HITLER IN THERAPY

a play for radio

by Carey Harrison

Characters:

GEOFFREY

ANNA-MARIA VON DODERER, Geoffrey’s aunt

CHOPIN NOCTURNE, BEHIND THE OPENING CREDITS, 

CROSS-FADES INTO RADIO COMMENTARY FROM JUNE 18 18, 1992:

RADIO:
(DISTORT)  The crowd settles again… and now it’s Wasim Akram, coming in to bowl, menacing as ever… (DISTANT CROWD NOISE)… and he’s bowled him! Clean bowled! Gooch is gone… and that’s the end of another tremendous opening partnership with Alec Stewart…

AS THE RADIO COMMENTATOR FADES:

GEOFFREY:
That summer - 1992! - was easily the strangest of my life: I spent it visiting my aunt, Anna-Maria von Doderer [dough-derer], known universally behind her back as ‘the Dod’ - she was my aunt by marriage to my dear old Uncle Vince, a rich and delightfully lazy man who loved cricket, travel, and the stories of Max Beerbohm, and who lived – literally lived - for the game of bridge – (A QUICK ASIDE:) - you have to remember that to his generation…he was born in the 1870s... cards were a life, for those who could afford it - they were an addiction - a career… (HE STOPS, COMPLETELY BLANK; UNDER HIS BREATH, AS IF TO ANNA:) Where was I?

ANNA-MARIA:
(SAME TONE, LOW) You were introducing me. 

GEOFFREY:
Ah yes. My aunt, the celebrated Hamburg psychotherapist and now, for many years, distinguished child analyst, Anna-Maria von Doderer… (STOPS AGAIN; AS , BEFORE, SAME TONE) What was I going to say?

A-M:
(SAME TONE, LOW, TENDERLY)  Your career.

G:
(GRATEFUL)  Exactly. My career. That summer, I was thinking about becoming a therapist, myself. I was 47, still young -

A-M:
Compared to me.

G:
(TENDERLY)  Compared to you, dear, everyone I knew was young. Anna was 86 that year, when I visited the apartment overlooking Lord’s cricket ground that she had shared with Uncle Vince, now 27 years dead. I was there to ask the great Anna-Maria von Doderer’s advice - (EARNEST; NO QUESTION-MARK ON THE END) should I become a psycho-therapist…

A-M:
(WITH A GROAN) Ach.

AS IF IN RESPONSE, A SHOUT OF PLAYERS – A DISTANT CRICKET MATCH IN PROGRESS. A MOMENT’S SILENCE AS:

G:
How Uncle Vince loved that apartment! 

THEN POLITE CROWD APPLAUSE, AS:

G:
With the windows flung open, you could feel you were part of the cricket match - for free, as Uncle Vince loved to point out. He could have bought the ground itself, never mind a season ticket, but no-one relishes a bargain like a rich man.

A-M
(MILD, BUT FIRM) Get back to the subject.

G:
Vince first cast eyes on Anna-Maria at the Valparaiso International Bridge Tournament in 1949—

A-M:
(SAME TONE) Not that subject, Geoffrey…

G:
(IGNORING HER) …when he was – or when he claimed to be – 71, and Anna was 43.  (LYRICAL) My uncle fell in love over the green baize table, or so he told me, for the first time in his life.

A-M:
Quatsch. [‘Kvatch’]

G:
Qwatsch? What’s a Qwatsch?

A-M:
Quatsch means nonsense.

G:
(SAVORING IT) Qwatsch!

A-M:
It’s better than nonsense: (WITH GUSTO:) Quatsch!

G:
Claptrap.

A-M:
What is claptrap?

G:
Codswollop. Qwatsch.

A-M:
Get it right: Kvatsch.

G:
Claptrap will do. So Vince had been in love before?

A-M:
Of course.

G:
But he loved you best.

A-M:
(AMUSED)  Perhaps.

G:
They soon started playing together, as partners, but it wasn’t until the Cairo Invitational of ’52 that Vince proposed to her, when they beat out Omar Sharif and his partner for the title.

A-M:
Vincent proposed during the final rubber. On the table.

G:
On the table?

A-M:
With the King of Diamonds. Hearts were trumps, and he had none. I played the two of Hearts, he could have thrown away a lesser card. Instead he sacrificed the King. I understood. (THE BRIEFEST PAUSE)  Now will you get back to the subject,

G:
Which is…?

A-M:
(IMPATIENCE)  Your career.

G:
(AS IF CUED BY THE MEMORY OF ANNA, CONJURED BY HER TONE:) Yes, I was afraid of her at first, the old tyrant. But who better to tell one the truth, without fear or favor?

THE CRICKET MATCH HAS FADED TO SILENCE NOW.

G:
I’m not too old to make a fresh start, I said. And it was true. For twenty years I’d been a junior lecturer at what used to be our polytechnic and was now pompously called The University of the Cotswolds, which sounded absurd to me, but never mind. Obviously no-one should remain a junior lecturer for 20 years, even at The University of Codswollop, and my excuse, or rather my lack of excuse, was that I’d been writing my book - the book that was to secure me a senior post - for most of these 20 years. (GROWING A LITTLE SHAKY NOW ) Or…not writing it, to be exact - unless you count making a suitcase-full of notes - notes for… what should have been my book - on (SAYING IT WITH A FLOURISH COSTS A CERTAIN EFFORT:) the Unpublished Stories of Sir Max Beerbohm!

A-M:
(LOW; ANTICIPATING TROUBLE) It’s all right, Geoffrey.

G:
(LABORING NOW, RELIVING PAIN AS WELL SHAME) Of course, it did occur to me that the perfect book on somebody’s unpublished stories would be the unpublished book on the unpublished stories of Sir… 

A-M:
Geoffrey, you will be perfectly all right, believe me.

G:
Better still! - I could have found someone who never finished a story, and written the definitive, unfinished and unpublished book on the unfinished and unpublished stories of…

A-M:
(FIRMLY, KINDLY:) This is nothing to be alarmed about.

G:
(COMING OUT OF IT) Thank you. Thank you. She was very good to me, Aunty Anna, when it happened. Got me into a… hospital, and… found Jack for me, this… this very nice…

A-M:
(AS IF INTO THE EAR OF A TROUBLED CHILD:) You know, sometimes freedom is much more frightening than imprisonment.

G:
I was absolutely terrified. It began over Christmas - I was alone - I wasn’t well - my girlfriend Penny had elderly parents to look after and I couldn’t face it again that year. (TERROR COMING BACK NOW) I ran out of soup. That was stupid - I was supposed to make a start, get started, working, but I couldn’t even read, too sick, I couldn’t read the words. Thought I was dying. Slept for… several days, I think. When I woke up, I realized that I was never going to write the book. (GROWING INCREASINGLY WORKED UP) I didn’t want to write the book. I didn’t want to. I didn’t bloody care about Sir Max and his unpublished bloody stories -

A-M:
Your uncle loved the Beerbohm stories…

G:
Vince loved his published stories. Vince never read his unpublished stories - not one! - how could he? They’re unpublished!
A-M:
Of course, my dear - don’t get excited -

G:
I wish he’d never mentioned Beerbohm to me!

A-M:
No, don’t say that…

G:
Excited? I was bloody delirious! For 48 hours I felt heady with relief! I was the man who wasn’t going to write a sodding book! Ever! They could put a pen in my hand and stand me up against a wall before a firing squad and I’d say, Bollocks to you all! I will not write!

