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FORWARD
I began my sentence in the Fortress of Landsberg on the Lech, April 1, 1924 resulting from my
sentence handed down from the Munich People’s Court.

For the first time in my years of uninterrupted Party work, I was finally able to begin a job that
many had asked me to complete and one which I myself felt was useful for the Movement. I decided
to write two volumes which would not only explain the aims of our Movement, but also would reveal
the birth of the Movement. I believe my story will be more beneficial than a simple historical
description.

This work will allow me to describe my own growth in the Movement and assist in crushing the
falsehoods about me created by the Jewish press.

My writing is not for strangers, but for those heart-strong supporters of the Movement, and those
whose minds need enlightenment.


http://www.hitler-library.org/

I know that men are more rarely won over by the written word than they are by the spoken word
and that every great movement in this world owes its growth to great speakers, not to great writers.

Still, writing is necessary to create a unified doctrine we can distribute. I must lay down its
principles for all time. These two volumes, then, are meant to serve as stones which I hereby add to
the foundation of the Movement.

Adolf Hitler
The author
Landsberg on the Lech Prison Fortress On November 9, 1923 at 12:30 P. M., the following men who
believed in the resurrection of their people, fell in front of the Field Marshall’s Hall in Munich
(Hitler dedicated the first volume to these men. They were the Nazi Party members who were shot
and killed during the failed putsch [putsch means coup d’etat or government overthrow] of 1923
which resulted in Hitler s prison sentence):

Alfarth, Felix, Salesman, born July 5, 1901

Bauriedl, Andreas, Hatmaker, born May 4, 1879

Casella, Theodor, Bank Official, born August 8, 1900

Ehrlich, Wilhelm, Bank Official, born August 19, 1894

Faust, Martin, Bank Official, born January 27, 1901

Hechenberger, Ant., Locksmith, born September 28, 1902

Korner, Oskar, Salesman, born January 4, 1875

Kuhn, Karl, Headwaiter, born July 26, 1897

Laforce, Karl, Engineering Student, born October 28, 1904

Neubauer, Kurt, Servant, born March 27, 1899

Pape, Claus von, Salesman, born August 16, 1904

Pfordten, Theodor von der, Councilor of the Supreme Court(Munich), born May 14,

1873

Rickmers, Joh., Cavalry Master a.D.(Retired), born May 7, 1881

Scheubner-Richter, Max Erwin von, Doctor Engineering, born January 9, 1884 Stransky,
Lorenz Ritter von, Engineer, born March 14, 1899

Wolf, Wilhelm, Salesman, born October 19, 1898
The so-called national, constitutional authorities refused these dead heroes a proper burial ceremony.
Therefore, I dedicate to their common memory the first volume of this work, for their martyrdom shall
shine forever on our Movement.
Landsberg on the Lech, Prison Fortress, October 16, 1924.
Adolf Hitler VOLUME ONE — AN ACCOUNTING 1. CHILDHOOD HOME

Today, I am pleased that Fate chose the city of Braunau on the Inn of Northern Austria as my
birthplace. This little town is on the frontier of the two German states whose reunion, at least for
those of us from the younger generation, will be the accomplishment of a lifetime. We must do
everything we can to reunite these states.

Austria must return to the great German mother country. Not for economic reasons. No, the
economics are unimportant. Even if it did not make economic sense, it must still take place because
common blood belongs in one common realm.

The German people have no moral right to setup remote colonies when they cannot even unite
their own children in a common state. The people will only earn the right to acquire foreign soil when
the Reich has expanded to include every German. The plow will become the sword, and the wheat
which becomes the bread of posterity will be watered by the tears of war.



This little frontier city has now become the symbol of a great undertaking, but it also has a past
that we should take as a warning today. More than a hundred years ago, this humble place had the
privilege of being immortalized in German history as the scene of a tragedy which shook the whole
German nation. It was the day of our Fatherland’s deepest humiliation when the bookseller Johannes
Palm, a citizen of Nuremberg, an unapologetic ‘“Nationalist” and hater of France, died for the
Germany which he loved passionately even in her time of misfortune. (Johannes Philipp Palm was a
book dealer in Nuremberg and in 1806 sold a pamphlet denouncing France titled Germany’s
Deepest Humiliation, but France previously invaded and was in control of Bavaria at that time.
The Bavarian police chief turned him in. He refused to name the author and Napoleon ordered
Palm to be shot at Braunau on the Inn, where Hitler was later born and where there is a monument
to Palm.) Palm stubbornly refused to reveal the names of his fellows who believed as he did. He was
very much like our Leo Schlageter (Leo Schlageter fought in the First World War, joined the Nazi
party in 1922, and committed acts of sabotage against the French occupation of the Ruhr, and was
betrayed, tried and executed by the French. He was viewed as a hero in the Nazi party). And, like
Schlageter, Palm was betrayed to France by a government representative. An Augsburg police
director was responsible, and this act laid down the framework that formed the modern disreputable
official German government under the Reich of Mr. Severing. (Carl Wilhelm Severing was a Social
Democrat Official in the Weimar government controlling Germany at that time who refused to
make an effort to stop the execution of Schlageter.) This little city on the Inn, which was made
golden as a result of the German martyrdom I mentioned, was German-Bavarian by blood and
Austrian only by borders. It is here my parents lived in the late Eighteen-eighties. My father, a
conscientious employee of the state as a custom’s official, and my mother, occupied with the
household, were both, above all, devoted to us children with unwavering love and care. I do not
remember much from that period. After only a few years, my father left the little frontier town he was
so fond of so he could take a new post at Passau in Germany itself. In those days, Austrian Customs
Officials traveled frequently. Soon afterward, my father went to Linz where he retired from work.
This does not mean the old gentleman had a chance to rest.

His family could be called very poor farmers and, even in his earliest days, he had not lived in a
happy home. Before he turned thirteen, the small boy packed his knapsack and ran away from his
home in the mountainous section of lower Austria. Against the advice of villagers, he chose to go to
Vienna and learn a trade. This was back in the Eighteen-fifties, so it was not a simple decision to
travel into the unknown with only three crown coins. But by the time the thirteen-year-old turned
seventeen, he had passed his journeyman’s examination to be a cobbler, yet he had still not found
contentment. To the contrary, the long period of economic problems back then, the unending misery
and wretchedness he encountered only strengthened his determination to give up his trade and become
something better. When he was a poor boy in the village, he thought that the church pastor embodied
the highest possible summit of human aspiration. However, his experience in the big city replaced this
notion with the dignified possibility of becoming a state official. With the endurance of a man who
had grown old through grief and distress while still half a child, the seventeen-year-old mustered up
his new determination and became a customs official. When he was almost twenty-three, I believe, he
decided that he had achieved the goal he set so long ago. The poor boy had once taken a vow not to
return to his native village until he had become somebody. He had reached his goal, but when he
returned, no one in the village remembered the little boy of years earlier. As he looked around, he

found the village had grown strange to him. It was no longer the village he remembered from
childhood.



When he finally retired at fifty-six, he could not stand to live a single day as a do-nothing, so he
bought property in the neighborhood of the Upper Austrian market town of Lambach, farmed it, and
thus completed the circle of a long and hardworking life by returning to the point where his
forefathers began.

I believe it was around this time that my first ideals were forming. My constant romping around
outdoors, taking the long road to school, and my association with extremely rowdy boys sometimes
gravely worried my mother. It also kept me from being a stay-at-home soul. So, the few serious ideas
I had about my future certainly did not point toward my father’s career. Even then, my gift for
speaking was developing more or less through violent disputes with my playmates. I had somehow
become a little ringleader among my group. I had no trouble learning and completing my lessons at
school, but otherwise I was fairly hard to handle.

In my free time, I had singing lessons at the Catholic Monastery’s Chapter in Lambach, and here I
was dazzled by the dignified and magnificent church musical festivals. Just as my father had once
looked upon the little village pastor, I now looked at the local religious leader as an ideal to aspire
to. At least for a while this was the case. My father did not think very highly of his quarrelsome boy’s
vocal talents, and he did not see a future in the church for his offspring. He had no appreciation for
such youthful ideas either. He must have watched anxiously as my nature clashed with my desires.

My desire for that calling soon disappeared and was replaced by hopes that were better suited to
my temperament. In rummaging through my father’s library, I found various military books. There was
a popular edition of the Franco-Prussian War of 1870-71; two volumes of an illustrated magazine
from those years now became my favorite reading. It was not long before the great heroic battle had
become my greatest spiritual experience. From then on, I became more and more enthusiastic over
anything connected with war or at least with being a soldier.

This was important to me for another reason. For the first time, [ was forced to ask myself if there
was a difference between the Germans who fought these battles and the Germans around me, and if
they were different, how were they different? Why did Austria not fight in the war? Why did my father
and all the others in our city not fight? Were we not like all the other Germans? Did we not all belong
together? This problem stirred in my young brain for the first time. I learned that not every German
was fortunate enough to belong to the Empire of Bismarck. I could not understand this at the time, so |
began my studies.

Based on my character and especially my temperament, my father decided that attending a
classical secondary-school (Gymnasium or high school attended from age 10 to 18 which teaches
in Greek or Latin classics, but not vocational subjects), would conflict with my personality. He
thought a vocational school would be more suitable. His opinion was confirmed by my obvious
ability to draw. That was a subject which he believed was neglected in the Austrian humanistic
schools. Perhaps his own hard-working life made him think less of classical studies, which he
considered impractical. Being a man of principle, he had already decided that his son should, no,
must, become a state employee. His own difficult youth naturally made his later accomplishments
seem even greater because they were the product of his own iron strength and ability. The pride of
being a self-made man led him to want the same or better for his son. He believed his own hard work
would make it easier for his child to succeed in the same field.

My outright refusal to follow a career that had been his whole life was, to him, quite
inconceivable. So, my father’s decision was simple, definite, and clear, and, in his eyes, he had an
obvious course of action. His lifetime struggle for existence had made him domineering, and he
would have never left an important decision to a boy he saw as inexperienced. This would have



seemed an unforgivable weakness in the exercise of his parental authority over his child’s future. It
was 1mpossible for him to reconcile it with his concept of duty. And yet, it was all destined to end
differently.

At the time, I was barely eleven, and for the first time in my life, I was forced to oppose my father.
Steadfast and determined as my father might be in carrying out the plans that were fixed in his mind,
his son was no less stubborn and resistant in refusing this unappealing idea. I would not enter the civil
service.

Neither pleading nor reasoning with me had an affect on my resistance. I would not be an official,
“no” and again, “no”. Every attempt to arouse my interest in that calling through descriptions of my
father’s experience had the opposite effect. I yawned myself sick at the thought of sitting in a
government office, not being the master of my own life, but a slave devoting my entire existence to
filling out various forms.

What affect could this possibly have on a young boy who was anything but “good” in the ordinary
sense? I did my school work with ridiculous ease and had so much free time left that I was outdoors
more than in.

Today, when my political opponents scrutinize my life with such loving care— searching back
even into my childhood for the satisfaction of uncovering some piece of deviltry this fellow Hitler
was up to in his youth—I thank heaven for them giving me a few more memories of that happy time.
Field and forest were the battleground where my constantly recurring differences in opinion were
settled. Even the attendance at the secondary-school which followed did little to restrain me. But now
another dispute had to be fought out.

So long as my father’s intention to make me into an official clashed only with my general dislike
of the career itself, the conflict was quite tolerable. I could withhold my private views and I did not
have to make a constant issue of them. My own determination never to become an official was enough
to give me an inner calm. I clung to this determination firmly.

The situation became more difficult when I developed a plan of my own that opposed my father.
This happened when I was still only twelve. I cannot recall how it happened, but one day it was clear
to me that [ would be a painter, an artist. My talent for drawing had been clearly demonstrated, and in
fact, it was one of my father’s reasons for sending me to a secondary-school; however, he would
never consider giving me professional art training. On the contrary, when I rejected my father’s pet
idea once again, he asked me for the first time what I myself wanted to be. Without thinking, my
decision suddenly popped out. It was clear my choice had already been firmly planted and would not
be changed, and for a moment my father was speechless.

“A painter? An artist?” He doubted my sanity and then thought perhaps that he had not understood
correctly. But when I explained it to him, and he saw | was serious, he was against it completely. Any
talents I might have were simply beyond his consideration. “An artist! Never, not so long as I live”.
But since his son had inherited, among various other qualities, a stubbornness like his own, my
answer was equally stubborn. Both sides stuck to their guns. My father held to his “never”, and I
redoubled my “nevertheless”.

The result was not pleasant. The old gentleman was embittered, and, though I loved him, I was
equally bitter. My father forbade me even to hope that I would study painting. [ went a step further and
declared that in that case, I would not learn anything more. Of course, I came in second with such a
declaration since the old gentleman began to ruthlessly assert his authority. I then learned to keep
silent in the future, but I did carry out my threat. I hoped that when my father saw my lack of progress
in school, he would have to let me pursue the happiness I dreamed of.



I do not know whether my calculation would have been correct or not; the only certainty was my
obvious failure in school. Anything else I learned was something I thought I would use later as a
painter. Whatever I thought was not connected to painting, or whatever failed to interest me, I
sabotaged. My report cards from that point on were always in extremes. Next to “Good” and
“Excellent” rankings were “Passing”, and “Below Passing”. By far, my best performances were in
geography and particularly in world history. Those were my two favorite subjects.

When I look back now, so many years later, [ see two facts that are especially significant. First, |
became a nationalist. Second, I learned to understand the meaning of history.

Old Austria was a national state that consisted of many states. At that time, someone who was a
subject of the German Reich could not grasp what this fact meant to their daily life. After the great
march of triumph by the army of heroes in the Franco-Prussian War, the Germans of the Reich had
gradually become separated from German elements elsewhere. They did not understand the value or
they were no longer aware of the value in it. The German-Austrians were too easily confused and as a
result, the Imperial dynasty decayed along with the otherwise sound and healthy people.

They did not understand that if the Germans had not been of the best blood, they would never have
had the ability to impress their character on a state of fifty-two million Austrians. The mistaken idea
took root, especially in Germany, that Austria was a German state. This was nonsense and the result
had grave consequences, but it was still a brilliant tribute to the ten million Germans in the Ostmark
(The East-Mark or Eastern border lands), Austria because their small presence was perceived as a
total ownership by distant Germans. Very few in the German Reich realized there was a constant
struggle to preserve the German language, German schools, and German character in Austria.

Today, this sad state of affairs has been forced upon millions of our people who dream of a
common Fatherland while they sit under a foreign thumb and long to preserve the sacred mother
tongue. Finally, people are beginning to realize what 1t means to fight for one’s nationality. And now,
perhaps, a few here and there can appreciate the greatness of the German population in Ostmark,
which through its own resources, shielded the Reich on the east for centuries, then waged an
exhausting guerrilla war to maintain the German language frontier in an age when the Reich cared for
colonies, but not for its own flesh and blood.

As in any battle, there are three groups in the struggle for our language in old Austria: the fighters,
the lukewarm, and the traitors. The sorting process begins in school. The most remarkable thing about
a language battle is that its waves beat hardest upon the schools. The war is waged over the next
generation, and the first war-cry is to the children: “German boy, do not forget that you are a
German”, and “German girl, remember that you are to be a German mother”.

Anyone who understands the soul of youth will realize that young people will receive this battle-
cry with joy. In a hundred ways they carry on the struggle in their own fashion and with their own
weapons. They refuse to sing non-German songs; they are more enthusiastic over German heroes; the
more they are suppressed, the more they go hungry in order to save pennies for the war-chest of their
elders. They have an incredibly sensitive ear for a non- German teacher. They wear the forbidden
badges of their own nation and are happy to be punished for it. In other words, they are a faithful
image in miniature of their elders, except that their devotion is often stronger and more direct.

When [ was small, I too shared in the struggle for German nationality in old Austria. Money was
collected for the South Mark German League by school associations. We wore cornflowers and
black-red-gold badges proclaiming our beliefs. (Cornflowers were the symbol of Germans loyal to
the Hohenzollern Monarchy and of Austrians who supported the Pan-German movement.) “Heil”
was our greeting, and instead of the Imperial anthem, we would sing the German anthem, “Germany



Above All”, (The Song of Germany, Deutschland iiber alles), despite threats of punishment. Young
people were politically trained at a time when citizens of a so-called national state still knew very
little about their own national character other than their language. I was not among the lukewarm even
in those days. I was soon a fanatical German Nationalist. Of course, I do not refer to the present
political party using that name.

My nationalistic development was very rapid. By the time I was fifteen, I could easily see the
difference between the patriotism shown by those who followed rulers in the Imperial dynasty and the
true “nationalism” for the nation and for the people. For me, only nationalism existed.

Anyone who has not bothered to study the Hapsburg Monarchy ( Austrian Royal Family) may find
this strong nationalism puzzling. In Austrian schools, there is very little actual Austrian history worth
mentioning. The fate of Austria is so completely intertwined in the Germanic life that it is unthinkable
to separate history into German and Austrian. When Germany finally split into two spheres of
authority, this very separation was German history. The insignia of former German Imperial splendor,
displayed for all to see in Vienna, continued its spell as a reminder of our common and unending life
together.

The cry of the German people in Austria for a reunion with their German mother country when the
Hapsburg state collapsed resulted from a deep ache that slept in the people’s hearts. They had never
forgotten this longing to return to the home of their fathers. This can only be explained through the
history taught to German-Austrians, which made those nationalistic feelings grow. Their history is a
fountain that never runs dry—a silent reminder in times when it is easier to forget. Though we may be
distracted by momentary prosperity, we hear the whispers of a new future by remembering the past.

It is true that the quality of World-History education in intermediate schools is in a sad state. Few
teachers realize that to memorize and rattle off historical dates and events 1s not true history. It is not
important for a boy to know exactly when some battle was fought, some general born, or when some
insignificant monarch was crowned. No, God knows, that is certainly not what is important.

To truly “learn” history means to open your eyes and discover the forces that cause historical
events to happen. The art of reading and of learning means remembering the important parts and
forgetting the unimportant.

It is likely that my later life was influenced by the fact that I had a good history teacher. He had a
unique ability to teach and test us on principles, not dates. My professor, Dr. Leopold Po6tsch of the
Linz school, was the very embodiment of this idea. He was an older gentleman. He was kind, but set
in his manner. His brilliant eloquence not only fascinated us, but absolutely carried us away. I am still
touched when I think of this gray-haired man, whose fiery descriptions often made us forget the
present as he conjured us back into days long past, and how he could take dry, historical memories
from the mists of centuries and transform them into living experiences. In his class we were often red-
hot with enthusiasm, sometimes even moved to tears.

I was luckier than most because this teacher not only illuminated the past by the light of the
present, but he taught me to draw conclusions for the present from the past. More than anyone else, he
gave us an understanding of the current problems.

He used our national fanaticism to educate us. He would appeal to our sense of national honor,
which brought us bad-mannered adolescents to order more quickly than anything else ever could.

This teacher made history my favorite subject. Even then, though he did not intend it, I became a
young revolutionary. Indeed, who could possibly study German history under such a teacher without
becoming an enemy of a State whose ruling house had such a catastrophic influence on the nation?
Who could preserve his allegiance to the emperors of a dynasty that had betrayed the interests of the



German people again and again for its own petty advantage? Did we not know, even as boys, that this
Austrian state had no love for us as Germans, and indeed it could have none? My historical insight
into the work of the Austrian Hapsburg Monarchy was strengthened by my daily experience. In the
north and in the south, foreign people came in and poisoned the body of our nation. Even Vienna
became less and less a German city. The House of the Archdukes showed favoritism to the Czechs at
every opportunity. It was the hand of the Goddess of Eternal Justice and Retribution that overthrew
the deadliest enemy of Austria’s German nature when She struck Archduke Francis Ferdinand by the
very bullets he had helped to cast. After all, he was the patron who was charged to protect Austria
from the northern Slavs.

The burdens laid upon the German people were enormous. They suffered unheard-of sacrifices in
taxes and blood. Anyone who was not blind could see their sacrifice would be in vain. What hurt us
most was the fact that these activities were shielded by the alliance with Germany. The gradual
extermination of German qualities in the old Monarchy was to a certain extent sanctioned by Germany
itself. The hypocrisy was evident when the Hapsburg Monarchy worked hard to give the outside
world the impression that Austria was still a German state, and this only fanned hatred for that
Monarchy into blazing anger and contempt within Austria.

In Germany, the elected members of the government failed to see any of this happening. It was like
they were struck with blindness. They could have walked beside a corpse showing signs of decay and
proclaim they had discovered signs of “new” life. In the alliance between the young German Empire
and the Austrian sham state grew the seeds of the First World War and of the collapse.

Throughout this book, I will more thoroughly detail the problem of this alliance. It will be
sufficient now to say that as a boy I arrived at an insight, which never left me, but only grew deeper.
This insight was that the safety of German culture in Austria first required the destruction of Austria,
and that feelings of nationalism have nothing to do with patriotism to an Imperial dynasty. The house
of Hapsburg was destined to bring misery on the German nation.

Even then, this realization created a warm love for my German Austrian homeland and a profound
hatred for the Austrian state. I never abandoned how I learned to think about history either. World
history became my inexhaustible source for understanding how the present events, that is to say the
political situation, came to be. I did not intend to “learn” from history; instead, history was to teach
me. If I became a political revolutionary so quickly, then I also became a revolutionary in the arts
equally fast.

The Upper Austrian capital had an excellent theater which put on nearly everything. When I was
twelve, I saw the heroic William Tell play for the first time. A few months later, I saw my first opera,
Lohengrin, ( a Wagner opera about knights). 1 was totally captivated. My youthful enthusiasm for the
master of Bayreuth (meaning the composer, Wagner, Bayreuth is where he lived until he died) knew
no bounds. Again and again I was drawn to his works and it seems fortunate to me now that I could
attend the smaller performances where I could get up close, and it actually intensified the experience.

Once my painful adolescent years were over, my deep aversion to the calling my father had
chosen for me was even clearer. I knew that I could never be happy as a civil servant. My talent for
drawing had been recognized at school, and my determination to be an artist was firmly fixed.

Neither prayers nor threats dissuaded me. I was going to be a painter and I would not be an
official for anything in the world. It was curious that, as I grew older, I took an increasing interest in
architecture too. At the time, I thought it complemented my painting ability and was pleased that my
artistic interests had expanded. I never dreamed that it would all turn out quite differently. My calling
was to be decided sooner than I could have expected.



When [ was thirteen, 1 lost my father suddenly. A stroke took the vigorous old gentleman,
painlessly terminating his earthly career, and plunging us all into the deepest grief. His deep desire to
give his child a livelihood and spare his offspring from his own bitter struggle must have seemed
unfulfilled. But he had sown the seeds for a future which neither he nor I could have understood then.

There was no outward change yet. My mother continued my education according to my father’s
wishes, intending that I prepare for a civil service position eventually, while I myself was more
determined than ever to avoid becoming an official. I became less and less interested in school and
grew more indifferent. Suddenly, an illness came to my assistance. Within a few weeks, my future and
the subject which caused constant dispute at home was decided for us. I had serious lung trouble, and
the doctor urgently advised my mother against putting me into a closed-office environment. My
attendance at the secondaryschool was also interrupted for at least a year. What I had secretly desired
for so long, what I had always fought for had now, through this illness, become reality almost of its
own choosing.

Pressured by my illness, my mother finally agreed to let me go to the Academy of Fine Arts in
Vienna instead of the vocational secondary-school. The happy days I expected to follow seemed to
me almost like a beautiful dream and a dream they were to remain. Two years later, my mother’s
death put a sudden end to all my fine plans.

She died at the end of a long, painful illness which had little room for hope of recovery. Even so, the
blow to me was terrible. I had honored my father, but I had loved my mother.

I was forced by need and hard reality to make a quick decision. My father was a man of small
means, and what he had saved was largely used up by my mother’s grave illness. My orphan’s
pension was not nearly enough to live on. I was compelled to earn my own bread somehow. With a
bag of clothes in my hand and an inextinguishable will in my heart, I set off for Vienna. What my
father had accomplished fifty years before I hoped to also wrestle from fate. I, too, would be
“something important”, but never an official.

2. YEARS OF LEARNING AND SUFFERING IN VIENNA
When my mother died, Fate had already made its decision.

During the last months of her life, I went to Vienna to take the entrance examination for the
Academy. Armed with a thick bundle of drawings, I was convinced I would find the examination
mere child’s play. In the secondary-school, I was by far the best draftsman in my class. Since that
time, my ability had only improved. My own satisfaction in my ability led me to hope for the best.

There was one single fly in the ointment—my talent for painting was frequently exceeded by my
ability as a draftsman, especially in architecture. My interest in architecture kept growing. My interest
accelerated when I visited Vienna for a couple of weeks before I turned sixteen. I went to the art
gallery of the Court Museum and found I had eyes almost solely for the museum itself. From early
morning until late at night, I trotted from one sight to another, but only the buildings really held my
attention. I could stand for hours looking at the Opera House and for hours admire the Parliament
buildings. The Ringstrasse (circular street in the old town section of Vienna) section seemed like an
enchantment from the stories out of a Thousand and One Nights.

[ was now in the beautiful city for the second time. I waited for the results of my entrance exam as
I was filled with excitement, impatience, and proud confidence. I was so certain of success that when
I received a rejection, it struck me like a bolt from the blue. And yet, that was it, period. When I
called on the head of the Academy and asked the reasons why I had not been admitted to the School of
Painting, he assured me that my drawings showed I had no aptitude for painting and that my true
ability was in the field of architecture. The School of Painting was out of the question, but the School



of Architecture was for me, even though at first they found it difficult to believe that I had never
attended an architectural school or had any instruction in architecture.

As I left Hansen’s magnificent building on the square, I was at odds with myself for the first time
in my young life. What I had just been told about my abilities was like a lightning flash illuminating an
unexplainable confusion in me that had been growing for a long time. Within a few days, I knew 1|
would be an architect someday.

I could see the path before me would be enormously difficult. Everything I had been too stubborn
to learn in secondary-school was now taking its bitter revenge. Admission to the Vienna Academy
School of Architecture required attendance of the Building School of Technology, and admission here
was based on graduation and the final exams from an intermediate school. I did not have either. It
seemed my dream of art was now impossible. After the death of my mother, I returned to Vienna, this
time to stay for some years. I once again regained my calm and determination. My earlier spirit of
defiance had also returned and I was determined to reach my goal. I would be an architect. Obstacles
exist to be overcome, and I would overcome those obstacles with the image of my father before my
eyes. He fought his way from farm boy and shoemaker to state official, and my soil was richer than
his, so my battle should be that much easier. What had then seemed to me to be the unkindness of Fate
I accept as the wisdom of Providence. When the Goddess of Trouble embraced me and often
threatened to crush me, the will to resist grew, and at last that will was victorious.

That period made me strong. I thank her for snatching me from the emptiness of a comfortable life
and for pulling this mama’s boy out of the comfortable, cozy bed. I was reluctantly thrown into the
world of misery and poverty, which introduced me to those I would later fight for.

That is the point when I saw two dangers approaching. Previously, I did not truly understand their
names or their importance to the German people’s existence. Their names were Marxism and Jewry.

Vienna is widely considered the very essence of innocence and bliss as the festive home of happy
crowds. It has turned into a constant reminder of the saddest period in my life. Even today, the city
stirs only gloomy thoughts in me. Five years of misery and wretchedness are encapsulated in the name
of this Phaeacian city (Phaeacia is the final city visited by Homer in the Odyssey, however, it is
also a common knowledge reference in Germany and something any German would recognize. The
belief is that the people liked to enjoy life and the reference means a city of loafers or do-nothings,
or parasites.). For five years I had to earn my bread, and as a small painter, my bread was meager at
best. It was never enough to satisfy my hunger. In those days, hunger was my faithful sidekick who
never left me. When I bought a book, he shared it with me. A trip to the opera would give me his
company for days. It was a never-ending battle with my unsympathetic friend. In those lean days, I
learned faster than I had ever learned before. Besides my architecture and a rare ticket to the opera,
books were my only remaining pleasure.

I read voraciously. I used any free time I found to study. After a few years, I was able to lay the
foundations of a knowledge which I still live on today. At that time, I formed an image and a concept
of the world which had become the rock solid foundation of my present political activity. Since that
time, I needed only to learn a little beyond what I had already assembled because I found there was
nothing in my image that required changing.

On the contrary, today I firmly believe that all creative ideas usually appear in youth if they exist
at all. I must distinguish this from the wisdom of age, which is a thoroughness and caution forced by
the experiences of a long life. This is different from the genius of youth who pours out unending
thoughts and ideas while their great number prevents them from being developed. This youthful genius
furnishes the foundation from which an older and wiser man can build stones into a structure. At least



that is the case if the so-called wisdom of age does not choke the genius of youth.

My early home life differed little from the home life of others. I could watch for the next day
without a care and without any problems to worry over. My youth was spent in lower middle class
circles. That is to say, I was in a world that was not in contact with those who worked at pure
physical labor. Strange as it may seem at first glance, economic differences between this level and
that of ditch diggers is often deeper than one thinks. This antagonism comes from a social group
which has just recently lifted itself from the ranks of physical labor and is afraid it could fall back, or
at least be counted as one of them.

There is often a repulsive memory of cultural poverty among this lower middle class, so any
social contact with physical laborers, which they feel they have outgrown, becomes unbearable.
Aman from the higher social levels can mix with worker classes in a way that would be thinkable to
the relative newcomers of this lower middle class.

A newcomer to a social class is anyone who fights his way by his own energy from one position
in life to a higher one. But eventually, this bitter battle kills off human sympathy for the class he
escaped. One’s own painful struggle for existence destroys his feeling for the misery of those left
behind.

In this respect, Fate took pity on me. By forcing me back into the world of poverty and insecurity,
which my father had once abandoned, the blinders of a limited lower middle class education were
removed from my eyes. Only then did I learn how to distinguish between a hollow or brutal man’s
exterior and his inner nature.

In the early years of this century, Vienna was among the most socially unhealthy of cities. It was a
combination of glittering wealth and revolting poverty.

In the center of the inner districts, one felt the heartbeat of an empire of fifty-two million people
along with the dangerous magic of this State of mixed nationalities. The blinding magnificence of this
cultural and government center was like a magnet to the wealth and intelligence of the State. On top of
that came the extreme centralization of the Hapsburg Monarchy. It offered the only possibility of
holding this stew of peoples together. The result was an extraordinary concentration of high
government offices in the capital and around Imperial residence.

Vienna was not only the political and intellectual center, but also the economic capital of the old
Danube Monarchy. In contrast with the army of high officers, officials, artists, and scholars were a
larger army of workers who were against the wealth of the aristocracy and their practice of bleeding
poverty for all they could.

The palaces of the Ringstrasse (a circular street in Vienna), became a waiting room for thousands of
the unemployed, and below the arch of triumph of old Austria, the homeless lived in the twilight and
slime of the sewers.

There was not one German city where the social situation could have been better studied than in
Vienna. Do not be misled. This “studying” cannot be done from above. Someone who has not been in
the clutches of this viper cannot truly know its venom. Studying from above results in superficial
chatter or the formation of false opinions based on emotion. Both are harmful: one because it can
never reach the heart of the problem; the other because it passes by the problem entirely. I do not
know which is more devastating—to ignore those who lack the basic necessities such as we see in
those who are favored by fortune or live well as a result of their own effort, or is it those who stand
tall in their fashionable skirts or trousers and “feel for the people” because it is the latest fad. In any
case, these people commit a sin greater than their limited intelligence will ever allow them to
understand.



Then, they are astonished when their fashionable “social conscience”, which they proudly
display, never produces any results. When their fruitless good intentions are resented, they blame the
ingratitude of the people. People with minds like this fail to understand that there is no place for
merely social activities. When the masses want results, social displays are not enough and there can
be no expectation of gratitude for such a show. It is not a matter of distributing favors, but of
retribution and justice.

I did not learn about the social problem by observing from the outside. It drew me into its magic
circle of suffering and instead of teaching me, it sought to test its strength on me, and it receives no
credit if I survived its tests safe and sound. I could never completely relate my sensations from that
time; I can only describe the essential and most staggering impressions here along with the lessons I
learned.

I rarely had difficulty finding work. I was not a skilled worker but had to earn my bread as best I
could, so I did so as a helper or day laborer. I had the attitude of the laborers of Europe who shake
the dust from their feet with their determination to build a new life and a new home in the New World.
(The New World means the United States, which was receiving a large number of immigrants at the
time.) They are free from preconceived notions of occupation and social background, of status and
tradition, and they grasp any means of support that is offered to them. They go to any job and
gradually arrive at the realization that honest labor is no disgrace, no matter what kind of labor it may
be. I, too, was determined to leap with both feet into a world that was new to me and to find my way
through it.

I soon learned that someone always needs some kind of work, but I learned just as quickly how
easy it is to lose that support again. The insecurity of one’s daily bread soon became one of the
darkest aspects of my new life. The skilled worker is turned out on the street less often than the
unskilled, but even he can be pushed out the door. Instead of losing his job because he is not needed,
he is locked out or he strikes.

This dependence reveals a weakness in the whole economic system. The peasant boy who is
drawn to the big city by the promise of easier work and shorter hours is accustomed to a certain
amount of security. He has never left one job without having another or at least the prospect of another
lined up.

As more boys are drawn to the city, the shortage of farm labor takes its toll and the chance of
being unemployed increases. Now, it would be a mistake to think that the young fellow who goes to
the big city 1s made of sterner stuff than the one who stays home and makes an honest living from the
soil. No, quite the contrary. Experience shows that emigrant groups are more likely to be made up of
the healthiest and most energetic individuals. And these emigrants include not only the man who goes
to America, but also the young farm-hand who leaves his native village to move to the distant big city.
He is just as prepared for an uncertain fate as the farm boy going to another country. Usually, he
comes to town with a little change in his pocket to last him at least a day if he does not immediately
find work. However, his situation will quickly worsen if he finds a job then loses that job at the
wrong time. Finding a new job as a worker can be almost impossible in winter months. For the first
few weeks, he receives unemployment benefits from his union and does his best to survive. But when
his last penny is gone and the union benefits expire, he then finds himself in a difficult position.

He walks the street as his stomach growls, perhaps pawns or sells his last possessions. His
clothes become fewer in number and worse in condition, which drags down his appearance. Soon he
finds himself in surroundings that corrupt him not only physically, but spiritually. If he then becomes
homeless in winter, his suffering becomes even more intense. Eventually, he is able to find some sort



of work under a union, but then the game begins all over again. He i1s hit a second time with
unemployment in the form of a strike, then the third time may be even worse. Gradually he learns to
become indifferent to the constant insecurity of his finances. The cycle changes into a habit that he
continues without further consideration.

We now have an otherwise hard-working man whose attitude toward life grows slack and
gradually matures him into a tool of those unions who will merely use him to gain their own
advantage. He has so frequently switched between working and non-working through no fault of his
own that he no longer notices whether the strike in which he takes part will secure him any economic
rights or whether it is an attempt to destroy the State, the whole social order, and even civilization
itself. He may not like the i1dea of going on strike, but he is completely indifferent when he is handed
strike papers.

I have watched this process a thousand times with my own eyes. The longer I saw the game
continue, the more I disliked this city of millions. It greedily sucks men in, then cruelly wears them to
pieces. When men came to the city, they still belonged to their nation. When they stayed, they were
lost to it.

Life threw me around in the great city, too. I felt the full force of such a fate, body and soul. I
discovered something else as well—quickly switching between periods of work and unemployment
along with the seesawing of income and expenses eventually destroyed many people’s sense of thrift
and intelligent planning. The body becomes accustomed to living high in good times and starving in
bad. They no longer make any effort to plan sensibly in good times, for the bad times they know will
come. Indifference surrounds its victim with a mirage which makes them see only well-fed prosperity,
regardless of their true circumstances. This mirage grows to such morbid intensity that they give up
all self-control the moment wages begin to flow into their pocket. That is why a man who has
difficulty finding any work stupidly forgets to plan for bad times when he does find work. He, instead,
lives greedily and indulges in the moment. His tiny weekly income 1s instantly spent because he does
not even plan for the remainder of the week. At first, his wages last five days instead of seven, then
only three, then scarcely a day, to be at last squandered the first evening.

These men are not all living life by themselves. They likely have a wife and children at home.
Their family is also poisoned by this way of life, especially if the man is naturally kind to them and
even loves them in his way. Before the week’s pay has evaporated in two or three days, they eat and
drink as long as the money holds out. They then go through the remaining days together on empty
stomachs. Then, the wife slinks about the neighborhood, borrowing a bit here and there, opening
charge accounts with the shopkeepers, and trying thus to survive the terrible later days of the week. At
noon, they all sit at a table which does not contain enough for everyone, if it contains anything at all.
They sit, waiting for the next payday, talking of it, making plans. While they starve, they are already
lost in the mirage of the good fortune which comes on payday.

The children, even in their youngest days, will come to see this wretched life of empty fantasy as
normal. The situation can become worse if the man lives like this and the wife objects for the sake of
their children. Then, there are quarrels and bad blood, and the more the husband drifts apart from his
wife, the nearer he drifts to alcohol. Every Saturday, he becomes drunk. Now, his wife must fight for
the few pennies she can snatch from him in an effort of self-preservation for herself and the children.
What she can get is only what is left over from his journey between the factory and the bar. When he
finally comes home on Sunday or Monday night— drunk, brutal, and penniless—there are likely to be
scenes that would wring tears from a stone.

I saw all this going on in hundreds of cases. At first, I was disgusted or outraged. I later came to



realize the tragedy of this suffering and to understand its deeper causes. They were the unhappy
victims of evil circumstances. The housing conditions of those days were worse. The housing
situation of the Viennese laborer was absolutely frightful. I shudder now when I think of those
wretched caverns some lived in, of the houses where journeymen of a common trade lived together,
and mass dormitories which were sinister pictures of refuse, filled with disgusting filth and worse.

It was bound to happen. The flood of slaves set loose from these squalid caves pours down upon
the rest of the world, upon its thoughtless fellow men! It is bound to happen again. This other world
lets things drift without thinking about the consequences. It has lost its instinct to tell it that sooner or
later, Fate will move toward retribution unless mankind placates destiny before time runs out.

I am indeed thankful to a Providence for sending me to that school of hard knocks in the city.
There, I could not sabotage what I did not like. I had to quickly grow up. If I wanted to avoid falling
into despair because of the people who surrounded me, I had to learn the distinctions between their
outer character and inner life and the circumstances that created their lives.

Only through this understanding could I bear it all without giving up to despair. It was no longer
human beings who rose before me out of unhappiness and misery, out of squalor and physical
degradation, but the sad products of sad laws. At the same time, my own fight for life, which was no
easier than theirs, preserved me from becoming emotionally involved with the products of this ill
society and allowed me to remain objective. No, emotional sentimentality will not help understanding
here. Even then | saw that only a two-fold path could lead to the improvement of such conditions.

I experienced a deep feeling of social responsibility to establish a better system for our
development. I knew it would require brutal determination to destroy this human outgrowth which had
no chance of being preserved and corrected. Nature does not focus on preserving what exists; nature
concentrates on breeding a new generation to perpetuate the species. It is almost impossible for man
to improve those bad things that exist in society, but it is much easier to create healthier paths from the
start.

Even during my struggle for existence in Vienna, I realized the task of improving social elements
could never be a frivolous welfare scheme. They are ridiculous and useless. Instead, we must
overcome the fundamental weaknesses in the organization of our economic and cultural life. The
holes in the system are bound to lead to the perversion of individuals, or at least they are capable of
doing so.

Wavering judgment is the enemy that will halt our advance when we need to use the most brutal
weapons against a criminal group that is hostile to the state. This uncertainty results from a feeling of
personal guilt and responsibility for the tragic decline of society. Uncertainty cripples any serious and
firm resolve and results in opinions swaying from one side to the other, leaving any decision that is
made weak and half done, even when it comes to the most essential measures of self-preservation.
Only when there comes an age not haunted by the shadow of its own guilt will there be both the
inward calm and the outer strength, which can brutally and ruthlessly prune the dead limbs and uproot
the weeds in our society’s garden.

The Austrian state had no real social legislation or system for administration of justice at all. Its
weakness in suppressing even the worst abuses was obvious to everyone. I do not know what
horrified me more—the economic misery of my neighbors, their moral weakness, or the low state of
their intellectual development.

How often does our social class rise up in righteous indignation when it hears some wretched
tramp say he does not care whether he is a German or not? He says that he is equally happy anywhere
so long as he has what he needs to live on! This lack of “national pride” should be deeply condemned



and such statements should be loudly admonished. How many have really asked themselves why their
own way of thinking is better? How many realize there are countless reminders of the grandeur of the
fatherland in every field of culture and art? When these reminders are combined, those affected have
a justified pride in belonging to such a fortunate people.

Pride in the fatherland is built on knowing about its greatness in all these fields. Have the
members of our social class noticed that this knowledge, which 1s needed to instill pride for the
fatherland, 1s not available to the people? We cannot use the excuse that “it is the same in other
countries” because the worker in other countries has no difficulty holding onto his nationality.

Even if this were so, it would be no excuse for one’s own shortcomings. The French people teach
France’s greatness in every department of culture, or as the Frenchman says, of “civilization”, and we
foolishly dismiss it as a fanatical glorification in their upbringing.

The young Frenchman is simply not trained to be objective, but instead he is given a subjective
attitude of greatness anywhere the political or cultural aspect of his fatherland is concerned. This type
of education has to be widespread and, if necessary, it must be pounded into the people’s memories
and feelings by perpetual repetition.

With us there is both the sin of omission and a destruction of what little we were lucky enough to
learn in school. The rats infecting our political system gnaw even the tiny bit we have learned out of
the hearts and memories of our people. Poverty and wretchedness have also done their share to crush
these memories.

Here 1s an example: in a basement consisting of two stuffy rooms lives a laborer’s family of
seven. Among the five children is a boy of three years. This is the age when a child first becomes
conscious of things around him. Gifted people carry memories of that period far into old age.

The small, overcrowded space produces an unfortunate situation. The conditions often generate
quarrels and bickering. The people are not living with one another; they are merely living in the same
place, squeezed together. Every small argument leads to a sickening quarrel. In a larger dwelling, the
argument would be easily smoothed out simply by separation. The children may tolerate these
conditions because children can quarrel constantly and forget the argument quickly. However, a daily
battle between parents slowly teaches the children a lesson. The dispute may take the form of a
father’s brutality to a mother, of drunken maltreatment. Any person who does not know of this life can
hardly imagine it. By the time the boy goes from three to six, he has developed a working idea of the
world which must horrify even an adult. Now, he is morally infected and physically undernourished,
and the young “citizen” 1s sent to primary school with vermin living in his poor little scalp.

Now, with great difficulty, he must learn reading and writing, and that is about all he can manage.

Studying at home 1s out of the question. Father and mother argue and use language that would not
be socially appropriate right in front of their own children, making studying impossible. But when the
parents talk to teachers and school officials, they are more inclined to talk roughly to them than to turn
their young child over their knee and introduce him to reason. Nothing the little fellow hears at home
strengthens his respect for his fellow human beings.

They never utter a good word about humanity. No institution is safe from their profane attacks,
from the school teacher to the head of the state. No matter whether it is religion or morals, state or
society, everything i1s defamed and dragged in the muck. When the boy leaves school at the age of
fourteen, it 1s hard to tell which is greater—his incredible stupidity where common knowledge and
basic skills are concerned, or his biting disrespect and bad manners.

The immoral displays, even at that age, make one’s hair stand on end.
He holds almost nothing sacred. He has never met true greatness, but he has experienced the abyss



of everyday life. What position can he possibly occupy in the world which he is about to enter? The
three-year-old child has become a fifteen-year-old who despises all authority. Aside from filth and
uncleanliness, he has yet to find anything which might stir him to any high enthusiasm.

As he begins the more demanding parts of his life, he falls into the ruts he has learned from his
father. He wanders about, comes home Heaven knows when, beats the tattered creature who was once
his mother, curses God and the world, and finally he is sentenced to a prison for juvenile delinquents.

Here, he gets his final polish.

His fellow-citizens are astonished at his lack of national enthusiasm. They see theater and movies,
trashy literature, and yellow press day-by-day pouring out poison. Then, they are surprised at the low
morality and the national indifference of the people. They do not realize movie trash, cheap
journalism and the like would never produce the skills needed to recognize the greatness of the
Fatherland! 1 finally realized something I had never even dreamed of before. The ability to
“nationalize” a people is primarily a question of creating healthy social conditions that can be used to
educate the individual. Only when upbringing and school training have taught a man the political
greatness of his own Fatherland will he achieve an inner pride that comes from belonging to such a
great people. You can fight only for something you love. You can love only what you respect. You can
respect only what you know.

When my interest in social problems was aroused, I began to study it thoroughly. A world that had
been so strange to me before suddenly began to open up.

In 1909 and 1910, I no longer needed to earn my daily bread as a laborer. I started working
independently as a draftsman and watercolor artist. This line of work was difficult financially; there
was barely enough earnings to keep body and soul together. However, it was great in that it was
closer to my chosen profession. I was no longer dead tired when I came home from work in the
evening, unable to even look at a book without dozing off. My new work paralleled my future
profession. As master of my own time, I could now plan it better than before. I painted to earn a
living and learned for pleasure.

I was also able to round out my understanding of the social problem by building a necessary
understanding of the theoretical background. I studied pretty much every book on the subject I could
get my hands on and plunged myself in my own thoughts. My acquaintances must have thought I was
more than a little eccentric.

I passionately pursued my love of architecture. Along with music, I thought architecture was the
queen of the arts. It was not “work” to spend time on it, but the height of happiness. I could read or
draw late into the night and it never made me tired. My faith was strengthened by the dream of a future
that would become a reality after all. Even though it took years, I was firmly convinced that I would
make my name as an architect.

The fact that I also took great interest in anything having to do with politics did not seem
especially significant. On the contrary, I felt that was the duty of all thinking people. Anyone who did
not actively learn about politics lost all rights to criticize or complain. In this area, I continued to read
and learned a lot.

