Preface
The relationship between an author and his publisher is always ambivalent. Their material interests coincide as well as conflict. In the case of Ludwig Feuchtwanger, my father, and Carl Schmitt there was the normal coincidence of material interest, the effort on both sides to promote the publications as successfully as possible, but there was also an intellectual dialogue, based on mutual respect, that is less common. Disagreements and misunderstandings about royalties and other matters arose occasionally, but rarely, as this correspondence shows, and were quickly forgotten.

The intellectual dialogue is therefore the centre of interest in this voluminous correspondence stretching over at least fifteen years. It is of particular interest, because Carl Schmitt grew, largely as a result of his output published by Duncker & Humblot, into a highly controversial but also crucial figure in the years of the Weimar Republic and the beginnings of the Third Reich. Carl Schmitt articulated, at a more intellectually refined level than anyone else, the decline of liberalism and all that went with it, parliamentarism, democracy, the rule of law. If this was the Zeitgeist, Schmitt was fully aligned with it, indeed he may be said to have had a large hand in creating it. Ludwig Feuchtwanger understood all this only too well, but at bottom it was not to his taste. That he understood it, even found it fascinating, is evident from his letters. This is what he wrote to Schmitt on 22 November 1923 from Munich, which less than a fortnight earlier had been the scene of Hitler’s abortive Beer Hall Putsch. A few days before this letter was written the introduction of the Rentenmark had brought the great inflation to an end, but on the following day, 23 November, an adverse vote in the Reichstag also brought the Stresemann Coalition to an end: 
Hier erhält man noch Tag für Tag Anschauungsunterricht über “Allgemeine Staatslehre”. Die alten Meister Machiavelli und Bodin, Hobbes und Burke – die man doch fast 50 Jahre lang, als so turbulente Zustände nur in der Historie zu lessen waren, allmählich recht transparent und blass gesehen hat – werden fatal lebendig: es ist anzunehmen, dass wieder eine grosse Literatur-epoche der Staats-und Gesellschaftslehre kommt, die wohl zum Hintergrund jenen Anschauungsunterricht braucht. Hoffentlich kurieren uns die heutigen “Meister der Politik” nicht zu Tode.[p.43; reference is to Meister der Politik, 2 vols., edited by Erich Marcks and K.A.von Müller, Stuttgart and Berlin, Deutsche Verlags-Anstalt, 1922].

By 1928, Schmitt commenting on Ludwig Feuchtwanger’s introduction, Der geschichtliche Jesus, to Detlef Nielsen’s Grundsätzliches zur Leben-Jesu-Forschung writes: 
Ich sehe hier in Berlin, daß es eine “Wissenschaftlichkeit” in geistesgeschichtlichen Fragen nicht gibt. Das war nur ein glücklicher Moment im Rahmen des bürgerlichen Liberalismus, die schöne Stunde, als der politische und soziale Kampf ein Gleichgewicht hielt zwischen Aristokratie, Bildung und Besitz und proletarischer Masse.[p.327, 4 April 1928]
For Feuchtwanger Wissenschaftlichkeit and objectivity remain absolutes, but he is not immune to the alarm felt by many German intellectuals at the intrusion of the masses into the public sphere. On 12 April 1930 he writes to Schmitt:
Glaube und Weltanschauung der grossen Masse ist ein brodelndes Durcheinander von immerfort wechselnden Wünschen und geistigen Kuzschlüssen. [p.384]
Schmitt and Feuchtwanger differ considerably when the emergence of the radical right becomes the most pressing preoccupation. In the important exchange of letters in February and March 1931 [pp.395ff.] Feuchtwanger expresses his dismay at what the radical right says and writes and his contempt for the intellectual level of their discourse. He includes in his strictures Ernst Jünger, to become a life-long friend of Schmitt. “Das Zuschlagen steht den Herren doch besser als das Denken und Schreiben”, he writes. Schmitt, on the other hand, defends Jünger:
Er ist ein Soldat; das ist eine vielleicht nicht hohe, aber doch sicher solide Kategorie, über die sogar Christus gestaunt hat und die Worte sprach: tantam fide non inveni in Israel. Wenn heute ein Soldat aus Langeweile literarisch wird, so ist das immer noch interessanter, als der Krampf der Nichts-als-Literaten.
.

