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“Oh again, and again,

Now I'm hyp-, hypnotised
Yeah, I lift to a permanent high
Oh, ’m hyp-, hypnotised

It was dark, now it’s sunrise”

Coldplay, Hypnotised
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PROLOGUE

ommunism, Socialism, Fascism — three words ca-

sually thrown around today like ingredients in a

rhetorical blender. People mash them together in

debates with little regard
for their actual meanings or
murderous histories.

This intellectual laziness is
not harmless. History is not a
dusty catalog of kings and bat-
tles; it is the only reliable map
we have for navigating power,
ideology, and human nature.

By understanding where
these concepts truly came from,
we gain the power to see them
clearly in the present — and
avoid being hypnotized by the same seductive promises
that have led to tyranny for over a century.

Communism, as originally conceived, was a utopian re-
sponse to monarchical and aristocratic terror — a dream of
a society without capital, without coercion, where people
could simply take what they needed.



Socialism, by contrast, was the pragmatic invention that
killed that dream and replaced it with something far more
useful to new elites: a philosophical justification for re-
newed dictatorship by a self-appointed vanguard.

This book traces that tragic inversion.

From the sparks of 1776 and 1789, through the Paris
Commune and Marx’s London exile, to Lenin’s sealed train,
Hitler’s prison cell, and beyond — we will see how the ghost
of Communism has been repeatedly summoned not to lib-
erate humanity, but to shield socialist vanguards of tyranny.

May you close these pages seeing the present with clear-
er eyes.



1. THE AMERIGAN SPARK AND THE FRENGH REVOLU-
TION

$

n 1776, something genuinely radical happened on the

Northern American side of the Atlantic. Thirteen rag-

tag colonies told the most powerful empire on Earth

to get lost. Not with a polite
petition, but with a Declaration
of Independence that basically
said: “We hold these truths to be
self-evident — that kings are op-
tional.”

The American Revolution was
the first successful anti-monar-
chical revolt in the modern age.
No guillotines, no rivers of blood
in the streets, and — most shock-
ingly — it actually worked. The
British were eventually sent
packing, and a strange new ex-
periment began: a nation that claimed sovereignty came
from the people, not from God’s anointed monarch or
some blue-blooded aristocracy.
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News traveled slowly in those days. A ship from Phil-
adelphia to Paris still took weeks. Yet by the time the
French heard the details, the idea had already begun to
ferment like bad wine in the cellars of Versailles. Here was
living proof that you could chop the head off the old order
and not immediately descend into chaos — or so it seemed
from a French distance.

Some remarkably full thirteen years — not thirteen
weeks — later, in 1789, the French decided it was their turn.
And boy, did they go big. While the Americans had been
relatively restrained — tarring and feathering tax collectors
plus writing strongly-worded documents — the French went
full ballistic.

The Bastille was stormed mostly for the dramatic sym-
bolism. It held just seven prisoners. The king and queen
were eventually relieved of their heads in a public spectacle
that would make any modern reality-TV producer blush.
The revolutionary slogan Liberté, Egalité, Fraternité sound-
ed noble on paper. In practice, it quickly became Liberté for
whoever controlled the guillotine, Egalité in death, and Fra-
ternité only among those who hadn’t yet been denounced.

The French Revolution did what most revolutions do
best: it devoured its own children. Moderate reformers
were followed by radicals, who were followed by even
more radical radicals, until the whole thing climaxed in the
Reign of Terror. Even the revolutionaries started losing
their heads — literally. Maximilian Robespierre, the man



who sent hundreds to the blade, eventually met the same
fate. History’s favorite punchline: the revolution eats itself.

Yet something important had shifted. For the first time
in Europe, ordinary people had tasted the intoxicating idea
that power did not have to flow exclusively from crowns
and altars. The old social fabric — the divine right of kings,
the rigid class system, the aristocratic monopoly on land
and influence — had been torn apart.

And here is where the comedy turns darker. You can
guillotine a few hundred aristocrats, but you cannot so easi-
ly guillotine an entire social structure.

The displaced nobles, émigrés, and monarchist sympa-
thizers didn’t simply shrug and open bakeries. They plot-
ted. They fled to neighboring kingdoms. They begged for-
eign monarchs to invade and restore “proper order.” The
British, Austrians, Prussians, and others were only too
happy to oblige — not out of pure altruism, of course, but
because a revolutionary France threatened their own com-
fortable tyrannies.

The Americans had managed to build something rela-
tively stable — despite their own contradictions with slavery
and native displacement, of course. The French, by con-
trast, got Napoleon — a Corsican artillery officer who
crowned himself “Emperor” because, apparently, the
French revolution had only been against other people’s
kings.



This pattern would repeat with tiresome regularity over
the next century and a half: revolutionary enthusiasm
crashes into reality, chaos ensues, and a new elite eventual-
ly steps in to “restore order” while quietly keeping the best
parts of the old hierarchy for themselves.

The American spark had crossed the ocean. The French
bonfire had shown both the promise and the peril of trying
to remake society overnight.

Europe was now “awake” but not yet “woke” — and in-
creasingly restless. The cradle of modern ideological strug-
gle had been built. Next would come the growing pains.



2. THE REVOLUTIONS OF 1848 & THE PARIS GOM-
MUNE OF 1871

he French Revolution had lit the fuse. By 1848, the
powder keg across Europe was ready to blow. The
“Springtime of Nations,” as the European republican
revolts became known, was less a single coordinated
uprising and more like a continent-wide bar fight that broke
out simultaneously in multiple
languages.

It started in Sicily, spread to
France (again), then roared
through the German states, Italy,
Austria, Hungary, and beyond.
Students, workers, liberals, and
nationalists all suddenly decided
they’d had quite enough of
kings, emperors, and the dusty
old order.

