had his Professor to dinner, Katia's behaviour
was so odd that the Herr Professor, in a stroke of Viennese double irony, remarked that this
cat clearly needed to be psychoanalyzed.
One evening, when I was playing in the dining room, I was told to go to Karl and Betty's flat, to
see something very special. I ran along the corridor, through the kitchen and Marie's room, to
find Betty sitting at the table in her studio with an odd little contraption in front of her. A pair of
headphones, whose leads were attached to this, were put on my head, and I heard music. A
male voice was singing - with accompaniment - a song of which I even remember some of the
words: "Die schöne Adrienne hat eine Hochantenne" ('beautiful Adrienne has an outdoor
aerial' - literally, a high aerial; no doubt there was a double entendre that was beyond me). I
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understood at once that I was listening to the radio, so I must have already known something
about broadcasting. The radio was a crystal set, made by uncle Karl. It so happens that Karl
later specialized in solid state physics, but it would have been an obvious thing for any
physicist to make up a crystal set, then. Karl went to the USA in 1924, I think, and I suppose I
must have been six or seven at the time.
Before long, the grandparents had their own set, also provided by Karl. The simple hardware
was mounted on a small, heavy black wooden cylinder, about hand size, which stood upright
on a round occasional table by the sofa at the food of the twin beds in the grandparents'
bedroom, equipped with two sets of headphones. Soon, Jakob and Bertha spent most
evenings sitting there, listening to the music provided by Austrian Radio, both classical music
and operetta. They were still using the crystal set in 1934, when I was temporarily back in
Hietzing after our escape from Germany. The Eislers never had a radio, at least not up to
1929.
Karl went to America in 1924, on his Professor's advice; Betty joined him in 1925. I think his
first post was at Stanford, followed by a spell at Toronto. From there, he went to Purdue
University, in Lafayette, Indiana. There he eventually became head of the Physics
Department, and remained until he retired.
I have no recollection of Betty's departure. But my memories of Hietzing are in two parts, with,
and without, Tante Betty. It was presumably after her departure that Bertha began to take me
in hand more systematically. There were singing lessons, and English lessons. The singing
lessons were straightforward: I had to stand beside the piano and sing, while grandmother
accompanied. Of the songs we practiced together, I can only recall two, both lullabies, one by
Brahms and the other one by Mozart. (I rather think that one reason for this routine was that I
had quite a good singing voice as a child.) Perhaps my ability to memorize melodies readily
goes back to this. But both rhythm and harmony seem to have been neglected, and we did not
sing duets of any sort.
The English lessons came later. By then, I made regular weekend visits to Hietzing, and the
English lessons usually took place on Sunday morning, when Bertha stayed in bed late. I did
no writing, only reading and speaking, as far as I was able. Presently, material for the lessons
was provided by the comic strips in the American Sunday papers Betty sent home. My
favourite strip was one called the Katzenjammer Kids, the saga of a German immigrant family.
(Katzenjammer, literally 'cat's misery', is the German for a hangover.) Once Bertha, armed
with her dictionary, was completely stumped by the word 'dot', while I realized at once that it
was supposedly the German-American pronunciation of 'that'; this suggests that Bertha had
been well taught, but had little feeling for language. There was at least one link between Music
and English: the lyrics of the Brahms lullaby.
While writing down these fragmentary memories, I have come to realize that I never felt
completely at home at the Friedländers', and less so after Betty had gone. Their well-ordered
lifestyle had something faintly off-putting about it; it was also a bit austere. (For example, the
only healthy bath was, allegedly, one that was lukewarm and four inches deep; of course gas
was expensive. Honey was always dribbled in thin lines on the buttered bread, never allowed
to be spread thickly, and so on.) Of course some lack of understanding would also have been
on my side. I have never liked being ordered about, while the Friedländers, contrary to the
Eislers, had a tradition of imposing a certain conformism. With this went a tendency to tease for the same purpose - which I resented as a child.
This disparity between the two sets of grandparents may be one reason for another gap in my
memory: I have no idea how I was conveyed back and forth between Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse
and Auhofstrasse. They are quite a long way apart, about six miles. But I know the route.
Starting at the Eislers', one had to take a tram (the 1B?) at the tram stop in
Ausstellungsstrasse at the bottom of Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse. The tram crossed the Danube
Canal and then followed the Ringstrasse. One had to get off near the old Imperial Palace - the
Hofburg - and change to a number 58 tram, which went along a busy road called
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Mariahilferstrasse, then past Schönbrunn Palace, and finally up Hietzinger Hauptstrasse. As I
have said already, I cannot remember ever seeing a member of the Eisler family at the
Friedländers', or a Hietzing Friedländer at the Eislers'. So I can only guess that I was taken to
some central location, such as the Burggarten, a small park near the Imperial Palace and the
terminus of the 58 tram, by members of the respective families, and handed over.
Another possibility would have been to deposit me at the Friedländer Kanzlei, so that
grandfather Jakob could take me back to Hietzing. (Kanzlei is a peculiar Austrian term for a
lawyers' office.) For this was in Mariahilferstrasse, on the route of the 58. The office was some
way from the Ringstrasse, on the left, that is to say on the south side. It was on the first floor of
one of the continuous line of apartment blocks lining the street. One went up a rather dark
flight of stairs to a landing; there, opposite the stairs, was a glass door with the name of the
firm engraved on it. The Kanzlei was, essentially, a fair sized rectangular room, with its long
side at right angles to the street, so that the windows were at the far end, at the back of the
building. But there was an inner office, in the right-hand corner at the back, separated off by a
glass partition. There was a typist, whose place was in the other far corner. Her big office
typewriter stood on a table that was backing the glass partition. I was always intrigued by this
machine, but never allowed to touch it. (Perhaps this is why I remember the typewriter better
than the typist.) Grandfather had the little inner office; uncle Peter had to make do with the
rather dark main office. As I could not understand what went on there, it always had a certain
air of mystery for me.
The Friedländers also had a house in the country. The Südbahn, which is the railway line
linking Vienna to Trieste, enters the Alpine region by the Semmering pass, sixty miles south of
Vienna and some three thousand feet above sea level. After the line was opened - in midnineteenth century - the Semmering soon got a reputation for its salubrious air among the
better-off Viennese, and became a popular summer resort, with hotels, sanatoria and villas
dotted among the green woods that cover it. A long summer holiday in the country (for the
families: the men stay in town, at work), is an old continental tradition. One could stay in a
pension or a hotel (preferably one in which one had, in Bertha's old-fashioned phrase, gute
Ansprache, the right sort of people to talk to), rent a villa, or actually own one. The Friedländer
house was in Spital am Semmering, the first station after Semmering itself, and was not a villa
but the Posthaus, the house containing the village post office. I do not know when they
acquired it, nor can I remember when I first went there.
Grandmother Bertha migrated to Spital at the end of June, taking Marie with her, and I too
went with them. As the day of departure approached, and Bertha organized and supervised
the preparations, tension would rise in Auhofstrasse. On the day, she would insist on getting
us to the Südbahnhof at least half an hour early. Grandfather, and perhaps one of the uncles,
would come with us, to look after the luggage stowed away on the overhead nets in the
compartment and in the luggage van, and help us settle in once we got there. We always
travelled third class, with hard wooden seats, softened by the odd cushion taken along by
Bertha as well as the inevitable plaid travelling rug . For an hour or so, the train ran in the plain
beside the foothills of the Alps which peter out at Vienna. Then, at a small town called
Gloggnitz, a second engine was coupled to the back of the train. There was enough time for
us to buy Frankfurters from a trolley on the platform. (The Gloggnitz Frankfurters were alleged
to be much better than those sold at Wiener Neustadt, the preceding station. There was a
choice of seasoning, mustard or plain shredded horseradish; I recall switching from the
former to the latter as time went on.) The train then began its ascent, pulled at the front and
pushed at the back.
The climb to the Semmering is spectacular. The line crosses numerous gorges on brick-built
viaducts, some multi-storied, which one can see from the train, as the track corkscrews
upwards towards the pass. One also goes through many tunnels; at least one of these is a
sort of gallery excavated in the rock face, so that brief glimpses of the landscape alternate with
spells of darkness. Then, after the Semmering station itself, came the big tunnel, nearly a mile
long, which was the high point of the journey for me, in both senses of the word. Emerging
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from this, one was in a different province, Styria, and in a different landscape: a green valley
bordered by thickly wooded slopes.
Spital is only five miles from the Semmering pass, but already five hundred feet lower. The
railway line runs above the village, on the northern slope of the valley. So, as the train slowed
down, one could look down on the village and pick out the two principal buildings, the church
on the far side of the main road, and the hotel Hirschenhof on the near side. An asphalted
lane ran from the station to the Hirschenhof; halfway along this, another lane - little more than
a farm track - branched off to the High Stret, which was in fact the main road from the
Semmering. The Posthaus stood in the corner made by these two lanes. It was in the usual
Alpine style, and built on the slope, so much so that, seen from the village, it appeared to have
three stories. But the lowermost one was just a single row of store rooms. The ground floor
proper was above these, and was entered from the lane at the back. The post office was in
the corner nearest to the station, with the postmaster's quarters adjoining. We had the other,
slightly larger, half, except for a couple of rooms on the top floor which were the caretaker's
flat. I do not remember the house in detail; I just have a general impression of wooden floors
and of windows looking towards the mountain called the Stuhleck that dominated the village. I
knew that its rounded summit was 1768 metres above sea level, high enough to be above the
tree line, so that it stuck out like a bald man's pate above the dark green of the treees. There
was no view at the back; we were too close to the slope to see the Kampalpe on the north side
of the valley. There was a garden, just a rectangle of grass and a couple of old trees; near the
gate to the lane there was a carpet of camomile instead of grass.
Beyond the garden fence we saw the beer garden of the village inn. On the day of the annual
village fair (the Kirchweih, celebrating the consecration of the church), when the little market
place in front of the church was filled with stalls, a stage for the village hop was built in the
beer garden. After the fair had closed, the young men in their best Lederhosen, and the girls in
their Dirndl dresses, danced Ländlers and noisy Schuhplattlers until nightfall. I remember one
year when the festivities were cut short by a spectacular thunderstorm; from my bedroom, I
watched as the Stuhleck was lit by the flashes of lightning, again and again.
There was a tap in the kitchen, but I rather think that there was no bathroom; we had to wash
in our bedrooms. The toilet was on the ground floor, off the central corridor, on the post office
side. It is the only room I can recall in detail. Opposite the door there was a wooden bench,
from wall to wall, with a circular hole in the middle covered by a rough wooden lid. Lifting this,
one looked straight down the cesspit. The smell was not too bad, nevertheless, perhaps
because the window above, which gave on the forecourt of beaten earth, was permanently
open. There was a large map on the wall, showing the Austrian rail network, with the few lines
that had remained private colour coded, and a list of the ten longest tunnels. (I had plenty of
time to study this, and was pleased that the Semmering tunnel was included.) There were also
photographs cut out from newspapers. It may well have been the only toilet in the whole
house.
The caretakers, Herr and Frau Gross, lived upstairs, at the back, between some of the
postmaster's rooms and our half of the house. Herr Gross worked part-time at a small
electricity generating station a little way outside the village on the Semmering side, keeping an
eye on the water turbine driving the generators. (Kaplan, the inventor of a high speed turbine,
was born in the neighbouring town of Mürzzuschlag; perhaps this was one of his early
productions.) I was once taken to see him there, and was impressed by the roar of the
machinery and the mysterious dials. I was told that he had travelled around, perhaps even
been abroad; and I was given to understand that he was a 'red', probably the only one in the
village. In the winter, he wittled little wooden chamois with a pen knife, for sale to summer
visitors. His only other occupation was poaching; he had a shot gun which took to pieces and
fitted into a special inside pocket of his green loden coat. I liked to visit them in their living
room, talking to Herr Gross while Frau Gross was preparing polenta, a porridge made of corn
meal, a dish more at home in Carynthia than in Styria.
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In the garden, I sometimes played with the postmaster's son, who was about my age. He
always went barefoot, like all the village children, and I marvelled to see him run along the
gravelly lanes faster than I could with shoes on. Apart from that, I played on my own, or went
about with the family. Grandmother could not go far, because of her sciatica. Her favourite
walk was along the Kaltenbach, a little mountain stream which rises on the Stuhleck and joins
another stream running down the main valley just beyond the village. Near the village, the
Kaltenbach valley is level enough to serve as a promenade, even for the elderly and infirm. I
have a distinct memory of other people accompanying us; these must have been friends from
Vienna, or relations, staying with us, whom I have forgotten. The clear water of the stream, in
its bed below the footpath, rushed and tumbled over stones and boulders; one could see the
odd trout flitting about. It was unsuitable for paddling.
Grandfather and the uncles joined us at weekends, and also for longer periods when they had
their own holidays. We would go to the station to await their arrival. As soon as they had got
off the train, they would sniff the mountain air, and perhaps declare that it was "schwül aber
kühl", sultry but cool. It was during these weekends, and their longer stays, that we went to the
local restaurants, and on various excursions. Occasionally, we had our (midday) dinner on the
terrace of the hotel Hirschenhof. (I remember sitting near the glass tank with live trout in - not
for decoration, but for the kitchen. We never tasted these.) More often, we went to a
restaurant in a slightly ramshackle looking wooden hut on the lane between our house and the
railway station. The proprietor, fat and short, used to join us after the meal, for a chat. I had to
sit there and listen to a conversation that was well above my head, and seemed to be neverending, until we finally rose and departed. Sometimes we went to have our Jause - the
Austrian afternoon break - in a dairy a little way outside the village. The able-bodied members
of the family reached this by climbing a little way up the Kampalpe, and then following a level
path between meadows which, in September, were full of of autumn crocuses. I particularly
liked these outings because I always got drinking chocolate topped with whipped cream ('mit
Schlag') at this Meyerei. Sometimes, we took the train to the Semmering, where some of us
climbed the mountains on either side of the pass and then returned to join Bertha for Jause
before taking the train back to Spital.
The major excursions,which were of course undertaken without grandmother, were all-day
affairs. We often climbed the two mountains overlooking Spital, the Stuhleck and the
Kampalpe. The valley running west from the Semmering separates the granite on the south
side from limestone in the north. So the sides of the Stuhleck were not too steep, but more
massive, and it was family tradition to allow some three hours for the climb. (It can be done in
half the time.) We usually followed the waymarked routes. The shortest and steepest was up
the Kaltenbach valley, starting at the end of grandmother's favourite promenade; there were
two others, up the ridges on either side. After crossing the meadows just outside the village,
one went uphill in the woods, mostly larch and fir; sometimes, we were ankle deep in
blueberries and cranberries. Emerging on the grass and heather above the tree line, past the
waymarkers now carried on poles tall enough to stick out above the snow in winter, one
reached the summit quickly enough. At the top, there was a restaurant, housed in a wooden
hut, where we bought drinks. (My fizzy lemonade was called a Kracherl because it made a
loud pop when the spring holding the glass ball closure was released.) We could have had a
cooked meal there - in fact, we did, occasionally - but normally we had a picnic. This might
include pea soup made from a powder packed in a mock sausage, mixed with hot water from
a thermos flask. And we admired the view. The view from the Stuhleck is very striking,
because one is on almost the last south-eastern Alpine ridge. Uncle Xandi always carried his
artillery officer's field glasses. It was said that once, on an exceptionally clear day, he had
picked out the Karawanken range which separates Carinthia from Slovakia; I have not
checked whether this is physically possible. It never happened again.
The Kampalpe, on the opposite side, is a limestone mountain, steeper but lower than the
Stuhleck, and with some proper rocks. The waymarked route avoided these. It began just
behind the station, went obliquely up the mountain, through woods where blue gentian and
highly coloured toadstools grew, and then turned towards the summit. This was level pasture
bounded by shrubs and bushes, and as there was no 'hut' we had to bring our food and drink
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with us. (Once, somebody forgot to pack the lump sugar and we had to drink the tea in our
thermos flasks unsugared. I liked it much better that way, and have had my tea without sugar
ever since.) As a child, I was afraid of all farm animals, including the flocks of sheep that came
down from the Kampalpe into the village. As there were, inevitably, cattle grazing on top of the
Kampalpe, I was always a little uneasy there. The worst moment came when I was wearing
new Lederhosen held up by braces embroidered, in the traditional way, with Edelweiss and
Alpine roses. I was persuaded by the family that the cows on the far side of the meadows
were bulls, and, terrified in case they should see the red roses on my braces, covered them
with my hand; we were half-way down the mountain on the way home before I noticed that my
hand was still firmly pressed against my chest.
From the Kampalpe, one could go on, down a little dip, to another minor eminence called the
Drahtekogel, and look across the next valley at the Raxalpe, a favourite target for day
excursions from Vienna. This is a mountain whose top is a grassy plateau, with a sheer drop
to the south-east that is popular with rock climbes, and a gently domed summit, about 2000
meters above sea level, at its south-western end. At the other end, one could avoid the climb
up by taking a cable car. At least once each summeer, we went to the Rax from Spital, first
taking the train to a station well below the Semmering from which one could reach the valley
station of the cable car by coach, then walk along the top, and return via the Drahtekogel and
the Kampalpe. Or, we stayed on the coach until a pass called the Preiner Gscheid, and
climbed to the Heukogel, the highest point on the Rax. Once, we stayed the night in the hotel
at the top of the cable lift and had our breakfast on the terrace; the taste of the fresh butter, in
the morning sun, remained with me for a long time. When climbing the Rax, one would see
the real climbers, roped together, clinging to the rock face. On one excursion grandfather took
me down from the mountain along a slightly more adventurous path rated (I seem to
remember) 3 on a scale of 10. In fact, it was an easy zig-zag down a moderately steep slope
between the rocks, but I felt very excited about it. We returned along a gorge called the
Höllental (hell valley) between the Rax and its slightly higher neighbour, the Schneeberg,
another mountain popular with the Viennese. But we never climbed this; I do not know why.
Not all our excursions were as straightforward as this. Grandfather and the uncles set great
store by Abkürzungen - short cuts. All one needed to find these was Orientierungsgefühl, a
sense of direction. Alas, a sense of direction cannot detect hidden gorges, or the subtle
deviation of a path in the woods from its initial direction. So I carry memories of trudging
wearily along never-ending illusory short cuts. Of course, we were sometimes rewarded by
finding a genuinely new route. Also, there were bonuses, such as a rest at a farm where we
were given home-made butter on fresh rye bread and 'cow-warm' milk, or the discovery of a
mountain spring hitherto unknown to the family. These mountain springs were prized, rightly; I
remember one half-way up Kampalpe, on a direct (not waymarked) route, provided with a
wooden runnel, perhaps by shepherds. So we would drink the cool mountain water, and fill up
our water bottles. We always carried these, metal bottles covered with green felt, which were
clipped to one's rucksack.
There were also shorter forays into the woods. On the Stuhleck side, we went looking for
mushrooms: Steinpilze, edible boletus, and Eierschwämme, yellow mushrooms growing in
clusters on tree stumps. Both sorts tasted good when cooked for dinner by Marie. One of her
other specialities was the strudel she made with the bilberries we picked. My enjoyment of this
was slightly tempered by grandmother's beady eye: I was a clumsy child, and she reminded
me that bilberry stains on a white tablecloth are very nearly permanent. On the Kampalpe,
there was a site - where the larches had been felled - on which wild raspberries grew in
profusion, and wild strawberries too; we went there regularly. (Being unobservant, I always
had much dificulty in locating the strawberries.) We also gathered pine cones in the woods, for
kindling. These were put in wicker baskets carried on one's back like a rucksack; I had a
special child-sized one.
These summers in Spital have merged into one long country holiday in my memory. I must
have gone there annually until I moved to Berlin in autumn 1929. But it now strikes me that
Xandi certainly, and Peter probably, also took their own holidays elsewhere. Besides, there
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were summers when the stay at the Spital Posthaus was curtailed so that Bertha could take
the cure at Bad Gastein, a spa in the High Alps whose hot springs were reputedly an effectual
remedy for sciatica; grandfather accompanied her, and was able to extend the range of his
mountain walks higher than the Stuhleck and the Rax, though he no longer tackled glaciers.

30

ONE

THREE: 1925 - Vienna
While I was playing with Matador at the Eislers', or walking in the Vienna Woods with
grandfather Kuba, Ruth and Max became the leaders of the Left Opposition in the German
Commmunist Party, KPD for short, and then, for a year or so, of the Party itself. But they were
the losers in an inner party conflict that was as much related to the power struggle in the
Soviet Union following the death of Lenin, as to events at home. In the autumn of 1925, they
were demoted from the leadership, and a year later, they were expelled. At the time, these
events did of course not concern me. Yet, in a sense, they are part of my history as well.
Apart from some anecdotes that Max used to tell, the past was hardly ever discussed at
home, either in Berlin after 1929, or in Paris after 1933. After the war, when I could have
asked Ruth about her KPD years, I had largely lost interest in the matter. In all probability, she
would have replied on the lines of her book 'Stalin and German Communism', (published by
Harvard in 1948), which covers the period from 1918 to 1927. So I have to use this, as well as
two other pieces of hers. One, the autobiographical notes of 1942, I have referred to already.
Then, in 1960, she began to write a biography of Max, which she intended to cover her own
political history up to Max's death in Cuba in 1941. But she had only completed the first few
chapters, taking the story up to 1920, by the time she died. It is from these writings, as well as
histories of the Weimar republic, and of the KPD, that I have put together what follows.
As I have said already, Ruth met a group of young German Communists in August 1919, who
were passing through Vienna on their way back from Hungary. (They were organizing a
'Communist Youth International'.) 'The contact with these young Spatakus members was very
important for me' she wrote in 1942; 'Again in a minute, I resolved to quit the Austrian
movement and go to Germany, the center of world revolution.'
That revolution in Germany was imminent, and that it would herald the world-wide triumph of
Communism, was firmly believed at that time by many Bolsheviks and their adherents outside
Russia. According to Marxist theory, Socialism is the stage of development of society that is to
succeed Capitalism, as Capitalism had succeeded Feudalism; it is to be brought about by the
industrial workers' revolution and the Dictatorship of the Proletariat. By rights, the world
revolution should thus have begun in an advanced industrial country, not in backward peasant
Russia. So, when the events in Germany in 1918 seemd to parallel those in Russia in 1917,
there was jubilation in Moscow. On the first of May 1919, Lenin concluded his speech in the
Red Square with the slogans "Long live the international republic of the soviets! Long live
communism!". Later in the same month, Zinoviev, head of the newly founded Third
International (the Comintern) prophesied that, "in a year's time, one would begin to forget that
there had ever been a struggle for communism in Europe". A little later Lenin, after referring to
an 'immense revolutionary movement' in Germany, predicted that "this July will be our last
difficult July, and next July we shall greet the victory of the international Soviet republic'" Much
of this was no doubt intended to boost morale at home, but it was also the spirit which
animated the Young Communists who had inspired Fritzi Friedländer's journey to Berlin.
The reality was quite different. When war broke out in 1914, the German Social Democratic
Party - the SPD - abandoned its internationalist stance, fell in behind the government, and
accepted the Kaiser's offer of a political truce. (In German, this was called the Burgfrieden, a
thoroughly mediaeval term.) Its parliamentary party, the strongest in the Reichstag, voted for
the granting of emergency war credits - albeit only after a tense debate, in which the threat of
the invasion of German soil by Tsarist Russia persuaded the objectors to obey the call of party
discipline. But the Left Radicals, a loose group led by Rosa Luxemburg, opposed the war, and
the SDP's acceptance of the Burgfrieden, from the start. Presently, they were joined by Karl
Liebknecht, the first Reichstag member to break ranks by voting against the second
instalment of war credits in December 1914. In 1916, they began to issue a serien of
clandestine pamphlets in the form of 'letters' signed by 'Spartacus' (leader of a slave revolt in
ancient Rome). Consequently, they became known as the Spartakusbund. When the German
regime collapsed at the end of October 1918, they were able to come out in public, and to
agitate energetically for the setting up of a German Soviet Republic. At this stage, the
Spartakusbund was still part of the Independent Social Democrats, who had split off from the
majority SPD in 1917, uniting the Left Wingers opposed to the continuation of the war and the
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Siegfrieden, Peace with Victory (and annexations). But at the turn of the year it was decided,
after much debate, to effect a further split,and the KPD was founded at a congress held on the
last two days of December 1918.
Its beginning was disastrous. In the first week of January 1919, there was a virtually
spontaneous abortive armed rising in Berlin, aimed at overturning the government. It was
backed, reluctantly, by the newly hatched Communist Party (and has been dubbed the
'Spartacist rising'.) Gustav Noske, the Social Democrat army minister, called upon the army,
and the insurgents were soon defeated by some loyal detachments. But in the wake of these
came the Freikorps, a hastily recruited paramilitary force, consisting mainly of right wing
officers and NCO's, soon to become notorious for its brutality. (It was nominally under the
control of the army, or tolerated by it.) Rosa Luxemburg and Karl Liebknecht went into hiding.
But on the evening of January 15th, they were found a by a Freikorps unit, arrested, and
murdered. (Liebknecht was 'shot while trying to escape'; Luxemburg simply 'disappeared'. Her
body was fished out of the Landwehrkanal months later.) So the KPD had lost its leaders;
moreover, it was declared an illegal organization and had to go underground. In April, the
virtually independent 'Bavarian Republic' formed earlier on turned into a Soviet Republic,
which was swiftly and brutally suppressed by the Freikorps. So the German Revolution
appeared to have failed. However, as there had been setbacks in Russia in the summer of
1917, and as Communists set great store by historical analogies, all this was thought to be
only a temporary halt in the forward march of the proletarian revolution. Arms had been
hidden, occasional clashes and strikes continued, and Communists hoped for, while Social
Democrats (let alone those further to the right) dreaded, a German version of the Russian
October Revolution.
On leaving Austria, my mother crossed the German border in the clothes she stood up in, and
reached Berlin at the beginning of September. At her first clandestine rendezvous she was
she was told off severely, for needlessly attracting attention by nervously walking to and fro in
her Dirndl dress while waiting for her contact to show up. Soon, she 'learned how to turn up at
the right time, and inconspicuously, in the working class pubs that were used for conferences
and meetings', she wrote in the unfinished Maslow biography. At first, she was attached to the
women's section of the Party. But within a week or so, she was introduced to another, and
very different, clandestine scene. Karl Radek, a leading Bolshevik of Polish origin, with long
pre-war experience of working in Germany, had managed to slip into Germany in December
1918 and had been the Russian party's reperesentative at the KPD's founding congress. He
stayed on, but was picked up by the police in Februaty. He was kept under close arrest in
Berlin's Moabit prison, but unharmed. (In the same prison, Leo Jogiches, the chief organizer of
Spartakus under Rosa Luxemburg, arrested in March 1919, was 'shot while trying to escape'.)
Then, in August, events took a surprising turn for him. The old German Army had been
disbanded on orders from the Allies, and was being replaced by the Reichswehr. A group of
high ranking officers, led by General Seeckt (the future first head of the Reichswehr), had
come up with the idea that, as the Soviet Government appeared to be here to stay, secret
collaboration with it would enable the Reichswehr to circumvent some of the restrictions
imposed on Germany by the Treaty of Versailles. They had no sympathy for Communism; it
was a case of making common cause with Russia against the Allies - who were supporting the
Whites in the civil war in Russia - and the hated Poles.
They hit upon the idea of using Radek as an intermediary. Contact was made through Karl
Moor, a veteran Swiss socialist who had been instrumental in arranging the notorious sealed
train in which Lenin crossed Germany in April 1917. As a result of the Reichswehr's
intervention, Radek was permitted to hold what he later described as a 'salon' in Moabit
prison. He was allowed to use a large, comfortably furnished cell in which he could receive
visitors; he was 'at home' for three afternoons a week. There was a steady stream of callers,
ranging from members of the Left and other political personalities to (unofficial) Reichswehr
emissaries. Much of his activity was concerned with the running of the raw and inexperienced
KPD from his prison cell.
Fritzi Friedländer had been preceded by her reputation as the stormy petrel of the Austrian
Communist Party, and Radek was curious to become acquainted with this 23- year-old
prodigy. So she was told by her minder - the same who had given her such a dressing-down
at their first meeting - to call on Karl Moor at the Hotel Fürstenhof, one of the rare oases of
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luxury in shabby post-war Berlin. Moor first got his lady friend, a former Russian princess, to
provide her with less conspicuous clothes. ('She kitted me out as if I was one of her
domestics', Ruth wrote, still somewhat resentfully, in 1960.) He then took her to the Ministry of
War in Bendlerstraße where, to her amazement, all doors were open to him. A high-ranking
officer readily wrote out a pass, valid indefinitely, allowing her to visit 'remand prisoner Karl
Radek' in Moabit prison. She was so taken aback that, when asked in what name this pass
was to be made out, and realizing that her own was already only to well known to the police in
Vienna, she gave that of a fellow student - Hilde Geiringer, a mathematician. Moor then took
her to Moabit.
Radek took to her at once. She reports that, on the three weekly afternoon sessions, she
stayed with him for the whole time, taking part in everything that went on. It was a political
apprenticeship for her. Almost at once, he gave orders that she was to be transferred from the
women's section to the newly formed Western European Secretariat of the Communist
International. As she had a reasonably good knowledge of English and French, her work for
the Secretariat (which was of course another underground organization) consisted mainly in
going through the French and British newspapers, and compiling an archive of relevant news
items. He insisted particularly on her reading the London Times. On many afternoons, he
would question her, to see whether she had understood that morning's news, and use the
occasion for long digressions, on such matters as British policy in the Near East, differences
between Britain and France over the Allied intervention in the Russian civil war, and German
uncertainty as to which side it should be on. As a result of these lessons from Radek, she
occupied herself far more with international politics than the bulk of her German comrades did.
Because of her work with Radek, she had a meeting with the (clandestine) Press Bureau of
the Party. (I think that this was, at that time, a small committee supplying news for the Party
press.) One of its activities was the dissemination of such material as could be got from
Russia, so that someone fluent in Russian was needed, and there were hardly any Party
members who qualified. So, when she met the two old Spartakists involved, they had with
them a somewhat younger companion who was introduced as 'ComradeTschemerinsky'. Ruth
wrote in 1960 that it was their common interest in international, rather than German, affairs
that brought them together. But in fact they seem to have fallen in love almost at once. Before
long, they were living together, and they remained a firmly united couple until Maslow's
unexplained death in Havana, where he was waiting for a US visa, in 1941. When she was
embarking on the unfinished Maslow biography in 1960, she wrote to Franz Jung, an old
friend of his,
With much reluctance, I have been opening quite ancient parcels amd writings of
Maslow's, which I have had lying around for 20 years, and even now this was not an
easy matter.
When she left Lisbon for the United States in April 1941, but Maslow had to stay behind
because he had no visa, he wrote to me
how hard it was to separate myself from Mummy, you can perhaps not imagine, as
you have hardly ever, or never, seen us in sentimental moods. But it is a deep seated
thing and that's the humour of it.
(My translations. Mummy, pronounced 'Moommy' as if it was a German word, was a family
nickname for Ruth, he even used it in his letters to her from Havana where he went from
Lisbon a little later on. He was fond of using the Shakespearian phrase at the end, in its
classic German version: und das ist der Humor davon.)
At this point, I must digress and say a little about my stepfather. Isaak Jefimowitsch
Tschemerinsky was born in March 1891 in Yelizavetgrad, a town in the Ukraine. (I have
retained the German phonetic spelling here: in English, it would be Isaac Yefimovich
Chemerinski.) His maternal grandparents, the Mexins, were a prosperous Jewish family,
wholesale metal merchants based on Yelizavetgrad and a neighbouring town, Krivoi Rog.
(According to Max, grandfather Mexin used to spend the profits on the Riviera, leaving
grandmother to look after the shop, so to speak.) The Mexins had four daughters, one of
whom died young. Ruth says that old Mexin married off Ljuba, the most homely one, to one
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Jefim Isaakowitsch Tschemerinsky, who came from the Polish-Ukrainian border, was poor
and scholarly, and spoke Yiddish. (The Mexins spoke Russian.) The marriage did not last;
Jefim Isaakowitsch left after fathering two children, Isaak and his younger sister Anja, and
seems hardly to have been heard of again. Because of the (very real) fear of pogroms, Ljuba
and the two children were sent off to Germany, in 1898 or 1899. They lived there on an
allowance provided by the family. Some cousins and an aunt seems to have gone there as
well; Max mentioned them frequently. After a short stay in Berlin, where little Issja went to
primary school and quickly became fluent in German, they settled in Dresden. There, he went
to the Kreuzgymnasium, one of the old grammar schools. But he did not go on to university: as
he had shown exceptional musical gifts, he studied the piano at the Dresden conservatoire
instead. After graduating, barely twenty years old, he was taken on by an agent who sent him
off on concert tours, which took him as far as South America and (it seems) Japan. He
thoroughly enjoyed life as a piano student; he abominated life as a budding soloist. When he
told me that he had been to South America in his pianist days, I wanted to know what he had
seen there. He replied that all he had seen there was 'hotel rooms, practice rooms, and recital
rooms'.
After a couple of years, he had enough. He threw over his musical career, moved to Berlin,
and enrolled at the University to study mathematics. This was in 1913 or early in 1914. When
war broke out, mother Ljuba and sister Anja managed to get to neutral Denmark just before
the border was closed. They remained there; eventually Anja married a Dane, and Ljuba lived
in Copenhagen with her Danish family until her death in 1943. Issja had to stay behind. But as
an only son he was exempt from compulsory military service in Russia. Because of this, he
was not interned, but left free to continue his studies, provided that he reported daily to the
police and did not leave Berlin. These conditions were soon relaxed, in practice. In particular,
he was allowed to go sailing on the Havel lakes west of Berlin, one of his favourite pursuits.
Berlin University had one of the most distinguished mathematical faculties in Germany.
Lectures and seminars seem to have continued in full flow throughout the war years. The
student Tschemerinsky's progress was obviously excellent, again. By the summer of 1919 he
had virtually completed a doctoral dissertation. His adviser was Erhardt Schmidt, one of the
leading mathematicians of the first half of the century, who would hardly have taken on a
research student who did not show real promise. He had a wide circle of acquaintances and
lived a full life in spite of the war, studying, sailing, having brief love affairs, and frequenting the
cafés where artists and bohemians met. Presumably, he was still getting money from the
family in Russia, routed via Denmark. He once accidentally dropped the wallet with the
month's allowance, which he had just received, in the river Havel. He was a strong swimmer;
without hesitating, he dived in fully clothed and recovered it.
Then, in 1918, came another abrupt change of course. But Ruth does not say anything about
the conversion of Kand. Dokt. Phil. Tschemerinsky into Comrade Maslow. This is puzzling;
one would imagine that Max, who was fond of telling me stories about his life in Dresden and
in war-time Berlin, would have told her something about this. But perhaps, for once, he was
reticent. She admits as much in the letter to Franz Jung:
So you see the purpose of this letter. As hardly anyone else, you knew, and used to
see, Maslow, especially in those Spartakus- and KAPD- days, when I was still a
newcomer from Vienna, and did not understand the inner workings all that much. It
would be extraordinarily helpful if you could write something about your first meeting
with Maslow for me, and about these Spartakus- and KAPD-days. Something means,
of course in as much detail as possible...
(The mention of the KAPD, a rival party set up in 1920, will become clear below. There is no
reply from Jung in the Harvard archive. He did however send a memoir about Maslow to a
friend, who - on his recommendation - was to help Ruth publish the biography, together with
an unpublished manuscript of Maslow's. The only statement in this which I can check with
certainty is the assertion that I am 'the offspring of the union of Ruth Fischer and Maslow'. The
remainder looks more like a project for a novel - Jung was a writer - than anything remotely
like the truth.)
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Max must have been aware of events in Russia the spontaneous rising in february 1917 and
the October Revolution - and of the mounting resistance to the war in Germany. In January
1918, some 400 000 workers went on strike in Berlin, mainly for economic reasons (low
wages, and shortage of food), but with political demands as well. The strike was swiftly
suppressed on orders from General Ludendorff, who with Field Marshal Hindenburg was in
control both of the army and the civilian politians. His last throw, the offensive on the western
front in the spring of 1918, came to a halt in May. In August, the Allies, reinforced with over a
million American counterattacked and began to push the German army back. The German
public, including the members of the Reichstag, were not told how precarious the position had
become; Ludendorff was still hoping to withdraw the army behind the borders of Germany,
and to hold out long enough to secure reasonably favourable peace terms. But on 27
September Bulgaria asked for an armistice, and this opened a backdoor to the Allied armies.
Ludendorff realised that all was now lost, and that an armistice was essential. A first step was
the appointment of a new chancellor, the (more liberal) Prince Max von Baden, as a transition
to civilian government. This was on October 1st; the next day, the leaders of the parliamentary
parties were at last put in the picture. The request for an armistice was sent to President
Wilson - rather than the British and French - on October 3rd. But the fighting went on while
terms were being negotiated. Ludendorff resigned at the end of October, and the Reichstag
adopted, by a majority vote, a measure that turned Bismarck's autocracy into a parliamentary
democracy. But then the command of the navy - which had been laid up during much of the
war - suddenly ordered the fleet to be got ready for a last sortie against 'England'. Some of the
sailors refused. An attempt to suppress the mutiny (like its predecessor in 1917) backfired: the
mutiny became general, the soldiers ordered to suppress it joined in and on November 4th,
sailors, soldiers and workers took over in Kiel and elected soldiers' and workers' councils, on
the Russian model. Within days, the revolution spread across Gemany; in Munich, the
Wittelsbach dynasty was chased away and a Bavarian republic set up. On November 9th, the
revolution reached Berlin. The main demand was for the abdication of the Kaiser (who was
absent, at army headquarters, and refused). Prince Max, on his own initiative, handed the
chancellorship over to Ebert, the leader of the SDP in the Reichstag. By mid-day, 'immense
numbers of workers' had converged on the city centre; the soldiers on the spot remained
neutral or joined with the revolutionary crowds. The leading Social Democrats were consulting
(and eating lunch) in the Reichstag. Around 2 o'clock, a group of (armed) workers got hold of
Scheidemann, another leading SDP Reichstag member: there was no time to lose, Karl
Liebknecht was on his way to proclaim the German Soviet Republic and must be prevented at
all costs. A window was opened, and Scheidemann made an impromptu speech which ended
with the proclamation of the German Republic. (His colleague Ebert was furious about this
'unauthorised' action.) Two hours later, Liebknecht, addressing a large crowd, duly proclaimed
the German Soviet Republic from the steps of the Imperial Palace. He had been amnestied in
October, and had promptly got in touch with the Revolutionary Shop Stewards, a group that
had been formed during the January strike wave. Urged by him they planned to overturn the
government - by a general strike and by force, if necessary - but their slow and careful
preparations were overtaken by events. That evening, a group led by the Shop Stewards held
an impromptu meeting in the Reichstag building, at which it was decided to elect workers' and
soldiers' councils in all Berlin factories and barracks, which were to meet the next day in a
large venue, the Zirkus Busch, to form a new government - and went home.The meeting was
duly held on the 10th and elected a 'council of people's representatives', consisting of three
members of the majority SPD and three members of the USPD, the Independents, which in
effect became the government of the new republic. (The old ministers carried on, as
'specialists', and it was they who negotiated the armistice which came into effect on November
11). Liebknecht, then still a member of the USPD, refused to cooperate with the SPD; but it is
very unlikely that he would have been elected, in any case.
After I had moved to Berlin in 1929, Max and I occasionally walked around various
neighbourhoods, walks that were often accompanied by reminiscences of his earlier days in
the city. He took me to see the Imperial Palace, and told me about the confused fighting in that
neighbourhood around Christmas 1918. He also recalled the streets at the time of the
revolution, with its working class crowds, soldiers, officers whose epaulettes had been torn off
(by mutinous soldiers or, as a precaution, by their own hands), and the sailors from Kiel whose
arrival in the capital had sparked off the revolution. Somehow, he met up with a small
detachment of sailors who told him that they were going to "occupy the Reichstag", that they
needed a "commanding officer(!)" for this purpose, and that they were going elect him to this
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position. He agreed to go with them. It must have been fairly late, as the building was empty.
The only sign of life was a group of people in a small committee room. This included one of
his café acquaintances, who rose, greeted him amicably, and went to explain that they had
taken it upon themselves to draw up some guidelines for the constitution of the new republic;
they had just agreed that 'every citizen should have the right to eat'. Max replied that this was
an excellent proposal, but that they had better break up and go home, which they did readily
enough when they saw the sailors. That was the end of the tale, which I think I heard more
than once. I have the feeling that Max, probably with friends such as Franz Jung, was out on
the streets, perhaps more to observe than to act, and that his meeting with the sailors was
quite fortuitious. He did not say what happened afterwards, but I was left with the impression
that he at least went off, his own. I can see no reason why he should have made this up; it
makes sense to imagine it happening late on the evening of the 9th.
It does seem, however, that Max joined the Spartakusbund in December, and Ruth claims at
one point that he attended the founding congress of the KPD, where his sympathies were with
the majority, who wanted no truck with elections or trade unions, rather than with the
leadership. I have taken this from a draft for her 1948 book 'Stalin and German Communism'.
She also says there that, for a time, he lived a double life, as a student at the university and as
an underground member Spartakus. This may be so; but the passage in question seems to
have been written in haste, with some polemical motive, and was omitted in the printed
version. What is certain is that he made a long visit to Denmark in the summer. Anja had by
then become engaged to Gersohn Cohn, whom she married in 1921. Gerson's parents had a
house in Hundested, a small fishing village north of Copenhagen, where they spent summer
vacations. I have three photographs, all dated July 1919, taken at Hundested, showing Max,
Anja, Gerson, mother Ljuba, and what I take to be other members of the Cohn family or
friends. There are notes on the backs of these, light-hearted banter, in Max's handwriting.
Another snap, dated May 1919 and taken in a harbour (probably Copenhagen) shows him with
Anja and a Russian-looking sailor, perhaps the cousin he had nick-named 'Daisy'. Now I know
a few things about this holiday. The first is that he took his doctoral dissertion to Denmark, and
that it was in a suitcase which was lost, or stolen, on Copenhagen railway station. (I cannot
say whether this happened upon arrival, or departure.) The second one is that he won a bet,
that he knew more than twenty words of Danish, by reeling off names of cakes. Finally, when
I was in Hundested myself in 1931, and we were watching the annual regatta held by the local
fishermen, Anja told me that Max had taken part in 1919; he had borrowed a fishing boat, and
won his race. The locals had shrugged their shoulders and said that "he could of course take
risks which they could not, as he could swim".
I have the feeling that Max's complete and serious involvement with the Communist Party only
began aftere his return from Denmark. Indeed, when describing Max's work for the Western
European secretariat of the Comintern, which had only been set up in September 1919, she
says that 'at that moment it did not matter in the least that he had no Party past
(Parteivergangenheit)'. And then there is the story of how he chose his Party name. He was
told about the rule that everyone was to have a cover name when he arrived at an illegal Party
meeting, carrying a bottle of beer and a packet of butter (his supper!) and offered the
comrades the choice of Butejlkin - bottleman - and Maslow - butterman. They opted for
Maslow, easier to pronounce, and that was that. When she first met him, 'Maslow' was so
recent that he was introduced as 'comrade Tschemerinsky'.
Finally, it seems quite possible that it was Ruth's influence that clinched the decision to
abandon Mathematics and devote himself entirely to work for the Party. One can get some
feel for the life they led at that time from a passage in the Maslow biography:
We went on with our everyday Party life, whose simple routine consisted in this, that
one had to move quarters often, and therefore had to forego almost all personal
comforts. Maslow had given up his furnished room in Spichernstraße long ago, and
we moved around in the Schöneberg district; it turned out that it was appropriate to
remain no longer than a few weeks in one of these rooms.
[Thirty years later, my mother got upset when she saw me put my jacket over the back of a
chair beside the bed, instead of putting it in the wardrobe: she said that it reminded her
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painfully of the poverty-stricken lodgings they had to use in their early days in Berlin. Of course
it also reminded her of Max, but she did not say that.]
Conferences and office work during the day, Party meetings in the evening: that is
how our days passed, normally, but this manner of life harnessed us to a world which
was separate from everything else that was going on in Berlin. I cannot recall a single
occasion when I went to the theatre, or Maslow to a concert, in those years; one
neither had the time for such matters, or any interest in them. Also, one did not meet
any people other than the comrades with whom one was working closely. Nor did one
talk about anything other than Party matters; naturally, these always concerned the
general political development of the German revolution, and of the counter-revolution.
This narrowness - if one wants to call it that - of life and activity was neither the result
of Party orders, not of a consciously taken decision, it was as natural as getting up in
the morning or going to bed at night; nor did one feel any deprivation, material or
intellectual, for one had no interests other than to work for the Party, or any
satisfaction other than doing this work. The political and the personal intermingled in
such a manner that even to-day, 40 years later, I find ridiculous any account that
purports to show that Communists rigidify in the narrow compass of their Party
horizon, and bitterly miss the life of the free-ranging intellect. The very opposite was
the case for us in Berlin then, and the same holds good to-day for a much greater
number of young people in all countries, who dedicate themselves to the movement in
this way, without any need for a theory of 'engagement'.
I must now return to the autumn of 1919. Not long after her arrival in Berlin, Ruth became
marginally involved in the first internal conflict of the KPD. After the murders of Luxemburg
and Liebknecht, the party leadership devolved upon a group consisting mainly of Rosa's
disciples, headed by Paul Levi, a lawyer from Frankfurt. Levi was deeply worried about some
of the new adherents, hotheads who had already voted down the leadership over the question
of participation in parliamentary elections at the Founding Congress, and whose rash
extremist urges would, he felt, nip the nascent Communist movement in the bud. He wanted
the Party to participate in parliamentary elections, and in the existing trade unions. Radek,
following Bolshevik precedent, approved. But when he learned at the last minute that Levi was
about to put these to the forthcoming (second) Party Congress, framed in such a manner that
their adoption would entail the expulsion of the opposition, he became alarmed. This was not
the time to split the Party. So he wrote a letter strongly opposing Levi's plan. As Levi had
already left Berlin, Ruth had to act as courier. She smuggled the letter out of Moabit prison,
rolled up and hidden in the sleeve of her dress, and set off with Max for Heidelberg - where
the Congress was to convene, far from the eyes of the Prussian police. They arrived just in
time to hand over Radek's missive. But Levi ignored it (or, according to Ruth, actually
managed to use it in his favour). After heated debates his proposals were adopted, by 31
votes to 18. The opposition walked out; it was considered as expelled, and prevented from
taking part in further proceedings by the simple expedient of not being told the venue for the
next session. (The congress had of course to be held secretly, as the KPD was still banned.)
Ruth says, and this is amply borne out by other accounts, that much bad blood was caused by
the manner in which this split was forced, rather than by the underlying political debate. After
some delay, the people who had left founded a rival organisation, the KAPD (German
Communist Workers' Party). At the beginning, it counted over 30 000 members, about half the
membership of the KPD before the split. (It was strong enough to be take part in the next
world congress of the Comintern in 1920, but virtually disappeared from the political scene
later on.)
Ruth and Max sympathised with the attitude of the opposition, but remained loyal to the
leadership. Max had been put in charge of propaganda among the many Russian prisoners of
war still in Germany, awaiting repatriation. They were housed in POW camps but, it seems,
easily accessible and also able to move about, for instance to visit him in Berlin. He wrote and
published a news sheet for distribution in the camps, and organized Bolshevik cells among the
prisoners. (Because of this, he attended the Heidelberg congress, as 'representative of the
Russian section of the KPD', and even took part in the Third World Congress of the Comintern
in June/July 1921, although the bulk of the POWs had gone home by then.) Radek returned to
the Russia in January 1921, so Ruth was then fully occupied with other Party work.
Occasionally, she accompanied Max on his visits to former POW camps, making contact with
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the local Communists while he communed with his fellow Russians. She also travelled around
on her own, on Party work.
In March 1920, a unit of the Freikorps made an attempt to overturn the Weimar Republic; this
is the Kapp Putsch, named after the rather obscure right-wing politician who was installed as
Chancellor. The legitimate government fled to Stuttgart. But the Reichswehr remained aloof,
and Legien, a veteran SPD trade unionist, organized a general strike which was so successful
that the putschists gave up after a week. The KPD leadership at first declared that it was not
concerned with 'a quarrel between two sections of the bourgeoisie', but when Paul Levi, who
had been in jail, was freed he read them a lesson, and they supported the strike. Ruth,
stranded by the strike in Leipzig, the town of her birth, says in her memoirs that she was deply
impressed by the spontaneous response of the workers at ground level, and disgusted by the
ineptitude of the higher echelons of both the KPD and the USPD. In Berlin, Max had similar
feelings. So the pair of them set about the organizing of a Left Opposition. (Others may well
have been involved.) The movement grew rapidly, especially in Berlin and in Hamburg. At the
same time, the KPD became a mass party, as the radical wing of the USPD joined up with it in
December 1920.
On November 27th, 1921, Ruth was elected Political Secretary of the Berlin branch of the
Party, which had been captured by the Left. In effect, this meant that she had become the
leader of this important branch (which included the surrounding district Brandenburg). In the
mean time, there had been changes in the leadership and further internal Party wars. Paul
Levi, with some of his associates, left the leadereship in February 1921; his successor was
Heinrich Brandler, another old Spartacist. In March, there was a forlorn attempt at an armed
rising in Central Germany, quickly suppressed by the provincial (SPD-) government, not
without some bloodshed. Paul Levi bittely attacked this Märzaktion, blaming certain Comintern
envoys (who, he said, had acted on their own initiative). He was expelled, and a group of
prominent former USPD members left in sympathy. Another acrimonious inner-party debate
broke out. After the third Comintern World Congress, on Lenin's initiative, a more moderate
policy was adopted, aiming at 'detaching the SDP from the left wing of the bourgeoisie and
making it into the right wing of the labour movement'. This involved another change of
leadership (Ernst Meyer); but the echo of the 'putschist' attitude of the earlier leadership, in
March, rang on, and another group of 'right-wingers' quit the Party at the end of the year,
including Ernst Reuter, the future post-war Lord Mayor of Berlin, with whom Ruth had shared
an office earlier on.
The Left was opposed to the new moderate line; it demanded a policy without detours,
without compromises, aimed at armed insurrection and the immediate Dictatorship of the
Proletariat. The dispute came to a head at the Fourth World Congress of the Comintern in
December 1922. Ruth was there, as a delegate elected by the Berlin branch; this was her first
visit to Russia. German Party affairs were thrashed out at a closed session. Each side argued
its case, with Ernst Meyer speaking for the Central Committee and Ruth leading for the
Opposition. The entire Boshevik leadership was present. Lenin, barely recovered from the
stroke he had suffered six months earlier, sat between Trotsky and Zinoviev, looking pale and
ill. It was one of his last public appearances. To everyone's surprise, he supported the Left
against the Central Committee, according to Ruth. He certainly opposed another split in the
German party, so that an uneasy compromise was arranged. But there were further furious
but indecisive debates at the next KPD Congress in January 1923.
The year of 1923 was a year of crisis for the Weimar Republic. In January, the French
government under Raymond Poincaré ordered the military occupation of the Ruhr, because
the German government, pleading lack of resources, was not paying the war reparations
stipulated at Versailles. (He aimed at occupying the coal mines and steel works and 'fetch the
coal and steel ourselves'.) The occupation raised a storm. The goverment ordered a
campaign of passive resistance. (In fact, coal production went on, and much of it was carted
off to France.) There were local clashes, sabotage attempts, and an outbreak of nationalist
fervour. (The Communists tried to exploit this, too.) Inflation turned into hyper-inflation;
workers were paid first in billions, then in trillions of marks, yet their wages were worthless a
week later. At the same time, there was a catastrophic rise in unemployment.
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A 'revolutionary situation' seemed to be in the offing once again, and the internal struggle in
the KPD became more acute. In her autobiographical notes, Ruth writes: "During this year, I
lived between Moscow and Berlin. Several secret conferences took place in which all leading
Russian Communists participated." At that time, the usual route to Moscow was by a train,
through the Baltic republics; it took three or four days to reach the Russian frontier. All in all,
Ruth made fourteen visits to Moscow between November 1922 and November 1926.
In April, after Ruth had made a particularly militant speech in the Ruhr, some prominent Part
members broke with the Left Opposition and formed a Centre group. (One of these was
Gerhart Eisler. This was the first fissure in a rift in the Eisler family, which widened throughout
the Thirties and led to a final and total break in 1942.) There followed another Russian attempt
to patch things up. At a conference in Moscow, in May, it was agreed that some members of
the Left, including Ruth, were to be co-opted to the Central Committee of the KPD, in
exchange for a (short-lived) truce.
By then, Lenin, who had suffered two more strokes, was completely disabled, and the struggle
for the succession between Stalin and Trotsky had begun. Stalin allied himself with Zinoviev
and Kamenev. The three of them were known as the 'Troika'; Zinoviev was also the head of
the Comintern. The German Party leadership, Brandler and Thalheimer, had been installed by
Radek, still largely in charge of Comintern policy in Germany. As Radek was Trotsky's man,
the German Left sided against Trotsky. But they did not back Stalin.
A new phase began in August. A wave of strikes forced the resignation of Chancellor Cuno.
He was replaced by Stresemann, who called off the passive resitance campaign and entered
upon negotiations for a reparations compromise, with British help. But at that moment, the
Communists adopted a revolutionary stance, at least behind the scenes. Even the Central
Committee under Brandler seemed to want to push ahead. Presently, the Executive
Committee of the Comintern, largely on Trotsky's insistence, decided that the time was ripe for
revolutionary action. Radek, in Germany, demurred; but Moscow went ahead in spite of this.
(Stalin, who always held back from international affairs, was pessimistic.) The Communist
leadership was summoned to Moscow, once again. Russian military experts were sent to
Germany to help with clandestine preparations. Brandler, against his better judgement, agreed
to act according to the plan drawn up by the Comintern (possibly Trotsky's), and most of the
German contingent went home. Only Max was retained in Moscow, to face a hostile
Comintern commission which was to enquire into his past; Ruth claims that this was a
condition insisted upon by Brandler, who was afraid the rashness of the Left Opposition would
actually reduce the prospect of success.
The plan was that Communists would enter the provincial SDP governments in Saxony and
Thuringia, 'procure arms for the workers', and that a Red Army, composed of 'Red Hundreds'
and some 50 000 to 60 000 strong, would march on Berlin while also holding off the
reactionary Bavarians to the south. The first step was accomplished successfully;
Communists took over ministries in the two provinces. (They had in any case supported the
SPD, and could probably have done so before.) But no arms could be 'procured' . The Reich
goverment was so alarmed by this turn of events that it suspended the two provincial
governments, and sent in the Reichswehr. The Central Committee, realizing that it could not
offer armed resistance, decided to launch a general strike. With the army poised to march into
Saxony, Brandler made an appeal for such action at a meeting of shop stewards in Chemnitz,
an industrial town in Saxony. (This meeting had nothing to do with the 'insurrection'). His
speech fell flat: it was decided to refer the proposal to a committee. Thereupon Brandler, with
the backing of the Comintern emissaries on the spot, revoked the battle orders to the 'Red
Hundreds'. There was a brief, isolated, ill-fated rising in Hamburg. (How this came about has
been the subject of much dispute.) There were a few attempts at resistance in Saxony. But
this was the end of the German Communist Revolution. It was closely followed by the equally
ill-conceived Hitler-Ludenforff putsch attempt in Munich, which has overshadowed it in the
history books.
Presumably, the originators of the would-be 'German October' had counted on the workers to
follow the Communist lead with a mass rising, and on the Reichswehr's remaining neutral. It
also seems that this spectacular misjudgement must be laid at the door of the Comintern
leadership, rather than the leadership of the KPD. But it was the German party which was
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made to take the blame. Brandler was deposed and ordered to Moscow, ostensibly on
Comintern work, in reality to do penance for his sins for the next four years. But Brandler's
disgrace brought relief to Max. Stalin himself took over the chair of the 'Maslow Commission',
had its provisional (unfavourable) verdict set aside, and declared (according to Ruth's 'Stalin
and German Communism') that "Maslow is the very best element we could find in
Germany...If we had had fifty Maslows in Germany, a victory would have been certain...". By
then, Ruth and other leading Communists had arrived in Moscow once more, for the inquest
on the fiasco. Ruth and Max had many conversations with all the leading Russians, including
Stalin, who made a bid to enlist them on his side. But they were unresponsive; they felt more
sympathetic towards Zinoviev.
The Left fell in readily with the official line. Years later, Max used to talk about the
incompetence of the (secret) 'military apparatus' of the KPD. He was no doubt right in this. But
his sharpest sarcasm was reserved for the people who had joined the provincial governments:
as soon as they found themselves behind ministerial desks, they forgot the revolution and
tried to act 'responibly', like any old bourgeois.
As the Party members became conscious of the magnitude of the defeat, the Left was able to
use the loss of confidence of the Party cadres in the old regime to take over the Leadership.
This happened at the next Party Congress, in April 1924. The Comintern had to put up with
this, although its leadership (or the Russian Polibureau) would have preferred to have the
Centre in charge. So Ruth and Max became leaders of the KPD. The irony of this was that,
while a misguided attempt at revolution had been foisted upon the more gradualist Right, the
revolutionary Left took over at the very moment when both the economic and the political
situation in Germany was beginning to stabilize, so that there was no longer any chance of a
'revolutionary situation' developing.
Early in 1923, Ruth had gone through a form of marriage with a Party member (a brother of
Golke, the Treasurer), in order to acquire German nationality, and so be safe from the threat
of expulsion as an undesirable alien. (It was then that the Austrian authorities promptly banned
her from entering Austria.) She also became entitled to stand for the Reichstag, and was duly
elected in May 1924, as a member for one of the Berlin districts. (The KPD was the fourth
largest party with 62 seats, just behind the Catholics (the Centre Party), the German
Nationalists and the SPD, which had a 100 mandates.) Before the Reichstag openend, she
went to England as a fraternal delegate at the British Communist Party's congress in
Manchester, still travelling with a false passport. But the police got wind of her presence and
went to the hall where the congress was being held, to arrest her. She exchanged clothes with
a British Comrade, slipped out at the back, and made her way home via Liverpool.
Back in Germany, she learnt that Max had been arrested. He had gone to the Luna Park, the
big amusement park near Berlin Zoo. On his way out, he had run into an identity check set up
by the police, who were looking for a bag snatcher, and caught a leading Communist instead.
Imprisonment was considered a normal hazard among Communists, and indeed marked out
the true campaigners from mere camp followers. But to let oneself be arrested out of sheer
carelessness was a blunder. Whenever this episode came up at home (and it did), there was
an undertone of reproach - that, as soon as vigilant Ruth was out of the way, Max had let the
frivolous side of his nature get the better of him, and had duly been caught. He had been
arrested before, in 1922, charged with carrying a false passport ('in the name of Maslow'), and
served a short prison sentence. This time the charge was much more serious: an attempt to
overturn the republic. He remained in prison on remand. But he was able to keep in touch with
the Party, and continue political journalism; I think his articles were smuggled out. He even
wrote a book ('The Two Revolutions of 1917') which was published, and widely advertised in
the Party, between his arrest and his trial in September 1925.
Ruth's parliamentary debut was spectacular. Because the Left considered parliamentary
democracy to be nothing but a smokescreen put up by the bourgeoisie to dupe the proletariat,
the Communist Reichstag deputies made it their business to disrupt proceedings as much as
possible. She outraged the Reichstag by calling it a farce (hochverehrtes Affentheater), by
blowing a toy trumpet, and other scurrilous interventions. However, she and her colleagues
settled down in time. Later on, Ruth became a member of the Foreign Affairs Commission of
the Reichstag. The contacts begun at the time of Radek's 'salon' in Moabit had borne fruit;
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there was a public agreement, signed in Rapallo already in April 1922, and secret
collaboration between the Reichswehr and Soviet government. Ruth says that, because of
this, she was treated with respect by right-wing members of the Commission, as she was in
effect considered to be an agent of a friendly power; of course this never happened in public.
In June, she led the German delegation to the Fifth World Congress of the Comintern. She
was one of three speakers at the inaugural demonstration on Red Square; her portrait was
featured on the front page of Komsomol, the magazine of the Russian Young Communists'
league. More importantly, she was elected to the Executive Committee of the Comintern, and
became a 'candidate member' of its Presidium. The attack on Trotsky, orchestrated by Stalin,
was in full flow, and Ruth joined the majority in denouncing him. She also asserted that there
was still a 'revolutionary situation' in Germany. Returning to Germany (after an excursion to
the Norwegian CP congress), she was briefly under arrest, as the Reichstag had been
dissolved again and she had lost her parliamentary immunity. In December, she was reelected, and released.
As soon as the Left had taken over the leadereship, it replaced Party functionaries belonging
to the right and centre fractions by its own people. Presently, some of the locally prominent
right-wingers were expelled. When the German delegation returned from the Fifth World
Congress, it brought back the slogan of 'bolshevization of the [non-Russian] Communist
parties' which had been proclaimed in Moscow. As interpreted by the KPD leadership, this
amounted to a stiffening of Party discipline (under the old watchword of 'democratic
centralism'), especially the prohibition of the formation of Fraktionen, caucuses of like-minded
people inside the Party.
In addition to the struggle against 'Trotskyism', there developed a campaign against
'Luxemburgism'. The theoretical - one might almost call it theological - basis of this was the
old divergence between Luxemburg's disregard of organization and faith in the coming
spontaneous rising of the masses (when they would turn to the Communists for leadership),
and Lenin's concept of a party of professional revolutionaries that would propel the proletariat
towards a revolution which it would not initiate if left to its own devices. But the practical issue,
and the reason why the debate got so heated, was an inner-party struggle against the Right,
led mainly by former disciples of Rosa Luxemburg's, and against an emerging Ultraleft
opposed to the bureaucatization and centralization proceeding under the aegis of
'bolshevization'. Thus Ruth wrote that "anyone who wants to overcome of Brandler's
'centralism' by falling back upon Rosa Luxemburg is like someone who wants to restore a
sufferer from gonorrhea by administering syphilis bacilli". This notorious diatribe was directed
as much against the new Ultraleft as against the old leadership.
As to external affairs, so to speak, the period of the Left's leadership was not a happy one.
During the summer of 1924, the KPD campaigned vigorously against the Dawes plan, a
scheme devised under USA leadership that was to allow the payment of war reparations and
at the same time initiate Germany's economic recovery. (It would, according to the KPD, put
the German working class under the thumb of British and American capitalists. The 'line' came
from the Comintern, but was readily taken up by the German party.) The plan was accepted in
the summer. It occasioned another Reichstag election which proved to be a heavy defeat for
the KPD: it lost a quarter of its seats, while the SPD made substantial gains. In the spring of
1925, the KPD played a prominent role in the so-called Hindenburg Election. Ebert, who had
been president of the Weimar Republic since its inception, died unexpectedly in February. At
the ensuing presidential election, no candidate obtained the required absolute majority; so
there had to be a second round. The (Catholic) Centre party refused to budge, and the SPD
withdrew their man in favour of the Centre's candidate, Marx (no relation!). But the KPD
maintained the candidacy of Ernst Thälmann: the most prominent member of the Left next to
Ruth, he was a 'genuine proletarian' from Hamburg, an effective and emotional speaker,
popular at mass rallies. The anti-democratic Right sprang a surprise: they replaced their
candidate by the 78-year old Field Marshal Hindenburg, Germany's No.1 war hero. He was
elected, beating Marx comfortably. As the votes for Marx and Thälmann combined exceeded
Hindenburg's, the KPD has been blamed for letting Hindenburg in. But it is of course doubtful
whether Communist voters would have switched to Marx, a man from the right wing of the
Centre Party. It must be said that Ruth, in Moscow for yet another secret conclave, and not
without persuasion from the Comintern, expressed herself against Thälmann's standing in the
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second round; so did Max, with reservations, from his prison cell. But that was before the SPD
had withdrawn their candidate.
After the defeat in the parliamentary election in December 1924, the Central Committee had to
admit at last that the 'revolutionary situation' was a thing of the past, and that only a so-called
turn to the right could restore the Party's fortunes. This alienated some of the old Left, who as the Ultraleft - became, in turn, the target of attacks from the leadership at the next Party
Congress, in July 1925. The Comintern did not like the Ultraleft. Also, signs of (discreet)
opposition by the Left leadership to the Comintern manifested themselves at this congress,
though these disagreements were in the main kept from the bulk of the party membership.
This was not well received in Moscow. By then, the power struggle in the Soviet Union had
sharpened. Trotsky had been seriously weakened, and Stalin had begun to undermine the
positions of his fellow triumvirs, Zinoviev and Kamenev. Ruth, Max and their group had
attached themselves to Zinoviev. Stalin wanted them demoted, and Zinoviev had to let them
go.
In August, a delegation of seven members of the KPD Central Committee, led by Ruth, was
called to a meeting of the Presidium of the Executive Committee of the Comintern. In Moscow,
they were faced with the draft of an 'Open Letter to the KPD' that roundly condemned the
'erroneous policies of Maslow and Ruth Fischer'. Adroitly, the Russians split the German
delegation, and Ruth found herself in a minority. Eventually, she signed the Open Letter
herself, as a member of the Presidium. In her book, she says that she did so partly because
she agreed with some of the criticism and partly because of so-called Bolshevik Party
Discipline, but also because of a private appeal from Zinoviev - then still president of the
Comintern - who persudaded her that, by doing so, she gave him a better chance to fight
Stalin inside the Russian party.
Ruth and her fellow delegates returned to Germany. The Open Letter was published on
September 1st, the very day that Maslow's trial opened in Leipzig. He defended himself
skilfully, referring to inner-party divisions so as to distance himself from the preparations for
the failed rising in October 1923. He seems also to have developed an early version of what
became known as Euro-Communism in the Nineteen-fifties. (All this was cited as a grave
offence against the Party later on, among the grounds for his expulsion.) In the end, he was
given four years, including the time already spent in detention. Considering the gravity of the
charge, this was a light sentence.
As soon as the trial was concluded, Ruth was called to Moscow again. Ostensibly she was an
honoured guest engaged on Comintern business, lodged in the Hotel Lux, the former luxury
hotel reserved for foreign Party dignitaries. In truth, she was detained in Moscow, so as to
make it easier for Thälmann, who had been put in her place, to overcome all opposition in the
KPD. In her book ('Stalin and German Communism') she recounts what happened. Her
passport was kept back. Her correspondence was opened and used against her, in spite of
some rather primitive precautions she and Max had taken. On one occasion, the German
chairman of a Comintern meeting produced a handful of her letters to the imprisoned Maslow,
and began to read them out. He did not confine himself to the political passages, but went on
to personal matters. Furious, she went up to the dais, wrenched the letters out of his hand and
stormed out.
Nevertheless, as a Comintern delegate, she could move around Moscow at will, and had a
pass allowing her access to the Kremlin. She managed to use this to visit Zinoviev on the
quiet, entering his office by a side door. Zinoviev, Kamenev and Trotsky had at last united in
their opposition to Stalin. He kept her informed of the progress of this 'bloc' during their
frequent meetings, and more generally on Russian Party affairs. But she was also approached
by Stalin, through intermediaries; she gave an account of these moves, and of the pressures
put upon her for some kind of recantation, in her book. It was during these anxious months
that she put on weight. I have always been told that, in her early twenties, she was quite slim but have no photographs, or memory, dating back to that time. After her prolonged stay in
Moscow, she returned as the short, rather stout figure one sees in all the later photographs,
and as I remember her. She always claimed that her heart condition prevented her from
undergoing a slimming cure. That winter, in Moscow, she says
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...a series of doctors investigated my health at short intervals and invariably
prescribed a stay in a sanatorium at Kislodovsk, in the Caucasus. Their diagnoses
were discussed at length by the secretariat of the Presidium [of the Comintern], which
sent me its decision, complete with the ornate Comintern seal, "that I be asked in the
name of Comintern discipline to proceed to the Caucasus to regain my health".
She treated these orders as ploys to keep her out of the way, and disregarded them.
Finally, she learnt that Max was to be released under an amnesty in July, and was determined
to return. Zinoviev advised her that, as Stalin would be away on vacation, she should barge
her way into a meeting of the Politbureau and "make a scene". Bukharin would be in the chair;
although her political opponent, he would like to help her, but needed a pretext. She goes on:
The next day I pushed my way into a meeting of the Politbureau. Zinoviev stood up
with well-feigned anger and ordered me out; he reprimanded the guard for having
allowed me to get past him. I began to pound the table, to cry that I must be allowed to
go home. The long suppressed emotion, once released, burst; I fainted. When I came
to, Bukharin was trying to feed me tea. Ruth, he told me, you will go home. We are not
terrorists against our own comrades. I have just given Pyatnitsky the orders to prepare
your passport. I was taken back to the Lux in a Comintern automobile. A few hours
later, Pyatnitsky appeared with my passport, grim and most unfriendly.
The historian E. H. Carr has queried this account, because, apparently, no record of such a
Politbureau meeting could be found. All I can say is that this exploit - gatecrashing a high level
meeting and making a scene, so as to get her passport - was related to me at home, in Berlin,
long before I read the above account in Ruth's book. But I was not told what sort of meeting
was involved. Carr also asserts that Ruth could have had her passport back for the asking, on
condition she resigned from the Party. This may well be the case, but would have been
entirely repugnant to her at that time: she was going back, not just to be there when Max was
to come out of jail, but to continue the fight inside the KPD.
On August 26th, 1926, six weeks after Max's release, they were both expelled from the Party,
together with three other opposionists. Bukharin had come to Berlin to ensure that this
Moscow-inspired decision was carried out. So, seven years after her arrival in Berlin, her
career in the KPD and in the Comintern had come to an end. There was a curious epilogue.
All five of them were invited to Moscow, 'for a review of their expulsions'. After much
deliberation, they decided to accept, except that Max stayed behind; as a Soviet citizen, he
would have been in danger of being forced to remain. In early December, they faced a
Comintern commission; they defended themselves energetically, attacking their accusers in
turn. Perhaps both sides hoped to get some useful propaganda ammuniton out of these
proceedings. The result was a foregone conclusion: the expulsions were confirmed.
The Left fought a stubborn but ineffectual rearguard action agains the new Party leadership. It
also tried to organize a European Left, in support of the 'bloc' formed by Zinoviev, Kamenev
and Trotsky. Ruth made two visits to Paris, in 1927 and 1928, for this purpose. But the main
struggle was in Russia. There, the opposition was worsted by Stalin, who had a firm grip on
the Party apparatus, and was allied with Bukharin. Already in October 1926, the bloc was
forced to make what it thought of as a strategic retreat, and accept terms dictated by Stalin. All
three agreed to consider themselves bound by decisions of the Central Committee (which
Stalin had packed), and to disavow foreign oppositionists, naming Maslow and Ruth Fischer in
particular, as well as Boris Souvarine in France. The final defeat of the bloc came a year later,
at the Fifteenth Russian Party Congress in December 1927. Zinoviev and Kamenev
capitulated (another strategic retreat). Trotsky stood his ground, and was exiled to Alma Ata in
Turkestan, near the Chinese frontier.
The recantation by Zinoviev and Kamenev took the ground from under the feet of the
European Left. But there was one more attempt to rally the opposition in Germany. In April
1928, virtually all the Left and Ultraleft splinter groups who had been expelled got together and
formed an organization that called itself the Leninbund. Ruth and Max were among the
founding members. But they left a month later, when there seemed to be a chance of
readmission to the KPD. The Leninbund put up candidates at the forthcoming parliamentary
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election, but made little headway. It remained in being, but virtually disappeared from the
political scene, as did other small groups of dissidents.
Ruth remained a member of the Reichstag, sitting as an independent Socialist, until the next
election in the spring of 1928. From 1929, she worked in the Children's Welfare department of
a Berlin working class district, Prenzlauer Berg. Max turned to journalism, and translated
books from the Russian. But they also maintained frequent and regular contacts with Zinoviev
and Kamenev and other Russian friends, when these were passing through Berlin. This was
the period of the great slump, and the rise of the National Socialists. The KPD, now
completely subservient to the Comintern, which in effect meant to Stalin, adopted an 'ultraleft'
line. This was directed as much against the Social Democrats, identified as Sozialfaschisten
(Social-fascists), as against the Nazis and the right wing parties. Writing about these years in
1957, Ruth said that, at that time, she regarded her separation form the Party as "merely
formal". In fact, Ruth and Max kept in touch with old friends in the KPD and knew that many
Party members were opposed to the offical line and wished for a common front against the
rising danger, but were overruled by the Party apparatus. As a result of this state of affairs,
Ruth wrote (in 1957) that "we could reasonably expect a normalization of our relations with the
Party in the event that any real resistance to Hitler should develop".
But this did not happen. On the contrary, the KPD was destroyed by Hitler almost immediately
after his seizure of power in March 1933; the SPD lingered on ineffectually for a few months
longer. The German labour movement, the oldest and strongest in Europe, had collapsed. All
the Opposition put the blame for this spectacular defeat on Stalin. Trotsky, who had been
exiled from the Soviet Union and was living on the island of Prinkipo near Istamboul, was
particularly trenchant in his denunciation of Stalin and the Comintern. Many Party members,
both inside and outside Russia, thought so too. For some three or four months there was a
feeling abroad in Party circles that Stalin, discredited by the German debâcle, would have to
cede, and give way to the Opposition. Like many others, Ruth and Max had to flee
immediately. (I shall of course come back to this in detail later on.) On their first stage to exile,
the Soviet ambassador in Prague, besides being cordial and helpful, persuaded them to apply
directly to the Comintern for readmission to the KPD (which continued in exile). He took it
upon himself to pass a letter from Max on to the Comintern's Executive Committee. (There
was no reply.) When they reached Paris in April, they mixed freely with Party members,
including Russians. This brief interlude ended in the summer, when Stalin reassserted his hold
on the Comintern.
From December 1933 on, Ruth and Max repeatedly met Trotsky, who had by then left Turkey,
had been allowed to come to France, and was living near Paris. She agreed with Trotsky that
there was no hope for reform of the Comintern, and became a core member of an
International Secretariat set up by Trotsky which was to prepare the launching of a Fourth
International. But there were divergences of view and factional bickering, and she left this
early in 1936. A little later, she and Max organized a splinter group of their own in Paris; they
called it Gruppe Internationale, a (no doubt conscious) echo of the original name of the
Spartakusbund.
The Stalin terror began with the first of the Moscow show trials in August 1936. The chief
accused were Zinoviev and Kamenev, but the exiled Trotsky was the main target. The names
of Ruth and Max also figured prominently; one of their good friends in Berlin 'testified' that they
had sent him to Moscow with orders to organize attacks on the Soviet leadership and on Stalin
in particular. (He was executed for his pains.) So, as Max observed later, they were, in effect,
co-accused, and sentenced to death by implication. The trial and its aftermath destroyed all
illusions about a return to the fold. There followed the war, the escape from France, and
Max's sudden, unexpected and unexplained death in Havana in 1942 while waiting for a visa
to the USA. Ruth continued a public unrelenting struggle against Stalin and all he stood for, in
the United States until 1954, and then in Paris.
Then came Krushchev, the Twentieth Russian Party Congress in 1956, and the celebrated
secret, but widely leaked, speech in which Krushchev condemned Stalin's misdeeds. Soon
after this, Ruth was in England on one of her frequent visits, and came to visit us in
Cambridge. As usual, she put up at the University Arms hotel. I remember sitting over coffee
with her in the lounge, after driving her back from our house, and asking her what she thought
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of the Krushchev speech. She replied that she now thought that the people who had stayed in
the Party had perhaps been right after all: as insiders, they would be able to help to move
things in the right (that is to say, Left), direction.
She seems to have been more outspoken with Isaac Deutscher, the biographer of Trotsky.
For in November 1956 he wrote to Heinrich Brandler, Ruth's old opponent in the KPD, that
...I have seen Ruth Fischer several times recently. She expressed to me her regret
over the attitude she had taken in previous years, admitted that she was wrong in
several respects, and in general, spoke quite sensibly about the situation as if the
conscience of an old communist had suddenly reawakened in her.
Two years later, in the concluding pages of a book which she called 'The Transformation of
Soviet Society', she spelt out her notion of a "socialist democracy, which embraces habeas
corpus as well as the social ownership of the means of production, freedom of research and
workers' self-management". She went on to say that in a Russia "knee-deep in Stalinism", it
would take ten, perhaps twenty, years before the work of reform would become an everyday
exercise. But one could see already that "the scaffolding of reform is solid and well designed,
and that, if the future building corresponds to this ground plan, the Soviet Union will become
an open industrial society, which knows of no privileges of birth, neither of proletarian descent
or any other, and guarantees equality of opportunity to work, of living standard and of status,
to all its citizens. Only in such a society can control over the central authorities be strong
enough to prevent the congealing of the "bureaucracy" into a caste with inflated and
superfluous privileges". She admitted that this vision of the future was "of course an optimistic
simplification", whose realization would depend as much on external as well as on internal
circumstances. But she set great store by the "ever forward-marching anti-colonial world
revolution" (particularly events in Africa) and hoped that this would in turn lead to the
"liberation" of Europe.
Her hopes were buttressed by the reported economic progress of the Soviet Union. (This was
the time when a cheerful Krushchev told the American people "we will bury you".) On the night
of her final heart attack on 13 March 1961, she was visited by a young socialist from Berlin,
who has given a detailed account of 'Ruth Fischer's last conversation'. This ranged widely.
Concerning the cold war, waving aside some point of his, she said that "the outcome of the
'great contest' in favour of the Soviet Union is in any case assured, if only peace can be
maintained". What Max, with his knowledge of Russia (and of Russian) would have made of
Krushchev must of course remain a matter of conjecture. But I wonder whether he would have
been quite so certain, or quite so enthusiastic.
(29/3/95; pp16-17 revised 4/11/95)
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FOUR: 1926 - to Berlin
Although the Austrian authorities had barred Ruth from returning to Austria after she had
become a German national in 1923, she could probably have got permission for occasional
visits to her family if she had wished. But it seems that she was far too deeply embroiled in her
political activities to do so. Nevertheless, I do not think that I ever felt abandoned by her, no
doubt because grandmother Ida talked a great deal about Fritzi and Fritzimama, particularly
to me. I suspect that, of her three children, Ruth was the favourite, and that I was her link with
Ruth.
In the end, it was arranged that I should go to Berlin on my own. There used to be a through
train from Vienna to Berlin, via Prague and Dresden. (I expect it runs still, but perhaps takes a
little longer.) It took some eight or nine hours to cover the three hundred miles between the
two cities. I have used this connection many times. (Once or twice, I went on a more eastern
route, through Slovakia, Silesia - Wrozlaw was still Breslau - and Frankfurt an der Oder, a
town now on the German/Polish border.) Yet I remember the journey only dimly: the Czechs
who replaced the German-speaking passengers while the train crossed Bohemia; the long halt
in Prague (but I was not old or bold enough to break my journey and go for a stroll); the scenic
section between the Czech border and Dresden, where the train followed the river Elbe
between low but steep-sided hills. On this first occasion, I must have been put on the train at
the Franz-Josefs-Bahnhof in Vienna, and put in charge of the guard. Soon after we had
crossed into Germany, Ruth came bustling into the compartment, with her brown eyes
twinkling, and I was enveloped in a cloud of motherly attention.
There are two more things I remember from this, my first, visit to Berlin. One is that we went to
a large, bright office, in which there were several desks, beside one of which sat a cheerful
man in shirt sleeves with whom we had a lively conversation. Unquestionably, this must have
been Max; the office could have been in Tegel prison, where he served his sentence, but
staffed by civilians. ( It could also have been his lawyers' office.) This fixes the date of the visit.
It must have taken place between Ruth's return from Moscow in June 1926, and Max's relase
on July 10.
The other thing I remember from this visit is my first experience of the sea. Ruth took me to
Swinemünde for the day. (This is - or was - a popular seaside resort, about a hundred miles
north of Berlin on the Baltic coast; it is now just beyond the Polish border, and called
Swinoujscie.) I spent a long sunny summer afternoon sitting or squatting on the gently sloping
sandy beach, letting the little waves break over my legs; There is virtually no tide in the Baltic.
For all I know, Ruth may have had a conference with members of the Left Opposition behind
me, while I was sitting there, entranced by sand, sea and sun.
I returned to Vienna for the rest of the summer - probably spent with the Friedländers at Spital
- and my last year at the Volksschule in Schönngasse. Rudolf Eisler died in December. I feel
sure that I was sent off to Hietzing before he had the operation for gall stones that went wrong.
I was certainly not at the funeral, and cannot say whether either Hanns or Gerhart came to
Vienna; Ruth was in Moscow, for the hearing of the appeal against expulsion from the Party. I
went back to Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse; I think I shared the main bedroom with Ida for a time.
For me, the main event of the winter (or the spring?) was my appendectomy. It was not a
case of acute appendicitis and an emergeny rush to the operating table. I was taken to be
examined by a surgeon, a stocky, jolly Viennese. Whether I had complained of pains, or
whether this was another move in grandmother Bertha's campaign against my chronic
constipation, I cannot say. The Herr Doktor diagnosed an irritated appendix, and advised its
immediate removal. I think the Friedländers must have paid for this; I had a room to myself in
the hospital. After I had come round, I complained bitterly to the surgeon that I was feeling
very sick. In good Viennese fashion, he said "well, you've been drunk, now you've got a
hangover" [hast an Rausch gehabt, jetzt hast an Katzenjammer]. I was not consoled. For
many years, the merest whiff of ether made me feel quite nauseated.
The whole affair must have been arranged and accomplished quite rapidly, as it seems that
Ruth only got to know of it when it was all over and I was back at home. She took the first
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train. Surprisingly, she was not stopped at the frontier; but she was arrested as she stepped
off the train in Vienna. However, she was allowed a brief stay. The only other souvenir of my
appendectomy is an impressive scar; the incisions made in 1927 were longer than those
made nowadays.
I was now in my fourth year of Volksschule. It was beyond question that I would be moving to
a Gymnasium in September. (A Gymnasium is the traditional grammar school in Austria and
Germany.) My Eisler uncles, Gerhart and Hanns, had been pupils at the k & k
Staatsgymnasium Nr. 2, presumably in our own Second District. No doubt this survived, in the
Austrian Republic, minus the 'k & k' [kaiserlich und königlich]. But I was told that I would be
going to the Akademische Gymnasium. This is one of the oldest in Vienna (it celebrated its
four hundredth anniversay in 1952), and much more prestigious than its anonymous cousin
'No 2'. It is quite likely that a family connection was used to get me there. My father had
remarried, in 1923 or 1924. (He too went to Berlin, but not until 1925. Before that, he made
occasional visits to Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse.) His new father-in-law had been the senior
mathematics master at the Akademische Gymnasium before 1914. (One of his pupils was the
future physicist and co-founder of Quantum Mechanics Erwin Schrödinger.) He must have had
some influence (Einfluß, a magic word in Central Europe). In fact, I was taken there to sit an
entrance examination. So little fuss was made about this that I took it in my stride. Now I
cannot remember whether I was told about my new school after or actually before this. But I
do remember that my admission to such a celebrated Gymnasium was certainly brought home
to me - as will appear soon.
In early summer, I made my second visit to Berlin. This time I travelled there on my own. I
have no recollection of the arrival at Anhalter Bahnhof, or of being met by Ruth and Max. But
there are some events and impressions that I do remember quite distinctly.
The first thing to come up was the matter of names. 'Fritzimama' was definitely out. I was told
to call my mother Ruth, and to call Maslow Max. I was surprised, not to say nonplussed, and
did not find it easy at first to accept such a radical innovation. This left my sobriquet to be
chosen. In Vienna, both families called me Gerti. (Luckily, I did not know that this is really short
for Gertrude. At school, we used each others' surnames.) For some reason, I demonstrated
that I could stick my tongue out and roll it up. "Only a cat can do that" said Max "I'm going to
call you Kater [tomcat]". And Kater I became, for ever after; all our Berlin friends always called
me by this nickname.
It did not take Max long to worm out of me that I had acquired a modest but useful stock of
four letter words from my class mates, words which I had been careful never to pronounce at
either grandparents'. That I was not told off, but allowed - even encouraged - to use these
naughty words was something of a liberation, and I made full and joyful use of my new
freedom.
I do not remember the flat Ruth and Max were living in, except for the one image of a table,
set against the wall between a door and a window, on which Max's typewriter stood. I had
often looked at the big machine in grandfather Kuba's office in Mariahilferstraße, but had
never been allowed within striking distance of it. Now, I was free to try Max's. Presently,
picking out the letters with one finger, I composed a poem, which I remember well:

