
 

Diary of a German communist 

 

Montag, 4. November 1918 

I can not explain why I suddenly decided to pick up the pen and start 

recording my life. Maybe because there is something in the air. You 

can feel it, taste it;, so manifest that it is almost palpable. But 

before I start to give account of these turbulent times that are upon 

us, let me lose a few words about myself.  

 

My name is Ludwig Wilhelm Huber, and I was on born on November 12th 

1901 in München to Heinrich Otto and Auguste born Baumann, as the 

third of three sons. By grace of late birth, I was fortunate enough, 

not to be drafted and thrown into the bloody, bourgeois carnage that 

has been raging for four years. But this imperialist onslaught, that 

same people dare to call ´The Great War´ without blushing in shame, 

will soon be over.  

 

´Why imperialist, why bourgeois?´, might someone ask, to which I can 

only firmly answer that this ´war´ was caused by the old bourgeois 

elites for two reasons. First, to quench their endless thirst for more 

and more, and second to suppress the global proletariat, to prevent 

them from uniting and finally breaking the chains that bind them! 

 

It is only a matter of time until the millions of exhausted workers - 

pressed into service for a government they did not elect to fight a 

war they never wanted - will raise their arms against the Wilhelms, 

Georges, von Hindenburgs and all the other men that willingly sent 



 

them millionfold to death. It has happened in Russia and it will 

happen again.  

My family does not understand this.  

 

Take for instance my beloved oldest brother Friedrich Karl. Barely 18 

years old, he was one of the first to volunteer in August 1914. I can 

still vividly recall his departure from the train station: crowds of 

people everywhere, cheering, chanting, never in my life have I ever 

seen such euphoria.  

´I will bring you a nice souvenir from Paris for Christmas!´, my 

brother said before he hugged me goodbye. For Christmas, I got my 

souvenir; - and what a souvenir! The highest medal in the Bavarian 

army, awarded to Gefr. Friedrich Karl Huber for ´outstanding bravery 

and gallantry in the face of the enemy during the Battle of the 

Marne´ - posthumously. 

 

Our family coped with this terrible loss in many different ways. My 

father set up a small shrine-like place right above the fireplace for 

Friedrich. He would stare at it every night for hours before he went 

to bed. My mother in response, sealed the room of his favorite child 

and never set a foot in it again. My other brother, August Maximilian, 

was never the same. He swore revenge to the ´Franzmann´ and tried 

several times, lying about his true age, to join the army. He finally 

got his will in 1916 and has been fighting on the Western Front ever 

since.  

 



 

As for me, I found a safe resort in books and a close confidante the 

local owner of the bookstore who sparked in my young head political 

thought and ultimately incited in me the flame of revolution. 

One more sentence about this great man who was more of a father 

figure to me than my own father. Old Gustl, as we would call him, 

claimed to have worked for no one less than Karl Marx himself. As he 

told me, it was during the revolutionary times in 1848/49, where 

Gustl, a young man at this point, was helping the editorial staff of 

the ´Neue Rheinische Zeitung´, the very newspaper that was published 

by Marx. I am deeply grateful for the books and ideas he provided me 

with, the tools to give my life a new direction! 

 

Mother is calling me downstairs, I will continue tomorrow, but promise 

that my future entries will not be as excessive as this first one. 

 

 

Dienstag, 5. November 1918 

It has begun! The spirit of revolution has finally reached Germany. 

The sailors in Kiel resisted the Prussian ´Kadavavergehormsam´, the 

slavish obedience that is expected from a soldier, to throw away their 

lives in a yet another futile attack.  

And - oh joyful day! - their brothers in arms joined them. Just like 

in Petersburg during the glorious opening days of the Russian 

Revolution, they reached out their hands to the suffering workers and 

formed the first Soviets on German soil. It is only a matter of time 

until all of Germany stands united under a red banner. First Kiel and 

the North, next Hamburg, then Berlin, the entire Ruhr Valley, down the 



 

Rhine, finally sweeping away the archaic kingdoms of Bavaria and 

Württemberg in the South.  

 

This is truly the last nail in the coffin of Prussian Militarism, of 

international Imperialism, and the rule of the bourgeois. 

 

 

Mittwoch, 6. November 1918 

As the revolution and the fighting all over Germany continues, I am 

fighting my own personal battle, at the Heimatfront so to speak, with 

my stubborn father. I always knew he was a passionate monarchist. Why 

else would you name your children exclusively after former and 

current ´great´ emperors and kings? Friedrich, Karl, August, 

Maximilian, Ludwig, Wilhelm. Every single name a proof of his blind 

loyalty.  