A-M:
That’s good, you must not write, no-one can make you write.

G:
I don’t know at what point I realized I wasn’t just… dizzy with happiness. It might have been the fire brigade. I must have given someone Penny’s number… because she was there, then - and I saw it in her eyes, I think. The way she looked at me. (WRY) I got it, finally.

A-M:
You burned the house down, my poor boy.

G:
Well, there was that, of course. You see, I burned the house down. By mistake. I was burning my notes, the… famous… unpublished… (A HELPLESS CHORTLE) …I think it may have been because there were so many of them, and it spread, very effectively, wasn’t a single one left. But when I saw her face, I… - that was… - very frightening, to know I was having a good old nervous breakdown.

MUSIC, AS:

A-M:
(TENDERLY) When people separate, by choice, whether it is from another person or an old life - often both - it is good news, painful but only good. No-one ever leaves, by choice, for a bad reason. It doesn’t exist. Do you understand what I’m saying? Geoffrey? Are you listening to me?

MUSIC FADING.

G:
I wanted Anna. But I couldn’t speak, somehow. It was the drugs, I think.

A-M:
Geoffrey, I can’t treat you. You’re my nephew.

G:
(TRYING TO GET A SENTENCE OUT) That’s why...

A-M:
Yes. That’s why.

G:
(STRUGGLING TO SPEAK) No… that’s why you should treat me.

A-M:
Geoffrey, I don’t treat anyone over the age of 12. Not for forty years now. More. Nearly fifty. The last grown-up patient I treated was in 1944. 

G:
(SLURRING) ’Forty-four…

A-M:
But I have someone for you.

G:
(STRUGGLING TO SPEAK) Year I was b…born.

A-M:
I know. (ALMOST SINGSONG) I have just the right one for you.

G:
(CALMLY, FLUENT ONCE MORE) She sent me to Jack Warstein, this… this very nice therapist, who got me back on my feet again in no time. Well – six months. It seemed like no time – six months of feeling not only cared for but…connected to another human being.

REPEAT IDENTICAL CRICKET MATCH F/X: SHOUT OF PLAYERS. A MOMENT’S SILENCE, AS:

G-
And that was how I ended up, that summer of ‘92...

SAME CROWD APPLAUSE, FADING AS:

G:
…visiting Uncle Vince’s apartment overlooking Lord’s cricket ground, that dear old dark Edwardian apartment where Vince first introduced me to the accursed Max Beerbohm, and where Anna-Maria now lived alone, treating her little troubled children. And while the cricket raged serenely in the background, I led the conversation as – well, as discreetly – as I could, with my heart pounding, round to my new hopes – my new life – and the blessing I hoped she would give –

A-M:
(FOND) I knew you’d like Jack Warstein.  He’s a very dear man.

G:
Eyes like Maltesers…

A-M:
(BAFFLED)  Eyes like what?

G:
Kind, melting eyes – brown, you know –

A-M:
He has brown eyes?

G:
I tried to say how much I felt inspired by Jack’s kindness and … and discretion… a truly loving man, who gave me back my life, my pride – by listening, by…hearing me. I’m not too young to make a fresh start, Aunt Anna, I said. Jack made me feel I could take my life by the horns, and to be perfectly immodest, Aunt Anna, I felt he was more like me than any man I’d ever known - and maybe, I thought, something in his temperament that fitted so well with the work he did was also there… in me--

A-M:
(FLAT) No.

G:
(TENTATIVE)  No?

A-M:
No! This profession has enough grateful former patients, all still trying to repay the love they owe, the love they once received.

G:
Is that so bad?

A-M:
I tell you why it is bad. Because you think you want to be a therapist, when what you’re looking for is to remain a patient. And this will be the way to stay under the therapeutic blanket, where you and your patient will be two dear little children together, babes in the wood, both of you searching for the same…(HESITATES – WILL GEOFFREY BE SHOCKED? - THEN, FIRMLY:) …tit. It’s what your Uncle Vincent used to say when I went to greet my first little patient of the day: ‘Off to give them the tit?’ (LAUGHING NOW) Off to give them the tit! But I treat real children, Geoffrey, young children, not overgrown babes in the wood. (SHE SIGHS) You see… you need to be more than healed to do this job. You need to be whole. You need to be a grown-up.

MUSIC: NOCTURNE. FADING, AS:

G:
By the time I got home there was already a message from her on the machine…

A-M:
(NOT IN PHONE DISTORT) Forget what I said.

G:
Asking me to return tomorrow, as early as I liked.

A-M:
This was the vicious old lady speaking. Don’t listen. About psychotherapy you cannot possibly imagine what feelings I have. Or rather I am going to make you understand. I am going to make you. It will be painful, Geoffrey – most of all for me. But you will understand why I say crazy things sometimes. I was an analyst at 25. Impossible today, and at the time, even for me, far too early. Freud thought so too, of course, only he didn’t want to lose me, I was his gentile princess – now he has a brilliant little girl from the Aryan enemy, a ‘von’, a von Doderer, his prima ballerina assoluta, his fairy on the Christmas tree. And I was dazzling, Geoffrey. I was his magical child.

A MOMENT. A RUSTLE OF OLD, BRITTLE PAPER.

A-M:
Here… you will please read this. One chapter at a time.

G:
What is it? – are these…? – what are they, transcripts?

A-M:
No, this is a book. I wrote it a long time ago. This is the only copy. After each chapter, you come to me. Will you do this? 

G:
Yes, of course. 

A-M:
And when you have reached the end of the book, you will destroy it.

G:
Certainly not.

A-M:
What did you say?

G:
This is your only copy? Why would I be willing to destroy it?

A-M:
Are you going to argue with me, you absurd child? Then give it back.

G:
No – wait a minute – 

A-M:
Give it!

G:
Please - would you just tell me what this is?

A-M:
It’s a book. I wrote it. So it is mine to destroy, I think. 

G:
What sort of a book?

A-M:
You will see. (A MOMENT. GRUDGINGLY:) It is the story of my meetings with a patient, over 14 years.

G:
And you want it destroyed? Is that because you were… violating…

A-M:
The privacy of the consulting room? Freud himself did. No, Geoffrey. That is not why. You will understand. (SHARP): Now are you going to do what I say, or not?

MUSIC: CHOPIN, FADING GRADUALLY, AS:

G:
When I got home and started to turn the yellowing typewritten pages, I saw that they were alL… like the page I glimpsed when I opened the manuscript at Anna’s apartment. In German! (BEMUSED:)  The whole book was in German. I couldn’t understand a word.

A-M:
(AS IF SPEAKING TO A STUDENT, WHO OUGHT TO UNDERSTAND, AND IS MERELY PRETENDING NOT TO:)  Es war eine schreckliche, hoffnungslose Zeit.


WHEN CHOPIN HAS FADED, WE CAN HEAR THE BRITTLE PAGES BEING TURNED, AS:

G:
Either in her elderly confusion she just imagined that I spoke it – or… forgot which language it was written in – the damn thing was like something rescued from the tomb, pages were stuck together and others simply tore when I turned them – she probably hadn’t opened it for forty years. 


PAGE SOUNDS FADING AS:

G:
I phoned Penny, whose brother Bernard had some German, and asked him round to give me the gist of it, little knowing what I was letting myself in for.

IN A KIND OF GHASTLY PARODY OF THE INTERROGATORY SHOUT OF THE DISTANT CRICKET PLAYERS, APPEALING FOR A CATCH AT THE WICKET, WE HEAR ONE PHRASE SHOUTED ON A RISING CADENCE, DISTANT BUT HUGELY AMPLIFIED: HITLER AT THE NUREMBERG PODIUM. 

