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I KNOW THESE  

DICTATORS  

 

PART I 

 

CHAPTER I 

 

CONTRASTS OF CHARACTER 

 

THE world is confronted by a new technique of government. A great development in 

political history is going on before our eyes.  

We should study it with an open mind. The Fascist and Nazi Revolutions are too 

momentous to be judged with personal bias. Outside their own countries the men at the head 

of these r®gimes are called 'Dictators.' That term is accurate in the sense that their authority is 

supreme and overruling, but it does not mean that Hitler and Mussolini have subjected 

reluctant and resentful peoples to their will.  

They are leaders who rose to supreme authority by embodying the national desire to escape 

from a condition of inferiority. Their functions are defined by the titles of F¿hrer and Duce 

that they bear. Both of them have the support and approval of a much greater proportion of 

their fellow-countrymen than has ever voted for the Government of any democratic State.  

They came to power by constitutional methods. Mussolini was invited by the King of Italy 

to form a Government, and Hitler was appointed to the Chancellorship by the President of the 

German Republic. Each began his governmental career as the head of a Coalition Ministry.  

The external form of the constitution has been preserved in both countries. There is still a 

Reichstag in Berlin and a Chamber of Deputies in Rome. Parliament in each case handed 

over its controll ing power to the organs of Dictatorship. This change of governmental 

method has expedited action and produced an abundant record of achievement.  

It would be not only unjust but unintell igent to disregard these substantial results and 

condemn without further investigation administrations which have brought great benefits 

to the peoples that live under them. The authoritarian r®gimes of Germany and Italy, 

while restricting individual freedom of thought and action, have set up a high standard of 

national welfare. To form a fair judgement of them it is best to begin by studying the 

character of their creators.  

Despite resemblances in career, achievement, and situation, there are marked 

differences of character between the two Dictators.  

This dissimilarity is well reflected in their respective senses of humour. Mussolini has 

a keen, sardonic wit, which is freely applied to his politi cal preoccupations. His lively 
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eyes dilate still wider when some caustic comment on the international situation suggests 

itself to his active mind.  

Hitler's humour is more ingenuous and personal. He is gay and whimsical in the circle 

of his close friends, but too earnest in his attitude towards public affairs to be jocular 

about them.  

Mussolini gives the greater impression of vitality. He uses a high arm-chair, but 

seldom leans back in it. His temperament is too vigorous for him to remain long seated at 

all. Springing up from behind his heavy oaken work- table, he will carry on a 

conversation for half an hour standing-his stocky figure bolt upright, sturdy legs 

straddling wide apart, and massive head held so high that its heavy chin and full, pursed 

lips are thrust aggressively forward.  

 

Whereas Hitler speaks only German, Mussolini talks to all f oreigners in French, which 

he uses with ease and fluency. Sometimes he will express himself for a few sentences in 

English, but he began to learn that language after coming to power, and has to talk it slowly 

and deliberately. He speaks German well, having learnt it during the time he spent as a young 

man in what was then the Austrian province of the Trentino.  
 

Personal contact with him does not reveal the arrogance and megalomania which 

many people in other countries believe to be his chief characteristics, unless those terms 

are to be applied to the emphatic tone and positive manner of one accustomed to impose 

his point of view. His masterful bearing is a genuine qualit y of nature and habit, not a 

pose, and he is too good-humouredly cynical to be a victim of folie de grandeur. 

Businesslike, quick-witted, instantaneous and apt in his replies, he conveys the 

impression of a successful man of the world who is an expert at his job and enjoys doing 

it.  

The demeanour of Hitler is very different. He does not lend himself so readily as 

Mussolini to the give-and-take of question and answer, rejoinder and comment. 

Intercourse with him rather resembles the Socratic form of dialogue; the inquirer 

propounds a theme, and Hitler enlarges upon it. When more than two people are present, 

even though they are of his intimate circle, there is no general discourse. Either Hitler 

talks and they all li sten; or else they talk among themselves and Hitler sits silent.  

Mussolini is an eager conversationalist. When a caller at the Palazzo Venezia is 

already known to him, he will sometimes dispense with a greeting and ask an abrupt 

question as his visitor is still advancing over the twenty yards of empty marble floor that 

stretch from the door of his room to his desk.  

Hitler's manner is more formal. He greets his guest with a handshake, the arm held 

straight and low. His friendly smile is accompanied by a silence which, to a first-corner, 

is disconcerting. Or, when his caller is already known to him, he may murmur a 

quizzicalò Na ? ñ - an interrogative interjection which puts the onus of starting the talk 

upon the visitor.  

Mussolini gives the immediate impression of a lively and eager brain reacting to each 

new stimulus. The temperament of Hitler is more dreamy and introspective 

His bearing remains tranquil until his attention is aroused by some political remark. Then 

his eyes light up, his relaxed frame stiffens, and in a hoarse, sombre voice, he pours forth a 

voluble reply. Hitler's public speeches are long and digressive, like the style of his 
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autobiography. The Duce talks to the crowd in short, staccato phrases, and writes as 

compactly as if his words were to be carved in stone.  

Whereas Mussolini is objective and practical, Hitler is subjective and mystical. Mussolini 

delights in complicated reports and official memoranda. Hitler detests them and shuns 

discussion of administrative detail. The one is a realist, the other a visionary. Mussolini's 

mental processes are dominated by facts; Hitler's are governed by ideals. It was a prominent 

German who once said to me, ñ You cannot really compare them, for the one is rational, the 

other intuitive.ò  

The contrast between their temperaments is reflected in their physique. When the Dictators 

stood side by side during the Duce's visit to Germany in September, 1937, Mussolini, though 

the elder by six years, appeared the more vigorous and Hitler the more spiritual of the two. 

Although the F¿hrer has a slight advantage in height, the powerful frame and massive shaven 

head of Mussolini give him a monumental presence.  

To attain power was more difficult for Hitler than Mussolini, but as regards their 

subsequent achievement of setting up an authoritarian r®gime the position was reversed.  

Hitler achieved supremacy in a country where traditions were strong, and where caste-

prejudice had always been predominant. That he should have succeeded in winning 

acceptance of his will and confidence in his leadership from a nation containing such 

established institutions as the army, aristocracy, Junkers, and manufacturing oligarchy of 

Germany is the greatest triumph of personality the world has seen for generations. Once that 

miracle was performed, he had at his command a first- class Government bureaucracy and a 

disciplined and industrious nation.  

For Mussolini the way to power was less obstructed, but after setting up his Government 

he had to overcome many deficiencies in the administrative machine, and to deal with a 

people less accustomed to uniformity and co-operation.  

Different in type as the two Dictators are, they have the common quality of intense 

conviction. Both are fatalists. Mussolini believes in his star; Hitler in his call by Providence to 

the political redemption of Germany.  

This certainty that their names and deeds are written in the Book of Fate gives confidence 

and directness to their utterances. Both of them are emphatic in expressing the desire to be on 

better terms with Britain. But they have their own ideas of what such terms should be, and 

their patriotic ardour would transform this attitude into one of antagonism if they became 

convinced that. Britain were an immovable obstacle in the path of their national aims.  

To some extent that impression has already been created in their minds as a result of the 

British Government's devotion to the idealistic principles of the League of Nations Covenant.  

If Great Britain had reserved to herself more liberty of independent action, and had used it 

to negotiate directly with the Dictators, Europe might be a safer place to-day. The wisdom, 

resource, experience, and prestige attributed by foreign opinion to British statesmen lost their 

effectiveness on being thrown into the common stock at Geneva.  

When the League was brought into existence, these authoritarian states were unforeseen 

phenomena. Britain would have been in a better position to ensure peace if she had dealt with 

them by those pragmatical and opportunist methods which she applies to her Imperial affairs, 

instead of subordinating her international policy to a cosmopolitan council and to the utopian 

conception of ócollective security.'  
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Fancies have been allowed to prevail over facts, and only those visionaries who prefer 

shadow to substance can be satisfied with the result. That result has brought about a 

combination of two countries, each of which was well disposed towards us and less well 

disposed towards the other. When Hitler and Mussolini met in June, 1934, it is no secret that 

their first contact failed to inspire them with mutual regard. Hitler thought Mussolini 

theatrical; Mussolini found Hitler egotistic. This lack of sympathy developed into an all but 

open quarrel when, six weeks later, Austrian Nazis attempted a coup d'etat in Austria, and 

killed Chancellor Dollfuss, who had recently been Mussolini's guest, and whose wife and 

children were staying on the day of his death with the Italian Dictator's family. Italy massed 

troops on the frontier, and if Germany had then been as strong as now, Austria might have 

become a battlefield.  