Vor dem Bäcker, mußt du wissen
Hat ein Hundchen hingeschissen.
Ich komm' hin in schnellem Lauf
Und - trete drauf!
[Outside the bakers', you should know/ a little dog has done a shit./ I come running like billyoh/ And - tread on it!]
At this point I had to interrupt, for an urgent visit to the loo. When I came back, I found that
Max had added another stanza:
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Meine Mutter hielts für Wecken
Und befahl mir, dran zu lecken.
Wenn ich sagt': das tu ich nicht
Nannt' sie mich spröd und störriglich.
[My mother thought it was a roll/ And ordered me to lick it./ When I said: I won't do that/ She
called me prim and obstinate. - I have translated Max's invented word störriglich as störrisch,
pig-headed, obstinate.] Needless to say, I took to Max at once.
I can see now that Ruth and Max tried hard to stir up and stimulate the overly well-behaved
and inhibited little boy I had grown into in Vienna. They made some progress.
Another exciting novelty in Berlin was the radio. Instead of the little crystal set at the
Friedländers', here there were valves and a loudspeaker, a separate little box. I knew that
such things existed, but had never seen or heard one. It was a type popular at the time: it had
no cabinet, so that one could see all the hardware mounted on its metal chassis, valves,
condensers, and so on. There were two large coils, looking rather like inverted hoseshoes,
one fixed and the other movable by means of a big lever. This was the volume control; one
had to bring the movable coil more in line with the fixed one to increase volume. I was allowed
to do this, taking care not to pass the threshold beyond which the receiver turns into a
transmitter, emitting a shrill noise that can be heard on the speaker, and on all other sets in
the vicinity as well. Ours was a humble two-valve affair; the price of a radio went up with the
number of valves.
There is another mental image from a Berlin visit which I shall fit in here, rightly or wrongly. I
see the three of us taking part in a demonstration (May Day?), walking in the midst of many
people along one of the wide Berlin avenues, probably in the main park, the Tiergarten. Every
now and then we are stopped by small groups of other demonstrators, and intense eyeball-toeyeball arguments break out between these and our party, chiefly Max and Ruth. About the
same time we found, on opening the door of the flat one morning, that someone had stuck a
roll of toilet paper to it one night, as an act of political denigration. Max simply took it off and
put it in the loo.
Finally, as the time for my return to Vienna drew near, it was put to me that I could stay in
Berlin for good. But I was not prepared for such a move as yet. I remember that I finished up
lying on the floor and kicking the carpet, declaring that I "wanted to go back to Idamama, and
go to the Akademische Gymnasium". And I did.
In the event, the move from Volksschule to Gymnasium proved to be heavy going. I must have
been one of the youngest in my class, as I started at the Akademische gymnasium four
months before my tenth birthday. The strain told: during the autumn and winter, I was ill
repeatedly, with two bouts of tonsilitis and attacks of 'flu. I was actually quite proud when my
temperature rose to unprecendented heights, 42º C or beyond.
School started at nine and finished at one o'clock, Saturdays included, and there was
homework to be done in the afternoon. I was too nervous to eat more than a rudimentary
Continental breakfast before setting out. Instead of going a few steps round the corner, I now
had to go to school by tram. Every morning, carrying my satchel, I went to the tram stop at the
bottom of Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse, by the high fence surrounding the permanent trade fair
site. I soon learnt how to dodge between the grown-ups and to jump on the tram. (In real life,
Viennese can be quite rude and pushing, not gemütlich - easy-going - as the legend goes.)
The tram went past the Wurstelprater with its big Ferris wheel, and then circled the
Praterstern, an outsize roundabout. In the centre of this stands the Tegethoff Monument, a tall
granite column from which protrude ships' bows, topped by the statue of the eponymous
admiral. The tram then followed the busy Praterstraße, crossed the Danube canal and
clanked along the Ringstraße; I got off near the old Imperial Palace. The journey took quite a
long time, so I had to start early. In the winter, the mornings were cold and frosty, and on
some mornings one had to walk gingerly on Glatteis, a slippery, treacherous layer of black ice.
Like all boys of my age, I was still in short trousers, and my bare knees got red and chapped
as the winter wore on.
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I remember the journey to school better than school itself. Schools in Austria and Germany
are secular, so there is no daily assembly, no religious service, no address by the headmaster.
There was the novelty of having different masters for each subject, and addressing them as
Herr Professor instead of Herr Lehrer. We had to bring our own schoolbooks, in their homemade dust covers of stout blue paper, our notebooks, pens and pencils - perhaps ink bottles
as well, I am not sure. The style of teaching was 'chalk and talk' while we took notes, and
there were frequent tests, essays written in class and the like. There was no Latin in the first
year.
One odd custom I remember was that, at the beginning of the German lesson, one could put
up one's hand and say "Herr Professor, I have learnt a poem by heart". One would then be
asked to stand in front of the class and recite it. The favourite poet was Schiller, the favourite
poem a ballad, Die Bürgschaft [The Surety], a stirring tale of friendship and devotion in ancient
Syracuse that softens the heart of the tyrant Damon. (I can still produce the first two stanzas.)
Uhland, an early nineteenth century Romantic poet and a good Liberal, was also popular.
(Curiously, Goethe seems to have been neglected.) I had a good memory, and liked to recite;
in fact, I performed quite frequently.
But my outstanding memory from my first year at the Akademische Gymasium is
extracurricular. I had been entered as konfessionslos - not belonging to a religious
denomination - and was therefore excused from attending Religious Instruction. So was a redhaired protestant boy in my form. The others had lessons in religion once a week, from a
priest if they were Catholics, a rabbi if they were Jews. (In retrospect, it surprises me that only
two of us were excused RI. The Akademische Gymnasium has been described as 'the
favourite Gymnasium of the secular Liberal and the Jew', and many Viennese Jews were
thoroughly secular.) We spent our free period in a recreation room, where we usually played
table tennis. But on one memorable occasion, the subject of babies came up. I was a
complete innocent, but my companion was aufgeklärt [enlightened] . He made things quite
clear to me, so much so that he got an erection which he showed me proudly. He also told me
how he had watched a couple making love, by looking through a keyhole. I did not advertise
my newly-acquired knowledge at home, or in Hietzing.
I had no such inhibitions with Ruth and Max, on my next visit to Berlin. They made it their
business to give me a more thorough and sensible account of these matters. They also
explained what puberty involved. I was incredulous when Max prophesied that, before long,
hormones coursing in my bloodstream would cause me to experience strange, confused
feelings when looking at girls - which was hard to imagine, for a ten-year-old.
Of course, we discussed the more legitimate proceedings at the Akademische Gymnasium as
well. When it came to the ritual of reciting poems in front of the class, Ruth made very
effective fun of Uhland's archaisms, and of Romantic balladry in general. I was shocked at
first, but then amused, by such irreverence.
On this visit, I was laid low by a bout of sickness and diarrhoe, which was rather grandly
diagnosed as paratyphoid. Doctor's orders were that I had to stay in bed, and be fed only on
gruel and water. So there I was, lying on the sofa in the living room, recovering but still not
quite well. Both Ruth and Max were out; the daily help was dusting and tidying up. The radio
was on, broadcasting, live, a speech by Amanullah, the king of Afghanistan, who was on a
state visit. The little Berlinerin was as excited by this visit as everybody else in Berlin. She
stopped her dusting, listened, and exclaimed "Afghan is such a beautiful language !". It was
obvious enough that Amanullah had been doing his best to speak in German, but I did not
attempt to tell her, as she would not have believed me. On looking up this event in a history of
the City, I see that it took place in February 1928. This is puzzling as the school year ran from
September until June. Perhaps there was a special winter break, or I was, officially, recovering
from tonsilitis. No doubt Ruth and Max were curious to see how I was making out as a
Gymnasiast.
Before this visit to Berlin, at Christmas, there had been a lively family reunion in SebastianKneipp-Gasse, perhaps to support grandmother Ida, as it was only just over a year since
Rudolf Eisler's death. It was also my tenth birthday. This must have been the year Uncle
Armand gave me Gogol's Dead Souls and Dostoyevsky's House of the Dead as Christmas-
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cum-birthday presents. I remember unwrapping them, and the chorus of disapproving
murmurs which ensued. The books must have been removed discreetly, as I never saw them
again. All I recall from the festivities is the table in front of the Christmas tree, with its heavy
white tablecloth hanging down beside me. For I had my own dinner on a smaller table at one
end, while the adults were eating the traditional Christmas carp ('too heavy on a child's
stomach') and talked away excitedly.
I am sure that Hanns, who had moved to Berlin in 1925, was there together with Aunt Lotte,
the singer Charlotte Demant whom he had married in the spring. She remained in Vienna and
moved in with us soon afterwards. The flat was rearranged; Lotte moved into the main
bedroom, Ida into grandfather's study, and I slept on a divan in the dining room. (I suppose we
still had Mitzi the maid with us, but am not sure.) Lotte was pregnant; my cousin Georg was
born in April 1928. I became very fond of my baby cousin, and loved to watch when he was
bathed, changed, ad generally looked after. I would have liked to help, but was not allowed to.
I got on well with my new aunt.
My marks at the end of the school year were mediocre, which is not surprising considering
how much school I had missed. I actually failed in one subject - mathematics. As soon as
school had finished, I had my tonsils taken out. The hospital where this operation was carried
out was quite different from the place where I had had my appendectomy; I was in a public
ward, and there were no Catholic sisters. As soon as I had got back to my ward and come to, I
started to haemorrhage; I was taken back to the operating theatre, chloroformed, and sown up
again. This time, the stitches held, and I was allowed to go home after two or three days. The
first compensation for the unpleasant experience was that I had to subsist mainly on ice
cream for a spell, which was of course a major treat, and unexpected at that. More
importantly, Ida rented a house for a fortnight's holiday in Payerbach, a village on the
Semmering route, just where the train begins its big climb. There was a long garden with a
shallow river at the bottom, and I spent much of my time paddling knee-deep in the clear
water.
Uncle Armand paid a visit. Rather surprisingly, he took me for a country walk. Our house was
on the route that leads to the valley station of the Raxalpe cable car. We set off in this
direction. After a while, I began to feel 'urgent', but was reluctant to perform behind a hedge.
Armand launched into a veritable paean to the joys of shitting in the open air. He made out
that it was one of the true pleasures of life, and I was won over. At this point, the film stops, so
to speak, and I cannot say how far we went, and whether we took the cable car to the Rax
plateau or not.
The school holidays lasted well over two months. I may have spent some of the remainder in
Spital. But I also made yet another visit to Berlin. This time, there was a new source of
excitement: Ruth and Max had got a motorcycle, a (second hand) 1926 Harley-Davidson, with
side-car to match. Needless to say, no-one in Vienna, Friedländer or Eisler, had ever got
motorized. So Berlin was once again the city of progress. In time, I became very attached to
our Harley-Davidson, with its characteristic yellow paint, and the roar of its powerful engine
(twin cylinder, 1200 c.c.) as we cruised along the flat North German roads. For its time, it was
a remarkably well built machine, designed for troble-free running rather than for speed. In fact,
our usual cruising speed was fifty miles per hour, but this felt fast enough on the pillion seat.
However, the beginning of our motor-cycling days was inauspicious.We set off, with Ruth in
the side-car, into which she had climbed quite nimbly in spite of her bulk, and myself riding
pillion. (The pillion seat was a separate saddle, with a handle one could, and did, clutch with
both hands to steady oneself.) Our first stop was in a wide, drab cobbled street in a working
class district. We pulled up in front of a shop, or perhaps a pub. Ruth and I stayed put while
Max went in to transact some minor business. Max had just passed his driving test, and still
had faith in the highway code. So, believing himself to have the right of way, he made a U-turn
in front of a lorry carrying beer barrels. The lorry driver had not expected this, and ran into us
before we could get clear. In my mind's eye, I see the scene as through the wrong end of a
telescope; at one moment, the lorry looks small and distant, at the next, it is on top of us.
Material damage was slight, but I was thrown off and fell heavily on the asphalted roadway. I
suffered a dent in my forehead - which is still visible - a black eye, and a sprained ankle. I was
out of action for a week.

50

ONE

When I was up and about again, we went to the theatre, for a performance of Offenbach's La
belle Hélène, sung in German of course. This was my first visit to a theatre. (Ruth liked
operetta; generally, revolutionaries are conservatives when it comes to art.) Just behind us sat
two elderly women, of the formidable sort Max called Tintenfische (squids; literally, 'inkfishes').
They were Russian emigrants ('Whites'), and chatted away in Russian without fear of being
overheard. Afterwards, Max told us, grinning, that one of them had said "look at that boy's
black eye, they must have given him a good hiding", to which her friend replied "but that's why
they have taken him to the theatre".
The second year at the Akademische Gymnasium was less stressful than the first, and there
was no repetition of the succession of throat infections that had punctuated the previous
autumn and winter. For me, the outstanding feature of this year was that we started Latin. I
had been looking forward to this. Latin and Greek were the basic Gymnasium subjects. All the
men in both families, Eislers and Friedländers, had gone to Gymnasium. (For girls, there was
the Lyzeum; Ruth went to one. Betty may have been educated at home.) I was often told how
brilliant they had all been, always at the top of the class - or so I ws made to believe. So it was
only at that point I felt I was beginning my real Gymnasium education, and following in their
footsteps. As it turned out, I liked Latin, and did not find it difficult. I mastered the grammar we
were taught, and actually enjoyed construing the simple passages from classical authors in
our textbook. But I did not like translating into Latin all that much.
I also remember the zoology lessons. They took place in a lecture theatre with a raised
auditorium. I can see myself sitting on a bench high up at the back, looking down at the
master at his desk, explaining the anatomy of some small animal by pointing at a skeleton
mounted on a wooden board. We had to memorize the genera, species and families, and the
relations between them. There was no practical work. Perhaps I found zoology interesting
because of my earlier reading about dinosaurs and evolution. And perhaps it was also
because of this that, in reply to the usual question asked by adults, "what do you want to be
when you grow up", I would say "I want to be a doctor".
I had no further dealings with the red-haired boy who had enlightened me about sex. He may
not even have been in my class. But I made two friends in my class, Brill and Diamant,
probably both Jewish. They lived in the Third District, in a somewhat better-off neighbourhood
than ours. I used to go the flat of one or other of this pair, but what we did to amuse ourselves
I cannot even speculate about. Nor can I say whether they occasionally came to SebastianKneipp-Gasse.
In the spring, a craze for car manufacturers' enamelled lapel badges broke out among the
lower forms. These badges, with the makers' logos, were given away, mainly to customers, I
suppose. All the major makes had their prime showrooms near the school. So we would go in,
in twos and threes, and ask the salesmen if they had any badges to spare. Some, such as
Opel and Fiat, often obliges; others were less forthcoming. I was very pleased with myself
when I managed to get a badge all on my own; I have a feeling that I even swopped it for
another make back in the class room. It puzzles me now that we eleven- and twelve year olds
were free to roam in this quarter, near the Ringstraße on our own.
At home, there were few changes, if any. I took less interest in baby Georg's progress,
probably because I was out of the house more - meeting Brill and Diamant, for example - and
had homework to do. Of course I also read a good deal. It was understood that a boy of my
age should be reading stories about 'Cowboys and Indians'. The most popular writer of this
genre was German, one Karl May. I believe he never set foot west of Leipzig; but he produced
a prodigious number of adventure stories set in the Wild West or Central America. (He was
later said to be one of Hitler's favourite authors.) I only read one of his, set in Mexico, with a
highly improbable plot. I was much happier with James Fenimore Cooper's 'Leatherstocking'
series. I started with the 'Deerslayer', then went on to the 'The Last of the Mohicans' and the
'Pathfinder'. Because no-one told me about the historical background, there were things I
found puzzling. But I read on undauntedly, and got to know about Hurons, Sioux and, last but
not least, Mohicans. I also read some of Jack London's novels set in Alaska.
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Around this time, too, I began to look at the newspaper. As this would have been at the
Eislers', it must have been Arbeiterzeitung, the Social Democrat daily. Not that I read the front
page, or the political news; I kept to the short (and more scandalous) items. For instance,
there was the case brought by a housemaid for unfair dismissal. She alleged that the lady of
the house had come into her room, sat herself on her lap, and demanded sex; when the maid
refused, she was sacked. I found this mysterious, but did not ask to have it explained to me. I
also developed an obsession with the Viennese football league, although I had never been to
a match, and hardly knew the rules of the game. (It was not played at school.) I followed the
progress of the clubs in the first division every week, and championed a team called Rapid. (I
must have liked the name.) Their closest rival was called Admira; I decided that I did not like
Admira, especially when they were the champions and beat Rapid into second place.
I also saw my first films. Just after crossing the Danube Canal, my tram ride to school took me
past the Urania, also called the Wiener Volksbildunswerk, roughly speaking the Vienna Adult
Education Institute. According to my (post-war) guide book, this offered (and probably still
offers) lectures and lecture series, musico-literary evenings and the like, including 'films of
cultural value'. (Grandfather Rudolf may well have given popular lectures on philosophy and
sociology there in his time.) This is where I was taken by the Eislers, to some (silent) films
considered suitable for children. I was particularly impressed by 'The Lost World', a film based
on a story by Conan Doyle, in which a band of intrepid explorers - no doubt British - scales a
hitherto inaccessible plateau in the forests of Brazil and finds itself back in the age of the
dinosaurs. I also saw a film about Eskimos, probably O'Flaherty's famous documentary
'Nanook of the North', and a quasi-documentary,a reonstruction of Scott's fatal expedition to
the South Pole.
I think I continued to spend weekends at the Friedländers' during term; I may well have gone
straight to Hietzing from school on Saturdays. During school holidays, I stayed there for longer
periods. There were no more English lessons from grandmother Bertha and I cannot recall
whether my Sunday morning outings with grandfather were kept up. I do have a feeling that it
was about that time that uncle Xandi began to take a good deal more interest in me. For
instance, he taught me to play chess. Once I had mastered how the pieces moved, and the
basic rules, we played chess regularly. He was a strong player, and would handicap himself,
by removing his queen or, later, a rook. It annoyed me that he could still beat me easily,
however. There was also an old chess manual lying around, a small paperback in the
ubiquitous Reklam edition. I spent many hours working my way through this, learning the
standard openings and end games. I also got to know the names - and some of the games of famous chess masters. (Just as with the football league, I picked my favourites, for
example Alekhine.) Xandi also got me to play 'blind' games: while we were walking around
Hietzing, he would suddenly say, for example, "pawn e2 to e4", and I would reply, promptly,
"pawn e7 to e5". We would keep this up for half a dozen moves at least. I made some
progress, but never approached Xandi's level.
For my reading in Hietzing, I relied mainly on three thick books which were kept in my
bedroom. Originally, they must have belonged to the Friedländer children; they were well used
and dog eared. One was a retelling of Greek myths and legends. Quite a few pages of this
were missing at the end, so I never found out what happened when Meleagros and his
companions hunted the monstrous wild boar sent by Zeus. Then there was a companion
volume of retold German legends. This included the inevitable Nibelungenlied, and the
legendary exploits of Dietrich (Theoderic the Great), which I liked much better. The third
volume was a compendious illustrated edition of Grimm's fairy tales. Although I had never
liked fairy tales (and strongly disliked Hans Andersen's nineteenth-century efforts which were
much commended to me in Hietzing), I found a few of the less well known ones more to my
taste.
I got quite a lot of intellectual stimulation in Vienna. But as regards sport of any sort, there was
no encouragement at the Eislers', little at the Friedländers', and no enthusiasm whatsoever on
my part. As far as I can remember, there were no PE periods at the Volksschule in
Schönngasse. In the winter, the boys used to make slides on the pavement outside, take it in
turns to run up, make a quarter turn, and glide along the ice. I had no sense of balance, or
wish to join in. I was given - or lent - skates (but by whom?), and went two or three times to a
temporary skating rink on a vacant lot in Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse. These sessions left me
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with cold feet, a sore behind, and a firm resolve not to repeat the experiment. At the
Akademische Gymnasium, there must have been some PE periods, but I have no recollection
of them. In the summer we played a game called hostages, on an asphalted playground. Its
chief feature was that one had throw a football as hard and straight as possible at a member
of the opposing team, who was 'out' and became a 'hostage' if he was hit, but could not catch
it. When, as usual in schools, the gym master had nominated two strong players to take it in
turn to pick their teams, I was always one of the last to be chosen. I rather think that Brill and
Diamant were in the same case, and that it was this which brought our threesome together in
the first place. Football was not played at school, and, as I have said already, I was not
allowed to go out and play in the street. When I was in Berlin in the summer of 1929, Ruth
and Max, who had by then moved to a flat in a recently built suburban apartment block,
insisted that I should go out and join the local gang. What with my total ineptitude at football,
and my Viennese accent to boot, I was soon laughed out of court. I returned to our flat,
announced that I "had not come all the way from Vienna to be insulted like this", and refused
categorically to go back to the street game.
Swimming was not included among sporting activities at the Akademische Gymnasium, which
was just as well for me. For although I liked paddling and playing around in shallow water, I got
into a state of utter panic as soon as the water came up to my armpits. Ida once told me that I
had fallen into a pond when I was a toddler, and had been pulled out by a helpful stranger;
perhaps it was this that was at the base of my phobia. In the early summer of 1929, uncle
Xandi decided to teach me to swim at an open-air pool in Hietzing. The course he adopted
was self-defeating, however. Xandi was tall - nearly or all of six foot - and the most athletic of
the Friedländers, a skier and a mountaineer. He simply picked me up, put his hand under my
chest to keep me afloat, and told me to make the appropriate movements. (I had been shown
on dry land how to do the breast stroke.) I just yelled at the top of my voice until allowed to get
on my feet again - in shallow water, of course. Well meaning but insensitive, he repeated the
attempt at successive weekends, but to no avail.
Then, at the end of the school year in June, I went to Berlin again. (This was the visit I have
just mentioned.) Max had become an experienced driver, and I had no worries about getting
back on the pillion seat of the Harley-Davidson. The weather was hot and sunny, and one of
our first outings was to Wannsee. West of Berlin, the river Havel widens; in fact, it becomes a
series of lakes. Nearest to Berlin, the long sandy beach of lake Wannsee is a favourite
summer outing for Berliners. There is a lido; behind the yellow sands running down to the
water's edge there were restaurants and open-air cadés, where couples danced on the
terraces in their swimsuits. The beaches are crowded, especially at weekends. This was a
particular attraction for Max, who liked to be among, and watch, crowds.
Ruth could not swim, but liked the water. Max, thick set, hairy chested and bull necked, was a
good swimmer, but stayed with us two non-swimmers for much of the time. I had gone into the
water readily enough, but had started to panic as usual when it got too deep for my liking.
Before long, Ruth and Max had spotted a boy of my age who was fooling around on his own,
with no such inhibitions. They made friends with him, and turned their backs on me. I became
jealous. After a few minutes of parental neglect, making sure that I was not being observed, I
clamped my nose firmly with my fingers, bent my knees, and gingerly immersed my head. To
my amazememnt, I survived this experience easily and unharmed. Emboldened, I repeated
the manoeuvre, and soon managed without holding my nose shut. Now I was able to show my
new accomplishment to Ruth and Max. My rival drifted away, and Max began to teach me how
to push off and glide a little way under water. On further visits to Wannsee, I learned how to do
a dog-paddle; my fear of water had vanished, and I enjoyed myself thoroughly.
I went back to Austria, to spend the summer holidays at Spital am Semmering. But first, I
stayed a few days in Hietizing. Boldy, I went to the local swimming pool by myself - the same
in which Xandi had tried to teach me to swim. Somehow, I managed to get out of my depth:
without fear, I dog-paddled back to shallower water, and felt very proud of myself.
I then went on to Spital. I only know this because I have two snapshots taken at Spital, which
Betty sent me, many years later. One shows the pair of us sitting on a tree trunk in the sun; it
has 'Spital, July 1929' on the back. (I think this was her first visit to Austria since her departure
for the USA in 1925.) Its companion, taken in August, shows a family group: Betty, Karl's

53

ONE

Swedish cousin Emmy, myself, and grandfather in a characteristic pose, leaning forward
slightly on his trusty walking stick, his bald pate covered with a white handkerchief knotted at
each corner.
By then, it had been settled that I would finally be moving to Berlin. Indeed, I may have moved
out of Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse already, and only come back for the summer holidays. I finally
went to Berlin for good in September.
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FIVE: 1929 - Berlin life
The move to Berlin now feels like one of those sudden changes of scene one experiences in
dreams. First, there is Vienna; then, abruptly, Berlin. My links with Vienna weakened very
quickly. In Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse, I had been sleeping on a sofa in the dining room:
obviously, the flat had become too small for us. It could well have been that, with Lotte and
baby Georg in the flat, Ida's worsening health and my approaching adolescence, our
relationship had already been changing. So perhaps it was Ida herself who persuaded me that
the time had come for me to rejoin Fritzimama.
Even more surprisingly, I have no recollection of being told of Ida's death in 1929. (I suppose
she succumbed to a final heart attack, like my mother in 1961.) I may not have been told
about this at once, or at least not in a dramatic manner, perhaps because Ruth and Max did
not want to add to the difficulties I must have experienced adjusting to my new life. I am sure
that Ruth did not go to Vienna for the funeral; I cannot say whether Hanns or Gerhart did so. I
shall have to leave these speculations as they stand, and make a fresh beginning.
Ruth had lost her seat in the Reichstag when this was dissolved in the spring of 1928. About a
year later, newly qualified as a social worker - she had to take an examination to this end - she
became head of the Children's Welfare Division in Prenzlauer Berg, a working-class district in
north-east Berlin. In 1942, in her autobiographical sketch, she wrote
I supervised children's nurseries, schools, homes, some day-homes for the children of
the unemployed of a special type, supervised working children and group work for
older boys and girls. It was a highly extensive work with several thousands of children,
controlling forty homes and institutions, combining supervision of personnel (fifty
people), education and administration ... I worked in the Center of Berlin in the midst
of the unemployed, under the pressure and tension of an office that was beleaguered
by hopeless people, filled with scorn and hate, wanting expediting [sic] measures
every minute.
Max had turned to journalism. He was an able journalist, with a good eye for a feature, a
trenchant style, and a rapid worker. But he was also helped and supported by former
Comrades. Writing about this period in 1960, Ruth said
We were aware of the distinctly friendly attitude of many Russian Communists
towards us, and it was sometimes easier to agree with a man who was formally a
Stalinist than with one of the rabid factionalists of the German Party. Our friends in
Moscow were concerned with how we were making out, and tried to help in many
ways. Maslow wrote quite a number of articles for Russian magazines under assumed
names and received his honoraries [sic] in German marks. We also contributed
regularly to Willi Münzenberg's front papers (Welt am Abend and Welt am Morgen),
and without his help we could not have been able to keep going. The significant point
of this assistance, however, was that it was always given with the explicit argument
that we had to be helped to organize ourselves until such time as we could be
reunited.
I shall have a good deal more to say about Münzenberg and the Welt am Abend later on.
Here, I shall only remark that Münzenberg had built up a remarkable publishing and
propaganda complex, ostensibly separate from the KPD, by 1929: two newspapers, a weekly
illustrated magazine, a film company, and a publishing house. Later on, Max translated books
from the Russian for this, the Neue Deutsche Verlag.

