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Arrest the Reichsmarschall!

The place reeked of evil. Standing in the wet darkness of this
wrecked bunker in Berlin, Captain John Bradin of the U.S.
Army snapped his cigarette lighter shut, scooped an untidy
armful of souvenirs off somebody’s desk, and groped his way
back up the dark, winding staircase to the daylight.

In the warm sun the haul seemed disappointing: a brass
desk lamp, cream-colored paper with some handwriting on it,
blank letterheads, flimsy telegrams typed on Germany Navy sig-
nals forms, and a letter dictated to “my dear Heinrich.”

Bradin took them home and forgot about them. Forty
years passed. In Berlin the bunker was dynamited, grassed over.
The lamp ended up dismantled on a garage floor, the yellow
sheaf of papers moldered in a bank vault in South Carolina.
Bradin died without knowing that he had saved vital clues to the
last days of Hermann Goring’s extraordinary career — papers

that reveal all the hatred and envy that his contemporaries in
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the Nazi party had nursed toward him over twelve years and
their determination to see his humiliation and downfall in these
last few thousand minutes of Hitler’s “Thousand-Year Reich.”

The desk that Captain Bradin had found was Martin Bor-
mann’s. Bormann had been the Nazi party’s chief executive —
Hitler’s predatory Mephistopheles. The handwriting was Bor-
mann’s too — desperate pages that mirrored the atmosphere of
hysteria in the bunker as the suspicions grew among its inhabi-
tants that Goring had betrayed them.

The first telegram that Bormann had scrawled onto the
cream-colored paper was addressed to SS Obersturmbannfiithrer
[Lieutenant Colonel] Bernhard Frank, commander of the SS
detachment on the mountain called the Obersalzberg that was

Goring’s last retreat:

Surround Goring villa at once and arrest the former
Reichsmarschall Hermann Goring at once. Smash all
resistance.

ADOLF HITLER

It was the late afternoon of April 23, 1945. Russian troops
had already reached Berlin’s seedy Alexander-Platz district. The
bunker was filling with battle casualties, and the scent of treason
was mingling with the mortar dust in the air. There were whis-
pers of betrayal by Albert Speer, the young, ambitious muni-
tions minister, and by Foreign Minister Joachim von Ribbentrop
as well. And now strange messages signed by Goring himself had
begun reaching the bunker’s signals room.

As heavily bandaged officers clomped about the constricted
tunnels clutching dispatches on the battle outside, Bormann
swept his desk clear of debris and scribbled a second signal to the
SS unit on the Obersalzberg:
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You will pay with your lives if Fihrer’s order is not
executed. Find out where Speer is. ... Utmost cau-
tion, but act like lightning.

BORMANN

He was in his element. For Germany a nightmare might be
ending, an ordeal in which the dark hours had blazed with air
raids, and nearly every family had suffered the agony of be-
reavement, imprisonment, deportation, or persecution. But in
the caged mind of Martin Bormann the entire battle had nar-
rowed down to this: a final settling of scores with Goring. For
four years he had labored to depose Goring, conspiring, hoping
that the fat air-force commander would make one mistake too
many — and now he had, and the telegrams were piling up on
Bormann’s desk to prove it.

Bormann dashed off a third vengeful directive, this time to
Paul Giesler, the party’s gauleiter in Munich:

Fuhrer has ordered immediate arrest of Reichsmar-
schall Goring by SS unit Obersalzberg because of
planned high treason. Smash all resistance. Occupy
Salzburg, etc., airfields immediately to prevent his
flight. Advise all neighboring gauleiters, SS, and police
at once.

BORMANN

Bormann’s own days might be numbered, but at least he would

have cooked Goring’s goose as well.

Berlin was dying, Hitler and Bormann were trapped there, and
Goring was doing nothing at all about it. With his plump wife,
Emmy, and their little daughter, Edda, he was in his lavishly
appointed mountain villa on the Obersalzberg, three hundred
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miles to the south. It was April 23, three days since he’d seen ei-
ther the Fihrer or his once all-powerful secretary. Sucking a
cigar, he motioned to his valet, Robert, to pour out another co-
gnac. Then he kicked off his boots, revealing ankles clad in ex-
quisite red silk stockings, leaned back, and reflected.

At first he had half-expected Hitler to join him down here,
but late the day before, his adjutant had woken him with a gar-
bled message from Berlin: General Karl Koller, chief of air staff,
had just phoned from Kurfiirst, air-force headquarters, to re-
port that the Fiihrer had “collapsed” and planned to stay put.
“Collapsed” — might that not mean that Hitler was already
dead? That possibility had brought Goéring wide awake. “Phone
Koller,” he ordered his adjutant. “Tell him to fly down here at
once.”

The Reichsmarschall knew that Hitler had always regarded
him as his successor. Now was the time to make it happen.

Koller strode into the Obersalzberg villa at noon the next
day, saluted, and at his commander in chief’s behest read out his
shorthand notes of the previous day. Air Force General Eckhard
Christian, he said, had phoned him from the bunker with the
cryptic message, “Historic events. I'm coming straight over to
tell you in person.” When Christian arrived, he told Koller,
“The Fiihrer has collapsed and says it’s pointless to fight on. ...
He’s staying on in the bunker, will defend Berlin to the last and
then do the obvious.” General Alfred Jodl, chief of the armed
forces’ operations staff, had confirmed all this to Koller at mid-
night. Hitler had turned down JodI’s suggestion that they swing
all the western armies around against the Russians — “The
Reichsmarschall will have to do that!” was all he had said. Some-
body had suggested that there wasn’t one German who would
fight for Goring. “There’s not much fighting left to be done,”
Hitler had said bitterly, “and if it’s a matter of dealing, the

4
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Reichsmarschall is better at that than I am.”

Goring whistled, then acted with a decisiveness that he had
not displayed for years. He sent for balding, pettifogging Dr.
Hans Lammers, the chief servant of the Reich; Lammers always
carried around with him a dossier of the constitutional docu-
ments relating to the succession. Goring also sent for his close
friend Philipp Bouhler; Bouhler, former head of Hitler’s Chan-
cellery, had masterminded the Nazi euthanasia program, but
now, like Goring, he had fallen out of favor. Finally, Goring or-
dered the flak and Waffen SS defenses around the villa rein-
forced, and he instructed his adjutant to check out everybody
coming through this cordon.

When they had all assembled, Lammers explained in his
precise, fussy manner that after President Hindenburg’s death
in 1934, a secret law had conferred on Hitler the right to nomi-
nate his own successor; in April 1938 a further law had defined
who should deputize for him. Since then, Lammers continued,
Hitler had written certain codicils, and they had been seated in
an official envelope.

Goring impatiently asked to see it. Lammers was uneasy
about unsealing the Fithrer’s will before he was known to be
dead, but he opened the metal casket. The envelope inside bore
the legend “Fiihrer’s Testament. To be opened only by the
Reichsmarschall.”

Goring broke the wax seals and plucked out the contents
with bejeweled fingers. He perused the documents silently, al-
most furtively, then beamed and read out loud the first decree,
which said:

In the event that I am impeded in the discharge of my
duties by sickness or other circumstance, even tempo-
rarily ... I denote as my deputy in all my offices the
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Reichsmarschall of the Greater German Reich,
Hermann Goring.

Fiihrer’s Headquarters

June 29, 1941

A second decree directed that “immediately after my death”
Goring was to have both government and party resworn in his
name.

It was a tricky position. Was Hitler de facto dead? Or had
he perhaps recovered from his collapse? Suppose Bormann had
persuaded him to draw up a new will in some rival’s favor?

“Send him a radiogram,” suggested General Koller. “Ask
him what to do.” Goring dictated one, and it went off at 3:00

p.M. on April 23:

Mein Fiihrer!

Acting upon information furnished by Generals
Jodl and Christian, General Koller has today given me
a version of events according to which in the context
of certain deliberations you made reference to my
name, underlining that if negotiations should become
necessary then I would be better placed to conduct
them than you in Berlin.

These statements were so startling and serious in
my view that I shall consider myself duty-bound to
infer that you are no longer a free agent if I do not re-
ceive an answer to this by 10:00 p.m. I shall thereupon
consider the conditions of your decree as satisfied,
and act for the good of nation and fatherland.

“May God protect you,” he concluded, “and see you through
... Your faithful Hermann Goring.”

The noblest prize of all now glittered ahead of him — head
of state at last! He cabled Hitler’s air-force adjutant: “It is your
personal responsibility to ensure that the radiogram is delivered
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to the Fihrer in person. Acknowledge, so that in this grave hour
I may act in harmony with the Fithrer’s wishes.”

Meanwhile he radioed to Field Marshal Wilhelm Keitel,
chief of the high command, to fly to the Obersalzberg if by 10:00
p.M. they were no longer getting direct orders from Hitler. “A
government must be in existence,” reasoned Goring, “if the
Reich is not to fall apart.” A further radiogram notified Rib-
bentrop, the foreign minister, that he, Goring, was about to suc-
ceed Hitler “in all his offices,” and that if Ribbentrop had not
received orders to the contrary by midnight, either from Hitler
or from Goring himself, he was to fly down to Goring without
delay.

These were the suspicious signals that Hitler’s radio room had
monitored in Berlin. But Hitler had recovered from the suicidal
depression that had seized him the day before. With hollow eyes
he shambled around the cement corridors clutching a soggy,
tattered map of Berlin, waiting for the relief attack promised by
SS troops from the north.

Bad enough for Goring that his most serpentine enemies —
Bormann, Speer, and Ribbentrop — all chanced to be in Hitler’s
bunker on this afternoon of April 23 as his string of radiograms
was intercepted. It was Bormann who carried them in to Hitler’s
study and pressed the flimsy naval signal forms into Hitler’s
palsied hands. “High treason!” shouted Bormann.

Treachery! — Hitler had seen it as the cause of every defeat
since the attempt on his life nine months before. Now his own
chosen successor was a traitor too. He turned to Bormann, his
face expressionless. “Arrest the Reichsmarschalll” he com-
manded.

Porcine eyes twinkling with anticipation, Bormann hurried

to the radio room and seized more sheets of paper. To navy
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commander Grand Admiral Karl Dénitz, based now at Flens-

burg in Schleswig-Holstein, he wrote:

Urgent! On Fiithrer’s orders: Reich government is not
to fly to Bavaria. Prevent any flight from Holstein,
move like lightning. Block all airfields.

And to the SS barracks on the Obersalzberg itself:

(1) Fihrer awaits news mission accomplished fastest.
(2) Have you taken Lammers and other ministers into
custody? Arrest Bouhler too.

Glimpsing Speer, his face bright with intrigue even at this des-
perate moment — he had been flown in by a sergeant pilot in a
light aircraft that had landed him near the Brandenburg gate —
Bormann added another radio message to the Obersalzberg:

Speer has meantime arrived here.

These were the pages that would be found ten weeks later, still
on Bormann’s darkened desk in the bunker ruins. Among them
was a copy of a letter dated April 24, which Bormann had sent to
“my dear Heinrich” — Himmler — describing Goring’s “treach-

»

ery’:

In the Fiihrer’s opinion he must have been plotting to
do this for some time. On the afternoon of April 20 —
the day he drove down south — G[oring] told Am-
bassador [Walther] Hewel [Ribbentrop’s liaison offi-
cer to Hitler], “Something’s got to be done and now.
We've got to negotiate — and I am the only one who
can do it. I, Goring, am not blackened by the sins of
the Nazi party, by its persecution of the churches, by
its concentration camps . ..”



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

He said that obviously our enemies can’t deal with
somebody unless he’s totally blameless and has even, as
Goring has himself, condemned many of these things
right from the start.

The wording of the messages he sent summoning
the others [to the Obersalzberg] show clearly enough,
in the Fithrer’s view, what he has been working up to.
He [Goring] issued an ultimatum giving him liberty
to act in internal and foreign affairs; he even sent for a
mobile broadcasting truck. Our detailed investigations
are continuing. It’s significant that since quitting Ber-
lin our former Reichsmarschall has not taken one step
to help the battle for Berlin, but has devoted his entire
time to preparing his little act of treachery.

In our opinion, anybody else in his situation
would have done his level best to prove his loyalty to
the Fiithrer by rendering swift help. Not so Goring! It
doesn’t take much to imagine how his broadcast
would have run; quite apart from anything else it
would have led to an immediate and total collapse of
our eastern front.

At 10:25 p.M. that evening Bormann phoned Donitz to repeat
Hitler’s orders that no government elements were to be allowed
to fly south to join Goring. “It’s got to be prevented at all costs,”
he said. Speer sent a similar message to General Adolf Galland,
commander of Germany’s élite Me 262 jet-fighter squadron. “I
ask you and your comrades to do everything as discussed to
prevent Goring from flying anywhere.”

Not that Goring was leaving the Obersalzberg that night.
As darkness fell across the mountainside, a breeze whipped a
thin veil of icy snow across the sloughs around Goring’s villa,
covering the tracks of the shadowy figures who were quietly
drawing an armed cordon around the buildings. He now had a

chilling response to his 3:00 p.M. telegram to Berlin. “Decree of



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

June 29, 1941, takes effect only when I specifically authorize,”
Hitler had radioed. “There can be no talk of freedom to act. I
therefore forbid any step in the direction you indicate.”

So Hitler was still alive! Panicking, the Reichsmarschall
penned telegrams to Ribbentrop, Himmler, and the Wehrmacht
high command rescinding the messages he had sent out at mid-
day. But it was too late. At 8:00 p.M. his telephone lines went
dead. By eight-fifty a force of SS men had surrounded the villa,
and at ten o’clock SS Obersturmbannfithrer Bernhard Frank
marched in, saluted, and announced, “Herr Reichsmarschall,
you are under arrest!”

Goring’s 264-pound frame quivered with anger and in-
dignation. He guessed that it was the word negotiations in his
telegram that had irked his Fithrer. “Hitler always hated that
word,” he conceded to interrogators later. “He feared I might be
negotiating via Sweden.”

The Reichsmarschall spent a disturbed night. At 9:00 p.m.
Frank returned with another telegram from the Berlin bunker.
In this one Bormann accused Goring of betrayal but promised
he would be spared provided that he agreed to resign for rea-
sons of ill health. Goring was swept with feelings of childish re-
lief, not because his life was to be spared but because Hitler
seemed not to have stripped him of any offices other than air-
force commander: He was still Reichsmarschall, or so he could
argue. Nonetheless, the guard was not removed, and his troubles
were only beginning.

Twenty-four hours later, while he lay in bed half awake, he
sensed the windows beginning to vibrate — gently at first, then
with increasing amplitude. A deafening roar swept along the
valleys toward the mountainside. Plates fell off shelves, a closet
door swung open, and the floor began to heave. “The English!”
cried one of the guards.

10
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There had been no radar warning to the villa, because the
phone lines were still cut. A hundred yards down the slopes a
heavy flak battery bellowed into action as the four-engined Lan-
caster bombers came into sight. Smoke generators belatedly
pumped out artificial fog that snaked lazily down the moun-
tainside as thick as a San Francisco pea-souper, and through its
pungent fumes came shattering explosions, trampling closer and
closer to the villa.

His face chalk white, Goring leaped to his feet. Clutching
his silk pajamas around him, he shouted, “Into the tunnels!” But
an SS officer waved him back at gunpoint.

As a second wave approached, the guards’ nerves cracked
too. They bundled Goéring and his family into the dank, damp
tunnels drilled into the limestone beneath the villa, rudely
pushing him as they stumbled pell-mell down the 288 steps into
the subterranean labyrinth. The lights failed, the ground trem-
bled, and Goring shuddered too. It was symbolic of the power-
lessness of his air force that enemy bombers could parade over

southern Germany like this.

As the massed Russian artillery began slapping armor-piercing
shells and high explosives into the Reich Chancellery building
above his bunker, Hitler was still counting on his “trusty Hein-
rich” Himmler to relieve Berlin. Bormann, meanwhile, contin-
ued to indulge in sweet revenge. “Kicked Goring out of the
party!” he sneered in his diary on April 25. And when General
Hans Krebs, the last chief of the general staff, notified Keitel,
chief of the high command, by radiophone that Hitler had
stripped the Reichsmarschall of all his offices, Bormann grabbed
the phone and shouted, “And that includes Reich chief game-
keeper too!”

If Berlin now fell, Bormann wrote to Himmler, Germany

11
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would have to accept peace terms. “The Fiihrer could never do
that, while a Goring no doubt would find it quite easy. At any
rate, we stay put and hold out here as long as possible. If you
rescue us in time, it’s going to be one of the war’s major turning
points: because the differences between our enemies are widen-
ing every day. I, for one, am persuaded that once again the
Fithrer has made the right decision. Others are less convinced or
choose to offer comfortable advice from a safe distance. There’s
not much of a rush to come into Berlin to see the Fithrer now.”

A few hours later, however, the bunker’s teleprinter rattled
out the stunning news that Himmler had offered peace talks to
the British through Stockholm.

“Obviously,” fulminated Bormann in his notes on the
twenty-seventh, “H.H. is wholly out of touch. If the Fiihrer
dies, how does he plan to survive?!! Again and again, as the
hours tick past, the Fiithrer stresses how tired he is of living now
with all the treachery he has had to endure!”

Four days later Bormann’s writings would be entombed in
the deserted bunker and he, like Hitler, would be dead.

The British bombers had lifted Goring’s luxurious villa off the
mountainside. Among the ruins lay the torn envelope with
shattered seals that had contained the Fiihrer’s testament. In the
tunnels one hundred feet beneath the cratered landscape lan-
guished Goring with his staff and family — still held at gunpoint
by the SS. “By the guttering light of a candle,” recalled his per-
sonal aide, Fritz Gornnert, a few days later, “they threw him into
one of the tunnels and left him there. Nothing was brought to
eat, nobody was allowed out.”

His wife and daughter shivered in their night attire.
Goring tried to send a telegram to Berlin setting the record
straight, but his captors refused even to touch it. He was now a

12
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nobody, like the thousands of politicians, trade-union leaders,
and newspapermen whom he had himself incarcerated over the
last twelve years. Hungry and unwashed, and craving opiates to
kill the pain of ancient injuries, he wallowed in self-pity. He had
no doubt that “Creature” Martin Bormann was behind all this —
“I always knew it would come to this,” he wailed to Gornnert. “I
always knew Bormann would grow too big for his boots and try
to destroy me.”

As the days passed, however, he saw the guards fidgeting
uneasily, arguing quietly among themselves. The residual
authority that Germany’s top-ranking soldier still exuded was
something not to be trifled with. On April 25, SS Standarten-
fithrer (Colonel) Ernst Brausse, one of Himmler’s legal staff, ar-
rived. He promised to send off Goring’s signal, but the atmos-
phere was still unnerving. “Nobody could contact anybody else,”
said Gornnert later. “There were dreadful scenes, with every-
body crying — even the men. At the end the whole thing was
downright shameful.”

Late on April 26, a new SS unit took over and removed
Goring from his military staff. As they parted, Goring, tugging
off some of his rings to give to the men as mementos, suggested
that evil was afoot. It seems likelier that Himmler had decided to
take the Gorings out of Bormann’s personal domain. The
Reichsfithrer SS undoubtedly realized that, in the final End-
kampf, a live Reichsmarschall was a more readily negotiable
trump than a dead one.

Whatever the reason, the escort relaxed. Goring was even
asked where he would like to be confined. He affably mentioned
Mauterndorf Castle, forty miles beyond Salzburg. Early on April
28, he took leave of his bodyguard with a “God be with you until
we meet again,” climbed in the back of his armor-plated May-
bach limousine with little Edda while Emmy sat in the front, and

13
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waved grandly to the chauffeur to drive off. A short while later,
escorted by an SS platoon in trucks, the cavalcade rattled over
the Mauterndorf drawbridge and into the castle yard.

He had spent part of his childhood here at Mauterndorf.
It had belonged to his Jewish godfather. He promptly resumed
his pasha life-style, and something of the old Goéring bonhomie
returned. Fine wines and a case of Dutch cigars were brought up
from the cellars for Goring to share with Colonel Brausse.
Emmy made only one appearance in the great halls of the castle,
and on that occasion she spent the whole evening weeping to
Hermann about everything they had lost. Once Brausse saw
Goring flicking through a diary he had written as a boy; and
once Goring fetched his family genealogy and showed Brausse
how he could trace his bloodline back to most of the country’s
emperors as well as Bismarck and Goethe.

There was, of course, an animal cunning in all this. The
prisoner wanted to establish rapport with his captor. In this he
at first seemed to have succeeded. Visiting General Koller a day
or two after the arrival, Brausse assured him, “You know,
Goring’s a splendid fellow. I won’t do him any harm.”

All the time Goring kept his ears and his pale blue eyes
wide open. On the radio he heard Berlin announce his “retire-
ment” — but still there was no mention of his losing the Fiihrer
succession. On April 30, Brausse showed him a new signal from
the bunker: “Shoot the traitors of April 23 if we should die.”
Goring murmured dismissively, “Bormann’s handiwork again!”
and saw Brausse nodding in sage agreement.

But on May 1, when the radio announced Hitler’s death,
the SS colonel did, in fact, telephone Field Marshal Albert Kes-
selring, commander in chief in the south, to inquire if he should
now execute Goring. Kesselring advised him not to — but no-

body wanted to order the Reichsmarschall’s release, either.

14
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Humiliated, Goring sent his doctor to plead with General
Koller. Koller passed the buck to Kesselring, and Kesselring
passed it on to Grand Admiral Donitz, who vouchsafed no re-
ply. Donitz, no friend of the once-haughty Hermann Goring,
probably relished his humiliation now.

That afternoon, May 4, an air-force general drove past
Mauterndorf with an air-signals regiment and saw the unmis-
takable shape of Goring strolling along the fence with his SS
captors.

Goring beckoned him over. “Tell Koller to act now!” he
hissed angrily. “Tell him that I, as Germany’s most senior gen-
eral, must be sent to meet Eisenhower. Tell him I am the most
popular of our generals, particularly in the United States.”
Koller still did nothing.

On the sixth, Kesselring finally ordered the Reichsmar-
schall’s release. Characteristically, Goring romanticized this most
undignified end to his custody into a more heroic version: His
own air-force troops, pulling back in exhaustion from Italy, had
routed the SS unit and freed their beloved commander in chief.
“While he was standing there,” said a British interrogator a few
days later, reporting Goring’s account, “surrounded by SS men,
members of Number 12 Air Signals regiment passed by. Upon
seeing him, they ran forward to greet and cheer their beloved
commander. Goring, swiftly sizing up the situation and finding
that the Luftwaffe men outnumbered the SS, ordered them to
charge. . .. ‘It was one of the most beautiful moments of my life
[Goring said to the interrogator] to see them present arms to
their commander in chief again.””

Once freed of the SS, Goring sent a radiogram up to Ad-
miral Donitz, offering to handle the negotiations with the en-

emy.
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Grand Admiral!

Are you fully aware of the deadly intrigue hatched
by Reichsleiter Bormann to eliminate me? ... Bor-
mann waged his campaign against me entirely by
means of anonymous radiograms ... to SS Ober-
sturmbannfithrer Frank on the Obersalzberg.
Reichsfithrer Himmler will confirm to you the out-
landish scale of this intrigue.

I have just learned that you are planning to send
Jodl to Eisenhower for talks. I consider it absolutely
vital . . . that parallel to Jodl’s negotiations I approach
Eisenhower unofficially as one marshal to another . ..
I might create a suitably personal atmosphere for
Jodl’s talks. In recent years the British and Americans
have displayed a more benevolent attitude to me than
to our other political leaders.

The fighting had all but ended. Goring sent his adjutant off by
car to contact the Americans, bearing a laissez-passer and two
secret letters, addressed to “Marshal” Eisenhower and U.S. Army
group commander General Jacob L. Devers.

The letter to Eisenhower, verbose and tedious, read in part:

Your Excellency!

On April 23, I decided as senior officer of the
German armed forces to contact you, Excellency, to
do everything I could to discuss a basis for preventing
further bloodshed . .. On the same date I was arrested
with my family and entourage at Berchtesgaden by
the SS. An order for us to be shot was not carried out
by our captors. I was simultaneously expelled from
the National Socialist party. The public was informed
by radio that I had been retired as air-force com-
mander in chief because of a severe heart ailment . ..
Under the decree appointing me deputy Fithrer I had
the law on my side. I have only today managed by
force of circumstances and the approach of my own
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air-force troops to regain my liberty . . .

Despite everything that has happened during my
arrest, I request you, Excellency, to receive me with-
out any obligation whatever on your part and let me
talk to you as soldier to soldier. I request that you
grant me safe passage for this meeting and accept my
family and entourage into American safekeeping. For
technical reasons I would propose Berchtesgaden for
this purpose. . ..

My request may perhaps appear unusual to Your
Excellency, but I make so bold as to state it, since I am
reminded that the venerable marshal of France,
Pétain, once asked me for such a meeting at an hour
of similar gravity for his own country. ... Your Ex-
cellency will understand what emotions inspire me at
this most painful hour, and how very grieved I was to
be prevented by arrest from doing all I could long
before to prevent further bloodshed in a hopeless
situation.

The accompanying letter asked Devers to radio this message to
Eisenhower immediately. It is unlikely that Eisenhower ever re-
ceived it.

Goring then sent Eisenhower a message suggesting Fisch-
horn Castle at Zell am See, fifty miles away, near Salzburg, for
their historic meeting. He lingered at Mauterndorf, claiming to
be awaiting a reply, but in fact he hated to leave this castle —
childhood memories of his parents and of games of knights in
armor clung to its walls. Besides, Russian troops, Austrian
Communists, or Bormann’s assassins might be lurking beyond
the castle keep.

At midday on May 7, an irate Koller phoned and told him
that a top American general, the deputy commander of the 36th
(Texas) Division, had put on all his medals and finery and
driven through the lines to Fischhorn Castle. “You asked for
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that rendezvous,” said Koller. “Now keep it.” Grumbling and
hesitant, Goring climbed into the twelve-cylinder Maybach and
set off with his family and what remained of his staff. He was
uniformed in pearl gray, with a tentlike greatcoat that flapped
open over his fat paunch to reveal a small Mauser pistol on his
belt.

