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Praise for Jack El-Hai’s The Nazi and the Psychiatrist





“Ace reportage on the unique relationship between a prison physician

and one of the Third Reich’s highest ranking officials…El-Hai’s gripping

account turns a chilling page in American history and provides an

unsettling meditation on the machinations of evil.”

—Kirkus Reviews, starred review




“Journalist El-Hai’s haunting historical account raises questions about

the human capacity to cause harm…[a] thoroughly engaging story of

the jocular master war criminal and the driven, self-aware psychiatrist,

El-Hai finds no simple binary.” —Publishers Weekly, starred review




“This intimate and insightful portrait of two intersecting, outsized

personalities—one an exemplar of public service and the other an avatar

of evil—is as suspenseful as a classic Hitchcock film that hinges on

an eerie psychological secret. Readers of The Nazi and the Psychiatrist

will be riveted by Jack El-Hai’s moving study of how good and evil can

converge in a heightened instant and across a lifetime.”

—Andrew Solomon, author of Far From the Tree: Parents,

Children, and the Search for Identity




“[The] fascinating tale of two men with far too much in common…”

—The Scotsman




“Jack El-Hai’s biography of Army psychiatrist Douglas Kelley provides

a riveting look at the top Nazis awaiting trial—and reveals the dangerous

power of intimacy with evil.” —Minneapolis Star Tribune








“With full access to Kelley’s notes on Nazi psychology, El-Hai infuses

his story with the messy, compelling details of people’s lives. These tug

the reader inside Kelley’s head for an engrossing exploration of human

nature, sanity and despair.” —Science News




“Gripping and compelling.” —The Daily Express




“If you liked Eichmann in Jerusalem by Hannah Arendt, try The Nazi

and the Psychiatrist by Jack El-Hai.” —Psychology Today




“A harrowing narrative that brilliantly probes the depths of evil…an

utterly fascinating book.”

—Gilbert King, Pulitzer Prize–winning author of

Devil in the Grove: Thurgood Marshall, the Groveland Boys,

and the Dawn of a New America
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THE HOUSE


The Kelleys lived in a sprawling, Mediterranean-style villa on Highgate Road in the hills of Kensington, north of Berkeley, California. Its red-tiled roof rose high above the distant, drifting waters of the bay, but closer, beyond the yard’s four terraces and stone walks and down a slope of redwood and fruit trees, stood the headstones of Sunset View Cemetery.


A little merry-go-round and a children’s swimming pool sat in the center courtyard of the Kelleys’ U-shaped house. The front door opened onto a hallway with the kitchen to the left, where the doctor made the family’s meals using a large oven, a fast-food griddle, and a meat grinder. The kitchen connected to a pantry with a freezer. The oldest son once sat atop the humming appliance and contemplated killing his father with an ax.


The entry hallway led to a bathroom on the right—the site of a gruesome scene that played out on the first day of 1958—and beyond that to the living room, which contained a fireplace, a long sofa, and the doctor’s own green leather chair. The room was carpeted, with the furniture pushed against the walls to open space for guests. Sometimes Dr. Kelley would play a game there with his oldest son. The boy had to leave the room, and in his absence the doctor would move something, perhaps a pencil on the coffee table. When the boy returned, he had to figure out what had changed.


Beyond the living room was Dr. Kelley and Dukie’s bedroom, overlooking the rear of the half-acre lot. In a small closet that the children sneaked into through a hallway, they could overhear their parents’ fights.


From the living room, black-stained stairs rose to the second level. Up there a bullet hole, hidden beneath a rug, scarred the wooden floor of a hallway drenched with sunlight from tall windows. Before terminating at Dr. Kelley’s office, the hallway ran past a closet concealing the magic tricks and props for his shows.


The view from the office window presented a glorious panorama of the Golden Gate bay and the prison tower of Alcatraz Island. When Dr. Kelley turned his desk chair to face the view, he may have settled his gaze on Alcatraz and remembered his months working in another prison, in Nuremberg. His desk was orderly. In cabinets and a small laboratory he kept bone saws, a lab table, mortars, alcohol burners, graduated cylinders and beakers, collections of crystals, botanical samples mounted on glass slides, two human skulls, and a large assortment of chemicals, many of them toxic.


The children slept in the basement bedrooms. They dreaded the unpredictability of Dr. Kelley’s goodnight visits. When they heard the creak of his weight on the stairs, they had a few seconds to brace themselves for whatever mood he was in.


The last argument began in the kitchen. Often when Dr. Kelley and Dukie fought, she would pack her purse and leave for the day. This time Dr. Kelley burst out of the kitchen howling and stormed up the stairs to his office. He slammed the door, toppling a porcelain doorstop, its fragments raining down the steps. After a couple of minutes he emerged, concealing something in his hand. He came down the stairs and stopped on the landing, which commanded the living room like a stage. He shouted a statement that terrified and bewildered his wife, father, and children. Then he put something in his mouth and swallowed.





2



MONDORF-LES-BAINS


The airplane, a little Piper L-4, couldn’t budge. Its sole passenger, Hermann Göring—former World War I ace, chief of the once fearsome Luftwaffe, and highest-ranking official of the Third Reich left alive—weighed too much for a safe takeoff.


This was an unaccustomed lull for Göring. For weeks he had been in a state of continual movement, uncertainty, and danger. He had evacuated his beloved hunting retreat and party estate, Carinhall. He had endured forced confinement at Adolf Hitler’s order after offering, heroically in his view, to take control of the Nazi government. Soon afterward Göring learned of Martin Bormann’s command to German forces to murder him, and he scrambled away from the custody of the Schutzstaffel (SS).


Less than forty-eight hours before boarding the Piper, on the day before Germany’s surrender, May 7, 1945, Göring had sent a letter across the disintegrating line of battle to the US military command. He acknowledged Nazi Germany’s imminent collapse and offered to help the Allies form a new government of the Reich. US Army Brigadier General Robert I. Stack marveled at the sender’s audacity and was soon leading a convoy of soldiers in jeeps to capture him. They caught up with Göring’s own procession of vehicles near the Austrian town of Radstadt. Göring was riding in a Mercedes-Benz equipped with bulletproof glass.


