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This is a work of fiction. The facts that it
relates are well documented; however, the conversations and
personal interactions of the characters are inventions. Some of the more sensational events herein
are discredited by some historians. Whether or not they are
factual, they are retained here purely for their entertainment
value, and the reader may decide their veracity.


Chapter 1 Auschwitz

 The air carried a
fetid odor, and a fine ash fell over the camp. Doctor Josef Mengele
stood on the platform in the uniform of a Waffen
SS Hauptsturmführer with lightning
bolts on one collar badge and three pips on the other. He wore his
deaths head cap at a rakish angle, and the smile on his handsome
face revealed a conspicuous gap between the front teeth. He used
his ebony cane with a silver ferrule and skull handle to direct the
throng disembarking from the cattle car to the left or to the
right—a stooped old man and a crone to the left, a broad-shouldered boy to the right.

Ah! And they are even pretty. He
thought, as his eyes grew wide at the sight of twin girls clinging
to each other sobbing. His cane indicated that they should follow
to the right.

When all the cars emptied, Mengele went to
the office of his assistant, Doctor Puzyna, and said, “Another pair
of twins just arrived. As soon as they are tattooed, I want you to
examine them and bring the results to me, please.”

Puzyna sighed and went looking for the
newcomers. The fair-haired children stood trembling in the line to
have their identification numbers applied onto their pale forearms.
The doctor gently took one by the arm and said, “Come with me,
girls.” She led them to the inmate applying the tattoos and
inserted them at the front of the line. When the first twin sat to
be marked a second inmate at a writing table asked for her
name.

“Beata Ostrowski,” she sobbed barely audibly.
Puzyna also noted the name on her clipboard while the girl shrieked
as the tattoo needle punctured her milky skin.

When she rose Puzyna took charge of her and
her sister assumed the seat. “Bogna Ostrowski,” was her timid reply
to the question of her name.

 


§ § §

 


The Polish anthropologist was not inured to the fate
of her “patients,” but she was resigned to the task before her. She
led Bogna and Beata to her
examination room. “Young ladies,” she said, “I am not going to hurt
you. You must have a complete physical examination, so I want you
to get undressed and lie down on this table. You may cover yourself
with this sheet. Who wants to go first?”

For over an hour Puzyna measured Beata
Ostrowski in bewildering detail while her sister shivered from cold
and fear. Then it was Bogna’s turn
to be cataloged. At the end of the examinations, Puzyna took them to their barracks.

When the Polish girls saw their bunkmates,
Bogna said, “Why are they all twins?”

Puznya
shrugged, and said, “Doctor Mengele likes twins.”

As instructed, Puzyna carried the results of
her examinations to Mengele. He was in his specimen room examining
a wall arrayed with eyeballs of all colors that were affixed to the
boards by hatpins. Puzyna shuddered when she handed the clipboard
to him. “Excellent,” he said looking at the forms, “you say they
are menstruating?”

“Yes, both of them. That’s not unusual.”

Mengele scowled. “I too am a physician,
Martina. Have them brought here.
No, take them to my office. I don’t want them to be disturbed by
the specimens.”

In his office, which though Spartan, was warm
and comfortable, Mengele greeted the twins politely. “Misses
Ostrowski, please be seated and have a chocolate,” he offered them
a box. The famished girls stuffed a bonbon into their mouths. “Eat
as many as you like. You do speak German, don’t you?” They nodded,
and he continued. “Excellent! Where did you learn it?”

“Germany,” Bogna whispered.

“And what took you to Germany?”

Beata hesitated before saying, “We went to
school for a time in Berlin while father lectured there.”

“Your father is a professor, then?”

The girls nodded.

“Where in Poland did you come from?” Mengele
asked.

“Lvov,” Bogna said. “Can we see our
papa and mutti?”

“Tell me their given names and I’ll see if
they can be located. Now, I’m afraid that I need to give one of you
a shot. Which one shall it be?”

Each of them pointed at the other.

“What kind of way is that for sisters to
behave? Well, did your mother ever tell you which one of you was
born first?”

