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■ronin at the edge of an uproa^fttti&^^td^celebration was continuing

through the night in a concentration camp that had just been liberated by

American soldiers on the veiy last day of April, 1945.
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a meet modest cubicle, I was engaged in a long conversation with

another psychiatrist who was serving in the armed forces of the United States.

terican who.A pistol lay on the table between us. It belonged to 

happened to be a young Jewish doctor,^ Captain in rank, assigned to these’

U.S. foreeS'XTOOjnad just reached the camp a few hours ago. Needless to say, 

he was appalled by what he saw.

Despite his uniform, this Jewish officer, a pacifist by temperament, had

done his immediate best to withdraw from the worst of his immediate 

surroundings which is equal to saying that the most offensive human odors 

were in the air, an ongoing product of the collective emaciation of the camp

prisonersJ^-whu, of uotuse, Were afso-unwasherk) A hideous effluvia^"

therefore,, accompanied their pestilential cries of joy, indeed, it was
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sufficiently revolting for the American to order me, his de facto opposite

number, to closet myself in this only available small office. There, after

midnight, we began a conversation—call it an inteiTOgation—that soon

tumeijinto a monologue by me.

In the course of this, as alone with each other as two souls on a mid­

ocean rock not large enough for three, I confess that I played with his

sentiments. It was a time of defeat for me. I was nearly out of games. The

Maestro had just relieved me of intimate service. "Fend for yourself," he

said. "Now that Adolf is kaput, we will be moving our operations to

America. I will call on you again once I have come to a few determinations 

on what we are ready to do there.
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So I played a game with this Jewish psychiatrist. I pretended to

explain the worldview of the Nazis among whom I had served. I expanded

on the psychological ventures we Nazis had taken into uncharted regions. I

spoke of Heinrich Himmler and his theories.

I can say that I was not without effect. This Dieter had been a

charming SS man, tall, quick, blond, blue-eyed, witty. To give a further turn 

to the screw, I even suggested that I was troubled. I spoke with a whole

counterfeit of genuine feeling concerning the damnable excesses that could

also be found in our achievements. Outside the room, former inmates were

rampaging up and down the parade field. Those who still had the strength to

give voice were screaming in an unearthly manner. As the night went on, this

Jewish Captain could no longer endure his situation. •m the depths
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is why the person has become a pacifist in the first place. Now, given my 

subtle assault upon what he believed were his human values, the American 

of the average pacifist—as one will invariably discover-—extste/akiller. That 

cocked his revolver and shot me.

Over the centuries, I have had to vacate a body more than once. So, I

did move on. I travelled to America. I spoke to the Maestro long enough for 

him to say to me, "Yes, that Jewish Captain showed the way. Now, we will 

invest in the Arab^and the Israelis both!

adoIecSffce, would now ask, "Dieter, why de-you* his title, 'The Castle

your text?" I would replyin the Korgstf-wben ther^Jias hardly-be

If the reader, having come up to thopoint-of^Adolf Hitler’s ©eriy-

that The Casfie in the Forest translate^into German as Das Schloss im Wald,
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and that was the name given by the prisoners some years ago to the camp just

isits on the empty plain of what was once aliberated.

potato field. Not many trees are in sight, nor any hint of a castle, nothing of

interest is on the horizon. So, Rqg Schlrwe im Wald wn<t n titln that thr»—„

(Brightest of thelamates-of-the camp^ would-give^o their compound. One 

pride was maintained to the end by the prisoners—at least among the best of 

the few surviving German prisoners. It was that they had not lost all sense of 

irony. Needless to say, the prisoners who came up with this piece of 

nomenclature were from Berlin.