THEN, AS IN THE CRICKET MATCH F/X, A MOMENTARY SILENCE, AS:

G:
We began with the first words…

NOW, ALSO LIKE A MACABRE VERSION OF THE CRICKET MATCH APPLAUSE, AN ERUPTION OF HITLER’S POWER-INTOXICATED AUDIENCE.

AS IT GRADUALLY FADES:

G
(SLOWLY, ONE POORLY-PRONOUNCED WORD AT A TIME:) Es… war… eine schreckliche... hoffnungslose…Zeit.

A-M:
(CALMLY)  It was a terrible time, devoid of hope.

G:
In our family, Anna-Maria was known as a delightful, outrageous fantasist. No-one entirely believed that she had been a practising psychoanalyst at the age of 25, and after hearing her claims to have played Liszt, aged 12, to an audience of crowned heads, and been the downhill ski-ing champion of Bavaria at 17 -

A-M:
(AMUSED) Bavaria? Are you mad? I went there once in my life, possibly twice. The downhill I won in Upper Saxony.

G:
…and published a volume of poems about the madness of the poet Hoelderlin, before she was eighteen…

‘

A-M:
That’s right. But it was Chopin I played, not Liszt! My God! (CAUSTIC) Liszt! Why do I bother?! Does anybody ever listen?

G:
…it was easier to believe that the poet and the story-teller were the true Anna-Maria, than that she had ever met Freud, who apparently never visited Hamburg—

A-M:
(BURSTS OUT LAUGHING) Freud never came to Hamburg? Fetch me the ignoramus who told you this!

G:
…much less been showered with Freud’s love, as she insisted.

A-M:
Geoffrey, Freud’s wife was from Hamburg. Ahh, you make me crazy. It’s not funny to be old and living in a different country, in a time when nobody remembers. (A MOMENT; PULLING HERSELF TOGETHER:) Ach, du lieber; all right; we begin. You have started reading?

G:
Oh yes. Chapter one.

A-M:
And?

G:
Well, it’s… incredible. (WARILY) You treated Hitler’s niece?!

A-M:
Correct.

G:
(NO QUESTION MARK)…for 14 years.

A-M:
No, not for 14 years, Geoffrey. She died the same year I began to treat her. Geli [‘gaily’] came to me in April. April 23rd, three days after her uncle’s birthday. September 18 she killed herself. Supposedly.

G:
Oh. Then--

A-M:
Wait and see. So. Tell me.

G:
Tell you…?

A-M:
(TRYING TO BE PATIENT; FAILING) What you thought, Geoffrey. You read the first chapter.

G:
I did, yes. Well, I mean, it’s extraordinary –

A-M:
(AMUSED) You think this is extraordinary –

G:
And it left me with some questions – if that’s all right –

A-M:
Yes…

G:
Well, unless I missed something, there’s nothing in your book about why Hitler’s niece would come to you – if you see what I mean - or how you felt about it-- 

A-M:
It is a record of what happened, Geoffrey. Not of my ‘feelings’. After 14 years you can’t pretend to write a journal. (GIRDING HERSELF - NEW TONE:) All right. You have to understand. We are in 1931. Hitler is in love with his niece. Everyone knows this today.

G:
I didn’t.

A-M:
Because you are an ignoramus. 1931, yes? Hitler is about to come to power. The trajectory of his dream – world domination – has already begun. But he is desperate, he loves Geli, this stupid girl, the child of his half-sister, as he has loved nobody else and never will again; he is obsessed, Geli knows it, and she knows that he will never let her go. She doesn’t want to die. That was why she cried, in my consulting room. She wanted so much to live, and she knew Hitler would kill her the moment she tried to escape from him. But if he kept her a prisoner… she would kill herself, she told him so. He was ready to die too, if he couldn’t have her; he was willing to try anything. He had already bought her everything she ever wanted, without winning her love. In ’31 he created an entire SS department just to prove to her that they were meant for each other.

G:
Really? How were they going to do that?

A-M:
(AMUSED) Oh, it was quite simple. Their job was to was to make a list of all the successful matings in history between an uncle and a niece, and not only in the human but the animal world as well, where they at least discovered, I was told, that breeders of goats maintained that uncle to niece was the most successful match to produce high yielding milk goats.

G:
But she wasn’t impressed.

A-M:
(PLEASED WITH HIM; AMUSED)  I doubt it.

WE HEAR A STRANGE SOUND, HARD TO IDENTIFY FOR AN INSTANT: A GIRL SOBBING HER HEART OUT.

A-M:
(BRISK)  So, one day in the waiting room…

G:
No, hold on –

A-M:
There was sitting the future Fuehrer, whom I recognized, he was already an important man, and a young girl, whom I didn’t. She was 23. At the time Hitler was 42 and looked 50, that day. Both of them like two condemned people tied together, before the firing squad.

G:
But how on earth could he bring himself to come to a follower of Freud—

A-M:
Yes. That gives you some idea of how desperate he was. She was ready to die. He had tried everything. Now only quacks were left, magic spells, potions – he’d tried them both – and finally he scraped the bottom with a so-called doctor of the soul: he tried the ‘Jewish science’. Which was why he came to me, because I was a ‘von’, von Doderer, I was not quite the only gentile analyst, but nearly. Also important, I was Geli’s age, a girl, not some old Jew. Even so he had to keep it a complete secret, that’s why he brought Geli himself, with only his trusted chauffeur. Until he found that she was fucking the chauffeur – even at the point of suicide she was an animal in heat, that child – and after that he came with one SS man, all the way to Hamburg, a city he avoided all his life because of its liberal traditions…

THE SOBBING HAS SUBSIDED.

A-M:
… just to see little Anna-Maria. Also, you see, it did no harm that Geli’s first names, Angela Maria [‘An-gay-la’], were so close to mine… 

G:
And she told you Hitler was in love with her?

A-M:
She didn’t want to tell me anything. So I told her.  (BARELY A PAUSE, BUT AN EDGE OF SADNESS:) I was intuitive in those days. (A MOMENT.) You know why I say that? The less you understand, the better for intuition.

G:
(TRYING TO SITUATE HIMSELF IN THE ENSUING SILENCE – DOUBTING HIS OWN CAPACITY FOR INTUITION -) Well – I hope – 

A-M:
I said: ‘Your uncle wants you in his bed’. (SHOCKED:) ‘Oh no,’ she said. He did, of course. (REPEAT MIMICRY:) ‘Oh no. But he wants to paint me.’ ‘Naked,’ I said. (GELI’S WHISPER:) ‘More than naked.’ (ANNA:) ‘He wants to draw pictures of your Muschi.’ (SAME WHISPER:) ‘How did you—‘ (ANNA INTERRUPTS, BRUSQUE:) ‘He’s an artist.’ (NEW TONE:) You only had to look at her, curled up like a nautilus, to want to pull her up and turn her upside down and find the wet folds of this girl. (BRIEFEST OF MOMENTS, THEN:) What an expression on your face!

G:
(AMUSED) Did you desire the Fuehrer’s niece?