My definition of “reading” may be different from the average person’s definition. I know people
who “read” all the time— book after book, word for word—but I would not call them well-read.
They do have a mass of knowledge, but their brain does not know how to divide it up and catalog the
material they have read. They cannot separate a book and identify what is valuable and what is
worthless for them. They retain some in their mind forever, but cannot see or understand the other
parts at all.



Reading is not an end in itself, but a means to an end. In the first place, it should help to fulfill an
individual’s personal framework and give each person the tools and materials a man needs in his job
or profession, whether it is for daily necessity, simple physical fulfillment, or higher destiny. In the
second place, reading should give a man a general picture of the world.

In either case, what is read shouldn’t simply be stored in the memory like a list of facts and
figures. The facts, like bits of a mosaic tile, should come together as a general image of the world,
helping to shape this world image in the reader’s head. Otherwise, there will be a confusion of
information learned, and the worthless mix of facts gives the unhappy possessor an undeserved high
opinion of himself. He seriously believes he is “cultured and learned” while thinking he has some
understanding of life and is knowledgeable simply because he has a stack of books by his bed.
Actually, every piece of new information takes him further away from the real world, until often he
ends up either in a psychiatric hospital or as a “politician” in government.

No man with this kind of mind can ever retrieve from his jumbled ‘“knowledge” what is
appropriate when he needs it. His intellect is not filled with his own life experiences, but is filled
with what he has read in books and in whatever order the content happened to land in his head. If Fate
reminded him to correctly use what he has learned in his daily life, it would also have to cite volume
and page or the poor guy could never find what he needed. But since Fate does not do this, these
“knowledgeable” men are embarrassed when it really counts. They search their minds frantically for
appropriate comparisons and usually end up with the wrong idea. If this were not the case, then it
would be impossible to understand the political achievements of our learned government heroes in
high places unless we decided they are mischievous and not mentally disturbed.

A person who has mastered the art of proper and true reading can read any book, magazine, or
pamphlet and immediately spot everything he believes he needs to remember, either because it fits his
purpose or because it is generally worth knowing. What he has learned then takes its proper place in
his imagination concerning the matter at hand. It can then either correct or complete that image to
increase its correctness or clarity in his mind. If life suddenly presents some question that requires
examination or a solution, the memory stored through this reading method will instantly recall the
already imagined picture as a standard and will bring out individual bits of information on the subject
which have been retained through decades, and that will be the basis for the intelligence used to
clarify or answer the question. Only then is there sense and purpose in reading.

A speaker who does not study the materials to back up the issues he deals with will never be able
to fight effectively for his opinion when challenged, even if it is absolutely true. In every discussion,
his memory will fail him as he stammers to find someone else’s words to repeat. He cannot connect to
the reasoning he needs to enforce what he says or argue with his opponent. When the result is just a
matter of personal ridicule, as with a speaker, this may not be fatal, but it becomes serious if Fate
places one of these incompetent know-it-alls in a high position such as a head of state. Then it is
serious indeed.

Even at a very young age, I was careful to read “properly”, and this skill has helped me
tremendously by improving my memory and understanding. In this light, my time in Vienna in
particular was fruitful and valuable. The experiences of daily life stimulated me to constantly study.
Being in a position to support reality with theory and to test theory by reality, I was prevented from
either suffocating in theories or growing superficial in how I judged reality.

My experiences in daily life guided and encouraged me to make a thorough, theoretical study of two
vital questions aside from the social problem.

Who knows if I would have ever become absorbed in the doctrines and character of Marxism if



my life had not simply rubbed my nose in it! In my youth, I knew almost nothing about Social
Democracy and what I did know was wrong. 1 thought it was a good thing that the Social Democrats
were fighting for the right of all men to vote by secret ballot. Even then my mind told me this had to
weaken the hated Hapsburg regime. I was also convinced the Austrian state could never be
maintained unless it sacrificed the German element living in Austria. Even at the cost of slowly
converting the German element to Slavs, there was no guarantee the empire would survive since their
ability to preserve a Slavic society is highly doubtful.

Therefore, I was excited about any development which I thought would lead to the collapse of this
unstable state that has condemned to death the Germanism of ten million people. The more the
language uproar gnawed at the parliament, the closer the hour of collapse approached for this
Babylonian Empire, and the closer the freedom of my German-Austrian people came near.
(Babylonian Empire is a reference to the Tower of Babel story where the people were cursed to
speak different languages and scattered around the world.) This was the only way that a return to
the old mother country could someday happen.

The activities of the Social Democrats did not seem unattractive to me at the time. I thought it was
also a good thing that they were trying to improve the living conditions of the working man. At that
time, [ was still innocent and stupid enough to believe this could happen. What did repel me was their
hostile attitude toward the fight for the preservation of Germanism and their pitiful wooing of the
Slavic “comrades” who were willing to accept this courtship and make concessions. Otherwise, they
maintained an arrogance and conceit, which gave these insistent beggars their just reward.

At the age of seventeen, | had become somewhat acquainted with the word Marxism and I thought
Socialism and Social Democracy were identical ideas. Again, the hand of Fate opened my eyes to
this unprecedented fraud on the people.

So far, I had encountered the Social Democratic Party only as a spectator at a few mass
demonstrations without gaining any insight into the mind-set of its supporters or the nature of its
doctrine. Now, at one moment, I met face-to-face with the results of its training and who supported its
“World-Concept “. In the course of a few months, I learned something that otherwise may have taken
years—an understanding of a disease masquerading as social virtue and the love of one’s neighbor—
a disease which humanity must free the earth from or the earth would soon be freed of humanity. My
first encounter with Social Democrats was on a construction job.

It was not a good situation from the very beginning. My clothes were still in good shape, my
language was cultivated, and my manner reserved. I had so much to do in dealing with my own Fate
that I couldn’t trouble myself with the world around me. I was looking for work only to avoid starving
and so that I could educate myself no matter how long it took. I might not have paid any attention to
my new surroundings if an event on the third or fourth day had not compelled me to immediately adopt
a new attitude. I was asked to join the organized union.

My knowledge of the trade-union organization at that time was zero. I could not have proved
whether or not it was in any way useful. When I was told I must join, I refused. My grounds for
refusal were that I did not understand the situation, and I would not be forced to do anything. Maybe
this was the reason they did not throw me out immediately. They may have hoped they could convert
me or wear me down within a few days. In either case, they were very mistaken. Within a couple of
weeks, I had reached the end of my rope. During that time, I gained a better understanding of my
surroundings and no power in the world could have forced me to join an organization whose members
acted the way they did.

The first few days I was further annoyed. At noon, some of the men went to nearby bars, while



others stayed on the lot and ate their pitiful lunch. These were the married men whose wives brought
them their soup in heavily-worn bowls. As the week progressed, their numbers grew. I figured out the
reason later. When they finished their soup, they would talk politics.

I drank my bottle of milk and ate my piece of bread somewhere out of the way as I cautiously
studied my new surroundings or considered my misfortune. Still, I heard more than enough and it
seemed that people crept up beside me deliberately, hoping to force me to make my beliefs clear. In
any case, what I heard irritated me to the extreme. They were against everything—the nation—
because they thought it was an invention of the “capitalistic” classes. I heard that constantly! They
were against the Fatherland, as a tool of the privileged-class to exploit the workers; the authority of
law, as a way to oppress the working class; the schools, as an institution to train slaves and slave-
owners; religion, as a means of stupefying the people so they could be exploited; morals, as a symbol
of stupid, sheep-like patience; etc. There was nothing they didn’t drag through the mud.

At first, I tried to stay quiet, but finally I could no longer hold my tongue. I began to express my
beliefs and contradict them. Then, I realized this was useless until I knew more about the points under
dispute, so I began to go to the same sources where they drew their supposed wisdom. Book after
book, pamphlet after pamphlet, I read them all in their turn.

There were often heated arguments on the building lot. I went on struggling, growing more
informed than my adversaries were every day, until one day the ultimate method was used that
vanquishes reason—terrorism and violence. Some of the opposition spokesmen forced me either to
leave the job at once by choice or to fly off the scaffolding on my head. As I was alone and resistance
seemed hopeless, I preferred to follow the former advice, richer by one experience.

I left filled with disgust, but at the same time so agitated that it would have been impossible for
me to turn my back on the whole affair. No! After the spark of the first indignation, my stiff neck once
more got the upper hand. I was absolutely determined to find another construction job just the same.
My decision was strengthened by the fact that I had eaten up what little earnings I had saved in just a
few weeks. I had no choice but to find work. And so the game began all over again, only to end the
same way it had before.

I struggled with all of this. I had to ask, were these human beings worthy of belonging to a great
people? It was a painful question. If the answer were “yes”, the struggle for a national body was
really not worth the effort and sacrifice that the best individuals must make; but if the answer were
“no”, our people were a poor lot as human beings. I was restless and uneasy during those days of
brooding and wondering as I saw the mass of non-nationalistic people grow into a menacing crowd.

With new stronger feelings, I watched the endless rows of Vienna workmen marching in a mass
demonstration one day. For almost two hours, I stood breathless, observing the enormous human
serpent twisting its way past me. At last, depressed and uneasy, I left the square and walked home. On
the way, in a tobacco shop, I saw the Workers’ Times, the official socialist newspaper of the old
Austrian Social Democratic Party. It was also available at a cheap café where I often went to read the
papers, but I had never succeeded in bringing myself to read the trash for more than two minutes at a
time. Its whole tone affected me like intellectual poison. Now, under the depressing effect of the day’s
demonstration, an inner voice pushed me to buy a copy and read it thoroughly, and so I did that
evening, fighting down frequent rage at this concentrated essence of lies.

By reading the Social Democratic press daily, I could study the inner nature of its train of thought
better than from any theoretical literature. What a difference there was between the glittering phrases
in the theoretical writings about freedom, beauty and dignity, and these words in the paper created an
illusion of profound wisdom with some difficulty due to the disgusting moral tone, all written with a



brazen claim of prophecy. The brutal daily press of this doctrine claimed to be the salvation of a new
humanity, but was full of vileness, using every kind of slander, and absolutely full of lies! The theory
is intended for stupid dupes of the middle and upper “levels of intelligence”; the more vile and base
sections were targeted at the masses.

To me, dwelling on the literature and press of this doctrine and organization meant finding my way
back to my own people. What once seemed an impassable gulf now created in me a love greater than
ever before. Only a fool, once he knows about this enormous work of corruption, could still condemn
the victims. The more independent I became in the next few years, the more my insight grew into the
inner causes of Social Democratic success. Now, I understood the meaning of the brutal demand that
only Red newspapers be subscribed to, only Red meetings be attended, only Red books be studied,
etc. With sparkling clarity, I saw right in front of me the inevitable result of this doctrine of
intolerance.

The soul of the great masses of people is receptive to nothing weak or half-way. Like a woman—
whose spiritual perceptions are attracted more by the strength of a leader than the reason of a
follower—the masses love the ruler more than the follower and they find more inner satisfaction in a
doctrine that tolerates nothing that it, itself, has not granted approval and freedom. The masses are
seldom able to make much use of such freedom and are likely to feel neglected if given too much.
They are as unconscious of the shamelessness that intellectually terrorizes them as they are of the
outrageous mistreatment of their human liberty. After all, they have no clue about the doctrine’s
internal error. They only see the ruthless strength and brutality of its expression, which they always
yield to.

If Social Democracy opposes a more truthful, but equally brutal theory, the new theory will win,
even if it requires a battle first. In less than two years, I had developed a clear understanding of both
the doctrine and the technical methods the Social Democrats used to propagate it.

I realized the infamous intellectual terrorism of this movement targets the privileged-class, which
is neither morally nor spiritually a match for such attacks. They tell a barrage of lies and slander
against the individual adversary it considers most dangerous and keep it up until the nerves of the
group being attacked give in and they sacrifice the hated figure just to have peace and quiet again. But
the fools still do not get peace and quiet. The game begins again and is repeated until fear of the
villain becomes a hypnotic paralysis.

Since the Social Democrats know very well the value of power from their own experience, their
storming 1s directed mainly at those whose character has this same quality. Conversely, they praise
every weakling on the other side, cautiously, then loudly, according to the intellectual qualities they
see or suspect. They fear an impotent, weak-willed genius less than they fear a forceful nature with
only modest intellect. Their highest recommendation goes to weaklings in both mind and nature.

They are successful in creating the impression that giving-in is the only way to win peace and
quiet from them while they quietly, cautiously, but unerringly, conquer one position after another,
either by quiet extortion or by actual theft when the public attention is on other things. The public is
distracted and either unwilling to be interrupted or they consider the situation too small to worry
about and believe it is not worth provoking the angry foe again.

These are tactics planned by exact calculation to exploit every human weakness, and it is almost
mathematically sure to be successful unless the other side can learn to fight poison gas with poison
gas. To those who are weak in nature, it can only be said that this is a simple question of survival or
nonsurvival.

To me, the significance of physical terrorism toward the individual and toward the masses was



plain to see. Terrorism on the job, in the factory, in the meeting hall, and at mass demonstrations, will
always be successful unless equal terrorism opposes it.

When the socialist party encounters opposition, it screams bloody murder and yells for help from
the state, only to get what they want in the end. That is to say, it finds some idiot of a high official who
hopes to befriend the Marxists and is willing to crush the current adversary of the socialist party to
gain the party’s favor.

The followers’ and rebels’ success can be understood only by a man who knows the soul of a
people, not from books, but from life. While its supporters regard it as a triumph of right for their
cause, the beaten opponent usually feels future resistance is pointless. The better I understood the
methods of physical terrorism in particular, the more I was able to forgive the hundreds of thousands
who had given in to it. This realization is something I am most profoundly grateful for during that
period of suffering. It gave me back my people and I learned to distinguish the victims from the
deceivers.

The result of this seduction of mankind can only be described as victimization. If in some pictures
of life I have drawn the character of these “lowest” humans, that picture would not be complete
without my assurance that in these depths I found light in the form of extraordinary self-sacrifice,
faithful comradeship, contentment in adversity, and complete modesty, especially among the older
workmen. Even though these virtues were gradually disappearing in the younger generation through
the influence of the big city, there were still many whose good, healthy blood overpowered the
vileness of life. If, in politics, these kind, honest people failed to join together and fill the ranks
instead of our people’s deadly enemies, it was because they couldn’t and didn’t understand the
vileness of the new doctrine and because nobody else bothered to give them any attention, and,
finally, because social conditions were stronger than any rebellion. Sooner or later, the impoverished
were bound to be the victims and they would be driven into the Social Democrats’ camp.

Many times, the privileged-class in a clumsy and immoral manner, formed a united front to
oppose worker demands that were justifiable and based in fundamental humanity, and, they did this
without offering any excuse, without any reason. Therefore, even the most decent of workmen was
driven from the trade-union organizations into political activity.

Millions of workers were inwardly hostile to the Social Democratic Party at first, but their
resistance was overcome by the often pointless and insane way in which the privileged-class parties
opposed any social demands. The inflexible refusal of reasonable demands such as to improve
working conditions, simple safety devices on machines, prevention of child labor, protection for
women—at least during the months of pregnancy—this all helped to drive the masses into the nets of
Social Democracy, which gratefully latched on to every case of similar contemptible sentiments. Our
politicians, our privileged-class, can never rectify these past sins. By resisting all attempts to cure
social ills, it sowed hatred and apparently justified the claim that the Social Democratic Party alone
represented the interests of the working people. Above all, the privileged-class furnished the moral
excuse for the existence of the unions, which have always been the greatest suppliers for the socialist
political party.

During my Vienna apprentice years, I was forced to adopt some beliefs, whether I wanted to or
not, regarding the union question. As I considered them an inseparable part of the Social Democratic
Party, my decision was swift and wrong. I rejected them without hesitation. In this infinitely important
question, Fate itself instructed me and, eventually, I had to overturn my rash judgment. At twenty, I
had learned to distinguish between the union as a means to defend the employee’s general social
rights and to win better living conditions, and the union as a tool of the socialist party promoting the



political class struggle.

The Social Democrats realized the enormous importance of the trade-union movement and that
assured them a position of power. Because the privileged-class failed to understand this importance,
it lost its political position. The privileged-class thought they could sweep aside a logical argument
by a bold denial, and through political force, push the issue down and make it look like an
unreasonable path. It is nonsense and a lie to say any union movement is in itself hostile to the
Fatherland. The opposite is nearer the truth. If union activity envisions and attains the goal of
improving the position of a class that belongs to the pillars of the nation, its effect is not hostile to
state or Fatherland, but is “national” in the truest sense of the word. It is helping to lay the social
groundwork necessary to maintain the nation. Without this groundwork, no education is thinkable. The
trade-union movement gains the highest credit for destroying social cancers by attacking both
intellectual and physical toxins, and thus contributing to the general health of the body of the nation.
To question whether or not a union is a necessity is really pointless. It is obvious they are necessary.
As long as there are employers with little social understanding or even with a faulty sense of justice
and an inability to see what is appropriate, it is not merely the right, but the duty of their employees to
protect the public interest against the greed or unreasonable acts of individuals. The preservation of
honor and faith in a nation is a national interest just as much as the preservation of the people’s health.
The nation’s faith and public health are seriously threatened by unworthy business operators who do
not feel themselves to be members of the people’s community. The evil effects of their greed or
ruthlessness cause serious harm for the future of the nation and the people.

To remove the causes of these problems is a service to the nation. No one can say that every
individual is free to walk away from any supposed injustice. No! Such claims must be regarded as an
attempt to divert attention from the facts. Correcting bad or antisocial elements is either in the nation’s
interest or it 1s not. If correction is in the interest of the nation, we must make war upon the problems
with weapons which offer some promise of success.

The individual worker is never in a position to defend himself against the strength of a large
enterprise. Therefore, this can never be a question of victory for the cause of right versus wrong
because the justice of the cause can be determined by the one in the position of power. If the decision
were based on how just the claim was, people’s sense of justice alone would end the dispute
honorably and amicably, and then things would never even reach the point of a dispute.

If poor treatment drives people to resist, then the struggle can only be decided by superior
strength 1f legal and judicial machinery are not created to resolve these issues. An unjust enterprise
can only be opposed by a group of employees united into a single person if there is to be any hope of
victory.

The organizing of a union may lead to stronger social ties in daily life, and then to the removal of
problems which continue to produce dissatisfaction and complaints. The existing state of
dissatisfaction can be blamed on those who have managed to obstruct all attempts at legal regulation
by using their political influence.

The Social Democrats dug their fingers so deeply into the labor movement that the political
privileged-class failed to understand, or did not want to understand, the importance of union
organization and actively opposed it. In the process of their opposition, they lost sight of their real
purpose and began fighting for different objectives.

The Social Democrats had no intention of allowing the union movement to continue its original
goal. No, that was not what they had in mind. Within a few decades, their trained hands had turned a
method of defending human social rights into an instrument for destroying the national economy. The



interests of the workers had no place in their plans. Even in politics, the use of economic pressure is
a strong extortion tool as long as one side has little or no conscience, and the other side is sufficiently
stupid and has sheep-like patience. Presently, both requirements are fulfilled.

Even by the turn of the century, the labor union movement no longer served its original purpose.
From year to year it was drawn more and more into the sphere of Social Democratic politics, until
finally 1t served only as a battering-ram in the class struggle. The Social Democrats assumed that
continual blows would make the whole economic structure tumble, then the state—deprived of its
economic foundations—would suffer the same fate. The representation of the working people’s real
interests played less and less a part in the Social Democratic agenda. Eventually, political concerns
made relieving the social and cultural problems of the workers undesirable. If the workers were not
distressed and were fully satisfied, and their will was no longer fueled by resentment, there would
have been a danger that they could no longer be used as an army.

Intuitively sensing this development, the leaders of the class struggle fell into such a panic that
eventually they simply refused to bring about any beneficial social improvement and actually took a
decided stand against any improvements for the workers. There was no need to be embarrassed by
such seemingly incomprehensible behavior. They could avoid it by constantly increasing their
demands on businesses, which made the rejection of any proposed improvement appear as if the
business was engaged in a diabolical attempt to cripple the workers’ most sacred rights. Considering
the minimum thinking power of the masses, the Social Democratic success is not surprising.

The privileged-class camp was outraged at these obviously deceptive Social Democratic tactics,
but they still based their actions on the statements made by the Social Democrats. The Social
Democrats’ fear of raising the working class from its abyss of cultural and social misery should have
led their opponents to make supreme efforts to improve the workers’ lives. This would have gradually
twisted the weapons from the hands of the socialist leaders of the class struggle. But this did not
happen.

Instead of attacking and capturing the enemy position of the high moral ground themselves, they
preferred to be squeezed and shoved. Finally in their negotiation battles with the unions, they relented
and gave in to changes that, no matter how far reaching, were insufficient for the socialists. The
Social Democrats easily rejected the changes because it was too little too late. Everything remained
the same except now there was more dissatisfaction than ever among both the workers and the
business owners.

Even then, the “free trade-union” already hung like a menacing storm cloud on the political
horizon and loomed over the existence of everyone. It was one of the worst terrorist instruments
against the security and independence of the national economy, against the unity of the state, and
against the freedom of individuals. This turned the idea of democracy into a ridiculous and disgusting
cliché. It was an outrage against freedom and forever mocked the idea of brotherhood as
demonstrated in the saying, “If you will not be a comrade too, it means a broken skull for you”.

This 1s how I came to understand mankind. Through the years, my views broadened and deepened
but there was no need to change my way of thinking. The more I understood the outer nature of Social
Democracy, the more I longed to understand the inner core of the doctrine. The official party literature
was not very useful here. It is incorrect in both details and in the proof it offers for economic
questions. It is also untruthful in its discussion of political aims. Besides, I was especially repelled
by the dishonest and unethical manner in which it was presented. Sentences are written using a lot of
vague words with unintelligible meanings that are as clever as they are senseless. Only those
unconventional types rotting among us could possibly feel at home in this intellectual maze. They



scrape some “spiritual experience” from this artsy literary manure, and the message is assisted by the
humility of our people who think something is deep and wise just because they don’t understand it.

I gradually built a clear picture of its inner intent by balancing the theoretical untruth and nonsense of
this doctrine with its actual outward appearance.

When I began to understand, fear and horror crept over me. I saw a teaching compounded by ego
and hatred, which according to mathematical law could very well lead to victory, but would then lead
to the end of humanity as well. During this time, I learned about the connection between this doctrine
of destruction and the nature of a people. Up until now, this was unknown to me.

A knowledge of the Jews is the necessary key to grasping the real intentions of Social Democracy.
If a person knows these people, the mask of delusion hiding their aims and the meaning of the party
falls from his eyes, and the ape-like face of Marxism grins at him. As it speaks, a fog of social talk
flows from the ugly smirk on his face.

Today, I still find it difficult, if not impossible, to remember when the word “Jew” first developed
a special meaning for me. I do not remember ever hearing the word mentioned at home during my
father’s lifetime. I think the old gentleman would have considered it uncultured or antiquated to
emphasize the designation at all. In the course of his life, he developed a mixed bag of views, which
had survived in me along with my extreme nationalist sentiments and colored my feelings.

At school, there was nothing to change the ideas I received at home. I did meet a Jewish boy in
secondary-school whom we all treated with caution, but only because experience had taught us to
mistrust him due to his quietness. None of us thought much about this.

I didn’t encounter the word “Jew” very often, not until I was fourteen or fifteen, and then

primarily in connection with political talks. I felt a slight aversion to it and could not help but have an
unpleasant feeling when I became involved in religious arguments. But at that time, I did not see any
other significance.
The city of Linz only had a few Jews. In the course of centuries, they had become outwardly
Europeanized and looked human. In fact, I even thought they were Germans. I did not realize the
nonsense behind this notion because I believed their only distinguishing mark was a strange religion.
Persecution for their religion and hostile comments against them often brought my objection in return.
I had no idea that organized hostility against the Jews even existed.

Then I came to Vienna. I was fascinated by the architecture and preoccupied with my own fate. At
first I was not concerned with the classes of people in the large city. Although there were already
nearly two hundred thousand Jews among the two million people of Vienna, I did not see them. My
eyes and mind could not grasp all the values and ideas in the first few weeks. Only when I began to
settle in did I begin to look more closely at my new world and see the busy scene more clearly. That’s
when I encountered the Jewish question.

I cannot say that the way I encountered it was particularly agreeable. At first, I only saw the
religious aspect of the Jew and for reasons of human tolerance, I maintained my opposition to
religious attacks. The tone of the anti-Semitic press in Vienna seemed unworthy of the cultural
tradition of a great people. I was bothered by the memory of certain happenings in the Middle Ages
which I did not want to see repeated. (4!l through the Middle Ages, Jews were blamed for any bad
occurrence and killed by the thousands at a time. Some cities blamed them for the Black Death
plague. Some areas exiled them or forced them into ghettos, others required them to wear yellow
cloth armbands or buttons, and they were restricted from certain fields of work, all throughout the
Middle Ages.) Since the newspapers in question were not generally considered among the most
outstanding quality, I thought they were the product of angry envy rather than the result of a principle,



even if it was wrong.

My belief was strengthened by what I considered the infinitely more dignified and commendable
way in which the truly great newspapers answered those attacks. They did not even mention them, but
responded with silence. Eagerly I read the world press, the “New Free Press” (a Vienna newspaper);
the Vienna Daily Newspaper (Wiener Tagblatt), etc., and 1 was astonished at how much they offered
the reader and at their objectivity. I also admired their dignified tone. Occasionally, I did not like
their pretentious style, but I thought it might be more acceptable in the bustle of the cosmopolitan city.

Since I considered Vienna such a city, I thought this amateur explanation might be a sufficient
excuse. But the way these newspapers played up stories in the Royal Court’s favor did repel me more
than once. There was rarely an event at the Hofburg Imperial Palace (the palace of the Hapsburg
Dynasty in Vienna, Austria), which was not told to the reader in tones of enraptured ecstasy or grief-
stricken sorrow. When an event dealt with the “wisest Monarch” of all times, it read almost like a
mating dance between lovers.

The whole thing seemed so fake. I thought that such a policy was a stain on the ideal of liberal
democracy. The way they would crawl for the Court’s approval and betray the dignity of the nation.
This was the first bad feeling I developed about the press.

As always, I followed every event in Germany with burning concentration, whether political or
cultural. With proud admiration I compared the rise of the Reich with the sickness and decline of the
Austrian state. Happenings outside Austria were mostly a source of pure pleasure; the less agreeable
events at home often brought worry and gloom. I did not approve of the fight then being carried on
against William Il (the German Emperor and King of Prussia until the Revolution). I saw him not
only as the German Emperor, but primarily as the creator of a German Navy. I was extraordinarily
annoyed when the German parliament forbade the Emperor to speak in Parliament. The prohibition
came from a people who had no reason to object considering the fact that these parliamentary geese
chattered more nonsense in a single session than a whole dynasty of emperors could produce in
centuries.

I was outraged that the heir of the Imperial crown could receive “reprimands” from the
shallowest chattering-institution in a state where every half-wit claimed the right to criticize and
might even be turned loose on the nation as a “lawgiver”. But, I was even more angered when the
Vienna press, which bowed to the lowest member of the Royal Court hoping for some attention, now
expressed doubts about the German Emperor. Their apparent concern seemed more like malice in my
opinion. They quickly claimed they had no intention of meddling in the affairs of the German
Emperor, heaven forbid, but they pretended that by touching a delicate spot in such a friendly way
they were fulfilling a duty resulting from the mutual alliance between the two countries, and at the
same time, discharging their obligations of journalistic truthfulness. Then the finger pushed into the
sore spot and dug ruthlessly into the wound.

Cases like this made the blood rush to my head. This was what gradually made me regard the
great press with more caution. I did have to admit that one of the anti-Semitic papers, The German
People s Paper (Das deutsche Volksblatt), was honorable on occasion.

Another thing that bothered my nerves was the revolting cult of France which the big papers were
then propagating. It was enough to make a person ashamed of being a German. We were constantly
bombarded with praises to the “great civilized nation”. More than once, this wretched spell of
Frenchcaptivation made me lay down one of the “world papers”. In fact, I began to turn to The
German People s Paper more often, which was much smaller, but cleaner in such matters. I disliked
the sharp anti-Semitic tone, but I did occasionally read arguments which gave me something to think



about.

Such stories eventually educated me about the man and the movement which then governed
Vienna’s destiny—Dr. Karl Lueger and the Christian Socialist Party. (Karl Lueger was a member of
the Christian Socialist Party which was an anti-Semitic party. He was also the mayor of Vienna in
1897- 1910, which made him mayor until Hitler was almost 21 years old.) When I came to Vienna, I
was hostile to both. In my eyes, the man and the movement were opposed to political and social
change. However, a sense of common justice forced me to change my opinion gradually as I learned
about the man and his work. Eventually, my opinion grew into admiration.

Today, more than ever, I consider the man the greatest German mayor of all times. But, how many
of my preconceived views were upset by this change in attitude toward the Christian Socialist
movement?! My opinions on anti-Semitism also slowly changed with the passing of time, and this was
the most difficult change I ever went through. It was the most difficult of all my spiritual struggles.
Only after battling for months between understanding and feelings did the voice of reason finally win.
Two years later, feelings followed understanding, and from then on, understanding was the most
faithful watchman and guardian I could have had with me.

During my bitter struggle between emotional ties to what I learned as a child and cold reason, the
streets of Vienna offered me priceless first-hand lessons. The time had come when I no longer walked
blindly through the vast city as I did at first. I kept my eyes open and looked at people as well as
buildings.

Once, as I was strolling through the inner city, I suddenly met a figure in a long caftan with black
curls. “Is that a Jew?” was my first thought. Jews did not look like that in Linz. I covertly observed
the man, but the longer I stared at that alien face, scrutinizing feature after feature, my question
changed from, “Is that a Jew?” to “Is that a German?” As always, I tried to resolve my doubts through
books. For a few coins, I bought the first anti-Semitic pamphlets I had ever purchased in my life.

Unfortunately, they were all based on the theory that the reader grasped or at least was familiar in
principle with the Jewish question. Their tone made me feel new doubts because of the often shallow
and unscientific proofs they offered.

I would relapse to my former way of thinking for weeks, sometimes months. The matter seemed so
monstrous and the accusations so unrestrained that I feared it might be unjust for me to decide one
way rather than another, and again [ became timid and uncertain.

Even I could no longer doubt that this was a question about a people in itself and not about

Germans of a particular religious persuasion. Since I had begun to occupy myself with the question
and to pay attention to the Jew, Vienna had appeared to me in a new light. Wherever 1 went now, I
saw Jews and the more I saw, the more clearly my eye distinguished them from other people. The
inner City and the Districts north of the Danube Canal were especially filled with people who didn’t
look anything like Germans. If I continued to have doubts, my indecision was ended by the attitude of
the Jews themselves. A great movement among many of them, especially in Vienna, sharply
emphasized the special character of Jewry as a separate people: Zionism.
Only some of the Jews approved of this movement, and while the great majority condemned and even
rejected the very idea, the appearance of the movement melted away in an evil fog of excuses, I could
even say lies. So-called liberal Jewry rejected the Zionists as Jews who were impractical and,
perhaps dangerous in their public adherence to Judaism. It made no difference; they were all still
Jews. There was no real separation and they maintained their internal solidarity.

This fictitious conflict between the Zionists and the Liberal Jews soon disgusted me. It was false
through and through and contradicted to the moral dignity and pure character their race had always



prided itself upon.

Morality and purity of character were terms that had their own meaning among these people
anyway. It was obvious from their unclean appearance that they were not waterlovers. I am sorry to
say that this was very clear, even with my eyes closed. I was frequently nauseated by the smell of
these caftan-wearers. In addition, their clothes were dirty and they generally looked poor.

All this was unattractive enough by itself, but one was positively repelled when they realized
uncleanliness went beyond personal filth and into the moral mud-stains of these people. My greatest
concern was the activities of the Jews in certain fields of life. I slowly penetrated this mystery. Was
there any shady undertaking, any form of foulness, especially in cultural life, in which at least one
Jew did not participate? If you carefully punctured this abscess with a knife, like a maggot in a rotten
body who was blinded by the sudden influx of light, you would discover a Kike (ein Jiidlein).

I saw a great burden of guilt fall upon Jewry when I came to understand how it controlled the press,
the influence in art, in literature, and in the theater.

All their slimy declarations now meant little or nothing. It was enough to look at one of the
billboard pillars and study the names credited for the awful movie or theatrical presentations in order
to be firmly convinced of the Jewish problem.

Here they were, infecting the people with a pestilence—an intellectual pestilence worse than the
Black Death of ancient days. This poison was produced and distributed in massive quantities too!
Naturally, the more immoral these artists and producers are, the more they grow. Such a fellow flings
his garbage in the face of humanity like a windmill. Do not forget their unlimited number. For every
one German writer like Goethe, nature plants at least ten thousand of these slimy creatures in the pelt
of humanity where they poison the people with their disease. It was a dreadful but inescapable fact
that the Jew seemed specially chosen by nature in tremendous numbers for this horrible destiny. Are
we supposed to assume that this is the way he 1s “chosen”? At that time, I began to carefully examine
the names of all the producers of these unclean products in the world of art, and this scrutiny only
damaged my attitude toward the Jews more. Though my feelings were outrage times a thousand, I must
surrender to my reason and let it draw the conclusions. It was true that nine-tenths of all the literary
filth, artistic trash, and theatrical nonsense must be attributed to a people constituting scarcely one
onehundredth of the country’s population. It was a plain fact.

I now began to scrutinize even my beloved newspapers from the world press. The deeper I
probed, the more my previous admiration shrank. The style grew more intolerable. I objected to the
content as flat and shallow. The objectivity was transformed into more of a lie than honest truth—of
course the authors were Jews. A thousand things which I had once barely noticed now struck me as
remarkably obvious, while others, which had merely given me something to think about, I began to
grasp and understand.

I now could see the liberal sentiments of this press in a new light. The dignified tone in replying
to attacks, as well as the silent responses, now revealed a trick as shrewd as it was low. Their
enraptured theatrical criticisms always favored a Jewish author, while their disapproval never fell on
anyone except a German. The constant and quiet sneering at William Il revealed they had a deliberate
plan. Their advocacy of French culture and civilization also played into their schemes. The trashy
content of the short stories now became an indecency and I heard sounds of an alien people in the
language. The general sense was so clearly harmful to everything German that it could only be
intentional. But who had an interest in this? Was it all mere chance? Gradually I became unsure.

My development was accelerated by the insights I gained into a series of other matters. This was the
general display of manners and morals openly shown by most of Jewry.



The street again offered some truly ugly object lessons. The relationship of Jewry to prostitution
and, even more, to white slavery itself could be studied in Vienna more so than in probably any other
Western European city, with the possible exception of southern French seaport towns. If a person
walked the streets and alleys of Leopoldstadt (Leopold Town) in the evening, all along the way you
could see things which remained hidden from the great majority of the German people. (Leopoldstadt
is a district in Vienna separated from the main city by the Danube waterways. The area was
heavily Jewish and considered a ghetto.) These things remained secret until the First World War
gave the soldiers on the Eastern front an opportunity, or rather forced them to see similar happenings.

It sent a chill down my spine when I first realized the Jew was the manager of this immoral trade
among the scum of the city. He was icy calm and shamelessly businesslike which made me fuming
angry. Now, I no longer evaded discussing the Jewish question. Now I wanted to discuss it. [ had seen
the Jew in every area of cultural and artistic life, then I suddenly encountered him in another spot
where I would have least expected to see him, and I recognized the Jew as the leader of Social
Democracy, the Marxists, and that is when the blinders fell from my eyes. Suddenly, a long, spiritual
struggle came to an end. I was astonished how easily my fellow workmen changed their minds over a
question. Often their opinion changed within a few days, sometimes even within a few hours they
turned around. I could hardly understand how people who individually held reasonable views could
suddenly lose them the moment they came under the spell of the masses. It was enough to drive a
person crazy. | would argue for hours and finally believe 1 had broken the ice or cleared up some
piece of nonsense they had in their heads. I would feel pride in my success and then the next day, |
would be stressed to find out I had to begin all over again. It had all been for nothing. Their crazy
opinions seemed to always swing like a pendulum.

I could understand how they felt. They were dissatisfied with their place in life. They cursed Fate,
which often dealt them such hard knocks; they hated the businessmen, who seemed to be the heartless
tools of Fate, and criticized government offices, which in their eyes had no sympathy for the workers’
situation. They demonstrated against food prices and marched through the streets in support of their
demands. All this I could understand, but what I could not understand was the boundless hatred they
felt for their own nation—the way they despised its grandeur, the way they defiled its history, and the
way they dragged great men in the gutter.

This struggle against their own kind, their own nest, their own homeland, was as senseless as it
was incomprehensible. It was unnatural. They could temporarily be cured of this vice, but only for
days or for weeks at the most. Later, if one met a supposed convert, he may have fallen back into his
old self against his fellow men. His unnatural tendencies would again have him in their grip.

I gradually came to realize that the Social Democratic press consisted mostly of Jews, but I attached
no particular importance to this situation.

Circumstances were the same at the other newspapers. One thing was remarkable to me; there
was not one paper where Jews worked that I would have considered a proud national voice that was
in line with my concept of national pride.

I forced myself to at least make an attempt at reading this Marxist journalism, but the more I did,
the more I disliked it. I now tried to get closer to the manufacturers of these mischievous words. From
the editor on down, they were all Jews. I picked up every Social Democratic pamphlet I could and
looked up the author’s name. Jews. I noticed the names of almost all the leaders. Most of them were
also members of the “chosen people”, the Jews, whether they were representatives in the government
or secretaries of the unions, chairmen of organizations, or street agitators. The same uncanny picture
was continually repeated. I will never forget the names of Austerlitz, David, Adler, Ellenbogen, and



others.

One thing was plain to me now. The leadership of the party whose petty representatives I had to
fight my most violent battles with for months consisted almost exclusively of an alien people. I then
had the happy satisfaction of knowing for certain that the Jew was no German. Now, for the first time,
I became thoroughly familiar with the corrupter of our people.

Living one year in Vienna had been enough to convince me that no worker is too inflexible to
yield to greater knowledge and superior enlightenment. I had gradually become an authority on their
own doctrine, which I used as a weapon in the battle for my convictions. Success was almost always
on my side.

The great mass of people could be saved, even if it was only by the greatest sacrifice of time and
patience. But no Jew could ever be freed from his opinion.

In those days, I was still childish enough that I would try to explain the madness of their doctrines
to them. In my own little circle, I talked until my tongue was sore and my throat was hoarse and
thought I must succeed in convincing them how destructive their Marxist madness was, but the very
opposite was the result. Growing insight into the destructive effect of Social Democratic theories
only increased these people’s determination.

The more disputes I had with them, the better acquainted I became with their arguing techniques.
First, they would count on the stupidity of their adversaries, and then, if there was no way out, they
pretended to be stupid themselves. If all else failed, they claimed they did not understand, or, being
challenged, they would instantly jump to another subject and talk about obvious truths. If these were
agreed on, they immediately applied them to entirely different matters. When they were caught off
guard, they would avoid the conversation and claim they had no knowledge or understanding of the
issue. No matter where you seized one of these apostles, your hand grasped slimy ooze, which
spurted through your fingers, only to unite again the next moment. If your argument really gave a man a
shattering defeat in front of others, he could do nothing but agree. You might suppose that this was one
step forward, but how surprised you would be the following day! The next morning you will find that
Jew has not even the slightest memory of yesterday and continues to repeat his old mischievous
nonsense as if nothing at all had happened. When pressed about the previous conversation, he would
pretend astonishment and could remember nothing at all except the truth of his statements, which he
felt had been proven the day before.

Frequently I was simply paralyzed. It was hard to know what to admire the most: their fluency or their
artistry in lying. Gradually, I began to hate them.

There was one good result in all of this. My love for my own people was bound to grow just as
fast as the expansion of Social Democracy. After all, considering the diabolical skillfulness of these
seducers, who could possibly condemn their poor victims? It was unbelievably difficult for me to
master and overcome the contradictory lies of this race! Any success with people who twisted the
truth was immediately turned around. They would make a statement one moment to counter your
argument, then the next moment use the same reasons they just tried to discredit in order to prove their
own point! No. The better I became acquainted with the Jew, the more I could forgive the worker.

In my opinion, those to blame were not the workers. The blame fell squarely on those who did not
think it worthwhile to sympathize with their own kinsfolk. With those who would not give to the hard-
working son of the national family what was his by the iron logic of justice. The blame fell on the
same seducer and corrupter who should be placed against the wall.

Stimulated by the experience of daily life, I now began to search for the sources of the Marxist
doctrine itself now that I had come to understand its effect in detail. Every day, its success caught



someone’s attention, and with a little imagination I could see where the results were leading us. The
only question remaining was whether the founders had foreseen the results of their creation in its final
form or whether they were victims of error. I felt that both answers were possible.

On one hand, it was the duty of every thinking person to force his way into the front ranks of the
cursed movement and try to prevent it from going to extremes. On the other hand, the actual creators
of this national disease must have been true devils. Only in the brain of a monster—not a human being
— could an organization’s plan take shape that would eventually result in the collapse of human
civilization and the desolation of the world.

If this were the case, the last hope was battle. A battle by every weapon which the human mind,
understanding, and will could grasp, no matter who Fate blessed.

I began to familiarize myself with the founders of this doctrine in order to study the foundations of
the movement. [ was able to obtain results sooner than I had even dared to hope because of my new, it
not yet profound, knowledge of the Jewish question. That alone allowed me to compare its realities
with the theoretical shuffling by the founding apostles of this Social Democracy movement. It had
taught me to understand the language of the Jewish people, who speak to conceal, or at least veil,
their thoughts. Their real purpose is often not in the writing itself, but sleeping snugly between the
lines.

This was a time when my spirit experienced the greatest upheaval it has ever endured. I turned away
from a weak set of political notions and into a fanatical anti-Semite.

Once more and for the last time, restless, uneasy, and oppressive thoughts came to me in my extreme
anxiety.

I had researched the work of the Jewish people during long periods of human history, and
suddenly I was struck by the alarming question of whether the mysteries of Fate had irrevocably
determined that the final victory was not the destiny of our little people for reasons unknown to we
puny humans. The Jews are a people which live for this earth alone. Could they have been promised
the earth as their reward? Do we have an objective right to fight for selfpreservation or is this just an
illusion? I buried myself in the teachings of Marxism and gave calm, clear consideration to the work
of the Jewish people. Fate itself gave me my answer.

The Jewish doctrine of Marxism denies the noble goal of Nature and sets mass and dead weight
of numbers in place of the eternal privilege of strength and power. It denies the value of personality in
man, disputes the significance of nation and race, and deprives mankind of the essentials of its
survival and civilization. As a foundation of the universe, Marxism would be the end of any order
conceivable to man. The result of applying such a law could only be chaos. Destruction would be the
only result for the inhabitants of this planet. If, through his Marxist faith, the Jew conquers the peoples
of this world, his crown will be the death and destruction of all mankind. Earth would again move
uninhabited through space as it did millions of years ago. (Hitler originally said thousands of years
ago in the very first edition, but it was changed in the second printing. Although, it could be
considered correct either way because he was talking about humanity.) Eternal Nature takes
revenge for violation of her commandments. I believe I am acting today in the spirit of the Almighty
Creator. By standing guard against the Jew, I am defending the work of the Lord. 3. GENERAL
POLITICAL CONSIDERATIONS OF MY VIENNA PERIOD

Generally, a man should not be active in public politics under the age of thirty unless he is of
extraordinary talent. The reason is obviously that before that age, he has been building a general
platform from which he can examine the various political problems and build his own beliefs. Only
after he has established a fundamental World-Concept and has stabilized his own way of looking at



the individual questions of the day, should the man who is at least achieved an inner maturity be
allowed to guide the community politically.

Otherwise, he is in danger of either changing his previous positions on fundamental questions
once he realizes he was wrong or clinging to a view which he no longer supports or may even be
against. This will make it politically difficult for his followers to maintain their faith in him. Their
old unshakable solid belief will be upset because he now appears to be undecided himself. To
followers, such an about-face of their leader, means complete confusion in addition to their feeling of
shame in front of those they have previously attacked over the issue. The second alternative brings
about a result which is particularly common today. The leader continues to publicly claim he believes
in what he had previously said. He then becomes more hollow and superficial and eventually
becomes more corrupt. He no longer dreams of working seriously for his political ideals; no one dies
for something he does not himself believe in, and his demands upon his followers grow greater and
more shameless to compensate for his own insincerity until at last he sacrifices his remaining
fragment of leadership and begins to play the political game for the sake of politics alone.

He has joined that class of people whose only real conviction is absence of conviction coupled
with a bold and shamelessly well-developed skill at lying. Unfortunately for decent people, if such a
fellow moves into big government, the essence of his politics is limited to a heroic battle for
permanent possession of his position to maintain his political life for himself and his family. The
more his wife and children cling to him, the more stubbornly he will fight for his seat. If only for this
reason, he is the personal enemy of every other man with political instincts. In every new political
movement he senses the possible beginning of his end. In every greater man he senses a danger which
may threaten him. I will have more to say about this sort of Parliament (bed)bug later.

Even a man who is thirty years old will have much to learn in his life, but what he learns will
merely fill out and complete the picture which his fundamental World-Concept presents to him. His
learning will be more than a mere re-learning of principles. It will mean learning more, understanding
better. His followers will not have to choke down the uneasy feeling that up to this time he has misled
them on some matter. On the contrary, the visible organic growth of the leader will give them
satisfaction since his learning seems to be the deepening of their own doctrine. In their eyes, this is an
argument that proves the truth of their views. A leader who has to abandon the platform of his World-
Concept because he realizes it is mistaken is honorable if he admits his view was faulty and 1s ready
to correct his conclusions. He must then give up any further public political activity as well. Since he
has already fallen victim to error once in building his fundamentals, the possibility of a second lapse
is always present. He has no right to ask for, let alone demand, the confidence of his fellow citizens.
We can judge from the general moral corruption of the group who feel called upon to be politicians
that such 1deas of honor are not practiced today.

Many feel called, but rarely is one truly chosen.

