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SCHINDLER'S LIST

AUTHOR’S NOTE

In 1980 | visited a luggage store in

Beverly Hills, California, and inquired the

prices of briefcases. The store belonged

to Leopold Pfefferberg, a Schindler

survivor. It was beneath Pfefferberg’s shelves of
imported Italian leather goods that I first heard

of Oskar Schindler, the German bon

vivant, speculator, charmer, and sign of
contradiction, and of his salvage of a cross seatiba condemned race during those
years now known by the generic name Holocaust.

This account of Oskar’s astonishing history is basethe first place on interviews with
50 Schindler survivors from seven nations—

Australia, Israel, West Germany, Austria, the Uniftates, Argentina, and Brazil. It is
enriched by a visit, in the company of Leopold Rfdferg, to locations that

prominently figure in the book: Cracow, Oskar’s pt#l city; P@lasz@ow, the scene of
Amon Goeth’s foul labor camp; Lipowa Street, Zaldoavhere Oskar’s factory still
stands; Auschwitz-Birkenau, from which Oskar exdchis women prisoners. But the
narration depends also on documentary and othemnaftion

supplied by those few wartime associates of Oskain's can still be reached, as well as
by the large body of his postwar friends. Many lo¢ {plentiful testimonies regarding
Oskar deposited by Schindler Jews at Yad Vashene Wartyrs’ and Heroes’
Remembrance Authority, further enriched the recasl,did written testimonies from
private sources and a body of Schindler papers lattdrs, some supplied by Yad
Vashem, some by Oskar’s friends.

To use the texture and devices of a novel to tell@story is a course that has frequently
been followed in modern writing. It is the one losk to follow here—both because the
novelist’s craft is the only one | can lay claim tnd because the novel's techniques



seem suited for a character of such ambiguity aagnitude as Oskar. | have attempted,
however, to avoid all fiction, since fiction wouttebase the record, and to distinguish
between reality and the myths which are likely ttach themselves to a man of Oskar’'s
stature. It has sometimes been necessary to makenable constructs of conversations
of which Oskar and others have left only the beefeecord. But most exchanges and
conversations, and all events, are based on thailatkt recollections of the
Schindlerjuden (schindler Jews), of Schindler hifysed of other witnesses to Oskar’s
acts of outrageous rescue.

| would like to thank first three Schindler survige—Leopold Pfefferberg, Justice Moshe
Bejski of the Israeli Supreme Court, and MieczysR@mper—who not only passed on
their memories of Oskar to the author and gave bartain documents which have
contributed to the accuracy of the narrative, s @aead the early draft of the book and
suggested corrections.

Many others, whether Schindler survivors or Oskpdstwar associates, gave interviews
and generously contributed information throughelsttand documents. These include
Frau Emilie Schindler, Mrs. Ludmila Pfefferberg, .D&ophia Stern, Mrs. Helen
Horowitz, Dr. Jonas Dresner, Mr. and Mrs. Henry Mwafliana Rosner, Leopold Rosner,
Dr. Alex Rosner, Dr. Idek Schindel, Dr. Danuta $cl&l, Mrs. Regina Horowitz, Mrs.
Bronislawa Karakulska, Mr. Richard Horowitz, Mr. i8hel Springmann, the late Mr.
Jakob Sternberg, Mr. Jerzy Sternberg, Mr. and Mesiis Fagen, Mr. Henry Kinstlinger,
Mrs. Rebecca Bau, Mr. Edward Heuberger, Mr. and. MrsHirschfeld, Mr. and Mrs.
Irving Glovin, and many others. In my home city,.NMnd Mrs. E. Korn not only gave of
their memories of Oskar but were a constant suppoi¥ad Vashem, Dr. Josef Kermisz,
Dr. Shmuel Krakowski, Vera Prausnitz, Chana Abelsd Hadassah M‘odlinger
provided generous access to the testimonies ofn8lehmi survivors and to video and
photographic material.

Lastly, | would like to honor the efforts which thete Mr. Martin Gosch expended on
bringing the name of Oskar Schindler to the worlidice, and to signify my thanks to
his widow, Mrs. Lucille Gaynes, for her cooperatiaith this project. Through the

assistance of all these people, Oskar Schindlst@nehing history appears for the first
time in extended form.



TOM KENEALLY

PROLOGUE

Autumn, 1943

In Poland’s deepest autumn, a tall young man iex@ensive overcoat, double-breasted
dinner jacket beneath it and—in the lapel of thendr jacket—a large ornamental gold-
on-black-enamel Hakenkreuz (swastika) emerged fidiashionable apartment building
in Straszewskiego Street, on the edge of the ancenter of Cracow, and saw his
chauffeur waiting with fuming breath by the operodof an enormous and, even in this
blackened world, lustrous Adler limousine. “Wattle pavement, Herr Schindler,” said
the chauffeur. “It's as icy as a widow’s heart.” dbserving this small winter scene, we
are on safe ground. The tall young man would to éhd of his days wear double-
breasted suits, would—being something of an engiraetvays be gratified by large
dazzling vehicles, would—though a German and & faint in history a German of
some influence— always be the sort of man with wheofolish chauffeur could safely
crack a lame, comradely joke.

But it will not be possible to see the whole stander such easy character headings. For
this is the story of the pragmatic triumph of gooekr evil, a triumph in eminently
measurable, statistical, unsubtle terms. When york fvom the other end of the beast—
when you chronicle the predictable and measuralieess evil generally achieves—it is
easy to be wise, wry, piercing, to avoid bathogs leasy to show the inevitability by
which evil acquires all of what you could call treal estate of the story, even though
good might finish up with a few imponderables littiginity and self-knowledge. Fatal
human malice is the staple of narrators, origimaltilse mother-fluid of historians. But it

is a risky enterprise to have to write of virtue.

“Virtue” in fact is such a dangerous word that wavé to rush to explain; Herr Oskar
Schindler, risking his glimmering shoes on the pavement in this old and elegant
guarter of Cracow, was not a virtuous young mathéecustomary sense. In this city he
kept house with his German mistress and maintaenddng affair with his Polish
secretary. His wife, Emilie, chose to live mostlué time at home in Moravia, though she
sometimes came to Poland to visit him. There’s thide said for him: that to all his
women he was a well-mannered and generous loveémmier the normal interpretation
of “virtue,” that’s no excuse.

Likewise, he was a drinker. Some of the time henkifar the pure glow of it, at other
times with associates, bureaucrats, SS men for padpable results. Like few others, he
was capable of staying canny while drinking, ofpkag his head. That again, though—
under the narrow interpretation of morality—has arelseen an excuse for carousing.
And although Herr Schindler's merit is well docurtesh it is a feature of his ambiguity
that he worked within or, at least, on the strengjtta corrupt and savage scheme, one
that filled Europe with camps of varying but cotsig inhumanity and created a
submerged, unspoken-of nation of prisoners. The theyy, therefore, may be to begin
with a tentative instance of Herr Schindler's sgyanvirtue and of the places and
associates to which it brought him.

At the end of Straszewskiego Street, the car mdesteath the black bulk of Wawel
Castle, from which the National Socialist Partyalohg lawyer Hans Frank ruled the
Government General of Poland. As from the palaangfevil giant, no light showed.



Neither Herr Schindler nor the driver glanced uptlet ramparts as the car turned
southeast toward the river. At the Podg@orze Bridbe guards, placed above the
freezing Vistula to prevent the transit of partsaand other curfew-breakers between
Podg@orze and Cracow, were used to the vehicleetoSchindler’s

face, to the Passierschein presented by the claufféerr Schindler passed this
checkpoint frequently, traveling either from histtary (where he also had an apartment)
to the city on business, or else from his Straskmge Street apartment to his plant in
the suburb of Zablocie. They were used to seeingdfier dark

too, attired formally or semiformally, passing omay or another to a dinner, a party, a
bedroom; perhaps, as was the case tonight, ondystem kilometers out of town to the
forced-labor camp at P@lasz@ow, to dine there 88 Hauptsturmf@uhrer Amon
Goeth, that highly placed sensualist. Herr Schinkdésl a reputation for being generous
with gifts of liquor at Christmas, and so the caswermitted to pass over into the suburb
of Podg@orze without much delay.

It is certain that by this stage of his historyspite of his liking for good food and wine,
Herr Schindler approached tonight’s dinner at Comalaat Goeth’s more with loathing
than with anticipation. There had in fact neverrbaetime when to sit and drink with
Amon had not been a repellent business. Yet thaelsion Herr Schindler felt was of a
piquant kind, an ancient, exultant sense of abotona—of the same sort as, in a
medieval painting, the just show for the damned.efrotion, that is, which stung Oskar
rather than unmanned him. In the black leathariot of the Adler as it raced along the
trolley tracks in what had been until recently thewish ghetto, Herr Schindler—as
always—chain-smoked. But it was composed chain smyoH here was never tension in
the hands; he was stylish. His manner implied igaknew where the next cigarette was
coming from and the next bottle of cognac. Onlycbeld have told us whether he had to
succor himself from a flask as he passed by thenlack village of Prokocim and saw,
on the line to Lw@ow, a string of stalled cattlesgawhich might hold infantry or
prisoners or even—though the odds were againstattiec

Out in the countryside, perhaps ten kilometers fthencenter of town, the Adler turned
right at a street named—nby an irony—Jerozolimskas hight of sharp frosty outlines,
Herr Schindler saw beneath the hill first a ruisydagogue, and then the bare shapes of
what passed these days as the city of Jerusalerngd=d.abor Camp P@lasz@ow,
barracks town of 20,000 unquiet Jews. The Ukrairaad Waffen SS men at the gate
greeted Herr Schindler courteously, for he was knaw least as well here as on the
Podg@orze Bridge.

When level with the Administration Building, the kd moved onto a prison road paved
with Jewish gravestones. The campsite had bedwtllyears before a Jewish cemetery.

Commandant Goeth, who claimed to be a poet, hadl insiie construction of his camp
whatever metaphors were to hand. This metaphonatfered gravestones ran the length
of the camp, splitting it in two, but did not exteeastward to the villa occupied by
Commandant Goeth himself. On the right, past tredjbarracks, stood a former Jewish
mortuary building. It seemed to declare that hdreleath was natural and by attrition,
that all the dead were laid out. In fact the plags now used as the Commandant’s
stables. Though Herr Schindler was used to thet,sigis possible that he still reacted
with a small ironic cough. Admittedly, if you readt to every little irony of the new



Europe, you took it into you, it became part of ydaggage. But Herr Schindler
possessed an immense capacity for carrying thabshrggage.

A prisoner named Poldek Pfefferberg was also onvaisto the Commandant’s villa that
evening. Lisiek, the Commandant’s nineteen-yedreotlerly, had come to Pfefferberg’s
barracks with passes signed by an SS NCO. The bpyidblem was that the
Commandant’s bathtub had a stubborn ring arourahd, Lisiek feared that he would be
beaten for it when Commandant Goeth came to takenbrning bath. Pfefferberg, who
had been Lisiek’s teacher in high school in Podgzi@oworked in the camp garage and
had access to solvents. So in company with Liseekvant to the garage and picked up a
stick with a swab on the end and a can of cleafiing. To approach the Commandant’s
villa was always a dubious business, but involvesl ¢thance that you would be given
food by Helen Hirsch, Goeth’s mistreated Jewishdnai generous girl who had also
been a student of Pfefferberg’s.

When Herr Schindler's Adler was still 100 metersnir the villa, it set the dogs
barking—the Great Dane, the wolfhound and all theexs Amon kept in the kennels
beyond the house. The villa itself was square-puiith an attic. The upper windows
gave onto a balcony. All around the walls was eaterd patio with a balustrade. Amon
Goeth liked sitting out of doors in the summer.c8ihe’d come to P@lasz@ow, he’'d put
on weight. Next summer he’d make a fat sun-worshipBat in this particular version of
Jerusalem, he’d be safe from mockery.

An SS Unterscharf@uhrer (sergeant) in white gldvad been put on the door tonight.
Saluting, he admitted Herr Schindler to the holisehe hallway, the Ukrainian orderly
Ilvan took Herr Schindler’'s coat and homburg. Scleingatted the breast pocket of his
suit to be sure he had the gift for his host: adgated cigarette case, black-market.
Amon was doing so well on the side, especially wibnfiscated jewelry, that he would
be offended by anything less than gold plate.