Some thirty miles short of Salzburg they encountered the
American posse. Tired of waiting, the American officers had set
out to fetch him. Both convoys stopped, facing each other.
Brigadier General Robert I. Stack, a burly, white-haired Texan,
met Goring, saluted smartly. Goring returned the courtesy, us-
ing the old-fashioned army salute, not the Hitler one.

“Do you speak English?” asked Stack.

The Reichsmarschall smiled wearily. His face was flabby
and lined, the famous John Barrymore profile betraying a hint
of his eagerness to meet Eisenhower, mingled with sorrow that a
long adventure was over.

“T understand it better than I speak,” he apologized.

He apologized again, for not being better dressed. The
G.Ls pealed with laughter at his vanity.

Emmy began to cry. Her husband chucked her under the
chin and said that everything was going to be all right now —
these were Americans.

Stack motioned toward his American sedan. As Hermann
Goring clambered in, he muttered something under his breath.
“Twelve years,” he growled. “I've had a good run for my

money.”
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CHAPTER 1
A Triangular Affair

Hermann Goring — the Fiihrer’s chosen successor; last com-
mander of the legendary Richthofen Squadron; commander of
the storm troopers and of the German Air Force; speaker of the
German Parliament, prime minister of Prussia, president of the
Prussian State Council; Reich master of forestry and game; the
Fiihrer’s special commissioner for the Four-Year Plan; chairman
of the Reich Defense Council; Reichsmarschall of the Greater
German Reich; chairman of the Scientific Research Council —
Hermann Wilhelm Goring, holder of all these titles, styles and
dignities, architect of the Gestapo, the concentration camp, and
the giant industrial conglomerate bearing his name, was born in
Bavaria on January 12, 1893.

His father was a haughty German colonial official, his
mother a simple peasant girl, his godfather a Jew. Dutiful re-
searchers would trace his ancestral line back to one Michael

Christian Gering, who in 1659 was appointed economic control-

19



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

ler (commissarius loci) to His Majesty, Frederick the Great, king
of Prussia, and to Andreas Gering, who had been a pastor near
Berlin a hundred years before that.

His parents had married in London in May 1885. For Dr.
Heinrich Ernst Goring, then age fifty-six, it was the second
marriage. For Franziska (“Fanny”) Tiefenbrunn — Catholic,
open-faced, flirtatious, and over twenty years his junior — it was
the first. Dr. Goring, Protestant, grave, tedious, was a former
judge like his father, Wilhelm. He already had five children by
his first marriage and he would have five more by Fanny, with
Hermann the second of her two sons.

Under Prince Otto von Bismarck, Heinrich had become a
colonial governor. In 1884 the Iron Chancellor had launched
Germany on a brief era of colonization in Africa, northern
China, and the South Pacific. Bismarck had sent Dr. Goring to
London to study the problems of colonial empire, then to Ger-
man Southwest Africa (today’s Namibia) as minister resident, or
governor. He rendered the mineral-rich, beautiful colony safe
for traders — there is a Goring Strasse in its German-speaking
capital, Windhoek, to this day — struck up a friendship with
Cecil Rhodes, the British imperial pioneer, then left with Fanny
to a new posting as consul general in the disease-ridden former
French colony of Haiti. Fanny produced their first child, Karl-
Ernst, in 1885 and bore two daughters, Olga and Paula, before
returning to Bavaria carrying Hermann in her womb.

It was in the Marienbad Sanitarium at Rosenheim that the
remarkable subject of our story entered the world in January
1893. Six weeks later his mother returned to the Caribbean,
leaving him to spend his infancy in the care of a friend of hers at
Mirth near Nuremberg; this friend, Frau Graf, had two daugh-
ters, Erna and Fanny, some three years older than Hermann.

Three years later Dr. Goring brought Fanny back to Ger-
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many to retire. Hermann told one psychiatrist some months
before his death that this was his earliest memory — as the lady
introduced to him as his mother stooped to hug him, he
pounded this stranger’s face with both tiny fists.

In March 1895 a younger brother, Albert, had been born at
Rosenheim. Albert remained the black sheep of the family. He
became a thermodynamics engineer, fell out with Hermann as
the Nazis came to power, and moved to Austria, where he ap-
plied for citizenship in the hope that this would put a safe fron-
tier between himself and his domineering brother.

In 1896 Hermann’s father retired from government service
and they moved to Berlin. Goring told Nuremberg psychiatrist
Paul L. Schroeder fifty years later that he recalled riding in a
horse-drawn coach to Berlin — a passing farm cart broke one
window, and he remembered seeing a man badly cut, with trick-
ling blood. Three years old by then, he had only the vaguest
memories of life in the pleasant Berlin suburb of Friedenau. His
older sisters spoiled him, and his father indulged his whims as
though he were the favorite; Hermann venerated rather than
loved the old gentleman — there were sixty-four years between
them, and his father was as old as the grandfathers of his
friends.

As he grew up, Hermann noticed something else. In Africa
Dr. Goring had befriended the corpulent, dark-haired doctor
who attended Fanny’s first confinement, Hermann von Epen-
stein; he had probably named Hermann after this Austrian Jew.
Epenstein had used his wealth to purchase his title, sexual fa-
vors, and prestige. He became godfather to all the Goring chil-
dren and may have imprinted on the young Hermann’s char-
acter traits that were not always wholesome — the conclusion, for
instance, that money could buy everything, and a contempt for
morality.
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But it was Epenstein’s castle in Franconia — the countryside
around Nuremberg — that left its most powerful mark on
Goring’s childhood. A towering jumble of castellated walls, built
and rebuilt over nine hundred years on the site of an old for-
tress fifteen miles from the city, Veldenstein Castle had begun to
decay during the nineteenth century. In 1889 stones had crum-
bled onto four houses beneath, and the then-owner, Nuremberg
businessman Johann Stahl, decided to unload it onto some un-
suspecting purchaser. “Army physician Dr. Hermann Epen-
stein” (no von then), “property owner of Berlin,” bought it for
twenty thousand marks on November 29, 1897; over the next
forty years, until it was formally deeded to Field Marshal
Hermann Goring on Christmas Eve, 1938, this philanthropic
gentleman would pour one and a half million marks into the
renovation and reconstruction of its keep, its roof timbers, its
inner and outer fortifications. Veldenstein Castle was the ro-
mantic setting for Hermann’s boyhood. Undoubtedly Epenstein
had provided it to the Goring family out of a sense of obligation
to the elderly former colonial governor, Dr. Goring, whose
young wife he had taken quite openly as his mistress.

This bizarre triangle would persist for fifteen years.

With the approach of manhood it dawned on the young
Hermann that it was not without carnal purpose that his god-
father, Epenstein, had retained for himself the finest of the cas-
tle’s twenty-four rooms, close to Fanny Goring’s comfortably
appointed bedroom — forbidden territory now to his cuckolded
Papa, who was consigned to meaner quarters on the ground
floor.

It was altogether a rare experience, growing up at Velden-
stein. What boy of spirit would not have thrilled to live in this
ancient pile, surrounded by dramatic mountain slopes and for-

ests of dark conifers? Playing knights-in-armor at age eight,
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Hermann would look down from the battlements and have vi-
sions of Roman chariots and of plumed warriors galloping in the
valley. “You must come and see Veldenstein Castle,” his sister
Olga would tell people in later years. “Then you will understand
him better.”

When he was five, his father had given him a Hussar’s
uniform. And when his father’s military friends came to stay at
the castle, Hermann would play with their caps and swords in
his bedroom at night. He saw himself in sword and buckler,
jousting, crusading, triumphing — always triumphing in the
end.

He was a robust child who suffered only tonsillitis and
scarlet fever. As a young man he developed arthritis, but this
would vanish never to return after his 1923 groin injury. The
education begun in his parental home was continued at Furth in
1898; his collected papers included reports from Furth Private
Boys’ School dated March 21 and July 12, 1902. It was a Catholic
school (he was born and confirmed, in 1908, as a Protestant),
but it was the closest to the castle. He did not take easily to for-
mal education, became something of a malingerer, and men-
tioned later that he was taught by a private governess after
leaving Furth. Packed off to boarding school at Ansbach in 1905,
he stood it for three distasteful years, then absconded back to
Veldenstein. School’s only lasting legacy was an abiding dislike of
intellectual pursuits, which inspired his scathing witticism,
“When I hear the word culture I reach for my Browning!”

Years later a psychiatrist would note that he played no
team sports and preferred singles matches in tennis, and that he
preferred too the lonelier masculine pursuits like mountaineer-
ing. In his youth he was known to lord it over the farmhands’
sons, and became their natural ringleader.

A change came over him when his father entered him at
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one of Germany’s best officer-cadet schools, at Karlsruhe. He
flourished like a failing plant newly placed in a window. He wore
a crisp uniform, and when he visited the Graf sisters and his
own sister Paula, who were attending finishing school nearby, he
clicked his heels, presented their headmistress with flowers, and
invited the girls to a local pastry shop, where he found he had
no funds to pay.

¢ ,_’;J

Hermann Goring with his mother (far left) and sis-
ters Paula and Olga at Bad T6lz. COLLECTIONS OF
THE LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

In 1910 Hermann Goring progressed to the military acad-
emy at Gross Lichterfelde, outside Berlin. It was Germany’s
West Point. He luxuriated in the social life of the Prussian offi-
cer, imagined his manly breast already ornamented with medals,
and willingly submitted to the disciplinary straitjacket that was
the price for what he coveted — power over the destinies of oth-
ers.

He sailed easily through his finals in March 1911. Although
at loggerheads with the civilian teacher of academic subjects, he
had got on famously with the military instructors and scored 232
points (or so he later claimed), one hundred more than needed
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and the highest in the history of the academy. The surviving
record shows that he gained a “quite good” in Latin, French,
and English, a “good” in map reading, a “very good” in Ger-
man, history, math, and physics, and an “excellent” in geogra-
phy. On May 13, 1911, his forty-four-year-old company com-
mander at the academy signed this report to Hermann’s proud
father:

I beg to inform Your Excellency that your son
Hermann recently passed the ensign examination
with the grade summa cum laude.

BARON (RICHARD) VON KEISER

After the examination Goring joined his pals on a sightseeing
trip to Italy. He kept a careful diary in a gray quarto-sized note-
book, illustrating it with picture postcards of the art and archi-
tecture. The little group hit Milan on April 1. Hermann chuck-
led over the way the cathedral clergy cadged for tips, he sought
and found Leonardo da Vinci’s “Last Supper” (“it has been well
repaired,” the eighteen-year-old Goring noted, “but it has lost
its original beauty”), and he remarked upon the garrison char-
acter of Milan. As he gazed, on the following day, upon the
city’s other famous works by Rubens, Raphael, Titian, and Bel-
lini, there stirred within him the first signs of appreciation that
would make him, thirty years later, one of the world’s most dis-

cerning collectors. He noted in his diary:

For two hours we went from painting to painting, but
scarcely even began. There were magnificent pictures,
and several sculptures on display as well. At midday
we stood once more before the cathedral, taking in the
magnificent metal portals that we overlooked yester-
day.
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A train journey that was first class only in name, across the low-
lands of Lombardy (“interesting,” he commented, “only for its
numerous battlefields”), brought the little group to Verona.

APRIL 3, 1911 (SUNDAY). Passing through the Porta
Nuova we had our baggage closely checked. They
think anybody arriving with a camera is a spy. Went
first to the famous ancient Roman arena. It made a
colossal impression. These gigantic monoliths, these
immense walls that threaten to collapse at any mo-
ment, the sheer scale of the amphitheater — all vivid
evidence of the great Roman age . . .

In a German restaurant we called for some Mu-
nich Lowenbriu beer, then turned in at eleven p.m.;
but it was some time before we could get any sleep as a
loud altercation began between a lot of men and
women right outside our hotel, and it was conducted
with authentic Italian vigor.

This youthful diary is in a U.S. Army archive in Pennsylvania. A
subsequent diary, written by Goring four months later during
the mountaineering holiday he took in the Bavarian Alps, is now
in private possession in New York.

The diary, inscribed “Hermann Goering, German-
Austrian Alpine Club, Salzburg,” describes an eight-hour climb
to the summit of Salzburg’s famous Watzmann Rock and
mountaineering exploits in the Dolomites, including his pio-
neering ascent of the twin Wild Sander peaks south of Lienz
with his two friends Barth and Rigele, probably Friedrich Rigele,
the Austrian lawyer who married Olga Goring. Several locations
that figured later in Goring’s life are featured in this diary’s
pages — among them, the Birgerbrdu beerhall, Berchtesgaden,
and the Hotel Geiger. The adventure began, as did so many for
him, at Veldenstein:
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JULY 16, 1911. At exactly four a.m. the alarm clock
rattled me out of my splendid dreams of soaring
mountains, glaciers and chimneys in the Dolomites.
... I sallied forth from the old castle as the first rays of
the rising sun shone upon it. Everybody was fast
asleep instead of rejoicing in this lovely Sunday
morning. The train left Neuhaus [Veldenstein’s sta-
tion] just before five A.m. and puffed off through the
Jura mountains toward Nuremberg. ... At eleven we
were in Munich. I made my way to the Biirgerbriu
first to seek refreshment in a mug of Munich beer. . ..
At the station hobnail climbing boots rang on the
paving, well-stacked rucksacks were on every back, in
short you could see this was the start for the Alpine
travelers.

juLy 17. A shopping spree through Salzburg —
Alpine Club membership card, climbing boots, irons,
etc., had to be obtained, and my mountain boots
needed renailing. . . .

juLy 18. Wakened at three-thirty a.m. Straight to
window to look at the weather, it was clear and the
Watzmann and its “children” were standing there in
such splendor that they kindled great hopes in my
breast. It was by no means certain we’d get to the
summit, as the weather could thwart us at any mo-
ment. At four-thirty we set off from the Hotel Geiger.
... The path climbed gradually to the first Watzmann
hut, mostly through forest. In one clearing we
glimpsed a deer grazing peacefully without paying us
the slightest attention. After two and a half hours we
reached the Mitterkaser pastures, where the steeper
meadows began. The path snaked uphill in long,
winding bends. A couple with a nine-year-old boy
followed us from the Mitterkaser, dressed from head
to foot in city suits. These simple-minded Saxons
clambered straight up, pouring with sweat, without of
course making any faster progress than we did.
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After eight hours Hermann Goring had reached the Watz-
mann’s summit. As his little party descended, he rejoiced in the
view of the Konig See, surrounded by mountains bathed in the
sunset’s glow and crisscrossed by the wakes of two white motor
boats. Then he set off for the main climbing adventure in the
Tyrol, overlooking the Italian frontier:

juLy 19. We strolled through Lienz and purchased
what we needed. Lienz is very well placed as a starting
point for the Dolomites, the Schober Group and Kals;
a pretty little town in the Puster Valley. Like all towns
in the southern Tyrol it is a garrison for the Imperial
Rifles (Kaiserjdger). . ..

On the next day they climbed to the Karlsbad Hut at 2,252 me-
ters (7,500 feet) in the Dolomites.

juLy 20. We had a lively talk about mountains, Al-
pine Club, guides, huts and the Bohemian question.
... A wonderful sight: The little hut nestles between
two dark green lakes in the middle of the Laserzkar,
framed by the sheer rockfaces of the Lienz dolomites.
A desolate mountain wilderness extended beyond it,
with the proud twin peaks of the “Wild Sander.” ...
Tomorrow we plan to climb it. As the two peaks are

joined by a narrow ridge, we want if possible to climb
both.

The next day they struggled onward to the ninety-three-
hundred-foot summit.

JULY 21. ... After half an hour’s rest we put on the
forty-meter rope and began the traverse of the south
face of the Seekofel. This is endless, as it goes round
the whole mountain. The ledge we were on was very
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good and relatively wide, but very long.

Finally we found ourselves in a fissure. ... The
first bit of chimney was all right but then overhanging
rocks blocked the way and forced Barth to work
round them. We crossed over into the left branch of
the chimney, but this was considerably narrower,
wetter and more difficult. I left my rucksack here,
tucked some cramps and pitons into my pockets and
climbed up to Barth, who was inside a fissure and
trying vainly to get out; the crack was extremely nar-
row, overhanging, and lacked any handhold. As we
wormed up it we had the unpleasant feeling that it
was squeezing us out. Barth tried again and again
without any luck.

So we did it like this: We hammered in two pitons
to which Barth tied himself and then climbed on up
as far as he could; I climbed up after him inside the
fissure and wedged myself in so that my hands were
free to give Barth a leg up. With this kind of human
ladder Barth managed to get past the smooth bit. His
left hand found a hole he could use as a handhold af-
ter clearing out the pebbles. Then he doubled around
(very difficult) and thus got into the main chimney. I
wasn’t too well placed, as the entire rubble Barth was
clearing out landed on my head and he was standing
on my hands. I then climbed back down to the bot-
tom of the fissure, releasing the rope from the fas-
tening and climbed after him. After hard work and a
lot of exertion I too overcame the fissure, and was
gratified to find myself in the broad chimney, as I felt
suffocated in the narrow crack. This was probably the
reason why this route had never been climbed before.

We had to step out onto a ledge barely a hand’s
breadth, with a sheer drop down into Laserzkar. The
hut and lakes seemed tiny down there — boy, it was
windy up here! Straddling the knife-edge ridge like a
horse, I crossed between the two peaks.
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The twin summit conquered by an as-yet-untried route, noth-
ing remained but to return. “I had a frantic thirst,” he wrote in
his diary, “and ordered Barth’s own well-tried drink — red wine
mixed with hot water and sugar.”

Exhausted, he flopped into bed that afternoon.

“How splendid everything was from up here,” he mused
on July 23, 1911. “Alone with nature and nice people, I thought
of the hot, dusty cities, particularly of Berlin; I thought of the
bare walls and drab parade ground of the corps, and thanked
God I could enjoy the heights of nature.”

He ended this illuminating (and hitherto unpublished) di-
ary with the words, “Every morning, incidentally, I discovered I
had dreamed all night of the events of the day before.”

Dreamy, physically brave, and romantic, young Hermann
Goring was inducted into the infantry as a subaltern in March
1912. The war academies were overflowing. He remained at Gross
Lichterfelde and passed the officer examinations in December
1913. He would write in his curriculum vitae that he spent his
spare time watching the airplane-acceptance flights at Habsheim
Airfield. My interest in flying,” he pointed out, “was always very
pronounced.”

On January 20, 1914, he joined his regiment. “If war breaks
out,” Lieutenant Hermann Goring assured his sisters, “you can
be sure I'll do credit to our name.”

War did break out that August. It is not easy to unravel the
truth about Goring’s personal contribution to it from the skeins
of legend that he afterward encouraged — lively accounts of his
exploits in command of small infantry platoons skirmishing with
the French, riding bicycles into the enemy lines, commandeer-

ing horses, plotting once to kidnap a French general, hiring air-
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planes, jousting with (almost) equally brave airborne enemies.

Sadly, his personal papers were looted from his private
train at Berchtesgaden in May 1945, among them the two war
diaries that he wrote in August 1914, a private diary kept inter-
mittently between September 1916 and May 1918, and five flying
logs recording all his flights from November 1, 1914, to June 1,
1918; one of these private diaries is known to be in private
American hands, but the owner has refused to let anyone see it.
However, in 1941 “court historians” began working on his mili-
tary biography and filled four green files with selected World
War 1 documents; these green files, which figure in the inven-
tory of the Berchtesgaden train, are now in U.S. Army hands in
Pennsylvania. They include Goring’s complete personnel record
since 1905, forty-four selected air-reconnaissance reports, and
extracts from war diaries and personal-mission reports.

The unrelenting evidence of these documents is sometimes
difficult to reconcile with the flattering Goring biographies. The
personnel file shows him as a junior infantry officer of 112 Baden
Regiment (the “Prince Wilhelm”), garrisoning Miihlhausen,
close to the French border, that August of 1914. It was a quiet
sector, and he saw only leisurely action as a platoon commander
in the battles of Vosges, Seenheim, and Lorraine, and then as
battalion adjutant in the fighting at Nany-Epnaul and at Flirey.
He was awarded the Iron Cross Second Class, but only five weeks
into the war he was stricken down with arthritis and evacuated
from Thiacourt to Metz on September 23. From here he was sent
to the rear for further treatment in southern Germany.

This seemingly inglorious beginning changed his life. Con-
valescing at Freiburg, he struck up a friendship with Bruno Lo-
erzer, a dashing young army lieutenant undergoing flying
training. Listening to Loerzer’s tales, Goring rediscovered his

interest in flying. “I applied,” he stated in his personnel record,
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“for posting as an airborne observer.” Authorized biographer
Erich Gritzbach wrote that having been rejected for observer
training, Goring nevertheless moved with Loerzer to Darmstadt
and started flying as his observer in defiance of all rules and
regulations. In fact, he was routinely posted to 3 Air Reserve
Detachment at Darmstadt for observer training on October 14.

The Gritzbach legend maintained that Goring “stole a
plane” to join Loerzer at 25 Field Air Detachment. The person-
nel file shows this (regular) posting beginning on October 28,
with Goring flying as Loerzer’s observer at Verdun until the end
of June 1915, but again it makes no mention of any stolen plane.
The detachment’s war diary shows that by mid-February Lo-
erzer and Goring were flying an Albatros, No. Bggo; they had
picked up photographic equipment at Trier, and Goring had
taken a rapid radio and Morse signaling course.

Their mission reports gave both men a first-class opportu-
nity of mingling with the top brass. Hermann pasted into his
album snapshots of the Prince of Hohenzollern with him on
Vouziers Airfield, General von Knobelsdorff with Loerzer and
himself, and other visiting notables. On the last two days of Feb-
ruary the war diary mentioned that Lieutenant Goring had
taken the reconnaissance reports “in person” to brigade or corps
headquarters. After particularly valuable reconnaissance flights
over the dangerous armored gun battery at Cote de Talon, the
two intrepid aviators were summoned to the royal presence on
March 25 and personally decorated by the crown prince, who
commanded the Fifth Army, with the Iron Cross First Class.

>

“The air-force lieutenants Gohring and Lorzer [sic],” recalled
the prince in his 1923 memoirs, “were among those who dis-
played conspicuous dash and zeal.”

Goring became a frequent visitor in the royal mess. When

he strolled in, all eyes went to this handsome, broad-shouldered
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young man with the penetrating blue eyes and square jaw. He
was good at his job, as the excellent reconnaissance photographs
testify — clear, dramatic pictures of the enemy airship hangar at
Verdun, the spreading maze of enemy trenches, the enormous
craters left by tunnel mines. On June 3, when enemy planes
bombed the headquarters at Stenay, it was Loerzer and Goring,
now flying a 150-horsepower Albatros, who although unarmed
managed to force one of the raiders down. “The two officers
were rewarded,” the war diary records, “with an invitation to
His Imperial Highness the crown prince.”

The legend has it that he took flying lessons at his own ex-
pense, but once again the personnel file is more mundane. It
shows that he was posted to the flying training school at
Freiburg (where he first met Loerzer) at the end of June 1915,
and returned to the Fifth Army in mid-September. He flew his
first operational sortie as a fighter pilot on the third day of Oc-
tober — a 140-minute patrol after which he nonchalantly wrote
in his report that he had “fought off seven French planes one
after the other.”

The planes were primitive, the pilots daredevils and
gladiators; their life expectancy was not long, but if they shot
down an enemy officer the man might be dined for days after-
ward in the German messes. There was a chivalry toward a de-
feated foe then that did not recur in other arenas or in later
wars.

On November 16, 1915, Goring was credited with his first
official “kill,” a Farman shot down at Tahure. For the Fifth
Army’s great assault on Verdun, which finally began three
months later, he flew fighter No. G49, one of the big three-
hundred horsepower AEG planes. In this fast, heavily armed
fighter, with its superior rate of climb, he shot down a French
bomber on March 14. His observer’s action report reads:
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Air battle with three big French warplanes, Caudrons.
After fifteen minutes managed to shoot down one . ..
It went down toward the French lines in a steep glide
with its port engine on fire and Lieutenant Goring
giving chase; we managed to force it to land behind
our lines (southeast edge of Haumont Woods). We
circled overhead at 150 feet until we observed them
taken prisoner . .. Their plane had about a dozen hits.
The crew, an officer and a sergeant, were both unin-
jured.

On June 20, 1916, he was given a new Halberstadt plane,
No. D115. He had been comfortable at Stenay Airfield — he
pasted into his album pictures of himself at his well-appointed
writing desk and even better-appointed dressing table — but
from July 9 he flew sorties from Metz over the Third Army’s
front. A typical action report six days later records four missions
by him: In one dogfight over Cote Claire he fired five rounds
into an enemy Voisin, killing the observer, then lost his quarry
as it plunged into the clouds. Gradually his score increased, al-
though some claims were disallowed. “I regret,” wrote the lieu-
tenant colonel commanding the Fifth Army’s air element, “that I
am unable to credit to Lieutenant Goring the plane shot down
on July 24.” He was, however, credited with a twin-engined
Caudron destroyed at Mameg on the thirtieth (his third kill).

For three months after that the Goring file recorded only a
series of new postings — back to 25 Field Air Detachment, then
back again to Combat Squadron (Kampfstaffel) Metz, and three
weeks after that, on September 28, to 7 Fighter Squadron
(Jagdstaffel). Bored as the fighting stagnated, he asked to be
posted to 5 Fighter Squadron; the crown prince gave permis-
sion, and on October 20, again with his buddy Loerzer, Goring

34



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

made the transfer. Here he flew mainly escort duty for bombers
until his luck ran out, on November 2, 1916; he incautiously
tackled an English Handley-Page bomber without realizing that
it had powerful top cover from fighters. A machine-gun bullet
embedded in his hip, Goring nursed his crippled plane back to
his own lines and made a crash landing in a cemetery.

“Plane in need of repairs,” recorded the unit war diary.
The same was true of its pilot, and he spent four months in hos-
pitals at Valenciennes, Bochum, and Munich.

