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PUBLISHER'S NOTE: We predict that the facts disclosed
by this astoundirg book wili develop world interest un-
equalled since Charrherlu’n’s visits to Germany last Fall.

@ What is the sensationa’ *uppressed truth behind the
zig-zag course of German diplomacy since the day
of the Munich Pact?-

® What was :te apsailing situation that confronted
Chamberlain in the co-efully darkened rooms at
Munich and Gedesburs ” And how does this account
for his mystifying hesitations during those hours of
life or death? ‘

® What are the dertails of Hitler’s threats of suicide?

® How did Juiius Schreck, Hitler’s “double” and
chauffeur, meet Ins death in 1936?

@ What is in back of the st-angely persistent rumors
in London and els-where that the real Adolf Hitler

is dead?

THE STRANGE DEATH
OF ADOLF HITLER

fires a bombshell whose detonations will be heard
around the world. Its appailing revelations, the inti
miate details wnich attest their authenticity, will give

" . i
~ou the taost astelinding reading ever printed.

il ol B i A A Bl



‘©he Strange “Death

of
cAdolf Fitler

ceAnonymous

U

New York
Ghe Nacaulay Company



http://cA.nonym.ous

COPYRIGHT, 1939,
BY THE MACAULAY COMPANY

Printed in the United States of Americs



PUBLISHER’S STATEMENT

On the last Friday in January, 1939, we were presented
with the most unusual manuscript that has come to us in
thirty years of publishing. The unimpeachable sources
from which it emanated were a guarantee of its authen-
ticity. The immense world-importance of the facts stated
in the document gave us no alternative but to present it
to the world without delay. The central and most vital
fact is that Adolf Hitler, the Nazi Fuehrer and dictator,
was assassinated at 2:13 A. M. on September 29, 1938, the
night before the consummation of the Munich Pact; and
that an opportunist double is ruling in his stead.

In view of the importance of this matter, a brief state-
ment of the facts connected with our receipt of the manu-
script is essential. It was handed to us by a German officer
high in the German merchant marine, who had just ar-
rived from the other side, and at once telephoned for an
appointment and called on us. We had known him for a
number of years; and knew that, like so many of his
fellow-officers, he did not approve of Nazi excesses or the
Nazi philosophy, although his position of course depended
upon his concealing this.

When asked for the particular purpose of this unex-
-pected visit, he stated that he was the bearer of an inter-
national secret of immense importance, which he wished
us to publish, if we thought it wise. This secret, he said,
was the fact that Adolf Hitler was dead, and had been
dead since the night before the Munich Pact was arrived at.
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We brought out the January 14th copy of The New
Yorker from our files, and showed him the two-column
story there on page 66, claiming that Hitler had been
killed in Hamburg in 1935, and that from one to four
doubles were ruling in his place. But we explained that
this was a facetious spoof story, not meant to be believed.

His face grew grave, as he read through the article. The
facts in it were nonsense, he said; but he had the real
facts, and a full statement as long as a book to prove it.
We asked to see the statement. He first secured our
promise never to connect his name with the matter; for
that would mean more than his loss of livelihood; it would
mean at the least disgrace and imprisonment, with a strong
probability of death, the usual punishment for tactless
frankness in Germany today. And then he brought out a
huge grimy manila envelop, which had been hidden inside
his coat, liberally marred with broken red wax seals, and
laid it before us.

He pulled out first a brief note in French, and laid it
before us. It was simple enough to translate:

M. Michel Simon
Compagnie Transatlantique
Nice, France

Dear Unknown Friend:

I am asking you to treasure the enclosed statement, and at the
time of my death make it public to the world.

As to why I have a right to ask this favor of you, you may
ascertain by asking your mother who Maximilian Bauer was, and
whether you do not owe him at least this.«

Respectfully, .
Maximilian Bauer
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We asked him to tell just how the document came into
his possession, which he proceeded to do. This note, he said,
had been outside of the sealed package. On this present
cruise trip they had put up in Monte Carlo, and he had
run up to Nice for the day. Michel Simon was a young
friend in the office of the Compagnie Transatlantique in
Nice. He had dropped in to see him. They had gone to a
café together, and then, at Michel’s insistence, to the young
Frenchman’s rooms, two squares away. There Michel had
told him of receiving this parcel by special courier from
Switzerland the day before. Out of curiosity, after read-
ing the note, Michel had opened it. But it was all in Ger-
man, he pointed out, and he knew no German. Moreover,
his mother had been dead for eleven years. The German
seemed to be something about Adolf Hitler. Could it all
be a joke? Would not his friend the German officer glance
at it, and say whether it should be thrown away, or what?

But by this time the German merchant marine officer
had to catch the bus to return to Monte Carlo and his
ship; and so he said that it was impossible. Michel an-
nounced that be did not want the document; it might
amuse his friend to translate it on the long trip across the
Atlantic, and, the next time they met, tell him what it
was all about. He had never heard of Maximilian Bauer,
he insisted, and he washed his hands of the matter. And
so the German officer bundled up the documents in their
original envelop, and left with them.

The night after leaving Funchal, having nothing to do,
he opened the package and read all night. It was all so
incredibly important that he finished it the next night,
and began to decide what to do with it. The world must
know it now, that was clear; and yet, his own name could
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not be connected with it. He thought of his friendship
with us, and set to work translating it. Already much
more than half of it was completed.

We asked to see the translation. He handed us the
meticulously written version in English, starting with
these words that will soon be so familiar to the world:

My name is Adolf Hitler. By this name the world knows me,
and it knows me by no other name, Since two-thirteen A.M. on
the morning of September 29, 1938, I have been the only Adolf
Hitler alive on earth.

We read through the first few pages with growing
amazement, and asked him if, in his opinion, it was au-
thentic.

“There is no possible doubt of it,” he said. “No one
but one at the very heart of the Nazi machine could have
known some of the things there put down, that have
never been told to the world, although we in Germany
know them, but not so definitely, or in such detail.”

Like all Germans visiting outside of the Reich, he suf-
fered from the government veto of his having money to
spend in foreign ports. We assured him that we would see
that he received the translator’s fee, and that there would
be royalties for him later. He was to have eight days in
New York City before being transferred to another ship
on a South American cruise line. He agreed to finish the
translation in a week, and did.

