Buscher 
Lion and Ludwig Feuchtwanger – Two Brothers

It has been the year of the Vienna conference, but it is not only Lion Feuchtwanger about whom much has been said and written. A good many comments about my father Ludwig Feuchtwanger, Lion’s younger brother, have also come my way. Reinhard Mehring has published a monumental biography of Carl Schmitt, regarded as definitive by many reviewers. In it he calls my father one of the most significant Jewish intellectuals of the Weimar Republic [Feuchtwanger gehört zu den bedeutendsten jüdischen Intellektuellen der Weimarer Republik]
. Mehring’s biography draws a good deal on the correspondence between Schmitt and my father published two years ago.
 My father was Schmitt’s publisher, in many ways responsible for launching him on his career, in the 1920s not only his publisher but a friend, until Schmitt, on the way to becoming “the Crown Jurist of the Reich”, broke off the relationship abruptly in 1933.

All this has made me think about the shared family background of my father and Lion. Not that I know all that much about it at first hand. I was 22 when my father died in 1947. My German education had ended abruptly in 1938. I was then catapulted into the sort of British educational experience that was enjoyed, or, as some would say, suffered, by the male offspring of the British ruling class as it then was, by members of the aristocracy, landed gentry and upper bourgeoisie, earmarked to become future politicians, senior civil servants, judges, generals, or simply to go on running their family estates or businesses. My curriculum vitae says “educated Winchester and Magdalene College, Cambridge” -  many of my British school contemporaries would have entries of this kind in Who’s Who. This was the ambience and those were the thought processes I became familiar with. The whole corpus of knowledge, as it was then stored up by members of the German intelligentsia, which in other circumstances I might have copiously imbibed at my father’s knees, only came down to me very sparingly. As for Lion, I hardly knew him in person, only by correspondence, though he nominated me his default heir. Marta I knew only slightly better. Most of what I know therefore comes from books, mainly those written about Lion. It is not always easy to distinguish that which has come down to me through the family from what I have read in books.
Nevertheless I can say with some confidence that the formative influences that shaped Lion were very similar to those that shaped my father, and about my father I know, or sense at least, a good deal. Lion and Ludwig were the two eldest of five brothers and four sisters, the nine children of Sigmund and Johanna Feuchtwanger. Lion and Ludwig were separated from their three younger brothers not only by age, but because they ran the whole gamut of a German academic education, went to the Universities of Munich and Berlin, eventually receiving their doctorates. Martin, the third brother, did not complete his university education to the level of a doctorate, though in his career he came nearest of the nine to his two elder siblings, becoming a newspaper publisher. Fritz and Berthold, known as Bubi, the other two, never went to university. Fritz became a business man, running the parental margarine factory, Berthold, born in 1896, was shaped by fighting in the trenches in the First World War, where he won the Iron Cross. The four sisters, though in their different ways highly intelligent and strong personalities, were in those pre-feminist days, and in an orthodox Jewish family, destined for a very different kind of life from their brothers.  
Lion’s early career is well recorded by his biographers. As for my father, he wrote his doctorate, on poor relief in the period of the Reformation, under the supervision of Gustav von Schmoller, the doyen of the Kathedersozialisten, pulpit socialists, as their opponents called them. They had provided some of the intellectual backup for Bismarck’s social policies, which soon became the model for welfare policies in other countries. The pulpit socialists were loosely organized in the Verein für Sozialpolitik and Schmoller had a journal, Schmollers Jahrbuch, for which my father wrote articles. The Jahrbuch, and much of the output of the pulpit socialists, was published by Duncker & Humblot, a publishing house founded at the end of the 18th century, which in their day had published Hegel and Ranke. At the comparatively young age of 28, just before the outbreak of the First World War, my father was installed as the academic director of Duncker & Humblot, an appointment which probably owed something to the influence of Schmoller. This was an important position in German intellectual life, some of whose leading luminaries now published their works under the care of my father, Werner Sombart, Georg Simmel, Max and Alfred Weber, Ernst Troeltsch, Lujo Brentano, Max Scheler, the latter incidentally another member of our family, a cousin of my grandfather. Carl Schmitt came later.

Although Lion and my father had grown up in close proximity, attending the same schools and universities almost simultaneously, their careers had at this stage, around the beginning of the First World War, taken a somewhat different turn. My father had been coopted into the German intellectual establishment, although he remained always detached from its conservative and nationalist values, whereas for Lion these were still années de pèlerinage. Lion’s projected path was literary and creative, my father’s wissenschaftlich. There is some evidence that my father felt, perhaps somewhat arrogantly, that he was on more solid ground than his brother. Perhaps these differences appeared significant only because in other ways the two brothers were so similarly programmed.