The legend would have it that he was ordered to report to
Boblingen to convalesce but returned directly to the front
claiming he could not find the town on the map. Be that as it
may, the more prosaic personnel records show him being posted
as a fighter pilot in mid-February 1917 to Bruno Loerzer’s 26
Fighter Squadron in the Upper Alsace. Ten days later, on March
16, Goring signed this combat report:

Took off [in Albatros 111, No. D2049] March 16, 1917,
with First Lieutenant Loerzer on pursuit mission. At
about four-thirty I saw three Nieuports attacking two
German biplanes. I immediately closed on the nearest
hostile and loosed off a few short bursts at it. I then
attacked the second Nieuport, which suddenly lost
height and made off at low altitude.

On April 23, the record shows, he shot a British biplane out
of a flight of four and saw it go down in flames northeast of Ar-
ras. Five days later he reported a dogfight with six Sopwiths over
St.-Quentin. He expended 370 rounds of ammunition and had
the satisfaction of seeing one Englishman spinning out of con-
trol into the German lines.

On the twenty-ninth, Goring shot down a Nieuport,
watched it crash, and learned later that the British pilot, a Flight
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Lieutenant Fletcher, survived with a bullet in his leg. “As I flew
on to Behain at three hundred feet,” he reported that night, “a
second enemy single-seater swooped down, pursued by an Al-
batros. The Englishman briefly attacked me and shot out my
rudder ... I could not see what happened then as I had my
hands full flying my plane without a rudder.”

By the end of World War 1 Hermann Goéring was one of
Germany’s top-scoring fighter aces. NATIONAL ARCHIVES

These dry reports give something of the flavor of air com-
bat in those days.

On May 17 he had been given command of 27 Fighter
Squadron, operating from the same field as Loerzer at Iseghem
near Ypres. As the grim and bloody battles of Arras and Flanders
dragged on, the rivalry between pilots was intense:

JUNE 8, 1917: Attacked a Nieuport that engaged me
from above. I gave chase. In a protracted duel he kept
recovering and attacking me. Finally I forced him
down at Moorstedt, where he flipped over and caught
fire. The dogfight had been watched by the entire 8
Fighter Squadron either from the ground or from the
air, so . . . there can be no question of any other plane
claiming this one . .. Five hundred rounds expended.
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This victory was credited to him, but not others. On July 7 he
engaged a Spad, lost sight of it as hot oil sprayed into his face,
then believed he saw it crashing west of Ypres; but he was denied
the credit. Nine days later he attacked a patrol of Sopwith sin-
gle-seaters and shot one down on the second pass:

Immediately after that I had to take on a second hos-
tile, which I forced down to about six hundred feet,
but my engine had caught some bullets and suddenly
began to race; it just spun in its mounting, and my
plane at once went into a spin. I put the plane down
behind our third line of trenches and flipped over.
The second hostile therefore got clean away . . .
[signed] GORING.

He was allowed the next claim, a Martinsyde destroyed south of
Paschendaele on the twenty-fourth. That was number ten. On

August 5 he downed his eleventh, another Sopwith:

At 8:15 p.m. I attacked an enemy force of nine single-
seaters with my squadron. They were fast biplanes. I
dived on the leading hostile ... closed right in to
about 150 feet and opened fire. Suddenly flames and
thick smoke belched out of the plane and the hostile
spiraled down into dense cloud. I plunged in after
him, but could not find him beneath the clouds as
there was a lot of haze at the lower levels. I had clearly
seen the plane on fire. Fired 260 rounds.

[signed] GORING.

It pained Goring that his slim-waisted aviator’s uniform
still lacked the highest Prussian decoration — the blue-enamel
cross of the Pour le Mérite, the “Blue Max,” but as a fighter ace

he was still way down the “league table.” On November 1, 1917,
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the top air ace was the “Red Baron,” Manfred von Richthofen,
with sixty-one kills; Goring and Loerzer had scored fifteen each,
and their friend Ernst Udet one fewer. Thirty years later, Lo-
erzer would snicker to fellow generals that his buddy Lieutenant
Goring had inflated his mission claims. “Do the same,” Loerzer

claimed Goring had urged him, “otherwise we’ll never get
ahead!”

At war’s end, Lieutenant
Hermann Goring, lean and
handsome, proudly displayed
the “Blue Max,” the Pour le
Mérite medal, at his throat.
NATIONAL ARCHIVES

Despite his robust good looks, his general health caused
more problems than his war injuries. In February 1918 he was
hospitalized with a throat infection for several weeks. In his ab-
sence, the Germans began stitching their fighter units into
larger formations, using four squadrons in a wing (Geschwader).
Von Richthofen was given No. 1 Wing, and Loerzer No. 2.
Goring was consumed by an envy that was only partly allayed by
the kaiser’s award, at last, of the Pour le Mérite on June 2, 1918.

Richthofen had been shot down and killed on April 21, but
Goring was passed over as his successor. He now had eighteen
official kills. On June 5, he gunned down a biplane near Villers
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and four days later, flying a Fokker distinguished by white en-
gine cowling and white tail, he poured two hundred rounds
into a Spad prowling at low level along the front lines — “He
plunged vertically like a rock from thirteen hundred feet and
impacted at the northwestern corner of the horseshoe wood
south of Coroy behind our front lines. I circled several times
over the crash site.”

That was number twenty. On June 17, he destroyed an-
other Spad near Ambleny.

A few days later Richthofen’s successor was killed, and the
squadron’s adjutant, Lieutenant Karl Bodenschatz, formally
handed to Hermann Goring the wooden cane that symbolized
command of the famous fighter unit at a parade on July 14.
(Bodenschatz, a burly, talkative twenty-seven-year-old, had
been injured four times already in the Boelcke Fighter Staffel; he
would remain Goring’s chief aide until 1945.) The days of easy
kills were now over. On the day after taking over, Goring at-
tacked a Caudron at point-blank range, and saw the bullets just
bouncing off the armor. On the sixteenth, he claimed his
twenty-second victory, sending another Spad spiraling down
into woods near Bandry. After that — perhaps prefiguring his
later career, in which dazzling bursts of activity would give way
to a deadly lethargy — Goring awarded himself ten days’ leave
and departed, assigning temporary command to Lothar von
Richthofen, Manfred’s brother.

When the world war ended the morale of these German aviators
was high. Lieutenant Goring refused to turn his equipment over
to the victors. Ignoring the armistice terms, he evacuated his
planes to Darmstadt and demobilized his men on the premises
of a paper factory at Aschaffenburg. At a farewell binge in the
town’s beer hall he spoke about Germany’s bitter lot with an elo-
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quence that surprised him. “Our time,” he declared, “will come
again!”

He was uncertain about his future. For a while he stayed
with fellow fighter ace Ernst Udet in Berlin, then returned to his
widowed mother, Fanny Goring, in Munich. A British air-force
officer, Frank Beaumont, had been charged with the local en-
forcement of the armistice terms. As luck would have it, Géring
had ensured that this officer was treated with more than cus-
tomary chivalry when he had been shot down, and Beaumont
now returned that kindness in various ways; this softened the
transition from the unreal wartime world of heroism and ad-
venture to the harsher reality of postwar Munich.

Seeing no future for military aviation here, he sought his
fortune in Scandinavia. The Fokker company invited him to
demonstrate their latest plane in Denmark, and Goring agreed
— provided he could keep the plane as payment. That spring of
1919 the Danish government asked him to recommend which
aircraft their forces should purchase. His reputation as the
Richthofen Squadron’s last commander was high, but his life
had an undeniable aimlessness now. He staged aerobatic displays
with four former Richthofen Squadron pilots. On another oc-
casion fawning Danish pilots paid him twenty-five hundred
kroner and “all the champagne he could drink” for two days’
aerobatics over Odense. Emboldened by the liquid portion of
the honorarium, that night Goring switched around all the
guests’ shoes outside their rooms at the Grand Hotel and carted
several young ladies about in a wheelbarrow singing loudly; his
sponsors had to retrieve him from the local police station.

He had broken several maidens’ hearts; one now broke his.
At Mainz in 1917 he had fallen in love with Kithe Dorsch, a
young actress appearing on the local stage; blond and blue-eyed,
this Garbo-like creature would become one of Germany’s most
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illustrious performers, although she would remain in people’s
memories for her wit and presence rather than for any conven-
tional beauty. For three years Lieutenant Goring courted her,
and when she announced her intention of marrying the actor
Harry Liedtke, Goring swore revenge and threatened to strangle
Liedtke with his bare hands. Kithe’s photograph traveled in his
luggage long after, and in the subsequent sad years of Europe’s
nightmare this modern Joan of Arc would often turn to him,
intervening to rescue acquaintances from persecution.

In the summer of 1919 he flew on from Denmark to Swe-
den. At Malmstit he sold off his Fokker plane and joined the
embryonic Swedish airline Svenska Lufttrafik, whose joint owner
Karl Lignell preferred war veterans as pilots because of their vast
flying experience. A Swedish license to fly passenger planes,
dated August 2, 1919, soon joined Goring’s prized possessions.

He had political ambitions even then. At the end of Sep-
tember the German legation in Stockholm reported to Berlin
that Lieutenant Hermann Goring was now describing himself as
a “candidate for the post of Reich president.”

A mere lieutenant was not enough for him, and he soon
learned that even a captain (Hauptmann) was worth more in
society. Writing from Stockholm on February 13, 1920, he ap-
plied for demobilization from the army with the desired rank of
captain and permission to wear the air-corps uniform; if
granted this request, he said, he would forfeit his rights to any
pension and disability allowance. “It is absolutely essential for my
further station in life,” he explained, writing to his regiment
twelve days later, “that my request for discharge be processed as
rapidly as possible.” In a further letter on April 12, he again
offered to sacrifice his pension rights, explaining now that the
rank of captain would be “of particular advantage in my civilian

»
career.
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The army granted his request two months later.

It seemed therefore that Captain Hermann Goring, distin-
guished German aviator and knight of the Order of Pour le Mé-
rite, might spend the rest of his life in Sweden. He bought Lan-
genscheidt’s dictionary of Swedish, and started to learn the lan-
guage.

With his dazzling good looks and his courtly manner he
was a killer in Swedish society, but he found no woman who
could fill the gap left by Kédthe Dorsch until February 20, 1920 —
the night that a young and wealthy Swedish explorer, Count
Eric von Rosen, chartered Goring’s plane for a flight up to his
castle, Rockelstad. After a bumpy, stomach-pitching flight
through gathering blizzards, Goring landed expertly on the fro-
zen lake next to the castle and accepted the count’s invitation to
spend the night. He had always liked castles. Balloons of cognac
in their hands, Hermann and Eric strolled through the great
structure, pausing once before a giant stuffed bear — the rugged
beast reached out stiffly at the Norseman who had slain it with
his spear. By coincidence there were several swastika emblems
embellishing the castle. The swastika had yet to appear on the
flags and armbands in drum-beating parades across Nazi
Europe, and Hermann had never seen one before; Count Eric
had discovered the swastika emblem on rune stones in Gotland,
and had incorporated this harmless Nordic symbol of the rising
sun everywhere at Rockelstad — embossed on the hearth and
iron firedogs and on one wall of his shooting box in the
grounds.

As Goring puzzled at the emblem, he was distracted by a
rustling sound, as a statuesque, auburn-haired lady glided down
the stairs. This was Carin, Countess von Fock; her sister was
Eric’s wife. Upright, round-faced, and tenderhearted, Carin was
the thirty-one-year-old daughter of a Swedish officer and his

42



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

Irish wife. She was bored with life in general and her officer hus-
band, Nils von Kantzow, in particular: She was eager for ad-
venture and hungered for romance. It is not impossible that
having noticed a prominently featured interview of Goring
published in the Svenska Dagbladet two weeks before — he had
commented on a recent airplane crash — she and Eric had actu-
ally plotted to arrange the aviator’s enforced sojourn at their
castle.

Whatever the
origins of their meet-
ing, Goring fell deeply
in love with Carin von
Fock. She was nearly
five years older; she
was different from any
other woman he had
set eyes on. She
showed him the tiny
chapel of the family’s
private Edelweiss Or-
der nestling behind

the castle, and ] L ]

. Soulful and mystically inclined, Carin von
Hermann detected in Fock became Goring’s first wife in 1923.
her something of the NATIONAL ARCHIVES

maternal feeling that he
had always missed in his own mother. Before flying back to
Stockholm the next morning, he wrote in the guest book:
“Hermann Goring Kommandeur, Jagdgeschwader Freiherr von
Richthofen, February 21, 1920.”

Afterward, he penned these emotional lines, betraying a
depth of feeling found scarcely anywhere else in his writings:
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I would like to thank you from my heart for the
beautiful moment that I was allowed to spend in the
Edelweiss chapel. You have no idea how I felt in this
wonderful atmosphere. It was so quiet, so lovely, that I
forgot all the earthly noise, all my worries, and felt as
though in another world. ... I was like a swimmer
resting on a lonely island to gather new strength be-

fore he throws himself anew into the raging torrent of
life. . ..

Her sister Lily had married a German officer (he had died on
the battlefield), and now Carin decided to divorce Nils and to
marry a German officer too.

Between stolen weekends with Carin von Fock in Stock-
holm or at the castle, Goring maintained his humdrum exis-
tence piloting air taxis for Svenska Lufttrafik. In their files is one
report he wrote in March 1920: “When the warmer weather set
in,” this read, “there were more requests for round-trip flights,
so it would be worth advertising these on Sundays.” He added
his criticisms of their current organization: “There is much
confusion about who gives orders, distributes jobs, and takes
responsibility.”

A few days later, on April 11, 1920, Svenska Dagbladet re-
ported that Captain Hermann Goring, “who has for months
been one of Stockholm’s most popular air chauffeurs,” had
shown off his white-cowled wartime Fokker fighter plane with its
185-horsepower BMW engine at an aerobatics display.

Meanwhile his love affair with the married Swedish count-
ess grew into a public scandal in the straitlaced city. If anything
at all sanctified it then, it was the depth of the emotion that each
felt for the other. This becomes clear only now that the letters
they exchanged have surfaced in the United States. (From a
surviving inventory of his most precious documents, stored in

44



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

an empty wine crate in the air-raid shelter at “Carinhall” in Feb-
ruary 1944, it is clear that they included her intimate letters to
him, as well as his diaries; they were among the cache plundered
from his private train in Berchtesgaden in 1945.) Carin’s letters
to Captain Goring hint at the mounting opposition that her
adulterous affair with an itinerant German aviator had aroused
in her parents; the estrangement from her father would last un-
til her death.

That summer of 1920 Hermann and Carin traveled to
Germany. (Nils was away, taking a course at France’s Saint-Cyr
Military Academy.) Hermann’s older brother, Karl-Ernst, met
them at the Munich railroad station. Carin looked at the two
brothers and decided they were both “German to their finger-
tips.” Hermann had gallantly filled her hotel room with roses,
and he took her to meet his mother, Fanny Goring (whom the
Swedish countess also described as “Germanic”). Fanny scolded
Hermann like a small boy — he had stolen Carin from her hus-
band and from her seven-year-old son, Thomas von Kantzow.
Hermann stuck out his jaw, turned on his heel, and took Carin
defiantly into the mountains with him. They spent a few idyllic
weeks at Bayrischzell, in the depth of the Bavarian mountains.
The photographs show her in a peasant costume, towering over
her young lover, with the pastures and mountains of Bavaria in
the background.

As his marriage crumbled, Nils von Kantzow showed a he-
roic stoicism, and even a generosity that Carin surely ill de-
served. He wrote to her parents saying that he still loved her;
when he met her briefly in Berlin on August 4, she assured him
that all she wanted from life was her mother, husband, and little
Thomas, but when she returned to Sweden she added Hermann
to that list and made it plain she wanted her German lover to

come and live with her, even though it meant losing her hus-
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band. To her uncomprehending sorrow, Nils declined to let her
salvage Thomas from the family collapse along with the other
jointly owned property at No. 5, Karlavagen.

She wrote to Goring from that address on December 20,
1920, thanking him for two letters and telegrams from Berlin
and Munich:

Darling! You really need not have any concern for
me. Nils is so nice to me, and no one else is angry with
me. It is so terrible for me without you, my only eter-
nally beloved. I feel more and more how deeply and
warmly and sincerely I love you. I don’t forget you
for a minute. Thomas is my consolation. He is so sweet
and dear and loves me so faithfully and deeply. He
has gotten so big, and he laughs and kisses me every
time he sees me. Today was his last day at school and
he got the highest marks in every subject. He was so
happy, he had two sweet tears in his blue eyes!

Her mother-in-law, she continued, “that old witch,” had
phoned Nils two days ago to ask for her address; Nils had said
she was back in his home in Karlavdgen, and his mother had
congratulated him and written Carin a cloying letter reproach-
ing her, which evoked from her only a scornful comment, writ-
ten to her distant lover: “Isn’t she a conceited, idiotic old mon-
key???”

You asked me [wrote Carin to Hermann]| about writ-
ing from Bayrischzell. Yes, darling, always write me at
Karlavigen. It is after all better to be open about it. I
told Nils the whole truth the first day I was back. I
told him you were with me at Bayrischzell and that
you had rented our house for me. He took it all very
calmly and even said he was glad to know I was happy
and hadn’t been all by myself.
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On the following day she wrote more, lamenting that Nils and
her own family never left her alone — “Nils always wants to talk
to me and in spite of the fact that he is nice and friendly, I am
bored to death!” She went on:

Darling, oh, how I long for you! . ..

Moreover Nils still hasn’t given me a cent. What a
nerve! He knows I don’t have anything. Today I told
him, “You’ll have to give me a little money, I want to
give Mama and my sisters something for Christmas!”

“No, Carin dear,” says he, “no need for you to do
that: I'll give presents to your relatives and friends!”

Have you ever heard anything so dumb? ... This
ignorance makes him seem like a scoundrel, but at the
same time like an angel or a child. I get so nervous I
can hardly stay in the same room or house with him.

More and more I realize how much you mean to
me. | love you so much. You are everything to me.
There is no other like you. To me you are really my
ideal in everything. You do everything so sweetly ...
You remember me with so many little things and that
makes my life so happy. Now, for the first time I real-
ize how accustomed I have become to you. It is diffi-
cult for me to say it ... I want you to feel it in your
dear beloved heart! If I could only say that with kisses
and embraces, darling! I would like to kiss you from
one end to the other without stopping for an hour.
Do you really love me as much as you say? Is that pos-
sible??

My thoughts are with you. You must feel my love
everywhere, in every little corner, table and chair; in
my thoughts I kiss everything that is near you — that
dear ugly old floor in the kitchen, your bed, your
chair. I am crying, I love you so much. I think only of
you, and I am true to you in everything.
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The remainder of this letter makes plain that her disapproving
sister Fanny had chaperoned them in Bavaria. Fanny was
scornful. “Look how he’s compromised Carin!” she exploded
over one meal. “In Germany it’s a scandal for a woman to live
the way she did and to do the things she did. He was placing her
in an impossible position in German eyes, and as a German offi-
cer he must have known it.”

“Carin is the one you should be angry with,” their mother
retorted. “Not Goring.”

Her cuckolded husband, Nils, continued to support her,
but their curly-haired boy, Thomas, was often crying, sleepless,
and worried. “Nils could not live without Thomas now,” Fanny
reproached her sister Carin. “Oh, Nils ... He is one of the no-
blest men I know.”

Deaf to this reproach, Carin invited Goring to live with her
in Stockholm quite openly. He obeyed her call. Heedless of her
parents’ protests, they took a small apartment in Ostermalm.
Uneasy at this irregular union, which may have reminded him
of his mother’s liaison with von Epenstein in his own childhood,
Goring pleaded with her to divorce Nils but she refused, fearful
of losing her son. Thomas lived with his father, torn between the
two ménages. He slipped off after school to visit his mama and
“Uncle Goring.” Nils pleaded with her to return. Once he in-
vited her to bring Hermann to lunch; young Thomas listened
round-eyed as Goring dominated the table with tales of the
“Red Baron” and aerial combat. The little boy noticed that his
mother never took his eyes off the handsome aviator.

Unable to take the wagging tongues in Stockholm any
longer, Hermann and his mistress left for Germany. They began
a romantic existence in a little hunting lodge at Hochkreuth,
near Bayrischzell, some miles from Munich. He registered at the
university to study economic history, she earned money with
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painting and handicrafts. (There exists in the village to this day
a painted cupboard door signed with her initials.) He found it
was not easy for a retired army captain in his thirtieth year to
embark on higher education; they were penniless, and when she
fell ill he had to pawn her fur coat to pay the doctor’s bill. (Nils
heroically cabled her the money to redeem the coat — and buy a
ticket back to Stockholm.) Her mother tried to lure her home
by offering the family’s summer house near Drottningholm; in
her reply, inviting her mama to Munich instead, Carin added
the eloquent assurance: “Mama would not have to see Goring —
even at a distance.”

“Bavaria,” she wrote in this letter, of May 11, 1922, “is a
lovely countryside, so rich, so warm and so intellectual and
strong — so unlike the rest of Germany. I am very happy here
and feel very much at home. When I feel homesick for Sweden,
it is really only a longing for Mama, Nils, the little boy, and those
I love. But just that painful, insane longing means that I am
nearly always melancholy. Oh, my own dear Mama, if only one

didn’t have such powerful love within one.”
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CHAPTER 2
Storm Troop Commander

Two planets pass, so close that each is fractionally deflected by
the other’s course. So it is, sometimes, with humans too.

For Hermann Goring this celestial episode came late in
1922. The orbit of this out-of-work war hero intersected briefly
with that of Adolf Hitler, unknown demagogue, one Saturday
in October or November of that year, in Munich’s Konigsplatz.
A demonstration had been called to protest the latest Allied de-
mands on defeated Germany. Goring, who was himself trying to
raise a small political party of ex-officers, heard shouts for a
Herr Hitler to speak; people standing around told him that this
Hitler headed a small National Socialist German Workers’ party.
Hitler, standing a few yards away from him, declined to speak,
but something about this callow, slightly built man in his early
thirties must have fascinated Goring, because he visited Hitler’s
regular Monday evening political at the Café Neumann two days

later.
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The topic was “The Versailles Peace Treaty and the Extra-
dition of the German Army Commanders.” Goring was much
impressed by what Hitler said. Hitler explained that no
Frenchman was likely to lose much sleep over the kind of lan-
guage talked by the other speakers at the Konigsplatz demon-
stration — “You’ve got to have bayonets to back up any threats!”
he exclaimed. “Down with Versailles!” he shouted.

Goddammit, thought Goring, that’s the stuff. He enlisted
in Hitler’s new party the next day.

Hitler told him he needed people just like him — famous,
highly decorated — in the party. For Goring, Hitler also filled a
need. Meeting Hitler, he had at last found a replacement for his
dead father, his godfather, and the kaiser.

The attraction between them was mutual. Impressed by the
fiery speech that Captain Goring delivered at the Café Neu-
mann — about how officers put honor first in any conflict of
interests — Hitler recalled twenty years afterward, “He’d been to
those evenings of mine several times, and I found I liked him. I
made him commander of my SA.”

At that time the Sturmabteilung, or storm detachment,
was, as Hitler was the first to admit, just a “motley rabble.” These
two thousand unemployed roughnecks had the job of steward-
ing Hitler’s meetings and disrupting his rivals’ — but he had
military ambitions for the SA that went far beyond this.

The SA was only one of several semi-legal private armies
that had sprung up in the aftermath of Versailles. The Bavarian
authorities not only tolerated this but colluded with them to a
degree that becomes clear only from the three thousand closely
typed pages of the Hitler trial that followed the unsuccessful
Nazi coup of November 1923. This bloody fiasco had its origins
in January 1923. Since Germany was unable to pay reparations,

France and Belgium sent in their armies to occupy the rich
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Ruhr industrial region. Regular army officers in Berlin and
Munich — men like the scar-faced army captain Ernst R6hm —
itched to take action against the French and saw in the private
political armies a reservoir of semi-trained military personnel.
Fifteen days after the invasion of the Ruhr, Lieutenant General
Otto von Lossow, the new army commander in Bavaria, granted
Hitler his first interview, because Hitler’s SA “army” was by now
one of the largest.

Goring took Carin along to the SA’s first big rally two days
later, on January 28, 1923.

He had moved with her into a villa in Reginwald Strasse at
Obermenzing, just outside the boundary of Munich, in Novem-
ber 1922, soon after Hitler gave him command of the SA. Carin
had at once set about furnishing this, the first home they could
call their own.

Nils, whose munificence surpasses comprehension, had sent her
the money to furnish this villa. One room was lit by a tinted
pink window — the rose-hued sunlight played across a bowl of
red roses to where her white harmonium stood amid the pink
and white fur rugs beneath her mother’s portrait. Her bedroom
had pink curtains and a bed canopied in blue brocade and veiled
in white lace. There was nothing of this femininity in
Hermann’s quarters — his room was heavy with carved oak fur-
niture and lit by a window painted with knights in armor. A
concealed cellar had an open fireplace and oak cupboards
around the walls.

They married in February — probably under pressure
from the prudish Adolf Hitler. Although Hermann Goring
would later encourage biographers to believe that they had mar-
ried one year earlier, the family papers show that her divorce
had only become absolute in December 1922, and the registry at
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Munich’s city hall confirms that the marriage was solemnized at
Obermenzing on February 3, 1923. His private papers contained
proof of a civil ceremony in Stockholm on January 2s5; the mar-
riage certificate, which was looted along with his other papers in
1945, has now been donated anonymously to the Institute of
Contemporary History in Munich, and shows the date February
3, 1923. His comrades of the old Richthofen Squadron formed
the guard of honor.

This second marriage changed Carin’s life. “God!” she en-
thused to a friend. “How wonderful it is to have a husband who
doesn’t take two days to see the point of a joke.” Nils now had
little to laugh about; years later he would still refer to Carin as

his “lost treasure.” Carin did not care.

Aunt Mary [she wrote to her little boy Thomas
that spring of 1923] will have told you that I am now
married to Captain Goring ... You know, the raw
climate in Sweden was none too good for my health
... We have known Captain Goring since that time in
Stockholm, you will remember, and he was so kind . . .
to your mama when she was lonely in a foreign coun-
try.

And then I found that I was beginning to like him
so much that I wanted to marry him. You see, sweet-
heart, he has made your mama very happy. And you
mustn’t be upset about it, and it won’t interfere with
our love for each other, dearest Thomas.