Beata raised her hand.

“Then the oldest must protect her little
sister.” He removed a vial from a small refrigerator and a syringe
from the stainless tray on top of it. “Now, Beata this won’t hurt
at all.” That was a lie. Her bony arm barely had enough muscle to
take the needle, it penetrated to the bone. Mengele saw the terror
in her eyes that paralyzed her, and she never made a sound.

 


§ § §

 


Each morning after shaving and donning his
immaculately pressed uniform and spit-polished boots, Mengele liked to pass a few moments
in his office drinking ersatz coffee and listening to Mozart,
Wagner, or Puccini on his phonograph while he read the daily report
of the current location of the Russian front. Afterward, he visited the female twin’s barrack
where light shone through the
cracks between the planks on the walls, and wind whistled incessantly. Beata got her shot and Bogna a
reassuring pat on the hand. “Are you getting enough to eat?” he
always asked. The girls nodded mutely.

“Doctor,” Beata said, “did you ever find our
parents?”

“Not yet, liebchin. It’s a very big camp. My orderly is still
looking for them.” Mengele smiled sympathetically as he lied.
Meticulously kept German records clearly indicated that Professor
and Mrs. Ostrowski, who had been transported in a car separate from
their daughters, had been directed to the left when Mengele made
his selections on the day of their arrival at Auschwitz.

He moved to two Romanian girls who could not
understand him. “We must see if there are two heartbeats,” he said
soothingly as he raised the nightshirt of one and pressed his
stethoscope to her swelling abdomen. He shook his head and repeated
the process on her sibling. “I’m afraid the Russians are not going
to give us enough time for you to come to term,” he said to the
uncomprehending pair who had been impregnated on his orders by
identical German Jews who, though not unwilling to comply, had
difficulty performing on command while Mengele watched, whistling
Horst Wessel Lied. “We will just have to open you up to
count the fetuses then, won’t we?” He had two more pairs of young
women who were part of his experiment to induce multiple births by
breeding twins with twins. Fortunately for them, they could not
understand what he said.

 


§ § §

 


As the front inched closer and 1944 waned, the trains
directed to Auschwitz dwindled to near zero, giving Mengele more
time to devote to his genetics research. On a cold morning with the
wind blowing dry snow through the gaps in the barracks walls, he
stood in his lab beside his tiny electric heater peering at tissue
samples through a microscope. A lieutenant from the communications
office tapped on the door before entering and snapping to attention
and saluting with the obligatory heel click. The scientist grimaced
at the interruption, then softened in admiration of the soldier’s
military bearing. He returned the salute, smiled, and said,
“Ja, Untersturmführer, how can I help you?”

“Train arriving, sir, at eleven-hundred. The Commandant sent me
to remind the Hauptsturmführer that you have the duty.”

“Damn the man! Tell him that I am in the
middle of important research and can’t be bothered,” Mengele
barked. The man looked mortified at the prospect of delivering such
a message to Commandant Hoess. Realizing the impossibility of such
an order, Mengele retracted. “Never mind, Untersturmführer,
I’ll drop what I’m doing and do my duty to the new arrivals.”

Instead of doing his duty he went to the
office of Dr. Werner Rhöde where he found him dictating a report to
his secretary. “Werner, my friend,” Mengele began upon
interrupting, “could I beg a favor? A train is coming, and I have
the duty, but I am on the verge of a breakthrough in my twins
research. Have you time to do the selections?”

“Why would anybody send a train here when we
are going to have to evacuate any day now?” Rhöde asked with
disdainful consternation.

“I am not Himmler, but I’m sure there is a
reason. Will you do it or not?”

“Ach, Mengele, you know I hate to do
that.”

“Yes, but I also know you don’t mind
steeling yourself to it with a
pint of schnapps, especially on a cold day.”

“You come to ask a favor, and you insult me?”
Rhöde said hotly. “But you’re quite right, I haven’t the spleen, as
you do, to make the selections without being numb. However, I do
not relish getting drunk in the middle of the morning so that you
are not disturbed from your
research. The answer is no.” His stenographer fidgeted
uncomfortably examining his fingernails.