 

It is not that we not have had disputes before, but this one was 

probably the worst so far. During dinner last night, my father was 

remarking that ´all these disobedient dogs (he was referring to the 

brave revolutionaries in Kiel) should be shot´. As if that was not 

enough, he continued that if these ´cowardly Prei;;;;ssn (as he would 

always refer to non-Bavarians)´ would not do it, he would get on the 

next train and do it himself.  

 

My remark that he, unlike my brothers or my grandfather, had never 

actually served, hit him hard. He would always brag with the deeds of 



 

Opa Alois at Sedan in 1870, but sickly Heinrich was deemed unfit for 

military service and thus never had an important war for himself. 

What followed was the fatherly rant about ungrateful sons, lessons on 

how to behave as long as I ´put my feet under his table´, and a slap or 

two in the face.  

My mother, anxious to lose her last son, tried to intervene, but she 

could not stop me. I quickly reminded my father that he was getting 

old - whereas I had the vigor of my young age. It was in a way, a 

symbolic fight between the declining despotic empires and the young 

unstoppable force of communism.  

 

I also decided to stay with my friend Ludger for a few nights, until 

the situation at home calms down a little - not without leaving a 

little hidden note to my poor mother that she may not worry too much 

about me. 

 

 

Freitag, 8. November 1918 

What a wonderful day! Last night, I and millions of people were reborn 

- as citizens of the Free People´s State Bavaria!  

 

But I am getting ahead of myself: as Ludger and I were coming from 

the central station, we noted a tumult near the ´Mathäser-Bräu´, a 

former brewery that had been out of business for a while. We came 

closer and immediately recognized friendly colors and paroles. Amidst 

all this was Kurt Eisner who would later that night proclaim the new 



 

Bavarian state and be elected by the soviets as its first prime 

minister. 

 

Ludwig III., the Bavarian king and my namesake, is now disposed. 

After more than 700 years of Wittelsbach rule, the people are free at 

last! But he is just the first to go, the word on the street is that the 

others are soon to follow. First the Tsar, now the kings, and next the 

Kaiser. 

 

In all this turmoil, I forget to take exact notes of the events. Still, 

it seems that Germany is getting ahead of Russia: While they are busy 

fighting a glorious fight against the Whites and their imperialist 

supporters, here we have successfully established a socialist state - 

the student is overcoming the master it seems.  

 

Unfortunately, I soon need to return from the revolutionary 

headquarters back home, my mother must be worried sick about me. 

 

 

Samstag, 9. November 1918 

The coffin is sealed! Wrapped in a Prussian flag, the casket was 

lowered into its grave. The emperor is gone, his empire dead, long live 

the Free Socialist Republic of Germany! ; 

 

My father received word from Berlin at work and immediately made his 

way home to spread the news with us. Allegedly, both the social 



 

Democrat Scheidemann and comrade Karl Liebknecht proclaimed a new 

German state and the abdication of Wilhelm II. - certainly, this must 

be a mistake, falsely reported in all of the confusion. There can only 

be one German state, and it stands beyond doubt what kind of state the 

people need and demand.  

 

Sonntag, 10. November 1918 

I spent the remainder of yesterday with Ludger and other comrades at 

the revolutionary headquarters, celebrating the dawn of a new era - 

and guarding the precious prizes of this, our revolution. Rumors are 

spreading that the war will be over soon, I can´t wait until the 

returning tired soldiers join our cause!  

 

I hope my brother is among them. 

 

 

Montag, 11. November 1918 

This was, without any doubt, the most historical and eventful week of 

my entire life. When I began writing this diary a week ago, I - and 

probably no one in this country, even in this world - could begin what 

would happen within a mere seven days.  

Today, after four and a half blood-soaked years filled with 

unimaginable hardships, the war ended. This war of capitalism that 

has turned large parts of Europe into a graveyard, this war that took 

away half my family and damaged the other half.  

 



 

Father is raging and yelling that the sacrifice of Friedrich was all 

in vain, that the German nation is doomed. Mother is crying, because 

her August is still missing - and me? 

 

I am not really sure, what to think. Can the revolutionary movement 

defend itself against the forces of German monarchists and the Allied 

imperialists? I am looking towards Russia and Moscow, my star in the 

East, and hope for the best. 