I believe I was more concerned about politics than many others, but I avoided making any public
appearances. Only in very small groups did I talk about what inwardly moved or attracted me. This
kind of intimate talking helped me a lot. I did not learn much about “speaking”, but I came to know
people through their primitive views and objections. In doing so, I trained myself and wasted no
opportunity to further my education. There was nowhere in Germany that could have provided such a
favorable opportunity as I found in Vienna, Austria at that time.

Judging by its extent, general political thinking in the old Danube Monarchy ( the Hapsburg
Monarchy of Austria) was larger and more inclusive than in the old Germany of that period, except in
parts of Prussia, Hamburg, and the coast of the North Sea. The Austrian part of the great Hapsburg



Empire was settled by Germans and was in every respect the cause of that state’s creation. The
population alone had the strength to support cultural life for centuries, yet was still politically
artificial. The more time passed, the more the existence and future of that state came to depend on the
preservation of this German seed of the Empire.

If the old Monarchs were the heart of the Empire—forever sending fresh blood into the
circulation of state and cultural life—then Vienna was the brain and strength of the nation. On the
outside, this city looked like it had the strength to rule as the queen over a huge group of people. Her
splendid beauty caused the deadly signs of mental deterioration to be forgotten.

No matter how the interior of the Empire was shaken by the bloody turmoil between individual
nationalities, the world outside, and Germany in particular, saw only the charming image of this city.
The illusion was easier to accept because the Vienna of this time seemed to be taking its last and
greatest visible rise. Under the rule of a mayor who was a true genius, the inspiring Residence of the
Kaisers of the old Empire rose up to a wonderful new life. The last great German born to the colonist
people of the Ostmark was not officially included as a “statesmen”, but as Mayor of the “Capital City
and Imperial Residence” of Vienna; Dr. Lueger, made magic with his achievements in every field,
whether it was community, economic, or cultural policy.

He strengthened the heart of the entire Empire and as Mayor, he became a greater statesman than all
the so-called “diplomats” of the time put together.

The fact that the collection of races called “Austria” went to its doom in no way discredits the
political ability of Germans in the old Eastern territories.

That was the impossible and inevitable result of trying to maintain a State with fifty million
people of various nationalities for any length of time without definite principles being established.

The German-Austrian had always been accustomed to living within the framework of a great
Empire and had never lost his feeling for the work this involved. He was the only one who could see
beyond his own front yard all the way to the frontier of the Empire. When Fate moved him from the
Fatherland, he still tried to preserve for Germany what his fathers had once squeezed out from the
East through battle. We must not forget that this is what happens even when a man is separated from
his country. The best men’s hearts and memories never ceased to feel for the common mother country
and always reserved a fragment for the homeland.

Even the general outlook of the German-Austrian was broader than others. Frequently, his economic
connections embraced almost the entire Empire.

Almost all the really great enterprises were in his hands. He was the source for most of the
personnel used for management, technicians, and officials. He conducted the foreign trade because
Jewry had not yet laid their hands on this special domain. Politically, he alone held the State together.
Even his military service took him far beyond the narrow limits of his homeland. The German-
Austrian recruit might join a German regiment, but the regiment was just as likely to be stationed in
Herzegovina as in Vienna or Galicia. The officers were still Germans and so were the higher ranking
civil servants.

Finally, art and science were also German. Aside from the trash that has come out recently, which
could have been made by any negro tribe, the Germans alone possessed the true inspiration for art. In
music, architecture, sculpture, and painting Vienna was the primary source of this artistic wealth
which supplied the whole Dual Monarchy and never seemed to run out. (7he Dual Monarchy was the
Austrio-Hungarian Monarchy which was the union forming the Hapsburg Monarchy.) Germans
were the pillar of all foreign policy with the exception of a small body of Hungarians. Nevertheless,
every attempt to preserve the Empire was useless since the most essential requirement for its



preservation was missing. For Austria there was only one possible way of overcoming the scattering
of the individual states. The states had to be centrally governed—an organized internal government—
or it would fail.

When the Highest officials were temporarily thinking clearly, they realized this truth, but it was
quickly forgotten or set aside because they believed it would be too difficult to accomplish. Thoughts
of a more united version of the Empire were bound to go wrong because there was no strong state
instigator, no one with dominant authority. The internal status of the Austrian state was very different
from that of the German Empire as Bismarck shaped it. In Germany, it was only a question of
overcoming political traditions since a common cultural basis was always there. Germany was
primarily made up of only one group of people aside from small alien fragments. In Austria, the
situation was reversed.

Except for Hungary, the individual countries had no political memory of their own grandeur, and
among the people, that memory had been eliminated.

Now, nationality and racial forces began to develop again, which was increasingly difficult to
overcome as national states began to form along the edge of the Monarchy. The people of these states,
racially related or similar to the individual fragments within Austria, now began to exert a stronger
attraction than the German-Austrian could. Even Vienna could not hold out for long in this conflict.

When Budapest had grown large enough to rival Vienna, their mission was not to hold together the
distant parts of the Empire, but rather to strengthen one part. Within a short time Prague followed the
example of Budapest, and later on came Lemberg, Laibach and others. These places were raised from
small provincial towns to national cities which created rallying centers for an independent culture.
Through this, the local national instincts acquired a spiritual foundation and gained a more profound
hold on the people. The time was sure to come when the interests of each country would become
stronger than their common imperial interests. Once that stage had been reached, Austria’s doom was
sealed and the Empire would fall apart.

These developments after the death of Joseph II were plain to see. ( Joseph Il was co-regent or
co-ruler with his mother, Maria Theresa, for much of his reign. He is known for his efforts to unify
the Kingdom, but his diplomatic skills were poor. When his brother, Leopold 11, succeeded him, he
tried to restore relations by giving concessions to those Joseph Il had alienated.) The rapid growth
of these areas depended on a series of factors that included the Monarchy itself and the Empire’s
position in foreign politics. If the battle to preserve the state was to be fought to the finish, only a
central government as ruthless as it was persistent could possibly succeed. In that case, it was
necessary to establish a uniform state language that would emphasize the unity of the people and
furnish the government with a technical tool necessary to maintain a unified state. Only then could a
consistent state awareness be created through the schools. This could not happen in ten or twenty
years, it was something that would take centuries; however, in all questions of developing a country, a
large goal is more important than momentary efforts.

Both administration and political leadership must be conducted with rigid unity. I learned a lot
when I discovered why this was not done and why this did not happen. The person guilty of this
omission was the one who was completely responsible for the collapse of the Empire. More than any
other state, Old Austria depended on the greatness of its leadership. The cornerstone of a national
state was missing. The basis of a national state is the people and they still have the power to sustain it
no matter how bad the leadership is. Thanks to the natural activity of its inhabitants and the power of
resistance that results from that independence, a unified national state can often survive the worst
administration or leadership without being destroyed. A body like this often seems to have no life at



all, as if it were dead and gone, then suddenly what appeared to be a corpse rises up and gives
mankind astonishing signs of its indestructible life force.

However, this is not true of an empire composed of different people who are living under a
common strong arm of leadership and not connected by common blood. In this situation, governing
weakness does not lead to the hibernation of the state, but to an awakening of all the individual
instincts which are present in the blood of the various groups. Even if they are unable to grow under
the influence of a single dominant will, the individual elements will still rise. Only centuries of
common education, common tradition, and common interest can reduce that danger. This is why the
younger a state structure is, the more they depend on the greatness of their leadership. In fact, the
work of strong, outstanding figures and intellectual heroes often collapses immediately after the death
of the great, lonely founder.

Even after centuries, however, these dangers cannot be considered defeated. They are sleeping
and often will suddenly awake the moment weakness in a common leadership is felt. The force of
education and the grandeur of tradition are no longer strong enough to overcome the native life force
in the various races.

It is the House of Hapsburg’s fault that this was not understood. Fate gave one of them the
opportunity to change the future of his country, but that flame of hope was extinguished forever. In a
state of panic, Joseph II, Roman Emperor of the German Nation, saw how his leadership was being
driven to the outside edge of the Empire. It was eventually going to disappear in the whirlwind of a
corrupt people unless everything that his fathers had failed to do was fixed at the last minute. The
“Friend of Mankind”, Joseph II, decided he would use superhuman strength and try to correct in a
decade the centuries of neglect by his forefathers. If he had been given just forty years for his task,
and if only two generations had continued the work he had begun, the miracle would probably have
succeeded. But, he died after ruling barely ten years. He was worn out in body and soul and his work
followed him to the grave, to sleep forever, without reawakening. His successors had neither the
intelligence nor the will to get the job done.

When the first sparks of a new age began to flash through Europe, the revolution set Austria on
fire. When things started really rolling, those flames were fanned more by the people than economic,
social, or even general political causes.

The Revolution of 1848 ( The European Revolutions of 1848 were known in some countries as
the Spring of Nations, Springtime of the Peoples or the Year of Revolution. This wave of revolution
caused political upheaval throughout the European continent.) was a class struggle everywhere
else, but in Austria, it was the beginning of a new war between nationalities. At that time, the German
man forgot or didn’t realize his origin and sealed his own fate by entering the service of the
revolutionary uprising. He helped to stir up the spirit of Western Democracy that soon deprived him
of the foundation for his own existence. Without first deciding on a common state language, the
formation of a parliamentary representative body had laid the foundation for the end of German
supremacy in the Monarchy. From that day on the state was lost. Everything that happened after that
was the historical liquidation of an Empire.

Watching the Empire dissolve was as moving as it was instructive. The execution of a historical
sentence took place in a thousand different ways. The fact that most people walked blindly through the
resulting decay only proved that it was God’s will to destroy Austria. I do not want to get lost in
details; that is not my purpose. I only want to provide information about those processes which still
have importance for us today and which helped to establish my political way of thinking, like the
unchanging causes of the decay in the people and the state.



The institutions that most clearly demonstrated the decay inside the Austrian Monarchy was the
Parliament or Reichsrat as it was called in Austria, which should have been the strongest institution.
This was obvious even to the half-blind, privileged-class Philistine.

The model for this group was obviously in England, the land of classical “Democracy”. That
excellent parliamentary structure was transferred almost directly to Austria with as little alteration as
possible. In the House of Deputies and the House of Lords, the English twochambers of government
were resurrected. Only the “Houses” themselves were somewhat different. When Barry built his
palaces, or, as we say the Houses of Parliament, on the shore of the Thames, he could take the
inspiration for his work from the history of the British Empire. (Barry was Sir Charles Barry, an
English architect who, after a fire, rebuilt the Palace of Westminster which is the English
Parliament building in London.) In that history he found sufficient material to fill and decorate the
magnificent corridors. His statues and paintings made the House of Lords and the House of Commons
temples dedicated to the glory of the nation.

Here was Vienna’s first problem. When Hansen, the Danish architect, ( Theophilus Hansen was a
master of the Historicism of the period, which interpreted in Classicist, Byzantine and
Renaissance style in Vienna, where his buildings include the Musikverein concert hall , 1869, the
Stock Exchange, 1877, and the Parliament building, 1884.) finished the new marble house of the
peoples’ representatives, there was nothing he could do but borrow from Antiquity for decoration.
Now, Roman and Greek statesmen and philosophers beautify this theater of “Western Democracy”.
With symbolic irony, the four-horse chariots above the two houses pull away from each other and
toward the north, south, east, and west. This was a perfect expression of what was going on inside at
the time.

As an insult and irritant, these “nationalities” objected to any glorification of Austrian history in this
building. It was the same in Germany where no one dared to dedicate the Wallot Reichstag Parliament
building with an inscription to the German people until the First World War battles were underway.

( Paul Wallot was the architect of the German Reichstag Parliament Building completed in
1894.) Before 1 was twenty, | had mixed feelings the first time I went into the splendid building on the
famous Ring Street to see and hear a sitting of the House of Deputies. I had always hated the
Parliament. It wasn’t the institution I hated because as a lover of freedom, I could not imagine any
other kind of government. As a result of my attitude toward the Austrian House of Hapsburg and their
ruler, the thought of any sort of similar dictatorship would have seemed a crime against liberty and
reason.

One of the main reasons for this was the fact that my constant newspaper-reading as a young man
had given me protection without me even realizing it. There was a certain admiration for the English
Parliament, an admiration I could not get rid of very quickly. According to the great reports in our
newspapers, the dignity with which even the lower House fulfilled its duties impressed me greatly.
How could there possibly be any nobler form of self government for a people? For that very reason, |
was an enemy of the Austrian Parliament. The way that the whole thing was carried on seemed to me
unworthy of its great model. The following considerations also influenced my attitude: the fate of the
German race in the Austrian state depended upon its position in the Austrian Parliament. Until the
introduction of secret ballot voting for all men, there was still at least a small German majority in
Parliament, even if it was an insignificant one. Even this was dangerous. The national attitude of the
Social Democrats was unreliable, and in crucial questions concerning German character, they always
fought against German interests to avoid losing their followers among the various alien peoples. Even
in those days, Social Democracy could not be considered a German party. The introduction of



universal voting, however, destroyed the German numerical superiority. There was no longer any
obstacle to the further deGermanization of the state.

The instinct of national self-preservation made it impossible for me to welcome a representative
system where the German element was not represented properly, but was instead betrayed by the
Social Democratic fraction. These defects could not be attributed to the parliamentary system as such,
but rather to the Austrian State. I still believed that if the German majority could be restored in this
representative body, there would be no need to oppose such a system as long as the old Austrian State
continued to exist.

This was the opinion I held when I entered those sacred and coveted halls. For me, they were

sacred only because of the radiant beauty of that majestic building. A Greek wonder on German soil.
Soon, though, I was outraged at the wretched spectacle that happened right before my eyes! There
were several hundred representatives present who were expressing their opinions on a question of
economic importance.
The events of the first day alone gave me enough to keep me thinking for weeks. The intellectual
content of what they said was at an extremely depressing level, that is, if you could understand their
chatter at all. Some of the gentlemen didn’t speak German. They only sputtered in their Slavic mother
tongues or dialects. Now I had a chance to hear with my own ears what I had previously known only
from reading the papers. It was a wild commotion with gesturing, yelling, and interruptions in every
tone of voice. In the middle of it all was a harmless old man who was trying his best to restore the
dignity of the House by violently ringing a bell and shouting in a soothing way, then in warning tones.
I could not help laughing.

A few weeks later, I visited the chamber again. The scene was transformed beyond recognition.
The hall was almost empty. Down below, people were asleep. A few deputies were in their seats,
yawning at one another while one of them “spoke”. A Vice President of the House was present and he
looked over the chamber with visible boredom.

I had my first misgivings, but I kept looking in on meetings whenever I could possibly find time. |
watched what was going on quietly and attentively, listened to as much of the speeches as was
understandable, studied the more or less intelligent faces of the chosen representatives of the nations
in this sad state, and then gradually formed my own ideas.

A year of calm observation was enough to absolutely change or rather destroy my former opinions
on the nature of the institution. I no longer objected to the distorted form Parliament had assumed in
Austria. No, now I could no longer acknowledge Parliament as a government body at all. Up until
now, I had only seen the ruin of the Austrian Parliament in the lack of a German majority, but now I
saw destruction in the whole nature and character of the institution. I saw a whole new series of
questions that needed to be answered.

I began to familiarize myself with the democratic principles of majority rule as the foundation of
the whole institution, but I was equally attentive to the intellectual and moral values of the gentlemen
who were the chosen members of the nations and who were supposed to pursue this goal. I became
familiar with both the institution and the men who made it up.

Within a few years, my perception and understanding allowed me to form a clear and
wellrounded image of the most dignified figure of modern times, the Parliamentarian. He made an
impression on me in a way which had never significantly changed. The object-lessons of this first-
hand experience had again preserved me from smothering in a theory which many people find so
seductive at first glance, but which is actually a sign of decay in mankind.

The Democracy of the West today is a forerunner of Marxism, and without it, Marxism would be



unthinkable. It alone gives this plague the surface on which to grow. Its outer form—the parliament
style of government—is a “monstrosity of filth, and fire”, but the creative fire seems to me burnt out at
the moment. (Hitler s humorous use of this quote is from J. W. von Goethe's Faust where Faust calls
Mephistopheles, “You are the birth/monstrosity of filth/crap, and fire”.) 1 am grateful to Fate for
approaching me with this question in Vienna. I am afraid that if I had been in the Germany of that time,
it would have made the answer too easy. If my first encounter with the ridiculous institution called
Parliament had been in Berlin, I might have made the error of believing the opposite. With good
reason, I may have joined those who saw the salvation of the people and Empire solely in
strengthening the power of the Imperial structure and remained a blind stranger to the current times
and to human nature.

In Austria, it was impossible to make this mistake. If Parliament was worthless, the Hapsburgs
were worth even less. To oppose the idea of a parliament was not enough because the question of
“what now?” would still be there. The abolition of the Parliament would have only left the House of
Hapsburg as a governing power. This idea was especially unbearable to me.

This particular case was so difficult it made me as a youth take a closer look than I would have
otherwise. What struck me first and gave me the most food for thought was the obvious lack of any
individual responsibility. No matter how disastrous the result, no one is responsible or accountable
for the passage of a Parliamentary resolution. Is all responsibility nullified when Parliament retires
for the evening after making a catastrophic decision? Or perhaps responsibility is dissolved with the
election of a new Parliament or formation of a new coalition? Can any majority which is unable to
make a decision ever be held responsible? Isn’t the very idea of responsibility not firmly connected
with people? Can anyone make the head of a government accountable if he acts based on the decision
made by a crowd of people? Instead of developing constructive ideas and plans, is the business of a
statesman actually the art of making a flock of sheep understand his plan? Is it his job to explain and
coach them on common sense so that they will grant him their generous approval, or is his job instead
to improve the nation? Should a statesman possess a gift of persuasion greater than the statesman’s
ability to conceive great political measures and make them happen? Is a statesman incompetent if he
fails to win over a majority of votes to support his policy in an assembly, which has been called
together as the chance result of an electoral system that is not always honestly administered? Has this
parliamentary crowd ever understood any idea before it was a success? Isn’t every accomplishment
of genius 1in this world the result of the one genius going against the inertia of the masses? What is the
statesman supposed to do if flattery fails to win the crowd’s approval for his plans? Is he supposed to
accept it? Is he supposed to abandon the tasks which he knows are vital to the people and go home or
retire? Does he quit even if he knows failure resulted from the stupidity of his fellow citizens? Or is
he to stay regardless? In a case like this, doesn’t a man of real character fall into hopeless conflict
between his insight and his honorable intentions? Where is the dividing line between duty to the
community and duty to one’s personal honor? Shouldn’t every true leader refuse to be degraded by
acting as a political juggler? On the other hand, shouldn’t every juggler feel a call to go into politics
since the ultimate responsibility falls on some undefined mob and not him? Must our parliamentary
majority lead to the total destruction of the leader concept? Can anyone believe that this world comes
from the brain of majorities and not from the heads of individuals? Or does anyone believe that we
can someday do without this essential aspect of human civilization, the individual? Can we not say
that today more than ever before, the creative brain of the individual is indispensable? By rejecting
personal authority and substituting the mass of the crowd, the parliamentary principle of majority-rule
sins against the basic aristocratic idea of Nature. However, we must represented in the present



community leaders.
admit that Nature’s idea of nobility is not necessarily decadence of our upper ten-thousand
government and

If he has learned to think independently, the reader of Jewish newspapers can hardly imagine the
havoc brought on by the institution of modern democratic parliamentary rule. This rule is the main
reason why our whole political life is so overrun with the inferior figures of today. A true leader is
bound to withdraw from political activity that consists largely of trading favors and haggling for the
approval of a majority rather than creative work and achievement. This kind of activity only attracts
small minds, not great thinkers.

The smaller the mind of this petty man who sees politics as a trade, the more clearly he
recognizes his own misery and the more loudly he will praise a system which does not demand great
strength or genius. He is contented with the slyness which makes an efficient town clerk and probably
even prefers this hollow wisdom to the true wisdom of that great democratic creator in Athens known
as Pericles. (Pericles was a great speaker and statesmen in ancient Greece known for a period
called the “Age of Pericles”.) That sort of simpleton shouldn’t be plagued with responsibility for his
actions. He 1s far beyond the reach of such worries because he knows that no matter what the results
are of his “statesmanlike” confusions, his end has been written in the stars for a long time. Someday,
he will have to give in to another and equally “great” mind. It is a sign of decay when the number of
“great” statesmen increases as the quality of the individual statesmen declines.

The quality of the individual statesman is bound to become less important as his dependence on
parliamentary majority grows. After all, great minds will refuse to be the servant of silly
incompetents and windbags. On the other hand, the representatives of the majority or the stupid, hate
nothing more than a superior brain.

It 1s always a consoling feeling for one of these select men from some insignificant town to know
that they have a leader whose wisdom is equal to their own. This way each man occasionally has the
pleasure of letting his intellect sparkle. Besides that, each citizen feels that he has a chance to one day
rise to the top. If this other man of limited ability can do it, why not me. If John can be boss, why not
Paul? This new invention of democracy has a quality which recently has grown to a real scandal. The
cowardice of our so-called “leadership” is obvious. How lucky for them that when it comes to any
decisions of importance, they can hide behind the skirts of the majority! Just take a close look at one
of these political doormats. He begs for the approval of the majority for every action in order to
guarantee he has an adequate number of accomplices so he can unload all responsibility! That is the
main reason why this sort of political activity is disgusting and hateful to any decent and courageous
man. It attracts the most contemptible characters. Anyone who will not take the personal
responsibility for his actions and runs for cover to avoid responsibility is a cowardly villain.

Once a nation has put despicable leaders like these in place, the people’s punishment will be
swift. Representatives will no longer have the courage to make any decisions and would rather accept
abuse, defamation, even dishonor as long as they do not have to pull themselves together and make a
real decision. After all, there is no one left who is ready to take responsibility for himself and carry a
difficult decision through.

Never forget that a majority cannot replace a man. A majority always represents stupidity and
cowardice. A hundred cowards do not make a hero any more than a hundred fools make a wise man.
The less responsibility the individual leader has, the more would-be politicians will feel they are
called upon to devote their pitiful “gifts” to the nation. They are not even able to wait for their turn.
They stand in a long line, sadly counting the people ahead of them and marking off the minutes until it



will be their turn to board this political train. They wait a long time for any change in the office they
have fixed their eye on, and are grateful for any scandal which thins the ranks ahead of them.
Occasionally, someone refuses to move from his office, which makes the ones in line feel like there
has almost been a violation of a sacred promise. Then, they grow spiteful and do not rest until the
bold politician holding onto their office is ousted. After that, he won’t hold office again anytime soon.
If one of these creatures i1s forced to give up his post, he will immediately try to crowd into the
waiting lines again, that is, unless he is prevented by the yelling and abuse from the others.

The result is an alarmingly rapid change in the important posts and offices, and the result is
always bad and sometimes catastrophic. Fools and incompetents will not be the only victims of this
custom, but the real leader will be affected if Fate can still manage to put a true leader in this
position. The moment people recognize him, they form a united front of resistance, especially if
someone of any intelligence intrudes on this group without rising from their own ranks. They want to
keep every position of power among themselves, and they all hate every mind which might be a “one”
among all the “zeros™.

They may be dimwitted and slow in other areas, but in this one, they are sharp and focused. The
result 1s an ever-spreading intellectual wasteland in the government. For state and nation, the effect
can easily be judged by anyone who is not one of these so-called “leaders”.

Old Austria had parliamentary government in its purest form. The prime minister was appointed
by the Emperor and King, but even this appointment was simply the will of Parliament and the trading
of favors, for individual posts was typical just as in Western Democracy.

The intervals between the replacement of one person by another gradually became shorter, finally
ending up in a wild relay chase to see who could gain the office first. Each change reduced the quality
of the “statesman” until finally only the petty-type of political juggler remained. The qualities of
statesmanship 1n these people were valued according to their skill in piecing together one temporary
alliance after another and in their ability to manipulate the pettiest political deals. This is the only
kind of political activity suited to the abilities of these representatives.

The city of Vienna became a school which offered the best insights in this field. I was very
interested in comparing the knowledge and ability of these popular representatives with the jobs they
were supposed to be doing. This was necessary in order to understand the intellectual horizon of
these who were chosen by the people. One could not help but think seriously about the processes that
discovered these “magnificent figures in our public life”. It was worthwhile to thoroughly study how
the real talents of these gentlemen were used in the service of their country. In other words, to analyze
thoroughly their step-by-step procedure.

We must be objective in considering an institution whose members think it is necessary to refer to
“objectivity” in every other sentence as the only just basis for any judgment or belief. Anyone who
examines these gentlemen for themselves can only be astonished at the result. The parliamentary life
looked more and more desolate as one penetrated its structure and studied the people and principles
of the system in a spirit of ruthless objectivity.

If you do consider the matter with absolute objectivity, the parliamentary principle is wrong.
There is no other principle as wrong as the parliamentary principle. We can say this without even
referring to the way the election of the honorable deputies takes place, the way they get into office,
and the way titles are given to them. Only in a tiny fraction of cases are the offices filled based on
widespread desire and certainly it does not stem from any need. It is obvious to anyone that the
political understanding of the masses has not reached the point where they can arrive at political
views on their own. They are incapable of picking out the most qualified person. What we always



call “public opinion” is based only on individual experience or knowledge. Most public opinion
results from the way public matters are presented to the people through an overwhelmingly
impressive system of controlled information. Just as religious beliefs are the result of education, the
political opinion of the masses is the result of an often incredibly thorough and determined assault on
the mind and soul.

By far the greater part of political “education” or propaganda is the work of the press. It is the
press which primarily takes care of the “work of enlightenment” and acts as a sort of school for
adults. This means the teaching materials are not in the hands of the state, but in the clutches of
characters who are motivated by their own interests. As a young man, Vienna gave me the best
opportunities to become intimately acquainted with the owners and manufacturers of this mass-
education machine. At first, I was astonished to see how quickly this evil power succeeded in
producing a particular opinion among the public, even though the meaning may be twisted or a flat-out
false representation of public desire. A few days were enough to turn some ridiculous affair into a
momentous act of state, while vital problems were generally forgotten or simply erased from the
memory of the masses.

In the course of a few weeks, the press could conjure up names out of nothing and attach the
incredible hopes of the public to them. Suddenly they would become more popular than a really
important man may ever enjoy in a lifetime. These were names which no one had even heard of only a
month before. At the same time, old and stable figures of government or public life simply ceased to
exist as far as the world was concerned, or they were buried under such rudeness that their names
soon risked becoming symbols of wickedness or dishonesty. If we are to understand this process, we
have to study this infamous Jewish way of magically drenching the clean garments of honorable men
with the slop buckets of filthy libel and slander from hundreds of directions at once. We must study it
if we are to understand the real danger from these journalistic villains.

There i1s nothing these powerful intellectual newspaper rogues would not do if it allowed him to
accomplish his disrespectful ends. He sniffs his way into the most secret family affairs and he does
not rest until his nosiness has rooted up some awful situation which will serve to cook the unlucky
victim’s goose. If he does not uncover anything in public or private life, he resorts to slander. He has
a deeply-rooted belief that some of it will stick. Even if there are a thousand contradictions in his
claims, after it is repeated a hundred times by all his accomplices, the victim usually can’t put up a
fight at all. This pack of scoundrels will never admit their actions affect mankind, and they certainly
would never admit that they even understand what they are doing.

Heaven forbid! These idle and dishonest people are like squids that hide in a cloud of truth,
proclaiming “journalistic duty” and other lies while attacking the rest of the world in the sneakiest
way possible. They congregate at congressional meetings and conventions to confirm the tedious talk
about their journalistic duty and the honor they do to society. Then this species bows to pay their
respects to one another and with it they end their meeting. This insidious group manufactures more
than two-thirds of all so-called “public opinion”, and this is where parliament obtains their strength.

To describe all of this in detail and prove its lies and falsehoods would take volumes. But putting
all this aside, if we just look at the product and its effect, I think this will be enough to show how this
crazy business works in such a way that even the most innocent and skeptical person will understand.
The quickest and easiest way to understand this senseless and dangerous deviance is by comparing
democratic parliament systems with a genuine Germanic democracy.

A body of five hundred men, or even recently, women, is chosen, whose duty is to make a final
decision on all kinds of issues. They alone are effectively the government. Even though they may



choose a cabinet, which on the outside is supposed to manage the affairs of state, this is only for
show.

In reality, the government cannot take any step without first getting permission from the general
assembly. Consequently, it is not responsible for anything since the final decision does not rest with
anyone in the government, but with the majority of Parliament. In any case, the government simply
carries out the will of the majority. Its political capacity can really only be judged by its skill in either
conforming to the will of the majority or convincing the majority to switch to its side. This reduces it
from being a real government to being a beggar at the feet of the majority. Its most urgent job is to gain
the favor of the existing majority or to try to set up a more agreeable new majority. If it succeeds, it
can continue the political game for a little while longer. If it does not succeed, it must quit. Whether
its intentions are right or wrong are not even considered. This eliminates all responsibility for
anyone’s actions or decisions.

It does not take a lot of thinking to figure out what the results will be. The five hundred
representatives of the people present a disjointed and usually a pitiful picture if you look at their
dissimilar occupations or their varied political abilities. Surely no one would assume that those
elected by the nation are chosen because of their ability to reason or their intellect. I hope no one is
foolish enough to think that hundreds of statesmen can emerge from ballot boxes which have been
stuffed by those who themselves only posses an average intelligence. We can never denounce sharply
enough the silly idea that geniuses are discovered through general elections. The average nation only
finds a real statesman once in a blue moon, not a hundred at a time. The masses will oppose any
outstanding genius because it is their instinct. A camel can pass through the eye of a needle sooner
than a great man can be “discovered” by an election. (Matthew 19:24 is the Bible verse about a
camel passing through the eye of a needle which is referenced by Hitler, similar passages also
appear in the books of Mark and Luke.) History has always shown that those who rose above the
average level did so through the driving force of an individual personality. Now we have five
hundred people of mere modest ability voting on the most important issues of the nation and installing
a government which requires the approval of the exalted five hundred. This government in turn learns
that to secure its position it must carry out the policy of the five hundred. Unfortunately, the policy is
actually created by five hundred people and it carries the same shabby appearance.

Even if there were no question about the ability of these representatives, we must remember how
varied the problems are that are waiting to be solved and in how many totally separate fields answers
and decisions have to be given. We can easily understand how worthless a government institution 1s
that entrusts the right to make a final decision to a mass meeting of people among whom only a few
have any knowledge and experience in the matter being discussed. The most important economic
measures are presented to a forum where only a tenth of the members have any economic training.
This 1s simply putting the final decision on an important matter in the hands of men who lack the skills
to deal with it intelligently.

That is how it ends with every question. Things are always settled by a majority of ignoramuses
and incompetents, since the membership of this institution never truly changes. The problems
presented extend to almost every field of public life and would require a constant change of
parliamentary leaders to judge and vote on them. After all, it is impossible to let the same people deal
with matters of transportation and with a question of important foreign policy. Otherwise, they would
all have to be geniuses in every area and this does not happen once in centuries. Even worse, they are
not “brains” at all, but only narrow, conceited, and arrogant amateurs and intellectual pretenders of
the worst sort. In fact, that is the reason for the incomprehensible carelessness these ruling classes



display when they make decisions on matters that even the greatest minds would find stressful.
Measures of vital importance for the whole state—actually the fate of the people and the entire race
—are treated as if they are a game of Sheepshead or Tarot, which would be a more suitable pursuit
for such people. (Schafkopf or Sheepshead is a card game common in Bavaria; Tarot is fortune
telling by cards.) Of course, it would be unfair to say every deputy in parliament has no sense of
responsibility. That is not the case at all. But by forcing the individual member to make up his mind
on questions which are not in the realm of his talents, this system gradually corrupts the character of
every member. Nobody 1s going to have the courage to say, “Gentlemen, I do not think we know
anything about this matter. I, personally, at any rate, certainly do not”. It would not make any
difference if he did state his objection because that kind of frankness would not be understood in this
crowd and people would not let such an honest ass spoil everyone else’s game. Anyone who knows
human nature will understand that in such a situation, nobody likes to be the dunce, and in certain
circles, honesty is a synonym for stupidity.

So, a representative who begins by being honorable is forced down the crowded path of lies and
cheating. He believes that an individual withdrawing from a decision would not make any difference
in the eventual outcome of the group decision and this kills every honest impulse that a person may
feel.

He will end up telling himself that he personally is far from the worst and that by joining in, he might
prevent worse things from happening.

Some may object by saying even though the individual deputy may not have any special
understanding of a particular matter, his belief is based on the direction given by his party, by his
politics. The party has its separate committees, and he feels they are more than sufficiently informed
by experts. At first glance, this seems to be true. But then comes the question, why choose five
hundred when just a few of them possess the necessary wisdom needed to adopt a policy in important
matters? Yes, there is the true difficulty in the whole system. The basis of our present democratic
parliament is not to form an assembly of wise men, but instead put together a herd of nobodies who
are dependent on the intellect of everyone around them. They become easier to lead in a certain
direction as their abilities decrease. This is the only way party politics can be carried on. This is the
only way it is possible for the puppeteer to remain hidden in the background without ever being
personally held accountable for what he does. Then, every decision, no matter how harmful to the
nation, i1s blamed on a whole party and not just one mischievous culprit pulling the strings. All
responsibility disappears because responsibility can only exist if an individual makes a decision and
not an association of parliamentary windbags.

Only an evil creature of the night, fearful of daylight, could approve of this institution, while
every honest man who accepts personal responsibility for his own actions must find it disgusting.
Consequently, this kind of democracy has become the tool of that race whose real purpose forces it to
hide its actions from sunlight where others might see now and forever. Only the Jew can praise an
institution as dirty and deceptive as himself.

On the other side, we have the true Germanic democracy consisting of a free election. This leader
1s bound to assume full responsibility for everything he does. In this format, there is no roll call of a
majority on individual questions, but only the rule of an individual who has to support his decisions
with his property and his life. To anyone who objects by saying no one would be willing to devote
himself to such a risky responsibility under those conditions, there is but one answer: thank God. It is
the very purpose of a Germanic democracy to keep every unworthy political climber who might by
chance fall into the office from gaining any power in the government of his fellow man through the



back door. The very magnitude of this responsibility is meant to scare off weaklings and
incompetents.

If such a fellow should try to sneak in any way, it is easier to find and harshly punish him: “Get
away, you coward! Step away, you are stinking up the stairway. The front steps to the Pantheon of
history are not for cowards, but for heroes!” I arrived at this opinion after watching the Vienna
Parliament for two years. Then, I stopped going. Parliamentary government was largely responsible
for the ever-increasing weakness of the old Hapsburg state during the previous few years.

The more its work shattered German supremacy, the more a system of playing one nationality
against another gained ground. In the Parliament Building itself, this was always at the expense of the
Germans and eventually at the expense of the Empire. By the turn of the century, it had to have been
obvious to any fool that the central force of the Monarchy could no longer overcome the individual
countries’ attempts to break loose. On the contrary, the more terrible the methods became that were
used by the state for selfpreservation, the more universally the state was hated. In Hungary and in the
individual Slavic provinces, the people did not identify themselves with the Monarchy so they did not
feel its weakness was shameful to them. Instead, they were rather pleased at the signs of senility
because they preferred the Monarchy’s death to its recovery.

The complete collapse of Parliament was only prevented by giving in to humiliating concessions
that consisted of inappropriate demands. Of course, the Germans had to foot the bill. In Austria,
defense of the State depended on playing off the various nationalities against one another. But the
general line of development still bore down on the Germans. When the Imperial succession gave
Archduke Francis Ferdinand more influence, the increase of Czech authority really began to
accelerate with his support from above. This future ruler of the Dual Monarchy used every means
possible to promote and encourage the removal of the German element, or at least to cover it up.
Through the civil servants, purely German towns were slowly but surely pushed into the danger-zone
of mixed language. In Lower Austria, this policy progressed even quicker and many Czechs already
considered Vienna “their” greatest city.

The family of the new Hapsburg Monarchy spoke only Czech. The Archduke’s lower class wife, a
former Czech countess, belonged to a group who held their fear of Germans as a tradition. His
primary purpose was gradually to set up a Slavic state in Central Europe built on a strong Catholic
foundation as a defense against Orthodox Russia. The Hapsburgs commonly made religion the servant
of their political idea and this had a disastrous effect on Germans.

The results were more than sad in several respects. Neither the House of Hapsburg nor the
Catholic Church received the expected reward. The Hapsburgs lost their throne and Rome lost a great
state. By putting religious elements to work for political purposes, the Crown awakened a spirit that it
had not dreamed was possible. When they attempted to completely exterminate German culture in the
old Monarchy, the response was the PanGerman movement in Austria. This movement wanted to unify
all German language speakers and German ethnic people into a single German state.

By the Eighteen-eighties, the Manchester Liberalism ( a political, economic, and social
movement of the Nineteenth-century originating in Manchester, England, which challenged the
existing economic system), which was fundamentally Jewish, had reached the peak of influence in the
Dual Monarchy. Like everything in old Austria, the reaction against it was primarily founded on
nationalistic and not social considerations. Self-preservation forced German elements to defend
themselves with the greatest force. Economic considerations slowly gained an important influence,
but only as an afterthought. Two parties emerged from the general political turmoil—one had a
nationalistic tendency and the other more social—and both were extremely interesting and instructive



for the future.

After the crushing conclusion of the War of 1866 ( also called the Seven Weeks War between
Austria and Prussia with Germans on both sides, it gave Prussia control over most smaller
German states), the House of Hapsburg considered retaliation on the battlefield. The death of
Emperor Maximilian of Mexico prevented a closer alliance with a France. (Emperor Maximilian I of
Mexico was Austrian born and part of the Hapsburg-Lorraine Royal House. He was installed with
the help of the French in 1864 as a monarch of Mexico but was overthrown and executed in 1867.)
His unfortunate expedition was blamed on Napoleon III, and his desertion by the French soldiers
aroused universal anger. But even then the Hapsburgs were lying in wait.

If the War of 1870-71 ( the Franco-Prussian war, the Prussian victory restored the German
Empire) had not turned out to be such a triumphant march, the Vienna Court would probably still have
ventured the bloody game of revenge for Sadowa (the German name for Sadova, a village in the
Czech Republic). When the first remarkable and unbelievable but true tales of heroism came from the
battlefield, the so called “wisest” of all Monarchs realized the timing for revenge was inappropriate
and tried to make the best of a bad situation by accepting it with grace.

The heroic struggle of those years produced an even greater miracle. The Hapsburgs showed new
attitudes but it never meant there was a change of heart, just pressure from the current situation. The
German people in the old Eastern Territories were carried away by Germany’s joyful intoxication in
victory and were deeply touched by the resurrection of their fathers’dream which became a reality.
Make no mistake, even in the Czech city of Koniggratz, the German-spirited Austrian saw the tragic
but inevitable need for the resurrection of the Empire, an empire which could not be contaminated
with the stench of the old German Confederation. (Koniggratz is a reference to the Battle of
Koniggratz where Prussia defeated Austria and this became the first step in the formation of the
German Empire.) Above all, he learned by bitter personal experience that the House of Hapsburg had
at last completed its historical mission, and that the new Empire must only choose the Kaiser as a man
whose heroic spirit made him worthy of the title “Crown of the Rhine”.

The spirit of Fate, which bestowed this honor upon the descendant of a House that in the distant
past had given the nation a shining symbol of national praise in Frederick the Great—a symbol to last
forever—that Fate deserves great praise.

After this great war, the House of Hapsburg began to slowly and with desperate determination
exterminate the dangerous German element in the Dual Monarchy. Without any doubt, this was the
purpose of the policy which eliminated the German element in favor of Slavs. At that moment, the
resistance of these people who were marked for total destruction flamed up in a way new to German
history.

For the first time, patriotic and nationally-minded men became rebels. They were rebels against a
way of government that would lead to the destruction of their own nationality and not rebel against
state or nation. For the first time in recent German history, the customary patriotism for a dynasty was
distinguished from the patriotism of national love for the Fatherland and its people by open conflict.
The Pan-German movement of German-Austria in the Eighteen-nineties receives credit for clearly
and unmistakably realizing that a state has the right to demand respect for its authority only when it is
for the protection and in the interest of its people, or at least will not cause any harm. State authority
cannot exist as an end in itself or any kind of tyranny would become sacred and untouchable.

If the government is driving a nationality to its destruction, the rebellion of every member of that
people is not merely a right, but a duty. Whether or not this condition exists is not shown by
theoretical stories, but it is shown when force is used against the people and in the success of effort to



suppress the nationality.

Of course, every governing power claims their responsibility is to uphold the authority of the state
no matter how badly they have abused that authority, even though it has betrayed the interests of a
nationality a thousand times over. In fighting such a power and in winning freedom or independence,
the peoples’ instinct for self-preservation will have to use the same weapon used by its adversary.
That is to say the battle will be carried on by “legal” means as long as the power which is being
overthrown also uses legal methods, but the insurgents should not hesitate to use illegal means if the
oppressor employs them.

Never forget that the highest purpose of man’s existence is the preservation of his own kind and
not the maintenance of a state or government. The question of legality is secondary if the survival of
the race is at stake and they may be pushed aside or destroyed. Even though the methods used by the
ruling power are a thousand times “legal”, the self-preservation of the oppressed is always the most
noble justification for a struggle using any and every weapon. The truth of this statement can be seen
by anyone, and this earth’s history shows tremendous examples in the wars of independence against
inward or outward enslavement of peoples.

The law of humanity is above the law of the state. However, if a people are defeated in their
struggle for human rights, this means those people are not favored on the scale of Fate and they are not
slated to remain on this world. The world will not be possessed by those who are weak-willed.

Using Austria as a clear and striking example, it is easy to see how a tyranny can wrap itself up in
so-called “legality”. The legal power of the state once rested with the anti-German foundation of the
Parliament with its non-German majority and on the equally anti-German ruling House. These
elements embodied the entire authority of the state. Any attempt to change the German-Austrian
people through these groups would have been nonsense.

Consequently, our admirers of the “legal” way as the only “permissible” one, and those admirers
of the state’s authority itself were bound to think that all resistance must be abandoned because it
could not be carried on by legal means. This would have inevitably meant a quick end to the German
people under the Monarchy. The German element was saved from that Fate only by the collapse of the
state.

The theorist with his thick glasses hanging off his nose would rather die for his doctrines than for
his people. He believes that since men made laws for themselves, men should thereafter exist for the
laws. To the credit of the Pan-German movement in Austria, and to the horror of all amateur
theoreticians and other state worshipers, the Pan-German movement swept away this nonsense.

While the Hapsburgs were trying to close ranks on the German element by whatever means
possible, this party struck back and ruthlessly attacked the “exalted” ruling House itself. The party
was the first to dig into the rotten state and open the eyes of hundreds of thousands. The Pan-German
movement deserves the credit for rescuing the love of the Fatherland from the embrace of this sorry
dynasty.

When it first began, the party had such an extraordinary following that it threatened to become a
regular landslide, but its success did not last. By the time I arrived in Vienna, the movement had long
since sunk into complete insignificance and was overtaken by the Christian Socialist Party. The whole
process of the Pan-German movement’s growth and decline and the Christian Socialist Party’s
unheard-of rise was a classical example for study and of great importance to me.

When I came to Vienna, my support was totally on the side of the Pan-German movement. The fact
that people had the courage to stand up in Parliament and shout “Heil Hohenzollern!” (Hail to the
Hohenzollern Prussian Dynasty!) impressed and delighted me. I felt a happy confidence because



they continued to regard themselves as only temporarily separated from the German Empire and not a
moment passed without announcing the fact. It seemed to me that the only remaining road to salvation
for our people was to speak out without hesitation on every question concerning the German element
and never to compromise. But I could not understand why, after its first magnificent rise, the
PanGerman movement could collapse. I understood even less how in the same period, the Christian
Socialist Party (which focused on the privileged-class and Catholic priests) had built an enormous
power base. It was just then reaching the peak of its fame.

While [ was attempting to compare the two movements, Fate gave me the best instruction I could have
hoped for and helped me to understand the reason behind this puzzle.

I began my deliberation with the men who must be considered the leaders and founders of the two
parties: Georg von Schonerer and Dr. Karl Lueger.

( Georg Ritter von Schonerer was a well known nationalist politician in Austria who was
AntiSemitic, Anti-Slav, Anti-Catholic and Pro Pan-German. He formed the Pan-German Party.) In
purely human terms, they both tower above any so-called parliamentary figures. In the swamp of
general political corruption, they remained pure and above reproach. My personal compassion was
on the side of the Pan-German, Schonerer at first and gradually extended to the Christian Socialist
leader, Dr. Karl Lueger. Schonerer’s ability seemed to be much better and he was a more solid
thinker on problems of principle. He realized the inevitable end of the Austrian State more clearly
and more correctly than anyone else. If the German Empire had listened to his warnings about the
Hapsburg Monarchy, the catastrophe of Germany’s First World War against all of Europe would
never have happened.

Schonerer could grasp the inner nature of a problem but was completely unsuccessful as a judge
of men. This was Dr. Lueger’s strong point. He was a rare judge of human nature and was careful to
never view men as better than they are. Consequently, he primarily dealt with the practical
possibilities of life of which Schonerer had little understanding. Everything the Pan-German
Schonerer thought was theoretically true, but he did not have the strength or ability to explain this
theory to the masses. He could not express it in a way that the common people, with limited
understanding of the issue, could comprehend. Therefore, all his insight was just the wisdom of a seer
and could never become a reality.

This lack of understanding when it came to human nature eventually led to errors in judging the
strength of the movements as a whole and the old traditions. Lastly, Schonerer recognized that these
were questions worthy of a World-Concept , but he did not realize that only the broad masses of
people can be the foundation of such, almost religious, convictions. He did not see how the fighting
spirit in the privileged-class circles was so badly limited. They had no fighting will because of their
economic position. The individual who is afraid may lose too much will and hold himself back and
avoid risk. In general, a WorldConcept can only hope for victory if the broad masses—the foundation
of the new doctrine—are prepared to fight the necessary battle.

His inability to understand the importance of the lower classes gave him an inadequate
understanding of the social problem. In this way, Dr. Lueger was Schonerer’s opposite. Lueger’s
thorough knowledge of human nature allowed him to judge the possible forces of men, and, at the
same time, prevented him from judging the power of existing institutions. This may have been what
led him to use the masses as a means to accomplish his goals.