The crisis passed, but that first symptom of the ultimate Nazi aim to embody Austria in the 

Third Reich set Italy seeking the support of France and Britain. Mussolini joined with the 

British and French Premiers at the Stresa Conference in censuring Germany for her 

repudiation of the military clauses of the Versailles Treaty early in 1935.  

Then came the Abyssinian War, which broke up the 'Stresa Front.' By refusing to join in 

the sanction- blockade of Italy, the German Government earned Mussolini's gratitude.  

In July, 1936, the outstanding issue of Austrian in- dependence which had hitherto 

separated these two countries reached a state of truce in the form of an agreement negotiated 

between Germany and Austria. The way was open for a reconciliation between the two 

Dictators.  

The occasion for this was provided by the active intervention of the Soviet Government in 

the Civil War in Spain. Moscow threw all its energies into the task of fulfilling Lenin's 

prophecy that Spain would be the next European country to go Bolshevist.  

This effort, if successful, would soon have spread to France, bringing a vastly increased 

Bolshevist menace right up to the frontiers of Germany and Italy. Instinctively and 

automatically, rather than by design, the two authoritarian States formed a partnership to avert 

that danger.  

Italy's activities in this undertaking raised the question of the naval control of the 

Mediterranean under a critical aspect. Mussolini is desperately determined that his country 

shall not be a prisoner in her own home waters. He suspects the British Government of the 

intention to keep her in some such condition.  

That belief is strengthened by the conviction that Britain will never forgive Italy for 

carrying through the conquest of Abyssinia, undeterred by the concentration of the British 

fleet at Alexandria and by the League campaign of sanctions. The Italian mind is haunted by 

the apprehension that the British Government may some day take a 'delayed revenge' for the 

dispatch of Italian forces against its will first to the eastern and then to the western end of a 

sea which was so long under the naval domination of Britain.  

Necessity makes strange bedfellows, and though Italy still fears Germany's long-standing 

ambition to reach the Adriatic and extend her influence throughout the Balkans, Mussolini 

turned to her for support and concluded an agreement for which he invented the indefinite 

name of the' Rome-Berlin axis.'  

The Germans had also been hitherto reluctant to pledge themselves to co-operation with 

Italy, whose resources and reliability as an ally they did not overestimate. Pacts with 

Mediterranean peoples were moreover not contemplated by the Nordic principles of the Nazi 
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Party. The German Government. like the Italian, would have preferred to reach a solid 

understanding with Britain, if this could have been arranged on terms acceptable to Germany.  

The British Government, however, held firmly to its engagements with France, which were 

given a more positive form when the German Army reoccupied the Rhineland. France, seeing 

in Germany her eternal enemy, and being largely influenced by lavish Bolshevist propaganda, 

had no intention of easing the German position by giving up her military alliance with Russia.  

As the Spanish war went on, the Rome-Berlin axis grew constantly stronger. In the Non-

Intervention Committee the representatives of Germany and Italy formed a close combination, 

consulting together before each meeting.  

At length, when Mussolini visited Germany in September, 1937, this 'axis' became an 

alliance in everything but the name. Hitler and Mussolini exchanged public pledges of fidelity 

before a million Germans assembled in the Berlin Olympic Stadium and on the great open 

space surrounding it.  

The F¿hrer announced that between the two authoritarian countries there henceforth 

existed not only unity of view but unity of action. The Duce declared that National Socialism 

and Fascism had everywhere the same enemies, who served the same master - the Third 

International - and that when he and Fascist Italy had a friend theyò would march together 

with him to the end.ò  

This visit was brought about by the initiative of Germany. The friendly letter which the 

new British Premier, Mr Neville Chamberlain, sent to Mussolini had aroused the 

apprehension that Italy might be induced to leave her new association with Germany and 

return to the 'Stresa Front.' The German Government desired to demonstrate that Germany 

and Italy must be dealt with as a group, and could not be divided.  

The occasion was taken to display to Mussolini the might of Germany, in its political, 

military, aerial, and industrial aspects, under the most impressive conditions possible. It was 

indeed announced that he came as Leader of the Fascist Party and not as head of the Italian 

Government-but in Germany and Italy there is no real distinction between Party and State.  

From the German people Mussolini received a flattering reception-all the more congenial 

to him as this was his first personal contact with any other nation since the year 1922, when 

his r®gime began. In this friendly atmosphere the frigid relations between the two Dictators 

resulting from the events of 1934 thawed into cordiality.  

A new joint in the highly strained articulation of Europe was formed on that evening of 

September 28, 1937, when Hitler and Mussolini, under streaming rain, proclaimed their union 

of sympathies and aims to the vast ocean of faces beneath them, which, in the alternate glare 

and gloom of the floodlights, looked like a Gustave Dore picture of the Day of Judgement. 

Mussolini himself has estimated the dead in another European war at ten millions. It was a 

grim reflection that the huge multitude before one's eyes was but one-tenth of that total.  

In the authoritarian countries the only deciding factors are the will and prestige of the two 

Dictators. These factors Mussolini emphatically associated in a joint international policy, 

which may well be completed by Italy's adhesion to the already existing anti-Communist Pact 

between Germany and Japan.  

If the exchange of personal pledges between Hitler and Mussolini means that Italy is 

committed to playing the role of a ' brilliant second' to Germany, this new line-up in Europe 

may lead to war. The only way to mitigate that risk would be to expand the Italo-German 

Agreement into another Four-Power Pact, such as was signed between Germany, Italy, 

France, and Britain in July, 1933, and to enlarge it by bringing Poland within its scope. 
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CHAPTER II  

 

THE HUMAN SIDE OF HITLER  

 

MOST people outside Hitler's own country, and within it too for that matter, know the 

leader of Germany only by his public record, speeches, and appearance. The picture of him in 

the world's eye is of an impassioned orator declaiming from a rostrum; a national idol saluted 

by forests of uplifted arms at huge mass-demonstrations; a stern, statuesque, uniformed figure 

watching the march past of interminable columns of sturdy, jack-booted young men.  

This conception of Hitler as a grim political robot is far from accurate. Behind the forceful 

character which he displays in public there is a human, pleasant personality known only to his 

intimates.  

Although a passion for Germany was the earliest influence in his life, there is much of the 

Austrian in Adolf Hitler. The land of his birth and upbringing has endowed him with the 

artistic, visionary tendencies of the South German type. He makes no effort to control his 

feelings. When he tells the story of the trials and hardships of his youth and of the early 

struggling days of the Nazi movement, tears come readily to his eyes.  

There is a strong strain of sadness and tenderness in his disposition. The intensity of 

feeling that imparts such high voltage to his public activities makes him sensitive to private 

griefs. When a close friend said to him: ñ You have been so lucky in everything you have 

undertaken,ò he replied: ñ In my political life I have always been lucky, but in my private life 

I have been more unfortunate than anyone I have ever known.ò  

Though brought up as a Catholic, Hitler is not a professing Christian. Yet he once said very 

earnestly to me: ñ I believe in God, and I am convinced that He will not desert sixty-seven 

million Germans who have worked so hard to regain their rightful position in the world.ò In 

his election speeches he often urges his hearers to pray for Divine blessing on the national 

cause.  

The sobriety of Hitler's private life is well known. He is a vegetarian, teetotaller, and non-

smoker. His favourite dishes are Nudelsuppe, a soup with little dumplings in it; spinach; 

apples, either baked or raw; and Russische Eier, which are cold hard-boiled eggs with 

mayonnaise sauce. At tea-time, despite anxiety to avoid putting on weight, he is fond of 

chocolate ®clairs. He drinks neither tea nor coffee, but only mineral water and infusions of 

camomile or lime-flowers.  

Sometimes at the end of a hard day, or when he thinks he may have caught a chill, he 

swallows a little brandy in milk-but with distaste.  