A-M:
Everyone did. She made you want to peel her like a fruit. But as a patient – useless. No, it was the uncle I had to speak with, not the niece, if I would be any help. And he wouldn’t come. Sat outside in the waiting room with his hat on his knees. Looked at me like an old woman. I was a bossy girl in those days – 


BREAKING OFF -

--don’t, I can see it in your face, of course I’m a bossy old woman now, because to be fearless at my age, what can it cost me? But at 25, to stare at the leader of the brownshirts and the SS, to meet his eyes across a tiny Wartssaal and stretch my hand out to him and… with the middle finger wagging at him… ‘Kommen Sie!’…to beckon to the demon, ‘Kommen Sie, Herr Hitler!’, ‘Come here to me!’: I was afraid of nothing. And I knew nothing. The day I said this, the SS man stood up and came and pushed me back into the room, sent Geli out, and said to me, ‘Speak to Herr Hitler in this manner again and I will see that you are given a different kind of work.’ I was bold and bossy, but I was not stupid: I said nothing. And later I discovered who he was, this fellow. Not just some SS man. It was Hitler’s secretary, Rudolph Hess – the one who later flew to Scotland. Hess knew a great deal about Hitler and Geli. And even more about Geli’s death. The year after she died - under what are called ‘mysterious circumstances’ - he was made an SS General, and then Deputy Fuehrer. I will leave you to guess why.

G:
Why?

A-M:
(PATIENTLY) That’s what I leave you to guess, Geoffrey. That day, when I followed Hess out into the waiting room, it was empty. 

FAINTLY, WE HEAR GELI’S SOBS ONCE MORE.

A-M:
Hitler – Hitler was not angry with me for my behaviour, as I came to understand. But he never came to sit with weeping Geli. Not once.

GELI’S SOBS RISE, THEN FADE AWAY, AS ANNA-MARIA CONTINUES.

IN HER TONE NOW, AN UNDISGUISED PITY FOR HITLER – FIRST GLIMPSE OF THIS.

A-M:
She cried and cried. I could hear the sound long after she left. Even after her death. Later, with Hitler in the room, I wondered, could he hear them too? He knew them well, her tears. And this was the place where I kept them for him. Sometimes when he looked around, I have no doubt he saw her curled up in the armchair, weeping for the life he stole from her.

MUSIC: CHOPIN. NOW WE CAN IMAGINE IT MIGHT BE THE 12-YEAR-OLD ANNA-MARIA PLAYING, TO AN AUDIENCE OF CROWNED HEADS. OVER THIS:

G:
I still had no idea whether to believe a word of this entire farrago, especially when the old girl seemed to be casually mentioning ‘Hitler in the room’ - in the consulting room of a 25-year-old ski champion, concert pianist, poet, and psycho-analyst. Talk about child prodigies! I suppose it was possible. Bernard, who didn’t know Anna-Maria, thought it was all a hoax, a huge joke. But was it? Her precious manuscript wasn’t much help. Large sections of it were illegible because of what looked like mildew, and we found 50 blank pages where – perhaps because the author had changed to a different kind of typewriter ribbon, Bernard suggested – the print had disappeared completely.

CHOPIN HAS FADED. ONCE MORE A CRICKET MATCH IS IN PROGRESS. DIFFERENT CROWD REACTIONS, THIS TIME: A WEST INDIAN FACTION, PERHAPS, BLOWING HORNS AND BEATING STEEL DRUMS,

G:
I didn’t want to tell Anna-Maria that time had already destroyed much of her book. Where my ignorance could not be hidden from her, I was quite happy to have it attributed to sloth or general dim-wittedness—

A-M:
And the lack of a proper education in 20th century history. Now, as you would know if you went to the library and studied a little, when Geli died, the world was told it was a suicide. But little Anna-Maria is still in the middle of it, although no-one knows this except me, Rudolph Hess, and Hitler. The world learns that Geli died in the Munich apartment she shared with Hitler - and with the Nazi thugs who guarded her, day and night – and that when she died Hitler was on the way to Hamburg, nobody knows why. Except for me. I know. He was coming to me. To shout, to weep? To accuse? To confess?  We’ll never know, because Hess reached him first with the official news of Geli’s death, and he turned back to Munich. I read it in the newspapers, thinking, Oh my God, now what? This is why Hitler brought her to me, to prevent this. What if he holds me responsible? This is a man outside the law. There were no death camps yet, in ’31, but already there were disappearances. If you were on the list of Hitler’s enemies, you were no longer safe. I might be his enemy number one, if Geli killed herself. (A MOMENT) Which she didn’t, of course. 

G:
Ah! – it was…what’s his name –

A-M:
But if it was Hess, do you think even Hitler’s personal secretary, a man who lived only for Hitler, would have done this on his own authority? Even if Hitler had said, like your King Henry in a fit of rage, who will rid me of this turbulent girl?… would you run off and kill the love of Adolf Hitler’s life?

G:
No, and I wouldn’t do it with Hitler’s own gun, either. 

A-M:
You know that? You don’t get that from my book.

G:
I have been doing some research, you see. Improve my education.

A-M:
Good. Good boy. But now, think for a moment: everyone goes, Ach du lieber, Hitler’s own gun? And then they think, but if he had her killed – seemingly he himself was many miles away, but he could have ordered it – how stupid can such a man, a political leader, be, to have a murder done with his own gun? No.

G:
Unless – the double bluff – or is that –

A-M;
No, no, they were adroit with such things --

G:
…is that triple bluff?

A-M:
Later – many years later – I learnt the truth. (QUICKLY:) I had to wait and so will you, you’ll read it in my book. Be patient. We’re only in 1931, when what I fear is that all paths lead back to me. What if Hitler needs someone to blame, what if he thinks, now in all the world only this little doctor of psycho-analysis, this little witchdoctor, has the details of my life with Geli - knows from Geli’s lips intimate things, things unworthy of a Fuehrer? One von Doderer less in the world… who would care? For a year I held my breath, expecting every day a visit from the same SS man – I saw him in my dreams with his mad square face and haunted eyes like seabirds nesting in a cliff – the one who threatened me with a different kind of work.

G:
(AFTER AN INSTANT)  But he never came.

A-M:
No. No. Instead of this… but now you read it for yourself.

G:
(WARMLY)  Right-o.


BUT…

A-M:
(AFTER AN INSTANT)  What is it?

G:
Nothing! Champing at the bit. Can’t wait.


CHOPIN INTERVENES…

G:
I still wasn’t sure how Anna-Maria would take it if I told her about the state of her manuscript – never mind that someone else was helping me decipher it, as best we could. She’d handed it over as if it was the ark of the covenant. I just wanted our meetings to go on – I could picture myself turning gradually into her therapeutic heir, the one she’d never had – the son she’d never had – and I wasn’t about to break the spell. 


CHOPIN HAS FADED. RISING VERY GRADUALLY ONCE MORE, THE VOICE OF THE THIRD REICH: HITLER IN FULL RHETORICAL FLOOD.

G:
That evening I walked home through lengthening shadows in the sunny summer streets, trying to imagine daily life in a police state. I was still a little spooked by the image of a bossy young Anna-Maria, utterly egocentric but fearless and brilliant, in a world of death camps and disappearances - so that when I found the side door to my ground floor apartment open, just slightly ajar, I felt a spasm of displaced alarm. I crept in and set eyes on the intruder, before he noticed me. It was Bernard, magnifying glass in hand, utterly absorbed in Aunty Anna’s manuscript. He glanced up at me, and tapped the fraying typescript. (NEW TONE:)  Enter friend Hitler! he announced.

CHOPIN, OMINOUS NOW.

