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What is the country’s history worth when the archives are
closed?

Sir Walter Crocker
Adelaide
February 2001

Though infallibility in scientific matters seems to me
irresistibly comical, I should be in a sad way if I could not
retain a high respect for those who lay claim to it, for they
comprise the greater part of the people who have any
conversation at all. When I say they lay claim to it, I mean
they assume the functions of it quite naturally and
unconsciously. The full meaning of the adage Humanum
est errare, they have never waked up to. In those sciences of
measurement which are the least subject to error -
metrology, geodesy, and metrical astronomy - no man of
self-respect ever now states his result, without affixing to it
its probable error; and if this practice is not followed in
other sciences it is because in those the probable errors are
too vast to be estimated.

C.S. Peirce
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Where Truth Is No Defence, I Want To Break Free

It is not necessary to ask oneself how, technically, such a
mass murder was possible. It was technically possible since
it took place. Such is the point of departure required of any
historical inquiry on this subject. This truth obliges us to
state quite simply: there is not, there cannot be any debate
on the existence of the gas chambers.

Pierre Vidal-Naquet, Leon Poliakov et al.

. we must call to mind ... what endless detail work is
performed in a murder trial these days - how out of small
mosaic-like pieces the picture of the true occurrences at the
moment of the murder is put together. There is available for
the court’s deliberations above all the corpse, the record of
the post-mortem examination, the expert opinions of
specialists to the causes of death and the day on which the
deed must have occurred, and the manner in which the
death occurred. There is the murder weapon ... All this was
missing in this trial.... The possibilities of verifying the
witness declarations were very limited.

Frankfurt Auschwitz trial, 20.12.1963-20.8.1965

Why don’t you protest when you know that Agron Street in
Jerusalem and the Hilton Hotel in Tel Aviv are built on top
of razed Muslim cemeteries?

Les étudiants de I’Organisation socialiste israélienne: Matzpen
(Students of The Israeli Socialist Organisation: Matzpen),
Jerusalem
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Where Truth Is No Defence, I Want To Break Free

Collective memory has seized upon the figure of four
million - the very number which, based on a Soviet report,
was inscribed until now on the monument erected at
Auschwitz to the memory of the victims of Nazism -
notwithstanding that in Jerusalem, the museum of Yad
Vashem has indicated that this total is far from correct.

Nevertheless, from the war’s end, scholarly memory set to
work. Patient and minute investigations revealed that the
figure of four million did not rest on a serious foundation
and could not be retained.

The [Nuremberg] tribunal, after all, had relied on a claim by
Eichmann, according to which extermination policy had
caused the death of six million Jews, four million in the
camps. Based on the most recent works and on the most
reliable statistics - as in Raul Hilberg’s Destruction of the
European Jews - one arrives at about one million dead at
Auschwitz. This is a total corroborated by all the experts,
since today they agree on a number of victims that varies
from a minimum of 950,000 and to a maximum of 1.2
million.

‘L’évaluation des victimes d’Auschwitz’, Le Monde 23.7.1990

* %k

On 6 May 2001, Hans-Heiko Klein, 61, was awarded the
Medal of Honour by the Mannheim Jewish community.



Forewords

The Greatest Dirty Open Secret

In the trials and tribulations of Fredrick T6ében one can observe in
operation the greatest dirty open secret of our day. In explaining that
remark here, I will do my best to be objective, despite the fact that
because of the conditions I am to discuss several of my friends have
been imprisoned or fined for doing the sorts of things I also do.

In October 1997 I received a request from Toben, director of the
Adelaide Institute and a Holocaust revisionist, to be a defence witness
for him in his hearings before the Australian Human Rights and Equal
Opportunity Commission (HREOC). The role would have involved
writing a letter for him and perhaps testifying by telephone from my
home near Chicago.

I resisted this request, pleading a shortage of time and the fact that he
had told me, earlier that year in Chicago, that the Australian ‘human
rights’ legislation has no teeth and that he did not have to pay any
attention to such proceedings against him. Both pleas were true but I
had another strong reason for my reticence, which was too complicated
to state in these rapid-fire e-mail messages, but which can be explained
here in due course.

In any case I relented after a few passionate e-mails from T6ben. I wrote
a two-page letter, intended to be submitted to the HREOC hearings. The
letter, dated 5 November, declared:

Alas I must say that you are arguably guilty of some of the charges.
I looked over Jeremy Jones’ stuff and I infer that the ‘Racial
Discrimination Act’ proscribes what might ‘offend, insult,
humiliate or intimidate another person or group of people.” Well,
revisionism certainly does the first three! It does not however
‘intimidate’; at least, I have never noticed such a case ... Heated
controversy is a price of open debate, the foundation of a rational
society.

Jeremy Jones was the representative of the Jewish organisation that had
brought charges against Toben. I commented on Jones’ letter by
declaring Toben guilty. Some defence witness!

Far from acting betrayed by me, Toben submitted the letter to the
HREOC. I believe that he was starting to see my real reason for my
reluctance to get involved as a defence witness. Such matters as I had
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Where Truth Is No Defence, I Want To Break Free

expertise in were irrelevant to the proceedings, which related not to
historical truth, but to offending, insulting etc. For the most part I could
not understand the notion of culpability as used in the proceedings, but
to the extent that I could understand, T6ben was guilty. I am at least as
guilty, as are many of my revisionist friends. The situation was
structured such that nothing I could have said would have helped attain
a favorable verdict, as became clear to T6ben shortly later.

On 7 December Toben ended his participation in the hearings,
complaining that he was unable to defend the position of the Adelaide
Institute because the HREOC was not interested in historical truth. The
breaking point seems to have come when the Commission rejected the
witness statement of Dr Robert Faurisson as ‘irrelevant’.' In a hearing
conducted by telephone on 27 November, the Commission had told
Toben that for the most part the witness statements he had submitted
had to be disqualified either because (1) they ‘make comments about the
desirability, validity, constitutionality or sensibleness of this law’ under
which the hearings were being held or (2) they comment on ‘the
substance’ of the historical problem, that is ‘the truth of the Holocaust,
the extent of the Holocaust, its existence [which] is not of much
significance’ for the hearings.?

Of course these two questions are, to our common sense (or as Toben
puts it our sense of ‘natural justice’), the only relevant questions. There
is almost nothing left to be said if these two questions are excluded. I felt
vindicated because even the accused had decided to submit no defence.
I could not be accused of failing him. Faurisson had written one of his
usual masterfully incisive analyses of the historical problems,
formulated for the layman, and his statement was rejected. The implicit
effect of what I wrote was to question the law itself, but I declared T6ében
guilty so my statement was accepted. We may make the basic observation
that it was impossible to determine what T6ében was being charged with,
apart from saying things that annoyed some people. The Commission
was not interested in the intentions behind T6ben’s public declarations
or in their actual effect.

This observation raises the general question of the legal formulations
under which Holocaust revisionists are persecuted in various countries.
For purposes of such a discussion, we can take two: the Human Rights
Act (such an Orwellian term!) in Canada and the 1990 Fabius-Gayssot law
in France. These two legislations do contrast sharply but in practice they
operate similarly, as I now explain.

In the Canadian case, the code excludes the relevance of three
considerations:

1. The truth of the offending statements.
2. The intent behind the expression of the statements; for example,

whether they were intended to cause people to hate Jews.

xii
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3. The actual effect of the statements; for example, whether they
caused people to hate Jews, whatever the intent of the author.

We simple-minded people will scratch our heads and wonder what is left
to try. It is this: whether the statements ‘exposed’ somebody to hatred or
contempt.

It is impossible for me to clarify that standard because, to the extent I
understand it, reference is being made to a condition into which all of us
are born. Somebody may start hating us, and often does. Holocaust
revisionists are hated more than most but exposure to hatred is basically
part of the human condition. One can be argued to be innocent of such
an offence only in that sense: that is, that the condition referred to is a
condition we are all in, independently of what statements are made by
anybody. If that plea is unacceptable, then of course we are all guilty.
Anybody may be hated in the future for all sorts of reasons. Witness
human history.

By contrast, the French Fabius-Gayssot law is very clear. It proscribes
contesting the truth of any finding in the ‘Crimes Against Humanity’
section of the 1946 judgment in the main Nuremberg trial. It candidly
expresses, without any tergiversation, what all legal moves against
revisionists are trying to do: freeze received history in the state of the end
of war hysteria of 1945-1946. This sort of law contrasts with the typical
‘human rights’ legislation, since here there is no doubt what offence an
accused is being charged with.

The Australian statute resembles the Canadian, and the formulation of
the French law is approximated in Germany, with its ‘denial of
established fact’ clause. These are two starkly contrasting formulations
and Tében may be unique in having been prosecuted under both, for as
this book relates at length, in April 1999 he was jailed in Germany while
travelling there.

That the two formulations have something important in common is
suggested by what finally happened when ToOben’s trial came up in
Germany in November 1999. Again, he decided to remain silent and offer
no defence, and his lawyer did likewise. I commented on my website:

If I must conjecture the specific grounds for Toében’s silence during
the trial, I would guess that his protest is based on the impossibility
of arguing the truth of any of the claims he has made, for which he
is being prosecuted. I suppose in the court’s eyes there is a certain
amount of logic in that situation which, as so often happens, makes
legal sense but not common sense. If e.g. there were a law outlawing
the denial that Germany is on the planet Mars, and if I deny that
Germany is on the planet Mars and am prosecuted for the claim,
then the question of whether Germany is on the planet Mars is
irrelevant to the question of whether I broke the law. Truth is no
defense. In those circumstances I would adopt the strategy Tében
adopted, silence, which for me would make both legal sense and
common sense.’
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Where Truth Is No Defence, I Want To Break Free

Thus the two contrasting formulations confront the accused revisionist
with the same practical situation: the impossibility of seeking to justify the
offending statements in relation to the accusations. Before a ‘human
rights’ tribunal, a Holocaust revisionist confronts unintelligible
accusations. Under the French or German laws, the Holocaust revisionist
is accused of being a Holocaust revisionist. If I had been a defence witness
for Toében in Germany, I could not have helped him and indeed he could
not think of anything to help himself. There was nothing for him to say,
and nothing a defence witness could have effectively said in his support.
Such court victories as revisionist defendants have won have been based
on legal and constitutional technicalities.

Since Western society has, for many years, made freedom of expression
one of its highest values, the reactions of the civil liberties groups to this
offensive and scandalous situation are of great interest.

Their reactions are equally offensive and even more scandalous. The
leading (in terms of general prestige) international civil rights group is
Amnesty International, headquartered in London. Amnesty has a
designation, ‘prisoner of conscience’, which it describes thus:

‘Prisoners of conscience’ is the original term given by the founders
of Amnesty International to people who are imprisoned, detained or
otherwise physically restricted anywhere because of their beliefs,
colour, sex, ethnic origin, language or religion, provided they have
not used or advocated violence.

The concept of a prisoner of conscience transcends class, creed,
colour or geography and reflects the basic principle on which
Amnesty International was founded: that all people have the right to
express their convictions and the obligation to extend that freedom
to others.

The imprisonment of individuals because of their beliefs or origins
is a violation of fundamental human rights; rights which are not
privileges ‘bestowed’ on individuals by states and which, therefore,
cannot be withdrawn for political convenience.

Amnesty International seeks the immediate and unconditional
release of all prisoners of conscience.*

Early in T6ben’s German incarceration John Bennett, the Melbourne
civil liberties lawyer, wrote to Amnesty to request them to formally adopt
Tében as a ‘prisoner of conscience’ which, in ordinary meaning, is what
he was. In a long letter Amnesty declined, declaring that

in 1995 the organisation decided at a meeting of its International
Council - the highest decision making body of Amnesty International
- that it would exclude from prisoner of conscience status not only
people who have used or advocated violence, but also people who are
imprisoned ‘for having advocated national, racial, or religious hatred
that constitutes incitement to discrimination, hostility or violence.’.
The decision codified Amnesty International’s intention to exclude
from prisoner of conscience status those who advocate the denial of
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the Holocaust and it confirmed what had in fact had been the de
facto interpretation of the prisoner of conscience definition
contained in Article 1 of Amnesty International’s Statute.

That seems to say that ‘those who advocate the denial of the Holocaust’ are
viewed by Amnesty as thereby advocating ‘national, racial, or religious
hatred that constitutes incitement to discrimination, hostility or violence.’
That is rubbish, an obvious logical non sequitur, empirically contradicted by
easy observation; I have never seen such advocacy in the Adelaide Institute
newsletter. It is such obvious rubbish that it must be called a lie. T6ben is not
in the class of an Elie Wiesel, who has incited hatred of Germans, or of
Zionists who have incited discrimination and violence against Arabs.

Amnesty has declined to support freedom of expression for Holocaust
revisionists for political reasons. It is, therefore, not worthy of respect. The
organisation’s hypocrisy is highlighted by the case of Nelson Mandela who,
during his sabotage trial in South Africa in 1964, admitted that he believed
in violence to achieve his political objectives and for that purpose had been
a leader of a campaign of sabotage. Mandela was a hot subject of debate at
Amnesty’s meeting in September 1964 because, while the overwhelming
sentiment was to continue to support him, one of the rules pertaining to the
prisoner of conscience category was that those who used or advocated
violence were not eligible. Thus the meeting decided against adopting
Mandela thus, but it also voted for supporting him anyway.” A mere label
was withheld, not the support. Toben needed the support more than the
label.

Thus we see in the T6ben case hypocrisy at high levels of contemporary
public life, but I opened by promising ‘the greatest dirty open secret of our
day’, and I have yet to explain.

Like the study of taboos, the study of hypocritical exceptions to agreed
norms is highly instructive on the real, as opposed to declared, values of a
society. That free expression of ideas must be a fundamental value of the
sort of society we purport to be has virtual unanimous support, at least in
the abstract. True, the ideal of free expression must be qualified in various
ways, for example by national security laws and restrictions against
distribution of pornography in some circumstances. However, it is hard to
make even a bad case for censorship of the history of the remote past unless
that history impacts in some way on the present; in such event bad cases can
be and are made.

The past and the present are linked, in the case of Holocaust revisionism, by
Zionism. Many Israeli leaders agree that the Holocaust is ‘what this
country’s all about’.® That statement is more true than the speaker intended,
because apart from Zionism’s obvious contemporary exploitation of the
Holocaust legend, there is the lesser known role that Zionism played in
establishing, during the years 1942-1948, the legend that was to become its
lifeblood, as I have discussed at length elsewhere. However, even that is not
the greatest dirty open secret of our day.
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It is widely imagined that the various national-socialist movements that
flourished in Europe more than 50 years ago are dead. But that is not true.
Yes, gone are not only Hitler’s Nazis and Mussolini’s Fascists, but also the
British Union of Fascists, the Croatian Ustashe, the Hungarian Arrow
Cross, the Romanian Iron Guard, the Parti Populaire Francais, and all such
national-socialist movements except Zionism, a movement born and
nurtured in Europe during the heyday of nationalism and socialism, and
which is quite vigorous today. Its volkisch principle, that of the ‘chosen
people’, is the oldest and best tested extant.

Despite occasional rhetoric by various governments and organisations like
Amnesty International (for example, against the torture of prisoners),
Israel and thus Zionism are essentially untouchable in international
affairs. One cannot imagine, for example, Israel being treated harshly for
defying the United Nations’ resolutions, even with measures less severe
than those used against Iraq during the past decade. Our institutions not
only support Israel as a state; they also support Zionism in domestic policy
by means tailored for each country. In Europe the critical examination of
Zionism’s sustaining legend is outlawed.

That is not the case in the USA, for constitutional reasons, but American
institutions look kindly on this European repression nevertheless. There
are occasional references in the American press to the European anti-
revisionist laws, but I have never seen an editorial condemnation of them
from these editors who so righteously scold China for its human rights
violations. A frightening episode occurred in 1993 and 1994, when FBI
Director Louis Freeh held talks with the German Bundesamt fiir
Verfassungsschutz (Federal Office for Protection of the Constitution), the
euphemistically named agency that performs many of the functions once
entrusted to the more honestly named Geheime Staatspolizei (Gestapo or
Secret State Police). The talks sought to find ways the USA could stop the
flow, from the USA to Germany, of literature banned by German law but
lawful in the USA.” The talks seem to have come to nothing but the point
was clearly made that the USA approves of such German repression of civil
liberties. The role of the USA in supporting Israel diplomatically,
financially and militarily is well known. The USA is also the mainstay of
the operation of the related Holocaust restitution racket.

Thus the institutions of some major Western countries, flouting
established legal and ethical norms, are as intellectually repressive as
anybody’s Gestapo, in enforcing service to the only surviving European
national-socialist movement, and the others are tacitly or even openly
supportive of that repression. That is the greatest dirty open secret of our
day.

Professor Arthur R. Butz
Evanston, Illinois, USA
September 2000
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Lessons from History

Sun Tzu, 2500 years ago, said all warfare is based on deception. Human
progress is such that in this enlightened era, deception is as much
constituent to politics as to war, and where war leaves off, politics
continues the conquest.

What we know as World War II did not cease with the unconditional
surrender of Germany to the noble Allies on 7 May 1945. It continues
today by other means, the element of deceit central.

As war is not fought with bullets of truth and bombs of laughing gas,
neither is the existing cold war between the Zionist-controlled
consortium of plutocrats and corrupt politicians who control Israel, the
U.S., Britain and Germany against the uncomprehending people of
Germany (not to mention the equally pathetic numbskulls of the USA,
Canada, Australia, Britain and Europe) fought with truth, open debate
and academic freedom. In fact, those storybook concepts are anathema
to the stability of the existing order.

Revisionist historians have documented the facts, shocking to most,
that World War II was not started by a madman, Adolf Hitler; that he
had no intention of conquering the world; that he unceasingly worked
for peace with Britain from his earliest days against insanely vicious
and evil forces in the West determined to create a devastating and
disastrous war; and that he and other German leaders tried again and
again to reach a negotiated peace beginning as early as May 1940, nine
months after the British declaration of war, when Hitler, against the
advice of his generals, personally saved the British Army from
annihilation at Dunkirk.

Nor are establishment historians up to pointing out that Hitler’s closest
friend and his deputy, Rudolf Hess, flew to Britain on 11 May 1941 in a
last-ditch effort to stop the needless war between the two countries and
to enlist British support for Germany’s planned attack on Stalinist
Russia for the purpose of countering the impending Soviet attack on
Germany and the subjugation of all Europe. Instead of the reception
this tragic hero deserved, he was silenced by solitary confinement for
55 years, declared a ‘war criminal’ at Nuremberg and finally murdered
by strangulation by a paid British assassin in his cell at Spandau Prison
on 17 August 1987 at the age of 93.

Nor does the Western public yet know - 55 years after the end of this
‘forced war’, as it has been described by revisionist scholar, David
Hoggan, that Germany is still an occupied nation without a peace
treaty and without sovereignty and that its politicians may charitably
be described as trained fleas who cheerfully jump to orders from their
superiors. In return for their treason, they receive journalistic and
monetary plaudits as befits the corrupt system they serve.
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In apparently long-forgotten terms of international law, the German
government has been and is unmistakably de facto but not de jure;
indeed, Germany serves as the classic model for this contrast since 23
May 1945 when the Allies dismissed Admiral Karl Donitz, the last legal
head of Germany.

The most effective tool used against Germany to keep hot the flame of
hate is the Holocaust propaganda, a holdover from the hot war which,
however, grows in intensity with each passing day even as Holocaust
revisionists, such as the author of this volume, uncover more facts to
prove that it is the most massive deception of the past 2000 years.

As I have tried to make clear in my essay, ‘Why is ‘The Holocaust’
Important?’ the consequences of this deception have been incalculable
in spite of its almost infinite internal contradictions, its shifting
numbers and facts and the dismal repute of its high priests, such as
Simon Wiesenthal, Elie Wiesel, Deborah Lipstadt and Christopher
Browning, to name a few.

But of course, mere truth and facts have no place of importance to
Establishment journalists and historians. What is important is that the
‘The Holocaust’ deception be kept vital. It is fully as important to the
subjection of German freedom today as was the Aztec myth that Cortes
was a god important to the Spanish conquest of Mexico. The Aztecs
invented their myth whereas the Germans had theirs forced upon
them and they accepted it because of the traditional feeling of guilt
which is always close to the surface in Christians. That Cortes was an
irresistible god was a myth that destroyed the Aztecs. That their fathers
gassed 6 000 000 defenceless Jews is Killing gullible Germans and
tearing down self-respect among all Europeans, including white
Americans. No wonder the West is deeply sunk in a cesspool of moral
slime.

Thankfully, not all of our contemporaries are cowed in the face of the
myth of the Holocaust. One man who has taken a position of leadership
for truth is Dr Fredrick Toében, the author of this volume. He has
personally confronted today’s dragon of deceit and in this book relates
the facts as he knows them.

Fighting for the truth is dangerous today in this ‘enlightened’ age of
deceit, this imperium of lies. Today, some hundreds of prisoners are
held in German jails for daring to speak the truth. Apparently, this is
what Americans, Britons and Senegalese bled and died for - to bring
democracy to Germany and liberate them from a wicked tyrant who, it
is said, burned books as well as Jews. Shamefully, my country is
complicit in this vast crime against truth, against liberty under law,
against civilisation itself. The only way Americans can redeem
themselves from being truly guilty of this crime against everything
their country once stood for is to speak out and tell all the facts as we
know them.
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If you do not believe that it is a serious moral crime to speak the truth
about our oppressors or to tell the truth about history, try it. If you do,
you will immediately learn the penalty. No American will be sent to
prison in America for telling the truth - at least, not yet. Thank God,
the First Amendment to our hallowed Constitution prevents that. But
unless we determine to speak the truth while we still can legally, in
spite of the penalties that are certain to follow administered by the
press and our alien leadership, it is certain that we will soon be living
under lies more profound than we do already, administered by a
tyranny such as the people of Russia and Eastern Europe existed
under before the collapse of the Soviet Union.

The terror, in fact, has already begun. Can you not see it? Today it is a
moral if not a legal crime to speak ill of our oppressors or to confront
historical lies. What is most frightening, everyone knows it!

Moral terror is the certain precursor to physical terror enforced by the
lash, torture and death. Do not make light of this warning.

Willis Carto
Escondido, California, USA
23 August 2000

The Catacombs

Asked what could best be done for the Anglo-Catholic cause and his
fellow believers, Evelyn Waugh once replied, ‘The catacombs’.
Persecution vindicates. This is high among consolations for Holocaust
revisionists, quite part from participation in what Robert Faurisson has
termed the most compelling intellectual adventure of the era.

Holocaust revisionism is intensely personal. Each individual comes to it
in his or her own particular way, and there are no short cuts. Usually the
process is accompanied by exceptional experiences of various sorts. The
process frequently takes a long time. For this writer it began with a
game of softball within the walls of the Dachau Concentration Camp.
This was in the summer of 1954, when the premises were used by the
US Army for purposes of casual recreation. As an Army draftee, the
writer had been sent to Germany and, knowing some German, was
assigned to a military intelligence battalion with headquarters at
USARFUR in Heidelberg but with a number of branch offices in Bavaria,
the site of many of the camps to which refugees from East Germany and
elsewhere in Eastern Europe were brought for initial interrogation.
What, for example, did they know about uranium mining in Saxony?
‘Nothing’ was the customary reply, but the question was worth asking.

The battalion had an intra-mural softball league and on a pleasant
summer day that year a dozen of us from one of the units were sent to
play on the well-tended field at Dachau, not far from the main
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administration building and the entrance to the Disneyland Dachau of
today.

None of us made much of the place one way or another, but after
playing the game we were accorded some time to look things over. The
first-class masonry of the high walls made a lasting impression, along
with the purple hue time had given to the bricks themselves. The
location of these prison walls on the gentle tablelands northwest of
Munich itself symbolised suffering - this was no place for high walls at
all.

We were given no propaganda on the subject by our officers or anyone
else but could see for ourselves, if we chose, the propaganda purposes to
which the camp had been put in the immediate aftermath of the war.
The shower nozzles unconnected to any piping system told their own
story.

Why didn’t we become revisionists on the spot? Because we did not
want to argue the matter; because we felt exaggeration was
understandable among sufferers; because the concentration camp
system had existed and had cost many innocent lives; and it was beyond
all question morally indefensible. So, in this instance, decades elapsed
before this writer again pondered that afternoon within the Dachau
walls. As the propaganda Dachau came into being (schoolchildren are
dispatched there regularly by bus these days), so did scepticism as to
many of the basic assertions. And then slowly but surely, came the
realisation that exaggeration is not the root of exterminationist
contention. Downright lying is at the root.

The Duke of Wellington once remarked in later years that he had heard
so many versions of the Battle of Waterloo he sometimes doubted he
himself had been there at all. History is certainly elusive, never entirely
capturable. But we do know what happened at Waterloo, though it took
a long time to sort it all out, and there are still some matters open to
scholarly debate.

Due process does win historically in the long run. In any trial for a
capital offence, defence counsel demands close scrutiny of the alleged
murder weapon. The prosecution must produce the corpus delicti or
have some tall explaining to do. Witnesses for the prosecution must
undergo rigorous cross-examination. Yet application of these principles
to what has come to be called the Holocaust brings revisionists into the
catacombs. So be it.

Andrew Gray
Washington, DC, USA
20 October 2000
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The ‘“Toben Case’ as seen by Voltaire

For the historian, the sociologist or the jurist the case of an Australian
revisionist, Fredrick Toben, is one of the simplest and most instructive.
It is also both appalling and amusing. One day, moved by curiosity, this
German-born Australian left the Antipodes on a journey to Europe in
order to confer with a Frenchman who had coined the phrase “No holes,
no ‘Holocaust”. From there he went on to Poland, to Auschwitz, where
with his own eyes he observed that, in the effective absence of any ‘holes’
in the collapsed roof of an alleged homicidal gas chamber, there was
cause to doubt whether such chemical slaughterhouses had ever existed
at that spot, veritable centre of the ‘Holocaust’. Finally, on a pilgrimage
to the Germanic lands, he shared his doubts and asked for explanations,
an act that earned him forthwith a stay in prison.

Voltaire would have liked this ‘affaire Calas’ (of a less tragic sort).? From
it he could have drawn inspiration for a tale entitled The Emperor’s New
Clothes or The Imposture. It seems right to imagine that, as in a classical
French play, the story should evolve in five stages.