At the double doors opening onto the dining roohe Rosner brothers were playing,
Henry on violin, Leo on accordion. At Goeth’s demathey had put aside the tattered
clothing of the camp paint shop where they workedhe daytime and adopted the
evening clothes they kept in their barracks forhsagents. Oskar Schindler knew that
although the Commandant admired their music, thenBis never played at ease in the
villa. They had seen too much of Amon. They knesvwas erratic and given to ex
tempore executions. They played studiously and dhapat their music would not
suddenly, inexplicably, give offense.

At Goeth’s table that night there would be sevem.dgart from Schindler himself and
the host, the guests included Julian Scherner, be#te SS for the Cracow region, and
Rolf Czurda, chief of the Cracow branch of the 81, late Heydrich’'s Security Service.

Scherner was an Oberf@uhrer—an SS rank betweenetcdmd brigadier general, for
which there is no army equivalent; Czurda, an Gberbannf@uhrer, equivalent to
lieutenant colonel. Goeth himself held the rank Hduptsturmf@uhrer, or captain.
Scherner and Czurda were the guests of highestrhéorothis camp was under their
authority. They were years older than Commandargti@and SS police chief Scherner
looked definitely middle-aged with his glasses aattl head and slight obesity. Even so,



in view of his prot@eg‘e’s profligate living habjtthe age difference between himself
and Amon didn’t seem so great.

The oldest of the company was Herr Franz Boscleteran of the first war, manager of
various workshops, legal and illegal, inside P@@esw. He was also an “economic
adviser” to Julian Scherner and had business sttene the city.

Oskar despised Bosch and the two police chiefser@eln and Czurda. Their cooperation,
however, was essential to the existence of his peguliar plant in Zablocie, and so he
regularly sent them gifts. The only guests with wh@skar shared any fellow feeling
were Julius Madritsch, owner of the Madritsch umifofactory inside this camp of

P@lasz@ow, and Madritsch’s manager, Raimund Titbtddritsch was a year or so
younger than Oskar and Herr Commandant Goeth.

He was an enterprising but humane man, and if askgdstify the existence of his
profitable factory inside the camp, would have adjthat it kept nearly four thousand
prisoners employed and therefore safe from thehdedlts. Raimund Titsch, a man in his
early forties, slight and private and likely to Veathe party early, was Madritsch’s
manager, smuggled in truckloads of food for hisgmers (an enterprise that could have
earned him a fatal stay in Montelupich prison, 8&jail, or else Auschwitz) and agreed
with Madritsch. Such was the regular roster ohdincompanions at Herr Commandant
Goeth’s villa.

The four women guests, their hair elaborately ediftnd their gowns expensive, were
younger than any of the men. They were better-aMdsses, German and Polish, from
Cracow. Some of them were regular dinner guests. fidreir number permitted a range
of gentlemanly choice for the two field-grade ofiis. Goeth’s German mistress, Majola,
usually stayed at her apartment in the city duthrese feasts of Amon’s. She looked on
Goeth’s dinners as male occasions and thus offertgitaer sensibilities.

There is no doubt that in their fashion the potibeefs and the Commandant liked Oskar.
There was, however, something odd about him. Thighhtthave been willing to write it
off in part as stemming from his origins. He wasi&en German --Arkansas to their
Manhattan, Liverpool to their Cambridge. There w&gns that he wasn't right-minded,
though he paid well, was a good source of scaroemaadities, could hold his liquor and
had a slow and sometimes rowdy sense of humor. &$etle sort of man you smiled and
nodded at across the room, but it was not necessayen wise to jump up and make a
fuss over him. It is most likely that the SS maesticed Oskar Schindler's entrance
because of a frisson among the four girls. Those kvtew Oskar in those years speak of
his easy magnetic charm, exercised particularlyr ovemen, with whom he was
unremittingly and improperly successful. The twdigm chiefs, Czurda and Scherner,
now probably paid attention to Herr Schindler aseans of keeping the attention of the
women. Goeth also came forward to take his han@& Chmmandant was as tall as
Schindler, and the impression that he was abnoynf@lfor a man in his early thirties
was enhanced by this height, an athletic heighto omhich the obesity seemed
unnaturally grafted. The face seemed scarcely tlaakeall, except that there was a
vinous light in the eyes. The Commandant drankdedequantities of the local brandy.



He was not, however, as far gone as Herr BoschaPa@ow’s and the SS’ economic
genius. Herr Bosch was purple-nosed; the oxygertwhy rights belonged to the veins
of his face had for years gone to feed the shaup Bfame of all that liquor. Schindler,
nodding to the man, knew that tonight Bosch woatdusual, put in an order for goods.

“A welcome to our industrialist,” boomed Goeth, ahdn he made a formal introduction
to the girls around the room. The Rosner brothé&aged Strauss melodies through this,
Henry’'s eyes wandering only between his strings twedemptiest corner of the room,
Leo smiling down at his accordion keys.

Herr Schindler was now introduced to the women. il8VRlerr Schindler kissed the
proffered hands, he felt some pity for these Craeawking girls, since he knew that
later—when the slap-and-tickle began—the slap migéwe welts and the tickle gouge
the flesh. But for the present, Hauptsturmf@uhrero Goeth, a sadist when drunk, was
an exemplary Viennese gentleman.

The predinner conversation was unexceptional. The®talk of the war, and while SD

chief Czurda took it upon himself to assure a @GHrman girl that the Crimea was
securely held, SS chief Scherner informed one efatmer women that a boy he knew
from Hamburg days, a decent chap, Oberscharf@uhtbe

SS, had had his legs blown off when the partisamshed a restaurant in Czestochowa.
Schindler talked factory business with Madritsclul dims manager Titsch. There was a
genuine friendship between these three entreprenélerr Schindler knew that little

Titsch procured illegal quantities of black-marketad for the prisoners of the Madritsch
uniform factory, and that much of the money for thepose was put up by Madritsch.
This was the merest humanity, since the profitfaland were large enough, in Herr
Schindler’s opinion, to satisfy the most inveteratpitalist and justify some illegal

outlay for extra bread. In Schindler’s case, thetiaets of the Rustungsinspektion, the
Armaments Inspectorate—the body that solicited k@dd awarded contracts for the
manufacture of every commodity the German forcesdad—had been so rich that he
had exceeded his desire to be successful in the ayleis father. Unhappily, Madritsch

and Titsch and he, Oskar Schindler, were the onlgsdhe knew who regularly spent
money on black-market bread.

Near the time when Goeth would call them to thendintable, Herr Bosch approached
Schindler, predictably took him by the elbow and fem over by the door where the
musicians played, as if he expected the Rosnerpeagable melodies to cover the
conversation. “Business good, | see,” said Bosch.

Schindler smiled at the man. “You see that, do yterr Bosch?”

“l do,” said Bosch. And of course Bosch would haead the official bulletins of the
Main Armaments Board, announcing contracts awatdéke Schindler factory.

“I was wondering,” said Bosch, inclining his hedd, in view of the present boom,
founded, after all, on our general successes ariassof Fronts ... | was wondering if
you might wish to make a generous gesture. NothiggJust a gesture.”

“Of course,” said Schindler. He felt the naused fues with being used, and at the same
time a sensation close to joy. The office of polateef Scherner had twice used its



influence to get Oskar Schindler out of jail. Htafs were willing now to build up the
obligation of having to do it again.

“My aunt in Bremen’s been bombed out, poor old desaid Bosch. “Everything! The
marriage bed. The sideboards—all her Meissen amukery. | wondered could you spare
some kitchenware for her. And perhaps a pot or-téimse big tureen things you turn out
at DEF.” Deutsche Emailwaren Fabrik (german

Enamelware Factory) was the name of Herr Schirgllbboming business. Germans
called it DEF for short, but the Poles and the Jaad a different sort of shorthand,
calling it Emalia.

Herr Schindler said, “I think that can be managed. you want the goods consigned
direct to her or through you?”
Bosch did not even smile. “Through me, Oskar. iké to enclose a little card.”

“Of course.”

“So it's settled. We'll say half a gross of eveiyigr—soup bowls, plates, coffee mugs.
And half a dozen of those stewpots.” Herr Schindiaising his jaw, laughed frankly,
though with weariness. But when he spoke he soundstplaisant. As indeed he was.
He was always reckless with gifts. It was simplgttBosch seemed to suffer constantly
from bombed-out kinfolk.

Oskar murmured, “Does your aunt run an orphanage?”

Bosch looked him in the eye again; nothing furtaleout this drunk. “She’s an old
woman with no resources. She can barter what skenttaneed.”

“I'll tell my secretary to see to it.”

“That Polish girl?” said Bosch. “The looker?”

“The looker,” Schindler agreed.

Bosch tried to whistle, but the tension of his Ilped been destroyed by the overproof
brandy and the sound emerged as a low raspbergurWife,” he said, man to man,
“must be a saint.”

“She is,” Herr Schindler admitted curtly. Bosch waslcome to his kitchenware, but
Schindler didn’t want him talking about his wife.

“Tell me,” said Bosch. “How do you keep her off ydaack? She must know ... yet you
seem to be able to control her very well.” All themor left Schindler’s face now.

Anyone could have seen frank distaste there. Tredl gotent growl that arose from him,
however, was not unlike Schindler’'s normal voice.

“I never discuss private matters,” he said.

Bosch rushed in. “Forgive me. | didn’t

..." He went on incoherently begging pardon. Hs®chindler did not like Herr Bosch
enough to explain to him at this advanced nightisf life that it wasn’t a matter of
controlling anyone, that the Schindler marital disa was instead a case of an ascetic
temperament—Frau Emilie Schindlers—and a hedanigtimperament—Herr Oskar
Schindler's—willingly and against good advice bimglthemselves together. But Oskar’'s
anger at Bosch was more profound than even he wraitd admitted. Emilie was very



like Oskar’s late mother, Frau Louisa Schindlerrrt&chindler senior had left Louisa in

1935. So Oskar had a visceral feeling that in n@akight of the Emilie-Oskar marriage,

Bosch was also demeaning the marriage of the Semnghdenior. The man was still

rushing out apologies. Bosch, a hand in everyrtiCracow, was now in a sweating panic
at the chance of losing six dozen sets of kitcheawa

The guests were summoned to the table. An oniop s@s carried in and served by the
maid. While the guests ate and chatted, the Rdso#ners continued to play, moving in
closer to the diners, but not so close as to impeeenovements of the maid or of lvan
and Petr, Goeth’s two Ukrainian orderlies. Herr iBdler, sitting between the tall girl
whom Scherner had appropriated and a sweet-fagedll-soned Pole who spoke
German, saw that both girls watched this maid. $loee the traditional domestic
uniform, black dress and white apron. She boreawish star on her arm, no stripe of
yellow paint on her back. She was Jewish just #rees What drew the attention of the
other women was the condition of her face. Thers taising along the jawline, and
you would have thought that Goeth had too much shtondisplay a servant in that
condition in front of the guests from Cracow. Btille women and Herr Schindler could
see, as well as the injury to her face, a moraratay purple, not always covered by her
collar, at the junction where her thin neck met $lgoulder. Not only did Amon Goeth
refuse to leave the girl unexplained in the backgdy but he turned his chair toward her,
gesturing at her with a hand, displaying her to desembled company. Herr Schindler
had not been at this house for six weeks now, isunformants told him the relationship
between Goeth and the girl had taken this twistt.pNVhen with friends, he used her as
a conversation piece. He hid her only when senfbcess from beyond the Cracow
region were visiting.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he called, mimicking th@e® of a mock-drunken cabaret
master of ceremonies, “may | introduce Lena. Aftee months with me she is now
doing well in cuisine and deportment.”

“I can see from her face,” said the tall girl, “trehe’s had a collision with the kitchen
furniture.”

“And the bitch could have another,” said Goeth wdtlgenial gurgle. “Yes. Another.
Couldn’t you, Lena?”

“He’s hard on women,” the SS chief boasted, winkatghis tall consort. Scherner’s

intention might not have been unkind, since he rdl refer to Jewish women but to

women in general. It was when Goeth was remindddepa’s Jewishness that she took
more punishment, either publicly, in front of dinnguests, or later when the

Commandant’s friends had gone home. Schernergh®weth’s superior, could have

ordered the Commandant to stop beating the girt.tBat would have been bad form,

would have soured the friendly parties at Amon’daviScherner came here not as a
superior, but as a friend, an associate, a carpassavorer of women. Amon was a
strange fellow, but no one could produce partiesihy he could.