G:
When I arrived the next day, Anna-Maria’s mood had changed, along with the weather. Teatime had become our rendez-vous hour, and I always tried to time my arrival with the tea interval at Lord’s, so that for at least the first few minutes, as she settled into her memories, she wouldn’t be distracted by the sounds of the game and the crowd. I probably needn’t have worried. She was the one who insisted on keeping the windows open, and although she said it was for the cooling breeze, I wondered if the sounds of cricket restored to her something of Uncle Vince.

MUSIC HAS FADED.

G:
That day there was no cricket - it was raining, the windows were closed and the curtains drawn. The apartment was so dark that in the gloom I could hardly see her. But when I suggested turning on a lamp she said no, in a tone I hadn’t encountered before. It was the autocratic, irritable Anna, a little pricklier than usual but, more than that, she sounded hollow and oddly absent, as if she hadn’t slept. I groped my way to the armchair and sat in silence, not sure how to begin. The fact was that the state of the manuscript had left me without a whole lot to go on.

A-M:
 So now you know.

G:
(WARILY) Well… yes… Hitler.

A-M:
Yes. Hitler.

G:
We must have sat there in the dark then for a good five minutes, and I began wondering if she was even awake. 


A MOMENT.

G:
So… what was it that made Hitler decide to come and see you?

A-M:
Stupid question.

G:
(AT SEA) I suppose it is, really -

A-M:
He liked me. He liked me from the beginning.

G:
Right. (A MOMENT) Even though…

A-M:
Even though what?

G:
Well, at the very least, coming to your consulting room must have reminded him of Geli--

A-M:
Of course. That’s why he came. Not only that, but… to me he could talk about Geli. The first time he came, it was the anniversary of her death. Every year, for fifteen years, he came on that day. Even in ‘44, the last time, when he was still recovering from the assassination attempt in July, he came.

G:
I see.

A-M:
And many times in between.

G:
Always to… talk about Geli?

A-M:
(ALMOST A WEARY CHUCKLE) No. Of course not. During Stalingrad, you think he talked about Geli? We talked about everything. Everything you could imagine, between two people.

A MOMENT.

G:
So - what was he like?

A-M:
(WITHERING:) What was he like?

G:
Yes, I mean, how was it, to… I mean, what was he like?

A-M:
(AS MUCH WEARY AS ANNOYED) Such questions. What was he like. He was like Hitler.

G:
Meaning…?

A-M:
(DISMISSIVE) Read the book. Go away and read the book.

G:
All right. (A MOMENT) You mean - the next chapter? (A MOMENT) Aunt Anna? (A MOMENT) Aunt Anna?

A HUGE SNORE.

G;
This time she’d definitely fallen asleep.

ROAR OF A LARGE, DISTANT CROWD.

G:
Next day it was as if the previous afternoon had never happened. The sun shone, it was chokingly hot, and outside Anna-Maria’s windows an overbearing crowd was in a gladiatorial mood, as if we’d moved to Ancient Rome.

ANOTHER COLLECTIVE SHOUT, THEN LINGERING APPLAUSE.

G:
Something, somewhere, was moving in for the kill. 

A-M:
(BRISK, FOCUSSED:) So. Did we talk about Hitler yet?

G:
(FIRMLY) No.

SOME SCATTERED, POLITE APPLAUSE, AS THE INTENSITY FADES FROM THE GAME, TRANSFERS ITSELF TO THE ROOM INSTEAD. OVER THE SCATTERED APPLAUSE:

G:
Aunt Anna was alert. Positively hyper, in fact.

A-M:
What did you say? Did he come in yet? Hitler? You know that his niece, Geli, killed herself?

G:
Oh, absolutely. No - he just came in - came back to see you. On the anniversary of her death.

A-M:
Ah, good, you found that out. Well, you will know from what you read that I met an entirely different Hitler, naturally, from the one in the newsreels.

G:
(HEARTY) Yes, indeed. 

A-M:
At first for a few minutes, sometimes for a whole hour, he was the Hitler from the newsreels. Like a machine someone has made to start every sentence with ‘Germany’. Then finally he would remember where he was. And why he came. And he would start to leave off the personality of the Fuehrer, like you or I would shed an overcoat.

G:
(STILL EAGER TO BE HELPFUL) I’m sure you’d have to be able to turn it on and off.

A-M:
What’s that? 

G:
I said, you’d have to turn it on and off. If you were Hitler.

A-M:
(NOT TAKING THIS IN) You never knew him. He was a quite extraordinary individual. I mean, in himself. By nature he a visionary, a healer.

G:
(BAFFLED)  A healer?

A-M:
He was a true holistic spirit. His concern was not just for the mind – least of all the mind – or for the body, or the soul, but for all three. All three together. You understand?

G:
(TROUBLED AT THE DIRECTION THE CONVERSATION IS TAKING; DISTRACTEDLY:) Okay. 

A-M:
I hope you’re listening. This was a man who could have been one of the greatest teachers in human history. Read Mein Kampf. Did you ever read Mein Kampf?
G:
No.

A-M:
Read it.

G:
I will, yes. Of course. Do you – do you have a copy? In English, if--

A-M:
The Germany that worshipped science and empty modernity, he hated it. That’s why his every breath was for our nation, to restore to this people who had put all their energies into the outer man the fullness of spiritual evolution. He saw the reality of myth, of archetype, in everyday life, as Jung did – (BREAKING OFF) do you—

G:
(INTERRUPTS, UNABLE TO STAND IT)  But he was…

A-M:
Who? Who was what?

G:
(PLUCKING UP COURAGE) Hitler. Was mad.

A-M:
Of course. What else? You think a sane person kills millions of people?

G:
But you say he could have been--

A-M:
I say he could have been a great healer. I saw that person, as a therapist I saw it. And as a woman. He was very, very shy, and kind, with women. Many women loved him. They appreciated him, the tenderness he showed only to them, even when he was the Fuehrer. (A MOMENT) You don’t believe me?

G:
I thought with Geli he… kept her locked up, you said.

A-M:
She was like a wild animal. There was no other way. He couldn’t let her go.

G:
(NERVOUSLY) Well, that’s pretty crazy.

A-M:
Of course it is. But she too - she was obsessed with him, or else she would have found a way, when they went on little picnics, say, simply to run. She had a hundred opportunities. The Fuehrer-Hitler was a monster. That is why she cried. But as a man - and I’m telling you this Geoffrey, because you are now playing the part of my therapist, I’m sure you’ve understood this all along, what we are doing here - as a man he was lovable.

THE DISTANT GAME REARS ITS HEAD WITH A COLLECTIVE SHOUT, FOLLOWED BY APPLAUSE. 

G:
I’m sorry - you say I’m your therapist?

A-M:
In a manner of speaking. Isn’t that what you want, Geoffrey, to be a therapist?

G:
Well, possibly to train as one, if you thought I--

A-M:
We are getting away from the point, Herr Doctor.

G:
(ECHOING IN NERVOUS AMUSEMENT) Herr Doctor!

A-M:
You remember what the point is?

G:
No.

ANOTHER BURST OF EXCITED CROWD APPLAUSE.

A-M:
Hitler, of course. I loved him.

AS THE APPLAUSE FADES – GEOFFREY NOW IN DESPERATION - VAGUELY:

G:
I don’t know what’s going in that match. This morning we were steaming ahead, but now we seem to be losing wickets like…

A-M:
Geoffrey, I think you heard quite well what I said.