If you are German and possessed of lively intelligence, irony is, of 

course, vital to speech. German came to us originally as the language of

simple folk, good pagan brutes and husbandmen, tribal peopl^. Fare was aff..
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ready for the hunt^Sa, our language is full of the growls of

the stomach and the wind in the bowels of hearty existence, the bellows of the 

lungs, the hiss of the windpipe, the cries of command that one issues to 

domesticated animals, even the roar that stirs in the throat at the sight of 

blood. Given, however, the demand required of this folk through the 

centuries—that they be ready to enter Western civilization before it grew 

away from them altogether—it should not prove surprising that many of the

German bourgeoisie who graduated into city life from muddy barnyards, did 

their best to speak in voices as soft as the silk of a sleeve. Particularly, the 

ladies. I do not speak here of our long words which were a precursor to our 

technological spirit today, just the syrupy, more sentimental palatals
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lachrymose sounds for a low-grade brain. To every sharp German fellow,

particularly the Berliners, irony became the essential corrective.

Now, I recognize that this disquisition leads us even further away from

the narrative we have just traversed. Of course, that is what I wish to do. It 

enables me to return to our beginning when Dieter was a member of Special

Section IV-2a, directly under the supervision of Heinrich Himmler. Needless 

to remark, it is my hope that we havtfmdegfl come a long way since. If die 

act of betraying the Maestro does not consume me, perhaps I will be able to 

resume this account of my share of the early years of Adolf Hitler, up to, at

least, the late 1920s and the beginning of the Thirties, because in that period.

Adolf had the love affair of his life, and it was with Geli Raubel, who was

Angela's daughter. She was an attractive young blonde and he adored her.
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How foul a remark with which to conclude, but it does seem as if even incest

has its own integrity.

End



Jan 30 06 07:36a Jm 7186243782 F-4

used when in the body and person of an SS man, and I chose to keep the 

name at the endofmew:

edge of an uproar while^a celebration was continuing through the 

J
^psychiatrist ffhat^indeed^was how I came to be alone in a small room at the 

night in a concentration camp that had just been liberate/by American soldiers 

on the veiy last day of April, 1945.

_________
In4his-smalteffiee<Twas engaged in a long conversation with arc**

psychiatrisHrem /Firarmed forces of the United States. A pistol lay on the
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table between us. It belonged to the American who was^Tyoung Jewish

doctor, a Captain in rank, who, was with theiTfS. forces-wAea-they jfeachecT 

ttes camp a few hours ago. Needless to say, he was appalled by what he saw.

Despite his uniform, this Jewish officer, a pacifist by temperament, had

done his immediate best to withdraw from^usimmediate surroundings ^-Thc

^^wst^hiiman odors were in the air, an ongoing product of the collective

cmaU oenfryroom. [There, after midnight, we had begun, a

(conversation call it an interrogation—that soon turns into a monologue by

55~bad-&at the American/ordered me, his de facto opposite number, to cmST

emaciation of the camp prisoners (wfto, of course, were also unwashed.) '-Sp,

there was considerable hideousness in4he(pestilenfial cries of joy. ¥es, it is
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In the course of this, as alone with each other as two souls on 4s4and

(not large enough for three, I confess that I played with hjm.pt was a time of

wt of games. The Maestro had just relieved medefeat for me. I was

r So I played a game with this Jewish psychiatrist. I pretended to 

again once I have come to a few mete determinations ever^what

►I _
of intimate service. "Fend for yourself^Hghtnow^ he said. \'We will lie 

moving our operations to Americ^ow that Adotf is kapii?. I will call on you 

explain the worldview of the Nazis among whom I had served/AsT 

soves/Fwasnotwithout <sharm.(phis Dieter had been a charming

psychological ventures we Nazis had taken into uncharted regions.

SS man, tall, quick, blond, blue-eyed, witty. To give a further turn to the 

screw, I even suggested that I was troubled. I spoke with a whole counterfeit
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of genuine feeling concerning the damnable excesses that could also be found

in our achievements. Outside the room,^e0nmates were rampaging up and

down the parade field. How they sereamedClhose who still had the strength 

endure his situation. Dwelling in the depths of the average pacifist—as one 

iswill invariably discover—Uves/a killer. The/is why the person has become a 

pacifist in the first place. Now, given my subtle assault upon his-

reomprehension-erf what h^SWbelieved were his human values, the American

cocked his revolver and shot me.

Over the centuries, I have had to vacate a body more than once. So, I

travelled to America. I spoke to the Maestro long enough for
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him to say to me, "Yes, that Jewish Captain showed the way. Now, we will

invest in the Arabs and the Israelis both!"