Even while he was working on it, we had the accuracy
of his translation checked, to make sure that the very
idiom of the original had been wholly preserved.

We checked up on two other matters. We looked first
into the matter of Hitler’s doubles, and the attempts on his
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life. So accurate and conservative a commentator as John
Gunther, in his standard masterpiece Inside Europe * had
this to say of his major double:

Another member of this company, whose name is unknown,
and who has fancifully been called the highest paid man in Ger-
many—according to the London Daily Telegraph—is Hitler’s
double, a man who resembles him so startlingly that he can sub-
stitute for him, if necessary, on public occasions.

An article in The New Yorker, December 10, 1938,
described the four official doubles, one of whom even had
a voice like Hitler’s,** with the suggestion that there
might be more; and with data about the doubles of Musso-
lini and Stalin as well. The theme of this article was, “Why
doesn’t somebody shoot Hitler?” I found that many of
the authorities amplified this data. The facts, then, in
THE STRANGE DEATH OF ADOLF HITLER came
entirely within the range of possibility.

We next checked the utterances given to Hitler, Goring,
Goebbels, von Arnheim, and the other Nazi leaders. When
we first read them, they seemed to be perversions or carica-
tures of Nazi sayings. We found it hard to believe, for in-
stance, that Hitler had actually said that Germany must
annihilate France; that Nazis seriously said that the Jew
was a parasite instead of a human being; that they called
the Lambeth Walk a Jewish conspiracy; and so on. We
found that all of these attitudes were given accurately in
-this book, and that here we had the first full-length pot-
trait of all the major leaders in the movement.

Last of all, we tried to check the facts included. Most of

* 5938 Edition, page 11.
"+ P 118,
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them are entirely accurate. A few have eluded us. We can
find no official record of the suicide of Ulrica von Arn-
heim. On one occasion, when Hitler is said to have spoken
at Niirnberg, we find authorities who place him in Vienna
on that day; but, again, this may have been intentional
obfuscation by the use of doubles. A few incidents appear
to be slightly out of order,—but these never affect the
framework of the whole. And certainly the hysterical
course of German machinations since the Munich Pact
indicates that something is sorely wrong with the rowdy
Nazi machine there; as if the flywheel had been unex-
pectedly removed, permitting the most eccentric excesses
of conduct, from lesser, more undisciplined minds, lacking
the former internal stabilizer. When the Nazi government
openly adopted its incredible policy of anti-Semitic rapine
in late 1938, when each German was officially invited to
surrender his mistress to productive labor and mother-
hood, when plans for a Pan-Nazi Europe were stressed in
public utterances, it is clear that the voice of shrewd au-
thority is missing. When the lion is away, the jackals go
berserk.

As to the attempts to kill Hitler, the record is fuller.
Most of these have been rigorously minimized or denied in
Germany; yet word leaks out. We know now rather surely
the facts of the death of his double and chauffeur, Julius
Schreck, in 1936, and certain earlier and later incidents.
The same applies to Hitler’s plans, threats, and facilities
for suicide. The only difference is that this statement is
amplified, and for the first time gives the world more of
the true story.

The book will speak for itself. Since it has become avail-
able, it has world importance enough to cause its immedi-
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ate publication, even if this were not pathetic Herr Bauer’s
intention. History has at times known such mysteries in
the past; and in the long run the usual result has been the
reluctant discovery that the strange revelation is the truth,
or an understatement of it. Whether Hitler is physically
dead and an opportunist double is rubber-stamping in his
name, or whether the death is symbolic but no less real, it
still remains that this amazing document is the most im-
portant book out of Nazi Germany.

THEe PUBLISHERS.



CONTENTS

PriAGE

CHAPTER
PUBLISHER’S STATEMENT 5
I THE FIRST MISTAKE 17
II UNDERSTUDY FOR A DICTATOR 34
Il UP A LONELY ROAD 47
IV HOW ODD OF GOD 63
V THE SIGN FROM HEAVEN 79
VI THE VISITOR AT MIDNIGHT 97
VII THE LONG SHADOW OF ROME 117
VII HORST WESSEL DAY 128
IX ULRICA VON ARNHEIM 138
X THE UNENDING EMERGENCY 151
XI IN WHICH A BULLET DOES NOT MISS 163
XII A PURGE IS PRESCRIBED 175
XINI SPILT BLOOD AT WIESSEE 186
XIV THE PURGE IN BERLIN 199
XV “UNTO ME ALL POWER IS GIVEN—" 210
XVI THE MOTHERS OF THE RACE 222
XVII THE GERMAN NARCISSUS 234

XVIII THE MATTER OF HERTA FUCHS 252



XXIII

XXv
XXVI
xxva
XXVl

CONTENTS

I FACE MY OWN PROBLEM
THE COBRA STRIKES

THE SEED IS SOWN

THE TIDE FLOWS EAST

THE FLOOD TIDE RISES
DEATH IN MUNICH

I AM THE RESURRECTION
“LITTLE MAN, WHAT Now?”
THE SKY GROWS DARKER YET
TO BE OR NOT TO BE

PAGE

265
276
291
303
315
328
340
351
361
372



THE STRANGE DEATH
OF ADOLF HITLER



CHAPTER 1

THE FIRST MISTAKE

Y name is Adolf Hitler. By this name the world
knows me, and it knows me by no other name.
Since thirteen minutes past 2 A.M., on the ghastly morn-
ing of September 29, 1938, I have been the only Adolf
Hitler alive on earth. In view of what sooner or later must
be my next step, I am writing down a bald skeleton of
certain important events in which I was central. Only thus
may I correct the minutes of history before they are
approved through error or ignorance and added to man’s
permanently recorded archives, and my colossal secret
buried eternally with me.

I desire the name I was born with to appear on my
tomb. This is through no superstition. Like all true Nazis
and members of the superior German race, I am pagan
through and through. I know well that Herr Gott was a
bogy-man invented by the Judenschweine, to gull the
higher race and its allied nations after death, as they en-
deavor to gull us through life. But if there were a Herr
Gott with his Purge on the Judgment Day, 1 would not
care to appear before him behind a mask, least of all behind
that ghastly, leprous domino I now wear. To myself, God
be thanked, there is no mask. I will not let the one I must
wear till death bloat me forever before other men, and

17



18 THE STRANGE DEATH

before the folkic historians of the future, who should give
credit where credit belongs for the world that Germany
has rebuilt. I desire the name I was born with to appear
on my tomb. I prefer it, with great reason, to the one that
badges me now before men, and will badge me until my
own hand or the hand of another has ended my life.