You see, I love you best of all . . .

Deepening his ties with the private armies in Bavaria, General
von Lossow agreed to Hitler’s request that the SA troops should
be given clandestine army training. “Hitler’s well-known powers
of charm, persuasion, and eloquence,” the general would wanly

admit, “were not without effect on me.”
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Goring had armed and enlarged the SA far beyond the
boundaries of Munich. Four years younger than Hitler, he was
still more of a drifter and adventurer than political agitator. He
would later recall the first pitched battle with the Communists
in Munich (on March 1, 1923) only for the beerhall bruises given
and received. “Boy, how those beer mugs flew!” he reminisced
twenty years later to American historian George Shuster, with-
out a trace of apology. “One nearly laid me out!”

A few days previously Berlin had advised General von
Lossow that in May the army would begin operations against the
French occupying the Ruhr. Lossow made preparations under
the code name Spring Training and informed Goring that the
SA and other “patriotic bodies” would be recruited for the cam-
paign.

Hitler was uneasy. He argued that this sequence was
wrong. “There’s no point,” he told the general, “in staging an
attack on the external enemy before the domestic political issue
has been dealt with” — by which he meant disposing of the fee-
ble, “Jew-ridden” central government in Berlin.

Von Lossow paid no heed. To the aristocrats who ruled Ba-
varia, Hitler cut an unimpressive figure at this time. He was so
poor that during one Easter outing Goring was seen giving him
pocket money — in fact, Goring and his new wife sank much of
their own money into the party. The two men were inseparable,
however; on April 15, when Hitler took the salute at the big re-
view of his troops, he stood in Goring’s new car, a twenty-five-
horsepower Mercedes-Benz 16, with his arm outstretched for an
hour as the thousands of SA men trooped past in uniform
(field-gray ski caps and windbreakers with swastika armbands).

“Today,” wrote Carin proudly to little Thomas von Kant-
zow in Stockholm after watching this thrilling, ominous specta-
cle:
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the Beloved One paraded his army of true young
Germans before his Fithrer, and I saw his face light up
as he watched them pass by. The Beloved One has
worked so hard with them, has instilled so much of
his own bravery and heroism into them, that what was
once a rabble — and I must confess sometimes a rough
and rather terrifying one — has been transformed
into a veritable Army of Light, a band of eager cru-
saders ready to march at the Fithrer’s orders to ren-
der this unhappy country free once more . ..

After it was over, the Fithrer embraced the Be-
loved One and told me that if he said what he really
thought of his achievement the Beloved One would
get a swollen head.

I said that my own head was already swollen with
pride, and he kissed my hand and said, “No head so
pretty as yours could ever be swollen.”

The Bavarians were ready for action against France, but
Berlin had cold feet. Worse, when Hitler and Goring tried to
force the Bavarian government’s hand by holding a provocative
anti-Communist May Day parade in an arena north of Munich,
General von Lossow called in all the army weapons that he had
previously allowed the SA to carry. “What mattered,” explained
the general to the judges one year later, “was this: Who was in
charge in this country? ... This first trial of strength ended with
Hitler’s defeat, and we had nothing more to do with one an-
other.”

It was a serious loss of face for Hitler, Goring and the SA.

“An officer never breaks his word!” Goring told Hitler,
perplexed.

In August 1923 his widowed mother died. This was a wa-
tershed in his career, and he committed himself recklessly from
this time on to the Nazi movement. On August 24, Hitler issued
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to him his first Vollmacht, or supreme authority to act in his
behalf. The work was hard, but Goring thrived on it. “Often,”
he bragged a year later to an Italian correspondent, “I was on the
go until four A.M. and was back at the office at seven A.M. the
next day. I didn’t have a moment’s respite all day. One visitor
followed the other ... You know we Germans are great beavers
for work. Out of twenty-four hours we will work twenty-three!
Believe me, I have often — very often — come home dead tired
at eleven p.M., spent fifteen minutes grabbing some tea or sup-
per with my wife and then, instead of going to bed, reviewed the
day’s activities for two or three hours; the next morning at seven
A.M. the first adjutant would come to report.”

Hitler became a frequent visitor to the Goring household,
and Carin heard them endlessly discussing the same old topics —
Chancellor Gustav Stresemann, his “Jew government” in Berlin,
and the economic crisis since Versailles. Robbed of the Ruhr in-
dustries, the economy had toppled into an abyss. In the Ruhr,
the French occupation troops sent to the firing squad any Ger-
mans who offered resistance. Currency had become virtually
valueless: On August 1, one American dollar equaled three mil-
lion German Reichsmarks; by late September it would buy 142
million Reichsmarks — people had to pay even the smallest bills
with suitcases of overprinted and double-overprinted paper
money.

Hitler and Goring, the SA, and the other private armies
were restless for action — any kind of action. But Berlin refused
now to act; Spring Training was off.

Envious of Benito Mussolini’s recent March on Rome,
Hitler and Goring hatched grandiose plans to raise all Bavaria
for a March on Berlin. But time was running out. Feeding on
the economic chaos, Communist revolutions had broken out in

Saxony and Thuringia, to the north of Bavaria. Hitler urged
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Bavaria to act and offered his “troops” in support.

Goring, however, had other preoccupations now. Carin
had contracted a lung infection at his mother’s funeral and re-
turned to Stockholm, where heart problems forced her into the
Vita Kors Nursing Home at Brunkeberstorg.

Goring remained in Germany at Hitler’s side. Early in
October 1923 he wrote to Carin’s mother, adopting the ornate
style customary in her family. “I sense your gentle aura, and kiss
your sweet hands!” he wrote. “Then a profound stillness comes
over me and I sense your helping prayers.”

“Over here,” he continued, turning to the political crisis in
Bavaria, “life is like a seething volcano whose destructive lava
may at any moment spew forth across the country ... We are
working feverishly and stand by our aim: the liberation and re-
vival of Germany.” He concluded by begging the countess to
take care of his Carin — “She is everything to me.”

Countess von Fock replied sending Goring twenty gold
crowns (“from Carin”) and a food parcel containing rarities like
coffee and butter.

Still ailing, Carin returned to her Hermann a few days
later. “I have a slight cold,” she wrote to Thomas from Munich,
“and am writing this in bed, where the Beloved insists I must
stay until I am better. He is very busy these days and great
events are in the offing, but until I am better he insists that I
mustn’t bother myself with them. He looks tired and doesn’t get
enough sleep, and he wears himself out traveling miles just to see
me for a few moments.”

They were both homesick for Sweden, but a sense of des-
tiny kept Hermann in Bavaria. “Times are grim here,” he wrote
to Carin’s mother on October 23. “Strife and deprivation ravage
the country, and the hour is not far off when we must take re-
sponsibility for the future.”
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At a Nuremberg rally early in September 1923 Hitler had pro-
nounced, “In a few weeks the dice will roll!” At this rally he and
the right-wing paramilitary organization had set up the “Com-
bat League” (Kampfbund): Colonel Hermann Kriebel, who had
served on the staff of the redoubtable General Erich von
Ludendorff, took military command, and Dr. Max von Scheub-
ner-Richter, a pharmacist, was secretary general. The Combat
League united the private armies in Bavaria — Goring’s SA, the
Reich War Flag (Reichskriegsflagge) headed by Ernst Rohm, and
the Highland League (Bund Oberland); by the end of Septem-
ber 1923 the latter two had agreed to obey the directives of the
SA and Adolf Hitler.

On September 26, in the rising economic emergency, the
Bavarian prime minister had appointed a General-
Staatskommissar with dictatorial power, and, like Hitler, this
man, Dr. Gustav von Kahr, began talking of using force to in-
stall a right-wing dictatorship in Berlin. General von Lossow was
initially dubious. But neither the general nor Kahr could afford
to hold the Nazis — Hitler’s National Socialists — at arm’s length
for long. When Berlin ordered Lossow to prepare to send Ba-
varian battalions to quell the Communist uprising in Saxony,
Kahr instructed General von Lossow to resume his previous
fruitful contacts with the right-wing organizations to fill the
gaps in his army.

Lossow eventually went further. He updated the opera-
tional plan called Spring Training and gave it a new code name,
Autumn Training. It shortly became clear that the enemy was
neither the French occupation force in the Ruhr nor the Com-
munists in Saxony, but Stresemann’s regime in Berlin. Kahr’s
deputy made this plain in a rabble-rousing speech to right-
wingers on October 20: “We don’t say ‘Let’s Dump Berlin!” ” he
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declared. “We’re not separatists. What we say is, ‘Let’s March on
Berlin!” For two months Berlin has spouted one lie after another.
What else can you expect from such a gang of Jews? Fall in be-
hind Kahr!” he appealed. “As from today we’re marching side
by side with Hitler.”

All of this came out at the later trial. “The authorities,”
Hitler testified there, “the state policy, and the army, now re-
sumed the training of our Sturmabteilung in their barracks.” To
rub this point in he added, “From Day One our troops were
training in launching a mobile war of attack northward,” i.e.,
against Berlin.

Hitler and Goring emphasized in their instructions to the
Combat League that they would be marching side by side with
the army. In his ten-minute speech to Goring’s SA commanders
on October 23, at Nazi party headquarters in Munich, Hitler
underlined that there must be the closest collaboration between
the Combat League, the army, and the police. “I would be an
idiot,” he stated, “to attempt anything against them.” Goring for
his part outlined in detail how the Combat League “troops”
would be spliced into the nationalist army for the March on
Berlin. General von Ludendorff would march at their head.

Gregor Strasser, commander of the SA battalion at Land-
shut, later testified that Goring harped on the need to act in
“total conformity” with the regular army. When Strasser ob-
jected that his battalion’s weapons were all rusty and unusable,
Goring assured him that the army had agreed to clean and re-
store the guns in time. On the next day Lieutenant Hoffmann,
at the 19th Infantry Regiment barracks, indicated that the
march would take place in two weeks’ time, and Strasser ar-
ranged to deliver seven hundred rifles to the barracks for serv-
icing before then.

That same afternoon, October 24, 1923, Lossow told the
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officers of these private armies, assembled at his headquarters,
that they were not going to follow a narrow, Bavarian line, but
the nationalist black-white-and-red one. One of the army colo-
nels present, Etzel, heard him talk quite openly of a March on
Berlin (at the Hitler trial Lossow would deny it). The Bavarian
Army now issued order No. 1a-800 to the Combat League com-
manders, including Goring, directing them to provide trained
paramilitary personnel to the army preparatory to operation
Autumn Training.

By this time, it must be stressed, the Communist uprisings
in Saxony and Thuringia had been put down, so this army or-
der can only have been for a March on Berlin. “Our impres-
sion,” testified one recipient, “was that the army district head-
quarters and the National Socialists had now reached agree-
ment.”

Feverish activity began. Rifles were serviced, museums
scoured for artillery pieces; SA and Oberland men, volunteering
for Autumn Training, were detailed to report to the “sports
commander” at the infantry regiment barracks on November 11.

Goring had reason to believe that the police would be on
Hitler’s side. The Bavarian police commander, Colonel Hans
Ritter von Seisser, was the third member of the blue-blooded
triumvirate that ruled Bavaria. His green-uniformed state police
(Landespolizei) lived like soldiers in barracks and were equipped
with heavy weaponry. Hitler had established contact with Seisser
on October 25, delivered a speech attacking the parliamentary
system, argued that only a military dictatorship under Luden-
dorft could save Germany, and held out the alluring prospect
that Seisser would take over the Reich police force.

Seisser objected that Ludendorff, a militant nationalist, was
anathema to foreign countries.

“I need him to win over the Reichswehr,” Hitler explained,
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referring to the puny, post-Versailles German Army. “There’s
not one German soldier who will open fire on Ludendorft.”

Two days later Seisser told his officers to get ready for the
March on Berlin.

In Berlin [he pronounced in this speech] there’s a
Jew-boy government. It is quite incapable of restoring
the Reich to good health. So Mr. von Kahr’s intention
is to heal Germany, taking Bavaria as the starting
point. The Reich government is going to be over-
thrown and replaced by a dictatorship of a handful of
nationalists. For the March on Berlin we shall make
units of the state police available with immediate
effect.

Police Captain Ruder took a shorthand note of these words.
Since Hermann Goring and dozens of others would be scythed
down by state-police machine-gun bullets only a few days later,
they took some explaining at the Hitler trial — as did the fact
that Seisser had ordered on October 28, 1923, a massive increase
in munitions output, which could only have been in anticipa-
tion of the March on Berlin.

There was quite evidently no time to be lost. German cur-
rency was inflating to galactic figures. At the end of October
1923, one U.S. dollar would cost 270,000 million Reichsmarks.

After visiting General von Lossow, SA Commander
Hermann Goring told his officers, “Lossow is with us. We’re on
our way!”

Almost at once, however, Hitler detected signs that the tri-
umvirate was getting cold feet. Lossow inexplicably banned his
public meetings after October 30. To cheering Nazi supporters
packing the Krone Circus amphitheater that evening Hitler de-
clared, “The German problem will be solved for me only when
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our red-white-and-black swastika banner is fluttering over the
[presidential] palace in Berlin.”

The next day he learned that Bavarian police chief Colonel
Seisser was about to travel to Berlin for talks with the central
government.

“If you don’t act when you get back,” Hitler warned the
colonel at a private meeting, “I shall consider myself at liberty to
take action for you!”

Seisser reminded him that he had promised not to do
anything against the army or state police.

Hitler retorted that Goring’s SA and the other “troops”
were already straining at the leash. He repeated: If the triumvi-
rate did not march when Seisser came back, he would withdraw
all undertakings.

What did happen in Berlin is not clear. Whatever it was,
after Seisser returned to Munich on the morning of November
4, he and the other two triumvirate members cold-shouldered
Hitler and the Combat League. Summoning the latter’s officers
and those of the Highland League to his own headquarters on
the sixth, Gustav von Kahr advised them not to indulge in
flights of fancy. “We are all agreed on the need for a new na-
tionalist government,” he said. “But we must all stand shoulder
to shoulder. We must proceed to a well-thought-out, ade-
quately prepared, and uniform plan.”

General von Lossow took the same negative line. He prom-
ised to stand by Kahr and to back any scheme that promised
success. “But,” he sniffed, referring to two recent revolutionary
fiascoes, “don’t expect me to join in, if it’s going to be just an-
other Kapp Putsch or Kistrin Uprising.” He pulled a notebook
out of his pocket and wagged it at Colonel Kriebel (Combat
League) and Dr. Weber (Oberland). “Believe me,” he intoned,
as the secret conference ended, “I want to march too. But I
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won’t do it until my little notebook tells me we’ve got at least a
fifty-one percent chance of pulling it off.”

One week before, Hitler had threatened not to tolerate any
further procrastination by the triumvirate. Now, on the evening
of November 6, he called his men together and set the ball roll-
ing. They would march on Sunday the eleventh. The next
morning, meeting with Goring and Kriebel, Hitler sketched out
the broad outline of the planned coup: Their “troops” would
seize the major towns, railroad stations, telecommunications
buildings, and city halls throughout Bavaria. It sounded so easy
that they brought forward the zero hour. Why not strike the
very next day, November 8, 19232

The odor of revolution, faint but unmistakable, drifted
into Lossow’s office at the Army Headquarters building in
Schonfeld Strasse that afternoon, November 7. There were tele-
phone intercepts and police agents’ reports too.

The general’s chief of staft, Lieutenant Colonel Baron von
Berchem, told his assembled officers that Kahr was talking of
acting in fourteen days’ time, but that Lossow believed Hitler no
longer intended to wait, in which case they, the army, would
have to stop him. “He has yet to prove,” interrupted Lossow,
“that he is the German Mussolini he seems to think he is.”

The Nazi coup began to roll. That evening Kahr received
an unscheduled invitation. “On the night of November 7,” he
would testify:

I learned to my surprise that the right-wing patri-
otic organizations were planning a major demonstra-
tion at the Biirgerbriu beer cellar on the eighth, and
that they were expecting me to come and make a
speech.

I was a bit queasy about this and made some in-
quiries. They told me that demand had been enor-
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mous — they had tried to book an even bigger hall,
they said, but only the Biirgerbrdu was available. So
really I had no alternative but to comply.

Seduced and blinded by this unsubtle flummery, he ordered his
press chief to provide free beer for the three thousand people he
expected to turn up. Had he known that the reason the other
halls were not available was that the Nazis had booked them all
too (as revolutionary assembly points) and had he known that
he was in fact being invited to attend a revolution, Gustav von

Kahr might well have preferred to stay away.
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CHAPTER 3
Putsch

November 8, 1923, was to be a painful turning point in the lives
of both Hitler and Goring. Icy cold and bitterly windy, the
dawn broke to the unfamiliar sound of marching feet in Mu-
nich; strange uniforms were seen; there seemed to be ancient
carbines and revolvers everywhere. Trucks disgorged Goring’s
ski-capped SA men. The railroad stations rang with mountain
boots as Weber’s men arrived from the Alpine highlands,
sporting helmets and Edelweiss insignia.

Goring’s wife was still laid low with the pneumonia she had
caught at Fanny Goring’s funeral. He knelt at Carin’s bedside,
kissed her, and said he might be late that night; then he drove
downtown in the Mercedes-Benz, taking the shiny black leather
coat and steel helmet with him. Carin knew nothing of what was
afoot — nor did most of Goring’s commanders.

By 10:00 A.m. he had issued orders to a trusted handful of

them. Wilhelm Briickner, a lanky ex-marine gunner, was to take
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two SA “battalions” to the Biirgerbrdau that evening to await
further orders; others would muster at the Arzberger and Hof-
brdu beer cellars. The one-hundred-strong élite force, the Adolf
Hitler Shock Troop, was to stand by at the Torbrau. R6hm’s or-
ganization had already booked the Lowenbrdu beer hall across
town.

Some word of all this reached the triumvirate, but it failed
to trigger adequate alarm. At Kahr’s request Colonel von Seisser
had that morning briefed his state police. “I told them,” he tes-
tified, “that some people intended to set up a Reich dictatorship
with its base here in Munich, and to carry it northward by force.
And I said that this was bound to lead to catastrophe.”

At 3:00 p.M. Dr. Weber telephoned Seisser to ask if he was
definitely going to be at that evening’s “support demonstration”
at the Biirgerbrdu. Seisser confirmed that he would be there.

They all drove across the River Isar that evening to the
great beer hall — Seisser, Kahr, his deputy, and a police major in
one car, and General von Lossow in another. Kahr was queasy
again when he saw the way the audience was overflowing onto
the sidewalks outside the packed beer hall, and the hundreds of
political uniforms among them. He recognized many of his
friends, looking equally perplexed. Later he learned that the
Nazi conspirators had invited Bavaria’s entire government and
military élite.

“Herr Hitler has said he’s coming too,” apologized one or-
ganizer, Kommerzienrat Eugen Zentz. “But you are please to
start without him. He’ll be here shortly.”

Seldom can sheep have herded themselves so obligingly
into the shearing pen. Kahr elbowed his way through the five
thousand people jammed into the cavernous, two-hundred-
foot-long hall, climbed onto the rostrum, and unfolded his
notes.
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Hitler arrived in the foyer. Rather oddly, he was wearing a
black frock coat with his Iron Cross. He and Scheubner-Richter
of the Combat League had difficulty getting in. Police were al-
ready sealing off the building because it was so full, so Hitler
went outside again to await the arrival of Goring and the shock
troop from the Torbrdu. They arrived at 8:34 p.Mm. Leaving one
man behind with a machine gun to cover the doors, he took
three men with him, flung open the doors, and plunged into
the hall, drawing his Browning .08 revolver. (“You’re hardly
going to go in waving a palm branch!” he scoffed to his later
judges.) An uproar broke out. Kahr faltered in mid-sentence,
then dried up. People climbed onto chairs to look. Police Chief
Seisser heard voices shouting, “It’s Hitler!” and he saw a wedge
of armed, helmeted men pushing through the hall toward
them. Two paces from the rostrum Hitler halted, glared at
Kahr, pocketed his revolver, and climbed onto a chair.

The din was thunderous. Kahr just gasped, clutching his
half-finished speech. As Hitler swung around to face the audi-
ence, they could see him shouting but could not hear what. Im-
patient, Hitler tugged the Browning out of his back pocket
again, cocked it with his left hand in a swift move, and loosed off
a shot into the ceiling. “The national revolution has begun,” he
screamed. “I have six hundred heavily armed men surrounding
this hall. Nobody is to leave!”

There were shouts of anger and disbelief.

“If you don’t quiet down,” he shouted, “I’ll have a machine
gun set up in the gallery.”

His voice forced and unnatural, he rounded on Kahr and
ordered him off the rostrum. Then he told the three Bavarian
leaders to accompany him outside, promising, “I can vouch for
your safety.”

They filed out meekly behind him — Kahr, Lossow, and

67



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

Seisser — leaving consternation behind them. They saw no sign
of six hundred men surrounding the building, just a handful of
city police lolling around the foyer and a dozen SA storm troop-
ers under Goring’s command. The former air-force captain had
unbuttoned his black leather coat to reveal the blue enamel of
his Pour le Mérite.

“A fine mess your police have let us get into!” Kahr
snapped to Seisser.

“Put on an act,” advised General von Lossow, sotto voce.

More police were coming, but not to help them: When the
commander of the thirty-strong police detachment sent to the
hall had appealed to Goring for help, the latter had merely
tapped his watch and said with a broad grin, “Wait till eight-
forty. Frick’s coming then.” (Wilhelm Frick, chief of Munich’s
political police, had been a Hitler supporter for some time.) At
that very moment the Nazis’ code word, Safely Delivered, was
being telephoned to Frick at police headquarters — and to a pay-
phone at the Lowenbriu beer hall, where Ernst Rohm had as-
sembled his Reichskriegsflagge men. The audience there saw
Rohm’s chauffeur whisper to him, then Rohm took the stage
and announced that the government had been overthrown and
that a new one was being formed. He instructed his “troops” to
form up outside for the march across town to join Hitler at the
Biirgerbrau.

Over at the Biirgerbrdu beer hall Hitler’s captive audience
was growing restless as his deliberations with the triumvirate
dragged on. There were loud shouts of “Scandal!” and jeers of
“South America!” (in mocking reference to that continent’s fre-
quent petty revolutions). Colonel Kriebel ordered Goring to re-
store order; Goring put on his helmet, drew his gun, and waded
in through the throng. To most of the audience, the young man
who mounted the stage was unknown. Witnesses spoke later of
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an officer, an aviator, an air-force captain. Blue eyes blazing, jaw
thrust forward, he glared at the five thousand faces and shouted
for silence, then he too loosed off a pistol shot into the ceiling.
Bellowing at the top of his voice, he promised that no harm was
going to come to the Bavarian leaders — the ones who were go-
ing to be got rid of, he declared, were “the wretched Jews
(elende Judenschaft) in Berlin.” (At this, there were faint
cheers.) “At this very moment,” he continued, “units of the
army and Landespolizei are marching out of their barracks with
colors flying to join with us.”

That sank in. A hush fell across the cavernous hall.

Meantime, he apologized, nobody could leave the building.

“Be patient,” he cried jovially. “You’ve all got your beer!”

It was going to be a long night. Colonel Kriebel instructed
Goring to use his SA men to supervise the feeding of these five
thousand, and sent a motor cyclist to head off Rohm’s troops
and send them to Lossow’s headquarters, where they were to
greet the general with a guard of honor on his return from the
Birgerbrdu. “I reported first to Herr Hitler,” testified Lieuten-
ant Briickner at the later trial, “then to my superior officer,
Captain Goring. He told me to march my troops into the Biir-
gerbrdu, where everybody was to rest and be victualed. That
took up most of the night.”

Hitler himself was making little progress in his attempts to
win over the angry triumvirate. Goring left General von Lossow
in little doubt of his private opinion of him. “What does an old
general have to do, anyway?” he sneered. “Just sign a few orders
... I can do anything he can. I can be a division commander too
— let’s sack him here and now.”

The threat of dismissal had little effect. As Hitler pleaded
and cajoled with Kahr, Seisser, and Lossow, the angry hubbub
from the hall arose again. Leaving Goring to continue the ar-
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gument, Hitler pushed through to the front of the hall again,
mounted the rostrum, and delivered a speech that was described
by historian Alexander von Miiller, who witnessed it, as a mas-
terpiece of rhetoric. “It turned that vast assemblage inside out,”
said Professor von Miiller, “smoothly as a glove.”

The triumvirate, Hitler announced, were all but won over.
He proposed that General von Ludendorff become the “reor-
ganizer” of the national army, and that Lossow and Seisser take
command of the Reich’s army and police. Hitler pronounced
the dismissal of the Bavarian government, and loftily threw in
the dismissal of Reich President Ebert and Chancellor Strese-
mann for good measure. “I therefore propose,” he concluded,
“that I take over political leadership of this provisional national
government.” He appealed to them all to fall in behind Kabhr,
Lossow, and Seisser if they backed the revolution.

This did the trick. Frenzied cheers greeted the announce-
ment. Hitler had the three men brought back in — to renewed
frenetic applause — as though they were a vaudeville act.

Their faces were a picture. Professor Miiller described
Kahr’s as like a mask, Seisser’s as agitated and pale, Lossow’s as
“mocking and foxy.” Kahr spoke a few brave words of accep-
tance, stuttered something — to more storms of applause —
about taking over the destiny of Bavaria as regent for the mon-
archy that “disloyal hands” had struck down five years before.
Seisser also spoke a few words, and then Lossow — nudged into
reluctant oratory by Hitler.

By this time war-hero Ludendorft had arrived, fetched by
Scheubner-Richter in Hitler’s Mercedes. The audience rose to
its feet to cheer the general. Up on the stage, Hitler shook each
man’s hand — as he clasped Gustav von Kahr’s right hand the
latter dramatically placed his left hand on top, to seal their bar-
gain. As if conducted by an unseen baton, five thousand throats
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burst forth into the national anthem. As Hitler stood at atten-
tion, ramrod stiff, his face illuminated by a childlike ecstasy,
Ludendorff joined him and stood, ashen with suppressed emo-
tion, at his side.