G:
I did, yes. I mean, I think you had the singular advantage over anybody else of knowing the man as your patient, over many years and, I can certainly imagine - you know, it’s a bit like the… the so-called Stockholm syndrome - I don’t know if you’ve caught up with that - where the hostage falls in love with his - with the - did I say falls in love? - I mean where the hostage… you know, develops a sympathy for the hostage-taker’s point of view…

A-M:
(HAVING LET HIM RUN HIS COURSE; AMUSED:) A sympathy?
G:
Yes. A sympathy.

A-M:
(STILL AMUSED; MOCKING:) You’re trying to tell me I experienced some counter-transference, where Hitler was concerned?

G:
(CAUTIOUS) I might be. I would imagine any therapist, over a period of fifteen years--

A-M:
I had his child.

G:
(AFTER A MOMENT; SOFTLY, TOTAL DISBELIEF:) What?

A-M:
I had his child, Geoffrey. I bore Hitler a child. A son.

G:
(GIVING UP)  Aunty Anna, I’m sorry - this is absurd -

A-M:
Oh, it’s much worse than absurd, my boy.

G:
No, I’m sorry - I don’t believe for one moment…

A-M:
(FIERCELY) You don’t believe what?  What is it you don’t believe?

G:
Any of it. I’m sorry. I - (COLLECTS HIMSELF) all right, whatever else, I don’t believe for one instant that you and Hitler… I mean, if in fact you even met him…

LONG PAUSE. CRICKET DISTANTLY AUDIBLE.
A-M:
Ja. (FIRM, CALM)  All right. Off you go, Geoffrey. Why don’t you go off to the cricket, where England is losing. And forget the mad old auntie. Go on.

G:
Look, I don’t know what to think. I think you might be testing me, to see how credulous I am.

A-M:
Yes? Why?

G:
Why what?

A-M:
Why would I be testing you, my poor Geoffrey?
G:
I don’t know. Probably because I want to be an analyst, and for all I know analysts have to have some ability to tell a crazy story from a true one.

A PAUSE. CRICKET DISTANTLY, BRIEFLY AUDIBLE.

A-M:
(EVENLY NOW; TIRED:)  All right, my dear boy. You are right. I was testing you.

G:
(CAUTIOUS)  You were?

A-M:
Yes. 

G:
You say you were testing me? It was all just—

A-M:
And you passed the test with flying flags.

G:
With flying colours?

A-M:
Yes.

G:
So none of this… none of the Hitler business – it never happened?

A-M:
No, it never happened, Geoffrey. Of course, you will need to remember that to an analyst, the crazy story and the true one: they are the same. The nightmare is as urgent – and as revealing – as the everyday. The life of the spirit is not true in the way that your cricket match is real and true, and will appear in the newspapers.

G:
No, I appreciate that. So - when you say… I will need to remember, does that mean you’re reconsidering whether I might be a suitable prospect – you know, to be a therapist—

A-M:
I reconsider nothing. You are a suitable case for kindergarten. (WITH AN EFFORT – NEW TONE:) Geoffrey, all manner of people become psychotherapists, or attempt to, for all manner of reasons. Like most professions, it attracts not only people who are drawn to it by an affinity but also by accident, or by some… some secret compulsion. Sadists who want victims. Lonely bores who look for company. Saints who need to suffer. In any case, sometimes the very best motives are not sufficient, for instance when a person is well suited to become a therapist, but an element of passion is missing. Meanwhile another person, prompted by demons instead of by altruism, finds a niche, discovers a talent…writes a book… is even humanized by becoming useful. These things are not predictable, Geoffrey. You have to suck it and see. You are a nice man, very young for 47, but a good person. You want my blessing, you can have it. But to predict a person’s happiness, you might as well predict the weather. (AFTERTHOUGHT) Or a successful marriage.

G:
(A MOMENT; GENTLY:) You were happy with Uncle Vince.

A-M:
I was very happy with your Uncle Vincent, Geoffrey. ‘Vince’ is a man who races motorcycles.

G:
(REACTING TO HER ASPERITY)  Force of habit. Sorry.

A-M:
He understood… the nuances. When two people can put up with each other as bridge partners, marriage is…

G:
A piece of cake.

A-M:
Exactly. Forty-seven is still too early to understand, but I try to put you on the right path. (WITH AN EFFORT:) Enough for today.  So now - you want something? A cup of tea?  Some biscuits? Why do you smile at me?

G:
Just thinking about Uncle Vince. And being married to an analyst. If he said something was a piece of cake, did you always offer him some food?

MUSIC

G:
Now I didn’t know what to do. I had her blessing, but I was… at sea. No – worse than that. I was drowning. Much as I wanted to believe that the old girl had been testing me with her bizarre confessions, her disavowal of them rang less true than they did. There was a test here – but what was it? 


THE MUSIC HAS FADED. FOR THE FIRST TIME, WE ARE IN AN OPPRESSIVELY REAL ACOUSTIC: CAR HORNS, TRAFFIC NOISE, PAVEMENT CHATTER.

G:
To go deeper – that was certainly my instinct, but did that mean to trust her? To believe her? It was insane. But that, precisely, was the threshold. Seeing it, I stopped dead in the street: if I never went back and demanded that we pick up the threads – whether of hellish truth or delusion – if I let it all dissolve in tea and biscuits, I’d be finished, blessing or no blessing. I’d never train to be a therapist. I knew it now. And damn her, so did she.


CROSSFADE: THE CITY STREET ACOUSTIC FADES, TO BE REPLACED BY THE CHOPIN PIANO, AS:

G:
When I got home I phoned Bernard and told him that Anna-Maria wanted the manuscript back, she was afraid it might get damaged. He was disappointed, but… I didn’t want him reading about Hitler babies in the family, if that was in the manuscript somewhere. From now on that was between me and her.


ANNA-MARIA’S VOICE COMES IN WITHOUT A PAUSE, THE CHOPIN CONTINUING IN THE BACKGROUND, AND SLOWLY FADING.

A-M:
(PERSUASIVELY CALM; LOVING)  Think of it this way. To know a person who has done terrible things, a person who was quite crazy when she did them, this is hardly unique. Even to have once been that person – in the end you realize it’s not so uncommon, and to try for 40 years to make atonement, believing that this takes more courage than to kill yourself – are you following me? – this too is a life many have led.  I could never share it with anyone – not even a fellow-therapist, who would have treated me as you did yesterday, as a liar.

G:
No, not--

A-M:
As a liar. But you, suddenly here you are, you are a kind person, willing, you love your old Aunt, you are not cynical. You even admire me. I thought about it and it seemed to me you were my last and best chance. And if you don’t believe me, then to all intents and purposes I am a crazy old woman. I committed it all to paper once, and showed no-one. Now you have it. Now it’s up to you, whether it matters or not. Truthfully… there are many days when I simply don’t care any more what I did forty or fifty years ago, in another life. (A MOMENT) You can still always come for tea, whenever you like. And please, always for the cricket, the big matches.


SILENCE.

A-M:
All right. (AMUSED:) This is the silence of the therapist. No, I’m teasing, I know you don’t fully believe me yet. 

G:
It’s the silence of a Sunday without cricket, for once.

