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FOREWORD

BY DAVID TALBOT

SS COLONEL EUGEN DOLLMANN was not one of the most central figures in Hitler’s inner circle, but he certainly was the most dishy. As the Rome-based interpreter who linked together the German-Italian axis during World War II, he had unique access to the Führer and his top henchmen, as well as the decadent milieu surrounding Mussolini. He was not as morally depraved as those he served, but his cynicism made him capable of accommodating himself to their baroque evils. Dollmann was a “self-serving opportunist who prostituted himself to fascism.” That was the succinct historical judgment of Holocaust scholar Michael Salter. And yet, precisely because he did not drink fully from Hitler’s poisoned chalice, Dollmann was able to observe his masters from a droll distance like the world-weary characters played by George Sanders. This perspective—intimate, but detached—makes his memoirs an utterly fascinating and disturbing reading experience.

Dollmann’s companion volumes caused something of a sensation when they were published in Europe under the original titles Call Me a Coward (1956) and The Interpreter (1967). But they have long been forgotten, until now. With America’s descent into its own bizarre nightmare, the discovery of these lost memoirs seems exquisitely well-timed. The inner world of fascist power that Dollmann reveals is both all too human and frighteningly monstrous.

The man who enabled Hitler and Mussolini to communicate with each other was a closeted homosexual, serving a regime that sent thousands of gay men to the gas chambers. This is just one of many ironies that defined Eugen Dollmann. To make things even stranger, Dollmann suggests that Hitler’s own fondness for boyish-looking men was a well-known secret in certain German circles during his rise to power.

In one of the most memorable passages of the volumes, Dollmann recalls his frantic shopping sprees in Rome with Eva Braun, Hitler’s companion. “She loved crocodile in every shape and form, and returned to her hotel looking as if she had come back from a trip up the Congo rather than along the Tiber.” Dollmann was fond of the sweet and simple Braun, who confided her sad life to him. She confessed to him there was no sexual intimacy between her and the Führer. “He is a saint,” she told her shopping companion. “The idea of physical contact would be for him to defile his mission.”

Dollmann also writes—with chilling if bemused style—about the antics of the debased Italian royalty and the visiting Nazi dignitaries who saw Italy as their playground. His account of a debauched, late-night party at a decaying Neapolitan palazzo—enlivened by a troupe of performing dwarves and hosted by a duchessa whose twisted smile was the handiwork of a knife-wielding jealous lover—is right out of Fellini. And his chronicle of the evening he spent in a gilded Naples whorehouse with Reinhard Heydrich—the dead-eyed SS general known as “the Hangman” who was one of the masterminds of the Final Solution—is right out of Visconti’s The Damned. Heydrich, who apparently recoiled at the idea of human touch, preferred to take his pleasure from the two dozen half-naked women displayed before him by scattering gold coins across the brothel’s marble floor and making the women scramble on all fours to gather them.

As the war drew to its close, Dollmann remained a cunning navigator of power, working with a group of wily SS officers to cut a deal with future US intelligence legend Allen Dulles, whose own moral dexterity allowed him to defy FDR’s orders and make a separate peace with Nazi forces in Italy. This unholy pact allowed Dollmann and a number of other even more culpable war criminals to escape justice at Nuremberg. But for years after the war, Dollmann was forced to scurry this way and that along the notorious Nazi “ratlines”—the escape routes utilized by fleeing German criminals, often with the help of Western intelligence officials.

Dollmann was a master at the Cold War game, offering his spy services to various and often competing agencies. He even tried to extort Dulles, by then CIA director, as his first memoir headed for publication, unsubtly suggesting that anything in the book the spymaster found embarrassing could be made to disappear if the two men reached an understanding.

Dollmann was shrewd enough to realize it was not wise to keep shaking down men like Dulles, and he got out of the spy game. He tried his hand at selling Nazi memorabilia of dubious authenticity. An ardent movie fan, he also put his translation skills at the service of the Italian film industry, providing the German subtitles for Fellini’s La Dolce Vita.