These facts, then, I will in direct chronological order
set down, as far as I remember their precise sequence,—
that is, the facts of my life since the night of January 29,
1933. What I was before that means nothing to the world.
What it still means to me has nothing to do with this
strange and incredible segment of my life since.

I preface with a brief word of needed explanation,
before I arrive at that night of the first great mistake.

I was born Maximilian Bauer just before sunrise on
Thursday, May 1, 1890, im wunderschine Monat Mai, in
Passau, Lower Bavaria. Passau, for all that favorable
officials have not flattered it in the official census figures,
is the most typically folkic or racialist city in this heart of
real Germany, cloven as it then was by the foul machina-
tions of the Slavophile Hapsburgs. Even the house I was
born in looked out on the two halves of a divorced world.
From the eastern window in the second story bedroom
where I began life, you can see off to the left the Danube
where the Inn flows to greaten it, and the heights of the
Bohmerwald; while below, to the right, it is Austria—that
Waldviertel where Adolf Hitler himself was born.

My father was an apothecary, with a degree from
Munich and his own shop; my mother, his cousin, was only
a governess in the home of the one deputy to the Reichstag
living in Passau. I was the eldest of three children, and my
parents were married just before my sister Theresa was
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born, when I was barely three. During my father’s last few
years his ill health made him bitter, and I often saw my
mother break into weeping when he taunted her about my
paternity, which became his favorite little joke. He would
boast to her that he made her pregnant first as the only
way to prevent her from marrying a young Austrian
doctor she loved dearly, since he did not wish Austrian
blood to corrupt the Bauer stock; but he would add that
her own actions had made it uncertain which was my real
father. My parents were Catholic communicants, and I
was schooled first by the Brothers. I had one uncle, who
was an importer of drugs and chemicals at Niirnberg, who
had been apprenticed as a youth to a Protestant importer
there, and had become converted. When my father died I
went to live with this uncle, and I attended gymnasium
there. My uncle was as much a success as my father had
been a failure, and he taught me his secret of success. He
repeated it constantly until I learned it: Opportunity
knocks once only at the door, and then it is the time to
open the door. It is the sort of lesson it is wise never to
forget. I have made it my motto, and have followed it.

My father’s youngest sister, who had lived with my
uncle Fritz when he was an apprentice, was married now
“to a Lutheran pastor with a charge at Basle. When I was
graduated from gymmasium, 1 shifted to Basle to live with
her, and I attended university there. It was here that I
got my French, Italian and English, and little else except
-a certain disease from the woman I boarded with in my
last year at the University. She seemed very mature to
me, although she was but a few years beyond twenty. She
was the wife of one of the porters at the university, who
roomed each year four or five of the students. But it was
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on a visit to her sister in Vienna, she said, that she had
acquired the disease. Then I was told to go and live with
yet another uncle, who held a Government post at
Schwabach, and could appoint me to fill a vacancy as his
clerk. But Basle had been a mere town after Niirnberg,
and I had no desire to stagnate in a village when I had seen
so little of the world. I remembered what my uncle the
importer had said, and listened for opportunity to knock.

It did not keep me a long time waiting. At Geneva a
well-to-do French merchant, Eugéne Simon of Simon et
Cie. of Nice, employed me as tutor in German to his sons,
who were summering with their mother here in the Juras.
The work was nothing, and Mme. Clothilde Simon, the
mother of the boys, was very amiable and made my sum-
mer extremely pleasant. In the winter, when they returned
to Nice, I went to live with the family, still as tutor to
the sons, and planned thus to begin my wander-years. In
the next May, Clothilde bore yet another son. I have seen
him once, since. He is handsomer and brighter than his
two brothers, which was to be expected.

In 1913 I was called to the colors. When war was forced
on the Fatherland, after the absurd Slav assassination of
the Slavophile Austrian heir to the throne at Sarajevo, my
regiment was with the first division that occupied Luxem-
burg as a protective measure. In September, my regiment,
transferred to the west, took up a strategic position along
the Aisne, and after the dash to the sea was the first to
enter Antwerp. When we learned the details of the fright-
ful atrocities that French and Belgian soldiers were com-
mitting on German prisoners, our troops showed the
greatest restraint to the civilians on this courageous march.
It is in Stekel I have read that it was on this magnificent
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march thac the practice of tying down enemy girls and
women to the bed before enjoying them, first became
popular. According to my observation, there was no such
general custom.

At the capture of Hartsmannsweilerkopf I was wounded
in the groin by shrapnel, and after being hospitaled for
eighteen months, I did thereafter desk duty in the quarter-
master’s department. As a true German, I was not a Social
Democrat, and after the disgraceful Armistice and the
revolution which put the Jewish scum on top, I returned to
Basle. After collecting my share of the estate of my uncle
at Niirnberg, I began to repair my fractured life in 2 world
which had forgotten the imperative need of German leader-
ship.

The demand for German tutors now was very small.
But there were always opportunities for the man ready to
take advantage of them. At Nice, I managed to secure
work as translator for a publisher. During the season I
found an easier livelihood at Monaco, especially in selling
instruction in the more familiar roulette systems to

‘wealthy Americans unfamiliar with the game and its de-
vices. For this purpose I became Alsatian, as it was more
sympathetic. It was at Monte Carlo during that first spring
that I met the young widow of the last colonel of my first
regiment, Bavarian born like myself, who seemed utterly
in a daze since her husband had been shot down by some
drunken dog of a Spartacist for refusing to surrender his
decorations for a bonfire. She was very grateful for my in-
dignation, and in this state of mind I found it easy to con-
sole her. I let her live with me for seven years.

My new work finally made such 2 more or less perma-
nent attachment distinctly undesirable. This work included
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more than a little confidential translation for several minor
governments, work well enough paid, but requiring the
maximum of personal secrecy. I sent Greta back to Munich,
promising to rejoin her within the month. I have never
seen her since, although I have heard that she actually be-
came so poor that she lived with a Jewish industrialist,
who later took her to Berlin when he secured some govern-
ment appointment from the republic. But for me, it was
far wiser to confine my affairs of the heart to more tem-
porary and less entangling relationships.