In the first of these stages, our hero from the other hemisphere hears tell
that a certain European emperor, dear to the Jews and thus also to
today’s Germans, is, in the eyes of his court, bedecked in the most
extraordinary attire, whilst in reality he is quite simply naked; it is said
that some ingenious rascals had pretended to create for the emperor
garments of an exceedingly rare cloth, costing a fortune. In the next
stage, our Australian, modern-day Huron of the Voltaire tale Le Huron ou
I’Ingénu, comes to Europe and prepares to go see for himself, armed with
some advice on how to carry out his inquiry; once on location, he in
effect gets the impression that this emperor could well be naked. In a
third stage, he proceeds to inquire of those around him, going so far as
to whisper to the courtiers, ‘Is your emperor perhaps naked?’ For want of
a fitting reply, he resolves to go to the Germanic lands and consult a man
of the craft; this latter, most certainly a German and perhaps a Jew as
well, has a reputation, the world over, for such good knowledge of the
solution to the riddle that he will not abide any answer other than his
own. This individual, prosecutor of woeful mien, invites the sceptic to
come back to see him two hours later in order to get his answer. This our
Australian does not fail to do. There, in the prosecutor’s study, with a
stranger present, he is asked to repeat his question. Which he does. And
so it is that, in a fifth and final stage, the question-man finds himself
behind the bars of a German jail.

In the reality of the T6ben case, the prosecutor was a man called Hans-
Heiko Klein, the stranger was a police informer and the jail was, for
seven months, that of Mannheim.

What followed would equally have inspired Voltaire. It throws a stark
light on the way in which the German justice system works at present
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and on the mode of conduct adopted by a large number of Western
democracies as soon as the most hallowed of their taboos, that of the
‘Holocaust’, looks to be in peril.

Removed from his jail cell, Toben, in handcuffs and duly escorted, was
led into a courtroom. But, given the gravity of his case, he had the
right only to a mock trial. He was of course provided with counsel but
the latter was made to understand that he would do well to keep quiet
if he did not want to join his client in prison. The lawyer kept quiet
and Toben was found guilty, sentenced to serve time and a heavy fine,
then released on bail the next day.

In Australia the authorities were careful not to intervene in favour of
the victim. Indeed they fell little short of applauding the German
judges’ decision, and most likely envied their freedom of action.

In the rest of the Western world, all fell by and large into tune with
Germany and Australia. The ‘élites’ in place kept silent or approved.
To none of them did there occur the idea of decrying an outrage. No
petitions in support of the heretic, no demonstrations. Amnesty
International considered it natural and normal that an intellectual, an
academic, should be so treated. In effect, precisely because he is a
professor, many must be of the opinion that Tében surely ought to
know that some questions simply offend decency.

Already 20 years before

Twenty years previously, I myself had lived through an experience
comparable to that of my Australian colleague. In the columns of Le
Monde, 34 French historians - amongst whom some, like Fernand
Braudel, enjoyed international renown - had come out with a joint
declaration rebuking me for having put a question that propriety
forbade me to conceive. I had discovered that the existence and
operation of the alleged Nazi gas chambers were, for physical and
chemical reasons understandable to a child of 8, fundamentally
impossible. In the late 1970s I had therefore asked Germany’s
accusers how, for them, such mass murder by gassing had been
technically possible. The answer took some time in coming, then
gushed forth:

It must not be asked how, technically, such mass murder was
possible. It was technically possible, since it happened. That is
the requisite starting point of any historical inquiry on this
subject. It is incumbent upon us to state this truth plainly and
simply: there is not, there cannot be any debate on the existence
of the gas chambers.’

I had the awkwardness to think then that I had just brought off a
decisive victory. My adversaries were taking flight. They showed
themselves to be unable to reply to my arguments except by spin. For
me, the myth of the alleged gas chambers had just breathed its last.
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Pressac’s surrender, Spielberg’s triumph

Of course, from the scientific standpoint, those gas chambers had
fallen back into nothingness. The following years were to confirm
this. From 1979 to 1995 all attempts to demonstrate their existence
would abort: the Riuckerls and Langbeins, the Hilbergs and
Brownings, the Klarfelds and Pressacs would all suffer the most
humiliating failures. It is not I who say this but rather one of their
keenest apostles, historian Jacques Baynac. In 1996, in two long and
particularly well-informed articles, this fierce opponent of the
revisionists drafted, with a heavy heart, an assessment of the vain
tries to establish the existence of the Nazi gas chambers.”” His
conclusion: the historians had failed totally and, therefore, recourse
was had to the judiciary in order to silence the revisionists. In
March 2000 Jean-Claude Pressac was, in a way, to announce his own
surrender; on this point one may read an interview with him by the
French academic historian (and firm anti-revisionist) Valérie
Igounet." The last two pages of the interview are staggering: Pressac
states that the ‘rubbish bins of history’ await the official story of the
concentration camps! Supposedly dating from 15 June 1995, this
text of a recorded talk must have been somewhat modified
afterwards.

But, as is well known, the sphere of science, on the one hand, and
that of the mass-media, on the other, are plainly different in nature;
in the latter sphere, whilst the Nazi gas chambers have had a very
rough time of it, the adjoining myths of the genocide and the
6 000 000 are thriving thanks to a booming promotion. Hilberg and
his like may have failed in their work as historians but Spielberg,
the master of special effects cinema, triumphs with his holocaustic
epics. Today, the kosher version of World War II history has force of
law and of custom to such a degree that the nasty ‘deniers’ seem
annihilated.

The particular case of Tében

Nevertheless, a number of these rebels called revisionists remain
alive, and very much so, to the despair of the thought police and their
lackeys in the prosecution service, the judiciary and the media.
Among these revisionists stands Fredrick Tében, who, upon leaving
prison, did not have the decency to show the least contrition or, as is
said today, repentance. It may be feared that, for him, the emperor (of
the Jews) will stay definitively naked, and that he will go all about
repeating ‘No holes, no ‘Holocaust’’, or, in allusion to the fabric that is
not, ‘No clothes, no ‘Holocaust™.

Beginning with the indomitable Paul Rassinier, a good many other
revisionists besides our Australian have endured or still endure a
thousand travails. A few months ago, one of them, in Germany, was
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driven to suicide. Professor Werner Pfeifenberger at Miuinster killed
himself on 13 May 2000 after years of an exhausting struggle against his
persecutors. On 25 April 1995, in a Munich square, Reinhold Elstner
immolated himself by fire.

What distinguishes the revisionist Tében’s case from that of others is its
simple and swift unwinding, and therefore its illustrative value. One
might call it a synopsis, an all-in-a-nutshell sketch. It is nothing but the
story of a man who, for having made a prosaic remark on a material fact,
finds himself in prison. To whoever cared to listen, he had, in fact, held
forth thus:

At Auschwitz-Birkenau, day after day, a deadly substance was
apparently poured through four openings, specially made in a
reinforced concrete roof, so as to kill, each time, the thousands of
persons confined in the room below. How could such an operation
be possible given that manifestly, as one may remark today, none of
those four openings ever existed? Of course, the roof is now in ruins
but, on the surface, no trace of those openings can be made out and,
if one slides down beneath the ruin, one can see that the ceiling has
never had any openings in it. How do you explain that?

He was not answered. Then, he went to find a man who, by definition,
must know the answer to his query (and the answer to several others of
the same calibre, material and rudimentary). As his only reply, that
individual deemed it necessary to throw him into jail. But, once out of
jail, what did our impertinent friend do? He repeated his question, but
this time urbi et orbi, and with renewed vigour.

A story edifying in its brevity and not without spice.
To6ben in an ingénue role from a tale by Voltaire

I shall say it again: a Frenchman familiar with Voltaire is tempted to see
in this antipodean a reincarnation, in his own mode, of Candide or the
Huron (the original Ingénu). Under Voltaire’s pen, the ingenuousness, real
or feigned, of those two heroes, wholly of his imagining, ended up
putting them through numerous ordeals but it also helped them
overcome adversity, and not without opening for the reader some
interesting perspectives on the beliefs and superstitions to be found at the
foundations of our society and institutions. The story of Tében (German
as was Candide) would probably have appealed to Voltaire on another
score, that of the execrable intolerance of the Jews and their high priests."

Today, in France, the re-editions of some of the works of the ‘patriarch of
Ferney’ are expurgated, for fear of displeasing the Jews. No-one can
doubt that, if he came back to this world, Voltaire, following Tdben’s
example, would be ‘put inside’ for his disrespectful questions. Even
Switzerland, where in his time Voltaire knew he could find refuge,
would not fail to lock him up today.
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Note on a false attribution to Voltaire

It is by mistake that the following remark is attributed to Voltaire: ‘I
disapprove of what you say but I will defend to the death your right to
say it’, sometimes with the adjunct ‘Monsieur 1’abbé...’. In reality, a
London author called Stephen G. Tallentyre (real name - Evelyn B. Hall)
in The Friends of Voltaire (1906) wrote on the subject of the attitude taken
by Voltaire in case of an intense disagreement with an adversary: ‘I
disapprove of what you say but I will defend to the death your right to
say it was his attitude now’.*

Robert Faurisson
Vichy, France
22 August 2000

* Kk k

An eerily touching, slightly unsettling, disquieting
experience

Nine words have haunted me from the moment they were uttered by Dr
Fredrick Tében during his visit to Toronto, Canada, where I interviewed
him at length for my Voice of Freedom satellite television show. He said,
no doubt to please me with a compliment, ‘I want to be the Ernst Ztindel
of Australia’. Little did we both know that his wish would be granted by
fate faster than either one of us could realise at the time.

Toében had arrived in Toronto on a fact-finding trip through many
countries, trying to strengthen emotional bonds and cooperation with
leading revisionists. He looked sun-tanned and in good physical shape -
a man of rugged features, muscularly built, with a ready smile, in his
eyes a mischievous twinkle. He looked every inch the accomplished
professor. As he sat there, utterly relaxed, in my basement studio, he
struck me more as a hobbyist philosopher than as a candidate for
martyrdom. He willingly answered my probing questions about his life,
his upbringing, his education, his travels - and, above all, his encounter
with, and finally his embrace of, revisionism.

As the interview progressed, fine pearls of perspiration were beginning
to form on his forehead and upper lip from the unrelenting heat put out
by the powerful lights necessary to produce those crisp, sharp images
suitable for broadcasting on television. Probing, recorded TV interviews
are very similar in ‘feel’ for the interview ‘victim’ as are police
interrogations or court cross-examinations in the witness box. As I put
question after question to him, I thought to myself, ‘If this man wants to
be the Ernst Zindel of Australia, this will be as good an introduction to
what will be in store for him as any’.

I watched and listened intently, making mental notes, as Tében
answered my questions in a firm and pleasant voice, not once getting
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rattled in the process. Words were rolling off his lips with the elegance
and ease of a man, university-trained, sure of a polished vocabulary and
a quickness of mind that was bound to confound judges and, especially,
prosecutors in the future, should his odd wish be granted. After all, I had
been the reviled and vilified ‘Canadian Ernst Ziindel’ for more than 40
years, a role not always easy, involving as it did not only politically
romantic, constitutionally granted and supposedly state-protected street
activism - but having to face terror, bombs, arson and numerous jailings
along the way.

The minutes turned into an hour, then two. During tape changes, T6ben
would mop his brow, banter with my sound and lighting crew and
engage in animated conversation with the cameraman. I was warming to
my interview subject. This man was no cream puff. He was not going to
be a pushover inside or outside the courtroom or during any public
debate. He was articulate, polite and firm. He had good recall of facts and
placed them in the context of history, religion and politics with ease and
comfort, weaving a virtual tapestry of his mind.

I thought to myself, ‘No doubt he can hold his own in an academic
setting. He has the intellectual tools and rhetorical skills to wrestle with
the forces of evil he will encounter in his path. But does he have the
‘right stuff’””. Would he have the emotional stability, the grin-and-bear-it
attitude he would have to possess to sustain him through sleepless nights
spent in dank cells shared with wife beaters and axe murderers? Would
he be able to take the daily hurts and indignities, the endless harassment
by police, customs, immigration, the media, the diabolically clever
mental and psychological persecution daily inflicted on the Ernst
Zundels, the Robert Faurissons, the David Irvings of this world? The
answers to those questions would have to be answered, I thought that
evening, in other places and at future times. I could probe his heart, his
mind, even try to get a glimpse of the inner workings and make-up of his
soul - only an inscrutable fate veiled from mortal men would reveal the
true and sum-total of the man, Fredrick Tében, when he had to confront
his tormentors - as he most certainly would, should he continue on his
trajectory of becoming the ‘Ernst Ziindel’ of his adopted country.

For me, the meeting with Tében was an eerily touching, slightly
unsettling, disquieting experience for I felt as if I were given a future
peek into the keyhole of history unfolding. I knew that the man who sat
there so leisurely would be arrested, would face interrogations, trials,
tribulations, convictions and jailings if he persisted on his quest for truth
at a time when governments of Western countries have declared that
when it comes to World War II and, especially, the Holocaust, truth was
not allowed as a defence. What I could not know was the dizzying speed
with which fate would catch up with Tében and grant him his odd wish.

The details of T6ében’s trip to Germany, his visit to Hans-Heiko Klein, the
apparently legally sanctioned entrapment in the prosecutor’s very office,
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his arrest and months-long ordeal in prison and subsequent
developments are told in this book. This experience of the “T6ben Arrest’
made headlines around the world and showed up Germany as the
ruthless dictatorship it has become. It must be seen as a juncture - a most
critical juncture for every revisionist in similar circumstances. Germans
call it ‘die Feuertaufe’ (baptism by fire).

Under pressure and duress, ostensibly strong men have weakened,
agreed to compromises with prosecutors and police, and casually
betrayed their cause, once so fervently expressed, in order to avoid
prosecution and imprisonment. Fredrick Toében did not weaken. He
went to prison like a man. The rest is history.

Toben’s life has since taken on many similarities to mine. The press
coverage has been distorted and poisoned. His life is now, as was mine,
riddled with official harassment, with ‘invitations’ to appear before a
human rights tribunal, and similar indignities. He has achieved
notoriety and has been vilified for what he believes - or more correctly,
what he does not believe. As has happened to me for four long decades,
he is now disliked by many who are brainwashed and hated by those
who hate the truth, who hate to have their actions and lies scrutinised in
public. He is feared for the clarity of his mind and honesty of his words
by the morally bankrupt political elite and the prostituted media of his
adopted country.

I also know from first-hand experience that he will be admired and even
revered and loved by some that can appreciate a man of principle in an
age of pervasive compromise. But make no mistake. This is the mere
beginning of the Australian saga in the struggle for freedom of speech
and belief, not the end.

Front-line revisionist activists who will have lasting impact are forged
into fine steel blades through a lot of hard, repeated hammer blows of
destiny on the anvil of history so that they serve as tools with which to
cut the Gordian knot of lies.

Ernst Ziindel
Toronto, Ontario, Canada
9 November 2000
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Preface

The title of the fourth chapter of John Sabini and Maury Silver’s
Moralities of Everyday Life was ‘On Destroying the Innocent with a Clear
Conscience: A Sociopsychology of the Holocaust’. Therein they claim that
Kristallnacht was ‘an outpouring of hatred, vicious anti-Semitism, and
unrestrained sadism [that] appears to display the essence of the
Holocaust’. Sabini and Silver went on to say:

But Kristallnacht cannot be our focus: A pogrom, an instrument of
terror, is typical of the long-standing tradition of European anti-
Semitism, not the new Nazi order, not the systematic
extermination of European Jewry. Mob violence is a primitive,
ineffective technique of extermination. It is an effective method of
terrorizing a population, keeping people in their place, perhaps
even of forcing some to abandon their religious or political
convictions. But these were never Hitler’s aims with regard to the
Jews; he meant to destroy them”’).!

The premise on which the chapter rests is that there was a state-run
extermination program. No mention is made of a forced program of
deportations - except to extermination centres, the notorious
concentration death camps. There is no doubt about that, and so wild
speculation begins and the mental framework for an alleged academic
chapter is set in concrete:

Consider the numbers. The German state annihilated
approximately six million Jews. At the rate of one hundred per day
this would have required nearly two hundred years. Mob violence
rests on the wrong psychological basis, on violent emotion. People
can be manipulated into fury, but fury cannot be maintained for
two hundred years. Emotions have a natural time course; lust, even
blood lust, is eventually sated ... Comprehensive, exhaustive
murder required the replacement of the mob with a bureaucracy,
the replacement of shared rage with obedience to authority. The
requisite bureaucracy would be effective whether staffed by
extreme or tepid anti-Semites, considerably broadening the pool of
recruits; it would govern the actions of its members not by arousing
passions, but by organizing routines; it would make only
distinctions it was designed to make ... It was this bureaucratisation
of evil, the institutionalisation of murder, that marked the Third
Reich ... It is not the angry rioter we must understand, but
Eichmann, the colorless bureaucrat, replicated two million times in
those who assembled the trains, dispatched the supplies,
manufactured the poison gas, filled the paper work, sent out the
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death notices, guarded the prisoners, pointed left and right,
supervised the loading-unloading of the vans, disposed of the
ashes, and performed the countless other tasks that constituted the
Holocaust.?

Daniel Goldhagen continues this theme on a grand scale, concluding
that the Germans have a built-in disposition for murdering people, in
particular Jews.> Not once does Goldhagen question the premise on
which his thesis rests, though it is interesting to note that he sidelines
the homicidal gas chamber argument.

It must be noted that Sabini and Silver wrote their book before the 1988
Toronto Ziundel ‘false news trial’ produced The Leuchter Report, and
before Mikhail Gorbachev returned the Auschwitz death books in 1989.
The latter created the sensation that the 4 000 000 death figure at
Auschwitz was somehow reduced to between 1 000 000 and 1 500 000.
Justifications for such a reduction are not detailed in any way. Dr
Franciszek Piper claims that the above number contained 900 000
‘unregistered’ deaths. He suggests thereby that an efficient German
bureaucracy would permit a process, such as the alleged extermination,
to remain unrecorded. Further, if it did, then the bureaucratic efficiency
claim becomes absurd, and one has to resort to an explanation that the
murderous machinery of death was started not by any written order but
by a mere ‘wink and nudge’ because everyone knew what had to be
done. Hitler’s hatred for the Jews was so great that the prime reason for
the war effort focused on one goal only - to kill as many Jews as possible.
When we hear such rubbish from so-called academic intellectuals, then
we have reached the lowest level of scholarship.

Sabini and Silver’s fourth chapter is divided into the following headings
that sum up their moral argument, which rests on a false and unproven
premise, namely, that the Germans systematically exterminated
European Jewry in homicidal gas chambers:

Obedience to authority

Morality and the legitimacy of authority

Responsibility and intent - conscience and desire; entrapment
Brutality and emotional response

Moral judgment and peer influence

Coda.

Why bother reproducing the thoughts of those who, in my view, are
either ignorant or liars? Two sentences in their penultimate paragraph in
the chapter answer this: ‘We are accustomed to think that once we have
understood how someone came to do something, we then can forgive. In
this case, we cannot allow understanding to mislead us to excuse or
forgive’.* This kind of talk hides a dissembling mindset - the eye-for-an-
eye policy - in this instance resting on a false premise. The temptation is
there to draw attention to the Talmudic mindset with its ‘revenge’
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obsession. This would particularise the argument to the point where Jews
would be singled out as the only factor influencing a concerted effort to
continue a policy of hatred against Germany. Such a perspective is too
limiting. The Jewish mindset has no monopoly over the eye-for-an-eye
mentality because it is a human factor found wherever humans
congregate.

Hence, the fact that the geriatric Schwammberger sits in Mannheim
Prison until his death because he allegedly ‘pointed left and right’ is of
interest here. Blame cannot be sheeted home to ‘the Jews’ for that. It
remains an injustice that needs to be addressed by those groups who
claim to defend human rights abuse around the world.

We may ask, ‘Why does this persecution of former Germans and their
fighting allies persist?’. It persists because the Germans let it happen.
Why? It persists only because Germany still has not - 55 years after the
end of World War II - signed a peace treaty with any of the wartime
allies. In the meantime, the Soviet Union has ceased to exist, and France
and Great Britain cannot maintain superpower status over Germany any
more. Only the USA has the interest to retain control of a Germany that
has, again, become the powerhouse of a united Europe. Any demands
made on the German government (some would call it an illegal
government) cannot be rejected because there is no legal mechanism
with which it can be done. Japan successfully rejected compensation
claims from former Australian soldiers on the grounds that Japan signed
a peace treaty and paid some compensation to the Allies.

Why do the Germans let it happen to themselves? Why do they not rise
up against this wicked lie of mass exterminations in homicidal gas
chambers? The answer is manifold.

1. Those that do speak out in public are given the legal treatment: fines
and imprisonment. German law prohibits any balanced discussion of
the Nazi period. Hence, there is a state-protected ideology, just as the
Soviet Union protected its Marxist ideology by sending its dissenters to
the gulags. Did the ordinary Soviet citizens speak out against this
outrage of sending individuals to labour camps because they refused to
embrace the state ideology? Not really. Only when the economic
situation worsened did individuals jump on the bandwagon of political
dissent.

2. The majority of Germans would rather maintain their economic well-
being and its accompanying social status than seek the truth about
those gassing allegations.

3. Most of the younger generation is not interested in pursuing the truth
about historical matters because consumerism-hedonism has
enthralled them.

xXxXxX1
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4. Dare one mention it? The Germans moved from National Socialism to
National Masochism? The guilt trip, the mea culpa enraptures those
who have still a semblance of moral awareness. Germans love to feel
guilty about the non-event of the homicidal gassings!

5. Dr Wilhelm Stéglich claims that all it takes to bring down the
Auschwitz myth is for a few courageous judges to stop pandering to it,
and reclaiming the search for historical truth as a defence.

Such were some of the thoughts that moved me as I planned my second
revisionist trip to Europe. The Adelaide Institute had held an
International Revisionist Symposium in August 1998 and the logical step
for me in 1999 was to pursue these matters in person. It seemed
important for me to gain a deeper understanding of how the German
judiciary operated. By judiciary I meant the individuals who interpreted
the German Basic Law that sets the parameters for the German people’s
thinking.

During my first revisionist trip, I had made a brief acquaintance with
state prosecutor, Hans-Heiko Klein in Mannheim, Germany in April
1997. He was familiar with our activities and had since received copies of
our newsletters. I thought it would be a good idea to again discuss with
him the results of my latest findings on this Holocaust topic, especially
after teaming up in Prague with veteran revisionists Jirgen Graf and
Carlo Mattogno.

I pride myself in being an approachable person, having few prejudices
and being someone who seeks a dialogue not only with friend but also
with foe. Talking with the converted is easy - talking with ‘the enemy’
requires a diplomacy that I think I possess. What makes the enemy tick?
That is my worry to this day.

However, unlike Sabini and Silver in their surmise above, I wish to gain
an understanding of the complexity of the issue, then to ‘excuse and
forgive’ the ignorant but not to ‘excuse and forgive’ those that know they
are telling lies. Why? Cowards and morally mutated individuals tell lies
- often under the guise of wishing to protect others from some perceived
hurt. A rigorous self-critical analysis can help in liberating such
misguided individuals from the hate-filled chains of self-deception.

It is hoped that the following will shed some light on what goes on in
the heads of those individuals who uphold the homicidal gas chambers
lie.

Finally, at the 13th IHR International Revisionist Conference in
California from 27 to 29 May 2000, I titled my talk, ‘The Holocaust/Shoah
Enforcers. The Flight from Reason and the Cravings for Superstition and
Dogma’. Therein I asked how would historians in 100 years from now
look upon the Holocaust myth, defined as the allegation that Germans
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during World War II systematically exterminated European Jewry in
homicidal gas chambers?

I thought I could see a trend emerging in a book by 93-year-old Jacques
Barzun, a former professor of history at Columbia University, the author
of some 30 books and twice president of the American Academy of Arts
and Letters. I looked in its Index of Subjects and there is no mention of
the Holocaust nor is there anything about Auschwitz. Einstein is
mentioned five times in the Index of Persons but Hitler only four times.
The ‘Jewish massacre’ is mentioned; something that Jean-Claude Pressac
said should replace the use of Holocaust.

Barzun wrote:

What distinguishes from other mass killings the two egregious
examples of the 20C, the Russian of the kulaks (enriched farmers)
and the German of Jews, Gypsies, and others marked for
destruction by their beliefs, is that they were deliberate and
systematic, and in the German, abetted by science. In neither
instance was it the soldiers’ frenzy in victory or the populace
avenging against their neighbors some old grievance. There is no
excuse for massacre in any case, but history set a kind of standard
that these acts of national policy violated ... The modern attempts
at genocide were ignobly intellectual: the kulaks’ existence
contradicted the theory of Communism, and the German victims
were “racially harmful” to the nation. Granted the mix of other
objectives - for the Germans a scapegoat, for the Russians, money
and land, and for both a unifying effect- the blot remains that a
pair of ideas, long matured and held as true by millions outside the
scene of their application, should have produced a special kind of
sophisticated crime.’

Barzun’s opinion indicates that historical revisionism is alive and well,
and that, for example, Germar Rudolf’s scientific analysis of the
homicidal gas chamber allegation is more important than ever before.
Leuchter’s 1988 report was groundbreaking; Rudolf’s is definitive and
remains unrefuted to this day.

Fredrick Tében
Adelaide, South Australia
11 November 2000

Endnotes

1 John Sabini & Maury Silver, Moralities of Everyday Life (Oxford University
Press, Oxford, 1982), p. 55.

2 Sabini & Silver, Moralities of Everyday Life, p. 56.

3 Daniel Jonah Goldhagen, Hitler’s Willing Executioners (Alfred A. Knopf Inc.,
New York, 1996).

4 Sabini & Silver, Moralities of Everyday Life, p. 87.

5 Jacques Barzun, From Dawn To Decadence: 1500 To The Present 500 Years of
Western Cultural Life (HarperCollins, New York, 2000), p. 748.
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Freedom of speech - a global issue

The Director of Adelaide Institute, Dr Fredrick T6ben, will travel to
Europe in March-April on a study trip that aims to challenge various
European countries’ free speech standards. ‘As a barometer
measurement, I shall seek the views of judges, politicians and other
leading citizens on the alleged existence of the ‘Auschwitz homicidal
gas chamber’ claims made by alleged survivors of this concentration
camp’, Dr Tében said.