You will find no deep moral self-reflection in Dollmann’s memoirs. But like many morally compromised men, Dollmann has penetrating insights into the flaws of others.

There was little punishment for his sins. He spent some time confined, fittingly enough, in Cinecitta, the Rome film studio that was briefly turned into a prison after the war, and later at a POW camp on Lake Maggiore that he had the sheer gall (or perhaps sick humor) to compare unfavorably with Dachau, because of the camp’s watery pea soup and its rain-soaked tents. “At least in Dachau they had wood huts,” he observed.

Dollmann lived to the age of eighty-four, comfortably cocooned in his later years in a sunny garret in a blue-colored residential hotel in Munich, where he was surrounded by photos, books, and memorabilia that recalled his past life. He was perfectly content to live in the past, he told an American visitor one day—after all, he had been begun his career as a European Renaissance historian, until he was kidnapped by history.

At one point, his visitor brought up the recently published Dulles war memoir, in which Dollmann was described as a “slippery customer.” Dollmann, whose grasp of English was unsure, asked his guest to explain the meaning of the term and was told that it was someone who was shrewd, cunning, Machiavellian.

The old SS man’s face lit up with a smile. “Oh! That is a compliment—for me.”


INTRODUCTION

BY FIELD-MARSHAL KESSELRING

EUGEN DOLLMANN is a brilliant personality of high intelligence and great personal charm, a man of great diplomatic abilities and a witty conversationalist who was persona grata in Roman society. He was also an S.S. officer.

His personal qualities are well reflected in this book, and he has a humorous and ironical pen which is no respecter of persons, and—as its title indicates—certainly not of his own.

But there is more to his caustic, sparkling book than just wit and brilliance. There is something else, something deeper and more appealing: a reflection of his firm determination to help the Italian people in their misfortune and to blunt as far as possible the hateful excesses inevitable in any fratricidal strife.

I knew Dollmann well, and in these few lines I hope to bring him closer and make him better understood to those who did not know him. There is, I believe, a key to the understanding of his strongly individualistic personality and of the role he played in the events, often fantastic, in which he was involved, and that key is to be found in his upbringing.

He was born in 1900, the son of a Bavarian lawyer. But it was his mother—whose grandfather was Physician in Ordinary to the Empress Elizabeth of Austria, and whose father was legal adviser by appointment to the Court of Bavaria—to whom he primarily owed his introduction to the intellectual and social life of Munich and Vienna, and it was the atmosphere of these two outstanding cities which helped to form his subsequent outlook.

He studied literature and history, and in particular the history of art, at Munich University, taking his degree “magna cum lauda” in 1926 with a doctoral thesis on “The Political Ideas of Freiherr Lazarus von Schwendi and the Problems of the Counter-Reformation”. Subsequently a financial grant for a number of years allowed him to pursue an extended course of studies in the great libraries and archives of Italy, and this led to the writing of his historical work on The Farnese Family. It also brought him into close contact with leading ecclesiastical and scholarly circles in pre-war Italy and secured for him the great privilege of free access to the Vatican Library and its secret archives.

These valuable connections in Italy (which included the opposition grouped around Benedetto Croce) soon attracted the attention of influential people in Berlin to Dollmann, and from 1937 onwards he worked under the German Ambassadors in Rome, von Mackensen, von Bergen, and the latter’s successor von Weizsäcker, serving chiefly—thanks to his fluent command of Italian—as interpreter to German deputations to Italy and Italian deputations to Germany. When Hitler visited Italy in 1938 Dollmann was the interpreter for him and the Duce, and from then on to the end Dollmann was present as interpreter at all Italo-German discussions on both sides of the Alps.

To facilitate the services he rendered during the war to the German Commander-in-Chief in Italy and to the German Ambassador at the Papal Court—particularly in connection with the more and more thorny problem of the relations between the Catholic Church and the Third Reich—Dollmann was given a commission in the ordinary S.S. forces, and he served under General Wolff, the Supreme S.S. Commander in Italy, from the latter’s arrival in September 1943 until the capitulation. Incidentally, Dollmann never had anything whatever to do with repressive measures. These were the province of the head of the German Security Service in Italy, Kappler, who was also a subordinate of General Wolff.