The chauffeur nudged Göring and said, “Here are the Americans, Herr Reichsmarschall.” Leaning toward his wife, Emmy, Göring said, “I have a good feeling about this.” Stack emerged from a US Army car, and the men exchanged salutes. Göring and his wife, once one of the most powerful couples in Europe, had reached the end of their war. Emmy was in tears. This meeting with enemy officers on a road congested with refugees “was certainly an extremely painful moment for us,” she later wrote.


Stack telephoned the field office of General Dwight D. Eisenhower, Supreme Commander of the Allied forces in Europe, with news of Göring’s capture. Göring, who considered himself the most charismatic and internationally admired of the German leaders, believed Eisenhower would soon order his release. American soldiers escorted Göring and his family to Castle Fischorn near Zell am See, where Göring joked with his captors as his family settled into rooms on the second floor and ate dinner with Stack. Göring told Emmy that he would leave the following day for his meeting with Eisenhower, but that he would soon return to her. “Don’t worry if I’m away for a day or two longer,” he said to her. After some reflection, he added, “To tell the truth, I feel that things will be all right. Don’t you think so?”


Göring spent the night at the headquarters of the US Seventh Army at Kitzbühl, where he again asked for safe conduct and a meeting with Eisenhower. His captors told Göring it was unlikely such a meeting would ever happen. Yet Stack and his staff extended many courtesies to Göring: the Nazi leader drank champagne during receptions with American soldiers, posed for photographs and held a press conference, and was treated for one last time as the high-ranking representative of state that he believed himself to be.
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The following morning Göring, dressed in his gray Luftwaffe uniform, was taken to the edge of a nearby airstrip, to the tight cabin of the Piper, where it became evident that the aircraft could not transport his 270-pound bulk.


Someone found a slightly larger plane, a Piper L-5, which had the horsepower to carry the Nazi prisoner. Göring boarded and settled into the backseat, but another impediment to safe travel arose. He could not stretch the passenger restraint around his belly. Göring held up the loose strap, shrugged, and said, “Das gut,” to the US Army Air Corps pilot at the controls, Captain Bo Foster. Then, in a gesture of nonchalance, he leaned his elbow out the window and onto the fuselage as Foster taxied the plane onto the runway and it lifted into the air.


The Piper flew for fifty-five minutes to Augsburg, Germany, where American intelligence officers of the Seventh Army waited. Along the way Göring and Foster mixed German and English in a discussion of the sights below them. Göring pointed out airfields and industrial sites that he recognized. They talked about other things, too. Foster asked when Germany had begun developing jet engine aircraft, and Göring replied, “Too late,” and laughed. The Reichsmarschall was witty and genial. Foster wore a .45 pistol in his shoulder holster, but had his captive, an expert pilot, tried to take advantage of their close quarters to seize control of the aircraft, Foster would not have been able to free a hand from the instruments to defend himself. He and the world’s most famous prisoner of war were defenseless against one another.


After they landed Foster asked Göring to autograph a blank flight report. Spending an hour so intimately with Göring had unsettled him. “I could see that he was like one of our officers if [one of them] had been picked up,” he recalled decades later. “I wouldn’t say it changed my view of the war, but it showed me that there are. . . . ” He let the sentence fade away unfinished. “Well,” he resumed, “I questioned all that we knew about these vicious people.”


Emmy and Edda Göring, the Reichsmarschall’s wife and five-year-old daughter, were moved to Veldenstein Castle, a residence that the family owned in Franconia.
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At Augsburg, Göring’s privileges were taken away. His wardens took possession of his prized Reichsmarschall baton, a five-pound ivory shaft, embossed with gold eagles and platinum crosses and embedded with 640 diamonds, which Hitler had given him in 1940. However, he still consumed food and liquor in the officers’ mess (perhaps to make him more cooperative during interrogations), basked in the awed regard of the American soldiers, and enjoyed attention from the international press. For the last time, he spoke with his anti-Nazi younger brother Albert, who had assisted Czech resisters during the war and frequently aided persecuted Jews. To Albert, Göring hinted that he knew he would probably remain in custody for a long time. “You will soon be free,” he supposedly told Albert. “So take care of my wife and my child. Farewell.”


Eisenhower continued to ignore Göring’s requests for a “man to man” meeting, and soon the prisoner learned that he should prepare for another move, on May 20. Permitted to bring along one aide, Göring chose his longtime servant, Robert Kropp.


Göring’s destination was Mondorf-les-Bains, Luxembourg, where the Americans had established an interrogation center codenamed Ashcan. (With the same irreverence, the British had named one of their enemy detention centers Dustbin.) Göring may have cheered up when he learned of his destination, because Mondorf, an ancient spa town wedged between Luxembourg’s borders with France and Germany, was famous for its vineyards, parks, fields of flowers, and fine hotels. Before his arrival, however, US soldiers preparing for transports of Nazi captives had emptied the ornate but declining Palace Hotel of its furnishings, leaving the guest rooms bare except for folding beds with straw mattresses. Away went the chandeliers, as well as the window panes affording charming views of the town, to be replaced by metal bars and shatterproof sheets of Plexiglas. The soldiers also built a stockade around the hotel, with four watchtowers armed with machine guns, and they would soon install floodlights, fifteen-foot-high, electrified barbed-wire fencing, and additional machine gun posts.


With such decorative touches, it was difficult for the new commandant of Ashcan, US Army Colonel Burton C. Andrus, to keep secret the purpose of the former hotel. But he tried, even as other notable Nazis moved in. Among the first to arrive were Grand Admiral Karl Dönitz, Nazi Germany’s final head of state (whom Hitler had designated as his successor in a last fit of pique against Göring); armed forces commander Wilhelm Keitel and his deputy, Alfred Jodl; Robert Ley, a mentally unstable Nazi director of labor who expressed no interest in his food and drink as a prisoner, but urgently requested female company; Hans Frank, the former Reich governor of Poland, already a veteran of two suicide attempts in captivity; the writer of Nazi philosophy Alfred Rosenberg, recovering from a sprained ankle sustained after a drinking binge as the war ended; Hjalmar Schacht, the director of the German central bank, who had opposed Hitler during the war and ended up in a concentration camp; and Julius Streicher, publisher of the notorious anti-Semitic newspaper Der Stürmer (The Stormtrooper), who had spent his final days of freedom in the Bavarian Alps posing as a landscape painter. Eventually Andrus took charge of fifty-two high-ranking German army officers and government officials at Mondorf. He recalled that he feared attacks on his German prisoners from the outside, “either by fanatical Nazis trying to rescue the inmates, or by the citizens of Luxembourg, who hated not only Nazis but all Germans, after the ruthless treatment they had been subjected to [during the war].” A group of 176 Luxembourgers, recuperating in Mondorf after surviving the horrors of the Dachau concentration camp, were among those who could not be blamed for wanting to lynch the Nazi leaders.