Next there was herring in sauce, then pork knugldaperbly cooked and garnished by
Lena. They were drinking a heavy Hungarian red wiite the meat, the Rosner brothers
moved in with a torrid czardas, and the air in dirgng room thickened, all the officers
removing their uniform jackets. There was more goabout war contracts. Madritsch,



the uniform manufacturer, was asked about his Varflagtory. Was it doing as well with
Armaments Inspectorate contracts as was his fadtwige P@lasz@ow? Madritsch
referred to Titsch, his lean, ascetic manager. tiisseemed suddenly preoccupied, like a
man who has remembered in the middle of dinner samgent business detail he should
have cleared up that afternoon and which now caltsto him from the darkness of his
office.

The girls from Cracow were bored, the small-boneté Pglossy-lipped, perhaps twenty,
probably eighteen, placing a hand on Herr Schitglleght sleeve. “You're not a
soldier?” she murmured. “You'd look dashing in wnih.” Everyone began to chuckle—
Madritsch too. He’'d spent a while in uniform in 094intil released because his
managerial talents were so essential to the waortefBut Herr Schindler was so
influential that he had never been threatened with Wehrmacht. Madritsch laughed
knowingly. “Did you hear that?” Oberf@uhrer Scharmasked the table at large. “The
little lady’s got a picture of our industrialist assoldier. Private Schindler, eh? Eating
out of one of his own mess kits with a blanket acbhis shoulders. Over in Kharkov.”

In view of Herr Schindler's well-tailored eleganitedid make a strange picture, and
Schindler himself laughed at it.

“Happened to ...” said Bosch, trying to snap higérs; “happened to ... what's his name
up in Warsaw?”

“Toebbens,” said Goeth, reviving without warningldppened to Toebbens. Almost.”
The SD chief, Czurda, said,

“Oh, yes. Near thing for Toebbens.” Toebbens wa¥aasaw industrialist. Bigger than
Schindler, bigger than Madritsch. Quite a succédgini,” said Czurda (heini being
Heinrich Himmler), “went to Warsaw and told the amments man up there, Get the
fucking Jews out of Toebbens’ factory and put Taetsbin the Army and ... and send
him to the Front. | mean, the Front! And then Heold my associate up there, he said,
Go over his books with a microscope!”

Toebbens was a darling of the Armaments Inspe&owvdtich had favored him with war
contracts and which he had favored in return wifte gThe Armaments Inspectorate’s
protests had managed to save Toebbens, Scherdethmltable solemnly, and then
leaned over his plate to wink broadly at Schindi@&tever happen in Cracow, Oskar. We
all love you too much.”

All at once, perhaps to indicate the warmth the lettable felt for Herr Schindler the
industrialist, Goeth climbed to his feet and samwgoadless tune in unison with the theme
from Madame Butterfly which the dapper brothers m&wswere working on as
industriously as any artisan in any threatenedfgah any threatened ghetto.

By now Pfefferberg and Lisiek, the orderly, werestayrs in Goeth’s bathroom,
scrubbing away at the heavy bathtub ring. Theyadwdar the Rosners’ music and the
bursts of laughter and conversation. It was coffiee down there, and the battered girl
Lena had brought the tray in to the dinner guests retreated unmolested back to the
kitchen.

Madritsch and Titsch drank their coffee quickly aedcused themselves. Schindler
prepared to do the same. The little Polish girhsee to protest, but this was the wrong



house for him. Anything was permitted at the Gbatls, but Oskar found that his inside
knowledge of the limits of SS behavior in Polanceti sickening light on every word
you spoke here, every glass you drank, not to rerdny proposed sexual exchange.
Even if you took a girl upstairs, you could notdet that Bosch and Scherner and Goeth
were your brothers in pleasure, were—on the staire a bathroom or bedroom—going
through the same motions. Herr Schindler, no mamyld rather .be a monk than have a
woman at chez Goeth. He spoke across the girlcheer@er, talking about war news,
Polish bandits, the likelihood of a bad winter. tireg the girl know that Scherner was a
brother and that he would never take a girl frobr@her. Saying good night, though, he
kissed her on the hand. He saw that Goeth, inHiris Sleeves, was disappearing out the
dining-room door, heading for the stairwell, sugpdrby one of the girls who had
flanked him at dinner. Oskar excused himself anedgbaup with the Commandant. He
reached out and laid a hand on Goeth’s shoulddre @yes Goeth turned on him
struggled for focus. “Oh,” he muttered. “Going, @sK’

“I have to be home,” said Oskar. At home was Ingnid German mistress.

“You're a bloody stallion,” said Goeth.

“Not in your class,” said Schindler.

“No, you're right. I'm a frigging

Olympian. We're going ... where’re we going?” Hened his head to the girl but
answered the question himself. “We’re going tokhehen to see that Lena’s clearing up

properly.”

“No,” said the girl, laughing. “We aren’t doing ttiaShe steered him to the stairs. It was
decent of her—the sorority in operation— to protiet thin, bruised girl in the kitchen.
Schindler watched them—the hulking officer, thegislj supporting girl—staggering
crookedly up the staircase. Goeth looked like a mhaa would have to sleep at least till
lunchtime, but Oskar knew the Commandant’'s amaeonggstitution and the clock that
ran in him. By 3 A.m. Goeth might even decide w&erand write a letter to his father in
Vienna. By seven, after only an hour’s sleep, Heedon the balcony, infantry rifle in
hand, ready to shoot any dilatory prisoners.

When the girl and Goeth reached the first land®Bghindler sidled down the hallway
toward the back of the house.

Pfefferberg and Lisiek heard the Commandant, censldy earlier than they had
expected him, entering the bedroom and mumblintheogirl he’d brought upstairs. In
silence they picked up their cleaning equipmergptinto the bedroom and tried to slip
out a side door. Still standing and able to semthe their line of escape, Goeth recoiled
at the sight of the cleaning stick, suspectingtthe men might be assassins. When Lisiek
stepped forward, however, and began a tremulousrttefine Commandant understood
that they were merely prisoners.

“Herr Commandant,” said Lisiek, panting with justd fear, “I wish to report that there
has been a ring in your bathtub. ...”

“Oh,” said Amon. “So you called in an expert.” Hedkoned to the boy. “Come here,
darling.”



Lisiek edged forward and was struck so savageliylibavent sprawling halfway under

the bed. Amon again uttered his invitation, astifmight amuse the girl to see him

speaking endearments to prisoners. Young Lisieke raad tottered toward the

Commandant again for another round. As the bolggpichimself up the second time,

Pfefferberg, an experienced prisoner, expectedharga—that they’d be marched down

to the garden and summarily shot by Ivan. Instteddommandant simply raged at them
to leave, which they did at once.

When Pfefferberg heard a few days later that Lisieds dead, shot by Amon, he
presumed it was over the bathroom incident. In fagtas for a different matter alt—
Lisiek’s offense had been to harness a horse agdybtor Herr Bosch without first
asking the Commandant’s permission. In the kitcbethe villa, the maid, whose real
name was Helen Hirsch (goeth called her Lena od&ahess, she would always say),
looked up to see one of the dinner guests in tloeveiy. She put down the dish of meat
scraps she’d been holding and stood at attentitim avjerky suddenness. “Herr ...” She
looked at his dinner jacket and sought the worchfor. “Herr Direktor, | was just putting
aside the bones for the Herr Commandant’s dogs.”

“Please, please,” said Herr Schindler.
“You don’t have to report to me, Fraulein Hirsch.”

He moved around the table. He did not seem to akirsgy her, but she feared his
intentions. Even though Amon enjoyed beating her, Jewishness always saved her
from overt sexual attack. But there were Germane whre not as fastidious on racial
matters as Amon. This one’s tone of voice, howewas one to which she was not
accustomed, even from the SS officers and NCO'’S g@me to the kitchen to complain
about Amon.

“Don’t you know me?” he asked, just like a man featball star or a violinist—whose
sense of his own celebrity has been hurt by a géré failure to recognize him. “I'm
Schindler.”

She bowed her head. “Herr Direktor,” she said. ¢@idrse, I've heard ... and you’'ve been
here before. | remember ...”

He put his arm around her. He could surely feeltémsing of her body as he touched her
cheek with his lips.

He murmured, “It's not that sort of kiss.
I’'m kissing you out of pity, if you must know.”

She couldn’t avoid weeping. Herr Direktor Schindtessed her hard now in the middle
of the forehead, in the manner of Polish farewellsailway stations, a resounding
Eastern European smack of the lips. She saw thaatidegun to weep too. “That kiss is
something | bring you from ...” He waved his hamdlicating some honest tribe of men
out in the dark, sleeping in tiered bunks or hidingforests, people for whom—by
absorbing punishment from Hauptsturmf@uhrer Goethe-vgas in part a buffer.

Herr Schindler released her and reached into Hes gocket, bringing out a large candy
bar. In its substance it too seemed prewar.

“Keep that somewhere,” he advised her.



“I get extra food here,” she told him, as if it wea matter of pride that he not assume she
was starving. Food, in fact, was the least of hemris. She knew she would not survive
Amon’s house, but it wouldn’t be for lack of food.

“If you don’t want to eat it, trade it,” Herr Schater told her. “Or why not build yourself
up?” He stood back and surveyed her. “ltzhak Stathme about you.”

“Herr Schindler,” murmured the girl. She put heratedown and wept neatly,
economically for a few seconds. “Herr Schindler,likes to beat me in front of those
women. On my first day here, he beat me becauseWwtout the bones from dinner. He
came down to the basement at midnight and askedhaee they were. For his dogs, you
understand. That was the first beating. | saidito h. | don’t know why | said it; I'd
never say it now ... Why are you beating me? He, Sdie reason I'm beating you now is
you asked me why I'm beating you.”

She shook her head and shrugged, as if reprovirsgliiéor talking so much. She didn’t

want to say any more; she couldn’t convey the hystd her punishments, her repeated
experience of the Hauptsturmf@uhrer's fists. H8ghindler bent his head to her
confidingly. “Your circumstances are appalling,|éfe” he told her.

“It doesn’'t matter,” she said. “I've accepted it.”

“Accepted it?”

“One day he’ll shoot me.”

Schindler shook his head, and she thought it wasgtib an encouragement to her to
hope. Suddenly, the good cloth and the pamperezh ftef Herr Schindler were a

provocation. “For God’s sake, Herr Direktor, | dbéngs. We were up on the roof on

Monday, chipping off the ice, young Lisiek and IndAwe saw the Herr Commandant
come out of the front door and down the steps kypttio, right below us. And there on

the steps, he drew his gun and shot a woman whopassing. A woman carrying a

bundle. Through the throat. Just a woman on herseayewhere. You know. She didn’t

seem fatter or thinner or slower or faster thanoaryelse. | couldn’'t guess what she’d
done. The more you see of the Herr Commandanintire you see that there’s no set of
rules you can keep to. You can’t say to yoursélffdllow these rules, I'll be safe.

Schindler took her hand and wrung it for emphadisten, my dear Fraulein Helen
Hirsch, in spite of all that, it's still better thavajdanek or Auschwitz. If you can keep
your health ...”

She said, “I thought it would be easy to do thathe Commandant’s kitchen. When |
was assigned here, from the camp kitchen, the afinksrwere jealous.” A pitiful smile
spread on her lips.

Schindler raised his voice now. He was like a maumeiating a principle of physics.

“He won't kill you, because he enjoys you too muety, dear Helen. He enjoys you so
much he won't even let you wear the Star. He ddesanht anyone to know it's a Jew

he’s enjoying. He shot the woman from the stepaibse she meant nothing to him, she
was one of a series, she neither offended nor gaielasn. You understand that. But you

... I's not decent, Helen. But it’s life.”



Someone else had said that to her. Leo John, thent@aodant’s deputy. John was an SS
Untersturmf@uhrer—equivalent to second lieuterfée. won't kill you,” John had said,
“till the end, Lena, because he gets too muchli€laout of you.” Coming from John, it
hadn’t had the same effect. Herr Schindler hadgaetlemned her to a painful survival.
He seemed to understand that she was stunned. Heumad encouragement. He'd see
her again. He’d try to get her out. Out? she asked of the villa, he explained; into my
factory, he said. Surely you have heard of my figctohave an enamelware factory.