In my capacity as Supreme Commander, South-South-West Area, I gladly made full use of Dollmann’s services whenever skilled diplomatic intervention was needed to iron out the difficulties which arose from time to time between the army, the Party and the Italian Fascist leaders, and it was at my recommendation that Dollmann was promoted to the rank of full colonel.

Shortly after the defection of Italy Dollmann joined my staff as liaison officer to General Wolff, and during the dramatic period that followed he rendered me very valuable services. But not only me—also the Italian people. In return for the complete confidence I placed in him I demanded absolute frankness, and in this respect he never failed me. And because I knew that I could rely absolutely on h’s loyalty he was always able to count on a favourable hearing for his frequent proposals both to humanize the war where possible and to preserve Italy’s cultural treasures.

Despite the title of his book, the truth is that he never hesitated to risk his life whenever necessary, and some of the missions he undertook were unquestionably dangerous, for they brought him into contact both with the Italian Partisans and with Itlaian Fascist formations, some of which bore no enviable reputation.

And when the time came he was just the man—as his success subsequently confirmed—to initiate the discussions which began in the autumn of 1944 through the medium of the Cardinal-Archbishop of Milan with the head of the American Secret Service in Switzerland, Allan Dulles, and untimately resulted in our capitulation.

I can vouch for the accuracy of his fascinating descriptions where the subject is within my knowledge and I feel quite confident that the rest of his book is equally accurate.

And finally, I feel I must stress that Colonel Dollmann was, all in all, very far removed indeed from what the world has come to think of as a typical S.S. officer. To the best of his ability and to the limit of his power he did his utmost to reduce the sufferings of the Italian people—and to some extent he succeeded. His book, which naturally deals only with one aspect of the whole complicated process, is ample proof of this.

ALBERT KESSELRING

Bad Wiessee, April 12th 1955.


Translated from the German
by

EDWARD FITZGERALD
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In the Reichs Chancellery, Berlin, from left to right: Adolf Hitler, the author, Count Ciano, von Ribbentrop.

In Hitler’s Wolfsschanze (wolf’s lair), left to right: an Italian officer, the author, Gereal Gariboldi, Hitler, General Halder, Field-Marshal Keitel
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CHAPTER I

HOLLYWOOD IN ROME

WE FONDLY imagined that everything was going to stay nice and friendly. Four days previously I had returned from Florence where the final negotiations for our capitulation had taken place. I had negotiated with General Clark, drunk champagne, eaten Californian tinned fruit, strolled around in full uniform in the company of Allied officers, and finally I had been flown back to Bolzano in an American plane. Now I was sitting with General Wolff on the terrace of the Royal Villa enjoying the bright Italian sunshine.

Wolff had the reputation of being a very lucky man. He was lying comfortably in a cane deck-chair and staring idly at the hedge of roses that separated our little island of the blest from the rest of Italy, and in particular from the Italian partisans. He had in fact always been a very lucky man. Once chief of Himmler’s personal staff, he had been in Italy now for about eighteen months. Before that he had been liaison officer between Himmler and Hitler. Having fallen into disfavour with Himmler he had been transferred to Italy, a very fortunate fate in the circumstances.

Then the capitulation had come and we had conducted dramatic negotiations during the course of which Wolff had signed or initialled dozens of documents, minutes, agreements and so on. Now he stretched his long legs in his chair and observed:

“It’s really rather pleasant here, Eugenio.”

At first I made no reply. My thoughts were on the American tanks whose distant rumbling we could hear even through the great park of the villa, and I had a rather uncomfortable feeling in the pit of my stomach.

“I have a feeling that this is going to be your last birthday in sunny Italy, Herr General,” I said finally.

Not that I was at all clear in my mind as to how this business was going to end, but I certainly had a feeling that we were not going to be allowed to stay here indefinitely, undisturbed by the Allies and surrounded by roses, wives and household goods, with at least twenty cars at our disposal and enough petrol to take us at least as far as Portugal. Whatever the future might hold, it seemed unlikely that it would unroll in the Royal Villa at Bolzano complete with pet dogs and roses.