‘For over 50 years we have been led to believe that gassing claims are
a fact - but this has never been tested in any court. What has been
tested is the hurt caused to people by a questioning of this allegation
- and that is pure emotional blackmail’, he said. ‘In particular, it is
time to challenge the German legal system, which is an illegal system
because the current political system is the creation of the Allies, the
occupation forces of 1945. In effect, the German Reich still exists - de
Jjura. This means that the draconian Paragraph 130 and Paragraph
220 of German law, designed to catch all dissent - and which
imprisons for five years anyone who questions the details of derived
Holocaust history - is illegal!’.

Dr Toben said that he has already telephoned two judges, who have
imprisoned politician Gunter Deckert and historian Udo Walendy
for denying that homicidal gas chambers at Auschwitz ever existed.
‘T have advised them of my coming and of my desire to speak with
them and to show them documentary evidence that speaks against
the extermination thesis. I cannot prove that the gassings never
happened because how can I prove something that didn’t happen?’,
he said.

Dr Toében hopes to win the support of the judges to establish an
international committee that will look into the feasibility of
homicidal gassings at the various concentration camps during World
War II. “‘We have to look into this with some objectivity because to
date it is politically incorrect to express doubt on this issue,” Dr
Toben said. ‘The fact that Dr Joel Hayward, of Massey University,
New Zealand, in 1993 wrote his MA thesis on this topic - and
concluded that there is no evidence to support the homicidal gassing
allegations - leads me to conclude that it is time to seek out the
truth’.

For a running commentary throughout his travels into eastern
Europe’s archives, visit Dr Tében’s diary at
<www.adelaideinstitute.org>.

Edited from an Adelaide Institute media release of 3 February 1999.
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Toben to challenge genocide stance

Controversial Goroke identity Dr. Fredrick Tében flies to Europe
today to challenge the German ban on denying the Nazi genocide of
Jews.

Dr. Toében said SBS television had expressed an interest in his
crusade especially because other so-called revisionists, that is,
historians who deny that there was a concerted Nazi campaign to
eliminate Jews, had ended up in German jails because of their
beliefs.

‘T have no intention of breaking German law but I do want to talk to
judges, prosecutors and others about the ban, I want to challenge the
authorities there on the freedom of speech issue,” Dr. T6ben said.

‘The German authorities have to realise that discussing such things
as the gas chambers is a legitimate intellectual exercise and that
people should be able to discuss it without being called anti-semitic,
anti-Jewish or a hater of Israel.

‘People have to be able to inquire openly into the whole question’.

‘There are about 6000 people being held in German prisons because
they have been convicted of holocaust denial. Many of them are
members of various right wing extremist groups but not all of them.
Some are academics who have been jailed for translating revisionist
material into German.’

Dr. Tében said the law had been tightened up in Germany over
several years. First it had been defaming the memory of the dead but
now anyone questioning, either verbally or in writing, the holocaust
could be jailed after the authorities took what was called ‘judicial
notice’.

‘The whole problem is that no peace treaty was signed with
Germany - technically speaking there is just a ceasefire,” he said.

Dr. Tében expects to be in Europe for six to eight weeks and will visit
Ukraine and Poland as well as Germany. He will meet up with
revisionists from around the world for a conference and study tour
while away.

He has an appointment to see one German judge on April 9 and
hopes to meet others. He has with him a masters thesis completed by
a New Zealand academic and accepted by a university in that
country which Dr. T6ben said provided strong evidence for a revised
view of what happened to Jews in the Second World War.

The former Goroke school teacher is now intimately involved with
the think-tank, the Adelaide Institute, which is a forum for
revisionists.
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German-born, Dr. T6ében is a doctor of philosophy and taught at
Goroke for two years until February 1985 when the Education
Department dismissed him claiming incompetence and
disobedience.

He then drove a school bus for four years. Melbourne County Court
subsequently found his dismissal was invalid and of no legal effect.
He was not reinstated but did find work in 1994 as a relief teacher

in Adelaide. He recounted his experiences in Goroke as a teacher in
a book published last year.

Reprinted from The Wimmera Mail-Times, 22.2.1999. Tében’s book is The Boston-
Curry Party (Peace Books, Adelaide, 1998).
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Chapter 1

The Journey Begins

Monday, 22 February 1999

On the eve of my departure day, Sinn Fein leader Gerry Adams arrived.
Prime Minister John Howard claims he will not meet with him while
Premier Jeff Kennett in Victoria has said he would. Kennett also made a
comment about South Sea Islanders having arrived in Australia before
the Aboriginal peoples. Both Howard and Kennett are the best political
leaders the Liberal Party can offer. I wonder whether both of them have
heard Lao-tsze’s wise saying:

Govern a great nation as you would cook a small fish. Don’t overdo it.

Both, it seems, would agree to continue the ban on British historian
David Irving who cannot enter Australia on account of his ‘bad
character’ which stems from a conviction in Germany. What was Irving’s
crime? He merely told a German audience that the alleged gas chamber
shown to tourists at Auschwitz is a fraud - which is true. So, truth telling
is a criminal offence in Germany!

My flight with Qantas to Singapore was uneventful but while waiting for
the connecting flight to Frankfurt I met a number of Germans who
wholeheartedly believe in the Auschwitz homicidal gas chamber story.
There was an elderly lady with a slight trace of a German accent. She
informed me that she had been a refugee from Pommern after the war.
I informed her that the war is still continuing because Germany still has
not signed a peace treaty with its former enemies. She smiled and her
English husband expressed surprise. I then wished to cheer him up a
little by mentioning the facts about the alleged homicidal gas chamber
story. I thought he would welcome my news. Instead, he became agitated
and rose from his seat, exclaiming, ‘I know people who lost their lives in
gas chambers’. I responded by saying that there were no homicidal gas
chambers anywhere within places under German control. He jumped
about, then disappeared. I asked his wife whether I should pursue him.
She smilingly advised against this.

At Frankfurt Airport in one toilet I read ‘Kill all Germans with Zyclon B
gas’. The myth continues to flourish!
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Tuesday, 23 February 1999

After my arrival at Heathrow Airport I found my suitcase had missed its
flight to London. What to do? Just keep the shirt on for another day - and
meet up with the world’s leading revisionist, Germar Rudolf. He has an
interesting proposal concerning the future of world revisionist research
coming together in one English language publication. More on that at a
later date, suffice to say now that Adelaide Institute Online will most
likely be involved in this venture.

He 1is continuing to publish his ‘Vierteljahreshefte fur freie
Geschichtsforschung’ (VIfG). As well, Rudolf hosts a number of websites
that carry the complete texts of books burnt by German authorities. It is
his aim to thereby undermine these acts of barbarity.

Wednesday, 24 February 1999

Travelled with Germar Rudolf to Welshpool, Wales where Nick Griffin of
the British National Party (BNP) lives on a farm with his family. Griffin
was recently convicted at Harrow Crown Court for ‘incitement to racial
hatred’. He had to pay costs and his sentence was suspended which
means that he has to be a good boy for a year to two. His proposed trip
to Australia has been postponed owing to his deeper involvement with
the BNP. Interestingly, the BNP is encouraging Welsh and Scottish
patriotism-nationalism, something the Germans would dearly love to
practice but cannot because the Auschwitz club awaits them. Wales is a
bi-lingual country in all aspects. Schools teach Welsh as the first language
and English as a foreign language.

Early evening we returned to our base and from there visited a fine
English residence whose owner is steeped in tradition, stretching back
many hundreds of years. We wined and dined with his family until the
wee hours of the morning - slept well until the incessant crowing of two
cocks awoke us.

Thursday, 25 February 1999

After breakfast and a tour of the estate it was time to journey to London,
there to dine with Lady Michele Renouf at the Reform Club - again a
most delightful and fruitful occasion. The Thackeray Society met and
discussed aspects of the ‘myths of the Tory Party ... trial and error
formalised ... frivolous stalking horses sent to knacker’s yard ...
constitutional outrage ... Butler’s ‘If I'd been less of a gentleman’ ... ’. In
this context, some unpublished details were raised about British colonial
policy, in particular towards Rhodesia’s Unilateral Declaration of
Independence and the subsequent emergence of Zimbabwe. The speaker
recounted how Lord Soames managed to pull Ian Smith in line and yield
power to Robert Mugabe. I commented how the ‘one man, one vote’
slogan that initiated the transfer of power, after two decades, revealed its
true colour of treachery and deceit, something those in Rhodesia at the
time predicted would happen. I was in the Salisbury Airport tower just
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as Soames’ plane landed - on time! Tower personnel glowed with British
pride as the plane came to a full stop at the terminal. It was predicted
that such punctuality, such reliability would become a past event in the
future Zimbabwe.

We had an evening’s stroll, and I felt quite safe - past the Queen Mother’s
residence!

Friday, 26 February 1999

During the morning I visited the Old Bailey courtroom where alleged
war criminal, Anthony Sawoniuk, was being tried for alleged crimes he
committed in Belarus during World War II. I recalled my observing the
proceedings at the first Australian war crimes trial in Adelaide where
Ivan Polyukhovic, too, had to face hostile witnesses who had harboured
a personal hatred against him - not because of what he was alleged to
have done but because his actions had offended family honour. Whether
this first British war crimes trial rests on similar subjectivism will be
known in time.

On a 4 p.m. British Midlands flight to Prague, arriving at 7 p.m. local
time. Per taxi to Maria’s place, the diplomatic quarters of town. Even in
the dark this area of the city recalls the grand old days at the turn of the
19th century where beautiful buildings and tree-lined avenues
celebrated a glorious lifestyle of cultural affluence.

Since the ‘liberation’ from Soviet ideology, and national independence
as the Czech Republic, only one thing matters - money.

Saturday, 27 February 1999

De-briefing with Jirgen Graf and Carlo Mattogno. Main archives closed
owing to transfer to new location. Military archives and Ministry of
Interior accessible, and 150 pages ordered. Most important, first formal
evidence that Germans ordered destruction of documents
(Vernichtungsbefehl) but document destruction could not be done at
random. It concerned military installations. It is possible that Auschwitz
documents were destroyed in such a way. Maps of Birkenau: important
for Mattogno’s study of the meaning of Sonderbehandlung - without any
doubt it means delousing, showering and sauna. Documents of Slovak
Jews transferred to Auschwitz in October-November 1944. Acquire
Chechian literature about Theresienstadt. By accident Graf discovers a
Czech version of R. Vrba’s book I cannot forgive with an account of the
1943 visit by Himmler and a description of the gassing of 3000 Jews
deleted!
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Poland

Sunday, 28 February 1999

Train journey to Walbrzych (Waldenburg) and from there, per taxi, to Gross
Rosen Concentration Camp. Inspection of a mobile KORY furnace fired by
petrol. Visit of showers and steam delousing chamber, and acquiring two
important death books of the camp that contain 9000 names. During the
communist era there was a claim of 200 000 deaths for Gross Rosen, now it
is down to 40 000. And no homicidal gassing claim is now made out. Camp
is of limited interest to revisionists.

Monday, 1 March 1999

A visit to the Walbrzych archives yielded some results - something strange:
why would there be lists of Jewish prisoners who were transferred from
Auschwitz to Gross Rosen Concentration Camp (and vice versa) as late as
November 1944? Bearing in mind that the concentration camp
commanders could only recommend transfers but not enact them, this late
transfer raises interesting problems. A 1980 book on the Gross Rosen
Concentration Camp mentions homicidal gas chambers but states that they
were never used. The death toll of 40 000 cannot be verified though there
are 9000 certified deaths.

Tuesday, 2 March 1999

The Walbrzych archives were closed and so we visited the editor and
publisher of stanczyk, a cultural magazine that has in the past touched on
revisionist topics. Tomasz Gabis has an interesting vision of the world. He
talks of the European empire and the Judaic empire, the latter being the
USA. He sees Israel as a ghetto of Judaica’s Imperium and Netanjahu as part
of the Judenrat. And he predicts that in time the Israeli population will be
evacuated to the USA from where they will attempt to rule the world.

Since January this year it is not possible to talk about Holocaust matters
because such things are off-limits. Nazism and communism are lumped
together and any positive evaluation of same is a criminal matter - note
well that the communist system escapes legal sanction and it is obvious that
the legal restraint is aimed to control an open discussion about the
Holocaust.
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Gabis thinks that the concentration camps ought to be abandoned as
places of grief. Those who want to retain them should be free to
maintain them privately - but not funded by the state and taxpayer. The
camps are a symbol of USA imperialism, and European sovereignty is
thereby undermined. It is the Americans who constantly tell the
Europeans that since 1945 it is the USA that has liberated the continent.
The view of Europe is thus one formulated by USA and Soviet Russian
imperialism - something that Gabis finds intolerable. He thus demands
that the camps be eliminated because they legitimate the new
USA-Russian imperialism. Gabis is against the victim cult which
emerges out of this concentration camp industry.

Gabis advocates ‘realpolitik’ - not criminalise, idealise, ideologise
Holocaust religion.

Wednesday, 3 March 1999

In Wroclaw-Breslau. A beautiful city, full of youngsters desperately
seeking to join the Western consumer world. There are too many young
beggars in the streets - young men asking young professional-looking
women for money. Is all this necessary?

Jirgen Graf and Carlo Mattogno are in the archives but find nothing of
value. I am attempting to send this report from a computer room at the
University of Wratislaviersis. Here Charles Darwin and John Stuart Mill,
on 4 August 1861, received honorary doctorates. Emperor Leopold
founded the university in 1702; the Aula Leopoldina celebrates its
Silesian baroque doorway.

Thursday, 4 March 1999

Katowitz archives. First relatively successful day - ordered some 100
copies, not sensational but of value. Excellent maps of the Auschwitz
area, documents about the spotted fever epidemic raging in 1941-43;
statistics about the Jewish population of this area. Copies not
immediately available which upsets plans. To call the archives on
Monday whether they will be ready Tuesday morning.

In the morning I travelled to Birkenau. On my walk along the long road
to the end of the camp - along the railway line - where 20 plaques once
stated that 4 000 000 people had been gassed in this camp, it is now
reduced to 1 000 000 to 1 500 000. Halfway a guard appears but he does
not challenge me. He seems to obey a whistle from the guard-house at the
entrance to the camp. Another person followed me while I positioned
myself near the alleged gas chamber at Krema II. I follow him and he
gradually melts away. The roof of the alleged gas chamber, Krema II, is
clear. It is a mild day and it is possible to look at the roof in detail and
there is no evidence of four gas insertion holes.

There is a new sign next to Krema II which shows quite clearly that four
gas insertion holes are there: they are labelled as such. How is such a
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deception possible without being known by the Auschwitz
administration? At the same time Auschwitz Stammlager is still showing
thousands of tourists the fraudulent Krema I and selling that as a
homicidal gas chamber.

Friday, 5 March 1999

Trip to Krakau into the archives of the local ‘Commission for the
investigation of crimes against the Polish people’, formerly ‘German
crimes in Poland’. Aimed to obtain documents. About 13 500 West
European Jews were treated at the hospital and sent back to the camp.
The archives are being °‘liquidated’ and transferred to the ‘Main
Commission’ in Warsaw.

Returned to Auschwitz museum. Carlo Mattogno was admitted and he
presented a list of documents he wished to view. After half-an-hour
waiting he was informed by a lady employee that he would not be
admitted to the archives because ‘You did not announce your visit’ and
because the assistant director, Dr Krystina Oleksy, was absent. Some
useful reference books were acquired - almost complete Sterbebticher of
the Zigeunerlager which will be useful for Mattogno’s future book about
the mortality rate at Auschwitz.

Saturday, 6 March 1999

Off by Intercity train to Warsaw. Difficult to get a hotel bed for the night.
A tremendous influx of Israelis taking up all the expensive hotels. We
find a small one outside the city limits at Lomianki. Work out our
transport requirements and off to bed. These early starts and late nights
are taxing my energy.

Sunday, 7 March 1999
Visiting Chelmno. Took some photographs of what little there is to see.

Monday, 8 March 1999

Graf and Mattogno visited the Jewish Institute but its archives were
closed. Bought some useful books and some material from a Jewish
historical review containing the genesis of the Holocaust legend.

I spend the day thus:

+ Collected my Slovakia visa: efficient service - done immediately and
cheap.

Observed a teachers’ protest outside the Ministry of Education. A Mr
Grabowsky informed me of the problems faced by teachers. I thought
I was listening to a spokesperson from the Australian Education
Union!

Had a personal tour of the Polish parliament - Sejm. My guide was a
former teacher! The system appears to be democratic but quite
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nationalistic. Two representatives from the German minority in
parliament. Nationalism is flourishing in Poland - it is a unifying
force.

At the Ministry of Justice and the Polish Commission - worthwhile to
recount the following:

I wish to find out what the public prosecutor had done with the
Solomon Morel file after Israel refused to extradite this criminal to
Poland. The guard, then various persons come along to help me find
the right person to talk with - telephone calls are made to the
Minister’s office, Mrs Hanna Suchocka, to no avail. All the while the
wardrobe lady - over 70, barely 5 ft 2 in. with her front teeth missing
- makes some phone calls, then beckons me to follow her to the lift,
while the guard protests, which she ignores. She takes me to an office
where an extremely attractive Polish lady around 30 sits talking on
the phone. The old lady informs her in no uncertain terms that I be
attended to - and I am.

As the Polish government has used up its legal means to extradite
Morel, this public prosecutor informs me, there is nothing Poland
can do but close the case. I remind her of the recent Turkish episode
in which Israeli’s Mossad is rumoured to have had a hand in
capturing the Kurdish leader - she smiles. I am also directed to
another archive which handles delicate matters - but again
something we heard upon entering Poland is told to me: the archive
is being ‘liquidated’ and brought into a central place.

Tuesday, 9 March 1999

Jirgen Graf and Carlo Mattogno had a successful day - bought many
books which are not available in Western Europe. For example, the
complete Hoss Aufzeichnungen not the mutilated version published in
the West; some Polish books frequently quoted in Holocaust literature
but not available or out of print; large portion of the Anne Frank diary.

Visited the AK partisan office for research in their archives in connection
with David Brockschmidt’s attempt to find out the truth of statements
made by Yehuda Nir, one of a group of Jewish persons the Brockschmidt
family protected during World War II. It appears that the Nir claim of
having been a member of the partisan army is a lie.

National archives canteen very good and inexpensive food.



Chapter 3

Ukraine

Wednesday, 10 March 1999

Another early start with Jirgen Graf and Carlo Mattogno - off to the
Gdansk railway terminal for an 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. trip to Lvov (Polish,
Russian)/Lviv (Ukrainian)/Lemberg (German). Delightful characters on
the train and the following joke came over well:

Blair, Clinton and Yeltsin are in a Paris restaurant. The waiter asks
Blair, ‘Le gin?’. He asks Yeltsin, ‘Le vodka?’. Then he asks Clinton,
‘Le Whinsky?’ (Whiskey). To which Clinton replies, ‘Don’t talk to
me about that bitch!.

Collected at the Lviv station by a lady, Dr R., my host in this beautiful
town where the splendour of the Austrian-Hungarian empire is still in
evidence.

Thursday, 11 March 1999

Visited Dr Orest Matsiuk, director of the Central State Historical
Archives of Ukraine, who informs me that I require written authority
from Kiev to delve into the Lviv archives. No use writing there - it would
take too long and so I decide to make the trip to Kiev.

Dr R. informs me not to be optimistic because she thinks any negative
references to Jewish personnel would have been sanitised by now - as is
happening in many archives around the world. She informed me that
she was in an education camp for Volksdeutsche in Chelmno - did not
know about the concentration camp there - as late as June 1944 but the
partisans were already sniping at them from the forest.

The Soviet regime plundered and demoralised Ukraine with its
multicultural policy by fragmenting the nation and destroying the
Ukrainian infrastructure and making all subservient to Moscow. Most
NKVD people were under Jewish influence, if not outright Jews, she
says. She was in a labour camp at Krakow. In December 1941 about 450
Jewish men, women and children were ordered to collect their
belongings on their sleighs, then trekked out of town into the woods.
Some people reported that they heard shootings and none of these
people were ever heard of again. Their tailor was a blond, blue-eyed Jew.
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Friday 12 March 1999

Today Poland joined NATO and thus becomes a listening post for the
USA into the Russian empire (Latin script gives way to Cyrillic script) as
Turkey is for Asia (Latin script gives way to Arabic script). More talk with
Dr R. about her wartime experience and after, working in the
‘demontage’ section for the Soviets. The German firms apparently
begged the Soviets not to dismantle their factories and promised to
deliver goods to them in lieu of such destruction - to no avail. Most
dismantled plants were never resurrected. Fortunately for the Germans,
the loss of their dated factories benefited them. They had to begin anew
and this gave them a start at the cutting edge.

Under the Austrian-Hungarian empire Lviv (Lemberg) and this region of
Ukraine flourished. Many of the buildings of that period still stand in
their splendour albeit in need of repairs. The Soviet administration
sucked the lifeblood out of this region, something the naked capitalistic
system currently flourishing here is also guilty of doing. Debt finance is
blossoming - and Dr R. knows only too well who is responsible for such
an inhuman system. I remind her that it is up to the Ukrainian people to
resist - something she says they cannot because they have been
demoralised for so many years by the Soviet slave system.

I write to Commissioners McEvoy and Cavenagh of Australia’s Human
Rights Commission:

Dear Mrs McEvoy

You should perhaps get a grant for a travel tour of Poland and
Ukraine to then more effectively assess what our conflict with Jeremy
Jones is all about.

I mentioned my HREOC conflict to a number of people from all
walks of life - and they laugh because it reminds them of the
Leninist-Stalinist show trials and its aftermath - until the ideology
crumbled.

Now Poland and Ukraine suffer from exploitative capitalism.

Jeremy Jones’s aim ‘to stop them from functioning’ - meaning to
silence his critics by using words such as ‘antisemite’, ‘hater’, ‘racist’,
‘anti-Jewish’ - is in the true Leninist-Stalinist vein, and it has no place
in Australia.

Jones tells lies about the Auschwitz concentration camp - and any
judgment from you in his favour would support such lies. Do you
want to be known as a supporter of liars?

Regards
Fredrick Tében



Where Truth Is No Defence, I Want To Break Free

Dear Mr Cavenagh

It would be of value for you to listen to what Poles and Ukrainians
say about the Jewish influence on their lives during the
Communist era.

No wonder Jeremy Jones wishes ‘to stop them from functioning’,
them meaning anyone who points out the evil side of Jewish
influence.

Regards
Fredrick Toben

PS: I have mentioned my HREOC case to a number of people and
they all agree that it is just like a Soviet-style show-trial that was
controlled mainly by Jewish functionaries. Australia’s social system
is imperfect but still better than anything I have seen - and we have
no room for liars and dictators like Jeremy Jones!

Saturday, 13 March 1999
A 14-hour train journey from Lviv to Kyiv (Kiev).

Sunday, 14 March 1999

After last night’s departure from Lviv I have offended against the
Kantian Categorical Imperative by sleeping with two married women -
yes, it has happened, but not to worry. It was in a train compartment that
two ladies and I prepared ourselves for the night trip. The ladies even
provided the food and wine and, in typical Ukrainian hospitality, invited
me to partake. They also advised me when it was time for me to leave the
compartment so that they could ‘unrobe’ for the night. They did likewise
when it was my turn - in all just under five minutes. And then it was on
until 1:30 a.m. - what? Learning English, of course. The ladies, Ira, in the
hotel business, and Lyba, a lawyer’s wife, are bent on learning English so
that they can help their flailing economy in a ‘tourism-led’ recovery.
Have I not heard that before? In fact, the social and economic problems
I have witnessed here in Ukraine are a replica of what we are plagued
with (except far more severe because we have an admirable social
security network that picks up those who simply cannot look after
themselves) - international finance plundering the country. It is all a
repeat of what happened before the second world conflict began in
Europe.

Some complaints I would make of the people - they smoke far too much,
and spitting on footpaths is a terrible habit for most men. Then there are
the public toilets - on the train and elsewhere - they all stink to high
Heaven.

Yet the Ukrainian women are full-lipped and strong, and they work hard.
But the younger generation of men and women - for example, sitting
here in this Kiev Internet cafe - are already less robust in external
appearance. At least they speak English - and my deciphering the
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Cyrillic script has nose-dived since meeting my host here who is intent
on making my Kiev stay as pleasant as possible.

Adelaide Institute’s office is not plush but functional. It is in the heart of
the city and I have a great view of its skyline.

With my host, Dr D. we visit the Babyn Yar memorial site - of interest is
that since 1991, as a 50-year commemoration stunt, there is a Jewish
memorial a few hundred metres from the official Stalinist site. We met a
couple of elderly ladies and asked them about it. Both were not there at
the time but had heard about the slaughter there. We then walked
around the main Kiev sites: along the River Dnipro; the catacombs of
Pecheyka Lavia - site of Ukrainian’s early Christian cradle; St Sophia
Cathedral; and so on. Kiev 1000 years ago was the third largest city after
Rome and Byzantium. Ukraine accepted Christianity in 988 CE.

Monday, 15 March 1999

At the Central State Historical Archives I obtain permission to view
documents. Nothing of importance is handed to me. Some reports of
Jewish threats to Germany: ‘It is our business to secure the moral and
economic blockade of Germany in order to divide the nation ... It is our
business, finally, to effect a war without mercy’12

(The Jewish Bernard Lecache in Le droit de vivre, Paris, 18.11.1938).

Within German military summaries, written in 1942, it is noted that
Kiev’s trams celebrated their 50th year having transported 4.4 billion
people and travelled 423 000 000 km since May 1892.

Interesting to read that Germany invited unemployed Ukrainians into
the Third Reich as ‘guest workers’ as late as 1942. And I thought all
foreign workers in Germany during the war were ‘slave workers’. Also,
bureaucratic red tape documentation details everything the German
occupation forces did to secure their hold on the newly acquired
territories - and then there is no documentation to prove the alleged
gassings at Auschwitz! Funny!

Before spending an evening with Dr D. in her beautiful apartment I met
Igor, a Russian lawyer who prides himself in having shot bears with a
Russian film star. He is an internationalist who has little time for
Ukrainian nationalism and economic well-being. He reminded me so
much of Jeremy Jones because Igor’s policy is also to ‘stop them from
functioning’!