Outside, the thump and blare of brass bands announced
the arrival of one thousand officer cadets; they had marched
over from the infantry school with swastika flags fluttering at
their head. Ludendorff and Hitler went out to give the salute.
Word came that the railroad station and telegraph office were in
the hands of Bund Oberland men, that Lossow’s army district
was firmly in the hands of Rohm’s “troops.” Hitler was
euphoric: The revolution seemed to have succeeded. Goring
sent word of his triumph to Carin on her sickbed that same
night.

All too carelessly, Goring now accepted the word of Kahr,
Lossow, and Seisser, and allowed them to return to their minis-
tries while Hitler and Ludendorff were momentarily called away.
Kahr seemed to have been won over, and the two others were
officers whose word was surely not in doubt; besides, Goring and
the young former fighter pilot Rudolf Hess had taken half a
dozen Bavarian ministers as hostages from the audience in the
beer hall, and they were even now being whisked off to a safe
house in the suburbs.

Kahr at first went along with Hitler’s revolutionary intent
that night. But then, during those wee small hours of the
morning in which men lose faith and enterprise, the revolution
began to fall apart. Kahr and Seisser joined General von Lossow
in the safety of the 19th Infantry Regiment barracks (since Los-
sow’s own building had been occupied at midnight by Rohm),
and they began to backtrack on the promises they had given to
Hitler. They ordered their press chief to ensure that not one
Munich newspaper appeared, and at 2:50 a.M. they issued a
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bulletin to all German radio stations under the heading “Gen-
eral Staatskommissar von Kahr, General von Lossow and Colonel
von Seisser repudiate Hitler putsch.” “The opinions expressed
by us at the Biirgerbrdau assembly,” the brief bulletin explained,
“were extracted at gunpoint and are invalid. Watch out for mis-
use of above names.”

Ten minutes after that they issued a further radio bulletin:
“Barracks and most key buildings are in army and Landespolizei
hands. Reinforcements are on their way. City quiet.”

Puzzled by the failure of General von Lossow to arrive at
army district headquarters, Rohm ordered his guard of honor
to stand down. By 6:00 A.M. it was dawning on the Nazis that
they had been double-crossed. Hitler and Ludendorff could
find no sign of the missing triumvirate, while over at the Biir-
gerbrau Captain Goring was remarking uneasily to his lieuten-
ant, Briickner, “It is odd that none of them can be reached.”
Guessing that this meant trouble, he sent Briickner out to barri-
cade the bridges across the River Isar. As Hitler and Ludendorff
drove back from visiting R6hm they saw bill-posters at work
across the whole city, putting up, on Kahr’s orders, placards re-
pudiating the Hitler putsch as “senseless,” banning the Nazi
party, and promising ruthless punishment of the guilty.

Something had clearly gone wrong. Back at the Biirgerbrdu
beer hall Hitler and Ludendorff conferred with Goring, as the
Nazi storm troopers mingled with the infantry cadets and party
men, all hungry and unshaven. General von Ludendorff faced a
dilemma: He told an intimate friend later that day, “It was clear
that the Nazi movement was to all intents and purposes finished.
It was quite plain to me where my duty lay. I would have been a
cowardly dog if I had left Hitler in the lurch now.”

Goring urged Hitler to retreat to Rosenheim, south of
Munich, and regroup there. Ludendorff would not even hear of
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it. “Now is the time to show what we’re made of,” he stoutly de-
clared. “Let’s show we’re worthy of leading the nationalist
movement.”

Thus Adolf Hitler, revolutionary and would-be statesman,
prepared on this dull, overcast, chilly November 9 to meet his
destiny. He, Ludendorff, and Goring decided to march their
men into the city center to prove that they were not finished.
They were sure of the people’s backing. Hitler had the infantry
cadets lined up outside the beer hall and delivered a powerful
speech to them. They swore allegiance to him. He felt immortal.
His hour had come. He sent armed men into the city to requisi-
tion funds; they took 14,605,000 billion Reichsmarks from the
Jewish bank-note printers Parvus & Company, and gave a Nazi
receipt in exchange. Meanwhile, Hitler acted to maintain order.
Learning that one Nazi squad had ransacked a kosher grocery
store during the night, he sent for the ex-army lieutenant who
had led the raid.

“We took off our Nazi insignia first

'))

expostulated the offi-
cer — to no avail, as Hitler dismissed him from the party on the
spot. “I shall see that no other nationalist unit allows you to join

'))

either!” Goring goggled at this exchange, as did a police sergeant
who testified to it at the Hitler trial a few weeks later.

The march into the city center would begin at noon.
Goring meanwhile sent shock troops to pick up still more hos-
tages. They burst into the city-council chamber at 11:00 aA.Mm.,
singled out the Burgomaster and nine terrified Socialist coun-
cillors and frog-marched them outside. “They had it coming to
them,” said Hitler later, without a trace of remorse. “In that
same town hall a few months earlier we had heard them say that
Bismarck was the biggest swine and gangster in Germany’s his-

»

tory.” The hostages were not treated gently. “We ran the

gauntlet of punches, oaths, and human spittle,” protested So-
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cialist majority leader Albert Nussbaum at the trial, “all the way
across the square until we were tossed into a truck and driven off
to the Burgerbriau.”

Hitler ran his eye over Goring’s ten new hostages without
enthusiasm. He said nothing, but ordered a lame hostage re-
leased.

A few minutes before noon the Nazis and storm troopers
formed up into a marching column outside the beer hall. Hitler
took his place in the front rank flanked by Go6ring and Luden-
dorff. “We leaders went out in front,” he proudly testified at the
trial, “because we’re not cast from the same mold as the Com-
munists. They like to lag behind a bit, while somebody else goes
over the top of the barricades.”

As they marched off, somebody shouted to the storm
troopers guarding the hostages — it was probably Goring him-
self — “If the army opens fire on us, you’ll have to bayonet them
or smash their skulls with your rifle butts!” (Colonel Kriebel had
ordered all firearms to be unloaded to avoid any accidental
shooting.) The two thousand or so marchers were led by two
flagbearers carrying the colors of the Nazi party and the Bund
Oberland, each flanked by two helmeted troopers with fixed
bayonets or drawn sabers. The Oberland column headed by
Weber was on the right, the column of SA and shock-troop men
headed by Goring and Hitler was on the left. Goring was
marching at Hitler’s immediate left. There was no clear plan of
action, nobody knew where the march was heading. As they
reached the river, they saw ten green-uniformed Landespolizei
officers forming a thin cordon across the Ludwig Bridge. An
hour earlier their officer had formally warned Goring and
Briickner that he would not allow any march to pass over his
bridge into the city center. They saw the Landespolizei clap am-
munition drums into their machine guns, but the first ranks of
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marchers began lustily singing the national anthem, while others
shouted, “Don’t shoot!” and “We have Ludendorff with us!”;
the sheer momentum of the march carried it right through the
cordon before the order to open fire could be given.

Munich’s burghers poured into the streets to watch the
unforgettable spectacle. Hitler’s two thousand doubled as the
citizens fell in behind. The marchers now broke into SA battle
songs. Passing the city hall, they could see its facade now draped
with the pre-Weimar colors, and there were loud cheers; a swas-
tika banner was run up its captured flagpole. “As we came
through the arch,” Colonel Kriebel testified, “we were greeted by
universal enthusiasm. The whole square was black with people,
and everybody was singing patriotic songs. They all fell in be-
hind, there were shouts of Heil, and then more singing.”

Many thought that the march would halt right there.

The first volley cut down the front rank of marchers in-
stantly. Dr. Weber saw a broad-shouldered man, Hitler’s body-
guard, bound forward. “Don’t shoot!” he called out before a
bullet felled him too. “It’s Ludendorff!” The general had
dropped with all the animal reflexes of a trained infantryman.
Hitler had been pulled violently to the ground by the dying
Kampfbund leader Scheubner-Richter, who had been shot
through the heart. Police swarmed down the steps of the Feld-
herrnhalle to finish off the injured. “I saw one Landespolizei offi-
cer,” Kriebel alleged at the trial, “put a round at three paces into
somebody lying on the ground — it was either Ludendorff’s
valet or Hitler’s bodyguard. Then he reloaded and fired another
bullet into him so that the body kicked into the air.”

As the rattle of rifle fire ended, Hitler picked himself up.
Fourteen of his men, and four policemen, were dead. As for
Hermann Goring, Carin’s sister Fanny glimpsed him lying mo-

tionless in a widening pool of blood and thought that he too had
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been killed.

It was a tragic and senseless outcome. Cursing themselves
for their own folly, Hitler and Ludendorff realized in retrospect
how weak their allies had been. “The hopes that inspired us all
on the evening of November 8,” said the general, “hopes that we
could save our fatherland and restore the nation’s will, were
dashed because Messrs. Kahr, Lossow, and Seisser lost sight of
the main objective: because the Big Moment found only little
men within them.”

What had become of Goring?

A police marksman’s bullet had pierced his groin, only
millimeters from an artery. Some of his own men found him
and carried him to the first door showing a doctor’s nameplate
in the nearby Residenz Strasse. Years later his adjutant Karl
Bodenschatz would reveal, “The people on the ground floor
threw him out, but there was an elderly Jewish couple upstairs,
and they took him in.” Ilse Ballin, wife of a Jewish furniture
dealer,* gave Goring first aid, then, helped by her sister, carried
him round to the clinic of a friend, Professor Alwin Ritter von
Ach. He found the entry and exit wounds still foul with mud
and gravel, and did what he could to ease the pain.

Friends took word of Hermann’s misfortune to Carin who
bravely came to hold his hand and plan his escape. She took him
by car down to Partenkirchen, seventy miles south of Munich,
where he was hidden in the villa of a wealthy Dutch sympa-
thizer, Major Schuler van Krieken. Clearly he could not stay
long, and plans were laid to smuggle the Gorings out of the
country. Kriebel published two obituary lists, including the
name of “Goring,” to draw the heat off him, but the police

* “When they [the Ballins] were due to be arrested by the Gestapo,” recalled
Bodenschatz, “Goring told me: ‘No, Bodenschatz, we’ll get them out of the
country despite Himmler.” I took care of that myself.”
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authorities were not deceived and issued a warrant for his arrest
on the morning of November 10. A Lieutenant Maier of the
Garmisch-Partenkirchen police station telephoned orders to the
frontier post at Mittenwald ordering Goring’s apprehension if
he showed up there.

Goring shortly did. In his personnel file is a contemporary
account by the driver who tried to smuggle him across the

frontier, Nazi storm trooper Franz Thanner:

Around ten p.m. I drove off by car to the frontier post
at Griesen with Goring, his wife, a doctor Maier of the
Wiggers Sanitarium and myself as driver. ... Check-
ing the passports the customs men on duty drew at-
tention to the “Gohring” one and asked if this was
Captain Goring of Munich. I said I didn’t know but
didn’t think so.

The customs official sent for the police. Thanner continued:

When they arrived, Frau Goring began to scream.
They directed that the car was not to be allowed
through, and we were escorted by the police back to
Garmisch.

An official of the local police precinct was waiting
for us there. He notified Captain Goring that ... he
might stay in a Garmisch sanitarium of his choice, but
under strict supervision, as they were still awaiting the
arrest warrant.

Goring had no intention of waiting, and when the police re-
turned to the Wiggers Sanitarium barely an hour after leaving
him there with Carin, they found that the bird had already
flown. “A police detective came from Munich to arrest H!!!” she
wrote in her diary. “Room inspection! They came back three
times.” The indignant local police said later that he had given his
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word of honor not to escape. His brother, Major Willi Goring,
issued a statement to the press denying it, but the allegation
continued to occupy the libel lawyers for the next ten years.

They had instructed me [driver Franz Thanner re-
corded] to drive off but to stand by not far away. A
short time later I was instructed to drive back as qui-
etly as possible and wait around the back of the
building. With my engine switched off, I pushed the
car around to the back exit with the help of some
Bund Oberland men. Captain Goring was carried out
and bedded down in the car. The captain’s lady
stayed behind — only the doctor came with me. I was
told to drive Captain Goring over the frontier at
Mittenwald without fail, as the warrant was already
being phoned through from Munich.

The mountain roads were dark as pitch. At the frontier the
striped barrier pole was up. Thanner blipped the horn and
slammed his foot on the gas, catapulting the car through into
Austria before the German guards could stop him. On the Aus-
trian side he showed a false passport for Goring, borrowed from
a doctor at Garmisch, then drove on to the Golden Lamb, an
inn at Seefeld. They carried him upstairs but there was a noisy
firemen’s ball going on down below, which prevented any sleep.
At Goring’s behest, Thanner went back for Carin, and on Mon-
day the twelfth they all drove on to Innsbruck, where they
checked into the Hotel Tyrol, owned by one of the many local
Nazi sympathizers.

Thus the Gorings were beyond the reach of German law.
Hermann would not return to Germany for four years; and
when he did he would be a changed man.

He was now delirious with pain from his groin injury, and

they took him straight over to No. 9 Bahnhof Platz, where the
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pediatrician Dr. Sopelsa checked his injuries. They were suppu-
rating badly, and the doctor rushed him to hospital late on the
thirteenth.

A multitude of people [described Carin in a hith-
erto unpublished letter written the next day] gath-
ered outside as four Red Cross men carried Hermann
out into the ambulance. Everybody shouted Heil! and
sang “Swastika and Steel Helmet.”

Later in the evening, after I left the hotel, a crowd
of students gathered ... and staged a torchlight pro-
cession and sang beneath our hotel balcony.

Today there was an even bigger demonstration in
Munich. Leaflets have been published saying that
Hermann is dead. The university has had to close. All
the students have declared themselves for Hitler.

Over the next ten days she wrote several more letters betraying
not only her excitement but also her blind devotion to the Nazi
cause. The Gorings’ situation was not enviable. Munich was
placarded with wanted posters, the police were keeping watch
on their villa at Obermenzing, their mail was being impounded,
their beautiful Mercedes-Benz 16 had been confiscated.

Carin kept all this from Hermann. Gradually his fever de-
clined, but he had lost a lot of blood and seemed frighteningly
pale. The disappointment that he had suffered kept him awake,
and he brooded incessantly over the events of the past weeks.

Our car [lamented Carin] has been confiscated by
von Kahr. Our bank account has been frozen. But
even though it sometimes seems as though the world’s
entire misfortune is about to descend upon Hitler’s
work and us, I have a firm belief that everything will
turn out all right in the end.

The work goes on, and thousands of new followers
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are joining us daily ... furious at Kahr’s treachery.
There are various [SA] regiment commanders who
are having daily political conferences with Hermann
either in person or through couriers.

In these letters to her worrying parents Carin more than once
embroidered on the distressing truth, such was her anxiety to
impress them with the wisdom of her new marriage. But as the
days went by, she noticed that her family maintained an icy si-
lence in Stockholm; only her mother continued to send food
parcels to them — the parcels were smuggled across the moun-
tains by the courier who carried the secret letters that were now
being exchanged between Goring and Hitler, who had been
committed to Landsberg Prison pending his trial for treason.

Harassed by Communists, who stoned her in the street,
breaking a bone in one foot, Carin moved into the hospital to be
with Hermann. His condition fluctuated badly. On November
26, just as the wound had closed, it broke open again. To muffle
the searing pain, the doctors began injecting morphine twice a
day. “Hermann is in a terrible state,” Carin wrote to her mother
on the last day of the month. “His leg hurts so much he can
hardly bear it.”

They operated on him under a general anesthetic,
and for the past three days he’s been running a high
temperature. His mind wanders, he weeps, he has
nightmares of street fighting, and all the time he is in
indescribable pain. His whole leg is a mass of rubber
tubes to drain off the pus.

As Hermann Goring bit his pillow and groaned incessantly,
Carin sat helplessly at his side. “I have to watch him suffer in
body and soul,” she wrote one month after the shooting, “and
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there’s hardly anything I can do to help ... His pain is as bad as
ever, despite his being dosed with morphine every day.”

A stream of visitors and well-wishers came to the hospital,
including Hitler’s sister Paula (“a charming, ethereal creature
with great soulful eyes set in a white face, quivering with love for
her brother”), Houston Stewart Chamberlain, and Siegfried
Wagner, son of the composer. Wagner had tried to buy
Hermann’s photograph in Munich — the famous one with a
helmet — but the photographers had sold out the entire stock of
forty thousand they had printed the week before. Through the
Nazi underground, meanwhile, they received clothes and other
necessities, and then more friends like Ernst “Putzi” Hanfstaengl
and Karl Bodenschatz came to bring him news of the coming
trial.

Goring sent a message to General Ludendorff, asking
whether he should surrender to Kahr’s police in the interests of
the party. Ludendorff advised him not to, since Goring was
more useful at large.

Here in Austria [Carin wrote, starry-eyed, to her
mother on December 20] National Socialism is espe-
cially strong, and I am sure that when Hermann is
well again he will find something to do here. A party
of a million members and “storm troops” of 100,000
armed men cannot be put down at one stroke.

Hitler’s methods have thus far only been for de-
cency and chivalry. That is why he is so beloved and
admired and has the whole of the masses behind him.
... Hitler is calm, he is full of life and faith now, after
the first few days when he was apathetic, refused to
eat ...

It was Carin’s tenderness that kept Goring going through those
painful weeks before Christmas of 1923. Each time he lifted his
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head on the hospital bed and opened his eyes he saw her radi-
ating peace and affection. On Christmas Eve he was allowed back
into the hotel, but it was a ghastly Christmas. The local SA
troops had sent over a small Christmas tree with candles berib-
boned in red, white, and black, but Goéring was still a sick man,
deathly white and trembling like a leaf.

“Dead tired,” wrote Carin a few days later, “he tried to
drag himself around on crutches.” The hotel was empty — all
the guests were celebrating elsewhere, except for a Scrooge-like
character who sat at the far end of the dining room, and two
young men in the company of females of dubious profession.
Seemingly star-crossed lovers, like Wagner’s Tristan and Isolde,
the Gorings shared this, their first married Christmas, in a
gloom that not even Carin’s party dress could lighten.

In her thoughts she was far away: At her parent’s home in
Sweden, with young Thomas, with gifts and feast and open fire.
At eight o’clock she could stand it no longer — she threw a coat
over her shoulders and went out to get some fresh air. It was
blowing hard outside, but she scarcely noticed. All at once she
heard the sounds of an organ and violin from an open window
above their own hotel apartment, playing “Silent Night.” “I
cried, of course,” she wrote her father afterward, “but recovered
my confidence and peace of mind again. I went back in to
Hermann, and I was able to cheer him up again. Two hours later
we were both fast asleep.”

She expressed a vague alarm at the metamorphosis that
seemed to be coming over her husband. “I hardly recognize him
now,” she wrote in the same letter to her father. “The whole
man seems to have changed. He barely utters a word — so ut-
terly depressed at this betrayal, so miserable. I never thought
Hermann could get so low.”

In Munich the Bavarian government prepared to put Hit-

82



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

ler on trial. Goring could only watch impotently from afar. “I
threatened,” he claimed to historian George Shuster, “that if
they held the trial in camera 1 would appeal directly to the
German public by newspaper articles.”

In the weeks before the trial Hitler remained in close touch

with him.

Yesterday and the day before [wrote Carin on January
2] Hitler’s lawyer was here. He came direct from the
fortress where Hitler is held, full of the latest news
and bringing letters from him. The lawyer visits Hit-
ler every day. Perhaps there won’t be any trial. If
there is, it won’t be to Kahr’s liking, because he’ll be in
the dock with the other two scoundrels [Seisser and
Lossow] ...

Money was becoming a real problem, although the hotel was
proud to have them as guests; they gave Goring a 30 percent
discount on everything and allowed him to run up a bill. “The
waiters are nearly all storm troopers,” said Carin in a letter dated
February 20, 1924. “They worship Hermann.” The Gorings
hated being thrown on the charity of their friends. Their pov-
erty fed their anti-Semitism. “I would rather die a thousand
times of hunger,” Carin wrote, “than serve a Jew.” And
Hermann, writing to her mother on the twenty-second, ex-
plained their plans thus: “I want to stay here until the [Hitler]
trial is over; but if there is then no prospect of us returning
home [to Munich], we should like to go to Sweden.” There he
hoped to find work — “Because I only want to go home to a
strongly nationalistic Germany, not to the present Jew-ridden
Republic.”

The trial of Adolf Hitler et alia began four days later. The
Gorings could not put Hitler and the other defendants out of
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their thoughts.

While I am writing this [noted Carin that morning,
February 26] my Hermann is stalking up and down
the room, occasionally leafing through a book, jotting
something down, glancing at the clock, looking at the
ceiling, sighing out loud, laughing, tossing a smile at
me . .. but beneath all that I can feel so keenly how he
is shaking within, trembling for Hitler!!!

The Munich trial ended with short prison sentences. In Inns-
bruck the Gorings lunched that day with Paula Hitler and tried
to look on the bright side.

The more we think about Hitler’s sentence [wrote
Carin on April 1] the better it looks to us. ... When
he is released, he can pick up where he left off, but
with hundreds of thousands of new followers who
came to him during the trial because of his wonderful,

noble character and intellect! . .. He received a brand-
new automobile yesterday as a gift from Director
Bechstein — you know, the piano and airplane

manufacturer. It is a Benz eight-seater, one-hundred
horsepower, specially ordered and built for Hitler;
and when the amnesty comes there will be another ex-
actly the same waiting for Hermann, a six-seater pre-
sented by Bechstein.

On March 5, the Innsbruck authorities had issued a passport to
Goring. But then Carin, who had been disturbed by his in-
creasing depression resulting from the injury and his inglorious
role as a voiceless exile during the trial, took a step that was again
to change their lives. After paying a farewell visit to Hermann’s
empty villa in Munich on April 5, she decided to see Hitler
himself in jail. Afterward, the incarcerated Fiithrer would in-
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scribe a photograph to her “in memory of your visit to Fortress
Landsberg.” Hitler gave to Carin Goring important instructions
to take back to her husband in Innsbruck: He was to establish
contact immediately with Benito Mussolini, whose Fascist
movement had come to power in Italy two years before.
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CHAPTER 4
Failure of a Mission

The ten months that Hermann and Carin Goéring spent in Italy
from the first days of May 1924 have been widely misinterpreted
by historians. It is plain that Hitler had appointed Goring to act
as his plenipotentiary in Italy, with the special mission of raising
a two-million-lire loan from Mussolini to help the Nazi party to
regain its lost momentum. It is equally plain, however, that
Goring did not see the Italian dictator.

Goring embarked on this task all too naively. He estab-
lished immediate contacts with the up-and-coming Fascist dip-
lomat Giuseppe Bastianini and with the former Munich corre-
spondent of the newspaper Corriere d’Italia, Dr. Leo Negrelli,
who a few weeks later joined Mussolini’s personal staff. The
many biographers who have accepted that the young German
aviator actually secured the audience he desired with Mussolini
are wrong, as Negrelli’s private papers make quite clear; and if

Carin’s unpublished letters give the impression that he did see
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Mussolini, this is in fact a tragic reflection on the relationship
that existed between them as this, the most harrowing period of
their life, began. Injured in his vanity, Goring evidently con-
cealed his failure from her: In her letters home, she described in
touching detail his (nonexistent) visits to the Italian dictator. It
is worth noting that when Goring sanctioned the publication of
some of these letters after her death, all such embarrassing em-
broideries on the truth were scrupulously removed.

In fact, his 1924 mission to Italy was an ignominious failure
— the certain origin of his barely concealed later contempt for
the Italian Fascists, of his decision to slink away from the political
scene for the following three years, and of his slide into the total
oblivion offered by morphine. The mission had started promis-
ingly enough. In Innsbruck, the owner of the hotel waived his
bill as a contribution to the Nazi cause, and recommended to
them the Hotel Britannia, situated right on the Grand Canal in
Venice.

For a week they vacationed there. Carin was in transports
of joy at being “in Venice,” as she put it, “en route for Rome.”
She found herself cruising the canals in a gondola while silken
threads of romantic music drifted around the ancient buildings.

The whole canal [she wrote to her mother] was
thronged with gondolas, each decked out with a
different-colored lantern, and there was singing eve-
rywhere. Soothing, surging — oh God, how romantic
it all was! On many of the gondolas there were casta-
nets, and virtually all of them had a guitar ... When-
ever we see something as beautiful as this, we think,
“Why can’t Mama see this?”

For a few days he browsed around the art galleries as he had as a
boy thirteen years before, admiring the paintings at Sienna and
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ogling the sculptures in Florence before moving on to Rome late
on Sunday, May 11. They booked confidently into the expensive
Hotel Eden, and the very next morning, while Carin was still
puttering around in pajamas, Goring set about his mission.

“Hermann,” Carin wrote proudly, “has been going at full
speed for an hour already. He’s going to look up Mussolini’s
adjutant first and settle a time to meet M. himself.”

Goring wanted a quick decision. He knew his wife was
homesick and longed to fold little Thomas into her arms again.
His intent was to dazzle Mussolini with his Pour le Mérite,
charm the big loan out of him for the Nazi party, then leave It-
aly for good, sailing via England and Norway or Denmark back
to Sweden. Carin’s father tried to dissuade them, cautioning her
that Goring would never find a job, and her mother warned her
too about Nils, her former husband, who was showing signs of
dementia: The presence of the Gorings in Stockholm would not
make things any easier for him. Carin did not care and said so.
“Consideration for him,” she expostulated to her mother, “must
have its limits! Hermann and I have had a long talk about this,
and we see completely eye to eye.”

But her husband’s troubles in Italy were just beginning.
Although armed with a personal letter from Hitler and a signed
authorization (Vollmacht) to negotiate — both documents now,
unfortunately, lost — he found that Mussolini showed no incli-
nation whatever to receive him. Why, indeed, should he enter
into talks with a defeated German political movement whose
plenipotentiary was himself a fugitive from justice? The only
useful contact that Goring made was with Giuseppe Bastianini,
to whom Negrelli introduced him during May.

As funds ran low, the Gorings had to move out of the
Eden into a cheaper hotel. “I took up residence in the Hotel de
Russie,” he reminisced candidly in 1945, “and as a hotel guest I
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saw the Fascists celebrating their great [election] victory with a
banquet there. That’s where I first set eyes on Mussolini, though
I didn’t speak to him. Later, down in the bar, I got to know
quite a lot of the Fascist party’s leaders.”