Andrus took his job seriously. The epitome of soldierly crispness, with his glossily lacquered helmet, metal-framed glasses, clipped way of speaking, and rigid bearing, he insisted that his Nazi prisoners treat him deferentially, as their commanding officer. Although Time magazine described him as a “plump little figure, looking like an inflated pouter pigeon,” the colonel was a lean water-polo enthusiast, born in Washington State, who stood five feet ten and weighed 160 pounds. He had earned distinction as a cavalry officer during World War I and also served as warden of a military detention center at Fort Oglethorpe, Georgia. Before his arrival at the fort, prison discipline had been a disaster. Escapes were frequent, and convicted murderers enforced their own rules through what Andrus called a “kangaroo court.” To initiate Andrus, the Georgia convicts had rioted and vandalized the cell block. He forced the leaders of the mayhem to clean up the mess, built solitary confinement cells, and wrote new rules of conduct. Then he ordered guards to shoot any prisoner attempting to escape. Discipline was excellent after that.


At the end of World War I Andrus was assigned to the Presidio of Monterey, California, where he served as a prison and intelligence officer. During the 1920s he commanded a cavalry troop in the Philippines. His colleagues saw him as formal, heavily starched, imperious, and intolerant of deviations from the rules. The US Army believed those qualities were perfect for the warden of the highest-ranking Nazis at the conclusion of World War II.


Göring arrived at Ashcan disgruntled by the disrespect he had encountered from the gum-chewing American guards who drove him from the airfield. Still wearing his Luftwaffe uniform and sweating profusely, Göring reported to Andrus’s office. Andrus disliked him from the moment they met. “With the blubber of high living wobbling under his jacket he presented a massive figure,” Andrus observed, adding that he regarded Göring as a “simpering slob.” Göring smoldered under the commandant’s judgmental gaze.


Along with his footman, Kropp, Göring had brought along a dozen monogrammed suitcases and a large red hatbox. The prison staff spent an entire afternoon searching their contents for contraband and rummaging through such items as jewel-encrusted military medals; diamond and ruby rings; swastika-emblazoned jewelry; cuff links adorned with semi-precious stones; Göring’s Iron Cross from World War I; silk underwear; four military uniforms; bedroom slippers; a hot-water bottle; four pairs of glasses; two cigar cutters; and a multitude of watches, stick pins, and cigarette cases. Göring had also provisioned himself with cash amounting to 81,268 Reichsmarks (equivalent in purchasing power to about $1 million today). He bragged that one of the rings was inset with the largest emerald he had ever seen in his long experience as a gem collector. The stone was an inch long and a half-inch wide. Many of these possessions had been stolen from occupied nations, the glittering spoils of war.


Concealed in a can of coffee and in the seams of Göring’s clothing, a set of brass vials housed small glass capsules of a clear liquid with a white precipitate: deadly potassium cyanide. Many top Nazis—including Interior Minister and Chief of German Police Heinrich Himmler and possibly Propaganda Minister Joseph Goebbels—had already committed suicide using similar capsules or would soon do so. Göring confided to his aide Kropp that he had managed to hide at least one cyanide capsule in his cell.


The commandant sent Göring to his cell, formerly a luxuriously furnished room that probably had papered walls and a window with a view, now empty except for a flimsy table, chair, and bed with no pillow. Göring, Andrus related, splintered the chair the first time he sat on it. “Had he sat on his table it would have immediately collapsed,” Andrus noted, “for it was built to do so to avoid being used by a prisoner to stand on to hang himself.” Concerns about suicide attempts also prompted Andrus to issue the prisoners four-inch-long shoelaces, too short for self-strangulation or shoe tightening.


An initial medical check confirmed that Göring was very overweight. His pulse was eighty-four with an irregular heartbeat, his respiration was rapid and shallow, his hands shook, and he appeared “in very poor physical condition,” the examining doctor noted. Göring said he had a history of heart attacks.


Initially rude to guards and angry about being detained as a criminal suspect—he often imbued his rising to attention, saluting, and clicking heels in the presence of prison staff with sarcastic overtones—Göring kept protesting to Eisenhower. At Mondorf, he complained, he was receiving treatment “which shook me, as the top-ranking German officer and marshal, deeply.” He complained that his room had no light or doorknob; nearly all of his personal belongings had been taken away from him; the confiscation of his medals and marshal’s baton was humiliating; lower-ranking Allied officers denigrated him; and perhaps most upsetting, he had lost the services of his personal attendant, Kropp, whom Allied authorities assigned to manual labor elsewhere as a prisoner of war (POW). ( Just before Kropp’s departure from Mondorf, which nearly brought Göring to tears, the footman performed one last task for his master: stealing a pillow, which the Americans almost immediately took back.) Göring asked Eisenhower to fly him out of Mondorf to visit his family and to restore Kropp or bring in another German serviceman as his valet. The Allied commander did not respond. Andrus was furious, however, and scolded the prisoners:


           Whereas I do not desire to stand in the way of your writing letters concerning alleged theft of property or other violations of human rights, writing letters about the inconveniences or lack of convenience or about your opinions as to any indignity or deference due you is fruitless and apt to only disgust those in authority. . . . The commandant, his superiors, the Allied governments, and the public of the nations of the world are not unmindful of the atrocities committed by the German government, its soldiers, and its civil officials. Appeals for added comfort by the perpetrators and parties to these conditions will tend only to accentuate any contempt in which they are already held.


