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An indispensable memoir by one of the most prominent writers of his generationOriginally
published in 1976, Christopher and His Kind covers the most memorable ten years in the writer's
life―from 1928, when Christopher Isherwood left England to spend a week in Berlin and
decided to stay there indefinitely, to 1939, when he arrived in America. His friends and
colleagues during this time included W. H. Auden, Stephen Spender, and E. M. Forster, as well
as colorful figures he met in Germany and later fictionalized in his two Berlin novels―and who
appeared again, fictionalized to an even greater degree, in I Am a Camera and Cabaret.What
most impressed the first readers of this memoir, however, was the candor with which he
describes his life in gay Berlin of the 1930s and his struggles to save his companion, a German
man named Heinz, from the Nazis. An engrossing and dramatic story and a fascinating glimpse
into a little-known world, Christopher and His Kind remains one of Isherwood's greatest
achievements.

“Indispensable for admirers of this truly masterly writer.” ―Peter Stansky, The New York Times
Book Review“The best prose writer in English... The later Isherwood is even better than the early
cameraman.” ―Gore Vidal, The New York Review of Books“Isherwood freely discusses a
dimension of his experience previously repressed in his fiction, his homosexuality. And in telling
the truth about himself, he ultimately transcends the limits of autobiography to write what is, in
effect, another novel.” ―Paul Piazza, The Washington PostAbout the AuthorChristopher
Isherwood (1904-1986) was born outside of Manchester, England. His life in Berlin from 1929 to
1933 inspired The Berlin Stories, which were adapted into a play, a film, and the musical
Cabaret. Isherwood immigrated to the United States in 1939. A major figure in twentieth-century
fiction and the gay rights movement, he wrote more than twenty books, including the novel A
Single Man and his autobiography, Christopher and His Kind.
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by Christopher IsherwoodCopyrightTO DON BACHARDYMY THANKSto my brother Richard
and to Don Bachardy, for the help they gave me while I was writing this book;to John Lehmann,
Stephen Spender, and Edward Upward, for letting me quote from their letters to me;to Professor
Edward Mendelson, literary executor of the estate of W. H. Auden, for letting me quote from
Auden’s unpublished writings;to the Provost and Scholars of King’s College, Cambridge, for
letting me quote from E. M. Forster’s letters to me;to P. N. Furbank, Forster’s biographer, for
answering my questions about him;to Rudolph Amendt, for answering my questions about pre-
Hitler Berlin;to Werner and Susanne Rosenstock, for giving me information about the life of
Wilfrid Israel;to Babette Deutsch, for permission to quote from her translation of Ilya Ehrenburg’s
poem “The Sons of Our Sons,” included in A Treasury of Russian Verse,edited by Avrahm
YarmolinskyC.I. July 1976ONEThere is a book called Lions and Shadows, published in 1938,
which describes Christopher Isherwood’s life between the ages of seventeen and twenty-four. It
is not truly autobiographical, however. The author conceals important facts about himself. He
overdramatizes many episodes and gives his characters fictitious names. In a foreword, he
suggests that Lions and Shadows should be read as if it were a novel.The book I am now going
to write will be as frank and factual as I can make it, especially as far as I myself am concerned.
It will therefore be a different kind of book from Lions and Shadows and not, strictly speaking, a
sequel to it. However, I shall begin at the point where the earlier book ends: twenty-four-year-old
Christopher’s departure from England on March 14, 1929, to visit Berlin for the first time in his
life.Christopher had been urged to come to Berlin by his friend and former schoolmate Wystan
Hugh Auden—who is called Hugh Weston in Lions and Shadows. Wystan, then aged twenty-
two, had been on a study holiday in Germany since taking his degree at Oxford.While in Berlin,
Wystan had met the anthropologist John Layard—Barnard in Lions and Shadows. Layard had
once been a patient and pupil of Homer Lane, the American psychologist. He had introduced
Wystan to Lane’s revolutionary teachings, thus inspiring him to use them as a frame of reference
for his poems. Wystan had now begun to write lines which are like the slogans of a psychiatric
dictator about to seize control of the human race: “Publish each healer … It is time for the
destruction of error … Prohibit sharply the rehearsed response … Harrow the house of the
dead … The game is up for you and for the others … Love … needs death … death of the old
gang … New styles of architecture, a change of heart.”According to Lane-Layard:There is only



one sin: disobedience to the inner law of our own nature. This disobedience is the fault of those
who teach us, as children, to control God (our desires) instead of giving Him room to grow. The
whole problem is to find out which is God and which is the Devil. And the one sure guide is that
God appears always unreasonable, while the Devil appears always to be noble and right. God
appears unreasonable because He has been put in prison and driven wild. The Devil is
conscious control, and is, therefore, reasonable and sane.Life-shaking words! When
Christopher heard them, he was even more excited than Wystan had been, for they justified a
change in his own life which he had been longing but not quite daring to make. Now he burned
to put them into practice, to unchain his desires and hurl reason and sanity into prison.However,
when Lions and Shadows suggests that Christopher’s chief motive for going to Berlin was that
he wanted to meet Layard, it is avoiding the truth. He did look forward to meeting Layard, but that
wasn’t why he was in such a hurry to make this journey. It was Berlin itself he was hungry to
meet; the Berlin Wystan had promised him. To Christopher, Berlin meant Boys.At school,
Christopher had fallen in love with many boys and been yearningly romantic about them. At
college he had at last managed to get into bed with one. This was due entirely to the initiative of
his partner, who, when Christopher became scared and started to raise objections, locked the
door, and sat down firmly on Christopher’s lap. I am still grateful to him. I hope he is alive and
may happen to read these lines.Other experiences followed, all of them enjoyable but none
entirely satisfying. This was because Christopher was suffering from an inhibition, then not
unusual among upper-class homosexuals; he couldn’t relax sexually with a member of his own
class or nation. He needed a working-class foreigner. He had become clearly aware of this when
he went to Germany in May 1928, to stay with an elderly cousin who was the British consul at
Bremen. He had no love adventures while there, but he looked around him and saw what he was
missing. The Bremen trip isn’t even mentioned in Lions and Shadows because Christopher was
then unwilling to discuss its sexual significance. It is described in a novel written many years
later, Down There on a Visit, but with too much fiction and too little frankness.* * *Christopher’s
first visit to Berlin was short—a week or ten days—but that was sufficient; I now recognize it as
one of the decisive events of my life. I can still make myself faintly feel the delicious nausea of
initiation terror which Christopher felt as Wystan pushed back the heavy leather door curtain of a
boy bar called the Cosy Corner and led the way inside. In the autumn of 1928, Christopher had
felt a different kind of nauseated excitement, equally strong and memorable, when, as a medical
student, he had entered an operating theater in St. Thomas’s Hospital to watch his first surgical
operation. But the door of the operating theater, unlike that of the Cosy Corner, led him nowhere.
Within six months, he had given up medicine altogether.At the Cosy Corner, Christopher met a
youth whom I shall call Bubi (Baby). That was his nickname among his friends, because he had
a pretty face, appealing blue eyes, golden blond hair, and a body which was smooth-skinned
and almost hairless, although hard and muscular. On seeing Bubi, Christopher experienced
instant infatuation. This wasn’t surprising; to be infatuated was what he had come to Berlin for.
Bubi was the first presentable candidate who appeared to claim the leading role in Christopher’s



love myth.What was this role? Most importantly, Bubi had to be the German Boy, the
representative of his race. (Bubi was actually Czech, but that could be overlooked since German
was the only language he spoke.) By embracing Bubi, Christopher could hold in his arms the
whole mystery-magic of foreignness, Germanness. By means of Bubi, he could fall in love with
and possess the entire nation.That Bubi was a blond was also very important—and not merely
because blondness is a characteristic feature of the German Boy. The Blond—no matter of what
nationality—had been a magical figure for Christopher from his childhood and would continue to
be so for many years. And yet I find it hard to say why … John Layard would have encouraged
me to invent an explanation, never mind how absurd it sounded. He would have said that
anything one invents about oneself is part of one’s personal myth and therefore true. So here is
the first explanation which occurs to me: Christopher chose to identify himself with a black-
haired British ancestor and to see the Blond as the invader who comes from another land to
conquer and rape him. Thus the Blond becomes the masculine foreign yang mating with
Christopher’s feminine native yin … This makes a kind of Jungian sense—but I can’t by any
stretch of the imagination apply it to the relations between Bubi and Christopher. Bubi had been,
among other things, a boxer, so he must have been capable of aggression. But with Christopher
he was gentle, considerate, almost too polite.In addition to being able to play the German Boy
and the Blond, Bubi had a role which he had created for himself; he was the Wanderer, the Lost
Boy, homeless, penniless, dreamily passive yet tough, careless of danger, indifferent to
hardship, roaming the earth. This was how Bubi saw himself and how he made Christopher and
many others see him. Bubi’s vulnerability, combined with his tough independence, was
powerfully attractive and at the same time teasing. You longed to protect him, but he didn’t need
you. Or did he? You longed to help him, but he wouldn’t accept help. Or would he? Wystan
wasn’t at all impressed by Bubi’s performance as the Wanderer. Yet, largely to please
Christopher, he wrote a beautiful poem about Bubi, “This Loved One.”Throughout Christopher’s
stay in Berlin, Bubi spent a few hours with him every day. For Christopher, this was a period of
ecstasy, sentimentality, worry, hope, and clock-watching, every instant of it essentially painful.
Christopher wanted to keep Bubi all to himself forever, to possess him utterly, and he knew that
this was impossible and absurd. If he had been a savage, he might have solved the problem by
eating Bubi—for magical, not gastronomic, reasons. As for Bubi himself, he was the most
obliging of companions; but there was nothing he could do, in bed or out of it, to make
Christopher feel any more secure.They went shopping together and bought Bubi small presents,
mostly shirts, socks, and ties; he refused to let Christopher be extravagant. They ate wiener
schnitzels and whipped-cream desserts at restaurants. They went to the zoo, rode the roller
coaster at Luna Park, and swam in the Wellenbad, a huge indoor pool which had a mechanism
for making waves. At the movies, they saw Pudovkin’s Storm over Asia and Pabst’s Wedekind
film, Pandora’s Box.The latter was highly educational entertainment for Christopher, as Wystan
unkindly pointed out, since it shows the appalling consequences of trying to own someone who
is naturally promiscuous. Christopher did indeed start to make a scene when Bubi broke a date



with him. After being coached by Wystan, he painstakingly repeated a short speech which
began: “Ich bin eifersuechtig” (I am jealous). Bubi listened patiently. Perhaps he even
sympathized with Christopher’s feelings; for he himself, as Wystan found out later, had a
weakness for whores and would pursue them desperately, giving them all the money he had. He
then answered at some length, laying his hand on Christopher’s arm and speaking in a soothing
tone. But Christopher’s German was still scanty and he couldn’t understand whatever lies Bubi
was telling him.All was soon forgiven, of course. When Christopher left for London, Bubi pulled a
cheap gold-plated chain bracelet out of his pocket—probably an unwanted gift from some
admirer—and fastened it around Christopher’s wrist. This delighted Christopher, not only as a
love token but also as a badge of his liberation; he still regarded the wearing of jewelry by men
as a daring act, and this would be a constant reminder to him that he was now one of the free.
When he got home, he displayed the bracelet challengingly. But his mother, Kathleen, wasn’t
shocked, only vaguely puzzled that he should care to wear anything so common.Despite his
preoccupation with Bubi, Christopher had found the time to see John Layard in Berlin. Under any
other circumstances, he would have been fascinated by Layard’s X-ray eyes, his mocking
amusement, his stunning frankness, and his talk about Lane. But Layard’s theory had seemed
academic, just then, compared with Bubi’s practice.However, the next year, during a visit to
England, Christopher met Layard again. They became friends and Layard taught him a great
deal. He even cured Christopher—or, rather, made him cure himself—of an intimate physical
shame. Christopher had been ashamed of the patch of hair which had sprouted out of an old
acne scar on his left shoulder blade. Layard explained that this was a conflict between instinct—
the hairy left shoulder—and conscious control—the hairless right one. God and the Devil were at
it again. “You see, your instinct’s trying to get your animal nature out of jail, trying to force you to
recognize it. So it’s growing fur! I like it, it’s beautiful!” And Layard actually kissed the hairy
shoulder, to show he meant what he said. Christopher giggled with embarrassment. But
gradually, from that day on, he stopped being conscious of the hair, even when he had his shirt
off in public.* * *Soon after getting back from Berlin, Christopher had a more than usually
severe attack of tonsillitis. In those days, he was subject to sore throats. Wystan called them “the
liar’s quinsy” and reminded him that Lane had said they are symptoms of a basic untruthfulness
in one’s life. Christopher was quite willing to admit that his life in England was basically
untruthful, since it conformed outwardly to standards of respectability which he inwardly rejected
and despised. But Lane had also said, “Every disease is a cure, if we know how to take it,” and
Christopher was now sure that he knew how to make his life truthful again. He studied German
hard—from Hugo’s German in Three Months without a Master. He wrote letters in German to
Bubi, which Bubi answered with tactful requests for money. And, as soon as he could afford the
trip, he went back to Germany. This was in early July.Wystan was now at a village called
Rothehuette in the Harz Mountains, surrounded by forests. The air smelled of resin and echoed
romantically with jangling cowbells. At the end of the day, when the cows came down from the
high pastures into the village, they would separate from the herd of their own accord and find



their ways to their respective farms. It was easy to pretend to yourself that they were human
beings bewitched, for the whole place could have been a setting for one of Grimm’s fairy tales,
except that it had a railway station.Wystan was staying at the inn with a cheerful, good-natured
youth he had brought with him from Berlin. He had already made himself completely at home.
His room was like every other room he had ever lived in, a chaos of books and manuscripts; he
was reading and writing with his usual impatient energy. He welcomed Christopher as one
welcomes a guest to one’s household; he had the air of owning the village and the villagers.
Certainly he must have been the chief topic of their conversation. He entertained them by
thumping out German popular songs and English hymn tunes on a piano in the refreshment
room of the railway station and intrigued them by wrestling naked with his friend in a nearby
meadow.At Christopher’s request, Wystan had phoned Bubi in Berlin and told him to come and
join them the day after Christopher arrived. But two days passed and he didn’t appear.
Christopher became frantic. He decided to go to Berlin and look for Bubi. To help Christopher in
his search, Wystan gave him the address of an Englishman he knew there, named Francis. And
Francis did help, by coming with him to the Cosy Corner and other bars and translating when he
questioned boys who knew Bubi. Thus Christopher found out that Bubi was wanted by the police
and that he had disappeared.So Christopher returned mournfully to Rothehuette. And, the next
day, the police arrived. They must have been tipped off by somebody in one of the Berlin bars
that Bubi might be expected to join Christopher at this mountain hideout. While the police were
questioning him and Wystan, a letter was handed to Christopher by the innkeeper. It had a Dutch
stamp on it. It was from Bubi. Christopher read it under their very noses. Bubi wrote that he was
in Amsterdam and about to ship out as a deck hand on a boat to South America. Could
Christopher send him some money as quickly as possible, poste restante? Bubi added that he
wasn’t giving the address where he was staying because he was in Holland illegally and this
letter might fall into the wrong hands. As for the money, Bubi had sworn to himself never to ask
for any more, because Christopher had been so generous already. But now here he was,
amongst strangers, all alone. There was no one he could trust in the whole world. Except
Christopher, his last dear true friend … The letter thrilled Christopher unspeakably. As he read,
he began to feel that he himself had become an honorary member of the criminal class. Now he
must be worthy of the occasion. He must respond recklessly. He must leave for Amsterdam at
once and see Bubi before he sailed.Meanwhile, the police, not wanting to go away empty-
handed, were checking up on Wystan’s friend. They asked for his identity papers—and, alas, his
papers were not in order. (Boys would say, “My papers aren’t in order,” and “My stomach isn’t in
order,” in the same plaintive tone, as though both were ailments.) The police soon made him
admit that he was a fugitive from a reform school. Then they took him off with them.As soon as
they were gone, Christopher showed Wystan the letter and Wystan agreed to come to
Amsterdam too, although he wasn’t feeling kindly toward Bubi, who was indirectly to blame for
his friend’s arrest. When they left Rothehuette, the innkeeper was still friendly, despite the
scandal of having had the police on his premises. He said to Wystan, with a tolerant grin, “I



expect a lot of things happen in Berlin which we wouldn’t understand.”In Amsterdam, they ran
into Bubi almost at once; he was going into the post office to see if Christopher had sent him a
letter. Bubi’s astonishment and delight were all that Christopher had hoped for. Even more
gratifying, after their first joyful embraces, was his sudden sadness: “We have so little time left, to
be together.” Bubi was a true German in his enjoyment of emotional partings. He turned this
short reunion with Christopher into a continuous farewell; they went for farewell walks, ate
farewell meals, drank farewell toasts, made farewell love. Then the day came for Bubi’s ship to
sail. His eyes brimmed with tears of heartfelt pity for the lonely Wanderer, as he wrung
Christopher’s and Wystan’s hands, saying, “Who knows if we shall ever meet again!”(They did
meet again, many times, in many different places. When Christopher next saw Bubi he was in
Berlin, about three years later. Christopher found it very odd to be able to chatter away to him in
German—odd and a little saddening, because the collapse of their language barrier had buried
the magic image of the German Boy. Bubi seemed an entirely different person, not at all
vulnerable, amusingly sly. Christopher felt wonderfully at ease with him and absolutely
uninfatuated.)* * *Christopher and Wystan stayed on an extra day in Amsterdam, before
Christopher went back to England. They were both in the highest spirits. It was such a relief and
happiness to be alone with each other. They took a trip through the canals and the harbor in a
tourist launch, deep in an exchange of private jargon and jokes, barely conscious of their
surroundings. On disembarking, all the passengers were asked to sign a guest book. Beside
their two signatures, Wystan wrote a quotation from Ilya Ehrenburg’s poem about the Russian
Revolution:Read about us and marvel!You did not live in our time—be sorry!* * *In August,
Christopher left London for a remote seaside village where he had been engaged to tutor a
small boy or at least keep him occupied during his school holidays. While Christopher was there,
he had his first—and last—complete sex experience with a woman. After dark, in that tiny place,
there was nothing social to do but play cards, get drunk, or make love. They were both drunk.
She was five or six years older than he was, easygoing, stylish, humorous. She had been
married. She liked sex but wasn’t in the least desperate to get it. He started kissing her without
bothering about what it might lead to. When she responded, he was surprised and amused to
find how easily he could relate his usual holds and movements to this unusual partner. He felt
curiosity and the fun of playing a new game. He also felt a lust which was largely narcissistic; she
had told him how attractive he was and now he was excited by himself making love to her. But
plenty of heterosexuals would admit to feeling that way sometimes. What mattered was that he
was genuinely aroused. After their orgasm, he urged her to come to his room, where they could
take all their clothes off and continue indefinitely. She wouldn’t do this because she was now
sobering up and getting worried that they might be caught together. Next day, she said, “I could
tell that you’ve had a lot of women through your hands.”What did all this prove? That he had
gained enormously in self-confidence. That sex, as sex, was becoming more natural to him—in
the sense that swimming is natural when you know how to swim and the situation demands it.
This he owed to Bubi.He asked himself: Do I now want to go to bed with more women and girls?