He very well understood that the political fighting strength of the upper level of the privileged-
class in modern times was small and not sufficient to assure victory for a great new movement. In his
political activity, he put the most emphasis on winning over the population whose daily life was



threatened. This stimulated rather than paralyzed their fighting spirit. He was also willing to use
every instrument of power available to win the favor of powerful existing institutions and derive the
greatest possible advantage for his own movement from the old sources of power. He aimed his new
party chiefly at the middle-class, which was threatened with destruction, and thus assured himself of
an almost unshakable following—a following that was ready for great self-sacrifice and full of
stubborn, dogged-fighting determination. His relation to the Catholic Church was built up with infinite
shrewdness, and soon attracted so many of the younger clergy that the old clerical side of the party
was forced to either abandon the field of battle or, a wiser choice, to unite with the new party.

We would be doing the man a serious injustice if this was the only characteristic we saw in him.
Besides being a shrewd tactician, he had the qualities and the genius of a truly great reformer, but all
these were limited by the resources he believed were available and also by his own capabilities.

This truly outstanding man set himself a completely practical goal. He wanted to capture Vienna.
Vienna was the heart of the Monarchy. The last remnants of life went out from this city into the sickly
and aging body of the rotten Empire. The healthier the heart became, the more quickly the body could
heal. The idea was right in principle but could only be put in practice for a limited time. That was the
weakness of the man. What he achieved as Mayor of the city of Vienna is immortal in the best sense of
the word, but that did not enable him to save the Monarchy. It was too late.

His opponent, Schonerer, had seen this more clearly. Dr. Lueger was extremely successful in
putting his plans into practice, but this did not give him the result he hoped for. Schonerer did not
have the ability to accomplish what he wanted. What he dreaded most finally happened and to a
frightening degree. (The Prime Minister proclaimed civil servants were to be required to speak
Czech as the official language in Bohemia which excluded German speakers from applying for
government jobs. Soon thereafter Schonerer lost support due to his strong views and active
opposition.) So neither man reached his ultimate goal. Lueger was too late to save Austria, and
Schonerer was too late to preserve the German people from destruction. It is extremely enlightening
for us today to study the causes of both parties’ failure. It is particularly useful for my friends, because
today conditions are not very different from conditions then. By looking back, we can avoid the same
mistakes that brought about the end of one movement and made the other sterile.

In my opinion, there were three reasons for the collapse of the Pan-German movement in Austria.
First, there was only a vague idea of the importance of the social problem, which is particularly bad
for a new and revolutionary party. Schonerer and his followers primarily focused on the privileged-
classes so the result was bound to be tame and weak. Although its individual members would never
suspect it, the German privileged-class, especially the upper privileged-class, is opposed to war to
the point of self-surrender in matters of nation or state. In times when the government is functioning
well, this inclination is the reason why this class of people is extraordinarily valuable to the state.
However, in times when the government is functioning badly, they become absolutely catastrophic. In
order to fight a serious battle, the Pan-German movement would have to devote itself to winning over
the masses. It did not do this. From the beginning, it was deprived of the basic drive needed to
support a wave of momentum and allow it to build. Without this support, it subsided quickly. If you do
not realize this principle and carry it out from the beginning, the new party can never recover from
this omission later. When a large, moderate, privileged-class element is captured, the movement’s
beliefs will always be directed along their pre-existing ideas, and then any chance of winning strength
from the common people is lost. After that, the movement can never progress beyond weak arguing,
pale wrangling, and criticism. We can no longer find a religious-like faith and a willingness for self-
sacrifice. They are replaced by a process that gradually wears away the rough edges of the questions



in dispute resulting in “constructive” collaboration, which in this case means acknowledging the
existing state of affairs. Ultimately they wind up in a satisfyingly-corrupt peace.

That was what happened to the Pan-German movement. It did not start by recruiting its followers
from the great mass of common people. It became “privileged-class, respectable, and restrained”.
This mistake gave birth to the second cause of swift decline. By the time the Pan-German movement
arose, the German element’s situation in Austria was already desperate. From year to year, the
Parliament had strengthened its intent to slowly destroy the German people. Any hope of rescue lay in
the removal of this institution.

This raised a question of fundamental importance for the movement. In order to destroy the
Parliament, should it be done from the inside or the outside? They went in and came out beaten. They
had no choice but to go in because fighting such a power from the outside means being armed with
unshakable courage and ready for infinite sacrifice. In this situation the bull must be seized by the
horns. We will take a lot of sharp blows and are often knocked down in this kind of fight. We may
even have shattered limbs, but we must stand up again. Victory rests with the bold attacker only after
an extreme struggle. The magnitude of the sacrifice is the only way to attract new fighters for the
cause. This must continue until determination is rewarded with success. For that purpose, the children
of the great masses of the people are needed. Only they would be determined and persistent enough to
fight the battle to the bloody end. The Pan-German movement did not control these great crowds.
There was no choice but to go into Parliament.

It would be a mistake to think that their decision was the result of a long spiritual consideration.
No, they never considered any other option. Being a part of this nonsense was just the concrete result
of vague i1deas concerning the importance and meaning of taking part in an institution which they
recognized as wrong in principle. In general, they probably hoped it would be easier to enlighten the
broad masses of the people by grabbing the opportunity to speak in front of a “forum of the whole
nation”. Also, it seemed obvious that an attack from inside the root-ofthe-evil would be more
successful than an outside. They believed the screen of parliamentary immunity would add to the
safety of the individual fighter and the force of the attack would only be increased.

What actually happened was quite different. The forum the Pan-German deputies spoke to had
become smaller, not larger. No one can speak and reach a larger audience by using reports and
summaries. The only audience they will reach is the circle which can either hear or already accepts
them.

The greatest direct forum of listeners is not found in the chamber of a Parliament, but in great, public
mass meetings.

Public meetings provide thousands of people who have come simply to hear what the speaker has
to tell them. In the Chamber of Deputies, there are just a few hundred listeners and most are there just
to receive extra pay and not to be enlightened by the wisdom of some “honorable representative of the
people”. It is always the same audience and they will never learn anything new because they lack the
intelligence and the desire to open their minds.

Not one of these representatives will bow by choice to superior truth and then adopt it as his
cause. No, nobody ever does this unless he hopes that by changing, he can save his seat for another
session. These “models of manhood” make it their business to move over to the other party only if
they suspect they could be more successful and then only when there are noises that the previous party
is not going to do well in the upcoming election. The shift usually takes place in the middle of an
explosion of loudly-voiced moral concerns to explain the reason for their change. Consequently, a
great migration always begins when an existing party seems to be disliked so much that a crushing



defeat is threatened. The parliamentary rats abandon the party ship.

This has nothing to do with superior knowledge or intentions. It is just a clairvoyant gift that
warns the parliamentary rodents in time to fall into a new, warm, party bed. Speaking in front of such
a “forum” is really just casting pearls before swine (Matthew 7:6, meaning, it is a wasted effort to
reveal pearls of wisdom to people who plan to reject us or do not appreciate the value). 1t is really
not worthwhile and the result is nothing. The Pan-German deputies could talk until their throats were
sore without effect.

The press either responded with dead silence or they distorted the speeches from the parliament floor
so much that any meaning was twisted or lost.

Public opinion consequently formed a very bad impression of the new movement’s purposes.

What the individual gentlemen said made no difference because the meaning depended on how it was
written up in the newspaper. Only a small portion of their speeches were covered, and this was so
disjointed, it seemed like nonsense. That is exactly the impression that was intended by the press. The
only forum they really spoke to consisted of barely five hundred parliamentarians and that explains
why they never reached the public. The worst part was that the Pan-German movement could only
count on success 1if it understood from the beginning that the problem was about a new World-Concept
and not about a new party. Nothing less could stir up the necessary inner strength to fight this gigantic
battle to the end. Only the best and bravest minds were of any use as leaders. Unless they are heroes,
ready to sacrifice themselves and lead the fight for a new concept, there will be no soldiers ready to
follow them and die for the cause either. A man who is fighting for his own existence has nothing left
over for a common cause.
While the new movement may offer fame and honor among generations to come, today it can offer
nothing because it is nothing. The more a movement has open posts and positions which are easy to
obtain, the more people who are zeros will step forward to fill them. Finally, these political
daylaborers overrun a successful party so much that the honest fighter of the early days no longer
recognizes the old movement, and the new arrivals strongly object to him as an intruder. And thus
ends any such movement’s “mission”.

The moment the Pan-German movement sold its soul to Parliament, it naturally gained
“parliamentarians” instead of leaders and fighters. It sank to the level of one of the ordinary political
parties of the day and lost the strength to courageously fight to the death. Instead of fighting, it learned
to “speak” and “negotiate”. The new parliamentarian soon preferred and believed it was less risky to
fight for the new World-Concept with the “intellectual” weapons of parliamentary eloquence rather
than to throw himself into a battle whose result was uncertain, possibly risking his own life. With this
mindset, nothing could be gained.

Now that the party had people in Parliament, the followers outside began to hope for and expect
miracles, but that of course, never happened and never could happen. They quickly became impatient.
Even what they heard from their own deputies didn’t satisfy the voters. This was easy to explain since
the hostile press was careful not to give the people a truthful picture of the Pan-German deputies’
work.

The more the new representatives acquired a taste for the gentler style of “revolution” in
Parliament, the less they were willing to return to the more dangerous work of enlightening the large
masses of the common people. For this reason, the mass meetings that were truly effective, directly
personal, and a way of exerting influence and possibly winning over a large number of the people,
were abandoned.

When the beer table of the meeting hall was finally exchanged for the auditorium of Parliament,



and the speeches were poured into the heads of the so-called “chosen” and not to the people, the Pan-
German movement ceased to be a people’s movement and quickly sank into a club for academic
discussions. The bad impression given in the newspapers was no longer corrected by personal
testimonies at meetings and finally the word “PanGerman” left a very bad taste in the mouths of the
common people.

One thing all the champions with ink-stained fingers and fools of today should take to heart is that
the great upheavals in this world have never been guided by a pen. The only job of the pen has been
to explain them in theory. Since the beginning of time, the force that started the great religious and
political landslides of history has been the magic power of the spoken word alone.

The great masses of a people yield only to the force of speech. All great movements are people’s
movements. They are volcanic eruptions of human passions set off either by the cruel Goddess of
Desperation or by the torch of the word as it is thrown to the masses. They are not the sweet words of
smooth-talk, literature, and heroes. Only a storm of hot passion can change the “Fate of a People”.
Passion can only be aroused by a man who feels it inside himself. Only the possessor of passion can
give the words that will open the gates to a people’s heart like a hammer.

A man who has no passion and whose mouth is closed has not been chosen by Heaven as a
Messenger of its Will. Let writers stick to their ink-pens and do “theoretical” work if their
intelligence and ability will let them. He has not been born or chosen to be a Leader.

Amovement that hopes to achieve great things must be alert and keep its connection with the
common people. Every question must be considered from that standpoint and decided with that view.
A movement must avoid anything that might reduce or even slightly weaken its ability to influence the
masses. Without the mighty force of a great people, no great ideas, however noble and exalted, can
possibly be achieved. Harsh reality alone must determine the path to the goal. An unwillingness to
take difficult roads in this world too often means abandoning the goal. When the Pan-German
movement emphasized its activity in Parliament and not among the people, it lost the battle for the
future and received a cheap, momentary success in its place. It chose the easier battle which made it
no longer worthy of the final victory.

I thought through these particular questions very thoroughly in Vienna. In my effort to understand
them, I saw one of the chief causes of the movement’s collapse, which I previously believed was
destined to assume the leadership of German elements in Austria at that time.

The first two mistakes which wrecked the Pan-German movement were closely related. The Pan-
Germans did not understand the inner, driving forces of great upheavals and they failed to understand
the importance of the great masses of people. Their interest in defining the social problem was small,
their attempts to capture the soul of the lower levels of the nation inadequate, and their positive
attitude towards Parliament only increased their inadequacy.

If they had realized the enormous power inherent in the masses as their greatest supporter, they
would have approached propaganda issues differently. Their emphasis for the movement would have
been put on the factory floor and the street and not in Parliament.

Even their third mistake had its origin in the fact that they did not recognize the value of the
masses. The masses are set in motion like a toy car that is pointed along a path by superior intellects,
and, as it travels, it then maintains its momentum after it is in motion. From that point on, the founders
provide encouragement and determination right up to the attack. The hard struggle the Pan-German
movement fought against the Catholic Church can be explained by its insufficient understanding of the
people’s spiritual nature.

The new party’s violent attack upon the center of Catholicism, Rome, also had a number of



causes. When the House of Hapsburg finally decided to transform Austria into a Slavic state, it
resorted to whatever means were necessary to accomplish that goal. With very little conscience, this
ruling house unscrupulously put religious institutions to work for the new “State Idea”. Employment
of Czech priests and their spiritual shepherds was just one of the many ways used to obtain what they
wanted—the conversion of Austria to a Slavic state.

The process took place something like this. In purely German church parishes, Czech pastors
were installed. They in turn gradually began to place the interests of the Czech people above the
interests of the churches, and this made them focal points in the process of removing German elements
from society.

The German clergy failed to counter these tactics. Not only were similar tactics completely
useless in any struggle on the Germans’ part, but they could not resist the attacks of the other side. By
misusing religion on one hand and providing an inadequate defense on the other, German elements
were slowly and consistently pushed under the rug. This is how it happened on a small scale, and
things were not very different on a large scale. The antiGerman efforts of the Hapsburgs were not
resisted as they should have been by the higher clergy and the upholding of German interests was
pushed entirely into the background.

The general impression was that the Catholic clergy had committed a serious infringement on
German rights. In other words, the Church did not seem to feel any loyalty to the German people, but
unjustly took the side of its enemies. In Schonerer’s opinion, the root of the whole trouble was that the
Catholic Church did not have control in Germany and because of this, it was hostile to the interests of
our nationality wherever they were found.

In this, as in almost everything in Austria, cultural problems were moved almost entirely into the
background. What determined the Pan-German Party’s position toward the Catholic Church was more
about its insufficient efforts on behalf of German rights and its constant support of Slavic interests and
greed and not so much about the Church’s attitude toward science.

Georg Schonerer was not the kind of man who would do things halfway. He took up the struggle
against the Church with the conviction that this struggle alone could save the German people. The
“Freedom-from-Rome” movement (also called the Away-From-Rome movement) he founded seemed
the most violent, but also the strongest way of attacking the problem and one that surely would destroy
the enemy strongholds. He believed that if it succeeded, the unhappy split between the two Churches
in Germany would end and they would come together resulting in the creation of inner strength for the
Empire and this would give the German nation a huge victory.

But neither the premise nor the conclusion of this struggle was correct. Without a doubt, the power
of nationalist resistance from German Catholic clergy members concerning German society was less
than that of their non-German counterparts, especially their Czech colleagues. Only an ignoramus
would fail to see that the German clergy never took the offensive on behalf of German interests.
Anyone except a blind man was forced to admit this was due to Germans who were in distress over
the thought that the objectivity of our attitude toward our own nationality might not be objective.

The Czech priest’s attitude toward his people was subjective and his attitude toward the Church
was objective. On the other hand, the German pastor was subjectively devoted to the Church and
remained objective toward his nation. This is a phenomenon that can be observed in a thousand other
cases.

It is by no means exclusive to Catholicism either. This obsession with objectivity has quickly
contaminated almost every one of our institutions, especially state or intellectual institutions.

We only have to compare our civil servants’ attitude toward a national revival with the attitude of



civil servants from another nation. Would any army officers anywhere in the world put aside the
interests of the government of their nation as ours have done for the past five years? They are even
praised for doing so. Do not both Churches today take a stand in the Jewish question that is against the
interests of the nation or the real needs of religion? Consider the attitude of a Jewish Rabbi towards
any question, even one of quite insignificant importance concerning the Jews as a race, and compare
his attitude with that of the majority of our clergy, whether Catholic or Protestant.

We see the same thing whenever there is a question about maintaining an abstract idea.
“Governmental authority”, “democracy”, “pacifism”, and “international solidarity”, are ideas that we
almost always turn into rigid, totally theoretical concepts and we use them to judge vital national
matters from the point of view they give us.

This disastrous way of looking at issues from a preconceived opinion kills the ability to think
subjectively about anything which objectively contradicts one’s own doctrines. It eventually leads to
a complete reversal of the means and the — ends; people cannot tell the difference between the
procedure used to reach a goal and the goal they want to achieve. People resist a national revival
when it depends on the removal of a bad and destructive regime because they would say this is an
offense against “governmental authority”. “Governmental authority” in the eyes of one of these
fanatics clinging to objectivity is not a means to an end but the end itself, and that end is sufficient to
fill his whole, sorry life.

Such people would loudly object if anyone attempted to set up a dictatorship, even if the leader
was to be Frederick the Great, who we know would be an outstanding leader. They would still object
to this replacement even if the Parliament was filled by a majority of politicians who were small
minded and incompetent or maybe even worse. They do this because these sticklers for abstract
principles hold the law of democracy more sacred than the welfare of the nation. Some of them will
defend the worst tyranny, destroying their own people in the process, because the tyranny embodies
“governmental authority”. They will oppose even the most beneficial government if it does not fit in
with their idea of “democracy”.

In the same way, our German pacifists will ignore this bloody rape of the nation, and no matter
how bloodily it is carried out by the most evil military forces, they will still ignore it if the only way
to avert this fate is by resistance and force. (This is a reference to the Treaty of
Versailles 'reparations and the Ruhr-Area occupation by France.) Resistance would violate the
spirit of their peaceful society. The German International Socialist can be robbed by his comrades in
each country of the world and the Socialist returns the favor with brotherly love. He would never
dream of using force or even make any effort toward defense simply because he is a German who
could never consider using force.

This may be a sad fact, but before we can change anything we must recognize the problem first.
The same holds true for the weakness in the clergy who fail to uphold German interests. It is not
malicious ill will in itself nor compelled by orders “from above”. What we see is the result of
inadequate training in the love of German culture from childhood along with complete subjection to
the 1dea that we should not control our national destiny.

Training that is dished out for democracy, for International Socialism, for pacifism, is so rigid,
exclusive, and completely subjective that it influences how we see the rest of the world. From
childhood on, the attitude toward German culture has always been very objective. The pacifist,
subjectively surrendering himself altogether to his idea, will, if he is a German, look for the objective
justice in every serious threat to his people and will never join and fight in the ranks of his people not
even from a pure instinct of self-preservation.



We can see in the Catholic and Protestant churches how this principal has taken hold. By nature,
Protestantism upholds the interests of German culture better. This has to do with its origin and later
tradition, but it fails the moment it is called upon to defend national interests which are not in the
sphere of its ideals and traditions or which, for some reason or other, may be rejected by the Church.

Protestantism will always take some role in promoting German ideals as long as it concerns
moral integrity or national education, or when the German spiritual being or language or spiritual
freedom need to be defended. This is only because these represent the principles on which
Protestantism 1tself 1s founded. This same Protestant attitude will violently oppose every attempt to
rescue the nation from the grasp of a mortal enemy. This same Protestant attitude towards the Jews is
rigid and fixed in their dogma. This is also the first problem which has to be solved. Without a
solution, all attempts to bring about a German resurgence or to raise the nation’s standing are destined
to end in rubbish and will become impossible.

While I was in Vienna, I had the opportunity to look into this question without having a previously
formed opinion on the matter. My daily contacts with people confirmed my view a thousand times
over. In this mixture of nationalities, it was quickly proven that only a German pacifist will always try
to look objectively at the interests of his own nation, while the Jew never does this with the interests
of the Jewish people. Only the German Socialist is “international” in a sense where he considers
outside interests to be equal with his own nation’s interests, and this prevents him from winning
justice for his own people except by whimpering and bawling to his international comrades. It is
never true of the Czech or the Pole. I saw even then that the spreading harm was only partly in the
doctrines themselves, and our weak devotion to the nation was the result of our inadequate training in
our own nationality.

This disproves the first purely theoretical argument for the Pan-German movement’s struggle
against Catholicism. We should train the German people from childhood to exclusively recognize the
rights of their own nationality and not infect the children’s hearts with our curse of “objectivity”,
especially in matters of selfpreservation. The result of this would be that the Catholic element in
Germany, just as in Ireland, Poland, or France, will be a German first and foremost. Of course, all
this assumes a radical change in the national government. Our strongest proof of this argument is in
the period when our people last appeared before the judgment-seat of history for a battle of life and
death. As long as leadership representing the Heavens was present, the people did their duty
overwhelmingly. Protestant pastor and Catholic priest both contributed enormously to continuing our
resistance, not only at the front, but at home. During those first years there was really only one Holy
German Empire for both camps and everyone turned to his own Heaven to sustain that future.

There was one question that the Pan-German movement in Austria should have asked itself: Is the
preservation of German-Austrian culture possible with a Catholic faith or not? If so, the political
party had no business bothering with religious and confessional matters. If not, then a religious
reformation was necessary and not a political party. Anyone who thinks he can arrive at a religious
reformation by way of a political organization shows that he doesn’t have the faintest idea how the
growth of religious ideas or teachings build a Church.

Here, one truly cannot serve two masters. Make no mistake, I believe the founding or destruction
of a religion is a far greater matter than the founding or destruction of a State, let alone of a political
party. It is not an argument to the contrary for someone to say that the attacks were only defensive
measures against attacks from the other side.

Down through the ages, men lacking conscience have not hesitated to make religion a tool in their
political business. When they turn it into a tool, it is almost always the sole aim of such characters to



use it as nothing more than a tool and they have no true beliefs. It would be wrong to hold a religion
or a Church responsible for the scoundrels who abuse it. That type of person would use anything that
served his purpose.

Nothing could be better suited to one of these worthless parliamentary tricksters than finding a
scapegoat for his political juggling. The moment religion or any sect is made responsible for his
personal bad behavior, the lying scoundrel shouts to the whole world so they can witness how
justified his behavior has been, and how he alone has been the salvation of religion and Church
through his eloquence. The rest of the world, as stupid as it is forgetful, usually does not recognize or
remember him amid the shouting as the original source of the problem. By this time, the scoundrel has
achieved his objective.

These crafty foxes know perfectly well that their misdeeds have nothing to do with religion. He
will hide his face and laugh so none may see his sick joy when his honest but unskilled adversary
loses the game and, some day afterward, he loses all faith in humanity and retires from the activities
of public life.

In other respects, it would also be unfair to make religion or even the Church responsible for the
misdeeds of individuals. If we compare the greatness of its visible organization with the imperfection
of men in general, we will have to admit that the balance of good to bad is better in religious
institutions than almost anywhere else. Without a doubt, there are some priests who see their holy
office as just a stepping stone for their political ambitions. Amid the political battle, they forget that
they are the guardians and not defenders of a higher truth. But for every unworthy figure, there are a
thousand honorable shepherds of souls faithfully devoted to their mission who stand out like little
islands from the swamp of the present corrupt and deceitful age.

I do not and must not condemn the Church if some corrupt creature wearing a priest’s collar
happens to commit a moral offense. I also must not condemn the whole group if one among the many
soils and betrays his nationality, especially in an age when this is a daily occurrence. We should not
forget that for every public traitor like the famous Greek betrayer Ephialtes, there are thousands who
feel the misfortunes and have deep sympathy for their people. These great men long for the moment
when Heaven will once more smile on us. (Ephialtes was a soldier who betrayed the Spartan army.

He is said to have told the Persians about the pass of Thermopylae around the mountains
which they used to attack in the Battle of Thermopylae in 480 B.C., so this reference means a
traitor.) If anyone feels these are not petty, everyday problems but questions of fundamental truth and
beliefs in general, we can only answer him with another question. Do you think you are chosen by
Fate to proclaim this truth? Then do it. But have the courage not to do it through a political party. This
is a deception and a betrayal of your vocation. Instead, replace the bad parts with something better,
something that will last and improve the conditions for future generations.

If you do not have the courage or if you are not sure about the alternative you are supporting, then
let things alone. In any case, do not try to sneak into a political movement that you would not dare to
reach for openly. As long as religious problems do not undermine the morals and ethics of one’s own
race like an enemy of the people does, political parties have no business meddling with them. Just as
religion should not identify itself with political party mischief, political parties should not meddle in
religion.

If dignitaries of the church use religious institutions or even doctrines to injure their own
nationality, we must never follow them or try to fight them with their own weapons. To the political
leader, the religious beliefs and institutions of his people must be sacred; otherwise, he has no right to
be a politician.



He is in danger of becoming a reformer if he has the right stuff for it. Any other attitude, particularly
in Germany, would lead to catastrophe.

After studying the Pan-German movement and its struggle against Rome, I came to the following
belief and that belief only became stronger through the years. The movement’s failure to see the
importance of the social problem cost it the capable fighting masses of the people. Its entrance into
Parliament deprived it of this mighty force and infected it with all the weaknesses found in
parliament. Its struggle against the Catholic Church made the fight impossible in many lower and
middle-class groups and robbed it of many of the nation’s best elements. The practical result of the
Austrian Culture Struggle (Kulturkampf) was effectively zero.

They did succeed in taking almost a hundred thousand members from the Church, but failed to
inflict any real damage. The Church did not shed any tears over the lost sheep. The only losses were
those who had not really belonged to the Church for a long time in their hearts. There was an
important difference between this new Reformation and the old Reformation. During the old
Reformation, many of the Church’s best members left because of religious convictions. In the new
Reformation, only the lukewarm left and that was for political reasons. From the political standpoint,
the result of this attempted reform was as sorry as it was ridiculous.

Once again, a movement that showed promise for the political salvation of the German nation had
gone to pieces because it was not conducted with the necessary ruthless clearsightedness and it lost
itself in squabbles. One thing is true: the Pan-German movement would never have made this mistake
if it had sufficiently understood the character of the broad masses. If its leaders had known that to
succeed at all, for purely psychological reasons, they must never show two or more adversaries to the
masses. If they do, then the fighting force is completely divided. If they had realized this, the Pan-
German movement would have directed their full fighting force at one single adversary. Nothing is
more dangerous for a political party than to let itself be led back and forth hither and yon between
decisions because this means it can never accomplish anything visible.

No matter how many things may actually be wrong with a particular religious persuasion, a
political party must never, not even for an instant, lose sight of the fact that no purely political party in
a similar situation has ever succeeded in a religious reformation. This 1s well established in history.
We do not study history to forget its teachings; we study it to put those teachings to practical use. We
should not think that things are different now and that its eternal truths no longer apply. On the
contrary, from history, we learn what we should do today. No one who cannot learn from history
should imagine himself as a political leader. He is actually a shallow and usually very conceited
simpleton, and all the goodwill in the world does not excuse his deficiencies.

In any age of history, the qualities of a truly great and popular leader consisted of focusing on a
single adversary and not distracting the people’s attention. The more unified the people’s will to fight
a single object, the greater the magnetic attraction a political movement will have and the more
tremendous its impact. It is part of the genius of a great leader to make even widely separated
adversaries appear as if they belonged to just one category. Weak characters who have difficulty
making decisions will begin to doubt whether their own side is right when they see a variety of
enemies.

When the wavering masses see themselves fighting against too many enemies, objectivity
immediately appears with the question of whether all the others are really wrong and just one side is
right. That is the first sign of one’s own strength weakening. Therefore, a number of opponents must
always be lumped together so that in the eyes of one’s own followers, the battle is fought against one
single enemy.



This strengthens their faith in their own cause, and increases their bitterness against anyone who
attacks it. This cost the Pan-German movement their success when they failed to realize the
importance of a single front. The Pan-German goal was correct and its will was pure, but the road it
took was wrong. It was like a mountain climber who keeps his eye fixed on the peak to be scaled and
takes the obvious trail while he is filled with great determination and energy. As he walks, he pays no
attention to the path and he doesn’t see where it truly leads because his eye is always on the goal. He
finally wanders astray.

The position of its great competitor, the Christian Socialist Party, seemed to be reversed. The
road it took was clever and correctly chosen, but a clear understanding of the goal was missing. In
almost every matter where the Pan-German movement was lacking, the attitude of the Christian
Socialist Party was right and was deliberately planned to achieve results.

It realized the importance of the masses and secured at least part of them by clearly emphasizing

its social aspect from the very start. By adjusting itself to win the middle and lower-middle classes, it
obtained a following as faithful as it was stubborn and selfsacrificing. It avoided fighting any
religious institution and secured the support of a mighty organization in the Church. Consequently, it
only had one truly great adversary. It recognized the value of large-scale propaganda and was skilled
in working on the human instincts of the broad mass of its followers. However, it also failed to reach
its dream of saving Austria.
There were two shortcomings in its method: the means they employed, and the lack of a clear goal.
The anti-Semitism of the new movement was founded on a religious concept instead of a racial
insight. The reason this mistake occurred was the same reason that caused the second error. If the
Christian Socialist Party was to save Austria, the founders felt it must not take its stand on the race
principle because they feared the State would collapse from the pressure. In the party leaders’ view,
the multi-ethnic situation in Vienna made it necessary to put aside anything that divided people, and in
their place, emphasize anything that united the public.

By that time, Vienna was already so thoroughly impregnated with foreigners, especially Czech
elements, that they had to be extremely tolerant when it came to race questions otherwise they could
not keep these elements in a party that was not anti-German from the beginning. If Austria was to be
saved, the people in Austria could not be tossed aside. An attempt was made to win the great number
of Czech lower classes in Vienna by a drive against Manchester Liberalism (a political, economic,
and social movement originating in Manchester, England). It was presumed that this attack would
be seen as struggle against Jewry on a religious basis, which would bridge all the national
differences of old Austria. Such an attack would only create a small amount of worry among to the
Jews. At worst, a dash of baptismal water would always save his business and Judaism both.

With a superficial argument like this, they never achieved serious scientific treatment of the whole
problem and so they repelled anyone who did not understand this sort of antiSemitism already. The
attractive power of the idea was limited almost exclusively to intellectual circles. The leaders failed
to go from that point to developing a real insight by using a pure emotional experience. The political
elite remained hostile. The whole affair looked more and more like a mere attempt at a new
conversion of the Jews or even envy of competitors. The struggle lost the appearance of a movement
born from devout conviction and seemed to many average people immoral and reprehensible. There
was no reason to believe that this was a vital question for all of humanity or that the Fate of all non-
Jewish people depended on it.

This half-hearted attempt destroyed the value of the Christian Socialist Party’s anti-Semitic
attitude. It was a movement that made no pretenses to anti-Semitism, and that was worse than having



no leaning towards anti-Semitism at all. The people were being lulled into a sense of security and
thought they had the enemy by the ears, while in reality, they were being led around by the nose.

The Jew, however, soon became so accustomed to this sort of anti-Semitism that he probably
would have missed it more if it wasn’t there than he was bothered by its presence. Submitting to
upholding of a State of mixed nationalities demanded one great sacrifice, and the

German culture demanded a greater sacrifice. The party could not be “nationalistic”, and if they
were, they would lose the ground under their feet in Vienna. By gently evading any question of
nationalism, they hoped to save the Hapsburg State and that is what ruined the movement. At the same
time, the movement lost a great source of inner strength—a strength that can fill a political party with
an inner driving force for the long run. The Christian Socialist movement became a party no different
from any other.

I followed both movements closely. One was from the urging of my own heart and the other was
because I had so much admiration for the rare man who even then seemed to be a bitter symbol of all
Austrian-German culture.

When the tremendous funeral procession carried the dead mayor ( Lueger) from the City Hall out
toward the Ring Street of Austria (Ringstrasse), I was among the many hundreds of thousands who
watched the tragic scene. Feelings were stirred, and I knew this man’s work was in vain because Fate
was inevitably leading the State towards its doom. If Dr. Karl Lueger had lived in Germany, he would
have been ranked among the great minds of our people.

Having lived in this impossible State was unfortunate for him and for his work.

When he died, the flames in the Balkans were already greedily flickering higher every month, and
Fate had mercifully spared him from seeing what he still believed he could prevent. I tried to
understand the reasons for the failure of one movement and the misdirection of the other. Aside from
the 1mpossibility of fortifying the State in old Austria, I came to the definite conclusion that the
mistakes of the two parties were the following: The Pan-German movement was on the right track in
principle as it desired the goal of a German revival, but its choice of weapons was unfortunate. It was
nationalistic but did not have the social appeal needed to conquer the masses. Its anti-Semitism;
however, rested on a correct realization of the importance of the race problem and not on religious
concepts. On the other hand, the attack on a particular religious persuasion was wrong.

The Christian Socialist movement had vague ideas about the goal of a German renaissance, but it
made an intelligent choice in its weapons to carry out the party policy. It realized the importance of
the social aspect but was mistaken in the principles it used to fight Jewry, and did not understand the
strength of the nationalistic idea.

If the Christian Socialist Party had taken their shrewd knowledge of the broad masses and
adequately understood the importance of the race problem as the Pan-German movement did and been
nationalistic, or if the Pan-German movement had adopted the practical insight and attitude toward
Socialism of the Christian Socialist Party along with its true insight into the goal of the Jewish
question and the meaning of the nationalist idea, the result would have been that one of these
movements might have successfully changed the fate of Germans. The nature of the Austrian State was
the reason this did not happen.

Since my convictions were not represented clearly in any political party around me, I could not
make up my mind to join or fight for one of the existing organizations. Even then, I thought all the
political movements were failures and incapable of carrying out a national renaissance for the
German people on any large scale.

My distaste for the Hapsburg State continued to grow. The more attention I began to pay to



questions of foreign politics, the more my conviction strengthened that this State structure could only
lead to serious misfortune for German culture. More and more clearly, I saw that the fate of the
German nation was being decided here in Austria as well as within the German Empire itself. This
was true in cultural life and in questions of politics.

Even in the field of purely cultural or artistic affairs, the Austrian State showed every sign of
weakening and it was losing its importance to the German nation as a cultural resource. This was
especially true in the field of architecture. Modern architecture in Austria could not be successful
because after the Ring Street (Ringstrasse) was built in Vienna, the rest of the jobs were insignificant
when compared to the plans being developed in Germany. I began to lead a double life more and
more. Reason and reality made me go through a bitter though useful apprenticeship in Austria, but my
heart was elsewhere.

An uneasiness came over me as I realized the emptiness of this State and that it was impossible to
save it. At the same time I felt perfectly certain that it would bring misfortune to the German people if
Austria collapsed. I was convinced that the Hapsburg State would balk and hinder every German who
might show signs of real greatness, while at the same time it would aid and assist every non-German
activity.

This conspicuous mix of races in the capital of the Dual Monarchy, this motley collection of
Czechs, Poles, Hungarians, Ruthenians (Ukranians), Serbs and Croats, and always that infection
which dissolves human society, the Jew, were all here and there and everywhere. The whole scene
was repugnant to me. The gigantic city seemed to be the embodiment of mongrel depravity.

The German I learned to speak in my youth was a dialect which is also spoken in Lower Bavaria.
I never forgot that particular style of speech, and I could never learn the Viennese dialect. The longer
I stayed in the city, the hotter my hatred burned for the promiscuous alien people who began to gnaw
away at this ancient seat of German culture. The i1dea that this State could be preserved much longer
seemed absolutely ridiculous.

Austria was like an old mosaic where the cement holding the separate bits of stone together had
become old and started to crumble. As long as it is not touched, the work of art still appears solid, but
the moment it 1s shaken, it falls into a thousand fragments. The only question was when the jolt would
come.

Since I had never loved an Austrian Monarchy, only a German Reich, the moment of the State’s
collapse seemed to be the beginning of the salvation of the German nation. For all these reasons, my
desire grew stronger to go where my secret wishes and secret love had been pulling me since early
youth. I hoped some day to make a name as an architect and to work hard for the German nation on
either the large or small scale as chosen by Fate.

Lastly, I wanted to enjoy the happiness of living and working in the place where the greatest
desire of my heart must someday be fulfilled: the union of my beloved homeland with its common
Fatherland, the German Empire.

Even today, many people will not be able to understand my deep desire, but I appeal especially to
two groups of people. The first are all those who have been denied the happiness I have spoken of;
and the second are those who once enjoyed that happiness but had it torn from them by a harsh Fate. 1
speak to all those who are separated from the mother country and must fight for even the sacred
possession of their native language, those who are pursued and tormented for their faithfulness to the
Fatherland and who long in anguish for the moment that will bring them back to the heart of the
beloved mother. I speak to all of these and I know they will understand me! Only those who know by
bitter experience what it means to be a German without the privilege of belonging to the dear



Fatherland can measure the deep longing, which always burns in the heart of the children who are
away from the mother country. It torments its victims and denies them happiness and contentment until
the doors of the paternal house open and common blood will find rest and peace in a common realm.

Vienna was and has remained the hardest and most thorough school of my life. I had entered the
city as a young boy and I left it as a quiet and serious man. There I laid the foundation for a general
World-Concept and a particular way of political thinking which I later completed in detail. Only now
can [ fully appreciate the real value of those years of apprenticeship.

I have addressed this period of my life at some length because it gave me my first object lessons
in issues that form the basis of the Party, which had tiny beginnings and in just five years has started to
develop into a great mass-movement. I do not know what my attitude would be today toward Jewry,
toward Social Democracy, or toward Marxism as a whole, and toward the social question if a
cornerstone of personal views had not been laid early by the pressure of Fate and by my own self-
education.

Even though the misfortunes of the Fatherland may stimulate thousands upon thousands to think
about the inner causes of the collapse, such could not lead to a thorough knowledge and deep insight
that a man develops on his own, who has fought a difficult battle for many years so that he might be
master of his own Fate.

4. MUNICH

In the spring of 1912, I moved to Munich for good. ( This was written by Hitler in 1924.) The
city was as familiar to me as if I had lived within its walls for years. My studies were the reason for
this because they repeatedly turned my attention towards German art. If you haven’t seen Munich, you
haven’t seen Germany or German art. This time before the war was the happiest and by far the most
contented of my life. My living was still meager because I only painted enough to meet my living
expenses and so I could continue my studies. I believed that someday I would still reach the goal I
had set for myself. This in itself made it easy for me to tolerate the small worries of daily life. I had a
deep love that possessed me for this city ever since I first arrived, more than any other town I knew. It
was a true German city! What a difference after Vienna! Thinking back to that corrupt Babylonlike
city of races turned my stomach. The dialect in Munich was also much more natural to me. When I
talked to the Lower Bavarians, it reminded me of the days from my youth. There must have been a
thousand things which were or became dear and precious to me in this city. I was most attracted by
the wonderful mix of natural vigor and a fine artistic temper, the unique line from the architecture of
the Hofbrauhaus (Court Brewery), to the music house (named the Odeon and built by Ludwig I), and
the September-October Festival (Oktoberfest) to the beautiful Art Museum (Pinakothek was also
built by Ludwig I). Today, I am more attached to that city than to any other spot in the world, no doubt
partly because it is so firmly intertwined with the development of my own life. The happiness of true
inner contentment that I enjoyed then could only be attributed to the magic spell that the wonderful
capitol of the Wittelsbachs casts on every person. (Wittelsbach is the name of the German-Bavarian
Royal Dynasty.) Visitors who are drawn here are clearly blessed with a sharp intelligence and with a
sensitive spirit.

Aside from my professional work, what attracted me the most was the study of the day’s political
events, especially matters of foreign policy. I was attracted to matters of foreign policy through the
German Alliance Policy, which even in my Austrian days I had considered absolutely wrong. But in
Vienna, I had not fully realized the extent of the German Empire’s self-deception. I had been inclined
to assume that people in Berlin knew how weak and unreliable their ally would actually be, but were
withholding this knowledge for more or less mysterious reasons. At least, this is what I told myself.



They might be trying to support an alliance policy, which Bismarck himself had originally introduced
and thought it was not a good idea to break it off suddenly.

They may want to avoid arousing other foreign countries, which were lying in wait for their chance to
strike or perhaps it might alarm the citizenry at home.

I was soon horrified to discover from my contacts that my belief was wrong. To my surprise,
everywhere | looked, even the most well-informed circles were clueless about the nature of the
Hapsburg Monarchy. The common people were especially victims of the idea that their ally could be
considered a serious power that would support them in their hour of need. The masses still
considered the Monarchy a “German” state and thought they could depend on it. They believed that
strength could be measured by the millions of people in Germany itself. They completely forgot that
Austria had long since ceased to be a German state and the inner structure of this Empire was moving
closer to dissolving by the hour.

I understood this state structure better than the so-called “official diplomacy” did. As usual, they
were spinning blindly toward disaster. The opinions of the people resulted from what had been
poured into their heads by the leaders. But the leadership was nurturing a cult like following of our
“ally” similar to the historical golden calf. They probably hoped to make up for the lack of honesty on
the other side by being exceptionally friendly, so everything the other side told them was always taken
at face value.

In Vienna, I was furious when I saw the occasional difference between the speeches of the official
statesmen and what was printed in the Vienna newspapers. Even then Vienna at least appeared to still
be a German city.

The situation was totally different if one traveled from Vienna, or German-Austria, into the
Empire’s Slavic provinces! A person only needed to look at the newspapers to see how the deception
of the Triple Alliance was judged there. They had nothing but bloody sarcasm and contempt for this
“masterpiece of statesmanship”. During this period of peace, while the two Emperors kissed each
other on the brow as a token of friendship, the people made no bones about the fact that they knew the
Alliance would collapse as soon as this glimmering glory of a Nibelungen ideal was tested in reality.

( The reference to Nibelungen is from Wagners opera and Germanic mythology. Here it is a
reference to a mythical royal family which was the supposed origin of the some royal bloodlines or
to the royals of that area.) The people were very unhappy a few years later when the moment came
for the Alliance to prove itself, and Italy broke away from the Triple Alliance leaving her two allies
on their own. Italy then became an enemy herself! How the people ever believed for a moment such a
miracle was possible—that Italy would fight on the same side with Austria—was absolutely
incomprehensible to anyone not blinded by diplomacy. But the situation in Austria was identical.

The sole support for the alliance in Austria came from the Hapsburgs and the GermanAustrians.
The Hapsburgs supported it because it was in their own interests and they had no choice. The
Germans supported in good faith and out of political stupidity. The good faith of the Triple Alliance
came from the fact that they thought they were doing the German Empire a great service by helping to
strengthen and defend it. The political stupidity was because their belief was mistaken and they were
actually helping to chain the Reich to a dead state. This was bound to drag both into a bottomless pit
and most of all, this very Alliance sacrificed them to the very efforts aimed at destroying German
culture. The alliance gave the Hapsburgs reason to believe that the German Empire would not
interfere in their domestic affairs, which left them free to carry out their domestic policy of gradually
eliminating the German element without risk.

Not only were they shielded from any protest of the German government by the well-known



“objectivity”, but by referring to the Alliance, they could always silence the dirty mouth of Germans
in Austria if it became too objectionable in its threats to stop some method being used to convert the
area to a Slav region. After all, what could a German in Austria do when the German Reich itself
expressed admiration and confidence for the Hapsburg regime? Was he to resist and be branded as a
traitor to his own nationality throughout the Germanspeaking world? He, who for decades had made
the greatest sacrifices for his nationality? What value did the Alliance have once the German elements
in the Hapsburg Monarchy were exterminated? Was the value of the Triple Alliance for Germany not
absolutely dependent upon the preservation of German elements in Austria? Or did they really think
they could live in alliance with a Hapsburg Empire of Slavs? The official attitude of German
diplomacy, as well as that of the general public towards internal problems affecting the Austrian
nationalities, was not merely stupid, it was insane. The Alliance destroyed any level of security and
erased the possibility that a nation of seventy million could continue to exist, while at the same time,
they allowed their partner to continue his policy of undermining the sole foundation of that Alliance.
Eventually, all that will remain is a formal contract with Vienna diplomats. The Alliance itself would
be useless and Germany could never depend on the Allies for any form of support.

Italy knew this from the beginning. If the people in Germany understood history and national
psychology a bit more clearly, they never would have believed that the Princes of Rome and the
Vienna Hofburgs (the Hofburg is the Imperial Palace of the Austrian Hapsburg Royal Family)
would ever fight together. Italy herself would explode before the government would have dared send
a single Italian to the battlefield for the hated Hapsburg State, not unless the soldier was sent to fight
against the Hapsburgs. More than once in Vienna, I saw absolute contempt and unending hatred flare
up between the Italians and the Austrian State. The sins of the House of Hapsburg against Italian
freedom and independence stretching over centuries was too great to be forgotten. This kind of hatred
ran too deep, neither the people nor the Italian government wanted to forget.

For Austria, there were only two options available when it came to facing Italy, either alliance or
war. By choosing alliance, she was able to take her time in preparing for the second. The German
alliance was both senseless and dangerous, especially since Austria’s relations with Russia came
closer and closer to armed conflict. Here was a classic example of the total lack of deep or profound
thinking in foreign policy. Why did they decide on an alliance at all? Was it only to assure a better
future for Germany than she could manage with her own resources? But the future of Germany
depended on the preservation of the German people’s existence. So, the question becomes, what
position should the German nation take in the face of this predictable future, and how can we
guarantee security for this development while living in the European balance of power? After
carefully looking at the requirements for German statesmanship to be successful in foreign politics,
we must come to the following conclusion: The yearly increase in Germany’s population is almost
100,000 people. The difficulty of feeding this army of new citizens is bound to grow from year to
year and will eventually end in catastrophe unless we find a means in time to avoid starvation.

There were four ways to avoid this frightening development.
1. Using the French model—pregnancies could be aborted and therefore overpopulation avoided.

It 1s totally true that in times of great trouble, bad climate conditions, or a poor crop yield, Nature
herself takes steps to limit a population’s increase in certain countries or races. She does it both
wisely and with no mercy. She does nothing to destroy actual reproduction, but prevents the survival
of what is reproduced by exposing the new generation to such difficulties and deprivations that all the
weaker and those that are less healthy are forced to die.

Everything that Nature allows to survive faces the trials of existence a thousand times over, which



makes life difficult and only the well-equipped continue to reproduce. This allows the process of
separating the good from the bad to start all over. By brutally and immediately eliminating the
individual that can’t handle the storms of life, she keeps the race and species strong and even pushes
them to supreme achievement.