I feel sad that these types of people are wrecking the Ukrainian social
structure - first by having imposed Soviet communism on the country
and now unbridled capitalism which is ripping the soul out of the
nation. Then again, if Ukrainians let it happen, then they deserve it, so
someone said to me. Well, perhaps. But it is not easy to emerge from a
communist soul-destroying system overnight. Even ten years is not
enough to regain one’s soul.

11
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Speaking of souls, I had to walk on my heels to save my sole because my
Chinese-made shoes that I bought for this trip sprang a leak by
developing a crack. I had bought them in Adelaide because they looked
comfortable - and they were. But in the snow-slush the leak worsened
and I just felt uncomfortable with a wet foot to dry after a day’s outing. I
bought a similar pair of shoes for about $60, this time a German model.

Tuesday, 16 March 1999

Nothing of importance at the archives - film material from ‘The
American Historical Association Committee For The Study Of War
Documents, Washington 1959’ seems to me pure propaganda.

Interesting material concerning transportation of POWs from Korinth to
Saloniki, Greece on 28 May 1941; preparations of such transports is
detailed - description of prisoners, their nationality: under this heading
is also included ‘Jewish’.

A document from bureaucratic guidelines states, ‘Gelbe Armbinden mit
der Anschrift ‘Deutsche Wehrmacht’ dirfen von Polen nicht getragen
werden’ (Poles are not to wear yellow armbands with the inscription
‘German Armed Forces’). And I was led to believe that the wearing of the
yellow Star of David was something unusual - lots of people wore all
sorts of armbands, something that is normal in a state of war in which
millions of people are being moved and categorised!

An entry: 12.10.1941 Dulag 241 Kommandantur:

Bitten um Zuweisung von 2.000 Broten fur die in diesen Tagen
eintreffenden ca. 6,000 Kriegsgefangenen. Es ist nicht mdéglich eine
so grofle Menge Brot aus der Gegend zu beschaffen, um diese Kgf
fir 3 Tage wihrend des Marsches zu verpflegen.

(Request 2000 loaves of bread for the expected influx of about 6000
prisoners of war. It is not possible to obtain such quantity of bread
from this area in order to feed these POWs during the three-day
march.)

There is also mention of Zwischenverpflegungslager (interim feeding
camps). Reports about the POWs of 16 October 1941 - nationality:
Ukrainian, Volksdeutscher, Russian, Bessarabian, Asian, Caucasian
(Kaukasier), white Russian and Jewish.

There is a detailed instruction folder about the qualities that makes up a
Jagdkommando - reminds me of the SAS or the Rhodesian Selous Scouts.
Their training was just as rigorous - and all I can say is that the USA has
its elite force as does Israel!

But that’s another matter, is it not - the matter of double moral standards!

There is something from Gauleiter Erich Koch to Kiev General
Kommissar Graf von der Schulenburg. Der Reichskommissar fur die
Ukraine Bucherei:
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I. Politik (politics)
II. Fachwissen (science)
III. Schongeistige Literatur (literature beautiful for the mind).

Wednesday, 17 March 1999

Final day in archive and I receive what I wanted on the first day - the
‘Document Collection of the History of World War II, no. 4620, vol. 2,
Years 1941-45’. I assume this is the Fundbuch-Informator-Register of
documents held by the Kiev archives. My translator - I can trust her
because of her family’s suffering under Stalinist’s gulag policies which
has deeply hurt her family - browses through this summary. There is
something from a regional archive about the Buchenwald Concentration
Camp - of no interest to me. More items perused, in Russian-Ukrainian,
about eyewitness accounts of Babyn Yar, sabotage acts against Germans,
partisan activities, illegal meetings of communist cells and the minutes
of same! Eyewitness testimony is useless for us - we know what
happened when the Ukrainian witnesses appeared at the Adelaide war
crimes trials - did not one witness identify the accused sitting within the
row of visitors, and the identified person turned out to be an American
tourist!

List of Russian rail transport lists from France during 1947 - may be of
interest and acquired. Includes list of nationalities - even Hebrew! So
Jews were repatriated from west to east?

As I farewell the archives the person in charge of this particular section
- Jakovleva Larisa Vasilivna - asks through my interpreter, Dr R., whether
I have found what I was looking for. I say, ‘No’. I then ask her how long
she has been at the archives. ‘Over 30 years and about 15 in charge’, she
replies. Well, she served the Soviet system and now she serves private
enterprise by collecting handsomely from me for the copies of
documents I requested. It is also of interest to note that she assisted the
early researchers from the Australian government’s public prosecutor’s
office who visited the archive in 1990-91 while preparing the first
Australian war crimes trial. She then actually spent some time in
Adelaide assisting with the trial.

My final question to her - and Ilook her deeply in the eyes - is this, ‘Have
any files ever been destroyed or is there anything that I have not been
shown?’ She also looks me closely in the eyes so that our noses touch and
says, ‘No’. Our Maori-style farewell amuses onlookers.

Thursday, 18 March 1999

A day of rest - a day of looking at cultural objects - and so ending an
evening at a concert with Boris Zindels and his musician couple and
child. Zindels is a specialist in producing CDs by performers of Russian
classical music of the Soviet Union era. Friends had invited him to leave
Ukraine within the Jewish immigration program but he refused. He did
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make a partial effort to emigrate to Germany but after a few weeks there he
returned to Ukraine. His external appearance reminds me so much of Serge
Thion.

Friday, 19 March 1999

Yalta. Besides the obvious historical interest in this place, meeting with Dr
S. who spent many years certifying normal people as abnormal - as ordered
by the courts. It is simple. On a sheet of paper he draws six squares, placing
various items therein, in all except the last square which remains blank. In
the first square it may be a drawing of a globe and an open book and in the
following four a cross, a question mark, parallel lines, lines forming 90°. The
blank square is filled by the ‘patient’ after the psychiatrist asks him a
question anything. Usually the question is designed in such a way that the
patient will ‘incriminate’ himself in some way, enough for the psychiatrist
to fulfil the order handed down to him by a judge of a Soviet court.

Dissidents who dared criticise the Soviet Union were given this treatment -
and I am reminded that our dear Jeremy Jones is desperately trying to get
such a system established in Australia. After all, Jones’ request to the Human
Rights Commission is not to fine or imprison me but to have me counselled!

Although already sceptical about the nature of his work at the psychiatric
hospital, Dr S. from the early 1970s supported dissenters - something that
was later taken up openly by those who pushed the Jewish agenda. Jews
were indeed persecuted in the crumbling Soviet Union because many had
leading positions and expertise and their emigration would hurt the Soviet
Union’s standing in the world.

Hence the fact that dissenting doctors gained refugee status for Soviet Jews
was somehow justified. But then we need to ask why would people leave a
country in the first place and emigrate to Germany or the USA? Obvious,
isn’t it?

As recently as 1986 Dr S. was awarded a medal for his contribution to the

Soviet’s mental health development. He gave me the medal as a souvenir.
[He died in 2000.]

Saturday, 20 March 1999

Yalta, on the south coast of the Crimean Peninsula, is worth a trip - even
if it is only for the fact that a 2-hour continuous trolleybus drive joins it
and the airport city of Simferopol. This must be the longest trolleybus
line in the world! Also, the airport is massive - obviously a relic of the
Soviet Union’s military might.

A few kilometres out of Yalta lies the Livida Palace where from 4 to 11
February 1945 Churchill, Roosevelt and Stalin held the Crimean (Yalta)
Conference that adopted the ‘Declaration of the Free Europe’. It aimed ‘to
obliterate the traces of Nazism and fascism and to build the democratic
institutions by their own choice’. It was also here that the decision was
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made to hold on 25 April 1945 in San Francisco a conference that would
establish the United Nations. Interestingly, Ukraine and Belarus (albeit as
Soviet Socialist Republics) were foundation members of the UN.

So, this trip for me was making contact with history - to wander in and
about this beautiful palace. It once belonged to the Tsar’s family which, of
course, lost it when Nicholas II and his family were executed by Jewish
Bolsheviks. The slim brochure from which I gleaned this information fails
to mention this latter point. It still celebrates ‘The Great Three’ - Churchill,
Roosevelt and Stalin.

Sunday, 21 March 1999

I am happy to report that during a typical evening’s Russian-
Ukrainian-Polish drinking session (at which the women partake as equals)
I acquitted myself handsomely. The dozen or so glasses of 50% home-brewed
vodka did not knock me over, though the host was in a bad state the next
day.

I was awake by 5.30 a.m., ready for a constitutional walk. This can be
explained because while accompanying Jurgen Graf and Carlo Mattogno I
must have gained some stamina while attempting to keep up with their
blistering pace.

The 100-minute flight from Simferopol to Kiev in an ancient vibrating
propeller Antonov reminded me how Soviet ideology locked up this part of
the world for so many years - all for the sake of having a military war
machine to match that of the USA - at the expense of its people’s well-being.

Dissenters filled the gulags! The rather advanced and somewhat futuristic-
oriented national socialists of Germany, however, were no match for the
materialism (unbridled consumerism coming out of the USA. The pinnacle
today is, of course, Bill Clinton’s mindset that generated a massive
consumer turnover in the service industry.

Few Ukrainian politicians today care about an individual’s well-being. After
becoming independent of the Soviet Union, state enterprises and property
were sold to politicians and others. One ex-prime minister is currently in
the USA with a few billions trying to get USA citizenship. We may safely
predict he will succeed.

And now it is time for me to board a kind of Orient Express which will take
me from Kiev to Vienna in a couple of days. I am beginning to look forward
to familiar surroundings in the West, though I admire how the Ukrainians
attempt to get their country functioning properly.

This is a difficult task because there are too many people who sabotage
things from within. It is so reminiscent of how some Australian industrial
branches have been lopped off when there was no need to do so.

Next missive from Germany ... wish me luck!
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Chapter 4

Kiev Express To Vienna And
Nuremberg

Monday, 22 March 1999

Still on the Kiev-Vienna Express. I have a three-person compartment to
myself. This is the way to travel long distances - in pyjamas all day, and
I justify this by claiming I deserve this rest after four weeks of travelling.
I am trying to empathise with the refugees who travelled on these train
tracks before, during and after the war - westwards and eastwards. Why
are there detailed lists available of people who came into the Third
Reich as willing guest workers from Ukraine? Why are the records
missing for those who left Auschwitz? Well, there are records of those
who did leave that camp during the war but these lists should be more
extensive.

The train briefly stops at Lviv where my former host meets me at the
station for a brief greeting. I inform her of my disappointing finds in
the Kiev archives. She had anticipated such a clean-out. I reminded her
of my own personal experience of having seen our Victorian education
bureaucracy clean out my personnel file, and when it came to the
exchange of documents just before the trial, the defence requested
documents in my possession because the originals had been removed
from the file.

So, what is new on this front of corrupt persons in bureaucracies? Is this
not what is hurting the ordinary citizens in the former Soviet Union?
When the Soviet Union disintegrated, it was former party functionaries,
for example, who bought former state-owned hotels located on the
Crimean Peninsula. That is the tragedy of the situation now. During
Soviet days no-one went hungry and everyone had a job. Now we see
hungry and jobless people who suffer when it is so unnecessary for
people to be hungry and homeless.

For two hours at the bogie exchange stop, Tshop: the carriage is lifted
1 m into the air and different gauged axles are fitted to suit the standard
tracks. We had such an exchange at Albury in Australia when up to the
early 1960s the trains travelling from Victoria to New South Wales had
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to have their bogies changed. How did the human transportation trains
from and to the eastern nations of Europe do it during World War II?
Same way, I suppose.

Around 8.30 p.m. the train arrives in Kosice, Slovakia and together with
Rene and Sayarna, I enjoy the evening sights of this small but beautiful
city. Sayarna is studying for a Masters degree in conflict resolution at the
European Peace University. Situated in a castle at Stadtschlainging
outside Vienna, its director is Dr Arno Triiger. We found the plaque
dedicated to Dr Otto von Habsburg who two days earlier had visited this
city.

Tuesday, 23 March 1999

Arrived in Vienna at 7 a.m. - and I am pleased to see a clean city with
clean toilets, but pained to see three prepubescent girls at the tram stop
smoking cigarettes. A grandmother, who read the reaction on my face
said that the law courts give too much power to children. It is impossible
to control one’s children, she exclaims. What’s new to me?

Briefly visited engineer Emil Lachout, the man who proved without a
doubt that there is documentation that proves that there were no gas
chambers on German Reich territory and on its annexed territories. He
informed me how he was at Mauthausen Concentration Camp where he
was in a medic position. On numerous occasions he had to take
seemingly sick men on a stretcher from the camp hospital to a waiting
car where their health quickly recovered and they were fit to be taken to
the airport. These were Jewish spies for Germany who, when captured
behind enemy lines, would defeat any allegation of spying by exposing
their genitals. Lachout also lost his teaching job because of continuous
persecution by the Austrian government, and he now has a judgment
from the European court against the Austrian government. To date he
has not received the claim which the European Court of Justice awarded
him.

Brief visit to the Mauthausen Concentration Camp where the usual lies
are told about human gassings. I am amazed in what good condition the
Hiftlinge Barracken really are. Interestingly, it is mentioned that the
camp also had a brothel.

Called in on Klaus Huscher, Nuremberg and I stay for two days.

Wednesday, 24 March 1999

Klaus Huscher, publisher of Denk Mit, spent 18 months in a prison near
the Bayreuth Festival Theatre in which Richard Wagner realised his
dream. When ‘Der Ring des Nibelungen’ was performed at the theatre,
Huscher could hear from his prison cell the trumpet fanfare calling
patrons inside after an interval. Huscher is a learned man who has given
the whole German identity question some considerable thought. He
concludes that the 1919 German Reich constitution still exists. From this
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assumption flow legal consequences that the present Federal Republic of
Germany’s politicians ignore. The matter is complicated by the fact that
Germany still has not signed a peace treaty with its former enemies - as
has Japan! In the latter case it was a peace treaty of the 1950s that legally
aborted the attempt by former Australian and British ex-servicemen to
claim compensation before the Japanese Supreme Court. Anyone who
makes a similar claim on Germany to this day will succeed because there
is no treaty mechanism that permanently seals the war period from such
claims.

We visited Wagner’s villa ‘Haus Wahnfried’ at Bayreuth. The entire
Pforzheim City Council on an excursion to Nuremberg for some other
matter made an unexpected call. This motley group of men and women
commented freely about ‘that man’ with some surprises as they saw one
photograph of Hitler standing on the balcony of the theatre.

This evening NATO began bombing Serbian armed forces. It is a scandal
that this has happened. German politicians remind me of former Prime
Minister Bob Hawke who joined the feeding frenzy with those bent on
attacking Iraq during the 1990s Gulf War. Russia and Ukraine have
agreed on how the Black Sea’s former Soviet fleet is to be divided, and
the Ukraine debt to Russia will be wiped. All this because NATO has
begun its bombing runs? I think so.

Thursday, 25 March 1999

A splendid walk through Nuremberg town before I took off for Bayreuth
where I briefly met Richard Wagner’s grandson, Wolfgang Wagner. Then
it was off to Dresden - and with the current Balkan military action in my
mind I could not help but think about this beautiful city’s holocaust - the
real ‘death by fire and burnt offerings’ which engulfed the entire
population. And Bomber Harris is celebrated as a war hero!
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With BNP leader Nick Griffin at his home in Wales.

Final drink with Germar Rudolf before setting off to Prague.
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A toast during a briefing session with Jiirgen Graf and Carlo Mattogno (right).

Carlo Mattogno and Jiirgen Graf researching at Chelmno.
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For posterity - Jiirgen Graf (centre) currently resides in Iran because his home country,
Switzerland, wishes to imprison him. The charge arises out of his writing books that

deny the existence of, among other things, homicidal gas chambers. For that he has been
branded a racist!

With Mr GrabowsRky during a teachers’ strike in Warsaw.
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Archivists at the AK partisan office, Warsaw.

My host family in Lviv (formerly Lemberg).
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‘My’ office in Kiev.

At the Ukraine State Archives.
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The Kiev archivist who came to Adelaide in order to assist the prosecution in the war
crime trial against lvan Polyukhovick. There is nothing in the archives that proves the
homicidal gassing theory. During 1990 the Nazi hunters went through all eastern

European archives - and found no proof.

Resting with my tireless and generous guide in Kiev.
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Those who know Ukrainian will be able to decipher the graffiti.

Boris Zindels (right) and friends at the concert in Kiev.
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The foursome that indulged in a vodka session!

The two ladies with whom I shared the train compartment - they were both married!

26



Chapter 5

Things Are Hotting Up

Friday, 26 March 1999

At 10 a.m. I arrived at the Berlin Landgericht, Turmstrafie 91, Moabit,
Court B 305, where Ingrid Weckert had to appear before Judge Hollmann
and his two assistants, Frau Jancke and Frau Grofi. A youthful state
public prosecutor presented the state’s case in this appeal against an
earlier decision which fined Weckert DM3200 for having written an
article wherein she compares the entries of two diarists who spent time
at Dachau Concentration Camp.

Dr Klaus Gobel as defence lawyer admirably defended Weckert’s
position, which the aggressive and rude state prosecutor sneeringly
rejected. He even stated to the court that he would have liked to see 71-
year-old Ingrid Weckert imprisoned for her horrendous crime of
trivialising national socialist atrocities. The whole atmosphere in court
was Kafkaesque - unreal! It was this kind of atmosphere that I endured
at Goroke during my 2-year teaching stint there.

Weckert’s article was published in Andreas Rohler’s bi-monthly
magazine Sleipnir (PO Box 350264, 10211 Berlin, Germany) and the
Berlin state prosecutors latched on to it. They would have made a quick
personal assessment of the situation as well. Weckert is on a small
pension and flying to Berlin for these hearings is a costly matter.

I note some parallels with my case before the Human Rights
Commission in Sydney. Jeremy Jones succeeded in having the hearing
set down in Sydney when in fact the alleged deed - my placing the
‘offending’ material on our website - was committed in Adelaide.

When the public prosecutor saw me making notes he quickly drew the
judge’s attention to it. I was asked to cease writing, which I did because
the judge would not accept my explanation as to why it was important
for me to make notes. Then something funny happened, and this is best
set down in the letter I wrote:

Dear Judge Hollmann

Further to my presence in your court and to what happened during
the proceedings. When your public prosecutor objected to my
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taking notes, and you sided with him by ordering me to stop, I did
just that. In Australian courts it is possible for magistrates and
judges to do likewise - yet I have not been ordered to stop writing
by any of them, not even during the 1990s Adelaide war crimes
trials. Perhaps it would be wise of you to have less fear of publicity
about your activities in court.

I am aware of the fact that amongst German public prosecutors it
is considered ‘unserious legal work’ to be involved in such a matter
as this current case before you. We have the same situation in
regard to matters before the Australian Family Court. The
conceptual woolliness within this jurisdiction is despised by those
who care for truth and justice. It is also a blatant political and not
judicial proceeding wherein it is impossible to mount an effective
defence. It reminds me so much of what I learned in Ukraine - how
good people were sent to the Gulags because they dared to dissent.
You have asked Ingrid Weckert to conform to an ideology which
dictates a fixed view of history - and that is a bad thing for those
who value free thinking and free speech. Don’t you know the song
‘Die Gedanken sind frei’?

When you so condescendingly asked the defendant why she wrote
the article, with the obvious intention of eliciting from her
something that was not in her mind, I could not help but interject
with my comment - ‘she is looking for truth’. When your public
prosecutor warned me that he would fine me if I interjected again,
he became aggressive and emotionally unbalanced. His head
became red and his jugular veins threatened to burst - that’s what
I saw when I'looked at him. I merely asked him the simple question
how high the fine would be. He snapped at me, ‘Das verrate ich
Ihnen nicht’ (I will not tell you that). Such a statement is immature,
offensive and dictatorial because it threatens but does not explain.
Why did he not tell me that it would be up to you to listen to a
recommendation from him, then you would make a determination
on the matter? You then cleared the court so that you could take
down my particulars - which you did.

I then asked you for your name and for the name of the public
prosecutor. Both of you refused to give me your names. I find this
a rather childish, immature attitude, and I was surprised that in
the Weckert case the public notice outside the court room does not
mention your name - which is unusual. You asked that my
interjection be recorded and you rightly asked that my apology also
be recorded. I then left your court to find out your name. Then the
public prosecutor started at me again and you also said something.
This confused me because both of you were saying things to me. I
therefore asked, ‘Who is in charge here’, and you rightly and much
to the public prosecutor’s dismay said, ‘I am’. Fortunately the court
administration seems to be quite normal and democratic in its
approach to this matter of judges’ names. I was given your name
and so, during the break, I was able to address you by your name.
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This was not the case with your chain-smoking public prosecutor
whom I personally approached and asked for his name. In a most
rude manner he stated, ‘mit Leuten wie Sie rede ich nicht’, ‘I don’t
talk to people like you’. And yet, this young fellow sneeringly
snapped at Mrs Weckert throughout the proceedings - and at Dr
Gobel! I have never seen anything like it. Perhaps it is because Dr
Gobel is a gentleman when he presents his considerations in such
polished manner that your Mr Kriger(?) feels personally
inadequate. Then again, I must say that when you delivered your
judgment, you also snapped at 71-year-old Ingrid Weckert.

I have never seen such verbal abuse coming from a judge. Earlier
you said to me that even Australian courts would not tolerate
abusive interjections - to which I agreed, but I added that my
interjection was not abusive, to which you agreed. Yet you chastised
Mrs Weckert for falsifying history and that she should have realised
it is different to how she sees things. For example you said that
experiments with typhoid fever (Flecktyphus) took place at Dachau
and that Jews, Gypsies, Bible researchers, homosexuals, political
opponents and criminals were at Dachau. You concluded that Mrs
Weckert actually trivialised the facts. This is not so.

Yet even your public prosecutor stated that Mrs Weckert falsified
history under the guise of historical research and in a ‘grotesker
Weise verherrlicht und verharmlost’ - ‘grotesque way celebrated
and trivialised’ - which is not true. You showed yourself to be a
nasty person and your state prosecutor, in my view, would shoot his
own grandmother were she to dare to disagree with his views. Both
your attitudes are undemocratic and immature - and had I the
power to intervene in this matter - which I have not - I would test
the truth content of your judgmental statement about Mrs
Weckert’s genuineness as an historian who seeks nothing but the
truth of a matter.

Only in this way can we show the world that those who are
attempting to historically enlighten us are now being accused of
falsifying history - an absurd claim which is simply untrue. Why
don’t you open yourself to the facts as Mrs Weckert stated them. In
Australia a judge has moral, social and legal duties to fulfil. In my
view you have not fulfilled any of these duties by abusing a 71-year-
old defenceless and gentle lady. I was ashamed of your and your
public prosecutor’s behaviour towards Ingrid Weckert. Both of you
owe her an apology for being so rude to her.

I am sending a copy of this letter to your superior and it will also be
placed on our Internet website.

May I expect a reply from you?

Sincerely
Fredrick Tében
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In the past I have stated that in my view the German judiciary is ‘mad’.
We need to particularise this general statement by looking at the men
and women who are involved in court cases of the Weckert kind. We now
have the name of the judge (Hollmann) and his two assistants (Jancke
and Grof3). Publicly these individuals are carrying out the wishes of evil
people. We understand that personal constraints sometimes force a
judge to declare him/herself Befangen (biased) and he willingly steps
down from the case - that is a good development.

[Sometime during 2000 an appeal court set aside this judgment and
ordered the matter be retried. I think this makes it the third time that
Ingrid Weckert has to go through the humiliation of a court procedure
that cannot but find her guilty - unless there is a judge whose moral
integrity is still intact and who then has the courage to dispense justice
and throw the matter out of court.]
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Chapter 6

Revisiting Old Friends,
Meeting New Ones

Saturday, 27 March 1999

This morning I left Berlin around 6 a.m. and travelled via the
Hansestadt Rostock and Kiel to Flensburg-Gliicksburg on the Danish
border, there to spend the weekend with Dr Wilhelm Stéglich. This
border area of Germany is peaceful because a referendum in the 1920s
by the people concerned settled the issue whether this former Danish
territory ought to be returned to Denmark.

In the afternoon I attended the Gliicksburger Literaturcafé where Dr
Helmut Ries presented an interesting talk ‘Sister friendship - letters of
Empress Auguste Viktoria to her sister Duchess Caroline Matilde in
Glucksburg’. The period concerned began in the 1850s and ended just
after World War II. Ries, who obtained the letters from family
members, presented a very interesting talk as seen from the view of
the letter writer. It was in some respect a commentary without delving
too much into politics.

Sunday, 28 March 1999

I attend church service with Ries and sister at St Laurentius Church,
Gliicksburg. The priest’s lesson is apt: he recalls this Sunday of 1945
at Rostock which had been bombed - and he reminds his
congregation to spare a thought for the Balkan suffering. And he
reads from the Bible Christ’s predictions of treachery. It applies to
today’s revisionists.

I glance through Faurisson’s 4-volume work, Ecrits Revisionnistes
1974-1998, which he sent to Staglich. At long last the Faurisson book is
out - about time, but understandable considering he is still consumed
by time-wasting court trials. Staglich says that Weckert would be
better off not contesting any further her conviction in Berlin last
Friday. He says this and recalls his own battle. The further up the
ladder of appeals one goes the less the matter has something to do
with the facts in dispute. Perhaps Stéglich is right, but then Dr Go6bel,
Weckert’s counsel, wants to have a written record of such processes. I
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spend a delightful day relaxing in this tranquil part of Germany - do
I need a rest? I am amazed how I have lasted the distance!

Monday, 29 March 1999

Serbia shoots down a Stealth bomber - what an event. The cost of such a
plane is downplayed by the media; varying from billions to mere
millions - and the different USA counting system is not at fault here.

Early morning start to Husum, the place where novelist Theodor Storm
wrote Immensee, among other stories to do with life in this area. His
stories still bring tears to many readers’ eyes. I send a copy of this book
to my parents who years ago named their farm ‘Immensee’.

I retire near Bielefeld - Hotel Waldesrand Herford - a most enjoyable stay.