Of course not, as long as I can have boys. Why do I prefer boys? Because of their shape and
their voices and their smell and the way they move. And boys can be romantic. I can put them
into my myth and fall in love with them. Girls can be absolutely beautiful but never romantic. In
fact, their utter lack of romance is what I find most likable about them. They’re so
sensible.Couldn’t you get yourself excited by the shape of girls, too—if you worked hard at it?
Perhaps. And couldn’t you invent another myth—to put girls into? Why the hell should I? Well, it
would be a lot more convenient for you, if you did. Then you wouldn’t have all these problems.
Society would accept you. You wouldn’t be out of step with nearly everybody else.It was at this
point in his self-examination that Christopher would become suddenly, blindly furious. Damn
Nearly Everybody. Girls are what the state and the church and the law and the press and the
medical profession endorse, and command me to desire. My mother endorses them, too. She is
silently brutishly willing me to get married and breed grandchildren for her. Her will is the will of
Nearly Everybody, and in their will is my death. My will is to live according to my nature, and to
find a place where I can be what I am … But I’ll admit this—even if my nature were like theirs, I
should still have to fight them, in one way or another. If boys didn’t exist, I should have to invent
them.Psychologists might find Christopher’s admission damaging to his case, and his violence
highly suspicious. They might accuse him of repressed heterosexuality. Wystan sometimes half
jokingly did this, telling Christopher that he was merely “a heter with good taste,” and expressing
fears that he would sooner or later defect. Nearly fifty years have passed, since then; and
Wystan’s fears have been proved groundless.* * *Wystan was now back in England. Soon he
would start work as a schoolmaster. Bubi was somewhere in South America; he never wrote.
Layard had left Berlin. On November 29, Christopher set out on his third visit to Germany that
year. Only, this time, he wasn’t putting any limits on his stay. This might even become an
immigration. When the German passport official asked him the purpose of his journey, he could
have truthfully replied, “I’m looking for my homeland and I’ve come to find out if this is it.”* *
*On the morning after his arrival, he went to call on Francis, who was now the only English-
speaking person he knew in Berlin. Francis lived on a street called In den Zelten. It had a view
across the Tiergarten park. As the huge house door boomed shut behind him, Christopher ran
upstairs with his characteristic nervous haste to the second or third floor—I now forget which it
was—and rang.The door of the apartment flew open and Francis appeared, tousled, furious,
one hand clutching the folds of his crimson silk robe. Instantly he started screaming in German.
Christopher understood the language better now; he knew that he was being told to go away
and never come back or Francis would call the police. The screaming ended and the door was
slammed in his face. He stood staring at it, too astonished to move. Then he shouted, “Francis—
it’s me, Christopher!”The door reopened and Francis reappeared. “I say, how awful of me! I do
apologize! I felt certain you must be the boy who came home with me last night. Just because I
was drunk, he thought he could steal everything in the place. I caught him at it and threw him
out … But you don’t even look like him … Why, I know you, don’t I?”“I was over here in the
summer, looking for someone. You were so kind, taking me round the bars. As a matter of fact,



I’ve just got back from England—”“Won’t you come in? I’m afraid this place is in an awful mess.
I’m never up at the unearthly hour they want to clean it. Is this your first visit to Berlin?”“Well, no—
I told you, I was here in the summer—”“Do forgive me, lovey—my mind’s a total blank before I’ve
had lunch. I suppose you wouldn’t care to have lunch here, would you? Or is that more than you
can face?”What Christopher was being asked to face was the ordeal of having lunch with the
staff and some of the patients of Dr. Magnus Hirschfeld’s Institut fuer Sexual-Wissenschaft—
Institute for Sexual Science—which occupied the adjoining building. A sister of Dr. Hirschfeld
lived in this apartment and let out two of its rooms to Francis. It so happened that she had a third
room which was vacant just then and which she charged less for, because it was small and dark.
By the time lunch was over, Christopher had decided to move into it.TWOThe building which
was now occupied by the Hirschfeld Institute had belonged, at the turn of the century, to the
famous violinist Joseph Joachim; its public rooms still had an atmosphere which Christopher
somehow associated with Joachim’s hero, Brahms. Their furniture was classic, pillared,
garlanded, their marble massive, their curtains solemnly sculpted, their engravings grave. Lunch
was a meal of decorum and gracious smiles, presided over by a sweetly dignified lady with silver
hair: a living guarantee that sex, in this sanctuary, was being treated with seriousness. How
could it not be? Over the entrance to the Institute was an inscription in Latin which meant:
Sacred to Love and to Sorrow.Dr. Hirschfeld seldom ate with them. He was represented by Karl
Giese, his secretary and long-time lover. Also present were the doctors of the staff and the
patients or guests, whichever you chose to call them, hiding their individual problems behind
silence or polite table chatter, according to their temperaments. I remember the shock with
which Christopher first realized that one of the apparently female guests was a man. He had
pictured transvestites as loud, screaming, willfully unnatural creatures. This one seemed as
quietly natural as an animal and his disguise was accepted by everyone else as a matter of
course. Christopher had been telling himself that he had rejected respectability and that he now
regarded it with amused contempt. But the Hirschfeld kind of respectability disturbed his latent
puritanism. During those early days, he found lunch at the Institute a bit uncanny.Christopher
giggled nervously when Karl Giese and Francis took him through the Institute’s museum. Here
were whips and chains and torture instruments designed for the practitioners of pleasure-pain;
high-heeled, intricately decorated boots for the fetishists; lacy female undies which had been
worn by ferociously masculine Prussian officers beneath their uniforms. Here were the lower
halves of trouser legs with elastic bands to hold them in position between knee and ankle. In
these and nothing else but an overcoat and a pair of shoes, you could walk the streets and seem
fully clothed, giving a camera-quick exposure whenever a suitable viewer appeared.Here were
fantasy pictures, drawn and painted by Hirschfeld’s patients. Scenes from the court of a priapic
king who sprawled on a throne with his own phallus for a scepter and watched the grotesque
matings of his courtiers. Strange sad bedroom scenes in which the faces of the copulators
expressed only dismay and agony. And here was a gallery of photographs, ranging in subject
matter from the sexual organs of quasi-hermaphrodites to famous homosexual couples—Wilde



with Alfred Douglas, Whitman with Peter Doyle, Ludwig of Bavaria with Kainz, Edward Carpenter
with George Merrill.Christopher giggled because he was embarrassed. He was embarrassed
because, at last, he was being brought face to face with his tribe. Up to now, he had behaved as
though the tribe didn’t exist and homosexuality were a private way of life discovered by himself
and a few friends. He had always known, of course, that this wasn’t true. But now he was forced
to admit kinship with these freakish fellow tribesmen and their distasteful customs. And he didn’t
like it. His first reaction was to blame the Institute. He said to himself: How can they take this stuff
so seriously?Then, one afternoon, André Gide paid them a visit. He was taken on a tour of the
premises personally conducted by Hirschfeld. Live exhibits were introduced, with such
comments as: “Intergrade. Third Division.” One of these was a young man who opened his shirt
with a modest smile to display two perfectly formed female breasts. Gide looked on, making a
minimum of polite comment, judiciously fingering his chin. He was in full costume as the Great
French Novelist, complete with cape. No doubt he thought Hirschfeld’s performance hopelessly
crude and un-French. Christopher’s Gallophobia flared up. Sneering, culture-conceited frog!
Suddenly he loved Hirschfeld—at whom he himself had been sneering, a moment before—the
silly solemn old professor with his doggy mustache, thick peering spectacles, and clumsy
German-Jewish boots … Nevertheless, they were all three of them on the same side, whether
Christopher liked it or not. And later he would learn to honor them both, as heroic leaders of his
tribe.* * *When Hirschfeld founded the Institute in 1919, he was just over fifty years old and
notorious all over Western Europe as a leading expert on homosexuality. Thousands of
members of the Third Sex, as he called it, looked up to him as their champion because,
throughout his adult life, he had been campaigning for revision of Paragraph 175 of the German
Criminal Code. This paragraph dealt with the punishment of homosexual acts between men. (By
not including lesbian acts, it expressed a basic contempt for women which has been shared by
the lawmakers of many other nations.)When young, Hirschfeld had been a middle-of-the-road
socialist. Now he was being drawn into alliance with the Communists. This was because the
Soviet government, when it came into power in 1917, had declared that all forms of sexual
intercourse between consenting individuals are a private matter, outside the law. The German
Communist Party, of course, took the same stand. The emerging Nazi Party, on the other hand,
was announcing that it would stamp out homosexuality because “Germany must be virile if we
are to fight for survival.” Hitler denounced homosexuals, leftists, and Jews as traitors who had
undermined Germany’s will to resist and caused the military defeat of 1918.Hirschfeld was a
representative of all three groups. While lecturing in Munich in 1920, he was beaten up by Nazi-
inspired members of his audience. Characteristically, he returned to Munich next year and got
beaten up again; this time his skull was fractured and he was left for dead. But 1922 found him
still unliquidated and in combat. He was even allowed to present the grievances of the Third Sex
in a speech to some members of the Reichstag. To be sometimes treated with official respect,
sometimes threatened with death; to be alternately praised and lampooned by the press; to be
helped by those who would later lose their nerve and betray him—such was his nobly insecure



position.The Institute was by no means exclusively concerned with homosexuality. It gave advice
to couples about to marry, based on research into their hereditary backgrounds. It offered
psychiatric treatment for impotence and other psychological problems. It had a clinic which dealt
with a variety of cases, including venereal disease. And it studied sex in every
manifestation.However, the existence of the Institute did enable Hirschfeld to carry on his
campaign against Paragraph 175 much more effectively than before. It was a visible guarantee
of his scientific respectability which reassured the timid and the conservative. It was a place of
education for the public, its lawmakers, and its police. Hirschfeld could invite them to the sex
museum and guide them through a succession of reactions—from incredulous disgust to
understanding of the need for penal reform. Meanwhile, the Institute’s legal department advised
men who were accused of sex crimes and represented them in court. Hirschfeld had won the
right to give them asylum until their cases were heard. Some of the people Christopher met at
lunch belonged to this category.(I have a memory of Christopher looking down from a room in
the Institute and watching two obvious plainclothes detectives lurk under the trees which grow
along the edge of the park. They hope that one of their wanted victims will be tempted to venture
out of Hirschfeld’s sanctuary for a sniff of fresh air. Then, according to the rules of the police
game, he can be grabbed and carried off to prison.)The year Christopher arrived at the Institute,
Hirschfeld and his allies seemed about to win a victory. Earlier in 1929, the Reichstag
Committee had finished drafting a penal-reform bill. According to this bill, consensual sex acts
between adult males would no longer be crimes. The vote which decided this point had been
close and it had only been won through the support of the Communists. The bill had been
presented to the Reichstag and seemed likely to be passed into law. Then, in October, came the
U.S. Stock Market crash, causing a period of panic and indecision in Europe which was
unfavorable to reform of any kind. The Reichstag postponed discussion of the bill indefinitely.* *
*Christopher’s room, like the two rooms occupied by Francis, was just inside the front door of
the apartment. You and your visitors could come and go at any hour without ever running into the
landlady; no doubt, she tactfully used a rear exit. She lived far away at the back, somewhere,
within a clearing in a Black Forest of furniture. If sex-connected sounds did reach her now and
then, she never complained. Perhaps she even approved of them, on principle. After all, she was
Hirschfeld’s sister.Francis’s rooms had a view of the park. Christopher’s room looked down into
an interior courtyard; that was why it was dark and cheap. On one wall of this courtyard,
Hirschfeld had caused to be printed in Gothic lettering a stanza by Goethe:Seele des
Menschen,Wie gleichst du dem Wasser!Schicksal des Menschen,Wie gleichst du dem Wind!
Spirit of Man, how like thou art to water! Fate of Man, how like thou art to wind! Never before in
his life had Christopher had a room with a view of a poem. In his present state of mind, he much
preferred his view to Francis’s view of the Tiergarten trees. Just as changes in the light make
trees look different, so Christopher’s varying moods made the poem speak in different tones of
voice: joyful, cynical, tragic. But always, whatever his mood, it reminded him: You are in
Germany. The featureless walls of the courtyard, the neutral puddles of rain water on its floor, the



patch of international sky above it—all were made utterly German by the presence of these
German words.Months later, when Christopher began giving English lessons, he would try to
convey to his German pupils something of his own mystique about the German language. “A
table doesn’t mean ‘ein Tisch’—when you’re learning a new word, you must never say to
yourself it means. That’s altogether the wrong approach. What you must say to yourself is: Over
there in England, they have a thing called a table. We may go to England and look at it and say,
‘That’s our Tisch.’ But it isn’t. The resemblance is only on the surface. The two things are
essentially different, because they’ve been thought about differently by two nations with different
cultures. If you can grasp the fact that that thing in England isn’t merely called a table, it really is
a table, then you’ll begin to understand what the English themselves are like. They are the sort of
people who are compelled by their nature to think about that thing as a table; being what they
are, they couldn’t possibly call it anything else … Of course, if you cared to buy a table while you
were in England and bring it back here, it would become ein Tisch. But not immediately.
Germans would have to think about it as ein Tisch and call it ein Tisch for quite a long while,
first.”When Christopher talked like this, most of his pupils would smile, finding him charmingly
whimsical and so English. Only a few decided that he was being metaphysical and therefore
listened with respect. Having listened, they would question him and then argue, taking his
statements with absolute literalness, until he became tired and tongue-tied.How could he
possibly explain himself to these people? They wanted to learn English for show-off social
reasons, or to be able to read Aldous Huxley in the original. Whereas he had learned German
simply and solely to be able to talk to his sex partners. For him, the entire German language—all
the way from the keep-off-the-grass signs in the park to Goethe’s stanza on the wall—was
irradiated with sex. For him, the difference between a table and ein Tisch was that a table was
the dining table in his mother’s house and ein Tisch was ein Tisch in the Cosy Corner.* *
*Christopher had made up his mind that as soon as he was settled in Berlin he would start
revising his novel, The Memorial. He had finished the first draft of it about six months before this.
Since then, he had scarcely looked at it.So now, every morning, with his manuscript under his
arm, he walked along In den Zelten and sat down in one of its cafés; indoors if the weather was
cold or wet, out of doors in his overcoat if it was mild. He didn’t come here merely because the
room in his apartment was dark. To work in this public atmosphere seemed better suited to his
new way of life. He wanted to be in constant contact with Germans and Germany throughout the
day, not shut up alone.With his manuscript in front of him, a tall glass of beer on his right, a
cigarette burning in an ashtray on his left, he sipped and wrote, puffed and wrote. The beer, of
course, was German: Schultheiss-Patzenhofer. The cigarette was a Turkish-grown brand
especially popular in Berlin: Salem Aleikum. Bubi had introduced him to both, so the taste of the
one and the smell of the other were magically charged. And how strange and delightful it was to
be sitting here, with Turkish smoke tickling his nostrils and German beer faintly bitter on his
tongue, writing a story in the English language about an English family in an English country
house! It was most unlikely that any of the people here would be able to understand what he was



writing. This gave him a soothing sense of privacy, which the noise of their talk couldn’t seriously
disturb; it was on a different wave length. With them around him, it was actually easier to
concentrate than when he was by himself. He was alone and yet not alone. He could move in
and out of their world at will. He was beginning to realize how completely at home one can be as
a foreigner.The beer, taken in tiny doses, put Christopher into a state of gradually increasing
relaxation which he found he could safely prolong for about two and a half hours. All this while,
his pencil moved over the paper with less and less inhibition, fewer and fewer pauses. But then,
somewhere in the middle of the fourth glass, his attention lost its grip upon his theme. He wrote
lines which made him grin to himself, knowing, as he did so, that they wouldn’t seem so clever—
maybe not clever at all—when he reread them later. He was getting a bit silly. He must stop. He
picked up his papers, left the money for the waiter, and walked slowly home, thinking to himself:
This is what freedom is. This is how I ought always to have lived.* * *And now he must wake
Francis and tell him to dress for lunch. Francis seldom actually needed waking. Usually,
Christopher would find him reading and smoking, propped on pillows, on the outer side of his
bed. On the inner side, snuggled against the wall, the back of the head of a boy would be visible.
And sometimes another boy would be asleep on the couch, under a pile of coats and rugs.When
Christopher entered the bedroom, Francis would give him a faintly embarrassed smile which
was like a halfhearted apology for the untidiness of the room and of his life. Christopher had no
wish to make Francis feel apologetic. But he had to admit to himself that this daily encounter did
make him feel smug. He had been working all morning; Francis hadn’t.In Down There on a Visit,
Francis appears as a character called Ambrose and is described as follows:His figure was slim
and erect and there was a boyishness in his quick movements. But his dark-skinned face was
quite shockingly lined, as if Life had mauled him with its claws. His hair fell picturesquely about
his face in wavy black locks which were already streaked with grey. There was a gentle surprise
in the expression of his dark brown eyes. He could become frantically nervous at an instant’s
notice—I saw that; with his sensitive nostrils and fine-drawn cheekbones, he had the look of a
horse which may bolt without warning. And yet there was a kind of inner contemplative repose in
the midst of him. It made him touchingly beautiful. He could have posed for the portrait of a
saint.This is true to life, more or less, except for the last three sentences, which relate only to the
fictitious part of Ambrose. Photographs of Francis at that time show that he was beautiful,
certainly, but that he had the face of a self-indulgent aristocrat, not a contemplative ascetic. I
can’t detect the inner repose. He could be surprisingly patient, however; he never minded being
kept waiting if he had a drink to wait with. He seemed almost unaware of discomfort. If anyone
complained of it, Francis would reprove him mildly for being “fussy.” Now and then, he had to
spend a day in bed; he was an invalid, though an incredibly tough one. He was perhaps suffering
from side effects of the treatment for syphilis which he was then undergoing at the Institute. This
was a tedious process. Francis was weary of it, all the more so now that he had been told he was
no longer infectious. The doctors had warned him against giving up the treatment prematurely,
but he probably would, as soon as he left Germany and started to travel in countries with fewer



medical conveniences.It wasn’t long before Christopher realized that Francis harbored an
aggression—usually well concealed but occasionally obvious—against all those who had never
had syphilis. He appeared to feel that it was their self-righteousness and cowardice which had
prevented them from having it, and that they therefore ought to have it, for the good of their
souls. Perhaps, in his fantasies, he even imagined himself tricking such people into going to bed
with infected partners.Theoretically, Christopher rather sympathized with this attitude. He saw
Francis as an unwitting missionary of the gospel of Homer Lane, trying to teach the world that
prophylaxis is one of the Devil’s devices. Nevertheless, though he knew he was being priggish
and squeamish, Christopher begged to be excused; he did want to defy the Devil but he didn’t
want to do it by getting syphilis, if that could possibly be avoided. Francis tolerated Christopher’s
squeamishness good-humoredly. No doubt he felt confident that syphilis would catch up with
Christopher sooner or later, because of his sexual promiscuity.They got along well together.
Francis’s life was such that he seldom had the chance of talking to a fellow countryman who was
like-minded in many respects. Christopher was eager to know everything that Francis could tell
him about Berlin, including the weird idioms of Berlinerisch slang. Francis wasn’t really
interested in Germany, however. He never felt truly at home, he said, except in the countries of
the Eastern Mediterranean. It was there that he could pull himself together and work.
Christopher, who had seen him only in an atmosphere of disorder and self-indulgence, was
surprised to discover that he had a serious profession—although, admittedly, he practiced it by
fits and starts. He was a trained archaeologist. He had directed archaeological digs in Palestine
and elsewhere and written articles on his findings for scientific journals. Francis knew a vast
amount about prehistoric Greece. He spoke of it often, with a quiet understated passion which
Christopher found curiously moving. It was as if part of his mind dwelt continually in that world.*
* *As the short winter afternoon began to darken, they would visit Karl Giese for coffee and
gossip. The atmosphere of Karl’s sitting room had none of the Institute’s noble seriousness; it
was a cozy little nest, lined with photographs and souvenirs.In repose, Karl’s long handsome
face was melancholy. But soon he would be giggling and rolling his eyes. Touching the back of
his head with his fingertips, as if patting bobbed curls, he would strike an It-Girl pose. This
dedicated, earnest, intelligent campaigner for sexual freedom had an extraordinary innocence at
such moments. Christopher saw in him the sturdy peasant youth with a girl’s heart who, long
ago, had fallen in love with Hirschfeld, his father image. Karl still referred to Hirschfeld as
“Papa.”He told Christopher that all working-class boys who are homosexual have a natural urge
to get themselves educated; therefore, they have to climb into the middle class. This was what
Karl had done. Christopher felt shocked by his statement and didn’t want to admit that it was
true. Why couldn’t a working-class boy become educated without acquiring bourgeois airs and
graces? If his nature required him to be a queen, why couldn’t he be a working-class queen?
The fact was that Christopher, the upper-class boy, was now trying to disown his class. Because
he hated it, he despised the middle class for aping its ways. That left him with nothing to admire
but the working class; so he declared it to be forthright, without frills, altogether on the path of