“Oh, yes,” she said like a slum child speakingh# Riviera. “"Schindler’s Emalia.”

I've heard of it.”

“Keep your health,” he said again. He seemed tawkihovould be the key. He seemed to
draw on a knowledge of future intentions—HimmleFsank’s

--when he said it. “All right,” she conceded.

She turned her back on him and went to a chinatldsagging it forward from the wall,
an exercise of strength which in such a diminisietl amazed Herr Schindler. She
removed a brick from the section of wall the cldsatl previously covered. She brought
out a wad of money—

“I have a sister in the camp kitchen,” she sdifhe’s younger than | am. | want you to
spend this buying her back if ever she’s put onctitdle cars. | believe you often find out
about these things beforehand.”

“I'll make it my business,” Schindler told her, bwith ease, not like a solemn promise.
“How much is it?”

“Four thousand z@loty.”

He took it negligently, her nest egg, and shovedtd a side pocket. It was still safer
with him than in a niche behind Amon Goeth'’s chataset.

So the story of Oskar Schindler is begun perilousijth Gothic Nazis, with SS
hedonism, with a thin and brutalized girl, andwiflgaure of the imagination somehow as
popular as the golden-hearted whore: the good Germa

On one hand, Oskar has made it his business to kmovull face of the system, the rabid
face behind the veil of bureaucratic decency. Hews) that is, earlier than most would
dare know it, what Sonderbehandlung means; thaigthdat says “Special Treatment,” it
means pyramids of cyanotic corpses in

Bel@zec, Sobibor, Treblinka, and in that complestwe# Cracow known to the Poles as
O@swi@ecim-Brzezinka but which will be known to tiMest by its German name,
Auschwitz-Birkenau.

On the other hand, he is a businessman, a deatenperament, and he does not openly
spit in the system’s eye. He has already reducedynamids, and though he does not
know how this year and next they will grow in siaed number and overtop the
Matterhorn, he knows the mountain is coming. Though cannot predict what
bureaucratic shifts will occur in its constructidre still presumes there will always be
room and need for Jewish labor. Therefore, durisyisit

to Helen Hirsch, he insists, “Keep your health.” l8esure, and out in the darkened
Arbeitslager (work camp) of P@lasz@ow, wakeful Jestis and promise themselves,



that no regime—the tide set against it—can affordla away with a plentiful source of
free labor. It's the ones who break down, spibdldfall to dysentery who are put on the
Auschwitz transports. Herr Schindler himself haarbeprisoners, out on the Appellplatz
of the P@Ilasz@ow labor camp, summoned for morrofigall, murmur, “At least | still
have my health,” in a tone which in normal life pithe aged use.

So, this winter night, it is both early days antkldays for Herr Schindler’s practical

engagement in the salvage of certain human livesisHn deep; he has broken Reich
laws to an extent that would earn him a multipjicibf hangings, beheadings,

consignments to the drafty huts of Auschwitz or @e@Rosen. But he does not know
yet how much it will really cost. Though he hasrgpefortune already, he does not know
the extent of payments still to be made.

Not to stretch belief so early, the story beginthvai quotidian act of kindness—a kiss, a
soft voice, a bar of chocolate. Helen Hirsch wonkder see her 4,000 zaloty again --not
in a form in which they could be counted and heldthe hand. But to this day she

considers it a matter of small importance that ©gkas so inexact with sums of money.



CHAPTER 1
General Sigmund List's armored divisions, drivirgyth from the Sudetenland, had taken
the sweet south Polish jewel of Cracow from bosimkls on September 6, 1939.

And it was in their wake that Oskar Schindler esdiethe city which, for the next five
years, would be his oyster. Though within the mohth would show that he was
disaffected from National Socialism, he could sséle that Cracow, with its railroad
junction and its as yet modest industries, woulcad@momtown of the new regime. He
wasn’t going to be a salesman anymore. Now he wagdo be a tycoon.

It is not immediately easy to find in Oskar’s faysl history the origins of his impulse
toward rescue. He was born on April 28, 1908, th® Austrian Empire of Franz Josef,
into the hilly Moravian province of that ancient gttian realm. His hometown was the
industrial city of Zwittau, to which some commeitaigpening had brought the Schindler
ancestors from Vienna at the beginning of the sixtie century.

Herr Hans Schindler, Oskar’s father, approved ef ithperial arrangement, considered
himself culturally an Austrian, and spoke Germantha table, on the telephone, in
business, in moments of tenderness. Yet when ii8 Hrr Schindler and the members
of his family found themselves citizens of the Gmesiovak republic of Masaryk and
Bene@s, it did not seem to cause any fundamergtaieds to the father, and even less
still to his ten-year-old son. The child Hitler,cacding to the man Hitler, was tormented
even as a boy by the gulf between the mysticalywfitAustria and Germany and their
political separation. No such

neurosis of disinheritance soured Oskar Schindthiklhood. Czechoslovakia was such
a bosky, unravished little dumpling of a republatt the German-speakers took their
minority stature with some grace, even if the Depi@ and some minor governmental
follies would later put a certain strain on theatenship.

Zwittau, Oskar's hometown, was a small, coal-dusigdin the southern reaches of the
mountain range known as the Jeseniks. Its surragndills stood partly ravaged by
industry and partly forested with larch and spraod fir. Because of its community of
German-speaking Sudetendeutschen, it maintaineztadh

grammar school, which Oskar attended. There he tto®liRealgymnasium Course which
was meant to produce engineers—mining, mecharuiuall,

--to suit the area’s industrial landscape. Herristler himself owned a farm-machinery
plant, and Oskar’s education was a preparatiothisrinheritance. The family Schindler
was Catholic. So too was the family of young Amome@, by this time also completing
the Science Course and sitting for the Matura eratitns in Vienna.

Oskar’s mother, Louisa, practiced her faith witlergyy, her clothes redolent all Sunday
of the incense burned in clouds at High Mass in @murch of St. Maurice. Hans

Schindler was the sort of husband who drives a wotaaeligion. He liked cognac; he

liked coffeehouses. A redolence of brandy-warm thregood tobacco, and confirmed
earthiness came from the direction of that goodandmst, Mr. Hans Schindler.

The family lived in a modern villa, set in its owgardens, across the city from the
industrial section. There were two children, Os&ad his sister, Elfriede. But there are
not witnesses left to the dynamics of that hous&hexcept in the most general terms.



We know, for example, that it distressed Frau Stlkeinthat her son, like his father, was a
negligent Catholic.

But it cannot have been too bitter a householdmAite little that Oskar would say of his
childhood, there was no darkness there. Sunlighesramong the

fir trees in the garden. There are ripe plums & ¢brner of those early summers. If he
spends a part of some June morning at Mass, henbdsing back to the villa much of
a sense of sin. He runs his father’s car out inéosun in front of the garage and begins
tinkering inside its motor. Or else he sits on a

side step of the house, filing away at the carlouret the motorcycle he is building.
Oskar had a few middle-class Jewish friends, wipasents also sent them to the German
grammar school. These children were not village k&slazim—quirky, Yiddish-
speaking, Orthodox—but multilingual and not-soaitisons of Jewish businessmen.
Across the Hana Plain and in the Beskidy Hills,n8igd Freud had been born of just
such a Jewish family, and that not so long befoamdHdSchindler himself was born to
solid German stock in Zwittau.

Oskar’s later history seems to call out for somepsece in his childhood. The young
Oskar should defend some bullied Jewish boy owidne home from school. It is a safe
bet it didn’t happen, and we are happier not kngwsince the event would seem too pat.
Besides, one Jewish child saved from a bloody rmeses nothing. For Himmler
himself would complain, in a speech to one of hissktzgruppen, that every German had
a Jewish friend. “"The Jewish people are going & dmnihilated,” says every Party
member. “Sure, it's in our program: elimination thie Jews, annihilation—we’ll take
care of it.” And then they all come trudging, eighmillion worthy Germans, and each
one has his one decent Jew. Sure, the others are,dwt this one is an A-One Jew.”

Trying still to find, in the shadow of Himmler, semhint of Oskar’s later enthusiasms,
we encounter the Schindlers’ next-door neighbdiheaal rabbi named Dr. Felix Kantor.

Rabbi Kantor was a disciple of Abraham Geiger, @sman liberalizer of Judaism who
claimed that it was no crime, in fact was praisdhwgrto be a German as well as a Jew.
Rabbi Kantor was no rigid village scholar. He degsén the modern mode and spoke
German in the house. He called his place of worshfpemple” and not by that older
name, “synagogue.” His temple was attended by Jewdsctors, engineers, and
proprietors of textile mills in Zwittau. When thésaveled, they told other businessmen,
“Our rabbi is Dr. Kantor—he writes articles not pribr the Jewish journals in Prague
and Brno, but for the dailies as well.”

Rabbi Kantor's two sons went to the same schodhasson of his German neighbor
Schindler. Both boys were bright enough eventuglgrhaps, to become two of the rare
Jewish professors at the German University of Rraghese crew-cut German-speaking
prodigies raced in knee pants around the summeegar Chasing the Schindler children
and being chased. And Kantor, watching them flashnd out among the yew hedges,
might have thought it was all working as Geiger &wetz and Lazarus and all those
other nineteenth-century German-Jewish liberals peatlicted. We lead enlightened
lives, we are greeted by German neighbors—



Mr. Schindler will even make snide remarks aboued@zstatesmen in our hearing. We
are secular scholars as well as sensible intergretehe Talmud. We belong both to the
twentieth century and to an ancient tribal race. & neither offensive nor offended
against. Later, in the mid-1930’s, the rabbi worddise this happy estimation and make
up his mind in the end that his sons could never dfti the National Socialists with a
German-language Ph.d.

--that there was no outcrop of twentieth-centuchtelogy or secular scholarship behind
which a Jew could find sanctuary, any more thametlveuld ever be a species of rabbi
acceptable to the new

German legislators. In 1936 all the Kantors movedelgium. The Schindlers never
heard of them again. Race, blood, and soil metitd to the adolescent Oskar. He was
one of those boys for whom a motorcycle is the ncostpelling model of the universe.
And his father—a mechanic by temperament—seemste bncouraged the boy’s zeal
for red-hot machinery. In the last year of highauh Oskar was riding around Zwittau
on a red 500cc Galloni. A school friend,

Erwin Tragatsch, watched with unspeakable desitbeased Galloni farted its way down
the streets of the town and arrested the attemiggromenaders on the square. Like the
Kantor boys, it too was a prodigy—not only the s8kdloni in Zwittau, not only the only
500cc Italian Galloni in Moravia, but probably aique machine in all Czechoslovakia.

In the spring of 1928, the last months of Oskadslescence and prelude to a summer in
which he would fall in love and decide to marry, dqgeared in the town square on a
250cc Moto-Guzzi, of which there were only four @th on the Continent outside lItaly,
and those four owned by international racers—Geess#lans Winkler, the Hungarian
Joo and the Pole Kolaczkowski. There must have eenspeople who shook their
heads and said that Herr Schindler was spoilindgptye

But it would be Oskar’s sweetest and most innosanimer. An apolitical boy in a skull-
fitting leather helmet revving the motor of the MdBuzzi, racing against the local
factory teams in the mountains of Moravia, son diamily for whom the height of
political sophistication was to burn a candle feariz Josef. Just around the pine-clad
curve, an ambiguous marriage, an economic slunyenseen years of fatal politics. But
on the rider’'s face no knowledge, just the windtflaed grimace of a high-speed biker
who—because he is new, because he is no pro, leealluss records are as yet unset—
can afford the price better than the older onesptios, the racers with times to beat.

His first contest was in May, the mountain racerMeein Brno and Sobeslav. It was high-
class competition, so that at least the expensiygtosperous Herr Hans Schindler had
given his son was not rusting in a garage. He camhird on his red Moto-Guzzi,
behind two Terrots which had been souped up witiigm Blackburne motors.