 

 

Dienstag, 12. November 1918 

Today Ludwig III. issued a declaration that all Bavarian state 

officials and officers are freed from their oath - wasted ink in the 

light of the new and grand state we have instead. But a nice birthday 

present from my namesake nevertheless. 

 

My father however, was deeply struck, he who committed his entire life 

to serve an institution that was never even slightly interested in 

him. I tried to help him, telling him that the new revolutionary 

government might need experienced clerks, yet this was not what he 

wanted to hear. And all of this quarrel on my birthday! 

 

I am sick of the complaints of this ignorant man! Kairos is passing 

right by him, and he just watches and mourns. What better of an 

opportunity will arise for him to prove his worth to the cause and to 

win over the heart of his last remaining son? 

 



 

 

Sonntag, 1. Dezember 1918  

The last bridge has been burned. At gunpoint, Heinrich Otto Huber, for 

I don´t call this man ´father´ anymore, forced his youngest son out of 

the house. Out of the warmth of the hearth into a harsh winter night - 

he truly lost the last bit of sanity in his rotten brain! 

 

I was, despite all former tensions in the past days and weeks, not 

ready for this sudden departure. But my dear mother helped me and was 

able to pack some clothes and hand me a little money. Alongside, she 

gave me the address of my aunt Bertha who lives in Berlin saying that 

it would be best if I stay with her. A loving gesture of her for sure, 

but the revolutionary cause needs me here in Munich! 

 

What was more important is that I was able to get my revenge on this 

gun-wielding madman. I took the only remaining memento of my 

brother, his medal, which now shall serve as my talisman. For now, I 

hope to find shelter among my comrades and will continue writing as 

soon as my situation improves. 

 

 

Montag, 9. Dezember 1918 

The rumor is spreading that not all soldiers are supportive of our 

course. Especially in in the North of Bavaria, in Bamberg as Ludger 

heard from his cousin, many have formed Freikorps. These marauding 

right-wing bands of soldiers stand devoid of soldierly honor and need 



 

to be disarmed quickly! For the safety of the Republic and its people, 

all power has to be concentrated on the Soviets.  

 

 

Donnerstag, 19. Dezember 1918  

Ludger got into trouble for falling asleep on guard duty. I was out 

with some comrades until the early morning when we found him.  

 

I wonder how my family is doing. 

 

 

Dienstag, 24. Dezember 1918 

Frohe Weihnachten! Or maybe not? All day people have been debating if 

we should go to mass, or even celebrate Christmas at all. ´Religion is 

Opium for the people´, that is what Marx said. Some others claimed we 

should celebrate it as a part of our culture. But is our culture not 

inherently founded on Christianity? The very same Christianity that 

despite all its big ideals of solidarity and mercy, did not prevent the 

rise of the miserable capitalism that we suffer under.  

 

No, true happiness can only be achieved in a world that is free of the 

luring promises that religion brings.  

 

 

 



 

Mittwoch, 1. Januar 1919 

A new year.  

If the world keeps changing in the pace it did during the last two 

months, it will be unrecognizable by the end of this year. Likewise, I 

have transformed too. Hard times bring forth hard men.  

 

 

Sonntag, 5. Januar 1919 

A provisory constitution was passed today. It was hard for me to 

gather my usual enthusiasm. Not because I am losing faith, but 

because yesterday I learned that Gustl, my dearest mentor, passed 

away, starved and frozen to death in this most horrible Hungerwinter. 

I will never forget him. 

 

Capitalism claims to be beneficial for all, yet it is in fact an ever-

greedy monstrosity. It devours the weak, the poor, the old.  

 

 

Mittwoch, 8. Januar 1919 

Oh what a sad day! Yesterday, 4.000 unemployed workers were 

mercilessly mowed down by machine-gun fire. I do not know how or why 

this could happen. We are all in deep shock. This atrocity must have 

been committed by monarchist policemen, for we would never raise our 

arms against our comrades. 

 

In Berlin, tens of thousands are demonstrating against the non-



 

elected government under Friedrich Ebert. Reports of fighting are 

spreading.  

 

It seems the time has come to defend the revolution! 

 

 

Samstag, 11. Januar 1919 

The violence is escalating. In Berlin, soldiers and Freikorps are 

fighting brave red guards. In Munich, there have been several clashes 

between military and our men. They even dared to arrest comrades Max 

Levien and Erich Mühsam!  

 

My mother urged me several times to leave, she fears retaliations 

against communists. My last hope are the elections that are scheduled 

for tomorrow. I am beginning to doubt that the German people are 

willing to fully support us.  

