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MOON OF ICE

If you gaze long into an abyss, the abyss will gaze back into you.
- NIETZSCHE, Beyond Good and Evil

To all doubts and questions, the new man of the first German Empire has only one
answer: Nevertheless, | will!
-ALFRED ROSENBERG, The Myth of the Twentieth Century

| have seen the man of the future; heis cruel; | amfrightened by him.
-ADOLF HITLER TOHERMANNRAUSCHNING

ENTRIES FROM THE DIARY
OF DR. JOSEPH GOEBBELS, NEW BERLIN
- Trandaed into English by HILDA GOEBBELS

APRIL 1965

TODAY | ATTENDED the gtate funeral for Adolf Hitler. They asked meto give the eulogy. It wouldn't
have been so bothersome except that Himmler pulled himself out of his thankful retirement to advise me
ondl thethings| mustn't say. The old foal gtill believesthat we are laying the foundation for ardigion.
Acquainted as heiswith my natural skepticism, he never ceasesto worry that | will say somethingin
public not meant for the consumption of the masses. It isa pointless worry on his part; not even early
senility should enable him to forget that | am the propaganda expert. Still, | do not question hisinsstence
that heisin rapport with what the massesfed most deeply. | leave such mattersto one who isuniquely
qudified for the task.

| supposethat | was the last member of the entourage to see Hitler dive. Speer had just |€eft, openly
anxious to get back to hiswork with the VVon Braun team. In his declining years he has taken to involving
himsdlf full-time with the space program. This question of whether the Americans or we will reach the
moon first seemsto me anegligible concern. | am convinced by our military experts that the space
program that redly mattersisin terms of orbiting platformsfor the purpose of globa intimidation. Such a



measure seems entirdly judtified if we areto give theFuhrer histhousand-year Reich (or something even
close).

TheFlUhrer and | talked of Himmler’ s plansto make him an SSsaint. “How many centurieswill it be,” he
asked inasurprisingly firmvoice, “beforethey forget | was aman of flesh and blood?’

“Can an Aryan be any other?’ | responded dryly, and he smiled as heiswont to do at my more jestful
moments.

“The spirit of Aryanismisanother matter,” he said. “ The same as destiny or any other workable myth.”
“Himmler would ritudize these mythsinto anew redity,” | pointed out.

“Of course,” agreed Hitler. “That has aways beenhis purpose. You and | areredlists. We make use of
what isavailable.” Hereflected for amoment and then continued: “ The war was a cultura one. If you ask
theman in the street what | redlly stood for, he would not come near the truth. Nor should he!”

| smiled. I'm sure he took that asasign of assent. Thisdudity of Hitler, with its concern for exact
hierarchiesto replace the old social order-and what istrue for theVolk is not dwayswhat istruefor
us-seemed to me just another workable myth, often contrary to our stated purposes. | would never admit
that to him. In his own way Hitler was quite the bone-headed philosopher.

“Mein Fuhrer,” | began, entirdly aformality in such asituation but | could tell that he was pleased | had
used the address, “the Americanslove to make fun of your most famous statement about the Reich that
will last one thousand years, as though what we have accomplished now is an immutable status quo.”

Helaughed. “| love those Americans. | redly do. They believe their own democratic propaganda. . . S0
obvioudy what wetell our people must be what we believe! American credulity is downright refreshing at
times, especidly after dedling with Russians”

On the subject of Russans Hitler and | did not ways agree, so there was no point in continuing that line
of didogue a thislate date. Before he died | desperately wished to ask him some questions that had
been haunting me. | could see that his condition was deteriorating. Thiswould be my last opportunity.

The conversation rambled on for abit, and we again amused ourselves over how Franklin Delano
Roosevet had plagiarized Nationa Socidism’s Twenty-five Points when heissued hisown list of
economic rights. How fortunate for us that when FDR borrowed other of our policies, hefell flat on his
face. War will dways be the most effective method for digposing of surplus production, athough infinitely
more hazardousin anuclear age. We never thought that FDR could push Americainto using our
approach for armaments production.

Hitler summed up: “Roosevdt fell under the influence of the madman Churchill; that’ swhat happened!”

“Fortunately our greatest enemy in Americawas impeached,” | said. Thelast thing we' d needed was a
competing empire-builder with the resources of the North American continent. | till fondly recaled the
afternoon the American Congress was presented with evidence that FDR was atraitor on the Pearl
Harbor question.

“I’ve never understood why President Dewey didn’t follow FDR’ slead,domestically ,” Hitler went on.
“They remained in the war, after dl. My God, the man even released American-Japanese from those
concentration camps and indsted on restitution payments! And this during the worgt fighting in the
Pecific!”

“That was largdly the influence of Vice Presdent Taft,” | reminded Hitler. His remarkable memory had



suffered these last years.

“Crazy Americans,” he said, shaking hishead. “ They are the most unpredictable people on earth. They
pay for their soft heartsin racid pollution.”

We moved on into small talk, gossiping about various wives, when that old perceptiveness of theFUhrer
touched me once again. He could tell that | wasn't speaking my mind. “Joseph, you and | were brothers
inMunich,” he said. “I am on my deathbed. Surely you can't be hesitant to ask meanything . Speak,
man. | would talk in my remaining hours.”

And how he could talk. | remember one dinner party for which an invitation was extended to my two
eldest daughters, Helgaand Hilda. Hitler entertained us with a brilliant monologue on why he hated
modern architecture anywhere but factories. Heillustrated many of his points about the dehumanizing
aspect of giant citieswith referencesto the filmMetropolis . Y et despite her great love for the cinema
Hildawould not be brought out by his entreaties. Everyone else enjoyed the evening immensdly.

On thissolemn occasion | asked if he had believed hislast peech of encouragement in thefinal days of
the war when it seemed certain that we would be annihilated. Despite hiswords of stern optimism there
was quite literdly no way of hisknowing that our scientists had at that moment solved the shape-charge
problem. Thanksto Otto Hahn and Werner Hel senberg working together, we had devel oped the atomic
bomb fird. Different departments had been stupidly fighting over limited supplies of uranium and heavy
water. Speer took care of that, and then everything began moving in our direction. After the first
plutonium came from a German atomic pile it was a certain principle that we would win.

| still viewed that period as miraculous. If Speer and | had not convinced the army and air force to cease
their rivalry for funds, we never would have developed the V-3 in time to ddliver those lovely new
bombs.

In the smal hours of the morning one cannot help but wonder how things might have been different.

We d been granted one advantage when the cross-Channel invasion was delayed in 1943. But 1944 was
thered turning point of the war. Hitler hesitated to use the nuclear devices, deeply fearful of the radiation
hazardsto our sde aswedll asthe enemy. If it had not been for the nation attempt of July 20th, he
might not have found the resolve to issue the al-important order: destroy Patton and his Third Army
before they become operationa, before they invade Europe like a cancer. What a glorious time that was
for dl of us, aswell asmy own career. For the Russians there were to be many bombs, and many
German desths among them. It was asmdll price to stop Marxism cold. Even our concentration campsin
the East recelved afina termination order in the form of the by-now familiar mushroom clouds.

If the damned Allies had agreed to negotiate, dl that misery could have been avoided. Killing was
dictated by higtory. Hitler fulfilled Destiny. He never forgave the West for forcing him into atwo-front
war, when he, the chosen one, wastheir best protection against the Savic hordes.

How he' d wanted the British Empire on our sde. How he'd punished them for their folly. A remaining
V-3 had delivered The Bomb on London, fulfilling apolitica prophecy of theFuhrer . He had regretted
that; but the premier war crimind of our time, Winston Churchill, had left him no dternative. They started
unrestricted bombing of civilians, well, wefinished it. Besides, it made up for the failure of Operation Sea
Lion.

Right doesn’t guarantee might. The last years of the war taught usthat. How had Hitler found the strength
tofill usal with hope when there was no reason for anything but despair? Could he redly foretell the
future?

“Of course not,” he answered. “1 had reached the point where | said we would recover at the last second



with a secret wegpon of invinciblemight . . .without believing it at all ! It was pure rhetoric. | had lost
hope long ago. Thetiming on that last speech could not have been better. Fatewas on our sde.”

So a last | knew. Hitler had bluffed usdl again. As he had begun, so did he end: the living embodiment
ofwill .

| remembered his exdtation at the films of nuclear destruction. He hadn’t been that excited, I’ m told,
since he was convinced of the claim for VVon Braun’ srockets-and it took afilm for that, aswell.

At each report of radiation dangers, he had the more feverishly buried himsdlf in theFlhrerbunker |
despite assurances of every expert that Berlin was safe from falout. Never inmy life havel known aman
more concerned for his health, more worried about the least bit of asore throat after a grueling harangue
of agpeech. And the absurd lengths he went to for hisdiet, limited even by vegetarian standards. Y et his
precautions had brought him to this date, to see himself master of al Europe. Who wasin aposition to
criticizehim ?

He had away of making mefed likeagiant. “I should have listened to you so much earlier,” he now told
me, “when you called for Totdlization of War on the homefront. | wastoo soft on Germany’s
womanhood. Why didn’t | listen to you?” Once he complimented a subordinate, he was prone to
continue. “It was an inspiration, the way you pushed that morale-boosting joke: *If you think thewar is
bad, wait until you see the peace, should welose” ” He kept on, remembering to include my handling of
the foreign press duringKristalnacht , and finaly concluding with hisfavorite of al my propaganda
symbols: “Y our ideato use the same raillway carriage from the shameful surrender of 1918, to receive
France' s surrender in 1940, was the greatest pleasure of my life.” His pleasure was contagious.

He propped himsdlf up dightly in bed, agleam of joy in hiseyes. Helooked like alittle boy again. “I’ll tell
you something about my thousand years. Himmler investsit with the mysticism you’ d expect. Ever notice
how Jews, Mudims, Chrigtians, and our very own pagans have a predilection for millennia? The number
worksamagic spell onthem.”

“Punditsin America observe that dso. They say the number is merely good psychology, and point to the
longevity of the ancient empires of China, Rome, and Egypt for smilar numerica records. They say that
Germany will never hold out that long.”

“Itwon't,” said Hitler, matter-of-factly.

“What do you mean?’ | asked, suddenly not sure of the direction he was moving. | suspected it had
something to do with the cultura theories, but of his grandest dreams for the future Hitler had dways
been reticent . . . even with me.

“It will take at least that long,” he said, “for the New Culture to take root on earth. For the New Europe
to bewhat | have foreseen.”

“If Von Braun has hisway, we'll belong gone from earth by then! At least he seemsto plan passages for
many Germans on his spaceships.”

“Germang!” spat out Hitler. “What care | for Germans or Von Braun’s space armada? L et the technical
sde of Europe spread out its power in any direction it chooses. Speer will betheir god. Heisthe best of
that collection. But |et the other side determine the values, man. The values, the spiritual essence. Let
them move through the galaxy for al | care, so long asthey look homeward to me for the guiding cultura
principles. And Europe will be the eterna monument to that vision. | spesk of aReich lasting athousand
years? It will take that long to finish the job, to build something that will then last for the rest of eternity.”



Theold firewasreturning. Hisvoice wasits old, strong hypnotic saf. Hisbody quivered with the glory of
his persond vision, externalized for the whole of mankind to touch, to worship . . . or to fear. | bowed
my head in the presence of the grestest man in history.

Hefdl back for aminute, exhausted, logt in the phantasms behind his occluded eyes. Looking at the
weary remains of this once-human dynamo, | was sympathetic, dmost sentimental. | said: “Remember
when we first met through our anti-Semitic activities? It was an immediate bond between us.”

He chuckled. “Oh, for the early days of the Party again. At the beginning you thought me too bourgeois.”

Hewas dying in front of me, but hismind was as dert as ever. “Few people understand why we singled
out the Jew, even with al the Nazi literature available,” | continued.

Hetook adeep breath. “1 was going to turn al of Europe into acanvas on which I’ d paint the future of
humanity. The Jew would have been my severest and most obstinate critic.” TheFuhrer dwayshad agift
for the apt metaphor. “Y our propaganda helped keep the popul ace inflamed. That anger was only fuel
for thetask a hand.”

We had discussed on previous occas ons the fundamental nature of the Judeo-Christian ethic, and how
the Christian was a spiritua Semite (as any pope would observe). The Jew had made an easy scapegoat.
There was such afine old tradition behind it. But once the Jew wasfor al practica purposes removed
from Europe, there remained the vast mass of Chrigtians, many Germans among them. Hitler had
promised strong measuresin confidential Satementsto high officias of the SS. Martin Bormann had been
the most ardent advocate of theKirchenkampf , the campaign againgt the churches. In the ensuing years
of peace and the nuclear stdemate with the United States little had come of it. | brought up the subject
agan.

“It will take generations,” he answered. “ The Jew isonly the first step. And please remember that
Chrigtianity will by no means bethe last obstacle, ether. Our ultimate enemy isan idea.dominant in the
United Statesin theory, if not in practice. Their love of theindividua is more dangerousto usthan even
mystica egditarianism. In the end the decadent idea of complete freedom will be more difficult to handle
than al the rdigions and other imperia governments put together.” He lapsed back into silence, but only
for amoment. “We are thelast bastion of true Western civilization. Americais dways afew stepsfrom
anarchy. They would sacrifice the sate to the individua'! But Soviet communism-despite an ideol ogy-was
little better. Its state was dl muscles and no brain. It forbade them to get the optimum use out of their
best people. Ah, only in the German Empire, and especidly herein New Berlin, do we seetheided at
work. The state uses most individuals as the sheep they were meant to be. More important isthat the
superior individua isalowed to use the state.”

“Likemogt of theGauleiters 7’ | asked, again in a puckish mood.

Helaughed in aloud and healthy voice. “Good God,” he said. “Nothing’ s perfect . . . except the SS, and
thework you did in Berlin.”

| did not have the heart to tell him that | thought he had been proved soundly mistaken on one of his
predictions for the United States. With the nuclear aemate and the end of the war-Americahaving used
itsatomic bombsin the Orient, and riveting the world' s attention in the same fashion as we-the isolationist
forcesin that country had had aresurgence. In afew years they had moved the country back to the
foreign palicy it held before the Spanish-American War. Hitler had predicted grim consequences for that
country’ s economy. Thereverse unobligingly cametrue. Thiswasin part because the new isolationists
didn’'t believe in economic isolation by any means; they freed American corporationsto protect their own
interests.



Thelatest reports | had seen demonstrated that the American Republic was thriving, even as our
economy was badly suffering from numerous entanglements that go hand-in-gauntlet with an imperia
foreign policy. We had quite smply overextended oursalves. New Berlin, after all, was modeled on the
old Rome. . . and like the Roman Empire we were having trouble financing the operation and keeping
the population amused. Therearetimes| missour old dogan: Gold or Blood?

I’'m as dedicated aNationa Socidist asever, but | must admit that Americadoes not have our problems.
What it hasisalot of goods, awillingnessto do businessin gold (our stockpile of which increased
markedly after thewar), and paper guarantees that we would not interferein their hemisphere. We keep
our part of thebargain fairly well: al adultsunderstand thet Latin Americaisfar game.

