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and artistic world, their dialogue, opinions, and actions within this 
tale are entirely of the author’s own invention, inspired by accounts of 
their lives and writings, and are contrived to serve dramatic purposes 
and to give readers a believable context for the story. They are to be 
enjoyed but not to be believed. 
 



 

 
‘O duca mio, la vïolenta morte 

che non li è vendicata ancor’, diss’ io, 
‘per alcun che de l’onta sia consorte, 

 
fece lui disdegnoso; ond’ el sen gio 
sanza parlarmi, sì com’ ïo estimo: 
e in ciò m’ha el fatto a sé più pio’. 

 
Dante, 

La Divina Commedia, 
Inferno, XXIX, 31-36. 

 
 
 

‘My guide, it was his death by violence, 
for which he still is not avenged,’ I said, 

‘by anyone who shares his shame, that made 
 

him so disdainful now; and—I suppose— 
for this he left without a word to me, 

and this has made me pity him the more.’ 
 

Dante, 
Divine Comedy, 

Inferno, XXIX, 31-36, 
Trans., Mandelbaum. 
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49 

Until Death! 

 
AZED BY TATYANA’S profession of love for Onegin, I 
drifted down the white marble steps into the Opernhaus 
foyer. Weaving through the music of my thoughts was the 

text of the letter I had posted that evening: 

Oh, dearest, dearest Kerem! 

How wrongly I have judged you! When you did not write, I 
thought you had deserted me, and yet could not believe it true 
of you; nor did I wish to, for not a day has passed in which I 
have not thought of you. I thought I was deceiving myself in 
loving you, and, now you have written, know my heart’s 
yearnings belong instead to that communion of kindred 
spirits; for, all the while, you were thinking of me. It had 
never occurred to me that you had suffered any calamity. See 
how silly I am? And will you ever forgive me? 

I am still in Vienna and am quite safe and happy – so 
much so, that I have postponed any further travel, 
particularly since the family matter to which I alluded while in 
Istanbul has been most fortuitously resolved, leaving me free 
to live as I please. 

To think I might never see you again! Prince of my dreams, 
it is I who have forsaken you! I permitted the attentions of 
another. He is a good man, a very fine man, and I have 
reason to think him fond of me. I am very fond of him. And yet 
my heart pines for you. You are wiser than me! What am I to 
do? Write me, write me soon!  

Your heaven on earth, 
Phoebe 

Had I been too forward? And how would he reply? May he not 
rebuke me! Perhaps he might come! And if he came, what would 
he find? Something was amiss, for a crowd had gathered near the 

D 
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entrance.  
‘See what you can find out, Phoebe,’ whispered Frau Schütze.  
 
Hundreds of young men, dressed in brown and carrying flares, 

paraded through the darkness. All wore the swastika armbands of 
the Third Reich, and as they marched, the crooked black crosses 
swung like pendulums. 

‘Ein Volk! Ein Reich! Ein Volk! Ein Reich!’ they chanted. 
‘German troops have crossed the border!’ a gentleman returned 

in haste from the Opernhaus square.  
‘Are you sure of that?’ queried another.  
‘Has the army been deployed?’ questioned a third.  
‘There will be no war!’ declared a fourth, who followed the first 

newsbearer. ‘Not a drop of blood will be spilled! The Chancellor 
has resigned!’ 

A hush descended, as if the hearers had attuned to seismic 
tremors deep below. Some began to sob. Others stood stunned, 
wondering when the earth would open to swallow them. 

‘Gott schütze Österreich!’ muttered the gentleman beside me, 
heeding not the tears in his eyes, and joined in the singing: 

Land of liberty, land of light 
God with thee, my Austria! 

Couples gathered their furs and coats and hurried away; and 
when we re-entered the theatre for the second act, we found many 
of the boxes and stall seats vacant (and quickly reoccupied by 
students). 

 
I came out of the opera much subdued by the frozen wasteland 

that epitomised the soul of the bitter Onegin: 

This is the will of Heaven: you are mine! 
All your life has been a pledge of our union! 
And be assured, I was sent to you by God, 
I am your protector to the grave!  

‘Three cheers for noble Tatyana,’ Frau Schütze interrupted my 
melancholy, ‘for resisting the advances of the selfish blackguard.’ 