Of course, after von Hindenburg replaced the Socialist
tailor as president of the Reich, Berlin again became a city
in which a German could hold up his head. Even in spite of
its twilight under the Sozis, it had of course been for half
a century the cultural capital of Europe. Between my in-
termittent confidential assignments, occasionally I traveled
throughout the Fatherland, and once or twice even visited
Berlin, which had become the center of world gaiety, re-
placing effeminate Paris and orgiastic Vienna.

By the devil’s own luck, I arrived in Berlin finally just
after noon of Saturday, January 28, 1933, and registered
at the Kaiserhof, using one of the various pseudonyms that
helped conceal my movements when on assignment. I was
a Hamburger, this time: Hummel hummel. . . . I was,
of course, not alone. This time it was the exquisite little
wife of the first attaché of an embassy at The Hague—we
will put her down as Chiquita, which was my invariable
pet name for her. Her husband had had me as guest in his
home in connection with some work I was doing for his
government, when he was suddenly recalled for a personal
consultation. It would have been childish to miss so ex-
cellent an opportunity. I had not forgotten the fzigana
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proverb, “Fruit not plucked now in this garden will never
be plucked.” Chiquita had always wanted to see Berlin and
the grizzled war hero who had become President, even if
it was said he had become so senile that he bowed to him-
self in the mirror as to one of his staff officers. These were
-the least I could promise her. It was not hard to persuade
her to leave her two exquisite little daughters in the care
of the nurse and a sympathetic maid, and to take French
leave for a fortnight with me. One of the things I regret
most about what happened almost at once was that I did
not have even one night of the planned vacation with the
fascinating little sefiora, so made for amusement. To this
day I still do not know just how she managed to get her
fare paid back to The Hague; although, attractive as she
was in every way, I am sure she encountered no insuper-
able difficulties.

We spent the afternoon at the Tiergarten, and dined in
our suite at the hotel. Leaving her to prepare for the eve-
ning, I decided to go for a stroll along the Reichstagplatz,
before proceeding to enjoy the little holiday further.

As I came out of the hotel and sauntered along, I ob-
served, but not with especial attention, that the street
seemed to be more cluttered than usual with men in
civilian clothes. Sometimes, I have observed, one seems to
be like a central star in a constellation moving in one of the
two great extra-galactic star drifts, with groups of re-
lated stars keeping their same relative positions ahead, to
each side, and behind. As if one were fixed in a certain
position in the movement of a wave, with the drops on all
sides following the same succession of trough and crest and
the intervening progress. It is an amusing fantasy that I
had learned to discourage, since my profession conduced
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to a constant fear of being shadowed, always so far imagi-
nary in the past. If I had had the wisdom to heed some
remote subtle intuition then, and observe with my usual
acumen, all that followed might never have happened.

I decided to turn my steps toward the Chancellery,
which even the President was occupying while alterations
were being made in his Palais. I sauntered along, aware
again how that faintly annoying fantasy hovered over me:
the murky clusters of men in civilian clothes that seemed
to keep such even distances in front of mé, and across the
street, and just behind me. It was like a game of chess in
which every lane slowly narrowed, with each piece threat-
ening constantly to check. This thing had gone far enough,
I thought. I would return to the hotel and thus, by a flank
movement, castle the king.

Smiling at the fancy, I stopped for a moment to stare
up at the huge frowning mass of the Chancellery, which
locked up within itself so much vital to the future of my
clawed land.

It was the last free moment of my life.

The group of three men behind me had caught up with
me at once, and those in front had turned and were re-
turning toward me. From across the street other groups
were converging. Suddenly I felt, pressed from behind
against my ribs, under my left shoulder, that definitive
touch of circular metal that speaks with appalling, unan-
swerable eloquence. “Not a sound,” whispered a guttural
voice. “You know what happens if you make the outcry.
Walk straight ahead, as if one of us, to where you will be
led. Otherwise. . . .” He bored more firmly with the pis-
tol into my ribs.

“Why,” I began to splutter my indignation—I was not
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on confidential assignment in Berlin, but on a pleasure
trip, and thus my conscience was unusually free, “I do not
understand. It is some mistake, no? I am not the man you
wish.” For suddenly I understood—I was sure of it. Evi-
dently that suspicious oaf of a husband of Chiquita had
had me followed, and had arranged this unfriendly recep-
tion for me. I could talk my way out of that, I felt sure
of it, and kept wary watch for the opportunity. And then
would I get him!

The voice came colder. “It will be easier to shoot you
here, and thanks to us for it, Corporal. If you are wise,
and want to be alive at dawn, you walk ahead where you
are led.”

And still that metal mouth bored into the ribs below
my shoulder, more and more firmly. This was on an open
street in Berlin in 1933. It seemed incredible, for all that I
knew how tense conditions had become, with Briining out
and von Papen in as Chancellor; with von Papen out and
von Schleicher in; with Communists and Nazis collogued
and threatening a general strike, arrogant over their traffic
strike which had tied up the capital; with plot and coun-
terplot until senile old Hindenburg himself had barked out
at his Chancellor before witnesses, “Well, General, when
are you going to lead your army against me?” Ach, it was
a mad place to have brought Chiquita to, at this time of
all times.

But I would be more than a fool to resist. If it was her
husband, that I could somehow handle. If it was robbery,
what were a few rentenmarken to a hole through the
heart? Beyond this I could not think. Once they had taken
me wherever they wanted me, I could explain who I was
and why I was here, and get back to Chiquita before the
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infatuated simpleton had worked herself into hysterics
over my unexplained absence.

To my amazement, my captors—there were more than
a dozen of them now—Iled me around the palace which I
knew was occupied by the Chancellor himself, to the back
and into its courtyard, and down seven steps into a vault-
like chamber opening beneath it. A door opened for them,
into a bald, long room with blinding lights. It had no
furnishings save a long table, several plain wooden chairs,
and an army cot with two blankets piled at one end.

The pistols were out in the hands of each of them now.
“Strip!” commanded the leader.