Thereis, of course, no censorship for the upper strata of Nazi Germany. The friends and families of high
Reich officiadom can openly read or see anything they want. | dill have trouble with thismodificationin
our policy. At least | keep cherished memories of 1933, when | personally gave the order to burn the
books at the Franz Joseph Platz outsde Berlin University. | have never enjoyed mysdlf morethan inthe
period when | perfected an acid rhetoric as editor of Der Angriff , which more often than not inspired the
destruction of writingsinimical to our point of view. It was a pleasure putting troublesome editorsin the
camps. Those days seem far away now. Many enjoyAll Quiet on the Western Front !

Hitler would not have minded a hearty exchange on the subject of censorship. He likes any topic that
relates at some point to the arts. He would have certainly preferred such adiscussion to arguing about
capitaist policy in America | didn’t pursue either. | am satisfied to leave to these diary pages my
conclusion that running an empire isalot more expensve than having afat republic, sitting back, and
collecting profits. The British used to understand. If they hadn’t forgotten, we probably wouldn’t be
where we are today.

Ironicaly for someone reputed to be apolitical and military genius, Hitler has spent the entirety of his
retirement (he holds histitle for life) ignoring both subjects and concentrating on his cultural theories. He
became a correspondent with the woman who chairs the anthropology department of New Berlin
University (no hearth and home for her) and behaved dmost as though he were jealous of her job. Lucky
for her that he didn’t stage aputsch . Besides, she was afully accredited Nazi.

| think that Evatook it quite well.Kinder, Kiche, Kirche!

Asl gtood in Hitler’ s sickroom, watching the man to whom | had devoted my life waning before me, |
felt an odd ambivaence. On one hand | was sorry to see him go. On the other hand | felt akind of-I’'m
not sure how to put it-release. It was as though, when he died, | would at |ast begin my true retirement.
The other years of supposed resignation from public life did not count. Truly Adolf Hitler had been & the
very center of my life.

| wish that he had not made his parting comment.“ Herr Dr. Goebbels,” he said, and the returned
formality made me uncharacteristically adopt amilitary posture, “1 want to remind you of onething.
Shortly before his death Goering agreed with me that our greatest coup was the secrecy with which we
handled the Jewish policy. The atom-bombing of camps was abonus. Despite the passage of time |
believe this secret should be preserved. In fact, there may come aday when no officid in the German
government knows of it. Only the hierarchy of the SSwill preserve the knowledge in their initiatory rites.”

“Allied propaganda continues to spesk of it,mein Fuhrer . Various Jewish organizationsin Americaand
elsawhere continue to mourn the lost millions every year. At least Stain receives his share of blame.”

“Propagandais onething. Proof isanother. Y ou know thisaswell asanyone. I'd like to hear you agree
that the program should remain a secret. Asfor Stalin’s death camps, talk that up forever.”



| was taken aback that he would even speak of it. “Without question, | agree!” | remembered how we
had exploited in our propaganda the Russian massacre of the Poles at Katyn. The evidence was solid . . .
and thereis such athing asworld opinion. | could see hispoint. At thislate date there waslittle
advantage in admitting to our vigorous policy for the Jews. The world situation had changed since the
war.

Nevertheess hisrequest seemed peculiar and unnecessary. Inthelight of later events | cannot help but
wonder whether or not Hitler really was psychic. Could he have known of the persond disaster that
would soon engulf members of my family?

* % %

THE CONVERSATION kept running through my mind on the way to the funeral. Aswe traveled under
Speer’ s Arch of Triumph, | marveled for-1 suppose-the hundredth time at his architectural genius.
Germany would be paying for this city for the next fifty years, but it was worth it. Besides, we had to do
something with all that Russian gold! What isgold, in the end, but adown payment on the future, beit the
greatest city in theworld or buying products from America?

The procession moved a asnail’ s pace, and considering the distance we had to cover | felt it might be
the middle of the night by the time we made it to the Great Hall. The day lasted long enough, asit turned
out.

The streets were thronged with sobbing people, Hitler' s beovedVolk . The swastika flew from every

window; | thought to conceive a poetic image to describe the thousands of fluttering black shapes, but
when dl | could think of wasamyriad of spiders, | gave up.Leave poetry to those more qualified , |
thought-copywriting is never an ode.

Finaly we were moving down the great avenue between Goering' s Paace and the Soldier’ sHall. The
endlessvertical lines of these towering structures aways remind me of Speer’ sice-cathedrd lighting
effects at Nuremberg. Nothing he has done in concrete has ever matched what he did with purelight.

God, what alot of white marble! The glare hurts my eyes sometimes. When | think of how we denuded
Italy of itsmarble to accomplish dl this, | recognize the Duce' s one inva uable contribution to the Grester
Reich.

Everywhere you turn in New Berlin there are statues of heroes and horses; horses and heroes. And flags,
flags, flags. Sometimes | become just alittle bored with our glorious Third Reich. Perhaps success must
lead to excess. But it kegps beer and cheese on the table, as my wife, Magda, would say. | am an author
of it. | helped to build this gigantic edifice with my ideas as surdly as the workmen did with the swest of
their brows and the stones from the quarries. And Hitler, dear, sweet Hitler-he ate up little inferior
countries and spat out the mortar of this metropolis. Never has aman been more the father of acity.

The automohiles had to drive dowly to keep pace with the horsesin the lead, pulling the funeral caisson
of theFuhrer . | was thankful when we reached our destination.

It took awhileto seeat the officiddom. As| wasin the lead group, and seated firdt, | had to wait
interminably while everyone € se ponderoudy filed in. The hal holds thousands upon thousands. Speer
saw to that. | had to sit till and watch what seemed like the whole German nation enter and take seats.

Many spoke ahead of me. After dl, when | wasfinished with the officid eulogy, there would be nothing
left but to take him down and pop him in the vault. When Norway’ s grand old man, Quiding, roseto say
afew words, | was delighted that he only took a minute. Redlly amazing. He praised Hitler asthe
destroyer of the Versailles pendties, and that was pretty much it.



The only moment of interest came when arepresentative of the sovereign nation of Burgundy stood in full
SSregdia A hush fdl over the audience. Most Germans have never felt overly secure at the thought of
Burgundy, anation given exclusvely tothe SS. . . and outside the jurisdiction of German law. It was one
of the wartime promises Hitler made that he kept to the | etter. The country was carved out of France
(which I’'m sure never noticed-all they ever cared about was Paris, anyway).

The SS man spoke of blood and iron. He reminded us that the war had not ended dl that long ago,
athough many Germanswould like to forget that and merely wallow in the proceeds from the adventure.
Thisfeudalist was dso the only speaker at the funera to raise the old specter of the International Zionist
Conspiracy, which | thought was ajustifiable piece of nostalgia, considering the moment. As he droned
on in asomewhat monotonous voice, | thought about Hitler’ s comment regarding the secret death camps.
Of course, there are fill Jews in the world, and Jewish organizationsin Americaworth reckoning with,
and agroup trying to reestablish | sragl-so far unsuccessfully-and understandably no group of people
would rather see usdestroyed. What | think isimportant to remember isthat the Jew is hardly the only
enemy of the Nazi.

By the time he was finished the crowd was seething in that old, pleasing, violent way . . . and | noticed
that many of them restrained themselves with good Prussian discipline from cheering and gpplauding the
speaker (which would not be entirely proper a afunerd). If they had broken protocol, however, | would
have gladly joinedin!

It seemed that an eternity had passed by thetime | stood at the microphone to make my oration. | was
surrounded by television cameras. How things have changed since the rdatively smple days of radio. I'm
sure that many of my ardent supporters were disappointed that | did not give amore rousing speech. |
was the greatest orator of them al, even better than Hitler (if | may say s0). My radio speeches are
universaly acclaimed as having been the ingrumenta factor in upholding German morade. | was more
than just the Minister of Propaganda:1 was the soul of Nationa Socialism.

Toward the end of the war | made the greatest speech of my career, and thisin the face of total disaster.
| had no more believed at the time that we could win than Hitler had when he made hisfina boast about
amysterious secret wegpon sill later in the darkest of dark hours. My friends were astonished that after
my emotional speech | could sit back and dispassionately eva uate the effect | had had upon my listeners.
Such isthe nature of agood propagandist.

Alasfor the nostalgia buffs, there was no fire or fury in my words that day. | was economica of phrase. |
listed his most noteworthy achievements; | made an objective statement about his sure and certain place
in higtory; | told the mournersthat they were privileged to have lived in the time of this man. That sort of
thing, you know.

| finished on aquiet note. | said: “This man was a symbol. He was an inspiration. He took up asword
againg the enemies of anobleideathat had amost vanished. He fought smal and mean notions of man’s
destiny. Adolf Hitler restored the beliefs of our strong ancestors. Adolf Hitler restored the sanctity of
our”-and | used the loaded term-“race.” (I could fed the tirring in the crowd. It works every time.)
“Adolf Hitler isgone. But what he accomplished will never die. . .if ”-I gave them my best stare-“you
work to make sure that hisworld isyour world.”

| was finished. The last echoes of my voice died to be replaced by the strains of Die Walkire from the
Berlin Philharmonic.

Ontheway to the vault | found mysdf thinking about numerous things, none of them having to do directly
with Hitler. | thought of Speer and the space program; | philosophized that Jewry isanidea ; | reveledin
the undying pleasure that England had become the Reich’s“Irdland”; | briefly ran an inventory of my



midiress, my children, my wife; | wondered what it would be liketo livein America, with acolor
televison and bomb shdlter in every home.

The coffin was depodited in the vault, behind a bulletproof sheet of glass. Hiswaxen-skinned image
would remain there indefinitdly, preserved for the future. | went home, then blissfully to bed and deep.

OCTOBER 1965

Last night | dreamed that | was eighteen years old again. | remembered a Jewish teacher | had at the
time, a pleasant and competent fellow. What | remember best about him was his sardonic sense of
humor.

Funny how after dl thistime il think about Jews. | have written that they were the inventor of thelie. |
used that device to powerful effect in my propaganda. (Hitler claimed to have made this historic
“discovery.”)

My so-caled retirement kegps me busier than ever. The number of books on which I’'m currently
engaged ismonumentdl. | shudder to think of dl the unfinished works | shdl leave behind at my degth.
The publisher cdled the other day to tell me that the Goebbe s war memoirs are going into their ninth
printing. That iscertainly gretifying. They sdll quitewdl al over theworld.

My daughter Hilda, besides being acompetent chemist, is serious about becoming awriter aswell, and if
her |etters are any sign | have no doubt but that she will succeed on her own merits. Alas, her politica
views become more dangerous dl thetime, and | fear she would be in grave trouble by now wereit not
for her prominent name. The German Freedom League, of which sheis a conspicuous member, is
composed of sons and daughters of approved families and so enjoysitsimmunity from prosecution. At
least they are not rabble-rousers (not that | would mind if they had the proper Nazi ideas). They are
purdly intellectua critics and as such are accommodated. We are embracing arisk.

It was not too many years after our victory before the charter was passed dlowing for freedom of
thought for the éite of our citizenry. | laugh to think how I initidly opposed the move, and remember dl
too well Hitler' s surprising indifference to the measure. After the war he was atired man, willing to leave
adminigration to party functionaries, and the extenson of ideology to the SSin Burgundy. He became
frankly indolent in hisnew lifestyle.

Anyway, it doesn’t matter now. “Freedom of thought” for the properly indoctrinated Aryan appears
harmless enough. So long as he benefits from the privilege of red persond power at afairly early age, the
zedousdesrefor reformis quickly sublimated into the necessities of intelligent and disciplined

management.

Friday’ sNew Berlin Post arrived with my |etter in answer to a question frequently raised by the new
crop of young Nazis, not the least of whom ismy own son Helmuth, currently under apprenticeshipin
Burgundy. | love him dearly, but what a bother he is sometimes. What afamily! Those six kidswere
more trouble than the French underground. But | digress.

These youngsters are aways asking why we didn’t launch an A-bomb attack on New Y ork City when
we had the bomb before Americadid. If only they would read more! The explanation is self-evident to
anyone acquainted with the facts. Today’ s youth has grown up surrounded by aphalanx of missiles
tipped with H-bomb calling cards. They have no notion of how close we were to defeat. The Allies knew
about Peenemiinde. The V-3 was only finished in the nick of time. Asfor therest, the physicists were not
ableto provide uswith alimitless supply of A-bombs. Therewasn’t even timeto test one. We used dl
but one againgt the invading armies; the last we threw at London, praying that some sympathetic Vakyrie



would help guideit on its course so it would come somewhere near the target. The result was more than
we anticipated.

Theletter explained all thisand aso went into considerable detail on the technical reasons preventing a
strike on New Y ork. Admittedly we had developed along range bomber for the purpose. It was ready
within amonth of our turning back the invasion. But there were no more A-bombsto be deployed at that
moment. Our intelligence reported that America s Manhattan project was about to bear itsfiery fruit.
That’ swhen the negotiations began. We much preferred the Americans teaching Japan (loyd aly though
it had been) alesson rather than making an atomic deposit on our shores. Besides, the war between us
had truly reached a stalemate, our U-boats against their aircraft carriers; and each sde’ s bombers against
the other’s. One plan was to deliver an atomic rocket from asubmarine against America. . . but by then
both sides were suing for peace. | ill believe we made the best policy under the circumstances.

What would the young critics prefer? Nuclear annihilation? They may not appreciate that welivein an
age of detente, but such are the cruel redities. We Nazis never intended to subjugate decadent America
anyway. Ourswas a European vision. Dominating the world isfine, but actually trying to adminigter the
entire planet would be clearly self-defeating. Nobody could be that crazy . . . except for aBolshevik,

perhaps.

Facts have atendency to show through the haze of even the best propaganda, no matter how effectively
the myth would screen out unpleas-antries. So it isthat my daughter, the idedist of the German Freedom
League, isnot critica of our Russian policy. Why should it be otherwise? She worries about freedom for
citizens, and givestheidea of freedom for aserf no more thought than the actual Russian saxf givesit.
Whichisto say noneat al. Hereis one of thefew areaswhere| heartily agree with the late Alfred
Rosenberg.

* % %

ONCE AGAIN MY Fuhrer calsme. And | was so certain dl that was over. They want me at the officia
opening of the Hitler Memoriam a the museum. His paintings will be there, dong with his architectura
sketches. And his stuffed Shepherd dogs. And his complete collection of Busby Berkeley moviesfrom
America Ahwel, | will haveto go.

Thereisjust enough time before departing for me to shower, have sometea, and listen to Beethoven's
Pestorale.

DECEMBER 1965

| loathe Christmas. It isnot that | mind being with my family, but the rest of it is so commercidized, or
el se syrupy with contemptible Christian sentiments. Now if they could restore the vigor of the origind
Roman holiday. Perhaps | should spesk to Himmler. . . . What am | saying? Never Himmler! Too bad
Rosenberg isn't around.

Helga, my eldest daughter, visited usfor aweek. Sheisageneticist. Currently sheisworking on a paper
to show the limitations of our eugenic palicies, and to demonsirate the possibilities opened up by genetic
engineering. All thisisover my head. DNA, RNA, microbiology, andliteral supermen in the end?When
Hitler said to let the technical Sde move in any direction it chooses, he was not saying much. There seems
no way to stop them.