He finds the smell of tobacco so unpleasant that no one is allowed to smoke in his 

presence, even after dinner, which to Germans is a serious deprivation.  

Walking at Berchtesgaden is his only exercise, yet his appearance is healthy, his skin of a 

fresh colour, and his pale-blue eyes are always bright. In Berlin he never leaves his official 

residence except by motor-car. Despite these sedentary habits, he shows great resistance to 

fatigue. I have seen him stand upright for five hours on end in his motor-car at N¿rnberg, 

holding the big yearly review of the Storm Troopers, most of the time keeping his arm 

stretched out stiffly in salute. During the crisis of the Rhineland reoccupation he worked 

continuously for two days and two nights. On the third evening he invited Frau Goebbels and 



I know these dictators 

7 

some other friends to dinner. They looked at cinematograph-films till 2 A.M., and when Frau 

Goebbels suggested that the Chancellor should get some rest, : he said : ñ If you leave me 

now, I shall only sit up reading till 4 o'clock, so I hope that you will stay.ò  

That is about his regular bedtime, most of his study of State documents being done in the 

small hours. Berchtesgaden is the only place where he can get a night's rest without a 

sleeping-draught, which he takes in capsule form after his evening meal together with some 

digestive medicine. Whenever his public engagements allow, he stays in bed till noon. His 

general health is good, and the operation performed on him by Dr Sauerbruch in the spring of 

1935 was only to remove a harmless' polyp' on the vocal chords which is common with 

people who strain their voices by public speaking.  

Hitler is always smartly turned out, his thick brown hair brushed smooth, and his fresh-

complexioned face closely shaved. Neither greyness nor baldness has yet touched his head. 

His teeth are strong. His white, spatulate-fingered hands are well manicured. Particularly 

noticeable is the big ball of his thumb, which palmists associate with strength of will. The 

lobes of his ears are large, an indication regarded by physiognomists as a sign of vitality.  

There has been little alteration in his appearance during the fifteen years of his public life. 

His face and form have grown fuller, though not more so than suits his soldierly figure, and 

his hair, which in earlier days was patted in the middle, has been made to lie in a flat wave 

over the left temple.  

In Germany he has at least one double. While watching Hitler take the march past of the 

Storm Troopers at N¿rnberg in September, 1936, I saw, sitting in an invalid chair among the 

war-cripples, a man so like him that if both had not been there at the same moment, I could 

not have believed so strong a natural resemblance possible. This unknown war-veteran had 

certainly intensified the similarity by brushing his hair in the same way as the F¿hrer , and 

clipping his bristly moustache to identical style and size. But only Nature could have provided 

the shape of the head, the facial angles, and that rather whimsical expression in the eyes, as if 

the brain behind them were occupied with some private joke, which is characteristic of Hitler.  

The khaki linen uniform coat of the Nazi Party that forms the Chancellor's usual dress 

always looks new, and his shirts, generally of white silk, are well cut. He often says that as a 

poverty-stricken young man in Vienna he made up his mind that when he became rich he 

would allow himself two luxuries - to have open fireplaces in every room (unusual in 

Germany) and to change his shirt twice a day.  

The sleeve of his tunic carries a red armlet with a black swastika symbol, and on its breast 

are the Iron Cross of the First Class, and the bronze German wound- badge. His khaki tie 

bears the Nazi emblem mounted as a pin.  

Out of doors he wears a Sam Browne belt and military cap, both bought at the Party stores. 

For reviews and other formal occasions he changes from the black trousers which at home go 

with his khaki tunic into breeches of brown drill and brown riding-boots, laced in front, with a 

buckle at the upper edge behind, which fit so loosely that they look ready-made. When I have 

seen him in plain clothes at his flat at Munich, or at the house of Herr von Ribbentrop, the 

Chancellor has always worn a double- breasted dark-blue suit with white shirt and soft collar.  

Herr Hitler is a widely read man. His closest friends declare that he is familiar with the 

works of all the leading German philosophers, and has mastered the history, geography, and 

social and economic conditions of the chief European countries. His days of serious study are 

past, however, and he finds relief from responsibilities in stories of adventure. Karl May, a 

writer of the G. A. Henty type, whose books, like Through the Desert, are popular with 

German boys, is one of his favourites.  
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In works on travel, the maps and plans get most of his attention. He says that if he ever 

went to London or Paris he would immediately be able to find his way about, and he claims 

that there is hardly a famous building in the world which he could not draw from memory. 

Until, in May, 1938, he visited Italy, whose architecture led him to make many changes in his 

own building plans the only foreign cities he had seen were Brussels and Venice.  

Although he plays no instrument himself, music is a passion with Hitler. He never misses 

an opportunity of listening to Wagner and Beethoven. Grand opera is his favourite 

entertainment.  A State performance of Die Meistersinger with all the best German artistes in 

the cast, is a standing feature of the Party Congress at Nurnberg. Hitler claims to have heard 

this opera a hundred times.  

ñ I think I am one of the most musical people in the world,ò he says, with a whimsical 

smile.  

He has a great liking for the ordinary theatre and variety, but seldom gets a chance to 

indulge it.  

Art has also a great appeal for him, and he knows a good deal about pictures. He recently 

acquired a Cranach and two Brueghels for his Munich flat.  

The greatest practical interest in his life, however, is architecture. In everything but name 

he is the Chief State Architect of Germany.  

No public building may go up until its style and layout have been submitted to the 

Chancellor, who examines them with the closest interest and attention. There is a room at the 

Chancellery in Berlin with a drawing-table, always spread with plans, at which he stands for 

hours, drafting original designs or modifications to be used in public works. The architectural 

features of the network of motor-roads which he has brought into existence were all of his 

contrivance.  

The reconstruction of the Chancellor's official residence in Berlin, the enlargement of his 

house among the Alps on the Austrian border, and the building of the vast and sumptuous 

new headquarters for the Party on the Kºnigsplatz in Munich were all carried out to his 

design, including their interior decoration. His taste is thoroughly modern, with a preference 

for simplicity, symmetry, and spaciousness.  

It is his aim to make the two cities of N¿rnberg, the scene of the annual Congress, and 

Munich, the birthplace and headquarters of the Party, into architectural monuments of his 

r®gime. The gigantic stadiums at Nurnberg, where the various Nazi organizations parade 

before him in September, are being replaced by others on a vast er scale, and he is building 

there a huge new Congress Hall, to seat 90,000 people, which is to be the largest modern 

building in the world. Its facade, three hundred yards long, will be a colonnade of solid 

granite pillars. For two years work has been going on, yet so far only the foundations have 

been laid. The building will not be complete till 1943. If it fulfils Hitler's intention, this 

structure will last as long as the Parthenon or Coliseum. ñ Thousands of years hence,ò he 

says, ñ people will still be marvelling at it and saying: 'What a great race those Germans 

were! ' ñ  

Professor Speer, the thirty-year-old architect who works out from the Chancellor's 

sketches the technical details of these monumental creations, is in constant attendance on 

him. In the middle of a Wagner Festival at Bayreuth, Herr Hitler suddenly exclaimed to 

him: ñ We must have a new Comic Opera House at Munich. I have thought of an 

excellent site for it.ò And, taking a writing-pad, he began at once to draw the plan and 
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elevation. During the building of the House of German Art in Munich, he went every day 

that he was in that city to inspect its progress.  

He would like, if it were possible, to create an entirely new capital for Germany, 

because (1) the climate of Berlin is so dry that it tends to make its inhabitants highly 

strung; (2) being a business centre, it receives alarmist reports from commercial sources 

which are at once communicated to the Ministries; and (3) he would prefer a more 

peaceful and solely political and diplomatic capital, such as Washington provides for the 

United States.  

The cinema is one of Hitler's favourite distractions. All new films arriving in Germany 

or made there are sent to him. Frequently after dinner he will watch two full length shows 

in a large drawing-room at the Chancellery. One of his favourite films is Lives of a 

Bengal Lancer, which I have heard him say he saw three nights running. As a result of 

this keen interest in British and American talking films the Chancellor is almost 

unconsciously beginning to acquire a knowledge of English.  

Fondness for children and dogs is regarded by many as evidence of good nature. This 

is a strong trait in Hitler's character. He keeps several Alsatians at Berchtesgaden, and felt 

great grief when one of his favourite dogs was poisoned, supposedly by the Communists.  