“Oh, I don’t know, Dollmann,” he replied.

But the fact that he used my surname this time seemed a safe indication that he too judged our situation rather less favourably than he pretended to.

“Of course, they’ll take us to Caserta,” he went on, “but that needn’t be for a long time yet.”

Having regard to the menacing sound of arms which reached us even here from the town I did not altogether share his optimism, but I said nothing.

“And they’ll treat us fairly decently I think.”

Wolff got up from his chair and strolled up and down in front of me. His tall rather stooping figure robbed me of the sun at every few paces, and the constant play of light and shade on my face made me nervous.

“I don’t know whether we can be all too sure of that, Herr General,” I replied.

Wolff stopped in his stride and looked at me. Then he burst out laughing.

“My dear Eugenio! You’re not going to get the wind up in these lovely surroundings? And on my birthday too!”

“Not the wind up exactly,” I said, though I wasn’t so certain even about that. “But I can’t help feeling that things are going to get really uncomfortable, even on your birthday.”

“What makes you think that?”

“Remember the fortune-teller, Herr General.”

Personally I remembered her very well. That old oracle of the Appenines really had been like a witch. Long before we had had any thoughts of capitulation I had dragged Wolff up to see her and she had performed like a witch in a fairy story, complete with purring cat on her shoulder, an open fire on the hearth and a pungent stink of garlick in the one room she occupied in a ruined house. She hadn’t been very encouraging: hard times were ahead and things were going down hill rapidly.

“It wasn’t worth coming all this way to listen to that,” Wolff had observed.

I thought it appropriate to remind him of her prophecies now.

“But of course they’ll take us to Caserta,” I concluded quietly.

“Of course,” he agreed. “Of course they will. But what about it? A few hearings, an examination or two, and the matter’s settled. And further . . .”

I never heard what was to happen after that, because at that moment Wolff’s wife, the former Countess Bernstorff, came out of the villa, smiled at us and told us that lunch was ready. The general shrugged his shoulders and followed his tall, blonde wife into the house. Frau Wolff was a rare type. She had blue eyes and she did her hair up in a sort of crown on top of her head. She was friendly but with a certain reserve and she moved with the cool aloof elegance of the German Baltic aristocracy. Altogether she made a striking contrast to the light-hearted southern temperament of the Italian women around us.

Slowly I got up and followed them into the house, whose fascist rococo style turned my stomach over every time it was borne in on me. Wolff’s children were playing in the garden and picking flowers, and soldiers were moving casually around amongst the tents pitched on the great lawn—and it suddenly struck me again how grotesque our situation was.

Staff officers of the Wehrmacht drove up in full uniform to congratulate the Herr General on his birthday, striding around proudly with their medals up, drinking champagne and eating delicacies, chatting in the flower-decorated corridors around the entrance hall, whilst lower mortals in uniform presented arms in a style worthy of the parade ground on the Kaiser’s birthday. And it was all taking place in a town controlled by an American Kommandatur and full of hundreds of Italian partisans, and in a country that had capitulated ten days previously and was now almost completely occupied by Allied troops. And the house and grounds in which it was all taking place were separated from the American military police patrols by no more than a hedge of roses.

I stood in the hall with Wolff and discussed the situation with him as we had been doing for days. The only difference now was that I had a very uncomfortable feeling that the whole affair was about to be settled without reference to us or our opinions.

“Has it occurred to you that our situation is quite ridiculous, Herr General?” I inquired.

The Herr General was unwilling to admit it, and in any case, within the next half-hour it was to be fundamentally changed. Our conversation was interrupted by a rumbling noise that grew louder and louder, and the arrival of the tanks put an end to it altogether.

They rolled through the wide gates of the park one after the other and turned towards the house. Looking out of the windows we could see the white helmets of American military police who had hustled our guards away from the gates and were now running towards the house.

“The Americans,” said Wolff in an undertone.