truth. Karl had no such illusions.One of Karl’s friends—the one Christopher liked best—was not
only homosexual and fairly well educated but unashamedly proletarian. This was Erwin Hansen.
He was a big muscular man with blond hair close-cropped, Army-style. He had been a
gymnastic instructor in the Army; now he did various jobs around the Institute and was running to
fat. He was good-humored, with rough and ready manners and pale roving blue eyes. He used
to grin sexily at Christopher and sometimes pinch his bottom. Erwin was a Communist, so
perhaps his unbourgeois behavior wasn’t altogether spontaneous but a part of his political
persona.Nearly all the friends who looked in on Karl in the afternoons were middle-class queens.
They had a world of their own which included clubs for dancing and drinking. These clubs were
governed by the code of heterosexual middle-class propriety. If two boys were sitting together
and you wanted to dance with one of them, you bowed to both before asking, “May I?” Then, if
the boy said yes, you bowed again to the other boy, as though he were the escort of a girl and
had just given you his permission to dance with her.Soon after Christopher’s arrival, Karl had
given him a photograph of himself on which he had written: “From one who would like to be your
friend.” The inscription was an appeal. Karl wanted to win Christopher away, before it was too
late, from Francis—whom he regarded, with sad affection, as a hopeless case—and from what
Francis represented: low life, drunkenness, scandals. Karl hoped to convert Christopher to a way
of life more worthy of the Third Sex by introducing him to some nice boy with steady habits who
had clean fingernails and wore a collar and tie. Christopher was touched by Karl’s concern for
him. He really liked Karl, and respected everything about him but his respectability.Like the
young man with female breasts and everyone else who entered the domain of the Institute,
Christopher had automatically become a museum specimen, subject to Hirschfeld’s diagnosis
and classification. Karl told him, in due course, that Hirschfeld had classified him as “infantile.”
Christopher didn’t object to this epithet; he interpreted it as “boyish.” You couldn’t call him a
pretty boy—his head and his nose were too big—but he did look young for his age, with his fresh
pink complexion, inherited from Kathleen, bright eyes, and glossy dark-brown hair flopping down
over his right cheek. He also had a boyish grin, full of clean white teeth. Far better to be boyish,
he thought, than effeminate. He could never join the ranks of Karl’s friends and play at nicey-nice
third-sexism, because he refused utterly to think of himself as a queen. Wystan was much more
mature than Christopher, in this respect. Labels didn’t scare him.* * *When night came,
Christopher was off with Francis to the bars. Here Francis was, of course, a well-known figure.
The boys’ version of his name was Franni. And since, in German, you can put the definite article
before a friend’s name—thus making it into a title like that of a saga hero—they also often called
Francis “Der Franni,” The Franni. Christopher and Wystan anglicized Franni into Fronny in their
letters to each other. The name appears in several of Wystan’s poems, and the Fronny character
is present, though unnamed, in the published version of The Dance of Death. He is one of the
roles mimed by the Dancer. As the paralyzed patron of a boy bar, he is wheeled onto the stage,
makes his will, orders drinks all round, and dies.In the bars, Christopher used to think of Francis
and himself as being like traders who had entered a jungle. The natives of the jungle surrounded



them—childlike, curious, mistrustful, sly, easily and unpredictably moved to friendship or hostility.
The two traders had what the natives wanted, money. How much of it they would get and what
they would have to do to get it was the subject of their bargaining. The natives enjoyed
bargaining for bargaining’s sake; this Francis understood profoundly. He was never in a hurry.
Indeed, his patience outwore theirs. Francis bought them drinks but promised nothing, and the
night grew old. “I never get the really attractive ones,” he used to say. “The ones I finish up with
are the ones who haven’t anywhere else to sleep.” Actually, Francis didn’t care who he finished
up with; he wasn’t much interested in making love. What did fascinate him—and what began,
more and more, to fascinate Christopher, looking at it through Francis’s eyes—was the boys’
world, their slang, their quarrels, their jokes, their outrageous unserious demands, their girls,
their thefts, their encounters with the police.Dazed with drink, smiling to himself, lighting
cigarette after cigarette with shaky hands, arguing obstinately with the boys about nothing in
indistinct German, Der Franni meandered from bar to bar, waiting for the moment when he
would feel ready to go home and sleep. It was characteristic of Christopher that he would
accompany Francis every evening on his Journey to the End of the Night, yet always leave him
one third of the way through it, going home quite sober at ten, with or without a bedmate, so as
to wake up fresh in the morning to get on with his novel. Seldom have wild oats been sown so
prudently.* * *For Christopher, the Cosy Corner was now no longer the mysterious temple of
initiation in which he had met Bubi; Berlin was no longer the fantasy city in which their affair had
taken place. Their affair had been essentially a private performance which could only continue
as long as Wystan was present to be its audience. Now the performance was over. Berlin had
become a real city and the Cosy Corner a real bar. He didn’t for one moment regret this. For now
his adventures here were real, too; less magical but far more interesting.The Cosy Corner
(Zossenerstrasse 7) and most of the other bars frequented by Francis and Christopher were in
Hallesches Tor, a working-class district. Such places depended on their regular customers. They
were small and hard to find and couldn’t afford to advertise themselves, so casual visitors were
few. Also, many homosexuals thought them rough and felt safer in the high-class bars of the
West End, which only admitted boys who were neatly dressed.In the West End there were also
dens of pseudo-vice catering to heterosexual tourists. Here screaming boys in drag and
monocled, Eton-cropped girls in dinner jackets play-acted the high jinks of Sodom and
Gomorrah, horrifying the onlookers and reassuring them that Berlin was still the most decadent
city in Europe. (Wasn’t Berlin’s famous “decadence” largely a commercial “line” which the
Berliners had instinctively developed in their competition with Paris? Paris had long since
cornered the straight girl-market, so what was left for Berlin to offer its visitors but a masquerade
of perversions?)The Berlin police “tolerated” the bars. No customer risked arrest simply for being
in them. When the bars were raided, which didn’t happen often, it was only the boys who were
required to show their papers. Those who hadn’t any or were wanted for some crime would
make a rush to escape through a back door or window as the police came in.Nothing could have
looked less decadent than the Cosy Corner. It was plain and homely and unpretentious. Its only



decorations were a few photographs of boxers and racing cyclists, pinned up above the bar. It
was heated by a big old-fashioned iron stove. Partly because of the great heat of this stove,
partly because they knew it excited their clients (die Stubben), the boys stripped off their
sweaters or leather jackets and sat around with their shirts unbuttoned to the navel and their
sleeves rolled up to the armpits.They were all working class and nearly all out of work. If you
chose to describe them as male prostitutes (Pupenjungen) you had to add that they were mostly
rank amateurs, compared with the more professional boys of the West End. They were greedy
but not calculating, temperamentally unable to take thought for the morrow. When they stole they
stole stupidly and got caught. Although it would have been in their own interests to have their
clients fall in love with them, they did nothing to encourage this. If you mooned over them they
became bored and soon began to avoid you. Beyond keeping their hair carefully combed, they
showed few signs of vanity. They didn’t seem able to picture themselves as objects of desire.
Their attitude was an almost indifferent “take me or leave me.” Their chief reason for coming to
the bars was of course to get money, but they also came because this was a club where they
could meet other boys and gossip and play cards. Often, if you wanted one of them to join you at
your table, he would tell you to wait until he had finished his game.Christopher’s relations with
many of the boys soon became easy and intimate. Perhaps they recognized and were drawn to
the boyishness in him. He felt a marvelous freedom in their company. He, who had hinted and
stammered in English, could now ask straight out in German for what he wanted. His limited
knowledge of the language forced him to be blunt and he wasn’t embarrassed to utter the
foreign sex words, since they had no associations with his life in England.And what did he want?
Hirschfeld had rightly called him infantile. He wanted to go back into the world of his adolescent
sexuality and reexperience it, without the inhibitions which had spoiled his pleasure then. At
school, the boys Christopher had desired had been as scared as himself of admitting to their
desires. But now the innocent lust which had fired all that ass grabbing, arm twisting, sparring
and wrestling half naked in the changing room could come out stark naked into the open without
shame and be gratified in full. What excited Christopher most, a struggle which turned gradually
into a sex act, seemed perfectly natural to these German boys; indeed, it excited them too.
Maybe because it was something you couldn’t do with a girl, or anyhow not on terms of physical
equality; something which appealed to them as an expression of aggression-attraction between
a pair of males. Maybe, also, such mildly sadistic play was a characteristic of German sensuality;
many of them liked to be beaten, not too hard, with a belt strap. Of course it would never have
occurred to any of them to worry about the psychological significance of their tastes.This rough
athletic sexmaking was excellent isometric exercise. It strengthened Christopher’s muscles more
than all his years of joyless compulsory games at school. He felt grateful to his partners for his
new strength. There was much love in his contact with their sturdy bodies; love which made no
demands beyond the pleasure of the moment.Christopher was delighted with his way of life and
with himself for living it—so much so that he became bumptious, and actually wrote to a woman
he knew in England, telling her: “I am doing what Henry James would have done, if he had had



the guts.” The woman foolishly reported this statement to Christopher’s former literary mentor, an
Irish authoress who had been a friend of his father, Frank, and whom Frank had nicknamed
Venus. (See Kathleen and Frank.) Venus, a devout Jamesian, was not amused. She replied
loftily: “Christopher has become either a silly young ass or a dirty young dog, and I am interested
in neither animal.”Christopher wasn’t angry with Venus—she soon forgave him—and he wasn’t
in the least abashed by her rebuke. But, before long, he began to feel that he had done enough
exploring of his rediscovered adolescence. What he wanted now was a more serious
relationship, expressed by a different kind of lovemaking.Since he no longer needed his former
sex partners, he could afford to regard them objectively and to moralize over them. Wasn’t it
basically wrong to hire other human beings to have sex with you? Weren’t you exploiting them,
degrading them? Christopher had found it charming to watch Francis bargaining with the natives
of the jungle. Francis himself didn’t have the ugliness of an exploiter because his own state of
degradation put him on a level with the natives and made him sympathetically picturesque. But
this was a colonial situation, nevertheless. The behavior of many Cosy Corner clients was ugly
because it was sentimental. Not content with hiring the boys’ bodies—which was at least a
straightforward commercial transaction—they sentimentally expected gratitude, even love,
thrown into the bargain. Not getting either, they turned nasty, called the boys whores and
begrudged the money they had spent on them. One of the least sentimental of the clients used
to tell a story against himself: In the midst of a quarrel with a boy, he had heard himself exclaim:
“I don’t give a damn about the money—it’s you I want!” He had involuntarily said what he had
been wishing the boy would say to him.There was one thing the boys had to offer that very few
clients wanted: their friendship. Most boys dreamed of a Friend—that sacred German concept.
This friend would help them with money, of course, but he would also—and this was far more
important to them—offer them serious interest, advice, encouragement. Sometimes, when a
client had shown him unexpected kindness, a boy would put this concept into awkward words.
The client might indulge him in his friendship talk, but as one indulges a sufferer from a terminal
illness. From the average client’s point of view, these boys had no future; therefore, one couldn’t
allow oneself to care what became of them.* * *During the Christmas season, a great costume
ball was held in one of the dance halls of In den Zelten: a ball for men. Many of them wore
female clothes. There was a famous character who had inherited a whole wardrobe of beautiful
family ball gowns, seventy or eighty years old. These he was wearing out at the rate of one a
year. At each ball, he encouraged his friends to rip his gown off his body in handfuls until he had
nothing but a few rags to return home in.Christopher went to the ball with Francis. He had
dressed himself in some clothes lent him by a boy from the Cosy Corner—a big sweater with a
collar and a pair of sailor’s bell-bottomed trousers. It gave him an erotic thrill to masquerade thus
as his own sex partner. A little makeup applied by Francis took the necessary five years off his
age; the effect was so convincing that a friend of Karl Giese, who didn’t know Christopher, later
protested to Karl that Francis had really gone too far—bringing a common street hustler into this
respectable social gathering.The respectability of the ball was open to doubt. But it did have one



dazzling guest: Conrad Veidt. The great film star sat apart at his own table, impeccable in
evening tails. He watched the dancing benevolently through his monocle as he sipped
champagne and smoked a cigarette in a long holder. He seemed a supernatural figure, the
guardian god of these festivities, who was graciously manifesting himself to his devotees. A few
favored ones approached and talked to him but without presuming to sit down.Veidt had
appeared in two films dealing with the problems of the homosexual; hence the appropriateness
of his presence at this ball. The first of these films was Anders als die Andern (Different from the
Others), produced in 1919. Performances of it had often been broken up by the Nazis. In Vienna,
one of them had fired a revolver into the audience, wounding several people. The second film,
Gesetze der Liebe (Laws of Love), was produced in 1927. This was, in many respects, a remake
of Anders als die Andern.Christopher had been shown one of these films at the Institute, or
perhaps both, I can’t be sure. Three scenes remain in my memory. One is a ball at which the
dancers, all male, are standing fully clothed in what seems about to become a daisy chain. It is
here that the character played by Veidt meets the blackmailer who seduces and then ruins him.
The next scene is a vision which Veidt has (while in prison?) of a long procession of kings,
poets, scientists, philosophers, and other famous victims of homophobia, moving slowly and
sadly with heads bowed. Each of them cringes, in turn, as he passes beneath a banner on which
“Paragraph 175” is inscribed. In the final scene, Dr. Hirschfeld himself appears. I think the corpse
of Veidt, who has committed suicide, is lying in the background. Hirschfeld delivers a speech—
that is to say, a series of subtitles—appealing for justice for the Third Sex. This is like the
appearance of Dickens beside the corpse of Jo, in Bleak House, to deliver the splendid diatribe
which begins: “Dead, your Majesty…”The author and publisher have provided this e-book to you
for your personal use only. You may not make this e-book publicly available in any way. Copyright
infringement is against the law. If you believe the copy of this e-book you are reading infringes on
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book;to John Lehmann, Stephen Spender, and Edward Upward, for letting me quote from their
letters to me;to Professor Edward Mendelson, literary executor of the estate of W. H. Auden, for



letting me quote from Auden’s unpublished writings;to the Provost and Scholars of King’s
College, Cambridge, for letting me quote from E. M. Forster’s letters to me;to P. N. Furbank,
Forster’s biographer, for answering my questions about him;to Rudolph Amendt, for answering
my questions about pre-Hitler Berlin;to Werner and Susanne Rosenstock, for giving me
information about the life of Wilfrid Israel;to Babette Deutsch, for permission to quote from her
translation of Ilya Ehrenburg’s poem “The Sons of Our Sons,” included in A Treasury of Russian
Verse,edited by Avrahm YarmolinskyC.I. July 1976MY THANKSto my brother Richard and to
Don Bachardy, for the help they gave me while I was writing this book;to John Lehmann,
Stephen Spender, and Edward Upward, for letting me quote from their letters to me;to Professor
Edward Mendelson, literary executor of the estate of W. H. Auden, for letting me quote from
Auden’s unpublished writings;to the Provost and Scholars of King’s College, Cambridge, for
letting me quote from E. M. Forster’s letters to me;to P. N. Furbank, Forster’s biographer, for
answering my questions about him;to Rudolph Amendt, for answering my questions about pre-
Hitler Berlin;to Werner and Susanne Rosenstock, for giving me information about the life of
Wilfrid Israel;to Babette Deutsch, for permission to quote from her translation of Ilya Ehrenburg’s
poem “The Sons of Our Sons,” included in A Treasury of Russian Verse,edited by Avrahm
YarmolinskyC.I. July 1976ONEThere is a book called Lions and Shadows, published in 1938,
which describes Christopher Isherwood’s life between the ages of seventeen and twenty-four. It
is not truly autobiographical, however. The author conceals important facts about himself. He
overdramatizes many episodes and gives his characters fictitious names. In a foreword, he
suggests that Lions and Shadows should be read as if it were a novel.The book I am now going
to write will be as frank and factual as I can make it, especially as far as I myself am concerned.
It will therefore be a different kind of book from Lions and Shadows and not, strictly speaking, a
sequel to it. However, I shall begin at the point where the earlier book ends: twenty-four-year-old
Christopher’s departure from England on March 14, 1929, to visit Berlin for the first time in his
life.Christopher had been urged to come to Berlin by his friend and former schoolmate Wystan
Hugh Auden—who is called Hugh Weston in Lions and Shadows. Wystan, then aged twenty-
two, had been on a study holiday in Germany since taking his degree at Oxford.While in Berlin,
Wystan had met the anthropologist John Layard—Barnard in Lions and Shadows. Layard had
once been a patient and pupil of Homer Lane, the American psychologist. He had introduced
Wystan to Lane’s revolutionary teachings, thus inspiring him to use them as a frame of reference
for his poems. Wystan had now begun to write lines which are like the slogans of a psychiatric
dictator about to seize control of the human race: “Publish each healer … It is time for the
destruction of error … Prohibit sharply the rehearsed response … Harrow the house of the
dead … The game is up for you and for the others … Love … needs death … death of the old
gang … New styles of architecture, a change of heart.”According to Lane-Layard:There is only
one sin: disobedience to the inner law of our own nature. This disobedience is the fault of those
who teach us, as children, to control God (our desires) instead of giving Him room to grow. The
whole problem is to find out which is God and which is the Devil. And the one sure guide is that



God appears always unreasonable, while the Devil appears always to be noble and right. God
appears unreasonable because He has been put in prison and driven wild. The Devil is
conscious control, and is, therefore, reasonable and sane.Life-shaking words! When
Christopher heard them, he was even more excited than Wystan had been, for they justified a
change in his own life which he had been longing but not quite daring to make. Now he burned
to put them into practice, to unchain his desires and hurl reason and sanity into prison.However,
when Lions and Shadows suggests that Christopher’s chief motive for going to Berlin was that
he wanted to meet Layard, it is avoiding the truth. He did look forward to meeting Layard, but that
wasn’t why he was in such a hurry to make this journey. It was Berlin itself he was hungry to
meet; the Berlin Wystan had promised him. To Christopher, Berlin meant Boys.At school,
Christopher had fallen in love with many boys and been yearningly romantic about them. At
college he had at last managed to get into bed with one. This was due entirely to the initiative of
his partner, who, when Christopher became scared and started to raise objections, locked the
door, and sat down firmly on Christopher’s lap. I am still grateful to him. I hope he is alive and
may happen to read these lines.Other experiences followed, all of them enjoyable but none
entirely satisfying. This was because Christopher was suffering from an inhibition, then not
unusual among upper-class homosexuals; he couldn’t relax sexually with a member of his own
class or nation. He needed a working-class foreigner. He had become clearly aware of this when
he went to Germany in May 1928, to stay with an elderly cousin who was the British consul at
Bremen. He had no love adventures while there, but he looked around him and saw what he was
missing. The Bremen trip isn’t even mentioned in Lions and Shadows because Christopher was
then unwilling to discuss its sexual significance. It is described in a novel written many years
later, Down There on a Visit, but with too much fiction and too little frankness.* * *Christopher’s
first visit to Berlin was short—a week or ten days—but that was sufficient; I now recognize it as
one of the decisive events of my life. I can still make myself faintly feel the delicious nausea of
initiation terror which Christopher felt as Wystan pushed back the heavy leather door curtain of a
boy bar called the Cosy Corner and led the way inside. In the autumn of 1928, Christopher had
felt a different kind of nauseated excitement, equally strong and memorable, when, as a medical
student, he had entered an operating theater in St. Thomas’s Hospital to watch his first surgical
operation. But the door of the operating theater, unlike that of the Cosy Corner, led him nowhere.
Within six months, he had given up medicine altogether.At the Cosy Corner, Christopher met a
youth whom I shall call Bubi (Baby). That was his nickname among his friends, because he had
a pretty face, appealing blue eyes, golden blond hair, and a body which was smooth-skinned
and almost hairless, although hard and muscular. On seeing Bubi, Christopher experienced
instant infatuation. This wasn’t surprising; to be infatuated was what he had come to Berlin for.
Bubi was the first presentable candidate who appeared to claim the leading role in Christopher’s
love myth.What was this role? Most importantly, Bubi had to be the German Boy, the
representative of his race. (Bubi was actually Czech, but that could be overlooked since German
was the only language he spoke.) By embracing Bubi, Christopher could hold in his arms the