Tuesday, 30 March 1999

After a good rest I pressed on to Bielefeld, the workplace of Justice
Litzenkirchen who further condemned 71-year-old Udo Walendy to
prison for the ‘things he did not write’. I ring Anna Cooper of SBS-TV
who had expressed an interest in following my endeavours in talking to
those judges who have made like or similar absurd judgments against
dissenters of the Holocaust story. Anna informs me that her producer has
put the story on hold and that there are not enough funds for such a
coverage.

I meet a Mr Henschke, a skinhead from the former East Germany who
has spent a number of years in prison for alleged right-wing activities.
He is now 27, has a partner and a job as a qualified butcher. He wears
his shaved head proudly, pointing out its aerodynamic form; it is also
cost effective - no shampoo etc. I meet an old barrister, around the age
of 65 to 70, who informs me that an antique dealer was recently
convicted for displaying a plate with a swastika, a remnant of someone’s
deceased estate. He believes the German judiciary has become more
independent since 1949 because to that time it was there to serve the
powers that be. He says that Germany has not yet fulfilled the ideal of
the British separation of powers. Wish Evan Whitton would believe this
story!

Again I am struck by the similarity of the various social, economic,
academic etc. problems facing the countries I have visited so far. More on
that at a later date.

I continue my journey to Paris on that splendid freeway which costs! I
wonder why the Germans do not impose such on their Autobahns.
Imagine the roars of protest from those who are already bleeding
Germany with unjustified claims for compensation - over 50 years after
the war.

I exit the freeway at Disneyland and find a cheap hotel in one of the
villages outside of the Disney complex. Disneyland: Discoveryland;
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Adventureland; Fantasyland; Frontierland; Mainstreet USA; Disney
Village. It is all there within an imposing complex. The only structure
that can compete with it, not in size but in number, is the countless
McDonald outlets that dot any French road map.

Wednesday, 31 March 1999

I continue my journey without a road map - and miraculously arrive at
La Ville Du Bois after negotiating French road traffic for 2% hours. As I
entered the centre of the village, I saw a corner house with ‘Pharmacie’
on its wall; there I found two lovely gentle ladies tending the shop. In my
poor French I asked whether this was the Pressac pharmacy - it was, and
Monsieur Pressac would be in at 5 p.m. I used the spotlessly clean squat
toilet - that’s the way to go! I noted the time factor and asked whether a
message could be sent to Mr Pressac. It was done - and we were to meet
at noon which gave me 90 minutes to fill.

Just then the church bells sounded sonorously the commencement of a
funeral procession, which I joined to the cemetery about 500 m away. A
drummer led the procession and at the gravesite his drum-roll was
augmented by two trumpeters. And, so I learn, a mother farewelled her
only son, having buried her husband a couple of years earlier at the same
spot. The 60-odd mourners all had care-worn faces. Life has been hard for
them. I thought of my tripping, now in its sixth week, and how
important it is to have a family, a home, be part of a community when
the certainty of pain and loss strike us.

Around noon I returned to Pressac’s pharmacy and awaited his arrival -
which he did in a rush 15 minutes later because he double-parked his
BMW outside. We set off at a brisk pace to his home where he introduced
me to his charming companion - another delightful lady. Later Pressac
said that without a woman life is not worth living. He has good taste.

In his overflowing study he played a new CD simulation of Krema II's
undressing room which stops at the door of the alleged homicidal gas
chamber. What would I give to get in there! He advised that a computer
simulation by engineers in Italy was underway which would settle the
dispute within three months. I showed him our speaker’s list for the
August 1998 revisionist symposium. Without hesitation he endorses
most of the known speakers.

Then we spent the next two hours looking through his treasure - an
extensive file on Topf & S6hne, the manufacturers of the Auschwitz
cremation ovens. Detailed blueprints and letters were handed to Pressac
by the successors of this firm; the actual firm has now ceased to exist.
Pressac bemoans the fact that two boxes of documents went missing
during or shortly after the war, presumably destroyed because of
incriminating evidence. He plans to complete a book on Topf & S6hne
with a tentative title: La Topf & Fils, Une Enterprise Allemande 1878 -
1963. Pressac showed me photos of various Topf buildings with the
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swastika flag hoisted, and explains that was quite a usual phenomenon
during that time. His fully-developed chronology of the company’s
activities around the world, from beginning to end, is admirable but
problematic for me because it can prove something else as well, which
must be obvious to those who can see through the ruse of the ‘free
market’ ideology. Topf was a formidable world force not only in
cremation technology but also in grain care (Getreidepflege).

I asked about the holes in the alleged gas chamber of Krema II - showing
him my photos of same; I advise him of the new sign placed by the
Auschwitz museum at Krema II which shows the four holes in one line,
contrary to what is on the gas chamber model displayed at Auschwitz
and at the Holocaust Memorial Museum in the USA. He dismisses all this
and returns to the four wavy lines - the squiggles which would make the
gas insertion holes huge; certainly visible for a close inspection as I and
many others have done in the past. I ask about the reduction in deaths;
he says that this is what brought on the break with the Klarsfelds and
himself. He received an abusive phone call from them. After working for
20 years on the problem, he felt he did not deserve to be ‘spat at’ like
that. He says he is finished with French Jewry but hastens to add that the
equivalent Milan Jewish group is still dear to his heart. Serge and Beate
Klarsfeld insist on staying with the 6 000 000 figure. Pressac says this is
a nonsense from which they have to distance themselves if they wish to
be taken seriously in the field of Holocaust studies.

We then get to what is important to him - the documentation which ‘can
prove’ the gassing story:

8 September 1942 - Priifer letter in which the capacity of Krema II
is stated as 800 per day;

14 September 1942 - letter about new constructions for
concentration camp;

17 February 1943 - information on new induction and extraction
plant - Be-und Entliftungsanlage;

2 March 1943 - Prufer asks for 10 Gasprifer - gas testers.

Pressac also claims that Hitler and Goebbels did not know what was
going on in the concentration camps because Himmler kept it among the
SS organisation. This reminds me of Weckert’s and Irving’s dispute - Did
Goebbels know about Kristallnacht? The former says no and the latter
says yes. Staglich says Goebbels would have been a real fool had he
sanctioned such an act at such a time. He also questions the authenticity
of the ‘original find’ of the Goebbels diaries in the Moscow archives.

Pressac says that Topf & Sohne worked all over the world. They even
designed a cremation plant for Paris - an elaborate building which
would have done proud any crematory today. We must recall here that to
this day Jews, many Christians and Moslems abhor the burning of bodies
while the Hindus celebrate it. I can imagine that this factor was also an
issue when Topf & S6hne submitted its detailed cremation plans to city
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administrations around the world. In current terms the firm offered a
total package with typical German efficiency and exactitude, still the
envy of those who believe money is everything in this world. But also
remember that this firm was a leader in grain care - the destruction of
this tradition-laden family enterprise by evil forces makes sense.

I am reminded of the judicial murder of the two leading persons of the
firm that produced Zyklon-B. No wonder the witch-hunt must continue
because here there is some unfinished business called justice.

Pressac is sincere in his belief that the material in his hands can prove
the gassing story. He frowns on van Pelt and Dwork’s Auschwitz From
1270 To The Present and says they stole his material. So, what’s new?

However, the many folders of Topf material is so extensive that I fear
anything can be proven with it. Pressac claims that Topf & S6hne’s
prime position in the market place made it the ideal manufacturer of
homicidal gas chambers. And this is where Pressac begins to believe in
the gassing story. The documentation is not conclusive because there is
an hiatus - he may have documents which deal with gassings as such
but it is his interpretation to read into letters and plans the existence of
the murder weapon.

The best approach to date seems to be the one suggested by Dr Robert
Countess who refers to the method of Dr E. Yamauchie, a University of
Ohio history professor, which focuses on traditions, inscriptions and
materials (see Adelaide Institute newsletter, no. 91, May 1999).

The possible relationship of these three is presented in three
overlapping circles. It is possible that similarity or agreement is
reached among all three sources. An obvious disclaimer is needed - ‘all
historiography is based on fragmentary evidence’ - because
completeness, like any absolute value, is aimed at but never achieved.
That is why the search for truth is so fundamental for our civilisation.
If we give this up - as the German judiciary is forcing Germans to do -
then we are in a downward spiral into physical and mental slavery. In
this respect the revisionists have won the war - the argument - on
paper but not within the general population because the enemy of
truth and freedom of thought and speech uses legal means to muzzle
this search.

My travels and visits to former concentration camp sites has shown me
how entrenched the gassing myth has become. People get angry at me
when I tell them that technically the gassings were impossible - this is
even after viewing Pressac’s formidable documentation. I bring good
news but many Germans want to believe in the gas chamber story.
Every day on radio, television and in the print media in Germany and
France there is something about Jewish suffering - as if they are
competing with the Balkan tragedy!
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Pressac holds his views firmly but, so it appears to me, tentatively. He
says, ‘I believe’ and ‘It can be shown’. We must now wait for his book to
appear - it is then a race between Carlo Mattogno and Jean-Claude
Pressac because both deal with the Auschwitz crematoria.

I sincerely hope that either will not present another van Pelt and Dwork
book wherein Krema I's homicidal gas chamber was finally declared a
fraud - something for which David Irving, Ernst Ziindel, Robert
Faurisson et al. paid dearly for asserting.

I shared a cup of coffee with Pressac and we indulged in small-talk. We
are both 55 years old and he considers himself to be younger-looking. He
suggests I ought to cut my hair short, like his. I am reminded of my twin
brother who has a Pressac haircut - and with my longer and wavy hair I
consider myself not to be as ugly as my brother! When you reach my age
it is important to display those things that you’ve got left - and I have my
hair!

I am reminded of the comment I made when the Dolly-cloning issue was
aired in 1998 at a science conference in Adelaide. I wished to dispel the
myths surrounding identical twins and pointed out that my brother and
I never shared the same taste in women - and that I do not consider
myself to be as ugly as my brother!

Thursday, 1 April 1999

Before I left Jean-Claude Pressac, he gave me his rather worn French
road map that served its purpose well. Without any difficulty - except
for another search for petrol - I found my way to Vichy, Robert
Faurisson’s territory. Regarding service stations - I found one in a
small village; but it was unmanned and you needed a plastic card to
make it work. Luckily there was another driver at the bowser who had
a card, and who accepted my cash in exchange for the use of his card.
It would have been a frustrating moment to be delayed by a search for
petrol.

As I neared Faurisson’s home I was reminded of his ‘no holes, no
holocaust’, and his challenge, ‘show me or draw me a homicidal gas
chamber’. Pressac could not do it with all his Topf documentation; and
Mattogno will not do it in his forthcoming book on the Auschwitz
crematories. Why not? Because the homicidal gas chambers are a
figment of people’s imagination! Faurisson would later in the day state
again his position, ‘It is a lie!’.

Professor Robert Faurisson looked well as he welcomed me into his
home, and his wife seemed to sparkle as she offered me a drink. Her
passion for painting continues to manifest itself in the numerous
pictures - delicate bordering on the romantic - that adorn the walls of
their home. Faurisson is still in combat form and I had to listen to his
lecture - no, I chose to listen to him.
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A telephone call from a former New York Times correspondent, Adam
Nossiter, interrupts our conversation. Nossiter requests permission to
use material he collected during an earlier interview with Faurisson.
Now he wants the material for a book he is writing about Vichy in
1940-44, and how the French remember it. Faurisson possesses an
original diary of a former New York Times correspondent who in 1942
covered a political trial in Paris. The fact that it was possible to write such
reports in occupied France alone makes the diary valuable. Nossiter also
attended the Maurice Papon trial in Bordeaux, and he spent some time
in Tulle where in June 1944 the Germans hanged 99 people in a reprisal
act. Communist partisans had earlier massacred a small German
garrison stationed there. It was later reported that French communist
women had mutilated then defecated on the bodies.

Faurisson has to be careful about giving interviews because the 13 July
1990 Fabius (Jew and socialist) Gayssot (communist) Law. Nossiter
refuses to give Faurisson an assurance that anything he writes about
Faurisson will be vetted in the light of that law. In effect, Nossiter could
cause great harm to Faurisson and so Faurisson terminates the
discussion. I am reminded how some Australian reporters who have
covered our HREOC trials gave us the opportunity to view articles they
wrote about the case - giving us natural justice and balance to the
argument. Of course this does not suit those who say, ‘There is no debate
with the revisionists’.

Faurisson and I walk through the streets of Vichy, along the river. It is a
glorious spring day and I recall how I was here two years ago. What has
changed, what developments have occurred since then in the revisionist
scene? We had a symposium in August 1998 - but the Holocaust lobby
has also increased its output. In all countries I have visited so far there is
an incessant bombardment on Holocaust matters: on TV and radio and
in the print media and general conversation. The world, it seems, is
being holocausted, and we are the only ones who are doing anything
about it.

We continue our walk through Vichy, past the World War I memorial that
contains thousands of Vichy residents’ names of those who died
senselessly - much to Faurisson’s disgust. This, he says, makes it
understandable why France capitulated to the Germans in World War II.
No-one wanted a repeat of that slaughter. At the former Hotel Radio -
now an apartment block - during August 1944 the Swiss Ambassador to
the Vichy government, Walther Stucki, visited the many soldiers who
were recovering in this hotel-turned hospital. He reported that he was
impressed how the wounded bore their pain with dignity. At the Opera
Faurisson points to the plaque that celebrates the 80 dissenting
parliamentarians of the third Republic who, on 10 July 1940, opposed
the 564 parliamentarians that voted to stay with Marshall Philippe
Pétain.
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Friday, 2 April 1999

The Faurisson lesson continues, ‘Do not do what is easy - do what is
difficult’. Going into the archives is easy - it is full of old men and women!
Visiting Pressac is easy - he cannot show or draw a homicidal gas
chamber; no matter how many documents he has in his hands. What is
difficult? It is difficult to go to a spot where an alleged massacre took
place, for example Skirotawa or Babyn Yar. Stop and ask old people about
what is alleged to have happened there. Were they there? Is it true? Let
them show you the places, the ditches, where they buried the bodies. This
is difficult because by doing so you take risks: no success at all; false
witnesses; no traces; the possibility of incidents if you are seen as a
revisionist, or worse, a Nazi.

Faurisson sums up, ‘You need physical courage do such research!’. A word
of explanation regarding Skirotawa, 10 km northeast of Riga. David
Irving suggests that Major-General Walther Bruns witnessed the massacre
of over 10 000 Jewish women and children on one day. The three ditches’
dimensions were given as 3 m by 24 m. Irving reports on this in his War
Path and Hitler’s War. He bases it on a British war report of 29 April 1945,
‘Notes on German Atrocities’. Faurisson says that because the report’s
reliability is graded as B-2, this alone should make it suspect to
researchers. The question is, ‘What did they do with the bodies?’. Then it
is into the archives to see whether there are any written reports
anywhere. That is difficult work because Bruns at his own trial said he
never witnessed this alleged massacre. There is a sole report from a POW
who was eager to cooperate with the Allies’ investigation.

Faurisson reminds me that we must always make material investigations
and avoid becoming pedantic in our research - perhaps even produce
books that say nothing new.

And so we continue our walk in the park, and as happened when I walked
with Dr Stdglich through the woods in Glicksburg, ravens greeted us
with their indecipherable messages. This kept me humble because I had
not as yet - as had Wotan - developed the gift to understand the ravens’
messages. When I do, then it will be time to quit writing - full stop!

Saturday, 3 April 1999
Back in Paris. I digested Faurisson’s latest critique, dated 5 March 1999.

Sunday/Monday, 4/5 April 1999

Paris - Easter Weekend. Watched the Paris Marathon. Later walked
around Paris, noting that the Notre Dame is getting a face-lift. The
Chateley Opera is closed for renovations. It is from here that Adelaide
received its production of Wagner’s ‘Ring Cycle’.

Car broken into during the night. The door was levered open but no other
damage, except the hire contract folder was stolen - left behind was the
actual contract and a single leather glove jammed in the door.
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Tuesday, 6 April 1999

Visited Martin Walser, a gentle and sensitive man, who lives in a lovely
rustic house overlooking the Bodensee (Lake Constance). He has not
recovered from how he was treated following his speech at Frankfurt’s
Pauls Kirche: ‘Ich habe Erfahrungen gemacht, die ich nicht fir moglich
gehalten hiétte. Das ist alles zu bloéde gewesen’ (I have had experiences I
never thought possible. It has all been too silly).

On this day The International Express features an article by Alex Hendry
and John Coles (Appendix 1).

Wednesday, 7 April 1999

Visited Judge Clapiér-Krespach at the Bruchsal Amtsgericht who, a while
ago, increased Gunter Deckert’s prison sentence by an extra three
months for having written a letter to a Jewish person, Max Mannheimer,
in Munich asking him questions.

I ask her what she knows about the gas chamber operations at
Auschwitz. She replies, ‘Was ich so hore’ (What I have heard).

I show her the photos of the Auschwitz Krema II homicidal gas chamber
and say that the holes are not to be found - what is up, something is
wrong here. She says that she is not able to make any further comment
but will take note of this new information.
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Chapter 7

The Mannheim Arrest

Thursday, 8 April 1999

I leave my host family and drive to Mannheim Police Headquarters
because public prosecutor Hans-Heiko Klein’s office is nearby - that is
all I remember since visiting him in April 1997. I park the rented car in
the side street next to the police station, and make it safe so that I can
honestly state that I have arrived on foot at Klein’s office.

I enter the station through large wooden doors, and ask the attending
officer where Klein is to be found. He rings Klein’s office and confirms
our meeting is for 2 p.m., then writes this on a piece of paper and
hands it to me. Owing to the fact that I have another appointment to
see Dr Lutzenkirchen in Bielefeld on Friday, I decide briefly to visit
Klein at his office and request an earlier time for our talk. I make my
way to the fourth floor clutching the small piece of paper on which the
officer wrote ‘Staatsanwalt Klein, 4th floor, traffic branch, after 14.00
hours, L10’, and a small cassette recorder for the purpose of taping our
interview - with compliments of Marc, my good friend in Paris.

As I exit the lift, I walk straight to the door in front of me, clearly
recalling from my visit of two years ago that this is Klein’s office. His
name does not appear on the door. Why not? Is he frightened of
something? I knock, and respond to a muffled sound from within which
I take as an invitation to open the door. Yes, that is Staatsanwalt Hans-
Heiko Klein, the man I had visited two years earlier. It is the same office
with the swastika in the form of a road speed restriction sign hanging
on the wall behind his desk. A tall man, dressed in jeans and open shirt,
his casualness belies his lusting for power, albeit with a limited
intellectual capacity to understand what responsibilities an exercise of
power demands. Klein embodies the lie that absolute power corrupts
absolutely. Absolute power is just that: absolute. However, in the hands
of a morally and intellectually corrupt and bankrupt individual such
power merely reflects the user’s character. So it is with Klein.

Toben: Guten Tag, Herr Klein. (Good day, Mr Klein)

Klein: Zwei Uhr! (Two o’clock!)
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Toében: Guten Tag, Herr Klein. (Good day, Mr Klein)
Klein: Zwei Uhr! (Two o’clock!)

Toben: Ich habe mit Herrn Richter Liitzenkirchen in Bielefeld auch
einen Termin. Ist es moglich, nur ein paar Minuten? (I also have an
appointment with Judge Litzenkirchen in Bielefeld. Is it possible,
just a few minutes?)

Klein: Nein, es geht wirklich nicht. (No, it is really not possible.)
Toben: Nur ein paar Minuten? (Just a few minutes?)
Klein: Kann es elf Uhr sein? (Is it possible at 11 o’clock, then?)

Toben: Ja, bitte, ja, also terminméfdig schaffe ich es sonst nicht. (Yes,
please, otherwise I'll not make my other appointments.)

Klein: Glaube ich, ja, ja. Elf Uhr, dann. (I believe that, yes, yes. Eleven
o’clock, then.)

Toben: Das wiirde sehr nett sein. (That would be very kind.)
Klein: OK.

Toben: Vielen Dank. (Thanks.)

Klein: Tschiiss. (Cheers.)

I now have just on two hours to kill, and so I walk through the City of
Mannheim - the ‘city of squares’. The inner core has since the 17th
century not had street names but rather letters and numbers, hence
Klein’s address: L10.

A gentleman at a 1-hour photo developing shop promises he will have my
film ready within the hour.

I return around 11 a.m. and this time as I exit the lift to the fourth floor I
see Klein’s office door is open, and Klein beckons me in.

Toben: Das ist aber nett. Sie haben Géste? (That is nice. You have
visitors?)

Klein: Ja, heute gehts alles runter und riiber, nehmen Sie doch Platz.
(Yes, today is all topsy-turvey, take a seat.)

Toben: Vielen Dank. Freut mich Sie wieder zu sehen. Ich komme
gerade von Pressac in Paris. (Thank you. Glad to see you again. I've
just visited Pressac in Paris.)

Klein: Ja, nehmen Sie doch Platz, bitte. Ich muf} diese Sachen noch
fertig machen. (Yes, do take a seat, please. I still have to complete
these things.)

Toben: OK. Und der sagt wir haben keine Probleme. In drei Monaten
ist die Sache entschieden. Sie machen eine Komputersimulation,
und das beweist die Sache. (OK. And he says we have no problem. In
three months the whole matter will be decided. They are developing
a computer simulation and that proves the matter.)
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Klein: Was beweist die Sache? (What proves the matter?)

Toében: Die Vergasungen in Krema II, das es funktionierte, die wir
da anschauen, und das wird in Italien gemacht, in Milan. (The
gassings in Krema II, that it worked, those we are looking at, and
that is done in Italy, in Milan.)

Klein: Ja. (Yes.)

Toben: Und das ist flir uns interessant. Da haben wir schon lange
drauf gedridngt, dafl das gemacht wird, weil es ja ein Problem ist.
(And that is interesting for us. We have pressed for for a long time,
that this is done, because it is a problem.)

Klein: Fur Sie! (For you!)

Toében: Fur viele, jeder - ich darf IThen die Bilder zeigen? Ich bin
wieder da gewesen und das Problem. Wissen Sie was sie jetzt
machen mit den Léchern? Ich suche ja die vier Locher. (For many,
everyone - may I show you the photos? I was there again and the
problem. Do you know what they are now doing with the holes? I
am looking for the four holes.)

Klein: Ja, ja, ja. (Yes, yes, yes.)

Toében: Jetzt, anstatt eins-zwei, drei-vier (gegeniber-gesetzt), sagen
sie eins, zwei, drei, vier in einer Linie. (Now, instead of one-two,
three-four [opposite], they are saying one, two, three, four in a
line.)

Klein: Ja. (Yes.)

Toében: Ich habe es Pressac gesagt, und er sagt es ist nicht sein
Problem. Die Locher ... (I mentioned this to Pressac, and he says it
is not his problem. The holes ...)

Klein: Ja, reden Sie weiter. (Yes, go on.)

Toben: Ja, die Loécher sind das Problem des Museums, das
Komputerprogramm in drei Monaten zeigt alles. Und sie
gebrauchen den John Ball - den Ball Report kennen Sie ja. (Yes, the
holes are the museum’s problem, the computer program in three
month’s time will reveal all. And they are using John Ball’s - you
know the Ball Report?)

Klein: Ja. (Yes.)

Toében: Sie gebrauchen die Bilder davon. Pressac sagt es ist gut,
aber er hat den falschen Schluf gezogen. And that is it. (They will
use those pictures. Pressac says it is good, but he has drawn the
wrong conclusions. And that is it.)

A slightly-built man in his 30s, sitting next to me on a chair, rises. My
response is instinctive because I sense there is something in the air. For
two years I had been sending Klein our newsletters with the request that
were any of the contents to offend against the German law, that he please
advise us accordingly. His silence I had taken as a good omen. Even my
current appointment I had made per letter, and although Klein did not
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acknowledge receipt of same, I took that silence as an affirmation of my
coming to Germany to be in order. That is how other German legal
persons willing to receive me have acted. I shake Mohr’s hand.

Toben: Sind Sie hier fiir mich? (Are you here for me?)
Mohr: Mein Name ist Mohr. (My name is Mohr.)
Toében: Mohr?

Mohr: Kriminalpolizei, bin hier wegen einer anderen Sache, rein
zufillig ... (Criminal police, am here because of another matter, just
coincidence ...)

Toben: Ach so. Ja, ja. (I see. Yes, yes.)

Klein: Der ist zufillig hier wegen einer anderen Sache. Bleiben Sie
ruhig da, ich bin noch nicht fertig. (Coincidentally he is here
because of another matter. Just remain here, I am not yet finished.)

Toben: Ja, und ich sehe jetzt Richter Lutzenkirchen. Ich habe
gestern Frau Clapiér-Krespach gesehen, die hat den Deckert seine
Berufung ... (Yes, I will see Judge Liitzenkirchen. Yesterday I saw
Mrs Clapiér-Krespach, she is the one in Deckert’s appeal ...)

Klein: Ja. ... (Yes ...)

Toében: ... hatte sie, er hat verloren und muf’ weiter sitzen. ( ... did
she, he lost and remains locked up.)

Klein: Ja, ja, ja.

Toben: Ich habe sie von Australien angerufen und mochte mit ihr
doch sprechen. (I rang her from Australia and wished to speak with
her.)

Klein: In Bruchsal? (In Bruchsal?)

Toben: Ja, in Bruchsal. Die habe ich gestern Abend noch gesehen.
Also, terminmafig lauft es erfreulich. (Yes, in Bruchsal. I still saw
her last night. So, I am managing nicely with my appointments.)

Klein: (lachend) Was wollten Sie den von ihr? ([laughing] What did
you want from her?)

Toben: Fragen was sie weifd tiber diese Sache. (Ask her what she
knows about this matter.)

Klein: Ach so. (I see.)
Toben: Ich hab ihr die Bilder gezeigt. (I showed her the photos.)
Klein: Ja. (Yes.)

Toében: Vorgestern hatte ich den Martin Walser gesprochen, und
der Walser sagt er ist so erschiittert wie man ihn behandelt hat,
nachdem er diese Ansprache wegen dieser Holocaustkeule - dafs
man sie nicht mehr anwenden soll. (The day before I spoke with
Martin Walser, and Walser says he is shocked at how he has been
treated after he had given this talk because of the Holocaust club -
that one ought not to use it anymore.)
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Klein: Ja. (Yes.)

