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        The personality of Oskar Schindler and the technology used to produce it in the Hollywood dream factory are very interesting. The image of an elegant Nazi in a silk shirt and a top-notch suit, whose sole concern throughout the war was to save Jews, has been surrounded by such a pile of lies that a separate work is needed to refute them because the main claims of Thomas Keneally’s book and Steven Spielberg’s film look simply incredible in the light reality during the Nazi occupation of 1939–1945.
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        He was a Nazi, a scoundrel, and a traitor to his country.

        Jitka Gruntová

      

    

    When I went to watch the movie Schindler’s List, I did not anticipate that I would embark on extensive research, long, serious, and expensive, into the main character’s life. But the Hollywood portrayal of an elegant Nazi, in a silk shirt and brand-new suit, who only focused on one goal during the war – saving Jews – appeared so perfect, and his deeds seemed so heroic, that it raised doubts. I stumbled on the tales of a noble Nazi, as some claims made in the film struck me as implausible in the light of the wartime realities, which, thankfully, I have not personally experienced, but which, regretfully, many of my relatives and friends had.

    As someone who avidly researches the history of the Second World War, and regularly visits Poland, I find it surprising that I had never encountered that individual’s name before. Why have leading Polish experts in Holocaust history, like Władysław Bartoszewski, Zofia Lewin, or Agata Patalas, not mentioned it? Why have renowned experts worldwide, including Eli Wiesel, Philip Friedmann, or Mark Mazower, ignored it? Why does the well-organized Cracow branch of the Council to Aid Jews Żegota have no information about the charitable deeds of some Oskar Schindler?

    It turned out that I was not the first one, who began to ask such questions. Back in 1995, the former commandant of Żegota, Stanisław Wincenty Dobrowolski, on the pages of his memoirs, dubbed Oskar Schindler’s tale an overblown legend of an opportunist protector of the Jews, who in fact redeemed their bare existence by their slave labour for the invaders. Despite Dobrowolski’s opinion being published with censor’s cuts, those who admired the new-found hero made every effort possible to silence him. At the same time, Thomas Keneally’s novel Schindler’s Ark has been published in numerous languages, with thousands of copies sold. Movie director Steven Spielberg, who was received in Cracow with obsequious admiration, began filming without having troubled himself with thorough historical research. He also mitigated the anti-Polish sentiments portrayed in Keneally’s book, and omitted the jeering and mud-throwing inflicted upon Jews as they plodded to the ghetto. And no character in the entire film utters the phrase, that the Poles hate the Jews so much that “things will be better without Jews living near them”.

    However, my interest in Schindler’s List did not stem from its portrayal of the Polish-Jewish relations which the critics find purportedly insulting to the Poles. Rather, I was intrigued by the protagonist and the innovative techniques employed in its production, at Steven Spielberg’s factory of monuments. The lengthy quest in pursuit of the legacy of Oskar Schindler has concluded, and I can attest with complete responsibility that his tale is unequivocally not an “overblown legend”, but an outright fabrication throughout. I had not expected the personality of Oskar Schindler to require such a significant investment of my time and resources. Initially, I thought I would only write a few lines about him on my website. However, upon further examination, I discovered numerous inaccuracies and lies piled up by Keneally and Spielberg that their refutation calls for more extensive, more comprehensive, and better documented work. As I delved deeper into the project, doubts crept in. Was I giving too much credence to an unworthy individual such as Oskar Schindler? Don’t I rise against something that is bigger than myself, attempting to overthrow this monument, and consign it where is its place – to the dustbin of History?

  

    
        
  
    
      The life of Gauner

    
    Uncritical constructors of the legend, and their gullible cheerleaders have referred to him “Modern Noah”, “Builder of the Ark”, or “Angel of Life”. I had to make 450 kilometres to learn that in his early years he was known by a different nickname. Via Vienna and Brno, I arrived in Svitavy, Oskar Schindler’s hometown. In the times of good soldier Švejk, the town was known as Zwittau in German. Located some 20 kilometres to the south is the industrial town of Brnenec, known in German as Brunnlitz. This is where the “Modern Noah” took his Jews to what was supposed to be their Promised Land. I needed to see them both – Svitavy and Brnenec.