By the time I arrived in Berlin - in June, rather than in September, 1929 - Ruth and Max had
moved into a flat in Britz, a suburb in the south-east. Of all the places I have lived in, this is the
only one whose address I have forgotten. But I can make a guess. The flat was on the third or
fourth floor of a recently built apartment block. There were no houses opposite, as our street
bordered a wide expanse of allotments. Beyond these, in the distance, there were new onestorey houses which I found strange because they had flat roofs. What was even more
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surprising was that their walls were multi-colured: I can see the blues and reds still, in the
mind's eye. These houses must have been part of a development built in Britz in the late
Twenties, called the Hufeisensiedlung after its central section, which is laid out like a giant
horseshoe. A Siedlung is a housing estate; this one was built by a housing association to
provide low rent housing. One of the architects involved was Bruno Taut who, with his brother
Max, was a prominent exponent of the modern style. (Earlier on, he had tried to brighten up
Magdeburg by painting colourful abstract patterns on facades, kiosks and trams. This was not
welcomed by the public. He moved his practice to Moscow in 1931.) We never went to take a
closer look at these houses, or at the Hufeisensiedlung proper; by the time I was old enough
to do so on my own, we had moved house, and I was no longer interested. Now, on a recent
map of Berlin, there is still an extensive green patch north of the Hufeisensiedlung divided into
Kolonien (Kolonie Kleeblatt - clover leaf, Kolonie Sorgenfrei no worries, ...), which must surely
consist of Schrebergärten, the characteristic Berlin allotments, each with its DIY
summerhouse, that serve as a refuge from the forbidding apartment blocks (Mietskasernen rent barracks) which make up Berlin's working class districts. So our flat was either in
Gradestraße or its continuation, Blaschkoallee, and there is a very weak resonance in my
memory to the sound of the second one. These streets are main streets now, but may well
have been quiet enough then to allow the communal football game that proved my undoing
when I was sent off to join the local gang of boys in the summer of 1929.
I cannot remember much about the flat itself, except that it was light, and that it had a small
balcony. This had a solid parapet and concrete sides separating it from its neighbours, so that
one could sit on it in complete privacy, looking out over the allotments at the little coloured
houses in the distance. Now when the weather got hot (and I have a feeling that it did get hot
in the summer of 1930), Max would go about the flat completely naked, and after a while I
followed his example. Once I was sitting on the balcony in the sun, drying out after a bath,
when the daily help let herself in. (She had her own key.) With only a small towel to aid me, I
had to beat a hasty retreat to my bedroom. This incident could be behind a recurrent dream I
used to have: I am walking in a street, and realize suddenly that I am naked, that people are
staring at me, and that I only have a towel which is so small that I can cover either my genitals
or my behind, but not both. Some desperate switching of the towel from front to back and back
to front then ensues, and I wake up. It is of course possible that the episode in the flat was
also a dream.
But Max's encounter with the bailiff was no dream. As I said, when it was hot, he liked to take
off everything and sit at the typewriter in the nude. With his large bald head, bull neck, hairy
chest and stocky build, he looked impressive. It so happened that a bailiff arrived to serve a
court order, because of an unpaid debt. (I was out at the time.) I can only assume that the
bailiff announced himself so audibly that Max decided to open the door without bothering to
put on any clothes. (Or he may have done so on purpose.) Undaunted, and taking no notice of
Max's state of undress, the bailiff produced his warrant, marched in, and began to look for an
object to which he could affix his seal (the Prussian Eagle), to indicate that the piece had been
distrained and would be sold by auction if the debt was not settled by a certain date. His first
target was the typewriter. But Max pointed out that the typewriter was a tool of his trade, as he
was a journalist, and as such legally exempt from forfeiture. The bailiff conceded the point
readily enough and, with a broad grin, stuck his Eagle on a worthless second-hand sofa. He
then departed without batting an eye-lid. My guess is that we had fallen behind with the rent.
We did not buy things on credit. Indeed, as far as I remember, we did not buy any capital
goods, as we never had any money to spare. This would also account for our move to
Wilmersdorf later on - we may even have been evicted.
During the week, Ruth was out all day, working in Prenzlauer Berg. Max was based at home. I
was at home during school holidays, and in the afternoons in term time. So Max and I were
thrown together for much of the time. He must have found his role as surrogate father strange
and novel, but took it in good part. He liked to talk; I liked to listen. He also drew me out, and
tried to wake me from what he considered to be my Viennese slumbers. I looked up to him,
admired him enormously, and soon became very attached to him. On the other hand, I was
hardly ever alone with Ruth: I usually saw her as one half of the united couple that the pair of
them formed. She was content to let Max be my mentor in all sorts of ways. Once set, this
pattern persisted, even into my student days. However, my attachment to grandmother Ida
seems to have been quickly transferred to Ruth, as if Ida had merely been standing in for her.
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There must have been times when he was at a loss as to what to do with me. He even played
cards with me, some variant of Skat, the popular (and plebeian) North German card game. I
can still see the two of us, myself on a rickety old sofa opposite the big window beside the
door to the balcony,and Max in a cane arm chair, each holding his hand of cards, putting down
tricks, and picking up fresh cards from the remaining pack on the coffee table between us. But
this pastime did not go on for many months. Max was decidedly not a games player. He
sometimes talked about the chess players in the Berlin cafés he frequented as a student how they froze when the former world champion Lasker strolled around between the tables,
for example - but never said that he had played himself.
Max took me out and about in Berlin, but I cannot recall what we went out for. Probably, we
went to some of the big West End stores for food that could not be bought locally. (I took this
chore over later on.) Perhaps I accompanied him on other errands, too. But chiefly I
remember that he used these occasions to show me Berlin, which he knew well. He was fond
of the city, and of the Berliners. I have just one image, of a cold winter's day, with a thin
covering of snow on the pavements and stalls selling Christmas trifles. Max is wearing his
Russian fur hat, with the smooth brown leather side outside and the flaps pulled down over his
ears. I am jealous, because I had been allowed to wear this hat earlier on - which pleased me
greatly - but had to return it when the cold weather set in. (As I know now, cold weather is hard
on a bald pate.) This hat could well have been a souvenir of his (enforced) stay in Moscow in
the autumn and winter of 1923.
Although we always seemed to be short of cash, we had a daily help. She did the housework
and the laundry; the cooking and the shopping, we did ourselves. Max was the chief cook. He
made borsch, the Russian stew of mutton, cabbage and beetroot, and shchi, a cabbage soup.
We made brawn - diced sausage, gherkins and carrots in calves' head jelly; I had never come
across this in Vienna. On Sunday mornings, I cooked bridge rolls filled with cheese or salami
in the oven, and soon learned some other simple cookery; Max and I made meat balls for our
lunch. All this communal activity was as much of a novelty as the different style of eating, and
once more pointed up the contrast between Vienna and Berlin.
In Vienna, I had only been to restaurants with the Friedländers, in Hietzing or in the country. In
Berlin, we would take a tram to the West End at weekends, to have lunch in an Italian
restaurant. This was another new experience. For one thing, there was wine - Chianti in its
characteristic bottle sitting in a bed of straw - which I was allowed to taste. There was
ministrone, with the obligatory grated parmesan cheese, and pasta. And then there were the
Italians. On our very first visit, we were sitting in the window looking out across the square to
Anhalter Bahnhof, the terminus for the trains from Vienna, Prague and Dresden. (So the
restaurant must have been on Askanischer Platz.) The only other customers were a party of
Italians at the other end of the dining room. Presently, they raised their voices, and started to
wave their arms about in a manner I found quite alarming. But Max, who seemed to be able to
follow their dispute, reassured me: they were only discussing the weather, he said - in the
Italian way.
One of Max's stock phrases was "meine Familie" - my family, in tones ranging from
exasperation to resignation, whenever Ruth or I did something particularly inept. Max
understood things like car engines and radio sets, and had manual skill; Ruth was the typical
intellectual, no good with her hands. I was bidding fair to become another one, probably
because of lack of incentive, instruction and experience, at bottom stemming from the attitude
of both my Vienna families in such matters.
Another favourite saying of his was "die Weiber sind falsch gebaut", women are badly
constructed. On the face of it, this meant that they complained about the draught when short
skirts came into fashion, had period pains, and the like. But on a deeper level, it meant that
nature had put the female half of mankind at a disadvantage. Indeed, apart from exceptions
such as Ruth, Max had a traditional low opinion of women. (So had Ruth, for that matter.) He
also took a decidedly anti-romantic view of relations between the sexes, dismissing talk of
higher feelings as so much rationalization of the sex drive. But at least for himself and Ruth
this is strongly contradicted by that last postcard from Lisbon which I have quoted already.
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It became the custom in our family - Ruth, Max and myself - to refer to Max and me as "die
Männer" - the men. This was a joke, of course, but it made me feel very grown up, at the
same time. In the streets, and on café terraces, in Berlin and later in Paris, Max would
comment on the good points of the girls and women walking past, and tell the occasional
anecdote from his love-life before he met Ruth. As I reached puberty, desperately shy and
diffident, he gave me plentiful advice on the art of 'making it', all completely wasted on me. It is
clear from the few photographs I have that Isaak Tschemerensky was a natural charmer. He
may well have credited his technique for the conquests he made by virtue of his looks and
personality, let alone the fascination exerted earlier on, in Dresden, by a romantic young piano
virtuoso.
Max talked often and willingly about his time at the Dresden conservatoire. His teacher was
Laura Rappoldi; he always referred to her as old Rappoli, die alte Rappoldi. In fact, she was in
her mid fifties. Born in 1853, she had studied the piano in Vienna and made her first concert
tour at the age of seventeen. She then went to Weimar, to continue her studies with Liszt. So
Max was, so to speak, one of Liszt's 'musical grandsons'. Needless to say, Liszt was much
studied in Dresden, chiefly the show pieces, such as the Hungarian Rhapsodies, and virtuoso
pieces such as La Campanella. Max enjoyed the challenge of mastering technical difficulties.
He used to mention the octaves in the Hungarian Rhapsodies, and the notorious A flat Etude
in Chopin's Opus 10, in which the two hands have to play in different rhythms. He had perfect
pitch, and a good sense of rhythm. (He played the drum in the student orchestra.) The
repertoire he had to study included Beethoven's piano sonatas; I became aware of the
persistence of tradition when I heard the Appassionata discussed on a televison master class
very much in the terms in which he had explained it to me. Equally, the Beethoven piano
concertos had to be studied; his favourite among these was the Fourth. But he never
mentioned any Mozart concertos or sonatas, or J.S.Bach - though he must surely have
worked through the Well Tempered Clavier. One concerto he had to learn was Grieg's. He
strongly disliked this, and his dislike was compounded by a technically difficult passage, for
which much extra practice was needed. But when he performed it, people came up to
congratulate him on his playing, because "it had so much feeling". In fact, he told me, once he
had his interpretation worked out, he played almost automatically, using a mental colour code
to identify successive sections, and let his mind wander. He might very well be thinking about
the beefsteak awaiting him after the recital - perhaps that is how the 'feeling' got into the Grieg
concerto. To cool off an overheated, enthusiastic audience, he would play Chopin nocturnes
as an encore - in strict tempo.
He also sang (!) in the chorus of the Dresden Opera. (When I knew him, he did not sing, not
even in the bath.) One evening, the bass singing the hermit in Weber's Freischütz had to drop
out at the last minute. Because he was the only person present who knew the part - by virtue
of having heard it on stage - he had to stand in. All he could do was to 'mark' the notes, as his
was not a bass voice. Among his fellow students, there was a Hungarian gypsy, who had no
difficulty with the sprung rhythms of Brahms's violin concerto, but also had a disconcerting
habit of introducing gypsy syncopations in his readings of violin music that were not in the
score. Then there were the army bandsmen seconded to the conservatoire to learn the art of
conducting, cheerfully waving their batons with their scores upside down in front of them.
(They were conducting marches, of course.) The piano students had their own games. For
example, they would play a piano transcription of Tchaikovsky's '1812' overture (Liszt's?) with
such force that a string broke, and competed among themselves to see who could accomplish
this feat in the shortest time.
Max did not like Wagner. In a German theatre or opera house, whistling is an expression of
strong disapproval. Max went to Bayreuth for the annual Wagner festival, and used a hollowended latch key, producing a loud and piercing whistle, to voice his opinion at the end of the
performance. The rest of the audience was not amused. (I wonder now if this was a student
prank, in the nature of a bet or a challenge.) To afford the cost of his stay in Bayreuth, he
subsisted on bread rolls and water, and in the end fainted for lack of food.
In her biographical fragment, Ruth says that, when he moved to Berlin to study mathematics,
he was able to keep the grand piano the firm of Blüthner had presented to him. He made
friends with Jakob Grommer, a Lithuanian Jew who had become Einstein's assistant. Now it is
on record that Einstein was an enthusiastic amateur violonist, but not a very accomplished
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player. It must have been due to Grommer that Max was invited to Einstein's house, as
accompanist. (Perhaps also as a solo performer: he did not say.) Max's comment on
Einstein's playing was "da hat er abscheulich auf der Geige herumgekratzt" - he scratched
around abominably on his violin.
The Blüthner grand which he abandoned when he plunged into the underground activities of
the KPD in 1919 was never replaced. Nor did he go to concerts. But by the time I moved to
Berlin in 1929, he had become a keen listener to music on the radio. He often talked to me
about musicians, especially pianists, of course. There was the legendary Leschitizki,
Paderewski's teacher, who could tell a pianist's worth from his scales alone; he admired
Backhaus, Gieseking, Schnabel and, particularly, Busoni (as a pianist rather than as a
composer). His taste in music was, essentially, for nineteenth century composers, with
Beethoven as the clear favourite and Schumann, whom he did not like at all, as the exception.
He did not care for the Russians, such as Rachmaninov; Mahler he considered pretentious.
Stravinsky and Schönberg were hardly mentioned.
After the Reichstag fire in 1933, Ruth and Max wisely decided to go into hiding; after some
days of confusion, they were lent a flat by a courageous friend. I stayed with a colleague of
Ruth's, and we mostly met in the street. But once I was taken to the flat. It was an old
fashioned Berlin apartment, with heavy mahogany furniture and lace curtains. In the main
living room, just by the door, there was an upright piano. I asked Max to play. He sat down,
looking dubious, and raised the lid; I stood beside him, all eager expectancy. He played a
couple of scales, made a face, and shut the lid again. I was very disappointed. Of course he
was completely out of practice, and hardly in the right mood. But then he opened the lid again,
played the first few bars of Liszt's E flat piano concerto, and went on to explain Liszt's method
of 'metamorphosis of subjects' . To my knowledge, this is the only time he touched a piano
after giving up playing in 1919. Perhaps his training proved a hindrance rather than a help,
making a relapse into amateurism incompatible with the standards of self-criticism inculcated
at the conservatoire.
But I have run ahead, and must return to September 1929 and my new school. The
Akademische Gymnasium, founded in 1594, had undoubtedly retained much of its traditions
and made few, if any, concessions to new ideas in education. In Berlin, I went to a school
whose head was one of the foremost educational reformers of his generation. Fritz Karsen,
member of the Bund entschiedener Schulreformer (Association of Determined School
Reformers) and the Arbeitsgemeinschaft Sozialdemokratischer Lehrer (the Study Group of
Social Democrat Teachers) wanted to "create the school of the society that was coming into
being, from the point of view of Democratic Socialism". In 1921, he was appointed head of the
Kaiser-Friedrich-Realgymnasium, the most senior secondary school in Neukölln. This is a
working-class district in the south-east; Britz, where we were living, is the suburb just south of
it. He had already been involved in an unsuccessful attempt at educational reform at another
Berlin school, and all but two of the staff signed an anti-Karsen petition. (One of his two early
supporters was my form master in 1932.) But, by moving slowly and cautiously, he had built
up a widely known complex of schools by 1929.
A Realgymnasium is a cross between the traditional Gymnasium and the much more recent
Realschule, where the emphasis is on modern languages and science. In a Realgymnasium,
Latin is still the first language to be taught, but the second one is French or English, instead of
Ancient Greek. Karsen's first step was to turn the school into a so-called
Reformrealgymnasium, in which the first foreign language was a modern one. He chose
English "because of its economic and political importance"; French was added in the fourth
form. (I have taken this, and much other, information from a book by Gert Radde on Karsen,
aimed at educationists, which has helped me to revive and understand my memories of the
school.) In 1927, Karsen was able to start an Aufbauschule, which enabled (mainly) workingclass children who had finished Volksschule to proceed to secondary education up to Abitur,
the grammar school leaving examination that qualified for university entrance. There was a
third secondary school, which must have been the girls' school we shared our playground with.
These three were jointly called the Stammschule, the core school. Karsen's aim was to put
together a Gesamtschule, a total school. He never achieved this, but did associate a nearby
Volksschule with the core establishment.
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The Social Democrats did not have a majority on the local council in Neukölln; they had to rely
on the support of the Communists. In the autumn of 1929, the Communist members of the
council used this as a lever to force a change of name: henceforth, the Stammschule was to
be called Karl-Marx-Schule. Later, in exile in New York, Karsen said that he knew at the time
that this measure had been senseless, at any rate in the prevailing political climate. As it was,
he had already attracted considerable opposition from the traditionalists. Under its new name,
the school became a favourite target for the Nazis. Three weeks after Hitler had been
appointed Reichschancellor in 1933, Karsen was dismissed, and the Realgymnasium reverted
to type and to its old name.
So Kaiser-Friedrich-Realgymnasium was the obvious choice of school for me. It was, also,
only a short tram ride from Britz. I have forgotten what the school building looked like. But the
description in Radde's book has evoked some echoes (and even a dream, in fact). "The threestoried red brick building in Kaiser-Friedrich-Straße, now called Sonnenallee, with a tower-like
roof storey, long and complicated corridors, inadequate staircases and an additional building
in the courtyard, where the gym [a separate structure] was located as well, resembled a
barracks [Schulkaserne]". The Akademische Gymnasium was not a red brick barracks, but a
more imposing Victorian edifice. But as far as I can remember, I did not feel that there was all
that much difference. It is strange how dismal all older school buildings are. Perhaps the
barracks analogy comes close to the truth.
As I had done two years of gymnasium in Vienna,I was put in Quarta, the third class. (German
gymnasium classes are numbered in Latin, in descending order. Originally, one began in
Sexta and finished in Prima; but the top three classes were split into lower and upper forms
long ago, so that there are now nine tiers altogether.) After a couple of weeks, Ruth and Max
became convinced that I was not being stretched enough in Quarta, and persuaded Karsen to
let me skip a class. (I think this merely shows that the pace in Berlin was slower than in
Vienna, and that grandmother Bertha's Sunday morning sessions had equipped me with
enough English to catch up.) So I found myself in Untertertia, the Lower Fourth. There was the
minor problem, that I had missed the beginning of French, but this was easily overcome.
However, I do remember an odd episode arising out of this. On the tram taking us to Sunday
lunch at the Italian restaurant, Ruth and Max started to ask me about my progress in French,
and produced a few simple French phrases to test me. Presently, the word me came up, and I
declared that I did not know it. Incredulous, they insisted that I must know it. I stood my
ground, repeating obstinately "'me' hab'n wir nicht gehabt" - we haven't done 'me'. The French
'me' differs form the English 'me', which I knew of course, only in pronunciation, and is
obviously first cousin to the German mich. I am sure that I had guessed its meaning at once.
But I maintained my schoolboy stance, that one had to 'know' only what had been taught in
class. We got quite vocal about this, and some of the other passengers, overhearing the
family dispute, started to grin amusedly. I rather think that Ruth and Max gave up when we
reached our tram stop. Later, more subtle methods were adopted to encourage my progress
in the French language.
At this level, language teaching was quite traditional in Karl-Marx-Schule. We had to learn and
memorize the usual stuff, such as the tenses and conjugation of verbs, irregular verebs, and
the like. Once, the class dunce was called to the blackboard, and asked to write out the
present tense of the verb aller. He was the oldest boy in the class, and wore a brown suit with
long trousers; most of us others were still in short trousers. Without hesitating, he took the
chalk and wrote "j'alle, tu alles, il alle, nous allons, vous alles, ils allent", and looked bewildered
when this was greeted with loud laughter. (To give him his due, he had understood the
principle, and had only been tripped up by the irregular verb.) I had been well drilled in both
German and Latin grammar at the Akademische Gymnasium, and this proved a great help
when it came to French.
By skipping Quarta, I was catapulted into class of fourteen-year-olds, while I was still three
months short of my twelfth birthday. Physically, this was not too bad, as I was big for my age.
Considering that I was a bespectacled middle class boy, and an Austrian to boot, I got on quite
well with my class mates, who were mainly working class boys from Neukölln. The only jarring
note was my Viennese accent. There is one moment I recall, when I was going up one of the
broad staircases with a group of boys between lessons, and was heartily laughed at for saying
the German word for 'moon' like a Viennese. Before long, I assimilated, and managed to
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speak like a Berliner, well enough not to stand out any more. (Another link with Vienna
broken.) It could well be that grandmother Ida never wholly lost her native Leipzig speech.
Perhaps this helped; I have always had some ability to mimic dialects, and a tendency to fall in
with whoever I am in conversation with. Nowadays, when I have to speak German, I
deliberately colour it with a Viennese tinge, as this seems to lubricate some little-used
language circuits in my brain. But after a few days in Berlin in 1988, I found myself reverting to
my Berlin accent.
So I got on quite well in with my new class mates, although I made no special friends, nor can
I remember any individual clearly. But the general impression made on me by Untertertia
remains, and is quite strong. There was just one dominating interest and subject of
conversation: sex. The atmosphere was thick with it, the tone coarse and crude. The nearest
we got to girls was in the playground, which we shared with a parallel girls' school. The two
sexes remained apart. At most, some of the boldest boys tried to follow the girls as they
strolled around in groups, and make loud pointed remarks in their hearing. The chief attraction
was one of the older girls - somebody even tried to pull her pigtails - who must have found my
class quite a nuisance. All the testosterone-driven excitement was expended in words. There
was much talk of wichsen (literally, polishing shoes - the metaphorical meaning is obvious
enough), and shouts such as "der Müller hat 'ne Rübe", Müller has a turnip; Rüben are white
turnips, long rather than round, which are the common poor man's root vegetable in North
Germany; no need to explain what that meant. Then there were bawdy jokes, verses and
songs which made the rounds. Of course I did not keep quiet about all this at home. Taking
the view that this was a normal stage of adolescence, Max gleefully extended my repertoire.
Going back to his student days, he produced a wittier and much superior collection of rhymed
bawdy. He told me about an old acquaintance, a lawyer, who was an expert in these matters;
we ran into him once, on our walks round Berlin, and he obliged by adding to our stock. At
school, I was too young and too shy to join in: I merely listened. But I took my turn at scanning
a pornographic pulp booklet somebody brought in one day. This, although somewhat on the
lines of Chaucer's Reeve's Tale, was disappointing.
Another illicit activity was smoking. I can still see the scene when a gang of boys from my
class found some cigarette butts in the street after school, long enough to be re-lit and passed
around. When this transpired at home, Ruth and Max, to take the mystery out of this furtive
growing-up ritual, let me have the odd puff and, in time, the odd cigarette. Remarkably, they
themselves were only occasional smokers, usually after meals. (Is Turkish tobacco, which
was the norm in Germany, less addictive than Virginia?) I myself only started smoking
regularly after my two weeks in the Juvenile Prison in Alexanderplatz in 1933.
Around Whitsun, we went on a school trip to Saxony. We stayed in a Youth Hostel which was
on an old castle mound; indeed, the remains of the castle had been incorporated in the hostel
buildings. We visited the famous pottery at Meissen, where we saw craftsmen at work on the
classic Meissen porcelain shepherds and sheperdesses. We went on an excursion to 'Saxon
Switzerland', a region south of Dresden, where what may be branches of the river Elbe form a
chain of narrow lakes with steep rocky sides, of rather modest height. Here, we were divided
into small parties and taken round by boat. The high point of the tour was the waterfall which
was released when the guide grasped an overhead rope and gave it a vigorous pull.
But the main impression left in my memory is of endless marching along country roads, and
returning at dusk to our castle mound, to have our supper outdoors, on long tables lit by lamps
fixed to the old castle walls. Several times, we covered forty kilometers - twenty-five miles, a
respectable distance for a day's walk. To make the going easier on the last lap, back to base,
we would form up in a column and march in step, singing old Prussian soldiers' songs. School
trips are now a well established part of the educational canon, but at the time, they were one
of Karsen's innovations. They were called Studienfahrten, study journeys. But I wonder now
how far this military-style marching and singing fitted into Karsen's programme of creating "the
school of the coming society, from the social democratic point of view". However, the passion
for marching was not confined to the political right. In Paris, after Hitler, Ruth and Max were
sitting on a café terrace with an old comrade who had slipped out of Germany for a visit.
When a detachment of French conscript soldiers went past, he shook his head and said, with
some degree of pride, "unsere Soldaten haben doch 'nen besseren Tritt" - our soldiers keep in
step better than that.
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I managed to keep up with all this marching in Saxony. But back in Berlin, my performance in
Physical Education was as mediocre as ever. I was always one of the last to be chosen by the
team leaders when we played handball. In the gym, I was quite incompetent on the single bars
and the parallel bars, and dreaded the exercise in which we had to line up in single file and
make a running jump over a vaulting horse into the teacher's arms. But I enjoyed our weekly
visit to the local baths. To teach us swimming, we were strapped into a harness suspended
from a sort of mobile derrick at the side of the pool, so that one could practise the appropriate
movements in the water. After a few lessons, I found that I could swim a little way
unharnessed. Almost immediately, to my surprise, I was able to manage a couple of lengths.
But we swam no races, either against each other or against other classes. Perhaps this was
because of Karsen's emphasis on cooperation, rather than competition.
To improve my physique and sporting abilities, much neglected in Vienna, Ruth and Max
came up with a very strange scheme: I was persuaded to join a boxing club. The club was in
Neukölln, and I feel sure that it must have been connected with the local branch of the KPD,
and recommended by an old Party friend. (Maybe this was also another attempt to put me in
touch with the Working Class.) I went there weekly, after school; it must have been winter, as I
went out into the dark streets after the boxing sessions. I learned to skip and do pressups,and was shown how to wind bandages round my knuckles before donning boxing gloves
Together with other beginners, I was taught the proper stance and the repertoire of basic
blows - the straight left, the hook, the uppercut, and the swing (the haymaker, disapproved
of). I practised these on various sorts of punch bags. But my progress in the ring was
negligible, as I lacked aggressiveness, and was slow to parry my adversaries' blows. And I
had to manage without my spectacles. (But short-sighted people can box: Jean-Paul Sartre,
who was blind in one eye and short-sighted as well, was an enthusiastic pugilist.) With
parental agreement, I gave it up after a couple of months or so. (My strongest memory is of
the smell of embrocation, which made me so queasy that I nearly fainted.) I have to add that I
am not sure now whether this episode dates from my first winter in Berlin. It could have been
later, in 1931, as I recall that I already scaled fifty kilos, pretty well what I weigh now.
In the spring, we went off on the Harley-Davidson at weekends. We went to Wannsee, where I
no longer had to stay in the shallows as I could swim. We went to Werder, a small town on
the river Havel west of Berlin, famous for its orchards' display of blossom in the spring, and for
the locally made fruit wine. It is surrounded by low, sandy hills, each of which (or so it now
seems to me) is crowned with an open-air establishment where one can sit on wooden
benches by wooden tables under the trees and take one's choice of blackcurrant, redcurrant,
raspberry or gooseberry wine. There were festive crowds of Berliners, mostly working class,
who had come by train or by road. (It was no doubt Max, who liked to mingle with such crowds
and observe them at close quarters, who got us to go out there.) The wine tasted sweet and
seemed innocent enough. In fact, it ws potent, and one could see men lying in a stupor in the
grassy roadside ditches already in the early afternoon.
I also recall a couple of times when we went further afield. Once, we spent a weekend by one
of the many small lakes which dot the flat, lightly wooded countryside around Berlin. We
stayed in a small hotel, but I had to sleep in a room that was in a separate house, which made
me a little anxious. But I enjoyed swimming in the tree-lined lake, with a sandy bottom that
could be seen through the clear water.There was one longer excursion, to Dresden, to visit an
exhibition concerned with welfare and hygiene. (Ruth no doubt took a professional interest in
this.) Dresden is about a hundred miles from Berlin, and this was my one and only long
distance trip on our motor-cycle. I sat on the pillion behind Max's broad back, gripping the little
handle, with goggles pulled over my glasses to protect my eyes. (Ruth in her side-car had a
windscreen and, I think, some sort of roof that could be deployed when it rained.) The speed,
a steady fifty miles per hour, and the steady roar of our engine, impressed me greatly. Of
Dresden I remember very little, just the river Elbe, the sunshine on the bridges, and the
baroque buildings, such as the famour Zwinger.
I cannot remember with certainty whether I visited Austria again after my final move to Britz in
September 1929. Given Ruth and Max's low opinion of the Viennese milieu and its effect on
me, it seems unlikely. Against this, I have dim memories of getting up early, making my own
breakfast and leaving for Anhalter Bahnhof with a large suitcase, without waking Ruth and
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Max. So I did perhaps go off to the Friedländers once more, for a short stay in Spital during
that summer. But that would have been the last time. It would also explain why I cannot
remember moving house, which I think we did before the next school year.It may have been
later; all I am certain of is that we had moved by the September 1931. However, I shall plump
for September 1930, the beginning of my second year at Karl-Marx-Schule.
Our new address was Bechstedter Weg 14, Berlin-Wilmersdorf. Wilmersdorf is a middle-class
district just south of Berlin's West End. On its south-western edge, it is separated from
suburban Schmargendorf by the Stadtbahn, called the S-Bahn by Berliners, the municipal
railway that encircles the city. Bechstedter Weg is a short side street running along the SBahn, branching off Hohenzollerndamm, a wide main street. It may well have been quite
recent, made up when the complex of blocks of flats on its other, northern side, was built. Part
of this is set back behind a small park. But our ground floor flat was in the section that fronts
the street, opposite a wire fence at the top of the wide cutting in which the S-Bahn runs. At
first, I found the sound of the (electric) S-Bahn trains quite obtrusive, but after a few weeks I
no no longer noticed it, and liked our new home much better than the flat in Britz.
In October 1988, when Berlin was still divided by the wall, I went to East Berlin, to visit
colleagues at Humboldt Unversity and at the Academy of Science, both of which East
Germany had inherited when the lines were drawn in 1945. After four days in the dreary East, I
descended into the infernal regions of the Underground station Friedrichsstraße, passed
through the narrows of border control, and emerged into the hubbub of West Berlin. That
afternoon, I went to Bechstedter Weg. It was a journey into the past. The U-Bahn station on
Wittenberg Platz was instantly familiar; it had been either rebuilt, or restored, preserving art
nouveau appearance. (No-one in Berlin says Untergrundbahn - Berliners are not long-winded.)
I got out at our local station, Fehrbelliner Platz, and walked down Hohenzollerndamm for half a
mile to the S-Bahn station. Again, in spite of a few new buildings, it all looked basically as I
remembered it. The final surprise came when I turned the corner into Bechstedter Weg: our
block of flats had survived, undamaged and unchanged. The only novelty was that the street
was lined with parked cars, and that the intermittent noise of the S-Bahn - not running
because of an East-West dispute - had been replaced by the steady hum of traffic on the ring
road that now follows the S-Bahn on the outside.
The long four-story block, with terra-cotta coloured rendered walls, darker decorative
horizontal bands of bare brick between floors and mock-Romanesque arched doorways has
an art deco look. (I suspect that it was new when we moved in, and that flats in it were offered
at bargain prices, as the great depression had begun.) The block is divided into adjacent units
of eight flats each, with a common entrance door to the common staircase - just like the
typical Cambridge college. To reach our flat, one went up a couple of steps to the arched
doorway, and another dozen steps or so to the first landing; our front door was on the right.
Inside, off the hall, just on the right, was a small oblong room with its window overlooking the
S-Bahn: this was my room. The living room was opposite the entrance door, and had a single
large window-cum-door to a recessed balcony, its front flush with the exterior wall, overlooking
the street; I can recall this more easily now because I can look at the photographs I took in
1988. The kitchen was on the other side, with its window giving on a large interior courtyard.
Every now and then, small groups of street musicians - unemployed trying to earn a few
pennies - would penetrate into this and perform; people would then throw coins from the
windows. I think there was some grass in the courtyard, too. I cannot remember the rest of the
flat.
I now had to cross Berlin by U-Bahn to go to school. In 1988, trying to find my old school, I
went to Hermannsplatz in Neukölln, looked at the big Karstadt department store that takes up
the middle of the square, and knew at once that I had been there before. (In fact, I was warm,
Karl-Marx-Schule was only a few steps away, but I had forgotten the way, and had no time
left.) I had to make an early start, and once more, as in Vienna, was too nervous to eat
breakfast, so that I had to go all morning on an empty stomach. Naturally, this worried Ruth:
both her maternal instinct, and her conscience as a trained social worker, were aroused. To
solve the problem, she came up with the scheme of making me start the day with a litre of
cocoa made with milk. I was always up first, and off before Ruth and Max got up. (Old
politicians, they were late to bed and late risers. How Ruth managed to arrange her working
hours at Prenzlauer Berg to fit in with this I do not know.) So I began my day in the kitchen,
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making and drinking my nourishing litre of cocoa before setting off to walk to Fehrbelliner Platz
and taking the U-Bahn to Neulkölln. The German word for cocoa is Kakau. But Max, starting
with the English word, and pronouncing the c's the German way, created the word Zoa-Zoa,
pronounced tso-ah tso-ah, which became the family term for this beverage.
On the initiative of Ruth and Max, I skipped another class, and went straight from Untertertia
to Untersekunda. This time, I really needed extra help with my French. At school, we had
reached the stage of reading a proper book, rather than passages in a textbook. The book in
question was Alphonse Daudet's Tartarin de Tarascon, the comic adventures of a Provençal
bigmouth. (Daudet himself came from Provence. I have never tried to renew my acquaintance
with Tartarin, preferring the less burlesque Lettres de mon moulin and his novels.) When I
complained at home that I found this hard going, I was given a couple of mildly erotic
paperbacks to encourage me to read French. Of one, I only remember the cover, which
showed a lake, some foliage, and a scantily clad art nouveau girl. But I remember the title of
the other one: Les aventures du roi Pausole. This is one of the minor works of Pierre Louÿs,
friend of Gide and Debussy. How it came to be in our library, I cannot imagine. Spurred on by
Louÿs' 'graceful licentiousness' (so says the Oxford Companion to French Literature), I
managed to read this from cover to cover - although I probably missed a good deal. At least I
can claim to have been introduced to French literature at an early age.
I was now in the upper half of the Realgymnasium division of Karl-Marx-Schule, where the
effect of Karsen's innovations was more marked. Karsen was a Marxist, albeit a gradualist
opposed to revolution. But he was convinced that Capitalism would necessarily 'evolve' into
Socialism, and wanted to create an appropriate system of education. So there was an
emphasis on cooperation as against competition, and on such notions as 'responsibility to the
community', 'socially useful work', and gesllschaftspolitische Erziehung, an almost
untranslatable piece of woolly German, literally 'societal-political education'. He had also been
strongly influenced by the ideas on education put forward by the American pragmatist
philosopher John Dewey; indeed, he had spent a sabbatical in the USA. Radde's book, which I
have already mentioned, gives the impression that Karsen was particularly concerned with the
Aufbauschule, whose working-class pupils he wanted to educate for the 'evolving society'
(werdende Gesellschaft). But his ideas, and the teaching methods adopted to realize them,
also affected the Realgymnasium, subject to the overriding necessity of preparing its pupils for
the Abitur, the state-controlled traditional leaving examination that qualifies for university
entrance.
Karsen was not dogmatic about teaching methods; the tradtional 'chalk and talk' lesson was
still used, for example in mathematics, and probably more in the Realgymnasium than in the
Aufbauschule. But even in the Realgymnasium, an important feature of Karsen's system was
group work. The class was split into groups of four or five pupils, each group charged with
preparing and discussing a particular topic among themselves; the teacher circulated among
the groups to help and advise. A group could also be formed to function as a working party.
Over a period of weeks, its members would read up a subject and compile a report, to be
given to the class. The ensuing session was conducted like a parliamentary debate. Tables
(not desks) were arranged in a rectangle, filling a large class room.The pupils, the teacher and
the occasional visitors sat around the outside of this. The class elected a Speaker, who took
his place in the middle of one of the narrow sides of the rectangle, with the teacher beside
him. The report was made either by the members of the group speaking in turn, or by a
spokesperson. The Speaker then called for questions and comments; sometimes, quite lively
discussions developed. If the teacher wanted to intervene, he had to raise his hand and wait to
be called, in his turn. The rest of the class was supposed to keep minutes of these sessions.
To support such group projects, the school had built up a sizeable library, which pupils could
consult freely.
There were other types of informal lessons as well, such as 'conversations' between teacher
and class, and 'information lessons', in which the teacher did the talking, but informally. We
were also encouraged to do individual project work. At that time, all this was revolutionary in a
German gymnasium. Another important ingredient of Karsen's system was the study trip,
which I have mentioned already. Finally, something which I recall but which does not seem to
be mentioned in Radde's book: the absence of tests and examinations, or of the giving of
marks, although both work done in class and homework was of course commented upon by
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the teachers, and could be discussed with them. (Perhaps such traditional features were
introduced for a year or so before the Abitur; but I would not know anything about this.) It
seems that there was also a regime of pupil democracy, both at class level with regular weekly
class meetings and for the school as a whole. But I must admit that I have no recollection of
these.
Karl-Marx-Schule was in Neukölln. so that the local intake must have consisted mainly of
working class children, which is what Karsen wanted. But, as one would expect, Karsen's
educational reforms also attracted middle class parents, especially intellectuals, mostly of leftwing orientation. This may account for a remarkable statistic. On 1 May 1932, out of a total of
1193 pupils - 493 in the Realgymnasium and the rest in the Aufbauschule and the Deutsche
Oberschule - 136 were Jewish and 436 were konfessionslos, that is, not belonging to any
recognized religious denominations. (Presumably, many of these declared atheists were
children of Communist Party members, or of members of the Soviet Trade Delegation which
were among the 70 foreign pupils.) For comparison, Rade gives the figures for the secondary
schools in the middle class district Stieglitz, in South West Berlin: 2216 pupils, of whom only
45 were Jewish, and just 19 'konfessionslos'.
I found Karl-Marx-Schule congenial and stimulating. Once more, I have to admit that my
detailed recollections are quite hazy, both as regards individual teachers or the day-to-day life
in school. But I do remember enough to be able to give some idea how Karsen's system
worked out in practice. For instance, not long after moving up to Untersekunda, we formed
groups of four or five in an English lesson, and were sent to the library to choose a book to
read in class, as a group. I had already discovered the best-selling crime novelist Edgar
Wallace, in German translation of course, soon after moving to Berlin. So, when I spotted one
of his books, I persuaded my group to tackle this. (There were enough copies to go round.)
This was the first book I tried to read in English. It proved a disappointment - not a patch on
my favourites, such as The Four Just Men. Perhaps we also found it difficult; we never
finished it. (I shall come back to Edgar Wallace, and my other reading at home, later on.)
In the next class, Obersekunda, I was in a group which was supposed to prepare a talk on the
French Revolution. As it turned out, I was the only one who took this seriously, and did a good
deal of reading. (My main source was a history of the Revolution by Kropotkin, the great
Anarchist and advocate of Mutual Aid; I think we had a copy at home as well.) I made the
group report to the class. The teacher, Herr Grau - our form master, and one of Karsen's early
supporters - made a few supplementary points, and there were some questions 'from the floor'
to which I replied. That was all. It occurred to me at the time that the working party system was
fine for me, but not for people who were not willing (or able, but I did not realize this then) to
work by themselves.
This French Revolution group may have been related to a subject 'complex' (another key
ingredient in Karsen's scheme) that began with the reading of Thomas More's 'Utopia' (in
groups, in class) and was, I should guess, a history of Socialism. According to Radde, Karsen
was aiming at a 'critical dogma-free mind'. So he treated 'the class struggle as a historically
given fact', but was opposed to Klassenkampferziehung, indoctrination of the notion of class
struggle. But as a result of the worsening economic depression, he became convinced that it
was a 'scientific duty to see, and to make it to be seen, that a different, socialist, order would
have to come', but that this would have to happen 'in full loyalty to the Weimar Republic, on
the basis of its constitution'. I rather think that all this applied primarily to the Aufbauschule; I
do not remember that anything like it was put forward in the Realgymnasium. (In any case, I
was beginning to learn Marxism at home; I shall come to this presently.)
My upward move had increased the age gap between myself and the rest of the class. I kept
up easily enough intellectually, and was physically mature enough not to feel out of place. But
the age difference may be one reason why I hardly remember any of the other pupils, except,
faintly, a tallish thin boy with a shock of blond hair who was the class joker. What I do recall is
that my new class mates were much more civilized than my old ones. They had got over the
violent onset of puberty that had dominated Untertertia. (There could also have been a larger
proportion of middle class children, as some of the Neuköllners may well have left school at
the end of Obertertia.) The atmosphere was certainly more officers' mess than barrack room.
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In early summer, we went on a school trip to the region of Dessau, a small town a hundred
miles south-west of Berlin. This time, there were no forty-kilometers-a-day outings, no singing
of old soldiers' songs. We went down a salt mine; underground, we walked along tunnels with
honey-coloured rock salt walls to a large domed hall. Samples of rock salt tasted bitter when
licked; it was explained that this was caused by impurities, and we finished up back on the
surface, in the refinery attached to the mine. Walking around Dessau, the class joker noticed
that, behind the heavily curtained windows at street level, people sat looking out through
periscopes. So he led the way, together with some of the bolder spirits; when they spotted the
reflection of a face in an overhead mirror, they stopped, doffed their headgear, said a polite
Guten Morgen, and enjoyed the discomfiture of the solitary watcher behind the curtains.
The main event of the stay in Dessau was a visit to the Bauhaus. I have a dim memory of the
building, with its glass curtain walls and clean modernist lines, but cannot recall the tour of the
workshops and studios. Yet, this visit and - as I recall while writing this down - some follow-up
talks at school, introduced me to the modern movement in architecture and interior design.
Functionalism, and its aesthetic appeal, such as the uncluttered exteriors, the clean lines and
the modern materials, all impressed me immediately. I have remained faithful to it, by and
large. I must add that these are the only art lessons I remember at Karl-Marx-Schule. (At the
Akademische Gymnasium, there had been a rather weak attempt at introducing some art
work: we laid water colour washes on stout paper, turned them into whirly patterns with a
comb, and used the result to make dust covers for our school books.) Perhaps the reason for
this is that there were parallel classes in the upper school, each with its own 'centre of gravity',
and one of these was Art and Music. We did have some music lessons, which included
singing (probably linked to English, as we sang 'My bonny lies over the ocean' and an
American 'slave' song, 'Swanee River'), and some explanation of the rudiments of musical
structure. Karl-Marx-Schule was well known for mounting plays, including public
performances. Indeed, some of Berthold Brecht's work was premiered there. But the
performances I attended have left no trace in my memory.
I learned a good deal at school, and became accustomed to working on my own. But
something more important happened at home: spurred on by Max, I started to study
mathematics. How and when this began, I cannot say. But I have two distinct mental images,
both associated with the flat in Bechstedter weg, which are relevant. The first is of Max
teaching me elementary algebra, and using it to show me a proof of Pythagoras' theorem
which, he tells me, is an old Indian one called 'the wedding coach'.(One arranges four
congruent right-angled triangles in a square formed by their hypothenuses; calculating the
area of the square in two different ways then gives the theorem. In fact, the proof is Chinese,
and probably as ancient as Pythagoras's.) I was so taken by this that I did not bother to learn
the text book proof when it later came up at school. In fact, it is shorter, but not so pretty.
As to the second mental picture, I have to explain that I used to buy a General Knowledge
magazine for adolescents. I cannot remember its appearance, whether it was a weekly or a
monthly, or any contents in detail. But in one number, there was an article about quantum
theory, then a recent and startling development in physics. I probably did not understand much
of it. But I became intrigued by a couple of equations included in the piece, so much so that I
copied them out on a piece of paper and wrote some kind of comment upon them. (I suspect
that I was attracted by the appearance, rather than the content, of these equations; all I
remember is that Planck's constant h featured in them.) Max happened to come into my room,
saw the piece of paper, and swooped on it like a buzzard on a field mouse. He decided to
teach me mathematics, there and then; physics was to come later.
These two memories must belong together, as I can think of no other reason for the lesson in
algebra and the 'wedding coach' proof of Pythagoras' theorem. So it must have been my naive
interest in an equation which prompted Max to embark on what became, virtually, a first year
undergraduate course in mathematics. We started with the binomial theorem, sines and
cosines and the other trigonometric functions, and analytic geometry. I liked the idea,
(Descartes', as Max told me), of turning geometry into algebra by introducing coordinates. We
then went on to the calculus. As soon as I had mastered the elements of this, Max continued
my mathematical education by teaching me out of two weighty text books, both in French: the
celebrated Cours d'Analyse by Camille Jordan, and the more recent Cours by de la Vallée
Poussin.
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We had our sessions in the living room. On the wall opposite the window stood a tall
bookcase, and Max kept a small but comprehensive mathematical library on the top shelf. I
thought at the time that these books dated from his years as a student at Humboldt University,
as I did not know what a restless wandering life he and Ruth had led after he had given up his
bachelor quarters in the autumn of 1919. There were a few people about who had known him
both as Tschemerinsky and as Maslow, so to speak, with whom he could have left his books
for safe keeping. But it is more likely that he maintained some interest in mathematics during
his KPD years, decided to take it up again more seriously after the collapse of the Left
Opposition, and got together the basic collection of books which I remember. That he had
retained so much of the subject is an instance of his remarkable memory.
Sitting by the bookcase, Max would take down the first volume of Jordan, say, and go through
a passage line by line, equation by equation, translating from the French as he went along,
and asking me questions to see if I had understood the text. The old style French Cours
d'Analyses were formidable compilations, based on lectures given by their eminent authors
(but often written up by their yet-to-be-eminent students) on the branch of mathematics called
analysis (including differential equations). The underlying lecture courses would extend over
several successive years of a degree course. (The genre is now virtually obsolete.) They do
begin at the beginning, so to speak (from 'first principles'), but can be hard going, and would
tax an undergraduate at the speed Max took them; I was fourteen years old, and coping with
other school subjects as well. I remember well enough how tired I would get, how my mind
would refuse to function, and how I would break out in a sweat after the first half hour often
enough. But I managed to keep going, somehow. Once I had enough background knowledge,
Max encouraged to read on my own. He had a set of Planck's lectures on theoretical physics,
three or four volumes, covered in the grey linen they were still using in East Berlin in the
Nineteen-sixties. 'Theoretical physics' began with mechanics, and I read most of the first
volume of Planck, and a little more in some of the other books.
I have always had the feeling that I became a mathematician by accident. Apart from the
beginning in Berlin, there are two critical events that propelled me into mathematics. First, as I
shall recount in due course, a plan hit upon by a member of the Jewish Refugees Committee
in London in the autumn of 1934, which led to my getting a Cambridge entrance scholarship in
mathematics a year later. Second, and decisively, my research supervisor G.I.Taylor's
suggestion in 1939 that I should switch from experimental to theoretical research. I have never
thought of myself as a 'born mathematician', but rather as someone with a leaning towards
abstract thought, (shades of grandfather Rudolf), who happened to end up as a
mathematician. But now, after reviewing my progress under Max's (much too high-powered)
tutelage, I can see that I did show some mathematical aptitude, and have perhaps not
become a mathematician by mere chance.
Not that Ruth and Max had it in mind that I should end up as a mathematician, and an
academic at that; the idea was that I should become an engineer. (It must be remembered
that the Continental engineering tradition was much more theoretical and mathematical than
the tradition in Britain.) Max's subsequent letters contain liberal doses of advice on matters
mathematical. But I have to admit that I forgot most of what Max had taught me from Jordan,
de la Vallée Poussin, Planck and the rest. Perhaps this was just as well, as these books were
out of date by 1939, when I had to start teaching myself mathematics all over again. (I have
been doing so ever since.) Yet it was an old trick, (solving Abel's integral equation),
remembered from one of Max's books, that enabled me to do my first piece of work in 1939.
It hardly needs saying that I had far outrun the school syllabus, and could coast through
mathematics lessons. At home, we had virtually ignored trigonometry; I picked it up at school,
where it took up much of the school year 1931/1932. One incident has remained in my
memory. The mathematics teacher was young, either in his first post or still a probationer. He
took us through the standard theory of triangles, slowly and systematically. He then proposed
an apparently more difficult problem. (Given two sides of a triangle and the angle between
them, to find the other angles.) To solve this, he used a rather clumsy method, no doubt taken
from a text book. I do not normally have a quick response, but on this occasion my hand went
up at once. He stopped and looked at me. I said, why not just use the sine theorem? Puzzled,
he asked me to explain. I went up to the blackboard, and set out the solution that had
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occurred to me. (In fact, I should have drawn a simple diagram and written down the answer in
one go.) I can still see the look of dismay on his face: obviously, he had never seen this
unorthodox solution before. But he had to admit that I was right.
Later on, I presented him with a much more ambitious offering, but at least not in front of the
class. Max had one of the standard texts on analytic functions, the book known as HurwitzCourant. I read some of this to supplement the things Max was teaching me from Jordan's
Cours d'Analyse. I then decided to write an essay on the subject, some twenty or thirty pages
long, as a self-selected 'project'. I cannot remember what the teacher made of it. It was either
a casualty of the abrupt end of my career at Karl-Marx-Schule after the Reichstag fire, or
returned to me with some vague general commendation. I do not think that Max had time to
look through it; he left it to me, entirely. I should think that the essay was a veritable curate's
egg; I did not really learn and understand the subject (second year material in an
undergraduate course) properly until several years later.
There was another subject I studied at home: Marxism. But before writing about this, I shall
recall my early contacts with the Communist movement. The Eisler grandparents were not
politically active, but were, at least, Socialist sympathisers. I have already quoted Ruth, writing
about her early years, asserting that her mother "had a sentimental childish attachment to the
social democratic movement and especially to its outstanding leader, August Bebel". (Bebel
came from Leipzig.) She went on to say that Rudolf Eisler's "philosophical conceptions were
liberal and anti-Marxist", but that "he went out [sic] for progressive movements". His obituary in
Arbeiterzeitung , the Social Democrat daily, was written by Max Adler, the theoretician of the
so-called Austromarxist tendency in the Austrian Social Democratic Party, who praised Rudolf
highly as a teacher "of whole generations of students". Also, the Eislers read Arbeiterzeitung.
So I grew up with a semi-socialist, and completely atheist, background. (The Friedländers
never talked about politics, socialism, or the like in my hearing. Xandi and Betty may have
been closet Social Democrats, however.)
My first contact with the political side of Ruth and Max's life was during an early visit to Berlin,
almost certainly in 1927, when we marched with the KPD on May Day: I have written about
this already. The children's book of socialist tales I have mentioned may also date from that
time. Once I had joined them in 1929, I fell in with their political stance quite naturally and
unconsciously: it was simply another aspect of my new life in Berlin. At least, that is how I
remember it: in Berlin, and later too, it seemed as if I had always known that 'we' were
Communists. I knew that Ruth had been a leading figure in the Party, a noted speaker and a
prominent member of the Reichstag, that Max had been in prison, and that this was
something that Communists had to expect and take in their stride. I had heard about Marx and
Engels, about Lenin and the October Revolution. Social Democrats were ineffectual
revisionists, who deluded themselves, thinking that the working class could come to power
without a revolution. As to our relation with the KPD, it was the Party that was out of step, not
us.
Ruth and Max still considered themselves as only temporarily separated from the Party. So it
is not surprising that I was encouraged to join the KPD equivalent of the boy scouts, the
Pioniere. As far as I can make out now, I was a Pionier during the school year 1930/1931, and
perhaps a little longer. But I may have confused the Pioniere and the SSB, the Sozialistische
Schülerbund (Socialist Schoolchildrens' Association.) At Karl-Marx-Schule, this was
dominated by the Communists, who had split it early in 1930; the Social Democrats had
formed a parallel society. We met weekly, after school, in a room that was more like a lecture
room than a class room, as it was equipped with long tables and chairs, not with school desks.
The meetings were led by some older boys, perhaps from the Aufbauschule as well as from
the Realgymnasium. There were no girls in the group: presumably, there was a separate
group in the parallel girls' school.
One of the first things that comes to mind is that we used to sing: we spent quite a lot of time
learning various currently popular Communist songs. One of these, supposedly translated
from the Chinese, consisted of the bitter complaints and accusations of peasant conscripts
against the reactionary general commanding them; he would get his just deserts when the
revolution came. (I have forgotten the words, but remember the tune, a thoroughly European
minor key, with a Slav tinge.) The other song I remember, a great favourite in KPD circles,
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was in praise of the (Soviet) Red Air Force, which was climbing "higher and higher despite
hatred and scorn"; it finished with a hearty "Rot Front", the rallying call of the KPD, usually
delivered with the right fist raised and clenched in salute. There is something telling about this
choice of songs. Defence of the Soviet Union, the 'Workers' State', took precedence over
everything else. Also, the fascination with the revolutionary Far East was very much in vogue;
with little sign of imminent revolution in Europe, the focus of attention had shifted to the
'colonial struggle', which was to attack the soft underbelly of Imperialism, and bring about a
Revolutionary Situation nearer home. It goes without saying that we also learned and sang the
International, and some other numbers in the staple KPD repertoire.
The latter was one of the topics included in our regular lessons on Marxism. We had to
memorize the 'three conditions for the existence of a revolutionary situation' . I recall being in a
small group which was given a tutorial on this topic. But I have forgotten these necessay and
sufficient conditions; all I remember is that they included 'the total demoralization of the ruling
classes', and the presence of a resolute Communist Party ready to 'lead the masses'. Some
of the older boys in charge of us also gave what amounted to lectures on aspects of MarxismLeninism. I can only recall one of these. The subject was art, and the speaker maintained - at
some length - the thesis that 'all art is propaganda'. I did not know much about art at that time,
but thought that this was nonsense, and came away thoroughly annoyed and dissatisfied. But I
was either too shy, or felt too much of an outsider, to try and argue with him. In fact, there was
not much in the way of real discussion after these talks, merely a token debate in which
authoritative answers to questions were handed out. My only other clear memory of these
meetings is that of watching two or three boys browbeating a somewhat younger new recruit,
who had objected to some piece of received Marxist-Leninist wisdom. I can see them now,
beside one of the big windows, the objector on my right, his opponents facing him across the
table, going on, relentlessly and repetitiously, until he gave in. I was disgusted. I was sure this
was altogether the wrong way to make converts: only people who could see the logic of our
case on their own were worth recruiting. I may well have agreed with the brainwashers'
assertions, however - the thought that we ourselves might be wrong never entered my head.
In the spring we sometimes took the S-Bahn into the countryside around Berlin at weekends.
There, we spent most of our time playing 'war games', such as dividing into two parties which
circled round each other in the woods and took up positions in ditches and behind low sandy
ridges. (But we did not pretend to carry weapons.) However, there was one outing that was
quite different. In 1931, Brecht, together with Hanns Eisler and the film director Slatan Dudow,
organized a 'production collective' to make the film Kuhle Wampe. The title is the name of a
permanent camp site, on the outskirts of Berlin, in which much of the action takes place. The
climax of the film is a grand proletarian sports event in the woods and lakes near the place, a
symbolic representation of the power of the Working Class. This was shot on location, and the
producers called upon Communist societies, both sports clubs and others, to provide the
athletes and the extras. So, one Saturday or Sunday morning, we took the S-Bahn and went to
a clearing in the woods, where we found ourselves part of a large crowd of like-minded
people. As far as I remember the scene now, all we had to do was to allow ourselves to
pretend, marshalled by the production assistants, to be the audience at an out-door
performance of the well-known agit-prop group Das rote Sprachrohr (The red Megaphone). I
am positive that I have never heard or seen this group, so the 'audience' must have been shot
separately and back-projected later on. For me, the main excitement was that I was taking
part in the making of a 'real' film. We were given lunch, soup and hunks of bread, and paid for
our pains at the end of the day's work; three Reichsmark each, I think. This was the first
money I ever earned, and I was exceedingly proud do have done so. So one can say that the
most joy I ever got out of my membership of the Communist Youth Movement was the
thoroughly Capitalist one of making money.
The film was shot in the autumn. After a tussle with the censorship, it was finally premiered in
Berlin in May 1932. I did not see it at the time, although I had become a regular cinema goer.
It was banned as soon as the Nazis came to power, of course. But it served to launch the
Solidaritätslied, one of the most popular products of the Brecht-Eisler collaboration, which
became an international Communist hit. Fifty years later, an old friend from Berlin who had
abrogated all connections with Communism long since started to hum the tune and tap her
feet with delight when I told her that I had at long last caught up with the film. I saw Kuhle
Wampe at the Academy Cinema in Oxford Street in 1982. As I was in London only for the day,

69

ONE

I had to go to a matinee, and found myself among a minuscule audience, no doubt made up of
film buffs and old believers. I was sure that, in one of the shots of the crowd moving foreward
to listen to Das rote Sprachrohr, I caught a glimpse of a bespectacled fourteen-year-old with
curly upstanding hair; but this may have been an illusion. Because of the way it is put together,
and also because of Hanns' score, the film is considered to be a key film. (But I must say that I
felt it had not worn well.) In the final scene a group of activists, returning from the Communist
sportsfest to Berlin on the S-Bahn, spur on the other working class passengers to take up the
'struggle against fascism' (to which I shall return later) most impressively, and the film ends
with the Solidaritätslied sung by Brecht's wife Helene Weigel and Ernst Busch, one of his
stalwarts, backed by a workers' choir. In 1982 it all seemed sadly ironic, especially if one
recalled how, acting on orders from Moscow, the violent campaign of the KPD against
Sozialfaschisten (to wit, the Social Democrats) had contributed to Hitler's victory and the
collapse of the German labour movement in 1933. And now, sixty yars later, with the East
German revels ended and Communism, at least as practised there, melted into thin air, the
film would look odder still, a fossil preserved on celluloid.
The Kuhle Wampe excursion was probably the last time I went out with the Karl-Marx-Schule
troop of Pioniere (or whatever). Perhaps I was no longer qualified to be a member because I
had moved up to Obersekunda and so was in the top tier of the school ladder. There must
have been a corresponding section of the Communist-dominated Sozialistische Schülerbund,
but my position in this would have been anomalous. However, even then the line between the
official Party and dissident Communists was still somewhat blurred, which probably explains
why no-one alluded ever to Ruth and Max in the Pioniere.
This was not the end of my instruction in the rudiments of Marxism. In fact, I rather think that I
had already begun to do some serious reading at home. There was no shortage of material, of
course. In her claim for restitution lodged in 1958, Ruth stated that our library contained "some
two thousand volumes, among them many first editions of German and Russian Socialist and
Communist works". (But I have no recollection of the appearance of the books, while I
remember Max's mathematical library distinctly: the black covers of Jordan's Cours d'Analyse,
the dark green de la Vallée Poussin, the orange paperback copy of Hurwitz-Courant, the grey
volumes of Planck.) Now it was axiomatic that the study of Marxism was a long and arduous
business. One could not tackle Das Kapital outright; one had to become familiar with the
foothills before ascending the heights. So I began with the Communist Manifesto, and was
duly bowled over, even though I was already a believer.
Well over sixty years later, it is not difficult to see why. The brochure I read in Berlin was no
doubt thrown in the rubbish bin by the SA men who took our flat to pieces in March 1933. I still
have the English version I bought in Cambridge in 1936 (price: THREEPENCE). I have gone
through this, and also re-read the original. The English translation, first published in 1888,
although "approved and checked" by Engels, blunts Marx's trenchant style; but the force of the
argument remains. The Communist Manifesto was commissioned in 1847, by the Communist
League, an obscure semi-clandestine band of radical German emigrés, mostly artisans,
dispersed in London, Paris and Brussels. It was Marx who changed 'League' to 'Party'. (It is
generally agreed that, while Engels was involved in the preliminary work, the actual text was
written by Marx.) I should have been aware of this, as it is clearly stated in the prefaces which
are invariably printed with the Manifesto. But I assimilated the 'Communist Party' of the title to
the Communist parties of my own time. Indeed, I read the manifesto naively, ignoring the
seventy years' gap between the writing of the Manifesto and the reappearance of the name
'Communist Party' on the political scene. In a way, this was reasonable enough, since Marx's
ideas, as set out there, had become part and parcel of Communist thinking.
I rather think I skipped the prefaces and went straight to the preamble, with its striking opening
sentence "A spectre is haunting Europe, the spectre of Communism". But the argument
proper is set out in the first chapter. This begins famously with the assertion that "the history of
all hitherto existing society is the history of class struggles" and ends with the confident
assertion that "what the bourgeoisie, therefore, produces, above all, is its own grave-digger.
Its fall and the victory of the proletariat are equally inevitable". I was overwhelmed by the
seeming cogency of Marx's reasoning, reinforced by his powerful rethoric. When Marx argued
that the bourgeoisie had triumphed when "the feudal relations of property became no longer
compatible with the already developed productive forces" (the German is pithier) and that "a
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similar movement is going on before our eyes", I did not wonder why the bourgeois state was
still with us eighty-five years later. And Marx's evidence for this, the periodic 'crises' (which we
now call recessions) was evidence indeed in the middle of the great slump of the thirties,
when surplus wheat was being burned in the USA and unsaleable coffee thrown in the sea in
Brazil. So was his contention that "the bourgeoisie is unfit to rule because it is incompetent to
assure the existence of its slave within his slavery". With six million unemployed, and the tales
of hardship Ruth brought back daily from her stint in Prenzlaue Berg, I had living proof that
Marx had hit the mark again. It did not occur to me to question the claim that Communism,
brought about by the workers' revolution, would do away with these (glaringly obvious) failures
of capitalism.
Indeed, it now seems to me that it was not Marx's reasoning that made the strongest
impression on me, but the utopian note struck in the Manifesto, that "in the place of the old
bourgeois society, with its classes and class antagonisms, we shall have an association, in
which the free development of each is the condition for the free development of all". On a drab
day, walking along a busy street, I was suddenly struck by the thought that, 'on the day of the
revolution', the faces of the people in the street would be lit up by universal joy and relief
because the evil days of bourgeois society had come to an end, and the era of socialism was
about to begin. I even had a momentary vision of these happy faces. The revolution itself had
simply happened off-stage, so to speak. The thought flashed through my mind and faded, but
the memory remained. I never told anyone about it, not even Ruth and Max; I wonder what
they would have made of it.
My further study of Marxism was more prosaic; I read a book by Plekhanov, the 'Father of
Marxism in Russia'. Plekhanov and Lenin parted company, politically, after the BolshevikMenshevik split in 1903, and Plekhanov, who had returned to Russia in 1917 after nearly forty
years' exile, was bitterly opposed to the October Revolution. But his theoretical writings (which
Lenin valued highly) remained in the Soviet canon of Marxist literature. It has been remarked
that he wrote the first works which can be called manuals of Marxism, and were in fact used
as such. It was one of these I was given to read, probably Fundamental Problems of Marxism,
which was published in Russian in 1908, in German in 1910, and still reprinted (in an English
translation) in Moscow in 1972, in the Brezhnev era. (There would have been no lack of choice
at home, as Ruth and Max were writing a book on Plekhanov. This was finished by February
1933; the manuscript has disappeared, like all the books and papers at Bechstedter Weg.)
Plekhanov was a polemicist and expositor, rather than an original thinker. He based himself
mainly on Engels who, in his late writings, propounded a systematized but simplified version of
'Marxism'. (Karl Marx himself is supposed to have said that, whatever he was, he was not a
Marxist.) It seems that Plekhanov coined the term 'Dialectical Materialism'. I had already heard
about this when I was in the Pioniere'. Materialism was to be understood in the philosophical
sense, as the primacy of 'matter' , as against Idealism, developed by the German school of
philosophy which culminated in the all-embracing system of Hegel. Marx himself has said that
he "had stood Hegel on his head" while retaining Hegel's Dialectic. This, we were told, was
the logic needed for processes; the basic pattern of change was the Triad consisting of thesis,
antithesis, and synthesis, which combines its antecedents. For example, the Proletariat was
the antithesis of the Bourgeoisie, and the coming Socialist order would be the synthesis,
abolishing the class struggle but retaining the productive forces developed by the bourgeoisie.
(In fact, the triad is due to Fichte, a follower of Kant and predecessor of Hegel. Hegel used
three dialectical categories that were taken over by Engels as the 'negation of the negation',
the 'identity of opposites', and the 'leap from quantity to quality'. I knew about the last of these,
a jump arising from a slow quantitative change - a sort of anticipation of catastrophe theory.) I
tried to bring the Dialectic into the essays I wrote in Karl-Marx-Schule, where my efforts were
received with understanding and sympathy.
Engels' version of the 'materialistic' conception of history is strongly deterministic, and this was
taken over by Plekhanov. History, I read, was explained by Historical Materialism, which had
become part of Dialectical Materialism ("an integral world-outlook"). It was governed by the
"iron laws" that had been discovered by Marx. These laws are (in the words of an anonymous
reviewer of the Russian translation of Das Kapital, quoted approvingly by Karl Marx himself),
"not only independent of the will, consciousness and intention of men, but on the contrary
determine their will, consciousness and intention". I took this on board, wholeheartedly.
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Plekhanov also quoted Engels to explain how these 'iron laws' could nevertheless be used
after the revolution: "only from then on will men make their history consciously, only from then
on will the causes of social development set in motion by them have, preponderantly and in
increasing measure, the desired effects. It is the leap from the realm of necessity into the
realm of freedom." Here I can recognize the idea underlying Ruth's reply to me, regarding the
need for the "right institutions", which I have quoted in the last chapter.
But I was puzzled by the idea that true freedom consisted in consciously obeying necessity. I
somehow managed to persuade myself that it made sense: Engels was speaking about
mankind, not about individuals. I wonder now whether I also read Plekhanov's final flourish on
this topic: "If I endeavour to participate in a movement whose triumph I consider a historical
necessity, then that means that I look upon my own activities as an indispensable link in the
chain of conditions whose sum will necessarily ensure the triumph of a movement I hold dear.
A dualist will fail to understand, but all this will be perfectly clear to anybody who has
assimilated the theory of the unity of subject and object, and has understood how that unity
reveals itself in social phenomena."
While I went on studying Marxism, I did not get involved in any practical politics. I cannot see
how I could have done so, given that the gap between Ruth and Max and their old associates
on the one hand, and the Moscow-dominated KPD on the other hand, had widened so much
that I could not participate in any Party activities, and that anything outside the Communist
ambit would have been out of the question for us.
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SIX: 1931 - First visit to Denmark
In August 1931, I made my first visit to Denmark. As I have already mentioned, Max's mother
and his sister Anja had managed to cross over into Denmark at the outbreak of the war in
1914.They settled down in Copenhagen. In 1921, Anja married a Dane, Gerson Cohn. Max
had kept in touch with his Danish family, which included 'ghost', mother Ljuba, who lived with
Anja and Gerson. (Max always called his mother 'ghost', because - concerned for his health she used to steal quietly into his room in Dresden when he stayed up late, working.) I have a
snapshot of him, looking well and cheerful, with Anja's two children clambering all over him. It
is dated 'Frohnen, June 1930'. so it seems that Ruth and Max made a quick visit to Denmark
while I was on my school trip to Saxony.
By the time I got to know her, Anja was solid and middle-aged - or so she seemed to me. An
efficient organizer, she ran her household on a system. Max used to joke that, if you asked her
on New Year's Day what the family would be having for dinner on, say, the third of August, she
would look at her diary and read out the menu for the day. During the Tschemerinskys'
Dresden years, she had for some time been boarded out with a respectable German family in
the highly respectable Berlin district Pankow. Max used to refer ironically but (for him) good
humouredly to her Pankower Hofton - Pankow court manners. His nickname for her was
Humpelhanne, Hobble-Joan; but Anja was quite firm on her feet when I knew her. She had
kept her Russian and her German. She had also become fluent in Danish, so much so that
she was able to establish herself as a translator from the Russian. The high point of her
career was reached when she translated Sholokhov's 'And Quiet Flows the Don' - a Soviet
'realist' novel that became a worldwide bestseller. (Sholokhov got the Nobel prize in 1965.) In
1934 she went to visit him; it was her first, and only, return to Russia since pre-war days. As
she was a very bad sailor, rather than cross the Baltic, she went by train, through Sweden
beyond the Arctic Circle and then south through Finland. She was also an active member of
the Danish-Soviet Friendship Society, although no Marxist, let alone a Communist like her
brother.
While Anja had become rather stolid, Gerson was slim, lively and quick moving. He had a dry
sense of humour. An engineer by training, he was the technical partner in a patent lawyers'
firm. Fair haired and blue eyed, he did not look at all Jewish. I was told that the legal partner let us call him Jensen - was dark haired and swarthy. It was not unusual for clients to address
him as 'Mr Cohn', and Gerson as 'Mr Jensen'. Gerson had gone on studying physics after
taking his engineer's diploma; I believe that he had an honorary post in the physics faculty of
the Copenhagen University.
That summer, Gerson and Anja had rented a house in Hundested, near Gerson's parents'
permanent summer home. (Max had been there in July 1919.) I must have gone to
Copenhagen first, crossing the Baltic by the ferry between Warnemünde and Gedser, a
distance of about thirty miles. Coming from the middle of the Continent, the thought of a sea
voyage was both intriguing and exciting, and I know that I was looking forward to it. I ought to
remember it - but I don't; it has become overlaid by many later ones. What I do remember is
that, when we noticed that my Austrian passport was only 'valid for Germany', Max simply took
a pen and added 'und alle Europäischen Länder' - and all European countries. I was very
worried by this at first, but it was never queried. It may be another reason for the gap in my
memory. I rather think that Gerson met me at the railway station and that we went straight on
to Hundested. There, I met Anja and the children: 'Mucki' (her nickname: I never knew any
other), who was eight or nine, and little Ove, a couple of years younger. There was no
language problem, as we spoke German, and even Ove knew enough to join in. The German
word for boy is Knabe, with the K enunciated. With Ove, this came out as Knabi, and Knabi
became my name in Denmark from then on. I also met Gerson's parents. His mother was a
gentile who had converted to Judaism after marrying old Cohn; I was told that, to everyone
else's amusement, she was the only member of the family who read the Jewish equivalent of
the Parish Magazine. Apart from that, there were no traces of the Jewish religion at the
Cohns', senior or junior. There were some other relatives at Hundested that summer,
including Gerson's brother Benny, a painter who was then living in Paris and had come for a
summer visit.
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I soon settled in, and got on well with the whole family. I was introduced to Danish food, such
as røde grøde, fruit puree made of raspberries and redcurrants, and ølebrød, a bread-andbeer soup which I disliked. What I did like was fish, mostly plaice and flounders, freshly caught
and sold in the harbour. After the stink of 'sea fish' in Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse, I could hardly
believe that fresh fish from the sea was odourless, and of course excellent. We drank a lot of
milk; once, at lunch, to amuse the children, I drank a whole litre of milk, and had to retire to my
bedroom to recover. Gerson came in, quite concerned, but I was soon up again.
Apart from the day on the beach at Swinemünde in 1926, now only a smudge in my memory,
this was my first seaside holiday. Hundested is on the east side of the entrance to a
substantial fjord that bites deep into Seeland, the Island that constitutes most of the eastern
half of Denmark. Our house was on a cliff from which one could see the opposite shore. There
were grassy dunes, and below them, a long sandy beach. (It is all rather like the Norfolk
coast.) We spent most of the time on the beach, in spite of the mixed weather. I swam in the
sea for the first time. The routine was that, after bathing, one put on a large tent-like towelling
dressing gown, wiggled out of one's swimming trunks, got dry, pulled on some dry things, took
off the dressing gown, and settled down behind a screen acting as a windbreak. Another
favourite (and circulation enhancing) pastime was throwing stones out to sea. I learnt to throw
properly, and to play ducks and drakes. Gerson also showed me how to use a sling, made of
a small leather pad with strings attached, working up speed by swinging it round and round
and letting go at the right moment; we had competitions to see who could throw the furthest.
In the evenigs I joined the adults to go to the local hop. This took place in a café, a large
wooden building near the beach, and it seems as if all the holiday visitors went there, nightly.
There was a band providing the music, dancing, moderate drinking, and much lively
conversation. (I had soft drinks.) One evening, we were approached by a rather odd character,
a gangly youngish man whom we had met on the beach that afternoon while we were throwing
stones. He made a beeline for me, and wanted to show me a special sling he pulled from his
trouser pocket. Several Cohns rose at once to shoo him off. As far as I remember, we never
went beyond the village. (None of the Cohns had a car, although they were quite well off.) The
only excitement during my month in Hundested was provided by the annual regatta, when the
local (and neighbouring) fishermen decorated their boats and raced each other, sailing back
and forth in front of the beach, while we, with the villagers and visitors, watched from the top
of the cliffs. (It was then that Anja told me about Max's exploits in 1919.) There was also a
demonstration of paddling a kayak, including the manoeuvre of capsizing and righting again,
making a complete turn, by someone who, I was told, was a polar explorer.
While I was in Denmark, Ruth and Max toured Switzerland. Max told me afterwards how well
our Harley-Davidson had performed on the mountain passes, climbing the hairpin bends, past
large black Mercedes-Benz limousines that stood by the roadside with their radiatiors boiling
merrily. (They must have been badly underpowered. Soon, they were to become associated
with the top brass of the SA and the SS.) As to the scenery, mountains, lakes and all, I was
given no account. Perhaps I was not interested.
When I went back to school I was in Obersekunda, the lowest of the three classes constituting
the 'upper school'. To my surprise, there were girls in my new class. I do not know whether
this was a regular arrangement in the upper school, or Karsen had succeeded in
amalgamating the Realgymnasium with the parallel girls' school. This was a startling
innovation. Just about the only girl I had met was Edith, the daughter of our friends Werner
and Emmy Scholem, and she was a couple of years younger than me. I had been much to shy
and timid, and too bookish, to get to know any other girls. Nor had I joined in any social
activities that would have given me an opportunity to do so.
There were in fact only half a dozen girls in a class of some thirty pupils. Two of them were
children of members of the Soviet Trade Delegation. One of these was Manya, a raven-haired
Armenian beauty, with an oriental tinge, who looked quite mature at seventeen, the average
age pf the class. Like several others, I fell for her at once and became one of a circle of
admirers who went around with her. Manya could look after herself, and kept us all at a
distance. Alas, she did not return after Christmas - or some other break soon after - as she
had gone back to Russia. The other Soviet girl, Russian and very Slav, was much less
striking, and I can hardly remember her. There was another Russian in the class, a boy called
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Gurvich whose parents were emigrés; Max immediately identified his father as the leading
Menshevik, Dan.
Before long, I became friendly with another girl, Annie. She was the oldest in the class, I was
the youngest. The class joker - he who had spotted the periscope viewers in Dessau - came
up with one of his witticisms. The German word for 'ratio' isVerhältnis; but this also denotes a
relationship, particularly an affair, as in 'he had an affair with her'. So he announced that "in
unserer Klasse haben wir ein Verhältnis von 14 zu 18" - in our class, we have a ratio/affair of
14 of 18. He was very proud of this, and repeated it whenever he could. (Perhaps he was
jealous.) In fact, all that happened was that Annie and I used to go around as a twosome.
Annie was a Berliner, fair haired and hazel eyed, and a little taller than me. Unlike the
flamboyant Manya, she dressed in grey and greens. I was nowhere near as besotted with her
as I had been with Manya, but I certainly had a weakness for her. She must have liked me well
enough to take me up as she did. She may also have found me useful as a shield from the
more demanding attentions of older boys in the school.
In due course, we became a threesome. For I made a friend at last, a boy called Meyer. (Boys
called each other by their surnames, but girls kept to first names. To this day, I do not know
Meyer's first name or Annie's surname.) Meyer I only remember dimly; spectacle-wearing like
myself, and on the thin side, perhaps almost weedy. The three of us must have lived in the
south-west of the city. For we went home from school together, and used to spend some time
walking or sitting around before separating to rejoin our families. Whether we also met at
weekends, I cannot say, but I am sure that we did not visit each other's homes. So I have no
notion of either Annie's or Meyer's background (or they of mine). There were other people
from Karl-Marx-Schule living in our neighbourhood. I can see myself on Fehrbelliner Platz (our
local U-Bahn stop), after school, on a sunny spring day, with a group of them, boys and girls.
One or two of the girls are singing a number from the Brecht-Weill Singspiel 'Happy End'', the
song Surabaya Johnny.
One by-product of my friendship with Meyer was that I made some progress with turnen, the
gymnastics that played a prominent part in P.E. in German schools. (The vogue for this goes
back to the early nineteenth century and the beginning of German natinalism.) Meyer was
perhaps a little less inept than I was, but no gymnast either. We practiced on the single bar the low variety, waist height - and I actually managed to master some of the basic turns; I did
not have the skill, or the confidence, to attempt the more spectacular tricks performed on the
high single bar. I think we were left to ourselves to pracitce when there was no class in the
gym - an example of the liberal regime at Karl-Marx-Schule, and of its success.
The river Havel to the west of Berlin, with its succession of lakes, is well suited for water
sports. So it is not surprising that rowing was one of the sports available at school. By 1931 I
was old and heavy enough to qualify and took it up, encouraged by Ruth and Max. This was a
much more successful venture than the boxing club in Neukölln two years earlier. The school
owned several eights, and we went rowing in the afternoon, out of (German) school hours.
Surprisingly, I managed quite well, catching no more crabs than the rest of the crew, and
keeping up the rhythm. I enjoyed the feeling of gliding through the water, propelled by the
concerted effort of our eight oars, but did not have to strain myself to exhaustion as we did not
go in for races - at least not when I was in the rowing club. In June, just before school broke
up, we rowers went camping for a weekend. The company was mixed: there was a girls' boat
as well as one or two boys' boats. The site for our tents was by one of the smaller, more
isolated lakes. After supper (but who cooked it? and how?), towards midnight, someone came
up with the idea that we should walk round the lake in the moonlight. This was received with
enthusiasm. No objections were raised by the teachers; possibly one or two of the adult
helpers joined in, however. (This would have been quite in keeping with Karl-Marx-Schule
tradition.) We became quite hilarious as we stumbled through the reeds, arm in arm; that we
could get closer to the girls by doing this was of course one of the highlights, perhaps the
principal object, of the exercise. Wisps of mist were forming along the bank of the lake, and I
was surprised to find that a June night could be so cold - which on the other hand was a good
reason for keeping close to the girls. It took about an hour to complete the circuit. Then we
had to sober up, and settle down in our tents.
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I have little to add to what I have said already about the educational side in Obersekunda.
Indeed, I have covered most of that already. According to Radde, pupils in the upper school
followed a common core, including German and P.E., but could also concentrate on one of
four or five 'centres of gravity', such as economics and sociology, languages, science, and so
on. I do not think I was aware of this at the time; if I did 'concentrate', it would have been under
the rubric of 'mathematics and technology'. There were parallel classes - at least one other,
perhaps more. I mostly went around with people from my class, but of course we met some of
the others too. Specifically, I have a more vivid memory of one Ernest Bornemann, an early
jazz enthusiast. One day, he brought a small protable gramophone to school. He put this on
the floor in the corridor; a group formed, crowdomg round him, as he wound it up and put a
Duke Ellington record on the turntable. I was puzzled by the strange sound; my interest came
much later. Bornemann I met twice more, in London in 1934 and in an internment camp in
Canada in 1940. In the Fifties, I came across a book by him, about the African origins of jazz;
by then he was living in Canada.
We did not go on a school trip that year. But we went on all-day visits to places of interest. (I
think these were meant to show us how a big city functions.) One visit was to a brewery, with a
handout of free beer as a final climax. This gave rise to much laughter, boasting and
excitement, as we sat at long wooden tables with our beer glasses. No-one got tipsy; the beer
was probably pretty weak. The other excursion I remember now strikes me as both
extraordinary and objectionable: we went to the Berlin abbatoirs. (Recent and modern, they
were considered a source of civic pride.) It may be that some people did not go, but the
majority of the class took part. We were given a guided tour, witnessed the stunning and killing
of cattle, pigs and sheep, and the manufacture of black pudding from the blood of the
slaughtered animals. The tour soon became a competition among the boys to be as macho as
possible and show no signs of disgust, let alone faintness or nausea. (At least some of the
girls were there too.) This time, there were no free gifts.
At home, I took over some of the domestic chores. As Ruth and Max put it, the reasoning
behind this was that everybody contributed to the running of the household, materially - by
working to earn money - or by doing jobs at home, and so I was simply doing my share. One
of my regular tasks was the weekly shopping expedition to a big department store in the West
End. (I used to think it was Kadewe on Wittenberg Platz, until I saw it again in 1988; my feeling
is now that it was on one of the other Plätze, either Potsdamer or Askanischer.) The store had
a quality food hall, rather like Harrods, where we could get some of the more unusual things
that one could not buy locally. So, once a week, we sat sown together and drew up a shopping
list, which I wrote out. Now I knew that we were chronically short of money. With a touch of the
Friedländer spirit, I would point out that we could do without this or that more luxurious item,
and propose to cross it off. Max promptly dubbed me Rä-ka, raisonabler Kater. (Raisonable,
from raisonnieren, to argue, was one Max's deliberate archaisms. It can also mean cheap, like
the English 'reasonable'. As time went by, there were many variants of my basic nickname
Kater.) My target could have been the English jam (marmalade?), made by Tickler, a firm
whose name was then rendered as Pickler on the Kaufhaus bill, or red caviar, cheaper than
the unaffordable black variety but still quite an expense.
Max mostly did the local shopping while I was at school. He liked doing this as it gave him an
opportunity to observe life in our quarter. He was out much of the time, meeting friends,
gathering news, and the like. Sometimes he joined Ruth, on her way home from Prenzlauer
Berg, probably in a café on Potsdamer Plaz where they met old friends. So it was often I who
cooked the evening meal on weekdays, getting it ready in time for Ruth and Max's arrival. I
made soups with vegetable broth, thickening them with raw egg at the finish; I did a lot of
shallow frying, and learned to make goulash. At the weekends, Max took over again.
I was also enlisted to help (Ruth more than Max) as a sort of secretary, sorting material, proof
reading, occasionaly even writing routine replies to letters. In particular, I remember helping
with the preparation of a book, based on Ruth's experiences at Prenzlauer Berg. It was
published in January 1933, at the very end of the Weimar years, and is now something of a
collector's piece. A few years ago I was able to buy a copy. The grey linen cover, with a child's
drawing of a man on the front, was immediately familiar. the authors are given as 'Ruth
Fischer and Franz Heimann', a doctor colleague of Ruth's in the Children's Welfare
Department. But as soon as I began to read the text, I knew that the actual writing had been
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done by Max: I could almost hear his voice. However, the book was discussed at length at
home while it was in the making.
Its ironic title is Deutsche Kinderfibel, German Children's Primer. It is explained at the outset
that "dole, crisis, signing on, welfare, should be the basic words for learning to read and to
write in these times". The subject of the book was the damaging effect of unemployment,
malnutrition, overcrowding and tuberculosis on working class children during the Great Slump
that had begun in 1929. It is laid out as a series of case histories, written with verve and
venom, claimed to be accounts of actual case histories with only the names and some other
tell-tale details changed. (This may well have been so.) They are interspersed with sections on
nutrition and health, especially TB. To underpin the text, statistics based on questionnaires
devised and distributed by Heimann were to be included. He wanted these treated by standard
statistical methods, and this is where I came in, to compute averages, medians and mean
square deviations. As many of the runs were quite short, often fewer than a dozen replies per
question, Max rightly thought that this was a pointless exercise, but I did my arithmetic all the
same. Among the data collected, the weekly frequency of sexual intercourse (and the effect of
unemployment on this?) caused much hilarity at home. I now see that no statistics appear in
the book as published. Perhaps they were intended for its successor; according to an
inventory drawn up in 1958 by Ruth for her compensation claim against the German
government, an almost complete manuscript of this was among the many things taken by the
SA from our flat in March 1933.
The longest factual section of the book, "Our Daily Bread", is about nutrition, or rather the lack
of it. With over five million unemployed, and many of the people still in work earning low
wages, it seems that there was real starvation in working class districts in Berlin, while families
tried to make ends meet. Various authorities took it upon themselves to give good advice to
the poor, recommending cheap and allegedly nourishing recipes, extolling the virtues of
'German rye bread' as against 'foreign wheat bread', and counselling against 'excessive
consumption of meat'. The book gave a devastating cost-and-benefit analysis of these model
meals (no doubt Max's work), and used this to fuel a general discussion of nutrition. The
burden of the argument was that animal protein was an essential and highly beneficial food,
which should form a substantial part of everyone's diet. The book's thesis seems to have been
in line with expert views on nutrition current at the time, and these are quoted in some detail.
(But, they are capped by a quotation from Engels' writings, who is commended for anticipating
these medical findings fifty years earlier.) I remember listening to many discussions that arose
from Ruth's and Max's readings in the literature on nutrition and its effects on society. All sorts
of points were made. For instance, some anthropologists' accounts of Eskimo diet and health
were used to counter the anti-meat lobby. Then there was a line of argument which ascribed
the superiority and dynamism of European culture to the advantage conferred by a meat diet,
as against the almost vegetarian diet of the Orient. This may well have come from Engels too
(although I think Nietzsche would have agreed). Now, all this looks rather out of date. But the
stories of indivual hardship and mindless bureaucratic oppression remain vivid.
Ruth and Max had a wide circle of acquaintances, mostly members or ex-members of the
Party. They usually met in cafés and restaurants, and I have a feeling that we had very few
callers. But this is probably quite wrong. By 1932, I had reached the awkward age: tooold to be
told to run away and play, too young to join in adult conversation. So I probably stayed in my
room, or went out on my own, when they had company. One of the occasional callers I do
recall was Bruno Mätzchen, an old Left Opposionist, expelled like Ruth and Max. (Ruth says
that he also used to visit her at Prenzlauer Berg.) He worked for a large brewery, delivering
beer barrels. Thick-set and powerfully built, he could cope easily with the heavy barrels, and
with the generous allowance of beer that went with his job. He had remained in touch with
Party members, and was able to keep Ruth and Max informed about the changing moods,
and the progress made by the Nazis in working class districts.
Among our close friends were the Scholems. Werner Scholem was a Berliner, son of a
prosperous owner of a printing works. (His brother Gerhard embraced Zionism, emigrated to
Palestine, where he changed his first name to Gershom, and became the world's leading
authority on the history of the Kabbala and Jewish mysticism. He was also famously a friend of
Walter Benjamin's.) Werner joined the Social Democrats early on and got himself into serious
trouble during the war by his anti-war activities. He made his way into the KPD via the
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Independent Social Democrats, and became a member of the Reichstag - and of the Left
Opposition. In 1925 he was even to the left of Ruth and Max, a leader of the Ultraleft. He was
expelled from the KPD at the same time as Ruth and Max. Such political differences as they
had in 1925 were dwarfed by their common fate and purpose, and they remained good
friends.
I can only remember him dimly, but I can quote from an (unpublished) novel Max wrote in
1938, whose protagonist is closely modelled on Werner Scholem. I must first explain that
Scholem, who had begun to study law before the first world war, went back to university to
resume his studies after 1928. So "Gerhard Alkan" first appears in the novel as a mature
student on a bench in a lecture theatre of Berlin University.
"Of small stature, neatly dressed, this man had a pair of spectacles sitting on his big
Jewish nose. His complexion pointed to a distant Hispanic ancestry. His unusually
large ears stuck out and, together with a certain habit of fidgeting nervously, could
have given him a faintly comic air. But his mocking, quizzical eyes were anything but
stupid. His black hair was beginning to thin."
Later on, it is remarked that "he was not at all comic when he appeared as a speaker". This
remark introduces an episode which Max had told me about earlier, perhaps already in Berlin
(referring to Werner, not to the fictitious Alkan, of course). During the struggle between the
Left Opposition and the new Party Leadership, the Central Committee sent a strong-arm
squad to break up an Opposition meeting. When this band of troublemakers came into the hall
with menacing looks, Scholem jumped on a table and shouted to his fellow Oppositionists
"haut si in die Fresse, die rechten Schweine" - which piece of Berlinese translates as "hit the
rightist pigs in the gob". Disconcerted, the raiding party looked at the burly workers around
them, turned tail, and beat an innominious retreat.
According to Max's novel, Alkan-Scholem was primarily an organizer. (This is true. But he had
a sharp intellect, and was an effective speaker and Party journalist as well.) Max says that he
lived by a little black notebook which he always carried with him, in which he noted his Party
engagements as well as the rendezvous relating to his many casual affairs. According to Max,
these were invariably with fair-haired pig-tailed girls, preferably wearing glasses, which "he
found irresistible". This, it seems, is journalist's licence, but does describe his wife Emmy. She
came from Hanover; they had met as teenagers and got married before the war. Emmy
worked as a secretary in the Party, and in some business firm after Werner's expulsion,
becoming book-keeper (in the novel, and in real life too, I think) and so was able to finance
Werner's law studies. I remember their flat as being larger than ours, with a dark entrance
corridor. I met their elder daughter Edith there; I think the younger daughter was mostly in
Hanover with Emmy's relatives. I was told that the Scholems had an open marriage, agreeing
to be free to have affairs on the side, and recounting their extramarital exploits to each other.
(But later, Emmy told Ruth that she had always resented this arrangement, and had only used
it to get her own back on Werner. Another later gloss I have from Edith, who had been in
touch with several of her father's former lovers, and found that they one and all had nothing
but good to say of him, even though he had left them. I shall come back to the Scholem family
repeatedly later on.) Max was in the habit of regaling me with the ongoing saga of the
Scholems' sexual mores, which I found of absorbing interest, so that it was perhaps as well
that we did not visit them too often.
Another good friend of ours, and of the Scholems, was Mischa Lurye, another contemporary
of Ruth's. He came from Minsk. He was the son of a poor publican. (Ruth records that he had
retained a peculiar Russian trick, of getting the cork out by tapping the bottom of a bottle.) He
had shown a remarkable intellect at an early age. (According to Max, he was therefore taken
to the communal Jewish women's baths, so that pregnant women could look at him, because
it was believed that this would enhance the brain power of their own offspring. The sight of
these naked shaven-headed outsize Jewish matrons had a long-lasting traumatic effect.) He
must have been another early convert to Communism. But he also obtained a brilliant Ph.D.
('summa cum laude') in Berlin in 1923, utilizing his excellent knowledge of Hebrew. He went
back to Russia, where he opposed Stalin at first, capitulated, and was rewarded with a chair at
Sun-Yat-Sen university. However, he returned to Berlin in 1927, where his wife - daughter of a
prominent member of the Bund, the Jewish socialist party which flourished in Russia around
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1900 - had a post in the Soviet Trade Delegation. He himself was working for the Comintern. I
used to go along to the Luryes with Ruth and Max. As Mischa was another slightly-built, darkhaired, short-sighted Jew with prominent ears, my image of him is confused with that of
Werner Scholem. But their temperaments were quite different. Scholem was a down-to-earth,
no-nonsense Berliner, with the sardonic humour of that city. Lurye was mercurial, the sort of
person who would pick up a child, perhaps Edith Scholem, and dance around the room with it.
Scholem died in Buchenwald concentration camp in 1940. Lurye was executed in Russia in
1936, after playing his allotted part as an accused in the first of Stalin's show trials.
I have said that I have forgotten virtually all the people who came to our flat, first in Britz and
then in Wilmersdorf. But there is one signal exception: Adolf Weingarten. He was Carola
Eppstein's boy friend, Carola being the daughter of Eugen Eppstein, another old Left
Opposionist. ('Old' Eppstein - he was born in 1878 - came from the Rhineland. He had joined
the SPD in 1897, the KPD in 1919, had been a member of the Prussian regional parliament
and a prominent Party functionary. He lost his party post in 1925, and left the Party in 1928.
He emigrated to France in 1933, failed to escape in 1940, was taken by the Gestapo in 1943
and killed in Maidanek concentration camp.) We used to visit the Eppsteins occasionally. I
vaguely remembere a rather fat man and a small anxious wife. Both Carola and Adolf were in
their mid-twenties. Adolf had been a driver for the principal communist newspaper, Die Rote
Fahne. I wonder now whether his real ambition ad been to become a Party journalist; in New
York, from the early 1940's on, he helped Ruth with the writing and the production of a regular
anti-Stalinist newsletter. Some years ago, when I was beginning to make notes for these
memoirs, I wrote a piece on Adolf, and I shall quote it, as I have the uneasy feeling that my
recollections of my Berlin days are fading all the time.
'Adolf Weingarten was Carola Eppstein's boy friend. A true Berliner, he was abrasive,
witty, always ready not to be impressed. Thin, somewhat hollow-chested, he looked
as if fated to develop a stomach ulcer, all that acid in his temperament becoming
embodied in his digestive tract. Carola was a secretary, I think. I remember her mild,
somewhat sheep-like features, her bespectacled eyes and her low bosom. They
quarrelled endlessly and were as much bound together by this as by affection, Carola
being more long suffering, Adolf more in need of her in spite of a succession of minor
affairs, particularly later on in Paris. Both were devoted to Ruth and Max, and gave
them unstinting help. What impressed me most about Adolf was that he had a car.
This was around 1932, when I was 14. One had to remember that no member of my
Viennese family, or their friends, though middle class, possessed a car then. (Betty
had a car, but that was in America, and just proof of the fabulous nature of the USA.
She even had it run into by a train on an unguarded level crossing in the middle of
Lafayette, and had managed to walk away unhurt from the wreck.) Of course we had
the Harley-Davidson; but Adolf had a car. He was a sharp driver and much given to
abusing other drivers; I have already said that he was a Berliner. In summer, he drove
with his window wound down, resting his elbow on the sill, with his index finger ready
and poised to make the traditional insulting gesture - tapping one's temple to indicate
to the other fellow that he was an idiot (verdovt). As this entailed a slight risk of
assault and battery, it was usually done when on the move. Another feature of driving
in Berlin which I recall was the pecking order: the more you had paid for your car, the
faster you considered yourself entitled to go. Once, on our way to Wannsee, Adolf had
the effrontery to overtake a Buick. Vengeance was swift, though luckily only symbolic:
the Buick's driver, after hooting us angrily, put his foot down, overtook us in turn in a
dangerous manoeuvre, and disappeared on the road ahead.'
I have little to add to this, except that Adolf - who had left the Party, or been expelled - was by
then working for a Jewish Charity, which may well have owned 'his' car. One of his
characteristic traits, already apparent then, but much more pronounced in Paris, was his
erratic sense of time. When Yolande was in Paris with me in 1938, Adolf was supposed to
pick us up and take us to some of his discoveries. (He was always discovering strange places
and sights.) But she never made his acquaintance, because, after waiting for a good hour, we
gave up and went off on our own. I was told later that this both surprised and disappointed him
when he arrived - with three hours' delay. This was typical. However, he was reliable in one
respect: he always turned up in the end. One just had to be patient.
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I lost touch with the Vienna Friedländers after moving to Berlin in 1929. On the other hand, I
was now able to make contact with my father again. After my mother's departure to Germany,
he had remained a member of the Austrian Communist Party's executive, and been a
delegate at the Fourth World Congress of the Comintern in 1922. (So Ruth and Paul must
have met in Moscow; I wonder whether they were on speaking terms.) But in 1924 or 1925,
after some sharp infighting in the Austrian Party in which he was on the losing side, he too left
Vienna and went to Berlin. By then he had re-married; I have written about this already, in
connection with my admission to the Akademische Gymnasium. He joined the KPD and
became a member of the staff of Inprekor, a news agency set up by the Party which published
a monthly newssheet that elaborated the current Party line. I was told at home that it was Ruth
who got him this post, and that his hostile attidtude to her after her fall from grace in 1925
showed a signal lack of gratitude. He certainly did not side with the Left Opposition, or the
Right, or the middle-of-the-road 'reconcilers' (as Gerhart Eisler did). On the contrary, he
remained a Party faithful until the Stalin-Hitler pact in 1939. After a few years at Inprekor, he
was moved to another, more responsible Party job: he became the Party's man on the
editorial board of Die Welt am Abend, a newspaper that was ostensibly independent but in fact
belonged to the KPD.
To explain this, I have to say a little about Willi Münzenberg, one of the most remarkable
figures in the KPD. Of the same generation as Max, but from a deprived working class
background, he had gone to Switzerland from his native Erfurt as an apprentice in 1910. He
became a socialist, and fell under Lenin's influence. Expelled from Switzerland, he returned to
Germany in 1918. There, he organized the Communist Youth International, but was dismissed
from the presidency by Zinoviey in 1921. Lenin then asked him to set up an organization that
would raise funds to relieve the famine in the Soviet Union. This became the spectacularly
successful International Workers' Relief, which lasted into the early 1930ies. Presently, his
outstanding talent for propaganda, for establishing front organizations, and for drumming up
non-party support for the Communists, manifested itself. He began by buying up a publishing
house; he set up a string of magazines, of which the most notable was called AIZ (Arbeiter
Illustrierte Zeitung - The Workers' Illustrated Paper), owned two newspapers, and two film
companies which took over the distribution of Russian films such as Battleship Potemkin. But
he remained friends with some of the Oppositionists; I have alreay quoted Ruth to the effect
that he allowed Max to contribute to his publications, to help them financially after they had
been deprived of their Party posts and expelled. (In 1933, he escaped to Paris, and continued
his activities from there. But he sympathised with the Opposition, and was expelled in 1939.
Like virtually all Communist emigrés, he was interned at the outbreak of the war. In May 1940,
he escaped from a camp near Lyons, but then disappeared; in October, his remains were
found in a wood south of the camp. He was supposed to have committed suicide, but it is
virtually certain that he was murdered by the GPU.)
Die Welt am Abend (The Evening World), an evenig paper, was started in the early Twenties
by a group of independent left-wing journalists, mostly former members of the Independent
Socialists. Its style was that of a present-day tabloid (a Boulevardzeitung). By 1926, its
circulation had fallen below 10 000, and Münzenberg bought it up for 7000 Reichsmark. He
kept on most of the editorial staff, but under his skilful guidance the paper's fortunes changed:
its circulation presently topped the 100000 mark. It had originally been agreed between
Münzenberg and the Party leadership that the Welt am Abend should remain a popular
independent paper, left wing, but avoiding KPD jargon. But once the paper had become
successful and influential, the Party leadership insisted that a Party nominee had to be added
to the editorial board. The first 'political editor' soon fell foul of the official line, and Münzenberg
was forced to sack him. (This was the time when the KPD adopted an 'ultraleft' line, on orders
from the Comintern.) His successor was Paul. In her biography of Münzenberg, Babette Gross
- Münzenberg's lifelong partner - wrote as follows.
"From 1930 on, Münzenberg was frequently on the defensive, as the Party line was
evermore at variance with his guidelines for the Welt am Abend. By then, the Party's
man [at the Welt am Abend] was Paul Friedländer, who did not have an easy life, as
he found himself, often enough, faced by the closed ranks of the editorial staff. The
Party demanded sharper attacks on the SPD. But the editorial staff considered that a
more important task was to highlight the ever growing Nazi menace. Altogether, the
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editorial staff's view was that the paper belonged to the mass media and, albeit left
wing, was not a KPD mouthpiece. When no unanimous decision could be reached, for
example what the banner headline on the front page was to be, Müunzenberg was
called upon to arbitrate."
Paul must have had long experience of controversy, ranging from the rows at home to the
violent debates in the Austrian Communist Party that had prompted his move to Berlin. But I
have the feeling he was not really suited to this kind of life. (I would hate it.) Physically, I
resemble him: short, thin, myopic, already balding in one's mid-thirties. I do not think that he
possessed the natural air of authority that his father - my grandfather Jakob - exudes on the
photographs I have of him. He was the sort of person who makes up for shyness and
diffidence by talking too fast and too much. I should think that he had to impose his - or, to be
more accurate, the Party's - will by fierce and furious argument. Probably as a result of stress,
he suffered from minor but persistent ill health. In the early Thirties, he tried various cures,
such as a stay at a hydropathic establishment. Max considered him a hypochondriac, and
found the idea of Paul's 'water cure' quite hilarious.
In 1931 or 1932, he became editor-in-chief. (I do not know whether this was ordained by the
Party, or on Münzenberg's initiative. He was undoubtedly an able journalist.) His elevation to
the chief editor's chair had one unexpected result. After several successful years, circulation
of the Welt am Abend had begun to drop. To reverse its flagging fortunes, Paul wrote a
sensational feuilleton, printed in instalments on the centre page next to the editorial, entitled
"Mata Hari, the beautiful spy". The eponymous heroine was a dancer who had been executed
as a spy by the French during the first world war. (She was accused of extracting information
from highly placed people by seducing them.) I remember that Paul was very pleased with his
efforts. One passage that he was particularly proud of - and which I remember, more or less was a description of Mata Hari dancing in the nude, lying on her back with all eyes glued to the
dark patch of pubic hair gyrating in the spotlight. Sales of the paper duly increased. When they
went down again, Paul took up his pen once more and produced a series on Jack the Ripper. I
think that this was very near the end, late in 1932.
There was very little contact between Ruth and my father in Berlin, and virtually none after
1929. But I think I saw him occasionally during my earlier visits to Berlin. For I have a fleeting
memory of meeting him in a sort of boardroom in the Inprekor office, and of being taken round
a printing works. I watched typesetters working the big linotype machines, and was given a
strip of leaden type with my name on it - in reverse, of course. After I had moved to Berlin for
good, I saw quite a lot of him. Not that things always went smoothly. For instance, he
complained bitterly that I had overlooked his fortieth birthday in July 1931. (I may have been in
Denmark, and forgotten to write.) "One only has one fortieth birthday" he said, when I went to
see him later on. My counter (perhaps unspoken) was that, equally, one had only one thirtyninth or one forty-first birthday - and that was before I took up mathematics.
Later on, perhaps during the last eighteen months in Berlin, we had a routine arrangement.
About once a week I collected Paul from the editorial office of the Welt am Abend in the late
afternoon, when the paper had been 'put to bed'. This office was near Potsdamer Platz, in
Friedrichstraße. It was on the first floor of a large building. The door from the landing opened
on a narrow lobby that immediately broadened into a wider hall. At each end of this one saw
the beginning of a corridor, so that the layout was like a capital U. The editorial staff had their
separate officies along these. On entering, one was faced by a counter which was only to be
passed by the staff, and by visitors who had business in the Redaktion. It was guarded by a
doorman, whose job it was to admit those admissible, to get rid of unwanted callers, and to
signal the arrival of people like myself. I had to sit and wait on a short bench opposite his, until
my father came out, ready to leave. One occasion has stuck in my memory. No sooner had I
been let in when the doorman, a cheerful little Berliner who knew me quite well by then, gave a
big grin and said something like "he's in good form to-day, doing his nut". A moment later I
heard Paul's raised voice from the corridor on the left. He was shouting so angrily that I could
hardly make out the words. Presently he came rushing out into the hall, with his face and bald
pate literally red with anger and, without taking any notice of me, dived into the corridor on the
right, where he repeated the performance. Then a door was slammed shut, and there was
silence.