A-M:
Shall we begin, then? First of all, you mustn’t think that what I’m telling you is how little Anna-Maria fell under the spell of the tyrant, and jumped into his bed - which in itself would not be so remarkable, I hope you will agree. I’m 26 when it begins, he’s 43, all-powerful, polite, considerate, brings me flowers, and is crazy, but I don’t care, because therapists love their crazy killer patients best, just as a mother loves her crazy killer child better than all the rest. This is not my story. When I said to you I loved him, it was that beneath the Wille zur Macht, the power-lust, the mania about the Jews, the need to kill everyone but the perfect specimens of Man and Woman, was the sadly imperfect specimen, Adolf, with a sensibility equal to - because, Geoffrey, this is the natural economy of the spirit - equal to the intensity of the madness and the hatred. For every drop of rage in our soul, an equal drop of fear. For every capacity to enact an ugly deed, an equal but fiercely suppressed capacity to feel precisely what it is you are obliterating by your deed. You understand?

G:
I think so.

A-M:
You think so, but this, what I’ve said - still does not make murderers always more lovable than saints, isn‘t that right? Or does it?

G:
No, I - I don’t know -

A-M:
(DRILY) You’re not sure? Why do you think you want to be a therapist? To get closer to the saint in your patient, or the murderer? At least you can imagine how proud I was, as a therapist, to be able to find in this harsh person, when we talked about Geli, about his mother or his school trips in the countryside, or about art, a kind of sweetness - that’s the only word that captures it -which in such a man quickly inspires attachment, fondness - not only in me, Geoffrey - and even love.

G:
Like a taste of sweetness in… something that’s poisonous?

A-M:
(RELUCTANTLY) If you like. But it was not a lure, if that’s what you mean. Nor was I an insect. For many years he had no poisonous intentions for me, no ulterior motive except to be able to relax and cast off the overcoat that was Germany. Which in any case I didn’t want to hear about, as it grew heavier and dirtier and full of lead, dragging us all down to our death.

G:
He didn’t talk to you about politics?

A-M:
Sometimes.

G:
Or the war, or--

A-M:
Yes yes, but I didn’t listen. And as I told you, after a while he always left off from making speeches. And we talked. Then I could listen as a therapist. No-one knew that when he went to Hamburg he always made some extra time for me, or made excuses to come to Hamburg at all. No-one suspected - except, in the end, someone who loved him better and far more jealously than I did.

G:
His - you mean -

A-M:
(AMUSED) Eva Braun? No. She knew less than Churchill’s spies about what Hitler did with his time. No. Der olle Martin. Hitler’s bosom pal, Reichsleiter Martin Bormann. Someone Hitler would never discuss with me, because I suspected they were lovers - or had been once - and where my little manoeuvres were concerned, Hitler had the instincts, the antennae of… not of a general exactly -

G:
Of an analyst.

A-M:
Good. Yes, his profession manqué. So he could anticipate my curiosity, and I never discovered anything. But ‘Bubi’ Bormann discovered a great deal. About Hitler’s visits to me, and more, something I never knew myself. He had at last become suspicious about how important it was to Hitler, to keep an engagement in Hamburg. Suspecting a rival, I think, he had the Fuehrer followed, and before Bormann revealed his hand, he investigated me. With almost fatal results.
G:
You had nothing to hide - did you?

A-M:
One thing only, but it turned day into night. And I didn’t even know it myself. We are in 1944, I am 38 years old, and now I find out - first Bormann finds it out, then Hitler learns it, and then I learn it from Hitler - that I am adopted. Not a von Doderer by birth. Not a von anything. What do you think it turns out that I am, by blood?

G:
(UNDERSTANDING NOW; SOFTLY:)  Jewish.
A-M:
Jawohl.
G:
You’re sure? I mean, it wasn’t just… Bormann trying to discredit you--

A-M:
That was precisely my reaction, even while Hitler was showing me the papers, the documentation Bormann gave him. Forgeries! I said. But no. No - and my parents, as I found out when I confronted them - you see, they had thought it a fine thing to adopt a little Jewish orphan, and then they observe how proud little Anna-Maria is to be a von Doderer, year after year they mean to tell me and then suddenly they find it’s too late: because now to be a Jew, full-blooded, as I was, is a death sentence.

G:
And Hitler…what? What did he say?
A-M:
Bormann had convinced him that I always knew, with one simple lie. He said my parents told him that I always knew. And by this time, my Hitler, the part of him that was not trying to revenge itself on the entire universe because he wasn’t big and blond and beautiful, had almost disappeared. When they tried to kill him in July of ‘44, they failed only outwardly. There was almost nothing left of the man after this. Only the maniac shouting that destiny had shown its hand by saving him, when in fact he was now dying from the inside out, dying of the knowledge that his own inner circle had wanted to kill him, dying of the knowledge that he had failed, and would leave nothing behind but the shame he had always carried inside. So now I have in my consulting room a Hitler screaming about how I have deceived him, how I am a spy, a witch, a Jewish parasite - he who once admitted how much he admired the soulful Jew - yes, he said this, and spoke about the Jewish spirit very much as I spoke to you now of Hitler himself, that inside the venal and corrupt and vicious Jew who lived for gold and power, there grew an artistic genius, which unfortunately had to die along with the criminal heart. Can you hear who he’s really talking about? You can, of course. Good. But now I am the criminal, and for him it’s another assassination attempt - the one person he trusted turns out to be a traitor embedded in his flesh. I am for Auschwitz. I can see it in his eyes, his hot exhausted eyes. Looking me up and down. And then he offers me a chance.

G:
(ANTICIPATING) Oh no.

A-M:
He says: Bormann thinks we have been doing this for fifteen years. But you will be - he says this, word for word - my first Jew.

A MOMENT. ALMOST WITH INDIFFERENCE NOW:

A-M:
Shameful, I know, but I wanted to live. (A MOMENT) Only later, when I thought about what I’d done… it wasn’t enough that in my vanity I had been a source of comfort to this devil, when I could have killed him any of a hundred times, no, that wasn’t enough, I had to sleep with the man who was killing my kind by the million? At the time, I had been consciously a Jew for…to be precise, a matter of minutes - what’s more I only had it on Bormann’s word and why should I believe him? Yet at a deeper level, after consenting to be the Fuehrer’s spiritual companion for the duration of the Third Reich, this seemed merely…poetic justice. The marriage of Freud and Hitler. I was clearly the most despicable person on earth.

A MOMENT. 

A-M:
Why I didn’t simply kill myself, at the first opportunity?…no doubt it was only a disguise for cowardice, but I told myself I wanted to live to see Hitler destroyed. Even so, when I found I was pregnant – wasn’t that the time, surely, to make an end of it? I tried. Three times. Few people fail who really want to die. And for me the very thing that made me want to die was also preventing me. So I turned and faced it.  (PAIN COMING THROUGH NOW) I wonder if you can understand this, but in every woman who gets pregnant by a brutal man, whether husband, lover, or stranger - and remember, to the psyche there is no law of scale, a brutal man is no less brutal if he brutalizes you than if he does it to a thousand or ten thousand, or a million - inside every woman made pregnant by such a man is her revenge: the power of chance. While she sleeps the genes are shuffled and the child is dealt a hand not only from the parents’ deck but from the whole ancestor-gallery of saints and murderers and everyone between, this child who is…who is the Christ-child always. Our salvation, even when born of hell.

A MOMENT.