Despite that rebuke, Göring became a wearisome critic of the prison, finding fault with everything, especially the food. Andrus insisted that the fare compared favorably with the meals of the prison guards. The jail’s schedule called for Göring and the other prisoners to awaken early and assemble at 7:30 a.m. in the dining hall, a dark chamber with arched entries, for a breakfast of soup, cereal, and coffee. Their lunch typically consisted of pea soup, beef hash, and spinach, and they ended the day with powdered eggs, potatoes, and tea for dinner. Each prisoner used a single spoon and rolled his own cigarettes. Andrus dictated where the prisoners would sit for meals, sometimes making neighbors out of captives who intensely disliked each other. The commandant told a story of Göring receiving dinner and lamenting to a German POW server, “This food isn’t as good as [what] I fed to my dogs.” The POW answered, “Well, if that’s the case, you fed your dogs better than you fed any of us who served under you in the Luftwaffe.”


This anecdote, possibly apocryphal, captures the animosity Andrus felt for Göring. Like many of this Nazi’s adversaries, past and present, Andrus may have mistaken Göring for a stock movie character, the sort of crude manipulator whom British Nuremberg investigator Airey Neave described as “the fat man in endless screenplays who leads the gang of killers from his expensive dinner table.” As Neave discovered, however, Göring “was far more shrewd and dangerous than any celluloid character.”
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Hermann Göring, age fifty-two at the time of his capture, was the son of a judge and colonial official in the German colony of South-West Africa (now Namibia). A former flying ace who was once shot down and was credited with destroying twenty-two enemy planes for Germany during World War I, Göring achieved legendary status by flying the unit of planes he commanded into Germany at the end of the war and refusing to surrender to the Allies. He accepted the Pour le Mérite, then his nation’s highest military award, for his exploits.


By the early 1920s Göring was a student at the University of Munich, where he first heard Adolf Hitler on a speakers’ soapbox. “You’ve got to have bayonets to back up your threats,” he remembered from Hitler’s message. “Well, that was what I wanted to hear. He wanted to build up a party that would make Germany strong and smash the Treaty of Versailles. ‘Well,’ I said to myself, ‘that’s the party for me! Down with the Treaty of Versailles, goddammit! That’s my meat!’” Uncertain of his career direction and bitter over the dismantling of Germany’s armed forces, Göring devoured Hitler’s mix of nationalism, anti-Semitism, and anti-Communism. He supported the National Socialist movement—then small and open to new members, who could quickly rise to leadership positions—to express his hatred of the Weimar Republic that had arisen in Germany, help destroy it, and assume a position of power in a successor government. The Nazi Party was young, but “that meant I could soon be a big man in it,” Göring later said. His plan, stoked by opportunism and his desire for personal power, ultimately was realized. “Hermann will either be a great man or a great criminal!” his mother had predicted.


While forming his nascent Nazi movement, Hitler recognized the usefulness of Göring’s allegiance and war-hero background. He tapped Göring to lead the paramilitary Brown Shirts of the Sturmabteilung (SA), the first of a staggering number of positions and accolades Göring would accumulate as a National Socialist leader. “For Hitler, Göring was a warrior of superior middleclass origins who could gain the respect of business people and former Army officers and was, above all, a man of unswerving fidelity,” the historian Eugene Davidson has observed. Under pressure from Weimar officials, Göring then left Germany and lived in Italy and Sweden for several years, watching the growth of the Nazi Party from afar.


In 1927 Hitler welcomed Göring back to a stronger Nazi organization on the verge of electing members to the Reichstag. After the Nazis’ rise to governing power in 1932, Göring, now a top party organizer, planned or played prominent roles in some of the regime’s most notorious acts: the Roehm Putsch of 1934, which eliminated the rival SA leadership as a threat to Hitler; the establishment of the Gestapo (secret police); the creation of the first concentration camps for enemies of Nazism; and the persecution of political opponents on whom Hitler blamed the Reichstag fire of 1933. During the remainder of the 1930s, Göring was a key player in the framing of numerous Nazis and military men whose behavior appeared threatening to Hitler and Göring; the Nuremberg Laws, restricting the civil rights of German Jews; decisions that legalized the extermination of Jews; and, in intimate partnership with Hitler, the planning of Germany’s preparations for war, among many other deeds. This deep involvement in so many of Nazi Germany’s worst crimes later inspired US Nuremberg prosecutor Robert Jackson to declare, “The podgy finger of Göring was in every pie.” Göring exploded with laughter when court translators labored to repeat Jackson’s phrase in German.


By World War II Göring’s titles—surpassed in number among Nazis only by Hitler’s own lengthy honorifics—included President of the Reichstag, Hitler’s deputy, Prime Minister of Prussia, Reich Minister of Aviation and Commander in Chief of the Luftwaffe, Minister of Economics, member of the Secret Cabinet Council, director of the massive Hermann Göring Works manufacturing combine, field marshal, chairman of the Reich Council for National Defense, and Reich Forestry and Hunting Master. The most precious of Göring’s honorifics was the title Reichsmarschall—a rank similar to a six-star general—held only once before, some two hundred years earlier, by Prince Eugene of Savoy.


Second in authority only to Hitler, Göring officially became the Führer’s successor-designate in 1935. He put enormous amounts of energy into his duties, making him exceedingly valuable to the Nazi government. At the same time, his vast wealth increased through theft and graft. Unlike many others in the Nazi regime, Göring projected a jocularity that won the affection of soldiers and pilots during the early years of the war. He loved pageantry, costumes, and medals, and once, in an era of formal wear for diplomatic conferences, met US President Herbert Hoover wearing a red silk shirt adorned with a neckerchief fastened with an emerald pin. In Carinhall—his grand countryside playhouse in Prussia, named after his first wife—he gathered tame lions, appeared before guests with spear and helmet as a sixteenth-century warrior, operated a lavishly designed toy railroad, watched cowboy and Indian movies, and displayed works of art stolen from museums and collectors throughout Europe.