Thereisan old man in the neighborhood who belongs to the Nordic cult, body and soul. Heand | spoke
last week, dl the time watching youngstersice skating under astartlingly blue afternoon sky. Therewas
amogt afary-tde-like quality about the scene, asthisold fellow told mein no uncertain termsthat this



science businessis so much fertilizer. “ The only great scientist I ve ever seen wasHorbiger,” he
announced proudly. “And he was more than a scientist. He was of the true blood, and held the true
higtoricd vison.”

| didn't have the heart to tdll him that the way in which Horbiger was more than ascientist wasin his
mysticism. Horbiger was useful to usin hisday, and one of Himmler’ s prophets. But theman's
cosmogony was utterly discredited by our scientists. Speer’ s technica Germany has alow tolerance for
hoaxes.

Thisold man would hear none of it a any rate. He il believed every sacred pronouncement. “When |
look up a themoon,” hetold mein aconfidentia whisper, “1 know what | am seeing.” Green cheese, |
thought to mysdlf, but | was aware of what was coming next.

“You gill believe that the moonismade of ice?’ | asked him.

“Itisthetruth,” he announced gravely, suddenly affronted as though my tone had given me away.
“Horbiger proved it,” he said with findlity.

Horbiger said it, | thought to myself. So that’ sal you need for “proof.” | |eft the eccentric to hisidle
gpeculations on the meaning of the universe. | had to get back to one of my books. It had been

languishing in the typewriter too long.

Frau Goebbelswasin asufficiently charitable mood come Christmasto invite the entire neighborhood
over. | fdt that | was about to live through another endless procession of representatives of the German
nation-al the pomp of afunera without any fun. The old eccentric wasinvited aswell. | wasjust as
happy that he did not come. Arguing about Horbiger is not my favorite pastime.

Speer and hiswife dropped by. Mostly he wanted to talk about V on Braun and the moon project. Since
we had put up the first satellite, the Americans were working around the clock to beat usto Lunaand
restore their international prestige. Asfar as| was concerned, propagandawould play the deciding role
onworld opinion (as aways). Thiswas an areain which Americahad aways struck me as deficient.

| listened politely to Speer’ sworries, and finally pointed out that the United States wouldn't bein the
position it currently held if so many of our rocketry people hadn’t defected at the end of the war. “It
seems to be arace between their German scientistsand ours,” | said with ahearty chuckle.

Speer did not seem amused. He replied with surprising coldness that Germany would be better off if we
hadn’t lost so many of our Jewish geniuses when Hitler cameto power. | swallowed hard on my
bourbon, and perhaps Speer saw congternation on my face, because he wasimmediatdly trying to
smooth things over with me. Speer isno idedist, but one hdll of an expert in hisfield. | look upon him as|
would awell-kept piece of machinery. | hope no harm ever comestoit.

Speer dways seems to have up-to-date information on al sorts of interesting subjects. He had just
learned that an investigation of many years had been dropped with regard to amissng German geneticist,
Richard Dietrich. Since thisfamous scientist had vanished only afew years after the conclusion of the
war, the authorities supposed he had either defected to the Americansin secret or had been kidnapped.
After two decades of fruitlessinquiry, adepartment decidesto cut off fundsfor the search. I’'m sure that
afew detectives had made alucrative career out of the job. Too bad for them.

Magdaand | spent part of the holidays returning to my birthplace on the Rhindand. | like to seethe old
homestead from timeto time. I'm happy it hasn't been turned into adamned shrine as happened with

Hitler’ s childhood home. Looking at reminders of the past in adry, flaky snowfdl-brittle, yet ssemingly
endless, the same astime itsalf-1 couldn’t help but wonder what the future holds. Space travel. Genetic



engineering. Ah, I aman old man. | fed itin my bones.

MAY 1966

| have been invited to Burgundy. My son Helmuth has passed hisinitiation and isnow afully accredited
student of the SS, on hisway to joining the inner circle. Naturaly heisin a celebratory mood and wants
hisfather to witnessthe victory. | am proud, of course, but just alittle wary of what hisfuture holdsin
gtore. | remain the convinced ideologue, and critical of the bourgeois frame of mind. (Our revolution was
againg that sort of sentimentality.) But | don’t mind some bourgeois comforts. My son will liveahard
and austere life that | hope will not prove too much for him.

No sooner had | been sent the invitation than | aso received atelegram from my daughter Hilda, whom |
had not seen since Y uletide, when she stopped by for Christmas dinner. Somehow she had learned of the
invitation from Helmuth and insisted that | must see her before leaving on the trip. Shetold methat | was
in danger! The message was clouded in mystery because she did not even offer ahint of areason.
Nevertheless | agreed to meet her at the proposed rendezvous because it was conveniently on the way.
And | am dwaysworried that Hildawill find hersdf injail for going too far with her unredigtic views.

The same evening | was cleaning out adesk when | came across aletter Hilda had written when she was
seventeen years old-from the summer of 1952. | had the urge to read it again:

Dear Father:

| appreciate your last |etter and its frankness, athough | don’t understand the point you made.
Why have you not been able to think of anything to say to mefor nearly ayear? | know that you
and Mother have found me to be your most difficult daughter. An example comesto mind: Helga,
Holly, and Hedda never gave Mother trouble about their clothes. | didn’t object to the dresses
she put on me, but could | help it if they were torn when | played? It Smply seemed to me that
more casud attire suited climbing trees and hiking and playing soccer.

From the earliest age | can remember, I’ ve dways thought boys had more fun than girls because
they get to play dl those wonderful games. | didn’t want to be left out! Why did that make
Mother so upset that she cried?

Ever since Heide died in that automobile accident, Mother has become very protective of her
daughters. Only Helmuth escaped that sort of overwhelming protectiveness, and that’ sjust
because he' saboy.

Atfirg | wasn't surethat | wanted to be sent to this private school, but afew weeks here
convinced methat you had made the right decison. The mountains give you room to stretch your
legs. The horsesthey let us have are magnificent. Wolfgang ismine and heis absolutely the
fastest. I'm sure of it.

Soon | will be ready to take my examinationsfor the university. Y our concern that | do well runs
through your entire letter. Now we have something to talk about again. At thispoint it istoo late
toworry. I'msurel’ll do fine. I’ ve been studying chemistry every chancel get and loveit.

My only complaint isthat the library is much too smdl. My favorite book isthe unexpurgated
Nietzsche, where he talks about the things the Party forbade as subjects of public discussion. At
first | was surprised to discover how pro-Jewish he was, not to mention pro-freedom. The more
| read of him, themore | understand his point of view.

One lucky development was abox of new books that had been confiscated from unauthorized



people (what you would cal the wrong type for intellectua endeavor, Father). Suddenly | had in
front of me an orgy of exciting reading materid. | especialy enjoyed the Kafka. . . but I’ m not
surewhy.

Some other students here want to form aclub. They are in correspondence with others of our
peer group who are allowed to read the old forbidden books. We have not decided on what we
would call the organization. We are playing with the idea of the German Reading League. Other
tittlesmay occur to uslater.

Another reason | likeit better in the country than in the city isthat there are not as many rules out
here. Oh, the school hasits curfews and other nonsense but they don't redlly pay much attention
and we can do as we please most of the time. Only one of the teachers doesn’t like me and she
caled mealittle reprobate. | suspect she might make trouble for me except that everyone knows
that you're my Father. That has always helped.

| was becoming interested in aboy named Franz but it came to the dean’ s attention and she told
me that he was not from a good enough family for meto pursue the friendship. | ignored the
advice but within amonth Franz had | eft without saying aword. | know that you are against the
old class boundaries, Father, but believe mewhen | say that they are till around. The people
must not know that Hitler sociaized them.

Now that | think about it, there are more rules out herethan | first realized. Why must there be so
many rules?

Why can't | just be me without causing so much trouble?

Will, | don’'t want to end this letter with aquestion. | hope you and Mother are happy. Y ou
should probably take that vacation you keep telling everyone will be any year now! | want to get
those postcards from Hong Kong!

Love,
Hilda

| sat at the desk and thought about my daughter. | had to admit that she was my favorite and always had
been. Where had | gone wrong with her? How had her hedlthy radicalism become channeled in such an
unproductive direction? There was moreto it than just the books. It was something in her. | waslooking
forward to seeing her again.

On aWednesday morning | boarded aluxury train; the power of the rocket enginesis ddliberately held
down so that passengers may enjoy the scenery instead of merely rushing through. | would be meeting
Hildain asmal French hamlet directly in linewith my find destination. | took along amanuscript-work,
awayswork-thisdiary, and, for relaxation, amystery novel by an Englishman. What isit about the British
that makesthis genre uniquely their own?

Speaking of books, | noticed arotund gentleman-very much the Goering type-reading a copy of my
prewar novel,Michael . | congratulated him on his excdllent taste and he recognized meimmediately. As

| was autographing his copy, he asked if | were doing any new novels. | explained that | found plays and
movie scripts amore comfortable form with which to work and suggested he see my filmed sequel toThe
Wanderer the next time he wasin New Berlin. The director was no lessthan Leni Riefengtahl! I’ ve never
had any trouble living with the fact that my nameisahousehold word. It makes of me atoastmaster much
in demand. My most requested lecture topic remainsthe film,Kolberg .

| contemplated the numerous ways in which my wife' s socid caendar would keep her occupied in my



absence. Since the children have grown up and | eft home, she seems more active than before! 1t's
amazing the number of things she can find to do in aday. | would have liked to attend the Richard
Strauss concert with her but duty calls.

The food on the train was quite good. The wine was only adequate, however. | had high hopes that that
French hamlet would live up to its reputation for prime vintages.

The porter on the train looked Jewish to me. Probably is. There are people of Jewish ancestry livingin
Europe. It doesn’t matter, so long asthe practicing Jew isforever removed. God, we made the blood
flow to cleanse this soil. Of course, I'm speaking figuratively. But what could onedo with Jews, Gypsies,
Partisans, homosexualss, the feebleminded, race-mixers, and al the rest?

We reached the sation at dusk and my daughter was waiting for me. Sheis such alovely child, except
that sheisno child any longer! | can see why she has so many admirers. Her political activities (if they
even deserve such alabel) have not made her any the less attractive. She hasthe classic features. On her
thirtieth birthday | once again brought up the subject of why she had never married. Oh, | am aware that
she has many lovers. Not as many as her father, but gill arespectable number. The question is; Can that
be enough? That she may never reproduce vexes me greatly. As aways her deep-throated laugh mocks
my concern.

A few seconds after | disembarked shewas pulling a my deeve and rushing meto acab. | had never
seen her looking so agitated. We virtudly ran through the lobby of my hotdl, and | felt asthough | were
under some type of house arrest as she bustled me up to my room and bolted the door behind us.

“Father,” shesad dmogt breathlesdy. 1 haveterrible news.” | found the melodramatic derring-do atrifle
annoying. After dl, | had put those days firmly behind me (or so | thought). Leave intrigues to the young,

| dwayssay . .. suddenly remembering in that case my daughter still quaifiesfor numerous adventures. If
only shewould leave me out of it!

“My darling,” | said, “I am tired from my trip and in want of abath. Surely your message can wait until
after | am changed? Over dinner wemay .. ."

“No,” she announced sternly. “It can’t wait.”

“Very wel,” | said, recognizing that my ploy had failed miserably and surrendering to her-shdl we
say-blitzkrieg. “Tell me” | said as| satinachair.

“Y ou must not go to Burgundy,” she began, and then paused as though anticipating an outburst from me.
| am amaster a that game. | told her to get on withiit.

“Father, you may think me mad when | am finished, but | must tell you!” A chip off the old block , |
thought. | nodded assent, if only to get it over with.

She was pacing as she spoke: “Firg of al, the German Freedom L eague has learned something that
could have the worst consequences for the future of our country.” | did not attempt to mask my
expression of disgust but she plowed on regardiess. “ Think whatever you will of the League, but factsare
facts. And we have uncovered the most diabolica secret.”

“Whichis?’ | prompted her, expecting something anticlimactic.

“I am sure that you have not the dightest inkling of this, but during the war millions of Jewswere put to
degth in horrible ways. What we thought were concentration camps suffering from typhus infections and
lacking supplies, werein redlity death camps at which was carried out a systematic program of genocide



" 1 could not believe she' d used Raphael Lemkin’s smear word!

The stunned expression on my face was no act. My daughter interpreted it as befitted her love for
me-shetook it, if youwill, at face vaue.

“I can seethat you're shocked,” she said. “Even though you staged those public demondtrations against
the Jews, | redlize that wasto force the Nazi Party’ semigration policy through. | detest that policy, but it
wasn't murder.”

“Dear,” | sad, trying to keep my voice even, “what you are telling me is nothing more than thoroughly
discredited Allied propaganda. We shot Jewish Partisans, but there’ s no evidence of systematic-”

“Thereisnow,” shesaid, and | believe that my jaw dropped at the revelation. She went on, obliviousto
my horror: “The records that were kept for those camps are al forgeries. A separate set of records,
detailing the genocide, has been uncovered by the League.”

What adamnably stupid German thing to do. To keep records of everything . | knew it had to be true. It
was asif my daughter disgppeared from the room at that second. | could till see her, but only in afuzzy
way. A far more solid form stood between us, theimage of the man who had been my life. It was asif
the ghost of Adolf Hitler stood before me then, in our common distress, in our common deed. | could
hear his voice and remember my promise to him. Oh God, it was my own daughter who wasto provide
thetest. | redly had not the least desire to see her eliminated. | liked her.

What | said next was not entirely in keeping with my feigned ignorance, and if she had been less upset
she might have noticed the implications of my remark as| asked her: “Hilda, how many people have you
told?’

She answered without hesitation. “ Only members of the League and now you.” | heaved asigh of rdlief.
“Don’t you think it would be agood ideato keep this extreme theory to yourself?’ | asked.

“It'sno theory. It'safact. And | have no intention of advertising this. It would make me atarget for those
lunaticsinthe SS.”

So that was the Burgundy connection! | till didn’t ssewhy | should be in any danger during my trip to
Burgundy. Evenif | were innocent of the truth-which every SSofficiad knew to be absurd, sncel wasan
architect of our policy-my sheer prominence in the Nazi Party would kegp me safe from harmin

Burgundy.

| asked my daughter what thisfancy of hers had to do with my impending trip. “Only everything,” she
answered.

“Areyou afraid that they will suspect I’ ve learned of this so-caled secret, which is nothing more than
patent nonsense to begin with?’

She surprised me by answering, “No.” There was an executioner’ s silence.
“What then?’ | asked.

“Itisnot thiscrime of the past that endangersyou,” came the sound of her voice in portentous tones. “It
isacrimeof thefuture.”

“Y ou should have been the poet of the family.”



“If you go to Burgundy, you risk your life. They are planning anew crime againg humanity that will make
World War |1 and the concentration camps, on both the Allied and Axis sides, seem like nothing but a
prelude. And you will be one of thefirst victims!”