For his next challenge he moved farther from hoondhé Altvater circuit, in the hills on
the Saxon border. The German 250cc champion Walfiienkler was there for the race,
and his veteran rival Kurt Henkelmann, on a watesled DKW. All the Saxon

hotshots—Horowitz, Kocher, and Kliwar—had enteréte Terrot-Blackburnes were



back and some Coventry Eagles. There were threeo-Kakzis, including Oskar
Schindler’s, as well as the big guns from the 35ass and a BMW 500cc team.

It was nearly Oskar’'s best, most unalloyed day. kdpt within touch of the leaders
during the first laps and watched to see what migiggpen. After an hour, Winkler,
Henkelmann, and Oskar had left the Saxons behimdtitlee other Moto-Guzzis fell away
with some mechanical flaw. In what Oskar believeasthe second-to-last lap he passed
Winkler and must have felt, as palpably as theitself and the blur of pines, his
imminent career as a factory-team rider, and theetrobsessed life it would permit him
to lead.

In what then he assumed was the last lap, Oskae@aklenkelmann and both the
DKW'’S, crossed the line and slowed. There must Haeen some deceptive sign from
officials, because the crowd also believed the raag over. By the time Oskar knew it
wasn’'t—that he had made some amateur mistake—\&@lWinkler and Mita Vychodil
had passed him, and even the exhausted Henkelmasabie to nudge him out of third
place.

He was feted home. Except for a technicality, Hedten Europe’s best.

Tragatsch surmised that the reasons Oskar’s casear motorcycle racer ended there
were economic. It was a fair guess. For that sumafeer a courtship of only six weeks,
he hurried into marriage with a farmer’s daughaed so fell out of favor with his father,
who happened also to be his employer.

The girl he married was from a village to the ezsfwittau in the Hana Plain. She was
convent-schooled and had the sort of reserve heredrm his mother. Her widowed

father was no peasant but a gentleman farmer. dnTthirty Years War, her Austrian

ancestors had survived the recurrent campaigndaanithes which had swept that fertile
plain. Three centuries later, in a new era of ritleir daughter entered an ill-advised
marriage with an unformed boy from Zwittau. Herhfat disapproved of it as deeply as
Oskar’s.

Hans didn’t like it because he could see that Os$lkat married in the pattern of his,
Hans’s, own uneasy marriage. A sensual husbandy avlih a wild streak, looking too
early in his life for some sort of peace from alike) gracious, unsophisticated girl.

Oskar had met Emilie at a party in Zwittau. She wiaging friends from her village of
Alt-Molstein. Oskar knew the place, of course; heddd tractors in the area.

When the banns were announced in the parish chaiafhéwittau, some people thought
the couple so ill-matched that they began to look rhotives other than love. It is
possible that even that summer the Schindler faanhimery factory was in trouble, for
it was geared to the manufacture of steam-drivactdrs of a type already going out of
style with farmers. Oskar was pouring a large péris wages back into the business,
and now—uwith Emilie—came a dowry of half a millidkeichsmarks, an honest and
alleviating lump of capital in anyone’s languageéieTsuspicion of the gossips was
unfounded, though, for that summer Oskar was iafatl And since Emilie’s father
would never find grounds to believe the boy wouwdttle down and be a good husband,
only a fraction of the half-million was ever pai@&milie herself was delighted to escape
stultifying Alt-Molstein by marrying handsome Osk&chindler. Her father’'s closest



friend had always been the dull parish priest, Bmdlie had grown up pouring the two of
them tea and listening to their naive opinions ofitips and theology. If we are still
seeking significant Jewish connections, there heghlsome in Emilie’s girlhood—the
village doctor who treated her grandmother, an@,Rjtanddaughter of the storekeeper
Reif. During one of his visits to the farmhouses ffarish priest told Emilie’s father that
it was not good on principle for a Catholic chitnl have a particular friendship with a
Jew.

Out of the almost glandular stubbornness of girthdemilie resisted the priest’s edict.
The friendship with Rita Reif would survive tillélday in 1942 when local Nazi officials
executed Rita in front of the store. After the nage, Oskar and Emilie settled in an
apartment in Zwittau. For Oskar, the Thirties miigve seemed a mere epilogue to his
glorious mistake on the Altvater circuit in the suer of ‘28. He did his military service
in the Czechoslovak Army and, although it gave k@ chance to drive a truck, found
that he abhorred the military life --not on padifigounds but on grounds of discomfort.
Home again in Zwittau, he neglected Emilie in therengs, staying late in caf‘es like a
single man, talking to girls neither nunlike noragous. The family business went
bankrupt in 1935, and that same year his fathérHefu Louisa Schindler and took an
apartment of his own. Oskar hated him for thatwedt and drank tea with his aunts and
denounced Hans to them and, even in caf'‘es, magkchps about his father’s treachery
to a good woman. He seems to have been blind toetbemblance between his own
faltering marriage and his parents’ broken one.

Because of his good business contacts, his coityyiais gifts of salesmanship, his
ability to hold his liquor, he got a job even inetimidst of the Depression as sales
manager of Moravian Electrotechnic. Its head offies located in the grim provincial
capital of Brno, and Oskar commuted between Brrob Amittau. He liked the traveling
life. It was half the destiny he’d promised himselfien he’d passed Winkler on the
Altvater circuit.

When his mother died, he rushed back to Zwittau todd beside his aunts; his sister,
Elfriede; and his wife, Emilie, on one side of theve, while treacherous Hans stood
solitary— except, of course, for the parish prieat-the head of the coffin. Louisa’s

death had consecrated the enmity between OskaHans. Oskar couldn’t see it—only

the women could—that Hans and Oskar were in fact bnothers separated by the
accident of paternity.

By the time of that funeral, Oskar was wearing th@kenkreuz emblem of Konrad

Henlein’s Sudeten German Party. Neither Emilietheraunts approved, but they did not
take it too hard—it was something young Czech Gagweere wearing that season. Only
the Social Democrats and the Communists did nottsfhe badge or subscribe to
Henlein’s Party, and God knew Oskar was neithepa@unist nor a Social Democrat.

Oskar was a salesman. All things being equal, wleenwent in to a German company
manager wearing the badge, you got the order.

Yet even with his order book wide open and his pdilying, Oskar also—in the months

in 1938 before the German divisions entered theetmtbnd—felt a sense of a grand
shift in history, and was seduced by the itch tqhgy to it. Whatever his motives for
running with Henlein, it seems that as soon agtfisions entered Moravia he suffered



an instant disillusionment with National Socialisas thorough and as quick as the
disillusionment that had set in after marriage. $é¢&ms to have expected that the
invading power would allow some brotherly Sudetepblic to be founded. In a later
statement, he said he was appalled by the new eégimllying of the Czech population,
by the seizure of Czech property. His first docutadracts of rebellion would occur very
early in the coming world conflict, and there is meed to doubt that the Protectorate of
Bohemia and Moravia, proclaimed by Hitler from Hsedin Castle in March 1939,
surprised him with its early showing of tyranny.

Besides that, the two people whose opinions he mespected—Emilie, and his
estranged father—were not taken in by the grandohée hour and both claimed to
know Hitler could not succeed. Their opinions wagg sophisticated, but neither were
Oskar’'s. Emilie believed simply that the man woblel punished for making himself
God. Herr Schindler senior, as his position waayed to Oskar by an aunt, fell back on
basic historical principles. Just outside Brno weesstretch of river where Napoleon had
won the battle of Austerlitz. And what had befalldgms triumphant Napoleon? He'd
become a nobody, growing potatoes on an islantienntid-Atlantic. The same would
happen to this fellow. Destiny, said Herr Schindlenior, was not a limitless rope. It was
a piece of elastic. The harder you went forward, rtiore fiercely you were jerked back
to your starting point. That was what life, adgilmarriage, and the economic slump had
taught Herr Hans Schindler.

But perhaps his son, Oskar, was not yet a cleangrd the new system. One evening
that autumn, young Herr Schindler attended a pafrtgt sanitarium in the hills outside
Ostrava, up near the Polish border. The hostesgheasanitarium manager, a client and
friend Oskar had acquired on the road. She intredutim to a personable German
named Eberhard Gebauer. They talked about busee$swhat moves France and
Britain and Russia might make. Then they went athwa bottle to a spare room so that,
as Gebauer suggested, they could talk more fraitkigre Gebauer identified himself as
an officer of Admiral Canaris’ Abwehr intelligencand offered his new drinking
companion the chance to work for the Foreign Sectd the Abwehr. Oskar had
accounts across the border in Poland, througholiti&and Upper Silesia. Would he
agree to supply the Abwehr with military intelligenfrom that region? Gebauer said he
knew from his friend the hostess that Oskar waalligent and gregarious. With these
gifts, he could make use not only of his own obagons of industrial and military
installations in the area but of those of any GerRales he might happen to recruit in
restaurants or bars, or during business meetings.

Again, apologists for the young Oskar would sayt the agreed to work for Canaris
because, as an Abwehr agent, he was exempt fromsamice. That was a large part of
the proposal’s charm. But he must also have bali¢hat a German advance into Poland
would be appropriate. Like the slim officer sittidgnking on the bed with him, he must
still have approved of the national business, tholg did not like the management. For
Oskar, Gebauer may have possessed a moral allurbéefand his Abwehr colleagues
considered themselves a decent Christian eliteudinat did not prevent their planning
for a military intrusion into Poland, it gave theamcontempt for Himmler and the SS,
with whom, they believed high-handedly, they wemecompetition for the control of
Germany'’s soul.



Later, a very different intelligence-gathering boaguld find Oskar’s reports to be full

and praiseworthy. On his Polish journeys for thevAbr, he showed a gift for charming
news out of people, especially in a social settiagthe dinner table, over cocktails. We
do not know the exact nature or importance of wiatfound out for Gebauer and
Canaris, but he came to like the city of Cracowyweell, and to discover that though it
was no great industrial metropolis, it was an esiggiimedieval city surrounded with a
fringe of metal, textile, and chemical plants.

As for the unmotorized Polish Army, its secretsevalt too apparent.



CHAPTER 2
In late October 1939, two young German NCO'’S euté¢ine showroom of J. C.

Buchheister and Company in Stradom Street , Crae@na, insisted on buying some
expensive bolts of cloth to send home. The Jewistk behind the counter, a yellow star
sewn to his breast, explained that Buchheisterts riit sell direct to the public but

supplied garment factories and retail outlets. 3tidiers would not be dissuaded. When
it was time to settle their bill, they did it whimally with a Bavarian banknote of 1858

and a piece of German Army Occupation scrip daggddt1

“Perfectly good currency,” one of them told the #wbookkeeper. They were healthy-
looking young men who had spent all spring and semon maneuvers, the early
autumn yielding them an easy triumph and, latéthal latitude of conquerors in a sweet
city. The bookkeeper agreed to the transaction gotdthem out of the shop before
ringing up a sale on the cash register. Laterhm day, a young German accounts
manager, an official appointed by the deftly nari®dt Trust Agency to take over and
run Jewish businesses, visited the showroom. He om&s of two German officials
assigned to Buchheister. The first was Sepp Aue, shpervisor, a middle-aged,
unambitious man, and the second, this young g@&gefhe young man inspected the
books and the till. He took out the valueless awye What did it mean, this comic-opera
money?

The Jewish bookkeeper told his story; the accomrasager accused him of substituting
the antique notes for hard z@Ioty. Later in the, dayBuchheister’s warehouse upstairs,
the go-getter reported to Sepp Aue and said theyldltall in the Schutzpolizei.

Herr Aue and the young accountant both knew thah san act would lead to the
imprisonment of the bookkeeper in the SS jail inWtupich Street. The accountant
thought that this would set an excellent example Bachheister's remaining Jewish
staff. But the idea distressed Aue, who had a séaislity of his own, his grandmother
having been Jewish, though no one had yet fouricbtita

Aue sent an office boy with a message to the coripamiginal accountant, a Polish Jew
named Itzhak Stern, who was at home with influeAzee was a political appointee with

little accounting experience. He wanted Stern tmeanto the office and resolve the
impasse over the bolts of linen. He had just skatrhessage off to Stern’s house in
Podg@orze when his secretary came into the office announced that a Herr Oskar
Schindler was waiting outside, claiming to haveappointment. Aue went into the outer
room and saw a tall young man, placid as a largg ttanquilly smoking. The two had

met at a party the night before. Oskar had beem théh a Sudeten German girl named
Ingrid, Treuh@ander, or supervisor, of a JewishdWare company, just as Aue was
Treuh@ander of Buchheister's. They were a glamoomugple, Oskar and this Ingrid,

frankly in love, stylish, with lots of friends ité Abwehr.