whole mystery-magic of foreignness, Germanness. By means of Bubi, he could fall in love with
and possess the entire nation.That Bubi was a blond was also very important—and not merely
because blondness is a characteristic feature of the German Boy. The Blond—no matter of what
nationality—had been a magical figure for Christopher from his childhood and would continue to
be so for many years. And yet I find it hard to say why … John Layard would have encouraged
me to invent an explanation, never mind how absurd it sounded. He would have said that
anything one invents about oneself is part of one’s personal myth and therefore true. So here is
the first explanation which occurs to me: Christopher chose to identify himself with a black-
haired British ancestor and to see the Blond as the invader who comes from another land to
conquer and rape him. Thus the Blond becomes the masculine foreign yang mating with
Christopher’s feminine native yin … This makes a kind of Jungian sense—but I can’t by any
stretch of the imagination apply it to the relations between Bubi and Christopher. Bubi had been,
among other things, a boxer, so he must have been capable of aggression. But with Christopher
he was gentle, considerate, almost too polite.In addition to being able to play the German Boy
and the Blond, Bubi had a role which he had created for himself; he was the Wanderer, the Lost
Boy, homeless, penniless, dreamily passive yet tough, careless of danger, indifferent to
hardship, roaming the earth. This was how Bubi saw himself and how he made Christopher and
many others see him. Bubi’s vulnerability, combined with his tough independence, was
powerfully attractive and at the same time teasing. You longed to protect him, but he didn’t need
you. Or did he? You longed to help him, but he wouldn’t accept help. Or would he? Wystan
wasn’t at all impressed by Bubi’s performance as the Wanderer. Yet, largely to please
Christopher, he wrote a beautiful poem about Bubi, “This Loved One.”Throughout Christopher’s
stay in Berlin, Bubi spent a few hours with him every day. For Christopher, this was a period of
ecstasy, sentimentality, worry, hope, and clock-watching, every instant of it essentially painful.
Christopher wanted to keep Bubi all to himself forever, to possess him utterly, and he knew that
this was impossible and absurd. If he had been a savage, he might have solved the problem by
eating Bubi—for magical, not gastronomic, reasons. As for Bubi himself, he was the most
obliging of companions; but there was nothing he could do, in bed or out of it, to make
Christopher feel any more secure.They went shopping together and bought Bubi small presents,
mostly shirts, socks, and ties; he refused to let Christopher be extravagant. They ate wiener
schnitzels and whipped-cream desserts at restaurants. They went to the zoo, rode the roller
coaster at Luna Park, and swam in the Wellenbad, a huge indoor pool which had a mechanism
for making waves. At the movies, they saw Pudovkin’s Storm over Asia and Pabst’s Wedekind
film, Pandora’s Box.The latter was highly educational entertainment for Christopher, as Wystan
unkindly pointed out, since it shows the appalling consequences of trying to own someone who
is naturally promiscuous. Christopher did indeed start to make a scene when Bubi broke a date
with him. After being coached by Wystan, he painstakingly repeated a short speech which
began: “Ich bin eifersuechtig” (I am jealous). Bubi listened patiently. Perhaps he even
sympathized with Christopher’s feelings; for he himself, as Wystan found out later, had a



weakness for whores and would pursue them desperately, giving them all the money he had. He
then answered at some length, laying his hand on Christopher’s arm and speaking in a soothing
tone. But Christopher’s German was still scanty and he couldn’t understand whatever lies Bubi
was telling him.All was soon forgiven, of course. When Christopher left for London, Bubi pulled a
cheap gold-plated chain bracelet out of his pocket—probably an unwanted gift from some
admirer—and fastened it around Christopher’s wrist. This delighted Christopher, not only as a
love token but also as a badge of his liberation; he still regarded the wearing of jewelry by men
as a daring act, and this would be a constant reminder to him that he was now one of the free.
When he got home, he displayed the bracelet challengingly. But his mother, Kathleen, wasn’t
shocked, only vaguely puzzled that he should care to wear anything so common.Despite his
preoccupation with Bubi, Christopher had found the time to see John Layard in Berlin. Under any
other circumstances, he would have been fascinated by Layard’s X-ray eyes, his mocking
amusement, his stunning frankness, and his talk about Lane. But Layard’s theory had seemed
academic, just then, compared with Bubi’s practice.However, the next year, during a visit to
England, Christopher met Layard again. They became friends and Layard taught him a great
deal. He even cured Christopher—or, rather, made him cure himself—of an intimate physical
shame. Christopher had been ashamed of the patch of hair which had sprouted out of an old
acne scar on his left shoulder blade. Layard explained that this was a conflict between instinct—
the hairy left shoulder—and conscious control—the hairless right one. God and the Devil were at
it again. “You see, your instinct’s trying to get your animal nature out of jail, trying to force you to
recognize it. So it’s growing fur! I like it, it’s beautiful!” And Layard actually kissed the hairy
shoulder, to show he meant what he said. Christopher giggled with embarrassment. But
gradually, from that day on, he stopped being conscious of the hair, even when he had his shirt
off in public.* * *Soon after getting back from Berlin, Christopher had a more than usually
severe attack of tonsillitis. In those days, he was subject to sore throats. Wystan called them “the
liar’s quinsy” and reminded him that Lane had said they are symptoms of a basic untruthfulness
in one’s life. Christopher was quite willing to admit that his life in England was basically
untruthful, since it conformed outwardly to standards of respectability which he inwardly rejected
and despised. But Lane had also said, “Every disease is a cure, if we know how to take it,” and
Christopher was now sure that he knew how to make his life truthful again. He studied German
hard—from Hugo’s German in Three Months without a Master. He wrote letters in German to
Bubi, which Bubi answered with tactful requests for money. And, as soon as he could afford the
trip, he went back to Germany. This was in early July.Wystan was now at a village called
Rothehuette in the Harz Mountains, surrounded by forests. The air smelled of resin and echoed
romantically with jangling cowbells. At the end of the day, when the cows came down from the
high pastures into the village, they would separate from the herd of their own accord and find
their ways to their respective farms. It was easy to pretend to yourself that they were human
beings bewitched, for the whole place could have been a setting for one of Grimm’s fairy tales,
except that it had a railway station.Wystan was staying at the inn with a cheerful, good-natured



youth he had brought with him from Berlin. He had already made himself completely at home.
His room was like every other room he had ever lived in, a chaos of books and manuscripts; he
was reading and writing with his usual impatient energy. He welcomed Christopher as one
welcomes a guest to one’s household; he had the air of owning the village and the villagers.
Certainly he must have been the chief topic of their conversation. He entertained them by
thumping out German popular songs and English hymn tunes on a piano in the refreshment
room of the railway station and intrigued them by wrestling naked with his friend in a nearby
meadow.At Christopher’s request, Wystan had phoned Bubi in Berlin and told him to come and
join them the day after Christopher arrived. But two days passed and he didn’t appear.
Christopher became frantic. He decided to go to Berlin and look for Bubi. To help Christopher in
his search, Wystan gave him the address of an Englishman he knew there, named Francis. And
Francis did help, by coming with him to the Cosy Corner and other bars and translating when he
questioned boys who knew Bubi. Thus Christopher found out that Bubi was wanted by the police
and that he had disappeared.So Christopher returned mournfully to Rothehuette. And, the next
day, the police arrived. They must have been tipped off by somebody in one of the Berlin bars
that Bubi might be expected to join Christopher at this mountain hideout. While the police were
questioning him and Wystan, a letter was handed to Christopher by the innkeeper. It had a Dutch
stamp on it. It was from Bubi. Christopher read it under their very noses. Bubi wrote that he was
in Amsterdam and about to ship out as a deck hand on a boat to South America. Could
Christopher send him some money as quickly as possible, poste restante? Bubi added that he
wasn’t giving the address where he was staying because he was in Holland illegally and this
letter might fall into the wrong hands. As for the money, Bubi had sworn to himself never to ask
for any more, because Christopher had been so generous already. But now here he was,
amongst strangers, all alone. There was no one he could trust in the whole world. Except
Christopher, his last dear true friend … The letter thrilled Christopher unspeakably. As he read,
he began to feel that he himself had become an honorary member of the criminal class. Now he
must be worthy of the occasion. He must respond recklessly. He must leave for Amsterdam at
once and see Bubi before he sailed.Meanwhile, the police, not wanting to go away empty-
handed, were checking up on Wystan’s friend. They asked for his identity papers—and, alas, his
papers were not in order. (Boys would say, “My papers aren’t in order,” and “My stomach isn’t in
order,” in the same plaintive tone, as though both were ailments.) The police soon made him
admit that he was a fugitive from a reform school. Then they took him off with them.As soon as
they were gone, Christopher showed Wystan the letter and Wystan agreed to come to
Amsterdam too, although he wasn’t feeling kindly toward Bubi, who was indirectly to blame for
his friend’s arrest. When they left Rothehuette, the innkeeper was still friendly, despite the
scandal of having had the police on his premises. He said to Wystan, with a tolerant grin, “I
expect a lot of things happen in Berlin which we wouldn’t understand.”In Amsterdam, they ran
into Bubi almost at once; he was going into the post office to see if Christopher had sent him a
letter. Bubi’s astonishment and delight were all that Christopher had hoped for. Even more



gratifying, after their first joyful embraces, was his sudden sadness: “We have so little time left, to
be together.” Bubi was a true German in his enjoyment of emotional partings. He turned this
short reunion with Christopher into a continuous farewell; they went for farewell walks, ate
farewell meals, drank farewell toasts, made farewell love. Then the day came for Bubi’s ship to
sail. His eyes brimmed with tears of heartfelt pity for the lonely Wanderer, as he wrung
Christopher’s and Wystan’s hands, saying, “Who knows if we shall ever meet again!”(They did
meet again, many times, in many different places. When Christopher next saw Bubi he was in
Berlin, about three years later. Christopher found it very odd to be able to chatter away to him in
German—odd and a little saddening, because the collapse of their language barrier had buried
the magic image of the German Boy. Bubi seemed an entirely different person, not at all
vulnerable, amusingly sly. Christopher felt wonderfully at ease with him and absolutely
uninfatuated.)* * *Christopher and Wystan stayed on an extra day in Amsterdam, before
Christopher went back to England. They were both in the highest spirits. It was such a relief and
happiness to be alone with each other. They took a trip through the canals and the harbor in a
tourist launch, deep in an exchange of private jargon and jokes, barely conscious of their
surroundings. On disembarking, all the passengers were asked to sign a guest book. Beside
their two signatures, Wystan wrote a quotation from Ilya Ehrenburg’s poem about the Russian
Revolution:Read about us and marvel!You did not live in our time—be sorry!* * *In August,
Christopher left London for a remote seaside village where he had been engaged to tutor a
small boy or at least keep him occupied during his school holidays. While Christopher was there,
he had his first—and last—complete sex experience with a woman. After dark, in that tiny place,
there was nothing social to do but play cards, get drunk, or make love. They were both drunk.
She was five or six years older than he was, easygoing, stylish, humorous. She had been
married. She liked sex but wasn’t in the least desperate to get it. He started kissing her without
bothering about what it might lead to. When she responded, he was surprised and amused to
find how easily he could relate his usual holds and movements to this unusual partner. He felt
curiosity and the fun of playing a new game. He also felt a lust which was largely narcissistic; she
had told him how attractive he was and now he was excited by himself making love to her. But
plenty of heterosexuals would admit to feeling that way sometimes. What mattered was that he
was genuinely aroused. After their orgasm, he urged her to come to his room, where they could
take all their clothes off and continue indefinitely. She wouldn’t do this because she was now
sobering up and getting worried that they might be caught together. Next day, she said, “I could
tell that you’ve had a lot of women through your hands.”What did all this prove? That he had
gained enormously in self-confidence. That sex, as sex, was becoming more natural to him—in
the sense that swimming is natural when you know how to swim and the situation demands it.
This he owed to Bubi.He asked himself: Do I now want to go to bed with more women and girls?
Of course not, as long as I can have boys. Why do I prefer boys? Because of their shape and
their voices and their smell and the way they move. And boys can be romantic. I can put them
into my myth and fall in love with them. Girls can be absolutely beautiful but never romantic. In



fact, their utter lack of romance is what I find most likable about them. They’re so
sensible.Couldn’t you get yourself excited by the shape of girls, too—if you worked hard at it?
Perhaps. And couldn’t you invent another myth—to put girls into? Why the hell should I? Well, it
would be a lot more convenient for you, if you did. Then you wouldn’t have all these problems.
Society would accept you. You wouldn’t be out of step with nearly everybody else.It was at this
point in his self-examination that Christopher would become suddenly, blindly furious. Damn
Nearly Everybody. Girls are what the state and the church and the law and the press and the
medical profession endorse, and command me to desire. My mother endorses them, too. She is
silently brutishly willing me to get married and breed grandchildren for her. Her will is the will of
Nearly Everybody, and in their will is my death. My will is to live according to my nature, and to
find a place where I can be what I am … But I’ll admit this—even if my nature were like theirs, I
should still have to fight them, in one way or another. If boys didn’t exist, I should have to invent
them.Psychologists might find Christopher’s admission damaging to his case, and his violence
highly suspicious. They might accuse him of repressed heterosexuality. Wystan sometimes half
jokingly did this, telling Christopher that he was merely “a heter with good taste,” and expressing
fears that he would sooner or later defect. Nearly fifty years have passed, since then; and
Wystan’s fears have been proved groundless.* * *Wystan was now back in England. Soon he
would start work as a schoolmaster. Bubi was somewhere in South America; he never wrote.
Layard had left Berlin. On November 29, Christopher set out on his third visit to Germany that
year. Only, this time, he wasn’t putting any limits on his stay. This might even become an
immigration. When the German passport official asked him the purpose of his journey, he could
have truthfully replied, “I’m looking for my homeland and I’ve come to find out if this is it.”* *
*On the morning after his arrival, he went to call on Francis, who was now the only English-
speaking person he knew in Berlin. Francis lived on a street called In den Zelten. It had a view
across the Tiergarten park. As the huge house door boomed shut behind him, Christopher ran
upstairs with his characteristic nervous haste to the second or third floor—I now forget which it
was—and rang.The door of the apartment flew open and Francis appeared, tousled, furious,
one hand clutching the folds of his crimson silk robe. Instantly he started screaming in German.
Christopher understood the language better now; he knew that he was being told to go away
and never come back or Francis would call the police. The screaming ended and the door was
slammed in his face. He stood staring at it, too astonished to move. Then he shouted, “Francis—
it’s me, Christopher!”The door reopened and Francis reappeared. “I say, how awful of me! I do
apologize! I felt certain you must be the boy who came home with me last night. Just because I
was drunk, he thought he could steal everything in the place. I caught him at it and threw him
out … But you don’t even look like him … Why, I know you, don’t I?”“I was over here in the
summer, looking for someone. You were so kind, taking me round the bars. As a matter of fact,
I’ve just got back from England—”“Won’t you come in? I’m afraid this place is in an awful mess.
I’m never up at the unearthly hour they want to clean it. Is this your first visit to Berlin?”“Well, no—
I told you, I was here in the summer—”“Do forgive me, lovey—my mind’s a total blank before I’ve



had lunch. I suppose you wouldn’t care to have lunch here, would you? Or is that more than you
can face?”What Christopher was being asked to face was the ordeal of having lunch with the
staff and some of the patients of Dr. Magnus Hirschfeld’s Institut fuer Sexual-Wissenschaft—
Institute for Sexual Science—which occupied the adjoining building. A sister of Dr. Hirschfeld
lived in this apartment and let out two of its rooms to Francis. It so happened that she had a third
room which was vacant just then and which she charged less for, because it was small and dark.
By the time lunch was over, Christopher had decided to move into it.ONEThere is a book called
Lions and Shadows, published in 1938, which describes Christopher Isherwood’s life between
the ages of seventeen and twenty-four. It is not truly autobiographical, however. The author
conceals important facts about himself. He overdramatizes many episodes and gives his
characters fictitious names. In a foreword, he suggests that Lions and Shadows should be read
as if it were a novel.The book I am now going to write will be as frank and factual as I can make
it, especially as far as I myself am concerned. It will therefore be a different kind of book from
Lions and Shadows and not, strictly speaking, a sequel to it. However, I shall begin at the point
where the earlier book ends: twenty-four-year-old Christopher’s departure from England on
March 14, 1929, to visit Berlin for the first time in his life.Christopher had been urged to come to
Berlin by his friend and former schoolmate Wystan Hugh Auden—who is called Hugh Weston in
Lions and Shadows. Wystan, then aged twenty-two, had been on a study holiday in Germany
since taking his degree at Oxford.While in Berlin, Wystan had met the anthropologist John
Layard—Barnard in Lions and Shadows. Layard had once been a patient and pupil of Homer
Lane, the American psychologist. He had introduced Wystan to Lane’s revolutionary teachings,
thus inspiring him to use them as a frame of reference for his poems. Wystan had now begun to
write lines which are like the slogans of a psychiatric dictator about to seize control of the human
race: “Publish each healer … It is time for the destruction of error … Prohibit sharply the
rehearsed response … Harrow the house of the dead … The game is up for you and for the
others … Love … needs death … death of the old gang … New styles of architecture, a change
of heart.”According to Lane-Layard:There is only one sin: disobedience to the inner law of our
own nature. This disobedience is the fault of those who teach us, as children, to control God (our
desires) instead of giving Him room to grow. The whole problem is to find out which is God and
which is the Devil. And the one sure guide is that God appears always unreasonable, while the
Devil appears always to be noble and right. God appears unreasonable because He has been
put in prison and driven wild. The Devil is conscious control, and is, therefore, reasonable and
sane.Life-shaking words! When Christopher heard them, he was even more excited than Wystan
had been, for they justified a change in his own life which he had been longing but not quite
daring to make. Now he burned to put them into practice, to unchain his desires and hurl reason
and sanity into prison.However, when Lions and Shadows suggests that Christopher’s chief
motive for going to Berlin was that he wanted to meet Layard, it is avoiding the truth. He did look
forward to meeting Layard, but that wasn’t why he was in such a hurry to make this journey. It
was Berlin itself he was hungry to meet; the Berlin Wystan had promised him. To Christopher,



Berlin meant Boys.At school, Christopher had fallen in love with many boys and been yearningly
romantic about them. At college he had at last managed to get into bed with one. This was due
entirely to the initiative of his partner, who, when Christopher became scared and started to raise
objections, locked the door, and sat down firmly on Christopher’s lap. I am still grateful to him. I
hope he is alive and may happen to read these lines.Other experiences followed, all of them
enjoyable but none entirely satisfying. This was because Christopher was suffering from an
inhibition, then not unusual among upper-class homosexuals; he couldn’t relax sexually with a
member of his own class or nation. He needed a working-class foreigner. He had become
clearly aware of this when he went to Germany in May 1928, to stay with an elderly cousin who
was the British consul at Bremen. He had no love adventures while there, but he looked around
him and saw what he was missing. The Bremen trip isn’t even mentioned in Lions and Shadows
because Christopher was then unwilling to discuss its sexual significance. It is described in a
novel written many years later, Down There on a Visit, but with too much fiction and too little
frankness.* * *Christopher’s first visit to Berlin was short—a week or ten days—but that was
sufficient; I now recognize it as one of the decisive events of my life. I can still make myself faintly
feel the delicious nausea of initiation terror which Christopher felt as Wystan pushed back the
heavy leather door curtain of a boy bar called the Cosy Corner and led the way inside. In the
autumn of 1928, Christopher had felt a different kind of nauseated excitement, equally strong
and memorable, when, as a medical student, he had entered an operating theater in St.
Thomas’s Hospital to watch his first surgical operation. But the door of the operating theater,
unlike that of the Cosy Corner, led him nowhere. Within six months, he had given up medicine
altogether.At the Cosy Corner, Christopher met a youth whom I shall call Bubi (Baby). That was
his nickname among his friends, because he had a pretty face, appealing blue eyes, golden
blond hair, and a body which was smooth-skinned and almost hairless, although hard and
muscular. On seeing Bubi, Christopher experienced instant infatuation. This wasn’t surprising; to
be infatuated was what he had come to Berlin for. Bubi was the first presentable candidate who
appeared to claim the leading role in Christopher’s love myth.What was this role? Most
importantly, Bubi had to be the German Boy, the representative of his race. (Bubi was actually
Czech, but that could be overlooked since German was the only language he spoke.) By
embracing Bubi, Christopher could hold in his arms the whole mystery-magic of foreignness,
Germanness. By means of Bubi, he could fall in love with and possess the entire nation.That
Bubi was a blond was also very important—and not merely because blondness is a
characteristic feature of the German Boy. The Blond—no matter of what nationality—had been a
magical figure for Christopher from his childhood and would continue to be so for many years.
And yet I find it hard to say why … John Layard would have encouraged me to invent an
explanation, never mind how absurd it sounded. He would have said that anything one invents
about oneself is part of one’s personal myth and therefore true. So here is the first explanation
which occurs to me: Christopher chose to identify himself with a black-haired British ancestor
and to see the Blond as the invader who comes from another land to conquer and rape him.