‘I hope I never make such a mistake as either one. I couldn’t 
bear to commit myself to a loveless marriage, nor be undermined 
by passion— be it my own, or another’s.’ 

‘God willing, you will succumb to neither fate, Phoebe. But for 
now, we are going to have to leave romance aside and work out to 
get home! What a tumult! Ah, there is Professor Schütze! Quick! 
Down the stairs!’ 

 
Swastika banners and fiery torches bobbed like a thousand 
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bell-less Inchcape rocks on a treacherous sea as the swollen crowd 
thrashed past the theatre. ‘Sieg Heil, Adolf Hitler! Sieg Heil!’ it 
chanted in jubilation, its flame-flickered faces resembling the 
redeemed in Tintoretto’s Descent into Hell. 

‘Kurti, take off your Fatherland rosette!’ pleaded Frau Schütze. 
‘I will do no such thing!’ answered the Professor as he clutched 

his oboe case to his chest and drew a protective arm around his 
wife. ‘Come, Klara! Phoebe, stay close!’ 

Three trams passed before we were finally able to board. With 
fellow opera patrons wrapped in mink and astrakhan, we clutched 
hold of what poles and handles we could, crammed as we were 
against Swastika youths lustily singing, with harmonies supplied 
courtesy of Austrian reservists in feldgrau who looked as if they 
had been booted out of a beisl: 

For the last time, the call to arms is sounded! 
For the fight, we all stand prepared! 
Already Hitler’s banners fly over all streets. 
The time of bondage will last but a little while now! 
Already Hitler’s banners fly over all streets. 



It so happened that no troops were deployed, for no invasion 
had occurred. Seyss-Inquart, the newly appointed Minister of 
Security, merely ordered the withdrawal of the Austrian forces for 
the sake of ‘peace and order’, so we were informed by a much-
relieved Franz when he arrived home the next day. All Franzl had 
ended up drawing was a cigarette which had been handed to him 
in a spirit of fraternal love by a fellow soldier from Munich. 

The truth was, that to prevent a full-scale German invasion, Dr 
Schuschnigg had indeed resigned, and, after considerable 
deliberation and with great reluctance, President Miklas had 
appointed Seyss-Inquart in his place.  

‘Well, isn’t that a coincidence? An Austrian National Socialist 
Chancellor,’ Emil observed as together with Albrecht as we 
listened to the wireless broadcast in his apartment that afternoon. 
Full political rights had been granted to National Socialists in 
Austria, and the exile of Austrian Nazis abroad had been revoked. 

The other news was that Sunday’s plebiscite had been 
cancelled. 

And when I awoke that Sunday morn, it was as if the scenery 
had changed between acts. The red and white banners had been 
bundled somewhere backstage, and the flags of the Third Reich 
unfurled. 

‘We are German now, Fräulein Raye,’ Frau Geplapper beamed 
as we walked to Mass, and I spotted a Swastika pin on the lapel of 
her Sunday coat. Andreas, her son, wore a Swastika band on his 
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arm, and was dressed in mis-matched browns. Church bells 
pealed in celebration, and during the Mass the priest gave thanks 
for an unbloody resolution to the crisis. 

Upon arriving home, Emil beckoned me into his apartment 
where he had his wireless tuned to Berlin. A mild and clinical 
voice made the following formal declaration on Hitler’s behalf. It 
was the Reich Minister of Propaganda, Joseph Goebbels: 

The German Reich will not tolerate persecution of Germans 
in this region because they belong to our country or because 
they hold certain opinions. There must be peace and order. I 
have therefore decided to help the millions of Germans in 
Austria with the resources of the Reich. 

Since this morning, soldiers of the German Wehrmacht 
have marched over the German-Austrian borders. The new 
National Socialist government in Vienna has itself summoned 
panzer troops, infantry divisions, and SS legions on the 
ground and the German Luftwaffe in the blue sky. Our 
soldiers guarantee that the Austrian Volk will shortly be given 
the opportunity to determine their future themselves and 
thereby their fate with a plebiscite. 

Behind the legions stand the will and decisiveness of the 
entire German nation. I myself, as Führer and Chancellor of 
the German people, will be pleased to enter Austria, my 
homeland, once again as a German and a free citizen. But the 
world must convince itself that the German people in Austria 
have been seized by a soulful joy and see that their rescuing 
brothers have come to their aid in their hour of great need. 
Long live the National Socialist German Reich! Long live 
National Socialist German Austria! 