“Gentlemen, there’s some mistake,” I began, knowing
that I could appeal to them most sympathetically by telling
them of my desirable companion waiting impatiently for
me in the hotel suite. “If you will just let me explain—"

“Listen, you little Austrian bastard,” sneered the leader
of my captors, a huge bull-like brute with the whole lower
right side of his face a hideous red scar, “we were given the
general impression that your corpse would be worth a lot
more than you, alive. Will you strip?”

I opened my mouth to explain, and his hand slapped
against my mouth without restraint. I stiffened back again
and did not topple; one by one I removed my garments.
With lightning fingers they had all my papers out, and one
man fingered swiftly through them. Another group con-
fiscated my watch, penknife, loose coins, lighter, cufflinks
and all my minor valuables, and examined them carefully.
They even ripped open my unopened package of cigarettes,
and methodically ripped down and inspected carefully
each cigarette in the packet. I had no conceivable explana-
tion of what they were looking for.
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“His papers are in the name of Emil Haas, of Hamburg,
the name on the hotel register. They seem correct. Is that
your name, swine?”

Ignoring the needlessly embarrassing situation, I drew
on my shorts, buttoned them, and slipped into my under-
shirt. “If you will permit me to explain—"

His heavily shod foot ground my naked toes into the
stone flooring. “Is that your name, swine?”

“But, no!” I hastened to make it clear. “Yet that I can
clear up also—"

“Save your breath!” said the leader. “At least, you've
told the truth this once.”

Another captor spoke. “Sewed in his vest are papers
identifying him as Max Scharben of Pilsen.”

“False, too?” demanded the leader.

“Ach, yes. In my business—"

“~—And here’s a note slipped in among his blank checks,
Captain. Look! “‘Max—Ten promptly. Adoringly your C.’
It stinks of perfume.”

“False too, of course.”

“But, no!” I said, face paler. “The lady is even now at
the hotel waiting for me. If you will give me just one
minute. . . .”

“Yeah, that tallies, too. They said his papers would prob-
ably all be false. For what be is, it is the perfect disguise.
A woman, of all things, in his hotel room—and she came
with him, too. Unless it’s 2 boy dressed up in women’s

“clothes. Cigarettes, too! Well, Corporal, I'll see you in the
morning, early. His Excellency will hold an early recep-
tion for you.”

The continued ill treatment made me desperate. “My
friend, won’t you give me some idea—-"



28 THE STRANGE DEATH

“You are caught this time, Adolf, for the last time.”
He swung abruptly from me. “Lieutenant, detail four men
to watch him every minute all night, with four guns cov-
ering him. Relief detail at one. I will return at six.”

He left, leaving me to curse the damnable stupidity of
these baboons of Berlin secret police. It was all too clear
to me now. Three times before I had been mistaken for this
upstart Austrian agitator who was the head of the dis-
credited Nazis—for so I regarded him then in my appall-
ing ignorance—though never before to the extent of in-
conveniencing my plans.

Now that the burly leader had gone, I felt that it was
time to let the sergeant in charge of the four policemen
remaining, understand more fully what an asinine blunder
had been made. “So I am Adolf Hitler, eh?” I did not hide
the sneer in my voice.

“You weren’t man enough to come out with it before,
when the Captain was here.”

“Don’t be an imbecile! Because I happen to look like
that misbegotten son of an Austrian Jew, am I to blame?”
So I said in my ignorance, for this was commonly charged
in those days, especially among the Sozis. “Me, I am
Bavarian born; and I will tell you my real name, and let
you check up at once—"

“They say he is a fox.” The sergeant ignored me, speak-
ing to the man seated beside him. “No. He is an ass. From
you,” he turned savagely to me, “not one word more. I
have heard your damned speeches too often, where you
promise the earth and the sun and the moon and the stars
to the gullible fools that listen to you. Hold your tongue,
you, or by God I'll have my men pull it out with a pair of
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pliers, and I'll slice off the end! And don’t think I am
joking, swine!”

Well, there was no gain in arguing with a man who had
ideas like that. I held my tongue through that long ghastly
night. It was of Chiquita I worried most. She would never
believe the fantastic truth, even if I could send a message
to her; women of the Latin races are like that, a smile one
moment, a stiletto the next. She might even now have
arranged somehow to take a late train back to The Hague,
and leave me high and dry and lonely in this detestable
city of police baboons and official imbeciles. Once again I
tried to get them to telephone to her. The Herr Captain
would have taken care of her long ago, I was informed,
a3s I never would. And there were to be no more words
from me.

I said no more.

They told me finally to lie down on the cot. I drowsed,
I do not know for how long. I roused once when the door
opened and four other policemen came on for the relief.
I did not wake again until the room was full of officers.
They placed me in their midst and marched me out of the
¢cell. I did not know until we were in the courtyard that
the sky was gray and that day had already come.

We marched upstairs to a huge room which it was easy
to see was the Chancellor’s study. He was surrounded by
half 3 dozen resplendent aides. I recognized the bald head,
the broad pink face, the shrewd twinkling little eyes: His
Excellency Major General Kurt von Schleicher, Chancellor
of the Reich.

They placed me square before him, flanked by guards
with pistols still drawn. “Excellency, here we have him.”
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“Well, Adolf,” he studied my face, with a satisfied
smile, “good morning. This is a rather early call.”

“Excellency, you still think I am Adolf Hitler, too?”

He seated himself and beamed smilingly at me. He
tapped on the floor with his right foot. *“There may be
something you didn’t know. Already I have the Old Man’s
permission to lead the Reichswehr into the streets against
your Brownshirts and other Nazi traitors, and ferret you
out of every rat hole in Berlin. But this is easier, no? I
think I board you at the Colombia Haus in protective cus-
tody until death, no? And it is not so healthy there, Adolf,
ach no, and things happen, also?”

I still stared straight at him. “You s#ill think I am Adolf
Hitler, too!”

“You are childish. But naturally! 1 do not know what
devilment you and ungrateful Franz and the old Silver
Fox planned last night. That Hugenburg is no more than
a swine; you would have found it out, soon enough. But I
got word you were due for this conference. My men saw
you arrive at the station, and watched you register at the
Kaiserhof. It was clever, a lady too, and the afternoon
spent so innocently at the Tiergarten! I was about to have
that room raided, in spite of your lady-friend,” he bowed
ironically, “when you yourself saved me the trouble. You
were so obliging as to walk right out in the midst of my
men, and make straight for the palace where Franz von
Papen and the Nationalist were waiting for you. The Aus-
trian demagogue, the Junker spy, the capitalist reaction-
ary: treachery makes strange bedfellows. And now, #his
morning audience. You have gone too far.” His voice sud-
denly turned cold and harsh. “For reasons of state—"
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“And I am Adolf Hitler, you still think?” I made the
‘message peremptory from my brain to his.