At St. Mark’s Square in Venice,
1924, GOring is snapped with
Carin by a street photographer.
His smile betrays a shadow of the
worries already besetting him.
GERMAN FEDERAL ARCHIVES

As the new Italian Parliament opened on May 24, 1924, all
that his doting wife saw was the panoply and pomp of Mussolini
and the royal courtiers in ceremonial dress.

“Right here in the hotel there was a state banquet for eight
hundred people,” Carin wrote to her mother the next day, “all
the royalty, Mussolini, all the ministers with their wives etc. ... I
hardly believe that we can get away from here yet, because
Hermann has to work with Mussolini himself on all the agree-
ments and negotiations between Mussolini and Hitler ... This is
a huge responsibility for him. But I believe it’s all going far bet-
ter than even Hitler imagined in his boldest dreams.”

She obviously had not the faintest idea that Hermann had
lied to her — that Mussolini was refusing to see him. “Musso-
lini,” she gushed in the same letter, “is a strong personality but
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in my opinion a bit theatrical and very spoiled in his manner.
That may be explained by the nauseating flattery that surrounds
him. The merest word he utters is regarded by this disgusting
crowd as if it had emanated from God Almighty!!!! To me, Hit-
ler is the more genuine; above all he is a genius, full of the love
of truth and a burning faith.” She referred to the similarities
between their two political movements, and concluded, “Sym-
pathy here for Hitler and his work is tremendous. You cannot
imagine how enthusiastically the entire Fascist party here re-
ceives Hermann as Hitler’s representative.”

For Carin Goring, as a letter written a few weeks later
shows, Adolf Hitler was Germany’s last hope of a place in the
sun. “We have not had such a man in the world in one hundred

years, I believe. I worship him totally . . . His time will come.”

Mussolini told Hermann [so Carin reassured her wor-
ried mother on July 27] that he had had to overcome
many more difficulties than Hitler ... The Fascists
here had many dead and thousands wounded before
they pulled it off, but Hitler has had only thirty dead.
Mussolini has absolute faith in Hitler alone in Ger-
many, and will not sign one single treaty, or meet with
anyone, or in particular deal with any government of
which Hitler is not the head.

All this was not even near the truth. Her husband had intro-
duced into the preliminary negotiations with Bastianini an ex-
traneous element that rendered them certainly vexatious to the
[talian government and probably hopeless from the start. The
part-owner of the Grand Hotel Britannia, where they were
staying in Venice, was one Rudolfo Walther, who although born
in Venice was a German national; under the Versailles Treaty of
1919, Rome had declared his share of the hotel forfeit; and al-
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though Goring now pleaded Walther’s case for exemption with
an obstinacy worthy of a better cause — he had no option but to
sing for his supper in this way — neither Bastianini nor Negrelli
would humor him.

Throughout the early summer of 1924 Goring stayed in
Rome, badgering Bastianini and Negrelli about the hotel in
Venice, about the loan to the Nazi party, and about the terms of
a secret deal to be signed between Mussolini and Hitler, the ex-
traordinary history of which was later summarized in a letter by
Bastianini to Mussolini:

In May [1924] I established contact with Mr.
Hermann Goring, a member of the Reichstag [this
was not so] and Adolf Hitler’s alter ego, introduced to
me by Negrelli. He expressed to me the strong wish of
his Fithrer and of his party to arrive at an agreement
with the P.N.F. [Fascist Party] because they are con-
vinced of the need for a close co-existence between It-
aly and Germany on the one hand, and between the
nationalists of the two countries on the other.

Bastianini continued that Goring and Negrelli had between
them drafted two secret agreements, which they hoped Musso-
lini and Hitler would sign. “Your Excellency,” Bastianini would
remind Mussolini in November, “accepted them in substance
but rejected them in form.”

Unfortunately for his larger purpose, Goring continued to
pester Bastianini about the Walther hotel case, urging him to
take it up with Guido Jung, the politician who had the power to
arbitrate in such sequestration cases. When Bastianini fobbed
him off with solecisms, Goring became obnoxious and even more
importunate, writing to Negrelli anti-Semitic remarks about
Jung and the Banca Commerciale, the financial institution that
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was trying to dispossess the unfortunate Walther, until finally,
in Bastianini’s eloquent words to Mussolini, “Goring ... at our
request departed from Rome for Venice, where he is at the pre-
sent time.”

If Goring recognized this as a first-round defeat, he kept it
all from Carin. Nevertheless, the change in mood is unmistak-

able in her last letter written home from Rome:

We don’t get so much news from Germany. I expect
things are gloomy there. Hitler has gone into com-
plete seclusion and is writing his first book, “Four and
a Half Years’ Struggle against Stupidity, Lies and
Cowardice” [soon to be changed to Mein Kampf] ...
Hermann, who is in command of all the armed
troops, also has his share of troubles: now that he’s not

there himself, everything has to go through other
hands.

During his last days in Rome Goring drafted two important se-
cret agreements. The first was to Mussolini as prime minister,
and addressed the thorny problem of the South Tyrol — the
beautiful mountain region, populated largely by Germans,
which had been turned over to Italy after the war and renamed
“Alto Adige.” In this remarkable deal, Goring and Hitler were
secretly offering to Mussolini to sell out the South Tyrol in re-
turn for an Italian loan and official recognition for the Nazi
party upon its revival. With Hitler’s written authority, Goring

offered in this first document:

1. To make unmistakably clear that it [the Nazi
party] does not recognize that there is any Alto Adige
question and that it recognizes absolutely and without
hesitation the status quo, i.e., Italian possession. ...
The NSDAP [Nazi party] will do everything possible,
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starting right now, to discourage the German people
from revisionist thoughts in regard to Alto Adige.

2. To argue that our reparations obligations to-
ward Italy as imposed by the Versailles Treaty must be
properly fulfilled.

3. To instigate an immediate campaign in the press
at our disposal for a rapprochement between Ger-
many and Italy . ..

In return for this valuable real estate, Goring’s letter politely
asked the dictator to “help out” Hitler by giving certain under-
takings:

1. That, in the event that the NSDAP comes to
power in Germany, whether by legal or illegal means,
the Italian government will refrain from putting
military pressure on this new German government
and will not join in if such moves are initiated by
third powers. ... The P.N.F. will render prompt aid
to the NSDAP by every means (including press cover-
age, speeches by Members of Parliament, and loans);

2. That, with regard to Italy’s guarantee of the
Versailles Treaty (especially toward France) ... she
will not set herself up as a champion or defender of
any demands or claims submitted by other states
against the new German government.

In the second secret document, which was addressed to the Ital-
ian Fascist party headquarters, Goring asked outright for a con-
fidential loan to keep Hitler’s moribund party alive. “The most
total secrecy will be observed,” he promised. “The agreement will
be known on our side only to the Fithrer of our movement, to
the trustee assigned by our party, and to the undersigned.”
Goring suggested a loan of two million lire, payable in install-
ments and repayable over five years, with “the entire chattels
and real estate (cash, property, cars, etc.)” of the Nazi party as
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collateral. To justify the loan, Goring explained that the party
was now shaping up for its crucial fight against the wealthy de-
mocratic system and against a rising Communist tide in Ger-
many, awash with funds from Moscow.

Hermann Goring posted these letters by registered mail to
Negrelli for him to deliver to Mussolini in person and left with
Carin for Venice on August 11, 1924. They were now cruelly im-

>

poverished. “Hermann has learned a lot here,” she had written
in her last letter from Rome, two weeks earlier. “I think much of
it has been painful to his soul, but it has certainly been necessary
for his development.”

Back at the Grand Hotel Britannia in Venice, he waited for
a response to the two letters: None would ever come. Meanwhile
he became even more beholden to Rudolfo Walther, whose in-
terest was in neither Germany, nor Italy, nor the South Tyrol,
but in his beautiful hotel. “You can stay as long as you want,”
Walther tempted the two Gorings: “Months, if you wish!” But
they could not overlook the eagerness with which Walther
waited for official word about the fate of his hotel. Hitler had
vaguely promised to send them money, but he was still in jail
and no money came. “The hotel says nothing,” Carin wrote
guiltily to her mother, begging more money, “but one feels it in
the air.”

In an astoundingly ingenuous attempt to twist Mussolini’s
arm, Goring inflated the hotel claim to a test case to prove “Fas-
cist sincerity” toward the Nazi cause. If deprived of his hotel,
argued Goring, Walther would have to emigrate — but the Nazi
party needed him where he was. “Our party would regard this
as a very special favor and as proof that our negotiations are be-
ing treated with the kind of importance that we are entitled to
expect.”

Evidently the Gorings were still planning to leave soon, be-
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cause they obtained a new passport in Venice on August 26.
While waiting for word from Mussolini, Goring strolled around
the island city. A street photographer snapped the already quite
stout Hermann with his surprisingly tall wife as they fed the pi-
geons in a piazza on September 5. In the Italian political crisis
that flared up after Fascist thugs murdered the Socialist Mat-
teotti, Goring adopted a different tack. His letters became
effusive. Hearing that leftists had retaliated by butchering
Casalini, one of Mussolini’s lieutenants, he scribbled an offer to
Negrelli to place himself “as a simple fascist” at Italy’s disposal in
any showdown with the Communists that might result now: “I’d
be very sad,” he wrote, “if I couldn’t join in when the balloon
goes up. Please pass on my request to Bastianini or your com-
mander. I beg you to do all you can so I can help the fight: at
very least I could go along as a liaison man to our own move-
ment. And if things got really hot, as an aviator!”

He sent a similar letter to Mussolini the next day. Impa-
tient at receiving no reply to any of these letters, on September
19 he picked up his pen again. “I'd be very grateful,” he wrote
tersely to Negrelli, “for a few urgent lines as to ... how far the
matter has got and what steps are being taken to expedite it. In
fact I should be glad to hear that anything at all was coming of
our negotiations.”

He continued this letter with an important insight into the

way his political thinking was developing:

The attitude of Austria [he wrote, referring to the
South Tyrol issue] is of no consequence, since this lit-
tle state — 70 percent of whose people want Anschluss
[union with Germany] anyway — will be incorporated
into Germany as soon as we are strong again. Thus
Germany will be more or less obliged to face the ...
issue of the South Tyrol. If, when that time comes, a
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party that is hostile to Fascism is in power in the Ger-
man Reich, the resulting tilt toward France will pro-
duce a lineup hostile to Italy . ..

So Italy must cast around for what helpers she
can: and what better helper than a National Socialist
Germany under Hitler’s leadership? Just picture the
advantage if a German government voluntarily
crushes any South Tyrolean revisionism and freely
guarantees Italy’s northern frontier!

Goring added that he himself was drafting a pamphlet explain-
ing to his party friends why Alsace-Lorraine (both German
provinces that France had annexed), as well as West Prussia and
Danzig (claimed by Poland), were far more important to true
Germans than the South Tyrol and its “tiny towns” of Merano
and Bolzano.

As a quid pro quo, however, he wanted proofs of Italian
sincerity, and these, he told Negrelli, would be:

1. the final signing of our agreement;

2. payment of finite installments on the loan in
return for which we shall place our [Nazi party] press
at the disposal of your Fascist propaganda; and

3. a friendly attitude toward our representatives.

By “our representatives” he meant, of course, hotel-owner
Rudolfo Walther in Venice. Goring also asked for the first in-
stallments to be paid up front, before Hitler publicly “sold out”
the South Tyrol. “This,” he reminded Negrelli, “would only cost
you a loan of two millions. In return you receive an invaluable
mouthpiece in our press. Besides, you will get your two millions
back within five years at the most.”

Again there was no response from Rome. In a crusty letter
to Negrelli on September 23, Goring voiced suspicions that for
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all their fine promises neither he nor Bastianini had done any-
thing even about Walther’s hotel, and he rudely alleged that
“the Jewish Banca Commerciale” was at the bottom of it — “it
wants to take it over in a typically vile Jewish way.” For months
now, Goring grumbled, they had been negotiating: Surely, he
pleaded, Mussolini or Jung must have half an hour to spare
(“When you talk to Jung, remember that he’s a Jew!”)

His plan to emigrate to Sweden now took on more concrete
form. He applied for jobs there and disclosed this to Hitler in a
letter.

Carin began hunting for somewhere to live in Stockholm,
but it was not easy: “We can’t live with my parents,” she wrote to
an old friend there, “as they have only one room each and a
dining room. Likewise Fanny, likewise Lily.” (She made no
mention of her third sister, Mary, who lived in the von Rosens’
castle, Rockelstad.) “If only,” she wrote, “I knew somebody who
would rent one or two rooms to us.”

Plagued by poverty, she begged her parents for cash while
Hermann did what odd jobs he could around Venice. Their
German friends looked the other way. Promising to use his fam-
ily connections in Sweden, General Ludendorff wrote thin
words of consolation: “I know that a Hermann Goring will al-

'))

ways fight through

“The trouble is,” explained Carin to her mother,
“Hermann cannot possibly nor will he join a firm where there is
one iota of Jewish blood ... That would bring disgrace on his
whole position and on Hitler and his entire philosophy. We
would rather starve to death, both of us.”

Unemployed and in fact unemployable, given his worsen-
ing condition, Goring spent the last two days of September de-
scribing their plight in an unvarnished letter to Hitler. On Oc-

tober 1, he went out for a stroll around the city, hoping that this
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was the day that Hitler would be released from Landsberg: be-
cause then, he was sure, Hitler’s book, Mein Kampf, would be
published, and Hitler would become rich enough to repay to
them what they had sunk into the party. “Hitler won’t leave us
in the lurch,” wrote Carin that day. “Not us who have sacrificed
everything for him and the fatherland.” But Hitler remained in
jail. From Olga and Paula Goring Hermann received these lines:
“You can live with us as long as you wish. That would be the
greatest joy you could give us.” But he knew that his sisters were
poorer than himself. His eyes were still on Sweden; a leading
airplane manufacturer had asked him to mail his résumé, and he
was dealing with Carl Flormann, the Swedish air pioneer who
had just formed an aviation company called A. B. Aerotransport
in Stockholm.

Carin’s father begged her in a harshly worded letter not,
for God’s sake, to return to Sweden without a firm job for
Hermann. She kept the letter to herself and told her husband
only of the little money that she had received from her mama
that day. She thanked her mother immediately.

All that we had was used up over a week ago. We have
gone through such hard times lately. I cannot tell you
how it was. Never in this life was it so hard to exist in
spite of all the happiness I have with my darling
Hermann. ... If I didn’t have him, I could never have
stood it all. . . . He always consoles me when I whine.

Hitler can do nothing. He himself is penniless and
everything that the party had was confiscated — every
stick of furniture, every automobile, the lot! ... For a
long time I have had deep down a very positive feel-
ing that God will help us, he won’t forget us. But
sometimes life is difficult!!!

Unable to afford a ticket to anywhere, the Gorings were trapped
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in Venice. It was no longer a pleasure for them. One can almost
hear Negrelli groan at the opening words of Hermann’s next
letter on October 15: “As you can see, we are still here . ..” In this
letter Goring angrily complained at being “led by the nose” and
demanded as the accredited representative of a movement with
four million voters and eight million supporters to be taken se-
riously. He indicated that when released, the Fiihrer, Adolf
Hitler, would want to visit Rome with Goring to continue the
Fascist-Nazi party negotiations in person. “However, he would
not come unless he could be sure of an audience with Musso-
lini,” warned Goring — and the querulous tone shows once
more how tenuous were the contacts that he had established
with Rome. For good measure, he threw in a lecture for Negrelli
on the importance of a crusading anti-Semitism for nationalist
movements everywhere. “The Jews,” he wrote, “must be fought
in every country.”

Goring had an added reason for impatience with Rome
now. Acting on his advice, Hitler had issued an official Nazi
party declaration expressing a lack of interest in the South Ty-
rol. The consequences had been the most immediate and wide-
spread condemnation of the party by other nationalist group-
ings and by the entire German press. Hitler had been stripped
of his Austrian citizenship, and all those Nazis who had taken
refuge in the Tyrol after the beer hall putsch had been summa-
rily expelled. Yet all that Goring could extract from Rome were
the vaguest unofficial expressions of goodwill.

Hermann had been on the run for nearly a year now, and
it pained him to see Carin withering away in this Venice hotel
with its red plush trappings and pretentious menus in kitchen
French — the “consommé a la Butterfly” and the “volaille a la

»

Chanteclair.” Munich and the brouhaha of November 1923

seemed part of another world. “How many fine dreams have
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gone their worldly ways,” sighed Carin in a letter written on the
anniversary of the putsch, “and how many ‘good friends’ too.”
She longed for a home of her own again:

At home I could set the table myself with a few
flowers from the market, I could speak naturally
without the next table eavesdropping on every word,
I could laugh out loud, I could jump up and plant a
kiss on Hermann in the midst of everything . ..

When shall we be spared the monotony of three
fresh towels neatly hung over the wash basin each
morning, instead of hearing Hermann’s voice — half
reproachful, half apologetic — calling out, “Carin,
perhaps it is time for me to have a fresh towel, I've
had this one for ages,” and to quarrel, just a tiny little
bit!

Between them they developed a plan for her to sell off the villa
at Obermenzing, while Hermann traveled to Sweden by a
roundabout route through Austria and Poland to avoid arrest
in Germany. But how to buy the tickets? Sitting in the hotel
lobby while Carin brooded upstairs, Hermann composed a letter
in painful, prosaic Swedish to her mother on October 22, 1924:
“For one year we have grappled with our singular fate. Often we
are in despair, but our faith in God’s help has fortified us. Carin
is so brave, so sweet to me and such a great comfort that I cannot
thank her enough.”

Unstinting in his flattery of her mother, since this was an
emergency, he added: “We long for our beloved, wonderful
Mama and hope to God that we shall see our Mama again as
soon as possible and can sit down together and describe our
eventful life this last year and can start a new life full of sun-
shine!”

The money came, but they postponed their departure for

100



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

Sweden once again. Perhaps it was because Leo Negrelli, bom-
barded by Goring with press clippings proving the damage that
the Nazi party had suffered because of its sellout of the South
Tyrol, had come to Venice to see them. He offered to speed up
the outstanding matters and warmly approved of plans that
Goring now outlined to stand as a Nazi candidate for the Ger-
man Reichstag. In a letter on November 28, however, Goring
once again voiced ill-concealed anger at the Italian government’s
failure to enter any agreement with him. “To date,” he wrote,
“we alone have kept our promises to the letter, incurring a lot of
unpleasantness in the process.” Possibly hinting at his imminent
departure, he concluded: “For other reasons too this is becom-

On December 3, 1924, Carin sat in their room upstairs
alone, because Hermann had gone off for “important confer-
ences” (or so he had told her). The skies above Venice had
opened and the rains lashed down on gray lagoons and canals as
far as the eye could see. Life in this hotel was not dull, she
reflected — among the guests was composer Franz Lehdr, and
they got all the opera tickets they could use. When tenor Rafaelli
Giuseppe sang, they both wept like children, and returned to
their hotel existence to listen to an American, a Mrs. Steel,
loudly boasting of her life in Chicago and of the automobiles
owned by her husband, herself, her daughter and her son. “We
never walk a step,” she exclaimed. Another guest was the former
queen of Spain, a frail, pale-skinned creature with jet-black hair;
surrounded by her fawning exiled retinue. She had had to pawn
her pearls, and she handed out signed photographs in return
for little favors.

But Carin too was living a fantasy herself, here in the

Grand Hotel Britannia. “Have I told you about our meetings
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with Mussolini?” she wrote wistfully to her mother. “It is a won-
derful thing to be with him ... Hermann has two important
conferences today.”

On that same day Goring was complaining in a handwrit-
ten letter to Leo Negrelli once again about the Fascists’ failure to
respond, and his letter mentions nothing about any “impor-
tance conferences” that day.

They did not spend that Christmas of 1924 together, be-
cause Hitler had now been released from prison and Go6ring had
sent his wife posthaste to Munich to lay bare their plight to him
and extort what funds she could from him or the other Nazi
potentates.

Goring himself had now abandoned all hope of any secret
agreement with the Italians despite Hitler’s public sacrifice of the
South Tyrol. Carin repeated this gloomy prognosis to the
Fiihrer. Hitler was evidently more understanding than Goring’s
erstwhile Nazi comrades. Ernst Rohm had languidly sought
contact with Goring soon after Rohm’s release from prison, but
Carin warned Hermann in a letter on January 13, 1925, against
having anything to do with this flabby homosexual. “Please

")

don’t put too much trust in him!!!!” she wrote. “Now he’s only
seeking contact with you because he’s feeling rather alone.”

As for the other Nazis, Max Amann, who was to publish
Hitler’s Mein Kampf in three months’ time, had only words of
censure for Goring; the Hanfstaengls “only talked of their own
money troubles”; and Hitler was still waiting for funds to arrive
from a man (either an Italian or millionaire piano manufacturer
Bechstein) whom Carin’s letter of the seventeenth identified

only as “Bimbaschi”:

They [the Hanfstaengls] told me that Bimbaschi was
supposed to have given Hitler a firm promise of a siz-
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able donation ... Bimb. had told H. that he wanted
nothing more to do with the party, and that this sum
was for Hitler personally! In addition Bimb. is said to
have complained a lot about you, saying you had
written him “harsh letters” and he had sent you over
four thousand ... Hitler is expecting the money any
moment and he has promised me positively, time af-
ter time, that he will let me know immediately when
the money is there.

In the rest of this letter from Bavaria, Carin gave her exiled hus-
band advice on how to approach Hitler with his idea of transfer-
ring operations to Sweden, which people in the party might well
find hard to swallow. He should write the Fithrer a concise letter
(“because he has so very much to do”), and above all gloss over
the failure in Italy. “Please,” she cajoled him, “don’t be too pes-
simistic about Italy and his plans there.”

“At our first meeting here before Christmas [Carin wrote],
I told Hitler about your talks with the gentlemen in Rome. He
knows also that the transactions were about an alliance, about the
two million lire, and about the South Tyrol question.”

If, she continued, Hermann now admitted to Hitler that
Mussolini’s men were refusing even to see him anymore, Hitler
would surely dismiss her as “muddle-headed.” She had men-
tioned the negotiations only so that Hitler could see how hard
her husband had slaved for him — “So that he wouldn’t think
you were incompetent,” she told Hermann candidly, adding
hastily, “I adhered strictly to the truth just as you told me.”
Thus Hermann’s letter to Hitler should explain that while at the
time the loan had seemed feasible, the fact that the Nazi party
had recently suffered an electoral setback suggested that there
was nothing to be gained from any kind of deal with the Fascists.
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I would indeed advise you [Carin wrote] to in-
clude in your letter to Hitler the treaty proposals
drafted at the time so that he can see for himself the
trouble you went to and will readily pay the expenses
you incurred . .. Emphasize that personally you stand
very well with the gentlemen [in Rome]! ...

If you were to begin now suddenly telling Hitler
only of the impossibilities in Italy and of your own
plans in Sweden (my native country), he might easily
get the impression that you are prompted by purely
personal motives, that you mean to go to Sweden at
any price and are abandoning all hope of securing an
understanding with the Fascists ... In that case he
won’t pay us anything . ..

Hitler is our only salvation now (with the excep-
tion of the sale of the villa). Everyone is waiting impa-
tiently for the funds from Bimbaschi. You can be cer-
tain I am watching out for them too! They want to get
the better of you and certainly don’t want you to get
any of the money, because they want it all for them-
selves. I don’t believe that we have one single unselfish
friend!

Leo Negrelli had in fact duly passed on to Bastianini in Rome
the newspaper clippings about Hitler and letters that Goring
sent him, but he had not bothered to inform Goring in Venice.
When he now wrote to Goring mentioning the Nazis’ poor elec-
tion showing, Goring was stung to send back his most truculent
letter yet. “Elections,” he pointed out, “have nothing to do with
a promise that has been given. I am convinced that M[ussolini]
will be very upset when he hears how we have been given the
run-around. ... Either you have the authority to approach M.
directly, in which case you could have done so long ago, or you
do not. ... It puts me in a hideous position now, because I am
being blamed for letting myself be duped — because on my ad-

104



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

vice we have done everything, and have received nothing in
return.” Cutting a very small figure now, Goring pleaded with
Negrelli to secure for him at least a press interview with the
Duce, claiming to be writing a book about Mussolini and his
party — “Otherwise we shall both earn a reputation for being
bunglers and dilettantes who are all talk and no action.” He con-
cluded this letter (which of course made plain beyond perad-
venture that he had not yet seen Mussolini) with a reminder
that was more threat than promise: “Don’t forget one thing.
There is a future, and we shall not forget those who did some-
thing for us.” He added the postscript: “My wife has already
been in Munich for some weeks.”

Already packing to leave for Sweden, Hermann Goring was
a disappointed and humiliated man. Negrelli had not even
bothered to send back the press clippings about Hitler to him. “I
have just received word from Hitler,” Goring chided the Italian
on February 12, 1925. “He says you should have told me straight
out if you couldn’t get access to M.” He gave Negrelli “one last
chance” to reap the rewards of success himself — “Otherwise,” he
continued, abandoning pride for candor, “I am afraid that H.
will send other negotiators who will get to M. direct, and that
will leave me looking pretty stupid.”

This time Negrelli did claim to have shown the letter to
Mussolini. Inspired with fresh optimism, Goring rushed a
packet of books on Hitler for Negrelli to show to the Duce. “If
only I can speak with M.,” he wrote, “I shall be able to work eve-
rything out. ... So please arrange the interview rapidly. You
might say that I've got to leave and it is important for me to
have spoken with M. first because I really am writing a little book
about him and the fascio for propaganda in Germany. It would
look dumb then if I have never seen him.”

This poignant letter to Negrelli was typed in clumsy capi-

105



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

tals — evidently by Hermann Goring himself. Perhaps he did
not want Carin to see it, with its shaming admission that he had
lied about seeing the great Italian dictator. Moreover, the letter’s
wooden phrasing hints at the inroads already made into his
mental stability by their humiliating plight and, of course, by
the pain-killing injections of morphine that he was now getting
several times a day.