In France, the July Monarchy
under Louis Philippe — that peculiar compromise between
revolution and monarchy — had grown every bit as arrogant
and out-of-touch as the Bourbons it replaced. The “Citizen
King” and his elite circle behaved like a private club for the
rich, proving once again that replacing one set of fancy hats
with another doesn’t magically fix systemic problems. The
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people noticed. Barricades went up. Louis Philippe fled to
England — a popular destination for deposed French rulers
— and the Second Republic was proclaimed.

The wave hit the German states like a particularly rowdy
beer festival gone political. In Berlin, Vienna, and dozens of
smaller principalities, crowds demanded constitutions, free
press, and — most dangerously — national unification in
1848. The German Confederation from a few decades earli-
er was a glorious get-together of 39 independent states,
each with its own petty ruler, currency, and bad poetry
about the Fatherland. The revolutionaries now wanted one
Germany. Preferably without all the kings.

Here the story takes one of those deliciously ironic turns
that history loves to serve up. While much of Europe was
shouting “Down with monarchy!”, many German liberals
and nationalists were simultaneously shouting “We need a
German Emperor!” Not a king in the old sense, of course. A
modern, constitutional, enlightened Emperor. Because
nothing says “people’s power” quite like crowning some-
one at the top of a shiny new pyramid.

Karl Marx, then a young, fiery journalist in Cologne edit-
ing the Neue Rheinische Zeitung, watched this circus with
characteristic disdain. He mocked the pro-Emperor roman-
tics mercilessly. Why replace a patchwork of little tyrants
with one big one? Marx was already sharpening the intel-
lectual knives that would later carve out his grand theories.
The 1848 revolutions failed quite often here and there —
crushed by armies, betrayed by moderates, or drowned in



their own contradictions — but they left behind a potent
idea: the old order was mortal.

Fast-forward two decades. The hangover from 1848 had
worn off, but the tensions remained. In 1870, Otto von Bis-
marck, the Iron Chancellor of Prussia, skillfully maneu-
vered France into declaring war. The newly unified German
states crushed the French army with embarrassing efficien-
cy. Prussian forces swept across the country with striking
speed, yet when they reached the outskirts of Paris, they
suddenly stopped. Instead of storming or occupying the
capital, they laid siege to it through a harsh winter. Cut off
from supplies, Parisians starved. Rats became part of the
daily diet.

When an armistice was hastily signed in late January
1871, Bismarck made a telling concession: he permitted the
National Guard in Paris to retain its weapons. Both the
Prussian victors and the new French government had an
interest in quickly restoring the old order in the capital. For
many ordinary Parisians, however, the situation had be-
come a matter of survival. Their own elites had negotiated
with the foreign enemy while the population suffered un-
der the blockade.

In March 1871, ordinary citizens — workers, National
Guardsmen, socialists, anarchists, feminists, and dreamers
— seized control of the city. They declared the Paris Com-
mune. For 72 glorious, partly chaotic days, Paris experi-
mented with something genuinely radical: self-government
by the people, for the people.



They cancelled rent, reopened pawnshops so workers
could reclaim their tools, separated church and state, estab-
lished secular education, and even granted pensions to
widows and orphans of fallen guardsmen. Women played
prominent roles — something that scandalized proper Eu-
ropean society almost as much as the barricades them-
selves. It was messy, idealistic, and often improvised. But
for a brief moment, the utopian dream of direct popular
rule had a real address: Paris.

The old elites were horrified. The French government
fled to Versailles and begged the Germans for help in retak-
ing the capital. The Germans, showing remarkable restraint
for late European conquerors, mostly stayed out of the city
and let the French army do the dirty work. In May 1871, the
Versailles forces retook Paris in what became known as the
Bloody Week. Somewhere between 6,000 and 20,000
Communards were killed — many executed summarily.
Thousands more were imprisoned or deported to distant
colonies.

The Communards’ defeat was brutal. But their brief ex-
periment left an indelible mark. Karl Marx, watching from
London, was electrified. In The Civil War in France, he
hailed the Commune as a glimpse of the future — the work-
ing class organizing itself politically. Though he had reser-
vations about its timing and tactics, he saw in it a practical
demonstration of workers seizing power. He actively sup-
ported the Communards through his International Working
Men’s Association, even writing to them on May 13, 1871,
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with strategic advice. In that letter he noted with cold cal-
culation how the French elites were so desperate to crush
the Commune that they asked Prussia to delay the first war-
reparations payment until Paris was retaken. Bismarck
happily agreed:

“The preliminary condition for the realisation of their
treaty being the subjugation of Paris, [the Versailles gov-
ernments] have asked Bismarck to postpone their payment
of the first installment until after the occupation of Paris.
Bismarck has accepted this condition. Prussia, being herself
in very urgent need of this money, will therefore give the
Versailles government every possible facility for hastening
the occupation of Paris. So take care!”

The word “Commune” itself became legendary. Some
even trace the usage of “Communist” directly to this
Parisian adventure. It proved that not only ordinary Ameri-
can people could run things, but Parisians kind of as well. It
also proved, tragically, how quickly old European orders
would align to respond with overwhelming violence when
threatened.

And so the pattern deepened: utopian sparks of popular
self-rule flash brightly, only to be stamped out by the very
forces of “order” that socialism would later claim to oppose
— while quietly adopting their methods of elite control.

The cradle was rocking harder now. The next chapter
explains more about the man who turned these scattered
revolts into a coherent, world-changing ideology ghost.


https://www.marxists.org/archive/marx/works/1871/letters/71_05_13.htm

3. KARL MARX: EXILES, IDEAS, AND THE BIRTH OF DAS
KAPITAL

f the 19th century had a patron saint of ironic living,

Karl Marx would be a strong contender. Born in 1818

in Trier to a relatively comfortable middle-class Jewish

family (his father converted to Protestantism for ca-
reer reasons), young Karl showed early talent as a trouble-
maker with a pen.

He studied law and philoso-
phy, flirted with the Young
Hegelians, and quickly became
one of the sharpest radical jour-
nalists in Germany. Editing the
Rheinische Zeitung in Cologne,
he unleashed blistering critiques
of Prussian censorship and au-
thority. The authorities, pre-
dictably, were not amused. The
paper was shut down in 1843.