He rose from his chair, came around the great desk, and
walked over until he was so close he could touch me. He
stared above my eyes at my hair. “There is a gray streak
here,” he said, his voice very much smaller. “Is this some
trick? When did #his happen?”

*“This is no trick. Your police are imbeciles!”

“In God’s name, who are you?”” His voice was agonized.

“Maximilian Bauer of Basle, born Passau. I would have
told them. But they knew everything. They would not
listen.”

“This is some damnable trick! By God, Adolf, I'll—"

There was a peremptory knock on the door of the study.
At once the door was opened, and in strode an austere
plump officer in a Brownshirt uniform, with battle-marred
face set in a massive ball of head. I knew at once it was
Captain Ernst Roehm, Chief of Staff of the Storm Troop-
ers, and the closest associate of this Hitler. I had once
heard the end of one of his speeches, and was not impressed.
I knew, too, he was said to be a boy-lover. What was he
doing in private conference with the Reichskanzler this
early in the morning?

He flung his arm upward and forward in the old Roman
salute. “Heil Hitler!” he shouted. “General, I have the
honor to inform you that at eleven-thirty last evening
President von Hindenburg appointed Adolf Hitler Chan-
etllor of the Reich, and Franz von Papen Vice-Chancellor.
I regret very much to announce that your dismissal as
Chancellor was announced at the same time. Thanks. Heil
Hitler!” He saluted again, and stood at attention. More
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and more men in brown shirts were filling the room at his
back.

The general stared at him and then turned to stare more
slowly at me. “So!” he said. Slowly his head bowed. He
locked his hands behind his back, and began to walk slowly
around the great study, his lips mumbling. He did not
seem to know he was not alone.

Captain Roehm was staring at me with startled wonder.
“But, in God’s name, who is #his man?”’ His voice was curt,
almost frightened.

The burly brute of a Captain in charge of me saluted.
“He was arrested loitering in front of this palace last eve-
ning at ten o’clock. His Excellency was questioning him.”

“Himmelberrgottsacrament!” Roehm ripped it out.
“You, who are you?”

“] am Maximilian Bauer, of Basle, born Passau. I
strolled out from the Kaiserhof for a breath of air, and
these men—"

He caught me by both shoulders, and pushed his fingers
into my flesh, shaking me as if to make sure I was real.
“Did no one ever tell you that you are the living image of
Der Fithrer, Adolf Hitler, the savior of Germany, His Ex-
cellency the new Chancellor?”

“I am under arrest,” I explained with quiet indignation,
“because these imbeciles took me for this same Herr Hitler.
I was about to be sentenced to Colombia Haus for protec-
tive custody until death, for the same mistake.”

“Good,” said Roehm. “That is over. You come with me.
Herr Gott in Himmel! . . . Good day, General.” He
swung around abruptly, and marched out. I followed,
flanked with guards as before. But they were different
guards this time, and they wore brown shirts.
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It looked as if my future was to consist of one arrest
after another.

1 soon found out my mistake.
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CHAPTER II

UNDERSTUDY FOR A DICTATOR

APTAIN ROEHM led me finally to an anteroom of

the Chancellery. He had turned back to look at me

once or twice with curious intentness. Now he appraised

me more slowly, with pleased, satisfied wonder in his eyes.
There was a sly smile on his full strained lips.

I was still uncertain as to my status. “Am I not free,
Captain? The arrest was a mistake. . . .”

“Not quite.” He chose his words carefully. “If you will
be so good as to wait here with two of my men. . . . I
will return in brief time.”

He was back in less than a quarter of an hour, accom-
panied by four men. I could not have noticed everything
about them that first moment that I came to know so well
later. But who they were I knew at once, without being
told. Their faces had grown as familiar to republican Ger-
many as the faces of the Kaiser and the Crown Prince had
been before the war, or Hindenburg and Ludendorff dur-
ing it; and much of Germany was sick at the rowdy
brutality and horror they stood for. This huge moving
hill of fat with the sour killer’s face must be Captain Her-
mann Géring, Bavarian like myself, chief butcher of the
movement—he who had in 1923, at the Beer Hall Putsch,
ordered his Brownshirts to crash in the skulls of their op-
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ponents with rifle butts. I did not know then that he had
already been named Reichsminister without portfolio, and
Prussian Minister of the Interior, giving him control of
the Prussian police. This sick-eyed little vulture, stumping
in on his club foot, with the hideous, bitter face, must be
Pr. Goebbels, the vindictive little schemer, hated within
the party almost as much as without. This keen-eyed,
portly man with the salt and pepper hair must be the Jun-
‘ker convert, Erik von Arnheim. The fourth man, with a
thug’s face and licking, caressing eyes, I found out later
was General Edmund Heines, the tyrant of Silesia. So dif-
ferent were they, so extreme in so many ways, they looked
like four varied human monstrosities, freaks from a side-
show.

“Gentlemen, said Captain Roehm with a triumphant
3ature, ‘may I present to you Maximilian Bauer, of Basle,
born Passau. And what do you say now, in God’s name?”
- ~They were staring at me as if I were the maddest freak
of all. The great ox who was Goring waddled powerfully
over, grunting his amazement. He rubbed harshly down
any cheek, he poked me abruptly in the chest, he squeezed
.my biceps, he even bent over, belching, to scrutinize my
legs and my shoes. Heines came up more softly and felt me
as fully, but his touches lingered more and almost caressed.
Dr. Goebbels, the sick-eyed little vulture, walked around
e, measuring, appraising; and midway of this a vacant
Jook blanked out his face, as if already he was off on some
dxstant, shrewd scheme. Von Arnheim simply stood and
#tared, obviously flabbergasted.

< *Ach ja,” boomed Géring. “He is all you say. For a mo-
ment, Captain, I thought you must be pulling my leg, and
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it was he himself. Such a fantastic likeness! Any time we
use him, the world will never know the difference!”