If the reader, having come up to the point of Adolf Hitler's early

adolecence, would now ask, "Dieter, why do you choose this title, 'The Castle

iramaiiuw foi-^6ud^iv,ilrr~BlcSSJXQ^/The dSa-yF/c<h(fname. has its irony

rftfle in German is/f5as~Schloss im Wald, and that was the name given by the 

in the Forest,’ when there hayoeen-tto castle in your Jjoofe?" I would reply that 

prisoners/tomecamp just liberated. Das Schloss im Wald sits on the emty-

plain of what was once a potato field. Not many trees are in sight, nor any

hint of a castle, nothing of interest is on the horizon.

give to then-

compound. One pride was maintained to the end by the prisoners at least
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among the best of the few surviving German prisoners. It was that thevjja*e~

vnot lost all sense of irony. Needless to say, the prisoners who ofigmatcd LUIS

piece of nomenclature were from Berlin.

If you are German and possessed of lively intelligence, irony is, of

course, vital to speech German came to us originally as the language of

simple folk, good pagan brutes and husbandmen, tribal people. Rare was-ti*

?^arly^German not ready for the hunt. So, our language is full of the growls of

the stomach and the wind in the bowels of hearty existence, the bellows of the

lungs, the hiss of the windpipe, the cries of command that one issues to

domesticated animals, even the roar that stirs in the throat at the sight of

blood. Given, however, die demand required of this folk through the

centuries—that they be ready to enter Western civilization before it grew
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nltogrthor away from them-j-rfFshould not prove surprising that many of the

German bourgeoisie who graduated into city life from muddy barnyards, did

their best to speak in voices as soft as the silk of a sleeve. Particularly the

ladies. I do not speak here of our long words which were a precursor to our

technological spirit today, just the syrupy, more sentimental sounds*

lachrymose sounds for a low-grade brain. To every sharp German fellow,

_thexafew\ particularly the Berliners, irony becomes the essential corrective.

Now, I recognize that this disquisition leads us even further away from

the narrative we have just traversed. Of course, that is what I wish to do. It

enables me to return to our beginning when Dieter was a member of Special

Section IV-2a, directly under the supervision of Heinrich Himmler Needless

to remark, it is my hope that we have indeed come a long way since. If the
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act of betraying the Maestro does not consume me, perhaps I may ^esume^^

'Recount of my share of the early years of Adolf Hitler, up to, at least, the late

1920s and the beginning of the Thirties, because in that period, Adolf had tire

love affair of his life, and it was with Geli Raubel, who was Angela's

daughter. She was an attractive young blonde and he adored her. How foul

a remark with which to conclude, but it does seem as if even incest has its

own integrity.

End
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Tn the beginning I said that you may call me Dieter. It was the name I 

used when in the body and person of an SS man, and I chose to keep the 

name at the end of the war while impersonating another SS officer who was a 

psychiatrist. That indeed was how I came to be alone in a small room at the 

edge of an uproar while a celebration was continuing outside through the 

night in a concentration camp that had just been liberate by American soldiers 

on die very last day of April, 1945.

In this small office I was engaged in a long conversation with a 

psychiatrist from the anned forces of the United States. A pistol lay on the 
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table between us. It belonged to the American who was a young Jewish

doctor, a Captain in rank, who was with the U.S. forces when they reached 

this camp a few hours ago. Needless to say, he was appalled by what he saw.

Despite his uniform, this Jewish officer, a pacifist by temperament, had 

done his immediate best to withdraw from his immediate surroundings. The 

worst human odors were in the air, an ongoing product of the collective 

emaciation of the camp prisoners (who, of course, were also unwashed.) So, 

there was considerable hideousness in the pestilential cries of joy. Yes, it is 

so bad that the American ordered me, his de facto opposite number, to come 

with him into a small sentry room. There, after midnight, we had begun a

conversation—call it an interrogation—that soon turns into a monologue by 

me.