“I expected nothing less.” Mengele left
without saying more.

When he heard the train whistle he put his
tissue samples on ice, buttoned his greatcoat, adjusted the angle
of his death’s head cap and inspected it in the mirror before
ascending to the platform where he performed his duty. That day he
found no twins and few candidates for the work crews. Almost the
entire trainload of deportees got the gesture to the left. The
question of where they would go—since the gas chambers had been
dismantled in anticipation of the Russians’ arrival—was not his
problem.

 


Mengele liked Dr. Fritz Klein. He saw him as he left
his dissection lab. “Fritz, have you a moment? I’d like to brag
about my progress.”

“I’m through for the day. Come, sit down in
my office.”

Mengele thought Klein’s cluttered office
lacked military efficiency. Seated before the desk, he watched his
fellow researcher pour wine into a tumbler. Klein said, “Won’t even
offer it, Josef.”

“Don’t bother. It’s not healthy.”

“So what have you to brag about?”

“I’m convinced I’ve found the way to
hyperstimulate the ovaries making
them mature multiple oocytes during ovulation.”

“How’s that?”

“Injecting follicle stimulating hormone.”

“Good for you. Damn sight better goal than
changing eye color.”

Mengele snorted. “Ja, I think the Fuhrer just
wants someone to find a way to give him blue eyes.”

Klein laughed. “Good luck. Think you’ll have
the answer before the Russians get here?”

“No,” he sighed. “I’ll have to collect the
subjects’ ovaries for later study.”

“But there is no anesthetic.”

“Yes, it’s a shame.”

Klein looked his associate in the eye. “Yes,
pity.”

 


§ § §

 


Mengele had Doctor Puzyna chart Beata and Bogna’s
menstrual cycles. Their clock-like regularity appealed to his love
of order. Beginning on the eighth day of their cycles he had blood
drawn and compared the levels of luteinizing and
follicle-stimulating hormones. The girls dreaded the punctures, but
he always supplied chocolates to Puzyna when she went for the
samples and to take their basal body temperatures. Mengele’s
excitement mounted as Beata’s hormone levels surpassed her
sister’s.

“I must see if her ovaries have multiple
follicles,” he told Puzyna.

“No, Doctor, you wouldn’t—”

“Well, not just yet. We need to see how
disparate their levels will become.”

“Just get them impregnated.”

“No time for that. The Russians will be on
us.”

Mengele saw tears well in his assistant’s
eyes before she turned and left his laboratory.

 


§ § §

 


The calculated day of the twin’s ovulation fell on
Christmas Eve. Mengele had Beata delivered to his dissection room.
The girls had gotten accustomed to his seemingly kind
treatment—except for Beata’s shots—and normally spent a few minutes
answering his questions about their wellbeing on his daily
inspection tour of the barracks. This day she sensed a change in
his demeanor.

“Why did you bring me here, Herr
Doctor?” she pleaded as the orderly strapped her naked body to the
icy granite table.

“Beata, my dear, you see for the last few
months I’ve been giving you an experimental fertility drug, but not
your sister. Now, it is time to see if it has changed your ovaries
as compared to Bogna’s.”

She screamed and began to writhe against the
restraints. “Put a strap across her pelvis,” he snapped at the
orderly. “That part of her must be still.”

While the man restrained the panicked girl
Mengele’s eyes explored her body. Quite lovely, he thought
feeling the tug of desire while he
probed her lower abdomen with his fingers, pity she’s a Jew.
Then he made an incision across her lower belly. After her initial
scream, she fainted from the shock and pain and was still. Mengele
carefully extracted one ovary after the other putting them into
jars of alcohol. Two inmates took her inert body to the
crematorium. Another brought Bogna to the dissecting table.

 


§ § §

 


Mengele whistled while he scrubbed when Dr. Hans
Münch found him. “Look here, Josef,” he said, “I can’t see why you
don’t just x-ray them.”