By 1932 Schmitt was at the height of his influence in the Papen-Schleicher era. He was probably not anticipating that the Nazis would be the eventual winners. He complains about being smeared as a fascist and national-socialist by one side in Vienna, as “geldgieriger Judenstämmling” by the other [p.401], and being vilified as “Brüning’s Leibjurist” by civil servants, outraged at having their salaries cut [p.439]. Ludwig Feuchtwanger had not abandoned his liberal values of objectivity and Wissenschaftlichkeit, but maintained them with increasing resignation. Their last face-to-face meeting took place around the 30th of June 1932 in my parents’ house in Munich. It was the only time that I, then aged seven, met Carl Schmitt. What I remember of the occasion was an evening dinner party, for which the guests assembled in the large room that was my father’s library and study. It was perhaps not without piquancy that looking out of the window one could have seen the windows of a similar flat, hardly two hundred yards away down the road. It was the private flat of Adolf Hitler. I was told that an important professor was visiting, that I was to go into the room, shake everybody by the hand and then leave quickly. As far as I remember, Schmitt was standing in the curve of the grand piano that was in the room, with his elbows on the piano lid, facing the other guests. The piano has survived and still stands in an annex to my house, in the green landscape of Southern England. 
To judge by their letters Schmitt and my father found their discussions as stimulating as ever, and probably this was more than mutual politeness. Perhaps the fact that over some fundamentals they can hardly have seen eye to eye added spice to their conversations. Both of them were to some extent shielded from the harshest of the realities that were then engulfing Germany. Fortunately neither of them could fully anticipate the catastrophic consequences of these realities and also of the ideas and ideologies that must have echoed round their talks. From these consequences neither of them was in the event shielded. Both of them survived the war, my father only briefly, but the expected trajectory of their lives and careers was rudely shattered and could never be recovered.
Schmitt, as his works but also incidental remarks in these letters show, could not have found the transition to the Third Reich too difficult. No doubt opportunism and the desire to continue playing an important role was a motive for him. He was not a Nazi ideologue, but it was an ideology none too alien to him. The anti-Semitic aspects of Nazism would have caused him no problem. What he had written to my father in 1928 was entirely characteristic for his thinking on this subject: 
Dass die Juden ‘von Stamm’ nicht liberal sind, glaube ich auch; aber ihre konkrete Situation unter den restlichen Völkern zwingt sie doch, die Ideen von 1789 für sankrosankt zu erklären. Jede Minderheit muss auf die Heiligkeit liberaler Prinzipien bestehen. [p.330] 
Schmitt could not have foreseen the radical form Nazi anti-Semitism would take, but he was entirely at one with Hitler and Goebbels in regarding the ideas of 1789 as dead. This is not the place to discuss again his role during the Third Reich – it has been done many times. Suffice it to say that his record during those years was hardly glorious and the way he treated my father is one small instance of Schmitt’s moral failure. Here is a quote from what was probably the last letter he wrote to my father, dated 15 November 1933, which is still in my possession and is not printed in this volume. After a few domestic details about his move from Cologne to Berlin Schmitt writes: 
Ich habe eine große Sammlung von Briefen, die ich in den letzten 6 Monaten von Juden erhalten habe. Die meisten sind sehr minderwertig und ohne jede Einsicht. Ihr Brief hat in mir den Wunsch nach einem Gespräch von neuem belebt.
Should his Jewish correspondents really have had more “Einsicht”, insight into the persecution and humiliation they were suffering and which was to end in murder? At least Schmitt was still able to admit that he had Jewish correspondents, which soon afterwards he ceased to do. Powerful as his intellect and his analyses were, his insight was not sufficient to see how destructive and ultimately self-destructive the dynamic of National Socialism was. 
My father did not quite see it either. After being driven out of Duncker & Humblot he found a niche in that late renaissance of German-Jewish culture, forced into ghettoization by the diktat of Goebbels, that has been called a flowering in the face of death. He travelled the length and breadth of Germany, lecturing to audiences, often of the young, who were attentive as never before. He wrote a great deal in the Jewish press. He became more of a public figure than he had ever been. It was all based on the illusion that a separate Jewish existence could be kept going in Germany. He put this view in the very poignant letter he wrote to Schmitt on 11 November 1933, announcing his withdrawal from the position of Prokurist of Duncker & Humblot: 
So blieb ich hier statt als Bohème-Emigrant ein Leben irgendwo ausserhalb Deutschlands zu führen. Ich komme auch reibungslos aus; eine “Tarnung” kommt ja in meinem Fall nicht in Frage. Wieweit einem die Dinge ins Herz schneiden, steht auf einem anderen Blatt.

He then develops the idea of a permanent ghetto status for German Jewry: 
Ich meine auch, dass die Zeit jetzt näher rückt, ihnen [den deutschen Juden] einen Status zu geben und von dem Katz- u. Maus-Spiel zu lassen. Dies könnte jetzt mit ganz sicheren Linien ausschließlich vom nat[ional].-soz[ialistischen]. Status großzügig und eindeutig in vorbildlicher Weise geschehen. Ein Reichskommissar mit einem absolut zuverlässigen jüdischen Experten und Mittelsmann ist vor dieser Regelung und als Träger der Regelung nötig. [p.472, fully quoted in Ludwig Feuchtwanger, Gesammelte Aufsätze zur jüdischen Geschichte, herausgegeben von Rolf Rieß; Berlin, Duncker & Humblot, 2003, p.206-7]

Schmitt’s last letter to my father, dated 15 November 1933, from which I quoted earlier, was probably written in reply to this.
The murderous radicalization inherent in the Nazi project lay as yet beyond my father’s horizon. Kristallnacht in November 1938 and his six weeks in Dachau made it all too clear. My father realized, fortunately in the nick of time, that he had to leave Germany as rapidly as possible. He made the best of his exile, took great interest in the new cultural milieu in which he found himself, but he had been deprived of the oxygen of the German language, without which he could not fully function. He returned to Germany briefly in 1945, under the auspices of the US Army, and the letters he wrote to his brother Lion about his experiences are still worth reading [see Feuchtwanger, ed.Riess, op.cit., pp.214-220]. At the time of his death, in July 1947, he was toying with the idea of returning to Germany permanently, where he could undoubtedly again have played an important role.
It is not necessary here to enlarge upon the fate of Carl Schmitt in the later years of the Third Reich and in the post-war era. No one doubts that he was an intellectual heavyweight, whose influence is still felt, maybe more in the rejection he provokes than in the acceptance of his ideas. The posthumous publication of his Glossarium hardly enhances one’s respect for him as a human being. It seems to me, admittedly not an impartial observer, that my father retained his moral integrity through all these severe trials and tribulations far better than Carl Schmitt.
