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Chapter Five

2074
Bavaria, Western Occupied Germany 1947
He had become Beppo again. Slowly but surely, the old Mengele had dusted itself off, drawn from long forgotten archives in the brain and the agricultural skills were returning to the forefront. Work with his cousins and the remaining staff had begun in earnest and he was methodically restoring the family farm to its former glories. To all but the chosen few, the persona of one Fritz Hollmann, a refugee from East Prussia who had found his way to Bavaria after being made a refugee three times had taken over. His cover story had been well rehearsed and was being constantly updated with news of what was going on in Poland. He had even begun to brave it in the village, talking to the migrant workers and old soldiers who were either in hiding themselves or had slipped through the POW net. He spoke with great authority about ‘the old country’ and fostered nostalgia and völkische Gedachten easily amongst the willing audience. 
“Soon will come a new Germany, a stronger Germany than before but built with peace and harmony. We must learn to live with our enemies, welcome them as friends!”

They listened with good heart, but the old traditions and hatred of the east smouldered long and deep. Mengele was secretly lifted by what he found in the surrounding towns and villages and began to foster contact with other SS men. One such comrade had called at the farm in late summer 1946. It was a beautiful, hot and barmy day, the workers were preparing for the harvest and Mengele himself was, in the guise of Fritz Hollmann, working a twelve hour day, seven days a week. The man had walked over the hill and down into the yard, just as the Doktor had done two years before. 
“Grüss Gott! I am looking for work in this area and I heard that it was östlich Gastfreundlich? Please forgive my intrusion, but I have walked a long way today and am very thirsty”.

He was seated by Mengele’s cousin and given lemon tea, following strict instructions that if anyone were to arrive at the farm using such words, they were to be taken in and told to wait until the Doktor could return.

“We have another man like you here. He too is a refugee. Perhaps you will stay to meet him?”

“If I can stay here for a while, I will speak with anyone you want, mein Freund!” he replied, his tired legs burning from the summer sun. 
Later, as the day drew to a close and sunset took control of the hilly Bavarian skyline, Mengele returned to find a nervous cousin Peter, desperate to inform him about the waiting stranger. 

He entered the salon to find the man seated at his table.

“Guten Abend. My name is Hollmann. Can we help you here?” His heels clicked together in true Prussian style and the response was in kind. 

“Jetter. Paul Jetter is my name. I come from Breslau. In the east”. The man’s eyes looked Mengele up and down, seeking recognition, a sign of the old days.
“Is that so? Then you must have travelled a long way to get here. You look like you have been on the march for days. You will stay for dinner. It is a simple affair, good and wholesome. During harvest time, we all eat together and there are no barriers. Just some pork with kraut and wine. The men are tired, we still do not have enough people here for the work. It has been a good year, maybe the weather is not so good as last year, but the mood is somewhat improved!” The man’s guarded demeanour gradually faded and soon the conversation had turned to the past. Mengele’s hunger for contact with his former SS colleagues was becoming zealous.
As Mengele led him across to the rough wooden tables set up in the courtyard, Jetter began,

“I was in the army. In the east. We were the last stand at Breslau, fighting to the end against the Ivan tanks and Stalin Organs. How we hated those things. But do you know, for all the calm which the peace has brought, I find I am missing something. A comradeship which was established before we were sent to the front all those years before”.

“You sound like an old man telling stories! You were there in ’41?” Mengele regarded the newcomer with guarded suspicion.
“Of course! We were over very quickly, in the second wave. Those stupid Russians didn’t know what had hit them. Blitzkrieg! A word for the world to reflect on, when the mistakes of the final years are fully appreciated. You know, the Amis were going to join with us and fight against the red menace? That would have been something! Can you imagine the Ivans’ faces when the tanks appeared once more? I find from talking to people that our industry was not that badly destroyed at the end of it all, you know. The Tiger tanks were lying there, brand new. They just couldn’t get them to us fast enough!” Jetter’s face was agitated now, alive with the energy of war. 

“Hm. You seem to be remarkably well informed. I think there was a lot of this kind of talk in the final days, Jetter! Hopeful nonsense, most of it. The last actions of a dying nation. How much of it is true we will never know. Maybe even our grandchildren will never know. Germany will rise again, kamerad and when that happens, it will be a day for great joy! But we must not dwell in the past. Let us drink to the future”.
“You are right, it is the future which I wish to talk about with you. But not now. We must be alone”. He raised his arm, revealing not only his scarred and blemished skin, but a tiny blue mark, which would have gone unnoticed to a casual observer. He tapped it and then lowered the arm once more, before anyone had the chance to observe this little play within a play. Anyone except for Mengele, whose piercing eyes missed nothing. And with that mark, trouble will never be far away, my friend. He once again thanked his decision not to have the SS insignia tattooed on his flesh all those years ago. 
“Yes, these stories are boring for the young ones. Let us have some of that excellent Bocksbeutel! Harald! Wine for our travelling guest, please”.