“Because, dear Hans, the Russians are going
to force us to evacuate the camp any day now, and I want to be able
to take specimens for future study.”

“It is barbaric, but it’s you who has to live
with his conscience.”

“It is in the name of science and the
betterment of the German people. My conscience is perfectly
fine.”

“You’re right about one thing. We won’t be
here long. At night I can hear the shelling.”

“Yes, I hear it too, and I do not want my
work to go to waste.”

Münch left the operating room and Mengele
went to work extracting fetuses from six young women without the
benefit of anesthetics. To his tremendous frustration, he found no
multiple conceptions.

 


§ § §

 


Mengele was with Dr. Martina Puzyna on the
seventeenth of January when the order to burn all records and
evacuate the camp came from Reichsführer Himmler via
Commandant Hoess. “It’s frightening,” she said, “I can feel the
concussion of the Russian shells in my chest.”

“Quickly, I need all your files on twins,
dwarfs, and congenital cripples.”

Nervously she pulled open the drawer of her
desk. “They are here, Doctor.”

Mengele scooped them from the file drawer en
masse and put them into a box that he ordered his driver to take to
the car.

“What will happen to me?” Dr. Puzyna asked
the man who had forced her to participate in his maniacal
tinkering.

“I suppose you will be liberated if you
consider being in the hands of the Russians liberated.”

“I expect to be shot for working with
you.”

“Martina, I want you to know that I have the
highest regard for you as a scientist. You’ve been invaluable to my
research.”

“I’d rather not have been.”

“With the files gone, there is little to
connect you to me.”

“There are the prisoners.”

“Yes, well, you will be in as much trouble
with the Russians for being a Pole and a Jew as for working with
me.” He had his hand on the door.

“You made me violate my Hippocratic
Oath.”

“Russians won’t care about that.”

“What about my mortal soul?”

“If you were a Catholic, you’d get
absolution.”

“Take care, Doctor, good luck.”

Mengele was stunned that this woman who
obviously hated him could say such a thing.

 


§ § §

 


At Gross Rosen Mengele found the situation equally
dire. There he traded his Waffen SS
uniform for one of a Wehrmacht officer. Before getting into the
skin of his new identity he admired his svelte profile in his
shaving mirror, he was especially glad to note the place on his arm
where his vanity had refused to permit the tattooing of his blood
type as was the custom in the SS.

“You can’t stay,” a research biologist told
him. “None of us can. In the experiments we conducted here we used
Red Army prisoners. The retribution will be total. Furthermore, you
should not keep those files and bottles. Even the Americans will
want the hide of the famous doctor of Auschwitz.”

“But I did nothing wrong. Americans do
medical research.”

“There will be two opinions of that. We are
not going to be captured by American research scientists, after
all. You’ve already changed your clothes. Change your name as
well.”

When a company of Wehrmacht left Gross Rosen
for parts west, Mengele joined them and consigned his boxes of
papers and specimens to the quartermaster giving his name as Hans
Ulbricht.

Doctor Hans Otto Kahler was attached to the
field hospital, Kriegslazarett 2/591 at Saaz in the
Sudetenland. At the first of May, Mengele felt his puzzled stare.
“Beppo, is that you? I thought I was seeing a doppelganger.”

Mengele started at the sound of his nickname,
but he recognized the voice. When he looked he saw his friend and
fellow twins researcher from their days at Dr. von Verschuer’s
institute. “Hans, by God it’s good to see a familiar face.”

“Quite a surprise to find you here. So you’ve
left the SS and enlisted in the
Wehrmacht.”

“It’s a necessary disguise. People, well
Jews, will soon be saying I did criminal things at Auschwitz.”

“Like what? You shot some asshole trying to
escape or screwed an especially tempting little Jewess.”

“No, no, they will say that in my experiments
I used people as lab rats.”

Kahler laughed. “Who would say that about an
eminent scientist such as you?”

“Why, the Jews, of course.”

“Well, there’s no Jews here, relax.”