    Svitavy left a nice impression: the fabulous architecture of old houses with arcades surrounds the stretched elliptic central square.

    “Can you tell me about Oskar Schindler?” I asked the first passer-by in broken Czech.

    “Schindler? Gauner? Of course! He has a monument erected in Svitavy.”

    A kind old man with an unshaven bristle of ginger beard smiled good-naturedly and directed me to the monument erected in Svitavy in Oskar Schindler’s honour.

    Gauner? It is a German word, but apparently a well-known one in Czechia too. It means “crook”, but there are other synonyms: “rascal”, “swindler” – just to name the decent few…

    The directions were correct: a road-fork to the left to the neo-Gothic building of the Town Hall, next to a school. The right street leads to Litomysl, while the left one leads to Policka. That is the former Iglauerstraße; the monument should be located somewhere around the park, in front of the house where the saint was born. Here it is – the beautiful obelisk with the Star of David in the middle. The inscriptions are in Czech and German, and include dates of birth and death. It was unveiled by the chief rabbi of Prague, Efraim Karol Sidon, and the foreign minister Jiři Dienstbier.

    
      
      Svitavy. Monument to Oskar Schindler. The inscription in Czech and German reads: “To unforgettable saviour of 1,200 persecuted Jews.”
    
    “Why here?” I asked a fat lady, who happened to pass by.

    “What do you mean, ‘why’? Someone needs to foment the problem of the Sudeten Germans! See the writing in German?!”

    That was not what I meant, but the fat lady was already gone. And here is the birthplace of our saint – right across the street. Rebuilt many times, with two Venetian windows on the first and second floors. That is all for the “modern villa” that Keneally found so moving. I decided to ring to inquire about the placement of the obelisk in the park instead of next to the house. The intercom answered with hoarse baritone. I asked my question. After a long pause the voice full of indignation yelled:

    ‘Schindler?! Gauner?! Fascist?! In our home?!’

    The intercom then went silent. Later, I learned that those were they – the owners of the house – who did not consent to the erection of the monument on their land. And not only they. The Czech Society of Fighters for Freedom made an official protest: Why does a Czech city need to glorify a German fascist and agent of German intelligence?[1] Fighters for freedom do not believe that Schindler really saved 1,200 Jews from the Brünnlitz camp.

    It has been said that the Groß-Rosen subcamps worked for the German war industry till the last day. In places where the Nazis did not have sufficient time to begin the “evacuation” of the inmates – and there were 106 Groß-Rosen subcamps – all the Jews survived. Where is Schindler’s merit in that? Yet, the fighters for freedom wrote one sentence more than it is allowed in the free world: If his deeds are so highly valued in Israel, let his memory live in Israel and among the Jews scattered around the world.[2] This declaration was deemed nationalistic, and the independent media were given the order to silence the critics.

    At the City Museum of Svitavy, Schindler’s contributions are not denied: it is unconditionally recognized that he saved 1,200 Jews. Bearded, aged, but unexpectedly inspirited, historian Dr. Miloslav Štrych, had even prepared a 25-point list of main milestones of the life of the saint. Just in case if some oddball, who would want to know more about him, wandered in there.

    The following day, I spent my time in the museum’s cooled rooms, searching through its archives. I also made a careful copy of Štrych’s life of St. Schindler. In general, it supports the official legend, and portrays his “countryman” from Svitavy in a positive light, but one cannot help to notice some of its, lets us say, weak points.

    I began by researching the individual’s genealogy: his, his parents, and parents of the parents… Birth, marriage, and death certificates… And then I went to a pub, where I melancholized over a sleeve of excellent pilsner that the truth does not always look the way we imagine it. I expected to see a respectable middle-class family, the father being a socialite, according to Keneally, and a sumptuous wedding that, of course, would take place before the nativity of the saint. The wedding would be held in a white-brick church, with ladies dressed in white apparel, and the city elders coming out to the square to greet the newlyweds…

    Why did I rake old archives? They conceal genies that shatter the legends.