‘Zur Hölle, zur Hölle, zur Hölle,’ sneered Emil as he switched off 
the wireless. 

‘It doesn’t make sense!’ I blurted. ‘Germans being persecuted? 
What a load of rot! As for peace and order, well, without the Nazi-
led rioting and vandalism, I cannot imagine a place more devoted 
to harmony, with all the order and discipline that harmony 
requires, than Austria. And if the army has been recalled, why is it 
necessary for German troops to be summoned? As for labelling the 
fiasco a rescue operation – that’s quite ridiculous. If anything, 
Austria needs rescuing from Germany! Well, at least there will be 
an opportunity to vote.’ 

‘An opportunity to vote? Ha!’ 
‘It reminds me of the Balkan situation before the War,’ Albrecht 

observed. ‘But that Germany should treat us as if we were 
recalcitrant Serbs, what an insult! There’ll be trouble from this, 
Fräulein Phoebe,’ he nudged me. 
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As you know by now, Roddy, Central Vienna is not large; and 
from customarily greeting Herr und Frau von Adabei31 you come to 
know faces, even though you might not know names. Later that 
day, I found myself nodding at all manner of strangers, and my 
usual ‘Grüβ Gott’ was invariably answered with ‘Heil Hitler’. By 
Sunday evening, the hotels, inns, and guest-houses were full; the 
cafés were bursting with customers; while the Prater, the parks 
and the picture palaces were filled with rustic tourists. Organ 
grinders churned out ‘Heute gehört uns Deutschland und morgen 
die ganze Welt’. And there were men in every conceivable 
combination of brown: plus fours, trousers, not quite matching 
brown shirts, and Sam Brown belts, armed with rifles and 
marching. What was going on? 

‘Herr Hitler is coming!’ smiled a woman, her braided hair in 
scrolls, and dressed to the nines in trachten, ‘And Herr Göring has 
already arrived!’ 



Come nightfall, a tiny knock sounded at my door. It was 
Hubie’s friend Ziggy Kowalski and his wife. Would I mind if they 
stayed overnight? ‘Of course not,’ I replied, and in they came, 
carrying suitcases.  

‘I’m sorry to trouble you,’ Ziggy apologised. ‘We are catching a 
train early tomorrow morning and Marina is so tired these days— 
she is expecting! It would help if we spent the night closer to the 
station.’ Never had I witnessed such concern for a pregnant 
woman and public transport. I proposed a game of cards to bide 
the time. Emil obliged by making a foursome. The Kowalskis 
departed at dawn, thanking me profusely but in great haste. 

 
And when I later visited the Schützes, I found out why. 
 
‘Duke Max and Prince Ernst have been arrested!’ Frau Schütze 

tearily exclaimed. ‘And Herr Bundeskanzler is imprisoned in his 
own home!’ Phone call after phone call brought further news of 
arrests, escape attempts, shootings, and suicides. Prominent 
jurists, doctors, journalists, artists, businessmen and entertainers 
had been singled out by the National Socialist incumbents. 

Immediately, I thought of Professor Rosé and hurried to 
Döbling. A fearful Alma opened the door. The family was safe (for 
the moment), but they worried over the welfare of friends. Bruno 
Walter was in Holland. How would he return to his Vienna home? 
Alma Mahler-Werfel and her husband had fled, having smuggled 
their riches to Switzerland.  

                                                 
31 Adabei: an image-conscious person who dresses to be seen and admired. 
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‘What will you do?’ I asked.  
‘What can we do?’ Alma replied. ‘Mutti is too ill to travel.’ 
 
Emil cleared away his flags; his favourite volumes he relegated 

to their former dusty haunts; and instead he stacked multiple 
copies of Mein Kampf which he topped with swastika pennants 
and portraits of Hitler.  

‘What on earth are you doing that for?’ I asked.  
‘Have you read it?’  
‘No.’  
‘Feh! The more people read “Mein Krampf”, the more they’ll 

realise what a crackpot Hitler is, the more likely they’ll revolt. And 
since you’re mishpucha32, this one’s on me.’ He passed me a copy 
and staggered down the street in his odd crooked way. When I 
next saw him, he sported a haircut and shave that rivalled the 
spiffy grooming of the boys in brown. He even wore a Swastika pin 
on his jacket. ‘To show I’m not a Jew,’ he explained. 