“Relax? I’ve forgotten how. Do you think I
could join your staff? I could be useful.”

“I’ll put in a good word with Major
Ulmann.”

“Thank you, Hans, you’re a friend. Does
anyone know how far away the Americans are?”

“I don’t know, but you can bet not far.”

“I’ve been thinking I should turn myself
in to them so the Russians or the
Jews can’t get their hands on me.”

“I wouldn’t rush into that.”

 


§ § §

 


Major Doctor Fritz Ulmann told Mengele that he would
be happy to add another physician to his staff when Kahler introduced Mengele was Dr. Ulbrict.

The following morning, Mengele stood in the
mud while a sergeant called roll.
At the end, the sergeant asked if
he had missed anyone.

“Hofman, Dieter, here,” Mengele shouted.

Ulmann
stopped Mengele after roll call. “Didn’t Kahler say your name was
Ulbrict?”

“Sorry, Major, you must be confused.”

 


§ § §

 


Mengele was smoking in a rare patch of sun when he saw his friend Kahler approaching.
“Beppo, the radio has just announced the Führer is dead.”

Mengele’s mouth fell open. “Mein Gott,
no, how?”

“Suicide.”

“I don’t believe it. The Führer would not
abandon us. It’s the Russians. It’s propaganda, plain and simple.”
He got to his feet and looked hard at Kahler. “This is not to be
taken seriously. It is solely for the purpose of demoralizing us,
do you hear?” His voice was rising and his hands gesticulating. “I
will not listen to such nonsense, and I can’t believe that you have
fallen for it.”

“Josef, calm yourself. The Russians are at
the Brandenburg Gate. What would you do in the Führer’s place? Let
yourself fall into their hands?”

“No, the Führer would not let himself fall
into their hands. He has an escape route, which I’m sure he has
already used.” His histrionics began to attract attention.

“This is all a ruse to throw the Jews and the
Russians off his track. He is no doubt on a U-boat for South
America where he will energize a Fourth Reich.” Mengele turned and
walked brusquely away as Kahler shook his head.

The next morning at the end of roll call
Mengele called, “Schwimmer, Otto, here!”

Ulmann only smiled.

 


§ § §

 


Mengele had regained his composure by the time he
found Kahler in the mess tent. Across the table sat a nurse with
good Aryan features. “And who is this lovely creature, Hans,” he
said smiling.

“Josef, meet Gerda Peters—one of the brighter
spots of this sad place—Gerda, Josef Mengele. Josef is also
researching the genetics of twins.” She extended her hand, which
Mengele shook gently.

“What a pleasure to make your acquaintance.
The first pleasure I’ve had in quite a while. Allow me to get a
plate, and I’ll join you if I may.”

“Please do,” she said.

Mengele hurried through the line and returned
to the long table humming a Wagner theme badly. He sat next to
Gerda across from Kahler and said, “Is there nothing left but bread
and potatoes?”

Gerda said, “Hans tells me that you were in
Poland. It must have been frightening.”

Mengele smiled at her. “It certainly was not
a happy thought to have the Russians on your heels and not knowing
if you are running into the arms of the Americans.”

“Surely the Americans are preferable.”

Mengele patted her hand. “My dear, the Jews
are spreading ghastly lies about my work at the camp. Americans
will be on a witch hunt.”

“What sort of work?”

“Research with the aim to increase the
incidence of multiple births to more rapidly fill the ranks of the Thousand Year Reich.”

“Josef was Professor von Verschuer’s star
pupil,” Kahler said.

“If I’m such a star, why are the ranks
empty?”

Gerda said, “Fascinating, I’m sure, but much too deep. Isn’t it terrible about
the Führer?”

Kahler glanced at him stiffening for another
tirade, but Mengele said, “Yes, it’s a tragedy. Do we know who is
running Germany now?”

Kahler said, “Dönitz.”

“He will run straight into the Amis’
arms and surrender,” Mengele predicted. “But I suppose that is the
only thing left to do without the Führer’s hand on the tiller.”