Reducing the numbers creates stronger individuals and, in the end, improves the species. The
result is different when man begins to limit his own number. He is not carved from the granite of
Nature but wants to be “humane”. He believes he knows better than the cruel Queen of all wisdom.
He limits reproduction itself, not the survival of the individual. He always sees himself as an
individual and never as the race. He believes this road is more humane and better justified.

Unfortunately, the results are also reversed. Nature puts a severe test upon survival while
allowing free reproduction, then chooses the best among a lot of individual creatures to remain alive
and propagate their species. Man, on the other hand, restricts breeding, but takes frantic care that
every creature that is born will survive at any cost. This correction of divine purpose seems wise and
humane to him, and he is delighted to have outwitted Nature and proven her inadequacy. The
Heavenly Father’s pet ape hates to acknowledge the fact that the individual’s value is reduced when
their numbers are restricted.

The moment reproduction is restricted and the number of births reduced, we have a craving at any
cost to “save” even the weakest and most sickly instead of allowing the strongest and healthiest to
survive naturally. These seeds of a new generation are bound to become more and more pitiful the
longer this mockery of Nature and her will continues. If this policy continues, the nation will
eventually terminate its own existence on this earth. Man may defy the eternal laws of Nature’s
procreation for a short time but vengeance will follow sooner or later. A stronger race will push
aside the one which has grown weak. The divine will shatters all the absurd chains of this so-called
humane consideration for the individual and replaces it with the humanity of Nature. She has no
hesitation and wipes out what is weak in order to give a rightful place to the strong. Anyone who
attempts to assure a people’s existence by limiting birth rates is simply robbing the nation of its
future.

2. A second way to avoid a frightening future might be the one we constantly hear recommended
today: internal colonization. Those who suggest this idea mean well, but they don’t have a clue what
they are talking about and this would ultimately cause the greatest harm that could be imagined.
Without a doubt, the yield of certain areas of soil can be increased. However, this is only possible
within certain limits and cannot continue indefinitely.

For a time the increase in the number of German people can be balanced by increased crop
production without the danger of starvation. But, ultimately, the demands made on life will increase
faster than the population. People’s requirements for food and clothing grow from year to year, and
that cannot even be compared to the meager needs of our forefathers say a hundred years ago. In other
words, it is a mistake to believe that increases in productivity make an increase in population
possible. No, this is only true to a certain extent, since at least part of the increased crop production
must go to satisfy the increased needs of men. Even with great sacrifice on one hand and constantly
running industry on the other, the earth itself is bound to set a limit. All the diligence in the world
can’t squeeze any more out of it. Disaster still comes, even if it is somewhat delayed. For a while,
starvation will only happen occasionally, when crops fail or something of that sort occurs, but as the
number of people increase, it will come more and more often until the only time it doesn’t happen is
when bumper crops fill the grain storehouses. Finally, the time comes when the pain can no longer be
alleviated and starvation is constant. Now, Nature must come to the rescue again and decide who will



live or else man resorts to artificial restriction to slow the population increase.

Some may still believe that sooner or later this future must come over the world and, as part of
Nature, no one can escape it. At first glance, this is absolutely true. Nevertheless, we must consider
the following: Someday, balancing the crop production with the population growth will be impossible
and will force all mankind to stop expanding the human race.

Either they will have to leave the decision to Nature or strike the necessary balance by solving the
problem themselves, but by a method better than those available today. This will be true for all
people, while now, only those races that no longer have the strength and energy to assure themselves
of the land they need in this world are in trouble. At present, large areas of land still exist in the
world that are being unused and just waiting to be broken by the cultivator. It is also true, however,
that Nature is not holding this land in reserve for the future of a particular nation or race. The land is
for the people who have the strength to take it and the diligence to till it.

Nature knows no political boundaries. She simply deposits life on this globe and watches what
happens. The boldest and most industrious of her children becomes her favorite and is made the Lord
over Creation.

If a group of people confines itself to internal colonization while other races are grabbing greater
areas, their options will be limited when the other races can constantly increase in number. Someday
this will happen and the smaller the people’s living space, the sooner it will be. The best nations,
which are the only truly civilized races, decide in their pacifist blindness to make no effort to expand
their land and are content with internal colonization while inferior nations succeed in taking large
livable areas of the world. A smaller and densely populated territory may be better from the cultural
standpoint of these less ruthless races, which are limited by land and restricted in their population’s
growth, but people of lower civilizations, which are simple-minded and cruel, would still be able to
increase without limit because of all their territory. In other words, the world will someday be
dominated by the culturally inferior but more energetic part of humanity.

Some day in the future, there will be two possible outcomes. Either the world will be governed
according to the ideas of our modern democracy and the equality of every decision will lie with the
more numerous races, or the world will be ruled by the natural laws of relative strength, and the
people possessing brutal will power will triumph over the nations that have denied themselves what
they need to survive.

There is no doubt that the world will someday be the scene of huge battles for the existence of
mankind. In the end, the craving for self-preservation alone will triumph. That stupid and cowardly
group of humanity that thinks they know more than everyone else will find their humanitarianism melts
like snow in the March sun when they face destruction. In eternal battle, mankind can find greatness;
in eternal peace, it will find destruction.

For Germans, the slogan of “internal colonization” is damnation, if for no other reason, it
immediately confirms the belief that we have found a peaceful existence that allows us to lead a
gentle dreamlike life, by working for our living. If we ever took this idea seriously, it would mean the
end of any effort to maintain our rightful place in the world. Let the average German become
convinced that his life and future can be guaranteed and it will extinguish any effort to protect German
vital necessities. If the whole nation took this attitude, we could regard any useful foreign policy as
dead and buried along with the German people.

It is not an accident that the Jew 1s the one who first plants such deadly ideas among our people.
He knows his wimps too well not to realize that they will be willing victims of any swindler who
tells them he can snap his fingers causing Nature to jump to attention, and that he can alleviate the



hard struggle for existence while still allowing them to ascend to lordship over the planet by working
only when a pleasing chance presents itself, but mostly by it just happening.

I cannot emphasize enough that all German internal colonization must serve primarily to correct
social abuses by those who do not make good use of land, especially by withdrawing the land from
public control which prevents its use, or to release it from the grasp of speculators who only buy it
without using it; but, internal colonization can never adequately assure the future of the nation without
acquiring new land. If we follow any other path, we will soon be at the end of our territory, as well
as at the end of our strength.

If we pursue internal colonization alone, we will soon reach a point beyond which the resources
of our soil can no longer sustain us, and at the same time, we will reach a point beyond which our
manpower cannot expand.

The size of a people’s home territory is an important factor in its outer security. The greater the
space at a people’s disposal, the greater their natural protection. The decision to use military force
can be made more quickly, more easily, more effectively, and more completely against people who
live in small, restricted territories, but such force cannot be used so easily against the same people
occupying a larger territory. The large size of a state’s territory does offer a certain protection against
off-handed attacks because any battle would require a long and intense struggle. The risk involved in
a malicious assault will seem too great unless there are extraordinary reasons for it. That is to say, the
very size of a state allows its people to more easily preserve its freedom and independence, but on
the other hand, a small country invites an invader.

The first two options for striking a balance between the rising population and the fixed amount of
land were opposed by so-called nationalist circles in Germany. The reasons for this attitude were
different from those just given. When the idea was proposed, people were hostile to the idea of
limiting births mostly because of their morals. They indignantly condemned internal colonization
because they felt it was an attack against the great land owners and saw this as the beginning of a
general attack against ownership of private property. Considering the way this second doctrine of
salvation was supported, they were probably exactly right in their assumption. As far as the great
masses were concerned, the defense was not very skillful and in no way reached the heart of the
problem. Now there were only two ways remaining that could assure the rising population would
receive their fill of work and bread.

1. Either new land could be acquired, purchased or taken, that would support the extra millions

year by year and keep the nation self-sustaining, or 2. Industry and commerce could focus on
producing goods for export and extract a living from the profits. In other words, use either a
territorial or a colonial and commercial expansion policy.
These options were reviewed from various angles, discussed, argued, and opposed until finally, the
option of internal colonization was definitely followed. The more solid decision would have been
one that was not properly considered, the third, expansion. Additional new land for the overflowing
population has countless advantages, particularly if we look to the future and not just at the present.

Preserving a healthy farming class as the cornerstone of the whole nation and can never be over-
valued. Many of our current troubles result from the unsound relationship between country and city
people. Asolid nucleus of small and medium-scale peasant-farmers has always been the best
protection against the kinds of social issues we have today. This is the only solution which allows a
nation to obtain its daily bread through its own domestic economy. Industry and commerce would
withdraw from their unhealthy position of leadership and take their places in the general scheme of a
nationally balanced consumption economy. They are no longer the basis of the nation’s livelihood, but



only an aid to it. By confining themselves to this balanced role between home production and
consumption in every field, they make everyone’s livelihood more or less independent of foreign
countries and help to assure the freedom of the state and the independence of the nation, especially in
time of stress.

It has to be said that this territorial policy cannot be carried out in a place like the African
Cameroons, but almost without exception will have to take place in Europe. We coolly and calmly
realize there is no way it can be the intention of Heaven to give one group of people fifty times as
much of the world’s soil as another group controls. We must not let political frontiers distract us from
the frontiers of Eternal-Justice. If this Earth really has room for everyone, we should have under our
feet the land we need to exist.

No one will give up land willingly. But here, the law of self-preservation comes into play, and
what is denied in peaceful friendship must be taken by force. If our forefathers had made their
decisions using the same pacifist nonsense we see today, we would only possess a third of our
existing territory.

There would barely be any German people left to suffer in Europe. No, we owe our existence to
the natural determination to fight for our own survival which gained us the two Eastern boundaries of
the Empire (the Ostmark areas bordering Poland). This inner strength has gained us a large state and
territory for our race, which alone has allowed us to survive to the present day.

There is another reason this is the correct solution. Many European states today are like inverted
pyramids. The territory of some European countries is ridiculously small compared to their load of
colonies and their level of foreign trade, etc. We can correctly say that the apex 1s in Europe and the
base is all over the world. In contrast, the American Union’s base is still on its own continent and
only the apex touches the rest of the earth. The enormous strength of the American State comes from
their size and the reverse is true for most European colonial powers which contributes to their
weakness.

England does not disprove this because in front of the British Empire, we have a vast community
linked by a common language and culture throughout the world. Because of its linguistic and cultural
ties with the American Union, England’s position cannot be compared with that of any other state in
Europe.

For Germany, the only territorial policy was acquiring new land in Europe itself. Colonies are
useless for this purpose unless they are suitable for large-scale settlement by Europeans. In the
nineteenth century, that sort of colonial territory could no longer be obtained by peaceful means. Any
attempt at a colonial expansion outside of Europe would have required a large military effort. It
would have been more practical to undertake that military struggle in Europe and gather land there
instead of spreading abroad.

A decision of this magnitude requires absolute, single-minded devotion once it is made. There
must be no half-hearted efforts or hesitation in attacking a task which can only be achieved by using
every last ounce of strength. The political leadership of the Empire must be devoted exclusively to
this purpose. Everything done must be done to accomplish this task without distractions. The goal
could only be achieved by force, and that knowledge should be taken to the battle with determination,
peace, and calm.

Any alliance with another country should have been considered and assessed based on its
usefulness from this standpoint alone. If European soil was the objective, it could be acquired
primarily at the expense of Russia. The new Empire must once again march the road of the ancient
Knights of the German Order and use the sword to provide land for the German plow which can then



provide our daily bread.

For this kind of policy, there was only one ally in Europe—England. Only with England covering
our rear could we have begun a new Germanic migration. Our justification would have been as strong
as our forefathers. None of our pacifists refuse to eat food from the East, and they ignore the fact that
the first plowshare there was actually a sword! No sacrifice should have been too great to win
England’s friendship. We should have given up all thought of colonies and sea power and avoided
competition with British industry if that is what was needed. Only absolute clear-sightedness could
bring success along with abandoning world trade, colonies, and a German navy.

The State’s power must be totally concentrated on the army. The result would have been a temporary
setback, but a great and mighty future.

There was a time when we could have discussed this plan with England. England understood very
well that Germany had a growing population with growing needs. Those needs would be filled either
with England as an ally in Europe or by another ally in the world. At the turn of the century, London
itself tried to establish a relationship with Germany. For the first time, people were upset thinking we
might have to pull England’s chestnuts out of the fire. This attitude was unfortunate and caused them to
act as if an alliance did not require mutual give-and-take! Such a deal could easily have been made
with England. British diplomacy was at least smart enough to know that nothing can be expected
without something in return.

If a wise German foreign policy had taken over Japan’s role in 1904 ( in the Russo-Japan War,
also called the Manchurian Campaign, where Japan was victorious over Russia and gained large
territories), we can hardly grasp the impact it would have had for Germany.

Things would never have reached the point of “The First World War”. The bloodshed in 1904
would have saved bloodshed in 1914 to 1918 by ten times. And what a position Germany would hold
in the world today! The alliance with Austria would then have been nonsense. This dead state was
only allied with Germany to preserve a continued peace, which could be cleverly used for the slow
but sure extermination of German culture in the Monarchy.

The alliance could never have been used to fight a war. If for no other reason, this alliance was
impossible because there were no German national interests to be upheld. How could we expect a
state that did not have the strength and determination to put an end to the destruction of German culture
on its own frontier to be a true ally in time of war? If Germany didn’t have enough national common
sense or ruthlessness to maintain control over the fate of ten million of its own race and protect them
from the Hapsburg State, it could not be expected to take on such a daring and future-focused plan.
The attitude of the old German Empire toward the Austrian problem might have been seen as a test of
its stamina where the destinies of the whole nation were at stake.

In any case, they had no business watching idly while German culture was whittled away year
after year. The value of Austria’s alliance depended totally on the preservation of the German element
in Austria, but they made no effort to preserve or protect our people. They feared falling into a
struggle more than anything and were finally forced into the battle at the worst time. They hoped to
flee Fate and were overtaken by it. They dreamed of preserving world peace and ended up in a World
War.

Here i1s the main reason the expansion necessary for a German future was not even considered.
They knew that the acquisition of new territory could only be accomplished by going East through
Russia. They understood the battle that would be necessary and they wanted peace at any price. The
song of German foreign policy had long since changed from “Preservation of the German nation by
every means” to “Preservation of world peace by any means”. How “well” they succeeded, everyone



knows. I will have more to say on that subject later.

Then there was the fourth possibility: industry and world trade, sea power and colonies. At the
beginning, this development was easier and quicker to achieve. True colonization of territory,
however, is a slow process and often takes centuries. Indeed the strength of colonies results from the
fact that they take a long time to build and are not the result of a sudden burst of energy like industrial
growth. Industrial growth bursts can be built within a few years.

Unfortunately, the industrial result is not of great quality but 1s frail, more like a soapbubble. It is
much easier to build quickly than to follow through with the difficult task of settling a territory with
farmers and establishing farms. It is also true that the easy path is more quickly destroyed than the
slow one.

When Germany chose to maintain peace at any cost, she had to realize that this choice would lead
to battle someday. Only children could expect pleasant and mannerly behavior, and a constant
emphasis on peaceful intentions would give them their “bananas” in the “peaceful competition of
nations”.

These people talked as if they were groveling diplomats hoping war would never come.

No. If we took this road, someday England was bound to be our enemy. Our innocent assumptions
fit nicely with pacifism, but it was silly to resent the day England would violently oppose what they
saw as an attempted expansion. Obviously they would enforce their self interests. Of course, we
would never have done such a thing; how could we protect our self-interests with pacifists at the
helm? A European territorial expansion policy could be carried on strictly against Russia and in-
league with England as our ally. On the other hand, if we allied with Russia against England, then a
colonial and world-trade policy would be possible against England and her colonies only with the
support of Russia. In that case, the most important conclusion must be drawn here: that Austria must
be sent packing at once.

Considered from any angle, the alliance with Austria was sheer madness, even by the turn of the
century.

Germany never dreamed of allying with Russia against England any more than siding with
England against Russia, because in either case, the result would have been war. It was only to avoid
war that the commercial and industrial policy was chosen in the first place. By using the “peaceful
economic conquest of the world” policy, they thought they would break the neck of the old policy of
force once and for all. There may have been some doubts about Germany’s conviction to this policy,
particularly when England began to utter incomprehensible threats. We then responded by building a
navy. However, this navy was not meant to attack and annihilate England, but to defend the “world
peace” and the “peaceful” conquest of the world. The fleet was kept within modest limits, not just in
the number and size of vessels, but in armament. These limits were set as proof that our intentions
were merely to maintain peace.

The fine talk about “peaceful economic conquest” of the world was probably the greatest nonsense
ever included 1n a guiding principle of state policy.

The nonsense was made even worse by the fact that people pointed to England as an example of
how this type of conquest was possible. Our part in the teaching and concept of history was the
reason for this error and is the most striking proof of how many people “learn” history without even
understanding it. People should have recognized England as the most crushing disproof of the theory.
No people have ever used the sword more brutally in the service of its economic conquests or more
ruthlessly defended them afterward than the English. Is it not the most characteristic feature of British
diplomacy to obtain economic gain from political power and then to turn around and immediately



transform every economic advance into political strength? What a mistake to think that England was
too cowardly to back up its economic policy with its own blood! The fact that the English people
lacked a “national army” was no proof. This is not a question of the form of their military, but of the
will and determination to exert whatever force is needed. England always had the armament she
needed. She always fought with the weapons that were necessary for success. She fought with
mercenaries as long as mercenaries were enough. She dipped deep into the best blood of the whole
nation when such a sacrifice was essential to bring victory, but the determination for the struggle and
the stubbornness and brutality with which it was conducted, always remained the same.

The German schools, press, and comic books gradually created an image of the Englishman and his
Empire, which was bound to lead to fatal selfdeception.

Everyone was gradually affected by this nonsense and the result was to underestimate our enemy;
for that we paid dearly. The misrepresentation was so overwhelming that people firmly believed the
Englishman was a business man whose sharp negotiation skill was equaled only by his incredible
personal weakness. Unfortunately, it did not occur to our dignified teachers and dispensers of wisdom
that a world empire the size of England’s could not be built by stealing and swindling. The few men
who sounded a warning were ignored or met with a conspiracy of silence. I can still remember the
astonishment on my comrades’ faces when we clashed in person with the Tommies ( English
soldiers) in Flanders. After the first few days of battle, it began to dawn on everyone that these
Scotsmen were not the men they had been led to believe and were not like the ones depicted in comic
books and newspaper articles. That was when I first began to understand some of the most useful
forms of propaganda.

These false representations had one advantage for its perpetrators. The example could be used to
show that the economic conquest of the world was a sound idea. If the Englishman could do it, so
could we. Our greater honesty and the lack treachery, which was so English in itself, was considered
a great advantage for us. People hoped to win sympathy from the smaller nations as well as the
confidence of the great ones.

Because we took it all seriously, we never dreamed that our honesty was an outrage to the rest of
the world. They considered our behavior an extremely cunning form of dishonesty. It was not until our
Revolution that they realized our “honest” intentions were sincere to a point beyond stupidity which
they no doubt found astonishing.

Only this rubbish of “peaceful economic conquest” of the world could make the foolishness of the
Triple Alliance clear and understandable. What other state could Germany possibly become allies
with? They could not obtain territory from any state in Europe when allied with Austria. This was the
inside weakness of the Alliance from the beginning. Bismarck could allow this as a temporary
solution, but that did not mean every inexperienced successor should do the same, especially in an
age when the basis of Bismarck’s alliance had long ago ceased to exist. Bismarck still believed in his
time that Austria was a German state. But, with the gradual introduction of the general right to vote,
the country had sunk to a parliament controlled, un-German state of confusion.

As a matter of race policy, the alliance with Austria was also disastrous. The growth of a new
strong Slavic power was tolerated right on the borders of the Empire. They should have seen that the
attitude of this power toward Germany would sooner or later be very different from that of Russia. At
the same time, the Alliance itself was bound to grow empty and weak from year to year because the
sole supporters of the idea lost influence in the Monarchy and were crowded out of the most
influential positions.

By the turn of the century, 1900, Germany’s alliance with Austria had reached the same stage as



Austria’s alliance with Italy. We had to make a choice: Either side with the Austrian Hapsburg
Monarchy or openly protest the oppression of German culture in Austria. Once a decision of this sort
1s made, it usually ends in open battle.

Even psychologically, the Triple Alliance had only a modest value since the strength of an
alliance declines as soon as it begins to limit itself to preserving an existing situation. On the
contrary, an alliance increases in strength when it offers both parties the hope of territorial expansion.
It is true everywhere that strength is not in the defense, but in the attack.

This was recognized in many places, but, unfortunately, not in the so-called “competent” circles
of the elected officials. Colonel Ludendorff, Officer on the Great General Staff at that time, pointed to
these weaknesses in a paper written in 1912. Of course the other “statesmen™ attached no value or
importance to the situation. Clear common sense is apparently only needed for ordinary mortals and it
can always be dispensed with in the case of “diplomats™.

Germany was lucky that Austria was the cause of the war in 1914. This required the Hapsburgs to
participate. If war had come from the other direction, Germany would have been alone. The Hapsburg
State could never have taken part, or even wanted to take part, in a struggle started by Germany. If
Germany was the cause of war, Austria would have done what Italy was later so loudly condemned
for doing. It would have remained “neutral” in order to at least protect the State from a revolution at
the very start. The Austrian Slavs would rather have broken up the Monarchy in 1914 than offer to
help Germany.

Very few people at that time realized how great the dangers were or the added problems that the
alliance with the Monarchy brought with it. In the first place, Austria had too many enemies who
hoped to inherit the decaying State. During that time, Germany was bound to be exposed to some
hatred because Germany was the obstruction to the dismemberment of the Monarchy which was
almost universally desired. In the end, nations came to the conclusion that Vienna could only be
reached by way of Berlin.

In the second place, Germany lost its best and most promising chance of forming an alliance with
another country. Instead, tensions increased with Russia and with Italy. The general feelings in Rome
toward Germany were favorable and equally hostile toward Austria, but tensions still built against
Germany politically.

Since the commercial and industrial expansion policy had been established, there was no longer
any reason for Germany to struggle with Russia. Only the enemies of both Germany and Russia could
have any real interest in a conflict between them. In fact, it was chiefly Jews and Marxists who used
every way they could think of to stir up war between the two states.

Third and lastly, the Alliance concealed one huge threat to Germany. Any great power that was
hostile to Bismarck’s Empire could easily mobilize a whole string of states against Germany by
promising spoils at the expense of the Austrian ally.

All of Eastern Europe, especially Russia and Italy, could have been raised up against Austria and
the Monarchy. The world coalition started by King Edward would never have happened if Germany’s
ally, Austria, had not been an irresistibly tempting prize. This promise was the only way to unite these
states that otherwise had such varied desires and goals. In a general advance against Germany,
everyone could hope to benefit at the expense of Austria. The danger was actually even greater
because Turkey also seemed to belong to this unlucky alliance as a silent partner.

The forces behind International Jewish World Finance needed this bait in order to carry out its
long-cherished plan of destroying Germany. At this time Germany had not yet given in to general
international control because of its finance and economic structure. It was the only way to forge a



coalition which would be strong and bold enough and would have the numbers of marching millions,
which could battle with the armored skin of Siegfried at last. (4 Wagner opera reference where
Siegfried bathes in the blood of a dragon, which forms scales on him as protection, similar to
Achilles. Here Siegfried is another name for the

Germanic race. ) Even in Austria, I was completely unhappy with the Hapsburg Monarchy
alliance, and it was now the subject of a long, inward analysis which ended by confirming my earlier
opinion even more strongly.

In the humble circles in which I moved, I didn’t hide my conviction that this unhappy treaty was
with a state marked for destruction, and it must lead to a catastrophic collapse of Germany too if we
did not get out in time. My solid conviction never wavered, even when the storm of the First World
War seemed to have cut off all sensible thinking and the flood of enthusiasm had swept away those
who could coldly look at reality with total objectivity.

Whenever 1 heard these problems discussed, even while I was at the front, I maintained my
opinion that the alliance must be broken off, and the sooner the better for the German nation. It would
be no sacrifice at all to deliver up the Hapsburg Monarchy if Germany could limit the number of her
adversaries.

Millions strapped on the steel helmet to save the German nation, not to preserve a wicked dynasty.

Once or twice before the war, at least one camp would have some doubts about the soundness of
the alliance policy. From time to time, German- Conservative circles began to warn about being too
trusting. Their warnings were ignored along with all other common sense. People were convinced
they were on the high road to a world “conquest”. All they could see was the enormous chance of
success without any cost whatsoever. Once again, there was nothing for the average man to do but
watch in silence while the “elected officials” marched the country straight to damnation, with the
good folk following after them like rats, following the Pied Piper of Hamelin. (The Pied Piper of
Hamelin is the subject of a Middle Ages legend where he led a great many children from the town
of Hamelin, Germany to their death after he was not paid for his services leading rats away from
the town.) The general state of our entire political thinking was the main reason it was possible to
make a group of people accept the nonsense of “economic conquest” as a political goal, and this same
weak thinking caused them to accept the preservation of “world peace” as a political goal.

With the victorious march of German industry and invention and the growing successes of German
trade, people could no longer see that the whole thing was based on the assumption that the state was
strong. In many circles, people went so far as to argue that the state itself owed its existence solely to
the industry, and that the state was primarily an economic institution which should be governed based
on economic interests. They thought its existence depended on the economic life—a condition which
was praised as the healthiest and most natural form of being.

This 1s wrong. The state has nothing whatsoever to do with any particular economic concept or
development. The state is not a union of economic contracting parties within a definite limited area to
perform economic tasks. It is the organization of a community. A collection of physically and
spiritually similar people who, together, make the preservation of their species possible, as well as
the accomplishment of the goal which Providence has set for their existence. That and that alone is the
purpose and meaning of a state.

The economic system is one of the many methods needed to reach this goal. It can never be the
purpose of a state unless it is set up on an incorrect and unnatural basis from the beginning. That
explains why a state should not assume any territorial limitations as a requirement of its founding.
Expansion is necessary for people who want to assure their species continues with their own



resources and who are ready to fight in order to live from their own efforts. People who succeed in
sneaking in among the rest of mankind like loafers—Ietting the others work for them while making all
kinds of excuses— can form states without any definite living boundaries of their own. This is
especially true of those people that the rest of honest humanity is suffering from today, the
bloodsucking Jews.

The Jewish State has never been limited by space. Their one race has universally unlimited
territory. Therefore, these people have always formed a state within the state. It 1s one of the most
brilliant tricks ever invented to have this State sail under the colors of a “religion”. The tolerance by
the Aryan is assured because he is always ready to make allowances for a religious group. The
Mosaic Law religion (commonly known as Halakha, which is the collective body of Jewish law) is
nothing but a doctrine for the preservation of the Jewish race. This is why it includes almost every
field of sociological, political, and economic knowledge that could possibly serve that purpose.

The instinct for preservation of the species is the original reason for the formation of human
communities. The state is a race oriented organization and not an economic organization. As great as
the difference 1s between them, it is still totally incomprehensible to the “statesmen™ of today. They
think they can build up the state by purely economic means, but in reality, the state comes from the
will of a species and race to survive. These qualities are always heroic traits and never the ego of a
businessman. After all, the survival of a species depends on its willingness to sacrifice the
individual. The words of the poet, “And if you do not stake your lives, life shall never be your prize”
(quoted from the song Curassiers in Schiller’s Wallenstein), signify that giving up personal
existence 1s necessary to assure the survival of the species. The most essential requirement for the
formation and maintenance of a state is a community of similar character and a species who believe
in that community, and are willing to back it up by whatever means are necessary.

People protecting their own soil become heroes. With parasites, it 1s different. It leads to lying
hypocrisy and malicious cruelty.

The initial formation of a state can only take place by applying these heroic qualities. In the
resulting struggle for self-preservation, some people who lack these qualities will fall victim to the
parasites and become economic slaves who will be defeated and eventually die. These are not
heroes; they can’t resist the methods of the hostile parasites. But even here, it is almost never a lack
of wisdom, but more a lack of courage and determination which tries to hide under the cloak of
humane principles.

There 1s only the slightest connection between economics and state-building and statepreserving.
This is best demonstrated by the inner strength of a state which only rarely coincides with its
economic success. We can also find countless examples that show prosperity is a sign of approaching
decline. If the formation of human communities were primarily for economic forces, strong economic
development would mean the greatest strength of the state and not the other way around.

Faith in the state-building or state-preserving power of economics is particularly hard to
understand when it holds influence in a country that clearly demonstrates the opposite from its history.
Prussia wonderfully proved that ideals and virtues alone make the creation of a state possible and not
material qualities. Only under their protection can economic life flourish. When the elements that
were responsible for state-building collapse, the economic structure also topples. This is a process
we are now seeing in a sad way. The material interests of mankind always flourish best when they are
shadowed by heroic virtues, but when economics attempts to take center stage, they destroy the
essential part of their own existence.

Whenever a strong political power has existed in Germany, economic life has always progressed.



Whenever the economic system has become the only substance of our people’s life, it smothered the
virtues of idealism, and the state collapsed and carried the economic benefits with it into the ground.

If we ask ourselves what forces preserve a state, we can lump them all in one category: the ability
and willingness of an individual to sacrifice himself for the whole. These virtues have nothing at all
to do with economics. We can see this from the simple fact that man never sacrifices himself for
economics. People don’t die for business, but for ideals. Nothing showed more clearly the
Englishman’s superior ability to look into the psychology and into the soul of his people than the
motivation he demonstrated in his struggle. While we were battling for bread, England was fighting
for “freedom” and it was freedom for the little nations, not even for herself. We laughed and were
annoyed by this audacity. We showed the same thoughtless stupidity the German statesman
demonstrated so well before the war. Men lost the slightest desire to die of their own free will. As
long as the German people in 1914 still believed they were fighting for ideals, the battle continued;
when they were told to fight for economic survival, they gave up. When something finds itself fighting
simply for the production of daily bread, it prefers to give up.

Our intelligent “statesmen” were astonished at this change in public sentiment. They never
understood that from the moment a man begins to fight for an economic interest, he avoids the death
that would prevent him from ever enjoying the rewards of his struggle. The most delicate mother
becomes a heroine to save her own child.

The battle for the preservation of the species and of the home or state that shelters it is what always
made men willing to go to war.

We offer the following as an eternal truth: No state has ever been created by establishing a
peaceful economy. Only through the instincts that preserve the species, whether they are heroic virtue
or shrewdness, have states been created. Heroic virtue produces true Aryan, working, civilized states
while shrewdness produces Jewish parasite colonies. When instincts in a race or a state are overrun
by economics, the economic structure itself releases the causes that lead to defeat and oppression.

The belief before the First World War that Germany could open up or even conquer the world
through peaceful colonial means and commercial policy was a sign that the statebuilding and state-
preserving virtues had been lost. Also lost was the insight, strength of will, and determination needed
to take decisive action. The law of Nature brought the First World War and its results as revenge upon
our heads. Anyone who failed to look below the surface would only see an unsolvable puzzle when
considering this universal attitude of the German nation. After all, Germany herself was the most
wonderful example of an empire created by power and military valor. Prussia, the nucleus of the
Empire, was created by brilliant courage, not by financial operations or business deals. The Empire
was missing the magnificent reward of a leadership based on power politics and based on the
courage to risk death. How could the political instincts of the Germans become so diseased? This
was not a one-time occurrence, but a matter of destructive forces in frightening numbers that spread
among the people and attacked the nation like a cancerous ulcer. It seemed as if a constant stream of
poison was being injected by some mysterious unseen power into the very blood vessels of what had
once been a hero’s body. As this poison spread, it crippled common sense and the simple instinct of
self-preservation.

My attitude toward the German economic policy and Triple Alliance policy from 1912 to 1914
forced me to review these questions over and over.

Through the process of elimination I found the solution to the puzzle; it was a power which I had
already come to know in Vienna from a different standpoint. The source of the problem was the
Marxist doctrine and their resulting actions throughout the nation.



For the second time in my life, I dug into this doctrine of destruction. This time I was guided by
my observations of what was happening in the nation’s political life and not by the impressions and
effect of my daily surroundings. I became absorbed again in the theoretical literature of this new
world and tried to understand its possible consequences. I compared these with the actual events and
their effects in political, cultural, and economic life. For the first time, I also devoted my attention to
those efforts made to stop this plague. I studied the purpose, struggle for, and effect of Bismarck’s
emergency legislation. (Bismarck passed laws in 1878 to curb Social Democrat and Marxist
activities.) Gradually, I laid a rocksolid foundation for my own belief and I have never had to revise
my views on this issue. I also examined the connection between Marxism and Jewry more closely.
While in Vienna, I had believed Germany was an unshakable Colossus, but now, uneasy doubts began
to build in me. In my own mind and in the small circle of my acquaintances, I argued German foreign
policy and discussed what I believed to be the incredibly negligent treatment of the most important
problem that then existed in Germany at that time, Marxism. | really could not understand how they
could stagger so blindly towards a horrible danger whose aims were clearly and openly discussed by
the leaders of Marxism. Among my acquaintances, then and now, I warned against the smooth talking,
soothing slogan of all cowardly wretches who said, “Nothing can happen to us!” A similar
troublesome attitude had destroyed one giant empire already. Did everyone believe Germany alone
was going to be exempt from the laws that governed all other societies? In 1913 and 1914, 1
announced my conviction that the future of all Germans depended on destroying Marxism. Some of the
circles where 1 spoke are now faithfully part of the National Socialist movement today. In the
destructive German Triple Alliance policy, I saw the result of the Marxist doctrine’s destructive hand.
The fearful teachings of this poison almost invisibly destroyed every foundation of a healthy
economic policy and every healthy state concept. This occurred in such a way that the victims’ who
were contaminated did not even realize the acts and desires that resulted were actually part of a
World-Concept which they were otherwise strongly against.

The inner decline of the German people started long before they recognized the destroyer of their
existence was growing among them. Now and then, there was some treatment of the disease, but the
symptoms were too often confused with the cause. As people did not or would not look at the cause,
the struggle against Marxism was as effective as a long-winded quack’s miracle cure.

5. THE FIRST WORLD WAR
What depressed me more than anything when I was a wild youth was that I had been born into an age
that honored only tradesmen or civil servants.

The surge of large waves seen in history seemed to have calmed down so much that the future
belonged only to the “peaceful competition of people” or to quiet, mutual swindling where any
aggressive method of self-defense had been abandoned. More and more, the individual nations began
to resemble businesses that mutually undercut one another, stole customers and orders, and tried to
outwit each other in every way, while making protests as loud as they were harmless. This
development not only seemed to progress, but it was generally hoped it would someday transform the
world into one huge department store where the reception area would for all time display statues of
the most skillful manipulators and most harmless executives. The English could then furnish the
businessmen, the Germans would furnish the administrative officials, and the Jews would have to
sacrifice themselves as managers since they speak the most languages, and, by their own admission,
they never make a profit, but “keep paying” forever.

Why couldn’t I have been born a hundred years sooner? Say at the time of the Wars of Liberation
(The Napoleonic War of the Sixth Coalition 1812- 14 against France) when a man had some value



apart from the “business” which he operated.

It often annoyed me when I thought that my life started too late. I believed the age of “peace and
good order” in front of me was an undeserved cruel strike of Fate. Even as a boy, I was no “pacifist”
and every attempt to push me in that direction was a failure.

Then, the Boer War ( fought between Britain and two African Boer republics 18891902)
appeared like a bright light on my horizon. Every day, I anxiously waited the newspapers. I devoured
news reports and letters. I was happy to witness this heroic struggle, even if it was from a distance.
During the Russo-Japanese War (commonly called the Manchurian Campaign in 1904-1905
between Russia and Japan over Manchuria and Korean territories), | was more mature and more
observant. Here I took sides for more rational reasons and supported the Japanese in every discussion
we had.

I saw the defeat of the Russians as a defeat of the Austrian Slavs.

Years had passed since then, and what I had thought was slow-moving weakness as a boy, I now
believed to be the calm before the storm. Even in my Vienna days, the Balkans (the peninsula
territories east of Italy) were burning under the feeble heat that usually predicts the approach of a
hurricane.

Flashes of light were already beginning to flicker, only to be lost again in the strange darkness.
Then came the Balkan War (/97/2-13) and with it, the first puff of wind whipped across a nervous
Europe. The approaching events weighed on men like a nightmare—Ilike feverish, brooding tropical
heat—and it continued until the constant worry finally turned the feeling of approaching catastrophe
into desire. Let Heaven give in to the destiny that could not be avoided. Then, the first mighty flash of
lightning struck the earth. The storm broke and the thunder of the sky was mixed with the roar of the
artillery in the First World War.

When news of the murder of Archduke Francis Ferdinand arrived in Munich, I was sitting at home
and caught only bits and pieces of what happened.

( The assassination of Archduke Francis Ferdinand sparked the First World War when
AustriaHungary declared war against Serbia.) At first | was afraid and worried that the bullets had
come from the pistol of a German student. They were angry at the Crown Prince over his constant
work to convert the nation to a Slav region, and they wanted to free the German people from this
enemy within. It was easy to imagine what the result would have been; a new wave of persecution
against German elements in Austria which would have been “thoroughly justified” by the whole
world. But immediately afterward, I found myself dumbfounded at the way Fate played her game of
mysterious revenge when I heard the names of the suspected assassins. They were Serbians.

The greatest friend to Slavs was brought down by fanatical Slav patriot’s bullet. Anyone who had
watched the relationship between Austria and Serbia in previous years could have no doubt that this
act started boulders rolling that could never be stopped.

It isn’t fair to criticize the Vienna government today for the method and theme of the ultimatum it
presented then. No other power in the world could have acted differently in a similar situation. On
her Southeast border, Austria had an unyielding, deadly enemy that kept provoking the Monarchy
more and more often and would have never stopped until their time came to shatter the Empire.

There was good reason to fear this would happen with the death of the old Kaiser. By then,
perhaps the Monarchy would not be in any position to offer serious resistance. In its last years, the
whole State rested completely on Francis Joseph and the broad masses felt that the death of this aged
incarnation of the Empire meant the death of the Empire itself. More than that, it was one of the sly
tricks of Slavic policy that they were able to create the impression that the Austrian State owed its



continued existence exclusively to the Monarch’s marvelous and unique skill. This piece of flattery
pleased the Austrian Hofburg Imperial Palace even more because the Emperor didn’t deserve it. The
sting hidden in this eulogy was not noticed. People either did not see or did not want to see that the
more the Monarchy depended on the “outstanding governing skill” as they called it, of this “wisest
Monarch” of all times, the more catastrophic the situation was destined to be when Fate finally
knocked at the door to demand its due.

Could old Austria even think without the old Kaiser? Would not the tragedy of Maria Theresa be
repeated? (Maria Theresa was an Archduchess of Austria and the only ruler until 1765 when she
recognized her son, Joseph II, as co-regent. She unified the Hapsburg Monarchy, but after the
death of her husband withdrew and was no longer active as a Monarch even though she had made
many civil reforms earlier.) No, it is really unfair to Vienna government circles to blame them for
starting a war that otherwise might have been avoided. It could no longer have been avoided—
possibly postponed for one or two years— but not avoided. The curse of German and Austrian
diplomacy was that it had always tried to postpone the inevitable reckoning until it was finally forced
to strike at the most inopportune moment. We can be sure that another attempt at peace would only
have brought on the war at an even more unfavorable time.

Anyone who did not want this war must have the courage to accept the consequences of their past
refusal. This consequence could have only been the sacrifice of Austria. The war would still have
come, but probably not with everyone against us. Instead, it would have meant the separation of the
Hapsburg Monarchy. It was necessary to decide whether to take part or simply to gawk empty-handed
while Destiny took its course. The very people who today curse the loudest and pass judgment about
the starting of the war were the ones who took the most fatal part in leading us into it.

For decades, the Social Democrats had been sneaky in their efforts to spark war against Russia.
The German Centrist Party (a Catholic political party), on the other hand, had made the Austrian
State the pivotal point of German policy for religious reasons. Now, the results of this craziness were
upon us. What came next was inevitable and could no longer be avoided under any circumstances.
The German government’s share of the guilt was that in its effort to preserve peace, it missed all the
best moments to fight. It became wrapped up in the alliance to preserve world peace and finally
became the victim of a world coalition, which was absolutely determined to oppose a World War and
to preserve world peace at any cost. Even if the Vienna government had given an ultimatum in more
palatable terms, it would not have changed the situation but, instead, it might have generated public
outrage if the masses saw the ultimatum as too moderate and certainly not extreme or excessive.
Anyone who denies this today is either a forgetful blockhead or an intentional liar.

The First World War of 1914 was not forced on the masses, but was demanded by the people.
They wanted to finally put an end to the lingering uncertainty. Only on that ground can we understand
how more than two million German men followed the flag into this supreme struggle, ready to protect
it with their last drop of blood.

To me, those days seemed like deliverance from the anger of my youth. Even now, I am not
ashamed to say that I fell on my knees overcome by a wave of enthusiasm, and thanked Heaven from
an overflowing heart that it had granted me the good fortune to live in this time.

A battle for freedom had begun whose unparalleled greatness the earth had never seen. Destiny had
barely begun to take its course before the great masses started to realize that this time it was not just
Serbia’s or Austria’s fate at stake, but the existence of the German people itself.

After many years, the people could finally see the future. At the very outset of the monstrous

struggle, the intoxicating, extravagant enthusiasm was quickly replaced by the necessary serious



undertones. Only this realization made the nation’s exaltation more than just a passing fad. This was
necessary because the majority of the people did not have the slightest idea how long the battle would
be. They dreamed of soldiers being home again by winter so they could return to their peaceful jobs.

What man wants, he also hopes for and believes in. The overwhelming majority of the nation was
sick of the eternal uncertainty, so it was understandable that no one believed in a peaceful solution of
the Austrian-Serbian conflict and instead hoped for a final settlement. I was one of these millions.

The news of the assassination had barely reached Munich when two ideas flashed through my
mind. First, war was now unavoidable, but beyond this, the Hapsburg State would now be compelled
to stick to its alliance. What I had always feared most was the possibility that some day Germany
itself might be involved in a conflict that was not caused by Austria. Then, for domestic, political
reasons, the Austrian State would not have the resolution to back up its ally. Even though the alliance
had already been made, the Slavic majority of the Empire would have sabotaged it at once and would
have preferred to shatter the whole State rather than given help to their ally. This danger was now
removed. The old Austrian State had to fight whether it wanted to or not.

My own attitude toward the conflict was perfectly clear and simple. What I saw was not Austria
fighting for some satisfaction against Serbia, but Germany fighting for her all. The real battle was the
German nation fighting for its existence or nonexistence, for its freedom and future. Bismarck’s
creation must now go out and fight. What its fathers had once conquered in battle with their heroic
blood—from Weissenburg to Sedan and Paris—young Germany had to now earn back. If the battle
was victorious, then our people would rejoin the circle of great nations once more. The German
Empire could prove itself again as a mighty stronghold of peace without having to put its children on
short rations for the sake of maintaining peace.

As a boy and young man, I had often wished I could demonstrate that my nationalistic enthusiasm
was no empty obsession. It often seemed to me almost a sin to cry out in joy with the crowd without
having any real right to do so. Who could rightfully shout Aurray without having tried it, when all
pettiness is over and the Goddess of Fate’s cruel hand begins to test the strength of everyone’s
convictions? Like millions of others, my heart overflowed with happiness now that I could be free of
this paralyzing feeling. I had sung

“Deutschland iiber alles” (“Germany ahead of all”, the actual song title is “The Song of
Germany”) and shouted, “Heil” so often at the top of my lungs. Now it seemed to me almost like
Heavenly grace granted retroactive justice by allowing me to testify to the truth of my convictions and
prove they were real. | knew from the first moment that in the face of an inevitable war, I would
abandon my books immediately. 1 also knew that my place must be where the inner voice of
conscience sent me.

I left Austria primarily for political reasons. Now that the struggle was beginning, it seemed
natural that I should review my convictions. I would not fight for the Austrian Hapsburg State, but I
was ready at any time to die for my people and for the German Empire they belonged to.

On the third of August 1914, I presented a petition to His Majesty King Ludwig III, requesting
permission to join a Bavarian regiment. During those days, the Cabinet Chancellery had a lot to deal
with, but [ was overjoyed when I received an answer to my request the very next day. I opened the
letter with trembling hands and read that my petition was granted and I was instructed to enroll in a
Bavarian regiment. My gratitude and joy was unbelievable. In a few days, [ was wearing the uniform
that I would wear for the next six years.

For me, and probably for every German, the greatest and most unforgettable period of my earthly
life now began. Compared to the events of this incredible struggle, everything in my past paled as if it



was nothing. Now, as the tenth anniversary of the great event approaches, 1 think back with
melancholy pride about those weeks at the beginning of the heroic struggle of our people, where Fate
graciously allowed me to take part.

It seems like just yesterday. Image after image goes through my mind. I see myself uniformed and
with my beloved comrades we are marching out for the first time, drilling until the day our departure
finally came. I and many others were worried whether or not we would arrive too late at the front.
This often kept me awake at night. In the victorious delight we took when we heard about each new
heroic deed, there was also some irritation since each new victory seemed to increase the danger that
we would arrive too late to play our part.

At last, the day came when we left Munich to fall in and do our duty. I saw the Rhine River for the
first time as we were traveling beside its gentle waves on our way west to protect it. The Rhine—the
German river of rivers—we were now going to protect it from the greed of our old enemy. When the
gentle rays of the dawn sun first beamed down on us through the delicate veil of morning mist from
the Niederwald Monument (a statue that commemorates the founding of the German Empire after
the Franco-Prussian War), the old song “Wacht Am Rhein” (“Guard on the Rhine’) roared from the
long transport train into the morning sky, and my heart was ready to burst in patriotic pride. Then
came a cold, wet night in Flanders and we marched through it in silence. When day began to break
through the mist, we were suddenly met with an iron greeting as it hissed over our heads. With a sharp
crack, it hurled the little pellets of shrapnel through our ranks, splashing up the wet soil. Before the
little cloud was gone, the first “hurray” came from two hundred voices in response to this greeting by
the Angel of Death. Then the crackling and thunder began; singing and howling, and with feverish
eyes, everyone marched forward, faster and faster. At last, across beetfields and hedges, the battle
began—the battle of man against man. From a distance, the sound of song reached our ears, coming
closer and closer, and jumping from company to company. Just as Death began to busy himself in our
ranks, the song reached us too, and we in turn passed it on: “Deutschland, Deutschland iiber alles,
iiber alles in der Welt!” (“Germany before all, Germany ahead of everything in the world”.) Four
days later, we went back to camp. We even walked differently. Seventeenyear-old boys now looked
like men. Maybe the volunteers of the List Regiment (The Second Infantry Bavarian Regiment) had
not really learned to fight, but they did know how to die like old soldiers.