Thus began Marx’s long ca-
reer as a professional exile — one marked by relentless ha-
rassment. Wherever he went, the Prussian police followed
like a shadow: spying, pressuring host governments, and
engineering his expulsions.



Paris in 1845, Brussels in 1848, a brief return to Cologne
during the revolutionary fever of that year — each time the
Prussian state made sure he was unwelcome. It was politi-
cal persecution with Germanic efficiency. By 1849, Marx
and his family finally settled in London, hoping the British
would be less susceptible to Prussian arm-twisting. They
were only partially right.

The Marx family lived in the slums of Soho — two rooms,
no bathroom, constant debt, and the bailiffs circling like
vultures. Their infant son Edgar died in 1855 at just eight
years old, a tragedy that devastated the family. Marx wrote
bitterly about the humiliation of poverty while theorizing
its complete abolition. One visitor described the scene:
manuscripts and children’s toys scattered across the floor,
tobacco smoke thick in the air, and creditors hammering at
the door. It was bohemian squalor at its most authentic —
made all the more bitter by the knowledge that his every
move was still being monitored from Berlin.

Enter Friedrich Engels, stage left, with the wallet. After
the family’s tragedies, Engels (running his father’s Man-
chester cotton mill) began providing regular financial sup-
port — essentially a bourgeois subsidy for the man proph-
esying the bourgeoisie’s doom. Without Engels, Das Kapital
might never have been published. The irony is thick
enough to spread on toast.

Marx spent years in the Reading Room of the British Mu-
seum, devouring economics, history, and philosophy like a
man possessed. He began serious work on his magnum



opus in the mid-1850s. Volume I of Das Kapital finally ap-
peared in 1867. Volumes II and III were published posthu-
mously by Engels. It was a dense, sprawling critique of cap-
italism — part economic analysis, part moral condemna-
tion, part prophecy.

At its core, Marx’s vision of Communism was breathtak-
ingly utopian. Private property — especially the privately
owned means of production — would be abolished. The
state would eventually wither away. In the famous formula-
tion: “From each according to his ability, to each according
to his needs.” No money, no markets, no ownership, no ex-
ploitation. People would simply take what they required
from the collective abundance created by liberated labor
hyper charged on productivity (by the means of Stalin’s ini-
tial “Arbeit macht frei" Gulags, for example). Class distinc-
tions would dissolve. A truly classless, stateless society
would emerge.

To modern ears, it sounds like a particularly optimistic
episode of Star Trek. To 19th-century workers ground down
by industrial misery, it sounded like heaven on earth.

The Paris Commune of 1871 supercharged everything.
Marx, though not its architect, became its most famous de-
fender. In The Civil War in France, he celebrated the Com-
munards’ bold experiment and analyzed its lessons. The
Commune, however short-lived and chaotic, showed that
workers could organize politically and run a major city. Its
brutal suppression — thousands slaughtered in the Bloody
Week — convinced Marx that the ruling classes would never



https://www.marxists.org/archive/marx/works/download/pdf/civil_war_france.pdf

surrender power peacefully. The counter-revolution would
always be ruthless.

“Equality” became the rallying cry precisely because the
old order had made it so brutally absent. Aristocratic fami-
lies, banking clans, and industrialists passed wealth and
power among themselves like members of an exclusive
casino. Birth, not merit, determined your seat at the table.
Marx’s rage against this “incestuous” elite control was gen-
uine — and, in the context of his time and his own persecu-
tion, understandable.

Yet here lies the seed of the coming tragedy. Marx’s
utopian Communism — noble in aspiration — never fully
addressed the practical question of how to get there with-
out creating a new elite to manage the transition. That gap
would be eagerly filled by others. By the time Marx died in
1883, he had provided the intellectual foundation. But
foundations are neutral. What gets built on them depends
on who holds the tools.

The Communist Ghost had received its most complete
philosophical manifesto. Now it needed practical craftsmen
— people willing to do the dirty work of turning theory into
power.

They were coming. And they would call their bridge to
utopia “Socialism.”



4. THE 1905 RUSSIAN REVOLUTION AND THE ROAD TO
1917

6

hile Europe’s revolutionary fever had cooled
somewhat after the Paris Commune, Russia was
still boiling nicely in its own special cauldron of
backwardness.

Tsar Nicholas II presided over an empire that was vast,
frozen, and spectacularly unprepared for the 20th century.
Russia was a giant with feet of clay — enormous on the map,
medieval in practice. Serfdom had only been abolished in
1861, and the country remained overwhelmingly rural, illit-
erate, and ruled by divine right in the most literal sense.
Nicholas, a mild-mannered family man who loved photog-
raphy and hated making decisions, believed God had per-
sonally appointed him to be autocrat. This would prove to
be one of history’s more expensive theological errors.

In 1904, Japan — a rising, modernizing power — picked a
fight over influence in Korea and Manchuria. The Russian
Empire, convinced it was dealing with “little yellow mon-
keys,” suffered one humiliating defeat after another. The
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Baltic Fleet (yes, they sent the Baltic Fleet all the way
around Africa and Asia) arrived just in time to be spectacu-
larly annihilated at the Battle of Tsushima. Russians back
home were not impressed.

Defeat abroad triggered ex-
plosion at home. In January
1905, a peaceful procession of
workers carrying icons and por-
traits of the Tsar marched to the
Winter Palace of St. Petersburg
to present a petition. The Tsar’s
troops were not amazed by such
demands of their own people —
they opened fire. “Bloody Sun-
day” lit the fuse. Strikes, mu-
tinies, and peasant revolts
spread like wildfire. For a few
chaotic months, Russia got a taste of what real upheaval
looked like. Some of the very first Soviets workers’ councils
appeared in St. Petersburg and elsewhere — an organiza-
tional form that would prove useful later.