“I’ve had enough war,” Gerda said.

“Like they all say, ‘Enjoy the war because
the peace is going to be worse,’” Mengele said smiling revealing
the prominent gap in his teeth. “The victors will continue to grind
us under their heels for what they perceive as crimes.”

“At least they won’t bomb us anymore,” she
said.

Kahler asked Mengele, “Heard anything about
your family?”

He scowled at Kahler and said, “I’ve not
heard from Father since leaving the camp, but I doubt Günzburg has
seen any action.” To Gerda he said
before Kahler could ask another question, “Do you have any family,
my dear?”

“Papa fell at Stalingrad. Mutti is
trying to survive in Leipzig. Thank God I never had brothers.”

Mengele said, “Such a pity. I hope your
mother will be safe in the Russian sector.”

“Well, we’ve all lost something, haven’t
we?”

“Yes, a great deal, and how much more do we
stand to lose in the coming months and years?”

“It all makes me feel so hopeless.”

Mengele put his arm around her shoulders and
again patted her hand. “There now, I didn’t mean to upset you. Very
soon you will be with your mother and can build a new life.”

“Why do you say that?”

Mengele sighed. “The inescapable truth is
that we will soon be found by the Americans. A nurse will be
quickly released. The rest of us may not be so fortunate.”

Gerda looked from Mengele to Kahler. Kahler
nodded saying, “I’m afraid Josef is right this time.”

Mengele said, “Yes, in fact, because of the
lies the Jews are spreading, I would prefer that you refer to me as
Heinrich Bauer.” Kahler rolled his eyes.

Gerda looked at Mengele curiously. She said,
“Well, Heinrich, I wonder if you might be willing to accompany a
lady into town to see if there is any tea left.”

“I would be delighted to accompany you, but I
wouldn’t get my hopes too high for tea.”

Kahler gave his friend a wry look and said,
“And, Heinrich, watch out for the Jews.”

There was no tea. There was never an
expectation of tea, but nurse Peters allowed herself to be charmed
by Mengele’s repartee to the extent that on their return to
Kriegslazarett 2/591, she took him to her tent. The doctor was
sorely in need of the attentions
of a German nurse, the Jewish nurses at Auschwitz having been untouchable in his eyes.

Gerda said, “Josef—I mean Heinrich—as much as
I’ve enjoyed the closeness, this
cot is not conducive to afterglow. Could we please get up?”

Mengele chuckled. “Ja, I agree. One of
the legs is attempting to give me a rectal examination.”

“Oh! Really, Heinrich, don’t be crass.”

“You may call me Beppo, my dear. It makes me
feel closer to you.”

“I don’t know how close we should feel. At
any time we could be prisoners of the Americans.”

“So, we should make the most of what time we
have. Gerda, my dear, I have been wanting to ask a favor of
you.”

“Didn’t I just do you a favor?”

“Certainly, but something else. I have the
notes and samples from my research which could help the Americans
identify me. They are too important to simply destroy. Could I put
them in your tent so that when we are captured they won’t be
connected to me?”

“So they will be connected to me.”

“Well, they will know you’re not the doctor
of Auschwitz who is being so falsely maligned.”

She laughed a brave laugh. “Where shall I say
they came from?”

Mengele thought for a moment. “Say that a
messenger carrying them to Dr. von Verschuer fell ill and died here
and that he asked you to take charge of them.”

“That’s good, Josef. You have a way with a
lie.”

“I’ll need to be good when the victors mete
out justice.”

 


 


§ § §

Ulmann assembled his charges on May 9, 1945, to announce that on Döenitz’ order, Jodl
had signed the unconditional surrender demanded by the Western
Allies. “Ladies and gentlemen, we have a report that the Russians
and Americans are forty kilometers apart and will not approach each
other. It is in our best interest to divide into smaller parties
and move west, away from the Russians, and north toward home. If
nothing else, we can enjoy the spring weather, and if we fall into
the American’s hands, at least they must have something to
eat.”