This lowering darkness was now pierced by one ray of
light. A telegram came from Negrelli: Its text is lost but Goring
replied with alacrity to him at Mussolini’s Press Office: VENICE
FEB 13 2315 + THANKS FOR TELEGRAM EVERYTHING ALLRIGHT
(the last word was in English).

Negrelli marked the telegram: “Duce.”

At last the indolent mandarins in Rome seemed to be stir-
ring, probably aroused by the unexpected revival in Nazi for-
tunes in Germany: Hitler had firmly resumed control of the
party and had ousted all usurpers and pretenders to his throne
like General von Ludendorff. On February 16, 1925, the Nazi
party was again legalized (though the SA was still banned). On
that day Carin paid Hitler a secret visit in Munich, and reported
to Venice the next morning what the Fiihrer had said:

1. He is of course ready to go to Mussolini and he’s al-
ready having his papers (passport, etc.) put in order
... However he will come only if he can deal person-
ally with Mussolini himself. He does not want to speak
with any of the underlings ... 2. With regard to the
South Tyrol question he takes exactly the same stand
as ever — that for him there is no problem. 3. He
wants to confer with M. only after he has sufficient
backing ... At present his authority does not extend
beyond the four walls of his little apartment at No. 41,
Thiersch Strasse [in Munich]. In a few days he will
have himself acclaimed Fithrer again ... [and] he will
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represent two million people, in a people’s movement.

“He leaves it to your judgment,” continued Carin, “to size up
the situation with Mussolini. He asks you to make clear to M.
that this is a populist movement and not a parliamentary setup
... He was very cordial,” she wrote, “kissed my hand again and
again, sends you his best wishes, etc.”

Goring sent Carin’s report straight to Bastianini, who for-
warded it to Mussolini with the eight-month dossier of letters
from Goring, the press clippings, and the tedious memoranda
on the Walther hotel affair. He guiltily reminded Mussolini that,
acting on the Duce’s instructions, he had clearly given Goring to
understand that the Fascists accepted the spirit of his proposals,
though not without reservations.

Since then [Bastianini advised his prime minister] the
situation in Germany has undergone remarkable
changes. Once persecuted and unrecognized, the Na-
zis have now recovered their material and political
rights; their capo, Adolf Hitler, has been restored to
freedom and to the Fihrership of his movement.
Goring has now stated in a letter to Negrelli that they
are no longer thinking in terms of an agreement . ..

He therefore recommended that Mussolini humor the Ger-
man’s residual requests, given the unquestionably pro-Italian
Nazi line on the South Tyrol, namely the request for an inter-
view and the desequestration of Rudolfo Walther’s hotel. “To
allow the matter to go by the board would,” Bastianini submit-
ted, “create a disastrous impression of Italian and Fascist loyalty.”
Concluding that the luckless Hermann Goring had now been

awaiting a decision in Venice for six months, Bastianini urged
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Mussolini to grant him an interview. “He only asks not to be
sent away without moral satisfaction after his hopes have been
aroused.”

Mussolini — this much is plain — did not unbend and see
Goring even now. The hotel affair wasn’t settled, either.

That spring of 1925, depressed and defeated, the Gorings
scraped together enough money to leave for Sweden. Carin had
sold the villa and shipped their surviving furniture to a little
apartment at No. 23, Odengatan, in Stockholm. From Sweden
her downhearted husband sent one last picture postcard to Dr.
Leo Negrelli in Rome, expressing his joy at seeing familiar sur-
roundings again and inquiring whether he should write to “M.”
again in connection with the Walther affair. “We often think
with gratitude,” his postcard ended, “of beautiful Italy and of
our friends there.”
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CHAPTER 5

Asylum for the Criminally
Insane

For the remaining twenty years of his life Hermann Goring
would wage a grim and not always successful struggle against the
evil dictatorship of the morphine addiction to which his Aus-
trian surgeons had introduced him. It was not a public battle.
He fought, lost, and won this tragic campaign in the privacy of
his own soul. When he assured Erhard Milch in 1933 that he had
defeated the craving, it was probably true; but when his air-
force generals saw him in later years, his eyes glazed and face
masklike, it was clear to them that the tyrant morphine had oc-
cupied his body once again.

To those familiar with the drug’s effects on the human
frame, the case of Hermann Goring provided all the circum-
stantial evidence they needed. Morphine is capable of rendering

a person of honest character completely untrustworthy, of pro-

109



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

ducing delusions that in turn result in criminal actions, of in-
creasing glandular activities, and of generating side effects like
outpourings of immense vital energy and what the pharmaceu-
tical textbooks describe as “grotesque vanity.” The morphine
addict may find his imagination stimulated, his oratory more
fluid, but then a state of languor supervenes, followed on occa-
sions by deep sleep. As General Helmut Forster would be heard
telling fellow air-force generals four days after World War 11
ended, “I've seen the Reichsmarschall nod off in midconference
— for instance, if the conferences went on too long and the
morphine wore off. That was the commander in chief of our air
force!”

In Stockholm the Goérings had moved into a modest
apartment in the neighborhood where Carin had once lived
with Nils. If she was startled to find Thomas, now thirteen, al-
most as tall as herself, her family was shocked at the change in
her once lithe and handsome husband, now in steep physical
and mental decline, his body consumed by the vital opiate that
he craved. He was listless, overweight, and short-tempered to
the point of physical violence.

Carin sent him out alone to make friends with her own old
circle, an odd experience that Stockholm lawyer Carl Ossbahr
would still recall nearly sixty years later:

A rather stout gentleman turned up, wearing a white
suit that looked somewhat out of place on him. It
didn’t go with his physique at all, and I wondered
who he could be. He introduced himself as Hermann
Goring, and then I knew that he had got the Pour le
Mérite — and you didn’t get that for nothing. I sup-
pose he did the same with Carin’s other friends.

Ossbahr had them to dinner several times. The German visitor
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talked politics most of the time, but not in the manner of an
agitator at all. He left Ossbahr some books to read, including
Mein Kampf, but the lawyer never got around to reading it. On
one occasion Goring admitted that he was addicted to mor-
phine, but he said he was fighting back. “I have such great tasks
ahead of me,” he said, “that I simply have to be cured.”

Ossbahr found Carin a changed woman. She was now “a bit
peculiar, something of a mystic.” He was mildly taken aback
when she insisted on reading his palm. The atmosphere around
the couple left this lawyer with a feeling of “something somehow
unreal” — it was hard to describe. “Her wish was his command.
He wasn’t her slave, but almost. Goring was clearly even more
deeply in love than she.” After 1925 Ossbahr lost sight of the
couple, never dreaming then that Captain Goring of No. 23
Odengatan would one day become the great Hermann Géring
of Germany.

For months the ingratitude of the party gnawed at
Goring’s mind. He had written to Hitler about resuming com-
mand of the SA once the ban on it was lifted, but Hitler had
tartly responded that the SA was his own business and that
Goring should keep his nose out of it. Goring then reminded
Hitler of the party’s indebtedness to him, and “carefully filed
away” this correspondence, as he disclosed in an embittered let-
ter to Captain Lahr, the veteran who had bought the Ober-
menzing villa. The letter, written from Stockholm on June 26,
1925, seethed at the hypocritical “nationalist [volkische] circles”
and “party hacks” around Hitler; the Nazi party, grumbled
Goring, had ruined him by its “utter brutality and ruthless-
ness.” “It has shown,” he added, “not one spark of conscience or
comradeship.” He advised Lahr to profit from his own experi-
ence. Gone was his previous “blazing admiration” for the
Fuhrer, Adolf Hitler. “I wrote to the Fithrer but got back just
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empty words of consolation. To date I have still not received one
pfennig from either Ludendorff or Hitler — nothing but a load
of promises and photographs signed ‘in deepest loyalty.” ”

Goring took a job as a pilot with a new company, Nordiska
Flygrederiet, operating between Stockholm and Danzig. But it
lasted only a few weeks — perhaps his drug addiction was found
out. It was an expensive habit, and the funds that Carin had
brought from Germany ran out. She had to be hospitalized with
heart trouble and tuberculosis. They pawned furniture, and her
sister Lily sold her piano to pay the medical expenses and buy
more morphine for Hermann. He made no secret of his addic-
tion. One of Carin’s girlfriends would later recall walking with
them in the hills outside Stockholm (he was anxious to lose
weight). For a while, she noticed, Hermann looked taut and
odd; then he disappeared briefly and returned looking visibly
better and talking freely.

His decline steepened. On occasions he became so violent
toward Carin and Thomas that she fled to her parents. Once, he
opened a window and threatened to kill himself. “Let him jump,
Mama!” screamed Thomas, white with fear. The family physi-
cian, Dr. Froderstrom, recommended that he should enter a
drug-withdrawal clinic for a month, and he registered volun-
tarily at the Aspuddens Nursing Home on August 6, 1925.

For a while all went well. On the twentieth, he wrote to
Carin’s girlfriend, vacationing in Norway, looking forward to

joining her for some long stiff walks:

I want to regain my former health and trim figure
by climbing mountains, since the cure that [ am suc-
cessfully undergoing here has eliminated the main
causes of my unnatural bulk. I am vain and coquettish
about this — usually a female prerogative.

But this is merely an excuse. I go quite wild when I
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think that my trusty old ice pick will soon be clatter-
ing on Norwegian glacier ice. I also believe that my old
energy and zest for life will return. What is it like in
the evening at your hotel, by the way? Does one have
to wear a dinner jacket?

He never found out. Ten days later he suffered a violent relapse,
and Carin herself would sign the necessary papers for him to be
committed to a lunatic asylum.

The extraordinary Swedish medical dossier recording
Hermann Goring’s committal to Langbro Asylum tells a desper-
ate tale. Nurse Anna Tornquist reported how the behavior of
“Captain von [sic] Goring” during the last two days of his stay at
the clinic left no choice but to commit him:

Until then things had gone calmly although he was
easily irritated and insisted on his doses. On Sunday,
August 30, Captain Goring’s craving for Eukodal* be-
came much greater, and he insisted on getting the
quantity he himself determined. At about 5:00 p.m. he
broke open the medicine cupboard and took two
shots of the two percent Eukodal solution himself. Six
nurses could do nothing to stop him, and he behaved
in a very threatening manner. Captain Goring’s wife
was afraid that he might even kill someone in his
frenzy.

By Monday he had quieted down. The medical superintendent,
Dr. Hjalmar Enestrom, ordered him given a sedative and a shot
of morphine. Goring told him he was willing to adhere to the
prescribed doses.

At about 10:00 A.M. on Tuesday [September 1,

* Eukodal, a controlled substance under the Reich Narcotics Act, was the
synthetic morphine derivate dihydro-hydroxy-codeinon hydrochloride, to be
injected intravenously.
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1925], however, the patient became troublesome and
again demanded medication. He jumped out of bed,
got dressed and shouted that he wanted to go out and
meet death somehow, since somebody who had killed
forty-five people had no other choice now than to
take his own life. As the street door was locked, he
could not get out; so he ran up to his room and
armed himself with a cane, which turned out to con-
tain some sort of sword. The patient was given the
additional injections, and remained in bed demanding
still more.

When police and firemen arrived at about 6:00
p.M. he refused to go along with them. He tried to re-
sist but soon found it futile.

Wrapped in a straitjacket he was taken by ambulance to another
hospital, the Katarina. They opened a case-history file:

Goring, Hermann Wilhelm: German Air Force
lieutenant. Cause of illness: abuse of morphine and
Eukodal; severe withdrawal symptoms. Was removed
by governor’s office from Aspuddens Nursing Home
on certificates issued by Drs. G. Elander and Hjalmar
Enestrom.

The patient holds a prominent position in the
“Hitler party” in Germany, took part in the Hitler
putsch, during which he was injured and hospital-
ized; says he escaped from there to Austria, was given
morphine by the doctors at the hospital, after which
he became addicted to morphine. Admitted to As-
puddens, the patient manifested violent withdrawal
symptoms (in spite of his nurse allowing him more
morphine), during which he became threatening and
so violent that he could no longer be kept there.
Threatened to take his own life, wanted to “die like a
man,” threatened to commit hara-kiri, and so on.

Compulsorily committed, with his wife’s consent.
Upon arrival here [at the Katarina Hospital] on Sep-
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tember 11 in the evening he was sedated with Hyoscin
and soon fell asleep, but after a few hours he woke and
became quite restless. He protested at his loss of free-
dom, said he intended to send for his lawyer, and so
on, and demanded to be given sufficient Eukodal “for
the pain.”

On coming to, he was talkative, lucid, and in full
possession of his faculties; considered himself badly
wronged.

No violence as yet.

September 2 [1925]: Indignant conversation with Dr.
E. on his rounds today about the illegal manner — ac-
cording to him — in which he was brought here. Re-
fuses to take Hyoscin, as he believes he will be certified
insane while in an anesthetized condition. Expressed
broad sympathy with opinions of Fiderneslandet [a
notorious scandal sheet] on psychiatrists.

Committed to Langbro Asylum later that day, Hermann Goring
had his wits about him enough to know that his life was now
entering into a tunnel whose very blackness might spell finality.
He found himself in a small ward known to outsiders simply as
The Storm — he was alone in a cell with a bed bolted to the floor
and no other furniture. Panicking, he shouted at the first doc-

‘))

tor he saw, “I am not insane, I am not insane!” Realizing that his
whole future was in jeopardy, he refused to be photographed
for the asylum’s dossier.

The doctors had seen it all before. For the next five weeks

they calmly recorded his maniacal ordeal:

September 2—October 7, 1925: [The patient was] trou-
blesome, depressed, groaning, weeping, anguished,
tiresome, constantly demanding, irritable and easily
affected (i.e., NaCl [common salt] relieved the pain);
dejected, talkative, target of a “Jewish conspiracy,”
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malevolent toward Dr. Enestrom because of his com-
mittal, [says] E. bribed by the Jews; thoughts of sui-
cide; says he himself is a “a dead man politically” if
word of his committal gets out in Germany; exagger-
ates withdrawal symptoms; hysterical tendencies, ego-
centric, inflated self-esteem; hater of the Jews, has de-
voted his life to the struggle against the Jews, was Hit-
ler’s right-hand man. Hallucinations — saw Abraham
and Paul, “the most dangerous Jew who ever existed”;
Abraham offered him a promissory note and guaran-
teed him three camels if he would give up the fight
against the Jews; onset of visual hallucinations,
screamed out loud; Abraham was driving a red-hot
nail into his back, a Jewish doctor wanted to cut out
his heart; suicide attempt (by hanging and strangula-
tion); threatening, smuggled an iron weight in as a
weapon; visions, voices, self-contempt.

The doctors’ confidential reports spoke of his weak character —
“One never knew how he would react,” wrote one. “But since he
had been a German officer he found it easy to obey.” Another
qualified him as a “sentimental person, lacking in fundamental
moral courage.”

Then, on October 7, 1925, his ordeal was over. He was dis-
charged from Lingbro with a certificate that he had obviously
begged the professor in charge to sign:

I hereby affirm that Captain H. von [sic] Goring was

admitted into Lingbro hospital at his own request;

that neither upon admission nor later did he show

signs of mental illness; and that upon discharge now

he also does not show any symptoms of an illness of
this kind.

Liangbro Hospital

October 7, 1925

OLOF KINBERG,

PROFESSOR

116



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

Won almost at a greater cost than his famous war decoration,
though not a prize that he was so anxious to display, this vital
certificate of sanity would be among his most precious posses-
sions for the next twenty years.

His return to Carin’s little apartment triggered fresh trou-
bles. Since his crazed outbursts were now a thing of the past,
Thomas often came over from school at Ostermalm. Nils warned
Carin that the lad was playing truant, and his schoolwork was
suffering. Overreacting, she sued Nils for legal custody. His de-
fense lawyers hired a private detective, and he dug up evidence
of Goring’s drug addiction. On April 16, 1926, Dr. Karl Lund-
berg, a court-appointed doctor, certified that neither Hermann
nor Carin — who was, he said, an epileptic — was fit to provide a
home for Thomas, and on the twenty-second the court dis-
missed her petition.

Planning to appeal, she persuaded Hermann to return to
Liangbro and complete the withdrawal cure. He gloomily reen-
tered the asylum on May 22. The hospital’s dossier on him states
only, “Subdued, fluctuating moods, egocentric, easily affected,
back pain.” Afterward, Dr. C. Franke, the assistant medical su-
perintendent, issued this new certificate:

Captain Hermann Gohring [sic] of No. 23 Odengatan,
Stockholm, was admitted to Langbro Hospital in May
1926 at his own request and treated there by the un-
dersigned. During his stay there he underwent a de-
toxification cure from the use of Fukodal, and when
he left the hospital at the beginning of June, he was
completely cured from the use of the above and free
from the use of all types of opium derivatives, which
fact is herewith certified on my honor and conscience.

On August 23, he wrote a pathetic letter to the court stressing
his former status and acts of wartime heroism, and declaring his
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willingness to submit to medical and psychiatric examination.
The court still refused to grant Carin custody of Thomas.

Goring’s movements after this are something of a mystery.
Unlike Hitler, he seldom reminisced about the more barren
years of his existence. He clearly intended to regain high office
in the Nazi party, but three years had passed since his inglorious
exile, and the party now had no time for him. His name was
scratched from the membership register, and he had difficulty
later in reclaiming an early number (his party file shows that his
“second membership” was grudgingly backdated only to April 1,
1928).

Eventually the BMW motor works gave him a job in Swe-
den, selling its airplane engines in Scandinavia. But he knew that
his political fortune lay in Germany. In January 1927 he re-
turned therefore to the land of his birth, holding a concession
from the Swedish automatic parachute company Tornblad.

Carin was to stay behind in Sweden. As his train pulled out
of Stockholm’s central station, she collapsed into her sister
Fanny’s arms. Her heart gradually fading, she was taken to the
Vita Kors Nursing Home at No. 11 Brunkebergstorg.

Each of them was half convinced they would never see the
other again.
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Triumph and Tragedy

Alone and penniless, Hermann Goring did not find it easy to
rebuild his career in Germany. The Richthofen Veterans Asso-
ciation had blackballed him — their own last commander! — be-
cause of unresolved allegations about his war record. For Carin’s
sake, Ernst Rohm asked Munich musician Hans Streck to give
the returning prodigal a roof over his head. Goring settled
down on the Strecks’ sofa, rising before the cleaning lady came
each morning to put on his black kimono embroidered with
gold dragons, manicure his hands, and then sally forth to put
out feelers to the ungrateful party.

His first meeting with Hitler was unpromising. The Fiithrer
coldly recommended that perhaps his most useful accomplish-
ment would be if he could establish a foothold in Berlin society.
Goring obediently rented a room in a hotel off Berlin’s Kurfiir-
stendamm. He struck up a friendship with Paul (“Pili”) Korner.

Korner, ten years his junior, would become like a son to him: a
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small self-important Saxon wearing a polka-dot bow tie and sin-
gle-medal ribbon earned in the artillery, he attached himself to
Goring as unpaid secretary and chauffeur. It was an ideal part-
nership — he had some money but no ideas, Goring the reverse.
Chauffeuring his own Mercedes, Kérner drove Goring around
as he tried to sell parachutes. There were, Korner later said, hard
times that neither of them would ever forget, and the old crav-
ing gradually overwhelmed Goring again.

Occasionally a thin, pathetic voice came from the Stock-
holm sanitarium where Carin had piously placed herself in
God’s hands. The doctors had now told her that her condition
was hopeless, and she wrote and told Goring that on January 26,
1927, soon after he left. “You have a right to know the truth,”
she wrote, “because you love me and have always done every-
thing for me.”

I have no fear of death ... I want only that His
will be done, because I know that what He wills is for
the best for everyone. And, darling, if there is no
God, then death is only rest, like an eternal sleep —
one knows no more of anything. But I firmly believe
that there is a God, and then we shall see each other
once more up there.

Naturally I should like to live so that you have no
sorrow and for Thomas’s sake, and because I love you
and Thomas above everything else and want — vyes, I
want it terribly — to stay with both of you.

Without her rapturous love, sensed by Goring from afar, he
would probably have foundered forever in Berlin’s twilight
world of addicts and down-and-outs. But she threw her fragile
weight into the battle for his survival, writing letters that are
among the most moving documents in the Hermann Goring

story.
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My darling’s health is my greatest concern [she
pleaded]. It is in far, far greater danger than my own.
Darling, darling, I think of you all the time! You are
all I have, and I beg you, make a really mighty effort
to liberate yourself before it is too late. I understand
full well that you can’t break free all at once, particu-
larly now when everything depends on you and you
are hounded and harassed from all sides. But set
yourself limits. Abstain from taking it for just as long
as you can stand it.

Make the interval as long as possible. You must
suffer, you must be uncomfortable — but for my sake,
because I love you so endlessly.

I want so much to be with you when the time
comes that you quit altogether ... And after that,
place your trust in me. This time tell me if you feel
the craving coming back. Don’t keep it from me. This
time tell me, “I can’t hold out — I want to take it
again.”

Then we can talk with the doctor or go away for a
few days or you can go alone to the mountains so that
you escape the urge.

You are a great spirit and fine man, you dare not
succumb. I love you so strongly, with my whole body
and soul, that I could not bear to lose you: to be a
morphinist is to commit suicide — day after day you
lose a small part of your body and soul. ... You are
ruled by an evil spirit or force, and your body gradu-
ally wastes away. . ..

Save yourself and with you, me!

Despite all his efforts, Goring was again losing the battle. Under
interrogation eighteen years later he would hint at otherwise
unexplained excursions he made to Turkey in 1927 and to Brit-
ain in the same year or the next. It is fair to comment that Tur-
key was one of the leading opium-producing nations. The
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Swedish record shows that from September 7 to 26, 1927, G6ring
was again admitted to Ldngbro Mental Hospital for “abuse of
morphine, dosage of 40 to 50 cgm per diem.”

The story of Goring’s struggle to overcome his accidental
morphine addiction remained a closed book for some years.
Then, in June 1933, at a wedding dinner at Rockelstad Castle,
Goring, by then a powerful German minister, boasted to Count
Eric von Rosen’s new son-in-law, Dr. Nils Silfverskjoeld, that the
Nazis would “gradually destroy” (vernichten) the Communists
in Germany. Silfverskjoeld, himself a Communist, laid hands on
the Lingbro dossier and publicized it in the Communist news-
paper Folkets Dagblad on November 18, 1933; the left-wing
newspaper Social-Demokraten also published references to
Goring’s hospital treatments. The war between Goring and the
Communists was by then one in which neither side gave quarter.

Goring spent Christmas with Carin in Sweden but left her
still on her sickbed in January 1928 to return to Berlin. He now
shared an office in Geisberg Strasse with Fritz Siebel, who was
also in the aviation business. Parachute sales were slow, but
Goring had his eye on bigger game. On May 20, the all-
important elections to the Reichstag (Parliament) would be
held. With the recklessness of a man with little more to lose,
Goring blackmailed the Nazi leadership into including him
among their candidates. Secret backers had provided the funds
that enabled Hitler to enlarge his party to a membership of mil-
lions. Goring bluntly threatened to sue the party otherwise for
every pfennig it had owed him since 1922. Hitler capitulated,
promising him a seat if more than seven Nazis were elected.
Goring rushed around to his friend “Putzi” Hanfstaengl,
whooping with glee. To be a Nazi candidate under these cir-
cumstances was like money in the bank.

Suddenly Goring was no longer a pariah. He brashly
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looked around for a more imposing apartment, and begged
Carin to travel to Berlin in time for the elections. She arrived in
mid-May, a few days before the poll. By that time he had rented
a little apartment at No. 16, Berchtesgadener Strasse. On the sev-
enteenth, three days before the election, he carried Carin into
the large corner room he had prepared for her, with its sun-
drenched balcony smothered with white lilac. Sick though she
was, she was in ecstasy to be with him again.

“I had a bath,” she wrote to her mother, “and Hermann
unpacked for me. I rested an hour, then three of Hermann’s
best friends came and invited us to a fine, stylish luncheon with
champagne and Schwedische platte.”

They dined at sunset on the shores of a Berlin lake, “amid
the most revolting Jews!” They lunched with chopsticks at a
Chinese restaurant where “slant-eyed” waitresses in kimonos
served strawberries, and they talked excitedly about Sunday’s
polling day:

They’ve already begun shooting it out. Every day the
Communists parade with their crooked noses and red
flags with the Star of David . .. and meet Hitler’s men
carrying their red banners with swastikas (but without
the crooked noses). Then there’s a pitched battle, with
dead and injured. Oh, if only things go well for
Hermann, we would have some peace for a long time
... just think!!!

She followed this letter with a telegram on the twenty-first:

HERMANN ELECTED YESTERDAY:
MOTHER, YOU UNDERSTAND.

Hitler’s party had attracted enough votes nationwide for

twelve deputies to be returned to the Reichstag. So Goring was
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in, with a guaranteed income, influence — and friends. “It is
awful,” Carin wrote on the twenty-third, “to see how all those
who kept away while he was having a hard time now come and
assure him that they always believed in him, and why didn’t he
tell them he was in difficulties?”

He was overwhelmed with commissions for newspaper arti-
cles: He would earn five hundred Reichsmarks per month as a
deputy, and eight hundred more as a party orator — and that
was just the beginning. Their poverty was finally at an end:
They could begin to pay off ancient debts, settle doctors’ bills,
redeem the things they had pledged at the pawnbrokers. As
Carin’s little white harmonium and all the other furniture that
had been discreetly hocked was carried up to their third-floor
apartment again, Hermann smiled indulgently. He was looking
forward to a general settling of accounts all around.

“In the Reichstag,” he told historian George Shuster, “we
were the Twelve Black Sheep.”

He took Carin along to the ceremonial opening on June 13,
1928.

“It was quite uncanny,” she wrote the next day, “to see the
Red Guard gang. They throw their weight about colossally.
They were all wearing uniforms adorned with the Star of David
— that is, the Soviet star — red armbands, etc. Young, most of
them, and just raring for a fight. And some of them downright
criminal types. How many in all these parties except Hitler’s are
Jews!”