Toében: Also, er war nicht bereit fiir ein Gespréach. Er sagt, er kann
nicht schreiben, er zittert noch. (Well, he was not prepared for a
talk. He says he cannot write anymore, he is still shaking.)

Klein: Ach, da gibts tiberall Vortriage driiber ... (Oh, there are talks
all over the place about ...)

Toében: Nein, wegen dieser Sache. Er hat nicht Angst, aber er
glaubt nicht, dafl so etwas moglich ist. (No, about this matter. He is
not fearful, but he just does not believe that such is possible.)

Klein: Gottseidank ist das moglich. Es ist doch ein Mist, was er da
erzahlt hat. (Thank God it is possible. He is just talking nonsense.)

Toében: Herr Klein, da sind wir eben verschiedener Meinung. Oh,
darf ich fragen, sind Sie bereit, australisches Fernsehen hier
herzubringen? (Mr Klein, this is where we just have a difference of
opinion. Oh, may I ask, are you prepared to have Australian
television here?)

Klein: Jawohl.( Yes.)

Toben: Das wiirden Sie machen? Gut, dann miufite ich das
arangieren. Ich bleibe in Deutschland in Berlin, da niste ich mich
ein und werde alles rechtméflig tun, so alles in der Offentlichkeit.
SBS (Fernsehen) weifs, ich habe Publizitdt in Australien
bekommen, daf} ich diese Reise mache, weil ich mit allen Seiten
spreche. Zum Beispiel sagte ich, daf3 ich auch Herrn Klein spreche.
Ich muf} doch wissen, was er denkt! Und da sagen sie, “‘Was? Der
Klein, der ...I", und so weiter; oder Richter. ‘Warum die Richter?
Ich sag, das englische Prinzip des ‘Natural Justice’ ... (You would do
that? Good, then I will have to make arrangements. I am staying in
Germany, in Berlin, there I will make my nest, all according to law,
all in the open. SBS (television) knows, in Australia I received
publicity about my trip because I talk with all sides. For example,
I said that I would also speak with Mr Klein. I must know what he
is thinking! And then they say, ‘What? Klein, that ...!", and so on, or
judges. ‘Why judges?” I say, the English principle of ‘natural
justice’ ...)

Mohr: Hmm, hmm -

Toben: Und das bedeutet, wenn wir aufhoéren zu reden, dann ist
der Informationsfluff zu Ende, hort auf, und dann kdonnen wir
nicht unsere Gedanken klar machen. (And that means, when we
stop talking, then the flow of information ends, stops, and then we
cannot clarify our thoughts.)

Klein: Hat sich eigendlich Thre Internetaddresse gedndert? (Has
your Internet address changed at all?)

Toben: Nein. (No.)

Klein: Oder ist das Adelaide Institute nicht mehr? (Or does not the
Adelaide Institute exist anymore?)
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Toben: Doch, doch, das lauft weiter, das lauft weiter. Ich bin ...
(Certainly, certainly, that is still continuing, I am ...)

Klein: Haben Sie die im Kopf? (Do you have it in your head?)

Toében: Nein, es ist zu lang, zu lang, weil wir ganz friith - und wir
haben nie gedndert - wir haben einen Server, wir sind jetzt seit *96,
also drei Jahre - sie ist immer noch die selbe. Ich ... (No, it is too
long, too long, because very earlier - and we never changed it - we
have a server, we’re now since ’96, so three years - it is still the
same. I ...)

I hand him a copy of Jurgen Graf’s Der Holocaust auf den Priifstand, the
copy Jurgen had given me before we parted company in Warsaw, Poland.
Klein reacts oddly, a mixture of cynicism and exasperation marks his
response.

Klein: Ach Gott, ach Gott, ich bitt’ Sie! (God, oh, God, I beg you!)

Toben: Ja, Ja, also fir mich ist das interessant, das wollte ich der
Richterin geben. Ich fragte, “‘Was fir Information kennen Sie?.(Yes,
yes, well, for me it is interesting, I wanted to give this to the judge.
I asked, ‘What kind of information have you?’)

Klein: Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.

Toben: Moment, moment. Herr Klein, Sie lachen. (Just a moment,
Mr Klein, you're laughing.)

Klein: Der grofite Mist den es gibt. (The greatest rubbish that is
available.)

Toben: Aber, wie wichtig! Man versucht uns einzustufen in ... (But
how important! Attempts are made to categorise us ...)

Klein: Sie wissen, dafy Graf auch verurteilt worden ist? (Do you
know that Graf has also been convicted?)

Toben: Ja, natlrlich. Wir haben ihn doch bei unseren Symposium
gehabt. Wir haben doch eine. Haben Sie gesehen, unser
Symposium? (Yes, of course. We had him at our symposium. Did
you see, our symposium?)

Klein: Alles. (Everything.)

Toében: Im August letztes Jahr. Wir haben den John Sack da gehabt.
Kennen Sie doch, John Sack? (In August last year. We had John Sack.
You know him, John Sack?)

Klein: Nattrlich. (Of course.)

Toben: Ja, da sagen einige Unterstiitzer, ‘Der Jude Sack! Warum
bringt man den?’. (Yes, some supporters say, ‘The Jew Sack! Why do
you invite him?’.)

Klein: Hmm.

Toben: Wir haben einen Meinungsaustausch. Ganz, ganz wichtig,
und andere wollen das nicht tun, und auch das ich zum Pressac
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gehe. Ich bin anschliefliend zum Faurisson gegangen. Ich sagte ihm
das in aller Offenheit, weil man zu mir sagte, ‘Wenn Sie zum
Pressac gehen, dann spricht Faurisson nicht mehr mit IThnen’. Ich
kann doch nicht mehr bevormunded werden. Ich bin 55 Jahre alt,
habe das Studium - wie ich ja letztes mal ihnen sagte - in der
Philosophie gemacht, wo das Prinzip einer Revision von allen
Sachen stattfindet, dafS man nicht ideologisch sich fest setzt, und
dann darf ich nicht den Pressac besuchen? Ich habe den Pressac
besucht, das soll der Feind sein. (We have an exchange of views.
Very, very important, and others do not want to do that, and also
that I visited Pressac. Afterwards I visited Faurisson. I said that to
him in all openness because I was advised, ‘If you go to Pressac,
then Faurisson will not talk with you anymore’. I cannot be told
what to do. I am 55 years old, studied - as I informed you last time
- philosophy where the principle of revising all things is found, so
that one is not ideologically fixed, and then I am not permitted to
visit Pressac? I visited Pressac, he is supposed to be the enemy.)

Klein: Hmm, hmmm hmm.

Toében: Wir haben ein gutes Gespridch gehabt, und da habe ich
Informationen bekommen. Sehen Sie, und das ist unser
Standpunkt. Das hat nichts mit Politik zu tun. (We had a good
conversation, and I received information there. You see, this is our
point of view. That has got nothing to do with politics.)

Klein: Was haben Sie da? (What have you there?)

Toben: Das ist doch der Rudolf, ach so, das ist der Brief. Das hat der
Rudolf, Germar Rudolf hat das, das hatte ich, das habe ich ihn
geschickt, oder er hat gefragt ob er das Ubersetzen kann. (That is
Rudolf, ah yes, that is the letter. Rudolf did, Germar Rudolf did
that, I did that, I sent him that, or he asked me whether he could
translate that.)

Klein: Zusammengestellt? (Compiled?)

Toben: Ja, ja, zusammengestellt, aber es ist Information, das hat der
Rudolf geschrieben, er, ja, ja, das ist ... (Yes, yes, compiled, but it is
information, Rudolf wrote that, he, yes, yes, that is ...)

Klein: Der ist auch verurteilt und auch abhanden gekommen. (He
is also convicted and he has also disappeared.)

Toben: Wer? (Who?)
Klein: Rudolf.

Toben: Weifd ich nicht. Ich hab nur die Internetaddresse ... (I do not
know. I have only his Internet address ...)

Klein: Ach so. (I see.)

Toben: ... und was er macht, ist die ganze revisionistische Sache
zusammen, bringt sie zusammen, nicht, und ... darf ich sagen, den
Horst Mahler wollte ich sehen, seine Schrift da ... (and what he is
doing is to bring together the revisionist thing, collects them, not, and
... if I may say, I wanted to visit Horst Mahler, his writings there ...)
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The material in question from Germar Rudolf’s website (in German) is
in Appendix 2.

Toben: Mein Argument, darf ich das nochmal vorbringen. Ich war
vor zwei Jahren da - das sind Pressacs Pldne hier - Krematorien,
Topf und So6hne, die hatten die ganze Sache da. Sehr, sehr
interessant. (My argument, if I may state it again. Two years ago I
was there - these are Pressac’s plans - Krematorium, Topf & Sons,
they had the whole matter there. Very, very interesting.)

Klein: Ich kenn das. (I know this.)

Toben: Kennen Sie alles? OK. Ja, fiir mich ist das alles - sehen Sie,
Sie haben den Informationsvorsprung und deswegen kénnen sie
... (Do you know everything? OK. Yes, for me it is all - you see, you
have the information advantage and that is why you can ...)

Klein: Das ist ja auch drei Jahre alt. (That is already three years
old.)

Toben: Nein, nein, was sie jetzt da machen. Krema I, das kennen
Sie ja. (No, no, what they are doing there now. Krema I, you know
that.)

Klein: Ja. (Yes.)

Toben: Das ist keine Gaskammer mehr. Seit 96 wurde das keine
Gaskammer, und van Pelt und Dwork in ihr Buch, Auschwitz: From
1270 to the present. (That is not a gas chamber anymore. Since ’96 it
has not been a gas chamber, and van Pelt and Dwork in their book,
Auschwitz: From 1270 to the present.)

Klein: Ja. (Yes.)

Toben: Da sagte Pressac der van Pelt hat all seine Information
gestehlen. Der ist bose auf van Pelt. Also, dies wurde gesagt 1996
offiziel, dafs die Locher im Dach so symbolisch darstellen fir die
Gaskammern in Birkenau. Birkenau hat auch die vier Loécher.
Gehe ich nach Birkenau - Sie kennen das - da ist die Eisenbahn.
Hier gehts rechts zur Arbeit und links zur Gaskammer. So ist die
Geschichte. Auch ubrigens, kennen Sie? Daf} ist der Swimming-
pool, ein schoner Swimmingpool, das wird nie gezeigt den
Touristen; und das ist nur um den Wasserspiegel zu zeigen, daf}
man nicht leicht Kérper im Boden verbrennen konnte. Und jetzt,
das ist unsere Lokalzeitung, dafl ich da nach Europa gehe. Dies
jetzt kennen Sie ja. (Pressac said that van Pelt stole all his
information. He is angry with van Pelt. Now, this is what was said
in 1996, that the holes in the roof symbolically represent the gas
chamber at Birkenau. Birkenau also has the four holes. I go to
Birkenau - you know it - there is the railway line. Here it is right
to work and left to the gas chamber. That is the story. Oh, by the
way, do you know? That is the swimming pool, a beautiful
swimming pool, that is never shown to tourists; and that is only to
show the water level, that it was not easy to burn bodies in the
ground. And now, that is our local newspaper, that I am travelling
to Europe. This now you know.)
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Klein: Ja. (Yes.)

I show him the photographs of Krema II and how there is now a new
sign that places the four gas induction holes in a line near the edge of the
alleged homicidal gas chamber.

Toben: Da die Wand, das ist die Gaskammer. Technisch miissen da
vier Locher sein. Man findet zwei, und diese beiden sehen so aus -
und das ist eingemeisselt, und ich sage das ist kein richtiges Ding,
das ist nicht - und da kann man auch reingehen. Ich bin auch
reingegangen. Und hier, ich lache nicht, der Fotograf sagte ich soll
herschauen, da schlage ich mich am Kopf. Ich suche jetzt die vier
Locher - vier soll man sehen - eins, zwei, drei vier. Im Holocaust
Museum in Washington war ich ... Sie kennen das Modell? Ich habe
gefragt, “‘Wo sind die?” und Pressac sagt, das ist nicht sein Problem.
Das Computerprogram wird in drei Monaten alles 16sen. OK. Ich
warte. Aber, das war vor zwei Jahren. Jetzt komm ich und da sagen
die, so: eins-zwei-drei-vier! Und da sage ich, was hat das mit Politik
zu tun? Ich als Wissenschaftler - meine Meinung ist das, sonst
nichts, und mehr nicht. (There the wall, this is the gas chamber.
Technically there have to be four holes. One only finds two, and
these two look like this - that is chiselled-in, and I say that is not a
real thing, that is not - and in that you can enter. I also entered. And
here, I am not laughing, the photographer said to look at him, and
I hit my head. I am now looking for the four holes - four should be
visible - one, two, three, four. In the Washington Holocaust
Museum I was ... you know that model? I asked, ‘Where are they?’
and Pressac says that is not his problem. In three months time the
computer program will solve everything. OK, I wait. But that was
two years ago, and I now arrive and they say thus: one-two-three-
four! And I say, what has this to do with politics? As a researcher I -
it is just my opinion, nothing else, and no more.)

Klein: Ja, aber ich frage, ich will einmal ganz dumm fragen: Sind
Sie der Uberzeugung das in Auschwitz, oder Birkenau, oder
Maidanek keiner vergast worden ist? (Yes, but I will ask, I will ask a
stupid question: ‘Are you convinced that at Auschwitz or Birkenau,
or Majdanek, no one was gassed?’.)

Toében: Maidanek kenne ich nicht. Nach meinen Nachforschungen
ist es meine beste begriindete Meinung, daf} hier, die Geschichte,
wie sie jetzt erzéhlt wird, da stimmt was nicht. Wir miissen eine
Kommission haben um ... (Majdanek I do not know. According to my
research it is my considered opinion, that here, the story, in the way
it is told, that something is not right. We need a commission to ...)

Klein: Auschwitz?

Toben: Nach der offiziellen dogmatischen - Dogma - ist ein Dogma,
ist ein Glaube ... (According to the official dogmatic - Dogma - it is
a dogma, is a belief ...)

Klein: Was glauben Sie jetzt? (What do you now believe?)
Toében: Ich will nicht glauben, ich will wissen. (I do not want to

believe, I want to know.)
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Klein: Na gut, was wissen Sie denn? (Oh, well, what do you now
know?)

Toben: Man sagt eben dafd es Vergasungen gab, und ich will das
jetzt verstehen, wenn jetzt ... und das ... sagt man ... die vier Lécher
sind da, und dann sag ich, ich schaue, meine Nachforschungen, wo
sind die Locher? Also meiner Meinung nach missen die Locher da
sein. Der Pressac, da bin ich jetzt ... das ist jetzt mein néchster
Schritt ... der Pressac sagt, es kommt, es kommt. OK, dann ... uns ist
es egal wie die Sache lauft, ob es fiir oder gegen. (It is said that
gassings occurred, and I now want to understand this, if now ... and
that ... one says ... the four holes are there, and then I say, I will look,
my research, where are the holes? So, according to my view the
holes should be there. Pressac, that is where I am at ... that is my
next step ... Pressac says, it is coming, it is coming. OK, then - we do
not care how the matter develops, whether it is for or against.)

Mohr: Ja, Herr T6ben, Sie haben gesagt, Sie wollen in Berlin
bleiben. (Yes, Mr T6ben, you said you want to stay in Berlin.)

Toben: Ja. (Yes.)

Mohr: Die ganze Zeit? (The whole time?)

Toben: Ja. (Yes.)

Mohr: Um Ihre Sache durchzufiithren? (To do your business?)

Toében: Ja, um noch mit mehreren Richtern zu sprechen. Diese
Information - zum Beispiel Frau Clapiér-Krespach fragte ich, ‘Was
wissen sie Uiber diese ganze Sache?’ ‘Ja, was man so auffangt’, und
da denke ich, das geht nicht. Wir haben, zum Beispiel in
Neuseeland ist der, wir hatten ihn zum Seminar eingeladen, ein
Akademiker - der hat so ein dickes Buch geschrieben - tiber die
Vergasung - die Revisionisten. Sie kennen den Hayward? (Yes, to
speak with more judges. This information - for example I asked
Mrs Clapiér-Krespach, ‘What do you know about this whole
complex matter?” ‘Yes, just that which one has just picked up.” And
I think that is not good enough. We have, for example, in New
Zealand an academic - he has written a big book - about the gassing
- the revisionists. You know Hayward?)

Klein: Ja. (Yes.)

Toben: Er hat beschlossen, 1993 es gab Kkeine Vergasung.
Vertreibung, ErschiefSungen, all das gab es. Aber nach seinem
besten Wissen hat er gesagt, nein, er kann das nicht akzeptieren. Er
hat fur finf Jahre auf diese These gesessen, and jetzt frei gegeben.
Ich habe gefragt, ‘Warum haben sie das gemacht?’. Da sagte er, ja,
er mochte den Nazis keine - ‘not to give them ammunition’. Da
sagte ich, OK, als Wissenschaftler, um die Sache weiter zu fihren,
um die Sache zu 16sen, mufd man den Informationsfluf} hegen. Ich
weif}, wie heikel es ist in Deutschland, das weif$ ich. (He concluded
in ’93 that there were no gassings. Deportations, shootings, all that
happened. But according to his knowledge he said, no, he cannot
accept that. For five years he sat on this thesis, and has now
released it. I asked him why did you do that? He said that he did not
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wish to give the Nazis any - ‘not to give them ammunition’. I said,
‘OK, as a researcher, in order to bring forward the matter, in order
to solve the matter, one has to nurture the information flow’. I
know how delicate it is in Germany, I know that.)

Mohr: Warum gehen Sie nach Deutschland? (Why do you come to
Germany?)

Toében: Ja, das ist ja das Problem, wenn eine kleine Gruppe von
Leute sagen, ‘Hey, wir miissen das untersuchen’. Ich verstehe auch
jetzt so langsam wie es zu einer Nazi, oder eine Widerstands-
bewegung kommen kann. Stindig ist das im deutschen Fernsehen
‘Holocaust’. In Frankreich ... ich war eine Woche in Frankreich,
stindig, stdndig; in Australien - mein Bruder rief vor zwei Tagen
an. Er sah ein Film vor Mitternacht tiber Hitler. Leider wird er so
dargestellt - ja, der hat die Arbeitslosigkeit abgeschaft - ich komme
eigendlich aus Frankreich, aber vorher war ich in Polen und
Ukraine, und was ich nicht wuf$te ... in Kiev war ich in den
Archiven ... (Yes, that is the problem, if a small group of people say,
‘Hey, we have to research this’. I slowly understand how it can come
to a Nazi, or to a revival movement. German television is full of the
‘Holocaust’. In France ... I spent a week in France, all the time, all
the time. In Australia - my brother rang two days ago. He saw a film
about Hitler just before midnight. Unfortunately he is represented
... yes, he did eliminate unemployment - I actually came from
France but before that I was in Poland and Ukraine, and what I did
not know ... I was in the Kiev archives ...)

Mohr: Hmm.

Toében: Ich wusste garnicht, dafl Deutschland, aus den besetzten
Gebieten, Ukraine nach Deutschland schickte - Gastarbeiter - bis
1944. Also, das sind Sachen, fiir mich sehr interessant. Und andere
Sachen. Als sie die Judischen Gemeinden auflosten, wie das
Kulturgut bewertet wurde. Diese Dokumentation haben wir ... (I
did not know that Germany sent from the occupied areas,
Ukrainians to Germany - guest workers - till 1944. So, these are
interesting things for me. And other things. When they dissolved
Jewish communities, how the cultural objects were evaluated. This
documentation we have ...)

Klein: Und Babyn Yar, sagt Ihnen das etwas? (And Babyn Yar, does
that mean anything to you?)

Toében: Ja, Babyn Yar. Das lass ich abgrenzen. Wir haben das
Monument gesehen und ich kenn eigentlich ... ich muf}, das ist ja
mein Problem. Ich habe keine Geschichte studiert. Die Geschichtler
... (Yes, Babyn Yar. That I bracket. We saw the monument and I
actually know ... I must, that is my problem. I did not study history.
The historians ...)

Mohr: Was haben Sie studiert, Philosophie? (What did you study?
Philosophy?)

Toben: Philosophie, ja. Die Gedankenfreiheit. Wie Sie ja wissen, ich
komme aus dem Angelséchsischen, und fir uns ist es wichtig, die
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Gedankenfreiheit zu haben, ohne daf$ jemand sagt, ‘Sie missen’.
Wenn ich Sie jetzt frage: ‘Do you believe in the Holocaust?’
(Philosophy, yes. Freedom of thought. As you well know, I come out
of the Anglo-Saxon, and for us it is important to have free speech,
without anyone saying, “You must’. If I now ask you, ‘Do you believe
in the Holocaust?’.)

Klein: (answers in English) Of course I do.

Toben: Gut, das ist IThr Glaube, und da haben Sie recht. (Good, that
is your belief, and it is your right.)

Klein: Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha.

Toben: Der John Sack, der hat eine Rede gehalten bei uns im
August, da sagt er, ‘I believe in the Holocaust’. Einige Leute wurden
unruhig, da habe ich sofort ihn verteidigt und sage, das ist sein
Glaube. Aber wenn er sagt, der Holocaust - also wir mussen erst
mal - Pressac sagt der Holocaust, die Terminologie mufli weg.
Pressac will nicht mehr das Wort gebrauchen. Er sagt es war ein
‘massife massacre’, so nennt er das. Und andere reden von dem
Dresden-Holocaust, undsoweiter, und nattirlich im Jtidischen wird
es als Shoah dargestellt, was viele sagen, anstatt Holocaust, weil
heutzutage gibt es so viele Holocausts. Und wenn Sie dann sagen
Sie glauben an den Holocaust, dann mufl man eben fragen, ‘Was
verstehen Sie?” Sie muissen in die Details gehen, und dann, weil Sie
daran glauben, ist es Ihr Glaube. Also, da wollten Leute den John
Sack indirekt fertig machen. Das geht nicht. Er darf doch glauben
was er will. Ja, das ist, was ich sage, wenn ich jetzt jemand beleidige,
aus geschmacklichen Sachen, dann entschuldige ich mich. Wenn
ich aber ein, zum Beispiel wie jetzt mit dieser Sache, das sind reine
Fakten, das sind meine Untersuchungen, das ist dann meine
Meinung ... (John Sack, he addressed us in August, and he said, ‘I
believe in the Holocaust’. A few people became restless, and I
immediately defended him and said, that is his belief. But if he
said, the Holocaust - so we must first - Pressac says the Holocaust,
this term must not be used. Pressac does not want to use that word
anymore. He says it was a massive massacre, that is what he calls it.
And others talk about the Dresden Holocaust, and so on, and
naturally in Jewish it is Shoah, as many term it, instead of
Holocaust, because today there are so many holocausts. And if you
then say you believe in the Holocaust, then one has to ask, ‘what do
you understand?’ You need to go into the details, and then because
you believe in it, it is your belief. So, there were some people who
indirectly wished to embarrass John Sack. That is no good. He is
allowed to believe what he wants to believe. Yes, that is what I say,
if I now offend anyone, because of matters of taste, then I apologise.
If I now, as in this present example, this is my research, that is then
my opinion ...)

Mohr: Wie sind Sie darauf gekommen sich fiir diese Geschichte zu
interessieren? (How did you get to interest yourself for this history?)

Toben: Philosophisch habe ich meine Dissertation mit den Max
Bense in Stuttgart gemacht. Bense war ein Radikaler: einmal war er
links, einmal war er rechts, mal war er Braun, mal war er alles. Im
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Endeffekt war er Max Bense. Er hat Leute angestachelt, die Sachen zu
durchdenken. Ich habe meine Arbeit tUber den Karl Popper
geschrieben der jetzt ... (I wrote my philosophy dissertation at Max
Bense in Stuttgart. Bense was a radical: sometimes he was left,
sometimes he was right, sometimes he was brown, sometimes he
was everything. In effect, he was Max Bense. He stimulated people to
think things through. I wrote my thesis on Karl Popper who now ...)

Mohr is all ears and glares at me. Klein leans back in his chair, with a
grin on his face.

Toben: ... also ich spreche, das ... also, Ich denke Sie sind, Sie sind
also hier weil ich hier bin? ... ( ... so, I am saying, this ... so, I think
you are, you are here because I am here?)

Mohr: Ah, ja, das kann man sagen, ja. (Er, yes, one could say that.)

Klein: Herr T6ben, ich wirds ganz kurz machen. (Mr T6ben, I will
be very brief.)

Toében: Ja. (Yes.)

Klein: Ich erklidre Ihre die vorldufige Festnahme ... (I am now
arresting you ...)

To6ben: Die Festnahme von mir? Warum? (My arrest? Why?)

Klein: Wegen des Verbreitens der Dinge. (Because of distributing
the things.)

Toében: Ich verbreite doch nichts! (I am not distributing anything!)
Klein: Sicher verbreiten Sie ... (Of course you are distributing ...)

Toben: Das ist Adelaide-Institute, das sind ... (That is the Adelaide
Institute, these are ...)

Klein: Verbreitung der Volksverhetzung. (Spreading incitement of
[racial] hatred.)

Toben: Also, das ist Ihre Sache. (So, that is your business.)
Klein: Ich nehm Sie vorlaufig fest. (I am arresting you.)

Toben: Ja, und, also ... ha, ha, ha, ich muf nur lachen. Darf ich ein
Anruf machen? (Yes, and, so ... ha, ha, ha, I just have to laugh. May
I make a call?)

Klein: Sicher. (Of course.)

Toben: OK. Und, und was fir Akten sind das? (OK. And what kind
of files are they?)

Klein: Das kriegen Sie alles noch gesagt. (You will be told.)
Toben: OK.
Mohr: Wohin? (Where too?)

Toben: Australien.
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Mohr: Geht das von hier? (Is that possible from here?)
Klein: Ne. (No.)
Mohr: Australien, Ausland? (Australia. Overseas.)

Toében: Leider, muf} ich Australien anrufen. (Unfortunately I have to
ring Australia.)

Mohr: Mufl er von uns aus machen. (Has to do that from our place.)
Klein: Habt Ihr ein Apparat? (Have you a phone?)
Mohr: Ja. (Yes.)
Klein: OK.
I look through the collection of cards in my wallet and pick out a couple.

Toben: Moment, und wen noch? Ja, OK. (One moment, and who
else? Yes, OK?)