Thus the Blond becomes the masculine foreign yang mating with Christopher’s feminine native
yin … This makes a kind of Jungian sense—but I can’t by any stretch of the imagination apply it
to the relations between Bubi and Christopher. Bubi had been, among other things, a boxer, so
he must have been capable of aggression. But with Christopher he was gentle, considerate,
almost too polite.In addition to being able to play the German Boy and the Blond, Bubi had a role
which he had created for himself; he was the Wanderer, the Lost Boy, homeless, penniless,
dreamily passive yet tough, careless of danger, indifferent to hardship, roaming the earth. This
was how Bubi saw himself and how he made Christopher and many others see him. Bubi’s
vulnerability, combined with his tough independence, was powerfully attractive and at the same
time teasing. You longed to protect him, but he didn’t need you. Or did he? You longed to help
him, but he wouldn’t accept help. Or would he? Wystan wasn’t at all impressed by Bubi’s
performance as the Wanderer. Yet, largely to please Christopher, he wrote a beautiful poem
about Bubi, “This Loved One.”Throughout Christopher’s stay in Berlin, Bubi spent a few hours
with him every day. For Christopher, this was a period of ecstasy, sentimentality, worry, hope,
and clock-watching, every instant of it essentially painful. Christopher wanted to keep Bubi all to
himself forever, to possess him utterly, and he knew that this was impossible and absurd. If he
had been a savage, he might have solved the problem by eating Bubi—for magical, not
gastronomic, reasons. As for Bubi himself, he was the most obliging of companions; but there
was nothing he could do, in bed or out of it, to make Christopher feel any more secure.They went
shopping together and bought Bubi small presents, mostly shirts, socks, and ties; he refused to
let Christopher be extravagant. They ate wiener schnitzels and whipped-cream desserts at
restaurants. They went to the zoo, rode the roller coaster at Luna Park, and swam in the
Wellenbad, a huge indoor pool which had a mechanism for making waves. At the movies, they
saw Pudovkin’s Storm over Asia and Pabst’s Wedekind film, Pandora’s Box.The latter was highly
educational entertainment for Christopher, as Wystan unkindly pointed out, since it shows the
appalling consequences of trying to own someone who is naturally promiscuous. Christopher
did indeed start to make a scene when Bubi broke a date with him. After being coached by
Wystan, he painstakingly repeated a short speech which began: “Ich bin eifersuechtig” (I am
jealous). Bubi listened patiently. Perhaps he even sympathized with Christopher’s feelings; for he
himself, as Wystan found out later, had a weakness for whores and would pursue them
desperately, giving them all the money he had. He then answered at some length, laying his
hand on Christopher’s arm and speaking in a soothing tone. But Christopher’s German was still
scanty and he couldn’t understand whatever lies Bubi was telling him.All was soon forgiven, of
course. When Christopher left for London, Bubi pulled a cheap gold-plated chain bracelet out of
his pocket—probably an unwanted gift from some admirer—and fastened it around
Christopher’s wrist. This delighted Christopher, not only as a love token but also as a badge of
his liberation; he still regarded the wearing of jewelry by men as a daring act, and this would be a
constant reminder to him that he was now one of the free. When he got home, he displayed the
bracelet challengingly. But his mother, Kathleen, wasn’t shocked, only vaguely puzzled that he



should care to wear anything so common.Despite his preoccupation with Bubi, Christopher had
found the time to see John Layard in Berlin. Under any other circumstances, he would have
been fascinated by Layard’s X-ray eyes, his mocking amusement, his stunning frankness, and
his talk about Lane. But Layard’s theory had seemed academic, just then, compared with Bubi’s
practice.However, the next year, during a visit to England, Christopher met Layard again. They
became friends and Layard taught him a great deal. He even cured Christopher—or, rather,
made him cure himself—of an intimate physical shame. Christopher had been ashamed of the
patch of hair which had sprouted out of an old acne scar on his left shoulder blade. Layard
explained that this was a conflict between instinct—the hairy left shoulder—and conscious
control—the hairless right one. God and the Devil were at it again. “You see, your instinct’s trying
to get your animal nature out of jail, trying to force you to recognize it. So it’s growing fur! I like it,
it’s beautiful!” And Layard actually kissed the hairy shoulder, to show he meant what he said.
Christopher giggled with embarrassment. But gradually, from that day on, he stopped being
conscious of the hair, even when he had his shirt off in public.* * *Soon after getting back from
Berlin, Christopher had a more than usually severe attack of tonsillitis. In those days, he was
subject to sore throats. Wystan called them “the liar’s quinsy” and reminded him that Lane had
said they are symptoms of a basic untruthfulness in one’s life. Christopher was quite willing to
admit that his life in England was basically untruthful, since it conformed outwardly to standards
of respectability which he inwardly rejected and despised. But Lane had also said, “Every
disease is a cure, if we know how to take it,” and Christopher was now sure that he knew how to
make his life truthful again. He studied German hard—from Hugo’s German in Three Months
without a Master. He wrote letters in German to Bubi, which Bubi answered with tactful requests
for money. And, as soon as he could afford the trip, he went back to Germany. This was in early
July.Wystan was now at a village called Rothehuette in the Harz Mountains, surrounded by
forests. The air smelled of resin and echoed romantically with jangling cowbells. At the end of
the day, when the cows came down from the high pastures into the village, they would separate
from the herd of their own accord and find their ways to their respective farms. It was easy to
pretend to yourself that they were human beings bewitched, for the whole place could have
been a setting for one of Grimm’s fairy tales, except that it had a railway station.Wystan was
staying at the inn with a cheerful, good-natured youth he had brought with him from Berlin. He
had already made himself completely at home. His room was like every other room he had ever
lived in, a chaos of books and manuscripts; he was reading and writing with his usual impatient
energy. He welcomed Christopher as one welcomes a guest to one’s household; he had the air
of owning the village and the villagers. Certainly he must have been the chief topic of their
conversation. He entertained them by thumping out German popular songs and English hymn
tunes on a piano in the refreshment room of the railway station and intrigued them by wrestling
naked with his friend in a nearby meadow.At Christopher’s request, Wystan had phoned Bubi in
Berlin and told him to come and join them the day after Christopher arrived. But two days passed
and he didn’t appear. Christopher became frantic. He decided to go to Berlin and look for Bubi.



To help Christopher in his search, Wystan gave him the address of an Englishman he knew
there, named Francis. And Francis did help, by coming with him to the Cosy Corner and other
bars and translating when he questioned boys who knew Bubi. Thus Christopher found out that
Bubi was wanted by the police and that he had disappeared.So Christopher returned mournfully
to Rothehuette. And, the next day, the police arrived. They must have been tipped off by
somebody in one of the Berlin bars that Bubi might be expected to join Christopher at this
mountain hideout. While the police were questioning him and Wystan, a letter was handed to
Christopher by the innkeeper. It had a Dutch stamp on it. It was from Bubi. Christopher read it
under their very noses. Bubi wrote that he was in Amsterdam and about to ship out as a deck
hand on a boat to South America. Could Christopher send him some money as quickly as
possible, poste restante? Bubi added that he wasn’t giving the address where he was staying
because he was in Holland illegally and this letter might fall into the wrong hands. As for the
money, Bubi had sworn to himself never to ask for any more, because Christopher had been so
generous already. But now here he was, amongst strangers, all alone. There was no one he
could trust in the whole world. Except Christopher, his last dear true friend … The letter thrilled
Christopher unspeakably. As he read, he began to feel that he himself had become an honorary
member of the criminal class. Now he must be worthy of the occasion. He must respond
recklessly. He must leave for Amsterdam at once and see Bubi before he sailed.Meanwhile, the
police, not wanting to go away empty-handed, were checking up on Wystan’s friend. They asked
for his identity papers—and, alas, his papers were not in order. (Boys would say, “My papers
aren’t in order,” and “My stomach isn’t in order,” in the same plaintive tone, as though both were
ailments.) The police soon made him admit that he was a fugitive from a reform school. Then
they took him off with them.As soon as they were gone, Christopher showed Wystan the letter
and Wystan agreed to come to Amsterdam too, although he wasn’t feeling kindly toward Bubi,
who was indirectly to blame for his friend’s arrest. When they left Rothehuette, the innkeeper was
still friendly, despite the scandal of having had the police on his premises. He said to Wystan,
with a tolerant grin, “I expect a lot of things happen in Berlin which we wouldn’t understand.”In
Amsterdam, they ran into Bubi almost at once; he was going into the post office to see if
Christopher had sent him a letter. Bubi’s astonishment and delight were all that Christopher had
hoped for. Even more gratifying, after their first joyful embraces, was his sudden sadness: “We
have so little time left, to be together.” Bubi was a true German in his enjoyment of emotional
partings. He turned this short reunion with Christopher into a continuous farewell; they went for
farewell walks, ate farewell meals, drank farewell toasts, made farewell love. Then the day came
for Bubi’s ship to sail. His eyes brimmed with tears of heartfelt pity for the lonely Wanderer, as he
wrung Christopher’s and Wystan’s hands, saying, “Who knows if we shall ever meet
again!”(They did meet again, many times, in many different places. When Christopher next saw
Bubi he was in Berlin, about three years later. Christopher found it very odd to be able to chatter
away to him in German—odd and a little saddening, because the collapse of their language
barrier had buried the magic image of the German Boy. Bubi seemed an entirely different



person, not at all vulnerable, amusingly sly. Christopher felt wonderfully at ease with him and
absolutely uninfatuated.)* * *Christopher and Wystan stayed on an extra day in Amsterdam,
before Christopher went back to England. They were both in the highest spirits. It was such a
relief and happiness to be alone with each other. They took a trip through the canals and the
harbor in a tourist launch, deep in an exchange of private jargon and jokes, barely conscious of
their surroundings. On disembarking, all the passengers were asked to sign a guest book.
Beside their two signatures, Wystan wrote a quotation from Ilya Ehrenburg’s poem about the
Russian Revolution:Read about us and marvel!You did not live in our time—be sorry!* * *In
August, Christopher left London for a remote seaside village where he had been engaged to
tutor a small boy or at least keep him occupied during his school holidays. While Christopher
was there, he had his first—and last—complete sex experience with a woman. After dark, in that
tiny place, there was nothing social to do but play cards, get drunk, or make love. They were both
drunk. She was five or six years older than he was, easygoing, stylish, humorous. She had been
married. She liked sex but wasn’t in the least desperate to get it. He started kissing her without
bothering about what it might lead to. When she responded, he was surprised and amused to
find how easily he could relate his usual holds and movements to this unusual partner. He felt
curiosity and the fun of playing a new game. He also felt a lust which was largely narcissistic; she
had told him how attractive he was and now he was excited by himself making love to her. But
plenty of heterosexuals would admit to feeling that way sometimes. What mattered was that he
was genuinely aroused. After their orgasm, he urged her to come to his room, where they could
take all their clothes off and continue indefinitely. She wouldn’t do this because she was now
sobering up and getting worried that they might be caught together. Next day, she said, “I could
tell that you’ve had a lot of women through your hands.”What did all this prove? That he had
gained enormously in self-confidence. That sex, as sex, was becoming more natural to him—in
the sense that swimming is natural when you know how to swim and the situation demands it.
This he owed to Bubi.He asked himself: Do I now want to go to bed with more women and girls?
Of course not, as long as I can have boys. Why do I prefer boys? Because of their shape and
their voices and their smell and the way they move. And boys can be romantic. I can put them
into my myth and fall in love with them. Girls can be absolutely beautiful but never romantic. In
fact, their utter lack of romance is what I find most likable about them. They’re so
sensible.Couldn’t you get yourself excited by the shape of girls, too—if you worked hard at it?
Perhaps. And couldn’t you invent another myth—to put girls into? Why the hell should I? Well, it
would be a lot more convenient for you, if you did. Then you wouldn’t have all these problems.
Society would accept you. You wouldn’t be out of step with nearly everybody else.It was at this
point in his self-examination that Christopher would become suddenly, blindly furious. Damn
Nearly Everybody. Girls are what the state and the church and the law and the press and the
medical profession endorse, and command me to desire. My mother endorses them, too. She is
silently brutishly willing me to get married and breed grandchildren for her. Her will is the will of
Nearly Everybody, and in their will is my death. My will is to live according to my nature, and to



find a place where I can be what I am … But I’ll admit this—even if my nature were like theirs, I
should still have to fight them, in one way or another. If boys didn’t exist, I should have to invent
them.Psychologists might find Christopher’s admission damaging to his case, and his violence
highly suspicious. They might accuse him of repressed heterosexuality. Wystan sometimes half
jokingly did this, telling Christopher that he was merely “a heter with good taste,” and expressing
fears that he would sooner or later defect. Nearly fifty years have passed, since then; and
Wystan’s fears have been proved groundless.* * *Wystan was now back in England. Soon he
would start work as a schoolmaster. Bubi was somewhere in South America; he never wrote.
Layard had left Berlin. On November 29, Christopher set out on his third visit to Germany that
year. Only, this time, he wasn’t putting any limits on his stay. This might even become an
immigration. When the German passport official asked him the purpose of his journey, he could
have truthfully replied, “I’m looking for my homeland and I’ve come to find out if this is it.”* *
*On the morning after his arrival, he went to call on Francis, who was now the only English-
speaking person he knew in Berlin. Francis lived on a street called In den Zelten. It had a view
across the Tiergarten park. As the huge house door boomed shut behind him, Christopher ran
upstairs with his characteristic nervous haste to the second or third floor—I now forget which it
was—and rang.The door of the apartment flew open and Francis appeared, tousled, furious,
one hand clutching the folds of his crimson silk robe. Instantly he started screaming in German.
Christopher understood the language better now; he knew that he was being told to go away
and never come back or Francis would call the police. The screaming ended and the door was
slammed in his face. He stood staring at it, too astonished to move. Then he shouted, “Francis—
it’s me, Christopher!”The door reopened and Francis reappeared. “I say, how awful of me! I do
apologize! I felt certain you must be the boy who came home with me last night. Just because I
was drunk, he thought he could steal everything in the place. I caught him at it and threw him
out … But you don’t even look like him … Why, I know you, don’t I?”“I was over here in the
summer, looking for someone. You were so kind, taking me round the bars. As a matter of fact,
I’ve just got back from England—”“Won’t you come in? I’m afraid this place is in an awful mess.
I’m never up at the unearthly hour they want to clean it. Is this your first visit to Berlin?”“Well, no—
I told you, I was here in the summer—”“Do forgive me, lovey—my mind’s a total blank before I’ve
had lunch. I suppose you wouldn’t care to have lunch here, would you? Or is that more than you
can face?”What Christopher was being asked to face was the ordeal of having lunch with the
staff and some of the patients of Dr. Magnus Hirschfeld’s Institut fuer Sexual-Wissenschaft—
Institute for Sexual Science—which occupied the adjoining building. A sister of Dr. Hirschfeld
lived in this apartment and let out two of its rooms to Francis. It so happened that she had a third
room which was vacant just then and which she charged less for, because it was small and dark.
By the time lunch was over, Christopher had decided to move into it.TWOThe building which
was now occupied by the Hirschfeld Institute had belonged, at the turn of the century, to the
famous violinist Joseph Joachim; its public rooms still had an atmosphere which Christopher
somehow associated with Joachim’s hero, Brahms. Their furniture was classic, pillared,



garlanded, their marble massive, their curtains solemnly sculpted, their engravings grave. Lunch
was a meal of decorum and gracious smiles, presided over by a sweetly dignified lady with silver
hair: a living guarantee that sex, in this sanctuary, was being treated with seriousness. How
could it not be? Over the entrance to the Institute was an inscription in Latin which meant:
Sacred to Love and to Sorrow.Dr. Hirschfeld seldom ate with them. He was represented by Karl
Giese, his secretary and long-time lover. Also present were the doctors of the staff and the
patients or guests, whichever you chose to call them, hiding their individual problems behind
silence or polite table chatter, according to their temperaments. I remember the shock with
which Christopher first realized that one of the apparently female guests was a man. He had
pictured transvestites as loud, screaming, willfully unnatural creatures. This one seemed as
quietly natural as an animal and his disguise was accepted by everyone else as a matter of
course. Christopher had been telling himself that he had rejected respectability and that he now
regarded it with amused contempt. But the Hirschfeld kind of respectability disturbed his latent
puritanism. During those early days, he found lunch at the Institute a bit uncanny.Christopher
giggled nervously when Karl Giese and Francis took him through the Institute’s museum. Here
were whips and chains and torture instruments designed for the practitioners of pleasure-pain;
high-heeled, intricately decorated boots for the fetishists; lacy female undies which had been
worn by ferociously masculine Prussian officers beneath their uniforms. Here were the lower
halves of trouser legs with elastic bands to hold them in position between knee and ankle. In
these and nothing else but an overcoat and a pair of shoes, you could walk the streets and seem
fully clothed, giving a camera-quick exposure whenever a suitable viewer appeared.Here were
fantasy pictures, drawn and painted by Hirschfeld’s patients. Scenes from the court of a priapic
king who sprawled on a throne with his own phallus for a scepter and watched the grotesque
matings of his courtiers. Strange sad bedroom scenes in which the faces of the copulators
expressed only dismay and agony. And here was a gallery of photographs, ranging in subject
matter from the sexual organs of quasi-hermaphrodites to famous homosexual couples—Wilde
with Alfred Douglas, Whitman with Peter Doyle, Ludwig of Bavaria with Kainz, Edward Carpenter
with George Merrill.Christopher giggled because he was embarrassed. He was embarrassed
because, at last, he was being brought face to face with his tribe. Up to now, he had behaved as
though the tribe didn’t exist and homosexuality were a private way of life discovered by himself
and a few friends. He had always known, of course, that this wasn’t true. But now he was forced
to admit kinship with these freakish fellow tribesmen and their distasteful customs. And he didn’t
like it. His first reaction was to blame the Institute. He said to himself: How can they take this stuff
so seriously?Then, one afternoon, André Gide paid them a visit. He was taken on a tour of the
premises personally conducted by Hirschfeld. Live exhibits were introduced, with such
comments as: “Intergrade. Third Division.” One of these was a young man who opened his shirt
with a modest smile to display two perfectly formed female breasts. Gide looked on, making a
minimum of polite comment, judiciously fingering his chin. He was in full costume as the Great
French Novelist, complete with cape. No doubt he thought Hirschfeld’s performance hopelessly



crude and un-French. Christopher’s Gallophobia flared up. Sneering, culture-conceited frog!
Suddenly he loved Hirschfeld—at whom he himself had been sneering, a moment before—the
silly solemn old professor with his doggy mustache, thick peering spectacles, and clumsy
German-Jewish boots … Nevertheless, they were all three of them on the same side, whether
Christopher liked it or not. And later he would learn to honor them both, as heroic leaders of his
tribe.* * *When Hirschfeld founded the Institute in 1919, he was just over fifty years old and
notorious all over Western Europe as a leading expert on homosexuality. Thousands of
members of the Third Sex, as he called it, looked up to him as their champion because,
throughout his adult life, he had been campaigning for revision of Paragraph 175 of the German
Criminal Code. This paragraph dealt with the punishment of homosexual acts between men. (By
not including lesbian acts, it expressed a basic contempt for women which has been shared by
the lawmakers of many other nations.)When young, Hirschfeld had been a middle-of-the-road
socialist. Now he was being drawn into alliance with the Communists. This was because the
Soviet government, when it came into power in 1917, had declared that all forms of sexual
intercourse between consenting individuals are a private matter, outside the law. The German
Communist Party, of course, took the same stand. The emerging Nazi Party, on the other hand,
was announcing that it would stamp out homosexuality because “Germany must be virile if we
are to fight for survival.” Hitler denounced homosexuals, leftists, and Jews as traitors who had
undermined Germany’s will to resist and caused the military defeat of 1918.Hirschfeld was a
representative of all three groups. While lecturing in Munich in 1920, he was beaten up by Nazi-
inspired members of his audience. Characteristically, he returned to Munich next year and got
beaten up again; this time his skull was fractured and he was left for dead. But 1922 found him
still unliquidated and in combat. He was even allowed to present the grievances of the Third Sex
in a speech to some members of the Reichstag. To be sometimes treated with official respect,
sometimes threatened with death; to be alternately praised and lampooned by the press; to be
helped by those who would later lose their nerve and betray him—such was his nobly insecure
position.The Institute was by no means exclusively concerned with homosexuality. It gave advice
to couples about to marry, based on research into their hereditary backgrounds. It offered
psychiatric treatment for impotence and other psychological problems. It had a clinic which dealt
with a variety of cases, including venereal disease. And it studied sex in every
manifestation.However, the existence of the Institute did enable Hirschfeld to carry on his
campaign against Paragraph 175 much more effectively than before. It was a visible guarantee
of his scientific respectability which reassured the timid and the conservative. It was a place of
education for the public, its lawmakers, and its police. Hirschfeld could invite them to the sex
museum and guide them through a succession of reactions—from incredulous disgust to
understanding of the need for penal reform. Meanwhile, the Institute’s legal department advised
men who were accused of sex crimes and represented them in court. Hirschfeld had won the
right to give them asylum until their cases were heard. Some of the people Christopher met at
lunch belonged to this category.(I have a memory of Christopher looking down from a room in