Goring immediately claimed the Nazi party’s transport
“portfolio.” It was no secret that since 1924 the general staft had
been nurturing an embryonic aviation effort despite Versailles,
and that the government’s subsidies to the Lufthansa Airline
played no small part in this. Captain Ernst Brandenburg, the
ex-bomber pilot who was looking after this concealed army avia-
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tion effort, advised Lufthansa’s director, Erhard Milch, as the
subsidies came under increasing Communist attack, to “fix” a
few gentlemen in the Reichstag. “They’re all wide open to brib-
ery,” said Brandenburg. “Send for one man from every leading
party, give them some cash, and they’ll authorize the full sub-
sidy the next time.”

Milch evidently acted immediately, because Carin Goring
was already mentioning “a contract with the Reich Transport
Ministry” (i.e., Brandenburg) in a letter dated June 17, adding
in the same letter that Hermann had already received the first
payment under it and the thirty-four hundred marks that he
wanted as a down payment on an even grander apartment in a
new building at No. 7, Badensche Strasse, in Berlin’s select
Schoneberg district. Milch confirmed (to this author) that
Lufthansa was bribing Goring and a handful of other deputies
(Cremer, Quaatz, and Keil) with one thousand marks per
month; only the Communists refused to accept Lufthansa
money. It became common knowledge. “Milch,” suggested one
lieutenant colonel later, “had Goring in his pocket because he
could have blown the whistle on him at any time.” The record
shows that in the next two years Goring addressed the Reichstag
only once — and then it was to demand higher subsidies for civil
aviation, and to ask why Germany had no aviation minister, a
post that he clearly coveted for himself.

After the election Hermann and Carin flew to Zurich,
Switzerland, to lecture and demonstrate parachutes. But he now
had far better sources of income. The funds were beginning to
flow to him from German industry. He was shortly retained as a
“consultant” by BMW and by Heinkel, and the records of
young Willi Messerschmitt’s Bavarian aircraft company would
show at least one payment by a director, Fritz Hiller, entered as
“one-time dispensation to G.” Steel magnate Fritz Thyssen do-

125



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

nated to him the decor and furnishings for the new apartment.

Greedy for more, Goring shortly asked Lufthansa for
funds to set up an office, to pay Pili Korner’s wages, and to hire
a first-rate secretary too. Soon the airline found it was paying
him fifty thousand Reichsmarks a year.

I hardly ever see Hermann [lamented Carin that
summer]. He goes to the office [on the corner of
Friedrich Strasse and Tauben Strasse] early each
morning and we usually lunch together, but mostly
with a lot of other people who are invited or invite
themselves. Then Hermann has the exhibition [the
1928 World Air Fair] or committees, and then dines
hardly ever alone.

He is rarely ever home before two or three a.m.,
and he usually starts at eight in the morning ... It is
mainly his nervous energy and his interest in every-
thing that drives him on. And the Reichstag session
hasn’t even begun yet!

He has an excellent stenographer and typist, and
that is a great help. Today he got seventy-four letters!
Yesterday fifty-five! ... And yet he always has time if I
need him.

Hitler is coming here on Friday. I haven’t seen
him since the old days [1925]. I'm agog!

She became an excellent society hostess in Berlin, though she hid
her failing health only with difficulty. In November 1928 their
new corner apartment in Badensche Strasse was ready for them
to move in. The walls were white, the carpet wine red. The
building had a basement garage, so the rich and influential
could be transported up by direct elevator with the utmost dis-
cretion. Among their regular guests was the stocky Lufthansa
director Milch, who now studiously entered Goring’s birthday
— January 12 — in his pocket diaries. By December Milch would
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be entertaining Goring with lavish luncheons at the swank Kais-
erhof Hotel; sometimes he would arrive in the basement garage,
bringing the money Goring needed with him. “Carin Goring
was present,” he has told this author. “She radiated a wonderful
charm. I could see that at heart he was a soft man who tried to
conceal his softness by bluster.”

Relieved momentarily of financial worries, Goring threw
himself behind the party’s recruiting campaign. “This evening,”
wrote Carin on February 21, 1929, “he’s speaking to students of
all parties at Berlin university. More than half of them are Nazis
already, and I hope he’ll manage to convert the rest. Tomorrow
he’s speaking at Nuremberg, and then he’s off on a ten-day,
twelve-lecture tour of East Prussia. Our home’s swarming with
politicians . . .”

He learned a lot about parliamentary procedure that ses-
sion. The Reichstag was dominated by the Social Democrats and
Communists. As the latter threat to Germany grew, Goring
found he was able to raise his price. The Ruhr industrialists
willingly paid it when they found that he had their interests at
heart. It was coal magnate Wilhelm Tengelmann who had intro-
duced him to the steel king Thyssen, to their mutual advantage.

This new source of funds was timely, because Lufthansa’s
bankers had begun to squirm. The Deutsche Bank archives show
at least one ten-thousand-mark check in Goring’s favor in June
1929, and a letter from Milch to the bank explaining, “As far as
the deputy Mr. Goring is concerned, his position before the
election was one of adviser to Lufthansa — that is, he was a paid
consultant in the American sense.” Appointed commercial di-
rector in July 1929, Milch chose as his first action to tackle
Goring about the whole “unseemly” bribery business. “You can’t
carry on like this,” he pointed out, “if you have any hopes of
rising to important positions in public life later.” He suggested

127



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

that they pay him one hundred thousand marks now as an ad-
vance on his services as a consultant until the present Reichstag
session was over. “Milch,” exclaimed Goring, who was a year his
junior, “'m very grateful. That is far more acceptable to me,
and besides, my freedom of action is now greater. Thyssen,” he
explained with childlike openness, as Milch recalled in 1945, “has
opened an account of fifty thousand Reichsmarks on my behalf.
I can draw as much as I like. . . . It will always be replenished.”

Covering all bases, the Lufthansa director indicated that he
wanted to join the Nazi party. Hitler asked him — and other key
aviation figures like Goring’s old flying comrade Bruno Loerzer
— to lie low. To “come out” as Nazis now would vitiate their
usefulness. “Accordingly,” noted party chief Rudolf Hess five
years later, “both [Milch and Loerzer] agreed not to join until
the party came to power ... and they handed their [secret] ap-
plications in to Goring.”

Goring held no Nazi party office, and never would, but
Hitler now shifted him onto the stage of high politics in his be-
half, ordering him to win over Berlin’s high society while Joseph
Goebbels fought the battle for the streets. Aided by his Swedish
countess wife, Goring drew easily on his blue-blooded wartime
contacts, and the Nazi movement snowballed. The crown prince
had been his army commander; the prince’s younger brother,
Prince August-Wilhelm (“Auwi”), fell for Carin and joined the
party after Goring introduced him to Hitler; dressed in the
uniform of an SA colonel, Auwi would stomp the election plat-
forms at Goring’s side. Soon the portly figure of Prince Eitel-
Friedrich was also decked out in party uniform.

Carin described the social whirl in name-dropping letters
to her mother. “Neither of us,” she wrote loftily on the last day
of February 1930, “would bear common parties today. The
Wieds” — Prince Viktor and Princess Marie-Elisabeth zu Wied
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— “want to get their whole circle of friends interested in the
Hitler movement and Hermann is absolutely bombarded with
questions, opinions, and comments. Everybody tries to spot
flaws in Hitler and criticize his program. Poor Hermann has to
talk, talk, talk and answer questions until he’s fit to drop. But all
the time I can see that the circle around us is expanding, and
that we’ve won over a lot of them to Hitler and his cause” — and
she went on to mention one prince who was forty, chairbound,
and paralyzed, “the poor fellow,” but always got wheeled into
the meetings that Goring addressed.

Sometimes, those audiences were twenty thousand or even
thirty thousand strong. Goring’s style was demagogic rather
than analytical, but, with unemployment touching four million,
audiences found style less important than content now. “We
shall flatten our opponents!” he would roar, and sit down to
thunderous applause. He took to wearing the party’s now-
universal brown shirt, with his blue Pour le Mérite slung non-
chalantly over a dark brown leather necktie. Ploughing his fur-
row across the German election landscape, he spoke at Magde-
burg, Frankfurt, Plauen, and Mannheim, pulling himself to-
gether so as not to crack up during each speech, as Carin —
whom her mother had urged to join him in Germany — wrote
on June 2. “But he collapses like a wounded man afterward.”

Later that summer she fell ill again. He transported her to
the hospital at Bad Kreuth, on Lake Tegernsee, and took her son
under his wing, walking and climbing with him in the moun-
tains.

The rival parties were now fighting over 577 seats in the
Reichstag. Goring’s speeches took on a more combative style. On
August 8, police agents reported that speaking at the Krone Cir-
cus in Munich Goring had defamed the Weimar Constitution
and the present government. “He called the minister of the in-
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terior a bottom-spanker [Steiss-Trommler],” reported one scan-
dalized police official. “He referred to the foreign minister [Dr.
Julius Curtius] as ‘that guy Curtius,”” he added; and as for the
defense minister, General Wilhelm Groener, Goring had scoffed
that his only combat experience so far had been to advance from
desk to desk. To hoots of laughter from his mass audience, the
police report said, Goring had advised Groener to take the sa-
lute at the Constitution Day parade in two days’ time “with a
slouch hat on his head and a peacock’s feather sticking out of a
certain part of his anatomy.” For this lése majesté the courts
fined Goring — soon to become one of the richest men in
Europe — three hundred marks.

The Nazi campaign paid off. On election day, September
14, 1930, they won 107 of the seats. It was a landslide.

Taking Thomas von Kantzow with him, Hermann went to
congratulate Hitler at Jena the next day. In his little green
pocket diary the lad wrote an amusing vignette of his stepfa-
ther’s sly tactics:

Hitler is here. Hermann speaks from a balcony
and everybody is so enthusiastic that they could have
thrown themselves at the feet of Hitler and Hermann,
so the police have their work cut out.

Hitler is very busy, so it is difficult for Hermann
to speak to him. “Wait, watch this!” says Hermann
and goes chasing after a tall, pretty blond actress from
Munich, whom he takes over to Hitler. She is tickled
pink and Hitler gets a delightful moment of relaxa-
tion ... They chat for some time, after which
Hermann finds it easier to approach Hitler about the
important questions he has.

During those exhilarating weeks Goring had not seen much of
Carin. He had ridden the political tide, but had left her more or

130



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

less stranded in her sanitarium. Later that summer, the doctors
let her go home, though with strict reservations (to which she
paid little heed).

As the second-largest faction in the Reichstag now, in the
autumn of 1930 the Nazi party was entitled to the office of dep-
uty speaker (Vizeprdsident). Hitler gave this plum job to
Goring, which betokened his growing importance to the move-
ment in Berlin. He appointed Goring his political trustee in the
capital — which was, as Goring later pointed out, a very impor-
tant post, enabling him to exploit his contacts there. “I was on
the best of terms with Hindenburg, the armed forces, big in-
dustry, and the Catholic Church,” he claimed; Hitler had
authorized him to begin “wheeling and dealing,” because the
party now meant to win power by legitimate means: “Precisely
how was irrelevant — whether with the help of the left or the
right.”

When the new Reichstag opened on October 13, 1930, he
marched in at the head of the 107 Nazi deputies, all wearing
brown shirts, and took his seat in the deputy speaker’s chair.
Afterward, the party’s leadership and financial backers cele-
brated in the Goring apartment. “Reichstag opening,” wrote
airline-director Erhard Milch in his pocket diary. “Tumult.
Evening at the Gorings” with Hitler, Goebbels, August-Wilhelm
of Prussia, Prince zu Wied and wife, the Niemanns, [chief pho-
tographer Heinrich] Hoffmann and daughter [Henrietta], the
Hesses, Korner, Frick and Epp.”

The only blight on Hermann’s blossoming political career
now was the failing health of Carin, the all-important hostess at
these gatherings. On Christmas Eve she fainted as the presents
were being unwrapped and rolled off the sofa onto the floor. For
days after that she languished in bed with a fever, but she man-
aged to struggle to her feet, waxy-featured and frail body trem-
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bling, for a dinner party on January 5, 1931, in honor of Hitler,
Thyssen, and steel King Alfred Krupp, together with the coun-
try’s leading men of finance. Banker Hjalmar Schacht, knowing
nothing of her illness, was struck at the bareness of the repast —
pea soup with pork, followed by Swedish apple pie. She retired
to a sofa afterward, listening apathetically to their conversation.

Goring steeled himself against her physical decline. The
political battle remained paramount to the Nazis, and they took
support from whatever quarter they could get it. The harassed
chancellor, Dr. Heinrich Briining, later alleged (in a letter to
Winston Churchill) that he found out that the Nazis were being
financed by the Jewish general managers of two big Berlin banks,
“one of them the leader of Zionism in Germany.” On January
16, 1931, Goring joined Hitler’s discussions with Briining, who
was vainly trying to hammer out a deal with the Nazis; then he
and Carin left to visit the former kaiser at his place of exile,
Doorn in Holland.

“Hermann and Mama have just left,” wrote Thomas, who
was visiting Germany again, in his green pocket diary. “It is
eleven p.M. I went to the [Berlin] Zoo station with them and
waved good-bye. We hope to profit by winning the kaiser over
to the party, the kind of thing Hermann is adept at.”

The former empress was horrified at Carin’s condition —
so weak that she could hardly climb the stairs — and pressed a
wad of bank notes into an envelope for her to recuperate at Al-
theide, a spa in Silesia. Carin found the seventy-year-old kaiser
sprightly for his age, but quick to lose his temper at Goring.
“They flew at each other at once,” she wrote in a letter after-
ward. “Both are excitable and so like each other in many ways.
The kaiser has probably never heard anybody voice an opinion
other than his own, and it was a bit too much for him some-

times.” The adjutant made a note that the kaiser toasted the
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“coming Reich”; while Goring murmured a response to the
“coming king,” he was careful not to tag a specific name, given
the several contenders.

A week later Carin seemed to have died. The doctors in
Berlin could find neither pulse nor heartbeat. Hermann knelt in
desperation as they injected stimulants. Lying at peace (she told
her sister Fanny afterward), she could hear them announcing to
her husband that it was all over. She sensed them prying open
her eyelids. She was aware only of standing before a tall gateway,
lustrous and beautiful. “My soul was free,” she wrote to Fanny,
“for this one short instant of time.” Then her heart flickered

and her eyes opened into Hermann’s sorrowing gaze again.

If Mama had died [commented Thomas in his diary]
Hermann would have broken down completely. He
himself says he doesn’t know how he would have
coped. Oh, I think it could have been dangerous
given his smoldering temperament. He says I was the
stronger . .. and that we must take this lesson to heart
and start leading a healthier, more regular life.

Goebbels, Hitler’s gauleiter (local Nazi party governor) in Ber-
lin, frowned at Goring’s flamboyant methods. After talking
things over with him on February 18, 1931, Goebbels made a pri-
vate note that the man was too much of an optimist — “He
banks too much on doing deals. We’re only going to get results
by consistent hard work.” But Goring was already dealing on
many levels in Berlin. Behind the back of the government he was
talking with the Italian ambassador, Baron Luca Orsini, and
Briining’s agencies intercepted one telegram from the baron to
Rome, sent on October 30, 1930, revealing that Goring had ap-
parently leaked secret proceedings of the Reichstag’s foreign-
affairs committee (on disarmament and the Young Plan) to the
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embassy.

Goring airily denied the allegations, but when he traveled
to Rome in May 1931 — instructed by Hitler to assure the Vati-
can that the Nazi party was not pagan in intent — he had no
difficulty in seeing Benito Mussolini in person. It was all very
different from his humiliation at the hands of the Italians six

years before.

Hermann had a wonderful time in Italy [wrote
Carin on May 30]. For three weeks he was the guest of
the king!!! He met Mussolini several times, and [air-
force general Italo] Balbo too, and Sarfatti, Mussolini’s
“girlfriend,” who still has a great political influence.

He saw the pope and almost all the influential
Vatican scoundrels as well. He had Mussolini’s or the
king’s box every evening at the opera, a motor car was
permanently at his disposal.

On this occasion he was not lying about seeing Mussolini, be-
cause he brought back a signed photograph for the Fiihrer
(which Mussolini only gave in person). But Goring had not seen
the pope, or even Pacelli, the cardinal whom Hitler had speci-
fied. The Vatican had let him see only Giuseppe Pizzaro, a
somewhat humbler functionary.

Goring had left Carin at the Altheide Sanitarium, and
sometimes even put her out of his mind. For one last time she
wrote to her mother in mid-July 1931, a long letter expressing

cautious hope for her own eventual recovery:

But great news! Hitler has given us a wonderful
car. Hermann only has to go and collect it himself. It
will be a splendid specimen that was exhibited at the
last Automobile Show in Berlin — a Mercedes, gray
outside, red leather inside, long, elegant, and stylish!
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They made only one car of its kind. . ..

Hitler told us he always felt bad about the way the
Bavarian authorities took away our car (you remem-
ber, 1923) and he has always wanted to give us a new
one. He has done it from the royalties of his book, so
it is an entirely personal gift!

Goring felt they both needed a vacation. He was drained. He
spoke that month to an audience of thirty thousand farmers.
“He was so moved to see all these people in need,” wrote Carin.
“There they all stood, singing ‘Deutschland Deutschland iiber
Alles,” most of them with tears streaming down their faces. ...
How his nerves stand it beats me.”

Her life was coming prematurely to its end, while her hus-
band’s, as though he had been born again, was just beginning.
Carin von Fock would love Hermann Goéring to her dying day,
which was not many months away, and he would never forget
the debt that he still owed her: Thanks to her, he had beaten off
the fateful addiction long enough to reach the very threshold of
absolute power.

Knowing perhaps that she had not long to live, he packed
her at the end of that August 1931 into the swanky new Mer-
cedes, and they set off with swastikas fluttering from each fender
to tour Germany and then Austria, where his sister, now Paula
Hueber, was christening a daughter. He and Pili Korner took
turns at the wheel, while Carin sat in front wearing a light gray
coat, her face as pale as death but framed in a rakish motoring
helmet of leather. She watched Hermann triumphantly signing
autographs everywhere, but she was so weak that meals had to be
carried out to her.

Suddenly and unexpectedly Carin’s mother died on Sep-
tember 25. Ignoring the warnings of her doctors, she returned
to Stockholm for the funeral: with newly hired, beige-liveried
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chauffeur Wilhelm Schulz driving, they all set out in the Mer-
cedes from Berlin, but by the time they arrived at the wind-
swept, bleak churchyard at Lovo near Drottningholm, the coffin
was already in the ground. It was the last time that Carin’s em-
bittered father, Baron Carl von Fock, would ever seen his five
daughters together, because on the following night, at the
Grand Hotel, Carin collapsed with a heart attack.

Once more Hermann was told that these were her last
hours. She had no will to live on, now that her mother had
gone, but for several days she lingered, while Goring sat at her
bedside clad in a red silk dressing gown, or crept away to shave
or snatch a meal. Once her eyes fluttered and she whispered, “I
did so hope I was going to join Mama.”

Occasionally Hermann turned to Thomas, sitting bleakly in
a darkened comer of the room, and tears were glistening in his
eyes.

And then the telegram came recalling him to Berlin. With
unemployment now topping five million, the Nazi clamor to
take over from the hapless Briining had become too loud for
President Hindenburg to ignore. He wanted to see the Nazi
leadership about forming a new government. Herr Goring was
required to return at once.

For five more days he stayed at Carin’s bedside, his con-
science torn between duty and desire. The nurse, Marta Mag-
nuson, would recall years later that his hands were soft and
feminine — on first glimpsing him with his head bowed and
long hair hanging down she had thought it was a woman. The
couple barely spoke. Once Carin asked for the bed to be moved
so she could look across the water to the palace where she had
been presented at court in 1909 and had danced at the royal
balls.

“T am so tired,” she whispered to her son when Hermann

136



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

was out of the room. “I want to follow Mama. She keeps calling

for me. But I cannot go. So long as Hermann is here, I cannot

»

go.
Guilelessly Thomas told her of the telegram that had come

from Berlin on the fourth, and when Hermann came back in
she took the big man’s head close to her lips and whispered
faintly but urgently to him.

Her sister Fanny came in.

“Hermann has been called back to Berlin,” Carin said. “You
must help him to pack.”

Hitler and Goring were shown into President Hindenburg’s
presence on October 10, 1931. The ex-corporal subjected the
great field marshal to a lecture on Germany. This failed to im-
press, and nothing came of the interview. Disappointed, the two
Nazi leaders threw themselves back into the general political
fray.

It was back to tactics and point-scoring again. GOring
forced a vote of no confidence in the government. Briining
managed to survive it, on October 16, but only by twenty-five
votes.

Jubilant and confident of eventual victory, Goring tele-
phoned the clinic in Stockholm the next morning and spoke to
the nurse Mirta. She broke it to him that Carin had died that
morning at 4:10 A.M. — the clinic’s telegram had not yet reached
him. Consumed with remorse, he made the long journey back to
Stockholm, supported by Pili Kérner and his older brother Karl,
to say adieu at last to his beloved wife. Thomas watched him
kneel weeping by the open coffin in the Edelweiss chapel where
their great love affair had begun, then stood at his stepfather’s
side as the white, rose-covered coffin was lowered into the

ground next to her mother’s freshly planted grave.
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Young Thomas was overwhelmed with boyhood memories.
He recalled once meeting his stepfather and Carin at the rail-
road station in Stockholm. Hermann had alighted first, and
turned to lift her down. He had draped his greatcoat around his
shoulders, and the empty sleeves fell around her neck as he em-
braced her so that for one instant it had seemed as though he
had four arms to hold her with. “She put her arms around
him,” said Thomas later, “and tucked her head into his shoul-
der, and it looked just as if a chubby bear were fondling its cub.”
This image would recur to Thomas each time in coming years
that people spoke ill of the Reichsmarschall.

“I once asked Goring straight out,” said young Birgitta von
Rosen, Carin’s niece, “how his frightening megalomania really
began. He told me quite seriously and calmly, without being the
least affronted, that it must have been when Carin left Thomas
and her own family [in 1922] to follow him to Germany. He had
no position, no money, and no means of offering her a secure
future. On the contrary, Carin had had to raise funds by selling
off her home.” He had then told Birgitta of one auction he had
witnessed at their Odengatan home in Stockholm; while the
heartless auctioneer had called for bids on her ancient family
heirlooms, and his hammer rose and fell, Goring had sat next
door listening to the whole ordeal (it was at the lowest point of
his morphine addiction). “Something,” he said, “snapped inside
me. From that moment on I determined to do all T could so that
my Carin should live as well as she had before, and better.” Thus
his debt to Carin had grown. By marrying him, she had lost eve-
rything. “And that,” he confided to Birgitta von Rosen, “was
how my ‘megalomania’ began.”

How would he survive without Carin? Would he revert to
his old and unbecoming ways? Back in Berlin he closed the
apartment in Badensche Strasse, with its pink-and-white decor
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and its fragrant memories of his Swedish countess bride, and
moved into the masculine, mahogany-and-leather world of the
Kaiserhof Hotel.

This was where Hitler made his command post whenever
he was in Berlin.
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CHAPTER 7
The Speaker

For fifteen months following Carin’s death Goring hurled him-
self into the Berlin effort. That way he had no time for sorrow-
ing. When it was all over and he was asked to reflect upon this
period, he remembered first the thrills, the drama, and the
trickery — the political backstabbing in which he took such obvi-
ous delight. Hitler was fighting for the future of Germany: to
Goring, however, it was the means that mattered far more than
the aim.

Something of the flavor of those months is caught in the
files of Goring’s attorney, the later-notorious Hans Frank.
Goring, it seems, would issue libel writs at the drop of a hat.
Thus, when Bruno Loerzer mentioned on May 12, 1932, that at
lunch that day at the Aviators’ Club he had heard a Major
Baron Ugloff von Freyberg declaim in front of the assembled
aviators, “I can no longer regard Goring as a man of honor!”,

Goring at once exacted a written apology and costs. A few days

140



GORING. A BIOGRAPHY

later the files show Goring suing a Munich editor, Dr. Fritz
Gerlich, for having claimed that Goring had broken his word of
honor by escaping after the beer hall putsch. As the summer
election campaign began, another typical suit on the attorney’s
file was being brought by Goring against a Count Stanislaus Pfeil
for having stated in public that Goring was once heard to shout,
“Waiter, a bottle of champagne!” from his sleeping compart-
ment in a train in East Silesia. It seems clear that Goring had de-
veloped the monumental vanity of which the pharmaceutical
textbooks on morphine had spoken.

Meanwhile, Briining’s government had collapsed, and for
want of a better alternative Franz von Papen, a reputable officer
who was otherwise a non-entity, had been appointed interim
chancellor; at the end of May 1932 Hitler grudgingly agreed to
support Papen, but only until the elections were held two
months later.

Before leaping into the election melee, Goring went to the
Mediterranean island of Capri to recover from the obsessive
melancholy that still seized him, nine months after Carin’s
death, whenever he thought of her, entombed now in Sweden.
From Capri he sent a telegram to a blond German actress he had
recently met in Weimar, Emmy Sonnemann, saying he hoped to
see her when he returned there during the election battle. Sepa-
rated from her husband, the actor Karl Kostlin, Emmy was a
domestic, unsophisticated Hamburg woman. Perhaps not as well
versed in politics as she might have been, she at first confused
Goring with Goebbels when they met, but in the spring of 1932
Hermann had contrived a second meeting in Weimar, where
she was on the stage, and she had been oddly impressed by his
frequent and tender references to his deceased wife.

Although Emmy would become Goring’s second wife, the
ghost of Carin von Fock was to dog them everywhere. His first
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gift to Emmy would be a photograph of Carin; later, he would
name their two yachts and a forest palace after her. Emmy
would find that he had not only installed Carin’s old house-
keeper, Cilly Wachowiak, at his newly rented third-floor apart-
ment at No. 34 Kaiserdamm in Berlin, but that he was setting
aside one room there as a permanent shrine to Carin’s memory,
with her white harmonium and a painting of her. Placid and
tolerant, Emmy put up with these intrusions, although she
confessed to friends that the apartment’s furniture was not to
her taste — it was ponderous and expensive, with no particular
style.

On Emmy’s first evening at Kaiserdamm Goring threw a
big reception. She caught sight of the kaiser’s nephew Prince
Philipp of Hesse, whom Hermann had now lured into the party
(Goring had been at cadet college with one of the prince’s
brothers, later kille