That was the beginning. That’s how it went on year after year, but horror had replaced the
romance of battle. Enthusiasm gradually cooled down and the wild excitement was smothered in
deadly fear. For each man, the time came when he had to struggle between the instinct of self-
preservation and the obligations of duty. I was not exempt from this struggle. Whenever Death was
close, a vague something in me tried to revolt and tried to disguise itself as reason to the weak body,
but it was still just that sly cowardice laying sneaky traps. A great tugging and warning would begin,
and only the last remnant of conscience would get me through the day.

But the harder this voice worked to caution me and the louder and more piercingly it spoke to me,
the stiffer my resistance became, until finally, after a long inner struggle, duty won. This struggle was
decided for me by the winter of 1915-1916. My will had finally become the absolute master. The first
few days I ran to the fight laughing and gloating, but now, I was calm and determined. That was the
frame of mind that would endure. Now, I could proceed to the final trial of Fate without nerves
cracking or the mind failing. The young volunteer had become an old soldier.

This transformation had taken place throughout the army. They had come out of the perpetual
battle older and stronger, and whatever could not stand up to the storm was simply broken.

Only now was it fair to judge this army. After two or three years of fighting one battle after



another—always fighting a force greater in numbers and weaponry, starving and suffering hardships
—then was the time to judge the value of that unique army.

Thousands of years from now, no one will speak of heroism without mentioning the German Army
in the First World War. Through the veil of history, the iron front of gray steel helmets will appear,
unswerving and unyielding, a monument of immortality. As long as there are Germans, they will
remember that these were sons of their forefathers.

When I was a soldier I did not want to talk politics. That was not the time for it. To this day, I am
convinced that the last stable-boy was more valuable to the Fatherland than the first
“parliamentarian”. I had never hated these windbags more than now as every quiet, truthful lad said
what he had to say point blank in the face of the enemy, or else left the small talk at home and focused
on doing his duty in silence. Yes, at that time I hated all these “politicians”, and if I had my say about
it, a parliamentary pick-and-shovel brigade would have been formed at once. There, they could have
chattered between themselves to their hearts’ content without annoying or harming decent, honest
humanity.

I wanted nothing to do with politics, but could not help adopting attitudes toward things that affected
the whole nation, and especially to things that affected us soldiers.

There were two things which annoyed me at that time that I thought were harmful to our interests.
After the very first report of victory, a certain section of the press began slowly, and possibly
unnoticed to some, to sprinkle a few drops of bitterness into the general enthusiasm. This was done
behind a false front of benevolence, good intentions, and concern. They did not believe in celebrating
victories “too much”. They claimed they were afraid that such celebrations were unworthy of a great
nation and out of place. The bravery and heroism of the German soldier were to be taken for granted
because they were accepted facts which did not justify such jubilation. They said outbursts of joy
should not be encouraged because foreign countries may view quiet and dignified rejoicing as more
attractive than unrestrained excitement. Finally, we Germans, should not forget that the war was not
our creation and that we shouldn’t be ashamed to admit openly as men that we were ready at any time
to do our share in the reconciliation of mankind. It was, therefore, not wise to tarnish the purity of the
army’s deeds by too much shouting. The rest of the world might not understand such behavior. They
said nothing was more admired than the modesty and restraint with which a true hero calmly and
silently forgot his deeds. That was basically their warning to the people.

Instead of bringing these fellows to the forefront and pulling them high on a pole with a rope, so
that the victorious enthusiasm of the nation should no longer offend the sensibilities of these knights of
the pen, people actually began to follow their lead and issue warnings against the “unsuitable”
character of the victory celebrations.

The politicians never realized that once the enthusiasm was stopped, it could not be revived when
it was needed. It i1s a state of intoxication and must be maintained as such. Without this sort of
enthusiasm, how could the nation endure a struggle which would make enormous demands on their
spiritual stamina? I knew the nature of the broad masses well enough to realize that a “showy”
display of moral superiority was no way to fan the flames needed to keep the iron hot. I thought
officials were crazy when they did not act to raise the boiling point, increase the heat of passion, but I
surely didn’t understand why the government would push policy to restrain the little excitement that
existed. The second thing that annoyed me was the attitude that Marxism was acceptable. In my eyes,
this just proved that people had no idea how dangerous this disease truly was. They seemed to
sincerely believe that by no longer recognizing any political party distinctions during the war, they
had brought Marxism to reason and restrained it.



Marxism is not a matter of a political party, but of a doctrine which is bound to lead to the utter
destruction of humanity. This was not widely understood because that side of Marxist theory was not
taught at our Jew-ridden universities. Too many people have been trained to think that if something is
not taught in their university then it is not important enough to pick up a book and learn about it, which
is silly, especially among the higher level government officials and civil servants. This revolutionary
trend passed over these “intellectual-official-heads” without them paying any attention to it, which is
the reason why state institutions usually drag behind private ones.

Heaven knows the German proverb is truer of those intellectual-officials than of anyone else: “What
the peasant doesn’t know, will not bother him”.

( The English idiom is “What you don'’t know can'’t hurt you”, a variation of “Ignorance is
bliss”, “If you do not know about a problem then you cannot make yourself unhappy by worrying
about it.”’) The few exceptions just prove the rule.

It was an unparalleled mistake to identify the German workman with Marxism in August of 1914.
When the time came, the German workman chose to free himself from the grasp of this poisonous
epidemic or he could never have taken part in the struggle of the war. But people were stupid enough
to think that, now, perhaps, Marxism had become “nationalistic”. This was a stroke of “genius”,
which proves that for many long years, none of these official heads of the State had ever bothered to
study the nature of the Marxist doctrine. If they had done their homework, such a crazy idea would
have never survived.

Marxism’s ultimate goal is and always will be the destruction of all non-Jewish national states. It
was horrified to see that in July of 1914, the German working class, which it had previously trapped,
was waking up and quickly entering the service of the Fatherland. Within a few days, the whole
smoke screen of this deceit, of this infamous fraud on the people, was blown away and suddenly the
Jewish leaders were alone and deserted. It was as if there wasn’t a trace left of the nonsense and
insanity which they had been pouring into the masses for sixty years. It was a bad moment for the
deceivers of the German working class people. But, the instant the leaders recognized the danger that
threatened them, they dawned their tarn-caps and boldly pretended to take part in the national revival.
(A tarn cap, or Tarnkappe, means a magical cap that allows the wearer to take any form they wish.
Siegfried uses one in Wagner's operas and the reference is common in Germanic stories. Other
stories give it the power of invisibility and strength,, however, it is likely Hitler was referring to
Wagner s version meaning the people put on the trappings and took the form of a nationalist as if
by magic.) This would have been the time to take a stand against the whole fraudulent brotherhood of
Jewish pests hiding among the people. Now was the time to give them a severe penance without the
slightest consideration for any protest or consequence that might have arisen as a result. In August of
1914, the Jewish chant of international solidarity was gone with a single blow to the heads of the
German working class. A few weeks later, this nonsense was replaced by American shrapnel as it
poured the blessings of worker-solidarity over the helmets of the marching soldier’s columns.

Now that the German workman had returned to his own nationality, it should have been the duty of
any responsible national government to unmercifully annihilate the agitators who stood against it. If
the best men were falling at the front, the pests assaulting national spirit could at least have been
exterminated at home.

But instead, His Majesty the Kaiser himself held out his hand to these old criminals offering these
disloyal assassins of the nation mercy, protection, and an opportunity to collect themselves for their
next strike. (The old criminals refers to Dr. Edouard Bernstein, a Socialist Democrat, and Albert
Ballin, managing director of the Hamburg-America cruise ships and friends with Wilhelm I1.) The



serpent could then go on working, more cautiously than before, but this made him more dangerous.
While honest people dreamed of peace and security, the lying criminals were organizing a revolution.
I was more than dissatisfied with the fact that officials had settled on a set of terrible half-measures to
deal with the problem, but I didn’t even realize how horrible the result would eventually be.

Then what should have been done next? The leaders of the whole movement should have been put
under lock and key immediately. They should have been put on trial and the nation freed from them.
Every resource of military power should have been used to brutally exterminate this epidemic. The
Marxist parties should have been dissolved and the Reichstag brought to reason at the point of a
bayonet if necessary. Or better still, it should have been immediately abolished. Just as the Republic
dissolves parties today, they had even more reason to resort to this means then. After all, the existence
or destruction of an entire people was at stake! This would certainly have raised another question:
Can intellectual ideas be destroyed by the sword at all? Can violence be used to combat a “World-
Concept”? I asked myself these questions more than once at that time.

If we think through similar cases found in history, especially cases of religious matters, we arrive
at this principle: After a certain point in their development, concepts and ideas as well as movements
of a spiritual nature, whether true or not, can never be broken by force. The only exception is when
force 1s used to replace these ideas with a fresh, new idea, thought, or World-Concept that burns even
brighter and stronger than the one it replaces.

The use of force alone without the driving power of a strong spiritual or intellectual concept can
never destroy an idea or even slow how fast it spreads, not unless force is used for the complete
extermination of every last supporter and the absolute destruction of all related traditions that may
linger. This usually means the disappearance of this state from the realm of political power for a long
time and sometimes, forever. The state can never stand beside other nations, nor will they allow it
after such an exercise of power. Experience shows that a blood sacrifice of this sort hits the nation in
the best part of the people. Any persecution carried on without an intellectual or spiritual basis
appears morally unjustified and the people will react. This incites the most valuable part of a
population to become champions of the ideas by adopting the beliefs of the unjustly persecuted
movement. Many people do this simply out of a feeling of opposition toward the state’s attempt to kill
an idea by brutal violence.

The number of movement followers grows at the same rate that the persecution increases. A
complete destruction of the new teaching can only be carried out by a tremendous and ever-increasing
extermination until finally, the people or state in question loses all the valuable blood it has. All the
people of value are gone. Retribution is then at hand. Such an internal purge may indeed take place,
but the price is the loss of the nation’s strength. This process will always be useless from the
beginning if the doctrines to be fought have gone beyond a certain small circle.

As with all growing movements, destruction is only possible when the movement is young. While
resistance increases with the passing years, the movement will grow and then yield to fresh and
younger members who will sprout new groups in a different form and with slightly different motives.

Almost all attempts to uproot a doctrine and its related organizations by violence with no
intellectual or spiritual basis are failures. Frequently in fact, such efforts produce the opposite result
from the one intended.

When sheer force is used to combat the spread of a doctrine, then that force must be used
systematically and persistently. Only regular and steady suppression of a doctrine can possibly be
successful. The moment there is any hesitation and violence alternates with mercy, the doctrine being
overcome will not only recover, but it will gain new value from each following persecution. This



happens because when pressure is eased, resentment at what has been suffered brings new followers
to the old doctrine, and existing supporters cling to it with greater defiance and deeper hatred than
ever. In fact, after the danger is gone, even those who renounced and betray their movement will try to
return to their old beliefs. The only way to achieve success is through a constant and regular use of
violence. This persistence can only happen with a definite intellectual and spiritual conviction
backing it up. All violence not founded on a solid spiritual or intellectual basis is indecisive and
uncertain. It lacks the stability that can only live in a fanatically intense world concept. It flows from
the energy and brutal determination of an individual. This dependence on the individual also makes it
subject to changes of its nature, personality, and strength as it changes hands.

There is still another consideration. Any World-Concept , whether religious or political in nature—
though it can be difficult to tell when one ends and the other begins—strives less for the negative
destruction of hostile ideas than to positively affirm its own ideas. Its battle must be more offense
than defense.

This 1s an advantage because the movement knows its own goal. The aim is victory for its own
idea. On the other hand, it is hard to decide when the negative aim of destroying a hostile doctrine can
be considered accomplished and certain. If for no other reason, the World-Concept ‘s attack should
be better planned and also more forceful than its defense. As in everything else, victory is decided in
the attack, not with the defense. A struggle by violence against an intellectual power is mere defense
unless the battle is also upholding, proclaiming, and spreading a new intellectual teaching.

To summarize, remember this: Every attempt to fight a World-Concept by violence will eventually
fail unless the struggle is fighting for a new way of thinking. Only in a struggle between two World-
Concept s can the weapon of brute force be used persistently and ruthlessly to bring victory to the
side it supports. So far, the attempts to combat Marxism had always failed for that reason.

This was why even Bismarck’s anti-Socialist legislation fell short and was destined to fail. There
was no new platform, no new World-Concept that the battle could have been fought for. Only the
proverbial wisdom of high munisterial officers could have managed to believe that so-called
“governmental authority” or “peace and good order” or the intellectual driving force was a suitable
basis behind a lifeand-death battle.

Because there was no real intellectual concept backing up the legislation, Bismarck handed over
the development of his anti-Socialist plan to the judgment and “good will” of the very institution that
was born of the Marxist way of thinking. When the Iron Chancellor left his war on Marxism to the
“good will” of Social Democrats (Marxists), he was asking the goat to watch the garden. This was
the inevitable result since there was no new authoritative, fundamental World-Concept , that could
drive a strong conquering will into champions who would rebuild this new cause where Marxism
was and drive it out. The only result of Bismarck’s struggle was a severe disappointment.

Were conditions at the beginning of the First World War in any way different? Unfortunately, no,
they were not. The more I thought about the necessary change in the attitude of the government toward
Social Democracy as the temporary personification of Marxism, the more I recognized there was no
workable substitute for this doctrine. What could they have offered the masses if Social Democracy
had failed? Not one movement existed that could successfully draw the great crowds of workers
under its influence once their leaders were gone. It is silly and more than stupid to presume that the
international fanatic, having left his working-class political party, will suddenly join a privileged-
class party or any new class organization at all. As disagreeable as it may be to various
organizations, there is no denying the fact that privileged-class politicians believe separation of
classes 1s important as long as it does not result in a political disadvantage. Denying this fact proves



the audacity and stupidity of these liars.

In general, we must avoid thinking that the masses are more stupid than they actually are. In
political matters, decisions are based more on feeling than understanding. The belief that this feeling
on the part of the masses somehow proves stupidity towards international matters can be immediately
disproved by simply pointing out that a pacifist democracy is equally insane because its supporters
are almost exclusively from the intellectual privilegedclasses.

When millions of citizens continue to reverently worship their Jewish democratic press every
morning, it looks bad for the upper class to make fun of the stupidity of the common “comrade” who,
in the end, is swallowing the same dirt, just presented differently. The manufacturer is one and the
same in both cases, the Jew.

We must be careful not to deny things whose existence is obviously a fact. It is an undeniable fact
that class questions have nothing to do with ideals, though that tripe is commonly served up at
election time. The class arrogance of many upper class people and the low regard of the manual
laborer is not in the imagination of a lunatic, but a well-known fact. Apart from this, it shows the
small thinking-power of our so-called intellectual elite when they assume that circumstances that
failed to prevent the rise of Marxism can now somehow find a way to recover what has been lost to
it.

The privileged-class parties can never bring the lower class masses into their camp. These are two
worlds that are divided in nature and artificially.

When they stand together, there will be battle, but no matter what, the younger one, Marxism, will be
victorious.

A war on Marxist Social Democracy in 1914 would have been conceivable. It is, however,
questionable how long that fight could have been maintained considering the lack of any practical
substitute. [ believed this long before the war and that is why I could never make up my mind to join
one of the existing parties. During the First World War, my opinion was strengthened more by the
obvious impossibility of declaring a brutal war on Social Democracy. There was no movement
available that was anything more than a “parliamentary” party.

I openly expressed my beliefs to my close army friends quite often. That is when it first occurred
to me that I might someday enter politics. This was why I often assured my circle of friends that after
the War, I would become a speaker in addition to my profession. I believe I was very sincere about it.
6. WAR PROPAGANDA

Pursuing all political events with interest like I did made me very interested in propaganda. In it, I
saw a tool that the Socialist-Marxist organization understood well and used with masterful skill. I
realized early that the proper use of propaganda is a true art and one that remained practically
unknown to the privileged-class parties.

Only the Christian-Socialist movement achieved a certain skill with this tool and its success was
owed to Lueger’s contributions in his day. Not until the war was there a chance to see the enormous
results that focused propaganda can produce. Here again, unfortunately, the other side was the sole
subject of study because our side’s understanding and use of propaganda was insignificant. This
negligence was obvious to every German soldier. It was an absolute failure of the entire German
information system. This now led me to investigate more thoroughly the use of propaganda.

Often there was more than enough time for consideration and reflection, but, unfortunately, it was the
enemy who gave us this great practical lessons.

What we failed to do, our adversaries did with extraordinary skill and calculation amounting to
genius. Even I learned an infinite amount from the enemy’s war propaganda. But of course, time



passed without a trace of understanding raining on the politicians’ heads. Some of them thought they
were too clever to take lessons from the enemy, and the rest were unwilling to learn. Did we have any
propaganda at all? Unfortunately, no. Everything that was tried in this area was so inadequate or
wrong from the start that, at best, it did no good and was often actually harmful. After a careful
review of German war propaganda, it was inadequate in form, and it was psychologically wrong in
fundamentals. Anyone could see this was true, even with a cursory inspection. Officials were not
even clear in their own minds about whether propaganda is a means or an end.

It 1s without question a means and has to be judged based on how it accomplishes the ends. Its
form has to be adapted to accomplish the desired result. It is also obvious that the importance of the
end may vary. The ends may even stray from the general needs of the public. The propaganda must
also adjust to match the value of the ends desired. The end that we struggled for during the war was
the most glorious and tremendous that a man could imagine: the freedom and independence of our
people, security of income for the future, and the nation’s honor which is something that does exist
despite those with contrary opinions. It must exist because people without honor lose their freedom
and independence sooner or later. This, in turn, agrees with a higher justice because generations of
scoundrels without honor deserve no freedom. No one who is willing to be a cowardly slave can or
should possess any honor because that kind of honor would quickly become an object of universal
hatred.

The German people were fighting for their very existence, and the purpose of propaganda in the war
should have been its goal to back up the fight and victory.

When people are fighting for their existence on this planet and are faced with the fatal question,
“to be or not to be”, all considerations of humaneness or appearances crumble into nothing. These
concepts are not floating in the air, but are born in man’s imagination where they will cease to exist
when he ceases to exist. Man’s departure from this world dissolves those concepts into nothing
because Nature does not know them. They are limited to the men in a handful of countries or rather a
few races, and their value is only to the degree they unfold from these men’s feelings. Humaneness
and showyidealism for the sake of appearances would disappear from the inhabited world if the races
that created and upheld these concepts were lost.

In a peoples’ struggle for its existence in the world, these concepts are of only minor importance.
They are not important in determining the form of the struggle. If the time comes when they might
cripple the drive for self-preservation in a struggling people, they must be discarded.

As far as the question of humaneness is concerned, even Moltke ( known as Moltke the Elder,
Helmuth Karl Bernhard von Moltke was a Prussian soldier, Chief of General Staff in 1858 and
responsible for the French defeat in 1870) pointed out that in war it is essential to make a decision
as quickly as possible, and that the most ruthless methods of fighting are at the same time the most
humane.

If anyone should try to improve us with nonsense about putting on airs of moral superiority for
appearance’s sake or showy-idealism because it is what they think other people believe we should
do, there can only be one answer: Any question of destiny that 1s as important as a people’s struggle
to survive immediately disposes of any duty to demonstrate “proper” appearances or to be concerned
in any way with how we appear to outsiders. The least beautiful thing that can exist in human life is
the yoke of slavery. Or do these touchy-feely people find the present lot of the German nation only an
appearance to be viewed by others? We have no need to discuss the matter with the Jews. They are
the inventors of this perfume of civilization which makes people more concerned with appearances
than with survival. Their whole existence is a denial of the beauty of God’s creation.



Since these ideas of what is humane and showy-morality for the benefit of others have no place in
warfare, they are not to be used as standards for war propaganda.

Propaganda in the war was a means to an end. The end was the German people’s successful
struggle for existence. Therefore, the propaganda should have only been considered based on how it
achieved that goal. The cruelest weapons were humane if they brought quicker victory, and the only
showy-morality to be used was that which helped assure the dignity of freedom for the nation. This
was the only attitude possible when facing the question of war propaganda in such a lifeand-death
struggle.

If the so-called competent authorities had understood this, the form and use of propaganda as a
weapon would never have been a matter of confusion. Propaganda is merely another weapon, a very
frightening one, in the hands of an expert.

The second question of absolutely central importance was this: Where should propaganda be
directed? At the educated intellectuals or at the lesseducated masses? It must be aimed continuously
at the masses alone! For the intellects, or those today who think they are intellectuals, we do not offer
propaganda, but scientific teaching, Judging by its substance, propaganda is no more science than an
advertising poster drawing is art. The art of the poster is in the designer’s ability to attract the
attention of the crowd with form and color. A poster advertising an art exhibition only has to draw
attention to the art in the exhibition. The better it succeeds, the greater is the art of the poster itself. In
addition, the poster should show the masses the importance of the exhibition, but it should never be a
substitute for the art there on display. Anyone who wants to involve himself with actual art must study
more than just the poster. In fact, for him, a simple walk through the exhibition is not enough. Only
after a detailed study of the exhibits can he be expected to give a thoughtful examination to the
individual works, and then slowly form a sound opinion.

The situation 1s the same today with what we call propaganda. Propaganda’s purpose is not
scientific training of the individual, not to give details or to act as a course of instruction, but
directing the masses’ attention to particular facts, occurrences, and necessities. The importance of
these facts can only be brought in their view by the means of propaganda.

The art of propaganda consists in putting a matter so clearly and forcibly before the minds of the
people that it creates a strong conviction in everyone.

It is essential to success that propaganda reinforces the reality of the facts that are promoted, the
necessity of what is being promoted, and the just or rightness of its character.

This art 1s not an end in itself. Its purpose must be identical to the advertisement poster—to attract
the attention of the masses and not to distribute instructions to those who already have an educated
opinion on things or who prefer to form their opinions based on objective study. That is not the
purpose of propaganda. It must appeal to the feelings of the public rather than to their reasoning
ability.

All propaganda must appeal to the common people in tone and in form and must keep its
intellectual level to the capacity of the least intelligent person at whom it is directed. In other words,
the intellectual level must be lowered as the mass of people it is intended to reach grows. If it is
necessary to reach a lot of people, as in the case of national propaganda for the continuation of a war,
you can never be too careful about controlling the intellectual level of the propaganda.

The less science is involved and the more emotions are involved, the more complete the success
will be. Success is the best proof of the effectiveness of propaganda, and not the fact that it satisfies a
few scholars or “image-conscious, sickly apes” who are concerned more with appearances and
feelings.



Understanding the emotional patterns of the great masses and using proper psychology to get their
attention and touch their hearts is the true art of propaganda. The fact that those who supposedly have
their intellect and wits enhanced by education fail to understand this proves their mental laziness or
their conceit.

Once we understand the importance of targeting the art of propaganda advertising to the broad
masses, we have the following consequence: It is a mistake to try to create propaganda in the same
way you would create a document for scientific instruction. The great masses’capacity to absorb
information is very limited; they have little understanding and they are very forgetful. For these
reasons, any effective propaganda must be confined to a very few points, and these must be expressed
in simple stereotyped formulas. They must be used repeatedly until the very last man cannot help but
know the meaning instantly. The moment we forget this principle, and try to vary the approach, try to
be general or abstract, we minimize the effect. The crowd cannot understand what is being offered.
Therefore, the greater the scope of the message, the more necessary it is for the propaganda to follow
a simple plan of action, which is also the most effective and targeted psychologically.

For instance, it was a fundamental error to make the enemy look ridiculous as was done in
Austrian and German comic book propaganda. It was a fundamental error because when soldiers
came face to face with the enemy, he saw something different. The result was terrible because now
under the direct pressure of his enemy’s resistance, the German soldier felt like he had been deceived
by the ones who were supposed to have enlightened him.

Instead of his war spirit or his commitment being strengthened, the opposite happened. The soldier
lost his will to fight.

The war propaganda of the British and Americans, on the other hand, was psychologically on
target. By portraying the Germans to their people as brutal and destructive barbarians, they prepared
the individual soldier for the horrors of war and helped protect him from illusions. Even the most
terrible weapons used against him only confirmed what he had already learned. This strengthened his
belief in the truthfulness of his own government and stirred up his anger and hatred against the evil
enemy. The effect of the enemy weapons, which he now discovered through first-hand experience,
gradually proved the barbaric and already familiar brutality of the “Huns” was real. He was never
led to believe that his own weapons might be more dreaded.

Consequently, the English soldier never felt he was being lied to at home.

This was not the case with the German soldier. Eventually, German soldiers refused any
information from home because they saw it as deceitful and a fraud. This happened because officials
thought they could assign any convenient jackass to propaganda duty. They failed to understand that
propaganda demands the most skilled minds that can be found. German war propaganda was a unique
research project whose desired effects were reversed because of a complete lack of any
understanding of psychology.

The enemy, however, had a tremendous lesson to teach anyone who was willing to open their eyes
and learn. There was plenty of opportunity when we sat through a four-and-a-half year tidal wave of
enemy propaganda.

What the people never understood was the first requirement for any propaganda activity: an
intentionally biased and one-sided attitude toward every question discussed. The failure in this area,
from the very beginning of the war, and from the top down, was so bad that it made me question
whether this much failure could all be credited to pure stupidity. For instance, what would people say
about a poster which advertised a new brand of soap, but which at length described the good qualities
of other soap brands? The viewer would simply shake their heads in disbelief.



The same is true of political advertising. It is the responsibility of propaganda to emphasize
exclusively the one cause it represents and not to evaluate other causes. It must not objectively
explore any truth that favors the other side or fairly weigh the options, and then present the masses
with a strict doctrine. It must not argue matters based on theoretical rules of justice. Propaganda must
constantly endeavor to present only the aspect of the truth that is favorable to its own side.

It was a fundamental error to discuss who was responsible for starting the First World War and then
declare that Germany was not totally responsible.

The right way would have been to pile the guilt totally on the enemy, even if this wasn’t true, but in
this case, it was.

What was the result of this half-and-half propaganda? The great masses of people are not made up
of diplomats, professors of law, or even people capable of making a judgment based on reason and
logic. They are human beings—indecisive and subject to doubt and uncertainty. The moment our own
propaganda admits even the faintest glimmer of justice is due to the other side, the seeds of doubt
have been planted and they will begin to question whether our own side is just. The masses cannot
tell where the enemy’s wrongs end and their own begin. In these cases, they become uncertain and
suspicious. This is especially true when the enemy does not commit the same foolishness, but puts the
guilt, lock, stock and barrel, on his adversary.

It was natural for our own people to believe the more intense and focused hostile propaganda of
our enemy instead of their own people’s words. This is easily seen in those who have a mania that
craves objectivity, like the Germans! Everyone preferred to be fair to the enemy rather than to risk
injustice.

Even willing to destroy his own people and State in the process.

The masses never realized that this outcome was not the leaders’ intention but it was their failure
to understand which was the cause. The overwhelming majority of the people tend to be so feminine
in their leanings and beliefs that emotion and feelings rather than serious logical reasoning determine
thought and action. This feeling is not complicated. It is simple and firm. There is no gray area. There
are not many different shadings, but a positive or a negative, love or hate, right or wrong, truth or lie,
but never half-and-half, never part of one and part of the other.

These are all things English propaganda did in an excellent manner. They never allowed two
sided arguments which might have raised doubts. They realized the broad masses’ emotional state
was primitive. They proved this by publishing horror story propaganda that met the masses on their
level.

They ruthlessly and brilliantly reinforced their moral position, which strengthened endurance at
the front despite great defeats. They were equally vivid in their “festival” nailing-down of the
German foe, portraying him as the sole guilty party for the outbreak of the War. This was a lie, which
because of the complete and one-sided colossal boldness of its presentation, appealed to the
emotional and extreme attitude of the common people, and therefore it was totally believed.

The effectiveness of this sort of propaganda was most noticeably shown by the fact that after four
years, it was still holding the enemy to his guns and had started to eat away at our own people.

It was really no surprise that our propaganda was unsuccessful. It carried the seed of
ineffectiveness in its deep ambiguity. Its content alone made it highly unlikely that it would create the
impression on the masses that was necessary for success. Only our irresponsible “statesmen” could
have hoped to generate enthusiasm in men to the point of dying for their country with this stale,
watered down pacifist tea.

This sorry product was not just useless, but harmful. All the brilliant presentations in the world



will not lead to the success of propaganda unless one fundamental principle is always kept clearly in
view. Propaganda must limit itself to saying a very little, but saying it a lot. First and foremost, that is
the absolute important prerequisite for success. In the field of propaganda, we must never be guided
by the beauty of propaganda itself because the expression and form of what was said would soon only
attract literary teaparties of intellectuals instead of being suited to the masses. Neither must it be
guided in a carefree manner because the lack of emotional freshness makes it weak and people are
constantly seeking new stimulants. Intellectuals quickly become bored with everything, They cannot
imagine themselves in the same place as their fellow man or even understand his needs. These
intellectuals are always the first to criticize propaganda’s content, which they think is too old-
fashioned, too stale, and too worn out. They are always looking for something new, seeking variety
and are the death of any effective political mass recruiting. As soon as party propaganda is organized
and its substance focuses on the intellectuals’ needs, they lose their unity and become scattered.

The purpose of propaganda is not to be a constant source of interesting diversion for unconcerned,
smart gentlemen, but to convince the masses. The masses are slow-moving, and it may take a long
time before they are ready to even notice something. Only constant repetitions of the simplest ideas
will finally stick in their minds.

Any variations in the propaganda message must never change the purpose of the propaganda, but
should always reinforce the same conclusion. The main slogan must be highlighted from various
angles, stated in different ways, but every discussion must end with the conclusion itself. Only then
can and will propaganda produce a unified and concentrated effect.

Only this broad approach, through steady and consistent use, will ever pave the way to final
success, and this steadfast course must never be abandoned. It is astonishing to discover the enormous
results which such perseverance can accomplish.

The success of any advertising, whether in business or politics, depends on perseverance and
consistency. The enemy war propaganda was a perfect model because it was restricted to a few
points, targeted exclusively at the masses, and continued with tireless perseverance. When those
basic ideas and methods of presentation were seen to be solid, they were used throughout propaganda
seemed idiotic the war without even the slightest change. At first, the in its use of disrespectful
statements. Later, it became
unpleasant, then it was finally believed.

After four and a half years, a revolution whose slogan originated in enemy war propaganda broke
out in Germany. The English understood that the success of this weapon lies in extensive usage, and
once it is successful, it more than pays for the cost.

The English saw propaganda as a primary weapon, while with us, it was the last resort of
employment for jobless politicians and a comfy job for those who avoided the role of herosoldier.
All 1n all, its success was zero.

7. THE REVOLUTION

Enemy propaganda first came to us in 1915. From 1916 on, it became more and more intensive
and swelled until the beginning of 1918 when it grew into an absolute flood. The effects of “dangling
the bait” were seen at every step. The army gradually learned to think the way the enemy wanted it to.

The German counter-efforts were a complete failure. The so-called “leader” who guided the army
had those around him who possessed the drive and desire to take up the struggle of counter-
propaganda, but the necessary tools were not there and they had no means to distribute anything even
if they had produced it. It would have been a mistake psychologically for the army to give this
enlightenment to the troops. If it was to be effective, it had to come from home. Otherwise, it was



impossible to count on it being successful among men who had suffered starvation and whose
immortal deeds of heroism and endurance had been performed for that very homeland for nearly four
years.

But what did come from home? Was the failure a result of stupidity or evil? In midsummer of
1918, after the retreat from the southern bank of the Marne (a river in northern France), the German
press started to demonstrate not only incompetence, but criminal stupidity. I asked myself with daily
and increasing disappointment if no one at home was going to put an end to this intellectual sabotage
of the army’s heroism.

What happened in France when we swept into the country in 1914 in an unparalleled whirlwind
of victory after victory? What did Italy do while her Isonzo front (along the Isonzo river in eastern
Italy) was collapsing? What did France do in the spring of 1918 when the assaults of the German
divisions seemed to be unhinging the French positions, and the longreaching arm of the German heavy
artillery was pounding on the gates of Paris? They raised the boiling point of national passion, and
stoked the fire of weakening courage and hurled it in the faces of the retreating regiments! How
wonderfully their propaganda skills inspired and influenced the masses as they labored to pound into
the hearts of the broken front soldiers a belief in the final victory, now more than ever! And what was
happening on our side? Nothing! I was often overcome with outrage and fury when I received the
latest newspapers and saw the psychological mass murder they were committing,. More than once, I
was tortured by the thought that if Providence had put me in place of these criminal incompetents and
do-nothings in our propaganda service, the War would have ended in a different fashion.

During those months, for the first time, I felt the full force of cruel Fate, who was holding me at
the front in a spot where any negro could by chance point his rifle in the wrong direction and shoot me
down; while if I had been in another place, I could have performed a very different service for the
Fatherland.

Even then, I was presumptuous enough to believe I would have succeeded. But I was a nameless one
among eight-million, so it was better to stay quiet and do my duty as well as possible where [ was.

In the summer of 1916, the first enemy leaflets fell into our hands. With only minor variations,
their substance was almost invariably the same: “Distress In Germany Was Growing Ever Greater”;
“The War Would Last Forever, While The Chance Of Winning It Was Vanishing”; “People At Home
Were Longing For Peace, But ‘Militarism’ And The ‘Kaiser’ Would Not Consider Peaceful
Solutions”; “The Whole World Was Making War On The One Guilty Foe Called The Kaiser And Not
On The German People”; “The Struggle Would Not Come To An End Until This Enemy Of Peaceable
Mankind Was Eliminated; “After The War Ended, The Peaceful And Democratic Nations Would
Receive The German People Into The League Of Eternal-World- Peace, A Peace That Was
Guaranteed To Spring Forth The Moment ‘Prussian-Militarism’ was destroyed”.

To illustrate these claims, they included “Letters From Home” which appeared to confirm these
statements. At that time, everybody just laughed at these attempts. The leaflets were read and then sent
to the rear for the commanders to inspect, then they were forgotten until the wind blew another load
down into the trenches. They even sent special airplanes just to drop the leaflets.

There was one striking element in this kind of propaganda. In every sector where there were
Bavarians, an attack on Prussia was pushed with extraordinary persistence. It said that Prussia was
solely responsible for the whole War, and there was not the slightest hostility against Bavaria, but
they could not come to the assistance of Bavaria as long as it served Prussian interests and kept
pulling Prussia’s chestnuts out of the fire.

This technique actually began to have a certain effect as early as 1915. Bad feelings against



Prussia noticeably increased among the troops without producing the slightest countermeasures from
our leadership. This was more than a mere sin of omission. Sooner or later there were bound to be
serious repercussions, and not for the “Prussians”, but for the German people of which Bavaria is a
considerable part.

Enemy propaganda began to have definite success in this area by 1916. The real letters from home
were filled with complaints which had also started to take effect. It was no longer necessary for the
enemy to drop leaflets into our trenches; the letters were delivered by post. The “government-in-
charge” did nothing except issue a few foolish warnings while the front was constantly flooded with
this poison sent from home by thoughtless women. They never dreamed that this would strengthen the
enemy’s confidence and increase the sufferings of their loved ones at the front lines. The silly letters
from German women eventually cost hundreds of thousands of men their lives.

Even by 1916, several alarming signs became apparent. The men at the front were cursing and
complaining—they were discontented and justifiably resentful in many respects. While they were
starving and suffering and their families at home were in misery, they could still see places where
there was abundance and festive living. Even at the front itself, everything wasn’t as it should have
been in this respect. There were faint warnings of crisis, but these were all still internal matters. The
same man who growled and cursed would silently do his duty a few minutes later as if it were habit.
The same company that was feeling discontented would dig into the section of trenches it had to
defend, as if Germany’s Fate depended upon this hundred yards of mud and shell-holes. This front
line was still formed by the old, magnificent “Army of Heroes!” I would soon experience the
difference between it and home in glaring contrast. At the end of September, 1916, my division
entered the battle of the Somme (one of the largest battles in the First World War with over 1.5
million casualties at the river Somme in northern France). For us, it was the first of the huge battles
that now followed, and the impression it created is hard to describe. It seemed more like Hell than a
war. The German front held out against the whirlwind drumming of the guns for weeks at a time.
Sometimes, they were pushed back; then they would advance again, but they never gave up.

On October 7, 1916, I was wounded.

I arrived safely at the rear and was ordered to Germany by transport vehicle. Two years had
passed since I had seen home, which was an almost endless stretch of time to be away. I couldn’t
even imagine how Germans who were not in uniform would look. When I was in the base hospital at
Hermies (a farming village in France at the time), 1 was startled when the voice of a German
woman, a nurse, addressed a man lying next to me. It was wonderful hearing a sound like that for the
first time in two years! The nearer to the border the train approached—which was bringing us home
—the more restless each man became. All the towns moved past that we had ridden through two years
before as young soldiers: Brussels, Louvain, Liege. Finally, we thought we recognized the first
German house by its high gables and its striking shutters. It was the Fatherland! In October, 1914, we
had been on fire with wild enthusiasm when we crossed the border. Now, stillness and reverence
ruled. We were all happy that Fate allowed us to once again see what we were defending so fiercely
with our lives.

Almost on the anniversary of my departure, I arrived in the hospital in the Brandenberg town of
Beelitz near Berlin. What a change! From the mud of the Battle of the Somme into the white beds of
this amazing structure! At first, one hardly dared lie on them. Unfortunately, this world was new in
other ways too.

The spirit of the front-line army wasn’t here. For the first time, I heard something we didn’t know
about at the front: someone boasting of his own cowardice. One did indeed hear cursing and



grumbling at the front, but never to encourage the neglect of or the dereliction of duty, let alone to
glorify the coward. No, the coward was still a coward and nothing more. On the front, he was treated
with a contempt as strong as the admiration that was felt for a true hero. But here in the hospital,
conditions were almost the reverse. The most dishonest trouble-makers and unprincipled trouble-
seekers took the floor and tried in every way with every resource of their sorry eloquence to make the
decent soldier appear ridiculous and the coward’s lack of character a model to be emulated.

A few disgraceful fellows were the ringleaders. One said that he had stuck his own hand into the
barbed-wire entanglement so he would be sent to the hospital. Despite the minor nature of his injury,
he appeared to have been here a very long time and was planning to stay. It appeared that an
arrangement was struck as the result of a swindle or bribe, which allowed him to stay here, and
another such act was the only reason he made it on a transit train for Germany at all. This filthy pest
of a fellow actually had the nerve to display his own cowardice shamelessly and claim it was the
result of a bravery higher than the heroic death of the honest soldier. Many listened in silence; others
walked away; a few actually agreed.

I was disgusted within an inch of my life, but the troublemaker was calmly tolerated in the
hospital. What could anyone do? Surely the hospital office knew who and what he was, yet nothing
happened.

When I could walk again, I was allowed to go to Berlin. Hardship was obviously very severe
everywhere. Millions were suffering from hunger.

Discontent was all around. In different shelters where the soldiers visited and in pubs the tone
was the same as at the hospital. It seemed like these fellows deliberately sought out such spots in
order to spread their views.

But things were even worse, much worse, in Munich itself. When I was discharged from the

hospital after my recovery and was assigned to the reserve battalion, I hardly recognized the city
again. Anger, disgust, and abusive talk were everywhere. In the reserve battalion itself, the spirit was
absolutely beneath contempt. One factor was the total incompetent treatment of the active soldiers by
non-commissioned training officers who had never spent a single hour on the battlefield. For this
reason, they were only able to establish a working relationship with the battle-experienced soldiers.
The old front-line soldiers did have certain peculiarities, which were the result of their own
experience at the front lines, but these were incomprehensible to the inexperienced officers of the
reserve troops. An officer who had himself come from the front was not puzzled by them. Such an
officer received a very different sort of respect from that given to the officers who served at the rear
away from the action or at headquarters. Besides this, the general temper was awful. Avoidance of
military service began to be considered a sign of higher wisdom while the faithful endurance of
service became the earmark of inner weakness and partial blindness. The government offices were
full of Jews. Almost every clerk was a Jew and every Jew a clerk. I was astonished at this multitude
of “chosen people” and could not help comparing it with their sparse presence at the front lines.
The situation in business was even worse. Here the Jewish people had actually become
“indispensable”. This spider was slowly beginning to suck the blood from the people. In the business
of “War Companies”, an instrument had been found to gradually sweep away the national, free
economy. The necessity of creating centralized suppliers without restrictions was emphasized. In fact,
by 1916-1917, almost all production was under the control of financial Jewry.

But at whom did the people now direct its hatred? I was horrified to see a doom approaching
which was bound to lead to a collapse if it wasn’t avoided in time. While the Jew was plundering the
whole nation and forcing it under his domination, people were being turned against the “Prussians”.



At the front lines and at home, nothing was done by the leadership to curb this poisonous propaganda.
Nobody seemed to understand that the collapse of Prussia would not mean the rise of Bavaria. On the
contrary, the fall of one would inevitably drag the other with it into the abyss.

This behavior caused me infinite pain. I could see no purpose in it except that it was the Jew’s
most inspired trick to distract general attention from themselves to others. While Bavarians and
Prussians were quarreling, the Jew was sneaking the income from under their noses. While the
Bavarians were damning the Prussians, the Jew organized the Revolution and with one blow
shattered both Prussia and Bavaria.

I could not stand to watch this doomed feud among the German clans and preferred to return to the
front lines. I asked to be transferred there immediately after my arrival in Munich. By the beginning of
March, 1917, I was back with my regiment again.

Toward the end of 1917, the deepest point of the army’s depression seemed to be past. After the
Russian collapse, the whole army had new hope and courage. The belief that the struggle would end
with a German victory began to grow in the troops more and more. Singing was heard again and there
were fewer grumblers. People believed in the future of the Fatherland again.

The Italian collapse in the Autumn of 1917 had a wonderful effect. In this victory, the troops saw
proof that it was possible to break through other fronts beside the Russian campaign. A magnificent
faith flooded back into the hearts of the millions and made it possible for them to hold out for the
spring of 1918 with relieved assurance of victory. The enemy, on the other hand, was visibly
miserable. That winter, things were somewhat calmer than usual. It was just the calm before the
storm. As the front was making the final preparation to conclude the endless struggle, and as endless
lines of transport-trains filled with men and supplies were rolling toward the Western Front and the
troops were being groomed for the great attack, the greatest treachery, the most foul trick of the War
broke out in Germany.

Germany must not win the War. At the last moment when the German victory flag threatened to
wave, a calculated blow was made to stifle the German spring attack at birth, making victory
impossible. The weapons manufacturing strike was organized among the labor unions.

If 1t was successful, the German front would break and the wish of the Social Democratic
newspaper, Vorwérts (“Forward”), that Germany would not be the victor this time would be
fulfilled. Without weapons, the front would collapse in a few weeks. The offensive would be
prevented, the political agreement saved, and the international capital made ruler of Germany.
Cheating the people was the inner goal of the Marxist and they succeeded. It was the destruction of
the national economy in order to establish the rule of international capital and it happened thanks to
the stupidity and gullibility of one side and the enormous cowardice of the other.

The munitions strike was not as successful as was hoped and did not deprive the front line of
weaponry and armaments. It collapsed too early for the weapons shortage alone to condemn the army
to destruction according to plan. However, the moral damage that was done was so much worse!
First, what was the army fighting for if people at home did not even want victory? Who were the
enormous sacrifices and hardships for? The soldier is sent out and told to fight for victory, and at
home they strike against it! Second, what was the effect upon the enemy? In the winter of 1917-18,
dark clouds rose for the first time on the Allied sky. For almost four years, the Allies leaned against
the German giant and had been unable to topple him. He had only one arm holding a shield for
defense in the West which left his sword arm free to swing to the East and the South.

Now, the giant was finally free from his battles behind. Rivers of blood had flowed before he
succeeded in smashing one of his adversaries. Now, this giant could turn and let the sword join the



shield in the West. The enemy had not succeeded so far in breaking down the defense; the attack
would now fall completely on him. The enemy dreaded him and feared the imminent victory.

In London and Paris, there was one meeting after another, but on the front line, a drowsy silence
reigned. The insolence of the allied leaders suddenly sank. Even the enemy propaganda was
struggling. It was not as easy to prove the impossibility of a German victory. The same thing was also
true on the front lines. They too began to see a strange light. Their inner attitude toward the German
soldier had changed. Up until now, they might have thought he was a fool marked for defeat, but now,
they were facing the destroyer of their Russian ally. The necessary confinement of German offensives
to the East now seemed to be part of an inspired strategy.

For three years, the Germans had charged against Russia and appeared to have no effect. People

almost laughed at these pointless attempts. After all, the Russian giant with his superior numbers must
be the ultimate winner while Germany would surely collapse from loss of blood. The evidence
seemed to justify this hope.
Starting in September, 1914, when the endless masses of Russian prisoners from the battle of
Tannenberg ( a decisive battle between Russia and Germany in the early days of the First World
War), began to march into Germany along highways and railroads in long caravans; the stream
appeared to continue forever, but for every Russian army that was beaten and annihilated, a new one
arose to take its place. The vast Empire kept giving the Czar new soldiers and fed the war its new
victims. How long could Germany last in this race? Wouldn’t the day come, after a great German
victory, when the Russian army reserves would prepare themselves for the final battle? And then
what? In all human probability, Russia’s victory might be postponed, but it would eventually come.