Herr Schindler was looking for a career in Crac®extiles? Aue had suggested. “It isn’t
just uniforms. The Polish domestic market itselfagye enough and inflated enough to
support us all. You're welcome to look Buchheiseover,” he’d urged Oskar, not
knowing how he might regret his tipsy camaradeti2z B.m. the next day.



Schindler could see that Herr Aue had possible reetboughts about his invitation. If
it's not convenient, Herr Treuh@ander, Oskar suigges.

Herr Aue said not at all and took Schindler throtigl warehouse and across a yard to
the spinning division, where great rolls of goldabric were running off the machines.
Schindler asked if the Treuh@ander had had troulifle the Poles. No, said Sepp,
they're cooperative.

Stunned, if anything. After all, it's not

exactly a munitions factory.

Schindler so obviously had the air of a man withretions that Aue could not resist the
temptation to test the point. Did Oskar know thepe at the Main Armaments Board?
Did he know General Julius Schindler, for examterhaps General Schindler was a
relative.

That makes no difference, said Herr Schindler dwgagly. (in fact General Schindler
was unrelated to him.) The General wasn’t suchdafeblow, compared with some, said
Oskar. Aue agreed. But he himself would never #iite General Schindler or meet him
for drinks; that was the difference.

They returned to the office, encountering on the

way ltzhak Stern, Buchheister’'s Jewish

accountant, waiting on a chair provided

by Aue’s secretary, blowing his nose and coughiagiily. He stood up, joined his hands
one on top of the other in front of his chest, amth immense eyes watched both
conquerors approach, pass him, and enter the offteere Aue offered Schindler a drink
and then, excusing himself, left Oskar by the &rel went out to interview Stern. He
was so thin, and there was a scholarly drynesgroe had the manners of a Talmudic
scholar, but also of a European intellectual. #alé him the story of the bookkeeper and
the NCO’S and the assumptions the young Germanuatamat had made. He produced
from the safe the currency: the 1858 Bavarian, &4 Occupation. “I thought you
might have instituted an accounting procedure & dath just this situation,” said Aue.
“It must be happening a great deal in Cracow jost.h

Itzhak Stern took the notes and studied them. Hkimdeed developed a procedure, he
told the Herr Treuh@ander. Without a smile or akyime moved to the open fire at the
end of the room and dropped both notes into it.

“I write these transactions off to profit and lossider “free samples,”™ he said. There
had been a lot of free samples since September.liRe® Stern’s dry, effective style
with the legal evidence. He began to laugh, semirthe accountant’s lean features the
complexities of Cracow itself, the parochial camsis of a small city. Only a local knew
the ropes.

In the inner office Herr Schindler sat in needafdl information. Aue led Stern through
into the manager’s office to meet Herr Schindldnpwtood staring at the

fire, an unstoppered hip flask held absently in baed. The first thing Itzhak Stern
thought was, This isn’t a manageable German. Aue W badge of his



F@uhrer, a miniature Hakenkreuz, as negligently asan might wear the badge of a
cycling club. But big Schindler’'s coin-sized emble¢ook the light from the fire in its
black enamel. It, and the young man’s general afite, were all the more the symbols
of Stern’s autumn griefs as a Polish Jew with al.cohue made the introductions.
According to the edict already issued by Govern@nk, Stern made his statement: “I
have to tell you, sir, that | am a Jew.”

“Well,” Herr Schindler growled at him

“'m a German. So there we are!”

All very well, Stern almost intoned privately betlimis sodden handkerchief. In that
case, lift the edict.

For ltzhak Stern was a man—even now, in only theeisén week of the New Order in
Poland—not under one edict but already under many.

Hans Frank, Governor General of Poland, had alrgatgted and signed six restrictive
edicts, leaving others to his district governor, Otto W@achter, an SS
Gruppenf@uhrer (equivalent to major general), tplement. Stern, besides declaring his
origins, had also to carry a distinctive registratcard marked by a yellow stripe. The
Orders-in-Council forbidding kosher preparationnzéats and commanding forced labor
for Jews were three weeks old when Stern stoodhinggn Schindler’'s presence. And
Stern’s official ration as an Untermensch (subhunveas little more than half that of a
non-Jewish Pole, the latter being tainted by Un&rseh’-hood himself.

Finally, by an edict of November 8, a general regi®on of all Cracovian Jews had
begun and was required to be completed by tfe 24

Stern, with his calm and abstract cast of mind,wkrikat the edicts would continue,
would circumscribe his living and breathing furthstiil. Most Cracow Jews expected
such a rash of edicts. There would be some disnuti life—

Jews from the shtetls being brought to town to showal, intellectuals being sent into
the countryside to hoe beets. There would alsgbeasdic slaughters for a time, like the
one over at Tursk where an SS artillery unit hagt keople working on a bridge all day
and then driven them into the village synagogué¢ha evening and shot them. There
would always be such intermittent instances. Bt $ituation would settle; the race
would survive by petitioning, by buying off the hatities—it was the old method, it had
been working since the Roman Empire, it would wadain. In the end the civil
authorities needed Jews, especially in a natiorrevtiey were one in every eleven.

Stern, however, wasn’t one of the sanguine onediti®t presume that the legislation
would soon achieve a plateau of negotiable sevdfity these were the worst of times.
So though he did not know that the coming fire widu different in substance as well as
degree, he was already resentful enough of thegfututhink, All very well for you, Herr
Schindler, to make generous little gestures of Egua

This man, said Aue, introducing Itzhak
Stern, was Buchheister’'s right-hand man. He haddgoannections in the business
community here in Cracow.

It was not Stern’s place to argue with Aue aboutt.tlEven so, he wondered if the
Treuh@ander wasn’t gilding the lily for the distinghed visitor.



Aue excused himself.

Left alone with Stern, Schindler murmured that hie&dgrateful if the accountant could
tell him what he knew about some of the local besses. Testing Oskar, Stern
suggested that perhaps Herr Schindler should dpeale officials of the Trust Agency.

“They're thieves,” said Herr Schindler genially. H&y're bureaucrats too. | would like
some latitude.” He shrugged. “I am a capitalisttegnperament and | don'’t like being
regulated.”

So Stern and the self-declared capitalist begaalko And Stern was quite a source; he
seemed to have friends or relatives in every fgctar Cracow—textiles, garments,

confectionery, cabinetmaking, metalwork. Herr Sdilen was impressed and took an
envelope from the breast pocket of his suit. “Da kaow a company called Rekord?” he
asked.

ltzhak Stern did. It was in bankruptcy, he saidhdd made enamelware. Since it had
gone bankrupt some of the metal-press machinerybkad confiscated, and now it was
largely a shell, producing—under the managementorm¢ of the former owners’
relatives—a mere fraction of its capacity. His omother, said Stern, represented a
Swiss company that was one of Rekord’s major aveslitStern knew that it was
permitted to reveal a small degree of fraternadgoand then to deprecate it. “The place
was very badly managed,” said Stern.

Schindler dropped the envelope into Stern’s lafhisTis their balance sheet. Tell me
what you think.”

Itzhak said that Herr Schindler should of courdeathers as well as himself. Of course,
Oskar told him. But | would value your opinion. e8t read the balance sheets quickly;
then, after some three minutes of study, all aiededt the strange silence of the office
and looked up, finding Herr Oskar Schindler’s efgdlson him.

There was, of course, in men like Stern an andegftdor sniffing out the just Goy, who
could be used as buffer or partial refuge againstdavageries of the others. It was a
sense for where a safe house might be, a potemwtied of shelter. And from now on the
possibility of Herr Schindler as sanctuary wouldocdhe conversation as might a half-
glimpsed, intangible sexual promise color the taédkween a man and a woman at a
party. It was a suggestion Stern was more awatbasf Schindler, and nothing explicit
would be said for fear of damaging the tender cotioe.

“It's a perfectly good business,” said
Stern. “You could speak to my brother. And, of s®jrnow there’s the possibility of
military contracts. ...”

“Exactly,” murmured Herr Schindler.

For almost instantly after the fall of Cracow, evieefore Warsaw’s siege ended, an
Armaments Inspectorate had been set up in the @Govart General of Poland, its
mandate being to enter into contracts with suitamdeufacturers for the supply of army
equipment. In a plant like Rekord, mess kits aettifkitchenware could be turned out.
The Armaments Inspectorate, Stern knew, was hedged Major General Julius
Schindler of the Wehrmacht. Was the



general a relative of Herr Oskar Schindler's? Stasked. No, I'm afraid not, said
Schindler, but as if he wanted Stern to keep higelationship a secret.

In any case, said Stern, even the skeleton pramueti Rekord was grossing more than a
half-million z@loty a year, and new metal-pressphgnt and furnaces could be acquired
relatively easily. It depended on Herr Schindlecsess to credit.

Enamelware, said Schindler, was closer to his tlvam textiles. His background was in
farm machinery, and he understood steam pressesodiodth.

It did not any longer occur to Stern to ask whyetggant German entrepreneur wished to
talk to him about business options. Meetings likis bne had occurred throughout the
history of his tribe, and the normal exchangesusiifiess did not quite explain them. He
talked on at some length, explaining how the ConsraeCourt would set the fee for the
leasing of the bankrupt estate. Leasing with amoogb buy—it was better than being a
Treuh@ander. As a Treuh@ander, only a supervisar, were completely under the
control of the Economics Ministry.

Stern lowered his voice then and risked saying it:
“You will find you are restricted in the people ytibe allowed to employ. ...”

Schindler was amused. “How do you know all this?

About ultimate intentions?”

“I read it in a copy of the Berliner Tageblatt. Awl is still permitted to read German
newspapers.”

Schindler continued to laugh, reached out a hand,let it fall on Stern’s shoulder. “Is
that so?” he asked.

In fact, Stern knew these things because Aue hadived a directive from Reich
Secretary of State Eberhard von Jagwitz of the &eacs Ministry outlining the policies
to be adopted in Aryanizing businesses. Aue hadtléd Stern to make a digest of the
memorandum. Von Jagwitz had indicated, more in as&lrthan in anger, that there
would be pressure from other government and Pgepaes, such as Heydrich’'s RHSA,
the Reich Security Main Office, to Aryanize nottjise ownership of companies, but
also the management and work force. The sooneh@eamders filtered out the skilled
Jewish employees the better—always, of course,irige@an mind the maintenance of
production at an acceptable level.

At last Herr Schindler put the accounts of Rekoadkbinto his breast pocket, stood up,
and led Itzhak Stern out into the main office. yisood there for a time, among the
typists and clerks, growing philosophical, as Odkad to do. It was here that Oskar
brought up the matter of Christianity’s having litase in Judaism, a subject which for
some reason, perhaps even because of his boyhmoaidhip with the Kantors in

Zwittau, interested him. Stern spoke softly, agtén learnedly. He had published articles
in journals of comparative religion. Oskar, whoomgly fancied himself a philosopher,
had found an expert. The scholar himself, Stermpmisome thought a pedant, found
Oskar’'s understanding shallow, a mind genial byureabut without much conceptual
deftness. Not that Stern was about to complain.illhassorted friendship was firmly

established. So that Stern found himself drawingmalogy, as Oskar’s own father had,



from previous empires and giving his own reasong Atiolf Hitler could not succeed.
The opinion slipped out before Stern could withdriawThe other Jews in the office

bowed their heads and stared fixedly at their waekss. Schindler did not seem
disturbed.

Near the end of their talk, Oskar did say somethinag had novelty. In times like these,

he said, it must be hard for the churches to gtelting people that their Heavenly Father
cared about the death of even a single sparrowd Hafe to be a priest, Herr Schindler
said, in an era like this, when life did not hakie value of a pack of cigarettes. Stern
agreed but suggested, in the spirit of the disonsgihat the Biblical reference Herr

Schindler had made could be summed up by a Talmeti®e which said that he who

saves the life of one man saves the entire world.

“Of course, of course,” said Oskar
Schindler.

ltzhak, rightly or wrongly, always believed thatwas at that moment that he had
dropped the right seed in the furrow.