As the evening wore on, the wine took its hold and soon the men had resorted to singing songs at each other, each one trying to outdo the previous effort - louder, with more expression and animation. Gradually, the combination of hard physical labour, sun, food, wine and the late hour took its toll and they began to retire to the ancient harvest dormitories, in preparation for the early morning start. Eventually, Mengele and Jetter found themselves alone, sitting outside on the step, a bottle each and roll-up cigarettes for company.

“Tell me about Breslau, my friend. I hear that it was hell. We were not far away but could not come to your aid”.

“Tch! Don’t listen to all that crap I was talking earlier. That was for the benefit of those fools over there”, he gestured towards the dormitories, now echoing with the sound of contented snoring. Mengele recoiled at this obvious chutzpah. 
“Breslau would have been a triumph politically, if anyone else had had the Eier for the game. Do you know we even made landing strips for the planes there? We bulldozed and blew up whole streets just so that the Storcher could land and what use was that? So that more stupid messages could come from the High Command to tell us to re-group. We were the fucking group, for Christ’s sake! Any more re-grouping and we would have disappeared up each other's arses! We defended that place for months with nothing, we even lasted longer than their precious Berlin and look at it now! Our glorious Breslau is now a Polish city. What do they call it? Wroclaw, or some stupid Slavic name! Our cities now have Polish names!”
Mengele regarded the stranger with outward approval, yet deep within, his naturally suspicious nature was on full alert, wise to any moves which could be made against him, by anyone. He maintained his plausible cover and replied,

“My own city of the east is now Olzstyn. My beautiful city from where I take my family name is gone. Now it is full of Ivans, Polacks and God knows who else. The fucking Mongolian hordes, from what I hear!”

As Mengele talked in an uncomfortable vernacular, Jetter too regarded his partner in conversation with increased intensity.
“My friend. You look uncomfortable with that moustache. Is it new?”

“That is a strange question for this late hour, Jetter. But as you have revealed yourself to me, then I will give something of myself. You are not the only SS here.”
“I do not mean to be rude, my friend, but there is help at hand. There is much that can be done for those of us who keep the flame,” said Jetter, his excitement increasing.
“That is a very curious phrase to use, my Jetter! I have not heard that in many years, not since 1942, when I was in Berlin”.
“You were in Berlin then? Fantastic times!”

“That is as maybe, but there were plans then for what we should do if things did not go to plan. You see, even then our Führer was protecting us! Even then, he was thinking of the Master Race and what should be done to ensure our survival! There was never one moment when he hesitated at what had to be done. The world will regret the day it turned against the Führer Adolf Hitler! Sieg Heil!”

The two men stood and raised their arms in salute, before returning to the wine and conversation.

“That was a risk to take, showing me your insignia? Tell me, Jetter, how did you know you could trust me?”

“Because I know who you are”.

Mengele paused before replying, his face gave away nothing, not one jot of recognition. Before he could say anything, the man went on,

“I am honoured, Herr Doktor, deeply honoured to be in your company. The organisation has prayed long and hard for you and the safety of others. I have been sent to contact you, to assure you that you are not alone. There is much to discuss. We have intelligence working now, the system is helping the highly vulnerable to start new lives abroad, in Spain, in South America, even in the USA!”

Mengele again said nothing, preferring to bask in the news he found so welcoming, so invigoratingly fresh from this campaign hardened soldier.

“My name is Otto Rausching. Captain Otto Rausching from the Brigade SS Dirlewanger. I was in Warsaw in 1944. I think you have heard of us?” He smiled for the first time at Mengele, awaiting his reaction. “So, Herr Doktor, you see you can trust me”.
“I am afraid, Captain Rausching, that I trust no-one. If you are who you say you are, then you will also know this. However, you seem to have certain, credentials which I admire and once I have established these, then yes, you are right, we have much to discuss. Until then, you are welcome to stay here, and in fact you are welcome to join our workforce. On that point, I bid you goodnight and trust that you will sleep well tonight and live to fight another day tomorrow! Good-night!”

Mengele saluted him which was met with an exaggerated but warm reply, a click of heels and an about turn, towards the now darkened dormitory. Once out of sight, Mengele sat down for the last time, lit a cigarette and drained the last of his wine. There was, indeed, much to do. His mind wandered again back to the times on the Eastern Front. To his times with Waffen SS Corporal Julius Wendt. Of course! Wendt fought with the Dirlewanger Brigade. Tomorrow, he would question this Rausching further. As his cousin Peter made final rounds of the outbuildings, he called him over.
“Peter, make sure that our friend Jetter does not leave tonight. If he tries anything, kill him.”
Philip Wharam
Page 1
Tuesday, 03 April 2007
Created on Wednesday, 01 March 2006 16:51:00
Isaac Liebermann © 2005, 2006, 2007
Page 8
Tuesday, 03 April 2007
Created on Wednesday, 01 March 2006 16:51:00
Left or Right Chapter 5