Never have felt more acutely the pain of afather for hisoffspring. | could not help but conclude that my
youngest daughter’s mind had only atenuous connection to redlity. Her politica activitiesmust beto
blame! On the other hand | regarded Hilda with a genuine affection. She seemed concerned for my
welfarein amanner | supposed would not apply to a stranger. The decadent creed she had embraced
had not led to any disaffection from her father.

| thought back to the grand old days of intrigue within the Party and the period in the war yearswhen |
referred most often to that wise advice of Machiaveli: “Crudties should be committed dl at once, asin
that way each separate oneislessfdt, and givesless offense.” We had come periloudy closeto
Gotterdammerung then, but in the end our policy proved sound. | was beyond dl that. The state was
secure, Europe was secure. . . and the only conceivable threat to my safety would come from foreign
sources. Y et here was Hilda, her face amixture of concern and anger and-perhaps love? She wastdling
me to beware the Burgundians. She had as much as accused them of plotting against the Reich itsdlf!

| remember how they had invited meto one of the conferences to decide the formation of the new nation
of Burgundy. Those were hectic timesin the postwar period. AsGauleiter of Berlin (one of theFUhrer ’s
few gppointments of that title of which | dways approved) | had been primarily concerned with Speer’s
work to build New Berlin. Thefilm industry was flowering under my persona supervison, | was busy
writing my memoirs, and | wasinvolved heavily with diplomatic projects. | hadn’t redlly given Burgundy
much thought. | knew that it had been a country in medieval times, and had read alittle about the Duchy
of Burgundy. | remembered that the historical country had traded in grain, wines, and finished woal.

They announced at the conference that the historical Burgundy would be restored, encompassing the area
to the south of Champagne, east of Bourbonais, and north and west of Savoy. There was some debate
on whether or not to restore the origina place-names or else borrow from Wagner to create a series of
new ones. In the end the latter camp won out. The capital was named Tarnhem, after the magic helmet in
theNibelungenlied that could change the wearer into avariety of shapes.

Hitler did not officially single out any of the departments that made up the SS; Waffen, Death’ s Head, or
Genera SS. Wein hisentourage realized, however, that the gift was to those members of the inner circle
who had been most intimately involved with both theideologicd and practicd Sde of the extermination
program. Thetrue believers! Given the Reich’s policy of secrecy, there was no need to blatantly
advertisethe reasonsfor the gift. Himmler, asReichsfuhrer of the SSand Hitler' sadviser onracia
matters, was naturaly instrumenta in thistransfer of power to the new nation. Hisriva, Rosenberg, met
his desth.

The officias who would oversee the creetion of Burgundy were carefully selected. Their misson wasto
make certain that Burgundy became a unique nation in al of Europe, devoted to certain chivaric vaues
of the past, and the formation of pure Aryan specimens. It was nothing more than the logica extension of
our propaganda, the secularizing of the myths and legends with which we had kept the people fed during
the dark days of lost hope. Thefind result was a picturesque fairy-tale kingdom that made its money
amogt entirely out of the tourist trade. Americalovesto boast of itsamusement parks but it has nothing
to match this.

Hildainterrupted my reverie by asking mein avoice bordering on sternness. “Well, what are you going to
do?’

“Unlessyou make sense, | will continue on my journey to Tarnhem to see Hmuth.” Hewasliving at the



headquarters of the SS leaders, the territory that was closed off to outsiders, even during the tourist
season. Y et it was by no means unusud for occasiona visitors from New Berlin to be invited there. My
daughter’ s melodrameatics had not yet given causeto worry. All | could think of was how I'd like to get
my hands around the throat of whoever put these idiotic notionsin her pretty head.

She wasvisibly distressed, but in control. Shetossed her hair back and said, “1 am not sure that the
proof | haveto offer will be sufficient to convince you.”

“Aren’'t you getting ahead of yoursalf?’ | asked. “Y ou haven't even made a concrete accusation yet!
Drop this pose. Tell mewhat you think congtitutes the danger.”

“They think you'reatraitor,” she said.

“What?’ | was astounded to hear such words from anyone for any reason. “To Germany?’
“No,” sheanswered. “To thetrue Nazi idea.”

| laughed. “That’ sthe craziest thing I’ ve ever heard. I’ m one of the key-"

“You don't understand,” sheinterrupted. “I'm talking about the religion.”

“Oh, Hilda, isthat al?Y ou and your group have stumbled upon some threstening comments from the
Thule Society, | tekeit?’

Now it was her turn to be surprised. She sat upon the bed. “Yes,” she answered. “But then you know . .
e

“The specifics? Not at al. They change their game every few months. Who hasthe time to keep up? L et
metell you something. The leaders of the SS have dways had tiesto an occult group called the Thule
Society, but there is nothing surprising about that. It isa purely academic exercisein playing with the
occult, the same as the British equivaent-The Golden Dawn. I'm sure you' re aware that many prominent
Englishmen belonged to that club!

“These people are dways harmless eccentrics. Our movement made use of the type without stepping on
pet beliefs. It' sthe same as dealing with any religious person whom you want to be on your side. If you
receive cooperation, it won't be through insulting his spiritud beliefs”

“What about the messages we intercepted?” she went on. “ The threatening tone, the amost deranged-”

“It' show they entertain themselved” | indgsted. “Ligten, you' re familiar with Horbiger, aren’'t you?’ She
nodded. “ Burgundians believe that stuff. Even after the launching of VVon Braun's satdllite, whichinno
way disturbed the eternd ice, asthat old fool predicted! Hisfollowers don’t care about facts. Hell, they
dill believe the moon in our sky isthe fourth moon this planet has had, that it is made of ice like the other
three, that al of the cosmosisan eternd struggle of fireand ice. Even ourFuhrer toyed with those ideas
in the old days. The Burgundians no more want to give up their sacred ideas merely because modern
science has exploded them than fundamentalist Baptistsin Americawant to listen to Darwin.”

“I know,” she said. “Y ou are acting as though they aren’t dangerous.”
“They'renct.”
“Soon Helmuth will be accepted into the inner circle.”

“Why not? He' s been working for that ever since he was ateenager.”



“But theinner circle,” she repesated with added emphasis.
“So he'll beaHitler Y outh for therest of hislife. HE Il never grow up.”
“Y ou don’t understand.”

“I’'mtired of this conversation,” | told her bluntly. “Do you remember severa years ago when your
brother went on that pilgrimage to Lower Saxony to one of Himmler’ s shrines? Y ou were terribly upset
but you didn’t have ashred of reason why he shouldn’t have gone. Y ou had nightmares. Y our mother
and | wondered if it was because asalittle girl you were frightened by Wagner.”

“Now | have reasons.”

“Mysterious threstening messages! The Thule Society! 1t should be taken with agrain of sdt. | saw Adolf
Hitler once listen to a harangue from an especidly unredistic believer in the Nordic cult, bow solemnly
when the man was finished, enter his private office-where | accompanied him-and break out in laughter
that would wake the dead. He didn’t want to offend the fellow. The man was agood Nazi, at least.”

My daughter wasfishing around in her purse as| told her these things. She passed me a piece of paper
when | wasfinished. | unfolded it and reed:

JOSEPH GOEBBELSMUST ARRIVE ON SCHEDULE FOR THE RITUAL
HEWILL NEVER TELL ANYONE

“What isthis?’ | asked her. | was becoming angry.

“A member of the Freedom L eague intercepted a message from Burgundy to someonein New Berlin. It
was coded, but we were able to break it.”

“To whom was the message addressed?’
“ToHenrichHimmler.”

Suddenly | felt very, very cold. | had never trustedder treue Heinrich . Admittedly | didn’t trust anything
that came from the German Freedom League, with a contradiction built into its very title. Nevertheless
something in me was clawing at the pit of my ssomach. Something told me that maybe, just maybe, there
was danger after dl. Crazy as Himmler had been during the war years, he had become much worsein
peacetime. At least he was competent regarding his own industria empire.

“How do | know that thisnoteisgenuine?’ | asked.
“Youdon't,” sheanswered. “| had to take agresat risk in bringing it to you, if that helpsyou to believe.”
“The Burgundians would have stopped you?’

“If they knew about it. | was referring to the German Freedom League. They hate you as much asthe
rest of them.”

My face flushed with anger and | jumped to my feet so abruptly that it put an insupportable strain on my
clubfoot. | had to grab for anearby lamp to keep from stumbling. “Why,” | virtudly hissed, “do you
bel ong to that despicable bunch of bums and poseurs?’

She stood aso, picking up her purse as she did so. “Father, | am going. Y ou may do with this
information asyou wish. | will offer onelast suggestion. Why don’t you take another comfortable
passenger train back to New Berlin, and call Tarnhelm to say that you will be one day |ate? See what



their reaction is?'Y ou didn’t manage to attend my college graduation and I’ m none the worsefor it.
Would it matter so much to my brother were you to help him cel ebrate after the ceremony?’

Sheturned to go. “Wait,” | said. “I’'m sorry | spoke so harshly. Y ou mean well.”
“WEe ve been through this before,” she answered, her back still to me.
“I don’'t see any harm in doing what you suggest. If it will make you happy, I'll delay thetrip.”

“Thank you,” she said, and walked out. | watched the closed door for several minutes, not moving, not
redly thinking.

A haf-hour later | was back at the railroad station, boarding an even dower passenger train back to
New Berlin. | lovethis sort of travel. The rocket engines were held down to their minimum output. The
straining hum they made only accentuated the fact of their great power held in check. Trainsare the most
human form of mass transportation.

With my state of mind in such turmoail | could not do any seriouswork. | decided to relax and resumed
reading the English mystery novd. | had narrowed it down to three suspects, al members of the
arigtocracy, naturaly-dl highly offensive people. The servant | had ruled out as much too obvious. Asis
typica of theform, afew key sentences give up the solution if you know what they are. | had just passed
over what | took to be such aphrase, and returned to it. Looking up from my book to contemplate the
puzzle, | noticed that the woman sitting across from me was a so reading abook, a French title that
seemed vagudy familiar:Le Théosophisme, histoire d’ une pseudo-religion , by René Guenon.

| looked back to my book when | suddenly noticed that the train was dowing down. There was no
reason for it, as we were far from our next stop. Looking out the window, | saw nothing but wooded
landscape under astarry night sky. A tall man up the aide was addressing the porter. Hisrather lengthy
monologue boiled down to asimple question: Why was there the delay? The poor officid was shaking his
head with bewilderment and indicated that he would move forward to inquire. That'swhen | noticed the

ges.

It was yellow. It was seeping in from the air-conditioning system. Like everyonedse| started to get up in
hopes of finding ameans of egress. Already | was coughing. As| turned to the window, with the idea of
releasing the emergency lock, | dipped back down into the cushions as consciousnessfled. Thelast thing
| remember was serioudy regret-ting that | had not found the time to sample a glass of wine from that
hamiet.

| must have dreamed. | was standing aone in the middle of agreat lake, frozen over in the dead of
winter. | was not dressed for the weather but had on only my Party uniform. | looked down at theicy
expanse at my feet and noticed that my boots were freshly shined, the luster dready becoming covered
by flakes of snow. | heard the sound of hoofbegts echoing hollowly on theice, and looked up to seea
small army on horseback approaching. | recognized them immediately. They were the Teutonic Knights.
The dark armor, the stern faces, the great, black horses, the bright lances and swords and shields. They
could be nothing ese.

They did not appear to be friendly. | started walking away from them. The sound of their approach wasa
thunder pounding at my brain. | cursed my lameness, cursed my ingbility to fly, suddenly found mysdf
suspended in the air, and then | had fallen on theice, skinning my knees. Struggling to turn over, | heard a
bloodcurdling yell and they were dl around me. There was awhooshing of bladesin the till, icy air. |

was screaming. Then | wastrying to reason with them.

“I helped Germany winthewar . . . | believeinthe Aryanrace. . . | helped destroy the Jews. . ..” But |



knew it wasto no avail. They werekilling me. The swords plunged in deeply.

| AWAKENED aboard asmal jet flying in the early dawn. For amoment | thought | wastied to my
seat. When | glanced to see what kind of cords had my wrists bound to the arms of the chair, | saw that |
was mistaken. Thefedling of condriction | attributed to the effects of the gas. Painfully | lifted ahand . . .
then with even more anguish | raised my head, noticing that the compartment was empty except for me.
The door to the cockpit was closed.

The most difficult task that confronted me was to turn my head to the left so that | could have a better
view of our location. A dozen tiny needles pricked at the musclesin my neck but | succeeded. | was
placed near the wing and could see agood portion of the countryside unfolding like a map benegth it. We
were over arundown railroad station. Onelast bit of track snaked on beyond it for about haf amile-we
seemed to be flying amost paralld to it-when it suddenly stopped, blocked off by atremendous oak tree,
the size of which was noticeable even from the grest height.

| knew where we were immediately. We had just flown over the eastern border of Burgundy.

| leaned back in my sedt, attempting to have my musclesrelax, but met with little success. They
stubbornly inssted on having their way despite mywill that they be otherwise. | wasterribly thirgty. |
assumed that if | stood | would have a serious dizzy spell, so | called out instead: “ Steward!” No sooner
was the word out of my mouth than ayoung, blonde man in a spotless white jacket came up behind me
holding asmdl, fancy menu.

“What would you like?" he asked.
“An explangion.”

“I'm afraid that is not on thismenu. I’ m sure you will find what you seek when we reach our destination.
In the meantime would you care to dine?’

“No,” | said, relapsing back into the depths of my seet, terribly tired again.
“Some coffee?’ the steward asked, perssting.

| assented to this. It was very good coffee and soon | was fedling better. Looking out the window again,

| observed that we were over alake. There was along-ship plying the clear, blue water-its dragon’s
head glared at the horizon. My son had written me about the Viking Club when hefirst took up residence
in Burgundy. This had to be one of their outings.

Thirty minutes and two cups of coffeelater the intercom announced that we would be landing at
Tarnhelm. From the air the view was excellent: severa monasteries-now devoted to SStraining as
Ordensbirrgen -were Stuated near the village that housed the Russian serfs. Beyond that was il
another lake and then came the imposing castlein which | knew | would find my son.

Therewas anarrow landing strip within the castle grounds and the pilot was every bit the professional.
We hadn’t been down longer than five minutes when who should enter the plane but my son Helmuth! |
looked at him. He had blonde hair and blue eyes. The only trouble was that my son did not have blonde
hair and blue eyes. Of course, | knew that the hair could be dyed, but somehow it looked quite authentic.
Asfor the eyes, | could think of no explanation but for contact lenses. Hemuth had also lost weight and
never gppeared more muscular or healthy than he did now.

Herel was, surrounded by mystery-angry, bewildered, unsettled. And yet the first thing that escaped my
lipswas. “Helmuth, what' s happened to you?’ He guessed my meaning.



“Thisisred blonde hair,” he said proudly. “And the eye color isred aswell. | regret that | am not of the
true genotype, any more than you are. | was given ahormone treatment to change the color of my hair. A
specia radiation trestment took care of the eyes.”

Ashewas saying this, hewas helping meto my feet, as| was il groggy. “Why?’ | asked him. He
would say no more about it.

The sun hurt my eyes as we exited down the ramp from the plane. Two tall, young men-also
blonde-haired and blue-eyed-joined my son and hel ped to usher me inside the castle. They were dressed
in Bavarian hunting gear, with large knives strgpped on at their waists. Their clothes had the smell of
freshest lesther.