It was an observation which required no comment and I made none. The tanks stopped on the lawn and when the military police had surrounded the villa they came running in at the door, shouting and making a great deal of noise. I remember finding time to be astonished at their behaviour after the quiet and peaceful negotiations which had arranged the capitulation. I was to learn not to be astonished at anything they did.

They were already in the hall, the straps of their helmets under their chins in a businesslike fashion and their machinepistols aimed at us. They had brought the children in out of the garden and they pushed them ahead of them into the hall. The sight of the grim and determined faces of men out to do their duty at all costs robbed us of any inclination to protest. I think that Frau Wolff did open her mouth to complain but the sight of those dull barrels pointing in our direction was enough and she said nothing.

We were petrified and we must have looked it, for the Americans now began to laugh heartily. But they wasted no time: systematically they laid hands on everything of value they could find in the villa and which would go into their pockets or could be carried out and stowed away in their jeeps. One of their officers came up to Wolff and me. He had one hand in his pocket and he addressed us in German. Between the steady champing of his jaws as he masticated his chewing gum he told us to get ready. Wolff looked at him inquiringly.

“You’re to get yourselves ready. Put your things in a small case. Go on, get a move on.”

We got a move on. There was nothing else to be done. Behind us marched two enormous military policemen—no doubt the terror of all the unfortunate G.I’s they came in contact with. And they weren’t too gentle with us either. They hustled us off to our rooms, watched us pack our cases and pocketed the things that wouldn’t go in—their uniform jackets had very capacious pockets. Then cursing loudly, but at the same time highly amused, they shooed us down the stairs back into the hall and out through the door, where they packed us both into a jeep—“packed” is the right word.

Just as the jeep was about to drive off amidst the jeers of the hilarious Americans my Alsatian, Argos, tore up, obviously intending to attack the driver. I called him to order at once and Argos stood there obediently but whining excitedly. The Americans weren’t laughing now and their officer was cursing. They had drawn their pistols and it was obvious that they intended to shoot the dog. As I could see no way of saving the poor beast from an undeserved death at the hands of the enemy but by doing the job myself, I asked the officer if he’d let me. For a moment he seemed dumbfounded, but then he bellowed:

“No! Get the hell out of here!”

And off we drove. I could hear Argos howling. Then there was the sound of a shot, and no more howling. When we came out onto the road there were American soldiers everywhere. Masses of them, on foot and in tanks and jeeps. All of them were bristling with weapons. Machine-guns were in position and storm companies were ready to go into action.

“Any idea what all this is in aid of, Herr General?” I asked.

Wolff was sitting silently next to me and I knew that he was thinking of his wife and of what might happen to her. I wanted to take his mind off the disagreeable subject. I pointed to the strong American forces that seemed to have occupied the whole neighbourhood around our villa.

“You don’t really think that’s all for our benefit, do you, Herr General?”

“What else?” he said shortly. But then he began to laugh. And when I saw all those heavily armed G.I.’s fiddling with their weapons—at least a fully equipped Division mobilised for the sole purpose of storming our peaceable rose garden and capturing our two-hundred-man-strong headquarters—it struck me as ridiculous too and I joined in. The American policeman sitting in front of me had to threaten us with his machine-pistol before we stopped.

Partisans were lining the road. They weren’t laughing; they were shrieking with rage at us. From that point of view our heavily-armed escort came in useful and we arrived safely, if not happily, at the Bolzano town gaol.

You have to cast your mind back to the Restoration of 1815 architecturally to get any idea of what Bolzano gaol looks like. Under the name of Bozen, Bolzano once belonged to Austria, and the Austrians had built the prison. As composers of waltzes the Austrians have a very light touch, but as prison builders they more than make up for it. It was one of the grimmest and gloomiest dungeons I have ever come across, and that’s saying something because although at that time I had not had much experience, in the future I was to have ample opportunity of studying—at leisure and from the inside—no less than thirteen other buildings erected for a similar purpose.