 

Jokingly, Ludger suggested leaving for Moscow, since their fight is 

not lost yet - he may be right. 

 

 

Sonntag, 12. Januar 1919 

And this is how a great movement can die.  

 



 

The elections were a crushing defeat, Eisner´s party received a meager 

2.5 percent of the votes. The moderate and SPD, who lost her fighting 

spirit years ago, got 33. Even worse, the conservative Bayrische 

Volkspartei got 35 percent. It seems everyone has turned against our 

cause.  

I collected some flyers, and it outrageous to see how we are being 

depicted - no wonder people did not vote for us. 

 

 

 

Bavaria may be lost, but there is still hope in the East. 

 

As I am writing this, I am already on a train to Berlin. From there I 

will continue to fight for the revolution.  It feels weird to leave 

home after 18 years... 

 



 

Dienstag, 14. Januar 1919 

What was I thinking? Berlin is effectively under siege. I saw tanks 

rolling in the streets, machine-gun positions, even flamethrowers and 

heavy artillery. This is nothing short from war!  

Nationalist troops are closing in the city, killing my comrades - and 

I was too late. The headquarter of the ´Spartakists´ in Spandau was 

already captured on the 11th. Hundreds lay dead, shot at random by 

Freikorps. Newspapers are applauding this massacre as ´restoring law 

and order´. 

The epitome of shame, however was this poster, pinned up all around 

the city:  

  



 

How can they dare to blame the Spartakus-alliance for the bloodshed? 

To make things worse, they even try to appeal to the ones - ´soldiers, 

workers, citizens´ - they killed. Moreover, they have the audacity to 

demand a unification under the current government, the same 

government that was neither elected by the people nor acts on their 

behalf! 

 

Meanwhile, I followed my mother´s advice and moved to my aunt Bertha, 

her older sister who lives in the wealthy suburbs of Berlin. She is a 

kind lady, and was more than happy to help me out. Recently widowed 

and with no children of her own, she was welcoming some ´young blood´ 

in the large home of hers. ´In these most chaotic times, families need 

to hold together´, she said.  

 

I did not tell her what happened between me and my father. Rather, I 

said I that was here to escape the escalating violence in Munich, and 

to see how I like Berlin as a possible place to study. To cover this 

story, I even pretended to write a letter back to my family - of 

course it will never reach them.  

 

 

Mittwoch, 15. Januar 1919 

The fighting it seems, is over. It can only be guessed, what the 

aftermath for the proletarian revolution exactly looks like, but I 

fear the worst. To get a better picture, I am frequenting the worker 

districts in the East of town. It is a tedious journey, but the S-Bahn 



 

makes it a lot easier - mobility is the key for a successful 

connection of the masses! 

 

I also have decided to learn Russian. For the world-wide revolution to 

succeed, one needs to be able to communicate with his comrades.  

 

Of course, the Latin and Greek I learned at the Wilhelmsgymnasium 

renders useless here. Surprisingly, Bertha was very supportive of 

this idea - ´the future belongs to modern languages´ - and even 

bought me books, as well as giving me the address of a friend of hers. 

This Count N., a Russian nobleman, fled to Germany just in time as the 

exploited farmers took back what belongs to everyone.  

 

As much as I despite nobility, I have to be nice to him, since he is my 

best chance to gather some speaking experience. 

 

 

Donnerstag, 16. Januar 1919  

Just as I came back from my first meeting with the Count - oh what a 

pitiful creature he is! - I wanted to read the evening edition of the 

Berliner Lokal-Anzeiger just as in the past days. But what 

devastating news caught my eyes!



 

 
Karl Liebknecht and Rosa Luxemburg killed! One shot while trying to 

escape, the other lynched by the people, what horrible lies they tell! 

Why should the people kill Luxemburg, one of theirs? The loss is 

impossible to put into words, for those two were the greatest German 

communists since Marx and Engels. 

 

 

Freitag, 17. Januar 1919 

Got in trouble with Bertha today for coming home in the early morning 

hours. I spent the night in various worker Kneipen in Marzahn – 

debating, connecting, agitating.  

What a weird life I live, During the mornings I reside in the upper 

class in Dahlem among Bertha and her bourgeois circles, at night I 

dive deep into the heart of the heavy-shook worker movement.  

 



 

Sonntag, 19. Januar 1919 

Another election, another heavy blow. Today, the national assembly was 

elected to agree on a constitution for this parliamentarian republic. 