Golden-haired, six-year-old Helga Goebbels is a favourite playmate of the Chancellor, 

and her mother Frau Magda Goebbels, an extremely intelligent woman whose striking 

blonde beauty has been passed on to her little daughter, is his closest German friend of the 

opposite sex. When very young, Frau Goebbels married a rich Rhineland manufacturer, Herr 

Quandt, who already had a family of grown-up children. The marriage was not a success, and 

shortly after the birth of her son Harold in 1921, it ended in a divorce. The present Frau 

Goebbels then spent some time in the United States, where she learnt her excellent English. In 

1930 she came back to Germany and joined a Nazi organization in Berlin. It was there she 

met Dr Goebbels, the head of the Party in the capital, and married him.  

 

 

Frau Magda Goebbels 
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Those in Hitler's intimate circle say that he is a very good mimic, and likes relating 

anecdotes to which added point is given by his impersonations of the characters concerned. 

After a concert following a State Dinner, I have seen him standing among a group of the 

performers telling stories in a lively manner which kept his hearers in continual laughter. 

The Chancellor' has also a strong mechanical bent. Without any practical experience of 

engineering he takes particular interest in motor-cars and motor-boats, being familiar with all 

the latest refinements of the internal- combustion engine, and quick to notice the features of a 

new model. Herr Wehrlin, a director of the Daimler-Benz Company, who is one of his 

personal friends, has told me that in discussing a forthcoming motor-show, Hitler once 

described to him an engine of a special type which he had seen at least twenty-five years 

before in Vienna, and did so with all the accuracy of an expert. 'When there is an automobile 

exhibition in Berlin he will spend a couple of hours a day there examining each car in turn. He 

claims to have motored more than half a million miles. ñ I am grateful to the motor-car, for it 

brought all Germany within my reach,ò is one of the F¿hrer s sayings.  

Yet he has no desire to drive a car himself. That, he says, is not his job. Mussolini's zest for 

piloting aeroplanes and driving racing-cars, motor-cycles, and motor- boats is quite 

incomprehensible to Hitler's more introverted temperament.  

He has none of his Italian colleague's love for speed. His special train is not allowed to run 

at over thirty-five miles an hour, though this is mainly because he is a bad sleeper, despite the 

comfort of his private coach, which has a marble bathroom opening off the bedroom.  

Hitler has a fantastically retentive memory. He can recall the contents of any book he has 

ever read, the plot of any play or film he has seen. His staff know that whatever they say to 

him is automatically recorded in his mind and will be quoted against them if, at some later 

date, they make a statement at variance with it.  

His temperament is too individualistic to spare those who work under him. ñ He does not 

believe in helping people out of difficulties,ò said a close collaborator. ñ It is only when one 

of his subordinates is on the point of being overwhelmed by his work or responsibilities that 

he will come to his aid. Even then he does no more than lift the man's chin above the surface 

so that he can struggle for himself.ò  

Inexorable as Hitler has shown himself upon occasion, his character is not one that 

cherishes small grudges.  

ñ How many of your personal enemies did you payout when you got to power? ñ he was 

once asked.  

ñ None,ò was the answer. There were many people against whom I had old scores, but 

when once I became Chancellor they seemed so insignificant. During my imprisonment at 

Landsberg, one of the warders was very disagreeable. He used to call me a ñ Dorfler ' (village 

lout). I dare say he had a few qualms when I became head of the Government, but it would 

have been ridiculous to do anything to him.ò  

Directly the Chancellor's emotions are touched his generosity is prompt and liberal. In the 

summer of 1936 he was motoring in Upper Bavaria, and stopped by the roadside to admire a 

mountain view. An attractive young peasant-girl. of about seventeen tried to approach him, 

and, on being prevented by his guards, burst into tears. Hitler saw her distress and asked what 

was the matter. She told him that her fianc® had been expelled from Austria for his Nazi 

principles, and that as he could not find work. they would be unable to get married. 

Hitler promised to look after both her and him, and not only found a job for the young 

man, but also equipped the couple with a furnished fiat in Munich, complete, as he says with a 

F?ndness for children and dogs is regarded by many as 

evidence of good nature. This is a strong trait in Hitler's 

character. He keeps several Al satians at Berchtesgaden, an? felt 

great grief when one of his favourite dogs was poisoned, 

Supposedly by the Communists.   
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smile, down to a baby's cot. In this case the Chancellor had his reward, for when the young 

woman after the wedding came to thank him, she flung both her arms round his neck and 

kissed him.  

 

Towards subordinates and servants he is considerate, though capable of flashes of 

blistering wrath, but his personality and prestige are so strong that, without any effort on his 

part, he is surrounded, particularly in Berlin, by much awe on the part of his entourage. The 

atmosphere of his official residence has the unmistakable character of a Court, though its 

routine and outward appearance are as simple as they can be where the Head of a Government 

is concerned.  

The Chancellor's personal staff consists of three 

hard- working adjutants, whose duties last until far 

into the night. Best known of these is 

Obergruppenf¿hrer Wilhelm Bruckner, who has 

been associated with him from the earliest Munich 

days, and shared his imprisonment at Landsberg. 

Bruckner is a jovial-faced man, close on six and a 

half feet high and of immense proportions, who, 

when younger, was one of Germany's best tennis-

players. He served as an officer in the War, and has 

much social charm and elegance. His huge form 

with its big red face and twinkling, friendly eyes is 

never far from Hitler's side. The current story in 

Germany is that Bruckner and two or three others of 

Hitler's immediate staff have formed a sort of 'death 

pact' not to survive their chief if he should meet 

with a violent end.  

 

Herr Schaub is another adjutant. He is a pale, 

grave- faced man who always wears the black S.S. 

uniform, whereas Bruckner is usually in the khaki 

dress of the Storm Troopers. Herr Schaub is a man of 

Bavarian peasant stock whose first contact with Hitler 

came about in a romantic way. He was a minor 

official of the Postal Service, and joined the Brown 

Shirts in their early days. Before the Munich Putsch 

of 1923 Hitler noticed that, at parades of his 

followers, a certain man always marched past him 

with a limp, the result of a war-wound. When the 

Chancellor was in prison at Landsberg this unknown 

man with the limp came one day to ask if he might 

serve Hitler as personal attendant without pay. There 

was no mistaking the ardent devotion in Herr 

Schaub's face, and since then he has shared his 

Leader's fortunes, first in bad times and now in good.  

 

 

 
Wilhem Br¿ckner 

 
Julius Schaub 
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Captain Wiedemann, the other adjutant, is a dark, handsome man, with a record even more 

unusual, for he was Hitler's company-commander in the 16th Bavarian Infantry R®giment 

during the latter part of the War. It was in the Party's early days that Captain Wiedemann 

suddenly realised that the prophet of national recovery whose movement was beginning to 

attract attention in Bavaria was none other than his former corporal and dispatch-runner. He 

went to see him and offered his services in any capacity, with the result that to-day he is one 

of the three men in closest attendance upon his former subordinate.  

 

Fritz Wiedemann 

 

Three valets, all young men belonging to the Leibstandarte, or Personal Guard, accompany 

Hitler everywhere, wearing the black uniform of their corps. They and his chauffeurs are on 

democratic, almost friendly relations with their master. Travelling by Hitler's special train, I 

have seen them taking their meals in the dining- car at the next table to that at which the 

Chancellor sat with Marshal Blomberg, General Fritsch, and Admiral Raeder, the Naval 

Commander-in-Chief.  

Hitler is guarded by a squad of detectives under the command of Captain Rattenh¿ber, a 

bronzed, soldierly man who, like his subordinates, is always in the S.S. uniform. When the 

Chancellor dines in a public restaurant, which at Munich he is fond of doing or in Berlin goes 

across for tea in the hall of the Hotel Kaiserhof these guards enter a few minutes before him, 

and after a glance round, take their places at a table close to that at which he will sit.  