Tsar Nicholas, cornered, finally blinked. He issued the
October Manifesto, promising a constitution, civil liberties,
and an elected parliament called the Duma. It was the clos-
est Russia had ever come to sharing power. Many hoped
this might be the beginning of a British-style constitutional
monarchy.



The Tsar, however, had other ideas. As soon as the im-
mediate danger passed, he began watering down the
Duma’s powers, dissolving it when it became too uppity,
and generally treating constitutionalism as a temporary
nuisance. The Okhrana secret police went back to doing
what they did best: infiltrating, arresting, and provoking.
Half-measures satisfied no one. The revolutionaries felt be-
trayed. The conservatives thought Nicholas had already
given away too much.

Enter a certain German emperor who was watching all
this with great interest. Kaiser Wilhelm IT and Tsar Nicholas
II were first cousins, their mothers were sisters. Wilhelm,
the flamboyant, saber-rattling emperor with the withered
arm and the love of dramatic uniforms, saw opportunity in
Russia’s weakness. He flirted with the idea of carving up the
Russian Empire like a Christmas goose. At the very least, he
wanted Russia distracted and weakened so Germany could
dominate Central Europe. The two emperors exchanged
letters full of affectionate nicknames — “Nicky” and “Willy”
— while quietly undermining each other. Family gatherings
in imperial Europe were basically geopolitical knife fights
with better table manners.

By 1914, Europe was a powder magazine with too many
people holding lit matches. When the famous monarchical
assassination in Sarajevo happened, the dominoes fell with
grim predictability. Russia mobilized to protect its Slavic
brothers in Serbia. Austria and Germany declared war on
Russia. Everyone else in Europe aligned with either one or



the other, or not at all. The First World War — that glorious
exercise in industrialized slaughter — had begun.

Russia entered the war with enthusiasm and outdated
equipment. Millions of peasants were sent to die in point-
less offensives, often without proper rifles or boots. The
economy collapsed. Bread riots broke out in Petrograd (St.
Petersburg had been patriotically renamed). The Tsar, still
convinced of his divine mission, took personal command of
the army and left his German-born wife Alexandra and the
mystic charlatan Rasputin running the home front. What
could possibly go wrong?

By early 1917, Russia was done. In February, the Tsar was
forced to abdicate. A Provisional Government of liberals
and moderate socialists tried to keep the war going and es-
tablish democracy. It was a noble but doomed effort — like
trying to run a kindergarten during a bar brawl. Meanwhile,
a certain professional revolutionary was sitting in Swiss ex-
ile, impatiently waiting for his ride home.

The road from 1905 had been long, bloody, and littered
with broken promises. The old autocracy was dead. But
what would replace it? A genuine liberal democracy? Or
something far more ambitious — and far more dangerous?

The stage was set for Vladimir Lenin to step into the

spotlight and invent the practical bridge between Marxist
utopia and real-world power. He would call it Socialism.
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0. LENIN AND THE INNOVATION OF SOGIALISM

hile the Provisional Government in Petrograd
was busy trying (and failing) to run a kinder-
garten during a bar brawl, a short, bald, intense-
ly focused man sat in Zurich, Switzerland, in ear-
ly 1917, cursing the slow pace of
history.

Vladimir Ilyich Ulyanov —
better known by his revolu-
tionary alias Lenin — had al-
ready spent most of his adult
life as a professional plotter.
Arrested, exiled to Siberia, es-
caped, lived in various Eu-
ropean cities, and written end-
less pamphlets. He was a man
who believed Marx had diag-
nosed the disease correctly but
had been annoyingly vague
about the cure. Marx gave the world the dream of Commu-
nism. Lenin would invent the operating manual.

Lenin’s great innovation was brutally simple and brutal-
ly honest: the working class, left to its own devices, would
never achieve the glorious classless society. They were too
busy surviving, too easily bought off with minor reforms,
and too prone to “trade union consciousness” (Lenin’s po-
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lite way of saying they wanted better wages, not world revo-
lution). What was needed was a disciplined vanguard — a
small elite of professional revolutionaries who would think,
lead, and act for the proletariat.

This elite would seize power in the name of the people,
establish a “dictatorship of the proletariat” (which in prac-
tice meant dictatorship over the proletariat by the Party),
and guide society through the necessary transitional stage
called Socialism. Only after this transitional period of firm
guidance — how long, Lenin was vague on the timeline —
could true Communism finally emerge.

In other words: Marx dreamed of a stateless, classless
utopia where people simply took what they needed. Lenin
replied, “Lovely idea. First, give me total power and a se-
cret police.”

This was the philosophical sleight of hand that turned
utopian Communism into practical Socialism. The van-
guard party became the new priesthood. Dissent was not
disagreement — it was counter-revolutionary sabotage. Op-
position was not politics — it was treason against History
itself. The road to paradise, Lenin insisted, required a few
(or a few hundred thousand) broken eggs.

The war gave him his chance. In April 1917, with German
help (more on that delicious irony in the next chapter),
Lenin arrived at Petrograd’s Finland Station in a sealed
train like a biological weapon in human form. He immedi-
ately began tearing down the Provisional Government with
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the slogan “Peace, Land, and Bread.” By October, the Bol-
sheviks had seized power in a relatively bloodless coup in
the capital while the rest of the country would prove far
messier.

Once in charge, the reality of “Socialism” revealed itself
quickly. The Cheka — Lenin’s secret police — began round-
ing up “class enemies.” Former officers, intellectuals, ku-
laks (slightly prosperous peasants), and anyone suspected
of insufficient revolutionary zeal were targeted. The Red
Terror was launched in 1918 after an assassination attempt
on Lenin. Thousands were executed without trial. The civil
war that followed was savage on all sides, but the Bolshe-
viks perfected systematic state terror as policy.

Farmers who resisted grain requisitioning were labeled
enemies of the people. Entire villages were starved or shot.
The same working class Lenin claimed to champion soon
discovered that strikes under the new regime were treated
as counter-revolutionary activity. The Kronstadt sailors —
who had helped bring the Bolsheviks to power — revolted in
1921 demanding the original promises of soviet democracy.
Lenin crushed them brutally.