Jan 30 06 07:59a Jm 7186243782 P-6

Epilogue 1/30/2006 3

In the course of this, as alone with each other as two souls on an island

not large enough for three, I confess that I played with him. It was a time of 

defeat for me. I was almost out of games. The Maestro had just relieved me 

of intimate service. "Fend for yourself right now," he said. "We will be 

moving our operations to America now that Adolf is kaput. I will call on you 

again once I have come to a few more determinations over what to do in

America." So I played a game with this Jewish psychiatrist. I pretended to 

explain the worldview of the Nazis among whom I had served, the 

psychological ventures we Nazis had taken into uncharted regions.

Moreover, I was not without charm. This Dieter had been a charming

SS man, tall, quick, blond, blue-eyed, witty. To give a further turn to the 

screw, I even suggested that I was troubled. I spoke with a whole counterfeit
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of genuine feeling concerning the damnable excesses that could also be found

in our achievements. Outside the room, the inmates were rampaging up and 

down the parade field. How they screamed, those who still had the strength

to give voice. As the night went on, this Jewish Captain could no longer 

endure his situation. Dwelling in the depths of the average pacifist—as one 

will invariably discover—fives a killer. The is why the person has become a 

pacifist in the first place. Now, given my subtle assault upon his 

comprehension of what he had believed were his human values, the American 

cocked his revolver and shot me.

Over the centuries, I have had to vacate a body more than once. So, I 

moved on. I travelled to America. I spoke to the Maestro long enough for
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him to say to me, "Yes, that Jewish Captain showed the way. Now, we will 

invest in the Arabs and the Israelis both!"

If the reader, having come up to the point of Adolf Hitler's early 

adolecence, would now ask, "Dieter, why do you choose this title, 'The Castle 

in the Forest,' when there has been no castle in your book?" I would reply that 

the name has its irony and that is a marrow for good devils. Bless irony! The 

title in German is Das Schloss im Wald, and that was the name given by the 

prisoners to the camp just liberated. Das Schloss im Wald sits on die emty 

plain of what was once a potato field. Not many trees are in sight, nor any

hint of a casfle, nothing of interest is on the horizon. So, Das Schloss im

Wald is just the kind of title the inmates of the camp might give to their 

compound. One pride was maintained to the end by the prisoners—at least
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among the best of the few surviving German prisoners. It was that they have

not lost all sense of irony. Needless to say, the prisoners who originated this 

piece of nomenclature were all from Berlin.

If you are German and possessed of lively intelligence, irony is, of 

course, vital to speech. German came to us originally as the language of 

simple folk, good pagan brutes and husbandmen, tribal people. Rare was the 

early German not ready for the hunt. So, our language is full of the growls of 

the stomach and the wind in the bowels of hearty existence, the bellows of the 

lungs, the hiss of the windpipe, the cries of command that one issues to 

domesticated animals, even the roar that stirs in the throat at the sight of 

blood. Given, however, the demand required of this folk through the 

centuries—that they be ready to enter Western civilization before it grew
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altogether away from them—it should not prove surprising that many of the

German bourgeoisie who graduated into city life from muddy barnyards, did

their best to speak in voices as soft as the silk of a sleeve. Particularly the 

ladies. I do not speak here of our long words which were a precursor to our 

technological spirit today, just the syrupy, more sentimental sounds, 

lachrymose sounds for a low-grade brain. To every sharp German fellow, 

therefore, particularly the Berliners, irony becomes the essential corrective.

Now, I recognize that this disquisition leads us even further away from 

the narrative we have just traversed. Of course, that is what I wish to do. It 

enables me to return to our beginning when Dieter was a member of Special

Section IV-2a, directly under the supervision of Heinrich Himmler. Needless 

to remark, it is my hope that we have indeed come a long way since. If the
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act of betraying the Maestro does not consume me, perhaps I may resume my

account of my share of the early years of Adolf Hitler, up to, at least, the late 

1920s and the beginning of the Thirties, because in that period, Adolf had the 

love affair of his life, and it was with Goli Raubel, who was Angela's 

daughter. She was an attractive young blonde and he adored her. How foul 

a remark with which to conclude, but it does seem as if even incest has its 

own integrity.

End