Yet Hitler has no fear of assassination believing that his fate will protect him. ñ I always 

knew I should be a great man, even in my poorest days,ò he says, ñ and I feel convinced that I 

shall live to finish my task.ò  

Stories of his dashing through the streets at high speed in a closed automobile between 

double ranks of S.S. men are quite imaginary. No head of a State shows himself more freely 

to the crowd, for he generally stands upright in the front seat of an open car which moves at a 

walking- pace. At the Party Congress every September he is on the same stand as several 

thousand spectators, including many foreign guests of the Government. I have seen him arrive 

unannounced at the Oberammergau Passion Play, and mingle with the crowd of people of all 

nationalities. In Munich he often has to push his way to his motor-car through a dense throng 

of delighted admirers. Less than six weeks after the 'Purge' of June 30, 1934, he did not 

hesitate to appear with all the members of the Government at President Hindenburg's funeral 
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on August 6, in the centre of the thronged memorial arena at Tannenberg, dominated by seven 

towers, where he was exposed in a way that gave the secret police considerable anxiety.  

Though Hitler, as I am told by those in his confidence, always carries a revolver, his nerves 

are good. Once when he was entertaining a party of young women, one of them 

mischievously dropped a Knallerbse on the floor. A Knallerbse is a sort of cardboard bomb 

sold in Munich at carnival time, filled with a calcium-and-sulphur powder which goes off on 

impact with a loud bang that would startle almost anyone, to say nothing of a dictator. Yet 

Hitler showed no alarm, but only laughed.  

 At his official residence in Berlin, which is connected by a passage 

with the Chancellery next door in the Wilhelmstrasse, his household is 

under the charge of Herr Kannenberg, a former restaurant-keeper 

whose acquaintance Hitler made many years ago, and who now acts as 

his major-domo. Herr Kannenberg is a musician and plays the 

accordion well. He has a repertoire of songs, English as well as 

German, with which he entertains the Chancellor and his guests. This 

head-butler, though small, is of imposing corpulence, and when he 

stands behind his master's chair at an intimate dinner-party, one of 

Hitler's favourite jokes is to exclaim over his shoulder, ñ Kannenberg, 

tell us, how many chins have you really got? ñ  

Hitler's flat at No. 16, Prinzregentenplatz in Munich is looked after by a married couple, 

Herr and Frau Winter. That Hitler keeps on this unpretentious apartment shows that his 

modest personal tastes have not been altered by high office. It is the sort of home that a 

business-man with an income of Ã1500 a year might have. The building is on the outskirts of 

Munich and stands on the corner of a square. There is a small restaurant next to the entrance. 

 

 
The flat at No. 16, Prinzregentenplatz in Munich 

  

The house-neighbours of Hitler are tenants whose complete reliability is known to the 

State Secret Police. They have the advantage of sharing his protection, for the ground-floor 

flat is a sort of guard-room where detectives are always on duty. Two of them patrol outside, 

and the street door is opened by an S.S. man in uniform.  

A broad wooden staircase leads to the second floor. There is nothing on the door of the flat 

to mark it as the private residence of the most important man in Germany.  

 
Arthur  

Kannenberg 
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The entrance-hall is wedge-shaped, one end being lined with book-shelves, over which 

hangs a portrait of Frederick the Great.  

The principal living-room is long and narrow, with a similar angle in it to that of the hall. 

The walls are hung with a variety of pictures. In addition to a fifteenth-century Cranach and 

the original of the well-known portrait of Bismarck by Lenbach, there are several of those 

popular paintings by Jos® Frappa, a French artist of the eighteen- nineties, which depict 

cardinals in scarlet robes dining amid sumptuous surroundings.  

The room contains a lot of furniture, all modern, in light-coloured bird's-eye maple, and at 

one end of it is a sort of alcove-what Germans call an Erker - marked off by a low partition 

and containing a round table, the top of which is of verde antico marble. It is at this table that 

Hitler receives his guests.  

 'On the Berg,' which is the 

name that he and his friends use for 

his house at Berchtesgaden, the 

domestic arrangements were 

formerly under his elder, widowed 

half-sister, Frau Raubal, with 

whom he lived during the early 

days of the Party in Munich. She is 

a strongly built, imposing woman 

of fifty -four, and there is no family 

resemblance between them. Two 

years ago Frau Raubal married 

again and went to live at Dresden 

with her new husband, who is of 

about her own age and a professor 

at the university. Her brother did 

not attend the wedding. His friends 

say that he disapproves of marriage 

for elderly people.  

óThe Berg,' or Haus 

Wachenfeld, as it was originally 

called, has lately been transformed 

out of recognition. When Hitler 

bought the villa in 1923 it was a 

white Upper-Bavarian summer 

cottage, with overhanging eaves 

and carved wooden balconies. It 

has now been enlarged to palatial 

size, with State reception-rooms in 

the modern style, very like those 

which Hitler devised for the Berlin Chancellery. A feature of the big entrance-hall is an 

immense single window, filling up one wall, which confronts the arriving visitor with a 

celestial panorama of the whole array of the Austrian Alps.  

In this rebuilding Hitler was careful to preserve the original Haus Wachenfeld intact as part 

of the more extensive plan, for, as he says, the many memorable conferences held and 

decisions made there have given to it an historic value.  

 
Berghof ï the Alpine house of the F¿hrer 
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Among these mountains on the German frontier Hitler finds peace of mind. The restricted 

surroundings of the Berlin Chancellery, where people are always pressing to see him on 

official business, sometimes become intolerable. At the shortest notice he will order his 

aeroplane and fly to Munich, or some other aerodrome near Berchtesgaden, from which he 

motors to 'the Berg.' As the moods in which he seeks relief from the routine of State business 

grow more frequent, Berchtesgaden tends to become a second diplomatic capital. 

Ambassadors have made the journey to this mountain-resort for the purpose of presenting 

their credentials, and Ministers are quite accustomed to be summoned for conferences 'on the 

Berg.' A detachment of the Hitler 'Life Guards' is stationed close by, and considerable 

defensive precautions have been taken in the neighbourhood.  

 

The F¿hrer 's style of living there is simple. He generally wears Bavarian peasant-costume 

or civilian clothes. From the house, which stands on a spur of the hills, a straight drive leads 

down to the public road, where a post of S.S. guards is always on duty. Here, especially in the 

holiday- season, a throng of Germans assemble daily in the hope of seeing their Leader, and 

Hitler is fond of walking down to greet them. He pays special attention to the children, 

signing the pictures of himself which they hold out to him and sometimes asking them up to 

the house for lemonade and cakes. Nor does he resent the intrusion of young people when he 

dines at one of his favourite little Munich restaurants. Parties of the 'Hitler Youth' or the 

'League of German Maidens' are allowed to come in and look at him. He generally calls them 

to his table, shakes hands, and orders ice-creams and chocolates for them.  

The flat at Munich and the villa at Berchtesgaden are private property maintained at the 

Chancellor's own expense. His official residence in Berlin, together with his staff and motor-

cars, are kept up by the German Government. His income from the sale of his auto- 

biography, My Struggle, the political text-book of Germany, has reached the figure of Ã50,000 

a year.  

 

Although Hitler dislikes being alone and is fond of the company of intimate friends, he 

takes little pleasure in formal entertainment. For the first two years of his r®gime he was able 

to avoid this on the ground that his official residence in Berlin was under reconstruction. But 
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by the end of 1934 this was completed, and I was one of four foreign guests at the first dinner-

party which the Chancellor gave on December 19, 1934. The others were Viscount 

Rothermere; his son, Mr Esmond Harmsworth; and a well-known member of the Anglo-

German Fellowship, Mr E. W. D. Tennant.  

Two dozen people were present, the rest being either members of the Government with 

their wives or German operatic singers taking part in the concert which was to follow. Baron 

and Baroness Neurath, Dr and Frau Goebbels, Herr and Frau von Ribbcntrop were there. 

General Goering was accompanied by his fair-haired fianc®e, Frau Emmy Sonnemann, whom 

he has since married.  

Herr Hitler himself was in ordinary full evening-dress, though many of his German guests 

wore the Party uniform. After a little casual talk in the ante-room he led the way into a dining-

room, where there was an oval table of light wood decorated with bowls of trailing pink 

begonias. The Chancellor sat in the middle of one of its broader sides, with Frau von 

Ribbentrop on his right and Frau Muller, one of the operatic singers, on his left. Opposite to 

him was Baroness von Neurath, next to whom I was placed. The footmen waiting at table 

were dressed in short brown mess-jackets with black trousers. The china, glass, and silver 

were all of modern design.  