We had entered from the courtyard of theinner bailey. The hal we traversed was covered in plush red
carpetsand wasilluminated by torches burning in the wals; this cast aweird lighting effect over the
numerous suits of armor standing there. | could not help but think of the medieva castles Speer drew for
his children every Christmas.

It was along trek before we reached a stone staircase that we immediately began to ascend. | was not
completely recovered from the effects of the gas and wished that we could pause. My clubfoot was
giving me consderable difficulty. | did not want to show any weakness to these men, and | knew that my
sturdy son wasright behind me. | took those steps without dowing down the pace.

Wefinadly came out on afloor that was awash in light from fluorescent tubes. A closed-circuit television
console dominated the center of the room, with pictures of dl the other floors of the castle, from the keep
to the highest tower. There was aso aportrait of Meister Eckhart.

“Wait here,” Helmuth announced, and before | could make any protestations he and the other two had
gone the way we had come, with the door locked behind them. | considered the large window on the
right side of the room with a comfortable couch besideit. | gratefully sat there and surveyed my position
from the new vantage point. Below me was another courtyard. In one corner was what could be nothing
else but an unused funerd pyre. Its height was staggering. There was no body upon it. Along thewall that
ran from the pyre to the other end of the compound were |ettersinscribed of asize easy to read even
from such distance. It was afamiliar quotation:ANY DESCRIPTION OF ORGANIZATION,
MISSION, AND STRUCTURE OF THE SS CANNOT BE UNDERSTOOD UNLESS ONE TRIES
TO CONCEIVE IT INWARDLY WITH ONE'SBLOOD AND HEART. IT CANNOT BE
EXPLAINED WHY WE CONTAIN SO MUCH STRENGTH THOUGH WE NUMBER SO FEW.
Underneath the quote in equally large | etters was the name of its author:HEINRICH HIMMLER.

“A statement that you know well,” came alow voice behind me and | turned to face Kurt Kaufmann, the
most important man in Burgundy. | had met him afew times socidly in New Bexlin.

Smiling in as engaging amanner as| could (under the circumstances), | said, “Kurt,” stressing thet | was
not addressing him formaly, “I have no ideawhy you have seemingly kidnapped me, but therewill be hell

to pay!”
He bowed. “What you fail to appreciate, Dr. Goebbels, isthat | will receive that payment.”

| studied his face-the bushy blonde hair and beard, and of course the bright blue eyes. The monocle he
wore over one of them seemed quite superfluous. | knew that he had 20/20 vision.

“I have no ideawhat you are talking about.”

“Youlack idess, itistrue,” he answered. “ Of facts you do not lack. We knew your daughter contacted



you...

Even at the time this did ogue struck me as remarkably melodramatic. Neverthel ess it was hgppeningto
me . At the mention of my daughter | failed to mask my fedings. Kaufmann had to notice the expression
of congternation on my face. The whole affair was turning into a hideous gamethat | feared | waslosing.

| stood. “My daughter’ s associations with a subversive political group are well known.” Therewas no
reason to mince words with him. “1 was attempting to dissuade her from asuicida course. Why would
you be spying on that?’

The ploy failed miserably. “We bugged theroom,” he said softly.
“Y ou dare to spy onme ? Have you any idea of the danger?’
“Yes” hesad. “Youdon't.”

| made to comment but he raised ahand to silence me. “ Do not continue. Soon you will have more
answersthan you desire. Now | suggest you follow me.”

Theroom had many doors. We left through one at the opposite end from my origina point of entry. |
was walking down yet another hal. This one, however, waslit by eectricity, and at the end of it we
entered an eevator. The contrast between modern technology and Burgundian smplicity was becoming
morejarring dl thetime. Like most Germans who had visited the country, | only knew it firsthand asa
tourist. The reports | had once received on their training operations were not as detailed as | would have
liked but certainly gave no hint of dire conspiracy againgt the Fatherland. The thought was too fantastic to
credit. Even now | hoped for adenouement more in keeping with the known facts. Could the entire thing
be an daborate practical joke? Who would run the risk of such afolly?

The devator doors opened and we were looking out onto the battlements of the castle. | followed
Kaufmann onto the walk, and noticed that the view was utterly magnificent. To theleft | saw the

imported Russian serfsworking inthefields; to theright | saw young Burgundians doing cdisthenicsin the
warm morning air. | was used to observing many blonde headsin the SS. Y et here there was nothing but
that suddenly predictable homogeneity.

Welooked down at the young bodies. Beyond them other young men were dressed in chain-mail shirts
and helmets. They were having at one another with the most intensive swordplay | had ever witnessed.

“Isn’'t that abit dangerous?’ | asked Kaufmann, gesturing at the fencing.

“What do you mean?’ he said, as one of the men ran his sword through the chest of another. The blood
spurted out in afountain as the body dumped to the ground. | was aghast, and Kaufmann' s voice
seemed to befar away as| dimly heard it say: “Did you notice how the loser did not scream? That is
what | cal discipline.” It occurred to me that the man might have smply died too quickly to expresshis
opinion.

Kaufmann seemed wryly amused by my wan expression. “Dr. Goebbels, do you remember the
Kirchenkampf ?’

| recovered my composure. “ The campaign againgt the churches? What about it?’
“Martin Bormann was disappointed initsfailure,” hesaid.

“No morethan |. Thewar years alowed little time for lessimportant matters. Y ou know that the
economic policies we established after the war helped to undermine the strength of the churches. They



have never been weaker. European cinema constantly makes fun of them.”

“They dill exigt,” said Kaufmann evenly. “ The gods of the Germanic tribes are not fools-their indignation
isasgreat asever.” | stared at this man with amazement as he continued to preach: “The gods remember
how Roman missionaries built early Christian churches on the sacred Sites, believing that the common
people would till climb the same hillsthey dways had to worship . . . only now they would pay homage
to afasegod!”

“The masses are not easily cured of the addiction,” | pointed out.
“Y ou comparerdigionto adrug?’

“It was one of the few wise statements of Marx,” | said, with adeliberate edge in my voice. Kaufmann's
face quickly darkened into ascowl. “Not dl reigionsarethe same,” | concluded in an amdliorative tone.
| had no desire to argue with him about the two faiths of Burgundy, the remnants of Rosenberg's
Gnogtics, and the mgority of Himmler’s Pagans.

“You say that, but it isonly words. Let metell you a story about yoursdlf, Herr Goebbels.” | did not
consder the sudden formality agood sign, not theway he said it. He continued: “Y ou aways prided
yourself on being the trueradical of the Nazi Party. Y ou hammered that home whenever you could.
Nobody hated the bourgeoisie more than Goebbels. Nobody was more ardent about burning books than
Goebbels. AsReichspropagandaminister you brilliantly staged the demondirations against the Jews.”

Now the man was making sense. | volunteered another item to hisadmirablelist: “I overheard some
young men humming the Horst Wes-sd song down there during calisthenics.” Manufacturing amartyr to
givethe party itsanthem was gill one of my favorites. My influence was till on the Germanic world,
induding Burgundy.

Kaufmann had been surveying rows of men doing pushups. . . aswell asthe remova of the corpse from
the tourney fidld. Now his stone face turned in my direction, breaking into an unpleasant amile. |
preferred hisfrown. “Y ou misunderstand the direction of my comments, Herr Doktor. | will clarify it. |
wastold a story about you once. | was only asimple soldier at the time but the story made an indelible
impression. Y ou were at a party, showing off for your friends by making four brief political speeches; the
first presented the case for the restoration of the monarchy; the second sung the praises of the Weimar
Republic; the third proved how communism could be successfully adopted by the German Reich; the
fourth wasin favor of National Socidism, at last. How relieved they were. How tempted they had been
to agree with each of the other three speeches.”

| could not believe what | was hearing. How could this dull oaf bein charge of anything but a petty
bureaucratic department? Had he no sense of humor, no irony?“I was demonstrating the power of
propaganda,” | told him.

“Inwhat do you believe?’ he asked.
“Thisisprepogterous,” | nearly shouted. “ Are you impugning-”

“It isnot necessary to answer,” he said consolingly. “I’'m aware that you have only believed in onething
inyour life: aman, not an idea. With Hitler dead, what isleft for you to believe?

“Thisisinsane,” | replied, not liking the shrill sound of my own voicein my ears. “When | was made
Reich Director for Totd War, | demonstrated my genius for understanding and operating the mechanisms
of adictatorship. | wascrucid to thewar effort then.”



He completely ignored my point and continued on his solitary course: “Hitler was more than aman. He
wasaliving part of anidea. He did not dways recognize his own importance. He was chosen by the Vril
Society, the sacred order of the Luminous Lodge, the purest, finest product of the believersin the Thule.
Adolf Hitler was the medium. The Society used him accordingly. He wasthefocal point. Behind him
were powerful magicians. The great work has only begun. Soon it will betimefor the second step. Only
the true man deservesLebensraum .”

Kaufmann was working himself up, | could seethat. He stood closeto me and said, “ Y ou are a political
animd, Goebbels. You bdievethat paliticsisan end initself. Thetruth isthat governments are nothing in
the face of destiny. We are near the cleansing of the world. Y ou should be proud. Y our own son will
play animportant part. Thefinest jest isthat modern scientific method will dso have arole”

Heturned to go. | had no recourse but to follow him. There was nowhere else to go but straight down to
sudden dezth.

We reentered the elevator. “Have | been brought here to witness an honor bestowed on my son?” |
asked.

“In part. You will dso havearole. Y ou saw thetelegram!”

That was enough. There could no longer be any doubt. | was trapped amidst madmen. Having made up
my mind what to do, | feigned an attack of pain in my clubfoot and crouched &t the same time. When
Kaufmann madeto offer aid, | struck wildly, dmost blindly. | tried to knee him in the groin but-failing
that-brought my fist down on the back of hisneck. Thefool went out like alight, faling hard on hisface. |
congratulated myself on such prowess for an old man.

No sooner had the body slumped to the floor than the elevator came to a stop and the doors opened
automaticdly. | jumped out into the hall. Standing there was a naked seven-foot giant who reached down
and lifted meinto the air. He was laughing. His voice sounded like atuba

“They cdl meThor,” hesaid. | struggled. He held.
Then | heard the voice of my son: “That, Father, iswhat we call atrue Aryan.”

| was carried like so much baggage down the hall, hearing voices distantly talking about Kaufmann. | was
tossed on to the hard floor of abrightly lit room and the door was dammed behind me. A muscle had
been pulled in my back and | lay there, gasping in pain like afish out of water. | could seethat | wasin
some sort of laboratory. In acorner was a humming machine the purpose of which | could not guess. A
young woman was standing over me, wearing awhite lab smock. | could not help but notice two things
about her straightaway: she was a brunette, and she was holding asword at my throat.

ASILOOK BACK , the entire affair hasan air of unredlity about it. Events were becoming more fantastic
in direct proportion to the speed with which they occurred. It had all thelogic of adream.

Asl| lay upon thefloor, under that sword held by such an unlikely guardian (I had always supported
military service for women, but when encountering the red thing | found it abit difficult to take serioudy),
| began to take an inventory of my pains. The backache was subsiding so long as | did not move. | was
becoming aware, however, that the hand with which | had dispatched Kaufmann felt like a hot balloon of
agony, expanding without an upper limit. My vision was blurred and | shook my head trying to cleer it. |
dimly heard voicesin the background, and then a particularly resonant one was near a hand, speaking
with complete authority: “ Oh, don't beridiculous. Help him up.”

The woman put down the sword, and was suddenly assisted by ayoung Japanese girl gingerly lifting me



off thefloor and propelling mein the direction of anearby chair. Still | did not see the author of that
powerful voice.

Then | was sitting down and the fema es were moving away. He was stlanding there, hishands on his
hips, looking a me with the sort of anaytica probing | always respect. At first | didn’t recognize him, but
had ingtead the eerie fedling that | wasin amovie. The face made me think of something too ridiculousto
credit . . . and then | knew who it redly was: Professor Dietrich, the missing geneticist. | examined him
more closaly. My first impression had been more correct than | thought. The man hardly resembled the
photographs of his youth. His hair had turned white and he had let it grow. Seeing him in person, | could
not help but notice how angular were hisfeatures. . . how much like the face of the late actor Rudolf
Klein-Roggein therole of Dr. Mabuse, Fritz Lang' s character that had become the symbol of a
super-scientific, scheming Germany to the rest of the world. Although the later films were banned for the
average German, the American-made series (Mabuse' s second life, you could say) had become so
popular throughout the world that Reich officids considered it amark of distinction to own copiesof all
twenty. We gtill preferred the originad series, where Mabuse was obvioudy Jewish.

Since the death of Klein-Rogge other actors had taken over the part, but ways the producers |ooked
for that same startling visage. This man Dietrich was meant for the role. Theavon Harbou would

approve.

“What are you staring &7’ he asked. | told him. He laughed. “Y ou chose the right profession,” he
continued. “Y ou have acinematic imagination. | am flattered by the comparison.”

“What ishappening?’ | asked.

“Much. Not dl of it ishecessary. This show they are putting on for your benefit is rather pointless, for
instance.”

| was becoming comfortable in the chair, and my back had momentarily ceased to annoy me. | hoped
that 1 would not have to move for till another guided tour of something | wasn't surethat | wanted to
see. Tomy relief Dietrich pulled up achair, sat down across from me and started talking:

“I expect that Kaufmann meant to introduce you to Thor when the elevator doors opened and then enjoy
your startled expression as you were escorted down the hall to my [aboratory. They didn’t think you' d
improvise on the set! Well, they’re only amateurs and you are the expert when it comesto good, silly
melodrama.”

“Thor . .."” | began lamely, but could think of nothing to say.

“He snot overly intdligent. I'm impressed that he finished the scene with such dispatch. | gpologize for
my assstant. She had been watching the entire thing on one of our monitors and must have cometo the
conclusion that you are adangerous felow. In person, | mean. We al know what you are capable of in

an officid capacity.”

Aswetaked, | took in my surroundings. The size of the laboratory was tremendous. It waslikebeing in
ascientific warehouse. Although without technica training mysdlf, | noticed that there scemedto bea
lack of systematic arrangement: materials were jJumbled together in adownright doppy fashion, evenif
there were agood reason for the close proximity of totaly different apparatuses. Nevertheess | redized
that | was out of my depth and | might be having nothing more than an aesthetic response,

“They closed thefileonyou,” | said. 1 thought you had been kidnapped by American agents.”

“That wasthe cover gory.”



“Then you were kidnapped by the Burgundians?’
“A reasonable deduction, but wrong. | volunteered.”
“For what?’

“Dr. Goebbels, | said that you have a cinematic imagination. That isgood. It will help you to appreciate
this” He snapped hisfingers and the Japanese girl was by his sde so swiftly that | didn’t seewhere she
had come from. She was holding asmall plastic box. He opened it and showed me theinterior: two
cylinders, each with atiny suction cup on the end. He took one out. “ Examinethis” he said, passngit to
me

“One of your inventions?’ | asked, noticing that it was aslight asif it were made out of tissue paper. Buit |
could tell that whatever the materid was, it was sturdy.