Once inside the prison Wolff and I were separated and taken off through damp and smelly corridors to different cells, each of us escorted by heavily-armed military police. We knew nothing about the fate of Frau Wolff, the children and the other members of his household, or of the few soldiers who were still in the villa when the Americans arrived.

My escort pushed me unceremoniously into a gloomy and altogether uninviting cell. Until late that evening I had plenty of opportunity to review my situation, and in the meantime I sweated in the close heat and longed for a drink. Then a fat G.I., who apparently worked in the kitchen, brought me some sandwiches and a small glass of water. After that, still very thirsty, I fell into a restless sleep.

Wolff and I walked up and down together between the tent lines in Modena camp. Neither of us could sleep. As soon as we dropped off we were woken up again by the mosquitoes that came up from the surrounding marshland intent on sucking human blood. After a while we had given up the struggle against them—there were too many—and now we went up and down, our bodies covered with bites and scratches, between the rows of sleeping prisoners of war.

The day before we had been brought here from Bolzano at top speed. On the market square in Verona our escort had allowed Wolff to say good-bye to his family, which had followed after us in a lorry. Surrounded by howling Italians who spat at us and threw stones, the General said good-bye to his wife and children. I felt gratitude and a new respect for the American Negro, for without those coloured soldiers we should have ended that evening hanging from an Italian olive tree.

After another top-speed journey in jeeps we landed in Modena camp. Modena is a small rococo town surrounded by marshland and infested with mosquitoes. The Americans had pitched a few tents in a field in the middle of this marshland, and that was the camp. There was nothing to eat and drink, but plenty to do. They kept us busy. An American officer would bawl out an order and the men in the camp, mostly German prisoners of war, would get to their feet and then do as they were told. It might be a course of knee bending, or perhaps they would have to undress themselves and dress again at top speed, or lie down on the ground again.

During a pause in all this business Wolff and I strolled up and down together. The prisoners of war lying around took no notice of us.

“The way the Americans are behaving is disgraceful,” said Wolff.

I looked at a group of prisoners who were just engaged in undressing again under American orders.

“I wouldn’t blame them if they polished us off,” I said.

Wolff looked at me suspiciously.

“Who?” he demanded.

“Our fellows.”

Wolff looked over the camp. The sky was gradually growing darker and the swarms of mosquitoes were rising again from the marshes.

“Perhaps you’re right,” he agreed. “After all, we did tell them they’d be treated decently if we capitulated.”

At that moment a tall officer of the American military police happened to pass us going towards a group of prisoners who were now undressed and were being made to practise knee bends in their birthday suits to the great delight of swarms of mosquitoes. I stopped the man and declared shortly:

“I want to speak to the commandant.”

The officer stopped, looked me and Wolff up and down, said nothing and turned to continue his way.

“I want to speak to the commandant,” I repeated boldly, though inside me I was more than half afraid he might shoot me out of hand. Wolff looked pale too, but that was because we hadn’t had anything to eat I decided. Then Wolff spoke, and at first I thought it was another example of the gods first driving mad those they intend to destroy.

“You don’t seem to realize who we are,” he said.

I found that he said it too loudly. The American still stared at us wordlessly as though he were nonplussed, then he turned about and went off smartly to the camp office.

Half-an-hour later we were again in a jeep driving out of the camp stared at by the prisoners of war, some of whom shouted “Swine!” “Criminals!” and so on. I couldn’t really blame them. Then we were driven through the narrow streets of Modena accompanied by angry shouts from the Italians, who certainly seemed to realize who we were. Only the broad backs of our Negro escort stood between us and them and although we were safe enough we didn’t feel much like knights “sans peur et sans reproche”.

Our next port of call was a school and there we were welcomed quite politely—not so much by officers of the German Military Intelligence in Italy who were being held there, as by a group of American journalists. The former treated us as though we had the plague and to loud remarks to the effect that they wanted to have nothing to do with us we were pushed out of the room. At this point the Americans seemed to think that they’d have a little fun with General Wolff. They took us away from the hostile German officers and led us along a corridor out into the courtyard. On the way we heard a number of disagreeable remarks on the part of our compatriots who seemed anxious that we should come to a sticky end. One of them observed, loud enough for us to hear: “They’ll shoot those two to-night I expect, and a good job too.”