The menu, too, was of up-to-date simplicity. It consisted of a cup of thick white soup, fish, 

roast chicken and vegetables, and an ice, and was accompanied by white and red German 

wine.  

ñ This is an anniversary in my career,ò announced the Chancellor, as we sat down. ñ It is 

ten years today since I was released from prison at Landsberg.ò  

Not many statesmen refer in public to their early reverses. Hitler, with the simplicity of 

genius, has made the unsuccessful Putsch of November, 1923, into the proudest anniversary 

of the Nazi movement. Instead of being passed over as a failure it is celebrated as a glorious 

martyrdom.  

The Chancellor continued his reminiscences of Landsberg during the first part of dinner. ñ 

When I was released after thirteen months,ò he said, ñ practically the entire staff of the prison, 

including the Governor, had been converted to the Nazi movement. The Bavarian 

Government was furious, and sent most of the warders to the Police School as punishment. 

Before they had been there six months the place had become a Nazi recruiting-centre, and had 

to be closed. That was a good thing, for it spread about over the whole of Bavaria a lot of 

policemen who made propaganda for our principles.ò  

When dinner was over, Hitler rose, saying, ñ Will those who don't want to smoke come 

with me into the room on the right, and the rest go into the room on the left?ò Lord 

Rothermere, who is also a non-smoker, with Herr van Ribbentrop and some of the ladies, 

accompanied the Chancellor. I went with the smokers and was soon in conversation with 

General Goering, who wore his blue Air Force uniform with white lapels and a cross-hilted 

sword which he has specially designed for that Service.  

As we stood talking, someone jogged my elbow, and my coffee-cup fell to the floor. A 

footman picked it up and, so far as I noticed, the incident attracted no attention. Yet later on it 

provided the basis of a sensational story about Hitler which was widely printed in America.  

This resulted from the fact that next day, in the Hotel Adlon Bar, I was questioned about 

the dinner at the Chancellery, which had been the first of its kind and mentioned incidentally 

the fall of the coffee-cup. The ease with which commonplace fact becomes picturesque fiction 

where conspicuous figures like Hitler are concerned is shown by the development of this 



I know these dictators 

17 

insignificant reminiscence into a story that the Chancellor had been entertaining a well-known 

Englishman at lunch when his visitor knocked over a porcelain vase. Upon the sound of the 

crash, according to this version, two guards who had been concealed behind the window-

curtains instantly leapt out into the room, each with a revolver in his hand.  

When the coffee-and-cigar stage of Herr Hitler's dinner was over we were asked to move 

into the large drawing- room of the Chancellery. The interior of this old home of Prince 

Bismarck has been so completely modernized that nothing but its facade is left intact. One 

end of the drawing-room is raised by three or four low steps. The walls are painted in plain 

cream and hung with a few fine pieces of old tapestry. Wide, low settees and chairs of modern 

design are spread about, and the carpet in the middle of the room is a very large one of 

Persian pattern which was originally ordered for the new headquarters of the League of 

Nations at Geneva but could not be completed in time and was bought by the German 

Government. A grand piano stood at the raised end of the room, ready for the concert which 

followed, at which Frau Muller and the well-known baritone, Herr Bºckelmann, both of the 

Berlin Opera, were the chief singers.  

As a general rule, Herr Hitler's formal dinner-parties are limited to twenty or thirty people, 

but during the Olympic Games I attended a large State banquet at which above a hundred 

were present. This was of a more ceremonious character, and instead of the brown-jacketed 

young menservants, elderly footmen in blue and silver liveries and white stockings, most of 

them with a lot of medals, were in attendance. They were under the charge of a major-domo 

in black livery and knee-breeches, wearing a Court sword, with a cocked hat under his arm, 

who announced the guests as they entered the ante-room. The major-domo carried a black 

staff, with which he rapped on the floor to call the attention of the company when Hitler rose 

at the end of dinner.  

The meal was served at a huge horse-shoe table. On the Chancellor's right sat Lady 

Vansittart, the wife of the British Permanent Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs, who was 

then visiting Berlin, and on his other side, Countess Baillet-Latour, wife of the President of 

the French Committee of the Olympic Games.  

This dining-room is a new and spacious apartment designed by Hitler for such occasions, 

built out in what used to be the garden of the Chancellery. It is about 100 feet long by 50 

across, with rows of red marble pillars forming an arcade along each side. Windows draped 

with brown curtains reach up to the lofty roof, which is flat and made of a mosaic of light blue 

and gold. One of Herr Hitler's staff told me that the colour of this ceiling had been changed 

half a dozen times before the Chancellor was satisfied. Tall gold candlesticks stood at 

intervals along the floor, and the room's only adornment was a big Gobelin tapestry on the 

wall behind the head of the table, which had been brought from the German Museum at 

Munich.  

This being a State occasion, the men present wore their decorations. Except the Iron Cross 

and other German and Turkish war-insignia, not many members of the Nazi official circles 

possess any of those stars, cravats, and ribbons which are the customary background of such 

entertainments, so that the foreigners were the most ornamental figures there. As Sir Robert 

Vansittart stood in the middle of the room after dinner, laughing and joking with Herr Hess, 

the Chancellor's deputy, there was a noticeable contrast between the glittering splendour of 

the star and cordon of the Grand Cross of St Michael and St George worn by the one and the 

field-service-like simplicity of the khaki uniform of the other.  

Perhaps it was this which led Herr Hitler, shortly afterwards, to create a special German 

decoration for services rendered in connection with the Olympic Games. Since then he has 
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gone still farther, and established a new 'Order of the German Eagle,' to which Mussolini and 

Count Ciano were among the first to be appointed.  

Another respect in which an entertainment of this kind in Germany differs from the official 

dinners of most Governments is the dresses of the women. Simplicity is the rigid rule of 

feminine attire under the Nazi r®gime . As ' make-up' is contrary to its principles, and 

jewellery almost entirely barred by the Spartan views of the Government, State functions in 

Germany lack some of the glamour which feminine extravagance confers on them elsewhere.  

The patient adoration of the German people for their leader was illustrated as I walked 

across the square from the Hotel Kaiserhof to this dinner at the Chancellery. A voice said, ñ 

Will you please ask the F¿hrer  to come out on the balcony? I am from the provinces and do 

so want to see him.ò It was a working-class German woman of the middle fifties who spoke. 

Seeing me in evening-dress, she had guessed where I was going. Nearly five hours later, when 

I crossed the square again at 1 A.M., the same woman came up. ñ I am still here,ò she said. ñ 

Do you think there's any chance of seeing him? ñ  

 

There is no aspect of Herr Hitler's personal character with which gossip and fiction have 

been busier than that of his relations with the other sex.  

Celibacy, in the leader of a country where marriage and prolific procreation are proclaimed 

a patriotic duty, seems to call for special explanation, and the reasons commonly advanced for 

it in his case range from the morbid to the romantic.  

In the first place Herr Hitler is no woman-hater. He shows a strong predilection for 

feminine society, in which his manners are marked by an old-world formality.  

There can be few European statesmen whose greeting is so gracious as Herr Hitler's. He 

takes a lady's hand in his own, holds it for a moment as if it were some precious object while 

his blue, searching eyes smile into hers, and then bends forward in an elegant bow to touch it 

with his lips. In the company of women Hitler's manner takes on a lively air of interest which 

has no appearance of being forced. He shows marked appreciation of good looks, but unless a 

woman is also intelligent he avoids engaging her in conversation. Small talk is uncongenial to 

him.  

Curiously enough, two of his closest friends of the other sex are young and charming 

members of the British aristocracy. They are daughters of Lord Redesdale - the Hon. Mrs 

Diana Guinness, and her younger sister, the Hon. Unity Freeman-Mitford.  
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Diana and Unity Mitford 

 

At most of the recent big ceremonies of the Nazi party these young women have been 

prominent, not only by reason of their tall, graceful figures and striking blonde beauty, but 

also, in German eyes at least, because they wear the Swastika badge, conferred upon them as 

a personal distinction by Hitler himself, with his signature in facsimile on the back as proof of 

their title to it.  

It was the younger sister, Miss Unity Mitford, who first made Hitler's acquaintance. In 

1934 she was attending art-classes in Munich and used to lunch at a little restaurant which is 

one of Hitler's regular resorts when staying at his Munich flat.  