“A colleague came up with that,” hetold me. “He s dead now, unfortunately. Politics.” Heretrieved the
cylinder, did something with the untipped end, then stood. “It won't hurt,” he said. “If you will cooperate,
| promise acinematic experience unlike anything you' ve ever sampled.”

There was no point in resisting. They had me. Whatever their purpose, | wasin no position to opposeit.
Nor isthere any denying that my curiosity was aroused by this seeming toy.

Dietrich leaned forward, saying, “Allow me to attach thisto your head and you will enjoy aunique
production of the Burgundian Propaganda Minigtry, if you will-the sory of my life.”

Without further ado he pressed the small suction cup against the center of my forehead. Therewasa
tingling sensation and then my sight began to dim! | knew that my eyeswere still open and | had not lost
consciousness. For amoment | feared that | was going blind.

There were new images. | began to dream while wide awake, except that they were not my dreams.
They were someone else' sl

| was someone € sel
| was Dietrich . . . asachild.

| was buttoning my collar on acold day in February before going to school. The face that ooked back
from the mirror held a cherubic-amost beautiful-aspect. | was happy to be who | was.

As| skipped down cobbled dtreets, it suddenly struck me with solemn force that | was a Jew.

My German parents had been dtrict, orthodox, and humorless. Anindustria accident had taken them
from me. | was not to be aonefor long. An unclein Spain had sent for meand | went to live there. He
had become a gentile (not without difficulty) but was able to take a child from a practicing Jewish family
into his household.

It did not take more than afew days at schoal for the beatings to begin, whereupon they increased with
ferocity. There was abubbling fountain in easy distance of the schoolyard where | went to wash away the
blood.

Oneday | watched the water turn crimson over the rippling reflection of my scarred face. | decided that
whatever it was a Jew was supposed to be, | surely didn’t qudify. | had the same color blood as my
classmates, after al. Therefore | could not be ared Jew.



| announced this revelation the next day at school and was nearly killed for my trouble. One particularly
stupid lad was so distressed by my logic that he expressed his displeasure with a critiqgue made up of a
two-by-four. Y et somehow in dl thispain and anguish-as| fled for my life-l did not think to condemn the
attackers. My conclusion was that surely the Jew must be amonstrous creature indeed to inspire such a
display. Curang the memory of my parents, | felt certain that through some happy fluke | was not redly
of their flesh and blood.

Amazing asit seems, | became an anti-Semite. | took a Star of David to the playground and in full view
of my classmates destroyed it. A picture of arabbi | also burned. Some were not impressed by this
display, but others restrained them from resuming the bestings. For thefirst time | knew security in that
schoolyard. None of them became any friendlier; they did not seem to know how to takeit.

Suddenly the pictures of Dietrich’s early life disappeared into a swirling darkness. | was confused,
disoriented.

Time had passed. Now | was Dietrich as ayoung man back in Germany, dedicating mysdlf to alife's
work in genetic research. | joined the Nazi Party on the eve of its power, not so much out of vanity as
out of apragmatic reading of theZeitgeist . Naturadly | used my Spanish gentile pedigree, and entertained
my new “friends’ with alittle-known quotation from the canon of Karl Marx, circa 1844: “ Once society
has succeeded in abolishing the empirical essence of Judaism-huckstering and its preconditions-the Jew
will have becomeimpaossible”

The Nazis were developing their eugenic theories at the time. To say the basis of their programs was at
best pseudoscientific would still be to compliment it. At best, the only science involved was terminology
borrowed from the field of eugenics.

| was doing redl research, however, despite the limitations | faced due to Party funding and propaganda
requirements. My work involved negative eugenics, the sudy of how to eliminate defective genesfrom
the gene pool through sdlective breeding. Assuming an entire society could be turned into alaboratory,
defective genes could be diminated in one generation, although the problem might still crop up fromtime
to time because of recessve genes (easily handled).

The decision to breed something out of the population having been made, the door opened asto what to
breedfor , or positive eugenics. Now, so long aswe were restricting ourselves to aquestion of a
particular genetic disease, we could do something. But even then there were problems. What if some
inva uable genius had such a genetic disability? Would you throw out the possibility of hishaving
intelligent offspring just because of onerisk?

Add to thisvaid concern the deranged, mystical ideas of the Nazi with regard to genetics, and the
complicationsredly set in. They wanted to breed for qualitiesthat in many casesfell outsde the province
of red genetics-because they fdll outsderedlity in thefirst place.

During this period in my lifel made another discovery. | wasno longer aracist. My anti-Semitism
vanished asin avagrant breeze. | had learned that there was no scientific basisfor it. The sSincere Nazi
belief that the Jew was a creature outsde of nature was so much rot. Asfor the cultura/mystical ideas
that revolved around the Jew, the more | learned of how the Nazis perceived this, the more convinced |
became that Hitler’ s party was composed of the insane. (An ironic note was that many European Jews
were not even Semitic, but that is beside the point. The Nazis had little concern with, say, Arabs. It was
the European Jew they were after, for whatever reasons were handy.)

Although | had come full circle on the question of racism, something €l se had happened to mein the
interim. My hatred for one group of humanity hadnot vanished. My view of the common heritage of



Homo sapiens led meto despise dl of the human race. Theimplications of this escaped me a thetime,
but it wasthe turning point of my life.

Even a the pesk of their popularity the world of geneticswas only dightly influenced by Nazi thinking.
Scientists are scientistsfirst, ideologues second, if at dl. To the extent that most scientisishave a
philosophy it isagenera sort of positive humanism: so it was with my teacher in genetics, abrilliant
man-who happened to fit the Aryan stereotype coincidentally-and his collaborator, a Jew who was open
about hisfamily background, unlike me.

They were the first to discover the structure of DNA. No, they are not in the history books. By then
Hitler had cometo power. The Nazis destroyed many of their papers when they were judged enemies of
the state-for political improprieties having nothing to do with the research. But | was never found guilty of
harboring any traitorous notions. Long before the world heard of it, | continued thiswork with DNA.
Publishing thisinformation was the last thing | wanted to do. | had other ideas. By giving the Nazis
gobbledygook to make their idiot policies sound good, | remained unmolested. There would be aplace
for meinthe New Order. | remembered when Eingtein said that should histheory of relativity prove
untrue, the French would declare him a German, and the Germans call him aJew. At least | knew my
placein advance,

Through the haze of Dietrich’s memories | could still think; could reflect on what | was
assimilating directly from a pattern taken from another’s mind. | was impressed that such a man
existed, working in secret for decades on what had only recently riveted the world’ s attention.
Only last year had a news story dealt with microbiologists doing gene splicing. Yet he had done
the same sort of experimentation decades earlier.

What had been a trickle suddenly turned into a torrent of concepts and formulae beyond my
comprehension. | felt the strain. With quivering fingers | reached for the cylinder and . . .

The images stopped; the words stopped; the kaleidoscope exploding inside my head stopped; the
pressure stopped . . .

“Y ou have not finished the program, Dr. Goebbels” said Dietrich. 1t was at |east another ten minutes
beforethe ‘red change” ” He was holding the other cylinder in hishand, tossing it lightly into the air and
catching it asthough it were of no importance.

“It'stoo much,” | gasped, “to take dl at once. Hold on, I’ ve just remembered something: Thor, inthe
halway .. . isit possble?’ | thought back over what | had experienced. Dietrich had left smple eugenic
breeding programsfar behind. His search wasfor the chemicad mysteries of lifeitsdlf, like some sort of
mad alchemist seeking the knowledge of aFrankengtein. “Did you-" | paused, hardly knowing how to
phraseit. “Did you create Thor?’

Helaughed. “Don’'t | wish!” he said, amost playfully. “ Do you have any ideawhat you are talking about?
To find the genetic formulafor human beings would require alanguage | do not possess.”

“A language?’

“You'd have to break the code, be able to read the hieroglyphic wonders of not just one, but millions of
genes. It'sdl there, in the chromosomes, but | haven't been ableto find it yet. No one has.” He put his
face near to mine, grinning, eyeswide and staring. “But | will be the first. Nobody can beat metoit,
because only | candoiit!”

For amoment | thought | was back in the presence of Hitler. Thisman was certainly avisonary.
Moreover he was dangerousin afashion beyond any politician.



“Why areyou here?’ | asked.

“They finance mewdll. Look at thesetoys,” he said, pointing at what he told me was an atmosphere
chamber. “Thework isexpengve. Do you know how to invade the hidden territory of lifeitsef? With
radiation and poison to break down the structures and begin anew. To build! | can never livelong
enough, never receive enough sponsorship. It isthework of many lifetimes. If only | had more subtle
toals. . .”

Beforel lost himto ascientist’ sreverie, | changed the subject: “My son’ s hair and eyes have changed.”
“That’ snothing but cosmetics,” he said disdainfully.
“The SSwants you to do that?’

“Itisconsdered amark of distinction. My beautician there’-he pointed at the Japanese girl-“provides
thisminor and unimportant service”

Only afew blonde-haired, blue-eyed people were working in the laboratory. | asked why everyone had
not undergone the trestment. The reason was because the few | had just seen were authentic members of
that genotype. Dietrich was blunt: “We don't play SSgamesin here.”

He showed me his workshop, treating the technicians as no more than expensive equipment. | wondered
how Speer would react to al this. The place was even larger than | had first thought. | wondered what
Holly would make of it dl, cramped in her smal cubbyhole a the universty.

The seemingly endlesswalk activated my pains again. My host noticed this distress and suggested we sit
down again. He had not misplaced the other cylinder. Somehow | was not surprised when he suggested
that | sampleits contents.

“Did| redly sharein your memories?’ | asked him.
“A carefully edited production, but yes.”
“Isthere more of the same in this other one?’

“I'hold in my hand images from a different point of view. | believe that you might find these even more
interesting.” He put the thing on my pam. “Do you want it?’

“| have athousand unanswered questions.”
“Thiswill hdp.”
Shrugging, | placed it to the same point on my forehead and . . .1 did not know who | was .

Invain | searched for the identity into which | had been plunged. What there was of me seemed to bea
disembodied consciousness floating high above the European continent. It waslike seeing in al directions
at once. The moon above was very large, very near the earth-it was made of ice,

Horbiger’ sWelteidehre! It was a projection of one of his prophecies, when the moon would fall toward
the earth, causing great upheavasin the crust-and working bizarre mutations on the life of the planet.

There was a panoramaunfolding like the Worm Ouroboras: ancient epochs and the far future were
melded together in an unbreakable circle. Theworld and civilization | knew were nothing but apassing
aberration in the history of the globe.



| saw ancient Atlantis, not the one spoken of by Plato, but from atime when men were not supposed to
exig. Thefirg Atlantis, inhabited by great giants who preceded man and taught the human race dl its
important knowledge: | beheld Prometheus asredl.

Then | was shown that the pantheon of Nordic gods aso had abasisin thisreveation. Fabled Asgard
was not amyth, but alegend-a vague memory of the giant citiesthat once thrived on earth.

Humanity wasincredibly older than the best estimates of the scientists. More gartling than that wasthe
tapestry flickering in myriad colorsto depict afaraway but inevitable future. All of the human race had
perished but for aremnant of Aryans. And these last men, theseidedlized Viking types, were happily
preparing for their own extermination-making way for theUber menschen who had nothing in common
with them but for superficia appearances. The human race-as| knew it-was not redly “human” at dl.
The Aryan was shown asthat type closest to True Man, but when mutations caused by the descending
moon brought back the giants, then the Aryan could join hisfellowsin welcome oblivion. The masters
had returned. They would cherish thisworld, and perform the rites on the way to the next apocalypse,
theRagnar 6k when the cycle would start again-for the moon of ice would have at last smashed into the
earth.

Theseimages burned into my brain:; gargantuan citieswith spires threatening the stars; science utterly
replaced by afunctiona magic that was the centra power of these psychokinetic supermen who needed
little else; everything vast, endless, bright . . . so bright that it blinded my sight and my mind. . .

With ascream | ripped the device from my perspiring skin. “Thisismadness!” | said, putting my head in
my hands. “It can’t bereally true. The SSreligion . . . no!”

Dietrich put acomforting hand on my shoulder, much to my surprise. “ Of courseit isnot true,” he said.
There must have been tearsin my eyes. My expression was amask of confusion. He went on: “What you
have seen isno more true than one of your motion pictures, or atypica release from the Ministry of
Propaganda. It ismore convincing, I'll admit. Just asthefirgt cylinder dlowed you to peer into the
contents of one mind-my own-this other one has given you acomposite picture of what a certain group
believes; a collaborative effort, you could say.”

“Rdigiousfanaticsof the SS,” | muttered.

“They have acolorful prediction there, ahypothetica history, afaith. Of coursg, it is not as worthwhile as
my autobiography.”

“What has oneto do with the other?’ | asked. “What does your story have to do with theirs?’

Dietrich stood, and put his hands behind his back. He was appearing to be more like Dr. Mabuse dl the
time. His voice sounded different somehow, as though he was speaking to a very large audience: “ They
have hired meto perform agenetic task. In thislaboratory avirusis being developed that will spare only
blonde, blue-eyed men and women. Y es, Dr. Goebbedls, the virus would kill you-with your dark hair and
brown eyes-and mysdlf, as readily as my Japanese assistant. It means your son would die aso, because
his current gppearanceis, after al, only cosmetic. It means most members of the Nazi Party would perish
asnot being ‘racidly’ fit by this standard.

“| am speaking of the most comprehensive genocide program of al time. A large proportion of the
populationsin Sweden and Denmark and lceland will survive. Too bad for the SSthat virtudly al those
people think these ideas are purest folly, even evil. Y ou know that much of the world’ sfolk have rather
drict ethical systemsbuilt into their quaint little cultures. That sort of thing gave the Nazisadifficult time at
fird, didn'tit?’



| started to laugh. It wasthe sort of laughter that is not easy to control. | became hysterica. My
concentration was directed at trying to stop the crazy sounds coming out of my mouth and | didn’t notice
anything ese. Suddenly | was surprised to find mysdlf on the floor. Armswere pulling me up and the
professor was putting a hypodermic needlein my flesh. Asthe darkness claimed me, | wondered why
there were no accompanying pictures. Didn’t this cylinder touching my arm have agtory to tell?

It fet asif | had been adeep for daysbut | came to my wits afew minutes later, according to my watch
at least. | was lying on a cot andhe was standing over me. | knew who heredlly was: Dr. Mabuse.

“Goebbels, | thought you were made of sterner Stuff,” came hisgrim voice.
“Youarealunatic,” | told him hoarsdly.
“That’ sunfair. What in my conduct strikes you as unseemly?’

“Y ou said you had been anti-Semitic. Then you told me that you had rejected racism. Now you are part
of aplot that takes racism farther than anything I’ ve ever heard of!”

“Y ou' ve been out of touch.”
“Thewhole messis a shambles of contradictions!”

“Y ou hurt me deeply,” was hisretort, but the voice sounded inhuman. “1 expected more from a thoughtful
Nazi. My sponsors want aproject carried out for racist reasons. | do not believe in their theories,
religion, or pride. This pure blonde race they worship has never existed, in fact; it wassmply a
climatologica adaptation in Northern Europe, never aswiddly distributed as Nazisthink. It wasatrait in
alarger population group. | don't believe in SS myths. My involvement in the project isfor other
reasons.”