 


§ § §

 


Disbanding the motorized hospital separated Mengele
from everyone he knew. In the midst of strangers, he felt vulnerable, exposed, suspicious, and
sullen. Part of him wanted to confront the inevitable, part
pictured the comfort of his wife and family. Sometimes in the
night, the image behind his eyelids was a wooden platform with a
noose above it.

It took the Americans six weeks to capture
substantially all of the ten-thousand German troops in the
no-man’s-land between the two
armies. Mengele gave the Americans his name as ‘Memling’. He
quickly stumbled across Ulmann who chided him, “That’s a good
choice. Maybe you can remember the name of Bavaria’s greatest
painter better than you remembered all your other aliases.”

Mengele also ran into Kahler in the camp who
told him it was disgraceful to use an alias. That pricked a nerve.
The next time his captors asked for his name he said, “Mengele,
Josef.” However, he neglected to mention being a captain in the
SS or a medical doctor.

As predicted, Gerda was processed and
promptly released. Before departing she found Mengele and said, “I
have enjoyed our time together, Josef. I hope we meet again in
happier circumstances.”

“Of course we will meet again. I have to
retrieve my materials.”

Gerda stiffened. She nodded briskly and
departed toward the troop carrier that would deliver her to points
north.

The Americans assigned Ulmann to the
prisoner-processing center. Unsolicited, he approached Mengele and
said, “So, you couldn’t remember ‘Memling’ after all.”

“Hans shamed me into using my own name.”

“That name doesn’t seem to mean anything to
the Americans. Nevertheless, I have done you a favor. Here is your
identity document for Josef Mengele, and here is one with your
description in the name of Fritz Ulmann. The name ‘Mengele’ may not
remain unknown forever.”

“How can I thank you?” Mengele was
overwhelmed.

“It is nothing. Just don’t get caught with
two sets of papers. You are due to be released in a few days. My
sister lives in Riedering, if you can get there, she may be able to
help you. She and her husband are also doctors. Their name is
Schmidt.”

True to American military tradition, there
was a snafu. On absurdly short notice the camp was disbanded, and
Mengele was moved to a different prison camp where he again felt
isolated and frightened. He sat alone, smoked and fretted over his
name surfacing on some list of war criminals. For two torturous
weeks, he hardly spoke a dozen
words. At times he raged internally at the unfairness he felt in
his situation, and he pitied himself over being seen as a criminal
for the fine research he’d done and the important strides he had
made. He avoided contact as much as possible lest someone recognize
him as being SS and inadvertently
reveal it. Two weeks dilated into
eternity.

Mengele’s foreboding grew so large that he
even convinced himself to attend a non-denominational service on
Sunday morning. The American chaplain spoke excellent German. His
sermon was about healing and forgiveness. To Mengele, it sounded both reassuring and
disingenuous. As he filed from the
room, the chaplain shook his hand and wished him “peace and
prosperity with the Lord’s blessing.”


Chapter 2 Bavaria


On a hot day in July Mengele
walked a country road in the state where he was born. A farmer
riding a bicycle and pulling another overtook him. “Would you
rather ride?” he asked.

“Sure I would. Thank you, sir, it’s very
kind.”

“To tell the truth, it’s easier to let you
ride than to pull the damned thing. How far do you go?”

“Donauwörth.”

“I go by there.”

“Have you passed any checkpoints between here
and there?”

“Oh, ja, they’re always asking for papers. Damned nuisance the
Führer conscripted old men like me. It forces the Americans to
check everyone.”

Mengele felt the weight of the two identity
papers in his breast pocket as he mounted the bicycle. He lagged
behind the farmer feigning unfamiliarity with cycling and withdrew
the Mengele set. He rolled it and inserted it into the rusted tube
of the handlebars.

“What’s your name, friend?” the farmer
asked.

“Ulmann, Fritz Ulmann.”

At Donauwörth Mengele thanked his benefactor
and forgot that he had put the identity paper in the
handlebars.