This was above all evident in their reaction to their orthodox Jewish parentage. Their parents belonged to a group that followed the teachings of the Rabbi Samson Raphael Hirsch. They believed in faithful observance of traditional Jewish practices, such as total abstinence from work on the Sabbath, including the carrying of any load, dietary laws, such as the complete separation of dairy and meat products. Such strict adherence differed sharply from the lifestyle of their liberal co-religionists, who even by the latter 19th century comprised the great majority of German Jews. The followers of Hirsch believed that without strict observance Judaism would be stripped of its essence and total assimilation would eventually follow. Yet they also believed that this strict observance could be combined with immersion in German life and culture. My paternal grandparents sent their sons to the leading Gymnasium in Munich, whose teachers, among whom was Himmler’s father, also educated the princes of the Bavarian royal family. They sent their elder sons, Lion, Ludwig and Martin, to German universities. There was yet another ingredient in this strange concoction, Bavaria and all that went with it. Bavaria had its own identity, different from other parts of Germany, and a family like the Feuchtwangers had deep and ancient roots in Bavaria. Many aspects of their lifestyle were Bavarian.
Lion and Ludwig spent their youth exposed to the most onerous aspects of this combination of incompatibilities, as they saw it, and the experience shaped them deeply and indelibly. They had to conform to their parents’ orthodox Jewish practices while at the same time fully participating in their non-Jewish school life. They rebelled strongly against what their parents imposed upon them. They believed that this combination made no sense, that they suffered in a cause that was doomed, and they rejected it. It was a rejection not without acrimony. They were released from this bondage only when they left home and went on to university, but even then the uneasy relationship with their parents continued. In matters other than religion they had by no means cut themselves off from their family background. My father, although in general the more emollient of the two brothers, caused a further rift by marrying out, though by that time his father had died. His first wife, known to me as Aunt Lily, was a Catholic, though hardly a practising one, and he had, in 1917, a child by her, my half-sister Dorothea. The marriage was amicably dissolved in 1922.
Both brothers had deep and abiding roots in Judaism, which they neither could nor wanted to obscure. At the same time they became actors of some distinction on the German cultural and intellectual scene, in which they were also deeply embedded. It is less clear what their religious feelings, if any, really were. They were believers in the enlightenment and reason, but in an age when reason was doubted and unreason flourished, it must have been only too clear to them, highly intelligent and sophisticated as they were, that the rule of reason was more of an aspiration than a fact, possibly not even a realistic aspiration. For many of their leading intellectual contemporaries it was not a desirable aspiration. There were now many avenues to the dethronement of reason, whether inspired by Darwin, Nietzsche, Freud, or others, but religious faith remained the most important counterpoint to reason. The question is how far there was a residue of religious faith in Lion’s and Ludwig’s continuing attachment to their religious heritage. 
My father could read Hebrew fluently and often carried about his person a small Hebrew Bible. Every now and then he dipped into it, perhaps at moments of stress. It was, however, not necessarily stress that made him read it, but probably the enjoyment of the Bible as literature. He obviously felt that here was something of eternal transcendent value and this maybe gave him sustenance. I think there were probably similarities between his position and that taken by many leading Jewish intellectuals of that period, men like Hermann Cohen, Franz Rosenzweig and Martin Buber. All of them in varying ways clung to religious faith and their faith was Judaism. How deep it went with my father I find difficult to know and as for Lion, others may know better. Both brothers could remain admirably composed in circumstances that would have led many to lose control and disintegrate.
There was another branch of the Feuchtwanger family in Munich, the banking branch. They were the descendants of Jakob Löw, the second son of Seligmann Feuchtwanger and Fanny Wassermann, the 18th century forebears of the family, while Lion and his brothers and sisters were the descendants of Elkan, the fourth son. The head of the bank before 1933 was Angelo, the eldest son of Jakob Löw, who was exactly the same age as his first cousin Sigmund, the father of Lion and Ludwig. Angelo was a prominent Munich citizen, a real Bavarian character, but also an observant Jew. When he went to the Hofbräuhaus, Munich’s most famous beer cellar, on the Sabbath, he carried no money with him and this was well understood by the waiters and waitresses. A non-Jewish servant would bring the money later. His cousin Sigmund, my grandfather, was unlikely to be found in the Hofbräuhaus. He preferred browsing in the many fine editions that made up his library. Sigbert, son of Angelo, was a close friend of my father and Lion, his second cousins. He was a lawyer and could be regarded as the intellectual in the banking family. Although the bankers were, like their cousins, orthodox Jews, there was none of the open revolt against Orthodoxy amongst them as there was in Lion’s and Ludwig’s family. Bankers were not intellectuals and in those days did not require a university education. However that may be, the members of the banking branch preserved their Jewish lifestyle, including the traditional practices and observances, to some extent into the third generation. It is curious that those immersed in commerce remained more firmly attached to their religious background than their more intellectual cousins.

Lion and my father remained polymaths and polyhistors all their lives, something that is difficult to achieve now, in an age, when the burgeoning of knowledge and information imposes specialization. Lion could range freely and deeply from ancient Rome through medieval Spain to 18th century Germany. My father’s range was equally wide, from ancient Egypt to contemporary sociology and economics. His work as a publisher left him time to pursue very diverse interests. As editor of the Bayerische Israelitische Gemeindezeitung from 1930 he turned what was a parochial information sheet into a major intellectual journal. It was at first not much more than a hobby, but became for him a vehicle for his own writings, now regarded as important and worthy of republication.
 Both brothers carried into their work the mixture of German high intellectualism with their Jewish heritage, which remained their unique hall mark, and which will never be seen again.
Even before Lion left Munich in 1925 and moved to Berlin, the paths of the two brothers had in some ways diverged. Lion had become much more established on the literary artistic scene, though my father was no stranger to the Munich Bohème and its inhabitants either. Men like Bert Brecht, Ernst Toller and Gustav Landauer were among their mutual acquaintances. After Lion and Marta moved to Berlin the two brothers did not see each other so often, but whenever Lion returned to Munich or my father visited Berlin they would see each other. Thus when my father was in Berlin in 1929, Lion read him passages from Erfolg, on which he was then working. What he heard somewhat alarmed my father, because he knew only too well what the political fall-out would be. However, even politically the two brothers were at this stage very similar, slightly left-inclined, internationalist liberals, to whom the ever more strident nationalist Right was totally abhorrent. Just when Lion’s new novel was published in 1930 this segment of German politics was being increasingly taken over by Hitler and his minions. Hitler, the Rupert Kutzner of Erfolg, the street corner and beerhall agitator, was about to become mainstream politician and would soon be the all-powerful dictator.  
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