Now, all these hopes pinned on Russia were lost. The ally who had laid the greatest
bloodsacrifices on the altar for the Allies was at the end of his strength and lay at the feet of the
merciless attacker. Fear and horror crept into the hearts of the soldiers who, up until now, had filled
their minds with blind faith. They now feared the coming spring. If they had not succeeded in breaking
the German line when he could give only part of his energy to the Western Front, how could they
expect victory against the entire strength of the mighty land of heroes which was gathering itself for an
attack? The shadows of defeat from the South Tyrolean Mountains (the Alto Adige mountain range in
Italy ) sank uneasily on the imagination. As far away as the fog of Flanders (in France), the beaten
armies of General Cadorna created gloomy spirits and their belief in victory crumbled as they saw a
future filled with fear and defeat. (General Luigi Cadorna led 250,000 Italian soldiers to their
death in the early days of the First World War along the Isonzo River and he achieved little or no
military gains.) Just as people thought they could hear the steady rumble from advancing shock troops
of the German army in the cool of the night and when they were anxiously expecting the coming
judgment day, suddenly a glaring red light blazed from Germany, throwing its flare into the last shell-
hole of the enemy front. At the moment the German divisions were making their final preparations for
the great assault, the general labor-strike broke out in Germany.

For a moment, the world was speechless. But then, with a sigh of relief, the enemy propaganda
grabbed this opportunity for a reprieve in the twelfth hour. In one strike they found ways to restore the
diminishing confidence of the Allied soldiers, to call the chance of victory a certainty again, and to
change the uneasy dread of what was coming into confident determination. Now, the regiments
waiting for the inevitable German attack could go into the greatest battle of all time with the
conviction that the end of the War would be decided not by the bravery of the German assault, but by
the persistence of its own defenses. Let the Germans win as many victories as they pleased. At home,
the Marxist Revolution was welcomed as it marched in, not the victorious army.



The English, French, and American newspapers began to plant this belief in the hearts of their
readers, while a substantial and skillful propaganda movement fed the morale of their troops at the
front.

“Germany on the eve of Revolution! Victory of the Allies inevitable!” This was the best medicine to
set the wavering French and English on their feet.

Now, German rifles and machine-guns could be fired again, but instead of fleeing in panic and terror,
they met determined resistance and confidence.

This was the result of the strike at weapons factories. It strengthened the enemy’s faith in victory
and swept away the paralyzing hopelessness of the Allied front. Afterward, thousands of German
soldiers paid with their lives while the originators of this dishonorable wickedness were slated to
move into the highest State offices of Germany as a result of the Revolution.

The visible effects of this act on the German troops could be overcome for now, but on the
enemy’s side, the results had a long lasting effect. The resistance was no longer an aimless army that
has given everything up for lost, but instead the bitter intensity of a struggle for victory appeared. In
all human probability, victory would come if the Western Front could just hold out for a few months
against the German attack. The parliaments of the Allies recognized this future chance for victory and
approved the use of astonishing, stupendous amounts of money to continue the propaganda which
would eventually undermine Germany.

It was my good fortune to have a part in the first two and the last offensives. They are the most
tremendous impressions of my life. They were tremendous because this was the last time the struggle
lost the character of defense and took on that of attack, as it felt in 1914. The men 1in the trenches and
dugouts of the German army drew a deep sigh of relief now that the day of revenge was here at last
after more than three years of stubbornly resisting the enemy inferno. Once more, the victorious
battalions shouted, and they hung the last immortal laurel wreaths on the battle flags amid the lightning
flashes of victory. Once more the songs of the Fatherland roared toward heaven along the endless
marching columns and for the last time, and, the Lord’s mercy smiled.

In Mid-summer of 1918, stifling heat covered the front. At home people were quarreling. Over
what? Many stories circulated through the various divisions of the army in the field. The War was
now hopeless, they said, and only fools could still believe in victory. The people had no more interest
in continuing in resistance; only the capitalists and the Monarchy wanted to continue. That was the
story from home and it was discussed on the front as well.

At first, there was scarcely any reaction. What did we care about general voting rights? Was that
what we had fought four years to gain? It was a piece of evil robbery to steal the war’s goal from the
graves of dead heroes. The young regiments that died in Flanders did not cry, “Long live general
voting rights”, but they shouted, “Germany ahead of all”. The difference was “small”, but not
insignificant. Those who were shouting for general voting rights were never there when the fighting
was going on. The whole political party rabble were strangers to the front. One only saw a fraction of
the “Honorable Parliamentarians” in places where decent Germans were found.

The old soldiers who were the backbone of the front had no interest in this new war aim of Ebert,
Scheidemann, Barth, and Liebknecht (Social Democrats who were key figures in the German
Revolution of 1918). We could not see why these slackers should suddenly have the right to
inappropriately claim State authority for themselves over the army’s leadership.

My personal attitude was settled from the start. I hated the whole pack of wretched,
nationswindling party scoundrels intensely. I had realized for a long time that with this gang it was a
question of filling their empty pockets and not of the nation’s welfare. For this purpose, they were



now willing to sacrifice all the people, and if necessary, let Germany go to her doom. In my eyes, it
was time to string them up. Giving in to their wishes meant sacrificing the interests of the working
people in favor of a set of pickpockets. Those wishes could only be fulfilled if one were ready to
give up Germany, and this is what the great majority of the fighting army still thought. The
reinforcements from home quickly grew worse and worse. Their arrival weakened instead of
strengthened the fighting power. The young reinforcements in particular were mostly worthless. Often,
it was hard to believe that these were sons of the same people who had once sent out their youth to the
battle of Ypres (the First battle of Ypres, also called the Battle of Flanders in 1914).

In August and September, the symptoms of disintegration quickly increased. The enemy attacked
with terrible effect, but it was mild when compared to the past defensive battles of Somme and
Flanders (battlefields in France), which were blood curdling.

At the end of September, my division re-took for the third time places which we had once stormed
as young volunteer regiments. Those were some great memories! For there, in October and November
of 1914, we had received our baptism of fire. With love of the Fatherland in its heart and a song on its
lips, our young regiment had gone to battle as if to a dance. The most precious blood was joyfully
given in the belief that this would preserve independence and freedom for the Fatherland.

In July of 1917, we walked on this ground, sacred for us all, for the second time. Here slept the
best of our comrades, children almost, who had given their lives for the Fatherland, their eyes
glowing with enthusiastic love. We veterans, who had marched out with the regiment long ago, stood
with deep reverence at this altar of “faithfulness and obedience unto death”. The regiment had
stormed this ground three years before. Now, it was to defend it in a bitter battle of resistance.

With three weeks of continuous artillery, the English prepared for the great Flanders offensive.
Now, the spirits of the dead seemed to come alive. The regiment braced itself in the filthy mud and
dug into the shell-holes and craters, unyielding, unwavering, and grew smaller and thinner, just as
they had once before at this spot. Finally, the English attack came on July 31, 1917.

Early in August we were relieved by fresh troops. What once had been the regiment was now a
few companies. They staggered back, covered with mud, more like ghosts than men. Except for a few
hundred yards of shell-holes, the Englishman had only won death.

Now, in the fall of 1918, we stood for the third time on the ground we had stormed in 1914. The
small town of Comines (in Belgium), where we once had been stationed on a base, was now our
battlefield. The battleground was the same, only the men had changed. The troops now talked politics,
too.

The poison from home began to take effect here, as it was everywhere else. The younger
reinforcements were absolutely useless because they came from home where they had succumbed to
its effects.

On the night of October 13th to 14th the English attacked with gas on the southern front south of
Ypres (a Belgian municipality in West Flanders). They used yellow-cross gas (yellow crosses were
painted on gas shells to show they contained mustard gas producing liquid), whose effect was
unknown to us as far as personal experience was concerned. I found out about it firsthand that very
night. The evening of October 13th, on a hill south of Wervick (a Belgium municipality in West
Flanders), we were subjected to a pounding of gas bombs lasting several hours, and it continued
more or less violently all night. By midnight, half of us were knocked out of action, some of our
comrades forever. Toward morning, I was gripped by more and more violent pains as the minutes
passed.

By seven o’clock in the morning, my eyes felt like they were on fire. I fumbled and staggered to



the rear, taking with me my last messenger report I was destined to deliver in the War. Within a few
hours, my eyes had turned to red-hot coals and everything around me was dark. I was sent to the
hospital in the German city of Pasewalk (on the Uecker river) in Pomerania (an area now split
between Germany and Poland) and there I had to experience the greatest disgrace of this century. The
Revolution.

There had been something vague and repulsive in the air for some time. The gossip was that
“things” were going to pop in the next few weeks. I could There had been something vague and
repulsive in the air for some time. The gossip was that “things” were going to pop in the next few
weeks. I could not imagine what they meant by “things”. My first thought was of a strike, like the one
in the spring. Unpleasant rumors were constantly coming from the Navy, which was supposed to be in
a state of confusion. To me, this seemed more the creature of a few scattered rascals’ brains than any
concern of a large mass of people. In the hospital, everyone talked about the ending of the War, which
they hoped would be soon, but no one counted on it being immediately. I could not read newspapers
because of my eyes. In November, the general tension increased. Then one day, suddenly and
unexpectedly, the disaster was upon us. Sailors came in trucks inspiring and rousing us to join the
Revolution. A few Jew-boys were the “leaders” in this struggle for the “freedom, beauty, and dignity”
of our national people. None of them had been at the front lines or seen any action. Three Orientals
who were sent home from behind the lines by way of the so-called “clap hospital”, that is to say
venereal disease, left Marxist flags behind, and these red rags were now hoisted up in the hospital.

By that time, my condition had begun to improve somewhat. The pain in the hollows of my eyes
lessened and I could distinguish rough outlines of my surroundings again. I had hopes of getting my
eyesight back at least enough so that I would be able to find some useful occupation. I did not,
however, hope to be able to draw again. Still, I was on the road to recovery when another monstrous
thing happened.

My first hope was that this high treason was only a local affair. I tried to cheer up some of my
comrades with that reassurance. My Bavarian hospitalmates in particular were willing to accept this
outlook. Their temper was anything but “revolutionary”. I could not imagine that the craziness would
break out in Munich because I thought the respect for the House of Wittelsbach (the Royal House of
the German State of Bavaria) was sure to be stronger there than the will of a few Jews. I could not
help but tell myself it was just a matter of a revolt in the Navy which would be put down in the next
few days.

The next few days came, and with them the most horrible information I have received in my life.
The rumors grew even more alarming. What I thought was a local matter was a general Revolution.
On top of it all, the shameful news came from the front: They were going to surrender. How could this
be possible? On the 10th of November, the pastor came to the hospital for a short speech and we
found out the whole story. Those around me were extremely excited as we listened to his brief
speech. The dignified old gentleman seemed to be trembling like a leaf as he informed us that the
House of Hohenzollern (the noble families of Prussia, Germany, and Romania) could no longer
wear the crown of the German Emperors. The Fatherland had become a “Republic”’, and our
Fatherland would certainly be under the control of other people in the future. He said we must beg the
Almighty not to withhold His blessing of the transformation and not to forsake our people in the times
to come. He could not refrain from saying a few words about the Royal House. He tried to speak in
appreciation of what it had done for Pomerania, for Prussia, for the German Fatherland, and here, he
began to weep softly. Profound unhappiness came upon every heart in the little hall, and I do not
believe there was a dry eye at this point. The old gentleman tried to continue and began to tell us that



we would now have to end the long War and that the future of our Fatherland would face heavy
burdens. The War was lost and we were throwing ourselves upon the mercy of the victors. He also
said the Armistice was to be accepted and our trust was put in the generosity of our enemy. By that
time, I could stand it no longer. It was impossible for me to stay in the room. Everything went black
before my eyes again and I staggered and stumbled my way back to the dormitory, flung myself upon
my cot, and buried my burning head in the blanket and pillow.

I had not cried since the day I stood beside my mother’s grave. In my youth, whenever I was
gripped by the hard and cruel hand of Fate, my stubbornness increased. When Death took dear
comrades and friends from our ranks in the long years of the war, [ would have thought it almost a sin
to complain. Were they dying for Germany or not? When I fell victim to the creeping gas that began to
eat into my eyes during the very last days of that frightening struggle, and I suffered the horror of going
blind forever, there was a moment when I was ready to lose courage, but then the voice of conscience
thundered at me: “You miserable wretch! Who are you to whimper while thousands of souls are a
hundred times worse off than you?” So, I bore my fate in silence. I had realized for the first time how
personal suffering disappears in the face of the misfortune of the Fatherland.

It had all been in vain. All the sacrifices and starvation were in vain; the hunger and thirst that
stretched for months without end were in vain; the hours gripped by deathly terror in which we still
did our duty were in vain; and the death of the two million who gave their lives, it was all in vain.
Surely the graves would open up returning all the hundreds of thousands who had marched out
believing in the Fatherland? Surely they must open and send forth the silent heroes, covered with mud
and blood, as avenging spirits to the homeland which had so outrageously cheated them of the highest
sacrifice that a man can offer to his people in this world? Was this what the soldiers of August and
September, 1914 ( referring to the Battle of Tannenberg where the Germans decimated the
Russians) had died for? Was this why the volunteer regiments followed their old comrades in the fall
of the same year? Was this why these boys of seventeen had died on the soil of Flanders? Was this the
meaning of the sacrifice that the German mother made for the Fatherland when, with an aching heart,
she sent her dearest boys out, never to see them again? Was all of this so a mob of miserable
criminals could dare to lay hands on the Fatherland? Was this why the German soldier, exhausted by
sleepless nights and endless marches, hungry, thirsty, and frozen, had stood fast through burning sun
and driving snow? Was it for this he had gone through the inferno of continuous artillery fire and the
fever of gas attacks, never yielding, always remembering the single duty to guard the Fatherland from
enemy invasion? Truly, these heroes deserved a monument that says: “Stranger, when you travel to
Germany, tell them that we lay here, faithful to the Fatherland and obedient to duty”. (These words are
paraphrased from the monument erected at Thermopylae in Greece to the memory of Leonidas and
his Spartan soldiers.) But was the supreme sacrifice all we must consider? Was the Germany of the
past worthless? Do we have any obligation to our own history? Were we still worthy enough to take
on ourselves the glory of the past? And how could this deed be justified to the future? These are
immoral and miserable criminals! The more I tried to understand this outrageous event, the more my
cheeks burned with indignation and shame. The pain of my eyes was nothing compared to this
wretchedness. Awful days and worse nights followed. I knew that all was lost. Only fools or these
liars and criminals could hope for the enemy’s mercy. During those nights, hatred grew—hatred for
the perpetrators of this deed.

In the next few days, I became aware of my own Fate. I had to laugh when I thought of my
personal future, which had caused me so much worry only a short a time ago. It was funny to think of
building houses on this ground. Finally, I realized that the thing I had dreaded so often, the thing which



was inevitable had happened, but I did not have the heart to believe it.

Emperor William II had been the first German Emperor to offer the hand of reconciliation to the
leaders of Marxism, not dreaming that those crooks have no honor. While they grasped the Imperial
hand with their left hand, the other hand was reaching for the sword. With the Jew there can be no
understanding or agreement, but only the unyielding “either-or”. I resolved to become a politician.

8. BEGINNING OF MY POLITICAL ACTIVITY

By the end of November, 1918, I was back in Munich. I went to the reserve battalion office of my
regiment, which was in the hands of the new “Soldiers’ Councils”. The whole administration was so
disgusting to me that I decided to leave as quickly as possible. With a faithful friend of the campaign
at my side, Ernst Schmidt, I traveled to Traunstein (a town in the south-east part of Bavaria
Germany) and remained there until the camp was broken up.

In March of 1919, we went back to Munich. The situation there was shaky which threatened to
continue the Revolution. Eisner’s death only hastened the development and it finally led to the
dictatorship of the Councils. (Kurt Eisner, the Bavarian Socialist politician, journalist, and
organizer of the Socialist Revolution, died in February of 1919. He was killed by a lone assassin
not associated with the Nazi movement. He previously led the Munich Revolution and became
Premier of Bavaria.) Or, more accurately put, to a temporary Jewish domination which was the
original goal of those who created the Revolution.

At that time, plans bounced back and forth in my head. For days, I considered options and thought
about what could possibly be done, but the result of every train of thought was the sober realization
that no one knew me and I did not have the means to actually do anything. Later I will explain the
reason why I could not even make up my mind which of the existing political parties to join.

During the new Revolution of the Councils, for the first time, I behaved in a way that the Central
Council found annoying. The later result was that [ was to be arrested early in the morning of April
27, 1919, but the three fellows who came for me did not have enough courage when facing the muzzle
of my rifle to complete their task and ran off as quickly as they came.

A few days after the “liberation” of Munich, I was ordered to appear before the Commission of
Investigation to discuss the revolutionary events in the Second Infantry Regiment. This was my first,
somewhat, purely political activity.

Within a few weeks, I received orders to attend a “course” or a series of lectures which was
being held for members of the military forces. Here, a soldier was supposed to receive a definite
foundation for his thinking as a citizen. The only value in the performance to me was that it gave me a
chance to meet like-minded comrades with whom I could discuss the real situation at hand. We were
all firmly convinced that Germany could no longer be saved from the coming catastrophe, certainly
not by the parties who committed the November crime (the surrender and formation of the Weimar
Republic), the Center Party and the Social Democratic Party. Even if they had the best intentions in
the world, the so-called “privilegedclass Nationalist” organizations could never correct what had
already been done. They lacked the full set of necessary fundamentals and without them, such a task
could not succeed.

Time has shown that our view was correct.

In our little circle, we discussed the formation of a new Party. The basic ideas we had in mind
were the same that were later realized in the “German Workers’ Party” (the DAF, precursor to the
Nazi party ). The name of the movement to be founded must help us reach the broad masses from the
very beginning. Without the ability to reach the masses, the whole task would be senseless and
unnecessary. We hit on the name “Social Revolutionary Party” because the social views of the new



organization actually constituted a revolution.

But there was also a much deeper reason for the name. Attentive as I had always been to
economic problems, my focus had been confined to the social problems. Only later were the bounds
of my attention extended as I examined the Triple Alliance (the Alliance was between Germany,
Austria- Hungary, and Italy which Hitler detested). This alliance was mostly the result of a poor
assessment of the economic system, as well as a vagueness about the basis on which the German
people could be sustained in the future. All these ideas rested on the opinion that money was only the
product of labor, and finances could be corrected by adjusting issues that helped or hurt human
activity. In fact, this unexpectedly revealed the true role of money because it depended completely on
the greatness, freedom, and power of the State and people. This dependency requires financial sectors
to actively support the State and people. It is a matter of instinct and self-preservation for the
improvement of its own development. The necessary dependence of finances upon the independent
free State would compel financial sectors to work for this freedom, power, and strength of the nation.
This made the duty of the State toward finances comparatively simple and clear. It only had to be
certain that capital remained a servant of the State and did not become the master of the people. The
expression of this attitude could then remain within two boundary lines: preservation of a healthy,
independent national economy on one side, and the safeguarding of the wage-earner’s social rights on
the other.

Previously, I did not realize there was a difference between capital as the result of work and a
capital derived from speculation investments—not until I received a push in the right direction. This
push was by one of the various gentlemen who lectured in the previously mentioned course, Gottfried
Feder (an economic theoretician who was later a key member and guided the Nazi party).

For the first time in my life, I heard a basic outline explaining the workings of international

finance and loan capital. When I heard Feder’s first lecture, the idea instantly flashed through my
mind that [ had now found my way to accomplish one of the key essentials needed in the foundation of
a new party.
In my mind, Feder’s merit was demonstrated in his ruthless and vigorous method of describing the
double character of the finances used in stockexchanges and loan transactions. He laid bare the fact
that this capital is always dependent on the payment of interest. His explanations of all the basic
questions were so sound that from the start, his critics did not dispute the theoretical correctness of
the 1dea but they doubted the possibility that it could be carried out. What others considered a
weakness in Feder’s arguments, I thought was the strong point.

The task of the plan’s creator is not to lay out the details needed to fulfill the plan, but to explain
the plan. He should be concerned less with the method and more with the goal. The essential truth
behind an idea is the deciding factor, not the difficulty in carrying it out. The moment the plan’s
creator attempts to consider so-called “convenience” and “reality” instead of absolute truth, his work
will no longer be a star seeking humanity and will become nothing more than an everyday procedure.
The program-maker of a movement must determine its goal; the politician must attempt to reach it.
Accordingly, the thinking of the plan’s creator is determined by Eternal-Truth and the action of the
politician is determined by the practical reality of the moment. The greatness of one man lies in the
truth behind the theory of his idea and in his proper approach to the given facts. The greatness of the
other lies in his practical use of them. The goal set up by the plan’s creator must serve as a Guiding-
Light to others. The test of a politician’s importance is the success of the plans and actions as they
become a reality, even though the final intention of the plan’s creator can never be realized. Human
thought can indeed grasp truths and set up goals as clear as crystal, but their complete fulfillment will



be prevented by the universal imperfection and inadequacy of man. The truer the theory and the more
tremendous the idea, the more impossible it is to achieve as long as it depends on human beings. For
that reason, the importance of the plan’s creator cannot be measured by the achievement of his goals,
but by their rightness and the influence they have on the development of humanity. If this were not true,
the founders of religion could not be considered to be among the greatest men on this Earth since the
fulfillment of their moral goals are not even close to being achieved. Even that, which is called the
“Religion of Love”, is only a shadow of the Will of its Righteous Creator, but its importance 1s in the
attempt to convey ethics and morals to the general development of Human Culture.

This fundamental difference between the tasks of the political philosopher or plan’s creator and
the politician is also the reason why the two are almost never the same person. It is particularly true
of the so-called “successful”, or more accurately the unimportant politician whose actions are limited
to “the art of the possible”, as Bismarck defined politics. The more such a “politician” avoids great
ideas and sticks to that which he can easily accomplish, the easier his job becomes, the more obvious
his small victories, and always the quicker his successes will be. These successes have an Earthly
and brief life and often do not live longer than the author. The work of this sort of politician is of no
importance to future generations since its present success depends solely on avoiding crucial
problems and ideas. The solutions to larger problems are actually valuable for later generations as
well as the current one. The accomplishment of goals which will have value and meaning for distant
generations is usually unrewarding for their champions today and are rarely accepted or understood
by the great masses. The masses understand reductions in beer and milk prices better than deep plans
for a distant time where the benefits will only be seen by their future generations.

A close relative of stupidity 1s vanity, and vanity is the reason the great majority of politicians
will distance themselves from any difficult plans for the future. They want to avoid losing the
momentary favor of the crowd. The success and importance of such a politician then lies entirely in
the present and their actions have no meaning for the future. This doesn’t bother the small minded;
they are satisfied with immediate results.

The political philosopher is a different matter. His importance almost always lies totally in the
future since he is frequently what we call a dreamer. If the art of the politician is considered the art of
doing the possible, then the political philosopher is one whom it is said pleases the Gods only when
he demands the impossible. He will almost always have to give up fame in the present, but in its
place, if his ideas are immortal, he receives glory from future generations.

Once in a very long time, a politician and political philosopher may be one and the same, but the
more intimate this fusion, the greater the resistance will grow to the politician’s efforts. He is no
longer working for necessities obvious to the average person, but for goals only a few can
understand. His life is torn between love and hate. The protests of those presently around him who do
not understand the man will battle against his struggle to accomplish something important for
posterity. The greater the future will be for a man’s work, the less the present can grasp it, the harder
the battle will be, and the rarer success will be found. If success does smile on one man in centuries,
a glimmer of the coming glory may possibly surround him in his old age.

Even so, these great men are just the marathon runners of history. The glory of the present only
rests upon the brow of the dying hero. We must count these men as the great warriors of this World.
Those are the men who are not understood by the present, but who are nevertheless ready to fight to
the end for their ideas and ideals. They are the ones who will someday be closest to the people’s
hearts. Each of these individuals felt it was his duty to repay the wrongs which great men have
suffered at the hands of their contemporaries. Their lives and their work are then studied with



touching and grateful admiration. In dark days of distress, such men have the power to heal broken
hearts and elevate the people from their despair.

To this group belong not only the genuinely great statesmen but all the great reformers as well.
Besides Frederick the Great (Friedrick 11, from the Hohenzollern dynasty, who united much of the
Prussian dynasty) we have such men as Martin Luther (the monk and Protestant Church reformer)
and Richard Wagner (the famous anti-Semitic German composer).

When I heard Gottfried Feder’s first lecture on “Breaking the Slavery of Interest”, I immediately
knew that this was a theoretical truth which was of huge importance for the future of the German
people. The separation of finance capital from the national economy made it possible to oppose the
internationalization of the German economy without threatening national self-preservation. 1 saw
Germany’s development much too clearly not to have known that the hardest struggle would have to
be fought against international capital and not against hostile people. In Feder’s lecture, I heard a
mighty rallying cry for this coming struggle.

Subsequent developments showed how right our feeling was. Today, we are no longer laughed at
by our deceptive, privileged-class sly-boots politicians. Today, if they are not deliberate liars, even
they see that international finance capital not only took the lead in nurturing the War, but especially
after the struggle has ended it is doing everything possible to make the Peace into a Hell.

The struggle against international finance and loan capital interest has become the most important
point in the program of the German nation’s economic independence and freedom. For those practical
people who may object, I offer these answers: All apprehensions about the economic consequences
that would follow the abolition of the slavery that results from interest-based financing capital are not
valid because in the first place, the economic principles that we have previously followed already
proved to be quite disastrous to the interests of the German people.

The comments by the authors of those plans on questions of self-preservation strongly remind us
of the past verdicts passed out by similar “experts” such as the Bavarian Medical Faculty regarding
the question of introducing the railroad. We now know that none of this exalted body’s fears have
happened since riders of the new “steam-horse” did not become dizzy, spectators watching the train
pass were not made 1ll, and the board fences intended to hide the new invention are gone. All that is
left are invisible blinders on the so-called “experts” and those will always be there.

In the second place, we should remember that any idea becomes dangerous if it presumes to be an
end 1n itself, but in reality, it is just a means to an end.For me and all true NationalSocialists, there is
only one doctrine: Folk and Fatherland. We must fight to assure the existence and the growth of our
race and our nation. We must feed our children and keep our blood pure. We must fight for the
freedom and independence of the Fatherland so that our nation may grow and fulfill the mission given
to it by the Creator of the Universe.

Every ideal and every idea, every teaching and all knowledge must serve this purpose. It is from
this perspective that we must judge everything and use it or discard it according to its suitability for
our purpose. In this way, a theory can never harden into a deadly doctrine since it must all serve the
common good.

The insight of Gottfried Feder led me to deep study in a field where I previously had little
knowledge. I resumed the process of learning and came to realize for the first time the purpose behind
the life work of the Jew, Karl Marx. Now, I really began to understand his currency, the capital he
used, as well as the struggle of Social Democracy against the national economy—a struggle that was
meant only to lay the groundwork for the rule of true international finance by interest-based money.

In another respect, these courses had a great effect upon my later life. One day during the course, I



asked for the floor in a discussion after one of the men attending the course felt compelled to break a
lance for the Jews and defended them at great length. This aggravated me so much I had to reply. The
overwhelming majority of those present were on my side. The result was that a few days later I was
assigned to a Munich regiment as an “education officer”.

The discipline of the troops at that time was still fairly weak. They suffered from the aftereffects
of the Soldiers’ Council. The introduction of military discipline and subordination in place of
“voluntary obedience”, a term for the filth under Kurt Eisner (who led the Marxist revolution in
Bavaria and was Premier until 1919), had to be implemented very slowly and cautiously. The troops
themselves had to learn to feel and think as Nationalists and be patriotic. My new focus was pointed
in those two directions.

I happily began my task. Suddenly, I had an opportunity to speak before large audiences. What |
had always felt and assumed to be true was now being proven—I could “speak”. My voice had
improved enough so that people could always understand me, at least in the small squad room.

No task could have made me any happier. Now, before being discharged, I could do a useful
service for the institution which had been so close to my heart, the army. I can say my talks were a
success. During the course of my lectures, I led hundreds, probably thousands, of my comrades back
to their Folk and Fatherland. 1 “nationalized” the troops and was able to help strengthen the general
discipline.

In the process, I became acquainted with a number of comrades, who believed as I did and later
formed the center of the new Movement.
9. THE “GERMAN WORKERS’ PARTY”

One day, I received orders to find out about a political organization going under the name of “The
German Workers’ Party”, which had scheduled a meeting in a day or two where Gottfried Feder was
to speak. I was to attend, check out the group, and then make my report.

The army’s curiosity in regard to political parties was more than understandable. The Revolution
gave the soldiers the right to take part in politics, and it was the most inexperienced men who were
now making full use of it. Until the Center Party (a Catholicbased party) and Social Democratic
Parties (the Marxists) realized to their distress that these men were beginning to turn away from the
Revolutionary party aims and turn toward the national movement; did they think it was appropriate to
deprive the troops of their right to vote and forbid their involvement in political activity? It was
obvious that the Center Party and Marxism would resort to this measure because if they had not cut off
“civil rights”, which 1s what they called the political equality of the soldier after the Revolution, then
within a few years, there would have been no November State left and no more national shame and
humiliation that came with it. The troops at that time were well on the way to freeing the nation from
its blood-suckers as well as the politicians inside the government who were tools of that political
agreement. The fact that even the so-called “nationalist” parties voted enthusiastically for this
doctrine of the November criminals (to reverse soldiers’ right to vote), without regard to its true
meaning, and thus helped to squelch the tools of a national revival, which should have been the
nationalists’ goal, showed once more that the inflexible attachment to an idea that is purely abstract
can lead the gullible away from their own goals. Suffering from total intellectual deterioration, this
privileged-class party seriously believed the army would again become a stronghold of German
bravery. The real goal of the Center Party and Marxism was to cut out the dangerous nationalist fangs
of the military. But without the ability to bite, an army becomes the police, not a body of troops that
can do battle with the enemy. This is something which later events proved fully.

Did our “national politicians” think the army could have developed in any way other than



becoming nationalistic? That would be just the style of these gentlemen. That is what happens when
someone spends the war as a windbag parliamentarian and not as a soldier. They lose any sense of
what is going on in the hearts of men. The hearts in the army are filled with a stupendous past
reminding them that they were once the best soldiers in the world.

So, I resolved to attend the previously mentioned party meeting since I was not familiar with them
and had not heard of them before. When I arrived that evening and went to the back room of the
former Sternecker Brewery beer-hall, which is now a place of historical significance, there were
about twenty or twenty-five people, mostly from the lower class. I was already familiar with Feder’s
lecture through the courses I had taken, so I focused primarily on observing the society itself. It did
not make a good or bad impression on me. It was just another new organization. Those were the days
when anyone who was dissatisfied with previous developments and had lost confidence in the
existing parties thought he should start a new party. Such societies sprang up like mushrooms
everywhere, but disappeared without a squeak after a short time. Most of the founders did not have
the slightest idea what it meant to turn a social gathering into a political party, let alone a movement.
So, the groups they founded almost always drowned in their own ridiculous pettiness.

After listening for about two hours, I decided that the “German Workers’ Party” could be lumped
in with the rest. I was glad when Feder finally finished speaking. I had seen enough and was getting
ready to go when they announced there would be an open discussion. With that, I was persuaded to
stay awhile longer. Nothing of any consequence happened here until suddenly a “professor” took the
floor. He first questioned the soundness of Feder’s reasoning and then, after an excellent reply from
Feder, suddenly took his stand and argued about the “facts” of the issue. But, before they continued he
strongly urged the young party to adopt the “separation” of Bavaria from “Prussia” as an important
point in the party program. The man brazenly continued to insist that German-Austria would
immediately unite with Bavaria, that the peace would then be much better, and he continued with
similar nonsense. At this point I could not resist asking for my turn on the floor and telling the learned
gentlemen my opinion on the subject. I spoke with such success that before I had even finished, my
predecessor on the floor left the hall with his tail between his legs. People looked astonished as they
listened to me talk.

When I was saying goodnight to the group and starting to leave, a man came running after me to
introduce himself and handed me a booklet that was evidently a political pamphlet. He begged me to
read it. I did not catch the man’s name.

I thought this was very convenient because now I could become acquainted with the tiresome
society without having to attend any more of their tiresome meetings. The man, obviously a workman,
did leave a favorable impression on me though. Then, I left.

At that time, | was still living in the barracks of the Second Infantry Regiment in a little room
which plainly showed the traces of the Revolution. I was away all day, usually with the 41st Light
Infantry or at meetings or giving lectures to some other part of the troops. I was only in my quarters to
sleep at night. Being in the habit of waking up at 5 o’clock every morning, I was accustomed to
amusing myself by putting a few hard bread crusts on the floor for the tiny mice that played in the
room. I would watch the comical little animals scramble for these morsels. I had endured enough
starvation in my life that I could well imagine the hunger and also the delight of the little creatures.
The morning after the meeting, [ was laying awake in bed at five o’clock watching the mice scurrying
about. I couldn’t go back to sleep and I suddenly remembered the night before, and then the booklet
that the man had asked me to read. So, I began to read it. It was a small pamphlet in which the author
—this very workman who gave it to me—described how he had escaped the Marxist and trade-union



slogans and returned to thinking on nationalistic lines. The title was “My Political Awakening”. Once
[ started reading, I consumed the pamphlet with interest all the way through. It described a process
which reminded me of the one I had gone through twelve years before. I recalled my own
development again. I thought about the matter several times throughout the day and was ready to put it
aside again, when, less than a week later, I received a post-card stating that I been made a member of
the German Workers’ Party. The card asked what I thought about this and would I please come and
share these thoughts at a committee meeting of the party the following Wednesday.

I must say, I was more than astonished at this method of “recruiting” members, and did not know
whether to be annoyed or amused. I would not have dreamed of joining an existing party; I intended to
found my own. This request was really out of the question for me. I was about to send my answer to
the gentlemen in writing when [ was overcome with curiosity and I decided to go on the scheduled
day to explain my reasons in person.

Wednesday came. The pub where the meeting was to take place was the Altes Rosenbad (the Old
Rose) in the Herrnstrasse (Road of Gentlemen) area, a very shabby place where somebody might
wander by mistake once in a blue moon. That was not surprising in 1919, at a time when the menus of
even the larger restaurants had only the most humble and sparse offerings. But this particular pub, I
had never even heard of before.

I went through the dim front room, discovered the door to the back room, and found myself in the
presence of the “meeting”. In the faint glow of a halffunctioning gas light, four young men were sitting
around a table. Among them was the author of the little pamphlet, who immediately and excitedly
greeted and welcomed me as a new member of the German Workers’ Party. I was rather surprised at
this. I was told that the real “national chairman” had not yet arrived and I decided to save my
explanation for everyone at once. Finally, he showed up. He was the chairman from the meeting at the
Sternecker Brewery when Feder had lectured.

While waiting, | had become curious again and waited to see what would happen. Now, at least, |
found out the names of the various gentlemen. The chairman of the “national organization” was Karl
Harrer and, the Munich chairman, Anton Drexler (a machine and railway worker and a member of
the volkisch movement offshoot which was anti-Semitic. He, together with journalist Karl Harrer,
founded the German Workers’ Party (DAP) in Munich with Gottfried Feder and Dietrich Eckart in
1919).

The minutes of the last meeting were now read, and a role call of confidence in the secretary was
passed. Then it was the treasurer’s turn to read his report. The finances of the organization totaled all
of seven marks and fifty pfennigs and for this, general confidence was expressed for the treasurer.
This was also recorded in the minutes. Then, the chairman read aloud letters they had prepared in
reply to past correspondence. One was a letter to Kiel, one to Dusseldorf, and one to Berlin. These
were unanimously approved. Then the incoming mail was recorded and consisted of a letter from
Berlin, one from Dusseldorf, and one from Kiel, whose arrival seemed to be received with great
satisfaction. This increasing correspondence was declared to be an excellent and visible sign of the
spreading importance of the “German Workers’ Party”. Then, there was a long discussion regarding
the reply letters to be written in answer to the newly received correspondence.

Awful, just awful! This was a small-town club of the worst kind and this was what I was
supposed to join? The new members were offered the floor for consideration of their membership. In
other words, my capture in their trap was complete.

I began to ask questions, but I found that other than a few guiding principles, there was nothing—
no program, no printed material at all, no membership card, not even a humble rubber stamp of the



party seal. All [ saw was good faith and good intentions.

I had lost my desire to laugh at these happenings. This was all a sign of total confusion and
complete discouragement, which was common to these parties with their programs, purposes, and
their activities. The deep feeling that drew these few young men together into this ridiculous meeting
was a result of their inner voice which, more instinctively than consciously, made all past party
activities seem useless for the nationalist revival of Germany or for the cure to its inner ailments,
which were caused by those controlling the internal affairs of the State. I quickly read over the basic
principles, which were in typewritten form, and I thought they revealed that these souls were
searching and longing for answers rather than showing any knowledge of the battle that needed to be
fought. Much of it was vague or uncertain and a lot was missing, but it was obvious they were looking
for truth. What inspired these men was something that had been deep inside me too. It was the longing
for a new movement which should be more than a party in the old sense of the word.

When I went back to the barracks that evening, my opinion of the organization was clear. I was
faced with probably the most difficult question of my life: Should I join or should I decline? My
reason advised me to refuse, but I had a restless feeling and the more I tried to convince myself the
whole club was nonsense, the more I felt inclined to favor it. I could not rest for the next few days.

I began to argue back and forth with myself. I had decided to become politically active a long
time ago. I was also convinced that a new movement was necessary, but my impulse to act had been
lacking. I am not one of those who start something today, then forgets about it the next day or switches
over to something new. My very conviction was the main reason it was so hard for me to decide to
join a new organization. This organization either had to grow to be everything I saw it should be or
else was better left alone. I knew I was making a decision forever and there could be no turning back.
For me, it was no temporary plaything, but a deadly serious undertaking. I have always had an
instinctive dislike for people who start everything and finish nothing.

To me, such a jack-of-all-trades was to be loathed. I thought what they did was worse than doing
nothing.

This was one of the main reasons why I could not decide as easily as others when it came to start
something because it must either become everything or otherwise be conveniently left undone. Fate
itself now seemed to give me a sign and point me down the right road. I would never have joined one
of the existing large parties, and will explain my reasons in a moment. I felt this ridiculous little
creation with its handful of members had one advantage in that it had not yet hardened into an
“organization”. Instead, it still gave the individual a chance for real personal input and activity. Here,
a man could still accomplish some effective work, and the smaller the movement was, the greater the
chance of forming it into the right shape. Here, in this group, its character could still be formed, which
was out of the question from the start with the existing big parties.

The longer I considered, the more convinced I became that a small movement like this would
serve as an instrument of national resurgence. This could never happen with one of the parliamentary
political parties which clung far too tightly to old ideas, because they profited in the structure of the
new regime. What must be declared here was a new WorldConcept , and not a new election slogan.

Still, it was a frightening and difficult decision to try to turn a purpose into reality. What tools
could I bring to the task? Being poor and without resources was the least of my troubles. A greater
problem was that I was unknown. I was one of the millions whom Chance could let live or die
without even his nearest neighbors noticing. In addition, there was the problem that I had never
completed my schooling.

The so-called “intelligent people” look down with unlimited condescension on anyone who has



not been dragged through the required schools so that he has the necessary knowledge pumped into
him. After all, nobody ever asks, “What can the man do?” but, “What has he learned?” The
“educated” people will like the greatest idiot if he is covered in enough diplomas while they will
care nothing for the brightest boy who does not have those precious wrappings. So I could easily
imagine how the “educated” world would receive me. My only mistake was in thinking men are a
little better than they actually are. True, the exceptions shine even brighter because of who they are.
For my part, I learned to distinguish between those who are endlessly preparing for the real world
through schooling and the men of real ability who can take action.

After two days of painful pondering and consideration, I was finally convinced I must take this step. It
was the hardest decision of my life. There could and must be no retreat if I went forward. I applied
for membership in the German Workers’Party and received a provisional membership certificate
bearing the number seven!

10. CAUSES OF THE COLLAPSE

The fall of any group is always measured by the distance between its present position and its
original position. The same thing holds true for the downfall of races and states. This makes the
original position highly important. Only what rises above the ordinary limits can be noticed in its fall.
The collapse of the Second Reich was so hard and so horrible to every thinking and feeling person
because the fall came from a height which today, in the face of our disastrous present humiliation, is
hard to even imagine.

The very founding of the Reich seemed to be made golden by the magical happenings that elevated
the whole nation. After a victorious and unequaled journey, an Empire grew for their sons and
grandsons as the ultimate reward for immortal heroism. Whether consciously or unconsciously, the
Germans felt that the noble way it was founded raised this Empire higher than any other state. Its
existence was not due to parliamentary maneuvers to jockey above the standing of other states. It was
not in the small talk of a parliamentary argument, but in the thunder and roar of the battlefront around
Paris that the solemn act took place. This was a demonstration of the will of the Germans, princes and
common people, who sought to form one Empire for the future that would once more exalt the
Imperial Crown as a great symbol. It was not done by a knife in the back. Deserters and traitors were
not the founders of Bismarck’s State; it was built by regiments at the front lines.

This unique birth and fiery baptism alone were enough to surround the Empire with a glow of historic
glory that few of the oldest states could claim.

What a rise began from that point! Freedom from the outside world gave us independence and a
means for creating our own daily bread on the inside. The nation grew in number and in wealth. The
honor of the State and the people was guarded by an army, which was the most powerful
demonstration of the difference between the new unified Empire and the old German Confederation.

The downfall which has overtaken the Empire and the German people is so deep that everyone
seems dizzy and dumbfounded. People can barely see in their mind’s eye the old heights of the Empire
because today’s disgrace is such a contrast to the unreal dreams of yesterday’s greatness and
magnificence. It is natural enough for people now to be so blinded by the past splendor that they
forget to look for the reason behind the great collapse.

There must have been a symptom in some form that caused the collapse.

This is true only for those to whom Germany was more than just a place to live and make and
spend money. Those who truly valued the Empire can feel the present state of collapse. To the others,
it is the fulfillment of their long-hoped-for silent wishes.

The warning signs predicting the collapse were present and clearly visible in the early days. Few



people tried to learn anything from them. Today, this is more necessary than ever. A disease can only
be cured if it is diagnosed. The same is true when it comes to curing political ills. The visible
symptoms of a disease, which is easy to see, is more easily identified than the inner cause. This is
also the reason why so many people never move beyond the recognition of symptoms. They confuse
the symptoms of the political disease with the cause. They may even try to deny the existence of the
cause. Even now, most of us see the German collapse as the cause of our general economic distress,
but that is actually the result which came with the German collapse. To truly understand this
catastrophe, almost everyone has to personally suffer his share of the burden, and that is why every
individual looks upon the current economic troubles as the cause of the State’s problems. The great
masses are far less capable of recognizing the collapse in its political, cultural, and moral aspects.
This is why many people’s instinct and understanding are both at a complete loss.

Some might say that this is only true of the great masses, but the fact that even in intellectual
circles, the German collapse is primarily seen as an “economic catastrophe” and can be fixed by
economic means is one of the reasons why no recovery has yet been possible. Only when we realize
the economic element occupies a second or third place in the line of responsibility—while political,
moral, and racial factors occupy the top—can we begin to comprehend the means required for a cure.

The search for the causes of the German collapse is of primary importance, especially for a
political movement whose goal is to overcome this disaster. While searching the past for the cause of
this disaster, we must be careful not to confuse the obvious effects or symptoms, which are easily
spotted, with the less obvious causes, which are easily overlooked.

The easiest and most popular explanation of the present disaster is to say it results from the loss
of a war. Obviously, that must be the cause of the whole problem. No doubt there are many people
who honestly believe this nonsense, but there are more who know better and deliberately spread this
lie.

Those now feeding at the government trough are fed this slop. Wasn’t it the heralds of the
Revolution who kept telling the great masses how the results of the war would not effect them? Did
they not solemnly vow that only the “great capitalists”, the high financiers, had an interest in the
victorious end of the war, but the German people, the German worker had no interest whatsoever in
the outcome? Did these apostles of world reconciliation not declare quite openly that a defeat would
destroy only “militarism”, while the German people would experience a wonderful resurgence and
prosperity. Weren’t these the same men who raised the flag of the Entente, the flag of surrender, and
laid blame for the whole bloody struggle upon Germany? Could they have done this without their
announcement that a military defeat would have no special consequences for the nation? Wasn’t the
whole Revolution dressed with bright, pretty colors to block the march of German victory flags? Did
they not say only in this way the German people would advance toward its inner and outward
freedom? Wasn’t this so, you disgraceful, lying scoundrels? It requires a disrespect unique to the
Jews to blame the German collapse on the military defeat now while the official mouthpiece of this
high treason, the Berlin Vorwiérts (the Forward, which was the newspaper of the Social Democrats),
wrote that the German people must not bring its victory banner back this time! And now, the defeat is
supposed to be the cause of our collapse? Of course it would be quite pointless to argue with such a
group of forgetful liars. I would not waste words on it if this nonsense were not unfortunately
repeated by so many thoughtless people who have no real hatred or intention to deceive. They merely
parrot what they read. This discussion is intended to furnish our followers— our warriors of
enlightenment— with the weapons which will be necessary when the spoken word is twisted in its
meaning, often even before one can get it out of his mouth.



Here is the reply that should be given to anyone who says that the loss of the war was responsible
for the German collapse: True, the loss of the War had dire consequences for the future of our
Fatherland. Yet, the loss is not a cause but only a result of other causes. It was always perfectly clear
to every intelligent and honest person that failure would be the outcome of this life-and-death
struggle. Unfortunately, there were also people who failed to see this at the right time. There were
also those who first questioned then denied the truth. These were the ones who suddenly understood
too late the catastrophe their collaboration had helped to cause. And there were those who denied the
truth after their secret wish was fulfilled even though they knew better. All of these people were
guilty of causing the collapse, not the lost war, as they suddenly chose to say or pretended to know.
The loss of the war was the result of their activity and not the result of “bad” leadership as they now
try to claim. The enemy was no coward; he, too, knew how to die. He had more soldiers than the
German army from the start, and the arsenals and armory factories of the whole world were available
to him.

Therefore, the German victories that were steadily gained through four long years against the
world were due solely to superior leadership as well as the heroism of our soldiers. The organization
and direction of the German army were the most tremendous things the world had yet seen. Their
faults were no more than the limits of human fallibility. The army’s collapse was not the cause of our
present misfortune, but only the result of other crimes. This result ushered in another and more visible
collapse.