    Oskar’s father, Hans, was actually the son of a peasant, who settled in the city in the first generation. He used to ride around the countryside, and trade in various agricultural tools and machines. On a hot summer day of 1907, he visited his native village Lacnov, in German Lotschnau. The trip was not fruitless, and by the autumn a local girl Franziska Luser was already eager to rush to the altar with a strongly curvy figure. Although she was the daughter of a simple mason, and worked in a tobacco factory, it was out of the question to appear in such a state in the provincial Svitavy.

    The wedding took place hastily and quietly in Brno, in the Church of St.Mary Magdalene, on 12 October. And then all was back to the grey reality of earning a living. Because in reality there was no nice villa on the outskirts of the town, no agricultural factory, no 50 workers, none of the things Kennelly lovingly enumerates on the pages of his story… From the very beginning, we are dealing with a myth.

    The son of a travelling salesman, he was born on 28 April 1908. He studied in a primary school, and then in a real gymnasium. He had a sister seven years younger with the double name of Elfriede-Gertrude. Not only their names were German – the parish books in Svitavy were all kept in German at that time.

    The fifth point of the “Štrych’s list” from the City Museum says that in 1924 the saint was kicked out of the fourth grade of a technical school for forging some documents. Then the nickname Gauner stuck to him. And Rabbi Kantor’s mythical relatives were not as good friends of him, as Thomas Keneally’s story would have it. At the age of 16, Schindler left Svitavy with a wolf ticket, and tried to enrol in some kind of construction school in Brno, but Štrych says that he has no concrete data.[3] The saint himself, in his biography prepared for the Yad Vashem Institute in Jerusalem, claimed that he had graduated from an automotive school in Sumperk. It is not far from Svitavy. But this Czech avtoškola was just a driving school, and it was not until 1928 that he obtained his driver’s licence.

    After all, the young Schindler had no time to study, since wheels and chicks came into his life. Saint Schindler’s court biographer writes: In the last year of high school, Oskar was riding around Zwittau on a red 500cc Galloni.[4] Of course, the last year of high school was the eighth; only for Oskar, the fourth was the last one.

    In 1924–1927, he helped his father sell agricultural machines, and drove through the surrounding villages to offer there mowers, threshers, or new tractors. Red Galloni roared deafeningly in the narrow streets of the old town, and every time with a new dishevelled damsel on the back saddle. Wine and vodka flowed like a river in cafés and restaurants. Advances and loans disappeared into young Schindler’s pockets, causing quarrels between him and his father, to the dismay of his compassionate mother. But father and son continued to drive around the country, sometimes even together, to sell their machines to peasants. So thus they once reached the village of Moletin, where they tried to sell a tractor to a wealthy owner named Pelzl. But Oskar had no time for the tractor. He noticed a considerable girl and immediately took up flirting. Moreover, the girl was a graduate of a respectable church school, and had a dowry of half a million marks! It was even possible to think seriously about love and marriage, which was done. We know this from the words of Emilie herself, who lives in San Vicente, Argentina. Again, everything is not like the story of the Australian confabulator![5]

    In the Argentina, Emilie kept wedding photographs. In March 1928, she was somewhat plump, but in a white dress. Below the groom’s head and half a year younger than him. The photographs do not show the expression on the face of her father, who is recorded in the marriage certificate as a landowner of Moletin (Grundbesitzer in Alt Moletein), but it is known that he was not happy with this marriage. Yet she was delighted with Oskar. Here he is, next to her in wedding photographs, a tall, slim Aryan with a Nordic face, squinting like an angel. You can’t really say that in fact that whole show was made for half a million marks…

    
      
      Family idyll. Oskar Schindler is driving a car; with him is his father, in-law, and an unidentified relative. In fact, the Schindler family life was far from idyllic, and the photograph is known in the Internet in a cropped size.
    
    This is how Oskar Schindler entered adulthood. Until then, he lived with his parents in a house at Iglauerstraße 24 and helped his father sell agricultural machines. Now the newlyweds moved to their own house in Svitavy, and Oskar immediately spent his young wife’s dowry on a new motorcycle – the coolest 250cc Moto-Guzzi…

    In the evenings, Svitavy becomes quiet and sleepy. Dreams of a mass pilgrimage of tourists to the treasured Schindler’s places, have not come true. Several middle-class cars and one motorcycle are parked in front of the Slavia Hotel in Main Square. Only two tables were occupied on the terrace of the hotel’s café. But I
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