the Institute and watching two obvious plainclothes detectives lurk under the trees which grow
along the edge of the park. They hope that one of their wanted victims will be tempted to venture
out of Hirschfeld’s sanctuary for a sniff of fresh air. Then, according to the rules of the police
game, he can be grabbed and carried off to prison.)The year Christopher arrived at the Institute,
Hirschfeld and his allies seemed about to win a victory. Earlier in 1929, the Reichstag
Committee had finished drafting a penal-reform bill. According to this bill, consensual sex acts
between adult males would no longer be crimes. The vote which decided this point had been
close and it had only been won through the support of the Communists. The bill had been
presented to the Reichstag and seemed likely to be passed into law. Then, in October, came the
U.S. Stock Market crash, causing a period of panic and indecision in Europe which was
unfavorable to reform of any kind. The Reichstag postponed discussion of the bill indefinitely.* *
*Christopher’s room, like the two rooms occupied by Francis, was just inside the front door of
the apartment. You and your visitors could come and go at any hour without ever running into the
landlady; no doubt, she tactfully used a rear exit. She lived far away at the back, somewhere,
within a clearing in a Black Forest of furniture. If sex-connected sounds did reach her now and
then, she never complained. Perhaps she even approved of them, on principle. After all, she was
Hirschfeld’s sister.Francis’s rooms had a view of the park. Christopher’s room looked down into
an interior courtyard; that was why it was dark and cheap. On one wall of this courtyard,
Hirschfeld had caused to be printed in Gothic lettering a stanza by Goethe:Seele des
Menschen,Wie gleichst du dem Wasser!Schicksal des Menschen,Wie gleichst du dem Wind!
Spirit of Man, how like thou art to water! Fate of Man, how like thou art to wind! Never before in
his life had Christopher had a room with a view of a poem. In his present state of mind, he much
preferred his view to Francis’s view of the Tiergarten trees. Just as changes in the light make
trees look different, so Christopher’s varying moods made the poem speak in different tones of
voice: joyful, cynical, tragic. But always, whatever his mood, it reminded him: You are in
Germany. The featureless walls of the courtyard, the neutral puddles of rain water on its floor, the
patch of international sky above it—all were made utterly German by the presence of these
German words.Months later, when Christopher began giving English lessons, he would try to
convey to his German pupils something of his own mystique about the German language. “A
table doesn’t mean ‘ein Tisch’—when you’re learning a new word, you must never say to
yourself it means. That’s altogether the wrong approach. What you must say to yourself is: Over
there in England, they have a thing called a table. We may go to England and look at it and say,
‘That’s our Tisch.’ But it isn’t. The resemblance is only on the surface. The two things are
essentially different, because they’ve been thought about differently by two nations with different
cultures. If you can grasp the fact that that thing in England isn’t merely called a table, it really is
a table, then you’ll begin to understand what the English themselves are like. They are the sort of
people who are compelled by their nature to think about that thing as a table; being what they
are, they couldn’t possibly call it anything else … Of course, if you cared to buy a table while you
were in England and bring it back here, it would become ein Tisch. But not immediately.



Germans would have to think about it as ein Tisch and call it ein Tisch for quite a long while,
first.”When Christopher talked like this, most of his pupils would smile, finding him charmingly
whimsical and so English. Only a few decided that he was being metaphysical and therefore
listened with respect. Having listened, they would question him and then argue, taking his
statements with absolute literalness, until he became tired and tongue-tied.How could he
possibly explain himself to these people? They wanted to learn English for show-off social
reasons, or to be able to read Aldous Huxley in the original. Whereas he had learned German
simply and solely to be able to talk to his sex partners. For him, the entire German language—all
the way from the keep-off-the-grass signs in the park to Goethe’s stanza on the wall—was
irradiated with sex. For him, the difference between a table and ein Tisch was that a table was
the dining table in his mother’s house and ein Tisch was ein Tisch in the Cosy Corner.* *
*Christopher had made up his mind that as soon as he was settled in Berlin he would start
revising his novel, The Memorial. He had finished the first draft of it about six months before this.
Since then, he had scarcely looked at it.So now, every morning, with his manuscript under his
arm, he walked along In den Zelten and sat down in one of its cafés; indoors if the weather was
cold or wet, out of doors in his overcoat if it was mild. He didn’t come here merely because the
room in his apartment was dark. To work in this public atmosphere seemed better suited to his
new way of life. He wanted to be in constant contact with Germans and Germany throughout the
day, not shut up alone.With his manuscript in front of him, a tall glass of beer on his right, a
cigarette burning in an ashtray on his left, he sipped and wrote, puffed and wrote. The beer, of
course, was German: Schultheiss-Patzenhofer. The cigarette was a Turkish-grown brand
especially popular in Berlin: Salem Aleikum. Bubi had introduced him to both, so the taste of the
one and the smell of the other were magically charged. And how strange and delightful it was to
be sitting here, with Turkish smoke tickling his nostrils and German beer faintly bitter on his
tongue, writing a story in the English language about an English family in an English country
house! It was most unlikely that any of the people here would be able to understand what he was
writing. This gave him a soothing sense of privacy, which the noise of their talk couldn’t seriously
disturb; it was on a different wave length. With them around him, it was actually easier to
concentrate than when he was by himself. He was alone and yet not alone. He could move in
and out of their world at will. He was beginning to realize how completely at home one can be as
a foreigner.The beer, taken in tiny doses, put Christopher into a state of gradually increasing
relaxation which he found he could safely prolong for about two and a half hours. All this while,
his pencil moved over the paper with less and less inhibition, fewer and fewer pauses. But then,
somewhere in the middle of the fourth glass, his attention lost its grip upon his theme. He wrote
lines which made him grin to himself, knowing, as he did so, that they wouldn’t seem so clever—
maybe not clever at all—when he reread them later. He was getting a bit silly. He must stop. He
picked up his papers, left the money for the waiter, and walked slowly home, thinking to himself:
This is what freedom is. This is how I ought always to have lived.* * *And now he must wake
Francis and tell him to dress for lunch. Francis seldom actually needed waking. Usually,



Christopher would find him reading and smoking, propped on pillows, on the outer side of his
bed. On the inner side, snuggled against the wall, the back of the head of a boy would be visible.
And sometimes another boy would be asleep on the couch, under a pile of coats and rugs.When
Christopher entered the bedroom, Francis would give him a faintly embarrassed smile which
was like a halfhearted apology for the untidiness of the room and of his life. Christopher had no
wish to make Francis feel apologetic. But he had to admit to himself that this daily encounter did
make him feel smug. He had been working all morning; Francis hadn’t.In Down There on a Visit,
Francis appears as a character called Ambrose and is described as follows:His figure was slim
and erect and there was a boyishness in his quick movements. But his dark-skinned face was
quite shockingly lined, as if Life had mauled him with its claws. His hair fell picturesquely about
his face in wavy black locks which were already streaked with grey. There was a gentle surprise
in the expression of his dark brown eyes. He could become frantically nervous at an instant’s
notice—I saw that; with his sensitive nostrils and fine-drawn cheekbones, he had the look of a
horse which may bolt without warning. And yet there was a kind of inner contemplative repose in
the midst of him. It made him touchingly beautiful. He could have posed for the portrait of a
saint.This is true to life, more or less, except for the last three sentences, which relate only to the
fictitious part of Ambrose. Photographs of Francis at that time show that he was beautiful,
certainly, but that he had the face of a self-indulgent aristocrat, not a contemplative ascetic. I
can’t detect the inner repose. He could be surprisingly patient, however; he never minded being
kept waiting if he had a drink to wait with. He seemed almost unaware of discomfort. If anyone
complained of it, Francis would reprove him mildly for being “fussy.” Now and then, he had to
spend a day in bed; he was an invalid, though an incredibly tough one. He was perhaps suffering
from side effects of the treatment for syphilis which he was then undergoing at the Institute. This
was a tedious process. Francis was weary of it, all the more so now that he had been told he was
no longer infectious. The doctors had warned him against giving up the treatment prematurely,
but he probably would, as soon as he left Germany and started to travel in countries with fewer
medical conveniences.It wasn’t long before Christopher realized that Francis harbored an
aggression—usually well concealed but occasionally obvious—against all those who had never
had syphilis. He appeared to feel that it was their self-righteousness and cowardice which had
prevented them from having it, and that they therefore ought to have it, for the good of their
souls. Perhaps, in his fantasies, he even imagined himself tricking such people into going to bed
with infected partners.Theoretically, Christopher rather sympathized with this attitude. He saw
Francis as an unwitting missionary of the gospel of Homer Lane, trying to teach the world that
prophylaxis is one of the Devil’s devices. Nevertheless, though he knew he was being priggish
and squeamish, Christopher begged to be excused; he did want to defy the Devil but he didn’t
want to do it by getting syphilis, if that could possibly be avoided. Francis tolerated Christopher’s
squeamishness good-humoredly. No doubt he felt confident that syphilis would catch up with
Christopher sooner or later, because of his sexual promiscuity.They got along well together.
Francis’s life was such that he seldom had the chance of talking to a fellow countryman who was



like-minded in many respects. Christopher was eager to know everything that Francis could tell
him about Berlin, including the weird idioms of Berlinerisch slang. Francis wasn’t really
interested in Germany, however. He never felt truly at home, he said, except in the countries of
the Eastern Mediterranean. It was there that he could pull himself together and work.
Christopher, who had seen him only in an atmosphere of disorder and self-indulgence, was
surprised to discover that he had a serious profession—although, admittedly, he practiced it by
fits and starts. He was a trained archaeologist. He had directed archaeological digs in Palestine
and elsewhere and written articles on his findings for scientific journals. Francis knew a vast
amount about prehistoric Greece. He spoke of it often, with a quiet understated passion which
Christopher found curiously moving. It was as if part of his mind dwelt continually in that world.*
* *As the short winter afternoon began to darken, they would visit Karl Giese for coffee and
gossip. The atmosphere of Karl’s sitting room had none of the Institute’s noble seriousness; it
was a cozy little nest, lined with photographs and souvenirs.In repose, Karl’s long handsome
face was melancholy. But soon he would be giggling and rolling his eyes. Touching the back of
his head with his fingertips, as if patting bobbed curls, he would strike an It-Girl pose. This
dedicated, earnest, intelligent campaigner for sexual freedom had an extraordinary innocence at
such moments. Christopher saw in him the sturdy peasant youth with a girl’s heart who, long
ago, had fallen in love with Hirschfeld, his father image. Karl still referred to Hirschfeld as
“Papa.”He told Christopher that all working-class boys who are homosexual have a natural urge
to get themselves educated; therefore, they have to climb into the middle class. This was what
Karl had done. Christopher felt shocked by his statement and didn’t want to admit that it was
true. Why couldn’t a working-class boy become educated without acquiring bourgeois airs and
graces? If his nature required him to be a queen, why couldn’t he be a working-class queen?
The fact was that Christopher, the upper-class boy, was now trying to disown his class. Because
he hated it, he despised the middle class for aping its ways. That left him with nothing to admire
but the working class; so he declared it to be forthright, without frills, altogether on the path of
truth. Karl had no such illusions.One of Karl’s friends—the one Christopher liked best—was not
only homosexual and fairly well educated but unashamedly proletarian. This was Erwin Hansen.
He was a big muscular man with blond hair close-cropped, Army-style. He had been a
gymnastic instructor in the Army; now he did various jobs around the Institute and was running to
fat. He was good-humored, with rough and ready manners and pale roving blue eyes. He used
to grin sexily at Christopher and sometimes pinch his bottom. Erwin was a Communist, so
perhaps his unbourgeois behavior wasn’t altogether spontaneous but a part of his political
persona.Nearly all the friends who looked in on Karl in the afternoons were middle-class queens.
They had a world of their own which included clubs for dancing and drinking. These clubs were
governed by the code of heterosexual middle-class propriety. If two boys were sitting together
and you wanted to dance with one of them, you bowed to both before asking, “May I?” Then, if
the boy said yes, you bowed again to the other boy, as though he were the escort of a girl and
had just given you his permission to dance with her.Soon after Christopher’s arrival, Karl had



given him a photograph of himself on which he had written: “From one who would like to be your
friend.” The inscription was an appeal. Karl wanted to win Christopher away, before it was too
late, from Francis—whom he regarded, with sad affection, as a hopeless case—and from what
Francis represented: low life, drunkenness, scandals. Karl hoped to convert Christopher to a way
of life more worthy of the Third Sex by introducing him to some nice boy with steady habits who
had clean fingernails and wore a collar and tie. Christopher was touched by Karl’s concern for
him. He really liked Karl, and respected everything about him but his respectability.Like the
young man with female breasts and everyone else who entered the domain of the Institute,
Christopher had automatically become a museum specimen, subject to Hirschfeld’s diagnosis
and classification. Karl told him, in due course, that Hirschfeld had classified him as “infantile.”
Christopher didn’t object to this epithet; he interpreted it as “boyish.” You couldn’t call him a
pretty boy—his head and his nose were too big—but he did look young for his age, with his fresh
pink complexion, inherited from Kathleen, bright eyes, and glossy dark-brown hair flopping down
over his right cheek. He also had a boyish grin, full of clean white teeth. Far better to be boyish,
he thought, than effeminate. He could never join the ranks of Karl’s friends and play at nicey-nice
third-sexism, because he refused utterly to think of himself as a queen. Wystan was much more
mature than Christopher, in this respect. Labels didn’t scare him.* * *When night came,
Christopher was off with Francis to the bars. Here Francis was, of course, a well-known figure.
The boys’ version of his name was Franni. And since, in German, you can put the definite article
before a friend’s name—thus making it into a title like that of a saga hero—they also often called
Francis “Der Franni,” The Franni. Christopher and Wystan anglicized Franni into Fronny in their
letters to each other. The name appears in several of Wystan’s poems, and the Fronny character
is present, though unnamed, in the published version of The Dance of Death. He is one of the
roles mimed by the Dancer. As the paralyzed patron of a boy bar, he is wheeled onto the stage,
makes his will, orders drinks all round, and dies.In the bars, Christopher used to think of Francis
and himself as being like traders who had entered a jungle. The natives of the jungle surrounded
them—childlike, curious, mistrustful, sly, easily and unpredictably moved to friendship or hostility.
The two traders had what the natives wanted, money. How much of it they would get and what
they would have to do to get it was the subject of their bargaining. The natives enjoyed
bargaining for bargaining’s sake; this Francis understood profoundly. He was never in a hurry.
Indeed, his patience outwore theirs. Francis bought them drinks but promised nothing, and the
night grew old. “I never get the really attractive ones,” he used to say. “The ones I finish up with
are the ones who haven’t anywhere else to sleep.” Actually, Francis didn’t care who he finished
up with; he wasn’t much interested in making love. What did fascinate him—and what began,
more and more, to fascinate Christopher, looking at it through Francis’s eyes—was the boys’
world, their slang, their quarrels, their jokes, their outrageous unserious demands, their girls,
their thefts, their encounters with the police.Dazed with drink, smiling to himself, lighting
cigarette after cigarette with shaky hands, arguing obstinately with the boys about nothing in
indistinct German, Der Franni meandered from bar to bar, waiting for the moment when he



would feel ready to go home and sleep. It was characteristic of Christopher that he would
accompany Francis every evening on his Journey to the End of the Night, yet always leave him
one third of the way through it, going home quite sober at ten, with or without a bedmate, so as
to wake up fresh in the morning to get on with his novel. Seldom have wild oats been sown so
prudently.* * *For Christopher, the Cosy Corner was now no longer the mysterious temple of
initiation in which he had met Bubi; Berlin was no longer the fantasy city in which their affair had
taken place. Their affair had been essentially a private performance which could only continue
as long as Wystan was present to be its audience. Now the performance was over. Berlin had
become a real city and the Cosy Corner a real bar. He didn’t for one moment regret this. For now
his adventures here were real, too; less magical but far more interesting.The Cosy Corner
(Zossenerstrasse 7) and most of the other bars frequented by Francis and Christopher were in
Hallesches Tor, a working-class district. Such places depended on their regular customers. They
were small and hard to find and couldn’t afford to advertise themselves, so casual visitors were
few. Also, many homosexuals thought them rough and felt safer in the high-class bars of the
West End, which only admitted boys who were neatly dressed.In the West End there were also
dens of pseudo-vice catering to heterosexual tourists. Here screaming boys in drag and
monocled, Eton-cropped girls in dinner jackets play-acted the high jinks of Sodom and
Gomorrah, horrifying the onlookers and reassuring them that Berlin was still the most decadent
city in Europe. (Wasn’t Berlin’s famous “decadence” largely a commercial “line” which the
Berliners had instinctively developed in their competition with Paris? Paris had long since
cornered the straight girl-market, so what was left for Berlin to offer its visitors but a masquerade
of perversions?)The Berlin police “tolerated” the bars. No customer risked arrest simply for being
in them. When the bars were raided, which didn’t happen often, it was only the boys who were
required to show their papers. Those who hadn’t any or were wanted for some crime would
make a rush to escape through a back door or window as the police came in.Nothing could have
looked less decadent than the Cosy Corner. It was plain and homely and unpretentious. Its only
decorations were a few photographs of boxers and racing cyclists, pinned up above the bar. It
was heated by a big old-fashioned iron stove. Partly because of the great heat of this stove,
partly because they knew it excited their clients (die Stubben), the boys stripped off their
sweaters or leather jackets and sat around with their shirts unbuttoned to the navel and their
sleeves rolled up to the armpits.They were all working class and nearly all out of work. If you
chose to describe them as male prostitutes (Pupenjungen) you had to add that they were mostly
rank amateurs, compared with the more professional boys of the West End. They were greedy
but not calculating, temperamentally unable to take thought for the morrow. When they stole they
stole stupidly and got caught. Although it would have been in their own interests to have their
clients fall in love with them, they did nothing to encourage this. If you mooned over them they
became bored and soon began to avoid you. Beyond keeping their hair carefully combed, they
showed few signs of vanity. They didn’t seem able to picture themselves as objects of desire.
Their attitude was an almost indifferent “take me or leave me.” Their chief reason for coming to



the bars was of course to get money, but they also came because this was a club where they
could meet other boys and gossip and play cards. Often, if you wanted one of them to join you at
your table, he would tell you to wait until he had finished his game.Christopher’s relations with
many of the boys soon became easy and intimate. Perhaps they recognized and were drawn to
the boyishness in him. He felt a marvelous freedom in their company. He, who had hinted and
stammered in English, could now ask straight out in German for what he wanted. His limited
knowledge of the language forced him to be blunt and he wasn’t embarrassed to utter the
foreign sex words, since they had no associations with his life in England.And what did he want?
Hirschfeld had rightly called him infantile. He wanted to go back into the world of his adolescent
sexuality and reexperience it, without the inhibitions which had spoiled his pleasure then. At
school, the boys Christopher had desired had been as scared as himself of admitting to their
desires. But now the innocent lust which had fired all that ass grabbing, arm twisting, sparring
and wrestling half naked in the changing room could come out stark naked into the open without
shame and be gratified in full. What excited Christopher most, a struggle which turned gradually
into a sex act, seemed perfectly natural to these German boys; indeed, it excited them too.
Maybe because it was something you couldn’t do with a girl, or anyhow not on terms of physical
equality; something which appealed to them as an expression of aggression-attraction between
a pair of males. Maybe, also, such mildly sadistic play was a characteristic of German sensuality;
many of them liked to be beaten, not too hard, with a belt strap. Of course it would never have
occurred to any of them to worry about the psychological significance of their tastes.This rough
athletic sexmaking was excellent isometric exercise. It strengthened Christopher’s muscles more
than all his years of joyless compulsory games at school. He felt grateful to his partners for his
new strength. There was much love in his contact with their sturdy bodies; love which made no
demands beyond the pleasure of the moment.Christopher was delighted with his way of life and
with himself for living it—so much so that he became bumptious, and actually wrote to a woman
he knew in England, telling her: “I am doing what Henry James would have done, if he had had
the guts.” The woman foolishly reported this statement to Christopher’s former literary mentor, an
Irish authoress who had been a friend of his father, Frank, and whom Frank had nicknamed
Venus. (See Kathleen and Frank.) Venus, a devout Jamesian, was not amused. She replied
loftily: “Christopher has become either a silly young ass or a dirty young dog, and I am interested
in neither animal.”Christopher wasn’t angry with Venus—she soon forgave him—and he wasn’t
in the least abashed by her rebuke. But, before long, he began to feel that he had done enough
exploring of his rediscovered adolescence. What he wanted now was a more serious
relationship, expressed by a different kind of lovemaking.Since he no longer needed his former
sex partners, he could afford to regard them objectively and to moralize over them. Wasn’t it
basically wrong to hire other human beings to have sex with you? Weren’t you exploiting them,
degrading them? Christopher had found it charming to watch Francis bargaining with the natives
of the jungle. Francis himself didn’t have the ugliness of an exploiter because his own state of
degradation put him on a level with the natives and made him sympathetically picturesque. But