But Vienna had to wait till Monday for the German Führer. 
Late that afternoon, Linke Wienzeile was lined with crowds six 
deep. Fighter planes roared and church bells clanged. And in the 
distance, rumbling towards the city, I spotted armoured tanks. 

My only prior experience of a military parade was 
accompanying Dad on Anzac Day. Year after year, in dwindling 
ranks, the solemn parade commemorated heart-wrenching loss as 
ageing men, like Dad, marched for their mates, living and dead. 
Since the Anzacs were for the most part easy-going volunteers, not 
professional soldiers, the parade was by no means an exercise in 
precision. And the pubs afterwards were full of stories, memories, 
and choked back emotions which hopefully found release over a 
pint. 

‘There’s something terribly wrong in all this,’ I remarked to the 
Portrait while from my balcony I watched the police restrain the 
folk who jostled to see the files of German soldiers. ‘I almost wish 
there had been a war, a fight, some show of resistance, a Judas 
Maccabeus to rise and attack by surprise. Just as well Hubie isn’t 
here. Imagine what he would say!’ 

In the past, Imperial Austria had always resisted: had held out 
against the Turks; had taken on the might of Frederick the Great 
despite the odds; had battled against Napoleon; had struggled to 
withstand Wilhelm I and Bismarck. Now, the tiny nation was no 
match for German might. Her identity had been stripped away 
over the course of a century and a half. With the disbandment of 
the Holy Roman Empire, she had been forced to take her place as 

                                                 
32 Mishpucha: (lit.) family; often means extended family and ring-ins. 
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an imperial domain in an increasingly secular world whose 
modern empires were built on military strength and trade; only to 
be destroyed once more by war and reconfigured as a democratic 
nation – a concept utterly foreign to her, given her centuries-old 
monarchy and diverse culture. The Anschluss with Germany was 
a union with ancient roots, certainly, and one much desired by 
post-war idealists. But there was something quite vulgar about the 
display of tanks and troops parading down Linke Wienzeile, and I 
expressed as much in a letter to Hubie: 

You could hardly call it a victory march. I mean, no battle 
has been fought; and yet the Germans parade like conquering 
heroes. It’s awfully ostentatious. Men, women, and children 
alike hold their arms in the National Socialist salute and cry 
‘Heil!’ and I wonder if they really know what they are doing 
or saying; for only days ago the very same people were 
behind Chancellor Schuschnigg. Can they really be that 
fickle? It is as if Dr Schuschnigg’s resignation was an 
invitation to acknowledge the Anschluss without even a 
protest. Certainly, that is what the new Chancellor, Seyss-
Inquart, advised. Anyone not in favour, I guess, is hiding 
away at home. There’s nowhere else to go, since most of the 
shops are closed either in celebration or commiseration. 
Hubie, I tell you it is a most peculiar affair. 

‘Are you coming, Phoebe?’ An excited Franzl, dressed in 
trachten and sporting a Tyrol hat, interrupted my epistle the 
following morning. ‘Hitler is speaking at the Heldenplatz! It is an 
historic event! Quick! We’re meeting Rudi at Prince Eugene’s 
statue!’ 

Poor Prince Eugene, who had protected Austria during the 
Turkish Wars, was swamped by National Socialist enthusiasts. 
Rudi, also attired in traditional dress, helped Zita and I 
mountaineer our way up, where we enjoyed a most advantageous 
position beneath the prince’s rampant horse whose rump was 
covered with a Nazi flag. Opposite stood the Hofburg, the former 
palace of the Habsburgs, its façade flanked with red bannered 
swastikas, its solid brick wings lending liberal protection to the 
thousands that filled the square. 

‘Lieber Führer sei so nett, zeige dich am Fensterbrett!’ 
clamoured the madding crowd. But it seemed an eternity before 
the entourage finally appeared as dark specks on the palace 
balcony and Hitler came forward to speak: 

Within a few short days, a radical change has taken place 
in the German Volksgemeinschaft, whose dimensions we 
might see today, yet whose significance can only be fully 
appreciated by coming generations 
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‘Volksgemeinschaft? What’s that?’ I shouted amidst the 
cheering. 