CHAPTER 3

There is another Cracow Jew who gives an accounteafting Schindler that autumn—
and of coming close to killing him. This man’s namas Leopold (poldek) Pfefferberg.
He had been a company commander in the Polish Adomyng the recent tragic

campaign. After suffering a leg wound during thétlbafor the river San, he’'d limped

around the Polish hospital in Przemy@sl, helpinthwie other wounded. He was no
doctor, but a high school physical-education teacbo had graduated from the
Jagiellonian University of Cracow and so had somewkedge of anatomy. He was
resilient; he was self-confident, twenty-seven gedd, and built like a wedge.

With some hundreds of other captured Polish offidesm Przemy@sl, Pfefferberg was
on his way to Germany when his train drew into hane city of Cracow and the
prisoners were herded into the first-class waitnogm, to remain there until new
transport could be provided. His home was ten [d@kay. To a practical young man, it
seemed outrageous that he could not go out intaaP&tkeet and catch a No. 1 trolley
home. The bucolic-looking Wehrmacht guard at theordeeemed a provocation.
Pfefferberg had in his breast pocket a documemesidy the German hospital authority
of Przemy@sl indicating that he was free to moveualthe city with ambulance details
tending to the wounded of both armies. It was smedarly formal, stamped and signed.
He took it out now and, going up to the guard, shruat him.

“Can you read German?” Pfefferberg demanded. 3tisof ploy had to be done right,
of course. You had to be young; you had to be peiga; you had to have retained,
undiminished by summary defeat, a confident beaohg particularly Polish nature—
something disseminated to the Polish officer cogpen to those rare members of it who
were Jewish, by its plentiful aristocrats.

The man had blinked. “Of course | can read Germha,%aid. But after he’d taken the
document he held it like a man who couldn’t readllat-held it like a slice of bread.

Pfefferberg explained in German how the documentaded his right to go out and
attend to the ill. All the guard could see was alifaration of official stamps. Quite a
document. With a wave of the head, he indicateaitue.

Pfefferberg was the only passenger on the Noolleyrthat morning. It was not even 6
A.m. The conductor took his fare without a fussg, ifo the city there were still many
Polish troops not yet processed by the Wehrmathe officers had to register, that was
all. The trolley swung around the Barbakan, thfotlte gate in the ancient wall, down
Floria@nska to the Church of St. Mary, across téetral square, and so within five
minutes into Grodzka Street. Nearing his paremartnent at No. 48, as he had as a boy
he jumped from the car before the air brakes wardral let the momentum of the jump,
enhanced by that of the trolley, bring him up véatkoft thud against the doorjamb.

After his escape, he had lived not too uncomfoytablthe apartments of friends, visiting
Grodzka 48 now and then. The Jewish schools opbriefly—they would be closed
again within six weeks—and he even returned toté@ching job. He was sure the
Gestapo would take some time to come looking fom,and so he applied for ration
books. He began to dispose of jewelry—as an ageatin his own right—on the black
market that operated in Cracow’s central squardhénarcades of the Sukiennice and



beneath the two unequal spires of St. Mary’s Chufchde was brisk, among the Poles
themselves but more so for the Polish Jews. Timtion books, full of precancelled
coupons, entitled them to only two-thirds of theatn@nd half of the butter allowance that
went to Aryan citizens, while all the cocoa anceramupons were cancelled. And so the
black market which had operated through centuriexcupation and the few decades of
Polish autonomy became the food and income sound¢he readiest means of resistance
for respectable bourgeois citizens, especiallyghsbo, like Leopold Pfefferberg, were
street-wise.

He presumed that he would soon be traveling oveskhn routes around Zakopane in the
Tatras, across Slovakia’s slender neck into HungariRumania. He was equipped for

the journey: he had been a member of the Polislbnatski team. On one of the high

shelves of the porcelain stove in his mother’s @mpant he kept an elegant little .22

pistol—armory both for the proposed escape andage dhie was ever trapped inside the
apartment by the Gestapo.

With this pearl-handled semitoy, Pfefferberg caruse to killing Oskar Schindler one
chilly day in November. Schindler, in double-breakisuit, Party badge on the lapel,
decided to call on Mrs. Mina Pfefferberg, Poldekisther, to offer her a commission.

He had been given by the Reich housing

authorities a fine modern apartment in

Straszewskiego Street. It had previously

been the property of a Jewish family by the nam&w$sbaum. Such allocations were
carried out without any compensation to the previoacupant. On the day Oskar came
calling, Mrs. Mina Pfefferberg herself was worrignat it would happen to her apartment
in Grodzka.

A number of Schindler’s friends would claim latefetigh it is not possible to prove

it—that Oskar had gone looking for the dispossedsadsbaums at their lodgings in

Podg@orze and had given them a sum close to 5@@06ty in compensation. With this

sum, it is said, the Nussbaums bought themselve®saape to Yugoslavia. Fifty

thousand z@loty signified substantial dissent; thete would be other similar acts of
dissent by Oskar before Christmas. Some friendsldvau fact come to say that

generosity was a disease in Oskar, a frantic thang, of his passions. He would tip taxi
drivers twice the fare on the meter. But this ltabd said too—that he thought the Reich
housing authorities were unjust and told Sternnsb,when the regime got into trouble
but even in that, its sweetest autumn.

In any case, Mrs. Pfefferberg had no idea whatdhgewell-tailored German was doing
at her door. He could have been there to ask forsbr, who happened to be in the
kitchen just then. He could have been there toncandeer her apartment, and her
decorating business, and her antiques, and heclirtapestry.

In fact, by the December feast of Hanukkah the Gearpolice would, on the orders of
the housing office, get around to the Pfefferbeaggying at their door and then ordering
them, shivering in the cold, downstairs onto thegmaent of Grodzka. When Mrs.
Pfefferberg asked to go back for a coat, she woeldefused; when Mr. Pfefferberg
made for a bureau to get an ancestral gold watehyduld be punched in the jaw. “I
have witnessed terrible things in the past,” Hentm@®@oring had said; “little chauffeurs



and Gauleiters have profited so much from thesgsaetions that they now have about
half a million.” The effect of such easy pickings Mr. Pfefferberg’s gold watch on the

moral fiber of the Party might distress G@oringut By Poland that year, it was the style
of the Gestapo to be unaccountable for the contdrapartments.

When Schindler first came to the Pfefferbergs’ sekefboor apartment, however, the
family were still in tenuous occupation. Mrs. Pé&fierg and her son were talking among
the samples and bolts of fabric and wallpaper wiem Schindler knocked. Leopold was
not worried. There were two front entrances toapartment—the business door and the
kitchen door faced each other across a landingpdle retreated to the kitchen and
looked through the crack in the door at the visikée saw the formidable size of the man,
the fashionable cut of his suit. He returned torhaher in the living room. He had the
feeling, he said, that the man was Gestapo. Wharetchim in at the office door, | can
always slip out through the kitchen. Mrs. Mina fidgberg was trembling. She opened
the office door. She was, of course, listeningsfunds along the corridor.

Pfefferberg had in fact picked up the pistol andipunto his belt and intended to wed the
sound of his exit to the sound of Herr Schindlersgry. But it seemed folly to go without
knowing what the German official wanted. There wahance the man would have to be
killed, and then there would need to be a concdaely flight into Rumania.

If the magnetic drift to the event had drawn Pfefézg to take out his pistol and fire, the
death, the flight, the reprisals would have beemsmered unexceptional and appropriate
to the history of the month. Herr Schindler wouldvé been briefly mourned and

summarily avenged. And this would have been, ofsmuhe brisk ending to all Oskar’'s

potentialities. And back in Zwittau they would hasad, “Was it someone’s husband?”

The voice surprised the Pfefferbergs. It was cauiet, suited to the doing of business,
even to the asking of favors. They had got usegast weeks to the tone of decree and
summary expropriation. This man sounded frateribAt was somehow worse. But it
intrigued you too. Pfefferberg had slipped frone tkitchen and concealed himself
behind the double doors of the dining room. Heldsee a sliver of the German. You're
Mrs. Pfefferberg? the German asked. You were recemded to me by Herr Nussbaum.
| have just taken over an apartment in Straszewgsek&reet, and | would like to have it
redecorated.

Mina Pfefferberg kept the man at the door. Shé&emsm incoherently that the son took
pity on her and appeared in the doorway, his jatkgtoned up over the weapon. He
asked the visitor in and at the same time whispassdrances in Polish to his mother.

Now Oskar Schindler gave his name. There was soessuning up, for Schindler could
tell that Pfefferberg had appeared to perform anodcprimal protection. Schindler
showed his respect by talking now through the sothugh an interpreter.

“My wife is coming up from
Czechoslovakia,” he said, “and I'd like the
place redone in her style.” He said the
Nussbaums had maintained the place
excellently, but they went in for heavy
furniture and somber colors. Mrs.



Schindler’s tastes were livelier—a little FrencHitde Swedish.

Mrs. Pfefferberg had recovered enough to say thatdsdn’t know—it was a busy time
with Christmas coming up. Leopold could tell themght be an instinctive resistance in
her to developing a German clientele; but the Gasmaight be the only race this season
with enough confidence in the future to go in foterior design. And Mrs. Pfefferberg
needed a good contract—her husband had been renfrawvechis job and worked now
for a pittance in the housing office of the Gemeinithe Jewish welfare bureau.

Within two minutes the men were chatting like fdsn The pistol in Pfefferberg’s belt
had now been relegated to the status of armamersgofoe future, remote emergency.
There was no doubt that Mrs. Pfefferberg was gtindo the Schindler apartment, no
expense spared, and when that was settled, Schimdl&ioned that Leopold Pfefferberg
might like to come around to the apartment to discather business. “There is the
possibility that you can advise me on acquiringalanerchandise,” Herr Schindler said.
“For example, your very elegant blue shirt ... hidknow where to begin to look for that
kind of thing myself.” His ingenuousness was a ployt Pfefferberg appreciated it. “The
stores, as you know, are empty,” murmured Oskardikint.

Leopold Pfefferberg was the sort of young man winwised by raising the stakes. “Herr
Schindler, these shirts are extremely expensitiepe you understand. They cost twenty-
five z@Iloty each.”

He had multiplied the price by five. There was atllonce an amused knowingness in
Herr Schindler—not enough, though, to imperil threnuous friendship or remind
Pfefferberg that he was armed. “I could probaldy gou some,” said Pfefferberg, “if
you give me your size. But I'm afraid my contactdl vequire money in advance.”

Herr Schindler, still with that knowingness in lages, took out his wallet and handed
Pfefferberg 200 Reichsmarks. The sum was flambbyatato much and even at

Pfefferberg’s inflated price would have bought shifor a dozen tycoons. But

Pfefferberg knew the game and did not blink. “Yaust give me your measurements,”
he said. A week later, Pfefferberg brought a dalnshirts to Schindler’s apartment on
Straszewskiego Street. There was a pretty Germanawan the apartment who was
introduced to Pfefferberg as Treuh@ander of a Qvalbardware business. Then, one
evening, Pfefferberg saw Oskar in the company loibad and large-eyed Polish beauty.
If there was a Frau Schindler, she did not appea&n eafter Mrs. Pfefferberg had

redecorated the place. Pfefferberg himself became of Schindler's most regular
connections to that market in luxuries— silk, fginngs, jewelry—which flourished in

the ancient town of Cracow.



CHAPTER 4

The next time Itzhak Stern met Oskar Schindler aasa morning in early December.
Schindler’s application to the Polish Commercialu@oof Cracow had already been
filed, yet Oskar had the leisure to visit the adBcof Buchheister and, after conferring
with Aue, to stand near Stern’s desk in the outicey clap his hands, and announce in a
voice that sounded already tipsy, “Tomorrow, it@irgy to start. J@ozefa and Izaaka
Streets are going to know all about it!”

There were in Kazimierz a J@ozefa Street and aak&&treet. There were in every
ghetto, and Kazimierz was the site of the old gheftCracow, once an island ceded to
the Jewish community by Kazimier the Great, nowearrsuburb nestled in an elbow of
the Vistula River.

Herr Schindler bent over Stern, and Stern feltingdy-warm breath and considered this
guestion:

Did Herr Schindler know something would happen@okefa Street and Izaaka Street?
Or was he just brandishing the names? In any &Gisen suffered a nauseating sense of
disappointment. Herr Schindler was whistling upogrom, boasting inexactly about it,
as if to put Stern in his place.