Mohr: Gut, wir kénnen ja noch weiter reden, weil mein Chef ...
(Good, we can continue talking because my chief ...)

Toben: Ja. (Yes.)

Mohr: ... mein Vorgesetzter, spezialisiert sich auf Philosophie ...
(... my superior is specialised in philosophy ...)

Toében: Woher kommt diese Sachen jetzt? Wer hat dies inszeniert?
Auch Sie haben es gemacht? (Where does this matter come from?
Who initiated it? Even you were in it?)

Mohr: Ja. (Yes.)

Toben: Das ist ja ... was sind Sie fir ein Mann! Ich komme hier in
Offenheit und werde festgenommen! Oh, Herr Klein! (That is a ...
what kind of man are you! I come here in all openness and am
arrested!)

Klein: Das hab ich damals leider verpafit! (Unfortunately last time I
missed out on that.)

Toben: Verpafdt? (Missed out?)
Klein: Ja. (Yes.)
Toben: Das ist ja ... (That is ...)

Klein: Ich hab Sie nicht hierher gelockt. Sie sind hier erschienen. (I
did not entice you to come. You turned up here.)

Toben: Ich habe geschrieben, weil ich die Leute besuche - das ist so
.. naja. (I wrote, because I am visiting people - this is such ... so,
what?)

Klein: OK. (OK)
Toében: OK, gut. (OK. Good.)

Klein: Ja, also, Sie machen das? (Yes, so you will do that?)
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Toben: Sie brauchen mich nicht mit Handschellen ... (You do not
have to handcuff me ...)

Mohr: Nee, nee ... (No, no ...)
Toben: ... und so, ich bin zivilisiert ... (... and, I am civilised ...)
Mohr: ... nee. (... no.)

Toben: ... also ich laufe nicht weg - Ich bin nicht ein Leuchter. (I
will not run away - I am not a Leuchter.)

Mohr: Haben Sie ein Fahrzeug dabei? (Have you a vehicle?)
Toében: Nein, nichts. (No, nothing.)
Mohr: Sie sind zu Fuf3? (You are on foot?)

Toében: Ja. Also ich darf das Ihnen sagen, Ich bin kein Leuchter. (Yes,
I may say it to you, I am not a Leuchter.)

Mohr: Ja, Fred Leuchter ist auch nicht fortgerannt. (Yes, Fred
Leuchter did not run off.)

Klein: Doch, doch. (Yes, yes.)
Mohr: Der ist fortgerannt? (He ran off?)
Toében: OK, gut. (OK. Good.)
Klein: Ich mach die Tur auf. (I will open the door.)
As I leave with Mohr for the door, I extend my hand to Klein.

Toében: Herr Klein, bitte schon, schauen Sie mich in die Augen an.
Vielen Dank. (Mr Klein, please, look me in the eyes. Thank you.)

Klein: OK. (OK.)

But Klein looks down and avoids eye contact, almost like a big schoolboy
who knows he has done wrong.

Toében: Vielen Dank, Herr Klein. (Thank you, Mr Klein.)
Klein: Bitte sehr. (Pleasure.)

Mohr and I exit and enter the lift that opens its door as soon as he presses
the button. In almost a tense whisper, Mohr mumbles on.

Mohr: Was ich Thnen noch sagen wollte wegen Popper. (What I
wanted to say to you about Popper.)

To6ben: Ja? (Yes.)
Mohr: Mein Chef ... (My chief ...)

Toben: ... und das ist meine Motivation ... (... and that is my
motivation ...)

Mohr: Es ist eigendlich eine Unverschidmtheit, von diesen
Herrschaften, hat er gesagt, von diesen Leuten in den
Revisionismusgruppen hier, sich des Poppers zu bedienen. (It is
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actually disgusting of these gentlemen, he said, of these people in
these revisionist groups, to avail themselves of Popper.)

I gasp for air - I am amazed to hear this from Mohr. How can he be saying
this? Has he ever thought seriously and deeply about the fundamental
value of free speech, the open society and its enemies? He continues in
almost a whisper while the lift travels down slowly from the fourth to
the ground level. In an even softer, almost threatening, tone he continues
his intimidation.

Mohr: Wissen Sie was ich meine? (Do you know what I mean?)

Toben: Ja, was ist Unverschdmtheit? Das miissen Sie begriinden.
Das ist meine Lebensaufgabe, aber wir miissen uns unterhalten.
(Yes, what is disgusting? You have to give a reason. That is my life’s
task, but we must talk.)

Mohr: Missen Sie sich unterhalten. (You need to talk.)

Toében: Unverschdmtheit, das ist seine Meinung. (Disgusting, that is
his opinion.)

Mohr: Genau. (Exactly.)
Toében: Ach, ja ... (Well, yes ...)

As the lift door opens Mohr gets more excited and threatening in his
approach towards me. The noise outside is in stark contrast to the
enclosure of the lift.

Toben: ... verstehe ich alles, verstehe ich alles ... (... I understand it
all, I understand it all ...)

Mohr: Herr Toben? (Mr T6ben?)
Toben: Ja? (Yes?)

Mohr: ... weil diese Behauptung, wenn Sie diese Behauptung ... (...
because these assertions, if you assert ...)

Toben: Ich behaupte es ja nicht - ich bin ja nicht ... (I am not
asserting it - I am not ...)

Mohr: ... so verbreiten ... (... spread them ...)

Toben: Ja, ja, ja. (Yes, yes, yes.)

Mohr: ... auf dem Internet ... (... on the Internet ...)
Toben: ... in aller Offenheit ... (... in all openness ...)
Mohr: ... gegen die Gesetzgebung ... (... against the law ...)

Toben: Nein, nein, nein. Sie haben Meinungsfreiheit in
Deutschland. Sie haben hier ... Sie sind eine Demokratie ... (No, no,
no. You have free speech in Germany. You have here ... you are a
democracy ...)

Mohr: Ja, aber Ich denke das ist eine andere Gesetzgebung. (Yes, but
I think that is another kind of law.)
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Toben: Moment, moment. Die Wahrheit muf uns schiitzen. Wenn
ich jetzt Wahrheit suche, kénnen Sie nicht sagen, also, ich muf}
mein Mund halten. Sie sind dann keine Demokratie. (One moment,
one moment. Truth has to protect us. If I am now looking for truth,
then you cannot say, I have to keep my mouth shut. You are then
not a democracy.)

Mohr: Ich persénlich hab die Gesetze nicht geschrieben. (I
personally did not write the laws.)

Toben: Nein, das hat nichts damit zu tun, dann mussen die Gesetze
... (No, no, that has got nothing to do with it, then the laws have to
be ...)

Mohr: Ich bin der Arm der Exekutive. Wissen Sie was ich meine? (I
am the arm of the executive. Do you know what I mean?)

To6ben: Ich verstehe. Sie, Sie... (I understand. You, you ...)

Mohr: Ich weify davon praktisch garnichts ... (I know practically
nothing about that ...)

Toben: Ja, ja, alles Klar ... (Yes, yes, it is all clear ...)

Mohr: Ich muf’ IThnen das sagen, es ist ja das gleiche noch mit dem
Zahlen. Wieviele verstehen, aber Sie konnen falsch sein in Ihrer
Auffassung. (I must say this to you, it is the same with the
payments. How many understand, but you can be wrong in your
views.)

To6ben: Nicht falsch. Das ist ein Verstof$ gegen das Grundgesetz, und
das Grundgesetz sichert uns Meinungsfreiheit zu. Das ist alles, was
wir machen. (Not wrong. That is an infringement against the basic
law, and the basic law secures for us free speech. That is all we are
doing.)

Mohr: Ja, die Meinungsfreiheit geht ja nur soweit ... (Yes, but free
speech is only free ...)

Toben: Nein. (No.)

Mohr: ... indem ich andere Meinungen nicht verletze. (... until I
offend another person’s views.)

Toben: Nein, nein ... (No, no ...)
Mohr: Wissen Sie was ich meine? (Do you know what I mean?)

To6ben: Nein, nein. Das ist ein Verstof$ gegen die Meinungsfreiheit.
Wiirde ich Politik betreiben, wie die Neonazis es tun, das tun wir
nicht. Ich sehe ja beide Seiten, oder drei Seiten. Ich geh zum
Pressac. (No, no. That is an infringement against my free speech.
Were I to become political, the way the neo-Nazis do, that is what
we do not do. I can see both sides, or three sides. I go to Pressac.)

As we enter the Mannheim Polizeipridsidium, where I had just after
9 a.m. called in to confirm my meeting with Klein, our conversation loses
any semblance of substance. We walk past reception and along some
corridor, and walk up some stairs. The station’s architecture is a turn of
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the 19th century design and its interior reminds me of the rabbit
warrens that characterise many of those police stations. Even our local
Norwood Police Station can compete - corridors and doors and
courtyards that confuse and, possibly intentionally, disorientate the
newly arrested person.

We walk into Mohr’s department on the first floor. The political police
are part of the traffic police department. Herr Schenkel, Mohr’s superior,
is a slender, suit-wearing man around his late 40s. A poster of Charlie
Chaplin decorates his office wall.

Toben: Guten Tag. (Good day.)

Schenkel: Guten Tag, Schenkel. (Good day. My name is Schenkel.)
Toben: Sie sind der Chef? (You are the chief?)

Schenkel: Jawohl. (Yes.)

Toben: Habe schon gehort das Sie den Karl Popper ... (Have already
heard that Popper for you ...)

Another person offers me a chair for which I thank them.

Toében: Ich bin ja verhaftet, danke. Sie sagen es ist eine
Unverschdmtheit, daf man Popper so verwendet. (After all, I have
been arrested, thanks. You say it is disgusting that Popper is used in
such a way.)

Schenkel: Ja, das ist meine Meinung, ja. (Yes, that is my opinion,
yes.)

Toben: In Deutschland hat man ja Meinungsfreiheit. (You have free
speech in Germany.)

Schenkel: Ja.

Toben: In meiner philosophische Ausbindung habe ich ja Popper
personlich kennengelernt, und tUber ihn meine Dissertation
geschrieben. (During my philosophical studies I personally got to
know Popper, and I wrote my thesis about him.)

Schenkel: Ja. (Yes.)

Toben: Das find ich dann absurd wenn Sie jetzt hier diesen Schritt
tun. Darf ich anrufen nach Australien? (I then find it absurd if you
now take this step. May I make a call to Australia?)

Schenkel: Ja. (Yes.)

A slight commotion occurs as individuals leave the office but I say to
them they ought to feel free to stay. I confirm with Schenkel that it is on
the orders of Klein that I have been arrested. My first call is to Murray
McLauchlin, and I give him the office number: 49 621 174 22 50. My
second and final call is to my twin brother, so that he, too, knows I have
been arrested on suspicion of incitement to racial hatred (Verdacht der
Volksverhetzung).
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After the calls I have a long discussion with Schenkel and Mohr, during
which I firmly state that I consider this arrest an act of mental rape
(geistige Vergewaltigung) because they wish to force the Holocaust
dogma on me with the force of the law.

Both Schenkel and Mohr explain to me that publishing any revisionist
material on the Internet is a criminal offence in Germany. I tell the joke
about the old lady complaining to the police officer about a man who is
doing dirty things in her house. The fellow who checks out her story is
invited by the old lady to enter her bathroom, stand on a chair, then look
out the small window and look in the direction of the house across the
road where a man is seen doing ‘dirty things’. The volition message does
hit home to Schenkel and Mohr, and so I reinforce it by saying that I do
not want to ‘believe’ in the Holocaust but I want to ‘know’ the truth
about the homicidal gassing allegations.

I again call this action the beginnings of mental rape and a misuse of
state power because Klein cannot offer me any rational argument that
settles the problem of the missing four square holes on which the
Auschwitz homicidal gas chamber story rests. I say that Klein is the
upholder of a dogma that cripples a person’s mind. I suggest that they
ought to welcome the free flow of information that liberates our minds.

Both Schenkel and Mohr have had enough and the latter bids me to rise
so that he can take me to the police station’s cell block.

We enter the police prison cell corridor, at the end of which to the left an
officer awaits my arrival. He asks me to empty my pockets, take off my
tie and belt, and it is 12.15 p.m. as I hand over my watch. Then Mohr
frisks me, ‘to ensure that you carry no pistol or knife. I carry the
responsibility for that’, he says.

I compare this action with the physically checking out of the details of
the homicidal gassing story at Auschwitz. Mohr thinks it is a good
comparison and says I should state this clearly in the statement that he
wishes me to make later during the afternoon.

It must be about 12.30 p.m. and I sit in my 2 m x 4 m cell where a wooden
slab on a concrete base is now my chair and bed combined. A small
window is set high up in the 2 m wall from which some light enters the
otherwise dark cell.

The police warden in charge of the cell block unlocks the door and offers
me lunch, which I accept. It is Sauerkraut and mashed potatoes with a
slice of ham. I consciously and slowly eat the former and reject the latter
because of my vegetarian leanings. I then lie down on the wooden slab
for a rest. Is not that what I have been doing for a long time, rest after a
meal? The atmosphere is rather depressing and my mind is connecting
with countless impressions, and thoughts intermingle this flow. The
church bells, barely audible, indicate that it is 1 p.m. Out of the cell at
1.20 p.m. and talking with the two police officers (Wachtmeister [the
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watchman]) while waiting for Mohr to take me elsewhere. I talk about
freedom of speech (Meinungsfreiheit), how this freedom to think and to
speak makes us human, and how the free flow of information optimises
our mental development. I oppose any dogmatic structures because that
is mental rape.

One of the watchmen says he is a German nationalist ‘but crimes were
committed’ (aber Verbrechen gab es). I agree, pointing out that the
Germans did not have a monopoly on committing crimes because the
Allies were likewise deeply involved in such activity, war crimes even.

One of the watchmen informs me that he had received a call from
Australia from David Brockschmidt who had strongly voiced his disgust
at my imprisonment. I respond by saying to him that Brockschmidt is one
of the few concerned citizens and supporters who, like myself, does not
fear anyone - especially when it concerns the eliciting of truth on an
alleged historical happening.

A watchman hands me my belt and tie, and I ask him whether there is a
mirror I can use because I wish to comb my hair. I do not wish to look like
a desperado on that up-coming mug-shot. Mohr jumps in and says there
are no mirrors here. This is contradicted by one of the watchmen who
beckons me to the staff toilet, opens it with his key, then says to close it
after finishing. The mirror and washbasin are clean and I am able to do a
reasonable job on my dry wiry hair and unshaven face. My tie also gets a
straightening out. I return and thank the watchmen for the use of his
toilet. We continue an interesting discussion, among other things, about
dirty toilets and what it tells us about a nation’s health and well-being.

Mohr watches our animated discussion and visibly twinges as I stress
again and again that there were no gassings at Auschwitz because the
evidence - the murder weapon - is nowhere to be found.

I also inform the two watchmen that Mohr and Klein had lied to me right
at the beginning of my entering Klein’s office. Both claimed that Mohr’s
presence was a coincidence, something that is now quite evidently a
blatant lie. Why would Klein have invited me to report to him, knowing
full well my position about the alleged homicidal gas chamber holes, the
alleged four square gas induction holes?

I make the comparison between the former East German Stasi tactics of
ruling through fear and upholding the Marxist dogma and the current
German method of suppressing people’s thoughts and speech through
the Holocaust dogma. Mohr waves his index finger in my face and
exclaims, ‘Das ist eine Beamtenbeleidigung einen Vergleich mit der
ehemaligen kriminellen DDR zu machen’. (That is insulting a public
servant, to make a comparison with the former criminal DDR [German
Democratic Republic].) As he continues to poke his index finger into my
face, I give it a quick swipe with my right hand saying, ‘Bedrohen Sie
mich nicht!” (Do not threaten me!).
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In a kind of boyish huff, he bids me to accompany him to his office so
that a formal statement can be taken down.

Frau Greulich, a young woman, sits at a typewriter and is ready to write
down my statement in the context of Verdacht der Volksverhetzung (to
incite folk hatred). I stand next to her while Mohr dashes off to his
superior’s office at the end of the corridor. I can hear his animated voice,
‘Es ist nur show’ (It is only a show), Mohr tells Schenkel. Well, I thought
to myself, that is why I am being arrested, just for putting on a show.
That makes matters worse.

Mohr re-enters the room and requests that I give him a statement. He is
nervous and I press home the point about his lie to me. I also inform him
that he is twisting everything I say so that he can use it against me.

Immediately he launches into the usual ‘Es ist eine Beleidigung’ (It is an
insult) and I counter by asking him why he is twisting everything I say
so that it is an insult to him. Mature individuals seek clarification, even
if the truth hurts. I will not, I say, sign anything he dictates to his
secretary. I shall write my own statement, or at least I demand that our
interview be recorded on audio or video-tape. Since the 1980s even in
Australia the police have this basic safeguard that protects suspects from
police verballing. Not so in Germany. There the police dictate whatever
will clinch the case for the prosecution.

Mohr storms out of the room almost shouting, ‘Der Ofen ist aus, die
Geduld ist zu Ende’ (The oven is out, patience is at an end). He dashes off
to his superior again and I can hear him saying, ‘Ich dachte mit ihm
konnten wir uns vernunftig unterhalten ... unverschiamt, dieser Mensch’
(I thought we could have had a reasonable discussion with him ...
disgusting, this human being).

By this time it is 2.20 p.m. and Mohr returns to take me away for
processing (Behandlung). I am reminded of the Sonderbehandlung
claim made by alleged Holocaust survivors and alleged eyewitnesses of
such ‘special treatment’. I then think of those who during the witch trial
era would witness to the special courts how a certain person, usually a
woman, was seen doing strange things, even having sex with the devil!
These eyewitnesses then caused the court to condemn alleged witches to
their death. So, too, it is with these individuals who make unfounded
claims about homicidal gassings.

In my case the processing consists of my being fingerprinted, weighed
and measured, and photographed - all within 15 minutes. Typical
German efficiency. I am now on the German file of dissidents that is ever
increasing in size.

Naturally, I draw Mohr’s attention to the parallels between the former
East Germany and how it treated its dissenters. I consider this kind of
treatment undeserving because I am not a criminal, and I shall in time
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have to make a claim on the German government. He responds by
falling back on his ‘Das ist eine Beleidigung’ (That is insulting), but he
had no rational response to my comment.

In a telephone conversation with David Brockschmidt after my arrest,
Mohr admitted to Brockschmidt that he had no conscience, otherwise
he could not do the job.

By 3.30 p.m. I am back in my cell and I make notes on pieces of paper
that Mohr during his frisking failed to locate. My thoughts focus on the
process of detention, of my attempting to grasp a pattern that sheds
light on what makes men like Mohr, Schenkel and Klein tick. Whenever
Mohr is challenged into explaining his actions, he cries out ‘That is an
insult’. Klein is ideologically well-versed, and whenever he is
challenged, he either mumbles inaudibly or he nonchalantly abuses his
adversary, a classical case of a person mentally challenged.

Around 4 p.m. I ring the bell for a toilet call. I do not wish to use the hole
in the floor to the left of the door. After 6 p.m. the door opens and an
officer brings me a cup of coffee and a piece of bread with jam. I inform
the officer that I have been waiting for two hours for this call. He snaps
at me, how would I know it is two hours, did I have no watch on me? I
advise him that I heard the church bells ringing in 6 p.m. ‘Ich hoére
keine’ (I heard none), he says and lets me walk over to the toilet. Upon
re-entering the cell I have to leave the shoes outside the door, and so I
tip-toe back inside.

I prepare myself for a night on the wooden slab, but it is stuffy and
humid inside. I again press the call button and surprisingly another
officer opens the door. I ask him whether he can open the window at
the top of the wall. He obliges, but reminds me that the nights are still
cold at Mannheim. I say that I do not mind because I prefer cold but
fresh air.

I take off my clothes bar the singlet and underpants, then use the suit
as pillow and prepare the three blankets that will make up my
bedsheets. Thoughts race through my mind:

I conduct my work in all openness - in detail on the Internet.

I am aware of the German law that prohibits a discussion of World
War II history - the ‘Holocaust’ - in public. Hence the need to contact
judges and prosecutors and lawyers to get their views on this kind
of legal constraint.

I had met Klein in April 1997 and he was fully aware of what the
Adelaide Institute had on its website, showing me his file.

Before the current trip I wrote to Klein, to Bundeskanzler Schroéder
and to a number of legal persons.

Klein legally ambushed me in his office, then even lied about it.

61



Where Truth Is No Defence, I Want To Break Free

I do not intend to break a German law and I have no intention of
conducting public meetings. If I am not welcome in Germany then I
shall leave. I would not have entered Germany and visited Klein had
I known he intended to arrest me.

My research has nothing to do with politics, and I speak to all sides
of the debate. I recall how during the 1970s I was the student
representative of the philosophy students at Stuttgart when the
left-right political divide was at its peak. I failed in my attempt to
synthesise the views - but I tried, nonetheless. With revisionism it is
different because the proponents of the Holocaust lie - the homicidal
gassing allegations - are the ones that stifle debate.

Freedom of thought and speech makes us human, and the German
Basic Law is supposed to ensure this. Why, then, is it not applied in
my case?

Another walk to the toilet, after another considerable wait. It is criminal
what these individuals are doing with me - light on all night - as if I am
in danger of committing Volksverhetzung (incitement to racial hatred)! I
am researching the gas chamber story at Krema II: there are problems,
especially with the holes that are not there.

Why would Mohr’s superior say that it is a disgrace that revisionists use
Popper for their purposes? That is the essence of philosophical enquiry -
a free flow of information. But not in poor Germany (armes
Deutschland).

This is Gesinnungshaft (political imprisonment). The fellows who work
here cite rules and regulations (Vorschriften) that they follow. Mohr says,
‘Wir sind nett zu Ihnen’ (We are polite to you), but I am still treated as a
criminal and put in a cell. Is this not the tactics used by an authoritarian-
totalitarian state? They know I have come to Germany to speak with its
judiciary, and there is no danger in my absconding. Is this detention
designed to soften me up? Both Fred Leuchter and Hans Schmidt were
given the opportunity of leaving Germany without facing a trial.
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The entrance to the courthouse
where Judge Hollmann sentenced
Ingrid Weckert for having compared
diary entries of two Dachau
prisoners - one was positive and the
other negative. This lessens the Nazi
crimes!

Visiting Richard Wagner’s grandson, Wolfgang Wagner, at Bayreuth.
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On a pleasant weekend with Dr Wilhelm Stdglich in Gliicksburg.

I met this man, who wants to be a good German patriot, at Bielefeld Court.
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Visiting Jean-Claude Pressac at his home in Ville du Bois.

With Professor Robert Faurisson at his home in Vichy.
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Sending e-mail messages from my hotel ‘office’ to the Adelaide Institute’s webmaster.

The splendour of Notre Dame in
Paris in April.
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Chateley Opera from whence came the Wagnerian ‘Ring Cycle’ to Adelaide in 1998.

On the run through Paris over the Easter weekend. No, I did not participate.
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In Professor Serge Thion’s study.

With Martin Walser at his home.

68



Where Truth Is No Defence, I Want To Break Free

A prized possession for some; the dream for some as well.

The Bruchsal courthouse where I met Judge Clapiér-Krespach.
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Giinter Deckert’s prison home at Bruchsal for almost five years. In 1997 I was
permitted to visit him but not in 1999.

In 1997 I visited Hans-Heiko Klein in his office. Two years later I walked out of these
doors not a free man.
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Chapter 8

Prison Night, And Day In Court

Friday, 9 April 1999

Strange night’s dream - the cell enlarged and filled with lots of people. I
was not alone. I see this as a comforting omen. No way am I going to fall
into self-pity or hatred for Klein. I already feel sorry for him, and this
diffuses my ability to generate the energy needed to hate this cowardly
liar.

I dress and prepare myself for morning fresh-up. I talk with the officer
who calls himself a German nationalist. He advises me that if I am not
brought before a judge within 24 hours, then a judge has to set me free.
For a moment I hope that the German bureaucracy may, for whatever
reason, become inefficient and fail to draw up the necessary arrest
warrant in time. What wishful thinking!

The officer says that after appearing before the judge, I will be sent to
remand. He asks, ‘Was haben Sie davon?’ (What do you get out of that?).
I respond by pointing out to him that truth liberates. I am looking for
truth about the gassing allegations. Klein is attempting to rape my
mind - and this I oppose. It is not a matter of win-lose, but a search for
truth.

He informs me that a reporter from Australia had rung the police station
late last night but he could not divulge any information about my
person. So much for the privacy provisions of German law.

The officer then asks me whether I had a real doctorate because Mohr
had been talking about Fred Leuchter who claimed to be a doctor. I
reassure the fellow that mine is legitimate, and that Fred Leuchter never
to my knowledge claimed to have a doctorate. I then mention how the
University of Go6ttingen used a Hitler law with which to take away Dr
Wilhelm Stéglich’s doctorate. He did not know about that.

Our conversation again touches on the history of Germany and the
officer says, ‘Ich schdme mich Deutscher zu sein’ (I am ashamed to be a
German). I am astounded to hear a member of the political Republican
Party say such a thing. It just does not make sense. I ask him why is he
ashamed to be a German. He says that what the Germans did to the Jews
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was criminal, shameful and shocking. I ask him what did the Germans
do to the Jews. He looks at me with a stare, then says, that the Germans
gassed the Jews. What evidence has he to back up this assertion, I ask. He
says that everyone knows the truth about the gassings because he has
seen it on TV dozens of time. I inform him that I have looked at the
murder weapon at Auschwitz-Birkenau, the second time just a couple of
weeks ago - and I did not find the four alleged square gas insertion holes.
Without these holes, I say, there is no murder weapon, and the gassing
claim is then either a lie or it is propagated by those ignorant of the
physical facts.

He does not respond but offers me a cup of coffee, which I accept. When
he returns with the cup he has also two slices of bread for me, which I
reject. Quite hurt, he says, ‘Ich habe mir viel Miihe gemacht’ (I made a
great effort). I almost apologise to him but then compose myself and
inform him that he had not asked me whether I wanted bread.

At 10 a.m. I walk to the toilet. I ask the watchman not to be angry at me
for refusing his bread. I explain to him that I come from a different
cultural background, from a society based on voluntarism. I return from
the toilet and pace around the cell for a while, then lie down on the
wooden bunk.