Here was the pattern in its purest form: the utopian
Communist dream required a ruthless socialist elite to
“protect” it. And that elite, once installed, showed every
intention of staying installed. The withering away of the
state? Postponed indefinitely. The classless society? Also
postponed. The new ruling class — Party officials, commis-
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sars, and their families — began enjoying privileges that
made the old Tsarist bureaucracy look almost quaint.

The German Kaiser and his aristocratic circle watched
all this with a mixture of horror and grim vindication. They
had helped Lenin destabilize Russia to knock her out of the
war — a cynical wartime gambit. What they saw emerging
was something far worse than the Tsar: a fanatical, ideolog-
ically driven regime that openly preached world revolution
and the destruction of all traditional authority, including
their own. The anger and fear this generated in conserva-
tive and aristocratic circles across Europe would echo for
decades — and would later help fuel the rise of movements
promising to fight fire with fire.

Lenin had successfully bridged the gap Marx left open.
He turned a beautiful but impractical philosophical ghost
into a functioning machine for elite control dressed in red
flags and workers’ slogans.

The Communist Ghost had found its most effective exor-
cist — or rather, its most effective summoner in a new form.
The age of Socialism as the practical craft of tyranny had
begun.

And the 20th century would soon pay the price in tens
of millions of lives.
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6. GERMANY'S TURBULENT PATH: THE KAISER, WAR,
& TWO REVOLUTIONS

n one of the most spectacular own-goals in modern
history, the German Kaiser decided to play with fire —
and then handed the matches to the man most likely
to burn down the entire neighborhood.

By 1915, Kaiser Wilhelm II and his generals were stuck in
a brutal two-front war. The Western Front had bogged
down into trench slaughter. The
Eastern Front against Russia
was costly and endless. The so-
lution? Why not destabilize the
cousin-Tsar from within? After
all, “the enemy of my enemy is
my friend” — even if that friend
is a fanatical tyrant who wants
to abolish emperors every-
where, including the one in
Berlin.

Enter Alexander Parvus (a
colorful revolutionary-cum-
businessman) and other inter-
mediaries. German diplomats
and the Foreign Office began funneling serious money to
anti-Tsarist groups, through the hands of fraudster Parvus
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and right to the Bolsheviks. According to documents un-
covered decades later, the German government poured at
least 26 million marks (some roughly 90 million euros in
today’s value) into revolutionary propaganda and opera-
tions in Russia by the end of 1917. Some estimates run signif-
icantly higher. It was one of the most expensive — and
shortsighted — investments in world history.

The crown jewel of this operation came in April 1917.
Lenin, stranded in Swiss exile and fuming at the slow pace
of events, was offered a deal he couldn’t refuse: safe pas-
sage through Germany in a sealed train. German authorities
carefully selected companions, arranged logistics, and even
gave the carriage extraterritorial status so no one could
board or leave. It was like shipping a guided missile across
enemy lines — except the missile was a 47-year-old revolu-
tionary with a gift for oratory and zero scruples about ac-
cepting imperialist gold to fund his anti-imperialist revolu-
tion.

Lenin arrived at Petrograd’s Finland Station like a rock
star with a very dangerous playlist. Within months, the Bol-
sheviks had seized power. Mission accomplished — from the
German perspective. Russia was knocked out of the war via
the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk in 1918, freeing German troops
for the Western Front. But here’s the punchline that keeps
on giving: Lenin immediately turned the weapon around.

While happily using German money and logistics, Lenin
never forgot his internationalist mission. He and the Bol-

sheviks actively supported revolutionary agitation inside
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Germany. German soldiers and sailors, exhausted by years
of slaughter and nasty aristocratic military officers, were
bombarded with Bolshevik propaganda. The very virus the
Kaiser had exported began mutating and spreading back
home.

The end came in dramatic fashion in late 1918. With de-
feat looming on the Western Front, the German High
Command ordered the navy to launch a suicidal final sortie
a la Kamikaze against the British. The sailors — many al-
ready radicalized — said “No thanks, Dankeschon.” The Kiel
mutiny in early November 1918 spread like wildfire. Work-
ers’ and soldiers’ councils, echoing the Russian soviets,
sprang up. The revolution that Wilhelm had helped birth in
Russia came knocking on his own door.

On November 9, 1918, the Kaiser abdicated and fled to
the Netherlands, where he would spend the rest of his life
chopping wood and complaining about everyone who had
betrayed him (i.e., basically the entire world after paying
them millions). Two days later, the armistice was signed.
Imperial Germany was dead.

What followed were two chaotic, overlapping revolu-
tions in Germany. The moderate Social Democrats (SPD)
tried to establish a parliamentary democracy — the Weimar
Republic. The radical left, inspired by Lenin and led by fig-
ures like Rosa Luxemburg and Karl Liebknecht (Spartacus
League), wanted a full Soviet-style system. Street fighting
erupted in Berlin and elsewhere. In January 1919, the mod-
erate socialists — terrified of Bolshevik chaos — unleashed
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the Freikorps (right-wing paramilitary groups) to crush the
Spartacist uprising. Luxemburg and Liebknecht were mur-
dered.

The pattern was now crystal clear: Socialism, born as
the “practical” bridge to Communist utopia, had created a
new template for elite vanguard rule. And every faction —
moderate socialists, radical communists, and the angry na-
tionalist right out to save the woodchopping emperor from
his Dutch exile— was learning the same dark lessons about
power, violence, and how to justify both in the name of the
people.

The Kaiser’s cynical gamble had not only helped create
the Soviet monster; it had imported revolutionary chaos
directly into the heart of Germany. The old imperial order
was gone. In its place arose a volatile mix of wounded na-
tional pride, economic misery, and competing socialist vi-
sions — all of which would set the stage for the next, even
darker chapter.