I was not even allowed to vote, since I am still registered in Munich - 

not that it mattered much. Most communist parties did not even run in 

the election. If only Liebknecht and Luxemburg were still alive, they 

wanted to participate!  

 

In the end, the bourgeois managed to coerce the people, and now they 

will be enslaved by a new system - those blind fools. The name 

changes, the same people stay in power. I do not know what to say 

anymore. I really tried.  

 

But what can one man alone do? As Marx said, for a revolution to 

succeed it needs wide support from the proletarian masses and some of 

the upper class. Otherwise, the rich just keep the poor in check, 

starving them so that they lack the power to rise, keeping the status 

quo.  

 

 

Donnerstag, 27. Januar 1919 

I like to think that I have my way with words and languages, but 

Russian is hard. Not only because of the Cyrillic alphabet, but the 

case system drives me insane. As if four were not enough, or even five 

like in Greek, Russian has six - or even seven because one differs 

between the animate and inanimate accusative. 

 



 

Dienstag, 4. Februar 1919 

The last days have been busy, in fact so busy that I was hardly able 

to continue this diary. But all the work paid off, and I am not only 

talking about my Russian. 

 

I may have found a new calling, oh what a lucky stroke of faith! 

 

One of my comrades in Berlin arranged a meeting with Karl Radeck, a 

well-known journalist, delegate for the treaty of Brest-Litovsk and 

friend of Rosa Luxemburg. It would be too much here to describe the 

great conversations we had and the inspiration he gave me. To make it 

short: he said that my help is needed in Russia!  

 

I still can not believe it.  

 

According to him, the German group of the Russian communist party, or 

РКП б, is looking for writers for their new central newspaper, the 

Nachrichten. The earlier predecessor, Weltrevolution stopped in 

December. While the publication is directed at a German-speaking 

audience, knowledge of Russian is of great use - the best incentive to 

intensify my studies I had so far. 

 

Before he left, comrade Radeck gave me the address of a contact person 

in Moscow and told me to think about it. At the present time, 

especially after the setbacks in Germany, the world revolution lays 

solely on the shoulders on Russia.  

 

 



 

Mittwoch, 5. Februar 1919 

After laying awake all night, I have decided where my path will lead 

me: Moscow.  

 

Now I just need enough money to make my way there. Oh, what irony! 

Bowing down to capitalism to abolish it. 

 

 

Donnerstag, 6. Februar  

Needless to say Bertha was not thrilled by my plan to do a ´study trip´ 

to Moscow. She would gladly sponsor a trip once these ´red brutes´ are 

not in power anymore - that does not help of course.  

A good friend of mine has a brother who works in the docks in Rostock. 

From there I could board a ship to Petrograd and then travel via 

train, but that will take a while. The fastest option would be the 

Northern Express, which runs once a week, but how am I supposed to 

afford this? 

 

 

Dienstag, 18. Februar 1919 

Time has passed and I am still here. The inactivity tears me apart.  

 

Despite a month of Russian lessons, I feel like I made only minimal 

progress. Yet I can wait no longer! I managed to get some money 

together, and if all goes as planned my train leaves on Monday.  



 

I told Bertha that I am going to take a vacation by the sea for a few 

days, of course in consultation with my parents. As a thank you for 

spending time with her lonely friend Count N. he even promised to 

sponsor this trip together with my aunt - the revolutionary cause 

sends its regards.  

 

 

Samstag, 22. Februar 1919 

I am so sick of this country. 

Today an anti-Semitic officer shot Kurt Eisner - on his way to the 

parliament where he wanted to offer his resignation.  

It seems, the German people desire another militaristic regime that 

relies on murder over law. 

 

 

Montag, 24. Februar 1919 

As I am writing these lines the train just crossed the German border 

heading towards my promised land, Red Russia.  

 

The snow falls heavy outside. It will be a long journey. First over 

Torun and Poznan to Warsaw, then further East to Moscow. Instead of 

writing I will spent my time reading during the next days. Some men 

are workers of the fist, I am a worker of the forehead. 

 

 



 

Dienstag, 25. Februar 1919 

The weather has cleared up and we should arrive on schedule on 

Thursday. 

 

 

Mittwoch, 26. Februar 1919 

The quality of railroads and wagons are visibly deteriorating as we 

entered Russia, this must be a result of the raging civil war. Maybe I 

should have waited longer.  

No, the revolution can not wait. 

 

 

Donnerstag, 27. Februar 1919 

Finally. I arrived. Never in my life have I felt such a joy. Moscow, 

the beating red heart of the world, the cradle of the proletarian 

world revolution! While our worn-down train slowly entered Alexander 

Station I gazed in awe, my face pressed to window in childish 

excitement.  