As the war turned against Germany and the Luftwaffe collapsed, Göring’s hijinks lost their appeal. His influence over Hitler diminished, and his value as an advisor weakened as others, primarily Heinrich Himmler, Joseph Goebbels, Albert Speer, and Martin Bormann, took his place. He grew reclusive; kept far from the lines of battle; and spent more time hunting, appropriating art, and dallying with his toys. At Germany’s surrender, just one of his titles, Reichsmarschall, remained. Only Gestapo chief Ernst Kaltenbrunner’s reluctance to carry out Hitler’s execution order without written confirmation saved Göring’s life.
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The guards searching Göring’s luggage discovered gigantic quantities of small tablets made from unknown ingredients. Soon after Göring’s arrival, a guard showed Andrus an expensive leather traveling case and said, “I felt you should see this, sir.” Andrus opened the case, stared at what he called “the biggest collection of pills I had ever seen in my life”—on detailed inspection about twenty thousand tablets—and immediately summoned Göring to his office. Göring explained that it was his custom to take forty of the pills a day to treat his heart condition. But these tablets were not part of any normal treatment for heart disease. At the war’s end, Göring had hoarded a much bigger stash of pills than the one that dismayed Andrus; he had flushed many tablets down the toilet, believing it would be dishonorable to have so many pills in his possession when he was captured.


Andrus would not take Göring’s word for the ingredients or efficacy of the pills, so he shipped a sample to FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover in Washington. Hoover passed it on to Nathan B. Eddy, PhD, a pioneer in the study of drug addiction at the Bureau of Narcotics Research of the US Public Health Department. Eddy’s analysis confirmed that the tablets contained not heart medicine but paracodeine, an effective painkiller and “a relatively rare narcotic, not used in the United States,” Hoover noted. The FBI deemed paracodeine’s addictive potential similar to that of morphine and warned Mondorf prison officials not to abruptly withdraw Göring from it. Hoover asked to be kept apprised of the Nazi’s recovery. (Göring was surely unaware of the FBI’s analysis, but he grasped Hoover’s interest in him when two FBI agents later came to Mondorf seeking a souvenir for the agency’s museum in Washington. “Imagine my being featured in the famous FBI museum with the gun of John Dillinger and the mask of Baby-Face Nelson,” Göring exclaimed. “It’s a fantastic idea!” He suddenly stopped, however, when he understood the implications of this request. “Aha, I’m already indicted. A notorious criminal. American children in the future will shudder when they see a souvenir of the vicious Reichsmarschall in the FBI collection.” Eventually the agents persuaded Göring to contribute one of his military epaulets.)


Göring’s hoard of pills amounted to nearly the world’s entire supply of the synthetic drug, which he had requisitioned from German manufacturers. Developed by German pharmaceutical firms four decades earlier, paracodeine is a depressant with an active ingredient chemically related to the one in opium. “Paracodeine fills a gap between the codeine and morphine groups [of drugs],” noted a German pharmaceutical journal of the early twentieth century. “When paracodeine is given, like codeine, in small doses, it often acts with more intensity than codeine. Compared with codeine, the remedy has a greater sedative power.”


Göring was addicted, and to satisfy his need he had pharmacists formulate low-dosage tablets especially for his use. Each tablet contained ten milligrams of the drug, with five tablets delivering the narcotic effect of sixty-five milligrams of morphine, more than enough to anesthetize an average person. At the war’s conclusion, Göring often punctuated work and meetings with breaks so he could pop these pills.


Andrus would not tolerate his prison housing an addict. On May 26, Göring’s sixth day at Mondorf, Andrus ordered the prison’s medical staff —a German doctor named Ludwig Pflücker and the American physician William “Clint” Miller—to wean the prisoner off paracodeine. They began by reducing Göring’s daily allotment of pills to thirty-eight, then to eighteen on May 29. An anxious Göring began counting the pills he received and “showed he was disgusted and otherwise showed no effects,” Andrus wrote in prison records. Two days later, however, Göring came down with bronchitis, and the Mondorf staff temporarily stopped the withdrawal process. “In my opinion, further reduction in the size of the dosage, or complete withdrawal of the medicine would produce an extremely serious mental and physical reaction in this individual,” Miller reported to Andrus. Several weeks would pass before anyone had the resolve to continue Göring’s recovery.


[image: ]


With Göring’s withdrawal still unfinished, a new staff member arrived at Mondorf in early August. He had been ordered to Mondorf from the US Army’s 130th General Hospital of the European Theater of Operations, where he worked as a consulting psychiatrist and was in charge of psychiatric services provided to thousands of US soldiers.


Boyish in appearance, solidly built, and ruggedly handsome, with brown, wavy hair, the new arrival was Captain Douglas McGlashan Kelley, a California-born physician. He was near the end of three years in the medical service of the US Army. His responsibility at Mondorf, as Andrus soon explained to him, was to maintain the mental fitness of Göring and the other Nazi inmates until their disposition was determined.


After settling in, Kelley spent time with all the high-ranking Nazis at Mondorf, but he met with Göring first to make a medical examination. Göring must have noticed that this new psychiatrist did not have the distant and scholarly demeanor that he was perhaps expecting. Kelley spoke loudly and directly, and he often moved his bushy eyebrows up and down for emphasis. He began his initial examinations gently, first probing the Nazi’s medical history. Kelley did not know what to expect from his infamous patient. He had heard Göring called everything “from a Machiavellian villain to a fat, harmless eunuch, the general tendency having been to identify him as a mere satellite of Hitler, who spent his days seeking medals, glory, and riches,” Kelley later wrote.


One Mondorf staff member who already knew the prison’s most infamous inmate was John Dolibois, an honest-faced and amiable Luxembourg native and US citizen and Army officer working in intelligence. As a boy he had visited the Grand Hotel during its glory years, before his family emigrated to Akron, Ohio. Working at the prison since May 1945, he tried to protect his relatives in Germany by telling the detainees that his name was John Gillen. Dolibois cultivated a reputation as something of a “soft touch” among the prisoners, and he assumed the duties of a welfare officer—helping with their problems and needs and often lending a sympathetic ear to their complaints—in pursuit of valuable information to pass to the military interrogators who regularly interviewed the captives. Many of the Nazis spoke quite freely, believing they would never face trial for their crimes. “We didn’t have to use artificial devices to get our prisoners to talk,” Dolibois remembered. “We sometimes had trouble getting them to shut up. Almost all of the men in Ashcan were eager to talk. They felt neglected if they hadn’t been interrogated by someone for several days.” Dolibois’s fluency in German as well as his degree in psychology from Miami University made him an ideal translator for Kelley, who had only a weak knowledge of the language.