‘Being the community of people linked by common heritage, 
irrespective of class or wealth, Volksgemeinschaft is the 
foundation of nationhood,’ Rudi explained at the top of his voice. 
‘It is what identifies us as German, as opposed to Poles or Slavs, 
for instance.’ 

‘It seems rather parochial, if you ask me,’ I called back. 
‘Parochial? Is that how you would describe the union of a great 

people?’ 
‘Pardon?’ I shouted, for Rudi’s remaining response had been 

drowned in the din. 
‘I said, “You have a lot to learn”.’ 
Boos and catcalls resounded through the square when Hitler 

mentioned the hated treaty. I knew well that Versailles’ punitive 
humiliation of Austria-Hungary; its devaluation of her 
transcendent identity; its reduction of Austria to a miniscule 
country in a fragmented Europe; and its rejection of her desire to 
join with Germany, was much resented. But Hitler turned the 
matter to quite a different purpose. Against the will of the people, 
he claimed, Versailles, in preventing Austria’s post-war union with 
Germany, had thwarted the creation of ‘a genuinely great German 
Reich’, and had blocked the path of the German people to the 
future. 

Adolf Hitler then proposed a new mission for Austria. As the 
eastern outpost of the German Volk, Austria (or Östmark as he 
called her) was now to protect German freedom from oriental 
influence – rather a different role from her age-old imperial 
function of providing military protection to diverse peoples, 
regardless of their language or culture. 

And how the crowd cheered! Austria now fully belonged to the 
German Reich! The reunification of Greater Germany had begun! 
Martial shouts of ‘Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil!’ rang out as 
thousands stretched out their arms in fervent and unanimous 
support. 

But Franz remained silent. 
‘Did Hitler say Reichsstatthalter Seyss-Inquart?’ he asked of 

Zita. 
‘I think so,’ she shouted back. ‘I didn’t catch it all. What a din! 

It’s like a football match!’ 
‘Does this mean what I think it does?’ he called, looking at 

Rudi, who was hanging out from Prince Eugene’s horse like a 
monkey from a tree trunk, his other arm extended in salute. 

‘What’s that, Franzl?’ Rudi managed to reply and shout a ‘Sieg 
Heil’ in the one breath. 

‘Austria! Austria! Is she really gone?’ 
‘I think so! Hallo! Steady, my friend!’ 
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And had Rudi not grabbed him as quickly as he did, Franzl 
would have fallen a long, long way. 
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Rejoice and be Glad 

ASTER THAT YEAR acquired an especial significance: A 
miracle had been wrought; an unbloody sacrifice had 
taken place. The Austrian people, lying dead in a 

democratic wasteland, in three days had risen to new life without 
recourse to war. Providence had appointed Adolf Hitler to deliver 
his people and bring them to their true Home. Spring sunshine 
and nourishing rain caused every branch in park and wood to 
sprout throughout Vienna; and fruits of black, red, and white 
began to form as Austria was grafted to the German Reich. 

 
‘It’s a disgrace!’ Professor Schütze declared in implacable rage 

when he came home from his Monday rehearsal, having abruptly 
announced that Professor Rosé had been dismissed from his post 
as Concertmaster. ‘Fifty-seven years he has held that position! 
Fifty-seven years! I admit we have not always seen eye to eye; but 
to inform an old man that his services henceforth are no longer 
required, is a crime. And one of your mob,’ he pointed at Franz, 
‘One of your mob had the gall to say to him, “Your days are 
numbered, Herr Hofrat,”. Nor is Rosé alone. Seven violinists have 
been sacked! And there will be more before the season’s finished. 
All because they are Jews!’ 

And without further ado, he resigned from the Philharmoniker. 
That evening, his friend Seyss-Inquart dropped by for schnapps, 
whereupon the two men had a lengthy discussion behind closed 
doors. Days later, Furtwängler came to dinner, and further 
discussion took place. Richard Strauss also paid a call. The 
Professor capitulated and resumed his post as Principal Oboe. 

‘I am not obliged to become a party member,’ he explained to 
his wife and children. ‘I do not have to swear an oath to stay in the 
orchestra. It is important that music remain independent of 
politics. We must show that music, family, and culture are above 
the Third Reich by continuing to play and live as we have always 
done. If we do not, our beloved orchestra will be dissolved.’ 

But the decision cost him dearly. I had never seen the Professor 
look as grave and sad as on that day. 
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