81

ONE

Losing one's temper in public was a common habit in Germany and Austria. (Perhaps it still
is.) Gymnasium teachers did it, army officers did it (instead of leaving it to their NCOs),
parents at Karl-Marx-Schule parent-teacher evenings did it. Perhaps people picked the habit
up at home, first overhearing, and later joining, family rows. (Although I cannot recall the
particular argument that preceded it, in Hietzing in 1934, I clearly remember realizing suddenly
that losing one's temper in this way (a Wutanfall) was a waste of time and adrenalin, and
resolved to give it up. I think I have managed to keep this resolution, by and large.) Max could
do it too, though in his case it was more usually a deliberate piece of histrionics, especially
when he wanted to browbeat some obstructive low-level bureaucrat.
Presently, Paul emerged from the corridor on the right, quite calm and his normal self, ready
to depart. Nothing was said about the scene I had overheard. Althoug a Viennese, Paul was
not given to sitting around in cafés, so we usually went back to his flat, and I joined him for
dinner. Martha (who I never thought of as my stepmother, though she was) struck me as
typical Viennese middle class housewife running a typical middle class household. She
seemed to be quite unconcerned with Paul's politics. (But I have learned since that both she
and I were formally deprived of our, by then German, nationality in 1943.) All I remember of
the flat is the polished mahogany dining table; as to what we talked about - or ate - my
memory is a blank.
After I had gone toLondon in 19343, Paul, rather reluctantly, made some modest contribution
to my upkeep. I cannot remember whether he did so in Berlin; at most, it would have been
pocket money. But he did supply me with theatre and cinema tickets, an overflow from the
Welt am Abend. Some of these were unused complimentary tickets marked 'Press'. Others
were for one of the many events sponsored by the paper, which included special showings of
films. I am sure I would not have gone to the theatre if it had not been for Paul. All I can recall
now are two plays by Gerhart Hauptmann, the grand old man of the German theatre, both
early works when he was avant garde and radical. (Die Weber and Biberpelz.), and
Offenbach's 'Tales of Hoffmann', which I discussed at length with Max afterwards. (Both Max
and Ruth were fond of the nineteenth century light music repertoire.) But there must have
been other theatre visits that have faded now.
As to the cinema, my greatest achievement was to go to a film that was classified as Adults
Only. I was quite worried, fearing that I would be refused admission. But what with my mature
appearance, and the magic word Press on the ticket, it all went quite smoothly. The film, a
Soviet one, was about a gang of homeless juvenile criminals. (These were a notorious feature
of the early years of the USSR.) Needless to say, it ended with the redemption of their leader,
after an exciting final chase along a railway track on one of those hand-operated buggies
familiar from early American films.
While theatre going was a novelty, I had been going to the cinema already. As I have
mentioned already, I had been to a couple silent films in Vienna, at the Urania Institute. By the
time I got to Berlin, sound had arrived. The first sound film I saw was a famous early product
of Hollywood, 'The Singing Fool' with Al Jolson. This was made in 928, a year after the first,
only part-talking, 'Jazz Singer, also with Al Jolson. It was a weepie, with Jolson in blackface,
'singing 'Sonny Boy' with a catch in his throat, to the picture of the character's little boy, in his
dressing room. I went to this with Ruth and Max, as we wanted to see a 'talking picture', of
course. In Germany, as in France, the cinema was taken seriously by artists, writers and
intellectuals, and we were just as (and perhaps even more) interested in the output of
Hollywood as in the art films that have become famous since.
American films could be seen in the cinemas in the West End, and after our move to
Wilmersdorf we were close enough to the Kurfürstendamm, so that I started to go there by
myself. So I saw an early Hollywood spectacular, 'King of Jazz' (Paul Whiteman and his
orchestra!), which was just a succession of Broadway variety turns; this was in colour. I saw
quite a few other films as wellsuch as the German 'Der Kongress tanzt' (Congress dances),
which became an international hit, and at least one of the comedies Lubitsch made in
Hollywood with Maurice Chevalier, perhaps the first one, 'The Love Parade'. Annoyingly, I
cannot recall if they were in English with subtitles, or dubbed into German. But there are quite
a few 'adult' films which I could not go to, such as the film version of 'Dreigroschenoper' and
'The Blue Angel'. (I remember Marlene Dietrich's singing 'Ich bin von Kopf bis Fuß auf Liebe

82

ONE

eingestellt' on the radio.) But I did see a couple of films with a decidedly left-wing bias,
probably with tickets supplied by the Welt am Abend. One was Pabst's 'Kameradschaft', in
which German miners, breaking down underground barriers, go to the rescue of their French
comrades on the other side of the frontier, trapped after an explosion. The other one was
Niemandsland (No Man's Land), made by the Soviet film director Viktor Trivas, with music by
uncle Hanns. In this anti-war film, four soldiers - English, French, German and American
(black, of course) meet in a ruined house between the opposing trenches. Its only occupant is
a terrified Russian Jew, who is dumb. In the end, they unite to defend him (and themselves)
against both warring sides. All copies of this film were destroyed by the Nazis.
As I have already said, I went to the cinema alone, and Ruth and Max went by themselves; we
only joined up again for joint visits to the pictures in Paris in 1933. What puzzles me now,
however, is that I did not go with any of my school friends, such as Annie or Meyer. Perhaps
they came from more straitlaced families and were not allowed to go out in the evening.
Equally surprising is that I cannot recall any discussion of film at school, at least not in my
class, either among ourselves or with our teachers. Perhaps I was in the wrong stream for
this, and it was left to people 'concentrating' on Art and Music.
I also managed to go, all by myself, to the Kabarett der Komiker (The Comedians' Cabaret).
Founded in 1924, left-wing, originally drawing upon talents such as Tucholsky, Erich Kästner
(better known as author of 'Emil and the Detectives') and Erich Weinert (who joined the KPD
in 1929), it functioned in a sizeable theatre on, or just off, Kurfürstendamm by 1932. The
compère's role was crucial: he did not just introduce the acts, but also contributed much of the
wit and satire. (But who was it I saw? Perhaps little Carl Bois, whose voice had a familiar ring
on a compilation of recordings made in Berlin.) So I recall the comment on Al Jolson, "ein
jüdisch Kind hat viel Gemüt, auch hinter der Negermaske" - which one could translate as "a
son of Moses can lay it on thick, even in blackface". (Of course we all referred to Al Jonson's
'Sonny Boy' as 'Sonny Goy'.) As well as the (mostly satirical) comedians, I also heard some
early Broadway hits there ('Stormy Weather' sung by an American, maybe even a black
American), another fleeting early contact with jazz, and no doubt much else which I have
forgotten, but which left a residue of the spirit of the late Twenties and the early Thirties in my
makeup.
The free theatre and cinema tickets passed on to me by my father were not the only free gifts I
got that came from Münzenberg's propaganda complex. Max translated some books from the
Russian for (I think) the Neue Deutsche Verlag. One of these was Pokrovsky's 'History of
Russia'. Pokrovsky, an old Bolshevik of Lenin's generation, became the leading Soviet
historian after the revolution. (He died in 1932. When Stalin had Russian history rewritten from
a nationalist point of view, Pokrovsky was posthumously condemned as a Trotskyite, and his
book was banned.) Max gave me a copy, as a supplement to my Marxist readings. I kept this
on the bookshelf in my small bedroom. At that time, I did not buy books; I only began in 1936,
on the quays of the Seine and in a small second-hand bookshop on Hammersmith High
Street, when I was living behind Olympia. But I could use Ruth and Max's books, such as
Shakespeare in the celebrated early nineteenth-century translation by Dorothea Tieck and
A.W.Schlegel. I also acquired a few more free gifts picked up by Max. Two of these were
novels by B. Traven, the mysterious writer based in Mexico, who achieved sudden fame in
1926 when the Büchergilde Gutenberg - a left-wing book club - brought out Das Totenschiff The death Ship. (Traven has been described as a favourite author of young readers, and one
of the models for German and European literature. He wrote in German, at least originally,
and his true identity has never been established.) This story of an American sailor who misses
his ship, loses his papers, is shuttled back and forth by bureaucrats along the Atlantic coast
and ends up as a stoker on the old crate of the title, destined by its cynical owners to sink for
the insurance money, bowled me over, as it did most readers. Ostensibly realist, it has a
romantic, almost anarchist feel, which was perhaps its chief attraction.
Earlier, in fact already in Britz, we subscribed to a lending library. (As far as I can tell, there
were no local public lending libraries in Berlin.) It was some way off, in a small book-lined
room above a bookshop. At first, I went there with Max. Once I had learned to find my way
around, I often went there alone, equipped with a list of books we wanted to borrow. I had my
share in this. My reading habits changed abruptly: I abandoned books for juveniles and
switched to adult literature. I discovered crime fiction, mostly books by English (not American)
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writers, translated into German. The king of crime writers was Edgar Wallace. I read a few of
his and then went on to his 'People of the River' series, which became my favourite. These
tales are set in an imaginary British colony in West Aftrica, where Mr Commissioner Sanders
keeps the King's peace 'with a handful of Houssa soldiers'. they are commanded by the long
suffering Captain Hamilton aided by Lieutenant Tibbetts, know as 'Bones', whose clumsy and
comic schemes always threaten disasters that are averted in the nick of time, by good luck
and Mr Commissioner Sanders. Neither Max nor Ruth can have looked at these books, as I
would surely have been given some rudimentary lessons on Colonialism.
Later, we dropped the lending library, perhaps to save money, but not before I had been able
to look at Lady Chatterley's Lover. This had been borrowed by Ruth or Max, goodness knows
why, unless they were interested in it as an aspect of the class struggle. I found the setting
puzzling, and the lyrical descriptions of the sexual encounters of Mellors and the Lady so
disappointing that I did not finish the book.
15/05/95
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SEVEN: 1932 - Denmark Again
In the summer of 1932, I went to Denmark again. This time, Anja and Gerson had rented a
house in Gilleleje, a little fishing harbour on the north coast of Seeland, not far from
Hundested, where I had been the year before. But, as I remember it, we did not visit Gerson's
parents: such was life without a car in 1932. On the other hand, we went for a day excursion to
Sweden by boat, from Gilleleje harbour to Mölle, a popular holiday resort on a small peninsula.
This felt more of a sea voyage than the crossing from Germany. (Easter 1977 we drove to
Mölle from Lund, to spend a day in bright sunshine and a biting wind, and to be met by a
blizzard when we got back to Lund. It was then that I recalled my earlier visit.) The Cohns'
rented house faced the wide beach, and I went for a swim every morning before breakfast.
There was a submerged sandbank about a hundred yards out, where one could just touch
bottom before turning and swimming back to the shore. I kept this up although it became quite
chilly in early September. On the journey home, crossing to Warnemünde in the evening,
when it was already dark, I got a cigar from an automat on the ferry and smoked most of it:
this was my most memorable holiday exploit. I got back home heavily suntanned, with my hair
bleached to a nordic blond by the salty.
While I was in Denmark, Ruth and Max spent three weeks touring the country adjoining the
Baltic coast. They started in Schleswig-Holstein; then travelled east to Mecklenburg and
Pomerania, visiting Rostock, Schwerin and many smaller towns. What they found I have
learned from an account Ruth wrote in 1960. Superficially all seemed orderly and peaceful in
these clean North German towns and villages. But the ubiquitous swastikas chalked on walls
of houses or painted on roadways, the numerous reports in the local press of clashes between
National Socialists and their opponents, ranging from academic debates to street brawls, told
a different story. It became clear to them that these rural provinces, the hinterland of the Baltic
coast, had largely come under the sway of the Nazis, who had gained adherents at all social
levels. When they returned to Berlin, they could not share the optimism of their friends, who
thought that the National Socialist movement was on the wane.
It is difficult to write about the last years of the Weimar Republic without hindsight. A glance at
a chronological table shows that events were piling up ominously by the autumn of 1932. But
that is not how it felt at the time: things were going badly, of course, but no-one, not even the
Nazis themselves, foresaw how soon and how suddenly the Republic was to collapse. After
the general election in May 1928, the government reverted to the Social Democrats, in
coalition with some of the small 'democratic' parties. But the recovery of the economy, which
had begun in 1924 and was largely fuelled by foreign loan capital, came to a standstill in 1928.
It turned into a depression which worsened rapidly after the notorious Black Tuesday on the
New York stock exchange in October 1929. Already in 1929, there were two million
unemployed, and a dispute between the coalition partners over the way to deal with this led to
the resignation of Chancellor Müller in March 1930. As his successor, President Hindenburg
appointed Heinrich Brüning, a member of the Catholic Centre party and an expert on
economics. Firmly convinced that there was no alternative, he set out to fight the depression
by a policy of severe deflation. (But both the Reichswehr and the East Prussian landowners
were spared from his austerity measures.) Without a parliamentary majority, he had to fall
back on Article 48 of the Weimar Constitution which sanctioned emergency decrees provided
they were underwritten by the President. But these could be annulled by the Reichstag. When
the Reichstag exercised its right (with the SDP joining in the vote), Brüning dissolved it. So
another general election had to be held, in September 1930.
The result was spectacular. Brüning did not get the centre-right majority he had hoped for.
Instead, the National Socialists, who had gained a foothold in 1928 with some seven hundred
thousand votes and twelve Reichstag seats, polled six and a half million votes. They became
the second largest party, with 107 seats against the SDP's 143 and the KPD's 77. Brüning had
to continue to rule by emergency decrees. He could do this because he had the backing of the
octogenarian president Hindenburg, and because the Social Democrats, severely shaken by
the explosive growth of the National Socialist vote, acquiesced in his policies as the 'lesser
evil'. His orthodox measures involved cuts in wages, salaries and unemployment benefit, and
the forced reduction of industrial prices. But the depression got worse. I remember a crucial
moment. One morning in July 1931, I went out to do some shopping, and was surprised to see
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a queue outside a bank. The bank was closed; its doors were barred by an iron grille. A line of
glum looking people stood there, waiting silently and patiently. This was the local branch of
DANAT, the Darmstädter und Nationalbank, which had failed. Unemployment grew rapidly; so
did the following of the National Socialists.
Meanwhile, the Communists were out on a limb of their own. By 1930, the KPD had become
completely subservient to the Comintern, which of course acted under orders from Stalin. At
the Sixth World Congress in the summer of 1928, the Comintern made a sudden switch to a
left-wing, indeed 'ultraleft', line. It proclaimed the 'end of the post-war stabilization of
Capitalism' and the 'beginning of the 'third period' of Capitalism'. It predicted (rightly) a
'catastrophic economic crisis'; it also predicted 'imperialist attacks and preparation of
intervention against the Soviet Union' and 'a whole chain of revolutionary situations'.
Communist parties were, therefore, to launch the final offensive against Capitalism. Their
principal target, however, was - the Social Democrats, particularly left-wing Social Democrats,
as 'the most dangerous enemy of the Working Class'. (Already in 1924, in a dark saying,
Stalin had pronounced the dogma that 'fascism and social democracy are not antipodes, but
twins'.)
Ostensibly, this was a return to Lenin's hopes and policies of the early Twenties, and many
people, both adherents and opponents of Communism, saw it as such. But it can be argued
that this view was (and is) mistaken. By 1928, Stalin had defeated the Left Opposition Trotsky, Zinoviev and Kamenev - and was preparing to strike at his ally Bukharin and the socalled Right Wing. The turn to the left was an adjunct to this. Also, the doctrine of 'Socialism in
One Country' - the Soviet Union - had been rammed down the throats of the faithful; the old
Internationalist guard had been expelled or neutralized. It was well known among the higher
Communist echelons that Stalin and his followers had nothing but contempt for the Comintern
and European Communists. They wanted to build up the strength of the Soviet Union ('one
Soviet tractor is worth more than ten good foreign Communists'). Such things could not be
said in public; but, in effect, the Comintern was engaged in a mock fight. The Reichswehr was
still secretly training in Russia (and, incidentally, training the Red Army), and the Soviet Union
was doing business with German industrialists. So an attack on the SDP, which looked
westwards and favoured a Franco-German rapprochement, chimed in with Soviet foreign
policy.
The leadership of the KPD obediently adopted the new line, and held to it until the bitter end in
1933. Party members were told that 'objectively', there was no difference between the Weimar
Republic and Fascism, between National Socialists and Social Democrats who were dubbed
Sozialfaschisten, Social Fascists. They were the instruments by which a desperate
bourgeoisie was clinging to power, before its final defeat by the working class. As the Nazi
menace grew, the KPD reverted to the old Left Opposition slogan of a 'united front from
below', yet proscribed any concerted action that involved SPD functionaries. The attack on the
'Social Fascists' seems to have been mostly confined to verbal abuse. But at street level, the
Communists became the prime target of the National Socialists' paramilitary force, the SA
(Sturmabteilungen, Storm Troopers). Although the Central Committee of the KPD did not
sanction street violence, the Communists hit back locally, and a veritable guerilla war
developed between the SA and their Communist opposite numbers.
The new Comintern line also paralysed the Opposition, both in the Party and outside it. Writing
in 1942, in New York, Ruth said
We maintained regular contacts with our Moscow friends until the end of 1931. (...)
Several times Zinoviev took the initiative and asked us to organize a new Communist
Party. As much as we had wanted to organize a Moscow independent Communist
Party in 1923 and before then, just as clear was it now for us that it was too late. Many
factors contributed to our paralysis. The cry for unity against the Nazis among the
Communist and Social Democratic workers was so sincere that any new
organizational attempt would have met bitter scorn and contempt for the destroyers of
"proletarian unity". The German Communist Party had caught in it not only all antiNazi groups, but had also dragged behind them all outstanding anti-Nazi personalities
(...)
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The SPD seems to have been the only party, other than the rapidly diminishing German
People's Party, that backed the Weimar Republic wholeheartedly. But it was compromised by
its tacit agreement with Brüning, and handicapped by its emphasis on legality in the face of
Nazi lawlessness. So, given the Social Democrats' evident ineffectualness, most radical
opponents of the National Socialists joined the KPD or, at the least, became Fellow Travellers.
Ruth went on to say that
(...) we had no self-deception about the nature of the Nazi movement. For us it was
another edition of Stalinism, integrating all the militant counter-revolutionary forms
[sic]. This militant counter-revolutionary movement could be beaten only by a militant
revolutionary movement, clearly anti-nationalist and anti-imperialist, based on
Socialism and Internationalism.
It seems most unlikely that such a programme would have cut much ice in 1931. Still, Ruth
and Max had made a more realistic appraisal of the growing danger than the Comintern and
the leadership of the KPD. So had Trotsky, who issued a stream of denunciations and
prescient articles from his exile on the Turkish island of Prinkipo. Already in 1931 he wrote that
'the leadership of the Comintern is leading the German proletariat towards an enormous
catastrophe, the core of which is the panicky capitulation before fascism'. Of course Ruth and
Max, Trotsky and other dissident Communists were only concerned about the threat to the
working class movement. They ignored the threat to democracy. Nor were they particularly
alarmed by the Nazis' antisemitism, which they treated (I think) as a piece of demagogy,
intended to deceive the working class. In any case, antisemitism was no novelty for anyone
born and raised in the old Russian or Habsburg empires.
Unlike Trotsky, Ruth and Max did not come out in public against Comintern policy, as far as I
know. Perhaps this was so because they had no platform. But I have the feeling that they may
well have refrained deliberately, because they wanted to keep the door open for a return to the
KPD, should a change of circumstances make this possible. Plenty of comments were made
at home and among friends, both regarding the pusillanimity and obsession with legality of the
Social Democrats, and the mistaken line of the Comintern, but that was all. They busied
themselves with writing projects, such as the Deutsche Kinderfibel and the book on Plekhanov
I have mentioned already, and watched political developments from the sidelines. For me, this
meant that (unlike some others even in my age group) I did not get involved in 'anti-fascist'
acitivities, at school or outside it. As far as I can remember now, I did not take much notice of
the course of events, so that I have to fall back on the historical record to fill in the
background.
The high point of the SDP's policy of 'toleration' was reached when they backed Hindenburg's
re-election in March 1932. In 1925, his election had filled the Left with forebodings of a
restoration of the Empire. Now, he was regarded as the last bulwark against Hitler, who had
decided to stand. Hitler obtained over eleven million votes, Hindenburg nearly nineteen.
(Thälmann, for the KPD, polled five million, and a right wing candidate over two million.) But
Hindenburg had failed to obtain the requisite absolute majority by a small margin, and the
election had to be repeated. The Nazi campaign was spectacular: Goebbels hit upon the idea
of getting Hitler to campaign by aeroplane ('Hitler over Germany'). On April 10, Hitler's share
of the vote went up to well over thirteen million. However, Hindenburg was home and dry with
nineteen million votes, while Thälmann lost a million. Hitler's bid had failed. Still, the vote was
impressive enough, and made plausible the National Socialists' declared objective of coming
to power 'legally'.
By now, Hindenburg was eighty-four. He depended on a small clique of advisers, chiefly his
son Oskar von Hindenburg, Meißner, the head of the Chancellery, Brüning, and General
Schleicher, head of the political department of the Reichswehr. Schleicher had been material
in the fall of Müller and Brüning's appointment as Chancellor. At that time, he disliked the
Nazis, with their vulgar rethoric and pseudo-socialist demagogy, almost as much as the
Communists; so did his colleagues and the bulk of right wing politicians. But by 1932 he had
become convinced that the National Socialists should and could be 'tamed'. He began secret
talks with Hitler and at the same time undermined Hindenburg's confidence in Brüning. The
President refused to sign any more emergency decrees, and Brüning resigned. Schleicher
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had a replacement ready: Franz von Papen, whom the historian Golo Mann aptly described as
'a well-bred buffoon, amateur horseman and orator'. Hindenburg took to him immediately.
Papen managed to put together a cabinet consisting mainly of right-wing aristocrats, which
was promptly dubbed the 'barons' cabinet'. Immediately, he repealed a ban on the SA and the
SS which Brüning had imposed in April when the Länder requested it. (These individual
Provinces were responsible for the police. The SA wore brown shirts, breeches, jackboots and
the ugly peaked caps copied from the old Austrian army; their chief function was street
intimidation and terror. SS stands for Schutzstaffeln, a sort of pretorian guard for Hitler and
high-up Nazis; they wore black shirts and the death's head badge.) The promise of the repeal
was one of the concessions secretly agreed with Hitler; so was the dissolution of the
Reichstag and a general election, in which the Nazis expected to make large gains. Street
violence resumed. Its climax came when a deliberatively provocative Nazi march through a
Hamburg working-class suburb, escorted by police, was met by gun fire from the rooftops. A
pitched battle ensued, leaving some 19 dead and hundreds of wounded, Nazis, Communists
and police. Three days later, on 20 July, Papen used this as a pretext to carry out a
(premeditated) coup d'état: by presidential decree, he deposed the Social Democrat
government of Prussia, the largest Land, and appointed himself Reich Commissioner. The
SPD leaders (Severing and Braun) protested that this was illegal, but 'yielded to force'. (In fact,
the Reichswehr had been alerted. It has been argued that, at the very least, some token
resistance would have been possible.) The SPD had demonstrated its political impotence. It
had also lost control of the Prussian police.
The election was held on 31 July. The National Socialist vote, 37% of the total, gave them 230
seats in the Reichstag, way ahead of the SPD's 133 and the KPD's 89. Party membership
topped the million mark, and there were some 400 000 SA and SS. But a fortnight later,
Hitler's demand to be made Chancellor was rebuffed by old Hindenburg, who disliked the
'Austrian lance-corporal'. The official communique reporting this, the first face to face meeting
of Hindenburg and Hitler, referred to Hitler's broken promise of support for Papen and to the
President's refusal to hand over power to 'a movement which had the intention of using it in a
one-sided manner'. (Schleicher had only been prepared to have the National Socialists join the
cabinet, not to lead it.) Hitler and his Party were humiliated. At the end of August, the newly
elected Reichstag met for the first time, elected Göring as its president, and adjourned for a
fortnight.
This is how things stood when I came back from my Danish holiday. Although, as I have said
already, my main concern was with the new school year, mathematics, and the like, I was
aware of the news and the political developments. Ruth usually bought newspapers on the
way to her office in Prenzlauer Berg, and brought them home in the evening. (She never gave
up the politician's habit of scanning through several newspapers daily.) Max might contribute
the Welt am Abend, as well as stories and rumours he had picked up from journalists and
other political friends. Furthermore, there was the radio. This played an important part at
home. As public broadcasting developed in the Twenties, Max realized that a new vein of
journalism had opened for someone like himself, who could listen to the news, and to political
broadcasts, in several languages, and was familiar with the background. This material could
then be turned into articles, for which he found a ready market (in the Münzenberg press).
In the early Thirties, technical innovations led to the introduction of more sensitive radio
receivers. Some time in the spring of 1932, when I came home from school, Max proudly
showed me our new radio - an eight valve receiver. (The number of valves in a radio, like the
number of cylinders of a car engine, was a recognized indicator of quality and cost.) The set
did not have the Art Deco lines familiar from TV series set in the Twenties and Thirties.
Rather, it was a four-square box of shiny brown wood with a sloping front. Its size was
impressive: some two foot wide and eighteen inches deep, with height to match. An unusual
feature was the way tuning was done: not by twiddling a knob, but by rotating a large drum
protruding from an upright slot in the sloping front. Moreoever, instead of having the names of
stations printed on it, the drum was covered with graduated paper, on which the user entered
the station himself. So we could log both the common and the more distant transmitters the
set picked up. It looked fit for a radio ham, but in fact did not have any short wave bands. That
did not matter, as these did not carry the kind of broadcasts Max was interested in.
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There were five elections in 1932: two successive ones for the presidency of the Reich, one
for the Prussian diet, and two for the Reichstag. I do not think that Ruth voted in any of these;
Max, as a Soviet national, could not vote in any case. I have already quoted Ruth to the effect
that they saw National Socialism as a distorted mirror image of Stalinism, integrating all
counter-revolutionary forces. That its motor was the misery caused by the depression was
evident enough; that it began to make inroads into the working class, the natural constituency
of Socialism, was - they thought- the fault of misguided Communist policy, and of the
ossification and ineffectualness of the Social Democrats. I can see now how much we
underestimated the force of the Nazi appeal to nationalism: Hitler and all the other Nazi
orators went on and on about the 'November criminals' (the politicians who had signed the
armistice in 1918) and the 'shame of Versailles'. While Ruth and Max strongly favoured united
working class action ('from below'?) they did not think of the dwindling democratic parties, or
the (Catholic) Centre party, as potential allies. However, they expected the traditional right
wing parties, backed by the Reichswehr, to ward off the National Socialist bid to come to
power 'legitimately'. They were convinced that Hitler could only become Chancellor after a
lengthy struggle, and a successful civil war against the Working Class Movement. They even
thought (but this I learned much later, from Ruth's posthumously published memoirs) that they
could expect 'a normalization of their relations to the Party in the event that any real resistance
to Hitler should develop'.
There was a striking divergence between the impression Hitler made on his followers, and on
his opponents. While he could work his sympathisers into a fanatical frenzy (and convince
many of the more staid conservatives that he meant well, at bottom), others, particulary left
wing intellectuals and politicians, saw him as an empty headed demagogue exploiting a
temporary crisis, and indeed as faintly ludicrous. In her more detailed account of the years
1932 and 1933 Ruth implies that she and Max did not share this rather generally held opinion.
But I remember that we made or repeated our share of jokes about Hitler and the Nazis at
home, Max probably more than Ruth. For instance, it ws an open secret that Röhm, the head
of the SA, was a homosexual. The junior branch of the Nazi movement was the Hitlerjugend
(Hitler Youth). Some humourless Nazi journalist was supposed to have said "in jedem
Hitlerjunge soll ein SA-Mann stecken", which translates as "there should be something of an
SA man in every Hitler Youth, and this double-entendre made the rounds as a popular antiNazi joke. Then there was the one about the three qualities the Good Lord had given the
Germans : honesty, intelligence and National Socialism - but with the proviso that a German
could only possess two of these: so one could be honest and intelligent, but not a Nazi, or a
Nazi and honest but ... . This kind of thing helped to reinforce the notion that active Nazi
supporters were 'scum', and although scum is unpleasant and very visible, it has no
substance. On the more serious side, Hindenburg's dislike of the 'Austrian [or 'Bohemian']
lance-corporal' was common knowledge; so was his increasing senility, and his dependence
on a small coterie; yet it was thought that he would 'never' underwrite Hitler's appointment as
Chancellor.
I have no doubt that Ruth and Max discussssed the political situation, as it was a long
standing habit of theirs to thrash things out between themselves and arrive at a common
stand, but they did not say all that much about it to me. So I was not too concerned. I must
add that, although I knew, from reports in the newspapers and on the radio, that the SA were
engaged in a terror campaign, particularly against the KPD, I never witnessed any street
violence myself. And this in spite of my daily journeys to and from school across Berlin, and
my evening excursions to the Kurfürstendamm. Nor did I ever see a Nazi demonstration, let
alone attend one of their meetings out of curiosity. I was also shielded from contact with the
Nazis at school, because of the special character of Karl-Marx-Schule. Its local catchment
area was Neukölln, a working class district in which the National Socialist presence was, as
yet, confined to a few pubs from which their strong arm squads operated. The other pupils
came from left wing circles; the National Socialist pupils' organization (the Schülerbund) was
not in evidence, and there were no National Socialists among the staff. So I was aware of the
rising Nazi threat in theory, but had no direct experience of it.
The Reichstag met in the middle of September, and passed an overwhelming vote of no
confidence in Papen; only the German Nationalists (the Deutschnationalen) supported him.
Papen had anticipated this, and came armed with a decree ordering the dissolution of the
Reichstag. So another election campaign began, barely two months after the last one. This
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time, the National Socialists were struggling. Just before the election, there was a bizarre
episode. In response to government-imposed wage cuts, a strike erupted in the Berlin
Transport Company. (Because the vote fell a little short of the 75% required by the rule book,
it was not backed by the union, but called by the KPD. Curiously, I cannot remember it;
perhaps the U-Bahn was not affected. The strike failed.) Astonishingly, the National Socialists
announced that they, too, supported the strike, no doubt in an attempt to dent the solid 'red'
vote in Berlin, and there seems to have been some degree of cooperation at local level. These
tactics backfired, as they alienated many of their wealthy supporters, when they were already
strapped for cash. They had already resorted to street collections. On every street corner, a
brown-shirted SA man was rattling his tin, some crying "für die bösen Nazis" - for the wicked
Nazis. This was a double-edged joke, implying both that they were not so bad after all, and
that only someone really wicked could deal with the 'Marxist menace'.
I remember the street collectors. They stayed at their posts after the election was over,
changing their cry to "für die Winterhilfe", a quite genuine 'winter aid' fund set up by the
National Socialists to help the unemployed. I also remember the posters, but not much else,
as we took little notice of the election campaign itself (or so it seems to me now). However,
there was one other feature that stood out, literally: the flags, fluttering from people's windows.
In Neukölln, they were red. In Wilmersdorf, our quarter, there were but few of these; one saw
the black-white-and-red (the old Imperial colours) of the German Nationalist and, more
plentifully, the Nazi flag: a black swastika set on a white disc in an ample red ground. The red
had been chosen to annoy the 'Marxists', but overall the Nazi colours were also the old
Imperial ones. One Nazi flag was waving from the flat above ours.
Voting took place on Novembere 6. When the results were declared, it turned out that the
National Socialists had lost two million votes, compared to July. But they were still the
strongest party, with 196 Reichstag seats. The German Nationalists had profited at the Nazis'
expense. On the left, the Communist vote topped the six million mark, but the SPD had made
a corresponding loss. There was something of a sigh of relief all round, National Socialists
excepted. The Nazi bubble had shrunk: soon it would collapse. There were also other
welcome signs of Nazi decline, both as regards their support, and their morale.
After fruitless behind-the-scenes negotiations with Hitler, Papen was left politically isolated,
with the German Nationalists as his only support in the Reichstag. He proposed to declare yet
another state of emergency, and to effect a constitutional reform that would, he claimed,
overcome the parliamentary deadlock. It included the banning ('dissolution') of the two
extremist parties, the KPD and the NSDAP. But Schleicher produced a report which claimed
that the Reichswehr could not cope with a potential 'civil war on two fronts' not to mention a
consequent 'surprise attack by Poland'. (This was the result of a pencil and paper 'war game'
sparked off, it seems, by the Berlin transport strike. If it was not a deliberate ploy of Schleicher
who wanted to involve the Nazis in government - to 'tame' them - and so had had enough of
Papen, it demonstrates the utter lack of political sense of the Reichswehr leadership.)
Reluctantly, Hindenburg had to let Papen go, and appoint Schleicher as Chancellor.
Many people had considered Papen and his 'barons' cabinet' as little better than a sick joke,
and evinced no surprise at his political demise. Schleicher, although Minister of Defence in
Papen's cabinet, was an unknown quantity in the domain of public politics. His role behind the
scenes was well known; now, on all sides, there was much curiosity as to how the 'political
general' would make out. I can remember Max's scathing comments. It seems that Schleicher
wanted to form a grand coalition ranging from 'reasonable Nazis' to 'reasonable Socialists'. His
first move, to detach Gregor Strasser from Hitler and thus split the National Socialist
Reichstag contingent failed at once: Hitler easily defeated Strasser, the only leading Nazi who,
apparently, put some store by the 'socialist' note in the Party platform. Strasser resigned his
Party offices and took himself off to Italy.
A week later, on 15 December, Schleicher addressed the nation over the radio. He asked
people to forget that he was a soldier. (Technically, he was a civilian as he had resigned his
Reichswehr post.) He supported neither Capitalism nor Socialism; both were outmoded. All he
wanted to do was to create work. (Ruth's memoirs remind me that we listened to this effort,
rather incredulously.) His speech irritated Industrialists, infuriated East Prussian landowners
(he proposed to cut their state subsidies), yet failed to overcome the Social Democrats'
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mistrust. Negotiations with the trade unions came to nothing. But he soldiered on, and the
newspapers were full of speculations about the likely alliances he was trying to form.
Meanwhile, Papen began to intrigue against Schleicher, in revenge for his dismissal from the
Chancellorship. His first move was a meeting with Hitler early in January, in the house of a
Cologne banker who was a Nazi sympathizer. Despite elaborate precautions, news of this
leaked out immediately. No concrete proposals resulted from this meeting. But the ice had
been broken and arrangements had been put in hand to pay the National Socialists' debts.
Schleicher, trusting in his opponents' inability to agree, went on regardless: as late as 15
January, he said to the future Austrian chancellor Schuschnigg (who was visiting Berlin as a
member of the Austrian government) that "Herr Hitler was no longer a problem, his movement
had ceased to be a political danger, and the whole problem had been solved. It was a thing of
the past".
In fact, the National Socialists' spirits were rising. On the day Schleicher saw Schuschnigg,
they obtained nearly forty per cent of the vote in the minuscule Land of Lippe, and trumpeted
this abroad as a great victory. A week later, Hitler addressed some 10 000 Storm Troopers on
the Bülow Platz in Berlin, in front of Karl Liebknecht Haus, the KPD headquarters, under police
protection. It had been known for some time that this demonstration was in the offing.
Dissatisfaction among the rank and file of the Communist Party had reached such a pitch of
dissatisfaction with the Party line that, it seems, the leadership had to countenance serious
preparations for the staging of an armed counter demonstration. The idea was to provoke a
conflict that would draw in all anti-Nazi forces, including the largely Social Democrat Prussian
police; it was thought that the Reichswehr would remain neutral. (Some hope.) These plans
were aborted when peremptory orders were received from Moscow, enjoining the KPD to
avoid all clashes with the Nazis. So a 'silent demonstration' took place instead. On the 25th,
the demonstrators, without banners or slogans, marched in dogged silence past Karl
Liebknecht Haus, while Thälmann and other Party leaders, standing in silence on a rostrum,
returned the clenched fist salutes.
Next morning, an editorial in the leading SPD newspaper Vorwärts praised the demonstration.
In fact, Stampfer, the paper's editor, had for some time been attempting to work towards a
united front. He had even approached the Soviet embassy, where he and some colleagues
were received, listened to politely, and firmly told that the Kremlin was reckoning with a period
of German fascism as an inevitable transitional stage. (Perhaps the Soviet ambassador had
also been told, through well-worn channels, that 'Herr Hitler was no longer a problem'.) It is of
course highly unlikely that armed resistance - even jointly with the Social Democrats, among
whom a similar grass roots movement had begun - would have stopped the National Socialists
at this stage.
Continuing with his intrigue, Papen managed to convince the German Nationalists and the
Stahlhelm, the right wing veterans' organization, that they could safely join with the weakened
Nazi movement to topple Schleicher. He agreed to Hitler's demand for the Chancellorship,
reserving the second place in the cabinet for himself. It remained to get Hindenburg's assent.
Papen still had ready access to the President - who had a personal liking for the former page
at the Imperial Court - and to his coterie, the real power behind the old man. Göring had good
relations with Oskar von Hindenburg. It was now Schleicher's turn to walk the plank:
Hindenburg dismissed him on 28 January. He had been won over when the conspirators
found a general who was willing to serve as defence minister under Hitler. General von
Blomberg, hastily summoned from Geneva where he was the German representative at the
Disarmament Conference, arrived in Berlin on the morning of 30 January. At the railway
station, he was met by an officer with orders to report to the Chief of the army command, and
by Oskar von Hindenburg with orders to report to the President. He chose to go to
Wilhelmstraße. He quickly
reached an agreement with Hitler. This was the final click of the infernal machine Papen had
set in motion on January 4th. Later that morning, Hitler was appointed Chancellor. Papen was
Vicechancellor and Prime Minister of Prussia. There were only two other National Socialists in
the cabinet: Frick, an unpleasant personality of the second rank, and Göring, Minister without
Portfolio and Minister of the Interior in Prussia. The other ministries were held by the leaders
of the German Nationalists and the Stahlhelm, and by two of Hindenbug's nominees, one of
which was Blomberg.
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The nomination of Hitler as Chancellor became known generally in the afternoon and was
received with surprise - even by his own followers. Ruth had gone to Prenzlauer Berg, as
usual. Soon after hearing the news, she went across to a municipal hospital in which Franz
Heimann, the co-author of Deutsche Kinderfibel, worked under a Dr Felix Boenheim, a Party
member and one of Münzenberg's men. She relates that, to her astonishment, she found him
in excellent spirits, radiating an air of complacency. He greeted her cheerfully, and said "do
you realize now, Ruth, that you've been wrong? Hitler is in power, legally, by parliamentary
means, and the Nazis are not thinking about a putsch at all. I have always said that Germany
is not the country for adventures of that sort. Hitler will lose prestige quickly, and we, as the
only effective opposition, will have the best opportunity imaginable to unite all anti-Nazis
behind us". She was at a loss for words. Indeed, on the face of it Boenheim was right,
because she had always maintained that Hitler would not be able to seize power peacefully.
She adds that 'her comrades and friends' did not share Dr Boenheim's optimism, and thought
that the most favourable moment had been missed, 'as in 1923'; the last opportunity for
resistance with advantage on their side had been in December, when Schleicher was
Chancellor.
Hitler immediately persuaded Hindenburg to dissolve the Reichstag again, promising that this
would be the last time. (It was.) Two days later, he opened the election campaign by
addressing the nation over the radio, as Schleicher had done six weeks earlier. This was the
only time I heard a speech by Hitler. Over sixty years later, I can only recall the opening words,
Vierzehn Jahre - fourteen years. I have had to look up the speech to bring it back to mind. The
fourteen years were, of course, the time that had elapsed since the "crime of November
1918". For these fourteen years, the Almighty had withheld his blessing from our People
[unser Volk: I still bridle when I see that word]. Listing the catastrophes of these past years,
Hitler conjured up the spectre of the end of two thousand years of civilization, confronted by
Communism's all-embracing attack. This menace, which denied and destroyed everything,
spared neither the family, nor honour and loyalty, nor culture and learning, nor indeed the
eternal basis of morals and our faith. "Fourteen years of Marxism have ruined Germany. One
year of Bolshevism would destroy it." The task of his government was to restore the spiritual
unity and the will power of the Volk, the protection of Christianity as a basis of morals and of
the family as the germ of the body of the nation, to overcome the class struggle and bring
back tradition to the place of honour. He asked for "only four years" to make good his
promises. "The Marxist parties and their sympathizers have had fourteen years to show what
they can do. The result is a field of ruins." He concluded by "respectfully asking for God's
blessing".
All this was delivered in Hitler's rasping voice and the backwoods dialect of the AustroGerman border from which he came. We could not believe that such a string of platitudes and
arrant nonsense could have any lasting effect. By all accounts, Hitler had an uncanny ability to
respond to the mood of a mass audience, and to establish complete mastery over it.This did
not come out over the radio - except, perhaps, for those who had already heard him in the
flesh. But I very much doubt whether Ruth and Max were aware of Hitler's hypnotic effect on
an audience. It would have been difficult for them to attend a Nazi meeting; they would have
risked being recognized (Ruth if not Max) and bundled out roughly.
I had a good memory, and some ability at mimicking dialects. In no time, I could give a fair
impression of large portions of the speech. For a few weeks, this became my party piece, to
the evident amusement of family and friends. I think this shows, once more, how grossly we
underestimated Hitler. But I wonder now whether I included the last part of Hitler's speech, an
open declaration that his government would not feel itself bound by constitutional restrictions
that had been devised by "those responsible for the collapse". This threat was about to be
made good.
As the election campaign took wing, Hitler and his principal lieutenants covered the country,
using railways, cars and aeroplanes, speaking in virtually every town of any size, hammering
away at the 'fourteen years of Marxism'. At the same time, the National Socialists cynically
used government power to further their campaign, aided by an emergency decree whch
severely curtailed the right to assembly, freedom of speech and the press; they also continued
with street terror. Göring was now in control of the Prussian police, and Prussia was two-thirds
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of Germany. In theory, he was under Papen; in fact, he issued orders with impunity,
dismissing known Social Democrats, and replacing them by his own men. He called up
auxiliary police, including some 25 000 SA and 15 000 SS, who thus acquired state authority
simply by wearing an appropriate arm band over their uniform. Of course these auxiliaries
ignored the terror campaign waged by their collegues against the Nazis' opponents, or actually
participated in it. I cannot say that I remember whether these things were discussed at home. I
think Ruth and Max were expecting a period of political reaction, something like a return to the
authoritarian, but partly parliamentarian regime before 1914. They may even have counted on
the working class parties to act as a counterweight.
Another surprising lacuna in my memory is that I have no recollection of the developments at
school. According to Radde's book, on which I have drawn already, a Nazi guard was posted
at the gates on 21 February, which barred entry to a number of the staff. On the following day,
a Dr Rust, Reichskommissar in the Prussian Ministry of Culture, announced Karsen's
dismissal and the dissolution of Karl-Marx-Schule; Karsen was prevented from even entering
the building. (My part of the school reverted to its old status and name, Kaiser-FriedrichRealgymnasium.) Staff, parents and pupils protested unanimously but ineffectually against
these measures. But I went to school as usual. Indeed, we went on with our daily routines,
somewhat bemused perhaps, but with no inkling of the imminent disaster. Then came the
Reichstag fire.
On the evening of 27 February, four weeks after Hitler's appointment as Chancellor and six
days before the election, fire broke out in the empty Reichstag building. Inside, the police
arrested a young Dutchman, Marinus van der Lubbe, who readily admitted that he had started
the fire, and added that he was a Communist. Van der Lubbe had merely laid and lit a trail of
domestic firelighters. But the fire in the main debating chamber blazed up spectacularly within
minutes, just before Göring (who was president of the Reichstag) arrived on the scene, about
9.30 p.m. On being told that a 'Communist incendiary' had been arrested, he proclaimed that
'the Communist Party is behind this'. Hitler and Goebbels reached the Reichstag building a
little later, after ten. When Göring told them that the fire was 'undoubtedly the work of
Communists', Hitler flew into an extraordinary rage. He demanded that all Communist
functionaries were to be shot, and all Communist Reichstag members hanged on the spot. But
it was Göring who gave the orders, in a hastily convened meeting in his office, which was not
affected by the fire. He instructed the Prussian political police to have a large numer of
prominent Communists arrested at once. These orders were confirmed when the party
adjourned to the Prussian Ministry of the Interior, around 11 p.m.; by then, the fire was under
control, but still smouldering. Finally, Hitler and Goebbels went to the office of the principal
National Socialist newspaper, the Völkische Beobachter, and rewrote the front page.
Using old police lists, some 4 000 people were arrested that night, some 1500 in Berlin alone,
by the police and the auxiliary police, in other words the SA; the cheerful Dr Boenheim, and
our friend Werner Scholem, were among those taken. The net was cast well beyond the
confines of the current Party membership, and it must have been a mere fluke that Ruth and
Max were not on the first list. Among those arrested were Ernst Torgler, the chair of the KPD's
parliamentary contingent, and three Bulgarians headed by Georgi Dimitrov, the Comintern's
chief representative in Germany. Torgler had been one of the last persons to leave the
Reichstag, only half an hour before the alarm was raised. On the strength of this, he and the
Bulgarians were charged with complicity. The trial was delayed until September, and was a
famous fiasco: Torgler and the Bulgarians were acquitted, Dimitrov made a notable defence,
while Göring made an ass of himself in court. But van der Lubbe, whose behaviour during the
proceedings gave reason to doubt his sanity, was sentenced to death and promptly executed
under a retrospective law promulgated expressly for this purpose.
Outside National Socialist circles, virtually no-one believed that the fire was the work of the
Communists. On the contrary, the idea rapidly gained ground that the Nazis had started it
themselves, so as to have an excuse to suppress the KPD. A few months later, Münzenberg,
who had escaped to Paris, organized the publication of a 'Brown Book' apparently
substantiating this theory, and a 'counter trial' held in London. For thirty years, Münzenberg's
version was accepted widely. However, recent research supports van der Lubbe's claim, that
he alone had started the fire; nor has credible evidence of Nazi collusion turned up. If this is
so, then the only question is whether the National Socialist response followed a pre-arranged
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plan, or was improvised. Both as a witness at the Reichstag fire trial and later, in the dock at
the Nuremberg trial, Göring admitted that he had intended to 'crush the Communists' - after
the election. As far as I am concerned this implies that, without the Reichstag fire, we might
have been taken even more unawares.
I have two mental images from the night of the Reichstag fire. The first is of Max telling us that
the Reichstag was on fire: he had heard it on the radio. I think that Ruth was resting, that I was
not doing anything in particular, and that Max was using the set in his customary manner to
search for news broadcasts. Presently, it became clear that 'the Communists' would be held
responsible; this may well have been part of the original announcement. What followed - and
this is the second 'screen memory' - was a document shredding session, in which I took part. I
was shown how to tear the pages in question into small pieces, and how to mix them up so as
to render it difficult to reconstitue them. What we tore up in this fashion were mainly - perhaps
wholly - letters; I was not told why it was necessary to get rid of them, or look at the contents
myself. But as I understood it, Ruth and Max were apprehensive that there could be a witch
hunt extending beyond the Communist Party proper, and did not want these things to fall into
the hands of the police. (Perhaps the embarrassing correspondence involved closet Left
Opposionists both in Germany and the Soviet Union.) I remember well how impressed I was
that I was allowed to join in this adult and semi-conspiratorial activity. The shreddings were put
in the bin, and we went to bed.
The next morning I went to school as usual. When I came home, the flat was empty. This was
also quite normal. In fact, it was my turn to cook supper, and I expected Ruth and Max home
between six and seven. I made goulash and boiled potatoes. I can still see myself standing in
front of the cooker, with the goulash simmering on the left and the potatoes boiling on the
right, when the telephone rang. It was Ruth: she told me that they would not be coming home
and that I, too, was not to stay in the flat. I was to go and stay with a colleague of Ruth's from
Prenzlauer Berg, a Miss Pinkus, who lived near by in Bechstedter Weg. She said that they
would get in touch with me the next day. She gave no reasons; I asked no question, and did
as I was told.
Ruth has left two accounts of the events that began with the Reichstag fire and ended with
their escape to Prague and my eventual deportation to Austria. One is in the autobiographical
notes written in 1942; the other in the more detailed memoir of the years 1932/1933, dating
from 1960, which I have used at the beginning of this chapter. (Neither was published in her
lifetime.) But what she says about the night of the Reichstag fire is puzzling and, frankly, not
credible. The two accounts do not agree with each other and are inconsistent with the course
of events, as she takes it for granted that the fire occurred during the night, and with my
recollections which I have just set down. What they have in common is that she claims that
she only learned of the fire next day, on her way to work. The only explanation that comes to
mind is that, even twenty years after, she did not want to admit (consciously or unconsciously,
either to herself or to potential readers) that she and Max had been so imprudent as to spend
the night at home, instead of going into hiding at once. There is a pertinent paragraph in the
1942 notes:
But we made mistakes of far-reaching consequence for our personal destinies. We
thought we were forgotten and we could remain in Germany after Hitler's victory, and
we could organize an underground movement against the official Communist
organization. We had to pay very expensively for these errors; we had to flee
unorganized, at the last moment, and without proper political preparation.
What she wrote in 1960 about the Tuesday after the fire is a good deal more plausible. She
says that she went to her office in Prenzlauer Berg town hall, where there was much alarm,
tension and excitement. She therefore left early in the afternoon, and went to a café on
Potsdamer Platz, where she usually met friends from all over Berlin. There, she discovered
the full extent and the nature of the previous night's events. For example, there was a friend a Communist journalist and Reichstag member - whose small suburban house had been
virtually demolished by the Storm Troopers who had come for him; he had only managed to
escape by hiding in the coal cellar. It soon became clear to her that returning home was out of
the question. She does not say when she met Max, or how it came about that they had the
Harley-Davidson. But she states emphatically that she did not go back to Bechstedter Weg,
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either then or later, and that is also what I remember. (Further on, she explains that, Max only
had his driving licence because of this, while she happened to have her passport. This caused
delay and difficulties in Prague.) I suppose she only telephoned me as late as she did because
she had to get hold of Miss Pinkus first.
In the autobiographical notes, Ruth wrote that she and Maslow
(...) lived for eight days "underground" in Nazi-infested Berlin, in a Berlin shivering with
acute fear (...) Several nights we could not find anyone to take us in. It was as
dangerous to remain in the streets and in public places as to be in the apartment of
friends. We saved our lives by dashing around on our American Harley-Davidson
motorcycle most of the time. Maslow did not want to leave Germany. He lived under
the impression that after the quieting down of the first excitement we could stay in
Berlin, and he refused categorically to go out [sic: i.e., leave].
In 1960, she is more explicit. They had to keep on the move for two nights; then a friend (not a
well known Communist sympathizer) offered them refuge in her flat. She heard that an 'SS
squad' had been looking for her in Prenzlauer Berg town hall, even searching the coal cellar
for her. As she could neither go home nor go to work, she
(...) toyed with the idea of joining the general exodus from Germany. But Maslow
insisted on staying. What he counted on was that this provocation [the terror following
the Reichstag fire] would call forth a spontaneous reaction against the Nazis, and
proposed to go underground, until a new wave of clashes between the Nazis and their
opponents would give us an opportunity to fight. Besides, Thälmann had now quit the
scene [he was arrested on Friday 3 March], and this would give us the chance to
achieve what we had been working towards for years without concrete resuslts: to free
the German Communist Party, or at least a substantial part of it, from Moscow's
control.
She goes on to describe how on Sunday - the day of the election, 5 March - they followed a
big Nazi march across Berlin. They noted how subdued this procession became in the working
class districts, where it was watched with silent hatred. Nevertheless, she says, some Storm
Troopers, newly enrolled as auxiliary police, mostly low level National Socialist functionaries,
tried to convince their Communist opposite numbers (whom they knew quite well as they
came from the same streets and worked in the same factories) that 'true German Socialism'
could be achieved under Nazi leadership.
She does not say whether she agreed with Max's insistence on staying, but one gets the
impression that she was less certain about this. But to judge by strictures on leading
Communists and others who fled the country immediately, they would have felt like the
proverbial deserting rats if they had gone then. It also seems to me now that they were as
shocked and confused by the turn of events as most people with left wing views. They had
plentiful experience of illegality and police persecution of Communists during the
earlyTwenties. But this was different. That the Nazi street terror should become and
instrument of state was wholly unexpected. On the day of the Reichstg fire, Germany still
seemed to be a country ruled by law; overnight, it had turned into one ruled by barbarism. Yet
many people thought that the hue and cry would die down and that some sort of normal life
could be resumed. What happened to our friend Werner Scholem is a sad illustration of this
illusion. Arrested by police during the night of the Reichstag fire, he was released by the end of
the week, once he had convinced the authorities that he was no longer a Communist
Reichstag member. A fortnight later, he actually went to Prague to visit Ruth and Max - and
returned to Berlin, to organize his emigration at leisure. At the end of April, the day before his
planned dpearture with his family, he was arrested again; this time, Emmy was arrested as
well. He was eventually tried for High Treason (because he had had an affair with a daughter
of the chief of the Reichswehr, von Hammerstein), acquitted, and re-arrested as he left the
court. He was held in concentration camps, first in Dachau and then in Buchenwald, where he
died in 1940, either shot down, or from exhaustion and illness caused as much by persecution
by the organized KPD prisoners as by the camp guards. Emmy and the children escaped; I
shall come back to this in chapter nine.
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When the election results were declared on Monday April 6th, it turned out that the National
Socialist vote still fell short of an absolute majority: they had polled seventeen million out of a
total of thirty-nine. The SPD vote had held up, and although the KPD was a million behind its
November figures, it still registered nearly five million votes. There were people who derived
some comfort from this, but it was too late by then. Already on the morrow of the Reichstag
fire, the cabinet had promulgated the notorious 'Reichstag fire decree', which virtually
suspended all civil liberties. The new Reichstag duly met. On 23 March it passed an enabling
law which installed the National Socialist dictatorship; the Communist members - proscribed
or under arrest - were absent, and only the 120 SPD members voted against it.
It became clear that I could not be left on my own, and it was decided that I should go to
Vienna, to the Friedländers. This would in any case have been a prerequisite for Max's plan of
underground resistance. But my arrest - if that is the right word - by an SA squad looking for
Ruth and Max put paid to the whole idea. Again, the two accounts are a little different. In 1942,
Ruth wrote 'that night, pressed by friends, Maslow decided to leave'. In the 1960 version, she
says that it could not be foreseen what would become of me unless they took some action on
my behalf, and that they could only do this from abroad. So my detention was the end of Max's
plans, and the cause of their almost instant departure. But it is now time to return to my side of
the story.
I have only vague memories of the days following the uneaten goulash supper. I stayed with
Miss Pinkus. I met Ruth and Max in the street, never for long. After a few days, they took me
to the flat where they had found temporary refuge. I have already recounted this: it was there,
in the midst of all this turmoil, that I asked Max to play the piano. I think that I made a few
more brief visits to this flat. I may have gone to school as usual, to give some appearance of
normality, but I am not at all sure about this. It seems that Ruth and Max thought that I, as a
minor and Austrian citizen to boot, would be safe from the attentions of the police; I had been
told to telephone the Austrian embassy in case of trouble.
We went on like this until the Monday after the election. It was only then, or perhaps on
Tuesday morning, that it was decided that I should go to Vienna. We met somewhere near
Fehrbelliner Platz, and I was sent off to pack a suitcase. We had left it one day too late. For
when I got to Bechstedter Weg 14, I found that the Nazis had been there before me: the front
door was swinging open, and the flat in chaos. Now I knew about the arrests, including
Scholem's; but I did no know that people's homes had been broken into by SA and SS squads
acting as auxiliary police. So I was taken completely by surprise: this was something that had
not been foreseen, and I had not been given any advice what I should do in such an
eventuality. As it turned out, I had walked straight into a trap.
The raiders had co-opted the Nazi in the flat above ours as a look-out. As soon as he saw me
enter the building, he telephoned the SA squad which had ransacked our flat. He stopped me
from leaving, and handed me over to them when they returned. Ruth became alarmed when I
did not return, telephoned the flat and learned that I had been arrested. Eventually, I was
taken to a building the SA were using as a prison of their own, where I was forced to stay for
two nights, was severely threatened and badly frightened by the brutalities I witnessed, but got
away comparatively lightly myself. Perhaps my age and nationality did protect me from the
worst. Fortunately, we were rescued by the regular police, and I finished up in police detention.
While all this was happening to me, Ruth and Max had escaped and reached Prague. From
there, they got in touch with a lawyer in Berlin, who managed to find out where I was being
held. Once this was known, grandfather Jakob in Vienna was alerted. He was able to mobilize
the Austrian authorities on my behalf, and after a couple of weeks I was deported as an
'undesirable alien'.
Ruth and Max did not stay in Prague; they went on to Paris. It was there that we were reunited
inJuly. I shall write about this in the next chapter. For the moment, all I need to say is that we
wrote an account of my arrest and detention by the SA, that is, I told my story and Max did the
writing. It was published in VU, an illustrated magazine of a left wing complexion, with its
authorship ascribed to 'Gerhard Fischer'. I did not see the published version at the time, and
have only recently got hold of a copy. It has reminded me of many things that I had managed
to forget. But I also have the impression that, between the writing of the piece at the beginning
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of July and its publication at the end of August, it was revised, probably by Max with help from
the editorial staff, so as to heighten the effect. (Perhaps other eye witness accounts were used
as well.) So I shall use the article to jog my memory, but not follow it word for word.
When I saw the open door and the state our flat was in, I hurriedly packed a suitcase with a
few esssentials and left. But just outside the street entrance I was overtaken by a man who
had come down the stairs behind me. This was the Nazi from upstairs,who stopped me with
threats. Presently, he handed me over to the motorized SA squad which he had summoned by
telephone. There were four or five storm troopers, led by a Doktor Taubert. (He was a
member of the Nazi lawyers' association.) We went back into the flat. I produced my Austrian
passport and demanded to be allowed to ring my embassy. This request was received with
derision, and my passport taken from me. We then waited around: I think they hoped that
Ruth and Max would come to look for me. They also started to pack our things - not just books
and papers but our belongings too, for example my 'best' suit. Taubert became very worked
up about the big radio set, especially its do-it-yourself tuning cylinder. He claimed that we had
been listening to a secret transmitter called Mazurath, and that I personally had erased this.
Then the telephone rang. One of the Storm Troopers, a big burly man who was some kind of
NCO, answered it, said "here he is", and passed the handset over to me. It was Ruth, anxious
because I had not shown up for the rendez-vous we had arranged. This is how I remember
the sequence of events; the account in VU is different. It must have been altered deliberately,
but I cannot think why this was done.
We then set off, with myself told to sit in the well of their car, leaving one of the SA men
behind to monitor further telephone calls. According to the VU article, we called at the local
police station and, strangely enough, at the office of Angriff, Goebbels' own newspaper. We
then went on to an SA barracks: the address in the article, and some other accounts I have
seen, was Friedrichstraße 234. This was a large building, perhaps an old factory or
warehouse. I was taken to a small annex in the courtyard, probably originally a stable, and
locked in a sort of cubicle at the back of this. The big Storm Trooper sergeant from Taubert's
squad announced disdainfully that I was too small for his attention, and I was left on my own
for some time, though shouted at by various guards and at first forbidden to lie down on the
straw mattress which was its only furniture. After dark, when I had fallen asleep exhausted, I
was woken up and taken to see Taubert. He demanded to know where 'my parents' were. I
replied (truthfully, as it happened) that I did no know. He became very angry. After some more
bullying, I was taken back to the cubicle. Presently, I was moved into the stable itself, where I
joined some other prisoners. Half the floor was covered with straw, and we laid down on this.
My place 'at the back' was taken by a young, slightly built Berliner, and we had to listen while
the Storm Trooper whom I have called the sergeant beat him up brutally and humiliated him
('lick my boots.') This went on for a long time, leaving the poor man whimpering after the SA
man had gone. I was so frightened that, in the middle of the night, I volunteered a fictitious
address where 'my parents' were supposed to be; rather stupidly, though, I picked a street in
the quarter in which they had been staying.
The next day, I was again interrogated by Taubert, who seemed to be in charge of the whole
establishment. To my surprise, he was no longer concerned with the whereabouts of 'my
parents'. It looked as if telephone conversations had been intercepted, and the Nazis had
realized that Ruth and Max had left Berlin. (My 'confession' may also have been lost in the
confusion.) Instead, he returned to the imaginary transmitter 'Mazurath' and my supposed
erasure of the incriminating evidence; he was quite obsessed by this. It was then (and only
then, I think) that I was beaten with a rubber truncheon. As it seemed pointless to deny such a
stupid accusation, I agreed that I had 'rubbed out something'. Triumphantly, Taubert
brandished his rubber truncheon and exclaimed "so have I". He then had a 'confession' typed
out, according to which I admitted that 1) we had used our radio to receive secret messages
from the Bolshevik-Communist transmitter Mazurath; 2) that we ourselves had sent out secret
messages; 3) that my mother had disseminated 'Jewish poison' among the German people; 4)
that my parents knew of a Communist organization whose purpose was the support of
International Capital. It did not seem worth while to suffer for this farrago of nonsense, either.
Then, after saying that "he only wanted to ask my mother a few questions", he suddenly
shouted furiously "if I get this sow here I'll tie her to this table and beat her to a pulp". After
some more interrogation of this sort, I was taken back to the communal cell.
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That evening we were 'inspected' by Count von Helldorf, head of the Berlin SA. We had to
stand to attention on our straw bedding. Jews were ordered to show their penises, so that true
Germans could see what the circumcised organ looked like ("zeig' mal deine Nille her". As I
had been circumcised as a toddler for medical reasons I fitted in with their expectations.)
Helldorf was told that I was "the son of Ruth Fischer" and replied that "he would have to say a
thing or two to me later".
The next morning, I was moved to the main building, and lodged in a large room with some
thirty or forty others. They were mostly minor KPD functinaries who had been rounded up by
their local SA. Both on the previous day, and again this morning, we were made to do
senseless drilling the courtyard. This was chiefly an occasion for the SA to lord it over their
captives. Fatigues were also dished out, such as cleanig the stairs with a toothbrush. Jews
had to form a circle and chant, repeatedly, "wir sind Tempeldiener ", we are servants of the
synagogue. (Why this amused the SA I do not know.) For these so-called exercises, we had to
remove our shirts; on one man's back I noticed a mosaic of black and blue marks left by
beatings.
At midday, just after some kind of food had been handed out, the guards suddenly rushed in,
looking worried and excited, shouting "hurry up, finish your grub". In no time, word went round
that the regular police had arrived to take us over. We piled into a fleet of Black Marias and
were taken away. As I was a minor, I ended up in the Juvenile Prison in the main police
headquarters on Alexanderplatz.
.
In retrospect, it puzzles me that it took a whole week for any police or 'auxiliary police' to come
to our flat.Taubert and his men seem to have been to Prenzlauer Berg town hall, where Ruth's
address must have been on record; besides, she was in the telephone directory, both under
her legal name ('Elfriede Golke, Social Worker') and as plain 'Ruth Fischer, Bechstedte Weg
14, Telephone Wilmersdorf 1988'. Perhaps the flat had been under observation the whole
time. It also puzzles me that we were so trusting in the rapidly vanishing legality of the almost
defunct Weimar Republic, and so naive as to let me go to the flat daily. (I am pretty sure I did.)
It shows that we, too, did not realize the nature of the new regime at first.
Berlin police headquarters was a large building on Alexanderplatz ('der Alex''), a famous
square where Berlin's East End began. (After the war, the East German government
transformed it into the West End of East Berlin.) The Jugendgefängnis (Juvenile Prison),
which was used for the detention of minors awaiting trial, was on the first floor. (I am writing
about the boys' quarters here. I do not know where girl offenders were held.) It was run on
institutional lines. There was a dormitory, a communal washroom, and a day room that served
both as eating hall and day room. (Perhaps there were two separate rooms: I am no longer
sure about this.) All the windows gave on interior courts, but the place was quite light, and not
unfriendly. The atmosphere was quite relaxed. This may have been a legacy of the Social
Democrats' tenure of the Prussian Ministry of the Interior, recently ended by Papen's coup
d'état. There were no roll calls, and there was no drill and no kind of outdoor exercise.
Reveille, lights-out and meals were at fixed times, of course. We spent our days painting
wooden toys in garish colours, mostly blues, reds and greens. Part of the dining hall was used
for this, I think. For somereason, I remember how we cleaned our brushed by stroking them
on a bare wall before washing them when we finished 'work'. We were paid for our labour in
cigarettes, allotted according to the amount of work completed; we were allowed to smoke
these in the evening, after dinner. (It was at the Alex that I became a regular smoker, a habit I
was only able to stop fifty years later.) The food was bad. The large square loaves of German
army bread, coarse dark stuff called Kommißbrot, caused a lot of flatulence, which in turn
caused much laughter in the dormitory.
My fellow prisoners were young thieves and rent boys (or both); I was the only 'political'
detainee. I found it quite easy to fit in. These working class kids, mostly from the Est End,
were not all that different from my schoolmates. Their political sympathies were on the left.
One incident illustrates this well enough: word suddenly went round that Thälmann, the leader
of th KPD, had been sighted. We took it in turn to look through a window on a small courtyard,
where a stocky solitary figure in a brown suit was walking up and down. It was clear that all the
lads admired him: there were no Nazi sympathizers. We had no othe news: no newspapers or
radio broadcasts were allowed.
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On the other hand, the warden's political attitude was distinctly right wing. He had probably
voted for the German Nationalists. But he was quite affable, and obviously interested in me, a
rare bird among his usual run of involuntary guests. Besides, people like him were curious to
inspect 'the son of Ruth Fischer'. (Perhaps he was surprised that I was not a teen-age
monster.) We had several conversations in his office. He explained to me that a renaissance
of the German People and the German Spirit was needed, and that the National Socialists
would help to bring this about. Their hearts were in the right place. But he realized that, in the
heat of the moment, there had been some excesses. He regretted these. (He would hardly
have approved of the proceedings in Taubert's domain, which he may have heard about from
the colleagues who had collected us. He may even have been trying to apologize to me, in his
fashion, for the ill treatment I had received.) As to antisemitism, that was another temporary
aberration. Why, even he had friends who were Jewish.
I was so benumbed by by my arrest and the two days in the Friedrichstraße Bunker, and so
relieved to be in what felt almost like a civilized environment again, that I lived from day to day,
not even worrying about the future. According to theVU article, I was in the Juvenile Prison for
three weeks. (It was probably only a fortnight or so.) Once, I ws taken (by car) to the offices of
the newly created Gestapo, then still housed in the Prussian Ministry of the Interior. (Gestapo
is an acronym for Geheime Staatspolizei, Secret State-Police. This notorious organization was
set up by Göring, and at first operated only in Prussia.) There, I was interrogated by a plain
clothes officer. The interview was distinctly low key, and I came away thinking that it had been
completely futile. But it may have had its uses . For a few days later I was called to the
warden's office again, and was told that I would be deported to Austria, to go to my
grandparents in Vienna. As I have said already, this was the result of intervention by my
grandfather Jakob, alerted by Ruth and Max.
They had left Berlin the day after my arrest. Werner Scholem had told them how to get in
touch with a friend of his, member of a Communist rambling club in Dresden, who would get
them across the Czech frontier. They took side roads and detoured via Leipzig, and reached
Dresden after dark. They were in time to see the SA make a huge bonfire of books and
papers taken from SPD headquarters. They spent the night in Dresden and set off for the
border. Scholem's friend was in an understandable panic, so they sent him back and went on
by themselves. They spent another night in Germany. By then, it seemed too risky to collect
the motorcycle from the local garage where they had left it. Instead, they went to a small
riverside village, bluffed a local official into giving them day passes (we silly people forgot our
passports, and just now we'd like to taste the beer on the other side'), and crossed the river
Elbe into Czechslovakia. They then had a bizarre adventure. They had been given the name
of the local mayor, supposedly a Social Democrat, and had been told that he was a cobbler.
When they thought that they had found their man, he turned out to be the new mayor, who had
the same name and the same trade but was a Nazi. They beat a hasty retreat, and were lucky
to come across a Social Democrat who proved to be sympathetic and capable. Fearing that
the SA had by then reached the opposite (German) river bank, and might well disregard
diplomatic niceties, he hid them in a hay cart, took them to the nearest railway station and put
them on a train to Prague. There, they got a Czech motor mechanic to fetch the HarleyDavidson. Max told me later (in Paris) that the man had a very startled look on his face when
he came back with it, but handed it over without further comment.
Ruth has given a detailed account of their stay in Prague in the 1960 memoir. So I shall only
say here that they found the Soviet ambassador unexpectedly friendly and helpful, the Czech
police not unexpectedly unfriendly and unhelpful, and left as soon as Max had got a new
(Soviet) passport. They drove through Austria; they saw the biggest swastika flag of the entire
trip in Austria, in Vorarlberg. They crossed into Switzerland without a hitch, stayed for a few
days in Zurich with old (ex-Communist) friends, and arrived in Paris at the end of April.
My own exodus began with a visit to the Austrian consulate, to collect an identity document
which replaced the passport Taubert had taken. So my last daylight glimpse of Berlin was
from the rear platform of a tram, standing beside my escort. As he ws not in uniform, we
looked like a couple of ordinary passengers. It was a curious sensation to be under arrest and
yet among 'free' people. The streets looked busy and normal, except for the large numbers of
brown shirted Storm Troopers among the crowds, a sight I did not like. That evening, I found
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myself in a third class compartment on a train bound for Passau, the border town nearest to
Berlin. Opposite me was a short, stout plain clothes detective who was to escort me to the
frontier. He chain smoked thin cigarettes which he rolled himself. (He did not offer me any.)
We hardly exchanged half a dozen words on the journey, which takes several hours. We
arrived in the early morning, before dawn; he handed me over to the Austrian border police
and departed.
In theory, I was now at liberty. But as there was no train as yet, I had to wait in the police
office, a large square windowless room with a single door to the platform. I sat on a chair
opposite this door, watching a little, rather mousy looking, plain clothes policeman busying
himself, going through the papers my taciturn escort had given him. Suddenly he turned to me
and said "Friedländer , Friedländer ... are you by any chance the son of Herr Doktor Paul
Friedländer?" I had to admit that I was. "Aber den kenn' ich ja!" ('but I know him') he
exclaimed. "Und ihre Frau Mutter, so eine intelligente Frau!" ('And your mother, such an
intelligent woman' - Frau Mutter is a respectful mode of address, something like 'the lady your
mother'.) He then explained to me that, around 1918 and 1919, he had been one of the plain
clothes detectives whose job it was to keep an eye on the budding Austrian Communist Party.
"Once" he said "I was at a meeting at which your Frau Mutter was speaking. And then she
called out, Comrades, look out, there are narks about, [die Spitzel sind hier] and we had to run
for our lives. Oh yes, a most remarkable lady, your mother. Look" he went on " I've got a
picture of her here." He went to a free standing wooden filing cabinet in the middle of the
room, pulled out a drawer,extracted a mug shot of Ruth, and showed it to me. Of course he
had this because he was supposed to stop her from entering Austria, as she was a prohibited
(German) alien. I suppose that such information was only kept at border posts on the AustroGerman frontier, which is why Ruth and Max were able to enter Austria from Czechoslovakia
and go on to Switzerland without hindrance.
I took the first train out. This went only as far as Linz, where I had to wait for an hour or so for
a connection. I had been given a regular railway ticket, allowing me to break my journey. So I
went out of the station and walked towards the Danube in the mild spring sunshine. I
remember standing on the bridge across the river, with a great sene of relief that I was free
again, and no longer in Nazi Germany.