A gregarious man, Göring was starved of social stimulation. He welcomed the physician’s attention and in one of their first encounters boasted to Kelley that he paid close attention to his own body. The Reichsmarschall, in fact, declared that he had the most admirable physique in all of Germany. He described “in minute detail every scar and blemish on his skin,” wrote Kelley, who began sketching a medical history:


           12 lbs at birth. Not fat—slender as a child—started to gain in 1923.


                1916—16 Nov. Shot down—bullet in rt flank—metal splinters and upholstery. Hosp. to Jan. 1917—16 cm scar. . . .


                Was shot in upper thigh—in 1923 at Munich—9th Nov. ’23 to March ’24.


                At that time given morph. self. by injections. After he left hospital took injection and by mouth for ½ to 3/years.


Kelley grew curious about the mountain of possessions that arrived at Ashcan with Göring. The prisoner’s collection of toiletries and accessories impressed the psychiatrist, who noted lotion and body powder among the supplies, but not makeup, as had been rumored. What really drew Kelley’s attention were the three rings among the Nazi’s treasures. They were “truly massive baubles,” Kelley wrote, one crowned by a huge ruby, another set with a blue diamond, and the third carrying an emerald. Until his captivity, Göring “always carried these rings so as to be able to select each day the color which best suited his mood,” he told Kelley. The psychiatrist also took special note of the massive emerald stored among Göring’s belongings.


Göring spoke proudly to Kelley about his well-being, strength, and prowess as a sportsman. “I have always been athletic,” Göring told Kelley as they sat side by side on the prisoner’s cot, “and until the last years of the war I spent much time skiing, hunting, and mountain climbing.” Göring seemed to believe that real danger could never threaten him. On one occasion in his youth, he had stood and watched an avalanche sweep around him in the Austrian Alps as his companions scurried to safety, and on another he had berated his friends for panicking when their rowboat drifted near the precipice of a waterfall. “If we go over, we die, and there’s nothing we can do about it, so why get excited?” Göring remembered shouting to his friends.


Kelley asked Göring about his personal habits, and Göring replied that he ate with gusto, drank alcohol in moderation, and sometimes smoked cigars. “He claims to have a normal sexual life and states that it has not changed since his gain in weight during the 1920s,” Kelley wrote.


The psychiatrist next turned to Göring’s drug addiction. As Göring explained to Kelley, twenty-five years earlier he had taken part in Hitler’s notorious Munich “Beer Hall” Putsch, a failed attempt by Nazi Party members to seize control of the government of the German state of Bavaria. Göring, already one of Hitler’s chief aides, helped plan the revolt; organized the Nazi storm troopers, who intimidated citizens and took over government buildings; and spurred on a mob that occupied a Munich beer hall in which a high-ranking Bavarian official, Gustav von Kahr, was giving a speech. After twenty-four hours of hostage taking and confusion, the Nazis and members of the Bavarian State Police fought in the streets of Munich and exchanged gunfire, leaving twenty people dead and many wounded. Hitler and his supporters were routed, and Göring took a bullet in the thigh. A resulting infection left him hospitalized for many months, during which the drug dependency took root. While doctors had cared for his leg, Göring had received repeated doses of morphine to dampen his pain. Gradually his wound healed, but his need for morphine persisted. When doctors discontinued the shots, Göring went to the black market to obtain morphine tablets. Exiled from Germany for his role in the putsch, he was looking for work as an aviation consultant when he and his first wife, Carin, moved to Sweden in 1924.


He took his addiction with him. He complained that the pain in his leg had grown unbearable, and the idleness of being unemployed left him feeling purposeless. He upped his daily intake of morphine. The drug made him at times delusional, untrustworthy, talkative, manic, grandiose, and insomniac. It lit his emotions like fireworks, igniting fits of rage and violence. He threw furniture around his apartment. Morphine overstimulated his hormonal secretions and his weight ballooned, to nearly three hundred pounds. The svelte, dashing aviation hero of World War I had enlarged grotesquely.


Göring made life miserable for Carin. Doctors told her he was a danger to himself and to others. She committed him to Aspudden Hospital, where, in accordance with the addiction treatment practices of the time, Swedish physicians abruptly reduced his access to morphine. Göring entered the hospital willingly, but he did not foresee the agonies that lay ahead. Physicians refused his requests for more morphine and told him to endure his withdrawal like a man. Enraged by pain, craving, and frustration, he assaulted a nurse, tried to break into the hospital’s stores of drugs, and threatened to kill himself. Göring had to submit to a straitjacket before his transfer to a much rougher institution: the Langbro Asylum for the Insane.


He remembered only a jumble of frightful images from the next three months at Langbro. Attendants tied him up in a padded room to prevent him from hurting himself and left him there for days. He was cut off from morphine and endured the full brunt of the harrowing symptoms of cold-turkey withdrawal. Released to his wife’s care, Göring relapsed into addiction and was soon back again at Langbro for another round of withdrawal. He repeated the treatment in Germany in 1927, and he told Kelley that he took a final dose of morphine during the winter of 1928–1929 to treat a sore throat. Göring’s drug use then ended for several years, even through Carin’s death in 1930 and the Nazis’ subsequent ascent to power in Germany.


Despite his occasional and controlled use of diet and sleeping pills, Göring seemed to have kicked the drug habit. A change occurred in 1937, however, when a toothache pushed him back to dependency. His dentist believed that nervousness and anxiety were causing the pain, and he gave Göring a bottle of paracodeine with instructions to take two tablets every two hours until the pain diminished. Five days later, when the pain and pills were gone, Göring, anxious to fight off his rising craving for morphine, demanded more. The dentist warned him about the potential for dependency and refused to comply, but Göring had no trouble finding a supply. He was soon taking ten tablets a day.


Göring should have listened to the dentist’s warnings about physical and psychological dependence. Although paracodeine did not give him a sense of euphoria, he relied on it to heighten his optimism, alertness, and charm. It also swung his mood between elation and depression and seemed to exaggerate his tendencies toward egocentricity, bombast, and flamboyance in dress and appearance. He stored the tablets in his house in antique Venetian glass bowls, giving him convenient access to the narcotic whenever he felt the craving.