No one could sit long in the same room as Miss Unity Mitford without noticing her. Her 

golden hair, fair skin, and blue eyes attain the highest standards of that Nordic beauty which 

Germans especially admire.  

It was natural that Hitler should eventually inquire who this attractive young woman might 

be. On hearing that she was an English student he sent his burly adjutant, Herr Briickner, to 

convey the Chancellor's compliments and inquire whether she spoke German. If so, would she 

do him the honour to take coffee with his party?  

In this informal way began a friendship soon to be extended to Mrs Guinness, Miss 

Mitford's sister, who came to visit her in Munich.  

For Herr Hitler, living under the strain of the leader- ship of a great nation and the control 

of a huge Party, the society of these young Englishwomen has an attraction which can be 

readily imagined. They can talk to him with a freedom which few German women would 

venture to use. Their outlook on life, derived from a different background and upbringing, is 

in marked contrast to that of most people whom he meets. They have a lively sense of 

humour, which is shared by few, except Dr Goebbels and his wife, in the Chancellor's 

immediate circle. Their keenness and high spirits work as a mental tonic upon a man subject 

to the varying moods of a highly strung temperament.  

No other foreigners, and not many Germans, are so closely in the confidence of Adolf 

Hitler as the Mitford sisters. Not only are they invited to big festivals of the Nazi Party and to 

official dinners at the Chancellery, but, since they spend much time in Germany, they are in 

frequent touch with him.  
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Lady Unity Mitford  Lady Diana Mitford -Mosley 

 

Their arrival at the Hotel Kaiserhof in Berlin is generally followed by an invitation to go 

across to the Chancellor's Palace to take tea or dine, or see a film, an entertainment which is 

succeeded by lively conversation lasting till long past midnight.  

There is no more human trait in Hitler's character than the pleasure he takes in the light-

hearted company of these typical young Englishwomen of to-day. I remember his delight 

when they paid him an unexpected visit in Cologne during his General Election campaign in 

April, 1936.  

Hitler had not yet arrived when, walking into the restaurant of the Dom Hotel, I found Mrs 

Guinness and Miss Mitford lunching there. They asked me to join them, and said they had 

come over to hear Hitler's big speech that evening.  

ñ The F¿hrer does not know we are here, so it will be a surprise for him,ò said Miss 

Mitford.  

While we were at lunch, Captain Rattenh¿ber, the head of Hitler's bodyguard, came to say 

that he had orders to drive me down to the station to meet the Chancellor's special train.  

ñ I wonder whether he would take us too,ò said the Mitford sisters when he had gone. I 

went after the officer to inquire.  

ñ I'm afraid I can't,ò he said. ñ It is the F¿hrer's own car, and I have no orders to take any 

ladies in it, but I will arrange for them to have a window in this hotel, so that they can get a 

good view of the procession.ò  

ñ We don't want to watch the procession,ò said the Mitford girls, ñ but we do want to stand 

inside the row of guards in the hall of the hotel so that the F¿hrer  will see us directly he 

comes in.ò  
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I met the Chancellor at the station, drove with him to a ceremony at the Town Hall through 

the cheering crowds that thronged the streets of Cologne, and then back to the Dom Hotel, 

where he was to give a tea-party to leading Nazi officials and their wives in a large room 

upstairs.  

The Dom Hotel is the best known in Germany to many Britons, for during the Allied 

occupation of the Rhineland it was requisitioned for the British Army. In preparation for the 

Chancellor's arrival, a solid rank of Black Guards, standing shoulder to shoulder, lined each 

side of its entrance-hall.  

Behind them were wedged the guests and staff of the hotel, together with as many local 

notabilities as could get in, all craning their necks to catch a glimpse of the F¿hrer . But inside 

the circle of Guards, bare-headed as always, and with a welcoming smile on their comely 

faces, stood the sisters Diana and Unity.  

As Hitler came into the hall, his expression was set and stern. He raised his hand 

automatically in response to the roar of ñ Heil ! ñ that met him, and to the sudden up flinging 

of arms in the Nazi salute. 

 

The Hon. Miss Unity Freeman-Mitford and the Hon. Mrs Diana Guinness 

 at a Nazi demonstration in Germany 
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Then his eye fell on the two sisters. His face broke at once into a smile.  

ñ Was! Ihr beide hier l ñ he exclaimed. ñ You must come and have tea with us.ò  

And the warmth of the welcome that Mrs Guinness and Miss Mitford received from the 

leading members of the Nazi Government assembled upstairs was proof of their popularity in 

the highest political circles of Germany.  

Without tact on their part such a friendship with the F¿hrer would not be possible. These 

young English women keep free from all contact with German politics. By the natural charm 

of their good breeding and social training they have done much to enlarge Hitler's angle of 

vision upon Britain and the British character.  

 

Platonic relations with the other sex, of the kind that I have just described, may well 

represent the full extent of Hitler's taste for feminine companionship. His life is dominated by 

the conviction that he has a great mission to fulfil. He allows no outside influence to interfere 

with its achievement. By eliminating such complications as marriage or intrigue, the F¿hrer 

economizes energy and spares himself perpetual preoccupation. He furthermore adds - though 

not, perhaps, deliberately-to his mystical prestige with his fellow-countrymen. His single 

condition consorts well with his rѳle as High Priest of the German people.  

 

Intensity of purpose is no uncommon cause of celibacy, and, in Hitler's case, the 

sublimation of sexual impulses in the performance of public duties would be helped by the 

self-control that he already shows by doing without tobacco and wine and limiting himself to 

food of monastic simplicity.  

It is certain that this disciplined restraint of human instincts implies no lack of human 

sympathy. One of the most striking features of Hitler's personality is his faculty for putting 

himself in harmony with others. Men of most varying characters alike receive, in contact with 

him, the conviction that there is some special bond between them. His mind, like that of many 

great leaders in the past, has a strong psychic strain. I have been told that the Austro-German 

borderland where he was born is known, like the Scottish Highlands, to be prolific of people 

with this gift of intuition.  

The susceptibility of the Chancellor's mind to psychic influences is shown in his public 

oratory. At the outset of a speech his delivery is sometimes slow and halting. Only as the 

spiritual atmosphere engendered by a great audience takes possession of his mind does he 

develop that eloquence which acts on the German nation like a spell. For he responds to this 

metaphysical contact in such a way that each member of the multitude feels bound to him by 

an individual link of sympathy.  

His own awareness of a psychic sense would seem to be indicated by one of the stories he 

tells of his experiences in the war.  

ñ I was eating my dinner in a trench with several comrades,ò he says. ñ Suddenly a voice 

seemed to be saying to me, óGet up and go over there.' It was so clear and insistent that I 

obeyed automatically, as if it had been a military order. I rose at once to my feet and walked 

twenty yards along the trench, carrying my dinner in its tin-can with me. Then I sat down to 

go on eating, my mind being once more at rest.  
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ñ Hardly had I done so when a flash and deafening report came from the part of the trench 

I had just left. A stray shell had burst over the group in which I had been sitting, and every 

member or it was killed.ò  
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CHAPTER III 

 

YOUTH, WAR, AND EARLY POLITICS 

 

IN the opening years of this century a small boy with mischievous eyes was one of the 600 

pupils of the 'Modern School' at Linz, an ancient cathedral city standing on the broad Danube 

in Upper Austria.  

To neither masters nor schoolfellows did Adolf Hitler then just entering his 'teens, appear 

to possess any unusual qualities. The former, in their term-end reports, used to censure him as 

'lazy and self-willed.' And though a boy defiant of authority enjoys a natural prestige among 

his classmates, the youthful Austrians of a generation ago took their studies too seriously for 

his insubordinate example to impress them. They knew that a good 'school-leaving certificate' 

would be indispensable as the foundation-stone of their future career. Hitler himself, a few 

years later, came bitterly to regret his failure to pass this examination. For it led to the refusal 

of his application for admission to the 'Architectural School' in Vienna, and thus brought him 

up against the fact that, for a poor boy who had neither learnt a trade nor taken advantage of 

his educational opportunities, the only means of livelihood was manual labour.  