“Here,” General Heines stroked my hair down further
over my left eye, “we darken it a little, no? Then—per-
fect!”

“I’d swear it was his twin,” said Arnheim. “His identi-
cal twin.”

Goebbels accepted it more easily. “It is providence. And
we will need him, no! Captain, you have found a treasure.”

“Ach, maybe,” sniffed Géring, with a disapproving look
that traveled from me to the vindictive party schemer.
“For me, I think it would be far easier to slit his throat. It
is difficult enough to handle one Adolf, with his tempera-
mental tears and his threats to commit suicide, if his way
is not the only way. Treasures are dangers, Doctor, if the
wrong hand gets hold of them. A weapon’s use depends on
who has hold of it. You think we need fwo of him?”

“Ach, act yourself,” said Goebbels sharply. “Naturally.
Seat yourself, Herr Bauer. We will ask you a question or
two.”

“I have a friend at the Kaiserhof,” I protested. “She
doesn’t know Berlin at all; I brought her with me, If I
could only be allowed to make sure she is all right, and
understands—"

Géring’s eyes widened in Rabelaisian amusement. “Ach,
a woman in his bed! That is much better.”

“Now we know.” Von Arnheim’s eyes twinkled.

Captain Roehm smiled at me from under slightly low-
ered eyelashes. It was obvious that he was trying to woo
me, and not to antagonize me. “My dear friend, that can
be forgotten, until you have heard us speak. All will be
forgotten, when you have heard us to the end.”
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Goebbels raised a slight imperative hand. “We have
work for you, Herr Bauer. Difficult work. Interesting and
dangerous work. Yet it will be paid for in proportion to its
difficult nature. You are free to accept it?”

I did not like his face or anything about him. I looked
at Captain Goring, and liked him no more. Heines I could
dismiss with no more than a faint sense of repugnance.
Von Arnheim I liked: the kind of man I would be glad
to take orders from. And Captain Roehm I had liked from
the start. Yet this work evidently concerned all of them,
for they stared at me now as if they were five hungry hens,
and I a particularly fat and juicy worm each wished to
enjoy for his own purposes. I smiled back at Rochm. “Well,
Captain, I am not without work zow. How long will this
assignment of yours continue?” My mind was racing
ahead. They were all Nazis, that I knew,—clearly not quite
so discredited now, since they had been admitted into a
coalition government. It would be party work, perhaps
transation.

“Until you die.” Goring stared at me with sinister satis-

. faction.

“—Of old age,” Goebbels amended swiftly. “It is a
career for you, a well-paid career for you. It will be of in-
calculable service for the Party, for the Fatherland. We
will arrange the terms later; but practically you can name
your price. You are interested, no?”
= *“But any man would be, Herr Doktor. And this work

_ ——just what is it?”

~ " *He will accept,” said Géring heavily, “or I'll have his
" throat slit myself. But do it your own way, Goebbels.”

- “It will be necessary, first, for us to ask you a few ques-
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tions.” He had a notebook out, and jotted down each an-
swer as I spoke.

I was questioned altogether for almost two hours. The
five of them, but chiefly Goebbels, extracted from me my
whole history, as remorselessly as if I were a clinic patient
commencing a psychoanalysis. Before they had finished, I
was spiritually stripped before them—the last detail of
my life pitilessly bared, my aliases, my confidential work
for the lesser foreign powers, my occasional affairs, even
down to Chiquita still waiting, as I trusted, in the Kaiser-
hof. Ultimately it became more than voluntary; I real-
ized that these five men were in dreadful earnest, and had
me entirely in their power, and that a policy of complete
frankness was my only hope.

“Well, that ought to do,” Goebbels at last said abruptly.
“It should be enough. He is not quite forty-three—
twelve months younger than der Fiihrer. He is not known
in Germany, except in aliases we can conveniently annihi-
late completely. He is sympathetic toward the Party, but
belongs to no party. He has no ties. Well, gentlemen?”

They looked questioningly, suspiciously, grimly, one at
the other. Only Géring still scowled, at the end.

I grew restless in the silence. “But, gentlemen, you have
not yet told me what the precise nature of this work is,”
I reminded them. “Since I have been gone all night. . . .”

“Even the voice, yes,” nodded Géring, evidently satis-
fied at last. “Holy Mother, tell him!”

“He’ll do,” said Arnheim. “Go ahead.”

“Der Fiihrer, Adolf Hitler, was last night appointed
Chancellor of the Deutsches Reich,” began Goebbels im-
portantly. “Though we go in as a minority party in the
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cabinet, with only three seats, we will be the majority
party soon enough—"
“—The only party,” snapped Goring.

Goebbels nodded. “That too, soon enough. You have
been told that you resemble the Leader?”

My hands flew wide in exasperation. “But last night
those baboons arrested me, and detained me all night,
thinking I was—er—the Leader.” I caught the term of re-
spect and used it, as more sympathetic. It was clear to me
now that opportunity had guided the arrest by mistake,
and everything leading up to this conference; all that re-
mained for me to do was to squeeze the last advantage out
of it,

“Precisely. It may astonish you, my friend, to know that
your unconscious resemblance to the Leader may have
actually saved his life, his liberty, and the success of the
coup-d’état that made him Chancellor. The work,” in his
huge sonorous voice, so strange from so small and de-
formed a creature, “will be to be Adolf Hitler from now
on, whenever we call upon you. To make public appear-
ances for him. To ride in processions for him. To be his
substitute, his double, in other words, as we use doubles
for stars in the cinema.”

“To be shot at for him, maybe,” I objected.

“Of course, if that need arises. But most assassins are
surprisingly bad shots.” Arnheim smiled encouragingly.
“With Captain Roehm’s precious Storm Troopers protect-
ing you, and Himmler’s Blackshirts, and the Reichswehr
now under von Blomberg, it will not be so healthy to shoot
at you, my little friend.”

These distinctions meant little to me then. They mean
much now. “The pay?” I hazarded.
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Goebbels studied me, a sneer warping his face. *“What is
the most you have made, in any one year?”

There is no harm in a lie in a good cause. I multiplied
my memory of my best year’s income by slightly more
than two, and named this figure with a deprecating shrug.