this was a colonial situation, nevertheless. The behavior of many Cosy Corner clients was ugly
because it was sentimental. Not content with hiring the boys’ bodies—which was at least a
straightforward commercial transaction—they sentimentally expected gratitude, even love,
thrown into the bargain. Not getting either, they turned nasty, called the boys whores and
begrudged the money they had spent on them. One of the least sentimental of the clients used
to tell a story against himself: In the midst of a quarrel with a boy, he had heard himself exclaim:
“I don’t give a damn about the money—it’s you I want!” He had involuntarily said what he had
been wishing the boy would say to him.There was one thing the boys had to offer that very few
clients wanted: their friendship. Most boys dreamed of a Friend—that sacred German concept.
This friend would help them with money, of course, but he would also—and this was far more
important to them—offer them serious interest, advice, encouragement. Sometimes, when a
client had shown him unexpected kindness, a boy would put this concept into awkward words.
The client might indulge him in his friendship talk, but as one indulges a sufferer from a terminal
illness. From the average client’s point of view, these boys had no future; therefore, one couldn’t
allow oneself to care what became of them.* * *During the Christmas season, a great costume
ball was held in one of the dance halls of In den Zelten: a ball for men. Many of them wore
female clothes. There was a famous character who had inherited a whole wardrobe of beautiful
family ball gowns, seventy or eighty years old. These he was wearing out at the rate of one a
year. At each ball, he encouraged his friends to rip his gown off his body in handfuls until he had
nothing but a few rags to return home in.Christopher went to the ball with Francis. He had
dressed himself in some clothes lent him by a boy from the Cosy Corner—a big sweater with a
collar and a pair of sailor’s bell-bottomed trousers. It gave him an erotic thrill to masquerade thus
as his own sex partner. A little makeup applied by Francis took the necessary five years off his
age; the effect was so convincing that a friend of Karl Giese, who didn’t know Christopher, later
protested to Karl that Francis had really gone too far—bringing a common street hustler into this
respectable social gathering.The respectability of the ball was open to doubt. But it did have one
dazzling guest: Conrad Veidt. The great film star sat apart at his own table, impeccable in
evening tails. He watched the dancing benevolently through his monocle as he sipped
champagne and smoked a cigarette in a long holder. He seemed a supernatural figure, the
guardian god of these festivities, who was graciously manifesting himself to his devotees. A few
favored ones approached and talked to him but without presuming to sit down.Veidt had
appeared in two films dealing with the problems of the homosexual; hence the appropriateness
of his presence at this ball. The first of these films was Anders als die Andern (Different from the
Others), produced in 1919. Performances of it had often been broken up by the Nazis. In Vienna,
one of them had fired a revolver into the audience, wounding several people. The second film,
Gesetze der Liebe (Laws of Love), was produced in 1927. This was, in many respects, a remake
of Anders als die Andern.Christopher had been shown one of these films at the Institute, or
perhaps both, I can’t be sure. Three scenes remain in my memory. One is a ball at which the
dancers, all male, are standing fully clothed in what seems about to become a daisy chain. It is



here that the character played by Veidt meets the blackmailer who seduces and then ruins him.
The next scene is a vision which Veidt has (while in prison?) of a long procession of kings,
poets, scientists, philosophers, and other famous victims of homophobia, moving slowly and
sadly with heads bowed. Each of them cringes, in turn, as he passes beneath a banner on which
“Paragraph 175” is inscribed. In the final scene, Dr. Hirschfeld himself appears. I think the corpse
of Veidt, who has committed suicide, is lying in the background. Hirschfeld delivers a speech—
that is to say, a series of subtitles—appealing for justice for the Third Sex. This is like the
appearance of Dickens beside the corpse of Jo, in Bleak House, to deliver the splendid diatribe
which begins: “Dead, your Majesty…”TWOThe building which was now occupied by the
Hirschfeld Institute had belonged, at the turn of the century, to the famous violinist Joseph
Joachim; its public rooms still had an atmosphere which Christopher somehow associated with
Joachim’s hero, Brahms. Their furniture was classic, pillared, garlanded, their marble massive,
their curtains solemnly sculpted, their engravings grave. Lunch was a meal of decorum and
gracious smiles, presided over by a sweetly dignified lady with silver hair: a living guarantee that
sex, in this sanctuary, was being treated with seriousness. How could it not be? Over the
entrance to the Institute was an inscription in Latin which meant: Sacred to Love and to
Sorrow.Dr. Hirschfeld seldom ate with them. He was represented by Karl Giese, his secretary
and long-time lover. Also present were the doctors of the staff and the patients or guests,
whichever you chose to call them, hiding their individual problems behind silence or polite table
chatter, according to their temperaments. I remember the shock with which Christopher first
realized that one of the apparently female guests was a man. He had pictured transvestites as
loud, screaming, willfully unnatural creatures. This one seemed as quietly natural as an animal
and his disguise was accepted by everyone else as a matter of course. Christopher had been
telling himself that he had rejected respectability and that he now regarded it with amused
contempt. But the Hirschfeld kind of respectability disturbed his latent puritanism. During those
early days, he found lunch at the Institute a bit uncanny.Christopher giggled nervously when Karl
Giese and Francis took him through the Institute’s museum. Here were whips and chains and
torture instruments designed for the practitioners of pleasure-pain; high-heeled, intricately
decorated boots for the fetishists; lacy female undies which had been worn by ferociously
masculine Prussian officers beneath their uniforms. Here were the lower halves of trouser legs
with elastic bands to hold them in position between knee and ankle. In these and nothing else
but an overcoat and a pair of shoes, you could walk the streets and seem fully clothed, giving a
camera-quick exposure whenever a suitable viewer appeared.Here were fantasy pictures, drawn
and painted by Hirschfeld’s patients. Scenes from the court of a priapic king who sprawled on a
throne with his own phallus for a scepter and watched the grotesque matings of his courtiers.
Strange sad bedroom scenes in which the faces of the copulators expressed only dismay and
agony. And here was a gallery of photographs, ranging in subject matter from the sexual organs
of quasi-hermaphrodites to famous homosexual couples—Wilde with Alfred Douglas, Whitman
with Peter Doyle, Ludwig of Bavaria with Kainz, Edward Carpenter with George



Merrill.Christopher giggled because he was embarrassed. He was embarrassed because, at
last, he was being brought face to face with his tribe. Up to now, he had behaved as though the
tribe didn’t exist and homosexuality were a private way of life discovered by himself and a few
friends. He had always known, of course, that this wasn’t true. But now he was forced to admit
kinship with these freakish fellow tribesmen and their distasteful customs. And he didn’t like it.
His first reaction was to blame the Institute. He said to himself: How can they take this stuff so
seriously?Then, one afternoon, André Gide paid them a visit. He was taken on a tour of the
premises personally conducted by Hirschfeld. Live exhibits were introduced, with such
comments as: “Intergrade. Third Division.” One of these was a young man who opened his shirt
with a modest smile to display two perfectly formed female breasts. Gide looked on, making a
minimum of polite comment, judiciously fingering his chin. He was in full costume as the Great
French Novelist, complete with cape. No doubt he thought Hirschfeld’s performance hopelessly
crude and un-French. Christopher’s Gallophobia flared up. Sneering, culture-conceited frog!
Suddenly he loved Hirschfeld—at whom he himself had been sneering, a moment before—the
silly solemn old professor with his doggy mustache, thick peering spectacles, and clumsy
German-Jewish boots … Nevertheless, they were all three of them on the same side, whether
Christopher liked it or not. And later he would learn to honor them both, as heroic leaders of his
tribe.* * *When Hirschfeld founded the Institute in 1919, he was just over fifty years old and
notorious all over Western Europe as a leading expert on homosexuality. Thousands of
members of the Third Sex, as he called it, looked up to him as their champion because,
throughout his adult life, he had been campaigning for revision of Paragraph 175 of the German
Criminal Code. This paragraph dealt with the punishment of homosexual acts between men. (By
not including lesbian acts, it expressed a basic contempt for women which has been shared by
the lawmakers of many other nations.)When young, Hirschfeld had been a middle-of-the-road
socialist. Now he was being drawn into alliance with the Communists. This was because the
Soviet government, when it came into power in 1917, had declared that all forms of sexual
intercourse between consenting individuals are a private matter, outside the law. The German
Communist Party, of course, took the same stand. The emerging Nazi Party, on the other hand,
was announcing that it would stamp out homosexuality because “Germany must be virile if we
are to fight for survival.” Hitler denounced homosexuals, leftists, and Jews as traitors who had
undermined Germany’s will to resist and caused the military defeat of 1918.Hirschfeld was a
representative of all three groups. While lecturing in Munich in 1920, he was beaten up by Nazi-
inspired members of his audience. Characteristically, he returned to Munich next year and got
beaten up again; this time his skull was fractured and he was left for dead. But 1922 found him
still unliquidated and in combat. He was even allowed to present the grievances of the Third Sex
in a speech to some members of the Reichstag. To be sometimes treated with official respect,
sometimes threatened with death; to be alternately praised and lampooned by the press; to be
helped by those who would later lose their nerve and betray him—such was his nobly insecure
position.The Institute was by no means exclusively concerned with homosexuality. It gave advice



to couples about to marry, based on research into their hereditary backgrounds. It offered
psychiatric treatment for impotence and other psychological problems. It had a clinic which dealt
with a variety of cases, including venereal disease. And it studied sex in every
manifestation.However, the existence of the Institute did enable Hirschfeld to carry on his
campaign against Paragraph 175 much more effectively than before. It was a visible guarantee
of his scientific respectability which reassured the timid and the conservative. It was a place of
education for the public, its lawmakers, and its police. Hirschfeld could invite them to the sex
museum and guide them through a succession of reactions—from incredulous disgust to
understanding of the need for penal reform. Meanwhile, the Institute’s legal department advised
men who were accused of sex crimes and represented them in court. Hirschfeld had won the
right to give them asylum until their cases were heard. Some of the people Christopher met at
lunch belonged to this category.(I have a memory of Christopher looking down from a room in
the Institute and watching two obvious plainclothes detectives lurk under the trees which grow
along the edge of the park. They hope that one of their wanted victims will be tempted to venture
out of Hirschfeld’s sanctuary for a sniff of fresh air. Then, according to the rules of the police
game, he can be grabbed and carried off to prison.)The year Christopher arrived at the Institute,
Hirschfeld and his allies seemed about to win a victory. Earlier in 1929, the Reichstag
Committee had finished drafting a penal-reform bill. According to this bill, consensual sex acts
between adult males would no longer be crimes. The vote which decided this point had been
close and it had only been won through the support of the Communists. The bill had been
presented to the Reichstag and seemed likely to be passed into law. Then, in October, came the
U.S. Stock Market crash, causing a period of panic and indecision in Europe which was
unfavorable to reform of any kind. The Reichstag postponed discussion of the bill indefinitely.* *
*Christopher’s room, like the two rooms occupied by Francis, was just inside the front door of
the apartment. You and your visitors could come and go at any hour without ever running into the
landlady; no doubt, she tactfully used a rear exit. She lived far away at the back, somewhere,
within a clearing in a Black Forest of furniture. If sex-connected sounds did reach her now and
then, she never complained. Perhaps she even approved of them, on principle. After all, she was
Hirschfeld’s sister.Francis’s rooms had a view of the park. Christopher’s room looked down into
an interior courtyard; that was why it was dark and cheap. On one wall of this courtyard,
Hirschfeld had caused to be printed in Gothic lettering a stanza by Goethe:Seele des
Menschen,Wie gleichst du dem Wasser!Schicksal des Menschen,Wie gleichst du dem Wind!
Spirit of Man, how like thou art to water! Fate of Man, how like thou art to wind! Never before in
his life had Christopher had a room with a view of a poem. In his present state of mind, he much
preferred his view to Francis’s view of the Tiergarten trees. Just as changes in the light make
trees look different, so Christopher’s varying moods made the poem speak in different tones of
voice: joyful, cynical, tragic. But always, whatever his mood, it reminded him: You are in
Germany. The featureless walls of the courtyard, the neutral puddles of rain water on its floor, the
patch of international sky above it—all were made utterly German by the presence of these



German words.Months later, when Christopher began giving English lessons, he would try to
convey to his German pupils something of his own mystique about the German language. “A
table doesn’t mean ‘ein Tisch’—when you’re learning a new word, you must never say to
yourself it means. That’s altogether the wrong approach. What you must say to yourself is: Over
there in England, they have a thing called a table. We may go to England and look at it and say,
‘That’s our Tisch.’ But it isn’t. The resemblance is only on the surface. The two things are
essentially different, because they’ve been thought about differently by two nations with different
cultures. If you can grasp the fact that that thing in England isn’t merely called a table, it really is
a table, then you’ll begin to understand what the English themselves are like. They are the sort of
people who are compelled by their nature to think about that thing as a table; being what they
are, they couldn’t possibly call it anything else … Of course, if you cared to buy a table while you
were in England and bring it back here, it would become ein Tisch. But not immediately.
Germans would have to think about it as ein Tisch and call it ein Tisch for quite a long while,
first.”When Christopher talked like this, most of his pupils would smile, finding him charmingly
whimsical and so English. Only a few decided that he was being metaphysical and therefore
listened with respect. Having listened, they would question him and then argue, taking his
statements with absolute literalness, until he became tired and tongue-tied.How could he
possibly explain himself to these people? They wanted to learn English for show-off social
reasons, or to be able to read Aldous Huxley in the original. Whereas he had learned German
simply and solely to be able to talk to his sex partners. For him, the entire German language—all
the way from the keep-off-the-grass signs in the park to Goethe’s stanza on the wall—was
irradiated with sex. For him, the difference between a table and ein Tisch was that a table was
the dining table in his mother’s house and ein Tisch was ein Tisch in the Cosy Corner.* *
*Christopher had made up his mind that as soon as he was settled in Berlin he would start
revising his novel, The Memorial. He had finished the first draft of it about six months before this.
Since then, he had scarcely looked at it.So now, every morning, with his manuscript under his
arm, he walked along In den Zelten and sat down in one of its cafés; indoors if the weather was
cold or wet, out of doors in his overcoat if it was mild. He didn’t come here merely because the
room in his apartment was dark. To work in this public atmosphere seemed better suited to his
new way of life. He wanted to be in constant contact with Germans and Germany throughout the
day, not shut up alone.With his manuscript in front of him, a tall glass of beer on his right, a
cigarette burning in an ashtray on his left, he sipped and wrote, puffed and wrote. The beer, of
course, was German: Schultheiss-Patzenhofer. The cigarette was a Turkish-grown brand
especially popular in Berlin: Salem Aleikum. Bubi had introduced him to both, so the taste of the
one and the smell of the other were magically charged. And how strange and delightful it was to
be sitting here, with Turkish smoke tickling his nostrils and German beer faintly bitter on his
tongue, writing a story in the English language about an English family in an English country
house! It was most unlikely that any of the people here would be able to understand what he was
writing. This gave him a soothing sense of privacy, which the noise of their talk couldn’t seriously



disturb; it was on a different wave length. With them around him, it was actually easier to
concentrate than when he was by himself. He was alone and yet not alone. He could move in
and out of their world at will. He was beginning to realize how completely at home one can be as
a foreigner.The beer, taken in tiny doses, put Christopher into a state of gradually increasing
relaxation which he found he could safely prolong for about two and a half hours. All this while,
his pencil moved over the paper with less and less inhibition, fewer and fewer pauses. But then,
somewhere in the middle of the fourth glass, his attention lost its grip upon his theme. He wrote
lines which made him grin to himself, knowing, as he did so, that they wouldn’t seem so clever—
maybe not clever at all—when he reread them later. He was getting a bit silly. He must stop. He
picked up his papers, left the money for the waiter, and walked slowly home, thinking to himself:
This is what freedom is. This is how I ought always to have lived.* * *And now he must wake
Francis and tell him to dress for lunch. Francis seldom actually needed waking. Usually,
Christopher would find him reading and smoking, propped on pillows, on the outer side of his
bed. On the inner side, snuggled against the wall, the back of the head of a boy would be visible.
And sometimes another boy would be asleep on the couch, under a pile of coats and rugs.When
Christopher entered the bedroom, Francis would give him a faintly embarrassed smile which
was like a halfhearted apology for the untidiness of the room and of his life. Christopher had no
wish to make Francis feel apologetic. But he had to admit to himself that this daily encounter did
make him feel smug. He had been working all morning; Francis hadn’t.In Down There on a Visit,
Francis appears as a character called Ambrose and is described as follows:His figure was slim
and erect and there was a boyishness in his quick movements. But his dark-skinned face was
quite shockingly lined, as if Life had mauled him with its claws. His hair fell picturesquely about
his face in wavy black locks which were already streaked with grey. There was a gentle surprise
in the expression of his dark brown eyes. He could become frantically nervous at an instant’s
notice—I saw that; with his sensitive nostrils and fine-drawn cheekbones, he had the look of a
horse which may bolt without warning. And yet there was a kind of inner contemplative repose in
the midst of him. It made him touchingly beautiful. He could have posed for the portrait of a
saint.This is true to life, more or less, except for the last three sentences, which relate only to the
fictitious part of Ambrose. Photographs of Francis at that time show that he was beautiful,
certainly, but that he had the face of a self-indulgent aristocrat, not a contemplative ascetic. I
can’t detect the inner repose. He could be surprisingly patient, however; he never minded being
kept waiting if he had a drink to wait with. He seemed almost unaware of discomfort. If anyone
complained of it, Francis would reprove him mildly for being “fussy.” Now and then, he had to
spend a day in bed; he was an invalid, though an incredibly tough one. He was perhaps suffering
from side effects of the treatment for syphilis which he was then undergoing at the Institute. This
was a tedious process. Francis was weary of it, all the more so now that he had been told he was
no longer infectious. The doctors had warned him against giving up the treatment prematurely,
but he probably would, as soon as he left Germany and started to travel in countries with fewer
medical conveniences.It wasn’t long before Christopher realized that Francis harbored an



aggression—usually well concealed but occasionally obvious—against all those who had never
had syphilis. He appeared to feel that it was their self-righteousness and cowardice which had
prevented them from having it, and that they therefore ought to have it, for the good of their
souls. Perhaps, in his fantasies, he even imagined himself tricking such people into going to bed
with infected partners.Theoretically, Christopher rather sympathized with this attitude. He saw
Francis as an unwitting missionary of the gospel of Homer Lane, trying to teach the world that
prophylaxis is one of the Devil’s devices. Nevertheless, though he knew he was being priggish
and squeamish, Christopher begged to be excused; he did want to defy the Devil but he didn’t
want to do it by getting syphilis, if that could possibly be avoided. Francis tolerated Christopher’s
squeamishness good-humoredly. No doubt he felt confident that syphilis would catch up with
Christopher sooner or later, because of his sexual promiscuity.They got along well together.
Francis’s life was such that he seldom had the chance of talking to a fellow countryman who was
like-minded in many respects. Christopher was eager to know everything that Francis could tell
him about Berlin, including the weird idioms of Berlinerisch slang. Francis wasn’t really
interested in Germany, however. He never felt truly at home, he said, except in the countries of
the Eastern Mediterranean. It was there that he could pull himself together and work.
Christopher, who had seen him only in an atmosphere of disorder and self-indulgence, was
surprised to discover that he had a serious profession—although, admittedly, he practiced it by
fits and starts. He was a trained archaeologist. He had directed archaeological digs in Palestine
and elsewhere and written articles on his findings for scientific journals. Francis knew a vast
amount about prehistoric Greece. He spoke of it often, with a quiet understated passion which
Christopher found curiously moving. It was as if part of his mind dwelt continually in that world.*
* *As the short winter afternoon began to darken, they would visit Karl Giese for coffee and
gossip. The atmosphere of Karl’s sitting room had none of the Institute’s noble seriousness; it
was a cozy little nest, lined with photographs and souvenirs.In repose, Karl’s long handsome
face was melancholy. But soon he would be giggling and rolling his eyes. Touching the back of
his head with his fingertips, as if patting bobbed curls, he would strike an It-Girl pose. This
dedicated, earnest, intelligent campaigner for sexual freedom had an extraordinary innocence at
such moments. Christopher saw in him the sturdy peasant youth with a girl’s heart who, long
ago, had fallen in love with Hirschfeld, his father image. Karl still referred to Hirschfeld as
“Papa.”He told Christopher that all working-class boys who are homosexual have a natural urge
to get themselves educated; therefore, they have to climb into the middle class. This was what
Karl had done. Christopher felt shocked by his statement and didn’t want to admit that it was
true. Why couldn’t a working-class boy become educated without acquiring bourgeois airs and
graces? If his nature required him to be a queen, why couldn’t he be a working-class queen?
The fact was that Christopher, the upper-class boy, was now trying to disown his class. Because
he hated it, he despised the middle class for aping its ways. That left him with nothing to admire
but the working class; so he declared it to be forthright, without frills, altogether on the path of
truth. Karl had no such illusions.One of Karl’s friends—the one Christopher liked best—was not