The Reichsmarschall told Kelley that he had taken paracodeine at a relatively low dose until 1940, when wartime stresses multiplied and he began consuming up to 160 pills a day. He reduced that alarming rate of consumption later in the war, but it edged up again as Germany’s defeat loomed. “When he was captured, he states he was taking about 100 tablets per day,” Kelley wrote in his examination notes—about three times the recommended maximum daily dose. This amount, Kelley observed, was “not an unusually large dose. It was not enough to have affected his mental processes at any time.”


Kelley appealed to Göring’s pride in his physical strength and prowess to speed up the withdrawal. He realized how easy it was to suggest to the prisoner that he was a mightier man than others and could quit quickly. Göring responded to Kelley’s flattery with enthusiasm, concealing his leg pains and other withdrawal symptoms he felt unless specifically asked about them. Kelley gently reduced Göring’s intake of paracodeine, and by August 12 the prisoner was free from the drug.


The physician was learning how to manipulate Göring psychologically. But he did not see how the Nazi was influencing his own thinking. By with-holding information about his withdrawal discomfort, Göring had managed to convince Kelley that his paracodeine addiction was slight, hardly an addiction at all. Kelley decided that it was more of a “habit.” “It was the need to do something with his hands and mouth, to perform an act he was accustomed to, and liked, doing,” he wrote. “Just as smokers are careful to have a supply of cigarettes and tobacco on their desks each morning, so Göring would place on his desk a bottle containing a hundred of his little pills. Then, during conferences or discussions, he would reach out, open the bottle, shake out a few tablets into his hand and, popping them into his mouth, chew them leisurely while carrying on his conversation.” Kelley added: “I can testify that his addiction was not very severe.”


Others at Mondorf heard differently from Göring. He told Commandant Andrus during his withdrawal that his head hurt and he couldn’t sleep. He wanted his old dosage of paracodeine restored. The unsympathetic Andrus noted that “he had whined and complained like a spoiled child throughout the weaning.”


Göring’s long history of dependence on opium derivatives and his unsuccessful attempts to limit his paracodeine use during stressful times of the war made Kelley’s claims about Göring’s weak addiction ring hollow. A buildup of anxiety, not leg pain, had caused Göring to increase his intake to tens of thousands of paracodeine tablets during the 1930s and 1940s. Today the US Drug Enforcement Administration ranks paracodeine as a Schedule II substance, meaning that its use can lead to dependency and is restricted by law. William Lee, the junkie in William Burroughs’s novel Naked Lunch, mentions paracodeine as one of his favorite recreational drugs.


The Reichsmarschall played on Kelley’s professional pride, flattering him as he submitted to the physician’s direction. Kelley was pleased with the way he led Göring through the process, but it is unclear who was leading whom. In the early weeks of their relationship, Kelley had no real appreciation of Göring’s successful history of concealment, manipulation, and clever discernment of the motives of the people around him, skills that Göring had honed during his rise in Hitler’s Germany. He was no ordinary addict.


While overcoming his paracodeine habit, Göring also accepted Kelley’s help in losing weight. During a fat-shedding program that lasted five months, Göring dropped sixty pounds. Protecting Göring’s heart motivated Kelley to accomplish this reduction, but the doctor gave his patient a different rationale: losing weight made Göring look better. “He fancied looking like the hero of the Luftwaffe again,” Dolibois observed, “the highly decorated ace of the famous Richthoften squadron of World War I.” Göring agreed to the weight loss program and ate less. He also requested alterations to his prison garb and uniform. The waist of his pants needed to be taken in six inches. “This concession was granted,” Kelley acknowledged, “not because we were interested in Göring’s appearance but because, without refitting, he would have been unable to keep his trousers up.”


Now in much better health, Göring lost some of his animosity toward his captors, and his disposition improved. He remained anxious, however, sometimes accusing guards of plotting to murder him. He disliked solitude, and one night the violence of a passing thunderstorm, which Göring experienced in the solitude of his cell, set off what at first seemed a heart attack. A doctor called it just a palpitation. Gradually he climbed back into the skin of Hermann Göring, the confident and shrewd player of power politics who had dominated wide stretches of Europe before his capture. He became more comfortable, loquacious, and fascinating to the reassuringly intense psychiatrist who sat and patiently absorbed his every word.
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THE PSYCHIATRIST


When Douglas Kelley stepped into the drama of Ashcan, he had no experience with war criminals and little expertise in treating the withdrawal of addicts from drug dependency. The assignment had come up unexpectedly on August 4, 1945, when he received new orders from the US Army’s executive command. “You are to contact Captain Miller . . . [at] Palace Hotel at Mondorf Lesbains, a small town approximately 10 miles south of Luxembourg City,” it read. “Captain Miller will give you specific instructions as to your mission.” Kelley did not know that these orders would catapult his life in a new direction.


During the previous two months a swarm of psychiatrists and other physicians had applied for permission to come to Mondorf to examine and try to find the reasons for the behavior of the top Nazi captives. One, the American psychoanalyst John Millet, hoped to “add to our information concerning the character and habitual desires of the German people.” Others who sought to interview the Nazis wanted far more than their time. “Some went as far as to propose dissecting the brains of the . . . perpetrators: this would involve executing the men by a shot to the chest so as not to damage brain tissue,” writes medical historian Daniel Pick. The US military turned them all down in favor of one of its own who had not even requested the honor.


It was a plum assignment, a rendezvous with the men widely regarded as the worst criminals of the century. Kelley’s period as the supervisor of several psychiatric hospitals had taught him that aberrant behavior often had mysterious and fascinating sources, and he set his own goals for his stint in this holding pen. He arrived eager to probe the prisoners for signs of a flaw common to Nazi leaders: the willingness to commit evil acts. Did they share a mental disorder or a psychiatric cause for their behavior? Was there a “Nazi personality” that accounted for their heinous misdeeds? Kelley intended to find out. “The devastation of Europe, the deaths of millions, the near-destruction of modern culture will have gone for naught if we do not draw the right conclusions about the forces which produced such chaos,” Kelley later wrote. “We must learn the why of the Nazi success so we can take steps to prevent the recurrence of such evil.”