As a schoolboy young Adolf was already a political agitator. His instinct reacted to those 

racial antagonisms which divided the polyglot Empire of Austro-Hungary into jealous 

nationalist sections.  

Hitler was brought up in the most German corner of the Hapsburg realm. Twenty miles to 

the north lay the frontier of the German Empire, whose rapid rise to wealth and military 

power was astounding and disturbing the World.  

In a provincial city of German-Austria like Linz there was a strong undercurrent of 

discontent with the increasing influence which Czechs and other nationalities of the Dual 

Empire were gaining over a Government which had once been entirely Austrian. The 

Archduke Franz Ferc1inand, heir to the old Emperor, had even taken to himself a Czech wife, 

Countess Chotek, although she was not of royal blood, and talked Czech in his home.  

Particularly from Professor Potsch, an active member of the German Nationalist Party on 

the staff of the Linz Modern School, young Hitler used to hear the view that the historic 

birthright of the Austrians was being distributed by Emperor Franz Joseph among a hungry 

pack of Slav races - Czechs, Croats, Slovaks, and Slovenes.  

It was natural that young Adolf should make comparisons between the debasement of the 

German race in Austria and the prosperity and pride of the powerful and united German 

Empire on whose frontier - at Braunau - he had been born.  

His admiration for the Germans of the Reich became more highly coloured when there fell 

into his hands a history of the Franco-Prussian War, illustrated with pictures of the German 

army sweeping all before it in heroic style.  

The swift march to victory of a race to which he was so near by blood and birthplace; its 

triumph over the self-confident French Emperor and his people; the entry into a conquered 

capital and the proclamation of the German Empire in the palace which had been built to 

embody the glory of the French Monarchy - all seemed to his romantic mind the record of a 

race of supermen. Grievous indeed appeared by contrast the fate of the Germans of Austria - 

step-children in their own home.  
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Young Hitler's enthusiasm for Germany and her achievements was further increased when, 

at the age of twelve or thirteen, he saw from the topmost gallery of the Linz Opera House a 

performance of Lohengrin. The splendour of Wagner's music stirred his soul. In it the boy 

found the emotional expression of his sense of kinship with a nation to which he felt himself 

drawn far more strongly than to the patchwork federation of races whose only link was the 

Imperial House of Austria. The bitterness which is the strength of a successful agitator was 

already taking root in his heart.  

Adolf Hitler certainly did not inherit these anti- Hapsburg sentiments from his father, 

whose earnest desire was that his son should become an Austrian Government official like 

himself.  

 

Not until he was forty years of age had Adolf's father, Alois, the son of middle-aged 

peasant parents, achieved the ambition which had been steadily before him since he began life 

as a cobbler. By persistence and determination he had obtained appointment to a minor post in 

the Customs service at the frontier-village of Braunau-on-the- Inn. It was then that he first 

took the name of his own father, Johann Hiedler, or Hitler, having previously borne his 

mother's name of Schicklgruber.  

In 1884 Alois Hitler married his third wife, a pretty peasant-girl, twenty-three years 

younger than himself, named Klara Poelzl.  

The first two children she bore him, Gustav and Ida, died in infancy, and of the three later 

ones only Adolf, born on April 20, 1889, and Paula, born in 1896, survived.  

There were already two children by the second wife - Alois, born in 1882, and Angela, in 

1883 - but of the Hitler family's affairs little is known except what Adolf has since chosen to 

recall.  

The subsequent life of his brother and sisters has thus remained obscure, except in the case 

of Angela, his older half-sister, who for years kept house for him, first in Munich and 

afterwards at Berchtesgaden.  

Alois Hitler was fifty-two years old when Adolf was born. Four years later he went on 

pension, and during the ten years that were left to him, the ambition of the retired Customs 

Officer was to see Adolf qualify for Government service. He was sent to the Modern School 

in Linz, and nothing caused the father so much wrath and disappointment as his son's 

obstinate refusal to fall in with this plan. Adolf had made up his mind to be an artist, and idled 

away his time at school except in such subjects as he liked, which were drawing, history, and 

geography. Any political topic, however, aroused his eager attention.  

Sitting in his Chancellor's Palace as the ruler of Germany to-day, Hitler sometimes tells 

stories of those boyhood days. One in which he takes delight is that of an Austrian Archduke's 

visit to Linz for the opening of some public building. A municipal reception was organised, 

with the garrison lining the streets and the Burgomaster and Bishop waiting at the station. 

Outside, the school-children were drawn up to receive the visiting member of the Royal 

House with cheers. Their headmaster had been at pains to rehearse their part in the 

proceedings. When he raised his hat and shouted, ñ His Imperial and Royal Highness the 

Archduke! ñ the boys were to respond with a triple ñ Hoch! Hoch! Hoch!ò  

In the complex Austro-Hungarian politics of that day this cheer of ñ Hoch !ò had a political 

significance. It was the official greeting for members of the Hapsburg dynasty, and 

discontented Austro-Germans took a malicious pleasure in substituting the German cheer of ñ 

Heil ! ñ  
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For a day or two before the royal visit, young Hitler was busy canvassing his 

schoolfellows, and the result was that when the headmaster gave the signal, he was horrified 

to hear, instead of the official ñ Hoch ! Hoch I Hoch!ò a shrill chorus of ñ Heil! Heil ! Heil ! ñ  

 

Adolf's father dropped dead one January morning in 1903 while reading the newspapers in 

the local coffee- house at Leonding, a village near Linz where the family had settled after his 

retirement. Hitler was then fourteen, and in the absence of his father's authority, he neglected 

his lessons still more. About this time he was, moreover, discovered to have a weakness of the 

lungs, which kept him away from school for a whole twelve months. During the next five 

years, which included only a little more schooling at Linz and Steyr, he lived with his 

widowed mother.  

To their neighbours in Linz, where Frau Hitler moved after her husband's death, this young 

man must have seemed on the way to become a neôer-do-well. He had had a good middle-

class education, but had lost the advantage of it by failing in his school-leaving examination. 

And now, in his later 'teens, when most youths of his class were already working, he 

continued to live at home with his mother, supported by her small pension as the widow of a 

Customs Officer. His affection for her was the happiest feature of his early life, and as a 

soldier at the front he carried her picture next to his heart.  

Hitler had always been accustomed to poverty. He often speaks of the days when as a boy 

he went barefoot even in the snow. Yet the poor circumstances and precarious outlook of his 

family did not lead him, as might have been expected, to look for employment. The reason 

was that he had an instinctive dislike for manual labour, and since he had failed to obtain any 

educational certificates, nothing else was open to him.  

Politics were the principal diversion of Hitler's youth. He would sit in a cheap coffee-house 

devouring the various party organs which hung in rows, each on its wicker holder, from pegs 

on the wall. He developed, too, a taste for attending political meetings, especially those likely 

to be noisy or to attract the attention of the Austrian police by seditious speeches. Frau Hitler's 

devotion to her only surviving son made her uneasy lest these interests should get him into 

trouble. She would implore him to keep away from such gatherings, and Adolf would promise 

to do so - only to find the temptation too strong to resist.  

On one occasion, when a German Nationalist speaker was denouncing the Hapsburg 

dynasty and its alleged betrayal of the interests of the Austro-Germans, a police- inspector 

stepped onto the platform and stopped the proceedings. The audience made a rush for the 

doors. They ran into the arms of a strong detachment of gendarmes and were ordered to form 

up to be marched to the nearest police-station.  

Adolf was in a fright. It might be that the prisoners would be released after names and 

addresses had been taken, but it was also possible that they would be locked up for attending 

an illegal political demonstration. What would his mother say after he had pledged himself to 

keep out of such scrapes? He cast anxious eyes around as he stood herded with the others 

under a police-guard. They fell on one of those circular advertisement-kiosks that stand in 

Austrian streets. Each time the nearest policeman turned his back he sidled stealthily closer to 

it. When the constable's attention was distracted for a moment by an order from the inspector, 

Adolf darted behind the kiosk. Before the policeman had noticed his disappearance, he was 

running at top speed for home.  

Five years were thus dawdled away. Young Hitler had a natural ability for sketching, and 

till he was eighteen, kept up his mother's hopes with the assurance that as soon as he was old 

enough he would get into the Art Academy at Vienna and complete his studies there.  




















































































































































































































































