The tyrannical Socialist shield around the Communist

Ghost had left Russia behind. It had taken up residence in
Germany — and it was settling in all too comfortably.
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1. HITLER'S MUNICH PUTSCH OF 1923
0

ermany in 1923 was not a country. It was a nervous
breakdown with borders. Hyperinflation had
turned the mark into wallpaper. A loaf of bread cost
billions. Pensioners wheeled wheelbarrows full of
cash to the bakery and still couldn’t buy dinner. The French
occupied the Ruhr. The govern-
ment printed money like a mal-
functioning slot machine.

And in the Bavarian South,
the mood was particularly spicy:
monarchists, Freikorps veterans,
and assorted right-wing hot-
heads viewed the Weimar Re-
public as an illegitimate, Jewish-
Bolshevik abomination imposed
by the Versailles victors.

Enter a loud, angry Aus-
trian corporal with a gift for public speaking and a deep
personal grudge against the world in general.
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Adolf Hitler had drifted into Munich after the war, joined
the tiny German Workers’ Party (soon rebranded as the Na-
tional Socialist German Workers’ Party — yes, they really
called it that), and quickly turned it into his personal vehi-
cle. By 1923 he was a local star on the far-right scene, sur-
rounded by disgruntled ex-officers, romantic nationalists,
and men who still wore their old uniforms under their civil-
ian clothes.

The broader ecosystem was even more colorful. The Or-
ganisation Consul — a secret right-wing terror network —
had already assassinated several prominent Weimar politi-
cians, including Foreign Minister Walther Rathenau. Pro-
monarchy military officers who despised the “November
criminals” of the Weimar Republic from the north found a
safe haven in Munich. The Bavarian state police president,
Ernst Pohner, was openly sympathetic and essentially gave
the extremists a free hand. Even the remnants of the 1920
Bavarian militia or Einwohnerwehr, which had been forced
to disarm under World War I Allied pressure, provided a
ready pool of armed, angry Bavarian men and women.

This was the world of the failed Kapp Putsch of 1920 still
echoing. That earlier attempt to overthrow the Weimar
government in Berlin had collapsed quickly, but it showed
the pattern: right-wing nationalists were willing to use
murderous force against the Republic they considered a be-
trayal of Germany - and to the exiled Kaiser in the Nether-
lands still chopping woods, of course.
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By November 1923, Hitler decided it was his turn. In-
spired by Mussolini’s recent March on Rome, he planned
his own “March on Berlin” — starting, conveniently, in Mu-
nich. On the night of November 8, he and his armed fol-
lowers burst into the Biirgerbrdukeller beer hall during a
speech by the Bavarian State Commissioner Gustav von
Kahr. Hitler jumped on a table, fired a shot into the ceiling,
and declared the national revolution had begun. He an-
nounced a new government with himself, General Luden-
dorff (the famous WWI general), and others at the helm.

It was pure revolutionary theater — and it was pure
farce. The next day, the promised march through Munich
turned into a disorganized procession of about 2,000 men.
When they reached Munich’s central Odeonsplatz, police
and army units opened fire. Sixteen Nazis and four police-
men died in the brief shootout. Hitler dislocated his shoul-
der diving for cover — or so the legend later claimed “heroic
injury”. Ludendorff simply strolled through the bullets like
an indignant Prussian grandfather and was arrested. The
putsch collapsed in under 24 hours.

Hitler was arrested and put on trial in Munich in early
1924. And here history delivered one of its finest jokes: the
Bavarian court treated him with kid gloves. The judges
were sympathetic. Hitler was allowed to turn the trial into a
weeks-long propaganda platform, delivering long, rambling
monologues about betrayal, Versailles, and Jewish-Bolshe-
vik conspiracies. The German public outside Bavaria barely
knew who he was before the trial. By the end, thanks to
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generous media coverage, the whole country knew his
name.

In April 1924 he was convicted of high treason — and
sentenced to a luxurious stay in Landsberg Prison. Five
years, with parole eligibility after some months. Comfort-
able cell, a flood of visitors, fresh flowers, beer deliveries,
and plenty of time to dictate his thoughts. The Beer Hall
Putsch had failed as a vanguard military operation. But as
political theater and personal branding exercise, it was a
smashing success.

Once again, the socialist pattern repeated in mutated
form: a vanguard (this time nationalist rather than interna-
tionalist) claiming to speak for the people, promising to
restore order and dignity, while openly admiring the meth-
ods of their supposed enemies. Hitler had watched Lenin’s
success closely. He understood the power of the vanguard
party, the usefulness of crisis, and the emotional public ap-
peal of a strong leader promising to smash both the old
elites and the new Bolshevik threat.

The Communist Ghost was already helplessly looking at
its perverted form of elite Socialism in Russia, as it was now

watching its darker sibling take shape in Germany.

The stage was set for the next act: turning failure into
mythology inside a comfortable prison fortress.
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8. THE LANDSBERG PRISON YEARS & THE FORGING OF
IDEOLOGY

f failure is the mother of success, then Adolf Hitler’s

mother must have been working overtime in 1924.

After the comedic disaster of the Beer Hall Putsch,

Hitler found himself in
Landsberg Prison — but not the
grim dungeon one might ex-
pect for a man convicted of
high treason.

Bavarian justice had a soft
spot for right-wing nationalists. W

Hitler was housed in a comfort- %\

able “fortress” cell (Festung- —— »
. . N 7z

shaft), complete with a nice J— Y’ 75

view, regular visitors, and a le- P — \

nient regime that felt more like

a subsidized writers’ retreat

than punishment. Over 300

people came to pay homage

during his stay. Fresh flowers arrived almost daily. Beer de-
liveries were permitted. The prison staff were star-struck.

Hitler held court like a minor monarch-king in exile, re-
galing guests with monologues while his followers took
notes. It was the best thing that could have happened to a
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struggling agitator: free room, board, publicity, and time to
think.