12/7/1995
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EIGHT: 1934 - Return to Vienna
I remained in Vienna until the end of June 1934, except for a long break in the summer, when
I first went to Paris to be reunited with Ruth and Max, and then on to Denmark for a month by
the sea with Anja and her family. My recollections of the first three months in Vienna are hazy,
probably because I was still recovering from my encounter with Sturmführer Dr Taubert and
his not-so-merry men. On the other hand, I could write at some length about the school year
1933-1934. I do not propose to do so, because this Viennese interlude is largely irrelevant to
what came afterwards. For me, the most important event during these first fifteen months of
emigration was the visit to Paris. But I must say a little about the period between my arrival in
Vienna and my departure for Paris.
There had been a change at Auhofstraße 54: uncle Peter had got married, and moved out.
His wife Trude was a widow (or perhaps a divorcee), with a son seven or eight years old. They
lived in a small house - not in the usual Viennese flat - in Lainzerstraße, a main road running
southwest from the Hietzing entrance to Schönbrunn park. The house was some ten minutes'
walk from the Friedländers', along the tree-lined back streets with their white villas, and there
was a good deal of mutual family visiting. Trude was cheerful and lively, and I got on well with
her.
While Peter had left, Paul had returned, at least temporarily. He did not tell me how he had
escaped. Perhaps he was warned in time by friends. (Münzenberg, who was electioneering in
the Frankfurt area, and who had already taken the precaution of going to ground a few weeks
earlier, reacted quickly enough and made it to Paris. I do not know whether the Welt am
Abend had already been forced to close down.) Paul, who had no doubt kept his Austrian
nationality, may simply have got on a train and gone to Vienna. It seems to me that he and
Martha split up at that time, too; she may have stayed behind to wind things up in Berlin. Later
on, she was living at her parents' flat in Vienna.
As far as I remember, no questions were asked about my arrest, nor did I volunteer any
account of it - perhaps not even to Paul. If I am right about this, then this strange reticence
must be explained by the Vienna Friedländers' categorical disapproval of the Communists and
of both Paul's and Ruth's activities. I also have the feeling that, while I thought of my return to
Vienna as temporary, they thought of my three and a half years in Berlin as a temporary
absence from Vienna, where I really belonged.
Paul's presence was a great help. We had both Berlin and Communism in common, and felt
like guests at Auhofstraße 54. We spent a good deal of time together. Indeed, this is the only
time when I came close to my father. While (no doubt) waiting for his next Party assignment,
he wrote some, mostly non-political, pieces which he managed to place in the local press; he
encouraged me to join in, and I was chuffed when one of my contributions appeared, duly
under my own name. He had brought his violin, and resumed his partnership with Peter. I
remember at least one musical evening at Peter and Trude's, listening to the twins playing
Brahms and Mozart: I can see Peter at the piano, on the left, Paul standing on the right, and
the audience - my grandparents, Trude and myself, but no Xandi - in the living room in
Lainzerstraße. My memory tells me that Paul was a better violinist than other amateurs I have
heard since; this may be an illusion, or a testimony to the quality of musical training in Vienna.
It was arranged that I should resume my schooling in September, at a local Realgymnasium. I
was to join Septima, the penultimate class of the Austrian eight-year run. (So I had lost one of
my 'jumps' at Karl-Marx-Schule.) This meant that, as Latin was still the first foreign language
in a Realgymnasium, I had to cover a gap of some four years: a year of more advanced
grammar, and the systematic study of Latin texts, beginning with Julius Caesar's De Bello
Gallico - The Conquest of Gaul. For some of the time, I was sent off to the family house in
Spital am Semmering by myself, so that I could study in peace. I enjoyed my solitary holiday,
working in a room on the first floor looking at the Stuhleck, going in the village to buy cigarette
papers and tobacco, and going for walks. I was looked after by the caretakers, Herr and Frau
Groß. Once, Herr Groß took me along unmarked paths up the Kampalpe - the steeper
mountain on the north side - and showed me a large herd of chamois, something that no
Friedländer had ever seen from the waymarked paths we used.
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Before returning to Vienna, my father joined me in Spital and we spent a weekend walking on
the Hochschwab, a larger version of the Rax further down the Mürz valley (but still some two
thousand feet below the snow line). We enjoyed ourselves, walking and talking on the heather
covered plateau. It must have been in early June. It was hot and sunny, and Paul got badly
sunburned: I can still see the red skin peeling on his bald pate.
By then, arrangements for my summer holiday had been put in hand. The direct rail link
between Vienna and Paris is via Munich and Strasbourg, and the land route from Paris to
Copenhagen also crosses Germany. So I had to go through Switzerland to get to Paris, and
from France to Denmark by boat. I had to have a new passport, replacing the one taken from
me by Taubert. It was issued on 16 June, and I have it still. A week later, a visa pour transiter
avec arrêt d'un mois was stamped into it at the French embassy (percée 1FR.OR). On Friday
30 June I acquired ten Swiss and ten French francs from the official Austrian Tourist Bureau;
this, too, was recorded in the passport. That same day, in the late afternoon, I set off from the
Westbahnhof on the first leg of my journey, a long, slow haul through the Alps to Zurich.
My weekend on the Hochschwab had been my only taste of the mountains beyond the
Viennese playground of the Semmering and the Raxalpe. At the Friedländers, I had often
heard about the High Alps, with their rocks and glaciers. So I was looking forward to my first
sight of 'real mountains'. This hope was to be disappointed. Going along the valley of the river
Inn, I did glimpse the odd snowy peak in the distance, at the head of some valley running
south, but that was all. The Swiss frontier was reached after midnight; the Swiss border
police's stamp in my old passport is already dated 1 July. The train was not crowded, and
there was room enough for me to lie on the hard wooden bench in my third-class
compartment and get some sleep. When I awoke, the train was slowly rounding a much
indented lake shore. For a long time, I looked in the early daylight at the high mountain
opposite. Its sheer side dropped straight into the lake, and I wondered if it was more than
three thousand metres high, so that its summit - just visible from my window - would be above
the snow line.
In Zurich, I was met at the station by a young couple, friends of Ruth and Max. In the
afternoon, they took me on an excursion on the Lake; I remember sitting on the deck of the
steamer in hazy sunshine, looking at the blue water. After dinner, I had their flat to myself. (It
was actually the man's flat: unmarried people did not cohabit in Zurich, then.) The next
morning, I was woken by telephone, a real novelty for me. I just managed to make out the
Swiss German of the operator who called me.
I took the train to Basle. There, one had to get off the Swiss train, walk to the other side of the
railway station,which is already in France (and in a different town, Saint Louis), and start
afresh in a French train. This was a change indeed: the third class seats were upholstered and
felt quite luxurious. The journey to Paris was tedious, with long halts at deserted stations, such
as Troyes and Bar-sur-Aube, probably because it was Sunday. Max sympathized with me
when I complained: he disliked provincial towns and their railway stations.
Ruth and Max were living in Place Vaugirard, which connects the rue Vaugirard with the town
hall (the Mairie) of the Fifteenth Arondissement. It is now called Place Adolphe Chéroux, but
the Métro station is still Vaugirard. When I went to look at it in 1987, I found myself on familiar
ground. The Place is a long narrow rectangle. Along its centre, separated from roadways on
either side by high iron railings, is the traditional Parisian park - some trees along each side,
beaten earth for the children to play on, benches for the mothers and a few old men still
wearing berets. Everything seemd unchanged. But at the bottom an ominous notice
announced the imminent renovation of the little square in front of the Mairie which is just a
short distance away, including the construction of an undergroud car park.
They were staying in a cheap hôtel garni (a residential hotel) on the south side of the square,
about half way between rue Vaugirard and the Mairie. The Harley-Davidson had been sold
soon after their arrival two months earlier. But money was short, so they were behind with the
rent, and the concierge's door on the right of the darkish hall had to be passed with care and
discretion, preferably at meal times. There was no lift; one had to walk up to the two room
apartment they were in, on the fourth floor. Hanns was also staying there, on the second floor.

102

ONE

The veteran Socialist Angelica Balabanov lived there too. (Russian born, but long associated
with the Italian Socialist party, she had already been involved in the wartime meetings in
Switzerland that prepared the way for the formation of the Comintern in 1919. She was its first
Secretary, but soon became disillusioned, resigned, and left Russia in 1922; in 1924, she was
expelled from the Party.) I was taken down to the first floor, and introduced to an elderly lady
(so it seemd to me - in fact, she was fifty-five) who impressed me because she was lying in
bed fully clothed, with boots on. She approved of me, and expressed the hope that I would
grow up to become a good Socialist, like my mother.
All my letters from Vienna are lost, but there can be little doubt that they contained some
account of my arrest and detention by the SA and the police. Max had, I am sure, already sold
the idea of a piece about my experiences to VU. Its proprietor and publisher, Lucien Vogel,
was at most a Fellow Traveller. (His daughter was a Communist Party member who later
married the prominent Communist intellectual Paul Vaillant-Couturier, editor of the Party
newspaper L'Humanité.) Publication of a feature about the arrest and incarceration of a
fifteen-year-old by Storm Troopers was something of a scoop for VU, as well as a contribution
to the campaign against the Nazis which had already begun, at least by Communists and
Socialists. But for us, it was a much needed addition to our precarious finances. So we set to
work at once on Monday morning. Max sat at the typewriter, which was on a small table in the
middle of the room; I stood beside him. As I told my tale, it was turned into copy. (I cannot
recall whether the original was in German, or in Max's already quite fluent French.) We got
done by lunch time and set off in the early afternoon for the editorial office of VU.
Max's contact at VU was an old acquaintance, Frédéric Drach. In 1918, when he was still
Friedrich Drach, he had taken part in the fighting between armed workers and the army in
Berlin. In the early twenties, he emigrated to France and somehow acquired French
nationality. In an (unfinished and unpublished) novel Max wrote in 1940, set just before and
during the collapse of France, there is a character obviously modelled on Drach. If his fictional
career is based on fact rather than invention, as I suspect, then Drach, always a loose
cannon, had struck up a friendship with Vogel's daughter, had sat in on the somewhat chaotic
editorial conferences, and had finally been made a regular member of the staff after giving
material help in the production of a special number on the Soviet Union which was notably
successful.
The VU office was in an imposing building on the Champs Élysées, near the Métro stop
George V. We took the lift to the appropriate floor and went in. The reception room was large
and light, with a high ceiling. Opposite the entrance door there was a frosted glass door, only
half the height of the room, leading to the inner sanctum. From it, a long wooden counter
separating the public and private domains ran the length of the room. Max spoke to one of the
receptionists sitting behind this. Presently, Drach emerged from the glass door, in his shirt
sleeves, and greeted us cordially. He was about the same age as Max, a little taller perhaps,
and solidly built like him. He took a quick look at the typescript, nodded, and called a staff
photographer to take my picture. This young man (who to my surprise seemed hardly any
older than me) took me back down to the street, and photographed me. I have now, at last,
seen the result: it shows me against a background of trees and parked cars lining the Champs
Élysées, wearing my plus fours, holding my flat cap, with my loden overcoat over my left arm. I
shall have more to say about this coat.
In the article, I am described as follows:
Un jeune garçon frais émolu du collège, fort, d'apparence sportive et à la fois doux et
timide. C'est Gerhard Fischer [sic], fils de l'ancienne deputée au Reichstag Ruth
Fischer, militante, ennemi du nouveau régime. Arrêté en Mars dernier, brutalisé par
les Nazis, il a vécu dans leur prison des heures de torture morale et physique,
assistant à des spectacles de cruauté, de sadisme, tel qu'on a du mal à imaginer
qu'elles aient pu se passer au XX-ième siècle. Le récit qu'il a écrit pour VU, est
l'accusation la plus directe, la plus irréfutable, la plus infamante qui soit contre les
troupes d'assaut d'Hitler.
[A young lad of 15, fresh from school, strong, of sporting appearance, yet at the same
time gentle and timid. Such is Gerhard Fischer, son of the former Reichstag deputy
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Ruth Fischer, a militant, and an enemy of of the new regime. Arrested last March,
brutalized by the Nazis, he has lived through hours of moral and physical torture in
their prison, witnessing scenes of cruelty and sadism of such a nature that it is difficult
to imagine that they could have happened in the 20th century. The account which he
has written for VU is the most direct, the most irrefutable, the most damning
accusation against Hitler's storm troopers.]
The style is on the sensational side. But if the article exaggerated a little - and to judge by
other accounts of what went on in Friedrichstraße 234, I did not see the worst - it was
prophetic: the Nazis showed their true nature from the start.
When the two of us got back to the office, Max and Drach had finished, and we took our leave.
But the payment, the most vital part of the transaction, was to be delayed. (I suppose Drach
had to have the deal authorized.) On the way home, Max told me how, on an earlier visit to
VU, he had watched a Viennese being commissioned to write a feature on the House of
Hapsburg. The conversation was in German (Drach again?). "And can I write what I really
think about the Hapsburgs?" When told that this was quite in order, he evinced much surprise,
repeating "interessant, interessant" in the nasal tone affected by old style upper class
Austrians. (One must hear this with the pitch falling on the first 'interessant' and rising on the
second one.)
Max told me a little about their escape. In Prague, the police had kept watch on them day and
night. They even had to carry a plain clothes man on the pillion of the Harley-Davidson. Max
had sharpened up his cornering, and sought out the worst puddles, to make the ride
unpleasant for this passenger. But he did not tell me that this was a compromise, arranged
after a very irate Ruth had confronted the Police Vicepresident; earlier, Max had been arrested
every morning punctually at eight, and released at midday after intervention by the Soviet
ambassador who had been alerted by Ruth. On their way to Paris, they had to fend off
enthusiastic Austrian villagers who spotted their German number plates and thought they must
be on a special mission for the National Socialists. Worse still, near Innsbruck they found
themselves in the company of a pack of SA motor cyclists who hailed them cheerfully as
fellow Berliners. They thought it prudent to heil back, until their unasked-for escort turned off to
the Brenner pass and fascist Italy.
In Place Vaugirard, I saw a lot of Hanns. He had been in Vienna when Hitler had been
appointed Chancellor, and had (I believe) gone from there to Paris, to write music for a film.
But whatever he had earned from this had gone, and he was just as broke as we were. With
the shutters closed against the July heat (and it was a hot July), he would sit on his unmade
bed, stark naked. As he was short and fat, with short legs and a bald head that was unusually
large, there was something frog-like about his appearance. His favourite observation, "die
Lage sieht düster aus, Kater" - the situation looks gloomy, Kater - was in tune with the
darkened room and also very much to the point, both as to our finances, and to the political
prospects.
The article was published at the end of August, in two instalments that appeared in successive
numbers of VU. But we got our fee a few days after the visit to VU, and as the 'author', I had to
go to collect it. I think we were paid about one thousand francs, which would have been worth
between ten and fifteen pounds at that time; it would have bought well over a hundred fourcourse restaurant dinners. Back at Place Vaugirard, as I was climbing the stairs, Hanns's door
opened a tiny crack when I got to the second floor, and his face appeared as he opened it
further. "Have you got the money, Kater", he asked. Now Hanns had always been my favourite
uncle, and he had no difficulty in persuading me to part with about a hundred francs, perhaps
more. When I got to our rooms, I reported to the family that Hanns had intercepted me on the
way up, and that I had given him some of the loot. How much, I was asked. When I told them,
there was some dismay. "It will all go on drink". There was some truth in this: although no
alcoholic, he did depend on a regular intake of alcohol to keep his spirits up, and not being
able to afford a drink must have deepened the gloom of the situation considerably. (But it is
more than likely that Hanns had helped out with the rent earlier on, and certain that he did so
again later.) Anyway, he soon got dressed, and within half an hour I was sitting beside him on
the terrace of the little Café de la Mairie just beyond the bottom of the Place. In front of him
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was an aperitif called Amer Picon, then his favourite tipple, and that, and his mercurial
temperament, had got the better of the gloom.
By then, I had already become used to life in Paris. I had been introduced to this immediately
we got to our hotel, as we had to go and buy some food for a cold supper. So strong was the
impression that, while I have no recollection of my arrival at the Gare de l'Est, our reunion, or
the transit to Place Vaugirard, I can remember my surprise at finding the food shops in the
little streets near the Place open on a Sunday, and the locals busy buying. I was even more
impressed by my first charcuterie. The choice of food on offer far outclassed the food hall in
the department store in Berlin's West End where I used to do our weekly shopping. (I was
particularly struck by some ready-to-eat baby potatoes, and the great variety of prepared
salads.) There is a German saying, "to live like the Good Lord in France" - here I had the
evidence before my eyes.
Although our hotel was a residential one, we did not have a kitchen, and usually ate in
restaurants. There was nothing special about this; many people, not only penniless refugees,
did so. Even in the restaurants we could afford, one got a four course meal at prix fixe (but
with suppléments for some of the more luxurious items). So, after the ceremony of studying
the menu, and ordering, we would start with a choice of hors d'œvres served from a trolley. (I
recognized the the dishes I had first seen in our local charcuterie.) Then came meat or fish,
then vegetables served separately - a French custom I found strange - and finally the dessert
or cheese. Bread à discrétion was of course included, and I became familiar with bguettes. So
was vin ordinaire; but I was still too young, and only allowed to taste rather than drink this. And
French had two such meals daily, I was told.
And then there were the café terraces and the street life. In the evening, we usually went to
Montparnasse. The four famous cafés on the Boulevard, just before the intersection with
Boulevard Raspail, are the Rotonde and the Select on the north side, the Dôme and the
Coupole on the other side. The Select had the reputation of being frequented by homosexuals
of both sexes, and we never went there. The Rotonde had seen its great days by then, I
believe. The Coupole - a brasserie - was a little too upmarket. So we usually went to the
Dôme, already a favourite artists' and intellectuals' café, which had become a meeting place
for German emigrés. (Later, we must have virtually rubbed shoulders with Sartre, Simone de
Beauvoir and their friends, both there and at La Coupole.) The cafés are still there, but the
ambiance has gone.
It was exciting to sit at café tables in the street late into the warm summer evenings with Ruth
and Max and their friends. On Montparnasse, North African street vendors were always
threading their way between the tables, crying cacahuettes, cacahouettes - peanuts; some
also sold rugs, which they carried slung over their shoulders, and cheap raincoats. Now in
Vienna, I had been equipped with a loden overcoat. Loden is a waterproof woollen cloth, much
used in the Alps, usually dyed an unattractive dark green. Moreover, this coat had been
produced by a jobbing taylor, who had cut down and altered some ancient garment still in
store at Auhofstraße. I hated the thing: it deeply offended my adolescent susceptibilities. One
evening, when one of these itinerant Moroccans stopped at our table at the Dôme, we asked
the price of a shiny black rubber mac with metal buckles I lusted after. He wanted two hundred
francs; Max offered a him a hundred. He agreed at once. So I became the owner of my dream
coat, and was very impressed by Max's prowess at bargaining. Encouraged by Ruth and Max,
I threw the despised loden coat into the Seine from the Pont des Arts on a dark night. When I
got back to Vienna, I stoutly maintained that I had lost my loden coat in Paris, and had had to
replace it. Whether this was believed, I cannot say; I stuck to my story, and no more was said.
But I am sure the family in Vienna took a dim view of my taste in rainwear.
Going to the office of VU by myself ("pour toucher" - an ancient phrase, still current slang for
the pocketing of money, that delighted me) had been easy. My French was far from fluent, but
adequate enough to read newspapers, find my way around,
and make myself understood; understanding spoken French, especially spoken at Parisian
speed, was more difficult. In Berlin, I had become used to moving around on my own, and
public transport is alike in big cities. But the Métro had a different feel from the U-Bahn. It ws
more casual, rattling along just below street level between stations that were never far apart. I
soon became used to the characteristic smell, a blend of the disinfectant Eau de Javel, French
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tobacco and ozone; to the automatic barriers that kept one from the platform when a train was
there (still visible in places, but now inactive); to the wide carriages with doors that opened at
the stops on the turn of a handle. Vienna did not have an underground at that time, only trams;
so using the Métro signified a return to modernity. In truth, Paris was old-world by comparison
with Berlin, but I was not aware of this.
As far as I remember, we went around and about but did no sightseeing. I do not think I even
went to the Louvre that summer. As in Berlin, Ruth and Max showed no interest in the visual
arts, nor did Hanns. But like all Continental intellectuals, they were keen on the cinema, with a
special interest in American films. So one of my first evening outings, other than the visits to
Montparnasse, was to see a double bill - the gangster film 'Scarface' and the Marx Brothers'
latest, 'Duck Soup'. To see two films in one session was another novelty, unheard of in Berlin;
so was the discovery that one was allowed to smoke. Both films were in English ('voix
originale''); I cannot have made much of the dialogue, or the French subtitles. But I managed
somehow. Scarface is a classic, based on the life of Al Capone, one of the great gangsterbootleggers in Chicago, and although I have never seen it again, I can dimly remember the set
pieces, such as the Saint Valentine's day massacre, George Raft's cameo as a hit man, and
Sophie Tucker singing 'One of these days'. (Jazz again: it must have percolated slowly into my
system.) I rather think I enjoyed the Marx Brothers more; but I have seen Duck Soup so many
times since that I cannot detach my first impression from the aggregate.
The other cinema visit I remember was a special matinée showing of 'Dans les rues'' [In the
Streets], a French film directed by Victor Trivas, now also an exile. As I have already
recounted, I saw his Niemandsland in Berlin in 1932. The music for this had been composed
by Hanns, and Hanns also wrote the music for Dans les rues. (This is why he was in Paris.
We may have gone to a special preview for the film crew.) As we walked to the Métro
afterwards, Max, to Hanns's great satisfaction, noted that the music for a chase sequence was
modelled on a passage in Bach's B-minor mass. (Hanns liked doing this kind of thing. In
London in 1934 he told me that he had composed a Handelian trumpet fugue for a brothel
scene in Jacques Feyder's Foreign Legion film Le grand jeu.) When I saw this film again ten
years ago, I found that I had completely forgotten it. (It seems that it was influential as an early
essay in the realistic style of the French cinema which became so prominent later on.) Its plot,
about a working class boy fallen among criminals and redeemed from evil ways by work with a
purpose, seemed quite unfamiliar. Perhaps I did not understand it at the time, because I could
not follow the dialogue. What I did notice the second time round is that Hanns accompanied
the final sequence - when the hero, now clear of his murky past, is helping to build a bridge in
bright sunlight - with an orchestral version of one of his Communist marching songs, a clarion
call for the workers to leave their machines, unfurl their banners, take up their rifles, and
conquer the world.
For a few months after the collapse of the KPD in March, and the defeat of the whole German
working class movement, the dividing line between Party faithfuls and expelled oppositionists
was blurred. Many people blamed the Soviet leadership, which in effect meant Stalin, for the
mistaken policies that had led to the debacle. There was an illusory hope that Stalin had been
dicredited so much that he would have to resign or be forced to go, together with his followers
both in the Soviet Union and in the Comintern. People such as Ruth and Max would then find
themselves in leading positions again, albeit in exile. So, much to their surprise, they were
taken up by Arosov, the Soviet ambassador in Prague, and met leading Czech Communists
informally. In Paris, frequent friendly contacts with Russian, French and newly exiled German
Communists continued. Even Gerhart Eisler put in an appearance at Place Vaugirard, on his
way to the United States on Comintern business.
This interlude did not last long. Stalin reasserted his authority, and by the summer Party
members began to avoid contact with Ruth and Max again. (Two years later, after the first
Moscow show trial in which they were, in effect, co-accused, L'Humanité, the leading
Communist newspaper, ran a vicious campaign against them, even accusing them of being
'Nazi agents'.) But in July, when I was there, relations with the official Party must still have
been quite amicable. At that time, the French Communist Party had begun its eventual
conquest of the working class suburbs ringing Paris. One of the first in which they got a firm
hold on the local council was Villejuif. They immediately commissioned André Lurcat, an
architect who was also a Party member, to design a new school, which was duly named
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École-Karl-Marx. Lurcat ws one of the people Ruth and Max had met, and we were invited to a
sort of inaugural private view for left wing politicians and intellectuals. Villejuif is south of Paris,
a couple of miles from the Porte d'Italie, so this was an excursion outside Paris for me;
unfortunately, I cannot remember how we got there. The school turned out to be a building of
reinforced concrete in modern style. We walked around inside and fetched up on the roof,
which had been arranged as an additional recreation area. The large rectangle was broken up
by blocks housing the tops of staircases and services. As we strolled around, Ruth and Max who had little if any sympathy for modern architecture - commented unfavourably on the place;
I was more in tune with the spirit of the building - remembering my school trip to the Bauhaus but did not say so. But we all admired the view over what were then still green fields.
The Quatorze Juillet - Bastille Day to the English - fell roughly in the middle of my stay. By
then, I had 'touched' VU, so we felt more relaxed and could enjoy the festivities. Curiously, I
was not told about the military parade in the Champs Élysées, so I thought for many years that
the celebrations consisted entirely of dancing in the streets. (Nor did I know that these bals
populaires only date from the beginning of the century.) Already in the afternoon, there were
bands playing at street corners and little groups of couples waltzing on the roadway. There
was an atmosphere of unconcern and letting go which would have been unthinkable in Berlin even before the tension of the last four years - and struck as all very forcibly. The four of us Ruth, Max, Hanns and myself - strolled around out quartier on this warm summer evening,
enjoying the atmosphere.There was a band in front of the Mairie just beyond the Placve
Vaugirard; but the sound of revelry by night was pretty well everywhere. Needless to say,
neither Ruth, Max or Hanns joined in: the thought of any of them dancing, let alone in the
street, strikes me as surreal as a collage by Max Ernst. I could not dance, and would have
been too shy to chance it in any case.
Various stalls and side shows had also been set up along the pavements. Inevitably, these
included shooting galleries, and shooting galleries exercised an irresistible attraction on uncle
Hanns. (It was always Hanns who took me shooting in Ausstellungsstraße, long ago.) He
would explain that every good Communist should be ready to take his place, rifle in hand,
behind the barricades, come the Revolution. He also produced one of his occasional war-time
reminiscences, how they had said in the army "der kleine Eisler hat zwei Beine wie Frankfurter
Würsteln, aber schießen kann er" - little Eisler has a pair of legs like Frankfurters, but he can
shoot. When it came to the proof, his performance was mediocre; this was blamed on the lack
of accuracy of the air rifles provided at these booths. I think I did a little better than Hanns, in
spite of my utter lack of military training, let alone military spirit.
I stayed in Paris for just over three weeks, and left for Denmark on 25 July. A few days earlier,
Max and I went in search of the Danish embassy, to get a visa for me. (None is stamped in my
passport, so no visa was needed. Why did we not simply ring up?) When we could not find it,
we asked a passer-by. He put us on our way, and then observed that it would be even hotter
in Denmark, in the Far East. We were more than ever convinced of the utter insularity of
Parisians. But this in no way detracted from my growing affection for Paris. I think I took to
Paris from the first evening. From 1934 until 1939 I went there a dozen times in all. As Ruth
and Max were living there, it felt like home to me. (I am quite sure it never felt like home to
them.) The sensation of being almost on home ground when I set foot in Paris has never left
me.
To avoid crossing German territory, I had to go by boat from Dunkirk to Esbjerg. The scenery
between Paris and Dunkirk can hardly be called memorable, but I was anxious to see the
mining region near the Belgian border. Miners are an essential ingredient of Socialist and
Communist mythology, as a revolutionary vanguard of the working class. So I was highly
satisfied when I spotted spoil heaps and pitheads as we were nearing Dunkirk. The sea
journey took twenty-four hours, and I was quite excited at the prospect of a proper sea voyage
on a 'real' boat, as against the ferry crossing between Gedser and Warnemünde. In the event,
it was quite boring, and I was more impressed by the train journey to Copenhagen on the
following day, across the Little Belt and the Big Belt, the two straits one has to cross, the first
by bridge and the second by train ferry.
Gerson met me at the station; the rest of the family had already gone. We went back to the
Cohn flat where he was living a bachelor existence during the week. As I watched him
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methodically buttering his bread to the very edge, it occurred to me that Anja would never
allow him to do such a thing. The flat was getting too small for the family (they moved to a
house the following year), and one side of a long corridor was lined with bookshelves. Gerson
had discovered James Joyce's Ulysses, which he had just started to read (in English), and told
me with much glee that Joyce described the thoughts of a man sitting on the loo. I did not
follow this up, as I was much keener to sneak a look at a notorious sex manual, Van der
Velde's 'Perfect Marriage', which I managed to do, briefly.
Next morning we went off by train to join the rest of the family. From a faded photograph,
taken by Gerson (who was an enthusiastic amateur, with his own dark room and the obligatory
Leica camera) I know that they were in Hornbaek, another fishing village on the north coast of
Seeland. If it were not for this, I would not know where I spent my Danish summer in 1933. I
was back in Copenhagen on 18 August, to get a Belgian transit visa, as the boat going south
from Esbjerg disembarked its passengers at Antwerp. On the boat, I found that I had enough
French and English to carry on trilingual conversations, add felt very grown up. I also
discovered that I was quite a good sailor when the weather turned rough and I suffered no ill
effects, even when, after I had gone to bed, one of my fellow passengers came into the cabin
green in the face and vomiting. The next day, I stayed on deck most of the time, first watching
the cliffs on the Belgian channel coast slipping by, and then our slow progress up the Scheldt
estuary. My visa did not allow me to stop; so I went straight on to Paris by the night train.
Ruth and Max were still in the same hotel, but Hanns had gone. I was told that he had gone to
Hungary to make a film, with Georg Hoellering, one of the people who had been involved in
the making of Kuhle Wampe in Berlin. I only stayed in Paris for three days before setting off
for Vienna, spending twenty-four hours on trains, mostly on the hard wooden seats of third
class compartments. I arrived in Vienna on 25 August, exactly eight weeks after my departure
in June. By then, my father had left Vienna, and gone to Paris.
The situation of Ruth and Max in Paris was precarious. It was clear that I could not remain
with them, nor was the idea entertained that resumption of family life might yet become
possible, at least not in my presence. On the other hand, I had found refuge with my
grandparents; besides, I could continue my education. It was therefore clear that I had to
return to Vienna, for the time being. But we did not think of this as a permanent arrangement.
Indeed, nothing could be considered as permanent then: one simply had to carry on from day
to day, and await developments.
When I got back, what with the month in Paris and the month in Denmark, I had virtually
recovered from the shock of the last three weeks in Berlin. I even felt a little more like a
returning native than an exiled Berliner, and was ready for the coming school year. During the
ten months from the beginning of September 1933 to the end of June 1934 I learned to ride a
bicycle, to shave, and to play Bridge. I learned enough Latin to construe Virgil, and to read
Caesar's Civil War in the original, for pleasure; I learned some elementary mathematics that
had been overlooked in Berlin, and kept my hold on Marxism and on French. I failed to learn
the piano, although I had lessons, arranged by grandmother Bertha. I went to concerts; I also
went to the theatre (as a member of a claque organized by one of my class mates), and began
to go to art galleries. I made quite a few new acquaintances, mainly through school, and read
a good deal at home. I got in contact with Hanns' wife Lotte and visited her in the old flat in
Sebastian-Kneipp-Gasse where she was bringing up my cousin Georg. I was allowed much
independence, and my present recollection is that I cohabited peacably enough with the other
Friedländers: but I shall have to return to this.
However, this appearance of normality was only on the surface. It was belied by the political
ground swell. Austria is a small country, with a population of some six million, two million of
which lived in Vienna. There were two main parties: the Social Democrats, who controlled
Vienna, and the Christian Socialists, who dominated in the smaller towns and the countryside.
The progressive policies of the Viennese municipality were famous beyond the borders of
Austria, especially the pioneering communal housing projects, massive blocks in the modern
style, which were built in working-class districts. But the Christian Socialists and their allies
had a majority in parliament, and governed the country. In March, while I was still in prison in
Berlin, Dollfuss - leader of the Christian Socialists and chancellor - had dismissed parliament
on a technicality, and had set about the creation of a Catholic 'Corporate State'. He based
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himself on the so-called Patriotic Front, a coalition of the Christian Socialist party and the
paramilitary Heimwehr. The Social Democrats also had a paramilitary arm, the Schutzbund,
more militant than the German Reichsbanner. The final collision came in 1934.
As far as I remember, politics was rarely, if ever, discussed at the dinner table in Hietzing. I
rather doubt whether I knew that the Schutzbund had been banned in March 1933, or that
leading members of Dollfuss's government had made it plain that they were aiming to
suppress the Social Democratic Party as well. One morning - which must have been 13
February 1934 - I heard what sounded like prolonged rolling thunder coming from the northern
quarters of the city, beyond the valley of the river Wien. Xandi, as an old gunner, immediately
identified the 'thunder' as artillery fire, and guessed that it was made by howitzers. He was
right: the Austrian army was firing at the big blocks of workers' flats, which had become
fortresses held by the Schutzbund. (An attempt at a pre-emptive rising had begun in Linz, and
had quickly spread to some other industrial cities and of course to Vienna.) But the railway
workers did not go on strike, so that the government could readily bring in the army. The
Schutzbund was overwhelmed in two days' fighting. Some of its members escaped through
the sewers; some of the leading left wing Social Democrats made it to Prague. The ensuing
repression, although on a small scale compared to what had happened in Germany, was
savage. There were court martials and executions; widespread arrests were made, and
concentration camps were set up. (The Nazis had led the way in this.) The municipal
government of Vienna was handed over to government-appointed commissioners. The Social
Democrats were shattered. Strangely, I was not aware of much of this until later, when it had
become history.
Away from the blocks of flats around which the fighting was concentrated, life remained
normal if rather quieter than usual. I continued to go to school. But one member of my class, a
member of some youth organisation linked to the Heimwehr, was absent. He came back a
fortnight later, flushed with excitement and self-importance, as he had been 'guarding the
frontier' with the Heimwehr proper. This seventeen-year-old lone supporter of the Patriotic
Front in my class happened also to be the only class mate living near me, in Hietzinger
Hauptstraße. School class solidarity (against the masters) still overrode politics, and I had
become quite friendly with him. (He helped me to put an old bicycle in the loft in Auhofstraße
into running order, and helped me to learn to use it. Of course I kept strictly away from politics
with him.) Our relations cooled considerably from now on. On the other hand, I made friends
with the known reds ('Sozis') in the class. We met in the evenings at first; in the spring, we
went on weekend outings to the Viennese woods. In our group, we took it in turn to give little
lectures on aspects of Marxism, but remained isolated and did not get as far as any actual
clandestine activity against the government. As far as the family was concerned, I had gone
out with school friends - which was all it really amounted to.
Dollfuss now launched the Corporate State in earnest. In effect, Austria became another oneparty state, semi-fascist rather than totalitarian, but resolutely anti-socialist, authoritarian and
Catholic. Over and above this was the threat of a Nazi takeover. There was a strong, albeit
temporarily banned, Austrian Nazi party. (Instead of sporting swastika badges, Nazis wore
lederhosen, boots and white socks as a distinguishing mark; this quasi-uniform was ubiquitous
in the streets.) In addition, there was the threat from across the border.To counter this, the
Dollfuss government had put Austria under the protection of Italy, and declared its sympathy
for fascism. But the threat remained, and was perhaps more palpable when seen from Paris
than from Auhofstraße 54. So my second spell in Vienna soon assumed a provisional
character.
On the lighter side, the Patriotic Front's programme involved the revival of 'Austrian traditions'.
My form master, who took us for both Latin and German, was a typical Gymnasium teacher,
middle-aged, stodgy, and irascible. (The class was not impressed. He was regularly goaded
into losing his temper, by people who counted any time not spent on class work as time
gained.) An enthusiastic Dollfuss suppporter, he started a Folk Dance group, which practiced
the Schuhplattler in the playground during breaks. I stayed in the class room, and would see
him coming back, in lederhosen, still red in the face and a little out of breath, humming the
inane words of some yodelling song with which they had provided their own music. What
would have been harmless eccentricity in other circumstances was now a demonstration of
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Austrian patriotism and Christian Socialist fervour. Quite a few members of the class joined,
either out of conviction or just to conform.
This was merely a straw in the wind; there were of course more serious manifestations of the
new spirit. The political atmosphere became oppressive, the idea of staying on in Hietzing
indefinitely became depressing. There must also have been some purely domestic problems.
At the end of January 1935, when I had been in London for five months but was still unhappy
(I disliked London at first sight), Max, replying to some of my complaints, wrote
war es bei der l.kl. Bertha bequem? lustig?angenehm? hattest du ein inningsvolles
und vertrauensvolles verhältnis zu ihr? DU hast doch gejammert, du hieltest es nicht
mehr aus dort.
[Was it comfortable at Bertha's? was it fun? agreeable? were you in a close and
trusting relationship with her? It was YOU who complained that you could not stand it
there any more.]
(My translation. Max never used capital letters. 'l.kl.' stand for 'liebe kleine', a standing joke of
his.) But I am sure that the principal reason for the efforts Ruth made to get me out of Austria
was her appraisal of the turn that events had taken in Vienna, and her fear that the National
Socialists would eventually take over from the Austrian variety of fascism. I left Vienna at the
end of June, a few days before the end of term, ostensibly for another summer holiday in Paris
and Denmark. But I knew that I would not be coming back. I have some memories that
confirm this. A minor one is that I can recall how pleased I was that I would not have to write
an essay on 'Goethe's Elective Affinities as a defence of monogamy' set as a summer
vacation essay by the schuhplattling form master. (It would have required considerable
ingenuity to sustain this thesis.) But I have a much stronger memory than that.
In August 1967, I took my family to Vienna; it was my first visit since 1934. After Heathrow,
Vienna airport seemed peaceful, provincial and agreeably casual. We got into a coach that
took us to the city centre. It was a warm hazy afternoon, and the flat countryside looked
unfamiliar. Then we were in the built-up area, going through Simmering, a working-class
district. We passed a small group of people standing at a bus stop on the opposite side of the
road, in front of a typical nondescript grey apartment block. They looked tired and listless,
weary workers waiting to go home. Suddenly, I rembered vividly how I had left Austria in 1934.
Why this buried memory should have surfaced at that very moment, I cannot say. But there it
was. I was in the train to Zurich, which had just crossed the Swiss border. I felt immensely
relieved, and said to myself "now that's over, and I shall never ever go back to Austria again".
Three months later, on my own in London, I wavered: I even seriously mooted a temporary
return to Vienna. But by the time of my next period of despondency, at the end of December,
Vienna was no longer mentioned.
16 August 1995
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NINE: 1943 - To London
I left Vienna on Friday 29th June 1934. This time, there was no stopover at Zurich; I spent
twenty-four hours on trains and arrived in Paris on Saturday afternoon. By then, news of
Hitler's 'night of the long knives' was beginning to come in: Roehm, the head of the SA, had
been summarily executed; Schleicher had been gunned down when he answered his doorbell.
I cannot recall what we made of all this; it took some weeks before it became clear that Hitler
had put down all internal opposition, had the Reichswehr's support, amd was firmly in control. I
also remember following the progress of the attempted Nazi coup in Vienna at the end of July,
when chancellor Dollfuss was assassinated. The coup failed, and Schuschnigg took over as
chancellor. But I have no other memories of my stay in Paris that summer, except that Ruth
and Max had moved to a flat in a recently built apartment block called Square Léon Guillot,
just off the rue Dantzig and close to the rue de la Convention, barely ten minutes' walk from
their first quarters in Place Vaugirard. I shall write about this later on.
I had left Vienna firmly resolved never to return to Austria. So I must have had some inkling of
Ruth's plan, which was that I should go on to England. (The Friedländer family had not been
told about this; they thought that I was going to Paris for a summer holiday visit.) Ruth had
approached the Jewish Refugees Committee in London through two intermediaries. One of
these was Fritz Wolff, a journalist, another ex-Communist who had emigrated to Paris in 1933.
He seems to have visited London regularly, but I do not know what his connection with the
Jewish Refugees Committee was. The other link was a lady called Hannah Eisfelder, about
whom I know nothing except that she worked at a Jewish charity in Paris called the Foyer Juif.
According to these two, the Jewish Refugees Committee was prepared to accept me as a
bona fide German (Jewish) refugee, albeit of Austrian nationality, and our hope was that the
Committee would help me to continue my education in England.
There was a second ingredient in Ruth's scheme. Emmy Scholem had escaped and settled in
London, and had offered to put me up and look after me, at least temporarily and perhaps for
a longer period. Emmy's reappearance, in Paris, was sudden and unexpected, and coincided
with a visit to 6 Square Léon Guillot by Leon Trotsky. This is a family anecdote that has never
been written down, but which I remember well, as I heard it from Max several times.
Trotsky, who, unlike Zinoviev and Kamenev, had refused to recant after Stalin's decisive
victory over the Opposition in the autumn of 1927, had been banished to Alma Ata in January
1928, and expelled from the Soviet Union a year later. For the next four years, he lived in
Turkey, with his wife and his entourage, on the island of Prinkipo in the Sea of Marmara, not
far from Istambul. Then, in July 1933, the French government granted him a visa, despite the
outcry both on the Right and by the Communist Party. He first stayed at St Palais, near
Bordeaux. At the beginning of November he was allowed to set up house in Barbizon, a small
town near Fontainebleau (famous for a school of painters) well within reach of Paris. Neither
the general public, nor the press, nor even the local police, knew his whereabouts. He was
also allowed to go to Paris to see his lawyer and his doctors, and used these occasions to
meet people there, rather than have them come out to Barbizon. By then, he was preparing
the launching of a Fourth International. Among the many dissident Communists with whom he
got in touch were Ruth and Max. But in mid-April, the local police in Barbizon accidentally
discovered his presence.There was a huge outcry, and he and his party had to leave. For ten
days or so, Trotsky and his wife stayed in a villa in Lagny, some 15 miles east of Paris, which
had been held in reserve in case of need. Then, after some restless and miserable months in
hotels in the Alps, he was given shelter by the schoolmaster in a small village near Grenoble,
where he and his wife remained until June 1935, when he was able to go to Norway.
It is likely that it was during the brief stay in Paris, after leaving Barbizon, that he went to see
Max and Ruth in their flat. For Trotsky had shaved off his goatee (to make himself less easy to
recognize) when he had made his escape from the crowds and journalists besieging the villa
in Barbizon. Now Max, in telling this story, emphasized that Trotsky had shaved off his beard
and thought that this was a sufficient disguise. But the apartment block was full of German
and 'white' (anti-Bolshevik) Russian emigrés, some of whom would no doubt have recognized
Trotsky, beard or no beard. So Ruth and Max were thoroughly alarmed by his imprudence. It
may have been on this occasion that, when Ruth and Max pointed out the meagreness of the

111

ONE

support for the projected Fourth International, Trotsky's rejoinder was that one of the crusades
had been started by a shepherd boy with his goat.
While Ruth and Max were in conclave with Trotsky, the doorbell rang. When Max opened it,
he found himself faced by Emmy and a callow young man whom she introduced as "her Nazi,
her SA-man, her rescuer". A sullen-faced Edith brought up the rear. Hurriedly, Max put the
unexpected visitors into the bedroom, while Trotsky insisted on continuing the conference in
the living room. There followed a farcical interlude, with Emmy's young man repeatedly
knocking at the door - to ask for an iron, for benzene to clean a grease spot on his collar,
where he could buy stamps for his collection, and the like. Each time, he was promptly sent
back to the bedroom, and the door shut in his face. Max did not say what happened in the
end. Probably, Trotsky left first, unrecognized, and Ruth and Max then took Emmy and her
party to Montparnasse.
What had happened? As I have already said, Emmy had been arrested together with Werner
a year earlier, on the day before the Scholems' planned departure to Switzerland. Werner
remained under arrest, but Emmy was released on bail. It seems that, for some time already,
she had been having an affair with young Heinz (I think that was his name), a business
colleague. (Revenge for Werner's strange escapade with a daughter of the Reichswehr's
Chief of Staff?) Emmy decided to escape. First, the fifteen-year old Edith was sent off to
Prague, on her own. Then Emmy and Heinz crossed the frontier clandestinely, and joined her.
From Prague they went to Paris, and their call at Square Léon Guillot seems to have been one
the first things they did. In the manuscript of Max's unpublished novel, 'The General's
Daughter'. on which I have drawn already, there is an episode patently based on this
unexpected call on Ruth and Max. (But the call is paid on the general's other daughter, and
there is no sign of Trotsky.) Max took strongly against Emmy's young man; he also described
Edith's obvious resentment. When I asked Edith about this visit, many years later in London,
she confirmed that it was very much as Max had told it to me, and as it appeared in the
manuscript. She also said that she realized, later on, that she had greatly misjudged Heinz,
who had voluntarily left Germany to be with Emmy, and was a very kind person. Emmy, Edith
and Heinz went on to London, where they lived in a house in Hornsey. Heinz also managed to
bring out Renate, the younger daughter, who had been with relatives in Hanoveral and who
joined them there. The affair with Heinz did not last long, but they all remained friends. Heinz
got married (to an English girl) and stayed in London, but I think he died unexpectedly,
possible before the war - I am not sure about this. I do not remember ever meeting him.
I left Paris on 17 August (another Friday) by the night train, to go to London via Dieppe and
Newhaven. Before the war, this was the cheapest route, and I never used any other. I have a
faint memory of sitting on the deck of the ferry boat in the dark, with my two suitcases, during
the three hours' channel crossing. What I remember more clearly is standing in front of a table
facing an immigration officer who was looking at my passport and the letter from Emmy in
which she undertook to be responsible for me during my stay in London. He asked me how
much money I had, and I told him that I had five pounds. (This was a tidy sum in 1934.) He
hesitated for a moment, and then stamped my passport with the words
LEAVE TO LAND GRANTED AT NEWHAVEN
THIS DAY ON CONDITION THAT THE HOLDER
DOES NOT ENTER ANY EMPLOYMENT
PAID OR UNPAID WHILE IN THE UNITED
KINGDOM
When I arrived at Emmy's, I was greeted with the news that circumstances had changed, that
she was expecting other visitors, and that I would have to return to Paris. She sent a telegram
to this effect to Ruth. Ruth cabled back GERHART IS NOT A PARCEL, and firmly told her to
find someone who would look after me, at least for the time being. This was done. I stayed at
Emmy's for a night or two. Then a friend found me a cheap room somewhere near Russell
Square, perhaps in Coram Street, and paid for it as well. I spent two or three nights in this
dingy room, where - the only time in my life - I was badly bitten by bed bugs. It was while I was
there that I received my first letter from Paris.
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During the next six years, letters were exchanged regularly between us. All my letters have
disappeared. They were among the papers and possessions Ruth and Max had to leave
behind when they made their escape from Paris in 1940, and which were taken away when
the Gestapo raided their flat a few days later. But I kept most of the letters I received, and in
1946 I sent them to Ruth who added them to the archive - originally the Maslow Archive and
now the Ruth Fischer Archive - which the Houghton Library at Harvard had begun to
assemble, with her help. As the years went by, I completely forgot this transaction, and so was
very surprised when I came across a batch of some thirty letters in 1978, when I was on a visit
to MIT and was able to see the (then mostly still unsorted) material in the archive. In 1983,
Peter Lübbe was working on the archive in Harvard, and told me that there was another, larger
collection of letters to me there as well. I now have copies of all these. There are 150 letters
up to the outbreak of the war, 10 more from Paris written during the 'phoney war' that ended in
May 1940, and another five from Lisbon, the last a postcard from Max written on 12 April
1941, the day after Ruth had sailed for New York, five weeks before he himself took ship for
Havana.
Taken together, they give a (necessarily somewhat one-sided) account of my evolution from a
confused and unhappy sixteen year old schoolboy in 1934 into a Prize Fellow of Trinity in
1940. Most of them are from Max. They range from advice to me, including personal matters,
mathematics, Marxism, politics, literature and music, to accounts of their life in Paris and
anecdotes involving our friends and acquaintances. Evidently, they are also an involuntary
self-portrait of Max, albeit a partial one as he was writing (one could almost say, talking) to an
audience - to wit, myself. Improvised at the typewriter, they are full of Max's word games,
sprinkled with Yiddish and the odd Russian word, with puns and deliberate archaisms, Max's
own neologisms, nick names and doggerel. I have tried to retain something of the flavour of
the originals in my translation. At times, I had to retain the original wording; for instance, in the
very first letter, Max amused himself (and no doubt tried to amuse and distract me) by
following some of the German by his English version. I have used Italics throughout when
transcribing rather than translating. I have added brief explanations, in square brackets - and
also queries - when this seemed sufficient to clarify a nickname or an allusion. When this
seemed inadequate, I have added longer commentaries; these also give a summary account
of my own progress.
So, here is the first letter, a joint effort by Max and Ruth, which is undated but must have been
written a few days after my arrival in London. The mysterious Draschner in the first paragraph
is obviously myself. This name was never used again. In the main, I remained Kater, later
contracted to ktr.
Letter 1, undated, ca. 22/8/34.
dear piggy, vc [viz] cat,
wir haben gehabt (we have had) a lot of letters, each one dafter than the next.
Draschner's arrived with lousy delay, obviously because the mail in merry old England
does not take letters to the airport (Croydon) on the Lord's day. Never mind. Emmy's
sudden madness could not have been foreseen, but this matter has alreay been sung
by Giuseppe Green (Verdi), with the help of many and nauseous tenors, because la
donna è mobile, and it is always done unrhythmically because of the high notes
[reference to a famous aria -'woman is changeable'- from the opera Rigoletto] Wir
sind interessiert in Kater (we are interested in cat). That means that we are asking
ourselves whether THE SAME can get about (if he to be moved) with his princely fund
of dosh [Taxe, Berlin slang]. So you should write to us whether you are getting any
grub, and what kind of grub, how things are working out, and so on. If [the need for]
dosh gets urgent, you must write urgently to Paul (the tep) [tep = 'Tepp', Austrian for
idiot, stupid nit.] I'll say no more.
The beauty queen has gone. The tep swears, Lane is the only darling. The Jews have
sent word to Wolff here that the scholar (scholar in love) Fr. has been asked to attend
on Monday. Nehmen wir an (suppose) he has behaved as cleverly as a weasel, as
cunningly as a guinea fowl, and on top of that as vigilantly as a mountain goat and has
made as good an impression as a Lord from the upper house - what then is the
result? And furthermore: why must one say mathematics and physics, but not