This collapse is shown from the following analysis: Does a military defeat automatically mean a

complete breakdown of a nation and a state will be the result? Since when has this been the result of
an unsuccessful war? Are nations ever destroyed by lost wars and that alone? The answer in short is
“yes”, if their military defeat reflects these people’s inner rottenness, cowardice, lack of character,
and unworthiness. If this is not the case, the military defeat would instead be the drive that leads to a
new and greater advancement rather than the gravestone of a people’s existence. History offers
endless examples to prove this statement.
Unfortunately, the military defeat of the German people is not an undeserved catastrophe, but a
deserved punishment of Eternal revenge. We more than earned that defeat. It is simply the obvious
outward symptom of decay resulting from a series of inner problems. They may have been hidden
from the eyes of the average men or those ostrich-like people who refused to see the obvious and
stuck their heads in the sand.

Consider how the German people received this defeat. Didn’t many groups welcome the
misfortunes of the Fatherland joyfully and in the most shameful ways? Who could act like this without
bringing down vengeance on his head for his attitude? Didn’t they go even further and boast that they
finally made the war-front collapse? It was not the enemy who disgraced us. Oh no, the German’s
own countrymen put this shame on our heads! Was it unjust for disaster to follow them after their
actions? When has it ever been customary to take full blame for a war oneself? What people would
accept such guilt even though they have better sense and know the truth to be different! No, and again
no. How the German people received its defeat is the best sign that the true cause of our collapse has
to be found somewhere other than in the military loss of a few positions on hilltops or the failure of
an offensive. If the front lines had really given way and if a military misfortune had caused the
Fatherland’s catastrophe, the German people would have received the defeat in a completely different
way. They would have borne the disaster that followed with clenched teeth or have grieved about it,
overpowered by agony. Their hearts would have been full of rage and anger against the enemy that
was victorious merely through the double-cross of Chance or the will of Fate. Like the Roman Senate,



the nation would have gone to meet the beaten divisions carrying the thanks of the Fatherland for their
sacrifice and begging them not to lose hope for the Empire. Even the surrender would have been
signed with the calm intellect of the brain, while the heart would have pounded as it already looked
toward the revival to come.

That was how a defeat would have been received that was due to Fate alone. There would have
been no laughing and dancing, no boasting of cowardice and no glorifying defeat, no jeering at the
fighting troops and dragging their flag and medals in the mud. Above all, things would never have
come to pass which caused an English officer, Colonel Repington (retired Colonel Charles
Repington, a British war correspondent for the Times, who first coined the phrase World War), to
say contemptuously, “Every third German is a traitor”. No, this disease would have never risen to the
choking flood that for the past five years has drowned the last remnants of the world’s respect for us.

This is what best proves the statement that the lost war is the cause of the German collapse and is
totally false. No, the military collapse itself was the result of a disease whose germs had attacked the
German nation even before the war broke out. This was the first universally visible catastrophic
result of moral poisoning, of a loss of the self-preservation instinct, and all that goes with it which
had started undermining the people and the Empire many years before. It took all the enormous lies of
Jewry and its army of Marxists to put the blame for the collapse on the very man who was trying
single-handed with super-human energy and will-power to prevent the catastrophe he had foreseen,
and to spare the nation from its deepest degradation and shame.

Ludendorft ( a well known German general who created the Dolchstofslegende, the Stab-inthe-
back theory that Germany was betrayed and because of this lost WWI; he was also a proponent of
propaganda, an anti-Marxist and anti-Semitic who held Adolf Hitler in high regard) was branded
as guilty for the defeat and with this act, the weapon of moral righteousness was snatched from the
hand of the only accuser who was dangerous enough to have risen up against the betrayers of the
Fatherland and brought them to justice. Here they were acting on the true principle that within a big
lie, a certain fraction of it is always accepted and believed. At the bottom of their hearts, the great
masses of a people are more likely to be misled by their emotions than to be consciously and
deliberately bad. In the primitive simplicity of their minds, they will more easily fall victim to a large
lie than a small lie, since they sometimes tell petty lies themselves, but would be ashamed to tell a lie
that was too big. They would never consider telling a lie of such magnitude themselves, or knowing
that it would require such impudence, they would not consider it possible for it to be told by others.
Even after being enlightened and shown that the lie 1s a lie, they will continue to doubt and waver for
a long time and will still believe there must be some truth behind it somewhere, and there must be
some other explanation. For this reason, some part of the most bold and brazen lie is sure to stick.
This is a fact that all the great liars and liars’ societies (meaning the Jewish press) in this world
know only too well and use regularly.

Those who have known this truth about the possibilities of using lies and slander best have
always been the Jews. Their whole existence is built up on one great lie: that they are a religious
community when they are actually a race, and what a race! As such, one of the greatest minds of
humanity(Arthur Schopenhauer, the German Philosopher) forever “naileddown’ an eternally-correct
and fundamental truth when he called the Jews “The Great Masters of the Lie”. Anyone who refuses
to see or declines to believe this can never help truth become victorious in the World.

We may almost consider it a stroke of good fortune for the German people that the extent of its
creeping disease was shortened by such an awful and sudden catastrophe. Otherwise, the nation
would have been destroyed, perhaps more slowly, but even more surely. The disease would have



become chronic. In the seriousness of the collapse, it is now visible to the eyes of the crowd. It is not
by chance that man mastered the plague more easily than tuberculosis. One disease comes in dreadful
waves of death which shake humanity; the other creeps slowly. Plague leads to fear; tuberculosis
leads gradually to indifference. The result was that men faced the plague with ruthless energy, while
they tried to keep tuberculosis in check by weak methods.

Man became master of the plague, while tuberculosis became master over him. The same thing is
true of the diseases of nations. If they do not take the form of a catastrophe, men slowly adapt to their
presence and the damage 1s much greater because it 1s gradual. It is strangely a piece of good luck,
though a bitter one, when Fate decides to interfere in this slow process of decay and suddenly inflict
the final stage of the disease on the sufferer. Such is the result of such a catastrophe; it forces the
development of a cure to be carried through with total determination. Even in this case, the
recognition of the inner causes which produced the sickness must come first before we can look for a
cure.

Here too, the most important thing is to distinguish the germs from the conditions they produce.
This becomes more difficult the longer the virus has existed in the political body and the more it is
taken for granted to be part of the body. It may easily happen that after a length of time, someone will
regard clearly harmful poisons as an integral part of one’s own people, or at least will come to
tolerate them as a necessary evil so that they no longer feel it is necessary to search for the poisonous
germ.

In the long years of peace before the war ( the First World War), certain evils had definitely
shown themselves and been recognized as such. With only a few exceptions, no one paid much
attention to what caused them. Here again, the exceptions were primarily in aspects of economic life,
which effected and caught the attention of the individual more than problems in other areas. There
were many signs of decay that should have been food for serious thought.

From the economic angle, there is this to be said: The amazing growth of the German population
before the war brought the problem of receiving an adequate supply of daily bread more sharply to
the forefront. Unfortunately, those “responsible people” could not make up their minds to adopt the
one correct solution. Instead, they preferred to accomplish their purpose in a cheaper way through
industry. The decision to give up acquiring new land and its place to become entangled in the ghost of
an industrial world economic conquest was bound to eventually lead to an industrialization that was
as uncontrollable as it was harmful.

The first consequence which had a major impact was the weakening of the farming or peasant
class. As fast as this class declined, the number of working class people in the large cities grew until
the balance was entirely lost.

Now, the intense contrast between poor and rich also became evident. Abundance and filth lived
so close together that the results were bound to cause conflict. Distress and frequent unemployment
began to take their toll on men and left discontent and bitterness behind. The result was a political
division of classes. Despite spreading prosperity, dissatisfaction grew and became more intense.
Circumstances reached the point where many believed that “this division could not continue much
longer”. However, people weren’t able to see what was going to happen.

These were clear and visible signs of the far-reaching discontent. Worse yet were other consequences
which the commercialization and industrialization of the nation brought with them. Just as economics
became the ruling mistress of the state, money became the God all had to serve and before whom all
had to bow down. More and more, the Gods of Heaven were put on the shelf as antiquated and worn
out. Incense was not burned to them, but to the false God, Mammon (the false God of greed). A very



destructive collapse began— destructive especially because it came at a critical time for the nation, a
time when it needed the noblest of heroic spirit more desperately than ever. Germany should have
realized that some day it would need to back-up its acquisition of daily bread by “peaceful economic
work” with the sword.

The rule of money was authorized in the very place where it should have been most strongly
resisted. His Majesty the Kaiser mistakenly allowed the new financial moguls to rise to the level of
nobility. It must be admitted in his defense that even Bismarck unfortunately did not recognize the
danger this elevation would have.

It meant that the virtues of idealism had moved to second place behind the value of money. It was
clear that once we set out on this path, the warrior nobility must soon take a secondary position to the
financial nobility.

It 1s easier to find success in financial operations than military operations. There was no longer
any attraction for the real hero or statesman who did not care to be thrown together with the first stray
Jewish banker. The really deserving man no longer had any interest in being presented with cheap
decorations (civil medals and awards for economic accomplishment). Instead he declined them with
a simple thanks. The purity of blood was an even more gloomy matter in this decline. More and more,
the nobility lost the essential racial element required for its existence. For many of them, the name
“i1gnobility” would have been far more suitable(not being noble in quality or character).

A serious sign of economic decay began with the slow disappearance of personal control over
property and the gradual transfer of the entire economic system into the hands of stock-controlled
corporations. Labor had become an object of exploitation and speculation for deceitful stockbrokers
with no conscience. The transfer of property from the wageearner to the financiers grew out of
proportion. The stock exchange began to triumph, and slowly but surely, started to take the life of the
nation under its protection and control.

The German economic system had already started down the road of internationalization when it
began issuing shares of stock. German industrialists made a determined effort to save the system, but
it eventually fell before the united attack of money-grabbing financiers who fought this battle with the
help of their most faithful friend, the Marxist movement.

Marxism launched a constant and visible war on German heavy industry to turn it into an
international business. This could only be accomplished through the victory of Marxism in the
Revolution. As I write this, the attack has succeeded against the German Government Railways,
which are now being handed over to International financiers. This “International Social Democracy”
has once more accomplished another of its great objectives.

We can see how far this attempt to make “economic animals” of the German people succeeded
from the fact that after the war, one of the leading minds of German industry, and especially of
commerce, said that only economic improvement could possibly put Germany on her feet again. This
nonsense was spouted at the same time by France who was restoring the German education system, a
“humanitarian” gesture, in order to promote the belief that the nation and the State owe their survival
to economics and not to eternal values. This remark of Stinnes (Hugo Stinnes, a German
industrialist and politician of extensive wealth) regarding commerce as the only savior for Germany
caused incredible confusion. It was picked up at once by all the babbling and idiotic bums Fate had
unleashed on Germany as “statesmen” after the Revolution.

One of the worst signs of decay in Germany before the war was the habit of doing everything
halfway. It comes from people being timid in their actions as well as from a cowardice growing out
of this and other causes.



The disease was made worse by the education system. German education before the war had an
extraordinary number of weaknesses. It was very one-sided and aimed to produce pure “knowledge”
to the exclusion of teaching practical ability. Even less value was attached to the development of
individual character, at least as much as it is possible to teach character, and there was little
encouragement to learn responsibility and no cultivation at all of will and determination. The result
was not to produce strong men but passive “Polymaths™ (intellectuals who know a little about
everything). This is how the world saw and treated Germans before the war (the First World War).
The German man was popular because he was very useful as a result of his knowledge, but he was
not respected because of his weak character. For this reason, he was the quickest of almost all
peoples to lose or forget his nationality of the Fatherland when he traveled outside the country. The
common saying, “He who travels with hat in hand can go the whole width of the land” tells the entire
story (meaning a man who is humble, humbly holds his hat in his hand, can go anywhere and be
welcomed; the saying does not mean a beggar).

This submissive nature became positively dangerous to the country when it was used to determine
how one could act in the presence of the Monarch.

This social etiquette dictated that one never contradict the Monarch, but instead must approve
anything and everything His Majesty appeared to like.

This was the very place where free expression of manly dignity was most needed and not
subservience. The institution of the Monarchy would be destroyed by such false flattery. Flattery is
what it is and nothing more. It is suited for sorry, self-serving beings who are more interested in
securing a place for themselves in circles of royalty. This whole corrupt crew of flatterers always felt
more comfortable around the Royal thrones than among frank and honorable people. With all their
humility toward their Lord and meal ticket, these “humble servants” of his majesty have always
displayed extreme arrogance towards other mortals. This was especially true when they chose to
display themselves to the other sinners as the only true believers who supported the “Monarchy”.
This gross impertinence was so extreme that it could only exist among the newly-nobled or yet-to-be-
ennobled.

These types of fellows have always been the gravediggers of a Monarchy and especially
patriarchal ideas. It could not have ended differently. A man who is ready to stand up for his cause
can never grovel in front of its representative. A man who is really serious about preserving and
promoting his cause will cling to it with every fiber of his heart, and will never lose faith when his
representative begins to show any faults or confusion. He will never run through the streets as the
democratic “friends” of the Monarchy did, acting in an equally deceptive and backstabbing fashion.
Instead, he will urgently and seriously warn the wearer of the Crown and try to convince him of the
need to act. As a true believer in a cause, he will not and must not take the standpoint that His Majesty
is free to act as he pleases, when he pleases, if he pleases, especially when his current course of
action is clearly leading to disaster. On the contrary, the man of conviction will be forced in that case
to protect the Monarchy against the Monarch itself at any personal risk. If the value of the Monarchy
were limited to the person at the head—the Monarch at that moment—then one could not imagine a
worse institution than a Monarchy. It 1s truly rare that monarchs are the flower of wisdom and reason
or even of character, even though people may choose to pretend they are.

Only the professional boot-lickers who win favor through flattery believe this, or at least pretend
it is true. Upright men are the ones most valuable to the State and they cannot help but be repelled by
the nonsense of such “wise-monarchs”. For them, history is history and truth is truth, even where
monarchs are concerned. The people are rarely fortunate enough to have a great man as a great



monarch and if they do, they must realize they are lucky that the cruelty of Fate has spared them from
the absolute worst monarch.

The value and meaning of the Monarchy concept cannot lie in the monarch himself unless Heaven
decides to put the crown on the brow of such an inspired hero as Frederick the Great or such a wise
character as William I. Such leaders may find their way to the top once in centuries, but rarely more
often. The idea of a Monarchy should be above the person, then the system exists totally in the
institution. This means the monarch himself is one of those who must serve the Monarchy. He is but a
wheel in the machine and must do his duty to it. He must also adjust to the office so he can follow the
higher purpose. Therefore, the true “monarchist” is not the man who silently allows the wearer of the
crown to violate it, but prevents any violation. If the significance of the Monarchy were not in the
idea but in the “sacred” person who wears a crown, the establishment of an obviously insane prince
could never be questioned and he could never be removed.

It is necessary to establish this as a fact because lately, those figures whose sorry attitudes were
in part to blame for the Monarchy’s collapse have come out of hiding again. With a certain naive
shamelessness, these people start talking about “their King”. This is the same king they disgracefully
deserted at a critical moment only a few years ago. Now they call anyone who refuses to join in their
chorus of lies a bad German. Yet these are the very same chicken-heart cowards who scattered and
fled in 1918 to the red arm-band of Marxism. They left their King to look out for himself as they
hastily exchanged their sharp weapon for a walking stick, put on neutral neckties, and vanished
without a trace or tried to mix in among peaceable civilians. In an instant these royal champions were
gone. It was only after the revolutionary hurricane had begun to die down that they could shout “Hail
to the King, all Hail”. These “servants and counselors” of the Crown begin to make a cautious
appearance again but only after others had suppressed the Revolution and taken a bloody nose for it.
Now, they are all here again, gazing longingly at the luxurious life. They are once more filled with
excitement, energy, and devotion for their King. At least until the day when the first red arm-band
appears again and the whole crew of profit seekers from the old Monarchy once more scatters like
mice from a cat! If the monarchs were not responsible themselves for these things, we could only pity
them heartily. But the monarchs themselves must realize that thrones can be lost with knights such as
these, but never won.

Such slavish submission was a weakness of our whole system of education and the results in this
situation were especially disastrous. Thanks to it, these sorry figures could maintain themselves at all
the royal courts and gradually undermine the foundation of the Monarchy. When the pillar started to
shake, the entire structure collapsed and was gone with the wind. Naturally, belly crawlers and
selfish flatterers are not going to wait to be killed for their master. Monarchs never see this and
almost never bother to learn it; this has always resulted in their ruin.

One of the worst signs of this corruption was the growing cowardice. No one wanted to face
responsibility for anything and the resulting weakness and indifference in dealing with the problems
that resulted only accelerated the downfall.

The source of this epidemic is primarily in the parliamentary institution, where irresponsibility is
positively cultivated and nurtured. Unfortunately, the disease slowly spreads to all life outside the
Monarchy, especially to governmental life. Everywhere, people started to dodge responsibility. To
avoid any responsibility, they resorted to insufficient, ineffective, halfway measures that reduced their
personal responsibility to a minimum.

We only have to consider the attitude of the individual governments toward a series of damaging
occurrences in our public life, and we will easily recognize the dreadful impact of this universal half-



heartedness and fear of responsibility.

[ will cite only a few cases from the enormous number of examples known to me: Journalistic circles
are particularly fond of describing the press as a “great power” in the State. Indeed, its importance is
truly enormous. It simply cannot be overestimated. It continues the education of adults which is
important.

Readers can be divided into three groups: Those who believe everything they read; those who no
longer believe anything they read; and those minds which critically examine what they read and then
form their own judgments about the accuracy of the information.

The first group who believes everything they read is the largest and strongest because they are
composed of the broad masses of the population.

These great masses of the people represent the most simple-minded part of the nation. It cannot,
however, be divided by occupation, only by general degrees of intelligence. This group includes
those who have not been born with the gift of, or trained for independent thinking and who believe
anything which is printed in black and white. This is partly because of inability and partly through
incompetence. This group also encompasses a class of lazy people who could think for themselves,
but who gratefully accept anything someone else has already put any thinking-effort into on the humble
assumption that he worked hard for his opinion so it must be right. All these groups represent the
great mass of the people and the influence of the press on them will be enormous. Since they are
unable or unwilling to weigh what is offered to them and evaluate it for themselves, their approach to
every daily problem is totally determined by how they are influenced by others. This may be an
advantage if their understanding is fed by serious and truth-loving persons, but it will be disastrous if
they are led by scoundrels and liars.

In number, the second group who does not believe anything they read is considerably smaller. It is
partially made up of those who once belonged to the first group of totalbelievers. Then, after
continued disappointments, they have switched to the opposite extreme and now believe nothing in
print. They hate all newspapers and either do not read them at all, or fly into a rage over the contents
which they believe to be nothing but lies and deceptions. These people are very hard to deal with
because they will always be suspicious, even of the truth. They are useless when it comes to
accomplishing any positive work.

The third group who reads and evaluates for themselves is by far the smallest. It consists of those
really fine minds, which have been educated and through training or maybe are naturally capable of
independent thinking. They try to form their own judgments on everything and they subject everything
they read to a repeated, thorough scrutiny and further develop the implications and meaning for
themselves. They never look at a newspaper without mentally taking part in the writing and then Mr.
Writer’s task is no easy one. Journalists have a reserved, perhaps limited appreciation for such
readers. To the members of this third group, the nonsense which a newspaper may choose to scribble
1s not dangerous or even significant. They have usually become accustomed in the course of a lifetime
to regard every journalist as a rogue who happens to sometimes tell the truth. Unfortunately, the
importance of these splendid figures is only in their intelligence and not in their number. There are too
few of them to have a significant impact. It is unfortunate that during this age wisdom means nothing
and majority means everything! Today, when the voting ballots of the masses are final, the deciding
factor is the highest number that 1s the largest group and this is the first group I discussed. This is
the crowd of the simple-minded or most gullible citizens.

The State has a prime interest in preventing these people from falling into the hands of bad,
ignorant, or evil-intentioned gurus. It is, therefore, the State’s duty to supervise their education and




prevent any mischief from being performed. In doing so, the State must keep a particularly sharp eye
on the press. The press’ influence on such people is by far the strongest and most penetrating because
it is exerted continuously and not just momentarily. It is the continuous, consistent repetition of this
educational instruction that makes it enormously important. The State must also remember that all
means must point towards the same end. It must not be misled by chatter about so-called “freedom of
the press” into neglecting its duty. The State must never deprive or allow others to deprive the nation
of the nourishment it needs and can thrive on—the nourishment that is good and can accomplish good.
The State must use ruthless determination to keep control of this instrument of popular education and
make certain it is placed in the service of the State and the Nation.

What was it that the German press fed people before the war? Wasn’t it the most virulent poison
imaginable? Wasn’t the heart of our people injected with acute pacifism at a time when the rest of the
world was preparing slowly but surely to pounce on Germany? Even in peace time, didn’t the
German press fill the minds of the people with doubts about the just cause of its own State which
reduced the choice of weapons the State could select for defense from the very beginning? Wasn’t it
the German press which succeeded in offering the nonsense of “Western Democracy” in an appetizing
way to our people, until at last, captured by all the enthusiastic fluff, the people believed it could
entrust its future to a League of Nations? (The League of Nations resulted from the Treaty of
Versailles after the First World War and was meant to maintain peace.) Didn’t it help bring a state
of moral degradation upon our people? Didn’t it portray morality and decency as ridiculous, calling
them old-fashioned and narrow-minded, until at last our people renounced them to become “modern?”
Didn’t the continuous assault by the press undermine the foundations of government authority until one
push was enough to collapse the institution? Didn’t the press oppose at every turn the movement to
give to the State that authority which is the State’s, and degrade the army by constant criticism,
sabotage the universal military draft, and urge the refusal of military funding increases until
eventually the campaign of the press was assured to be a success? The liberal press’ activity dug the
grave of the German people and the German Empire. This does not even include the small Marxist
lie-sheets which were handed out. They cannot live without lying any more than a cat can live without
catching mice. Their primary goal is to break the national backbone of the people in order to prepare
1t for the burden of international financiers and their master, the Jew.

What did the State do against this mass poisoning of the nation? Nothing, nothing at all. A few
ridiculous rules, a few sentences about not being too violent, not being too evil, and that was all.
They took no serious action because they hoped to win the favor of this pest by flattery, by
recognizing the “value” of the press, its “importance”, its “educational mission”, and other such
nonsense. All of this the Jews accepted with a sly smile, giving devious thanks in return.

This shameful powerless display by the State was not so much due to its failure to recognize the
danger as it was to a cowardice that cried to Heaven for relief and the resulting halthearted effort
behind every decision. No one had the courage to use a radical remedy that would completely solve
the problem. Here, as everywhere, people fooled around with weak half-cures. Instead of stabbing
the heart of the problem, they merely provoked the viper.

This resulted in the countermeasures staying the same, but the power of the groups that should be
combated grew from year to year.

The resistance of the German government in those days against the mostly Jewish press, which
was slowly corrupting the nation, lacked any direct determination, and above all, it had no visible
goal. The officials completely failed to understand the situation because they did not properly
estimate the importance of the struggle and failed to choose the means to combat the problem. They



did not create a definite plan. They tinkered aimlessly, and sometimes, if they were bitten too hard,
they would lock up one of these journalistic vipers for a few weeks or months, but the snakes’ nest
itself was left undisturbed.

This was partly the result of the endless, crafty tactics of Jewry on one side and a stupidity or

naivety on the other. The Jew was far too shrewd to allow a simultaneous attack to occur against the
entire press. Then when one part of the press was attacked, the other members would give cover to
protect their stronghold. The Marxists were taking the field in the lowest way possible to attack and
revile all that man holds sacred and wickedly attacking both State and government, and setting social
classes of the people against each other. The Jewish propaganda newspapers, which were aimed at
the privileged-class, knew exactly how to make themselves appear to be the heralds of objectivity
and carefully avoided all strong language. They knew that the empty-headed can only judge what is on
the outside and are never able to look deeper; avoiding strong language concealed their true message
by hiding it in a pretty box. So, for them, the value of something is measured by the exterior instead of
by the substance, a human weakness that the press has carefully studied and understands well.
For such empty-headed people, the Frankfurter Zeitung (the Frankfurt Newspaper, a German
newspaper in Frankfurt which openly supported the Treaty of Versailles ) was and is the very
essence of “decency”. It never uses rude language, opposes all physical brutality, and urges war only
with “intellectual” weapons, which oddly enough is always the favorite idea of the most unintelligent
people. This is a result of our half-way education system, which teaches students to separate
themselves from natural instincts and pumps them full of certain information without leading them to
the ultimate knowledge or true understanding. Diligence and good intentions alone are useless if they
fail to provide the necessary understanding of what is being taught. This final combination of
intelligence and natural instinct is indispensable. Ultimate knowledge consists of intellectually
understanding the causes which are already instinctively perceived.

Man must never be so misguided that he believes he has ascended to the position of lord and
master over Nature. The conceit of half-education has made men think this illusion is possible. He
must understand the fundamental law of necessity rules in Nature’s domain, and realize how
completely his existence is subject to these laws of eternal battle and the struggle for dominance.
Only with this understanding will he see that in a universe where planets revolve around greater suns,
moons revolve about their greater planets, where the strong are masters over the weak; there can be
no separate law for mankind. Man must be subject to these laws or be crushed by them. This supreme
wisdom must dominate man. He can try to understand these principles, but he can never free himself
from them.

It is for those who choose to be kept, like a seedy harem among the followers of this press, that
the Jew writes his so-called newspapers he writes for that “intelligent” reader. The Frankfurter
Zeitung (Frankfurter News) and the Berliner Tageblatt (The Berlin Daily, a major liberal newspaper
in Berlin) are made for this intellectual crowd because their tone is chosen so that it speaks to them
and influences these people the most. Carefully avoiding any seeming harshness and never speaking in
a crude manner, they nevertheless pour their poison into the hearts of their readers by other means.
With a steady flow of pretty words and phrases, they lull their readers into believing that these lovely
words are a fountain of knowledge and moral principles which are pouring from their pages. In truth,
theirs is the brilliant and crafty art of disarming any enemy who might oppose the Jews and their
press. As one group of newspapers drips with decency, the half-wit followers are all the more ready
to believe that the other newspapers speak the same truth only in a slightly more crude fashion. It is a
question of degree. The offenses of one group does not seem as serious or extreme when compared to



this journal of “decency”. These abuses then appear to be small, and being of such a perceived minor
nature, would never lead to any restriction upon “freedom of the press”. That is the loophole that
allows such newspapers to escape legal punishment for this harmful poisoning and lying to the
people. Therefore, the government hesitates to take action against these journalistic bandits for fear
they will immediately have the “decent” press line up against them too. This fear is well founded. The
moment anyone attempts to take action against one of these scandal sheets, all the others immediately
rush to its defense. It is not because they approve of its method of fighting, Heaven forbid. It is said to
be a matter of freedom-of-the-press and a matter of free expression of public opinion. That alone is
what is being defended. Even the strongest men will fall down, weakened under this uproar, because
the outcry comes entirely from the mouths of “decent” newspapers.

This poison was allowed to enter and do its work in the blood stream of our people without
interference and without the State exercising the strength needed to control the disease. In the
ridiculous half-measures it employed, one could see the pending downfall of the Empire. An
institution, which is no longer determined to protect itself with every available weapon, has
effectively surrendered its existence. Every half-hearted act is a visible sign of inner decay which
will eventually be followed by outward collapse.

I believe that the present generation, with proper guidance, will more easily conquer the danger.
This generation has gone through various experiences which have strengthened the nerves of everyone
who did not lose their nerve altogether. In the days to come, the Jew will raise a terrible protest in his
newspapers when a hand is laid on his favorite den to stop his journalistic mischief, and the press is
set to work as a means of forming public opinion through education for the State. This valuable
messenger can no longer be left in the hands of aliens and enemies of the people. This necessary
action will not disturb us younger men as much as it would have our fathers. A ten-inch shell hissing
overhead is louder than a thousand Jewish newspaper snakes. Let the vipers hiss! Another example of
weakness and half-hearted actions on the part of the government of pre-war Germany concerning the
most important questions to the nation is this: For many years a horrible physical poisoning of the
people has run its course along side the political and moral infection of the citizens.

Syphilis began to spread in the large cities, while tuberculosis gathered its harvest of death almost
uniformly throughout the country.

In both cases, the effects on the nation were horrible yet the government could not make a decision
to take action and stop them. Toward syphilis, the attitude of the State and racefocused leaders can
only be described as absolute surrender. Any serious attempt at stamping it out needed to go farther
than anything that was actually done. The invention of a questionable remedy and its commercial
exploitation did little good against this disease. Here, too, the only possibility was a fight—a fight
against the cause, not the removal of the symptoms. The primary cause is our prostitution of love. The
mixing of blood (mixing of races) through prostitution is the corruption. Even if it did not result in
this disease of nature, it would still damage the people morally.

The devastation that follows this perversion is enough to lead our people slowly but surely to
ruin. This Judaism of our soul by commercializing our natural instinct will sooner or later corrupt our
future generations. Instead of vigorous, emotionally healthy children, we will have only the sorry
products of a quick financial deal for selfish pleasure. Financial considerations have become the
foundation and sole requirement for marriage. The result is that love looks elsewhere to find itself.
Man may defy Nature for a certain length of time, but eventually she will call her due, and payback
will come. When man recognizes this truth, it is often too late.

We can see in our noble class the disastrous results of long and continued neglect of the natural



fundamentals for marriage. Nobility are paired according to their status and how the marriage can
improve their standing. We observe the consequences of a reproduction which is focused partly on
social pressure and partly on financial considerations. One leads to general weakening, the other to
blood-poisoning because any Jewish daughter of a department store owner is thought good enough
because they can increase the standing of His Grace’s descendants financially. Even the
privilegedclasses now follow this example. In both cases, complete degeneration is the result.

With no concern for the consequences, people ignore this unpleasant truth as if ignoring it would
make the problem go away. No, our metropolitan population 1s prostituting its love life more and
more, and growing numbers are falling victim to the plague of syphilis. This fact will not disappear it
we close our eyes to it. It is there. The clearest results of this mass sickness can be found in the insane
asylums, and, unfortunately, in our children. Children in particular are the sad products of the
poisoning of our sexual life. In the sickness of the children we see the immoral habits of the parents.

There are various ways people deal with this unpleasant, horrible fact. Some people see nothing
at all, or rather choose to see nothing. This is by far the simplest and cheapest ““attitude”. Others wrap
themselves in the saintly garments of a prude and pretend to have modesty, which is nothing but a
deception. They speak of the whole subject as if they were talking about a great sin, and express
profound righteous anger toward every sinner who 1s caught. They close their eyes in self-righteous
loathing to this godless plague, and pray to the good Lord that He will pour fire and brimstone upon
this Sodom and Gomorrah to make an example, preferably not before their own natural death of
course. This would then provide an educational lesson to the rest of shameless humanity. A third
group sees the awful consequences which this plague can and will someday bring with it, but they
merely shrug their shoulders, convinced that they can do nothing against the coming danger. They
stand aside and allow events to run their course.

All of these people choose the simple and easy path. The problem is that such apathy will have
fatal consequences for the nation. The excuse that other nations are no better off will make little
difference when our nation is the one to fall. The only benefit to that claim is the sympathy toward
others makes our own misfortune slightly more bearable. The most important question is which nation
will step forward and defeat the epidemic, and which nations will submit and be smothered by it.
That is what it comes down to in the end. This is just a measure of racial excellence, a test of racial
values. The race that cannot stand the test will simply die and make room for healthier, stronger races
which can endure hardships more easily. Since this question primarily concerns future generations, it
1s about them that it 1s said with such frightening truth: “The sins of the fathers will be visited on the
tenth generation” (paraphrased from Deuteronomy 23:2 and Exodus 20:5).

This holds true only for crimes against blood and race. The sin against blood and race is the original
sin of this world and it will bring the end of any humanity which surrenders to it.

The attitude of pre-war Germany concerning this one question was truly sad! What did they do to
stop the infection of our young people in the great cities? What was done to attack the disease and
selfish commercialization of our love life? What was done to combat the spread of syphilis that
resulted? The easiest way to find the answer is to point out what should have happened.

The question should not have been taken so casually. Authorities should have understood that a
solution, or lack of a solution, would impact the happiness or unhappiness of generations to come.
The existence of a solution might decide the future of our people. To admit this would have required
action. Action would have meant the enactment of ruthless measures and intervention efforts. The
conviction and attention of the whole nation should be concentrated on this dreadful threat first, above
any other consideration, so that every individual would be aware of the importance of the struggle.



Imposing obligations of character can be difficult to implement unless the public is thoroughly
instructed on the importance. This commitment would require obligations and burdens which are
necessary and sometimes hard to manage. These obligations can only be universally effective if the
individual is made to feel the need as well as the motivation to carry them out. This requires a
tremendous process of explanation, and any other problems that arise from day to day would have to
be put in the background.

In every case where there appear to be impossible demands on the nation, the full attention of a
people must exclusively be concentrated on this one question at hand without distraction. It should be
approached as if the existence or non-existence of everyone actually depended on its solution. Only
then will people’s emotions be stimulated to such a pitch that they become willing and able to
voluntarily accomplish great achievements and efforts.

This principle also holds true for the individual if he wishes to accomplish great things. He can
accomplish great goals only by taking one step at a time. He must concentrate all his efforts on the
accomplishment of a certain limited task, and he must not waiver to another task or weaken in his
resolve until it has been achieved, and only then can the next stage be attacked. The man who cannot
divide up the road into individual stages and work towards achieving each step, one at a time, by
focusing all his energy, can never reach his final destination. Instead he will fall somewhere along the
road or veer off the track entirely. This process of working toward an objective is an art and demands
supreme effort at every stage in order to cover the entire distance step by step.

The very first requirement in attacking such a difficult stretch of the human road is for the
leadership to present the immediate, partial goal, which must be achieved as the one and only goal,
which should be considered or given any attention, and the outcome must be presented as if it will
decide everything about their existence. The great mass of the people can never see the entire long
road in front of them without becoming tired or weary and falling into despair before giving up. They
may see their long-term goal in the far distance ahead, but they only recognize the immediate goal as
they follow the path one section at a time. It 1s like the traveler who knows his destination, but can
only make the long trip when he divides it up into sections and attacks each one as if it were his only
journey. This is the only way he can maintain his determination to reach the ultimate objective without
losing faith in his ability to achieve the final goal.

Every type of propaganda should have been used to fight syphilis. It should have been presented
as the main and most important responsibility of the nation, not just as a task. For this purpose, its ill
effects should have been hammered into people by every available method and shown as the most
awful of all disasters until the whole nation became convinced that future depended a solution to this
problem. They must be faced with the unavoidable choice between a healthy future or absolute
national decay. This kind of education and preparation should have continued for years if necessary.
Only then will the attention and the determination of all of the people be aroused to such a level that
even severe measures involving great sacrifice can be used without danger of being misunderstood or
suddenly neglected by the masses. Everyone must know that enormous sacrifices and equally
enormous efforts are necessary in attacking this plague.

A successful battle against syphilis requires a battle against prostitution, against prejudices,
against old customs, against pre-existing ideas, and against public opinion, such as the false pretense
of extreme modesty in certain circles.

Before the State can claim any moral right to attack these things, it must allow and encourage
people to marry earlier. (At this time in Germany, women could marry at age 18 but men could not
marry until age 21, Many also waited until later in life to marry.) Allowing marriages to only take



place for older generations forces us to preserve a system that is dysfunctional and causes shame to
humanity. The custom of late marriage, which causes so much trouble, is a creature that misrepresents
itself as the “image” of God.

Prostitution is a disgrace to humanity, but it cannot be abolished by moral lectures or pious
intentions. Its restriction and eventual disappearance presumes the removal of a whole series of
preexisting causes. The first of these 1s to make early marriage possible, particularly for the man so
he can fulfill the dictates of his human nature. As for the woman, she is only a passive party in the
matter.

We can see how misguided and totally confused some people have become when we hear mothers in
so-called “proper” society say they would be thankful to find their daughter a husband who has
“already sown his wild oats”. There is no shortage of this type of man either. So the poor girl is sure
to find such a Sigfried, stripped of his protective skin, for a husband, and the children will be the
visible result of this “wise” marriage. (Siegfried refers to the Wagner opera character and his
invulnerable skin. The reference means the husband has been compromised, his protection
weakened, his strength gone, and he is not a true man any longer) When we consider that
procreation in itself is reduced by these actions, we see that natural selection takes no part since
every creature that is produced, no matter how sorry, must be preserved due to its scarcity. There is
only one question left to ask: Why do we allow such a convoluted marriage institution to exist at all,
and what is its purpose supposed to be? How is this type of marriage different from prostitution?
Does duty to future generations no longer count at all? Or do people not know what curses they are
inflicting on their children and their children’s children by such criminal failure to maintain the rights
and duty of Nature? Following this path is how civilized nations deteriorate and gradually perish.

Not even marriage can be an end in itself. It must serve the greater purpose of increasing and
preserving the species and race. That alone is its meaning and its purpose.

Knowing this, we see the quality of marriage can only be measured by the way that it fulfills that
purpose. For this reason, early marriage is good. The young couple will still have the vigor which
alone can produce strong and healthy children. To encourage earlier marriages, a whole series of
social changes are necessary. Without these changes, we cannot imagine early marriages being
possible. The solution to even this small question cannot take place without radical and heroic social
changes. This need is especially important today when the incompetence of the so-called “Social”
Republic in solving the housing shortage and has prevented many marriages, which in turn assisted
the spread of prostitution. The wage levels are nonsense.

Paychecks fail to consider what is required to support a family. Low wages makes many early
marriages impossible. A real attack on prostitution can be made only by reforming social conditions
to make earlier marriage possible. This is the very first essential requirement for a solution to this
prostitution problem.

In the second place, education and training among the youth will have to eliminate a whole series
of evils and false ideas that no one has worried about before. Above all, a balance must be struck in
education between intellectual instruction and physical development. What is called a Gymnasium or
secondary school today 1s a mockery of the Greek school it was supposedly modeled after. We have
completely forgotten in education that in the long run, a sound mind can only live in a sound body. If
one takes into consideration the great masses of a people, this statement is clearly true with only a
few exceptions. Before the First World War in Germany, absolutely no attention was paid to this truth.
People simply continued sinning against the body while believing that training only the “mind”
guaranteed the greatness of the nation. This was a mistake and the results were felt sooner than



expected. It was not by accident that the Bolshevist wave found a place to grow and develop where
the population had deteriorated through hunger and long-term conditions resulting from
malnourishment. This is common in Central Germany, Saxony, and the Ruhr district. There has been
no serious resistance, even from the so-called “intellects”, to this Jewish disease in any of these
districts. The simple reason for this is that the intellects are physically unhealthy as a result of
education and not hardship or starvation. The approach intellectuals take when they focus exclusively
on education in the upper classes makes them incapable of surviving during times when the strong
arm, and not the mind, makes the decisive strike. Physical ailments are usually the precursor to
personal cowardice.

Excessive emphasis on purely mental training and the neglect of physical development only
promotes the risk of sexual thoughts much too early in youth. The boy who has been strengthened by
sport and gymnastics is less subject to the need for physical indulgence than is the bookworm fed
exclusively on mental nourishment. This is something a sensible education system has to consider. It
must also not forget that the healthy young man’s expectations of a woman are different from those of a
prematurely corrupted weakling. Education and class time should be scheduled so that a boy’s free
time 1s used to strengthen his body. During these years, he has no right to loaf around or make a
nuisance of himself in the streets and movies houses.

After his day’s other work, he must strengthen his young body like steel so that when life puts him
to the test, it will not find him too delicate. It is the responsibility of those educating youth to prepare
their bodies and not just pour knowledge or so-called wisdom in their heads. This system must also
sweep away the impression that the responsibility of training one’s own body should be left to the
individual. There can be no such thing as allowing the freedom of choice to sin against posterity and
therefore against the race.

Along with physical training, the fight against poisoning the soul must begin. Today, our society is
like a garden where sexual fantasies and stimulations are nourished and forced to grow. When we
look at the selection of our movies, theaters, and vaudeville houses, it is obvious that these are not
providing the proper examples for anyone and especially not for young people. In store windows and
on posters, the lowest, most vulgar methods are used to attract the attention of the crowd. Anyone who
has not lost the ability to recall their own adolescence can see that this trash will do serious damage
to young people. This seductive, sensual, physical atmosphere generates fantasies and stirrings in the
heads of boys which they should not even know about. We can study the results of this sort of filth-
education in the youth of today and the result is not pleasant. Our youth have matured too quickly
which has made them prematurely old. The courts sometimes remind the public ear of this danger and
give horrible insights into the spiritual life of our fourteen and fifteen-year-olds. How can anyone be
surprised that syphilis has begun to pick its victims at that age? Isn’t it a crying shame to see a
physically weak and spiritually undone young man receive his introduction to the mysteries of
marriage through some big-city whore? No, he who seeks to strike at the root of prostitution must first
remove its spiritual cause. He must sweep out the garbage of our moral infection of city “culture” and
do so mercilessly without wavering when the protests and screaming start from the outcry that will
surely follow. If we do not lift youth from the disgusting mess of its present surroundings, it will sink
deeper into that filth. The man who refuses to see these things is supporting them, and through his
inaction he assumes a share of the guilt for the slow prostitution of our future which grows in the
coming generation. This purification of our culture must expand into almost every area. Theater, art,
literature, cinema, press, advertisements, and store windows must have the pollution which is rotting
our world removed, and they must be forced into the service of a moral idea of State and culture.



Public life must be free from the overpowering perfume of eroticism and also of all unmanly elements
and false prudishness. In all these things, the goal and road to that goal must be carefully considered
then set in stone for the preservation of our people’s health in body and soul. The right of personal
freedom is secondary to the duty of preserving the race.

Only when these educational measures are complete can the medical assault on the disease itself
begin and still have some chance of success.

There can be no halfway measures. We have to make the most serious and most radical decisions.
It would be a half-measure to allow those who cannot be cured the chance to infect others who are in
good health. This sort of humaneness avoids causing suffering to one individual while it sends a
hundred to the damnation of death. It must be made impossible for diseased persons to produce
equally defective children. This requirement is simply common sense. This would be humanity’s most
humane deed if it were consistently carried out. It will save millions of unfortunate souls from
undeserved suffering and in the end, lead to an overall improvement in national health. The
determination to proceed with this plan will also halt the further spread of venereal diseases. We may
have to resort to harsh segregation of those who cannot be cured. This is a savage measure, especially
for the unhappy victim of the disease, but it is a blessing for the rest of the country and for posterity.
The temporary suffering of one century can and will free thousands of future generations from
suffering.

The battle against syphilis and its distributor, prostitution, is one of humanity’s greatest tasks. It is
enormous because it does not involve just one single solution, but the removing a series of evils
which lead this disease into the veins of our society. The disease of the body is simply the result of
diseased moral, social, and racial instincts.

If this battle is not fought because of laziness or cowardice, imagine what the nation will look like

in five hundred years. There will only be a few men left in God’s image, the rest will be a blasphemy
against the Almighty.
How did people try, in the old Germany, to deal with this disease? Calm consideration returns a truly
sad answer. The havoc caused by the disease was known to the government, though they may not have
fully comprehended its consequences. In fighting it, they were a complete failure, and instead of
making thorough reforms, they preferred to resort to miserable and ineffective controls. They
concentrated their efforts on fixing the results of the disease and left the causes alone. They subjected
the individual prostitute to medical examinations and supervised her as well as they could. If disease
was discovered, they shoved her into some hospital and when she no longer showed signs of disease,
she was once more let loose on mankind.

The government did introduce “protective legislation”. According to this law, anyone who had
venereal disease or who was not entirely cured was prohibited from engaging in sexual intercourse
under penalty of law. This in itself was a proper measure, but when it came to implementing the plan,
it was almost a complete failure. When the woman suffers such a misfortune, in most cases she will
probably refuse to be dragged into court as a witness against the miserable poisoner who corrupted
her health. This can be the result of her limited education or understanding of the system and often can
result in the answering of hurtful or embarrassing questions. The woman is the one who benefits the
least. In most cases, she will suffer the worst anyway.

The hatred of her unkind neighbors will fall on her much more heavily than it would with a man.
Finally, imagine her position if the carrier of the disease is her own husband. Is she to bring a
complaint against him or what else 1s she to do? In the case of the man, he may encounter this disease
when he is drunk. In that condition, he is the least able to judge the quality of his “beautiful one”.



The diseased prostitute realizes this stupor only too well and they have learned to fish for men in
this ideal state. The result is that no matter how the unpleasantly surprised man may later rack his
brains, he cannot remember his kind-hearted benefactor’s name or face. This is scarcely surprising in
a big city like Berlin or even Munich. The prostitute’s catch is often an unsophisticated visitor from
the provinces who is confused and bewildered by the magic charms of a great city.

Ultimately, who can tell whether he is infected or healthy? There are many cases where a person

appears cured and then has a relapse and does the most dreadful damage without even realizing it.
The result of this legal penalty for the act of infection is actually zero. The same is true of control
over prostitutes—even the value of the cure is still uncertain and it may not even work. Only one thing
is sure: all of these measures have failed to keep the disease from spreading. This is the most
conclusive proof of the ineffectiveness of these measures. Everything that was done was inadequate
and ridiculous. The spiritual prostitution of the people continued and nothing was done to stop it.
If anyone is inclined to take this matter casually, let him study the statistics on the spread of this
disease. Compare its growth in the last hundred years and imagine where it will go from here. He
must be as simple-minded as a donkey if he does not have an unpleasant shiver running down his
spine when faced with these facts. The weakness and half-hearted attitude adopted, even in old
Germany, toward this terror is a visible sign of our people’s decay.

When the courage no longer exists to fight for one’s own health, the right to struggle in this life is
at an end. True strength belongs to the vigorous “whole” man and not to the weak “half” man.

One of the clearest signs of decay in the old Empire was the slow decline in culture and I do not
mean civilization. Civilization seems to be more of an enemy who raises the standard of l