“Say ten times that, to start with,” said this astounding
little gargoyle, in his excitement stumping on his club foot
up and down the room. “You accept?”

“You accept,” Géring’s chin shot out belligerently, *“or
you disappear, for good, this time. You resemble him too
much, my friend, for your health, or his, or ours.”

I pretended to hesitate still, to avoid showing too much
eagerness. Such opportunities never come a second time.
But a little bartering. . . .

“You are not even a Nazi yet,” Goebbels purred ahead,
in that silky, sonorous whisper, his vulture eyes bulging out
toward me. “You will be, soon enough. And you will learn
that the only salvation for Germany and the world lies
in the Party; and that the Party is the Leader. It is for a
reborn Fatherland and a reborn world that you will accept.
Is it not s0?”

“—To begin with, you said?” I temporized.

“God in Heaven, man, it is not money that matters,
now! What Germany has is ours, now—or soon will be.
We must have you. What you need, what you wish, will be
yours. The dinner-bell has rung, the table is spread.” His
beady eyes brightened. “You will be a member of the
household of the greatest man on the earth today.” An
exalted note swept into his tone and submerged all casual-
ness. “You will associate with him daily, hourly, until his
tiniest mannerism is yours. You will take part in world
events that you do not dream of, in history as we rewrite
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it, in the future as we make it, and that will end by seeing
Germany where she rightfully belongs—the one power in
Europe, the major power in the world. You, none other,
will take part in all this! Do you hesitate still?”

“No!” I cried out, beginning to thrill for the first time
to what all this might mean. For years pseudonyms,
aliases, disguises, had been of value to me, as personal de-
fensive measures. Now 1 was asked no more than to freeze
myself into one disguise, one alias, for life; and so help
save the Fatherland, and remake world history, and be paid
all I needed, indeed all I wished. “No. Gentlemen, I ac-
cept.”

“Good, Adolf.” His fiery eyes seemed to burn through
me. “From now on, henceforth and forever, Maximilian
Bauer is forgotten. He has died conveniently.” A sardonic
smirk appeared on his emaciated face. “I myself will have
the simple stone engraved with his birth and his death in
your Passau. From now on, henceforth and forever, you are
Adolf Hitler, every moment of your life. Of course, you
will have your long periods of rest, when you need not
appear in public. Then that is settled. And now, gentle-
men,” his bright eyes again were almost fanatical, “I go to
bring him in. That pier-glass mirror will serve well for
what I have to do. But have our new Adolf behind the
screen, no, until I am ready?” He thumped away with
irresistible energy—1I noticed that the more excited he be-
came, the more he displayed his deformity. I let myself be

« placed hidden behind the screen.

I heard movements in the room near the great mirror.
Then came the suave silky voice, a little more excited now.
“Now!” it ordered.

I stepped out. I saw a sixth man, who looked strangely
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like me, standing in front of the pier-glass, his eyes blind-
folded by a handkerchief. He was my height, he was slim
as I, there was the same sallow tint to his complexion. It
was the Nazi leader, the new Chancellor—it could be none
other! Mountebank and windbag to most of the world,
divinely inspired leader and redeemer to his own followers,
it was surely Adolf Hitler himself!

Without a word, with satanic glee in their eyes, they had
me placed beside him. Suddenly the handkerchief covering
his eyes was whipped off.

I stared with startled eyes at my own veritable eyes
staring back at me from another face in the mirror—only,
more piercing, more brilliantly blazing, more inflexible. I
turned from the two of me staring back at me from the
mirror to the me standing beside me. No wonder they had
arrested me! And infinite blessing they had not shot me,
as well. “Excellency—,” I half stammered.

His mobile hands united, then opened wide. He looked
at me first with awed animal unbelief, as if I were an
illusion, a doppelganger evoked by the aid of some evil
black magic to be at his service. His hand moved falter-
ingly up, I swear to cross himself; then it froze rigidly at
his side. He walked slowly around me, studying every
angle of my face, my body.

“You are older than 1,” he said finally, nodding his head
with a little perturbed satisfaction. His voice shook a
trifle.

“A year younger. Women,” smiled Arnheim austerely.

*“A dash of hair-dye,” suggested Goebbels swiftly, “and
you will forget which is yourself, Herr Hitler.”

“It will double their problem.” Hitler nodded with
shrewd satisfaction. “Of course, I have other doubles, my
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friend.” He brought himself to speak to me at last, but not
yet personally; more as if I were no more than a mere
waxwork, a mere clothing dummy tricked out with his
life mask. “More than one. You should see Julius Schreck,
my chauffeur. Except in the brightest sun-weather, all
swear I myself am driving. He takes the insults; I take the
bows.” He smiled sardonically. “You, you are Bavarian?”

“Born Passau, Excellency,” I said.

“I know Passau,” he nodded thoughtfully. “It is not far
from my own Branau; I have rowed down the Inn to it.
Or Linz, where I attended Realschule. We are men of the
Danube country, we two.” He hummed softly a bar or
two of the great waltz. “And you were wounded in the
war, they tell me.”

I gave him a brief résumé of this part of my life.

His mouth twisted awry with satisfaction, and turned
with a warm smile to Roehm. “You are right, Captain;
even the voice is the same. Mmmm, not quite; I can hear a
lighter note. It is not a great difference. My voice is dark
beer, his is light; but we are both Miinchner. From now on,
Little Adolf—,” he smiled with swift brilliance, like a sun
pushing away sullen clouds, “you are my assistant, my
bodyguard, my confidential substitute, my unworthier I.
Good!”

“And not even a Nazi yet,” said Géring caustically.
“Maybe he needs a purge.”

“Leave that to Stalin,” said von Arnheim decisively.

“So far, Fascist Italy has concentrated all the castor oil,”
smiled Captain Roehm. “Maybe I will use some, yet.”

“I will talk to him. He will be Nazi, soon enough.” The
Leader dismissed this as a triviality that a few words
would correct. And he was approximately right; for I am
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by nature sympathetic. “And hair-dye, yes. But no more
women, Little Adolf,” with a strange suppressed passion
in his voice. “Not until I need one. And I will teach you
to live intelligently. No more smoking. No drinking. Al-
cohol ferments the food in the stomach; it is a bad poison.
You will eat as I eat, think as I think, spea