only homosexual and fairly well educated but unashamedly proletarian. This was Erwin Hansen.
He was a big muscular man with blond hair close-cropped, Army-style. He had been a
gymnastic instructor in the Army; now he did various jobs around the Institute and was running to
fat. He was good-humored, with rough and ready manners and pale roving blue eyes. He used
to grin sexily at Christopher and sometimes pinch his bottom. Erwin was a Communist, so
perhaps his unbourgeois behavior wasn’t altogether spontaneous but a part of his political
persona.Nearly all the friends who looked in on Karl in the afternoons were middle-class queens.
They had a world of their own which included clubs for dancing and drinking. These clubs were
governed by the code of heterosexual middle-class propriety. If two boys were sitting together
and you wanted to dance with one of them, you bowed to both before asking, “May I?” Then, if
the boy said yes, you bowed again to the other boy, as though he were the escort of a girl and
had just given you his permission to dance with her.Soon after Christopher’s arrival, Karl had
given him a photograph of himself on which he had written: “From one who would like to be your
friend.” The inscription was an appeal. Karl wanted to win Christopher away, before it was too
late, from Francis—whom he regarded, with sad affection, as a hopeless case—and from what
Francis represented: low life, drunkenness, scandals. Karl hoped to convert Christopher to a way
of life more worthy of the Third Sex by introducing him to some nice boy with steady habits who
had clean fingernails and wore a collar and tie. Christopher was touched by Karl’s concern for
him. He really liked Karl, and respected everything about him but his respectability.Like the
young man with female breasts and everyone else who entered the domain of the Institute,
Christopher had automatically become a museum specimen, subject to Hirschfeld’s diagnosis
and classification. Karl told him, in due course, that Hirschfeld had classified him as “infantile.”
Christopher didn’t object to this epithet; he interpreted it as “boyish.” You couldn’t call him a
pretty boy—his head and his nose were too big—but he did look young for his age, with his fresh
pink complexion, inherited from Kathleen, bright eyes, and glossy dark-brown hair flopping down
over his right cheek. He also had a boyish grin, full of clean white teeth. Far better to be boyish,
he thought, than effeminate. He could never join the ranks of Karl’s friends and play at nicey-nice
third-sexism, because he refused utterly to think of himself as a queen. Wystan was much more
mature than Christopher, in this respect. Labels didn’t scare him.* * *When night came,
Christopher was off with Francis to the bars. Here Francis was, of course, a well-known figure.
The boys’ version of his name was Franni. And since, in German, you can put the definite article
before a friend’s name—thus making it into a title like that of a saga hero—they also often called
Francis “Der Franni,” The Franni. Christopher and Wystan anglicized Franni into Fronny in their
letters to each other. The name appears in several of Wystan’s poems, and the Fronny character
is present, though unnamed, in the published version of The Dance of Death. He is one of the
roles mimed by the Dancer. As the paralyzed patron of a boy bar, he is wheeled onto the stage,
makes his will, orders drinks all round, and dies.In the bars, Christopher used to think of Francis
and himself as being like traders who had entered a jungle. The natives of the jungle surrounded
them—childlike, curious, mistrustful, sly, easily and unpredictably moved to friendship or hostility.



The two traders had what the natives wanted, money. How much of it they would get and what
they would have to do to get it was the subject of their bargaining. The natives enjoyed
bargaining for bargaining’s sake; this Francis understood profoundly. He was never in a hurry.
Indeed, his patience outwore theirs. Francis bought them drinks but promised nothing, and the
night grew old. “I never get the really attractive ones,” he used to say. “The ones I finish up with
are the ones who haven’t anywhere else to sleep.” Actually, Francis didn’t care who he finished
up with; he wasn’t much interested in making love. What did fascinate him—and what began,
more and more, to fascinate Christopher, looking at it through Francis’s eyes—was the boys’
world, their slang, their quarrels, their jokes, their outrageous unserious demands, their girls,
their thefts, their encounters with the police.Dazed with drink, smiling to himself, lighting
cigarette after cigarette with shaky hands, arguing obstinately with the boys about nothing in
indistinct German, Der Franni meandered from bar to bar, waiting for the moment when he
would feel ready to go home and sleep. It was characteristic of Christopher that he would
accompany Francis every evening on his Journey to the End of the Night, yet always leave him
one third of the way through it, going home quite sober at ten, with or without a bedmate, so as
to wake up fresh in the morning to get on with his novel. Seldom have wild oats been sown so
prudently.* * *For Christopher, the Cosy Corner was now no longer the mysterious temple of
initiation in which he had met Bubi; Berlin was no longer the fantasy city in which their affair had
taken place. Their affair had been essentially a private performance which could only continue
as long as Wystan was present to be its audience. Now the performance was over. Berlin had
become a real city and the Cosy Corner a real bar. He didn’t for one moment regret this. For now
his adventures here were real, too; less magical but far more interesting.The Cosy Corner
(Zossenerstrasse 7) and most of the other bars frequented by Francis and Christopher were in
Hallesches Tor, a working-class district. Such places depended on their regular customers. They
were small and hard to find and couldn’t afford to advertise themselves, so casual visitors were
few. Also, many homosexuals thought them rough and felt safer in the high-class bars of the
West End, which only admitted boys who were neatly dressed.In the West End there were also
dens of pseudo-vice catering to heterosexual tourists. Here screaming boys in drag and
monocled, Eton-cropped girls in dinner jackets play-acted the high jinks of Sodom and
Gomorrah, horrifying the onlookers and reassuring them that Berlin was still the most decadent
city in Europe. (Wasn’t Berlin’s famous “decadence” largely a commercial “line” which the
Berliners had instinctively developed in their competition with Paris? Paris had long since
cornered the straight girl-market, so what was left for Berlin to offer its visitors but a masquerade
of perversions?)The Berlin police “tolerated” the bars. No customer risked arrest simply for being
in them. When the bars were raided, which didn’t happen often, it was only the boys who were
required to show their papers. Those who hadn’t any or were wanted for some crime would
make a rush to escape through a back door or window as the police came in.Nothing could have
looked less decadent than the Cosy Corner. It was plain and homely and unpretentious. Its only
decorations were a few photographs of boxers and racing cyclists, pinned up above the bar. It



was heated by a big old-fashioned iron stove. Partly because of the great heat of this stove,
partly because they knew it excited their clients (die Stubben), the boys stripped off their
sweaters or leather jackets and sat around with their shirts unbuttoned to the navel and their
sleeves rolled up to the armpits.They were all working class and nearly all out of work. If you
chose to describe them as male prostitutes (Pupenjungen) you had to add that they were mostly
rank amateurs, compared with the more professional boys of the West End. They were greedy
but not calculating, temperamentally unable to take thought for the morrow. When they stole they
stole stupidly and got caught. Although it would have been in their own interests to have their
clients fall in love with them, they did nothing to encourage this. If you mooned over them they
became bored and soon began to avoid you. Beyond keeping their hair carefully combed, they
showed few signs of vanity. They didn’t seem able to picture themselves as objects of desire.
Their attitude was an almost indifferent “take me or leave me.” Their chief reason for coming to
the bars was of course to get money, but they also came because this was a club where they
could meet other boys and gossip and play cards. Often, if you wanted one of them to join you at
your table, he would tell you to wait until he had finished his game.Christopher’s relations with
many of the boys soon became easy and intimate. Perhaps they recognized and were drawn to
the boyishness in him. He felt a marvelous freedom in their company. He, who had hinted and
stammered in English, could now ask straight out in German for what he wanted. His limited
knowledge of the language forced him to be blunt and he wasn’t embarrassed to utter the
foreign sex words, since they had no associations with his life in England.And what did he want?
Hirschfeld had rightly called him infantile. He wanted to go back into the world of his adolescent
sexuality and reexperience it, without the inhibitions which had spoiled his pleasure then. At
school, the boys Christopher had desired had been as scared as himself of admitting to their
desires. But now the innocent lust which had fired all that ass grabbing, arm twisting, sparring
and wrestling half naked in the changing room could come out stark naked into the open without
shame and be gratified in full. What excited Christopher most, a struggle which turned gradually
into a sex act, seemed perfectly natural to these German boys; indeed, it excited them too.
Maybe because it was something you couldn’t do with a girl, or anyhow not on terms of physical
equality; something which appealed to them as an expression of aggression-attraction between
a pair of males. Maybe, also, such mildly sadistic play was a characteristic of German sensuality;
many of them liked to be beaten, not too hard, with a belt strap. Of course it would never have
occurred to any of them to worry about the psychological significance of their tastes.This rough
athletic sexmaking was excellent isometric exercise. It strengthened Christopher’s muscles more
than all his years of joyless compulsory games at school. He felt grateful to his partners for his
new strength. There was much love in his contact with their sturdy bodies; love which made no
demands beyond the pleasure of the moment.Christopher was delighted with his way of life and
with himself for living it—so much so that he became bumptious, and actually wrote to a woman
he knew in England, telling her: “I am doing what Henry James would have done, if he had had
the guts.” The woman foolishly reported this statement to Christopher’s former literary mentor, an



Irish authoress who had been a friend of his father, Frank, and whom Frank had nicknamed
Venus. (See Kathleen and Frank.) Venus, a devout Jamesian, was not amused. She replied
loftily: “Christopher has become either a silly young ass or a dirty young dog, and I am interested
in neither animal.”Christopher wasn’t angry with Venus—she soon forgave him—and he wasn’t
in the least abashed by her rebuke. But, before long, he began to feel that he had done enough
exploring of his rediscovered adolescence. What he wanted now was a more serious
relationship, expressed by a different kind of lovemaking.Since he no longer needed his former
sex partners, he could afford to regard them objectively and to moralize over them. Wasn’t it
basically wrong to hire other human beings to have sex with you? Weren’t you exploiting them,
degrading them? Christopher had found it charming to watch Francis bargaining with the natives
of the jungle. Francis himself didn’t have the ugliness of an exploiter because his own state of
degradation put him on a level with the natives and made him sympathetically picturesque. But
this was a colonial situation, nevertheless. The behavior of many Cosy Corner clients was ugly
because it was sentimental. Not content with hiring the boys’ bodies—which was at least a
straightforward commercial transaction—they sentimentally expected gratitude, even love,
thrown into the bargain. Not getting either, they turned nasty, called the boys whores and
begrudged the money they had spent on them. One of the least sentimental of the clients used
to tell a story against himself: In the midst of a quarrel with a boy, he had heard himself exclaim:
“I don’t give a damn about the money—it’s you I want!” He had involuntarily said what he had
been wishing the boy would say to him.There was one thing the boys had to offer that very few
clients wanted: their friendship. Most boys dreamed of a Friend—that sacred German concept.
This friend would help them with money, of course, but he would also—and this was far more
important to them—offer them serious interest, advice, encouragement. Sometimes, when a
client had shown him unexpected kindness, a boy would put this concept into awkward words.
The client might indulge him in his friendship talk, but as one indulges a sufferer from a terminal
illness. From the average client’s point of view, these boys had no future; therefore, one couldn’t
allow oneself to care what became of them.* * *During the Christmas season, a great costume
ball was held in one of the dance halls of In den Zelten: a ball for men. Many of them wore
female clothes. There was a famous character who had inherited a whole wardrobe of beautiful
family ball gowns, seventy or eighty years old. These he was wearing out at the rate of one a
year. At each ball, he encouraged his friends to rip his gown off his body in handfuls until he had
nothing but a few rags to return home in.Christopher went to the ball with Francis. He had
dressed himself in some clothes lent him by a boy from the Cosy Corner—a big sweater with a
collar and a pair of sailor’s bell-bottomed trousers. It gave him an erotic thrill to masquerade thus
as his own sex partner. A little makeup applied by Francis took the necessary five years off his
age; the effect was so convincing that a friend of Karl Giese, who didn’t know Christopher, later
protested to Karl that Francis had really gone too far—bringing a common street hustler into this
respectable social gathering.The respectability of the ball was open to doubt. But it did have one
dazzling guest: Conrad Veidt. The great film star sat apart at his own table, impeccable in



evening tails. He watched the dancing benevolently through his monocle as he sipped
champagne and smoked a cigarette in a long holder. He seemed a supernatural figure, the
guardian god of these festivities, who was graciously manifesting himself to his devotees. A few
favored ones approached and talked to him but without presuming to sit down.Veidt had
appeared in two films dealing with the problems of the homosexual; hence the appropriateness
of his presence at this ball. The first of these films was Anders als die Andern (Different from the
Others), produced in 1919. Performances of it had often been broken up by the Nazis. In Vienna,
one of them had fired a revolver into the audience, wounding several people. The second film,
Gesetze der Liebe (Laws of Love), was produced in 1927. This was, in many respects, a remake
of Anders als die Andern.Christopher had been shown one of these films at the Institute, or
perhaps both, I can’t be sure. Three scenes remain in my memory. One is a ball at which the
dancers, all male, are standing fully clothed in what seems about to become a daisy chain. It is
here that the character played by Veidt meets the blackmailer who seduces and then ruins him.
The next scene is a vision which Veidt has (while in prison?) of a long procession of kings,
poets, scientists, philosophers, and other famous victims of homophobia, moving slowly and
sadly with heads bowed. Each of them cringes, in turn, as he passes beneath a banner on which
“Paragraph 175” is inscribed. In the final scene, Dr. Hirschfeld himself appears. I think the corpse
of Veidt, who has committed suicide, is lying in the background. Hirschfeld delivers a speech—
that is to say, a series of subtitles—appealing for justice for the Third Sex. This is like the
appearance of Dickens beside the corpse of Jo, in Bleak House, to deliver the splendid diatribe
which begins: “Dead, your Majesty…”
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RNJ, “Christopher and His Kindness. My interest in this book was aroused after viewing a 2011
BBC production bearing the same title. Of course, reading the book version of a work is always
more satisfying, though I do believe good films can spark interest in doing further research. The
text is an appealing one for several reasons.An older Christopher Isherwood (seventy-two)
writes about these ten years in the third person, as if this “Christopher Isherwood” is one of his
fictional characters. At the same time, any passage in which he’s unsure about a fact or date or
is definitely speaking retrospectively he employs the first person. I suppose the practice helps
Isherwood to separate himself from the past, from the time when he may have acted as a callow
yet, at times, callous fellow.“Christopher’s first visit to Berlin [1928] was short—a week or ten
days—but that was sufficient; I now recognize it was one of the decisive events of my life. I can
still make myself faintly feel the delicious nausea of initiation terror which Christopher felt as
Wystan [W. H. Auden] pushed back the heavy leather door curtain of a boy bar called the Cosy
Corner and led the way inside” (3). This is the callow part. It is indeed a lovely way of using the
third person: “Christopher” is Isherwood’s manifestation as a young man. He will never again be
quite like he is in 1928, age twenty-four, away from his home in England for the very first time,
frozen in history, just like a fictional character.But Isherwood makes some startling admissions,
one in particular concerning his feelings toward Heinz, a young man with whom he shares a life
for five years, mostly in Berlin. When it comes time to help Heinz escape Nazi Germany (and
conscription), many complications arise—including lengthy and expensive legal battles—that
ultimately disallow it. They must part ways. Even though Isherwood draws on his diary for this
passage, it is nonetheless very telling: “Heinz is always the last person I think of at night, the first
in the morning. Never to forget Heinz. Never to cease to be grateful to him for every moment of
our five years together. I suppose it isn't so much Heinz himself I miss as that part of myself
which only existed in his company. I had better face it. I shall never see him again. And perhaps
this is the best for us both. What should I feel, now, if, by some miracle, Heinz was let out of
Germany? Great joy, of course. But also (I must be absolutely frank) I should be a little bit
doubtful; for what, really, have I to offer him? Not even a proper home or a place in any kind of
social scheme” (289).Why this interest in a largely British writer (even though he became an
American citizen and spent more than half of his life in Los Angeles), who was born over a
hundred years ago, and, except for garnering high praise from other fine writers, has not gained
due recognition for his literary contributions? Perhaps this passage from the late Virginia Woolf’s
diary sums up my response to his work:“Isherwood and I met on the doorstep. He is a slip of a
wild boy: with quicksilver eyes: nipped; jockeylike. That young man, said W. Maugham, ‘holds the
future of the English novel in his hands’” (325). Indeed.”

Thomas Hull, “ATTITUDES AND VALUES OF YESTERYEAR. Much to my surprise this was a
reading which made me sad at the ending: I wanted more. Through the eyes and typewriter of



one man, this book was a peek into a life that seems horrific compared to today's culture. The
striking fact is that such an era could return. In some ways the reading was a meditation on the
meaning of human experience under certain conditions, as well as a reminder that history
unfolds in cycles, not straight lines. (NO pun intended.) While one could simply view CABARET,
this is a far more personal experience, maybe akin to an older friend telling a tale in front of a
cozy fire while a blizzard rages out-of-doors. This was, for me, a better-than-good read, a
necessary read for all LGBTQ+ younger folks in search of history. THOMAS PATRICK HULL,
Chicago”

Jay Axtell, “Christopher and His Kind is an amazing story that begs to be told!. This peek into
early Berlin pre-Hitler days (and a little afterwards) is rich with perceptions. Its revelations only
goes to prove how close we came to having our own country devasted by Totalitarianism.
Christopher Isherwood is a master at prose and will leave wanting more!”

booklover, “This book is a pleasure.. The vivid descriptions of life in 1930s Europe enable us to
experience the rise of Nazism and coming of war through the eyes and minds of people who
lived through it rather than as mere textbook history. Isherwood describes his past self in the
third person as “Christopher,” which gives him the distance to be critical of himself and
(hopefully) avoid the common trap of autobiography-as-self-justification. And the humor: As
“Christopher” teaches English to German students eager to advance in their careers, he frankly
admits that he is learning to speak German for the sole purpose of communicating with his
sexual partners. The anecdotes about Auden are priceless.”

Brad Pethoud, “"Christopher and His Kind" is both an autobiographical and a .... "Christopher
and His Kind" is both an autobiographical and a historical piece. It's not a novel. Based on his
and other's diaries of the 1930s Christopher Isherwood narrates his experiences of the time in
Europe as the Nazis rise to power in Germany. In the third person he tells the story of how
Hitler's Germany affected "Christopher's" long-term relationship with a young man who was a
German national. He succeeds in placing the reader into the period he describes. I felt as if I
were traveling with him.”

Daniel Torres Rodríguez, “Better than the movie!. This is one of those books that is better than
the movie! A great insight into gay life in the 30's in Europe and America. A must read for queer
and non-queer readers!  It is all about boys.Daniel Torres”

Jamie, “Fantastic Read. I'm not much of a literary critic, but I must say that Mr. Isherwood's little
"autobiography" was wonderful. I couldn't put it down. After reading Goodbye to Berlin, I
needed to have more of his works, and finding this gem on kindle was fantastic. I highly
recommend this to anyone with an interest in Pre-WWII Germany, LGBT History, or just a good
read.”



Joseph Cocucci, “Isherwood here presents some of the "truth" behind many of .... Isherwood
here presents some of the "truth" behind many of the accounts that make up "Mr. Norris
Changes Trains" and "Goodbye to Berlin," while also filling in material that occurred around
those events.”

k gotheridge, “So now we know :). An absolutely fascinating book. Isherwood (often speaking in
the third person), explains who gave him the inspiration for his Berlin books. Naming names and
even revealing that some episodes did not happen in the manner or order that they are
presented.”

The book by Christopher Isherwood has a rating of 5 out of 4.6. 93 people have provided
feedback.
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