 

A part of me was surprised that I made it this far. The other part is 

continuously yelling ´onward!´ 

Now I just need to find my way to comrade Strenlin, the person that 

Radeck forwarded me. I am tired. 

 

 



 

Freitag, 28. Februar 1919 

Strenlin, a young like-minded journalist, greeted me to my surprise 

in almost perfect German. He apologized for the inconveniences 

regarding food and heating, which are caused by the raging civil war. 

Once the war is won, he continued, the unified might of the soviet 

state will surpass anything prior in the history of mankind.  

 

But for now, I should familiarize with the city before he will 

introduce me to the editors of the Nachrichten.  

 

 

Montag, 3. März 1919 

After a few days here I can say that the situation in Moscow is dire. 

Worse than I could have ever imagined, much worse than it should be 

for such a great city.  

My heart bleeds when I see starving workers that are forced to sell 

stolen tools at black markets to get a loaf of bread for their hungry 

families. Ruthless requisition commandos are plundering out their 

comrades. These men may be saying that there acting for the good of 

people but they are nothing more than mere bandits.  

 

Other than food, there is not enough fuel, one might as well throw 

money in the oven for it is steadily using its value. It makes me 

bitter to see that the measures put to work by the state seem to change 

anything.  

 

 



 

Mittwoch, 5. März 1919 

My first meeting with the editors had to be postponed because some of 

them fell victim to the ranting and raving diseases. No wonder that 

everyone who is still able to leaves the city. How can a man stay 

healthy if is constantly malnourished living in a shrinking city in 

cold and moist houses?  

The working-class is dying. 

 

 

Freitag, 7. März 1919 

I was commissioned to write a guest contribution. The topic will be 

´current perspectives on the German revolution´ - now that is 

something I have a lot to say about. 

 

What is more concerning is that even after a few weeks, I begin to see 

the ugly face masked under the rule of the Bolsheviks. I say this 

without contempt towards them or the great Communist ideology - it is 

just that I heard alarming reports. 

 

Ever since the assassination attempt on Lenin in August, the 

Bolsheviks are becoming more brutal to hold to their own power. Rumor 

has it, that the Cheka is executing traitors and deserters on the 

Khodynskoe field or in the Butryki prison north of Moscow. The ones 

who are not liquidated, usually end up in forced labor camps. From 

what I heard, some of these penal colonies have been established in 

former monasteries such as the Novospassky or the Andronikov convent. 

 



 

 

Samstag, 15. März 1919 

So much for freedom of speech. When I presented my first version of 

the text, based on my real experiences, I received a handful of 

´suggestions for improvement´. They want me to ´adapt´ my experience 

of the course of events to make it more ´appealing´ to the readership. 

 

They would not listen to me. I wrote it exactly as I witnessed it, 

Munich, Berlin, Eisner, Liebknecht and Luxemburg - it is all true! 

 

Of course I told them that I will consider their feedback, changing 

the truth however, would be a betrayal not only to myself but also to 

all the great people who gave their lives for the revolution. 

 

 

Sonntag, 16. März 1919 

Comrade Strenlin reminded me that I should take these ´suggestions´ 

very serious - for my own sake. This intimidation is ridiculous! The 

readers deserve to know the truth!  

Tomorrow, my story will go into print - and I have not changed a 

single word.  

 

I want to conclude this entry with the same quote that ends my 

article:  

 

´Freedom only for the members of the government, only for members of 

one party – regardless of numerous they are - is not freedom. Freedom 

is also always the freedom of dissidents.´ - Rosa Luxemburg  



 

 

Herrn Heinrich Huber                           

Isartorplatz 5                                            

Munich                                                      

Germany                                                     

 

March 18th, 1919 

 

Dear Mr. Huber, 

Today I write you to assure you that your son, Ludwig Wilhelm 

Huber, born on November 12th 1901, is in good hands. He 

apologizes for not responding earlier. As you know, he followed 

his ideological calling and started working in Moscow. He did a 

great deed for the revolutionary cause. You and your family 

can be very proud of him. As reward for his admirable efforts, 

the Council of People´s Commissars sent him to an education 

facility in the former Andronikov Monastery. There he can 

further enhance his understanding of Communist teachings.  

Please refrain from personal correspondence, we will keep you 

informed on his current situation. 

 

With comradely regards, 

 

Ilya Strenlin 



Karl Dargel 
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