113

ONE

engineer, which is practical and more anziehend (attractive) for the Jews? Oh Kater, if
you had more sense I would feel easier, I'll say no more.
Well, finally, somehow things will arrange themselves (tout s'arrange). No one can
say, he wants this or that, when the tactics are to consider what the other party is
expecting - I'll say no more. Draschner! We were worried, but, trusting in the good
lessons (Nos 1 and 2 relate to head and hm[?], No.3 was sociological), hoffe ich (I
hope), that you will manage O.K. [dass Du das Ding schon schmeissen wirst (you will
make the best of it, of course)], and I have written so as to prove that I, too can - ha,
I'll say no more. [In handwriting:] Woman writes illegibly, but WISELY! Therefore: read
it.
[In Ruth's handwriting ] Dear Kater, don't worry about Emmy; emigration is a difficult
business, and drives most people a bit crazy. But you see, the thing would not have
worked any better on September 1st than now. Paul has telephoned twice, [to say
that] you should telephone his people, they would help you. Do it, then, perhaps it will
work better than with the Jews, in any case they could see to it that you are housed
and fed, until the beginning of the imaginary school.
I think the Engineer line is the right one, but you should get advice yourself as to what
is best. In any case, it will take some time before the matter is settled. Committees
always have to meet first.
Are you seeing anything of London? Are you in a sensible state of mind [Bist Du bei
Besinnung]? Or has the commotion turned your head. Keep to Dora F, she has sent
me a very nice and sensible letter. Have you seen Heimann?
I have had no end of worry about the whole affair, because I was afraid that you would
let Emmy send you back, was glad when your letter arrived. Write at once, in detail,
but ordinary mail to save money.
Much love [Sehr herzlich], Katertier, from
your worried
Mummy
Russell's address will be got. You can go to Lane without worrying, it is a Committee
for the Victims of Fascism, non-political.
[In Max's handwriting:] Lane is a man from the Union of Teachers, and the Committee
for Help for the Victims of Fascism, you can go there. He probably knows Bertrand
Russell, who is left-wing, has a beard, is vegetarian and was in prison during the war.
He has invented logic with a b [the (mathematical) object a is a member of the
(mathematical) class b].
The letter is not dated. But it is clear that it must have been written only a few days after my
arrival in London. It is also clear from the letter - although I have no actual memory of this that I must have met my father while I was in Paris. Paul had left Vienna for Paris the previous
summer, and was working in a Communist front organisation called the World Committee
Against War and Fascism, also known as the Comité Barbusse after its most eminent
member, the writer Henri Barbusse. That he was aware of the plan of sending me to England
is not surprising. I probably told him myself, or Fritz Wolff could have done. For Wolff also
acted as intermediary between Ruth and Max on the one hand, Paul on the other: to the best
of my knowledge, neither Ruth nor Max ever met Paul face to face during the six years all
three of them were in Paris.
As I have said already, Paul's wife Martha had remained behind in Vienna. The 'beauty queen'
of the letter must have been his new companion Marion. It may well have been already then
that Paul told me how he had come to know her, and it is a story worth recording. They met
first when he was accosted by her one afternoon in Friedrichstraße, while on his way home
from the editorial office of the Welt am Abend. He liked the look of her, and they went to one of
the many hotels in that neighbourhood which let rooms by the hour rather than the day. A few
weeks later, he went to a public function, probably an entertainment of some sort, organized
by the Welt am Abend, in his capacity as Editor-in-Chief. To his surprise, his Friedrichstraße
lady was at the door, selling tickets. Their reunion, far from being a source of mutual
embarassment, was the beginning of a steady affair. It turned out that Marion, a born Berliner,
only hustled occasionally. Normally, she worked in a circus, and was married to the anchor
man of a 'human pyramid' act. She herself did a turn in which she swung from a trapeze with
her teeth, using a special harness; her teeth were perfect, exceptionally strong, and never in
need of a dentist's attentions. Obviously, I had met her that summer in Paris (not in Berlin).
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Why I described her as a beauty queen I cannot remember; she was certainly quite attractive
in her fashion, long-legged, blue eyed, fair-haired, and very lively. On the other hand she was
quite undeducated and unintellectual, and I wonder now how Paul managed to live with her for
five years in a small hotel room near the Buttes Chaumont. No doubt there was a strong
sexual attraction; was this all? She left him in 1936, suddenly and without warning, and he
seemed to be very unhappy when he told me, on our last meeting in Paris.
Paul had been to London on Party business, and gone to the British Communist Party's
headquarters in King Street. The next time he tried to cross the Channel he was refused entry;
his name was on a blacklist consulted by the immigration officeer. I was therefore rather
worried about following up his suggestions; this was why I had not gone to the Lane
Committee mentioned in the letter. I cannot remember whether I actually got in touch with this
body while I was in London; if I did, nothing came of it.
The 'Dora F' in Ruth's part of the letter was Dora Fabian, a Social Democrat - not a
Communist - who had come to my rescue when Emmy wanted to send me back to Paris. I
have already mentioned Franz Heimann, the doctor who had beeen one of her colleagues in
Prenzlauer Berg, and was the co-author of the Deutsche Kinderfibel. He and his wife, a
psychoanalyst, had emigrated and were living in London. I did indeed go to see him, and he
invited me to stay in his flat for the time being. The flat was in Bloomsbury, in Ridgmount
Street close to Gower Street. The BMA insisted that German doctors had to re-qualify before
they were permitted to practise in Britain. So Franz Heimann sat in a room at one end studying
for the Edinburgh MB, shouting Scheiße (shit) in sheer exasperation every few minutes. As he
had left open the door to the corridor that ran the length of the flat, this must have been clearly
audible at the other end, where Paula was in session with her patients.
I may already have been there when the next letter reached me.
Letter 2, undated, ca. 29/8/34
elegant-intelligent-kater, sc[ilicet] young idiot!
enclosed you will receive several letters of recommendation, and you will have to see
what you can do with them. No.1 is a letter from kimbel [i.e., Gumbel] to prof.
GREENWOOD. I don't know whether he is beautiful, like Fritzl Grünbaum [?
Grünbaum = Greentree], but I have the impression - unless I am confusing him with
Greenhill - that he is an astronomer and top notch [kanone - schoolboy slang]. So, go
and converse with the same, taking this letter in your (washed) hand, concerning the
possibility of getting on to the study of interesting matters at once [eins-zwei-drei].
Kimbel also writes that Lola Sernau, i.e. the peach who typed for me in Berlin with the
speed of a machine gun, has written to a Jewish Auntie in a Jewish Committee in
London, explaining [erklärendik] that kater is a little genius. Who this No.2 is, I do not
know. As No.3, the same Lola will write to some fellow in Oxford. As no.4, kimbel
names a Mr. BERLOWITZ, 14, Square Alboni [sic: perhaps Albion square] in London.
You should "just" go to him and say "wir sannen zwa spanische granden ['we are two
Spanish grandees': unidentified joke quotation]; I am a friend of Gumbel, E.J., Esq.
What can you do for me?" As No.5, I add a letter to PHILIPS PRICE. We knew him
already in 1918, he then already had a portable typewriter, and had produced a
daughter with his wife "Liebchen" (English pronunciation) in Friedenau the City: he is
top notch [kanone]. Finally, as No.6, enclosed a similar letter to Ellen Wilkinson, top
notch etc., red haired, bonked to rights by Austrian Katz. She has a soft heart and
may well instead have hard other parts, but that's none of your business, you must
appeal to her heart, without touching the knick-knacks, for you should remain
protected from ghastly things.
So much for that. Now for your scientific problems [pelkes]. You surely need to have
your head examined [du leidest sicher an versetzten winden (?)]: it is probably much
more difficult to learn English properly, i.e. not just to buy HOVIS at the baker's, pale
ale or gin at the wine merchant's, and to shake hands with, and say how do you do,to
the bints in Piccadilly (for which they have obviously been waiting all day), whom your
clear-sighted eye and acumen spotted so readily, all this, I claim, is no big feat; but [it
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is a feat] to express oneself correctly concerning a more sensible subject, and to do
that you must read a lot, the relevant literature [literaturen aus dem fach], i.e. the
classical original papers in mathematics and physics, with which, besides, you will
please the English, for example: CAYLEY, 5-th memoir upon quantics; HAMILTON on
quaternions (I don't know what the paper is called); THOMSON AND TAIT, Natural
Philosophy; GIBBS, Statistical Mechanics; EDDINGTON, Space, Time, Gravitation;
perhaps also (for reference) SALMON , Conic Sections, and his Solid Geometry (but
ONLY for reference, not to swot up this rubbish!); ROUTH, Dynamics, ditto
WEBSTER, Dynamics, ditto WHITACKER [sic], on Mechanics, Theory of Functions
and so on, (all only for REFERENCE) , ditto OSGOOD, Theory of functions (DITTO),
and J.J.THOMSON's papers on Electricty, perhaps also those by GREEN; on
Algebra, there is a long and rather boring, but very English old book by SALMON and
a modern one (American, like Gibbs and Osgood) by BÔCHER, Maxime. You are
bound to be able to find all this in libraries outside the National Gallery [??], these are
all classical works.
Furthermore! Should you have difficulties with THESE things, you can turn to me with
confidence, for one can also help tomcats [kätern] what can't differentiate zero, in
writing. On the other hand, RAPID and THOROUGH learning of a language is a
matter in which not a soul can help you - and that is now the most important thing.
Now, as to the organizing of your tomcattish existence [deines katérischen daseins].
Do not spit into the well, you will still have to drink [saufen] water [Russian or
Ukrainian proverb]; therefore, do not behave like a pig towards dame Fabian: she
knows all the Labour people, and one may perhaps have to make use of suchlike.
So, look her up [melde dich] now and then, and so on.
One's own, and as you imagine, private digs [sturmfreie Bude: student slang for
lodgings where one's girl friend can visit any time] are "very beau-ti-ful", as shittyLottie [?] used to chirp, however such digs can rarely be procured without dosh [taxe].
As to dosh from the hands of you loving l.kl. [lieben kleinen, dear little] parents of all
[political] factions, the situation is dead rotten [oberfaul], and it will naturally be some
time until you can generate your own dosh. On the other hand, the Jews will
presumably only arrange [accommodation in] kosher houses: and there is not the
slightest reason why you should pretend to observe schabbes [sabbath day] with a
skull cap [streiml] on your head, and avoid the amazement of these reactionary fools
by adapting to their obscenities. Whereof the moral is, undoubtedly, the following: by
using the various letters which are not addressed to Jews, to make the attempt to get
yourself lodged with some non-Jewish, socialist or labourist family.
Finally, a matter which I am not going to leave alone, although I have the impression
that you, as a genuine occiput-deprived bureaucrat, obstinately insist that "it can't be
done", because the [silly] regulation [Schiessvorschrift: gunnery manual] does not
allow it [anders lautet]: because all the rubbish about matric is completely
uninteresting, to try at all costs to begin AT ONCE to study at UNIVERSITY, and to
pass this matric, if it is really indispensable, AFTERWARDS, when you are already
studying, in the course of the examinations which you will have to take then in more
sensible subjects. That this can be done IN PRINCIPLE, I know: in Germany, the
Schiessvorschriften were much stricter in this respect; but my friend Jacques
Grommer, "big Jacques" [probably a reference to Grommer's acromegaly], who until
this day [Grommer actually died in1933] has learned no language other than Yiddish,
which he MUMBLED rather than spoke, got his German doctorate summa cum laude
[the highest grade] in Göttingen - because he was a "little genius"; it could be done.
Therefore, you absolutely must go to this LEVY, about whom Igdenbu [Paul
Friedländer], the orifice beyond the Po [pun on Po: German baby talk for bottom, and
Po: Italian river] (cispadanus) rambles on, and ditto to kimbels Greenwood, so as to
discuss THIS point with them. The dosh [taxen] needed there [at University] will not be
substantially more than at the day school, and this will impress the Jews more than
the daglige [Danish: daily] school, which is not dejlig [?], but daft [dämlig].
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Holdseliges kind [child most fair], be more artlich, ['Maxism' for artig, 'be a good boy',]
and be greeted by a
svcndn [schwitzenden, i.e. sweating] ltktr [altkater: old tomcat]
intelligent-kater, the addresses of Price and of Wilkinsoncik are on the respective
letters; occupy yourself [kümmere dich] with these two gherkins, they are morally
obliged to do something (be it only to act as if they were doing something).
[By hand] You should telephone Wilkinson, or just call on her [rückst leiblich auf die
bude]. What do you think of my English?
This letter, written before my reply to the first letter had got to Paris, is a fair sample of Max in
full flow, and requires a good deal of explanation and comment. Gumbel was a statistician
(professor at Heidelberg until 1933) who was famous for his documentation of the Freikorps
terror and the partiality of the German judiciary in the early years of the Weimar republic. Max
had known him as a fellow student in Berlin. All I know about 'prof. Greenwood' is that he was
not Greenhill, and that I did not meet him, nor Berlowitz. Philips Price had witnessed the
Russian Revolution, and had been the Daily Herald's correspondent in Germany from 1919 to
1923. He was an admirer of the Soviet Union, but had only been a Communist for a short
time, and had been a Labour MP. Ellen Wilkinson was a prominent left-winger in the Labour
Party; she was Minister of Education in the first Labour Cabinet in 1945. As far as I know, she
was never a Fellow Traveller. But, according to Max, she had succumbed to the notorious
charms of Otto Katz, the Prague-born polyglot intellectual who was Münzenberg's chief fund
raiser. The letter to her was the only one I followed up; she seems to have taken a liking to
me, but nothing else came of it.
I did not attempt to get hold of any of the books in Max's reading list, which was probably just
as well. They are all at advanced undergraduate level or above, and were mostly out of date;
Eddington's book was the only one written after the first World War, I think. Several of them
(Cayley, Hamilton) are nineteenth century classics, and would be useful background reading
for someone embarking on a Ph.D. thesis on the development of mathematics in Britain (and
the USA) in the nineteenth century.
In Analysis (the Calculus), it is an immediate consequence of the definition that the derivative
of a constant function is zero. For some reason, Max made a running joke of this, perhaps
alluding to some long forgotten incident in Berlin. Max was very keen to get me, then only
sixteen, straight to University. But my case was rather different from Grommer's. He was a
Lithuanian Jew who suffered from acromegaly, abnormally large extremities - including, in his
case, the chin. Probably because of this, he abandoned his studies for the rabbinate, and
turned to mathematics. In 1912, in his early thirties, while attending a graduate seminar in
Göttingen, he came to the notice of Hilbert. Hilbert, the head of the Mathematics Faculty and
the leading mathematician in Germany, managed to browbeat the University into letting
Grommer proceed to the Ph.D.. Grommer then became Einstein's assistant in Berlin, which is
where Max got to know him; whether he was aware of the details of Grommer's history, or was
having me on, I cannot say.
It is apparent from the letter that I must already have known of the nickname Igdenbu for my
father; I don't know where it came from. The elaborate joke means, in short, 'arsehole
Igdenbu'; cispadanus is the Latin for the country on the Roman side of the river Po. Hyman
Levy, a mathematician, was a professor at London University and a fellow traveller. I did go to
see him; he was quite friendly, but explained that he could not help me until I had got my
matric, which was the London University entrance qualification. (Matric, short for Matriculation,
was the equivalent of the School Certificate, which was later replaced by the GCE.) I also saw
another, more eminent, academic fellow traveller, the physicist P.M. Blackett, who gave me
the same reply.
In the mean time, I had been to the Jewish Refugees Committee in Upper Woburn Place. The
first contacts were disappointing. Some kind soul suggested that I should be apprenticed to a
tailor. A second, more sensible, suggestion was that I should be articled to an architect. (This
is another way of saying apprenticed. But it did lead to a professional qualification.) Naturally, I
turned both these suggestions down, and insisted that I wanted to complete my schooling and
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go on to University. I reported all this to Paris, of course. The immediate response was a
postcard.
Letter 3; post card, postmarked 3.IX.34.
Mr. G. Friedländer, p.A. [c/o] Doctor Heimann, 34 Ridgmount Road [sic], London
WC1
Dear Kater, our letters have crossed, so this is in addition. (1) Matric, Abitur or bachot
is always only valid in the country in which it is taken. So this is altogether out of the
question.(2) Only the line of beginning to study immediately makes sense, everything
else is a waste of time. (3) Idiot Igdenbu telephoned to-day: he is insulted, because
the Jewish committee (in fact, Frankel [?] ) has said that he has not looked after you;
"therefore" (sic) he will "send you to Vienna at once" (sic) and write to them that he is
"looking after you". Mummy bit his head off, and you can ignore [darauf pfeifen] his
arsehole-like orders to this effect. (4) If the Polytechnic thing works out OK, then it
would be the best, objectively. If not, we shall have to look further. Best greetings. By
the way, [...] Igdenbu declared, in the same breath, that he would pay for the
Polytechnic. You are hearing the voice of a madman, don't worry about that.
It is clear from this card that I had been so discouraged by my reception in London that I
seriously proposed to go back to Paris, or even to Vienna, to obtain my University entrance
qualifications, and then return to London for another attempt to go to University there. ('Bachot'
is the French baccalauréat, 'Matura' the Austrian equivalent.) As to 'the Polytechnic thing', this
was a suggestion that came from some of our emigré friends. Undoubtedly, both Ruth and
Max thought that a London Polytechnic was equivalent to a Technische Hochschule, which it
was not: the Austro-German variety was, in effect, a faculty of Technology separate from a
University, but of equal standing. This misunderstanding already figures in the first letter. It is a
commonplace that (graduate) engineers have a higher standing on the Continent than in
Britain.
In fact, I had taken an instant dislike to London, and felt very unhappy, not least because I had
nowhere to live - it was understood that my stay at the Heimanns was only for a few days.
Then, out of the blue, Uncle Hanns turned up, with his new companion Lou Fischer (no
relation). He had been engaged by Alexander Korda to compose the music for a film, 'Abdul
Hamid, the Red Sultan'. (Abdul Hamid was the last sultan, who was overturned by the original
Young Turks. He was played by the famous German actor Fritz Kortner, who had no English
at all and had to memorize his lines without understanding them.) Hanns rented a twobedroom basement flat at 147 Abbey Road in West Hampstead, and presently I moved in with
him and Lou. I got on well with them, and felt much better now I had a semi-permanent home
and family backing. I stayed there until they left, in January.
Things also took a turn for the better on my next call at Upper Woburn Place. I was
interviewed by Augustus Kahn, who had been a mathematics master (and, I believe, a
Schools Inspector); he may have been retired, at least I remember him as an elderly
gentleman in a blue suit. I told him that I wanted to go to university to study mathematics.
Perhaps I instinctively dropped both the physics and the engineering. The fact was that
mathematics was my strongest subject, and that I was (desperately) keen to go to university. I
am sure it never occurred to me then that I might become a mathematician. Kahn gave me an
impromptu oral examination, and this went off rather well. What I remember particularly is that
he asked me to prove Euler's theorem on homogeneous functions. Without hesitation, I trotted
out the standard proof - and he looked very surprised. Indeed, I had the distinct impression
that he had never seen this proof before. It was certainly not taught in school, so he could,
alternatively, have been impressed by my command of a piece of mathematics at (first year)
University level. He suggested that I should try for a Cambridge Entrance Scholarship,
provided a school could be found that would have me in the Sixth Form for the time required
to prepare me for the examination; this would take a year and one term. Although I had only
the haziest notions as to what was involved, I agreed readily enough.
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The first school Kahn approached was the Central Foundation School, a grammar school
somewhere in the City largely supported by Jewish business men. I may already have been at
147 Abbey Road when I saw Kahn for the first time; I certainly was there when I went off to the
Central Foundation School. For when I asked for a ticket to Old Street at the Underground
station (no doubt West Hampstead), I was met with total incomprehension, even when I
repeated my request. Then, suddenly, I thought of the toothless old charlady, always dressed
in black, who 'did' the Eisler flat, and said, 'Ould Street', with as round an 'ou' as I could
manage. Success was instant, and I realized at that moment that English vowel sounds were
different from German ones. At the CFS, everything seemed to go off well, and I reported my
progress to Paris, but I also voiced my anxieties at length. This is clear from the next letter in
the Harvard archive, which was written jointly by Ruth and Max, and includes a note to Hanns
as a postscript.
Letter 4, undated, ca. 10 Sept 34
Dear Kater,
just now, a fat letter has gone off to you, then your air mail letter arrives. We
understand your disquiet, since everything is pretty uncertain, but we don't quite
understand what essential change there really has been since last week. We shall
therefore go over the matter systematically, together
1)Will the City [sic] Foundation School take you, and will the Jews pay for this school?
This is, so to speak, the fundamental question. If this question is resolved positively,
then you should, in our opinion, try to stay in England. It would be very good [sehr
schön] if you could go in for the competition [concours] for the scholarship in 3
months' time, and it will probably still be possible to arrange this, after a few weeks in
school, but your staying on in England should not be made to depend on this . We
have learned here that the CFS is a foundation [financed by] rich City Jews,
specialising in mathematics, and that they do in fact give these scholarships for
Cambridge etc. It seems that, in England, this mathematical education is such that
quite a number of favourable professional openings are available. Such an education
is of course equally valuable in [i.e. if one goes on to] America, France, etc..Free
study, i.e. to be able to study without school fees, is a very big advantage, and at the
moment nothing else is being offered to you. Probably, a transfer from this school to
some other Faculty of Science, for example a Polytechnic, can be arranged, once one
has got settled and obtained a clear overview of the various combinations which lead
from one school to another. We therefore advise you to hold on to this, even if it takes
5/4 [one and a quarter] years.
2) Now to the question of the financing of your studies, and how to ensure your
material existence.We advise you to abandon the Emmy line, one cannot build upon
her, she promises lightly and breaks her promises just as lightly; that has been amply
demonstrated by the experience of the last weeks. On the other hand, you did write to
us that the Jews had told you that you could turn to them for help in case of [difficulties
with] accommodation, meals, etc.. We do not trust this Jewish Committee overmuch,
but we think that, once you are at CFS, they would lodge you with some Jewish family.
This would be pretty hideous, and would only work for a limited period, but no more
hideous than Vienna, and worth enduring, in order to complete your studies. But a
scheme [Kombination] of the following sort would be better/
3) to see whether there is some youth or student organization [jugendkollektiv,
studentenkollektiv ] of a socialist kind, which has some sort of primitive [arrangements
for] communal living, and to extract the cost of that from the Jews. We sent you the
letters of recommendation for this purpose. But when you go to see these people, you
must not ask for vague things, because that is the most awful way of asking for help.
After the school affair has been settled, you must ask to be housed in some sensible
fashion. After consultation with various people we have the impression that this is just
the kind of thing that can work in England.
4) As regards Paul, you must send him the most frightful incendiary letters about
money. We shall also put pressure on him from here. But he would not agree to a
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return to Vienna, because he would have to pay more there, but try to push you off to
Russia at once. On this point I, Mummy, have had an enormous row with him,
because this is what he intends, after the failure of the London plan.
5) The return to Vienna remains open for an indefinite period, so that, even if
everything should go awry, you could go back there after 3, 5, 6 months, and get your
Abitur, as an external [candidate] if need be. A [medical] certificate attesting a
prolonged chronic illness, which, if necessary, could go on for months, can always be
procured. After your experiences in England, you must bear in mind what Abitur in
Vienna implies: university study in Vienna. For even with that piece of paper you would
have to pass the same matric in England, but with no Jewish Committee paying for it.
Vienna won't run away, and in our opinion the Vienna Abitur is easily passed with
good mathematics and good English, now that you have the end-of-the -year school
report for the 7th class. So: in any event, wait, especially as you have the very good
fortune to be able to stay with Hannnnns [sic] for the time being.
6) (and so to speak a basic postscript). Of course, to carry out a course of study with
a free place [but] without financial backing is a difficult undertaking anywhere, in the
course of which one can, in various ways, get into rotten [miese] situations. You
yourself will have to consider whether you want to take this on, or endure another 465
years in the Viennese environment. We need not tell you that we will help you if there
is any way in which we can do this, but you know well enough, what our situation is.
Nevertheless , in your place WE would risk staying on in England, especially as you
still have lines of retreat in various directions.
Write at once, how matters stand with CFS; if this should not work out (in our opinion
there is no reason for this), one can still try to take the matter up again along another,
similar, line.
Herzliche grüsse [love]
from us both.
Dear Hanns, we are very touched by the way you are taking care of our kater and very
glad that he can stay with you for the time being. It is of course an extraordinarily
difficult business, but Vienna is, financially, essentially not more secure. Paul does not
give any money to his own people, on principle, and, as he told me over the
telephone, is having an enormous row with them [ist im grössten krach mit ihnen]. He
wanted to dispatch the young fellow [den jungen] to Russia immediately. Of course, if
the worst comes to the worst, he could go to Vienna, but we have explained to him
[dem jungen] that this possibility remains [dass ihm das immer noch nicht davonläuft].
In our opinion, there is no point in your speaking to Emmy. On the other hand, it would
perhaps be quite effective, for a while, if you were to write a letter to Paul, as you are
an authority for him. He was immediately notably less insolent with me, when he
heard that the lad is with you. How are things otherwise? What are your plans? Do
write us a few lines about this.
With our warmest greetings [sei herzlichst gegrüsst]
from us both, also to Lu.
It looks as if I had written twice, probably first after seeing Kahn, and then after I had been
interviewed at the Central Foundation School, and that the reply to my first letter is missing.
The only point which needs some explanation is paragraph 4). It appears that my father was
convinced the 'London plan' would fail, and had worked himself into one of his rages. As to his
plan of 'sending me to Russia', there certainly was a German language school in Moscow, the
Karl-Liebknecht-Schule. (It had to be closed down in 1938, when virtually all the potential
teaching staff had fallen victim to Stalin's purges.) Whether Paul was of sufficiently high rank
in the Party to get me admitted to this school, or whether he was simply bluffing, I do not
know. Presumably, board and lodging at this school would have been free, and Ruth and Max
certainly suggested - both then and later - that Paul was very anxious not to be landed with
more than marginal financial responsibility for me. But that hardly explains the violence of his
reaction.
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Two things are clear fom this letter. One is that confusion still reigned in Paris regarding the
Cambrige entrance scholarship, the Polytechnics, and the like. The other one is that I was so
unhappy and disoriented in London that, only three months after my exultant crossing of the
Austro-Swiss border, I was prepared to return to Vienna.
The Central Foundation School turned me down; they did not rate my chances of success
high enough. This is what Kahn told me on my next visit to Upper Woburn Place. But he had
already been in touch with another Grammar School, Latymer Upper School in Hammersmith,
whose headmaster was prepared to interview me. There was a small difficulty: the day
appointed for this was a major Jewish festival. (Probably Rosh Hashana, the Jewish New
Year.) With uncharacteristic presence of mind, I said "I'll walk", and that settled the matter. At
the time, I thought that taking the tube would offend the Committee's Jewish sensibilities.
Now, I wonder whether, on the contrary, Kahn thought that I might have qualms about going to
Latymer Upper on such a day. So, a day or two later, I went off to Hammersmith. Either there
and then, or immediately afterwards, I was informed that the school was willing to give me a
try, and I accepted at once.
My letters to Paris, one reporting the failure at C.F.S., the other the success at Latymer Upper,
must have arrived in quick succession. For the reply consists of a pair of letters which came in
the same envelope.
Letter 5, undated, ca. 13/14 Sept. 34
Dear Kater,
although it is certainly difficult for a young katertier [cat-animal] to find its way in the
vicissitudes of life (which are called koloworot, a word that has become kolowrat in
Czech), I have to repeat a lesson for the third time, which it is as difficult for you to
take in, as the rule for differentiating a constant; this lesson is as follows: there is no
authority in the world which will guarantee your studies for five years. In addition, two
corollaries. 1) There is also none such that will do it for 2 years. 2) There is also no
authority in the world which has any reason to do such a thing. These are all axioms,
and if you had had enough sense to imprint them on your mind, you would not keep
on asking silly questions. The CFS business has gone wrong. Irrespective of why [this
has happened], you must therefore ask yourself now, what is to be done. If the other
school will really be paid for, and prepares for the scholarship, then you must accept,
of course - or but, but this is a completely different line, go to Vienna. It is idle to go on
nattering so much about this subject; this is the alternative, and there is nothing else,
and for the the sake of appearances [der Ordnung halber] I am asking whether you
have sent the medical certificate to Vienna, or not. For it would be idiotic to mess this
matter up by [neglecting] formalities, when one is so little firmly resolved as you are, to
choose the other line.
Furthermore. Cambridge costs money. Chojsek discovers America. But you don't get
to C. at once, why are you getting so worked up now? If you are paid half the
necessary [die halbe taxe] there, it will be easier to find the other half, than to find a
fool or a consortium of fools who will now put the bread and butter ready-made on the
table and say: Chojsek, your studies are guaranteed for 5 years. Not even the
existence of the British Empire is guaranteed for 5 years, just think about this piece of
news.
And again. Of course, the only really correct line is the one I have proposed to you: try
to get to a Polytechnic at once. You can't do it, it seems to be too "bold" (nebbich ) - all
right; then there is only the alternative of school in London or in Vienna. That is
absolutely clear. And as you are, after all, being offered resources in London, it is
pointless to want to plan ahead for years, something which you cannot even do in
Vienna; think of this "piece of news", too. Therefore: if you cannot work the
Polytechnic line, accept what is being offered to you as regards school and
scholarship possibilities, and stop fussing [nicht pelkessen].
Wilkinson has written to us. She is quite enthusiastic about you (erotic effect of a
young kater on an old female [Vettel] ).Has anything else come out of this
conversation, except stirrings in her unchaste bosom? Price has also written to us; he
is off to America for two months, and so cannot do anything; so [mithin] he
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recommends - whom? - the immortal Lord Marley, which is probably pure rubbish.
Little fellow [knäblein], you are not having an easy time of it, but do not be afraid all the
time, there is no cause for it. Go to school [gehe "nach schule" , wie man in Pankow
sagt], or to the Polytechnic if you can, but don't be frightened and learn English. Once
Cambridge (really too "upper class") has come about, with the help of God, the Jews
and others, then even half of £50 per term will not be SO difficult to raise, once a
fellow [gauch] is there. But when he is full of anxiety beforehand - how is he going to
get there [ wie soll er dann ins loch kommen - how will he get into the hole]?
this is what ltktr [altkater - old cat]
wishes you
Letter 5, continues with a letter typed (!) by Ruth, as follows:
Dear kater, the enclosed letter was written by Max last night, and now you letter has
arrived. You will see from it that you have done right to accept the thing. I will only add,
to the listing of the safety and unsafety factors, that various newspapers report that, in
Vienna, students are obliged to belong to a patriotic organization, also that anyone
who has been a member of a banned organization loses the right to study at
University. So you can see that you could really land in the shit there. You must now
turn towards the English school with all your strength, I think you will manage to cope
with it more quickly than you think, you only need a little [time] to get used to it,
therefore it is good that you can stay with Hanns for a while and don't have to struggle
with the difficulties of a new environment, but don't let yourself be distracted from work
by the no doubt very lively goings-on at Hanns', much depends on your performance
[Leistungen], the English system is very good for people of your sort, because it keeps
a close watch on, and judges, the whole person. If you take note from the start of what
counts with the people at school, then it is bound to work out. I definitely hope to see
you here at Christmas, then any difficulties can be ironed out, before then by letter.
The Jews will always look after you - and will be there for ever, for there will always be
nationalist Jews, so that even the English Soviet Republic would have to give them the
right to self-determination - as long as the school reports that you are doing well.
According to my information, mathematics is of much practical use in England.
Everywhere. I am entirely in agreement with [your having a] guardian, for my greatest
worry is, after all, not Cambridge, but how you are going to be looked after when
Hanns has left. But the Jews are not paying for the school unless they have the
intention to come up with this as well. Overall, I find the thing is more favourable than I
had expected. But deal with the other matters as well. Write to the people in Vienna,
Paul is behaving towards them unspeakably badly [unqualifizierbahr], there is no need
for you to do the same, he wants to send you to Russia.
My writing is even worse than usual, I have had to have a tooth pulled out, the wound
has gone septic, I am feeling utterly stupid with the pain and sickness, and have a
decisive conference in ST.DENIS tomorrow.
Write at once, in detail, also about Wilkinson and the like,
Mummy (which is genuine
English)
Dear Hanns and dear Lu, I feel bloody awful [mir ist sauschlecht], so just my warmest
greetings
Ruth
It is clear from Ruth's letter that the Jewish Refugees Committee had by then decided to
support me, because of the proposal that I, as a minor, should have a guardian. From a later
letter I know that a Mrs Cohen was appointed to exercise this function; I cannot remember her
offhand. The only other comment needed concerns Ruth's mention of a 'decisive conference
in St.Denis'. Her hope was to earn some money regularly by using her experience of Social
Work in Berlin. For some time, she had been engaged in case studies for a certain Dr Ichok,
head of a clinic at the (Communist run) northern suburb Clichy. Ichok, Russian born, was a
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Communist or a Fellow Traveller, and was, or became, a friend of Ruth and Max's. As she will
say in the next letter, her contract at Clichy only ran to the end of the month, and she was
trying to get a post at another 'red' suburb, St. Denis. The mayor and local Party boss there
was Jacques Doriot, whom she had met in Moscow in the early twenties. He had just been
expelled from the Communist Party, because he had advocated a United Front with the
Socialists and would not toe the Party line. (The United Front had to wait a couple of years).
Later on, he became notorious as the founder of a Fascist party; but in 1934, he was still a
dissident Communist, and willing to help Ruth.

The next letter I have is again signed by Ruth, but must have been a joint effort, certainly
typed by Max.
Letter 6.
Paris, 17.IX.34
Dear kater, we are of course very glad that the matter now seems to have been
settled fairly reasonably, at least as regards school. Bertaldis are sending postcards
all the time, because you should be back in Vienna on the 17th, Paul has promised
me to write to them decently but has obviously not done this. You should write them a
nice letter, thanking them warmly for looking after you and all their love and so on,
explain that you cannot let go a chance of getting an English education, and send the
letter to Vienna via Paul. To Paul, you should send a bill, [stating] how much money
you need absolutely at once, the business about lunch, fares, school books,
underwear, socks. Ask him also if he can't come up with an extra 2 pounds for a suit
to go to school in, you really need that. Living on your own later on, which would of
course be the most pleasant [alternative], is out of the question, for reasons of [lack of
] money. You must let the Jews know in good time when Hanns is leaving. I don't think
one can get any work done at Emmy's, I cannot tell from here what is going on there,
but all sorts of things are certainly happening there, otherwise she would not have put
on such a performance in the first place. Is there not some socialist student commune
[studentenkollektiv]. I have heard something to this effect, there is some Dr. Pohl who
is supposed to have organized something of the sort, that would be best, provided the
Jews are prepared to pay for it, better than good deeds by some family, in my
experience that kind of thing always goes wrong after a while. In a commune you
would have much more inner and outer freedom [innere und äussere Freiheit].
Perhaps such things exist in England [gibt es das auf englisch] there are, after all,
many societies of intellectuals in England, search in this direction while there is time,
that is to say while Hanns is there, afterwards it is much more difficult. Perhaps you
write to Karsen or ask Korsch, in any case Jewish families are insufferable, look in a
different direction. I am very worried about this point, and will be very glad when this
thing is sorted out. There are a lot of things that I want to know for certain: when does
school begin, do they teach everything there, the whole Gymnasium caboodle? When
is the first examination, in which subjects, can you go on to become an Engineer or is
this mythical and possibly actual [eventuelle] scholarship for the scientific study of
mathematics and physics? What kind of a scholarship is it, for how long? As to what
you should learn, the main thing now is English, probably easy as regards content
[inhalt ist wahrscheinlich leicht], but you will soon see, the quicker the better. As soon
as you have got past the first stage at school you must do things, study the English
working class movement, and see if you can make connection with some youth
organization, with all necessary precautions as you are a foreigner, but p a r t i c i-p a t
i o n can surely be arranged [ geht sicher], we shall have to talk about this presently [
zur zeit dann uns unterhalten].
Here the old mess [der alte dreck], I shall perhaps start on the 1st [October] in St.
Denis, much trouble and little money, great difficulty because of work permit, but
nothing else is left as Clichy finishes on the 1st and him has no work. Greetings to all
our acquaintances [bekannten], he [?] Heimanns, Frigo [?] and so on. Write soon, in
detail.
Love [Herzlich grüsst dich] from your worried
mummy
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I suppose I ought to repeat that mummy, pronounced with a German 'u' (like the u in put, say)
was a family nickname - Max's doing, of course - which has a 'foreign' feel in German and is
not to be confused with its English original.
This letter was written just one month after I had left Paris. So the 'London plan' had worked and quite quickly, too. The letter is signed by Ruth, but was obviously co-written (and typed) by
Max. Bertaldis was his nickname for the Vienna Friedländers; he always spelt grandmother's
name 'Berta'.
Korsch was another opposionist. In 1925, he had been a member of the Ultraleft. Later, he led
a minuscule opposition group of his own. He has a reputation as a Marxist theoretician; in
1933, he ran a workshop on Marxism at Karl-Marx-Schule which Brecht attended. They
remained on good terms, and were, at that time, both staying ina hotel in Calthorpe Street. I
did not manage to get hold of either Karsen or Korsch,or the elusive Dr Pohl. Nor did I make
contact with any Youth Organization. I could perhaps have done so if I had visited Ellen
Wilkinson again and asked her to help. But I had my hands full adjusting to my new school.
As to the school, I have no doubt that my letters home only gave a very muddled account;
Ruth and Max appear to have known very little about the English system of education, and it
took me a long time to understand it. I should have explained the difference between state
schools and public schools, and that Latymer Upper was a hybrid type called a direct grant
school. It was a grammar school, an old foundation, but received a grant enabling it to offer
free places to the Local Education Authority. In fact, there was no public school air about it.
There was not even a sixth form: the corresponding form was called the seventh, and I still
have one or two books with 'F.G.Friedländer 7A2' pencilled on the flyleaf. I probably did
explain that I was on the science side, so that our lessons comprised pure and applied
mathematics, physics and chemistry. These were the subjects examined in the Higher
Schools Certificate, which the other boys in my class were preparing. Sensibly, I was allowed
to concentrate on the two mathematics subjects. I may have said something about the
headmaster, the Reverend Dr Dale, an imposing figure of considerably girth, with a red face
traversed by blue veins and staring eyes, his benevolence towards me, and his total
incomprehension of my background and the recent turn of events in Germany.
I do not think that my father's reluctant contribution to my finances ran to 'a suit to go to school
in', but I did acquire a green school cap. It was a novelty for me to have afternoon lessons.
One experience of school dinners (which had to be paid for) was enough; fortunately, I was
allowed to go out during the lunch break, and ate my (hot) dinners at the Lyons cafe in
Hammersmith Broadway. Another puzzling feature of school was the daily assembly. I only
attended for the headmaster's announcements; during the service I went back to my class
room. Whether it was thought that I was Jewish, or it was realized that I had no religion, I
cannot say. What would have happened at the Central Foundation School in this respect is
also a matter for conjecture.
Ruth did start work at St Denis, where she stayed until 1940. I shall have more to say about
this later on.
The next two letters in my file, both from Max, are not dated, but must have been written soon
after this.The first one, which I have called 'letter 7', may have been in the same envelope as
the one above,as it refers to a letter from Ruth. It begins with a piece of doggerel (not set out
as lines of verse), which I have translated freely. In line 5, 'zédé lane' translates 'zédé gasenn',
a deliberate misspelling of 'zédé gassen', i.e. rue Gustave Zédé in Passy. Perhaps because it
rhymes with Brecht's initials 'BB', Max adopted 'Zédé', later 'Sede' (German pronunciation), as
the current nickname for Hanns.

Letter 7, late September 1934
sajsprunzender kater [scheissprunzender - bloody show-off kater], one thing's for
sure [and best],/of this letter I have to write the rest./Imprimis: you've done quite well,
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[old bod],for everything else we must go on trusting in (yiddish) god./Alexander the
Great writes excited card/the blow of runaway kater hits [l.kl.] dear little Berta
hard./Howsoever, the same becomes a gentleman/and already in the last letter zédélane/announced that only a schoolboy he must become and under bridges
sleep/where up girls' skirts he can peep./
Now it's getting too daft for me to make up doggerel [Knittelverse], so I'll switch to
prose.
As far as one can see from your confused reports, the new school is also one for
fabricating scholarshipping little geniuses. So, go to it as they say [also denn mal los,
wie jener sagt]. Get a pennyworth of system into this business: do the elements of
Algebra decently, beastly [schnöden] Euclid, who is highly esteemed there (as is
Algebra, in the middle of the last century they had the great Cayley and upright
[stramm] Sylvester, and are proud of this, before that they had Newton, Taylor and Mc
Laurin, and therefore you should learn - GALOIS, but not in the original, what is hard,
but in a modern account; at one time I gave you VOGT, Algèbre superieure, which is
quite usable, and properly APPLIED Mechanics and Electricity; for that, there are
undoubtedly GOOD English texts, for in this field they are top notch [kanonen]. Not to
forget to revise Analysis properly (Jordan or Goursat always best) and to learn some
SET THEORY as well, but not too thoroughly; perhaps there is an account from the
school of Russell, I don't know of one. Theory of Surfaces [i.e., Differential Geometry]
to be carried further (if you can get hold of it, look at DARBOUX, Leçons sur la théorie
générale des surfaces; the chapter on kinematics and its application to surfaces, and
the very beautiful chapter on minimal surfaces, but again; not to get stuck).
This is my mathematical advice. Write what is going on there [at school], for it
interests me [to know] how the "pelkes" are set up [ausgedacht] there, that's different
in every country. If you can, learn some Theory of Probability. I don't know of an
English text, but there must be one. French texts (the subject was founded by the
French) are by POINCARÉ and by BOREL, both very good. Nowadays, one needs
this stuff at every turn in Physics, therefore it is a good thing if one is familiar with it
from childhood. Never forget that a constant, when differentiated, gives 0!
The end, you lazy letter-writer [schreibfaules
individium]
Zédé; in what style is Abdul Hamid? Is that the film in which Kortner will speak yiddish,
through his nose? By the way, you should compose a hymn of praise to the
Versöhnler [reconciler: Communist fraction] returning to the fold (C A N C R I Z A N
S!). If pan Ewert brings his Sabo back as frozen meat, all will be well; if alive - then it
will go wrong. It will all go wrong anyway, that's why they are fetching Sabo. So:
compose well, and be greeted, as well as Lu
Maxe
The note to Hanns figuring as a postscript needs some elucidation. Ewert had been the leader
of the 'Versöhnler' in 1928. Like my uncle Gerhart, another prominent member of this fraction,
he was in effect banished from Germany, by being sent on Comintern missions to China, the
USA and, in 1934, Brazil. (He was arrested a year later, badly maltreated, then confined in a
lunatic asylum until 1945, amnestied, and allowed to return to Germany in 1947.) The title pan
is Polish for Mister; a cancrizans (crabwise) canon is one in which the imitating voice gives out
the notes of the theme in reverse order, which explains Max's joke. 'Sabo' was Ewert's wife.
The mathematical reading list proposed by Max is just as outrageous as that in letter 1. Now, it
seems to me that Max had wildly overestimated the extent to which I had understood and
retained what he had taught me in Berlin, and was in effect suggesting 'further reading'. Most
of it is not appropriate for a budding Engineer. It also seems that Max thought that, because of
my (supposedly) advanced knowledge of mathematics, I would be able to get a Cambridge
Entrance Scholarship easily, with little or no preparatory work. Of course he did not know the
syllabus, or what sort of questions were set. There is an odd contrast between the high-flying
mathematical advice and the rough Russian humour with which he tried to jolly me along,
such as the running gag about differentiating a constant, and the various forms of address
ranging from Blödianer - idiot - to 'occiput-deprived bureaucrat'. Perhaps there was some
hard-edged optimism behind jokes about little geniuses; perhaps he wanted me to continue
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and complete the career in mathematics (and, as he thought of it, physics), which he had
abandoned.
The books I actually had, supplied by the school and paid for by the Jewish Refugees
Committee, were, of course, much more elementary. There was 'Caunt's Calculus' and a text
on Analytical Geometry with dark green covers whose author I cannot recall. There was also a
'Statics' and a 'Dynamics', both by Ramsey. If there was a text on Algebra, I have forgotten it.
The theory in these (the 'bookwork'), I found easy; but the 'examples', i.e. the exercises, I
found hard. Indeed, I had the impression that, while I understood the theory but could not do
the examples, my class mates could do the examples but did not understand the theory. Of
course I complained about this in my letters home, and the next letter brings Max's reaction.
Letter 8, Sept/Oct 1934
Once, an Armenian father, writing to his son [Söhnken] who was.being drilled at the
army Cadet School in Tiflis (O Manja!), is said to have written an address which,
translated from his crazy Russian, runs as follows: to Tiflis, to Caucas, to the warlike
progymnas, to my son, my bad son, to a lout in the third form. So too, roughly, would
be the address I would have to write if my l-o-u-t was in a 'warlike progymnas' instead
of living at zédé's.
Young fellow [gauch], to put it briefly: the method of working examples is a good one,
because it is an application which continually checks on the knowledge one has
acquired. Routh's Dynamics, which I have mentioned again and again, is made up in
this way. You will soon get used to this business [Zimt] and that's the moral of it.
Now to the disciplines where it is different. If it has to be school [penne] then in any
case get ALL the advantages from it that can be got, if dosh is no obstacle
[taxatorische hindernüsse]: and boxing, and rowing, and rifle shooting, and football,
and debating. And above all else, use the time so that it all works [es geht] as if you
were born to it, and even better, because you are not a native: [German pun on
'eingeborener' - native] and never will be one.
Furthermore: frequent as many as possible of the people you know already, in a
regular round, which you should write in your notebook and and follow correctly; these
conversations are almost always rubbish [gequatsche], but as it's the way one says it
that matters [der Ton macht die Musik, which explains the next joke:] (unless one is
dealing with music of the ingenious sort, for example the surplus-value double fugue,
cancrizans), this is necessary, to keep up contacts, and so on.
Young piggy [Jungschwein], before I say HEM [?] like my model, der heckende [? 'hecken' means to hatch, to breed, and I cannot remember the context], I shall declare
that you have, by breaking the umbilical cord which tied you to Vienna, [by] the
attempt to overcome the monkeys and petty bourgeois vindobonas [Latin for Vienna],
which [......text lost], so that the business [affäre] is to be called progressive, in any
case. Should clever Igdenbu talk rot, from your peace disturbed be not, let him lie on
his beauty-cow, and stick his oar in anyhow [quatscht der kluge igdenbu, lass dich
nicht bringen aus der ruh, lass ihn liegen auf schönheitskuh und schleimen seinen
senf dazu]. Furthermore, report to us in detail and without inhibitions, since we, as
experienced zoologists, will be able, from this, to assess progress of brains, prick,
chest measurement and - if there is any - sense [vernunft]. And be greeted
by ltktr

As before, I (sensibly) ignored the reading list. But I took Max's other advice to heart. I tried
boxing (at school, in the evening), went swimming with the school, and (later) rifle shooting as
a part-time member of the school Cadet Corps. None of these pursuits lasted for long. Nor did
my membership of the school chess team, where I started as third or fourth board out of a
line-up of eight. Here my high point was the pupils v masters match, when I defeated Carr, the
pure mathematics master; but my performances tailed off, I lost interest, and resigned form
the team. I joined the school debating society. I never took the floor, but learned much about
my fellow-pupils' attitudes. Furthermore, after Hanns had gone and I was on my own, I
regularly made the round of a number of acquaintances - mostly emigrés. This, too, stopped
after the summer of 1935, when I had made friends at school, except (I think) for occasional
visits to Emmy and her family.
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The next letter shows that, while still complaining about 'examples', I was beginning to get
used to school work.
Letter 9, dated 5.11.34
Dear ktr, I shall only write a few lines, as my mind has become weak. Your last letter
shows that,at present, things are all right [es zunächst all right geht], and that's good,
like that. You will get used to the technique of examples, just don't be afraid. As to
what else you are doing in L., we have no idea, as you are a second rate horse
[Minderwertpferd] and are not writing anything about it. If there is anything you can go
to see with your clear-sighted eyes, then do so, as there are probably a lot of
interesting things [to be seen] there.Your superior, Schuschnigg, is fooling around with
the Nazis, be glad that you are out of his realm - it's shit there, now.
Because of the prices at the Madeleine Cinema, we have not been able to see Viva
Villa yet, on the other hand I have seen Ces Messieurs de la Santé, and Raimu is a
treasure. Did you understand his French? Here, there are no special news. Cackling,
dame Eisfelder has produced a letter, which has been written by some English aunt
with whom she is connected, and who has also supposedly concerned herself with
you - the shop will soon be full of aunts who have concerned themselves with you.
Igdenbu, it appears, is busy getting a fur coat for his beauty [scheenheitl] so it will be
necessary to press him as regards the promised dosh, for the said beauty carries
capital at a warmer spot and can pelzen [Pun: 'Pelz' is 'fur'; 'pelzen' is Berlin dialect for
lazing or loafing].
Is your intellect improving? If yes: in which progression? If not: why? Is you boxing
ability improving? (Go and let them have it [immer feste druff]). What sort of little lads
[knäbleins] do you have in your school [penne]? Have you got [friendly] relations with
any of them? England is the classic land for such relations (I don't mean carnal ones,
ugh [pfui spinne]) - cultivate such, when appropriate, for it is said that English people
have "good and reliable character" (cf Mac Donald [sic], but he is Scotch, or
Henderson). Which English writers are you reading, apart from [reading] parts in The
Tempest? (By the way: is it a woman's part you have read so effectively, or Caliban?
Terrific! TheTempest is a stupid bore [Sturm is doof: 'doof' is Berlin dialect for 'daft'
and 'boring']. Thackeray is typical of old England (e.g. Pendennis), for more recent
[times] the ENGLISH short stories by Kipling, for English whimsy [Schnurren] Smiles'
Peregrine Pickles, but Milton is deadly. Thomas Hardy I don't know, they say he is
"tremendous", and a Balzac they have not. Fortunately no Grillpartzer either (Austria
will be cancelled, it has become worthless).
If it can be managed somehow, you shall come here for Christmas, until then you are
allowed to write in detail.
greetings ltkr
Dear Hanns and lady Lu, I can only write moving [rührende] poems, therefore just a
greeting. How is it going with the "red" sultan? Brecht has become Herzfelde's inhouse poet, or: like and like gets together, with pointed or round heads, with scarlet
impatience and on the basis of the paying of fees, with guaranteed convictions. On
the other hand, Werner Türk (another arsehole) declares on budzi-Bühne ["Neue
Weltbühne", published in Prague, edited by H. Budzislawski] that Mehring is the better
proletarian writer, but Brecht a talented fellow traveller imbued with fellow feeling
[nachempfinder], and so the Prague cafés [kaffeeheisln] are divided into the clans of
those receiving fees from the right (Continental) and those receiving fees from the left
(Tatra and Belvedere), from which one can draw the conclusion that life is beautiful
after all. We are still living - and even if the heart is breaking. In Paris, they sing
wonderful changsongs [chansons, as pronounced by a German], j'aime tes beaux
yeux; recently, we heard the ugly looking [mies anzusehende] Oswald; the piano-man
introduced her with the familiar sounds of Uncle Eustache, who used to guzzle
Cinzano à l'eau, but she sang a song about a whore [dirrrrnenlied] and Threepenny
Opera, not at all bad. Voilà. Apart from that, we have heard, here, a lot of excellent
POLITICAL chansonniers, with an impudence that would have landed them in klink in
Germany already in 1919, one could probably do something with music with them, pity
the chance has been missed.
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greetings.
It is not clear to me what Schuschnigg was up to in November 1934. It may be that Papen,
whom Hitler had (surprisingly) appointed ambassador after the failure of the Nazi putsch in
July, only presented his credentials then.
The film 'Viva Villa' - set in Mexico, with Wallace Beery in the role of the popular but ultimately
unsuccessful revolutionary Zapata - I saw in a West End cinema with Hanns and Lou. I cannot
remember the French film; I may well have relied on the English subtitles.
At school, the headmaster took my class for a weekly English lesson. This was not aimed at
an examination - there was no subsidiary English in the Higher School Certificate - but
intended as a civilizing counterweight to the specialized science and mathematics syllabus.
The Tempest seems a curious choice for a class of raw seventeen-year old prospective
scientists. It was the first piece of Shakespeare I read in the original, and the first late
Shakespeare I encountered. I was puzzled by it, and did not like it much, but enjoyed the blank
verse. It was obviously not in Max's Shakespeare canon. We read through it aloud, in class,
but did not read the same parts throughout. I never read the (not "a") woman's part (Miranda);
I did read Prospero, however, at least on occasions. For I remember coming upon the word
'ivy' and confidently enunciating 'ivvy' to general merriment. So I must have been reading the
long speech in Act I in which he tells Miranda how they were betrayed by his brother Antonio,
expelled from Milan and set adrift, to reach their magic island. Dr Dale was impressed by my
knowledge of Shakespeare, acquired, as I have already told, by reading the Schlegel-Tieck
translation in Germany. The mention of Thackeray and Milton must already have been related
to the School Certificate ('Matric'), which I would have to sit eventually. At home, at Abbey
Road, I did not read Thackerey and Kipling (I did that later), but Dos Passos. (One of the first
modernist American writers, he had a strong influence both in France and in Weimar
Germany.) I read 'Manhattan Transfer' and the trilogy 'USA', and was enormously impressed
by its technique, with the newspaper- and newsreel-like interludes, as well as by the
substance, a sweeping depiction of America in crisis. It was also the first 'modern' book I
came across.
As to the amusing letter to Hanns and 'Lu', it hardly needs saying that all the writers mentioned
were Communists or fellow travellers. The 'Neue Weltbühne' was the (Communist inspired)
expatriate successor of 'Die Weltbühne [The World Stage]', a Berlin weekly that was radical
and pacifist, but not Communist.
The next letter is a fragment, beginning in mid-sentence. It must have been written in
December. For not only does it refer to my birthday, but it begins with the name of Nikolaev, a
student who had assassinated Kirov, head of the Leningrad Party, on December 1st. Although
this was ostensibly the result of a conspiracy by dissident young Communists, it was in fact
engineered by Stalin, who wanted a pretext for the physical suppression of the Opposition.
Nikolaev and his group were executed at once. But the main action began with the arrest and
imprisonment of Zinoviev and Kamenev, who were put on trial later, in the first of the notorious
Moscow trials, in 1936. The Kirov assassination marked the beginning of Stalin's terror. It also
completed the total separation of oppositionists such as Ruth and Max from the Party and the
Comintern.

Letter 10: fragment, before Christmas 1934
.....they must once again start an evil trick. Who this Nikolayev was, I don't know. Who
the Bolsheviks which have been arrested are, I know very well: they are people, old
Party men, who cannot believe the fairy tales and silly nonsense [mätzchen] with
which those younger and stupider are being fobbed off, as a smoke screen to cover
the colossal difficulties, and to give the name of Socialism to the obscenities which are
being committed. It is a terrible thing that is being done there, and no-one except real
fascists will get any joy from it.
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Be glad that you are out of Schuschniggia, there, too, there will be fun and games.
Merry old England is certainly better and offers better prospects, and presently kater
will become an Englishman.
This excellent letter is written in both our names. With some acumen, you will note
that it is a birthday letter. But, first, it is now a long time since woman [Weib] gave birth
to you and the pains are therefore over, and secondly, we are cruel parents
[rabeneltern] without sentimentality, and finally, you are well, so everything is in order,
so far.
Be healthy, look skilfully for somewhere to live [eine bleibe], be a good boy [be more
artlich], pelkesse not too much when differentiating (it is a difficult matter, because the
constants are sometimes so vulgar) and furthermore, hear, in brief, the simplest and
most elegant derivation of Frenet's formulae, which annoyed [angeödnet] us so in the
summer...

I have omitted the remainder of this one page fragment, as it is mathematics and quite
technical. It bore no relation to my scholarship work, which was far below this level.
As the end of the year was approaching, so was the end of Hanns's work on 'Abdul Hamid'
and of his stay in London. So I had to face up to being left on my own. Fear of the unknown
future, in an England that still felt totally alien, oppressed me and made me miserable - a state
of mind which I concealed from Hanns and Lou. In the end, I wrote a long letter in which I
unburdened myself, and posted it after some hesitation. The next letter from Paris is the reply,
written by Max, but clearly on behalf of Ruth and himself.

Letter 11, dated 28.12.34.
Dear Kater,
it was absolutely sensible to mail your letter. We have made no jokes about it, for we
know about such feelings, and when I was at your age, I experienced that kind of thing
often enough. If, on any occasion, you feel the need to write, then don't be shy, but do
so.
Now to the content proper. You do NOT have to worry about the future. Firstly,
because, in any case, not a soul knows how the next few years will shape up,
secondly, because, if things stay reasonably "normal", the Jews will continue to help
you; thirdly and finally, because we, too would try our best [to help] (that this can be
difficult, we all know). So, cross this item off, it is a pointless worry [nutzlose
Belastung]. Second point: a feeling of general "uselessness". Is unnecessary. What,
then, have you mucked up [verbockt]? That' s really a lot of silly nonsense. Learn your
stuff, see whether you can 'jump' if possible, if not, it's not such a misfortune, and in
the meantime you are learning English so well that when, probably already before, you
are at university you'll be able to earn something. All THAT is not so bad.
It seems that I found the prospect of remaining in London so depressing that I asked whether
we I should have taken up my father's proposal, to go to the Soviet Union.
Now, to the new points of view: whether it would not have been better to go to the SU
[Soviet Union]? Really, why? You probably imagine that, over there, one is, so to
speak, handed instructions[ eine Schiessvorschrift] and that then all is simple and
straightforward. All nonsense. There, you would have all the difficulties which you
have just become aware of in your letter, and a lot more on top of these. Because: in
England, the difficulties involved in learning are ridiculously small, in the SU they
would have been enormous. Not only because of the language, but also because of
the ATTITUDE [GESINNUNG]:because, for this, there is also no Schiessvorschrift
over there, and the poor devils who take everything at face value [ernst] today, could
be [denounced as] a dreadful deviation to-morrow, and land in hell's kitchen. To judge
by everything one hears, and what one can deduce from it, it is a fraud when it is

129

ONE

claimed that young people over there are plagued less by problems, doubts,
emotional needs [geistigen nöten] than elsewhere. Perhaps more, for the
contradictions over there are colossal.
And as to living conditions [materielle Lage], I will tell you plainly that you are of course
ten times better off in any English family than in the best communal home in the SU.
Communal living has enormous advantages, PROVIDED that there is community of
thinking and doing. That is not the case over there - so that such a "cosy home"
becomes a hell, where everyone informs on everybody else, and where no one trusts
anybody else. If things were different, that is to say, if, over there, things were such as
official spokesmen maintain, than neither of us would have stopped you from going;
indeed: then we ourselves would be over there, for we would certainly prefer to forgo
the European comforts and live and work in a different society. But it is not so, and the
transitional form [of society] over there is bad, not because it is leading to Socialism
and is temporarily bringing material hardships, but because it is leading away from
Socialism, and has poisoned everything ideologically. So much for this point.
There remains the nub of the matter: why, really, is it just now, at this moment, that
you feel "rotten" about everything? We think the obvious reason is the fact that you will
presently have to be on your own and in a really alien environment for the first time.
This is making you anxious, and we do not reproach you on that account: it is of
course a situation which is DIFFERENT from anything you have known so far. Your
present unhappy mood stems from the fear of this situation, and that, too, will be
overcome. Pity that you have mucked up the business with the school secretary.
This refers to an offer of a room with board at her mother's house in Chiswick, which I had
turned down. The offer remained open; I changed my mind and accepted, perhaps following
Max's admonition.
The next long section of the letter begins with "Finally, the everlasting point about girls". Barely
seventeen, I must have complained bitterly that I was still a virgin. Max's reply was sensible
enough: he pointed out that I had virtually no contact with people of my own age, was no
potential Don Juan, and that this problem would resolve itself in due course. More remarkably,
he did admit that
(...)It is also possible that I am responsible for part of this state of mind: I have always
spoken to you without reservations, and I have always wished that, for you, these
problems should only become "problems" as little as possible. But the age difference
between us has perhaps been too great after all, and you have perhaps taken my
point of view - perhaps unconsciously- as INSTRUCTIONS
[SCHIESSVORSCHRIFTEN]. What I meant [to convey] was, strictly speaking, exactly
what I have just written: that a young person should not read secrets into sexual
matters, it isn't worth it; rather, he should understand early on that fucking is nothing
other than fucking, that he should not let himself be overcome by these urges which
can be very strong at the beginning.Therefore he should see if he can find a girl, and
as matters are no different with young women, this should really not be so difficult
(hence, for example, that time, my advice about Annie and her knee, which was really
meant quite seriously and would certainly have worked - PROVIDED that you had
"dared"; but this is just what the age difference comes to, that a young fellow
[Bursche] does not "dare"; pity, but nothing could be done). In any case, a young
fellow should be with other young people, if he has [any] sense, and also respond to
other voices, interests and urges other than those of his glands and the scrotum, and
in this way the scrotum problem will also solve itself.
Finally, Max repeated the what he had said at the beginning and put, so to speak,a friendly
arm round my shoulder:
(...) the feeling of anxiety, momentarily overwhelming you, in face of the change which
is coming with Zédé's departure. This will also be got over, once you see, in the new
environment, that it is also "not so bad". You have, for example, also had the same
fear of the new school, why, already in Berlin [you were afraid] every time you
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"jumped", master it, for once, son Vaupel. It is a pity that you did not come here for a
few days, after all, one could have talked about all this. But it will probably be possible
at Easter, it's not all that long until then. You can always write, and about everything,
we are far from being so old and set [verkalkt] that we do not understand these
processes: admittedly, they are "small" and unfounded changes of mood, but we
know how important they are for the person experiencing them, and we even know
that one can get relief, if one can write to sensible people, and to receive a few
sensible lines now and then. And I should think we can still do that, at any time, and
so I will close this epistle and wish you all the best. Instead of closing with the
traditional be more artlich , I'll say don't have muire [don't have moire, yiddish for
anxiety], (how do you like the spelling?), it's going to work out.
And how are Euclid and Newton?
Greetings and a friendly paw [Pfotendruck] from ltktr
Vaupel was (I believe) the name of a general of some sort, which had tickled Max's fancy and
had been added to the stock of my nicknames.
In his response to my sexual hang-ups, Max had said that I could have easily 'got off' with 'one
of the people who turn up at Hanns's', if I had been more experienced. In fact, something of a
'scene' had evolved at Abbey Road. On many evenings, the living room was crowded with
visitors, both German and English; sooner or later, Hanns would go to the piano and perform,
mostly pieces from his most recent collaboration with Brecht, Die Rundköpfe und die
Spitzköpfe. ('The Round Heads and the Pointed Heads', a class conscious variation of
Measure for Measure.) This went on until the neighbours, exasperated by Hanns' percussive
playing and the general din, began to hammer on the party wall.
I hardly ever joined in, and was probably not expected to. Indeed, I cannot remember who the
people were who came to these evenings. But there is one odd incident that has remained in
my mind, and which incidentally shows that I did join in some of time.Once, on coming out of
my bedroom into the little lobby that served as a hall, I ran into one of the regular evening
visitors who was coming out of the animated living room. This man, whom I had met, we
thought of as 'typically English' : tall, thin, fair-haired with a small blond moustache, he wore
light coloured tweed suits. (He had produced an anti-capital punishment book called, as I
remember it, The Hangman's Primer, an ironic anthology of pieces taken from books and
newspapers. A copy of this was lying around and I had looked through it it; the only thing that
impressed me, because of the stange words, was the Lykewake dirge which was used as a
sort of refrain.) Seeing me make for the living room door, he looked me in the eye and kept his
hand firmly on the door handle, making it quite clear, without a word being said, that I was not
to go in. (He may of course have done this on his own initiative; I never mentioned it to either
Hanns or Lou.) I took the hint and retreated to me bedroom and my current book, or perhaps
the exercises in one of my textbooks.
It puzzles me now that I never met Brecht, who was also in London for some of the time.
Perhaps he came to see Hanns in the daytime, when I was at school. On the other hand, I do
remember Ernst Busch, the actor and singer who was one of Brecht's most important
interpreters and collaborators. He came to London,bringing the words and tune of a song, die
Moorsoldaten (the Soldiers of the Moor) that had been written and performed in one of the first
concentration camps. Hanns remodelled the melody, and it became part of Busch's repertoire
in Hanns's setting. Another song Hanns taught Busch was his most recent production, the
Einheitsfrontlied (Song of the United Front), with words by Brecht. This is one of Brechts minor
works; it was used widely to accompany the new Comintern line.
This must have been in December. By then, Hanns had finished the music for Abdul Hamid.
He was not allowed to direct the recording of this, as work permits were not given for jobs that
could be done by a British national. Nevertheless, he was regularly ferried out to Elstree as a
'visitor', to supervise the recording unofficially.
I liked living with Hanns and Lou. Although my English was improving quite rapidly, it was a
relief to return to a German-speaking environment after school. More importantly, virtually all
of Hanns' friends visiting the Abbey Road flat were Communists, though not necessarily Party
members. At that time, the line between their orthodoxy and Ruth and Max's heterodoxy was
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still blurred - or so it seemed to me, perhaps because I was naive - so that I felt quite at home
in spirit. I got on well with Lou, and the two of us were a captive but willing audience for Hanns,
who was as entertaining as ever, with a fund of anecdotes, reminiscences, and comments on
everything in sight. He also played and sang for us - in his horse voice, but pointing the words
as intended them to be heard. He ranged from recent compositions, such as songs that
punctuated the action in Rundköpfe, to popular Viennese street ditties form the early nineteentwenties.
His anecdotes and reminiscences also ranged widely; I have used some of these already. He
talked about his days as a music student, how he and his fellow students would queue for
hours for (standing) places at the Opera, just to hear a passage in a Wagner opera (Parsifal?)
that could not be 'heard' merely by reading the score; how they hired dinner jackets to be
allowed into an up-market restaurant where the first jazz band to visit Vienna was performing.
They could not make how the strange sounds they heard were produced. He never really
came to terms with jazz. (But I remember that he described a four-square, percussive, piano
accompaniment as a 'blues bass'.) So he was not at all sympathetic when Ernst Bornemann,
my old school mate from Karl-Marx-Schule, turned up out of the blue with a proposal. He
wanted Hanns to write the music for a short film, in which a negro (as they were called then)
goes into a bar where jazz is coming out of a loudspeaker, and is soovercome by the rhythm
that he has to dance his way back to his table with his drink.
Schoenberg was a strict teacher. It was quite usual for him to ask a student to account for
every note in a composition, why it was there, how it related to the passage, how to the work
as a whole. One was not allowed to launch into atonal, let alone twelve-tone, composition until
all the classical techniques had been thoroughly mastered, such as canons and fugues.
Hanns had kept faithful to the master's teaching, even when writing music for film. Often
enough, when he got into difficulties, he would call for my help. "Kater, here's some money, go
and get me a quarter bottle of whisky. I can't get this modulation right." (A modulation is a
transition between keys.) So I would set off down Abbey Road under the street lights - this
always seemed to happen in the evenings - to the nearest pub, somewhere near the corner of
Boundary Road. I looked mature enough, and was never challenged to declare my age. Not
long after my return, a beaming Hanns would announce that he had he got into the right key.
When the pressure of work on the score for Abdul Hamid lightened, so that he had more time,
he started a composition class with a small group of friends. (I remember them only so
vaguely that I do not want to name them, let alone describe them. One of them was much
admired for his command of English; he wrote the words of a "freedom song" for Abdul
Hamid.) They met regularly, in the daytime, at Abbey Road. Hanns analyzed and criticised
their attemps at composing - canons and fugues, mostly.
About once a week, I went to the West End with Hanns and Lou. We took a bus, which carried
us from the quiet of abbey Road to the lights of Regent Street. We went to the cinema, or to
the Café Royal, or both. I also got quite familiar with the regular circle of friends which formed
round Hanns, but they have faded into the past, so I can not say any more about them.
In spite of my cry of despair that had called forth Max's letter, there were more positive
indications I had evidently not mentioned in my tale of woe. For instance, I spent a good part
of the Christmas holiday in my bedroom at Abbey Road wrestling with the exercises in my
textbooks. One of these (in the green Geometry book) proved particularly resistant, but yielded
after many unsuccessful attempts. But my time was not wasted: I found it easy to handle
questions of this sort from then on, and they were hoary annuals in the scholarship
examination; also, the effort much advanced my technique for dealing with 'examples'.
Another, more subtle, development was my increasing command of English. I always
managed to understand people when they were speaking to me. (I had some initial difficulties
with Jackson, the Applied Mathematics master, short, stout, soft spoken, with a bit of a
London sound to his speech; I got on well with him, though. But I often could not make out
what my class mates were saying to each other. Gradually, enlightenment came. However,
the most memorable moment was at home, at Hanns's, when I suddenly realized that I was
remembering something in English that I had read in German. There were always books lying
about, and I read a lot, much of it in English.
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By the end of the year I had become a resident rather than a visitor. On 10 December, I went
to the Alien's Registration Office at Bow Street Police Station, had my passport stamped, and
was issued with the little square dark green Alien's Registration Book that remained with me
for the next thirteen years.
The next letter I have is again from Max, but it must have been in the same envelope as one
from Ruth, which has been lost.
Letter 12, dated 19.I.35.
Kater, also called Stupid [Blödianer],
strictly speaking there is nothing left for me to write, after mummy has expressed
herself so wisely, fully, beautifully and feelingly in her own hand. But I have a few
Pelkes in reserve. Firstly: do you know what an alguazil is? [Literally, a Spanish
warrant officer; figuratively, here, a bailiff.] In Germany he was called Wispel, and was
noble. Here I don't know what he is called, and he is common. He wants taxes from
me, and the cuckoos [ Berlin slang for the Prussian double-headed eagle on official
documents] look different here, on the other hand he did not find me in, left a scrap of
paper (here called procès verbal, in German: Protokoll) with the concierge, costs 9 frs,
to the effect that he will be accompanied by a police superintendent next time - and I
am waiting for him, because I cannot stand police superintendents.
Second Pelke: our concierge, you know her charming personality [Holdheit und so], is
off on Monday, as she is going to get married again. Her old man died in March, after
numerous Piquûren (injections) which did no good to his ruined [kaputte] lung, but
brought the doctor a tidy sum. She was inconsolable, and cried like the Thames at low
water - and now she has a new man, fat with red cheeks - such is life, or: if you fall in
love and believe, without her life cannot go on, then let it be known [wisse]: it can. For
this woman was married for 30 or 40 years to this man, slept the whole time in the
same bed, so...
Third Pelke: Duretka, the husband of beautiful Yvette, has a Polish cousin, who has a)
millions and b) a little son [Söhnken]. This [little son] has a) flunked his bacho[t], in
mathematics, and b) has fallen for the daughter of a fumiste, which is to say a
chimney sweep and - because he is daft, and ignorant of the use to which condoms
are put, has got her pregnant. Duretka insists on lumbering me with this idiot as a
pupil, and he says, he is a "mine d'or"[gold mine], for, he says it will take him 3 years
to pass his bacho[t]; according to Duret's plan, he is to come and bite the granite of
science daily, and pay for it in francs - if that works out (the idiot is coming to-day), it
won't be half bad [wirds ganz schön].
About your moods of Zukunftsmoire [fear about the future], one could smile [lächeln]
(with the CH as they say it in Schönbrunn), because they are coming up in a land as
solid as England. Do not be afraid (be not so artlich) and learn the art of not feeling
inferior and unworthy of the "good deeds" of the Jews: for, in the first place, the Jews
are pleased that they have someone there [at Latymer Upper?], and in the second
place, you are doing them an honour as you are letting them pay for you. THAT is the
only correct point of view - so cheerio [adjes]
ltktr
mes hommages to Hanns and Lou
I never met the Durets, "the beautiful Yvette" and her husband. I heard a good deal about
them, though, especially that they were cat lovers. Their cat was allowed to walk on the table
at dinner parties and help himself from their, and their guests', plates or, even, forks; Max did
not approve - for which he can hardly be blamed.
As the last paragraph of this letter shows, Max's epistle written three weeks earlier had not put
an end to my depressive moods, or my worries about the future. Also, following the friendly
invitation at the end of the earlier letter, I must have aggravated my offence by harping on this
in my weekly reports to Paris. It seems that, just before moving from Hanns's to my new
quarters in Chiswick, I surpassed myself. For now the tone changed.
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Letter 13, dated 31.1.35.
Catereule [catowl] or also, justly, Jungblödianer [young idiot] !
Your last letter prompts me to send you a longer wisdom-epistle once more, but in
fact this letter has made me cross. Reason: you just keep on nattering, you feel low,
and complain about frightful things that don't exist. It would be useful if you would
consider what is really the matter. And what is the matter is that, for the overwhelming
majority of coves (Gäuche) of your age, as "career", occupation and future
perspective, looms nothing other than unemployment and sheer nothingness, that
most of them live in houses in which sheer nothingness is at home, and that they
often have nothing to eat. Such is the state of things in the largest and mostly
capitalist countries, and there are various nuances, be it the German one, with its
fascist drill, or the English one, where many hundred thousand young people are
thrown in the street and see nothing ahead of them; or there is the Russian sort, with
so many difficulties and contradictions that young people, like a certain Nikolayev, get
themselves involved in assassinations, a sympton that is threatening enough, as it
concerns a young person who has grown up in Soviet society and was in the Party.
In such circumstances your situation is neither alarming, let alone tragic, but on the
contrary PRIVILEGED. That's how it is - your worries about the Jewish committee are
pointless: we have heard, again and again, that these people will look after you, and
one cannot see why they should not do so; in the first place you are, although it may
sound comic, a more genuine POLITICAL emigré than the majority of those who claim
to be such. You have actually been imprisoned by the Nazis, if Austria were to be
Nazified, you would be back inside, there is no need to waste words on the right of
such a person to leave his dear homeland, which was Germany for you, not Austria.
School had started again, and, perhaps as a result of my intensive work during the holidays, I
found it dull. This called forth something of an outburst.
(...) Comes the next point: you are "bored". That's really stupid.Firstly: if you don't like
the school, dear child, THAT is something about which you were warned from the
start, and let it be said once more that, rather than let yourself be fobbed off with talk
about formalities, you should have tried seriously and fearlessly to get into higher
education at once, it would have worked.out. Now that a different route has been
chosen, it would be silly to complain ABOUT THAT. On the contrary: you must make
the best of it that you can, and for instance please both your teachers and the Jews by
announcing that you will ATTEMPT to take the scholarship examination.in March: if
that works, it saves money all round, if not, nothing is lost. Tackled in this manner [so
eingefedelt] if you dare, you can shorten the affair, and that would be well.
Where Max got the idea from that I could "attempt the scholarship examination in March" I do
not know. I must, surely, have explained already in September that this examination was held
annually, in December.
He then pointed out how well off I was. Hanns, for example, had to be a 'war hero' at my age.
(Like many of his generation of Gymnasium pupils, he had volunteered, thereby becoming an
officer cadet, rather than finish school and be called up as an ordinary soldier.) For good
measure, he threw in the experiences of an acquaintance, Kaminski, about whom more
below. He concluded
(...) Mojtke does not have to go to war, he is in London (where I, too, would like to be),
he is fed, has a room and a bed, is going to school with the prospect of getting to
Cambridge, which is a privilege even for privileged Englishmen, and daddy-mummy
are not so far off, and Mojtke can probably visit them at Easter and cry in their bosom,
or be rude and rough like a young man, kip in a bed that is certainly worse than his
London one, can fill himself with the food he will help to cook, and can then, fortified
morally and confirmed as mother's darling, clear off to London with the oppositional
conviction that "die alten doch dov sind" [the old people are stupid].
This must have been a quotation from my letter. It rankled. Indeed, after a page or more of
good advice, he returns to it:
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Let me add a "fatherly" word. Probably, you are longing for "a little family life"; at this
end, there are no misgivings or prejudices against such longings. Incidentally, we
would have liked to see you more often for a few days, for the purpose of control (of
the brain) and discussion of all [other] questions. It didn't work out at Christmas, (and
that was probably a mistake), let's hope it can be done at Easter. But in principle, you
are gradually reaching an age at which you must do away with the umbilical chord.
That does not mean that one cannot discuss all questions at length in the same way,
and chat about them, as up to now, but a certain [degree of] independence will come
about by itself, and therefore you should keep an eye on the feelings in question
yourself, namely in this respect: that, first [ANTE] longings burn inside you, and,
afterwards, POST, you are disappointe by the "old ones" who are "daft". They are
neither daft, nor do they misunderstand what is happening in a Kater's soul, nor do
they want [mutual] alienation, but they do wish that the selfsame Kater should not get
stuck at a level of development which he must surpass, and that he will then, and
because of this, remain in a sensible relation with the "old ones" who are much
younger in many respects, because livelier than jungkater (young cat), and altogether
without sentimentality as well,so that they know what is happening.
The advice for overcoming "these soft weepy states of mind" begins in the traditional 'pull
yourself together' manner:
(...) they are pointless. If their cause is PHYSIOLOGICAL, don't be a drip: go
REGULARLY , like a bureaucrat, boxing and tennissing; spring is coming, when one
can go rowing and swimming; really and quickly join the Cadet Corps.
The idea that I should join the school cadet Corps must surely have come from Hanns; in fact
I did. Next, I got a black mark for bad manners:
(...) Furthermore, it's no good, you must get acquire a better technique for dealing with
people. For example, just lately dame Hannah Eisfelder was in London and sent you
two postcards, to arrange a meeting. She got no answer, did not see Kater; we are
encouraging her to think that you did not receive the postcards, and so on, but
assume that you have mucked the matter up, which is a mistake: not only because
this girl has, after all, arranged your trip to London, and not only because she is in
touch with the Jews over here, but also because it is wrong in principle to react in this
way, i.e. not to react. Cure yourself of this habit, it will only do you harm.
In fact, it is most likely that her postcards had gone to Abbey Road after I had moved, and did
not reach me in time. This is borne out by a postscript, added after a letter, already from my
new quarters, had arrived. The rest of the advice is more sensible: to go out and about in
London, for example to the British Museum, to learn some 'English' history so as to
understand the country I was in, to read some current literature and go to the cinema, and
(more importantly) to attempt a Marxist evaluation of what I had read and seen. This advice I
did follow, in due course, if not all of it immediately. Finally, Max returned to his more usual
vein:
(...) Our life here goes on as before. After a lot of to-do, I have begun to write the
column on radio for LU [the picture-less cousin of the illustrated magazine VU], which
has been in the offing for ages. Whether this will work out, and how, and how much it
will bring in, remains to be seen - too many people are putting their oar in for my liking,
and, as usual, the charming Party faithfuls [die holden Linienmenschen] are doing
their best to wreck this thing before it has begun. We have managed to borrow a
wireless set, in which one has to put one franc, and then it runs for 40 minutes.If this
should be a treat for you, be informed that I often cannot understand the English who
speak on the radio, because of their affected pronunciation, with a "high class" slimy
singsong. Mummy does her daily grind, where nothing much is being done with much
effort; it is possible that she may become a citizen of this splendid country. Dolfi [Adolf
Weingarten] will soon be going to the USA.[He did not manage to get a visa.] The
Kaminskis have, with much suffering, ha-ha, spent three weeks in Italy, and keep
asking whether you did receive the very important sarastro pencil; send them a picture

135

ONE

postcard (Rue du Midi, No.9, Neuilly-Seine, Kaminski), and address them as follows:
hochmögende inskis, him and her! this will delight them, and prove to them that you
are a grateful kater, something which Spitzbürger [deliberate distortion of
'Spiessbürger', hide-bound bougeois] value particularly highly, especially when such a
piece [gift} costs 50 pfennige.
Are you actually reading English newspapers, and which ones? Could you not send us
Weeklies, as printed matter? They cost hardly anything and cannot be got over here.
Now finish, and be more artlich.
One other question: mummy will probably have to write a letter to your foster mother
[i.e., guardian], it's "the proper thing to do". Let us know how things stand, vexations
[pelkes] and the like. pan igdenbu is not interesting.
greetings ltktr
PS I have acquired a "pupil", a (silly) kater, 18 years old, who has flunked his bachot
and whom I shall be coaching in algebra, geometry and German (until the end of
June). All the same, the young man has, as duretka [Duret: see letter 12] has told me,
produced a baby with the daughter of a chimney sweep. This does not count towards
the bachot, but is praiseworthy.