At 11 a.m. Mohr comes along and asks me where I stayed on the night
before my arrest. I advise him that I would never tell him because he
would merely persecute them. I may have stayed the night in an hotel or
in a pension. I say that in time all this would be on the Internet, and he
had better read my travel diary which appears on our website. He says
this means that he will have to ring up all the hotels in Mannheim. I say
that he had better get started right away.

He then wants to have a closer look at my airline ticket that is still with
me. He writes down the itinerary, and I advise him to just read the diary.
I ask him whether I could make a phone call and he joyously says, ‘No’.
I say he is behaving just like a Stasi agent of the former East Germany.
He begins to fluster again and says I am insulting him.

His next question aims to find out where my personal belongings are. I
inform him that my base is at Andreas Rohler’s in Berlin, and that I
travel light. He departs in a huff.

At noon I am offered lunch but I decline. I am not hungry. It is the last
thing on my mind. I recall the turmoil I felt when my wife took off, and
how pained I was. This is mild compared to the personal pain I felt then.
That was over 10 years ago - and that pain is now a rather faded memory.
I think of the alleged Holocaust victims who claim never to forget the
hurt and suffering they experienced during the war. Heavens, that is a
sick attitude to have - forever pulling out the emotional blackmail card
of hurt feelings. This must have an effect on your mental wellbeing. I
concede that a few years of grief - publicly displayed - is in order for a
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healing process to begin. Yet to keep it going for over half a century, then
get the second generation into this as well - children of the Holocaust
survivors! That is a perversion in itself.

First Court Appearance

At 1.15 p.m. Mohr arrives and asks me to accompany him to a car. We are
on our way to the Amtsgericht (Magistrates Court). The police officer
driving the car is in uniform and his weapon is visibly displayed. Not so
Mohr’s. However, before we set off he opens his suit and displays his
pistol saying, ‘Wir sind schwer bewaffnet’ (We are heavily armed) and
both would use their weapons were I to attempt an escape. ‘So what?’, I
respond to him. ‘In my world my pen is my weapon and you fear that
more than I fear your weapon. In any case, escaping is the last thing on
my mind. Where would I flee to? Back to Australia? The world is my
prison, if you like’.

Mohr has already turned away from facing me and I sense that he is
about to have the huffs again and feels insulted by my response.

I am taken to a large room where I am asked to sit at a small table facing
the larger judge’s desk. To the right side of the desk the court typist sits
at her table and is busily fumbling with her large electric (not electronic)
typewriter. Copies of the arrest warrant lie before me on the table. I pick
up a copy and I read through it. A quick glance indicates to me that it was
written up in a hurry, or Klein is merely going berserk with glee at
having arrested ‘one of the world’s leading revisionists’. Hey, I thought to
myself, if I am one of the leading persons, then where are all the others
behind me?

The arrest warrant document includes material on Germar Rudolf’s
website, and I am supposed to be the author of so much revisionist
material that Klein flatters me. Professor Gerald Fleming also appears as
an ‘accuser’ in the context of my critical letter to him some time ago.
What a hotch-potch of nonsense.

Mohr sits behind me on a bench, and another two officers sit to my left.
An interpreter sits with me at the desk. She briefly informed me that she
also was there for Fred Leuchter when he was brought before the court
at Mannheim in 1995.

The judge has as yet not arrived. I see Klein standing near the window.
He comes over and asks me, ‘Wollen Sie uns nicht sagen wo Sie waren?’
(Do you not want to tell us where you were?). I tell him that he can find
out for himself. Why should I help him when he has lied to me? Aware
that my comment was audible to the others in court, he mumbles
something about not having had any option but to arrest me, ‘da Sie
schon einmal hier waren’ (Seeing you were here).

Then a slender and almost frail silver-haired man enters the court. He
smiles at everyone in that sweeping gesture which gives each one in the
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room a sense of having been touched by him personally. It is Judge
Neuenreither, the Haft und Ermittlungsrichter (the arresting and
investigative judge), who now seats himself behind his desk. His entry
does not elicit any formal response, neither from the typist, the two
police officers, nor from Klein or Mohr. The court setting is quite
informal and public prosecutor Klein leads the way. He appears wearing
jeans, and his demeanour is a strange mix of indifference and disdain for
the judge - a boyish insolence that borders on ignorance.

The hearing begins with Judge Neuenreither advising me of my rights
to remain silent, and that I have a right to a defence lawyer. I inform
him that I did not come to Germany to offend against any law and that
I do not intend to cost the state any money by availing myself of legal
assistance. I shall defend myself because truth will be my defence.

Klein says to me, ‘Erzdhlen Sie den Richter Uber die vier Locher in
Krema IT’. I open my folder and show and tell the judge of my concerns,
as I had done for Klein. The room falls silent and in my best German I
slowly and in detail explain what the problem is about - those lacking
four square holes at Krema II.

Klein then says something about this proving that I am a hard-core
revisionist, and that is offending against Section 130 of the German
criminal code. The charge is ‘Verdacht der Volksverhetzung’
(incitement of the people - the Australian equivalent term to this
allegation is ‘racial hatred’).

I object to Klein labelling me an anti-Semite, and I invite the judge to
call Hermann in Stuttgart who has known me for many years. His
father had been the Stuttgart public prosecutor before World War II,
and was dismissed from his position when Hitler assumed power in
1933.

The judge places the call and Hermann relays to the judge that he
considers me to be a man of my word, an upright person. The judge
passes this character reference to Klein who is unimpressed and simply
scoffs at it. It seems to me that Klein is totally corrupt and any talk of
moral uprightness is beyond his understanding. He is morally
bankrupt and fears truth. Perhaps he does not even concede that there
is such value as truth telling.

Judge Neuenreither listens to my plea for bail, but Klein violently opposes
my request, claiming that the last time he granted bail, the accused fled.
He is referring to Fred Leuchter’s appearance before a Mannheim court
where bail was granted and Leuchter fled home to the USA.

It is just on 3 p.m. and the judge’s telephone rings. The judge advises that
I have been given a lawyer to represent me before the court, Ludwig
Bock, who will be here in 15 minutes. I am almost stunned by this news.
Who is Ludwig Bock? Who engaged this man on my behalf?
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The judge adjourns the court, and I file out with my police escort and
Mohr beside me. The interpreter also files out. I advise Mohr that my legs
require me to sit down whenever I can avoid standing, and that I will sit
down on the bench-seat in the corridor. He does not object, and he
relaxes as he sees the interpreter sitting next to me. We briefly look at the
arrest warrant again. The arrest warrant as translated by Mark Weber:

Mannheim District Court

Legal No. 42 Gs 830/99

Public Prosecutor, Mannheim

Reference No. 503 Js 95551/99

ARREST WARRANT of 9 April 1999, against the accused:

Dr Gerald Fredrick Toeben, born on 2 June 1944, resident of
Adelaide, Australia. Australian citizen.

The accused is remanded to investigative custody, because,

Since 1996, and most recently between January and April of 1999,
among other things, he sent, by post from Adelaide, Australia, to
recipients in the territory of the Federal Republic of Germany, a
monthly Adelaide Institute newsletter, for which he is the
responsible editor, as well as in the Vierteljahreshefte fiir freie
Geschichtsforschung, which he produced, the contents of which was
also circulated worldwide by Internet.

Among other things, in these ‘newsletters’ the accused claims and
present, often with the use of supposed quotations, as well as by
reference to ‘supporting’ literature that is available, among other
places, on the Internet, consciously contrary to historical truth,
and at least partially identifying with the Nazi persecution
measures, in a pseudo-scholarly style, characterised by a tendency
to exonerate National Socialism of the stigma of the murder of the
Jews, to intensively influence the sensibilities and passions of the
reader, by denying the annihilation of the Jews planned by the
National Socialist rulers, the denial of the existence of gas
chambers for the genocide and of the memory of the Jews
murdered during the mass annihilation, with the claim that the
mass annihilation is an invention of the Jews, and serves to
oppress the German people.

An example is ‘A KGB Novelist: Gerald Fleming’, which was
downloaded from the Internet Vierteljahreshefte on 8 April 1999.
[Text of ‘Ein KGB Novelist: Gerald Fleming’, an exchange of letters
from 1996, with commentary, two and a half pages in length.]

Through Internet links the accused presents ‘supporting
literature’ to interested persons. These include, among other
things, references to extreme right-wing and anti-Semitic sources,
including, for example, the Institute for Historical Review, the
Committee for Open Debate on the Holocaust, Germar Rudolf,
Jirgen Graf, David Irving and, in particular, the ‘Ziindelsite’.
[Listing of titles of 22 items, including Did Six Million Really Die?,
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The Holocaust: Let’s Hear Both Sides, The Leuchter Report, The
Liberation of the Camps: Facts vs. Lies, Auschwitz: Myths and Facts.]

The claims of the accused as well as the literature offered and
distributed by him are suited to awaken and stir up emotionally
hostile attitudes towards Jews in general and, in particular,
against Jews who live in the Federal Republic of Germany. They
are also suited to shake the confidence in public security of the
targeted Jewish portion of the population.

Thus, on repeated occasions, the accused
A acted in a manner suited to disturb the public peace,
1. incited a portion of the population to hatred, and

2. attacked the human dignity of others, by insulting, by
malevolently making contemptuous, or by libelling a
portion of the population,

B publicly denied, in a manner designed to disturb the public
peace, a genocidal act carried out under National Socialist
rule,

C insulted others, and
D denigrated the memory of the dead.

These acts are violations of the German criminal code (StGB),
punishable according to Sections 130 (sub-sections 1 and 3), 185,
189, 194, 52, 53, and 9 (sub-section 1).

Toeben is suspected of these things on the basis of an
investigation, seized evidence, and a review of Internet material.

The accused faces severe punishment. If released, the danger
exists that he will avoid punishment by fleeing to his homeland
of Australia.

Even to the interpreter it is a hurriedly cobbled-together document, no
doubt because it had to be done today before the 24-hour period was

up.

I then walk back to the court door area and see an intense-looking man
arrive. It is Herr Bock. I note Mohr visibly wilts in Bock’s presence.
Bock asks me for a copy of the arrest warrant and I refer him to Mohr,
at the same time introducing Mohr to Bock. ‘Mr Mohr and I know each
other’, Bock says with a smile, and Mohr slinks off to his police mate.
Bock and I are alone. He asks me what I wish to do about this arrest
warrant. I say I want to get bail and be free to prepare a big Holocaust
trial. ‘T’'ll fight this allegation all the way’, I say to Bock. ‘I do not mind
going to prison if this will help the fight for truth and justice’. Bock
advises me to say nothing further to the judge who will now send me
to prison, and we shall then go on from there. I sign a piece of paper
giving Bock the power to represent me in court.
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Off to Prison

This is what happens when Judge Neuenreither resumes court. With
some prompting from Klein, the judge decides I be sent to ‘Justiz
Vollzugsanstalt” (Mannheim Prison). He justifies this decision by
pointing to the possibility of my fleeing Germany. My assurance that I
shall not even think about fleeing the country falls on deaf ears. The
number on the arrest warrant is 503 Js 9551/99: this becomes my prison
file number.

The judge rises and departs. I am handcuffed and led away to a prison
van. I am placed in one of six 1 m x 1 m cubicles. The van, obviously
heading towards the prison, makes about three stops and loads up more
prisoners. Through a meshed window I manage to view the street scene.
I hope that the police officer whom I asked to feed the parking meter for
my car standing outside the police station had done his job. Individuals
are hurrying along the footpaths - there is movement of people. Inside
the van it is a different scene. I sit in a cubicle. It is eerie for me. It is all
so unreal, me in handcuffs with allegations that I have committed a
criminal act. Oh, what a feeling!

The van pulls up before the prison gates and the driver and co-driver
alight and hand over the paperwork to the security guards. The large
metal gate opens and we continue our journey for another few metres,
then the van door opens and I get out, and the handcuffs are taken off
my wrist. We enter the main prison building through the doors of the
administration wing, walk along a corridor, are asked to enter the
processing office, there to sit down on chairs. There are four of us: a 20-
year-old Albanian, a middle-aged Vietnamese whose command of
German indicates he has lived in Germany for many years, and a
Palestinian. The latter is agitated and obviously under drugs.

We are processed (Behandlung) again: the term reminds me of
Sonderbehandlung, the alleged euphemism for gassing people!

I am prisoner number 528 of 1999. We are handed our bed sheets,
blankets, basic toiletry items: (toothbrush and toothpaste, soap and
razor blade) and eating utensils (cup, cutlery, jug and an all-purpose
tray-plate).

Then it is off to the holding cell for the night - I share the cell with the
Albanian. As we settle in our 2 m x 4 m cell with its two beds, the
youngster begins to weep. His German is good enough for me to
converse with him. He came to Germany without papers, but his sister
and other members of the family are already living here. He thought it
would be easy to get the necessary permission from the mostly efficient
German bureaucracy. He was wrong.

As night falls, we hear voices from the remand wing communicating in
strange languages. They intensify - shouting, laughter, laments. The
Albanian informs me that the loudest come from Albanians. I ask him

77



Where Truth Is No Defence, I Want To Break Free

what is being said. He, with some embarrassment, says that jestingly one
fellow is abusing another by shouting aloud that once out, ‘I will fuck
your mother’.

During a lull in the conversation flow, I can hear a German conversation.
It is clearly audible because the sound resonates from within the
courtyard. It is not a barking shout but an ordinary quiet conversation
two prisoners are having via the window from one cell to another cell.

At an opportune moment I join their conversation and am immediately
asked what is my crime. As I put it to them, they laugh about it. They
think the crime of ‘defaming the memory of the dead’ is funny - and we
break off all laughing about German justice that does not tolerate free
speech. We arrange to identify and meet at my first Hofgang (a 1-hour
exercise walk) at 8 a.m.

By this time it is quite dark outside. I make my bed for the night, my
second night in a prison cell. The young fellow does not bother to
undress to his underwear nor does he bother with his sheets. Fully
dressed and feeling sorry for himself, he sobs himself to sleep.

I let my mind wander. The unreality of it all hits me - me in a prison!
What for: for what? Instead of determining how I will structure my night,
I think of all those individuals who for some reason or other, are likewise
not free to do as they please. It comforts - I am not that badly off. I have
a bed for the night and surely tomorrow morning I will enjoy some
breakfast. The continental breakfast is always a delight for me.

*

On this day in 1948 the Jewish terrorist groups Etzel and Lehi massacred
the men, women and children of the Palestinian village of Deir Yassin.
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Chapter 9

A Real Prison - And Hope

Saturday, 10 April 1999

I wake a number of times during the night, but I do not feel any panic
at the prospect of spending more time in a prison cell. I am amazed how
calm I am, especially when I see frightened faces and wild eyes around
me. Bewilderment and fear is visible in the faces and eyes of the
newcomers into this prison.

About 7.30 a.m. I dress and shave in cold water, using soap instead of
shaving foam. This is going back in time. Prisoners have been provided
with a shaving brush, something I have not seen for decades. It all
works - I do not need shaving foam anymore! Nor do I need the brush
because just applying the soap to my face, then using my hands for a
lather-up, is good enough. I am trying to be as reductionist as possible,
without going all the way. And what is that? Stop shaving, start growing
whiskers! The essence of surviving in this restricted environment,
where I have no say in what happens - with the exception of caring for
my personal hygiene - is to offer the least resistance.

There is no breakfast at Mannheim Prison. Lunch is served in the cells
- room service! There is no community mess-hall, something I
envisaged owing to my watching American movies on TV. It reminds
me of that stupid saying: ‘I know it is true. I saw it on TV so it must be
true’. The ‘it’ is, in our instance, always related to some World War II
incident involving alleged German inhumanity to mainly Jewish
people.

After 8 a.m. a warden comes along and takes us, clutching our bedding,
to the remand wing. We walk along to the end of the corridor and enter
the centre of the prison complex where in the middle stands the
Zentrale (central watchtower). From here all doors can be remotely
locked or unlocked. Anyone seeking an escape through the various
main and side doors of the prison will have to overcome this central
locking system controlled from the tower.

Herr Hoffmann allocates me to cell 1102, the first cell on the right side
as you enter the wing from the Zentrale, facing south, next to the
shower cell.
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A bearded fellow, about 30, is asleep in the bottom of the double bunk.
My single bed stands opposite the double bunk. I throw my newly
acquired belongings on the mattress, and my meal utensils I place on the
table that separates the beds.

Uwe, that is his name, wakes up and lights up a cigarette - immediately
I can tell he is a chain-smoker. How? The whole cell is full of evidence of
his delights. He is a pleasant fellow in his own way and is in prison
because of a drug charge. He has been working as a storeman at the
Daimler-Benz truck and bus factory, just across the road from Mannheim
Prison, for over 20 years. He tells me that he has received a character
reference from his boss who will wait for his release. ‘I am a good,
dependable worker’, he says with pride, ‘I have served the company well
these past two decades. I have even got two houses that I rent out to
women’.

He says that the drugs the police found on him were not for re-sale but
for his own personal consumption. His women friends come and stay
with him, then perhaps sometimes they share a joint, but nothing else.

He tells me that when he rents out his houses, he always looks for good
girls. That is difficult at times because now with the tenancy laws
operating, it is difficult to say no to a prospective renter. This does not
bother him. Once a young student, whose prudish behaviour he did not
like, wanted to rent his home. After accepting the house, she asked
whether there were any conditions attached to the rent agreement. He
advised her that there is one simple condition, ‘Wenn ich bock habe,
fick ich Dich’ (If I am randy, then I will fuck you). She never came back.

The second cellmate, Lutz, is a youngish 27-year-old who is up on a
charge of stealing a Game Boy from a supermarket. He is quick to point
out that he could never complete his ‘Abitur’ because of a lack of finance.
This is owing to his being an orphan. This excuse rings hollow because
he is obviously a bright young man. However, he, too, is drug-dependent
and now has to get used to swallowing substitute tablets that somewhat
comfort his cravings.

Without a doubt his mind is super-active. He has four prison library
books next to his bed on the top bunk and he is reading them
simultaneously while chain-smoking. And his conversation is
stimulating. He delights in celebrating his homosexuality because, he
says, ‘No woman can give me the beauty I desire. I just have not found
my ideal woman’. The wall next to his bed is plastered full of photos of
women - none of them in the nude, something that is common in the
cell across the corridor which had its door open as I arrived.

Both my cellmates are sociable, willing to share their cigarettes with me,
something I decline, and this pleases them. With a sigh they
simultaneously voice their relief at not having to share their cigarettes.
That is, Lutz always has cigarettes but, he tells me, he has no money to

80



A Real Prison - And Hope

purchase any. And so he has become a Schnorrer (a person who will
trade anything for a cigarette).

When lunch arrives, announced by a rustling key opening the cell door,
and the duty warden calling out a loud ‘Mahlzeit’ (Good appetite), Lutz
is at the door with towel in hand, ready to collect the hot tower of
stainless steel pots wherein we receive our food. He is a most obliging
person, helpful and courteous. I wonder to myself why did he ever steal
a stupid Game Boy.

The three of us sit at the table, but I rise again and go to the toilet
corner, there to collect some pieces of toilet paper that is going to be
turned into serviets. Both Uwe and Lutz appreciate this and say
something about not letting standards drop. Uwe has been in for just
on three months and Lutz just on four weeks.

My tea tastes terrible but Lutz and Uwe love theirs - with as much sugar
and milk as possible.

Half-an-hour later the empty pots are collected and both fellows lie
down for a sleep, as do I, though I am fighting an upcoming headache.
In no time they are asleep - until 3 p.m., just in time for afternoon tea,
which is supper-cum-breakfast. It consists of slices of bread and cheese
with some jam or a piece of fruit. I try the bread again but again I
quickly develop a stinging headache around the eyes up to my temples.

Lutz reads his book. Uwe just lies there dreaming of his women, and
occasionally lets out a spontaneous plaintiff moan, ‘Gaby, I want to
grab your tits’.

And what do I do? I am trying to get an overview of the arrest warrant
with all its deficiencies, incorrect statements and fabrications. I have
seen something like this before: the Support Group Report written up
during the Orwellian year of 1984 by a gangster principal. Then again,
gangsters, in their own way, have honour and often an innate sense of
justice, which were both lacking in those education administrators
who led Victoria’s system during the 1970s to the late 1990s.

As twilight casts its shadows through our barred window, around
5 p.m. we decide to play some card games. I do not know any. They do
- Mau-Mau, Rommé and Skat. The latter is too demanding for us so we
settle for the easiest and fastest - Mau-Mau.

Cups of coffee and tea are brewed by heating water in the jug with an
electric water heating element - a Tauchsieder (tauchen = dive; sieden
= to simmer). These Tauchsieder have a habit of fusing, and then it
costs another DM 15 for a replacement. Uwe has overcome this problem
by latching together a razor blade between the two exposed wires that
initially were housed protected in the metal coil of the heating
element.
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Around 9 p.m. it is time to turn in and dream of the radio or TV set that
we should have in our cell, as do other prisoners. Watching TV is the
best way of whiling away one’s time, of which we have a lot here.

My first prison letter is from Glinter Deckert that he wrote on this day,
which I naturally received a week later (Appendix 3). The letter
includes stamps and envelopes - something so vital for me in this
instance. I immediately wonder how prosecutor Klein liked Deckert’s
reference ‘Psychopath’. Klein was busy censoring my mail and so he
could not have failed to notice. The lifeline to outside, albeit another
prison, has been established. I eagerly await my first visitor.

The Adelaide Institute’s Victorian Associate, Michael Mazur, writes on
this day also (Appendix 3). And journalists Barbie Dutter (Sydney) and
Andrew Gimson (Berlin) have their story published in The Daily
Telegraph (Appendix 3).

Sunday, 11 April 1999

At 5.30 a.m. I awake to the hollow sounds of a real prison. There is
always something moving about and making some noise. I had a
restless night though I dreamt of something quite pleasant. I woke up
when I heard screeching and shouting from prisoners who despair in
their confinement.

7 a.m.: the warden arrives, opens the cell door, bids us a good morning,
then closes the door again. The early morning call is there to count
heads.

Then at 8 a.m. it is time for Kirche (church = the prison chapel), with
the Catholic and Protestant services alternating. It is Catholic Father
Voltz’s turn today, and so when the announcement is made over the
public address system that church service will be held at 8 a.m., we are
invited to press our buzzer that turns on the red call-light outside our
cell. A couple of minutes later Herr Hoffmann opens our cell door and
only I exit; Lutz and Uwe need their beauty sleep! They care little for a
walk to the fourth floor of the admin. wing where the end section has
been turned into a fine prison church. It is not a mere small prison
chapel, but rather a large imposing acoustically well-constructed
church.

About 25 men drawn from all four floors make their way out of the
remand wing to the entrance of the fourth floor with its large wrought
iron gates. The warden opens one gate-door and we file in and walk
along the corridor, past half-a-dozen doors on each side. We continue to
walk along the corridor until we walk through a second door, wooden
this time. A piano stands in the corner of this room, and there is a table
to our left next to the door that leads into the church itself. On this
table a stack of Bibles waits for the prisoners to take them inside. To the
right is a room. I hear someone say that is where the Bible discussion
group meets. The service itself is well performed and the organist is
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lucky that there is such a fine organ to play. After the 1-hour service,
the prisoners file out again, and it is back into the cells.

Half-an-hour later, at 9.30 a.m., it is time for Hofgang - a 1-hour exercise
walk in the courtyard. We walk anti-clockwise around the yard - why? I
know not and I do not ask. I am still in my suit, the one I wore when I
was arrested. I look conspicuous and easily recognisable. The only other
persons wearing a tie are the two wardens standing watch over us.

A young fellow approaches me with plastic bag in hand. He introduces
himself as Rudi Brunn, one of the fellows I had spoken to Friday
evening. He hands me the bag and says the fizzy tablets are for vitamin
supplement, the bags are peppermint tea of a better quality than the
stuff we get here, and the Rittersport chocolate is there to sustain my
energy level and, most importantly, my morale. He also hands me a
cutting from the local newspaper, Mannheimer Morgen. It is the Saturday
article that details my arrest in Mannheim (Appendix 4). I thank Rudi for
his gifts. He continues his walk with a couple of other fellows who had
not stopped as he began talking with me.

I continue my solo walk but I do not feel alone. I am in no hurry to attach
myself to any group - natural selection will do that in time. And now the
local press is getting in on the act. The article seems reasonably written.

As I continue my anti-clockwise walk, my eyes now feel the confines of
the walled-in surrounds. So, this is what it is all about! Rudolf Hess did
this on his own for over 40 years, then surely I can do it for at least a
couple of years. I prepare myself for a possible 2-year stint behind bars -
that would be a maximum for my ‘crime’, although a 5-year maximum is
set down for offending against Section 130, that notorious incitement to
racial hatred paragraph.

After one hour of walking it is time to move back into my cell. Uwe is
there but not Lutz. He did not come out into the courtyard but took the
opportunity of visiting someone on another floor. Uwe tells me this is
not permitted but Lutz has a way of slipping through any net.

It is almost lunchtime and Uwe informs that after lunch we have
Umschlufs - where prisoners can freely get together and stay with mates
in a cell for three hours. The maximum number in a cell is limited to
three. Supper time at 3 p.m. will end this Umschlufi. Then we remain
locked up until the following day when the 6 a.m. call will waken us
again.

And that is how I spend my Sunday in my new home - cell 1102.
Appendix 4 records other relevant material of this day: Adelaide
Institute’s Victorian Associate, Michael Mazur, writes to the Minister for
Foreign Affairs in Australia; Nigel Jackson wrote to the Australian

Prime Minister to which he received a reply over a month later; The
Sydney Morning Herald runs an article by Andrew Clennell; the Acting
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Director of the Adelaide Institute, Geoffrey Muirden, and his team fire
up the media campaign; Ingrid Rimland heats up her Ziindel Internet
website, including my arrest adding to the already long list of those
who have suffered persecution at the hands of the Zionists; David
Irving’s revisionist website publishes correspondence; and even the
German-speaking National Journal website takes up the battle, no doubt
causing Klein a mild headache. Thomas Brooks, who signs as the
responsible person of the National Journal site, resides in England the
birthplace of parliamentary democracy. He cites Article 19 of the
United Nations Charter of Human Rights as justification (and
prot