A-M:
Especially when born of hell. And this he had from me, too, I wasn’t an innocent party, I had always felt the thrill of a secret association with the all-powerful, to carry this far the analyst’s invisibility - (CAUSTIC) - our infinite forgiveness like a race of angels – yes, even when one day he admitted to me that it was he who killed Geli, and ran away, leaving Hess to make the doctor to lie about the time of death – ran away to me, he told me so, he was coming to me when he lost his nerve – what if I gave him away? – and turned back. But here you have the heart of it, Geoffrey. The analyst does not give away because he is the criminal, long before he can agree not to play the policeman. Because in his heart, Geoffrey, no matter how meek and mild he seems, he has already killed, raped, tortured. This is what brings him to the therapist’s chair. Even when I realized that he had given Geli the same choice he gave me, give in or die, I felt the thrill of Open, Sesame: now I am inside. Yes – don’t even say it – hush now and listen, my sweet innocent therapist, and don’t pretend this isn’t what you came for. Yes, I had gone well beyond the code a therapist lives by. But I was entering rooms only therapy could have unlocked. He visited me often in the weeks that followed. He even told me he had never experienced normal Geschlechtsverkehr, normal sexual relations with a woman, until me. Well, you can imagine: now I was the one who taught the Fuehrer to do it properly. Some days I thought I was secretly directing the Reich, directing the war, with all the power in my loins, willing Hitler’s destruction. From the inside. My patients, the few who still came, started to complain. They said I shouted at them, and was this psycho-analysis? To some I told the truth: your doctor is mad. (HARD:) What are you going to do about it? (RESUMING:) I had fewer and fewer patients, and some days I just came to the office and played the piano, waiting for Hitler. (A MOMENT) I only found I was pregnant after he went into the Fuehrer-bunker for good, in January. Too late to tell him. Too late to tell him I would kill his child. All too late.

G:
You had an abortion?

A-M:
Remember what I told you, that the name of every baby is salvation. In science this is perfectly correct, a child is a recombination of all its ancestors, not just the parents. Every child authentic and unique. My special mission was to prove this. My special mission, made for me. Raise the child. Tell no-one. Ever. Re-baptise the human race. You understand?

G:
(NUMBLY)  Raise the child. You raised…?

A-M:
No. (AFTER A MOMENT:) That was my intention. Instead I killed him in his sleep, with a pillow, the night before I left Hamburg to come to England.

G:
Oh please, Aunt Anna, no, if there’s one thing I can’t believe you’d—

A-M:
(INTERRUPTS) You know why? After everything I just said to you now. Re-baptize the human race. Each child authentic and unique.  I forgot one thing. The face. The human face. He was beginning to look like Hitler.

A MOMENT.

A-M:
Now you know why I work with children. (A MOMENT) Crazy as I was, of course, I had to heal myself first. I had to re-make my sanity. Fortunately, I am incredibly strong, and I succeeded, I re-made my sanity. Not by imposing moral order, there was no hope of that. I did it by installing abstract order. I lived in number. In number, Geoffrey. You might want to remember that one day.

G:
(GROPING)  You don’t mean…in music.

A-M:
(A SHUDDER)  Music? Music was poison to me. No, I taught myself… to count…cards. All day. Every day. (AMUSED)  I think, of all the people that ever lived, only your Uncle Vincent understood. Bridge saved my life. It saved his too. You wouldn’t know this, but your Uncle Vincent, that Edwardian gay dog you loved, that prince of idleness, had a breakdown when he was in his twenties, precipitated by his mother’s death. While recovering he learnt bridge. It was for him, as for me, literally a bridge. That closed, safe universe of 52 faces, 52 cards, never more, never less. Never a joker. Counting cards: all day I played. I counted my way back to sanity. 


THE BRIEFEST MOMENT, THEN:

A-M:
And of course became the best. Omar Sharif gave me his photograph and that’s what it says: to Ann-Marie, the best ever. A pity he couldn’t get my name right, but the intention was good.

AND SHE LAUGHS. 

CHOPIN ENTERS.

WHEN GEOFFREY SPEAKS IT IS IN A NEW TONE, WITH GREATER DISTANCE BUT NO LESS WARMTH:

G:
A dozen years have passed since that Sunday and its fearsome rite of passage, but her voice still inhabits this apartment. Which she left to me, and where I now meet my patients. Between glances at the cricket. This is the room where she taught me to listen, in those first few weeks together. To listen without judging. I never did burn her manuscript, and since she rarely asks, I think she knows I have it still. I should explain: Anna is dead, long dead, but only to others, not to me, since I consult her unceasingly, I talk to her, she talks back, I visit her grave every weekend. She still complains that I don’t listen.

A-M:
No, I know, you’re listening, you’re a good boy. But whether you completely understand…

G:
I often wonder: if her stories were largely true, and having looked into her old eyes I have to believe they were, must I also believe the gruesome final act? Could she have killed her child? Or any child? Granted, she wasn’t in her perfect mind. Yet I’ve often come back to the thought that she herself, as she had discovered, was adopted. What if she spared the boy, and…

A-M:
(REPROACHFULLY) Geoffrey…

G:
I’ve looked into adoptions of German children, in ’46 and ’47, by the British Occupying Forces in the Hamburg area – quite considerable numbers. There were many. Many.

A-M:
(TENDERLY, PITYING:)  Geoffrey dear…

G:
Because it had, of course, occurred to me that I might be that boy, young Hitler, born in ’45 – my own birth was supposedly in ’44, but this was perhaps a ruse, or an error – it would explain why Anna-Maria had consigned the book, and the story, to me and to no-one else...

A-M:
Look in the mirror. Please. You don’t look anything like him.

G:
When I went timidly to my mother, she only laughed and shook her head and offered to take me through every document and every baby picture that nailed my birth to Marylebone and the London Clinic, and every infant step I took in Iver, Bucks: faded photos of an infant unmistakably me. (CHUCKLES) I was almost disappointed. So now, as I walk home after work, through lengthening shadows in the sunny summer streets, it’s not a police state I imagine, putting myself back in Aunty Anna’s shoes, seventy years ago in Germany. Now, instead, I look at men my own age, and I think: is it you, perhaps? – could it be you? – or you… Or you, that weary soul on the pavement opposite, some dear, kind person who grows up adopted, just like his unknown, biological mother; who grows up ignorant and happy. And of use to humanity. That’s the ever-optimistic side of me speaking, of course.

A-M:
(BLITHE)  No, it’s the optimistic side of me. Introduce me, please. Who are you talking to?

G:
But why should it be a vision of the demon seed, to imagine a son of Hitler’s, in the world? Why not a saintly man, with all the energy and visionary passion that becomes perverted in the tyrant? Why not a healer, as Anna-Maria dreamed, even in her madness, a therapist, in place of a killer? Why not the generous son, succeeding the homicidal father? But then I am, by nature, hopeful. 
CHOPIN RISES, AS WE HEAR THEIR FONDLY BICKERING VOICES FADING:

A-M:
Yes. You are.

G:
You always knew it.

A-M:
Well, of course I knew it. Why do you think I chose you?

G:
You didn’t choose me. I chose you.

A-M:
(LAUGHING)  You think?

G:
I came to you.

A-M:
Because I’d chosen you. When you were five years old.

G:
(MIMICKING HER DISMISSSIVENESS:)  Ach!…
A-M:
That’s why you came. Ach me no Ach.

G:
Quatsch, then.

A-M:
Quatsch!  Say it right. 

G:
Quatsch!


VOICES FADING, FADING.

A-M:
Which reminds me: did you finally burn the manuscript?

G:
Of course not.

A-M:
Ach!!  For this I will haunt you.

G:
Don’t be silly, dear.

A-M:
I will haunt you!

G:
You already do.

A-M:
I can do worse – wait and see –

G:
Hush now -


END CREDITS, OVER CHOPIN.