“There cannot be any other reason.”

“Y ou forget what you have learned. Remember that | cameto hate dl of the human race. This does not
mean that | gave up my reason or started engaging in wishful thinking. If the Burgundians enable meto
wipe out most of humanity, with themselves exempt from the holocaugt, I’ Il go dong with it. The piper
cdlsthetune”

“You couldn’t carry on your work. Y ou’ d be dead!”

Sometimes one has the certainty of having been led down a primrose path, with the gate being locked
againg any hope of retreat, onlyafter the graveyard sound of the latch snagpping shut. Knowledge hasa
habit of coming too late. Such was the emotion that held mein an iron grip as soon asthose words
escaped my lips. Dr. Mabuse could never be afool. It wasimpossible. Even as he spoke, | could
anticipate the words. “Oh, lam sorry. | forgot to tell you that afew people outside the fortunate category
may be saved. | can make them immune. Inthissense, I'll be aNoah, collecting specimensfor a
pecidig’ sark. Anyonel consder worthy | will claim.”

“Why do you hate the human race?’ | asked him.

“Tothink that a Nazi hasthe gall to ask that question. Why do you hate the Jews?’ he shot back. | could
think of nothing to say. He continued: “There slittle difference between us, moraly. | know what you
advocated during World War 11, Goebbels. The difference between usisthat I’ ve set my sights higher.
Sowhat if Nazi Germany isannihilated? By what right can aNazi criticize me?’

| remained indgstent on onetheme: “Why doiit a al?'Y ou won't have destroyed dl mankind. Burgundy



will remain.”
“Then Burgundy and | will play agame with each other,” he said.
“What in God's name are you talking about?’

Another voice entered the conversation: “In Odin'sname. . . .” It was Kaufmann, walking over to join us.
| was pleased that he had a bandage on his head, and his face was drained of color. | wanted to strike
him again! He made me think of Himmler at hisworgt.

Itismy firm belief that the mind never ceases working, not even in the degpest dumber. While | had been
unconscious the solution to the last part of the puzzle had presented itsdlf. | didn’'t need to ask Mabuse
about this part.

It is certainly understandabl e that expedient agreement is possible between two parties having nothing in
common but one equaly desired objective. There was the pact between Germany and Russaearly inthe
war, for instance. The current case was different in one important respect: | doubted this particular
aliance could last long enough to satisfy either party. | was certain that thiswasthe Achilles hed.

A comic-operakingdom with amad scientist! If my daughter had known of this, why had she not told me
more? Or had she only been guessing in the dark herself?

Theknight in armor and the man in the laboratory: the two Smply didn’t mix! Since the founding of
Burgundy, there had been an antiscience, antitechnology attitude at work. Even French critics who never
had good things to say about the Reich managed to praise Burgundy for itslack of modern technique.
(The French could never be made to shut up atogether, so we allowed them to talk about nearly
everything except practical politics. The skeptics and cynics among them could always be counted on to
come up with arationaefor their placein postwar Europe, stinging though it wasto their pride. What
€lse could they do?)

Here was a geneticist more advanced than anyone e se in the field making common cause with anation
devoted to the destruction of science. That the Burgundians trusted his motives was peculiar; that he
could trust theirs was even more bizarre.

The explanation that had come to mewasthis: unlike scientists who belonged to the humanist tradition
and believed that genetic engineering could be made to improve the life of human beings (naive heders,
but useful to a statesman such as mysdif), Dr. Mabuse wished to find the secret of manipulating the
building blocks of life so that he could create something nonhuman. This cregture he had in mind might
very well be mistaken by agood Burgundian as one of the New Men or Ubermenschen , and viewed as
an object of worship. Where others might oppose these new beings, the Burgundians-trained from birth
in religious acceptance of superior beingsin human form-would present no obstacle.

Asfor the Burgundians, such leaders as Kaufmann had to believe that wicked modern science had
produced at least one genius who was the vehicle of higher mysteries: apuppet of Destiny.

| looked in the faces of these two men, such different faces, such different minds. There was something
familiar there-afervor, awild devotion to The Cause, and alust to practice sacrificid rites. AsMinister of
Propaganda | had sought to incul cate that look in the population with regard to Jews.

It was evident that | had not been made privy to their machinations carelessy. Either | would be alowed
tojointhem or | would die. Asfor the possibility of theformer, | did not consider it likely. Perhgpsthe
forebodings engendered in me by Hildawere partly to blame, but in fact | knew that | could not be part
of such ascheme against the Fatherland. Could | convince them that | would beloya?No, | didn’t



believeit. Could | have convinced them if | had inured myself against shock and displayed nought but
enthusiasm for their enterprise? | doubted it.

The question remained why | had been chosen for the privilege. The message Hilda had shown mewas
rife with unpleasant implications. | took agamble by stting up, pointing at Mabuse, and shouting to
Kaufmann: “ThismanisaJew!”

| could tell that that was a mistake by the exchange of expressions between the two. Of course, they had
to know. No one could keep a secret in the SS's own country. If they overlooked Dr. Mabuse' sideas
and profession, they could overlook anything. Thiswas one occasion when traditional Jew-baiting would
not helpaNazi! | didn't like the Situation. | didn’t want to be on the receiving end.

The voice of Mabuse seemingly spoke to me, but the words appeared to be for Kaufmann's benefit: “It
istoo bad that you will not be able to work with the new entertainment technology. | was hoping we
could transfer your memories of the affair with LidaBarova. As she was your most famous scandd,, it
would have made for agood show.”

Before| could answer this taunt, Kaufmann's gruff voice announced: “Don't kegp your son waiting.”
“He should wait for me, not the other way around!”

Kaufmann was oblivious: “Heiswith hisfelows. Come.” Mabuse helped me get off the cot and then we
were marching down the corridor again. | was dizzy on my feet, my hand hurt, and my head felt as
though it were stuffed full of cotton. So many random thoughts swirling in my mind, essily displaced by
immediate concern for my futurewefare. . .

Twilight was fast gpproaching as we entered the courtyard | had noticed earlier in Kaufmann's office.
Thelarge funera pyrewas il there, unused. Except that now there was abier next to it. We were too
far away to see whose body was on it, but with every step we drew nearer.

A door beside the pyre opened and aline of young men emerged, dressed in black SSregalia. Inthe
lead was my son. They proceeded remorsalessy in our direction. Helmuth gave Kaufmann the Nazi
sdute. He answered with the same. Quite obvioudy | wasin no mood to reciprocate.

“Father,” said Hmuth gravely, “1 have been granted the privilege of overseeing this observance. Please
approach the body.”

Such wasthe formality of histonethat | hesitated to intercede with afatherly apped. The expresson on
his face was blank to my humanity. | did as requested.

Not for amoment did | suspect theidentity of the body. Yet as| gazed at that familiar, waxen face, |
knew that it fit the Burgundian pattern. It had to be hisbody. Once more | stood before Adolf Hitler!

“Itwasan outrage,” said Kaufmann, “to preserve his body asthough he were Lenin. His soul belongsin
Vahdla Weintend to send it there today.” My mouth was open with aquestion that would not be
voiced as| turned to Kaufmann. He bowed solemnly. “Y es, Herr Goebbels. Y ou were one of his most
loyd deputies. Y ou will accompany him.”

There are times when no amount of resolve to be honorable and brave will suffice: | madeto run, but
many strong hands were on mein an ingant. Helmuth placed his hand on my shoulder. “Don’t make it
worse,” he whispered. “It hasto be. Preserve your dignity. | want to be proud of you.”

There was nothing to say. Nothing to do but contemplate ahorrible death. | struggled in vain, doing my
best to ignore the existence of Helmuth. It was no surprise that he had been sdlected for this honor. It



made perfect sense in the demented scheme of things.

They brought out an aluminum ramp. Two husky SS men began to carry Hitler’ sbody up theincline,
while Hemuth remained behind, no doubt with the intention of escorting me up that unwelcome path.

“The manner of your death will remain astate secret of Burgundy,” said Kaufmann. “We were ableto
receive good publicity from your Ministry when we executed those two French snoopersfor trespassing:
Louis Pauwds and Jacques Bergier. Thisisdifferent.” He paused, then added: “ Soon publicity won't
metter anymore.”

My options were being reduced to nothing. Even facing death | could not entirely surrender. The years|
had spent perfecting the art of propaganda had taught me that no Situation is so hopeless that nothing may
be salvaged fromiit. | reviewed the facts: despite their temporary agreement Kaufmann and the new
Mabuse were redlly working at cross-purposes. If | could only exploit those differences, | could sow
dissension in their ranks. Mabuse held the trump card, so | decided to direct the ploy at Kaufmann.

“I supposel’m freeto talk,” | said to Kaufmann's back as he watched the red ball of the sun setting
beyond the castle walls. The sky was streaked with orange and gold-the thin strands of cumulus clouds
that seemed so reassuringly distant. There were amillion other places | could have been at that moment,
but for aviletwist of fate. There had to be some way of escape!

No one answered my query and | continued: “Y ou're not ageneticist, are you, Kaufmann? How would
you know if you can trust Dietrich?’ He was Dietrich to them, but to me he would always be Mabuse.
“What if heislying? What if his process can’t be made specific enough to exclude any group from the
virus?’

Mabuse laughed. Kaufmann answered without turning around: * For insurance’ s sake he will immunize
everyonein Burgundy aswel ashisassgants. If something goeswrong, it will be ashameto losedl
those excellent Aryan specimens dsewherein theworld.”

“Nothing will gowrong,” said Mabuse.

| wouldn't give up that easily and struck back with: “How do you know he won't inject you with poison
when the time comes? It would be like arepetition of the Black Plague that ravaged Burgundy in 1348.”

“I applaud your inventive suggestion,” said Mabuse.
“We havefath,” was Kaufmann's astounding reply.

“A faith | will reward,” boomed out Mabuse' s monster voice. “ They are not stupid, Goebbels. Some true
believers have sufficient medica training to detect an attempt at the stunt you suggest.”

In desperation | spoke again to my son: “Do you trust this?’
“I an here,” came hisanswer inalow voice. 1 have taken the oath.”
“It'sno good,” taunted Mabuse. “ Stop trying to save yoursdlf.”

They had Hitler’ sbody at the top of the ramp. The SS men stood at attention. Everyone was waiting.
The setting sun seemed to me at that moment to be pausing in its descent, waiting.

“Father,” sad Hemuth, “ Germany has become decadent. It hasforgotten itsideds. That my sister Hilda
isdlowedto liveisproof enough. Look at you. Y ou're not the man you were in the grand old days of the
genocide.”



“Son,” | said, my voice trembling, “what is hgppening in Burgundy is not the samething.”
“Oh, yes, itis,” said Dr. Mabuse.

Kaufmann strolled over to where | was standing and craned his neck to look at the men at the top of the
ramp with the worldly remains of Adolf Hitler. He said, “ Nazis were good killers during the war. Jews,
Gypsies, and many othersfell by the sword, even when it exacted aheavy price from other el ements of
the war program. Speer dways wanting his dave labor for industria requirements. Accountants dways
counting pennies. The mass murder was for its own sake, a promise of better thingsto come!

“After thewar only Burgundy seemed to care any longer. Rulingsthat came out of New Berlin were
despicable, loosening up the censorship laws and not gtrictly enforcing theracid standards. Do you know
that ataint of Jewishnessis consdered to be sexudly arousing in Germany’ s more decadent cabarets of
today? Even the euthanasia policy for old and unfit citizens was never more than words on paper, after
the Catholics and L utheransinterfered. The Party was corrupted from within. It let the dream die.”

Thekind of hatred motivating this Burgundian leader was no stranger to me. Never in my worst
nightmaresdid it occur to methat | could be avictim of thiskind of thinking.

Kaufmann gestured to men on the ramp and they placed Hitler’ s body on top of the pyre. “It istime,”
mourned Helmuth' s voicein my ear. Other young SS men surrounded me, Helmuth holding my arm. We
began to walk.

Other SS men had appeared around the dry pyramid of kindling wood and straw. They were holding
burning torches. Kaufmann gestured and they set the pyre aflame. The crackling and popping sounds
plucked a my nerves as whitish smoke dowly rose. It would take afew minutes before the flame
reached the apex to consume Hitler’ sbody . . . and whatever else was near. My only consolation was
that they had not used lighter fluid-dreadful modern stuff-to hasten the inferno.

Somewhere in that blazing doom Odin and Thor and Freyjawerewaiting. | wasin no hurry to greet
them.

| wondered at how the SA must have felt when the SS burst in on them, barking guns ripping out their
livesin bloody ruins. Perhaps | should have thought of Magda, but | did not. Instead dl my whimsies
were directed to miracles and last-minute salvations. How | had preached hopein thefina hours of the
war before our luck had turned. | had fed Hitler on stories of Frederick the Great’ s diplomatic coup in
the face of amilitary debacle. | had compared the atom bomb-when we got it-to the remarkable change
infortunesin the House of Brandenburg. Now | found mysdlf pleading with the cruel fatesfor a persond
victory of the same sort.

| was at the top of the ramp. Helmuth's hands were set firmly against my back. To him had fallen the task
of consgning hisfather’ sliving body to the flames. They must have considered him an adept pupil to be
trusted with so severe atask.

So completely absorbed was | in thoughts of a sudden reprievethat | barely noticed the distant
explosion. Someone behind me said, “What wasthat?’ | heard Kaufmann calling from the ground but his
wordswerelost in alouder explosion that occurred nearby.

A manic voice cdled out: “We must finish therite!” It was Helmuth. He pushed meinto empty space. |
fell on Hitler' s corpse, and grabbed at the torso to keep from faling into an opening, beneath which
raged the persond executioner.

“Too soon,” one of my son’s comrades was saying. “ Thefireisn't high enough. You'll haveto shoot him



or...

Already | wasrolling onto the other side of Hitler’ sbody as| heard agunshot. Out of the corner of my
eye | could see Hmuth clutching his somach as he fdl into the red flames.

Shouts. Gunfire. More explosons. An army was climbing over the wall of the courtyard. A helicopter
was zooming in overhead. My firgt thought was that it must be the German army cometo save me. | was
too delighted to care how that was possible.

The conflagration below was growing hotly near. Smokefilling my eyes and lungs was about to choke me
to death. | was contemplating ajump from the top-arisky proposition at best-when | was given a better
chance by abreak in the billowing fumes. The men had cleared the ramp for being ill protected against

atillery.

Onceagain | threw mysdf over Hitler’ sbody and hit the meta ramp with athud. What kept mefrom
faling off was the body of adead SS man, whoseleg | was ableto grasp as | started to bounce back.
Then | lifted mysdlf and ran as swiftly as | could, tripping aquarter of the way from the ground and rolling
bruisedly the rest of the way. Thewhizzing bullets missed me. | lay hugging the dirt, for fear of being shot
if | rose.

Even from that limited position | could evaluate certain aspects of the encounter. The Burgundians had
temporarily given up their penchant for fighting with swords and were making do with machine guns
instead. (The one exception was Thor, who ran forward in a berserker rage, wielding an ax. The bullets
tore him to ribbons.) The battle seemed to be going badly for them.