Kelley had formed immediate impressions of Göring. From his meetings with the other Nazi prisoners, he recognized that Göring “was undoubtedly the most outstanding personality in the jail because he was intelligent,” as Kelley wrote in his medical notes. “He was well developed mentally—well rounded—a huge, powerful sort of body when he was covered up with his cape and you couldn’t see the fat jiggle as he walked, a good looking individual from a distance, a very powerful dynamic individual.” But having also lightly touched on politics, the war, and the rise of Nazism during their initial cell-bound conversations, Kelley was not blind to Göring’s dark side. The ex-Reichsmarschall displayed ruthlessness, narcissism, and a coldhearted disregard for anyone beyond his close circle of family and friends. That very combination of characteristics present in Göring—the admirable and the sinister—heightened Kelley’s interest in him. Only such an attractive, capable, and smart man, who had smashed and snuffed out the lives of so many people, could point Kelley toward the regions of the human soul that he urgently wanted to explore.
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Outsized ambitions ran in Kelley’s family. The McGlashans, the family of Kelley’s mother, June, were one of California’s most precocious and eccentric clans. Kelley was proud of their extravagant saga. They were larger than life, an obsessive assortment of achievers, collectors, and builders of edifices, especially monuments to themselves. The patriarch was Charles Fayette McGlashan, who had arrived in California at age seven from Wisconsin and grew up to become an energetic criminal defense lawyer, newspaper publisher, lover of nature, inventor and holder of patents, and amateur historian.


In the early years of the twentieth century Charles McGlashan’s house crowned a hill overlooking Truckee, a rough Northern California town crouched in the Sierra Nevada above the blue jewel of Lake Tahoe. Surrounded by poppies, bachelor buttons, and lilac bushes and perched on a tall stone foundation that sparkled with mica, the house was a startling, two-story structure with white Grecian columns and tall, arched windows that flashed in the sun. Truckee residents long remembered the magical view of this bizarre dwelling, its windows illuminated by twinkling light-bulbs, that rose from the moonlit snow. Every room held treasures that told stories: Persian rugs, cases crammed with Edison music recordings, sculptures and mementoes, furniture chosen with great deliberation.


“Our house sang out from the hill, conspicuous as a wedding cake,” remembered one of Kelley’s cousins. In the rotunda Charles McGlashan often planted himself in his favorite seat, a black, padded-leather chair that faced a view of a spectacular mountain peak. A footbridge connected the house to a similarly designed circular tower atop one of the region’s natural oddities: the Rocking Stone, a sixteen-ton, delicately balanced boulder famous for tipping back and forth at the slightest push. In decades past members of the Washoe Indian tribe had stored food at the base of the boulder, whose motion frightened scavenging animals.


The tower sheltered McGlashan’s extensive collection of twenty thousand butterflies, Indian curios, and artifacts from one of the nation’s most infamous tragedies. During the winter of 1845–1846, several families migrating west got stuck in a blizzard and had to spend months in the freezing mountains near Truckee. Many in this group, known as the Donner Party, died, and before the rest were rescued, the starving survivors resorted to eating the corpses of their family members. McGlashan spent years collecting remnants from the group’s campsites in the nearby mountains and built his house just three miles east of Donner Lake, the scene of the worst months of the tragedy. The museum tower on the Rocking Stone housed many gruesome artifacts, such as the little toe bone of one of the casualties, scavenged from one of the party’s fire pits. Nothing like this incongruous pair of buildings existed anywhere else in the Sierra Nevada.


For years McGlashan, an imposing figure with a nobly receding hairline and an aggressive stare, had roamed the region on horseback, stopping to chase butterflies for his collection. “Give me a mountain meadow and you can have the metropolises of the world,” he once told a friend. “I would rather chase butterflies on the Truckee meadows than compete for position and fees and fame in any city. Big frog in a little pond? That suits me.”


However, Charles McGlashan couldn’t help seeking fame and controversy. As a reporter he traveled to Utah to follow up the threads of the much-disputed Mormon Mountain Meadows massacre of 1857. Two decades later he met James F. Breen, a Donner Party survivor, and that encounter set him upon an obsessive, lifelong pursuit of the story of the tragedy, which many in the region considered better forgotten. Lewis Keseberg, the villain of Donner Party lore who had allegedly hastened the deaths of other members of the group, especially intrigued him. Was this man as evil as many people believed? McGlashan tracked down Keseberg in Sacramento, interviewed him, and became convinced of his innocence.


McGlashan took responsibility for locating the rotted cabins of the Donner Party families. At age thirty-one he wrote History of the Donner Party, an authoritative work based on scores of interviews with the survivors, which remains in print to this day. In the decades that followed, he took charge of an enormous and ultimately successful effort to build a large monument to the Donner victims at the site of one of the cabins. Others may have seen the Donner tragedy as a horror story that leant no distinction to the Sierra region, but to McGlashan it was something more personally important. To him, restoring the sad events of the migrants to contemporary memory brought distinction to himself and his family, and he took ownership of that calamitous winter. He came to view his research on the events of the Donner Party not just as a groundbreaking interpretation of a human disaster, but as proof of his own worth and achievement. And McGlashan’s descendants accepted this view. Their family’s distinction was wrapped up in the grisly facts of the human catastrophe that had happened so close to their land. The McGlashans ensured that the Donner Party would never be forgotten. In turn, the Donner Party became a foundational element of the McGlashan family identity. It was a powerful, strange, mutual dependence.


This all-consuming project took a toll on McGlashan’s family. His wife, Nona, disliked his frequent absences and his attachment to his work, which made him distant and tense even when he was home. He hiked out to the Donner cabins on the slightest pretext, content to sit among the ruined foundations and tree stumps while imagining that horrific winter decades before. He collected splinters of wood from Donner Party cabin logs, which he later encased in vials and sold for a dollar each to fund his Donner monument. When McGlashan was absent from the meals that Nona prepared for their family, “his empty plate enlarged before her eyes until it filled the whole table,” one of their daughters wrote. “If you want to know the truth,” Nona said late in life, “I was the chief sufferer of the Donner Party.”
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