As I cannot remember this correspondence at all, I cannot say what effect Max's letter had on
me. It contains a lot of sensible advice, of course. But I suspect that the tone itself was
counter-productive, and that the conclusion I drew was that it was useless to complain to
Paris, so that I had better stop doing so. Indeed, there are no further letters of this sort in the
Harvard archive.
On the other hand, the letter tells me that I must have met some of our other old friends who
had escaped, such as Adolf, during the summer in Paris. In particular, I must have been
introduced to the Kaminskis, who will appear regularly in Max's letters from now on. Kaminski
(never referred to by his first names, Hans Erich) was a left wing (but not Communist or
fellow-travelling) journalist, who had been on the staff of "Weltbühne". From Max's snide
treatment of him in the letters, one would not guess that he was the author of a number of
books, such as a biography of Bakunin, the famous nineteenth century Anarchist,published in
Paris in 1938. (It is written in impeccable French. In a later letter, Max said that 'inski' "speaks
French with a German accent, and German with an East Prussian accent".) His partner Anita
from her husband, a business man, who had remained in Berlin but sent her regular money
orders. Ruth and Max usually met them in the evenings at La Coupole in Montparnasse. I
joined in when I was in Paris during vacations. I remember Kaminski, tallish, rather Germanic,
and Anita, short and plump, with her pet dog sitting at her feet;usually, a waiter would bring a
dish of water for "her little doggie". They made a remarkable escape in 1940: in the confusion,
they managed to get the mayor of a small town in the South of France to turn them into a pair
of French nationals, M. and Mme Lenoir. As such they reached Buenos Aires, where
Kaminsky taught French in a grammar school.
On 13 January 1935, there was a plebiscite in the Saar, the border province north of Alsace,
which had been administered by the League of Nations since 1919. The (German speaking)
inhabitants were asked to decide whether they wanted to remain as they were (the 'status
quo'), or join the Reich. Needless to say, the Nazis put in a tremendous propaganda
campaign. The Communists - and the Social Democrats - campaigned for the status quo, out
of opposition to Hitler. The overwhelming majority - over 90% - of votes were for return to the
Reich. Shortly after, there was a meeting of a Communist cell at Abbey Road. (It was held in
the main bedroom.) There was much wailing and beating of breasts, so to speak. I suddenly
felt a strong revulsion against all this backward-looking talk; I said to myself that it was the
future that mattered, that I would have to remain in England or move on, but would not return
to Germany. I also began to feel more distant from my fellow emigrés. I must have made
some remarks about this meeting in the second letter to Paris, for Max's postscript ends (after
greeting me 'heil Kater') with the words
Anyone who does not understand that the Saar was a victory should be shot as a
terrorist and a fascist, or at least be locked up for ten years.
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TEN: 1935 - Chiswick
Towards the end of January, I had to leave Abbey Road and become a lodger at Mrs Hugo's,
at 2 Roman Road, W4 - in Chiswick, near Turnham Green station on the District Line. (As I
have said already, Mrs Hugo was the school secretary's mother. I cannot recall a Mr Hugo.) I
had two small interconnected attic rooms; the first was my sitting room, the second my
bedroom. Originally, they must have been servants' rooms, a common enough arrangement in
older houses. This was my first experience of the chill of pre-war English houses; as the
rooms seemed to be unheated - which is probably a lapse of memory. (The Physics master at
school once compared room temperature, as understood in English text books, with the
Continental standard; it was several degrees lower.) It was also my first experience of cooked
breakfast. At first, I kept the unwanted rashers of bacon in a drawer in my bedroom, took them
out in my pockets every few days, and threw them away. When Mrs Hugo discovered this, she
took it well enough, said that I should have told her, and replaced cooked breakfast by
porridge and soft boiled eggs.
My meals were brought up to me and, as I remember it, I had hardly any contact with the
family. So I felt felt cold and lonely. Apart from a few extracurricular activities at school, my
only outings were the weekly round of visits to German friends, such as Emmy and some of
the people I had met at Abbey Road.
For the first three months, there are very few extant letters from Paris. However, the very first
one is a fine example of Max as a correspondent. I have already referred to Doriot, the (then)
dissident Communist mayor of St. Denis, who had organized a post for Ruth in the Bureau
d'Hygiène there. Over and above this, he arranged a 'mariage blanche', a formal marriage,
which conferred French citizenship on Ruth and so removed the need for residence and work
permits, which were a constant source of worry and difficulties for most refugees. To this end,
he - or, more likely, his minions - had found one Edmond Pleuchot, who was willing to be the
'bridegroom' - whether for cash or because of Party loyalty, I cannot say. The ensuing
ceremony is described in the next letter in my file.
Letter 14, 21 February 1935.
jugendlicher švajnsktr! [youthful pig-cat!]
bow down in reverence before yourself, for since yesterday, 20 fbr, 15 hr greenwicher,
id est: 16 hr hodiné prazské or Central European time, you have a French mummy.
Not vile Prussia, pfui, not bkckts [bekacktes: shitty] Austria, no, pauvre coq, gallic
cockerel, be they Spaniards, and dirty Balkanese, wogs [météques], and she does not
look at them, the Madame Pleuchot, and it was really beautiful. The vice-mayor
appeared, girded with the tricolour, in the big hall of St Denis, in which the French
kings were not crowned already for this reason that they are buried next door, in a
church which was built from 900 - 1100 (before or after, stupid?). Around his belly he
wore a tricoloured sash, on his lips a sweet grin, because in front him, there stood a)
Jean the usher, in a sky-blue uniform, who was acting as master of ceremonies and
bawled out a greeting to him; b) the noble and beautiful bridal pair, a sight beyond
reproach; c) an exceptionally attractive lady witness, with whom you could try to
procreate [untranslatable German pun on 'Zeugin' and 'zeugen'], for she likes it, wants
to be serviced [will es besorgt haben] and is wonderfully beautiful; she, too, was
grinning; c) [sic] a witness who is called "sans-dieu" [godless] and who greeted the
mayor in a clerical voice with "Marien, te voilà! en avant St Denis! [Mary-mayor [?],
there you are! forward, St Denis! - Doriot's slogan]; d) arm-mexequenne [poor
Mäxeken/Mexican, German pun, French phonetic spelling] who was laughing out
loud, for the whole thing looked like Viva Villa [the film], but in an enormous auditorium
which could hold 100 men, and apart from us there was no one there, only some
rubbish in the fireplace. Then the becummerbunded mayor joined them [the bridal
pair] by mumbling the prescribed form of words, and when they stepped forward to
sign the book he had already undone the sash and removed it from his belly and was
showing it to mummy, particularly the beautiful tassle attached to it, because of [its]
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quality. Then the whole gang, usher Jean, mayor, all of us and a few others went to
the nearest pub, to have one, and the thing was done.
I'll say no more. grss [greetings].
What Max did not mention was that the happy pair were also given, there and then, a 'livret de
famille', an official booklet issued to married couples for the registration of births and deaths,
which I have in my possession. It records that Edmond Pleuchot was born on 25 May 1878, at
Liancourt in the Departement Oise, the son of François and Marie [née] Vallet,and was
domiciled at 17, Impasse Chaudron, Saint-Denis, 'cordonnier' (cobbler) by profession
(whereas that of 'Elfriede Eisler' is described as 'sans'); that Pleuchot was a widower, whose
first wife was one Alexandrine Louise Marthe Charpentier; against 'Contrat de mariage' is
written 'Néant'. There are also six closely printed pages giving the 'Instructions de l'Académie
de Médicine sur les soins à donner aux enfants du premier âge', and an extract from the
'décret du 27 février 1877' on the regulations arising from the 'loi du 23 décembre 1874 sur la
protection des enfants du premier âge'. On the back cover there is a succinct account of
tuberculosis and how to guard against it - with the danger of 'l'alcoolisation' italicized. We
occasionally had a drink with old Pleuchot on the terrace of the Café de la Mairie; he always
ordered 'marc', a cheap white brandy. As far as I know, he died in the early Forties, during the
war.
Most of the letters written to me at that time seem to be missing. But there was another means
of keeping in touch, as is shown by the following postcard.
Letter 15: postcard, postmarked 5.3.35
Ktr! Mr F.Wolff is staying at the Cumberland Hotel, room number 761 and can be
telephoned either between 8.30 and 9 in the morning or after 22 in the evening. Do it
at once!
Have you finally understood integral transforms? There's nothing simpler, when one
comes to think about it.
Here, my Nicky Rabold has turned up, on a visit.
Artfully, I have extracted almost 2000 fr from my dear sister, because we are in the
soup regarding the rent (since January). She is - as was to be expected - very insulted
- avis au lecteur [literally: note to the reader].
'Integral transforms' is a mathematical term; in fact, they are not all that simple, except at a
superficial level. What Max had explained about them, in a missing letter, I cannot say; what I
can say is that they bore no relation to the scholarship syllabus. Clearly, Max was trying to
keep me up to his mark.
Nicky Rabold was the son (I think) of Emil Rabold, the first editor-in-chief of the 'Welt am
Abend', Münzenberg's Berlin evening paper, who had been sacked on Party orders as a 'rightwing deviationist' and was succeeded by my father. I think Max earned a little money by giving
him mathematics lessons.
I expect that I managed to get in touch with Wolff, and that he kept Ruth and Max up to date
when he got back to Paris. My letters, however, seem to have been uninformative; perhaps I
was chary of letting myself go, as a result of the long censorious letter of 31 January. Perhaps
Max sensed this, too, and decided to try a different tack. For the next letter is entirely in
doggerel, which explains some of the more extravagant digressions. I have not attempted to
reproduce the rhymes.

Letter 16, dated 23.3.35
Son Faupel,as before, not yet a beauty queen, and at best half an Englishman!
Your chatty mouth is silent when it comes to writing, like a stuffed dog wich stands
beside the sofa of an old maid and wags not his short tail, and which, stiff and rigid,
does not let his doggy-and-glass eye drip as once, quondam, when he was alive and
alarmed his old spinster by wanting to sneeze and therefore to water the carpet with
his doggy chamber-pot lye (which he used to do all the time). Now it is a theorem that
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if the boy is mute then it follows either that he is daft, or that he is happy and is
contented with himself. Tell me whether I should opt for either or for or, tell me this,
fellow, or I'll draw [my sword] and have at you. Enough questions have been
exchanged, covering a horizon swept out by mummy ranging from Danzig to Oxford
(!) covering the whole gamut of important questions to be answered via Ala (where is
that? I ask my son). But the young monster, with quiet ox-like (!) eye, does not have
that fire in his bosom that others have in their spunk. Therefore he is silent, which
looks important and gives him an important air. He pulls the dirt from his nose
(missing rhyme here) like a sardine. Well, he is just a schoolboy, though English (and
kosher); if he comes to Paris quick, I'll call him a bodger. Now I'll ask the questions,
from whose resolution man, mouse and mutti [mum] expects salvation, who is
labouring in the garden of Dionysius [St Denis] quanti tutti.
Imprimis [in the first place] : tell me, emigrant, whether you have had word from Born
[the physicist Max Born] in Cambridgeshire or from the American aunt. Secundo:
whether of the five daughters [of Mrs Hugo] at least one is a peach [schönheitl] and
whether you gauch would like to court her. Then tertio, you Latinist, whether your
progress in scientia gives you grounds to believe that you are acquitting yourself
nobly.Quarto: what about your scrawny body? is your strength increasing, are you
beginning to look like a leader? are you achieving sporting efforts? As a fifth question
follows, naturally, literally and figuratively, whether - apart from school matters - you
are concerning yourself with cultural things, whether you are seeing anything of
London town, whether you have made friends - whether with a girl you have made
friends, to be caught in a tender web; whether furthermore you are reading books, or
are quietly sinking into idiocy, whether you have been to a musée or are just sitting in
school, whether you are extending the boundaries of your mind and of your muttonlike grey matter, or just sweating it out at school. You see, gauch, that we are eager
(to be construed as a genitive) as to what you are doing, and that it is easy to manage
a reply. But, knowing about stupid laziness, (ablativus absolutus) we fear that we
banished ones will not hear from you, vaupel brutus. So I close my epistle, oh gauch
here on earth, and furthermore wish you, beside wisdom and a happy destiny, peace
of mind.
ltktr
From the mention of the 'American aunt' - Betty - it appears that she, or more probably Karl,
had written to Max Born, who had left Germany and was in Cambridge at that time. He did not
write to me, and I never got in touch with him. It is also evident that this letter accompanied a
letter from Ruth which has been lost.
This was written late in March. The Easter holidays were approaching, and I badly needed a
break in Paris; at their end, Ruth and Max were just as eager to have me over and inspect me
at close quarters. But we did not have enough spare cash between us to pay for the fare. I
must have sugested that I might get some money from my father to make up for this. The next
pair of letters are partly concerned with this, and other matters connected with the planned
Easter visit. They are joined in the Harvard archive, and so I am giving them as they stand.
But it is possible that they are actually in the wrong order, and that the second one ('a new
ribbon...') was an addition to an earlier letter which has been lost.
Letter 17, April 1935.
Listen, Gauch, you must dispatch the enclosed letter to Zédé as we have lost his
address. So that no cost falls on your hungry-dog [hundedürre] purse, you should
exchange the enclosed international reply coupon for an English stamp at any post
office. [Hanns had left London in February, and gone to the USA, where he stayed
until May.]
As to the man Igdenbu, I am sure that he won't pay anything. Therefore, get precise
information about the cheapest travel facilities, i.e. whether there are special
reductions, but not only for 3 days, but for the length of the [Easter] holiday. Let us
know about the fare, and write to Igdenbu too, as you may as well urgently direct his
hunter's eye towards the necessity of this journey. Furthermore, inform yourself at the
right place whether problems could occur at the frontier, which I do not believe,
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incidentally. Can you get an identity document from school? If yes, that should be
sufficient. If no, can Mrs Hugo certify that you are a regular member of society, and of
her little household so blessed with daughters. This point does not seem to me to be a
difficult one. You could also discuss it with the Jews, on the lines which I sketched in
my letter: mother-and-child love, point one, probably a saving of the cost of board and
lodging during your absence, and the loving mother's lack of the ready as point
number three - and so hurray. Somehow the dosh will be got and you will be able to
live your cattish life (katerieren] here.
Do you revere Schuschnigg sufficiently? If not, ein pereat [German/Latin: may he
perish]. Have you seen the picture of Mr Eden with a Russian strajml [yiddish: hat] on
his head? From which it follows that barbarism and Malachai [?] attract each other.
(Just like electricities of opposite polarities; these however have to overcome the
pelkes [difficulty] of the dielectric. Have you mastered Maxwell's equations? I have
specially refrained from returning the relevant volume of Planck to Pierre. There, that
is at Pierre and severe Fanny's, there has been a change, inasmuch as old Rappoport
has moved out. Pierre says "He is cra-zy" and maintains that he [Rappoport] wanted
to make love in the bath - I don't know what one can have against that - we haven't
seen the old man yet, to hear his version. Severe Fanny, on the other hand, is
producing an Oedipus complex in reverse, in short, another family idyll - a fellow
prisoner in Tegel [prison where Max served his sentence in 1924] always said "iton" ,
he obviously meant to say "atom" instead of "idyll", and correspondingly perhaps idyll
for atom, which is obviously unjustified as not a soul knows his way around in this
business - so, again, I say another idyll gone to the dogs.) Gauch! Again a long and
beautiful letter. Yours however are empty and barren, like the head of Zeus, after the
plump and iron-clad, but otherwise completely bedworthy [beischlafswürdige] Athena
had marched out of it (she is now a member of the Bund der Hitler Mädel and learning
to become a pilot).
Greetings, little one, and be more artlich.
Young fellow [gauch], a new ribbon allows me to add a few lines.
a) You obviously haven't had word from Igdenbu. Mummy has written to the
bugger [Schurke] about the fare for Easter, of course the fellow [kerl] hasn't stirred.
On the other hand, he is a Schwein anyway, nuff said.
b) One will see whether the thing can be got together [fummeln] in some
other way. Just at Easter, there are many fare reductions. The French have
discovered that they want to entice tourists to come here, I have the impression that
they are offering reductions up to 40%.
c) I take it that, during your absence, the Jews will not have to pay for you at
Mrs Hugo's. Therefore you can tell them, quite openly [offiziell] that you want to visit
Mutti [mummy] who is longing for you. That always sounds very touching, and possibly
you could get the fare out of them, in exchange for the Hugo savings.
d) One is ebbes [yiddish: presently (?)] not hearing much about your valued
scientific acquisitions and difficulties. Granted, that d(uv) is difficult [sarcasm: it is very
elementary], but it would be useful if you were not to unlearn what you claim to have
learned, but, au contraire, to expand it. Are you doing anything to this effect, or not?
e) The general beauty of Austria will now, presumably, increase rapidly. Pan
Mussolini has mobilised a sizeably army, and if it should come to a war in this corner,
then Austria will become a real problem [oberpelke]. On the other hand, an attack by
the Nazis is also due there. Are the Viennese writing to you, and what ? only the usual
nonsense about l.kl. [dear little] Susi [my baby cousin, uncle Peter's daughter] and
sweet Wolfi [Trude's son, my step cousin]?
f) Intelligent-kater, you are reporting a deficiency of dosh, which is
understandable, and about "acquaintances" and borrowing [auspumpen: Berlin slang]
from such. WHO are these acquaintances? Furthermore: the buds are breaking [es
beginnen busch und kraut], do you have such acquaintances, i.e. gäuche with whom
you can go roaming? Altogether, what sort of guys and guyesses [bejaukel und innen] are you seeing. You are deficient in the art of writing.
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g) In case this interests you: the mini-gangster Drach has left LU, there's
been some fishy business I cannot make out. Furthermore, a really nasty spy- and
Gestapo affair is happening here, in which a whore (SPD-chonte, of course [SPD:
German Social Democrat Party; chonte: yiddish for whore] is mixed up who has slept
with Breitscheid, probably also with more or less all menschenknechte (Liga der
Menschenrechte) [servants of man (League for Human Rights)]. She used to live in
Paris-home, our fat piggy-Wolff knew her there, apart from that this bitch knew other
acquaintances [of ours] - together with her noble husband she sold a black Jew, by
name of Berthold Jakob, recte Salomon, to the Gestapo, who stole this idiot in Basle
and took him to Germany; as several members of this gang seem to be connected
with the police over here, you can imagine what sort of a fine mess [breigel, yiddish]
this is. Pan Kaminski is in a great state, and likewise Anita declares "a fine lot of fellow
emigrés WE've got". We - isn't bad: it means the dog Brauni and her very self, who
most earnestly considers herself to be a political emigré. Mummy sends her love, she
is in St Denis, the adjective for which is written dionysien here, seriously. When you
are over here, you must go and look at the dionysien mess, it'a classic example.
Greetings to the plump piggy-boy, from whom one never hears
anything sensible, because it doesn't know what to write, because it is daft and has
succumbed to idotism [einer verblödung anheimgefallen]. Heinz and Lissy are fucking
themselves to death, and that by no means with each other, but in parties, up to 4 or
5. You will certainly be able to join in.
Some comments are required here. The remarks about Austria suggest that the letter - or at
least the second half - was written after 11 April. For on that day Britain, France and Italy
responded to Hitler's announcement of German re-armament by a proclamation which, among
other things, stressed their support for an 'independent Austria'. As to Eden in a Russian hat
(or the designation Malachai), I am unable to provide chapter and verse. But Max's
characteristic glide from Eden to Maxwell's equations and thence to our friends Pierre and
Fanny Vogein and Fanny's father Charles Rappoport requires some explanations.
Maxwell's equations, the basis of the theory of Electromagnetism, are taken as the starting
point in Planck's set of Lectures on Theoretical Physics which Max gave me to read in Berlin. I
probably understood very little of Planck's book at the time. (This material was of course way
outside the scholarship syllabus.) It is clear, and made quite explicit in the second half of the
letter, that Max was anxious to keep me up to the standard he thought I had reached; there
will be more of this in later letters.
That Pierre had a set of Planck's Lectures does not surprise me; he must have been a firstrate student, and had been an Assistant ('Préparateur') at the prestigious École Polytechnique.
By profession, he was an Engineer, specializing in Optics; he was, according to his letter
heads, Administrateur de la Société d'Applications Techniques et d'Études
Cinématographiques "Satec-Dyaliscone". His wife Fanny was a paediatrician. She was the
daughter of Charles Rappoport, who was born in Russia in 1865, originally a Narodnik (the
radical Populist party), had lived in (emigrated to?) France since 1887, where he became a
founder member of the French Communist Party. (He left this in 1938, after the Bukharin trial,
when he could stomach the Party line no longer. He died in 1941.) The three of them lived in
an old style flat on the the Boulevard de Port Royal, south of the Quartier Latin, which I
remember vaguely from a visit (perhaps) in the summer of 1935. While decidedly bourgeois in
their life style, they were (at least) Communist sympathizers; I have the impression that Pierre
was the more politically minded one, and that Ruth and Max had closer relations with Pierre
than with 'severe Fanny'.
The Berthold Jacob affair mentioned in the second letter is notorious. He was a journalist, a
pacifist who earned the deep and long-lasting hatred of the German Right by his investigations
into the illegal affairs of the Reichswehr. He had emigrated, of course; he was lured to Basle
by the Gestapo, and abducted to Germany. On the insistence of the Swiss government, he
was released and returned to France. However, although he escaped to Lisbon in 1940, he
was kidnapped again and died in a concentration camp in 1941. So did the well known old
Social Democrat Rudolf Breitscheid, after he had been handed over to the Germans by the
Vichy government.
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Heinz Allner and his wife or partner Lissy were a young (German) couple, both of them
graphic artists, who were part of the circle Ruth and Max met regularly on Montparnasse,
usually in the Dôme rather than the more up-market Coupole.
I did manage to get to Paris during the school holidays. But it was touch-and-go. The next
three items in the archive, all postcards, need no comment, except the remark that 'she' in the
second postcard is Marion, my father's companion.
Letter 18, postcard, postmarked 17.4.35.
Karertier [literally, cat-animal; affectionate, say: pussycat]. 1) What should we have
against any manner of your moving hitherwards, when the whole house is waiting for
mummy's darling? 2) Do not tell Igdenbu where you are getting the money from. One
should tell him that it has been borrowed, and will have to be returned. 3) You will be
arriving early in the morning (5,23 I think) at St Lazare. You then take the Métro
(Mairie d'Issy-Porte de Versailles) and go to Convention. From there, you know the
way. You can't be met, because there is no Métro from here that early. 4) Come as
soon as possible and announce yourself by Air Mail, you will then get a festive
breakfast. 5) Report yourself to the Jews officially as on holiday with Mum and so 6)
take as little as possible with you, put on a sensible suit and bring some hardwearing
trousers.
If there is an opportunity, go to a wireless shop and get them to demonstrate the
suppressor Mum. Ask if it can be used for an appliance that is not earthed but has an
aerial (midget (?) - circuit). If you have 2 sh[illings] to spare, and the thing is small
enough to be put among your underwear, then bring it, provided it is useful, i.e.
suppresses interference from the lift. Bring some ordinary English newspaper, (not
The Times), so that one can look at such an object again. You are sure to see some
larks [Jux] here, as usual. Many loonies have gone, but enough are left.
Greetings ltktr
Three cheers for family life.

Letter 19, postcard, dated 21.4.35.
Dear cat, your Air Mail card came to-day. Mummy waited and fidgeted all night long
and when, in the morning, her darling didn't arrive, she was unhappy, and so was I.
Then I rang Igdenbu, but only she answered, and swore that she was present when
he sent the money off on Tuesday. Hence the following advice from us: 1) if, by
Tuesday a.m. (when this postcard will reach you) the money has not arrived, then ask
at at your post office where it has got to [wo es steckt]. 2) To get here as soon as
possible, try to borrow the needful and buy, if it is not completely impossible [?], an
ordinary return ticket, by the cheapest night crossing (Newhaven, Dieppe). 3) See to it
in any case, that you get here as soon as possible, and 4) be more artlich. Even if you
can't travel before Friday, it is better to stay here for 8-10 days than not at all. If there
is no money by Tuesday, then send Igdenbu a telling off by air mail as he pretends to
have sent off 2£. Send us a postcard, too, and don't get too angry, it spoils the
complexion (apple cheeks, when washed). We hope to see you soon and to have l.kl.
[''dear little'] family life, ha-ha.
Greetings ltktr for both of us
At the station, one can telephone for 50 centimes, one calls VAU 6865. On arrival,
change some money for the fare on the Métro. First telephone Vaugirard 6865.

Letter 20: postcard, dated 24.4.35.
Dear child, blow jubilate & cantate [shout for joy and sing], open your clear-sighted
eyes on Schabbes [yiddish: Sabbath, Saturday] at St Lazare, where we will meet you,
and know that we live on the 4th [floor], the last door on the right, opposite the
beautiful beauty [schöne Schönheitl], next to the song-bawling Prororowsky,
separated by the same from Feblowicz.
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Furthermore: bring English newspapers, cigarettes if possible, and, if possible (& not
liable to cause trouble at the customs, i.e. small enough to slip between your
underwear), also Mum, costs 2 sh (which you will get back), settle all holiday
formalities, as far as necessary (Jews, foster mother [i.e., guardian], police) and
explain why you can't come before Saturday: is the price difference so substantial?
Apart from that, Greetings, and we are glad that it's all working out at last
ltktr
I duly went to Paris on Saturday 27 April, and stayed there until May 27th. I cannot say that I
remember this visit as such: my memories of my first stay at 6 Square Léon Guillot - before
going to London in 1934 - and of the half dozen subsequent visits have merged. The 'Square'
was really a short cul-de-sac off the rue de Dantzig, near its beginnig at the little place that
marks the end of the rue de la Convention, a short walk east from the Métro station of that
name. As it was separated from the rue de Dantzig by a low wall topped by a high wroughtiron grille with an entrance for the tenants of the newish apartment block, it looked more like a
large private courtyard than a public square. Our flat had a good position, with a little balcony
overlooking this. But it was small, and I had to sleep on a dilapidated old sofa in the living
room. In those days, I would sleep until ten if undisturbed. I remember waking up, in the room
still dark, with the curtains drawn, and listening to the rag-and-bone man's cry 'habits chiffons'
(long drawn out, falling pitch) followed by a brief, toneless 'feraille''. I also recall a period when
ants made their way up the walls to our balcony, where we kept food overnight. (One had to
be rich to own a refrigerator in France in 1935.) Ants swarming out of the holes in the dough of
half a baguette were an impressive but unwelcome sight. Like most Parisian houses, we also
suffered from cockroaches; every now and then, the owners fumigated the place.
Ruth was out during the week, working; she had to leave early as Saint Denis is on the
opposite side of Paris, in the north. So I must have spent a lot of my time with Max. His only
regular occupation at that time was to listen to the radio, for things he could put in his weekly
column in LU. No doubt we went to the open market that stretched along both sides of rue de
la Convention between us and the Métro, three days a week, probably Tuesdays, Thursdays
and Sundays as now. Max loved these Parisian street markets, with their profusion of all kinds
of provisions, the stallholders crying their wares, and the crowds of shoppers with their old
style two-handled black shopping bags into which much of the produce was piled straight from
the scales. We also went to the little épicerie just opposite the Square, across the cobbled
roadway of the rue de Dantzig, where one heard more Russian than French, and where we
bought red caviar and sour cream ('smetana'). Max had overcome his prejudice against
speaking Russian with the mostly anti-bolshevik 'white' Russians, and as I stood beside him I
felt as if I almost understood the language myself.
In the evening, we often went to Montparnasse, to the Dôme or the Coupole. There, we met
old friends from Berlin, particularly Adolf and Carola of course, and also the Kaminskis, Heinz
and Lissy - already mentioned in one of Max's letters - with their circle, and many others whom
I can only remember dimly. On our floor in Square Léon Guillot there was the family
Feblowicz, with a son a year or two younger than myself, whose ears were even more
outstanding than mine, and who was also at school in the UK ('in England'), I believe. Many
years later, Ruth told me that she had found out that the screeching, stupid Mrs Feblowicz
had filed regular reports to the GPU about us and others in the block. But of course I cannot
confirm this.
I went to see my father at his office, the 'Comité Mondial Contre la Guerre et le Fascisme' in
the rue Lafayette, and also met his lady, Marion the child of nature and the circus. They lived
in a small hotel room in the Nineteenth Arondissement, quite convenient for his work place.
Probably already then, and certainly during later visits, I went to the Buttes Chaumont with
Marion, and sat there chatting to her until Paul had finished work. This small park in the northeast, created in the nineteenth century, figures in Aragon's 'Paysan de Paris', but I had not
read that then - indeed, I had not even heard of Surrealism. I still like the Buttes, with its lake,
its suspension bridge and the view over Paris.
Correspondence resumed briskly as soon as I got back to London. Indeed, the first letter,
written barely a week later, is already a reply to a letter of mine. Some preliminary
explanations are needed to make it intelligible.

143

ONE

It must have been around Easter that I discovered the Public Library; my application form was
countersigned by the headmaster, I think, rather than by Mrs Hugo. Following advice from
home, I began with the shelves dealing with the history of the British Empire, and my choices
seem to have been rather haphazard.This is the background of the second paragraph of the
letter below. But Max's irreverent mini-essay on Frederick the Great was not related to my
reading. As to T.E. Lawrence, who had been living incognito as 'aircraftman Shaw', and had
died when he crashed his powerful motorcycle late one night, the book in question was Revolt
in the Desert, a shorter version of The Seven Pillars of Wisdom.
Max then turns to current politics. While I was still in Paris, it was announced that the French
government had signed a mutual assistance pact with Moscow. This was a response to
Hitler's announcement of German rearmament. It was an empty gesture. But it had one
consequence: following a declaration by Stalin in mid-May, which 'fully approved' of French
defence policy: the French Communist Party executed a remarkable 180° turn and dropped its
campaigns against French 'militarism and colonialism' overnight. Party members, including
some of the people I was in the habit of visiting had, of course, to 'justify' this by some pseudoMarxist-Leninist arguments. But the swerve through Fermat's theorem, reminiscences of
Vienna in 1921, and on to Electromagnetism is typical of Max. At schoool, we were only
taught this subject in Physics, on rather simple lines. Max was right, of course, but Planck was
above my head. I was rather obsessed with the 'examples' - the exercises whose solution took
up far more of my time and energy than the theory ('bookwork') I had to learn for the
scholarship examination. Max insisted on calling them samples, a misuse of language which
irritated me considerably, which is perhaps why he kept it up, at least until the scholarship
examination.
As to the last paragraph, I know that Hanns and Lou stopped briefly in London on their return
from the USA, but I cannot remember meeting them then. It was probably something about
her features and her dark complexion that made Max call Lou 'the little Aztek wife'. The
business with Hanns has however nothing to do with the rest of the paragraph. The school
Cadet Corps had an annual camp; in 1935 this was to be at the Norfolk coast. Encouraged by
Ruth and Max, I had put my name down for it. The Shakespearean reference shows that, for
once, Max's memory could let him down: evidently, he confused the Earl of Kent in King Lear
with (perhaps) the Duke of Norfolk in Richard II, and the heath with the cliffs of Dover later on
in the play.

Letter 21, dated 19.5.35.
Junger blödianer [Young idiot],
next door, one of the inimitable gauls, cujus nomen [whose name] Vanni Marcu, is
bleating an inimitable gallic song in the inimitable gallic manner, which justifies the
shout of Viva Villa, and I am fulfilling my fatherly duties and writing, although my letter
I keeps sticking, God have mercy, the Jewish God of course, into whose synagogue
you want to go with a strammel on your head, so as to impress [the Jewish
Committee?] (and the women's section is COMPLETELY separate, so don't hope for
anything). [Nothing came of this.]
From your reading list [lektürenkabinett] it appears that you are studying historical
English personages ("ye olde England"). For the Field Marshal Roberts whom you
have got hold of is precisely the one who, during the Boer War, got a dreadful
thrashing for three years, and always wore a red coat, blue trousers and a topee
above his roast beef-and-porter reddened face. English war heroes were always like
that, they were ALWAYS getting thrashed, thus the great Kitchener, thus Roberts, and
so it is bound to be amusing to skim through his memoirs, to see what he recounts.
Furthermore, it is regrettable that you don't know anything about the late great King
Frederick (whose name you have adopted [my Committee-appointed guardian Mrs
Cohen had written to me as 'Dear Friedrich']). Not only did he shit into his trousers [in
die Hosen geschissen: a common German insult, implying cowardice], but he also
managed to burn his willie at the first opportunity, so that he became impotent, and
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had to use little boys [knäblein[ for carnal purposes, as well as, later, his dogs, whose
grave I think I once showed you in Potsdam, who not only composed repulsive verses
as well [egalweg], in a language he thought was French (he didn't know German
either), but also tootled on the flute, which of course he did as well as I [would have
done] if I had gone on practising, and, as well, fabricated, by paying a certain magister
Quantz, certain pieces of music which are badly made and not even intensively felt,
because Quantz who wrote them was also incompetent. He always carried poison on
him, so he could kick the bucket if the others should be victorious, every inch a hero,
lousy [beschissen] and consumed by syphilis, then not properly curable, and that's
what such heroes are like, always, and that should be the moral of the story. The
other fellow [fritze], Carlyle, represents the matter differently, but he was impotent, and
because his wife had to be serviced by others, he could devote time and ink to hero
worship without being disturbed, and to the digesting of indigestible puddings with an
indigesting stomach, which details you could read in Frank Harris, if that bawdy
autobiography were not banned in England.
Enough of this. Coincidences are ever thus: no sooner had we told you, here, that you
should read [T.E.] Lawrences "War in Arabia" or "Liberated Arabia", I don't know what
it's called, than he fractures his scull because he doesn't motor-cycle correctly.This
will lead to a boom in his memoirs, so you will see that he is a famous jolly old fellow.
The affair of the declaration by our great beloved Joseph [Stalin] for the purpose of
(not concerning) the defence of France corresponds exactly, both in content and in
aim, to that which we discussed at length a year ago for the benefit of the earwaggling Germans here, and should you see your lads, [you will see that] they will
"prove" that Ilich [Lenin] never wanted it to be otherwise, or acted differently. This
proof is admittedly simpler than that of Fermat's 'great' theorem which runs as follows:
there do not exist THREE WHOLE NUMBERS x, y and z and a fourth m greater than
2, such that the sum of the m-th powers of x and y is the m-th power of some z", but
the "proof" of the lousy Central Europeans who have to dance in tune with Joseph's
jackboots is more correct than all the bungled attempts at proving Fermat's theorem
which the medical doctor Albert Fleck unmasked over a period of thirty years, on
behalf of the Prussian Academy of Sciences, for which he first got a silver Leibniz
medal and then, as an Israelite [Hebräer] a kick in the pants, assuming that he is still
living, which I don't know, although I went around for almost two years as his son
Thomas, with a passport with which I went to Vienna where I saw a piddling little boy
who was so daft he displeased me. His name was obviously "Gerdi" [sic: it was
actually 'Gerti', which is even worse], and he did not resemble the present Frederick
(dem grojjssen) [phonetic yiddish for 'great'] inasmuch as he, too [like Frederick the
Great?] did not know Green's theorem, and yet this [theorem] is simple, when one
comes to think about it. Apart from that, the point of view adopted by Planck in
Electrodynamics is NEVERTHELESS the only sensible one, and all the samples
[examples, i.e. exercises] do not get one around that. By the way, a few days ago I
was in the Institut Henri Poincaré, where the advanced lectures in mathematics are
given, and there on the blackboard were the "devoirs", i.e. the exercises-samples for
the next lecture on Function Theory, by my troth they were comical.

That you are lucky [Schwein hast], to have got hold of Zédé together with the little
Aztec woman [Aztekenweibchen: Max's nickname for Lou] at once, is the finger of
God, marce (to be pronounced with a K) Fingerlein (Marcus Fingerlein, my latest
nickname]. Indeed, it is a good thing that you should let yourself be drilled beside the
steep coast where gloomy Norfolk was seeking King Lear's fool, and the day after tomorrow my little sister will appear here, whom I want to persuade that, after such
strenuous efforts, she should be so good as to bring [ie., invite] you to Copenhagen.
As over here, a) him-und her Inski(s) [the Kaminskis] are raving about you, and
declare that only rarely have they seen such a treasure [goldchen] ("one can see the
beneficial influence of England") and b) Judel nebst Schnarzen the guy [? probably
our neighbours, the Feblowicz couple] goes on asserting that there is something
"noble" in your nature ("that's English education, England has something special"),
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you can't go wrong in a Denmark which is mad on English things, and the sweet little
Dääämen [Danish ladies?] will love you, and divorce is easy over there, so: off to
Kjøbenhavn, with God's grace [somit Gott befohlen]
ltktr

The letter from Mrs Cohen marked the beginning of a correspondence with the Jewish
Refugees Committee which worried me no end, but was conducted by Ruth and Max with the
cool aplomb of experienced politicians. Evidently, Mrs Cohen had also written to Ruth, and the
next piece, a post card, speaks for itself.
Letter 22: postcard, dated 24.5.35.
Kater, Mrs Cohen will have her letter from us on Monday, and you get a copy of it, of
course you won't know anything about this letter. Furthermore, your invitation to
Copenhagen has been managed [gemanaged]. You can tell the inquiring Mrs [Cohen]
that you have visited your mum [Mutti] in Paris, who is poor but honest and eking out a
meagre living [sich kümmerlich mit Spinnen ernährt: lives meagerly from
spiders/spinning, traditional German pun], that she will presently, say from next winter,
be in improved circumstances by dint of hard work, and that it will then be a pleasure
for her to buy a palace for her little son, mama's darling, if possible, or make an l.kl.
[dear little] financial contribution, if the palace cannot be managed. But above all she
is happy that her darling is so well, and among such good people, and is receiving an
education which corresponds to his inclination and his particular gifts. You can put all
this forward in all seriousness, if need be, and it will also all be in the letter. You see
that style is all (up to 65%). Apart from that: be more artlich.
Greetings
ltktr
My little sister is here. She is as mad as ever.
This was followed by a letter, written the next day.
Letter 23, dated 25.5.35.
ktre, your letter came to-day, one can see from it that the post is a bugger [ein
schwein], for I sent LU off, quite properly, last Monday. Ah well, eh bien, so I'll post the
new one: the pelkes I listened to in your presence are in the old one.
Furthermore: the enclosed letter to the Cohen woman [die Cohensche] will show you
what a noble note we have struck. As ALL these bloody committees are in the habit of
irritating the people entrusted to their care every three months, so that they do not get
above themselves and, for God's sake, don't get the impression that they are really
being looked after (so that they might lose their diligence and humility), you can shit
(or diarrhoe) on all rumours, they are just a lot of silly fuss, and as only the period from
the end of the summer holidays until the scholarship is in question, the problem is
also, abstractly (offiziell-konkret-abstrakt) put, not a particularly difficult, let alone
insoluble one. The summer is already taken care of, which is good, and after that one
will carry on in ALL eventualities. It was to be expected that Igdenbu would not give
voice, don't get needlessly angry about this, it's not worth it. Also, you've got it all
wrong about the postage: you can write as fat a letter as you like, as long as you don't
put the sender's name on the back the post will carry it anyway, and the French post
will in all probability forget to charge a fine, if not eh bien (dann wohl), we'll pay it.
Another thing: you'll get your 100 francs during the week, around the 1st of June, you
won't be let down [beschissen], Canard [Canard enchaîné, satirical weekly] as well.
Could you ask at Zédé's, as a clever child so to speak, what he has found in New
York as regards an economic base, and ideology, i.e.: at which university is he going
to function, just exactly in which subject, for how much [money]; for how long, what
other occupations on the side, how the alcohol is over there, what job the little Aztec
woman [Lou] has found, and so on.
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Again, in the letter to your Cohen woman, Pleuchot is given as address, at the top. In
the original letterhead, E. Eisler is accompanied by luff pischel [i.e., Ruth Fischer] in
brackets, hence the explanation at the end: this is quite clever, and you should be
aware it.
Problems: apart from Empire Day [at school] (programme please), have you heard the
intelligent Jubilee Song by Mr Levy, which praises you as a proud and loyal subject of
Their Majesties [?] ? Randolph Churchill was a great imperialist and a die hard; his
son Winston was initially, as befits a younger son, a Liberal, is now de facto head of
the die hards, so such a biography is interesting already because of the gymnastics
[Bocksprünge: leap frog, vaultings]. As R. was a minister as often as W., who was
Minister of War [sic] during the [First World] War, these are people ("lads", says
Zédé), who have successfully defended not exactly liberty in, but "validity" of, this
Empire, and that's the humour of it. You can also read something about Rhodes,
because that's not bad either: in the first place, this gentleman made conquests OFF
HIS OWN BAT and was despised by the establishment [edle staat] as an
"adventurer": when he invented countries in South Africa (one of which is called
Rhodesia), in which one finds oxen, Zulus and diamonds, in some [also] unfortunately
sharp-shooting Durch peasants - [bauern] - boern - buren, England had to promote
him to a national hero, and that's the humour of it.
In Wealth of Nations you could read a) the whole thing b) the portions which you can
find if you take volume 1 of Das Kapital and look for the references, so that "you have
held the book in you hand once", as Hermann Amandus Schwarz [famous nineteenth
century mathematician who, at an advanced age, was still lecturing when Max was a
student in Berlin] used to say. That Hitler's speech would be a success, I knew when I
heard it on the wireless (over 2 1/2 hours); we had an argument with the Inskis over
this, it was truly comical. Get hold of Lawrence, it is topical just now (I am now pretty
certain that it's called War in Arabia), there was a biography [of L.] in the latest
number of LU. Mummy is standing beside me and says, as follows: first, I want to
know what there is in the India Museum [?], I have an old weakness for India.
Secondly, have you had your hair cut. Third, I am reminding you to carry on diligently
with sport, and to go to the cinema, don't get the dumps at weekends. And soon, and
in detail, report on Kater's life and activities (missing in the original). So she has done
(das bratel is eh schon fertig ['the roast is done', Viennese (allegedly)]).
Ehrenfried [?] is now off to America, as she has got her affidavit. So of the two
components, strength and beauty, the latter is now on the march, and so woman
[weib] says we shall soon all be there, eating coca-Kola and spitting out chewing gum,
for she cannot live without Ehrenfried (schneifel-liebe [?]; 'schneifel' :Max's nickname
for Sneevliet]. Inski's sister is here too, Inskis are also going to America. By the way,
the sister is something for you: Anita said, three months ago, she [the sister] looked
like a girl of sixteen, but now that the sweetie has been here, she says (about the
blooming 60-year old body) that she looks like a fourteen year old girl, und vögelt wie
Kaninchen [and fucks like a rabbit].
After such a detailed account, there is nothing to add except the words: be
more artlich.
ltktr AND MUMMY, she says.
This letter does not need much comment. 'Le Canard enchaîné' was an old-established
satirical weekly, very much on the Left but anti-Communist. I loved reading it, in spite of the
difficulties I had with the language and the political allusions.
I cannot say whether I managed to extract the information asked for from Hanns. He went
back to New York later in the year, in October, and stayed there until April 1936, lecturing at
the New School for Social Research. This had been set up by Max Horkheimer, continuing the
(now well known) Institute in Frankfurt, which was Marxist but not Communist, let alone
Stalinist.
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I am not sure what the 'India Museum' referred to by Ruth was, perhaps a gallery in the British
museum, which then housed the ethnographical collection that is now in the Museum of
Mankind. But I do know what the admonition to go to the cinema is about. At our local picture
palace, the Chiswick Empire, one could see two films, with a music hall turn in between, for
sixpence, provided one went on Saturdays before two o'clock. I made a habit of this. (I was
quite nonplussed by the way stand-up comedians would finish their act with a sentimental
song. And I was surprised by the non-explicit but unmistakeably blue jokes produced by Nellie
Wallace, one of the survivors of the great age of the British music hall.)
I cannot remember who Ehrenfried was, or why she should be connected with 'Schneifel'.
(Perhaps Sneevliet, a Dutch ex-Communist and an old friend.) I did not meet Anita Kaminski's
amazing sister. Her "und vögelt wie Kaninchen" became a stock family joke.
The next letter begins with an excerpt from a letter Kahn had written to Ruth in reply to her
letter to Mrs. Cohen. This is in German; I cannot say whether Kahn had written in German (he
always spoke English with me). Max's letter - with an insert by Ruth - was written nine days
after the letter I have just quoted, so there may be a letter missing, which might explain why
there has been no reference to 'matric' before. As the Cambridge entrance scholarship did not
qualify for admission to the university, the school had entered me for the School Certificate
(always called 'matric' in the letters), which was required for this purpose. Naturally, I took all
the mathematical papers available, and also German. (This was not quite straightforward,
though: I had to translate into English, after all.) That left two subjects in which I needed extra
help. One was Latin, an essential requirement for admission to Cambridge. (This regulation, of
ancient standing, was only dropped in the early Seventies, after much debate. I voted for the
change.) The other one was English. So, probably already before Easter, I sat in
with the Upper Fifth (called Form 6 at Latymer Upper) for both of these subjects. By June,
when this letter was written, the examination was quite close, which explains the double dose
of advice in the letter.

Letter 24, dated 3.6.35.
Dear ktrr,
your letter arrived to-day, at the same time as a letter from Aug. Kahn, which is in
reply to our letter addressed to Mrs. Cohen, and from which it is apparent that nothing
has changed and that the Jews are carrying on exactly as before. The letter says
(from A to Z)
Mrs Cohen has passed your letter of 26 May on to me [and asked me ] to
reply. Your son is already provided for until the end of June. We shall have to discuss
what is to happen next. In its discussion the Committee will, I think, attach great
importance to the opinions of Gerhart's teachers as to whether he has outstanding
mathematical gifts, so that it may be expected, firstly, that he will get one of the best
scholarships to Cambridge and secondly, that as far as one can tell, he will pursue
and complete his studies at Cambridge with special distinction. (These studies could
also be undertaken in Engineering or in Physics.)
The scholarship will of course only cover part - less than half - of the cost of
Cambridge and Vacations. There is the possibility of procuring the remainder from a
different quarter: I cannot say anything definite about this. But primarily the question is
that of providing for school fees and maintenance during the period until October
1936, i.e. until the youngster goes up to Cambridge, and in order to cover these
expenses as well as later ones, it is of importance for us that the father should make a
contribution, as far as possible. You will surely understand that a Committee which
has only relatively modest means at its disposal would be strongly opposed to
dispensing a father from his duties.
May I therefore ask you to be so kind as to let me have the father's address,
so that we can write to him? I would also be grateful if you could let me have the
names and addresses of any friends who could help with financial support.
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I have set out my own plans for Gerhart, and must ask you not to assume that
these will necessarily be accepted by the Committee
etc
It is clear from this letter that a) this Kahn is well disposed; b) that the Committee
needs a little genius [geniechen]; c) in that case is also prepared to add something to
the scholarship money and d) wants indications from somewhere or other that one
has the "good intention" to contribute something, even if it is only a little.
From this, it follows for you a) that you can go on to take matric with untroubled mind,
b) that quite generally, you don't have to worry about the future, c) that your teachers
have to certify that you are a "little genius", which Kahn manifestly expects to be a
certainty; d) that you can of course read what you like in Cambridge and e) that
everything will be well, of course, because one cannot see why not. We here will
tackle Igdenbu, and also write another letter to Kahn. But you should not deal with the
Mrs. [Cohen], but with this August[us], and should "drop in occasionally" ["dich mal
sehen lassen"] and have a 'deep', scientifically coloured conversation [ein
wissenschaftlich gefärbtes Seelengespräch] with this man, and not only show your
understanding of mathematics and the sciences but also of the general structure,
history and pelkes of the country, etc. You should also get hold of Wilkinson and
others, they might perhaps be mentioned as friends; on the other hand, contact with
such poisonous characters [Giftstücke] as her-Olden should only be continued with
the utmost caution, with Ssselle [?] broken off completely, and to use the time before
the exam sensibly, in order to master the beauties of Latin grammar as well as [you
are mastering] the "samples". The proper technique for preparing for this "great day"
is: a) the day before, plenty of fresh air and no "science"; b) the day before and on the
day, have a really good shit [ordentlich ausscheissen], so that arse and guts do not
impede the head; c) to have a good night's sleep; d) to look through all 10 "samples"
with an eagle eye, so as to spot the simple ones and do these first; e) generally, to
treat the whole business in a sober matter of fact manner without mojre [yiddish: fear],
but on the other hand to make a clean job of it [auf gampis [?] erledigen]. That' all.
As to the big pelke of the scholarship, that will in principle go along the same lines.
Therefore: do not chase after mysteries, but concentrate your strength - or what is left
of it after putting the shot - on this examination, and so in God's name [Gott befohlen],
in this matter. This is the first part of my fatherly epistle.
Now here is mummy's contribution to this subject, as well.
Dear Kater, I have read Kahn's letter, which Pleuchot brought to the office to-day,
carefully, with an eye both eagle- and Social Worker-like and have assessed your
chances, and I can tell you that your chances are excellent: percentagewise, one can
put them at 85%. But it depends much less on Igdenbu and on us than you perhaps
imagine, it depends almost entirely on your 'brilliant achievements' [geniale
Leistungen]. The Jews are prepared to do almost anything for you, provided you are a
little genius. And him and I have to-day had a big heart-to-heart [Seelengespräch]
about you in which we analysed your abilities. We came to the conclusion that you are
able to accomplish everything required and will acquit yourself marvellously, provided
you don't let yourself be blathered [hereingequatscht] into stupid destructive states of
mind by Hanns and people like him. The opportunity of going to Cambridge is a BIG
opportunity for you, far bigger than you can comprehend now. You have the possibility
of spending the next few years of the world-mess [Weltbreigel : yiddish, again]
sensibly, and then, during the big changes that are to be expected, to play your part
as a decent, normal human being, and not to be as meschuggah and stupid as the
majority of those it is our luck to be acquainted with. Therefore, from this general
perspective, some further practical advice: great politicians are marked by the ability
to concentrate all their forces on the next tactical objective; your next tactical objective
is: a brilliant matric. Therefore: we are very pleased about your lively reading, and that
you are beginning to look at the land you are living in with open eyes. But for the next
two weeks you should restrict your reading a little, in order to concentrate on school
work. Leave the Germans [the people I was in the habit of visiting] completely alone,
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better go to a cinema or to a [theatre] matinee to relax. Go carefully over all the
subjects you are taking in m. and consider carefully where your weaknesses are,
revise all weak points, and ask the teachers in question what they think needs
polishing, and where you are weak. No one will take such a frank question in bad part,
it can make you aware of shortcomings you have overlooked, and help you to catch
up where you are not up to the level of the little English boys [Knäblein]. The Jews
value mathematics particularly, therefore you must pay special attention to this subject
for m. Please let us know exactly in which subjects you are taking m., what you are
good at and what you are not good at, we are always prepared to give you help and
information by letter. It is silly of you to ask whether your letters are too long; you
know that we are interested in every detail, you can write a hundred pages. We are
very content that your letters are now more sensible and that one is reasonably well
informed as to what you are doing. We'll also send you a copy of our letter to Kahn.
But towards the Committe, you must not know anything about this, you should
generally act the innocent child. Don't leave these letters lying around: even the
noblest Englishwomen, who are not supposed to know any German, can read and
misuse letters. You can now calmly picture for yourself, while you are swotting
[pauken: schoolboy slang], that in all probability you will have proper and varied
holidays. Best greetings from you concerned Mummy.
Now a few more remarks from me. Cromer is exactly the man whose name we could
not recall. Another one who has written about Egypt, as well as India, is Lord Milner.
The manner in which Rhodesia was conqured by Rh[odes] is typical of imperialist
conquests. I had already drawn your attention to this before. De Beers Consolidated is
even to-day one of the big speculators' stocks. The fat Indian gods need not have
been based on [living] models, but simply represent, in conformity with an "ideal", a
well fattened person as a god in an ever-hungry country. That you are becoming a
shot-put hero is surprising. [I wasn't.] The 30 sh. were firmly promised, were you
doubting, piglet? Ha. I'll send you LU to-day, there is no Canard [enchaîné] because it
was left behind at the Inskis. Instead, I am enclosing some splendid poems, "the
triptych of cosmic nonsense" because they are beautiful and philosophical. The
Observer has arrived: keep it up. Greetings and all that
ltktr
The school programme for Empire Day has amused us.
With this letter, there is one of Max's 'poetic' efforts, entitled 'Marcus Fingerlein meditates
about God (in free verse) (Fingerlein: diminutive of Finger). It is a long and rather laborious
joke, an attempt to remind me not to forget the mathematics Max had taught me - a note that
has already been sounded repeatedly, and will be sounded again.
The middle piece in in Max's English, and a fair sample of the whole:
MARK FINNIGAN is realist and whiskey-drinker.
------------------------------------------------------------------It isn't true that I am drunken;
Of course - I am a clever Irishman!
The TANS say all that lie about the Irish.
But they shall never catch ME: I'm Mac Finnigan!
If I were drunken, then my mouth would open
And stinking, very awfully be and too black.
But I am proud abut my mathematics,
And I know perfectly the little Newtons theorem!
For heavens sake, I know another item:
The Cailey's great and fertile one, of course.
I hate the TANS, but I use all that rubbish
That they don't know: quaternions and the curl!
And Stokes's theorem, I am aware, I know it!
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To hell that scrabby Fingerlein.
I kick him out, that bloody dirty stranger,
Whose nose potatolike is dipping in his beer.
I don't care about GOD. That's no my matter.
My stuff: that's Black's one: WHITE AND WHITE.
Thus I am drinking jolly old Scotch whiskey
Ye olde Inn, I am Irish Finnigan!

The two people mentioned in the letter were, obviously, among 'my Germans'. I do have a
vague image of 'her-Olden' but cannot pin it down, nor can I say why Max called her a
'Giftstück' - a piece of poison. 'Ssselle' figures again in the next letter.

Letter 25, dated 13.6.35.
Dear Kater
enclosed a long letter to Kahn, from which you will be able to gather everything
needed. Igdenbu claims that he has sent some money, meanwhile. He has also given
Jew-Wolff [Judenwolff] a statement to the effect that he will contribute £2 regularly,
that he was and is in full agreement with mummy's arrangements, and satisfied that
you should be aiming at university. This, too, will be useful. We think that it will settle
all your problems with the Jews, and if not, then don't worry about THAT, we'll put it
right.
So, this leaves the matter of matric. And here are a few minor pieces of advice. 1) As
you feel that your ability to express yourself in English is poor, why don't you just
concoct a few English "papers" on your own, go to the master in question and say to
him "I am little; I feel I am weak in this subject; could you please look through this, and
point out typical and persistent errors, because I want to write a fine paper [in the
exam]". Make a few précis of some newspaper blather [quatschereien], e.g. a silly
tennis match report, a criminal affair [Räubersgeschichte], a parliamentary debate,
you might show this to a teacher as well. 3) Look through your Latin grammar for the
principal rules; in translating into Latin, keep to the IRON rule of making do with the
SIMPLEST constructions. Long sentences can be split into two or three [short ones],
etc., and one should not let oneself be provoked [into elaborate constructions]; as to
the lack of vocabulary, too bad, but what can one do? From a distance, I can't supply
you with many and vitally important ones (but not for matric), such as futuere [to
fuck], scortum [prostitute] (not scrotum), vomere [to vomit], and so on.
Now, as to the other matters in your l.kl. ['dear little'] letter. Noch lebt der alte gott ['the
old god lives yet' - probably a quotation], and these swindles with Lenin quotations are
only for the stupid. In 1918, the Germans attacked and occupied the Ukraine, AFTER
the peace of Brest [-Litovsk]. Because they wanted wheat (they didn't get much).
Lenin said: under THESE circumstances, if the swine attack Moscow, that is, want to
destroy the whole Revolution, I would do well to ally myself with the French swine,
who want to beat the German swine and are STILL at war with them, for which SOLE
reason they might be prepared to support me. On the other hand, the revolution has
already permeated Germany, and it is no different in France. So if I gain some
breathing space, then ALL THE SWINE will lose, and I shall gain, time. This does not
resemble the present situation, in no way, and first and foremost it never occurred to
Lenin to tell the French workers that they should, because of the alliance (which had
not been established, and is now only a piece of paper), stop the class war and kiss
the arse of their bourgeoisie and its General Staff, as the great Joseph [Stalin] has
ordered. There are no excuses for this and, on top of that, the Lenin quotations are
fake. On the other hand, I can't tell you anything about Palmerston off the cuff, sorry,
I'd have to look it up, so you should do it. Furthermore, have a look at Britschggi [?]
(note the two Swiss G's). Also: if Igdenbu has sent £2, pay something towards the
camp [the Cadet Corps camp], one can never know, and all that. Here we have seen
Zédé, he was meschuggah and a "realist" about Joseph "the lad [Bursche] has
perhaps put things badly, but what else can one do?". For the rest, stuff ssselle,
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[scheisse auf ssselle], nothing will come of that. Sunday Dispatch arrived to-day and
was the stupidest of all the papers we have had so far, therefore the most beautiful. I
am sending off LU and 2 Canards to-day. Your report on your "family circumstances"
was a downright "précis" and, conversely, that you have denied me, ha, I shall avenge
myself. On the other hand I am INSULTED by your calling Mac Finnigan's English
"awful", it's IRISH, you Gauch.
Monday we went on a far-flung excursion with the Inskis, to the place where the
Germans signed the armistice [in 1918], Compiègne. I swum in the river Aisne which
is both swift and stinking, so did Inski, in the end the car nearly went up in flames,
which isn't bad. One side and two seat cushions got burned, and we went back to
Paris quietly [popling: ?] by train.I must finish because I have to go out, may the God
who made us be with you, as you need it.
srvs, jng ktré vn ltktr [Servus (Viennese friendly greeting) Jungkater von
Altkater: cheerio young cat from old cat].
Send back the copy of the letter to Kahn as well as that of the letter to Mrs Cohen if
still available, as I must file them.
nd lk ll s vlw mglch m rs ['und leck' alle so viel wie möglich am Arsch': and lick
everybody's arse, as much as possible ('jemand am Arsch lecken'. to lick someone's
arse, is a very common German piece of rudery)].
[In my handwriting]: nch hnn mn hrr [nach Ihnen, mein Herr: after you, sir].

The 'report on family circumstances' - Familienverhältnisse, which could also mean family
relationships - must be something I explained to Mrs Cohen, where I was careful to omit the
presence of Max so as not to shock her. 'Précis' is a reference to matric, where making a
précis was a standard exercise in English.
As for the silly words at the end of the letter, the joke of omitting all vowels was a short-lived
one, but was continued in the next letter. This then goes on to give me a pat on the back for
my Marxist reading of Paradise Lost; books one and two of this was one of the set books I had
to study for matric. (The others were Lamb's 'Essays of Elia', which I took, but disliked, and
Henry IV, part one; I could have opted for Thackeray's Henry Esmond instead. The school
arranged for the form I joined for the School Certificate lessons to go to a matinee of the play;
the part of Falstaff was taken by George Robey, a music hall comedian famous for the line of
his eyebrows. They were more impressive than his acting.)
Letter 26, dated 20.6.35.
mstr ktr [Meister Kater: master Kater]
bei krchndn & kaum vrstgm gewurdel aus Ldn (Intnl) sreibe ich dir um mrgn L & Cnrd
abzusikn. stme ffdg wrd nicht bflgt, vlmr rkgskt - ks dch dmt.
[Against crackling and hardly intelligible chatter from London (International), I am
writing to you so as to send off LU and Canard to-morrow. The silent demand will not
be complied with, but sent back - kiss your own.] [See the end of letter 25].
Of your clever allusions, I forgot to say that the one about ghastly Paradise Lost is
right: of course this was a Puritan-bourgeois thrust against the feudal nobility, clever
child has seen the cloven hoof.
The bulk of the letter is a lesson on economics. Rumours of an impending devaluation of the
French franc had appeared in the British press, and I must have asked what that meant. After
explaining that currency is nominally covered (by gold), Max wrote
The bourgeoisie has several possibilities for resolving its financial dificulties.
Accordingly, there are two factions in France, one of which wants to "devalue". What
does that mean? It means that, without caring a toss about "cover" and all the other
nonsense, one announces that the old franc will be equivalent to five new ones (as
was done in 1926, for which reason the present franc is also called the 'franc à quatre
sous'). But how does one do this? One does it by withdrawing all the old bits of paper
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and printing new ones. Why? Because one gets rid of a large part of the national debt
in this way, that is, all debts relating to loans, government stocks, and other such
useful bits of paper. These are vast sums, and those who are swindled [beschissen,
shat upon] are the famous "little savers", the small and middling investors, the little
idiots who trust the state and its bits of paper: the value of their investments is
reduced to a fifth of its former value (if one devalues as in 1926) and that's not only
the humour of it, but also the object of the exercise. On the other hand, the fat cats
may well thrive because of it (...) This inflation manoeuvre was carried out in grand
style in Germany in 1923 and led to the pauperization of the so-called middle classes
and to an enormous concentration and centralization of capital. (...)
That other credulous people outside the inner circle can also be swindled in such an
operation is clear. Thus the Russians, thinking themselves clever, had all their
contracts in $ or in £, but in gold dollars; after devaluation, they had to pay according
to gold prices, while in England and the USA, where all contracts [with Russia] were in
£ or in $, one could settle in the new, worse, currency.
Finally, Max returns to family affairs:
We have had a letter from Mrs. Cohen which is as sweet as sugar and gives tidings to
your mum that she has visited you recently and found you well in mind and body, and
that she was deeply impressed by the sad and horrid blows of fate you had sustained,
of which she had been ignorant, and so on. She will get another touching letter, and
you will get a copy. LU and Canard will go off to-morrow. There are no new vexations
[pelkes]. Try to find a cheap Butterschiff [butter-carrying cargo boat] to Denmark and
write to intelligent-Anja to do likewise at her end; she is about to go to Sweden
because Gerson does not want to go outside Scandinavia. Benyt lejlighed [?]. Here
we have had a visit from domini [?] and mynheer [?], he can still not tolerate alcohol
and therefore likes to drink. Have you seen and heard the "singing Romeo"? In the
inane film with Ginger Rogers and Dick Powell presumably called Love's Waves [no
doubt a translation of the French title]. That's all. Be more artlich,
ltktr
In the last paragraph, 'mynheer' (or perhaps 'domini') is one of Max's nicknames for the Dutch
socialist Henk Sneevliet, whom I have mentioned already; his companion would be Gans, his
son-in-law. Sneevliet was then in his early fifties. Originally a Social Democrat, he had been
banished to Java and organized the first Communist Party in Indonesia. In the early Twenties
he was in China, as a Comintern emissary. But he broke with the Party in the mid-twenties
and formed his own, anti Stalinist, group, the Revolutionary Socialists, which was strong
enough to get him elected to parliament. (He was murdered by the Gestapo in 1942, when he
was in the Dutch resistance.) He was a frequent visitor to Paris, and we used to meet him on
Montparnasse.
I cannot remember whether I was originally expecting to stay in my lodgings in Roman Road
until the end of the school year, but I do remember that I left earlier than that. From the next
letter - in fact, a postcard - it is clear that I had leave at short notice. Perhaps there was a row though I would be more likely to remember, rather than forget, that. More probably, Mrs Hugo
may have needed my two attic rooms in a hurry, for example because of an unexpected visit
by one of the 'five daughters'. (I am sure they did not all live at home.) I must have sent a
distress call to Paris.
Letter 27: postcard, dated 25.6.35
ktre, your first duty: keep calm. The most that can happen is a change of lodgings.
Look in at the Heimanns', to see if you could stay there for a fortnight. 2) Calmly finish
matric. 3) Don't say anything to the Jews yet, as they are waiting for the result [of
matric]. 4) Under no circumstances should you go away unless you have cleared
things with the Jews, that's more important than anything else. 5) Don't say anything
about the [Cadet Corps] camp. If it can't be done, you'll have to do without it - but
that's by no means certain. 6) After the matric results, have a talk with Kahn. More
precise instructions on this point to come. Above everything: keep calm! Pursue the

153

ONE

Schrödinger line. Don't let Igdenbu off the hook. Have looked at the [matric?] papers daft. So: don't get worked up. By the way, Wolff [Judenwolff] will soon be in London
and claims that he will take you out for a meal. With him, you can still have an
'intimate talk' - we'll do it beforehand. LU à l'écoute [Max's column] hasn't appeared
for two weeks running, haven't heard anything sensible, because of interference for
two whole days ('Mum' missing!). Greetings.
Needless to say, it was the Jewish Refugees Committee that came to my rescue. For a few
weeks, I stayed with a Jewish middle class family in a large flat in Kensington. There was a
son, probably in his early twenties, who was an enthusiastic but not very accomplished
violinist, who befriended me while I lived there, but I lost touch with them afterwards.
It is also clear from the postcard that 'matric' - the School Certificate examination - had either
begun, or was about to begin. I am sure I finished it quite calmly. On the other hand, the
(Cadet Corps) 'camp' is never mentioned again. I did not go; no doubt I could not have paid for
it, and the school may in any case not have been all that keen on having me taking part in it.
The cryptic reference to 'the Schrödinger line' must refer to a missing letter of mine . My father
had met Schrödinger in Berlin. His wife, my stepmother Martha, had got to know
Schrödinger's wife in a health club. They became friends, and she and Paul seem to have
visited the Schrödingers regularly - as did many other people. Schrödinger resigned his chair
in Berlin in 1933, as he did not like the Nazi regime, and stayed in Oxford for some time. I
think that Paul had promised he would get Schrödinger to invite me to visit him. (I cannot say
whether Schrödinger was aware of Paul's politics. He himself went back to Austria, to Graz
(much below his status), hoping to be appointed to a chair in Vienna in due course. He seems
to have been naive about politics. Indeed, he tried to make his peace with the Nazis after the
occupation of Austria, which failed, of course, and only escaped to Italy in the nick of time.)
There will be more about this in the next letter but one. But the next letter I have makes no
reference to any of the matters in the postcard. Most of it is taken up by an account of an
excursion to the banks of the Marne. But it begins with a paragraph about some mathematics
(already mentioned in the postcard dated 5 March), which may refer to a lost letter, or some
notes Max had made for me during the Easter holidays. The comment on Hemingway
obviously refers to 'Farewell to Arms', which I must have borrowed from the Public Library.
(But I still have a copy of the Penguin edition, price sixpence, third printing, October 1935.)
Letter 28, dated 4.7.35.
Young Kater, although your intellect is weak, one can perhaps help it [to improve],
inasmuch as you people say ve-ni [?]. So there is, first, the integral transform, it's time
you understood that. I enclose an addendum to the earlier piece, there's nothing
mysterious about it. As to the dialogues in Hemingway, I can only say this: nowadays,
no one can do this as well, it's extraordinary and put together with the utmost skill,
even though it looks so simple.
Close to us, there are people with lousy [nebbich: Yiddish, many meanings] cars. Dolfi
, the good fellow, has got hold of an old crate for Gold Flake [Minna Flake], which had
every conceivable fault to begin with. But we have been in that, and in an even odder
crate which Leroi got, again with Adolf's help. Leroi is the man who, with his wife,
takes sweeties and blokes back home for joint carnal pleasures. We drove to the
banks of the Marne, I caught a bad dose of sunburn on my bald head. I sat in the
back of Leroi's old heap in a sort of chocolate box [Bonbonkasten] with one seat, while
Mummy sat in the front beside this over-cautious cove. The creaking old crate gets up
to 50 [kilometres per hour], but if it has to go uphill, it starts to groan and the rattling
gears have to be changed seventeen times. Dolfi, ahead of us, who missed his way
eighteen times, drove with such caution that you would have laughed. Reason: Gold
Flake has just started "driving lessons" [with Adolf], like Mojsche [?] of old. Instead of
staying on the road, she headed for a tree, and instead of putting her foot on the
brake pedal, put it on the accelerator. Result: at the front, where there is no bumper
(to save money), the connection between the chassis and the suspension has come
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apart, and the spring only dangles there as a decoration, while the left front panel
looks like a crumpled soft collar. In this thing, Dolfi drove with Gold Flake and, at the
back in an awful chocolate box [Bonbonkiste], the Leroi woman with a Saxon girl
(PROVINCE Saxony, please) of bestial stupidity and corresponding appearance. Leroi
had picked her up for a threesome, but this had not worked, not because of the
legendary chastity of Saxon women, but because she is daft. On the bank of the
unlovely Marne there is a camp site. There, people were crowded together as in
Wannsee [famous Berlin lido] of old, only a) there are no facilities, b) the current is so
rapid, and it gets deep so near to the bank, that non-swimmers can just about dangle
their sweaty or flat feet in the water and c) above all, FRENCH IS OBVIOUSLY NOT
TOLERATED THERE, one hears Yiddish, good and loud [das es knallt], German,
Hungarian and Polish, and nothing else. All the SAP [Sozialistische Arbeiterpartei, a
left-wing splinter group] was there, including a lot of randy girls who comprise the
harem of the "leader" of this "party". But they can't swim. Wannsee is better.
That your Germans are making you melancholic is your own fault: why do yo visit
them? mulierum solum causa [only because of the women?]? Then go and just visit
the womenfolk, amuse yourself by tickling them, and don't mix pseudo-politics with
genital stimulation. Another bit of advice. I feel too lazy to look up the things you asked
about. In the most recent number of LU, which I am sending off to-day with Canard,
my "écourtierten" [Germanized French: heard on the radio] pelkes are f - m - iert
[invented; see below], AND ONLY THAT PLEASES, so will be continued in this
fashion.The Shah of Persia from Bound Brook (USA) is particularly idiotic. Hurray for
Kontinent-Korrespondenz [the Press agency set up by Franz Jung in 1924 for which
Max worked briefly in Berlin, which brazenly featured items from 'our
F.M.Korrespondent', F.M. = Falschmeldung, false report.]
Dolfi is our friend Adolf, of course. He had found a garage that sold particularly cheap secondhand cars. The convention was that if, but only if, a car one had bought broke down while still
in sight, one could swop it or return it for repairs. I think it was also Adolf who had found the
Leroi couple; they will be mentioned again, quite often. I never met them, and cannot say what
their politics was, if any. Minna Flake - 'Gold Flake' - was a physician, a child specialist, who
had worked for the Health department of the City of Berlin, until Hitler. In October 1949, in a
letter to her friends the Indian Communist Roy and his (American) wife Ellen, Ruth wrote:
"Minna Flake is a physician in New York and no longer interested in politics since her good
friend Jacob Walcher went back to Berlin ...". Walcher, a founder member of the German
Communist Party and, as a member of Brandler's 'right wing' an opponent of Ruth and Max,
was expelled in 1928, formed his own group, which presently joined up with the SAP, whose
leadership he took over. After the fall of France, he escaped to New York. But he returned to
Berlin in 1946 and remained in East Germany thereafter.
There is another delay before the next letter. This time it is evidently genuine; no doubt I had
moved from Chiswick to Kensington. It is also apparent from the letter that I had met Wolff in
the meantime, who had reported on this when he got back. I know that Wolff always stayed at
the Cumberland Hotel near Marble Arch. (This was neither expensive nor luxurious. Ruth
usually stayed there on her post-war visits to London.) But I cannot recall anything about the
'possibility of an English holiday'. Some light on Max's advice will be thrown by the next letter,
however.
Letter 29, dated 17.7.35.
Dear Kater,
we haven't written for a long time because we have not had a letter from you and
therefore did not know what the status of the terms of exchange of letters, the tone,
fexung [? make-up, perhaps] etc is at present. On this, we need all preliminaries as
soon as possible - get this done in a hurry. Further more, Wolff, lupus in fabula [Latin:
the wolf in the fable], who has seen you, has told me, briefly, on the phone, that there
is some possibility of an ENGLISH holiday, but that you, in opposition, or perhaps in
opposition, to others take the view that you need not stay for the summer in merry old
England for LINGUISTIC reasons [i.e., to improve my English]. Without being able to
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see [from here] what sort of an opportunity this is, I should like to give you some good
advice: if you prefer kaere lille Danmark [Danish: dear little Denmark] so to speak for
notebook reasons [? perhaps because it had been arranged] or because of more
physiological [?] aspirations, wishes or hopes, then you should also take into account
the reasons against: I don't mean the language angle, I don't care a bit about that, you
will have to judge that yourself. Rather, I mean the usefulness and pleasantness of
getting to know a part of England itself, its atmosphere, people, acquaintances; if it's a
case of a stay that is RELAXING, that offers fresh air, sport, distractions, then it is in
my opinion preferable to the Danish one, for the following reasons: a) because of
possible bad humour [Sauerkeit] of dame Anja; b) because getting to know a new
environment enlarges the horizon; c) because of the possibility of perhaps spending a
fortnight with us near the end of the summer holidays, which can never do any harm
(for, as lovers of literature used to be in the habit of quoting, Dostoyevsky had already
written that it is always a pleasure to converse with an intelligent person). Think this
over and take into account that, even in England, physiology will have its due, the
effect of which will be felt, etc.
After this passus [Latin: pace, step], some other matters. Just now, a cousin of mine
rang up, whom I knew when she was still dirtying her nappies. She is now a worthy
married Swiss citizen, and it seems will shortly be going to London. I shall try to stir
her up to visit you and take you out [she didn't] - possibly this could lead to a visit to
Lausanne; can't do any harm.
Wolff told me that you have been invited to visit Schrödinger next Sunday. If this
should really be the coming Sunday, then I recommend to you, apart from the
customary injunction of having a washed neck and ears as well as shorn and brushed
hair etc. (a clean nose, clean fingernails, even brush down the suit), not to forget two
things: that such an eminent scholar [Gelehrter: learned man] does not think about the
theory of atoms [sic: Atomtheorie] all day long, and also that he does not expect that a
young Kater does, or should, know anything about it. What the young Kater can offer
him is of course very little; on the other hand, the young Kater can derive much benefit
if he understands that he must show the great man that he is interested in his science,
but can't do much as yet, because he is little. Apart from that, he should not be stiff
[geschrammt] or afraid, great scholars are also ordinary people, and when they come
from Austria, indeed from Vienna, it should not be difficult to chat [plauschen,
Viennese variant of 'plaudern'] with them.
Austria - no other land can equal you. So I have, in connection with the general
happenings in the selfsame, and exclusively with son faupel or Kater in mind,
composed four Austrian ballads, which I can send you at once, as soon as I have your
approval [aviso, commercial term] thereof. They are in the usual style of hymns, which
of course does not please everyone, as many find that they are too gross.
My soulmate Nicky Rabold has been here for a fortnight, and it has been one
continuous touching experience [Rührung], ye tears were flowing indeed and fortunately - the golden wine as well.
Now, little Kater, I'll finish. This letter is only a dove, the true eagle is to follow, once
you have written to dear little [l.kl.] Mummy and
ltktr, who is not kl [little].
Max's cousin did not visit me. Nor did I get an invitation from Schrödinger. Wolff was in touch
with my father, indeed he was our usual intermediary, and I expect he had been told that Paul
had asked Schrödinger to invite me. For I cannot believe that I should have forgotten it if I was
invited (and didn't go, which would undoubtedly have been mentioned, to say the least, in later
letters). It is difficult to say how much of Max's advice was a joke - the washed neck, the
brushed suit - but the instructions as to how I should behave in the presence of the great man
were surely meant to be taken seriously.
Nicky Rabold has already been mentioned, in the postcard sent on 5th March. It is odd that
this also refers to integral transforms - like the letter before this one - and to Fritz Wolff. There
is now quite a long gap, probably some letters have been lost. The 'matric' results came
through late in July, before the end of the school year, and were entirely satisfactory, except
that I only just passed in the 'arithmetic' paper. In spite of the confident 'expectation of great
things', I have a feeling that they also caused much satisfaction in Paris, to judge by the next
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letter. This is in Max's hand, on 'La Coupole' paper, headed: La Coupole [printed], to which
Max has added 'lieu suprème, le 29 juillet 35'.