Then | heard the greatest explosion of my life. It was asif the castle had been converted into one of Von
Braun' srockets as asheet of flame erupted from undernesth it and the whole building quaked with the
vibrations. The laboratory must have been destroyed ingtantly.

“It' sGoebbels,” avoice sang out. “Ishedive?’
“If heis, we'll soon remedy that.”
“No,” said thefirst voice. “Let’ sfind out.”

Rough hands turned me over . . . and | expected to ook once more into faces of SS men. These were
young men, al right, but there was something disturbingly familiar about them. | redlized that they might
be Jaws! The thought, even then, that my life had been saved by Jews was too much to bear. But those
faces, like the facesthat I’ ve thought about too many times to count.

“Blindfold him,” one said. It was done, and | was being pushed through the courtyard blind, the noises of
battle echoing all around. Once we stopped and crouched behind something. There was an exchange of
shots. Then we were running and | was pulled into a conveyance of some sort. The whirring sound
identified it instantly as a helicopter revving up; and we were off the ground, and we were flying away
from that damned castle. A thin, high whistling sound went by-someone must have till been firing at us.
And then the fight faded away in the distance.

AN HOUR LATERwe had landed. | was till blindfolded. Low voices were spesking in German.
Suddenly | heard a scrap of Russian. Thisin turn was followed by acomment in Yiddish; and therewasa
sentencein what | took to be Hebrew. The different conversations were interrupted by adeep voice
gpeaking in French announcing the arrival of an important person. After afew more whisperings-in
German again-my blindfold was removed.



Standing in front of mewas Hilda, dressed in battle fatigues. “ Tell me what has happened,” | said, adding
asan dterthought-“if you will.”

“Father, you have been rescued from Burgundy by amilitary operation of combined forces.”
“You wereonly incidental,” added alean, dark-haired man by her side.

“Allow meto introduce this officer,” she said, putting her hand on hisarm. “Wewon't use names, but this
man iswith the Zionist Liberation Army. My involvement was sponsored by the guerrillaarm of the
German Freedom League. Since your abduction the rest of the organization has gone underground. We
are dso recaiving aninflux of Russansinto our ranks.”

If everything else that had happened seemed improbable, this was sufficient to convince methat | had
findly lost my sanity and was enmeshed in theimpossible. “Thereisno Zionist Liberation Army,” | said.
“I would have heard of it.”

“Y ou're not the only one privy to secrets,” was her smug reply.

“Areyou aZionist now?’ | asked my daughter, thinking that nothing & se would astound me. | waswrong
agan.

“No,” sheanswered. “| don’t support statism of any kind. I’'m an anarchist.”

What next? Her admission stunned meto the core. A large Negro with abeard spoke: “ Thereisonly one
requirement to bein thisarmy, Nazi. Y ou must oppose Nationa Socialism, German or Burgundian.”

“We have communistsaswell, Father,” my daughter went on. “ The smal wars Hitler kept waging well
into the 1950s, dways pushing deeper into Russia, made more convertsto Marx than you redize.”

“But you hate communism, daughter. Y ou' ve told me so over and over.” In retrospect it was not prudent
for meto say thisin such acompany, but | no longer cared. | was emotiondly exhausted, numb, empty.

Shetook the bait. “I hate dl dictatorships. In the battle of the moment | must take what comrades| can
get. Y ou taught methat.”

| could not stop myself talking, despite therisk. | sensed that thiswas the last chance | would haveto
reach my daughter. “The Bolsheviks were worse statists than we ever were. Surely the War Crimes
Tridswehdd at the end of hodilities taught you that, even if you wouldn't learn it from your own father.”

Sheraised her voice: “I know the evil that was done. What e se would you expect from your darling
graight-A princessthan | can gtill recite the names of the Russian death camps: Vorkuta, Karaganda,
Da-gtroi, Magadan, Norilsk, Bamlag, and Solovki. But it has only lately dawned on methat thereis
something hypocritical about the victorstrying the vanquished. Y ou didn’t even try to find judges from
neutra countries.”

“What do you expect from Nazis?’ added the Negro.

My daughter reminded me of myself, as she continued to lecture dl of us, captors and captives dike:
“Thefirgt step on the road to anarchy isto redizethat dl war isacrime; and that the causeis satism.”
Before| could get in aword edgewise, other members of the group began arguing among themsalves,
and | knew that | wasin the hands of real radicds. The early days of the Party werelike this. And
whether Hildawas an anarchist or not, it was clear that the leader of this ad-hoc army-enough of a state
for me-wasthe thin, dark-haired Jew.



Heleaned into my face, and vomited up thefollowing: “Y our daughter’ s persond loyalty prevents her
from accepting the evidence we have gathered about your involvement in the mass murder of Jews.
You'reasbad as Stain.”

My dear, sweet daughter. Reaching out to embrace her, | not only caused several gunsto beleveled on
my person, but received arebuff from her. She dapped me! Her words were acid as she said, “ Fealty
only goes so far. Whatever your part in thekilling of innocent civilians, the rest of your career isan open
book. You arean evil man. | can't lieto mysdlf about it any longer.”

There was no room for anger. No room |eft for anything but ahunger for security. | was ready to happily
consgn my entire family to Hitler sfunerd pyre, if by so doing | could return hometo New Berlin. The
demeanor of these freelance soldierstold me that they bore me no will that was good.

Hildamust have read my thoughts. “ They are going to let you go, thistime, asafavor to me. We agreed
in advance that Burgundy wasthe priority. Everything €lse had to take a back seat, including waking up
about my . . . parents.”

“When may | leave?’

“WEe re near the Burgundian border. My friendswill disappear, until alater date when youmay seethem
again. Asfor me, I'm leaving Europe for good.”

“Wherewill you go?’ | didn’t expect an answer to that.
“To the American Republic. My radical credentids are an asset over there.”
“America” | sadligledy. “Why?’

“Just make believe you are concocting another of your ideologica speeches. Do this one about individua
rightsand you' |l have your answer. They may not be an anarchist utopia, but they are paradise compared
with your Europe. Goodbye, Father. And farewel| to Hitler’ sghost.”

| was blindfolded again. Despite mixed fedings| was grateful to be dive. They released me at the greet
oak tree | had observed when flying into Burgundy. As | removed the blindfold, | heard the helicopter
take off behind me. My eyes focused on the plague nailed to the tree that showed how SS men had
ripped up the railway and transplanted this tremendous oak to block that evidence of the modern world.
It had taken alot of manpower.

How easily manpower can be reduced to dead flesh.

Turning around, | saw the flowing green hills of aworld | had never fully understood stretched out to the
horizon. With ashudder | looked away, waked around the tree, and began following the rusty track on
the other side. It would lead meto the old station where | would put in acdl to home. . . towhat |
thought was home.
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From this point on my father’ s diaries become incoherent. He must have recorded his Burgundian
experiences shortly after returning to New Berlin. However much he had been the public demagogue he
was surprisingly frank in hisdiaries. It must have been gdling to him when they assgned psychiatric help.
They knew what had happened. They sent in afull strike force to clean out Burgundy. They aso came
down on the underground shortly after | escaped. What atime that was. When the dust settled, Father
hed logt hisinfluence.

Sometimes | try to decode Father’ sfind entries, scrawled out in the last year of hislife. He was abroken
man in 1970, unhinged by the Burgundian affair, afraid of reprisas by the underground, unable to fathom
why hisfavorite child hated him so. One consstent paitern of hislast writingsisthat hisrecurring
nightmare of Teutonic Knights had been displaced by a Jewish terror: an army of Golems concocted by
Dr. Mabuse, who, after al, would work for anyone. Although there was no reason to believe that
Dietrich survived our attack that afternoon, Father went to his grave beieving the man to be immortal.

Imagesthat crop up in these sad pagesinclude alandscape of broken buildings, empty mausoleums,
bones, and other wreckage that shows he never got over his obsession with The War. Asfor Mother
leaving him at long last, he makes no comment butdas Nichts . Even at the end he retained the habits of a
literary German. One moment heistaking pleasure from the “heart attack” suffered by Himmler on the
eve of Father’ sreturn-and there are comments here about how Rosenberg has findly been avenged. This
materiad isinterspersed with grocery bills from the days of the Greet Inflation, problems he had with
raisng money for the Party in the mid-thirties, and atirade against Horbiger. Before | can make heads or
talls of this, he' s off on atangent about Nazis who believed in the hollow earth, and pages of minute
details about Hitler’ sdiet.

Thaose of my criticswho believe | am suppressing materia are welcome to these pages any time they ask.
The only materid of vaue was made availablein thefirst gppendix toFinal Entries ; to wit, Father's
redlization that they had substituted another body in Hitler’ stomb-hotly denied by New Berlinersto this

day.

After dl theseyearsit isastrange feding to look at the diary pages again. He accurately described meas
the young and headstrong girl | was, dthough | wonder if herealized that | wasfirmly in the underground
by thetime | was warning him about Burgundy. If he could only see the crotchety old woman | have
become.

| would have enjoyed speaking to him on his deathbed, as he did with Hitler. The main question | would
have asked would be how he thought Reich officids would ever allow hisdiaries, from 1965 on, to
appear in Europe? The early, famous entries, from 1933 to 1963, had been published as part of the
official German record. The entries beginning with 1965 would have to be buried, and burieddeep , by
any dictatorship. Father’ sideathat no censorship applied to the privileged class-of his supposedly
clasdess society-did not take into account senditive state documents, such as hisrecord of the Burgundy
affair, or hishighly senstive discusson with Hitler. If thered Final Entries had not been smuggled out of
Europe as one of the last acts of the underground, and delivered to mein New Y ork, | never would have
been in aposition to come to terms with memories of my Father. Nor would | have had the book that
launched my career. Americans|ove hearing of Nazi secrets.

Now as| begin anew life of semiretirement up herein America sfirst space city, haunted by equa
portions of earthlight and moonlight, | wish to reconsider this period of history. Besides, if | don't writea
new book, | believe | will go out of my mind.

Y esterday they had me spesak to an audience of five hundred about my life asawriter. They wanted to



know how much research | had put into the series about postwar Japan and China. They wanted to
know how | dedl with writer’ sblock. But most of all they wanted to hear about Nazis, Nazis, Nazis.

A handsome young Japanese boy saved me by asking what | considered the greatest moment of my life.
| told him it wasthat | had been a successful thief. Once the audience of dedicated free-enterprisers had
stopped gasping like fish out of water, | explained. Back in the eighties, the specter of cancer wasfindly
put to rest, thanks to new work derived from original research by Dr. Richard Dietrich. Y es, the most
pleasant irony I’ ve ever tasted was that “Mabuse' s’ fina achievement wasfor lifeinstead of degth; |
made it possible. It was | who ddivered his papersinto the hands of American scientists.

| must take repeated breaksin writing this addendum. My back gives me nothing but trouble, and |

spend at least three times aday in zero-g therapy. How Hitler would have loved that. After the last bomb
attempt on him his centra concern became the damage to hisSeg Heiling arm, and his most
characterigtic feature-his ass. To think my Father literally worshiped that man! | guessif Napoleon had
succeeded in unifying Europe he' d be just as popular.

Now I'm reclining on ayellow couch in Observation 10A. Thereisabreathtaking view of Europe spread
out to my right, dthough | can’t make out Germany. The Fatherland is hidden beneeth a patch of clouds.
What | can see of the continent is cleaner than any map: there are no borderlines.

Who could have predicted the ultimate consequence of Hitler’ swar? Certainly not myself. | recognized
what Nazi Germany was, because | grew up there. It was an organization in the most modern meaning of
theword. It was aconveyor belt. Hitler’ sideology was the excuse for operating the controls, but that
mechanism had alife of its own. Horrors were born of that machine; but so were fruits. Medals and
barbed wire; diplomas and death sentences-they were al the same to the machine. The monster seemed
unstoppable. In the belly of such adateit was easy to become an anarchist. The next step wasjust as
easy-join agang of your own, to fight the gang you hate. None of us on any side, not the Burgundians,
not the underground, not the Reich itsdf, could see what was redlly happening. Only afew pecifists

grasped the point.

Adolf Hitler achieved the exact opposite of dl hislong-term goals, and he did this by winning World War
[1. Economic redlity subverted Nationa Socidism.

The average German used to defend Hitler by saying that he got us out of the Depression, without
bothering to note that the way the gloriousFUhrer paid off al the classes of Germany was by looting
foreigners. Thiswas not the friendliest method of undoing the harm of Versailles. But as Europe began to
remove age-old barriers to commerce, economic benefits began to spread. A thriving black market
ensured that al would benefit from the new plenty, and ideology be damned. While the Burgundians
actudly tried to implement Hitlerian ideas, the rest of Europe enjoyed the new prosperity.

Father was intelligent enough to notice thistrend, but he carefully avoided drawing the obvious
conclusion: Nazi Germany was becoming less Nationa Socidist with every passing decade. For dl the
talk of Race Degtiny, it wasthe technical mind of Albert Speer that ran the German Empire. Our
Sdeshow bigots provided the decoration. Hitler was going to achieve permanent race segregation; his
New Order lasted only long enough to knock down the barriersto racia separation, and economicsdid
therest. Thereismoreracid intermarriage today than ever, thanksto Adolf Hitler.

Today Germany is seeing aflowering of hitorical revisonists who are debunking the Hitler myth. They
are showing hisfeet of clay. They are asking why Germany used a nuclear wegpon againg acivilian
population, while President Dewey restricted his atomic bombs to Japanese military targetsin the open
sea. Even athick-headed German may get the point after awhile. The Reich’ syouth protests against the
treatment of Russians by Rosenberg’s Cultural Bureaus, and they are no longer shot, no longer arrested .



... and who knows but that they may accomplish something? If this keeps up, maybe my books, including
Final Entries of Dr. Joseph Goebbels , will become available in the open market, instead of merdly
being black-market bestsallers already. Americais ill the only uncensored society.

More than anything else | am encouraged by what happens when German and American scientists and
engineerswork together. The magnificent new autobahns of Africademondrate this. But nothing ismore
beautiful than the space cities-the American and German complexes, the Japanese one, and findly, Isradl.
I’ve received an invitation to visit. I'm looking forward to setting foot inside a colony that provesDer
Jude could not be stopped by amereFUhrer . They have returned to their Holy Land, but at an
unexpected dtitude.

What would Father make of this sane new world? Hisfind testament was the torment of asoul that had
seen hisvictory become something aien and unconcerned with its architects. His life was melodrama, but
his death a cheagp farce. They didn’t even know what to say at hisfuneral, he, the great orator of National
Socidism. Without his guiding hand, they could not give him aWagnerian exit.

Thefina jokeison him, and its practitioner is Dr. Mabuse. Father sincerely believed that in Adolf Hitler,
long-awaited Zarathustra, the new man, had descended from the mountain. This, above dl others, was
the greatest lie of Joseph Goebbdls slife.

The new man will ascend from the test tube. | pray that he will be wiser than his parents.
Hilda Goebbels

Paul Joseph Goebbels
Born October 29, 1897
Died March 15, 1970