The most important guest was Rudolf Hess, a loyal early
follower who was also imprisoned in the same Landsberg
fortress hotel. Hess was placed in the cell next door. The
doors stayed unlocked for much of the day. The two men
could wander, talk, and plot freely. Hess, an excellent orga-
nizer and true believer, became Hitler’s personal secretary
and sounding board. He even brought in a typewriter.

Another key visitor was Karl Haushofer, a respected
geopolitics professor and former general. Haushofer intro-
duced sophisticated ideas about “Lebensraum” (living
space), geopolitics, alliances with Japan — on the other side
of the planet — and the supposed destiny of strong nations.
These intellectual seasonings would soon flavor Mein Kampf
and Nazi foreign policy.

It is still widely repeated that Hitler “wrote” Mein Kampf
in Landsberg. The reality was more mundane and more re-
vealing. Hitler talked. He rambled for hours in his charac-
teristic monologues. Rudolf Hess, who could actually type,
did the real work of turning those speeches into chapters,
structuring the material, and producing a publishable
manuscript. Karl Haushofer, who advised Hess during this
period, later stated plainly under interrogation in 1945 that
Hess “actually dictated many chapters of that book” because
“Hess was able to type, while Hitler was not”. The finished
product carried Hitler’s voice and obsessions, but the labor
of turning chaos into a coherent ideological weapon be-
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longed largely to Hess. The romantic image of the solitary
author forging his masterpiece in his lone prison cell served
— and still serves — everyone except historical accuracy.

Written in a bombastic style, the book laid out the
present and future Nazi worldview with brutal clarity:
Germany'’s betrayal by internal enemies (Jews, Marxists,
democrats, regular human beings), the need for a strong
Fiihrer, the rejection of both liberal democracy and Bolshe-
vik internationalism, plus the vision of a racially purified,
expansionist national community of perfect society kind.

What few noticed at the time was how deeply the book
absorbed lessons from the very enemy it claimed to hate.
Hitler had studied Lenin and the Bolsheviks closely. He
admired their ruthlessness, their vanguard party structure,
their willingness to use violence and propaganda, and their
creation of a total ideological state. He simply swapped the
international class struggle for a national/racial one, and
replaced the “proletariat” with the “Aryan Volk.”

National Socialism was not a rejection of socialism. It
was a rival, mutated strain — one that kept the elite van-
guard, the one-party dictatorship, the cult of the leader, the
suppression of dissent, and the promise of a perfect soci-
ety. Only this time the perfect society would be achieved
through blood, soil, and German steel rather than class
abolition.

The prison years transformed Hitler from a provincial
beer-hall demagogue into a man with a fully formed ideolo-
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gy and messianic self-belief — thanks to Bavarian judicia-
ries, Rudolph Hess, Karl Haushofer, plus some 300 prison
visitors. When he was released after just nine months for
“good behavior”, he emerged stronger, more focused, and
legally banned for a while from public speaking in several
states — which only added to his martyr status.

The Communist Ghost had now spawned its twisted sib-
ling. Where Lenin’s Socialism used philosophical cast as the
justification for elite rule, Hitler’s National Socialism used
race and nation. Both promised paradise through total con-
trol. Both replaced the old monarchs and aristocrats with a
new, self-appointed vanguard. Both treated ordinary peo-
ple as raw material for the grand experiment.

Landsberg Prison didn’t just forge a book. It forged a
monster with a coherent worldview — and gave him the
time and platform to perfect his sales pitch.

The Communist Ghost’s naughty sibling was no longer
haunting from the east alone. It had taken up comfortable
residence in a Bavarian fortress cell... and it was preparing
now to march.
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3. NATIONAL SOGIALISM WAS SOGIALISM

he name was never an accident. It was a deliberate
marketing masterstroke. When the German Work-
ers’ Party rebranded itself as the National Socialist
German Workers’ Party (NSDAP) in 1920, it wasn’t try-
ing to hide its ideological DNA — it was advertising it. “Na-
tional” to appeal to wounded
German pride and anti-Ver-
sailles rage. “Socialist” to steal
the thunder (and many disillu-
sioned voters) from the Marx-
ists and moderate Social De-
mocrats. The full name was a
red flag wrapped in a black-and-
white one, designed to attract
both nationalists and those fed
up with capitalist chaos and
Bolshevik terror.

Even the colors told the sto-
ry: the red of socialism, the
black of authoritarian tradition, blended into the muddy
brown of the SA stormtroopers’ shirts. A perfect visual
summary of the hybrid monster being born.

Hitler and his inner circle were remarkably open about
their debt to socialist methods. They despised international
Marxism and its class warfare, but they admired — and
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copied — its organizational genius. A disciplined vanguard
party. Total control of media and culture. A one-party state
that subordinated the individual to the collective. A cult of
the leader. The promise of a perfect society engineered
from above. These were not conservative ideas. They were
socialist ones, retooled for a racial-national framework.

The ultimate goal was never simply “racism for racism’s
sake.” It was the creation of a flawless, harmonious Volks-
gemeinschaft — a genuine people’s community — free of
crime, class conflict, internal weakness, and external
threats. The “perfect race” was the tool, not the destina-
tion. By purifying the bloodline and removing “inferior”
elements, the Nazis believed they could build the strongest,
most efficient socialist society in history. A society where
the state directed the economy, provided for the worthy,
eliminated “useless eaters,” and mobilized every citizen
toward the one allegedly genetically “superior” collective
destiny.

Sound familiar? It was Lenin’s vanguard party with Teu-
tonic characteristics. Where the Bolsheviks used political
and philosophical class as the excuse for elite rule and ter-
ror, the Nazis used race and nation. Both replaced God,
king, and tradition with destiny as the ultimate justifier of
power. Both demanded total loyalty to the Party. Both
viewed ordinary people as raw material to be shaped,
culled, or sacrificed for the greater vision. Both treated dis-
sent as sabotage against the future itself.
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Hitler himself made the connection explicit in private.
He studied Stalin’s methods with interest and openly
praised the efficiency of the Soviet system — while planning
to surpass Stalin’s early Gulags. The Nazis nationalized key
industries, imposed wage and price controls, created mas-
sive public works programs, and built a welfare state for
“racially valuable” Germans. The Nazis despised the “reac-
tionary” old elites — those clueless fossils who lacked the
will or vision to forcefully shape the future — almost as
much as the Bolsheviks did. The difference was cosmetic:
swastikas instead of hammers and sickles, Volk instead of
Proletariat, racial purity instead of class purity. This was
socialism with better branding and worse aesthetics.