In the little wedge-shaped village at the confluence of the Danube and
Wörnitz rivers, he inquired as to the whereabouts of the home of
his school friend, Albert Miller. Miller wasn’t home but his wife,
who Mengele had never met, answered his knock. “My name is Mengele,
and what you’ve heard is not true,” was his greeting.

The woman looked at him astonished. “It’s not
true the Mengeles make farm machinery?”

“Oh, yes, that’s true, but nothing else.”

“Well, what else is there?”

“Nothing. I’m an old friend of your husband.
I’ve just been released by the Americans, and I need a place to
stay for a few days until I can contact my family and get some
money.”

“Come in, then. Albert will be back soon. He
managed to make it home from the war without being captured, thank
God. Sit. All I have to offer is beer.”

“No, I never drink, thank you just the
same.”

Frau Miller said, “That’s a little odd for a
German, but not as odd as your introduction.”

Albert Miller was a veterinarian by training.
Mengele was happy to see his friend from the Frankfurt
Institute.

“Josef, what a surprise!” Miller said when he
came home. “What can I do besides offer a meal and a place to
sleep?”

“Contact my family in Günzburg and my wife in
Autenreid. Let them know I’m alive?”

“Well, maybe. Why don’t you go there and tell
them yourself?”

“They are probably being watched.”

“Why? Who’s watching them?”

“The Americans because of the untrue things
the Jews are saying about me. I never did anything wrong, but that
won’t stop them from putting me on trial for what the Jews are
saying I did at Auschwitz.”

“What are they accusing you of?”

“Complete nonsense—experimenting on people.
It’s rubbish. I didn’t invent Auschwitz! I tried to help people!”
His voice was rising hysterically.

Frau Miller looked worried. Herr Miller said,
“Calm yourself, Beppo. I’ll do what I can. I know you wouldn’t do
anything wicked.”

“Thank you, Albert, I’ll never forget it. I
know that Irene thinks I’m dead and my parents probably think so
too, but it’s too dangerous to approach them.”

“When I can I will attempt to contact them
for you—”

“It must not be in writing. There must be no
evidence of my whereabouts.”

“Fine, fine, but it will take me some time. I
just left the war too you know and need to keep some food on the
table.”

The Millers put Mengele in an attic room with
a tiny, fly blown dormer. He sat brooding, looking through the
filthy window for hours worrying about his fate and his specimens,
arguing with what he imagined the accusations against him were and
practicing what he would say at his trial when the allied
prosecutors paraded the list of supposed atrocities before the
world. He argued to himself that he should be tried by doctors,
not lawyers. Some several days
into his sojourn at Donauwörth, Frau Miller stomped up the narrow
steps and banged on the door with the side of her fist.

“Josef, Albert’s been arrested. They’ve taken
Albert.”

Mengele pulled the door open. “Who arrested
him?”

“The Americans—I just heard it at the
market.”

“I must leave immediately. When they come for
me, tell them I went to Switzerland.”

“What will I do about Albert?”

“Pray that the Jews aren’t telling lies about
him like they are about me.”

“This is your fault. It’s you they are
looking for—”

“Yes, and that’s why I’m leaving.” He slung
his duffle bag over his shoulder and pushed the woman out of his
way taking two and three steps at a time.

In the street it was quiet. The sun was
bright and shining white clouds punctuated the summer sky above the
steep, red tile roofs of the ancient houses. For a moment he felt
he was overreacting, that the world was peaceful and benign. He
shook his head to clear his thoughts and assure himself that there
was nothing benign left in the world. Forcing a calm demeanor, he
began to put distance between the Miller house and his guilty
conscience as quickly as possible. He was walking toward the
Russian partition where he believed his samples were.

Crossing the frontier in a forested area he
managed to avoid checkpoints all the way to Leipzig where he hoped
to find Gerda residing with her mother. The first person he asked
responded curtly, “How many Widow Peters do you think there are in
Leipzig?”

Mengele lashed back at the man angrily. He
was tired, hungry, and frightened. The man gave him a shove and
crossed the street. He then began inquiring of shopkeepers for a
Widow
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