Letter 30
Kater,
it is clear that I was not particularly surprised by your matric, as I expected great
things from the plump little boy in the first place. I was only surprised by Latin [where I
had done better than expected]. On the other hand, if you were the complaining type,
you could make a row about Arithmetic, for a Credit is an insult.
You can now straighten out your holiday worries. You can make your entrance at the
Israelites' as a swell [feiner Mann], they will swank, and cry "we've always said so". If
you have been fed so poorly that you need fattening, then there is nothing against
Denmark, simply as 6 weeks here with us are not refreshing, because of the heat.
Otherwise, I should like to have you over here, as one could talk about this and that.
But perhaps one can work it so that you can spend the usual 17 days with us? Drop a
hint [tippe] at the Jews' - family feeling is a factor, after all (arithmeticus credit.
credant, dum donent. donent, dum credant, donent et credant, dum venias, venias
dum sapiens fias per societatem nostram. sapiens fias quia bona societate vel
stultiorissimi eradiuntur; nec stultissimus es. [Arithmetic Credit. They will credit it, that
they may give. They give that they may believe, they give and believe, so come, come
so that you may be made wise by our company, you may be made wise because good
company eradicates the greatest stupidities, and you are not the most stupid]). If we
have advised against Denmark, on the whole, then this has been exclusively because
of the idiotic pharisaism of my little sister, who is prepared to see every Ille [name or
nickname of a (female) cousin] as a true paragon of virtue, and to bewail her bitter lot
(the cow is entitled to 2 000 frcs per month; with that I, too, could be virtuous); while
we are truly frivolous and egoistic villains [Schächer (?): hagglers, literally] who are
plundering the hard-working little sister. I don't like this much, especially as bourgeois
prigs elaborate thriving fantasies on that basis.
We are busy reading Balzac, he is getting better all the time.
Dolfi is busy driving, in an old Renault, a crate that belongs to Gold Flake who can't
drive yet. But you would not recognize Dolphi, he drives like Mister Overanxious, and
keeps shouting at me - pretending to be a driving instructor - because, at every
intersection, I don't a) hoot like a madman, b) brake like a madman and c) change into
second gear like an incurable mental case. All this while the speed is 15-20 km/hr
anyway, as I want to drive the old banger slowly and not fast, which I know how to,
anyway.
Son Faupel, if you get to Denmark, get Gerson [Anja's husband, who lectured parttime in the Physics Department of the University] to show you the labs, and [arrange
for] you to do some work there, if possible, so as to learn: a) to use a vice, a file,
pliers, a saw; b) to bend glass, calibrate a thermometer, do precision weighing; c)
some decent circuitry (Wheatstone [Bridge], elements in parallel and in series,
connecting condensers, resistance) and, if it can be done, d) [to learn to] drive a car
(much simpler than a motorcycle, because gear changing is easier, no balance
problems, no accelerator hand grip). That wouldn't be bad already, and e) you should
learn to sail, properly, according to the following scheme: α) to judge different kinds of
wind, according to strength and direction (observe with "Bändsel" and without, with a
wetted finger, by ear, by the surface of the water), β) how sails are arranged in normal
rigging (sloop), γ) how to operate the Kluver and the Fock, namely γγ') by setting them
manually, γγ'') by Schootenbetätigung, γγ''') by really precise handling when turning.
Then, at the helm, above everything, δδ') to turn into the wind ("heave to"), δδ'') slowly
abfallen, δδ''') quickly an den Wind gehen, δδ'''') to turn. Then, to operate the
Grossschoot, and when you know how to do all that, you will have mastered the
rudiments, and that would be a good thing.
Greetings ltktr
[At the bottom, upside down, in my hand], soll ich oder nicht ?? [shall I or, not].
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I went to see Kahn, who was (of course) pleased with my 'matric' results, and quite prepared
to get the Refugees Committee to pay my fare to Copenhagen. He managed to find a tramp
steamer which took the occasional passenger, a small collier going from Newcastle to
Copenhagen. I packed up all my belongings in Kensington, took a night train to Newcastle,
found the shipping office after some anxious searching, and carried my two heavy suitcases
along a seemingly endless road beside the shipping in the Tyne to my boat. There was one
other passenger, an elderly white-haired man with whom I exchanged some small talk during
the two days we were at sea. The weather was good, the sea was calm, and all I remember is
the taste of tea made with condensed milk, and the sight of Helsingør castle (Hamlet's
Elsinore) an hour or so before docking.
The Cohns had moved into a roomy house in a northern suburb. As they had had their holiday
- a tour of Norway - they stayed in Copenhagen for the rest of the summer. Gerson did not,
and probably could not, do any of the things for me that Max had suggested. He did not go to
the University during the vacation, and he had no yacht, at least not in Copenhagen. I spent a
good deal of my time on scholarship work; I had, perforce, brought my schoolbooks with me.
(This is why my suitcases were so heavy.) Much of this was done in the garden - mostly
gravel, Continental style -at a wooden table in the shade of a big tree. Quite often, I borrowed
a bicycle and went to a public beach a few miles further north to swim and sunbathe, on my
own. (I was impressed when I was told that the King could frequently be seen cycling on his
own, like any old Copenhagener,along the road I took.) The Cohn family - Anja, Gerson, the
children Mucki and Ove, as well as some relatives and visitors, provided all the social life I
needed. (We spoke German.) So I had a pleasant peaceful holiday, a much-needed relief
from the strain of living in lodgings in London. Correspondence with Paris seems to have been
less frequent, but I do have one letter.
Letter 31, dated 31.8.35.
Katertier und Zeitgenosse [Pussycat and Contemporary],
there's nothing special to report about recent happenigs here, as we have used
woman's holidays to be ill: first, she had tonsilitis for a fortnight, with all the attendant
beauties, such as fever, moaning, being stuck in bed, sore throat, then I had fever and
(real) diarrhoe, probably some minor food poisoning, the usual thing here where
typhus, tonsilitis, cholerina [?] and the like are rife. So, that was one branch of this
irregular function (in case you still know what that is, to wit a) branch and b) irregular,
i.e. not satisfying the Cauchy-Laplace or Cauchy-Riemann equations). The other
branch: we have been invaded, much more than desired, by a host of people and of
fools: first, a couple of musical boxes [Spieldösken] from America, one of whom was
quite pretty (and, in no time, set all our young people's hearts ablaze, Dolfi's included),
then another one from England, then the deaf general [Karl Retzlaw], then the
hunchbacked van Riehl from Holland, now Domini [Sneevliet?], ditto from Holland,
before that a bloke from Shanghai, with wife, in between a prim lady [Tunte] from
Belleville, innumerable fools, among them a madman from Greece, one from Bavaria,
the meschuggene "Beard" from Poland,two from Italy, several even from France, in
short, a dovecote, with no end of telephoning and [visitors'] self-importance, enough to
make one puke.
Gold Flake is on holiday, Dolfi nearly wrecked her car (he forgot to fill up with water,
and we really roasted the engine, got stuck in [rue de la] Convention, just in front of
the café beside the cinema which you know, and then I got them to give me boiling
water from the expresso machine, poured it in the radiator, which went: prrr, then
another three bucketfuls of cold water, then we turned the crankshaft with the starting
handle, it had not got stuck - proof that pistons and bearings had not seized up - and
then the old crate went again). Once, we made, nebbich, a day excursion, because
they were fumigating for two whole days, this time it was cockroaches, running around
in their millions. We wanted to visit Gothe [guuth], who has built a house in the
Southeast of Paris, we only had a hazy notion of the way there, got caught in a
downpour- the coachwork of the car is a "mock convertible" ["faux cabriolet"], that is,
i.e. phiole: one part, with seats for two, really looks like a convertible, i.e. is canvas
covered but does not fold down, while the other two seats are a bonbonkiste
['chocolate crate'], and there sat Cacarola [Carola Eppstein, Adolf's partner] and I, and
we got wet. That was that. On the other hand, you can think of me as a delightful
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driver of this non-delightful car, ditto of the Inskis', driving either of these is child's
play.
But what are your holiday occupations? Two to three hours' scholarship papers daily
must make one healthy and wise, but there would be no harm , while working out a
quick solution, to try for some ELEGANCE if possible, such as linking [the answer]
with more general theory, or an analogy with another subject, for instance: when
dealing with, say, a problem in Statics, does it relate to the Theory of Surfaces, or an
ordinary problem in Dynamics with the Calculus of Variations, and so on; Thomson
and Tait is ingenious in this respect. What else are you thinking about [geht durch
deined Kopf]? I was not surprised by your matric results, I had confidence [in you]; it
could be the same with the scholarship, and would not surprise me; only don't take it
too seriously, one can only cook with water [German saying]. Look out for the
currents in the Sound, they can play dirty tricks on one. Greetings.

Little comment on this is needed. 'Branch' and 'irregular function' are mathematical terms, of
course. (In point of fact, I had not understood the relevant theory in the first place; I had to
learn it, making endless mistakes, later on.) Retzlaw, another former Spartacist and at one
time member of the so-called military organization of the German Party, had left the Party in
1933. He was not in the circle of Ruth and Max, but they had fairly regular contact with him,
and will be met with again. Fritz Gothe came from Dessau, was a builder by trade, and a
regular member of Ruth and Max's group.
I left Denmark on October 7th, so this letter must have reached me just a few days before. My
return to London was by the regular route, via Esbjerg and Harwich. By then, the Jewish
Refugees Committee had found new lodgings for me, within easy walking distance of Latymer
Upper.
(revised 8/11/95)
.
.

159

ONE

160

ELEVEN: 1935 - Olympia
When I got back from Copenhagen, I went straight to my new address: 36, Hazlitt Road, W
14. This is just behind Olympia, the exhibition hall on the north side of Hammersmith Road,
and close to the railway line which separates Hammersmith from the much grander borough
of Kensington. My hosts were the Kaufmann family. The father was a jobbing tailor.
Occasionally, he made a suit to measure for an individual customer. But for his regular income
he relied on "alterations", adjusting the ready-made clothes sold by the cheap stores in
Hammersmith to the measurements and requirements of the customers; many of his orders
came from the local branch of the 'Fifty Shilling Tailors'. He usually referred to himself as "poor
old K", but was cheerful enough. Solidly built, if not actually stout, he always wore a dark suit
(probably of his own manufacture) and put on a bowler hat when he went out. His wife was of
the thin, worrying and active sort, for ever busy about the house or helping her husband with
rush jobs. They had two children, a son ("Sonny"), who had just left school and had started
work "in the City", and a twelve year old daughter, Sarah. The boy looked too young for the
suits he wore; he, too, donned a bowler hat when he went off to work. (Kaufmann once
suggested that I should do likewise, at least at weekends.) I did not see much of him; I
suppose he was an office boy, with hopes of better things to come. Dark-eyed Sarah was
much attached to her mother, whom she resembled in temperament, and quite vocal.
The Kaufmanns must have taken it for granted that, as a refugee sponsored by the Jewish
Refugees Committee, I was familiar with the Jewish religion, and immediately after I moved in
they told me we would be going to the local synagogue for Yom Kippur, the Day of Atonement.
I was so much taken aback by this that I did not attempt to explain that I was an atheist, and
had never been to a synagogue in my life. But I must have voiced my dismay in my first letter
to Paris, because Max's reply, dated about a week after my return to London, begins with a
noteworthy piece on the Jews, the Jewish religion, and Zionism.
Paris, 17 September 1935
Dear Kater,
Your last letter is much concerned with the Jewish nuisance, and I think you are
taking the matter much too seriously: neither are the Jews worth it, nor is the thing as
annoying as it appears to you, and from this we can draw some practical conclusions,
once this new ribbon has dried out, for I have, as of old, washed the type with petrol,
which seems to have had a disastrous effect on the functioning of the French (hence
bad) ribbon.
So, in practice: a certain amount of hypocrisy is required, which will develop into a
mild form of madness as the Jews have their principal festivals just now,
unfortunately. For they are celebrating a) their New Year (two days' Gemauschel in
the synagogue [Gemauschel: crude antisemitic term for the sound of Yiddish or
Hebrew]; b) the destruction of the true Temple [by Nebuchadnezzar in 586 BC]
(weeping obligatory) and c) their day of atonement, on which one has to fast, which
most of them don't, of course. What are you to do? Well, as anyone can look at
strange customs, you can watch it for once, more from an ethnographical-zoological
point of view. It would be pointless to sit all day in schul [Yiddish: synagogue], for there
they wail for hours in unintelligible Hebrew, and now and then the congregation joins
in, which you won't be able to do. There are certain moments at which irritating [?
eingefuchste] women promptly break out in tears, in the middle of a conversation, and
then continue at once with the same conversation once the moment has passed. But I
think you should not miss school, for the simple reason that you are urgently engaged
in preparation for the scholarship. (This is a matter of tactics. You will have to decide
on the spot whether it will give grave offence to the Jews; or else you could always
pretend that you are going to a different betheisl [Austro-yiddish (?): prayer-house]
with someone else; and finally, I have the hope that the mercenary Jews will want
dosh, an entrance fee, for the pleasure of sitting with God in their schul, and that's just
what you can't provide as you are poor.) On the other hand, you could use the
oppportunity to compare this Jewish service with others, once you have got to know it:
look in at St. Paul's, at a Presbyterian church, a Catholic one (they are the best at this
sort of humbug), a Russian Orthodox church if there is one (particularly barbaric), and
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an ordinary protestant service (particularly boring) - just briefly - and then you know
the whole silly business; a Muslim service, too, if one is allowed in. As to Religious
Education [at school], just skive off - at present it does not seem to be functioning
anyway, and as all this nonsense is only for a quarter of a year, one can sabotage it
nicely.[I cannot remember who suggested this. Nothing came of it.] Don't believe that
any of this bunch really takes the matter seriously; it is just a setting in which one can
meet for social and business purposes. Admittedly, there are fools who take the thing
seriously, but they are poor devils who also believe in saints and miracle-working
rabbis, so-called Chassidim [Hassidic Jews] and Zadikkim (who are of course at
loggerheads with each other), but in London one probably only finds that sort in
Whitechapel. All the other Jews keep nattering on [quatschen] about God, Palestine
and Jewishness, and this is all a mild - and sometimes not so mild - kind of
nationalism, like that which Hitler is pusuing in Germany, [but] with the fatuous
ideology of the Chosen People, the bearers of civilization (because they copied some
laws from the Babylonians and the Assyrians nearly 3000 years ago), and the
consolation that, despite cruel persecution ("virzenn Johre") [reference to Hitler's first
radio address after becoming Reich Chancellor] they will persevere and conquer. Not
one of them thinks of going to the barren Promised Land, only the poorest have-nots
do that; in the Promised Land itself they quarrel atrociously, because the whole superrotten Jewish thing blows up when confronted by class antagonisms and the
obnoxious function which this gang has to carry out on behalf of the [British] Empire,
and the "most single-minded" of them have started up a fascism (Jabotinski) which
differs from Hitler's in two respects only, the absence of foreskins (mandatory), and
the absurdity of this conceited gang of henchmen of British imperialism playing at
being a "state" - Hitler has, at least, an advanced industrial country as field of action
for his stupidities, but they have desert in front of them, the sea behind them, and in
the middle, barren lands stolen from the Arabs, and appallingly exploited workers,
their own and the more numerous Arabs, whom they are honouring with their racialist
rubbish, and with real intentions of extermination.
In the event, I was taken to the local synagogue for Yom Kippur, without the benefit of
breakfast, as the Kaufmanns did obey the law. Equipped with some covering for my head and
a Hebrew prayer book of some sort, I sat there, dumb, as I watched a succession of rabbis
and of members of the congregation in their Sunday suits reading and chanting. Each time
one lot finished, I hoped that we should be allowed to go home. But my hopes were
disappointed until relief came with the setting of the sun. Back in Hazlitt Road, we sat down to
a festive meal (I have forgotten the menu), and Mr Kaufmann commented on the massive
attendance at the service: "that's the day they all come, they want their sins forgiven".
Undoubtedly, the Kaufmanns realized soon enough that I was a fish out of water at the schul.
They never referred to it again, nor did they suggest that I should attend any further services.
Thinking about it now, I realize that they took my atheism - which I never proclaimed openly in good part. They themselves never went to synagogue on Saturday, in any case, for
economic reasons. Most of the orders for "alterations" came in at weekends, and had to be
finished by Saturday evening. So both the Kaufmanns, and Sarah when time was especially
short, had to work all day. But on Sunday, if they had time to spare, they went off to the East
End, to the street market in Middlesex Street, 'Pettycoat Lane'; I expect that met a lot of
friends and (perhaps) relations there. Stupidly, I never asked them to take me along, nor did I
ever go by myself, so that I have missed one of the famous London sights. They usually
brought back rye bread, to accompany the regular weekend dinner of chicken soup with
noodles and (boiled) chicken. They kept the dietary laws, to the extent that they never ate pork
of any sort, and avoided mixing meat and milk. Once, after my Christmas visit to Paris, I
mentioned oysters and other sea food, and Sarah immediately came out with "I thought
Jewish people were not supposed to eat things like that". I cannot remember how I talked
myself out of that one, but I did. Sarah went to some kind of childrens' club at the synagogue,
where she learnt Jewish (probably Israeli) songs, which she used to sing at home. Sonny no
doubt went to services at the local synagogue. As I was in Paris both at Christmas and at
Easter, I cannnot say how the Kaufmanns kept the Jewish festivals of Hanukkah and
Passover. As far as I remember, the Jewish religion, Zionism and Palestine were never
discussed at the Kaufmanns'. But they were emphatically Jewish all the same, and also very
much aware of the threat posed by the Nazis. Mr Kaufmann had a stock phrase, which he
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brought out regularly, something like "what I want to know is, what are they going to do (or,
"who's going to do something") about Hitler?". On the other hand, they never asked me
anything about my family, or about our flight from Germany, which was perhaps just as well.
All these worries about the Jewish religion were just a distraction. My main concern at that
time was the final stage of the preparation for the scholarship examination. Max renewed his
attempts to get me to introduce some more general and more advanced ideas into my work.
Indeed, after the disquisition about the Jews his letter continues as follows.
Enough about the Jews. That the scholarship-exercises flow from your pen as the
runs [Dünnschiss] from others is good; you should make an effort to give"elegant"
answers, i.e. a proper discussion, perhaps a generalization of the problem, mention of
several methods of solution, analogy with other branches (such as applications to
geometry) when appropriate; it seems to me that all this could help at the start, as is it
is not just a matter of giving the bare answer, after all. From your reports, I have the
impression that it will all go as it should, and the thing will be pretty well all right.
It seems that Max had made up his mind how the examination would be assessed, and
framed his advice accordingly. Indeed, in a later letter, written just after Mussolini's attack on
Abyssinia on October 3rd, he said as much, in the middle of a longer and more technical
passage on the same theme:
I imagine that if, there [in Cambridge], not only the number of dryly answered
questions is taken into account mechanically, but also, at least for some [candidates]
the quality of the solutions, it would be as well to show, if not inventiveness, for this
cannot be produced on demand, then at least a certain amount of erudition, which can
be acquired.
However, judging by the numerous Cambridge examinations I have marked, and examiners'
meeting I have attended, what Max discounted is what actually happened. Each scholarship
paper consisted of ten questions. All would have carried equal maximum marks. Marks would
have been added, and candidates arranged in order of merit. When one has to classify
candidates, adjustments are usually made to give more weight to (almost) complete answers
as against many fragments. But in a scholarhip examination, where the questions are
deliberately set to be difficult, the top scorers produce mostly complete solutions. Max's
strategy might (just) have given the edge to one out of a pair of candidates of equally high
achievement, but an attempt on another question might well have been a better use of any
time available. There is a certain game element in such an examination: it is important to go
through the hoops, and through as many hoops as possible, rather than discourse upon their
deeper meaning; there will be time for that later on.
I may or may not have been told about the marking system. In any case, I understood soon
enough what was expected of me, and ignored Max's advice. In fact, my main effort went into
turning myself into a machine for answering scholarship questions. Every morning, I took one
of the school's comprehensive collection of old scholarship papers to the library and worked
through it, against the clock, stopping after three hours, just as I would have to do in
Cambridge. I soon realized that it was important to read through the paper and make a plan of
attack, to tackle the easier questions first, and not to allow myself to get bogged down, but to
abandon a question if it took more than twenty minutes or so. Many times, the solution of a
problem that had eluded me in such a morning session came to me suddenly just before
going to sleep, after I had gone to bed. I learned to recognize the variants of stock questions
(which inevitably take up at least half of each paper). By the end of term, I was going through
papers set in the 1890's; surprisingly, these contained quite a lot of material that was still
relevant. At least some of my efforts were marked by one of the masters, Jackson ('Jacko') or
Carr; Max notes, in a later letter, that I had obtained 86% and asks "why not 100%". In any
case, I became quite adept at judging my success, or lack of it, myself.
On three or four occasions, I asked Max for help on some specific topics or questions. Max's
answers, in the letters I have, are all sensible and helpful. There is no point in quoting them
here, as they are too technical. But, in addition to the mathematics papers, there was also an
essay paper. (From my single unhappy experience of setting and marking a scholarship
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paper, and attending a seemingly endless series of examiners' meetings just before
Christmas, I should say that this was probably of little account.) I must have copied out some
of the topics set for this, and sent them to Paris. Here is Max's reply.
ktre, jngšvajn [cat, young pig]
24.10.35
the idiocy of the general questions in the Cambridge examination is really an absolute
scandal, but they are, at the same time, TRICK questions, designed to investigate
basic political convictions - e.g. when the question is about the ordinary government
and the Royal Society [I think the proposed subject was 'Would it be better if the
country were to be governed by the Royal Society'], then they want to see what sort of
mentality the little lad has: here one has to talk nonsense, like hell, say like this: "it is
indubitably an old and tempting idea that a LEARNED SOCIETY should govern the
nation, not a collection of INCOMPETENTS or of CHANGING ministries, albeit
composed of able people who govern to the best of their knowledge and conscience.
One finds such thoughts already in Plato, and similar opinions have been expressed
by more recent political philosophers. But if one takes the glorious history of the British
people into account, then it becomes apparent that its general level of culture,
statesmanship, leadership the world over , and the ability to introduce innovation into
tradition and tradition into innovation are so high that its historically achieved form of
government is more congenial to it. Nor must one forget that the government of a
LEARNED SOCIETY is better adapted to a republic, whereas the English constitution,
absolutely unique and superior to all others, exhibits in an organic unity both the
selection of the most able and the rule of the whole nation, together with the control of
parliament by the upper house as well as the crowning peak of the whole being under
the constitutional monarch, and so it does not seem to require any improvement,
seeing that it has shown its worth brilliantly in the worst of times, in times of prosperity
and of [economic] crisis." The people there will probably be satisfied with an idiotic
piece of this sort, while the bare observation that the question is stupid would be
shocking. One could also add that, on the one hand, scholars are engaged in such
lofty and high pursuits that they should not be continuously distracted from their
researches by the more practical questions of politics. (By the way: quite a number of
English [sic] scientists have done excellent business deals with their inventions: e.g.
Kelvin, with the refrigerator - so it's all right in practice, which must not be said out
loud, because they did this for humanity's sake, of course.) On the other hand [one
could add] the English constitution is so marvellous that no scholar is debarred from
taking part in politics, when and how he wants to, so all is for the best (except that one
forgets to mention that a fellow who wants to stand for parliament has to put down a
DEPOSIT which is lost if he loses the election; a fine survival from the days of limited
suffrage.)
I do not think that this piece should be taken too seriously. I also think that Max misjudged the
Cambridge dons, who felt far too superior to worry about the odd heretic. On the contrary, if I
had really produced stuff of this sort, I would probably have been written off as an oily
foreigner who was trying to ingratiate himself.
Needless to say, I started to worry as the weeks went by, in spite of my progress, and I must
have said so in my weekly letter to Paris. For at the end of October Ruth wrote to me, by hand,
on official St Denis notepater, no doubt from her office in the Mairie during a quiet moment.
BUREAU D'HYGIÈNE

St Denis, 30-10-35

Dear Cat, no need to feel nervous because of the coming exam! At the worst, you
take it again. But we are both convinced that it will go off very well. In such matters,
general maturity plays a large part, and in our opinion you have made a big leap
forward during this [past] year. This is bound to have an effect.
Here, once more, is some general advice: work intensively during the last few weeks,
but put in sufficient breaks for recuperation and recreation; have your English
corrected (how is it). Practise mathematics in such a way that you finish with it about a
week beforehand. Do nothing during the last few days before the exam. What has not
sunk in by then won't come at this stage. To get over the anxiety and nervousness
which can of course arise, think of two things:
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1) your knowledge and abilities are greater than the test requires,
2) what can happen at worst - a piece of bad luck - is not all that bad
and
does not create a situation with no way out.
But I urgently advise you to visit Kahn and to have a chat with him - beforehand. How
are the teachers rating your chances? Ask frankly, once again, about your weak
points, and ask for advice.
In your place, I should want to have a look at Labour and other election meetings,
especially [those addressed by] the big noises, the wireless is not enough, one has to
observe the reaction of the meeting. We are concentrating all our political attention on
the Italian-Ethopian conflict and are counting on the possibility of the fall of Mussolini,
though not to-morrow. That would bring many changes, here and in Germany as well.
Here everything runs on as usual, no money, liveliness, many people, many curious
things. We go on reading Balzac. Have you finished with Dostoyevsky? Kipling is very
good, but an arch-imperialist.
Your mates have interested me. Inskis believe that you are associating with none but
sons of Lords at school, and never tire of repeating that you will become altogether
"English", by which they mean a nationalistic-minded petty-bourgeois who is as posh
as a Lord (with a hat).
Write punctually, I'm waiting for your news.
Love from your
Mummy
What are you hearing from Igdenbu?
This letter must have come in the same envelope as a longer, typewritten, letter from Max
dated a day later, which continued an amusing account of the Kaminskis' affairs at length, and
some other gossip from Paris.
Sober and straightforward as it is, Ruth's letter does touch upon most of the points that appear
at greater length, and more flamboyantly, in Max's letters, and I shall use the occasion of
commenting on it to fill in some more about my life at that time.
I may as well begin with the postscript. It seems that a letter I had sent to my father (from
Copenhagen) had been returned to me because he had left his hotel in Paris without leaving a
forwarding address. So I had temporarily 'lost' Paul, which also meant that I had lost what was
probably my only outside source of extra money, other than such pocket money as the
Refugees Committee allowed me. Max commented on this, in characteristic vein, in the first
letter to Hazlitt Road, from which I have already quoted:
As regards the hunt after Igdenbu, that Holdchen-Goldchen ['hold': charming
('poetical' language); -chen is a diminutive], he may have been to Moscow, where
arseholes [are summoned], be it to report on the heavenly successes of the "World
Committee", or on the other hand for the purpose of orchestrating the praises of the
7th Comintern World Congress, which was a peculiar affair. [Held in July/August
1935, this heralded a reversal of the Party line, advocating the formation of 'Popular
Fronts'.] As there had to be a pretence of a "Popular Front" for Germany as well,
sundry such holes have come together in Paris and have begun to explain with deadly
seriousness how they will govern once Hitler has fallen as a result of their clearsighted efforts; Igdenbu was among these insects. As his admirer Barbusse has died
in the mean time, he may be looking for a new job - one never knows what will
happen when the boss of a shop dies; in short, there are good reasons for his
absence, from which it does not follow that it will go on for ever. I shall ring Wolff today, for 2 FF [French francs] and get him to chase after the fellow [ihn dem Kerl auf
die Pelle hetzen], but you can write to the marvellous committee if you haven't done
so already; the address is: Comité Barbusse (pour Paul), 237, Rue La Fayette, Paris
10-e.
The story is resumed a couple of letters later. Just where the phrase at the beginning of the
passage I am about to quote came from, I cannot say, but its meaning becomes clear soon
enough. Perhaps I had had a letter from Paul in which he complained bitterly about the way he
had been got at.
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"The slave of his past" has indeed been telephoned in a very uncouth manner: after
letting his presence be denied for three days ("nobody knows where Paul is"), Wolff,
who is used to blackmail, let him know via one of Münzenberg's people, that if he
continued with his antics, the Préfecture [Police headquarters] could be got to search
for him, so as to have him turfed out of Paris. Half an hour later, the lost "slave" rang
up in person; Jew-Wolff's typist read to him, from a piece of paper that she had taken
down earlier, "you are a bastard [Scheisskerl], not to look after your son" and the good
man explained that HE had enough of being nothing but a "father-who-pays"
[Zahlvater], YOU did not care for him, YOU had never written to him, so he didn't
know where you had been staying, and on top of that you were a most peculiar person
[hättest du wunder was für eigenschaften]". A wise child, one must say.
The follow-up is a small scrap of paper, in Max's hand, in minuscule characters:
Dr Ktr! Wolff, Fritz, 8 ou 7, rue Chambiges, Paris 8-e, has telephoned, because
Igdenbu, a noble from head to toe, has given him 150 fr = 2£ for September for you,
adding that you had been "with friends" during August, which didn't cost you a penny,
hence he did not have to pay, and altogether he was fed up being just a "father-whopays". You haven't troubled yourself about him, have not written to him for months, so
you are common but he is noble. I therefore propose that you write quite calmly to
Wolff yourself, and enclose the envelope of the letter that was returned to you (I hope
you have it still). You can say, after all, that this "noble" had "forgotten" to inform you
about his holiday address in [Le] Tréport, or about anything else. That's that, and a
bedbug remains a bedbug.
It seems from the postscript to Ruth's letter that Paul and I had resumed friendly relations by
the end of October.
Ruth also mentioned the war between Italy and Abyssinia. This had been brewing up for some
months, and by September Mussolini had sent a large body of troops through the Suez Canal
to Italian Somaliland, and was only waiting for the end of the rainy season. I
asked some question about this in my first letter from Hazlitt Road, and Max replied at length. I
shall not reproduce this part of the letter, as it makes little sense without a historical
commentary. Reading it now, one can see that it was mostly wide of the mark. One reason for
this was that Max and Ruth (for they always concerted their opinions on political questions),
like other observers, were misled by the public pronouncements - particularly those of the
British government - which were mostly designed to veil the actual opinions expressed, and
manoeuvres undertaken, behind the scenes. But the main purpose of Max's exposition was to
exhibit the situation arising from Mussolini's aggressive intentions as a striking illustration of
the Leninist view of 'Imperialism, the Highest Stage of Capitalism', to quote the title of one of
Lenin's works. (I was advised to read this, but could not get hold of it as it was not in the Public
Library. A year or so later, I bought a copy in Cambridge, which I still possess.) So I was finally
told that
... in an Italian-Abyssinian war, the working class has the duty, internationally, to help
Abyssinia, not because the Negus [the emperor of Abysinia] is so beautiful or because
there is such a wonderful system in his state, but because it is a question of an
imperialist attack against a still independent country in an Africa that has elsewhere
been swallowed completely by the white man, because the war, especially if it goes on
for a long time, i.e. if the Italians, in spite of their technical superiority, have to
struggle, will let it [the working class] line up both the blacks and the oppressed
colonial people in Asia against the imperialist robbers, and because it is therefore
advantageous for the struggle of the working class, in order to weaken Imperialism,
not only Italian Imperialism, but also the English and French varieties, that Abyssinia
should, in spite of its barbarism and feudal structure, possibly even win (which would
damage the prestige of the White Monster)...if the English Working Class Movement
had the interest of the English proletariat at heart, but not that of Imperialism, it should
have called upon the colonial peoples of the Empire to make common cause with
Abyssinia, to turn everywhere against the colonial oppressors; it should have called
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upon the soldiers and sailors to disobey orders, it should should have called
internationally upon the workers not to transport arms and ammunitions to Italy, etc.
After noting that there was no-one to advocate this policy, and some further observations, Max
concluded by saying why he was
writing about it in such detail: there are so many asses running around who claim to
be Communists without, I won't say being knowledgeable about this, at least taking
the trouble to reflect upon it, and on what should be said about it, that I do not want
you to be one of these asses. I think you'll be here at Christmas, then you'll be able to
read various things; so that you do not become one-sided (with nothing but the
scholarship [on your mind], which must of course be in the foreground, that is not
disputed). All in all it is certain that you have made a big leap forward since your visit
here, and that's good. Therefore we reckon that a Christmas visit will, this time, be not
so much for therapeutic reasons, so to speak (as at Easter, where you were showing
some signs of stultification), but rather for sniffing [beriechen] and family joys - et
voilà.
.All this was put forth with complete assurance, as Max was firmly convinced of the 'scientific'
character of Leninism (and Marxism, of course), and of his command of it. I took it all in
without question, but as I had given up 'my Germans', I had no opportunity of discussing it with
anybody.
The Italian attack began on October 3rd. In an undated letter which must have been written
shortly afterwards, following an account of the 'lunatic' behaviour of some of our emigré
friends, Max added
Of course, Mussolini is another lunatic, and it looks as if this will be the end of him [er
wird sich...den Hals brechen: he'll break his neck], which wouldn't be bad, but more
about that next time.
This cryptic remark was repeated in the letter accompanying the letter from Ruth at the end of
the month.
Ruth's other political allusion refers to the election campaign. Parliament had been dissolved,
and a General Election was to take place on 14 November. I did indeed go to an election
meeting; I think it was held in the Lyric, the local theatre. It cannot have been a Labour Party
meeting. For the one thing I remember is the loud and persistent heckler at the back, who
asked, again and again, "what about the means test" - the notorious and degrading test to
which the long-term unemployed were subjected before they could receive any benefit.
I had now been in London for a year. The instant dislike I had felt for the place had, not so
much abated, as been pushed to the back of my mind, and I had begun to get used to life as a
schoolboy. I had lived in an early Victorian house in Abbey Road, in Twenties (?) suburbia in
Chiswick, and briefly in an Edwardian apartment block in Kensington. Now I found myself in
another, characteristic, neighbourhood. The streets "just behind Olympia", to use one of
Kaufmann's stock phrases, were treeless, and lined with Victorian terrace houses. (Now, there
is a large council estate close by, perhaps built on old bomb sites after the rubble had been
cleared.) Hazlitt Road was one of these, number 36 was at the end, on the north side, at the
corner with Sinclair Road. It was quite a big house, with a basement flat that had a separate
entrance down the area steps, and the front door proper above street level, up half a dozen
steps. In the hall, one faced the stairs, with the main room on the left, the kitchen straight
ahead, and a back room which was, I think, the Kaufmanns' bedroom. Upstairs, the front room
was Kaufmann's work room, and the other sizeable room was let to an old lady, whom I hardly
ever saw; I had a small bedroom above the entrance door. The children's bedrooms were in
the attic. The ground floor front room, with its big window looking towards Olympia, served
both as living room and dining room.
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The basement flat was outside the Kaufmanns' domain - perhaps it was let separately - but
could be reached from the hall down some stairs just on the right of the front door. The door to
these was supposed to be kept closed. But the couple in the flat, who were not Jewish, were
always quarrelling and fighting, and this proved to be too much for Mrs Kaufmann's curiosity.
Often, when I came back from school, I found her (and Sarah, too) posted by the basement
door, which was slightly ajar, listening to the goings-on below. "The goy is schicker again", she
proclaimed "he's given her a good hiding". ['Goy' is a non-Jew, a gentile; 'schicker' is 'drunk', in
Yiddish. Jews were not supposed to get drunk. One of my more Jewish relations in Vienna
taught me a simplistic ditty with the words 'Oi, oi, oi, schicker is de goy. Schicker is er, trinken
müss er, weil er is a goy, oi-yoi-yoi-oi-yoi', which translates as 'the gentile is drunk, he is
drunk, he must drink, because he is a gentile'.) Once, she announced that "he has locked her
out, she is sitting on the steps outside". I think I never caught a glimpse of the people in the
basement flat.
Mrs Kaufmann and Sarah also liked to keep watch on the road, by means of frequent sallies
to the living room window. The network of Victorian streets behind Olympia was like a village.
So they usually knew the passers-by, and their business, which was commented upon;
strangers were only spotted occasionally, and caused some surprise. The first time I needed a
haircut, Mr Kaufmann took me to the local barber's, came in with me, and announced: "friend".
To judge by Max's letters, I can have made no attempt to describe the neighbourhood, the
house, or the Kaufmann family in my letters. There is one solitary reference to the local
geography: a postscript to a letter (a letter dated 19.11.35) that runs "Was ist eigentlich, zum
Teufel, Blythe Road? Muss das sein?" - "What the devil is Blythe Road, really? Does it have to
be?" Blythe Road is the turn off Hammersmith Road, just beyond Olympia, which one has to
take to get to Hazlitt Road. It was my usual link with the world outside, except on my walk to
and from school. It is about a mile from Hazlitt Road to Latymer Upper, and I used a short cut
crossing Brook Green: in the spring, I particularly enjoyed the sight of the trees in the morning,
on sunny days.
I had no homework; my morning sessions in the school library must have been considered
sufficient. In the afternoons, I joined my class again, for Physics, Chemistry and P.E., but no
one took my efforts too seriously. I probably went on having my lunch at Lyons' in
Hammersmith Broadway. When I got back to Hazlitt road, or perhaps a little later, Mrs
Kaufmann gave me what must have been High Tea or early supper. (The Kaufmanns had
their main meal at mid-day). I had it, all by myself, on the big table in the front room. I
accepted English cooking, with its glutinous gravy, overcooked greens and tasteless meat
(the Kaufmanns' budget did not often run to roast beef, I think) as another one of the strange
things encountered when one had crossed the channel. But I particularly disliked the weekly
dose of tinned salmon - which was a cheap food, not a luxury - accompanied by limp lettuce
and salad cream from a bottle. The Sunday lunch, which I have already mentioned, was a
different matter.
My little room was a bedroom; normally, I lived with the family, in the front room. We got on
well. I do not think that I went out much during the week, after school, except that I stayed on
at school for one or two extracurricular actvities, such as the Debating Society. At weekends, I
did go out, for example to the cinema, in the afternoon. (Mr Kaufmann always went to a
matinee on Thursdays, which was early closing day so that there were no orders for
'alterations'. His criterion was a simple one: "it was a lovely film, I slept right through".) I also
went to the National Gallery (on foot, to save money), and occasionally to the Wallace
Collection and the British Museum. Once, Kaufmann asked "where have you been, Gerald?"
and when I told him I had been to the National Gallery he gave a wink and said "looking at
naked women, eh", to general hilarity.
The Kaufmanns explained to me that they, and their families, had moved to the area from the
East End because of the air raids during the (first ) world war. By 1940 standards, the bombs
dropped by Zeppelins and a few biplanes were small beer. But there were over a thousand
civilian casualties, and much real fear was caused by the novelty of attack from the air. The
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way the Kaufmanns talked about it, there could be no doubt of that. Occasionally, cousins who
lived "across the road" - on the other side of Hammersmith Road, that is - came to visit. Then
they all sat round the table, but virtually shouted at each other, things like "and how is Rosie, is
she all right?". I joined in, but did not have much have to say, of course.
Most evenings, I sat in the living room, reading, quite oblivious of the family, who did not mind.
Most - or perhaps all, at that time - of my books came from the public library. As I wrote to
Paris for advice and comment, I can trace my progress from Max's letters. I went on with my
systematic study of the development of the British Empire, especially the period 1900 - 1918. I
know that I also read some of Macauley's essays, in particular those about Clive of India and
Warren Hastings, either then or a little later, but there is no reference to these in the letters.
However, I must have read something else about India, because one of the earliest letters
contains a long lecture on the mechanics of the Imperialist exploitation of colonies, with India
as the prime example. This is simply an account of Marx's and Lenin's views (including a
quotation from a letter by Marx on the British in India), albeit in Max's pungent style. It was
followed by several shorter instalments in subsequent letters. There was also a potted history
of Ireland, leading to the establishment of the Irish Free State, which, curiously enough, did
not mention the Easter Rising in 1917. As none of these pieces have left any trace in my
memory - any more than the results of my study of the books in question - I shall not
reproduce them here.
I also began to read novels and plays, wrote about these to Paris, and in return received
copious comments and suggestions for further reading. I have already mentioned an undated
letter written just after the beginning of the Italian attack on Abyssinia, where Max predicted,
much too optimistically, that Mussolini 'will break his neck'. In the same letter, there is a
paragraph about Balzac, who had become staple fare in Paris.
As regards reading: Ménage des garçons is brilliant, because it takes in a whole
stratum of society and a whole epoch of transformation of society; one finds other
books like this in Balzac's work, for example the Petits Bourgeois which mummy has
brought to you notice, where the speculation in real estate in the period of capitalism
set free by the [French] revolution is exhibited, as well as the ideology of the
scoundrels which the petty bourgeois become as they develop into big bourgeois.
Ménage des garçons is an early title of 'La Rabouilleuse' which I actually read (for the first
time, I'm sure) much later; 'Petits Bourgeois', which was published posthumously, having been
completed by another hand, I have never read; I am a little puzzled what these titles are doing
here. In a later letter, written in November, Max explains the importance - as they saw it - of
Balzac in more detail. After discussing some books which are the ancestor of the modern
detective novel, he goes on to say:
That in Balzac the Detective Novel had turned into a critique of society is something
you should remember from [Splendeurs et Misères des] Courtisanes; but then, he
really used all the genres, for the bourgeois society which he depicts consists almost
entirely of criminals, and he describes their techniques in full detail; anyone learning
Marxism must read Balzac if he wants to know how Capitalism has really arisen, how
it has transformed itself, what connections there are between Feudal Nobility and
Capitalism, between petty bourgeois and big bourgeois; there is nothing to touch it.
In fact, I did not read much Balzac then; that came later. On the other hand, I discovered
Dostoyevsky, and Max really let himself go when writing about him. In a letter written in
October, after a lengthy instalment of the chronicle of the 'lunatics', that is to say some of their
fellow emigrés, he continues as follows.
Dostoyevsky himself mad, in effect (epileptic, with a heavy personal fate, prison in
Siberia, gambler who gambled away everything, and apparently child abuser, at least
in imagination - Hindu child marriages cause disgust, but for great writers such things
are hushed up; only in the last few years have a few rather odd notes and the like
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been found in his unpublished writings). D. wrote his big novels by the [printer's]
SHEET, to earn money. Hence so much talk; when he needed money he wrote
incendiary letters to certain of his friends (from abroad, as he lived for much of the
time in Dresden, which he hated, in Baden Baden, where he gambled), [saying that]
the publisher should pay an advance, as he was going to extend the novel by another
six sheets. But what is always happening is this: EACH of the four great novels
(Karamasov, Idiot, Crime and Punishment, Possessed) is in its plot a DETECTIVE
NOVEL. Around the basic crime story, there is a gallery of LUNATICS in EACH book,
whose inner life is described as only a doctor specialising in mental illness could do.
In Karamasov you have no less than four major lunatics, plus the old man, namely all
three sons (Ivan, Dimitry and Alyosha, each one mad in a different way), as well as
the bastard Smerdyakov (which literally means stinker); the madness is, incidentally,
determined both by heredityand by environment (especially for Ivan, whose
"superman" dreams are, likewise, typical of petty bourgeois; as an individual, Hitler is
of this type), and the lesser lunatics who circle around them (e.g. the "starets") are
also all right. In this book, as in all of D.'s books, there are touches of GENIUS, it's
just because of this that one should get to know him. Besides, he has influenced the
whole of bourgeois literature at the end of the 19th and the beginning of the 20th
century, as far as it is concerned with petty bourgeois [writers] who described the
negative aspects of society, WITHOUT HAVING THE FAINTEST INKLING OF WHAT
THEY WERE ACTUALLY DESCRIBING: Strindberg, Hamsun, a lot of inferior
crappers. The technique was very seductive: it seems so easy to play at "profundity"
and to let the characters discourse at length, but in fact this technique, when imitated,
becomes bloody stupid and insufferable (e.g. Hamsun's "Mysteries"), because only
the inspired madman D. could bring it off.
In a letter dated 19.11.35, one of the points made already is repeated, and followed by
suggestions for other reading:
...In Dostoyevsky, the lunatics are good, he knew the type, and as a detective novel
the thing has never been surpassed: the investigating magistrate [in Crime and
Punishment] is, as a psychologist, far more intelligent and ingenious than
[investigators] in everything else of this sort, and there are such pearls also in
Karamasov, in The Possessed, in the Idiot, and so on. One should have read this
once, and if one wants to concern oneself with lunatics, it is suspenseful and amusing.
By the way, do you know another father of the detective novel, to wit, Edgar allan
Poe? Read his stories (The Black Cat; The Murder in the ...Street [The murders in the
rue Morgue]), it's done very well. There is another [writer], of a totally different kind,
Dumas, with his rambling volumes about French pre-revolutionary times (6 volumes, I
think, about Cagliostro ['Joseph Balsamo', probably] and the Count of Monte cristo;
this, too, is better than nearly all more recent crime fiction.
This is followed by the second of the passages about Balzac which I have quoted already. A
week later, Max wrote
That you have been captivated by Dostoyevsky, amuses me: I have warned you
enough, but I know the effect: he has got the sensational psychological angle so well
that one gets caught. If you want to read a Russian who is quite different, read Hadji
Murat by Tolstoy (very good, clear and simple) and also Tolstoy's Resurrection
(because here, too, one has "psychology", and a court scene, but quite different).
Preceding this, there is more advice, this time about books in English:
As regards the authors you have named. Chesterton's speciality is to be CATHOLIC. I
find him arch-boring, reactionary for no reason, and stupid. "The man who was
Thursday" is idiotic (a famous piece from pre-war), the detective novels with the
Catholic priest [Father Brown] I find unreadable. Hergesheimer is a different matter;
he is a snob, but talented. It's worth reading TAMPICO; the atmosphere of crooked
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dealings in oil in Mexico is captured rather well. Huxley is reputed to be a "genius". He
is quite amusing, if one likes "society". ("Parallelen der Liebe" [Point Counter Point?] is
readable and harmless.) Of the Americans recommended by mummy, Dreiser is the
most important, technically the worst and the most honest. If, in addition to "An
American Tragedy", you can get hold of "Titan" (I don't know what it's called in
English), you will have the American version of the Sklarek scandal [in Berlin] and the
Stavisky scandal [in France, in 1934], done extraordinarily well. Dos Passos' "Three
Soldiers" was the first and best book about the [first world] war after Barbusse;
"Manhattan Transfer" brought a new technique (it is very good), then came "42nd
Parallel" (I don't know what it is called in English [the same]), very good and very
interesting and very strong on top of that, while "1919" marked a falling-off.
Hemingway is way out in front both in gifts and in technique.
I think I read Chesterton's "Father Brown" stories, Hergesheimer, and Dreiser's "American
Tragedy"; I had already read a lot of Dos Passos a year earlier, at 147 Abbey
Road. In her letter, Ruth also mentioned the 'arch-Imperialist' Kipling; I read "Soldiers Three"
(which I found fascinating, not least because of the language), "Kim" and, surprisingly for my
age, "Puck of Pook's Hill". But I also branched out in a very different direction, following some
advice in a letter Max wrote in October:
Hardy is considered a classic inEngland, and probably unreadable for people like us.
Nora [Ibsen's "Doll's House"] you can read in 1 hour, and get to know a mouldy petty
bourgeois world in nebbich Norway; on account of its technique, it was a "new" play
when it appeared, and Ibsen, who was good at business, at once wrote two endings,
an optimistic one for the asses and a "tragic" one for serious people, to be chosen ad
lib. If you want to read something else by this man, then have a look at Peer Gynt
(without Grieg['s music]): romanticism plus "Weltanschauung", namly "a faithful
woman is wonderful", as well as the completely idiotic "When we dead awaken" :
symbolism and damn all behind it, other than that women prefer to be fucked by
strapping smelly nature boys rather than by impotent and 'spiritual' old
codgers....mummy reminds me that I should add that Nora was epoch making in its
time, inasmuch as it gave a big push towards the emancipation of women, in the
bourgeois sense. Also, she says that, now you have got into these northern regions,
you could look at some other writers, such as: Björnson (of whom you can read
"Power"[?], which includes a strike and a lot of pietism and mustiness), Knut Hamsun
(you should read his first book, "Hunger"; as to "Mysteries", I have already written
about that, it's an unbearable imitation of Dostoyevsky; "Pan" [?] is what they call 'vital'
optimism and "nature"; Victoria is a 'moving' love story; "Editor Lynge" is about a petty
bourgeois editorial office, all these are boring, the plays are awful). On the other hand
you can read a Swede (with Nazi undertones), Strindberg: Tschandala (short story:
"race" problem, very well told); Miss Julie, technically speaking one of the best one-act
plays in world literature, content: aristocratic lady lets herself be fucked by a waiter
[sic], he has no proper "Führer" spirit, she has more); furthermore one of the totally
mad plays such as "The Dance of Death" or "The Father", where the petty bourgeois
transforms Igdenbu-ish neurasthenia into "mysticism" and Weltanschauung.
I followed Max's advice, and borrowed Ibsen's plays from the public library. Some weeks later,
on 19th November, Max wrote:
Your reading makes me laugh: do you really think this silly nurse (in When we Dead
nebbich) has A MEANING? When I was a little boy, I too asked what her meaning
was, and just that is old Ibsen's trick, she has NONE, but everybody imagines she
must have one, because she is there. I have even seen the play, it is comic in the
extreme, when it is not so boring as to make one go to sleep. The good man often
produced such symbolism; there is a "Lady from the Sea", first class rubbish [Käse:
cheese], with a lot of fuss, then there is the "Master Builder", more rubbish, and "Little
Eyolf", which is Myseøst, if you know this brown sweetened Norvegian cheese from
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your stay in Copenhagen. One should have a look at all this, but not suspect that
there is anything behind it.
I then tried "Peer Gynt". I must have written home to say that I did not think much of it, and got
the following reply, some time in late November.
Concerning Peer Gynt. Even to-day, this is still the most representative Norvegian
play, and all monkey-shit it ain't, either. Why? In the first place, because it has poetic
traits such as the tough dry Ibsen never brought off anywhere else: the famous death
scene of old Aase is not artificial, but really "intensively felt", and, by the way, very
effective on the stage. The romantic tinge which colours the whole thing
SUPPOSEDLY reproduces "the essence of Norway"; I don't believe a word of that.
But, stripped of the romanticism, it is, in the first place, the REALISTIC destiny of an
ambitious young man who, [feeling] useless in a petty bourgeois land stinking with
stagnation, emigrates and becomes a shark. Has HAPPENED a hundred times. That
then all the fuss and nonsense of the silly faithfulness thing is stuck on to it is not silly,
but natural: without the romantic humbug, it reduces to the banal tale of a Nordic
provincial goose, who lets herself be seduced and then remains faithful for 150 years,
because she has learnt that this is how it should be. The whole concluding part is
pretentious, the idiocies about the button moulder are childish, and the nebbich
philosophy that one should not have emigrated, but stayed in stinking Norway where
faithfulnes blooms and girls wither is stupid, and probably sweated out of Herr Ibsen
to boot, because he had to leave Norway to become somebody. But that he could
achieve very different things is shown by the madhouse scene, which is dressed up
romantically but in fact very realistic, and, by and large, without Grieg's hideous music
which sweetens the whole thing, the whole play reflects well the contradictory
helplessness of the petty bourgeois in such an arch-bourgeois country, which cannot
become a proper imperialist power. Have you read it in English? The German
translation by Christian Morgenstern is considered to be particularly good and
"intensively felt". If you want to read a play that dates from the same period, was
equally famous, and reflects quite different feelings and moods at that, read Tolstoy's
"Power of Darkness". There, the peasants are depicted as hopeless, animal-like
individuals (God, and all that, goes with it), and here one also has the quest of a great
writer who cannot cope with the transition of a half-savage country to Imperialism and
so accuses, but consciously - just because he SEES that it is transition, but refuses it,
out of the instincts of an obsolete class.

I am not sure which of the novels and plays mentioned in these letters I read during that
autumn. But I am sure about one of them. One evening, when I was sitting in the living room
with the Kaufmann family, reading as usual, Kaufmann suddenly asked :"what are you
reading, Gerald?". (They were firmly convinced that I was called Gerald; they had not heard of
the name Gerard, let alone Gerhart.) "The Brothers Karamasov", I replied. There was a short
pause. "Not the Marx Brothers, eh?" said Mr. Kaufmann. I had to join in the laughter: his
clumsy jokes were so innocent and well meant that one could not possibly take offence.
As far as I can recall, there was no 'wireless set' in the living room, nor do I remember seeing
any newspapers lying around. I doubt whether I bought any myself during the week. But I did
on Sundays:
A joint request: if you send Sunday papers, we like ORDINARY ones best. Observer
is quite uninteresting, it is highbrow and stinkingly boring, also Garvin's [the well noted
editor] opinions are completely irrelevant, he is an outsider (at present). Sunday Times
is of no use, as I read the Times, but Sunday Express is heavenly, also Referee, also
Dispatch, Express is best, I can even extract gossip from this (and "écouten" [i.e., use
in the LU column], which is helpful). Avis au lecteur. And once more greetings, ktre,
from me, and mummy writes an extra bit manu propria [in her own hand].
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Have not been able to finish writing in the office, because some clients arrived. Keep
well, be lively. Have you seen any Election meetings?
So your mates will mostly be in Cambridge with you. That's quite pleasant and
amusing. How many for mathematics, altogether?
Best greetings
Mummy
This comes from a letter which is not dated, but must have been written just before the
General Election on November 14th. I cannot remember how many of "my mates" went to
Cambridge with me. One who certainly did not go was M., who countered all attempts by the
masters to persuade him to do so by saying that "I know a bloke who got a Cambridge
scholarship, and now he is a shopwalker ("attendant in large shop who directs customers,
supervises assistants, etc." - OED)".
The one person who I am sure went to Cambridge that year was my friend Hacon. (We called
each other by our surnames, except that mine had been shortened to
"Friedel".) He was on the Arts side, preparing the entrance scholarship in Modern Languages,
which meant French and German. I suppose that we became friends in the first place because
he was a neighbour: he lived just around the corner at the other end of Hazlitt Road, in a
basement flat. He did not measure up to the Kaminskis' expectations of the social standing of
my school fellows. One of his brothers was an apprentice butcher (who, according to my
friend, made the best sausages in the district). I cannot recall what his father's job was at the
time, but I know that he had been a barman once, renowned for the speed and agility with
which he could vault over the bar to eject an unruly customer. Just before we were due to go
to Cambridge, he explained the route to us entirely in terms of pubs (something like "from the
Seven Sisters you go to the Bull in Edmonton and then to the Rose and Crown in Ware ..."). I
realized much later that he may well have been drawing on a tradition dating from the days of
the stage coach. We used to visit each other, and spent a good deal of time together, both in
and out of school. But, as far as I remember, we hardly ever went off on our own, to go to the
cinema or to explore London, or the like. But it was Hacon, I think, who took me to the election
meeting I have mentioned. It was also he, with members of his family, who took me to the
Pantomime at the Lyric, perhaps after my return from Paris in January. As nobody had
explained the Pantomime conventions to me, I found this completely baffling, and had to class
it as another strange foreign custom. On the other hand, going around with Hacon helped me
materially with my colloquial English. I even picked up some Cockney (" 'arry went to
'ampstead 'eath. 'arry lost 'is 'at. Mother said to 'arry, 'arry, where's your 'at? 'arry 'ung 'is 'airy
'ead. 't ain't up on the 'ook in the 'all, 'e said".)
Admission to Cambridge is not to the University, but to individual Colleges. For the purpose of
the Entrance Scholarship, these were divided into groups. Latymer Upper always entered its
pupils for a group that contained, among others, Caius and Jesus. But at the request of the
Jewish Refugees Committee, I was entered for the most prestigious group, which included
King's and Trinity. (One reason for this was, undoubtedly, that Kahn's son was a Fellow of
King's; he was a well known economist. Besides, if I won a scholarship, as was fully expected
of me, the Committee wanted as much kudos as possible, naturally - both for my sake and
because this would help with further fund raising.) There were Major Scholarships, at £100 per
annum, Minor Scholarships - £60 per annum - and Exhibitions, which were worth £40. Other
people could expect to have financial support from their local council, even then; for me,
further financial support would have to be organized somehow. I had stopped worrying about
this, however.
The application to enter for the examination was made by the school, of course, and the
headmaster had to give his opinion of my person and character. To enable him to do so, he
called he me into his study and quizzed me on my religious beliefs. To be honest, I had
forgotten this incident, until I came across the following passage in a letter Max wrote on
November 19th.
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Last time, I forgot to express my astonishment at your headmaster's impressions: for
this religious man, the important point must have been the more moral question,
whether you really did not believe in the afterlife (a religious person cannot imagine
such a thing), and I should like to have heard what you managed to stammer out so
as to come out as a "pleasant personality", apart from the "hint". All you need now is
to be lucky in Cambridge, and then you will be able to do as you like, for instance be
allowed to have different opinions. For I read recently that Mosley got his people
together in Oxford and promised them that HE would be in power by 1938, and then
no one would be permitted to carry on with the current mischievous fashion at the
Universities, of descending to Socialism. This pig was Labour once, got the push of
course, married Curzon's daughter who also, the noble Cynthia, became a "Sicilist",
then he cleared out and started up his blackshirt lot.
There are three more longish letters from Max, one written a week later and two that are not
dated but obviously written prior to the scholarship examination. Two of them contain Max's
(helpful) answers to mathematical queries; so I must have kept up the pressure until the end,
or nearly so. The examination took place in the Christmas vacation, in early December, after
the undergraduates had gone down. On the evening before my departure, Mrs Kaufmann
called to me as I was getting ready to go upstairs to bed, and said to me, standing in the
kitchen door, "remember, Gerald, you are not just going to Cambridge for yourself: you're
going for W o r l d J e w r y ".
Hacon and I went to Cambridge together. But once there, we had to separate, as I was lodged
in Trinity College, while he was in one of the Colleges in his group, perhaps in Caius. I was put
into a set of undergraduate rooms in the Bishop's Hostel, a sort of brick-built annex to Great
Court with a gate facing Trinity Lane, dating from the Seventeenth Century. To have a sitting
room and a bedroom to myself, even just for two or three days, seemed like heaven. I spent
most my evenings rummaging around my 'host's' bookshelves; in particular, I read an essay
by D.H.Lawrence on sexuality, which I found rather odd. Like other candidates, I was
interviewed, briefly, by the Senior Tutor of Trinity (Jim Butler, son of a former Master, tall, dry,
taciturn), perhaps on the day of my arrival. I also managed to get together with the rest of the
small contingent from Latymer Upper, either that day or the next.
My examination took place in the hall of Trinity. I had my meals there as well. I did not know
anybody, of course, but I did not mind. I just sat there surrounded by boys mostly from Public
Schools, who chatted away in their superior fashion, while I ate my food and listened. Twice
daily - after breakfast and after lunch - the tables were cleared swiftly by the College staff, and
and we returned to sit at the long oak refectory tables with our exam papers. My place was
about half-way, on the side nearest to Great Court, facing the wall. Throughout the time I was
in Cambridge, I felt remarkably calm. I simply repeated my well rehearsed routine of reading
the questions, making a plan of attack, and then working throught the paper. Afterwards I was
tired and hungry; I thoroughly enjoyed my meals in hall. There are a couple of things I recall in
more detail. One was that, in the Geometry paper, I managed to do a question of a type I had
always found difficult ('projective geometry' - then something of a Cambridge obsession, but
no longer in the syllabus) in the last quarter of an hour. The other concerns the essay paper,
which came last, light relief, so to speak. My neighbour, on my right, had picked the heading
"Speed" from the given list of subjects. Writing at right angles to the table, he rapidly covered
a page in a large flowing hand - and then crumpled it up and recommenced. I do not know
whether he ever managed to get past page one. I no, doubt, produced a ponderous piece,
German in substance though not in language, but I cannot say on what. When I showed the
essay paper in Paris later on, Ruth picked out one subject, "On Being a Good Hater" and
remarked that she would have liked to write an essay on this. (She was not so far off the
mark. None of us realized that the phrase went back to Dr. Johnson: "Dear Bathurst was a
man to my very heart: he hated a fool, and he hated a rogue, and he hated a whig: he was a
very good hater".)
The interval between the examination and the publication of the results is short, only about a
week. But it was long enough for my nervous disposition to reassert itself. I went over the
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papers, question by question, again and again, and began to worry, more and more. There
was tension in Paris as well. I have two short letters, both from Max. The first one must have
been written just after the examination; the tension is latent but unmistakable.
ktre, I have no time, so only a few words.
1) Write Sunday (for) and be more artlich.
2) Come as early as possible (and be more artlich).
3) Read mummy's address: it runs: impasse chaudron [Pleuchot's address] (and be
more artlich).
4) If one can really buy watches at Woolworth's which are worn on the wrist and only
have to be wound up ONCE in 24 hours, I want one: you'll be reimbursed. MUM is not
needed this time, because I am not radiotiti [radio thingummy] anymore, but
gerichtstiti [court thingummy].
5) Visit Jew-Wolff at the Cumberland [Hotel], for he likes you, visit, chat, and all that, "I
am little".
6) Calculus has its difficulties because a constant, when differentiated, is so mean
[gemein].
This is positively the last time that the laboured joke about differentiating a constant figures in
Max's letters. As to the 'radio' and 'gerichts' 'titis' ('titi' is, actually, French slang for a street
urchin), Max's column in LU had been axed, but he had begun to write a weekly piece about
court cases in the German language emigré newspaper, the Pariser Tageblatt.
The second letter speaks for itself.
ktre, my golden child, our mummy is on edge, so as an old strategist she is picturing
to herself all possible lines of retreat, whereas I, a bold In-I-Go [Springinsfeld, archaic
term for an impetuous person] assume that you have reached "the target", therefore
will get the spondulics for Cambridge, and therefore will roll up, cheerful merry and
bright, into the (hairy) arms of
ltktre
We did not have to wait all that long. About a week after my return, the scholarship results
were due at the school in the early evening, and I had to go back to school after hours to hear
the news. As soon as I got there, I learnt that Hacon had won a £60 scholarship at Caius, and
that I had won a major scholarship at Trinity. The place was animated, all the lights were on,
and as I was walking along the corridor towards the hall, I met the headmaster. He
congratulated me, in his ponderous way, and added "see what England has done for you,
Friedlander". I was speechless, but the expression on my face must have been a sufficient
response. The next day, I bought the Daily Telegraph, which printed the Cambridge entrance
scholarship results, and cut out the piece giving the awards made by Trinity, with my name
duly included. I kept this as a souvenir for years, but have it no longer.
I telegraphed the good news to Paris. I went there on December 20th, and stayed for nearly
four weeks. There was general rejoicing, of course. But we also had a family conference. Ruth
and Max pointed out that a refugee might have to move on, for example to South America,
and that a mathematics degree - even a Cambridge mathematics degree - was not a practical
proposition if one had to earn one's living somewhere outside the British Isles. Better to study
engineering, and obtain a qualification that could be used anywhere in the world. I was
persuaded easily enough. At that time, mathematics had just been a means to get to
university. To my mind, success in the scholarship examination merely proved that I was able
to learn how to answer scholarship questions, and I think that I myself did not want to study
mathematics.
We kept this to ourselves. It was only in May that I got enough detailed information to be able
to report to Paris that one could, indeed, study enginering at honours level in Cambridge, by
taking the Mechanical Sciences Tripos (instituted as recently as the eighteen-nineties). Both
the Jewish Refugees Committee (which had promised some financial support) and the
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College fell in readily enough with the proposal that I should read Mechanical Sciences, rather
than Mathematics. So, when I went up to Cambridge in October, I was sent off to see the
Director of Studies in Engineering; because of my knowledge of mathematics, he got me to
skip the first (easy) year and go straight into the two-year honours course.
But in retrospect I am puzzled by the 'engineering line', which had already figured in the first
letter to me in London in August 1934. I had never shown any mechanical aptitude, or much
interest in machines, or engineering generally. Perhaps it was usual on the Continent to
consider engineering as a suitable field of study for someone with a mathematical bent, given
the academic standing of a Technische Hochschule - Polytechnic - or its equivalent outside
Germany and Austria. So, for example, uncle Xandi - who (according to family tradition) had
shown outstanding mathematical gifts at an early age - became a Diplomingenieur.
But I also wonder if there was a deeper reason, of which I was unaware. Half-way through my
first year, Farren (my Director of Studies) offered to arrange for me to spend a month or so of
the Long Vacation as a 'vacation student' at the GEC Research Laboratory in Wembley. (I had
expressed an interest in radio, and nothing concerning this was taught in the Tripos - in 1937!)
I would be attached to one of the research groups, and gain some practical experience. Max
was enthusiastic when he heard about this:
In your last letter, there is an ultra-favourable proposal of Farren's, which I would
accept under all circumstances if I were in your place (...) Such an experience would
bring you several advantages. Not only is it eminently right that one should get
involved in a real work process, not just a mock-up, in one's early years; [but]
secondly, connection with a real factory, with its real workers, employees and
executives, in partly extremely favourable conditions, namely not as an ordinary slave
[Knecht], but as an extraordinary-cum-noble slave. This has its drawbacks as regards
the workers, they will naturally not accept such a one fully, or as one of their own; but
that, too, depends on one's conduct. (...)
This speaks for itself. The Marxist subtext is apparent enough, and I also get the feeling that
the 'engineering line' was in accord with earlier attempts to propel me into the 'real world'. In
the event, the nearest I got to the workers and employees was to exchange pleasantries with
the girl who brought the pay envelopes round on Friday afternoons.
It seems that Max (and Ruth?) did in fact expect that I would become a professional engineer,
involved in a 'real work process'. Where this would be, and in what kind of society, was left
open. Emigrés had to live in the present. Both of them considered themselves as German:
Ruth because she had returned to the land of her birth, Max by adoption. But they never
spoke about an eventual return to a post-Hitler Germany, at least not in my presence. As to
myself, I cannot say now whether I felt German or Austrian; but in any case, I had no wish to
return to Vienna.
The scholarship ended nearly three years of drift and uncertainty. It put me in the position,
exceptional for a refugee, of an assured future for three years at least. This much we knew.
But we did not, and indeed could not, foresee that I would gradually become detached from
my Austro-German roots, and settle in England as a naturalized British citizen. Nor could we
have foreseen that a direct line would lead from the entrance scholarship to my election as a
research ('prize') fellow of Trinity five years later, as an Applied Mathematician rather than an
Engineer; and that this would be in war time, with myself in an internment camp in Canada,
formally engaged to the Cambridge girl I had met in 1937, while they had just arrived in Lisbon
on their flight from France.

(January 1994; revised November 1995 and December 1995.)
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