The tragic irony is that both systems — Soviet and Nazi —
failed for the same fundamental reason Marx never solved
and Lenin only papered over: you cannot build a utopian
fully Communist society that lacks ownership and capital
for the sake of total equality with a permanent, self-perpet-
uating elite to run it. And that elite, once empowered, nev-
er voluntarily withers away. It simply enjoys the dachas, the
special stores, the limousines, and the power.

The Communist Ghost was always a largely illusionary
utopian construct, dreamed up around 1860 — two full
decade before Edison lit the first practical lightbulb. Social-
ism was the practical vessel that hoisted that ghost on its
sails for propaganda purposes starting some 50 years after
Marx died. But everyone steering the Socialist ship knew
the real propulsion came from armor, guns and swords.
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By the time Hitler took power legally in 1933, the tem-
plate was complete. A socialist vanguard promising par-
adise through total control, dressed in nationalist clothing.
The old monarchies and liberal experiments had been
swept aside. Two rival branches of the same poisonous tree
now dominated Europe. And the 20th century paid the
butcher’s bill for both.

Finally, in light of all the above, we should briefly ad-
dress the term Fascism, which gets thrown around in every
debate today as if it were a distinct species of evil. In reality,
it is neither exclusively “left-wing” nor “right-wing.” The
word derives from the ancient Roman fasces — a bundle of
rods tied around an axe, carried as a symbol of magisterial
power and the right to punish or execute. It represented
strength through unity: one stick can be broken, but a tight-
ly bound bundle cannot.

Benito Mussolini deliberately revived the symbol after
roughly 2000 years. In March 1919 he founded the Fasci
Italiani di Combattimento in Milan, using the ancient Roman
imagery to evoke authority, discipline, and collective force.
The term “Fascism” was re-born. What mattered was not
the label, but the reality: another vanguard claiming to
speak for the people while building a bundled hierarchy of
control and tyranny.

We have now unbundled the centuries-long hypnotiza-

tion. Whether dressed in red, brown, or any other fashion-
able colour, the pattern remains the same.
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AFTERWORD

he Communist Ghost was never meant to be real. It
was a beautiful, haunting illusion — a utopian
dream of perfect equality dreamed up in the gaslit
19th century, decades before electricity lit the mod-
ern world.

Marx birthed it with poetry. Lenin re-birthed it with a
practical operating manual. Hitler re-re-birthed it and gave
it a rival uniform.

What the re-birthers in particular shared was the same
lethal sleight of hand: the promise of paradise required a
ruthless vanguard to get there. The people could not be
trusted to build the future themselves. They needed guid-
ance. They needed discipline. They needed the Party, the
Fiihrer, the Commissar — the new aristocracy cloaked in
the language of the people.

Socialism was never the bridge to Communism. It was
the bridge to power. The ghost provided the moral cover;
the vanguard supplied the armor, the guns, the secret po-
lice, and the willingness to break as many eggs as neces-
sary. Whether the eggs were labeled “class enemies” or
“racial inferiors” mattered less than the unbreakable fact
that someone had to hold the whip. The 20th century’s
body count — over 100 million dead from war, famine, ter-
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ror, and engineered starvation — was not a series of unfor-
tunate accidents. It was the predictable result of handing
unlimited power to ideological elites who believed they
were the chosen instruments of History. The old monarchs
and aristocrats — equally tyrannical — had at times been re-
strained by tradition, naive religion, and the occasional fear
of pitchforks. The 20th century socialist vanguards an-
swered to nothing but their own grand futuristic narrative.

Today the uniforms have changed again. The language
has been updated. The slogans sound gentler. But the pat-
tern remains recognizable to anyone willing to look past the
hypnosis: self-appointed, oftentimes liberal elites promising
to blend society through ever-greater control, while waving
the ghost of perfect equality as their banner.

The Communist Ghost still drifts through our debates —
useful, romantic, and safely dead in practice. It allows new
vanguards to claim the moral high ground while building a
similar machinery of power their predecessors aimed to
perfect. History is not a morality play. It is a warning. See
clearly. Question the vanguards. And never forget: when
someone promises to deliver utopia through total control,
the only thing that withers away in the end is people’s
choice.

May these pages leave you a little harder to hypnotize.

Jack O’Roof / June 2026
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The Communist Ghost endures not be-
cause it was ever real, but because it is use-
ful.

What began as a 19th-century utopian
dream — classless, stateless, abundance for
all — was never achieved. Instead, it became
the perfect moral shield for a new class of
elites who discovered that the language of
equality is the most effective way to justify
unchecked power.

From Marx’s London exile to Lenin’s sealed
train, from Hitler’s comfortable prison cell
to the gulags and the death camps, the pat-
tern repeated with mechanical precision:
promise paradise, install a vanguard, crush
opposition in the name of the people, and
never let go.

Socialism, in all its mutations — international
or national, red or brown — was never the
bridge to Communism. It was the bridge to
tyranny dressed in the language of libera-
tion. The Ghost provided the poetry. The
vanguards supplied the guns, the camps,
and the bureaucracy.

Today the slogans have been modernized,
the uniforms softened, and the methods
updated. But the core mechanism remains
unchanged: a self-appointed elite claiming
to protect you from yourself while quietly
consolidating control.

History’s clearest lesson is this: whenever
someone promises to deliver utopia through
total political power, run. The only thing
that reliably withers away is your freedom.

See the Ghost for what it is.
And stay awake.
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