It occurred to me that we two had negotiated the capitulation and put our signatures to it and that in consequence these gentlemen were now safely in a position to wish us ill without coming to any harm themselves.

“Our Intelligence friends are ungrateful,” observed Wolff with a cynical grin, “but ingratitude is a professional characteristic.”

“Very true,” I replied, “but what can you expect? That’s those gentlemen all over. By all the laws of war some of them have earned the rope. I don’t mind them so much; it’s the other poor devils. The ordinary fellows in Modena camp for example.”

And whilst the Americans hustled us along the corridor and down a narrow flight of steps into the courtyard Wolff said regretfully: “And we promised them so much. . . .”

One or two reporters interrupted him, talking excitedly and laughing they pushed us in front of a gun in the courtyard. Wolff had to stand in front of its muzzle whilst they danced around taking photographs from all angles. No doubt the pictures were to be symbolic. When they had finished with us we were taken away and put into a gloomy wooden cubby hole. Rats were squeaking excitedly and scampering around behind the rotting woodwork.

“Tell me, Eugenio,” said Wolff, “don’t you think the Intelligence gentlemen are probably right?”

“What do you mean, Herr General?” I asked in simulated surprise. I knew perfectly well what he meant, but I let him explain.

“That this will very likely be our last night,” he went on. “I have a feeling they’re going to shoot us.”

And so had I. The business with the photographs in front of the gun had looked very much like our last photograph before the end; a pleasant little souvenir. Inwardly my nerves were on edge and at any moment I expected the door to open on the execution squad, but I wasn’t letting Wolff know that.

“I really don’t think so, Wolff,” I said. “After all, we did sign the capitulation. We prevented a lot of disagreeable things; saved Italy from further destruction. . . .”

And a great deal more in the same strain. In the end I almost convinced myself that as we had done so much for the sake of peace and to stop death and destruction they wouldn’t shoot us after all, and I grew calmer and so did Wolff. But as soon as he said that after all he agreed with me, and began to give his reasons for agreeing with me, I found myself doubting my optimism once again, though I didn’t admit it. Half an hour later it was the other way round, and the night passed in self-torture of this kind—a night we both inwardly believed would be our last.

It wasn’t our last night after all, but it was our last night both in Modena and in the hands of the Americans. The next morning we were taken out of our improvised cell.

“If you want to pray now’s the time, Dollmann,” said Wolff.

But I didn’t want to pray, and in any case I shouldn’t have had much time. Our escort was unusually polite, which seemed another indication that we were about to be shot, but they were in a hurry and our “last journey” was taken at the double. We were hustled along the corridor, down the stairs and out into the courtyard where we found a big British army car waiting. To my excited imagination its black paint and chromium metal made it look like a rather large coffin. I supposed that some high officer had arrived to be present at our execution, but I was wrong.

An English officer got out of the car and the Americans saluted him and pushed us carefully towards him. We were still in full uniform and for the first time for quite a while someone greeted us without bawling or spitting at us. The Englishman saluted us as though it were a matter of course and said: “Good morning, gentlemen.” Rather hesitantly we returned his greeting. It seemed too good to be true.

“Perhaps we’re going to have a last meal with porridge,” whispered Wolff.

I didn’t find that very funny and I didn’t laugh. Neither did Wolff. The Englishman invited us with a wave of his hand to get into his car. We got in and sat down on the upholstered seats. There was no escort this time, only the driver and the English officer. As we drove out of the courtyard the American military police guard presented arms.

“Every man has a right to change his opinion,” said Wolff.

And then in our relief we both began to laugh heartily. And whilst the car sped swiftly along the road to Florence we both assured each other that we hadn’t really believed that we were going to be shot. Oh, no! But in the meantime we had no idea where our British guardian angel was taking us. Each of us knew that the other was lying, but in our present quite pleasant situation the previous night seemed like a bad dream.

The British officer, a major, was sitting beside the driver and he turned round to us, amiably offering us his packet of cigarettes. We each took a cigarette and accepted a light from him as though it were the most natural thing in the world, though after our experiences with the Americans we were not altogether sure about the behaviour of our capitulation partners.

Shortly before we came to Rome the officer informed us that we should be staying there for a while. Altogether everything now seemed more encouraging, and in any case I had quite expected the British to behave themselves better than a horde of American cowboys stuck into police uniforms. After a while I spoke:

“Now I don’t know what you want with us but tell me: don’t you think you’re likely to get more out of an officer if you treat him decently?”

Wolff looked at me as though I were someone who had just come up and whose absurdities were therefore not to be taken seriously, but the British officer nodded his agreement and he even smiled.

“Yes, of course I do,” he said.

His words and his smile consoled me and Wolff too. After that the rest of the journey to Rome passed to the accompaniment of polite conversation about the traditions of civility practised by the various nations.

In Rome we saw groups of girls standing on street corners and cadging cigarettes from G.I.’s. The picture was familiar; only the uniforms of the soldiers were different. The year before when Rome was evacuated and I had driven out of the town the girls had been the same but the soldiers had been Germans. The cigarettes were different too. Ours had been in plain cardboard packets, the American packets were wrapped in cellophane. Otherwise very little seemed to have changed.

I asked the Englishman how Roman society was taking the change. He turned round to us.

“I don’t know what you think of Roman society,” he said.

“Not much,” said Wolff, and I nodded my agreement.

“Neither do I,” went on the Englishman. “They’re too anxious to please.”

“So they were with us,” I said.

The Englishman’s mouth twitched as though he were going to laugh and then he said seriously: “I don’t think I’ve ever known a social group which so prostituted itself.”

At that moment we passed a number of women around a couple of Americans who had a cardboard case of tinned food with them and he went on: “That’s not what I mean. Those women are hungry and you can understand it. But I can’t help feeling that ‘the upper ten thousand’ behave themselves much worse.”

“In what way?” asked Wolff.

“Those women are prepared to squabble over a tin of bully beef, but I shouldn’t like to tell you the lengths so-called high society will go for a few cigarettes.”

As we drove through the streets of Rome the bells of St. Peter’s began to sound. It was six o’clock and the unchanging ritual of the Church demanded that evening service should now take place. At that moment I had the feeling that the Catholic Church would outlast everything and that it was quite inconceivable that an evening would ever come when the bells of St. Peter’s did not ring for evening service. I asked the friendly officer how the British got on with the representatives of the Church and whether they had changed in any way.

“They never change,” he said, and he laughed. Then he grew serious again and I had the impression that he spoke with conviction: “They were the only ones who didn’t change and I believe they never will change.”

The bells of St. Peter’s died away as he finished speaking. The sky was gradually growing red as the sun sank and everything was still. In the distance we saw the shadow of the Forum Romanum and there was no constant sound of planes in the skies as there had been on my last visit. Our car drove out to the Italian film town, the so-called Cine Città, past the dark shapes of ancient Rome, and for the first time the Italian capital seemed worthy of the name “The Eternal City”.

Maxl of Auschwitz was our only source of communication. His name wasn’t Maxl at all and he didn’t come from Auschwitz, but that’s what the English called him and as I can’t remember his real name now, that will do. Maxl wasn’t an S.S. man or even an intelligence officer; he was just a dog, a dachshund that had belonged to General Pohl. He was the only living being that got enough to eat in the hands of the British Intelligence Service at the Cine Città. The rest of us sat in our cells or under canvas in the camp surrounded by barbed wire and Maxl went from one to the other with messages hidden under his collar.

I was again separated from Wolff and I had “Cell No. 100”. It was the former dressing room of a film star which had been turned into a cell complete with bars and barbed wire. In it was a field bed, three blankets, a table, a chair and a hand-basin. During the day I had plenty of time to think things over and there was so little to eat that meals didn’t take up much time either. I found myself thinking a good deal of the last time I had been in the Cine Città.
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