It was December 3. When Oskar said “tomorrow,” isfgesumed he was using the term
not in the sense of December 4, but in the termshitch drunks and prophets always
used it, as something that either would or damn sl@uld happen soon. Only a few of
those who heard, or heard about, Herr Schindlextsz warning took it literally. Some
packed an overnight bag and moved their familiessacthe river to Podg@orze.

As for Oskar, he felt he had passed on hard newsmaé risk. He had got it from at least
two sources, new friends of his. One, an officéacited to the SS police chief's staff,
was a policeman named Wachtmeister (sergeant) Hherfadfel. The other, Dieter
Reeder, belonged to the staff of SD chief CzurdahBhese contacts were characteristic
of the sympathetic officers Oskar always manageshifh out.

He was never good, though, at explaining his metif@r speaking to Stern that
December. He would say later that in the periothef German Occupation of Bohemia
and Moravia he had seen enough seizure of JewidhCaech property, and forcible
removal of Jews and Czechs from those Sudeten eoeaglered German, to cure him of
any zeal for the New Order. His leaking of the newsStern, far more than the
unconfirmed Nussbaum story, goes some way towardmny his case.

He must have hoped also, as the Jews of Cracowhditiafter its initial fury the regime
would relax and let people breathe. If the SS ram$ incursions of the next few months
could be mitigated by the leaking of advance infation, then perhaps sanity would
reassert itself in the spring. After all, both Oskend the Jews told themselves, the
Germans were a civilized nation.

The SS invasion of Kazimierz would, however, aroms®skar a fundamental disgust—
not one that impinged too directly yet on the leatlwhich he made his money,
entertained women or dined with friends, but ors thould, the clearer the intentions of
the reigning power became, lead, obsess, imperd, éxalt him. The operation was
meant in part to be a raid for jewelry and furdiefie’d be some evictions from houses



and apartments in the wealthier borderland betv@acow and Kazimierz. But beyond
these practical results, that first Aktion was atseant to serve dramatic notice to the
dismayed people of the old Jewish quarter. Fadrghgoose, Reeder told Oskar, a small
detachment of Einsatzgruppe men would drive dowaddm and into Kazimierz in the
same trucks as the boys of the local SS and theé Padice.

Six Einsatzgruppen had come to Poland with thedmgaarmy. Their name had subtle
meanings.

“Special-duty groups” is a close

translation. But the amorphous word Einsatz was

also rich with a nuance—of challenge, of picking up

a gauntlet, of knightliness. These squads were

recruited from Heydrich’s

Sicherheitsdienst (SD; Security

Service). They already knew their mandate was brd&eir supreme leader had six
weeks ago told General Wilhelm Keitel that “in tBevernment General of Poland there
will have to be a tough struggle for national exigte which will permit of no legal
restraints.” In the high rhetoric of their leadetf®e Einsatz soldiers knew, a struggle for
national existence meant race warfare, just asaEingself, Special Chivalrous Duty,
meant the hot barrel of a gun.

The Einsatz squad destined for action in

Kazimierz that evening were an elite. They wouldvk to the pieceworkers of the
Cracow SS the sordid task of searching the tenenfentliamond rings and fur-trimmed
coats. They themselves would take part in some maateally symbolic activity to do
with the very instruments of Jewish culture—thatusth the ancient synagogues of
Cracow.

They had for some weeks been waiting to exercise

Einsatz, as had the local SS

Sonderkommandos (or Special

Squads), also assigned to this first Cracow Aktenmd the Security Police of SD chief
Czurda. The Army had negotiated with Heydrich amel lhigher police chiefs a stay of
operations until Poland passed from military toilaiule. This passage of authority had
now taken place, and throughout the country thegKisi of Einsatz and the
Sonderkommandos were unleashed to advance withpao@iate sense of racial history
and professional detachment into the old Judaitghe

At the end of the street where Oskar’s apartmeyddstose the fortified rock outcrop of
Wawel Castle from which Hans Frank ruled. And i§k@r's Polish future is to be
understood, there is a need to look at the linkaggveen Frank and the young field
operatives of SS and SD, and then between Frankhantews of Cracow.

In the first place, Hans Frank had no direct kimgstver these special squads moving
into Kazimierz. Heinrich Himmler’s police forcesherever they worked, would always
be their own lawmakers. As well as resenting thedependent power, Frank also
disagreed with them on practical grounds. He hadefised an abomination of the
Jewish population as anyone in the Party and fabhadsweet city of Cracow intolerable
because of its manifold Jews. In past weeks hendptained when the authorities tried to



use the Government General, and especially Cracdtv e railway junction, as a
dumping ground for Jews from the cities of the Wealind, from @l@od@z and
Poznan. But he did not believe the Einsatzgruppemhe Sonderkommandos, using
current methods, could really make a dent in thlablem. It was Frank’s belief, shared
with Himmler in some stages of “Heini’'s” mental s, that there should be a single
vast concentration camp for Jews, that it shoulttast be the city of Lublin and the
surrounding countryside, or even more desirably,stand of Madagascar.

The Poles themselves had always believed in

Madagascar. In 1937 the Polish Government

had sent a commission to study that high-spineahdsl|

so far from the coasts of their European

sensibilities. The French Colonial

Office, to which Madagascar belonged, was willimy hake a deal, government to
government, on such a resettlement, for a Madagascavded with Europe’s Jews

would make a grand export market. The South Afribafense Minister, Oswald Pirow,

had acted for a time as negotiator between Hither Brance in the matter of the island.
Therefore Madagascar, as a solution, had an holeopsdigree. Hans Frank had his
money on it and not on the Einsatzgruppen.

For their sporadic raids and massacres could not

cut down the subhuman population of Eastern

Europe. During the time of the campaign around

Warsaw, the Einsatzgruppen had hung

Jews up in the synagogues of Silesia,

ruptured their systems with water torture, raidegirthomes on Sabbath evenings or feast
days, cut off their prayer locks, set their pragleawls afire, stood them against a wall. It
had barely counted. There were many indications flustory, Frank proposed, that
threatened races generally outbred the genocidesphallus was faster than the gun.

What no one knew—neither the parties to the delibte well-educated Einsatzgruppe
boys in the back of one truck, the not-so-refin€l iys in the back of another, the
evening worshipers in the synagogues, Herr Osk&in8ler on his way home to

Straszewskiego to dress for dinner—what none ahtkeew and many a Party planner
scarce hoped for was that a technological answelldvbe found—that a disinfectant
chemical compound, Zyklon B, would supplant Madagass the solution. There had
been an incident involving Hitler's pet actress aliekctor, Leni Riefenstahl. She had
come to @L@od@z with a roving camera crew soorr #fie city fell and had seen a
line of Jews—uvisible Jews, the prayer-locked variegxecuted with automatic weapons.
She had gone straight to the F@uhrer, who wasngfati Southern Army headquarters,
and made a scene. That was it—the logistics, thghivef numbers, the considerations
of public relations; they made the Einsatz boyslsdly. But Madagascar too would

look ridiculous once means were discovered to malbstantial inroads into the

subhuman population of Central Europe at fixedssigth adequate disposal facilities
which no fashionable moviemaker was likely to stienipon.

As Oskar had forewarned Stern in the front offideBoaichheister’'s, the SS carried
economic warfare from door to door in Jakoba ar@ka and J@ozefa. They broke into
apartments, dragged out the contents of close®stsad the locks on desks and dressers.



They took valuables off fingers and throats andafuvatch fobs. A girl who would not
give up her fur coat had her arm broken; a boy f@emna Street who wanted to keep
his skis was shot.

Some of those whose goods were taken—unaware itbaf$% were operating outside
legal restraint—would tomorrow complain at polidgat®ns. Somewhere, history told

them, was a senior officer with a little integrityho would be embarrassed and might
even discipline some of these unruly fellows. Themld have to be an investigation

into the business of the boy in Ciemna and the wif®se nose was broken with a
truncheon. While the SS were working the apartrberitings, the Einsatzgruppe squad
moved against the fourteenth-century synagoguéasbBo@zn@ica. As they expected,
they found at prayer there a congregation of trawhtl Jews with beards and sidelocks
and prayer shawls. They collected a number of #ss IOrthodox from surrounding

apartments and drove them in as well, as if thegtecato measure the reaction of one
group to the other.

Among those pushed across the threshold of Sta@zZB@ica was the gangster Max
Redlicht, who would not otherwise have entered rasiemt temple or been invited to do
so. They stood in front of the Ark, these two potéshe same tribe who would on a
normal day have found each other’s company offengw Einsatz NCO opened the Ark
and took out the parchment Torah scroll. The defgacongregation on the synagogue
floor were to file past and spit at it. There wasbe no faking—the spittle was to be
visible on the calligraphy.

The Orthodox Jews were more rational about it than
those others, the agnostics, the liberals, the
self-styled Europeans. It was apparent to the
Einsatz men that the modern ones balked in

front of the scroll and even tried to catch their

eye as if to say, Come on, we're all too
sophisticated for this nonsense. The SS men had
been told in their training that the European cbigraof
liberal Jews was a tissue-thin facade, and in

Stara Bo@zn@ica the backsliding reluctance

of the ones who wore short haircuts and
contemporary clothes went to prove it.

Everyone spat in the end except Max

Redlicht. The Einsatzgruppe men may have

seen this as a test worth their time—to make a man
who visibly does not believe renounce with

spittle a book he views intellectually as

antique tribal drivel but which his blood

tells him is still sacred. Could a Jew be

retrieved from the persuasions of his ridiculousobl? Could he think as clearly as Kant?
That was the test.

Redlicht would not pass it. He made a little speéithe done a lot. But | won't do that.”
They shot him first, and then shot the rest anyamy set fire to the place, making a shell
of the oldest of all Polish synagogues.






CHAPTER 5

Victoria Klonowska, a Polish secretary, was theubgaf Oskar's front office, and he
immediately began a long affair with her. Ingrigs Berman mistress, must have known,
as surely as Emilie Schindler knew about Ingridr Faskar would never be a
surreptitious lover. He had a childlike sexual kiaess. It wasn't that he boasted. It was
that he never saw any need to lie, to creep intelsidy the back stairs, to knock quietly
on any girl’'s door in the small hours.

Since Oskar would not seriously try to tell his wemlies, their options were reduced;
traditional lovers’ arguments were difficult.

Blond hair piled up above her pretty,

foxy, vividly made-up face, Victoria

Klonowska looked like one of those lightheartedsgio whom the inconveniences of
history are a temporary intrusion into the realihess of life. This autumn of simple
clothes, Klonowska was frivolous in her jacket dinided blouse and slim skirt. Yet she
was hardheaded, efficient, and adroit. She wagianadist too, in the robust Polish style.
She would in the end negotiate with the German itsiges for her Sudeten lover’s
release from SS institutions. But for the momesk# had a less risky job for her.

He mentioned that he would like to find a good @acabaret in Cracow where he could
take friends. Not contacts, not senior people ftbemArmaments Inspectorate. Genuine
friends. Somewhere lively where middle-aged offgiavould not turn up. Did
Klonowska know of such a place?

She discovered an excellent jazz cellar in theowastreets north of the Rynek, the city
square. It was a place that had always been pomitlathe students and younger staff of
the university, but Victoria herself had never beleare before. The middle-aged men
who had pursued her in peacetime would never veagb tto a student dive.

If you wished to, it was possible to rent an

alcove behind a curtain for private parties under

cover of the tribal rhythms of the band. For firglthis

music club, Oskar nicknamed Klonowska

“Columbus.” The Party line on jazz was that it

not only was artistically decadent but expressed

an African, a subhuman animality. The

ump-pa-pa of Viennese waltzes was the

preferred beat of the SS and of Party officialsl Hrey earnestly avoided jazz clubs.

Round about Christmas in 1939, Oskar got togetlparty at the club for a number of his
friends. Like any instinctive cultivator of contac he would never have any trouble
drinking with men he didn’t like. But that nightelguests were men he did. Additionally,
of course, they were all useful, junior but notniluential members of sundry agencies
of Occupation; and all of them more or less doaiges—not only were they away from

home, but home or abroad, they were all variousbasy under the regime.

There was, for example, a young German
surveyor from the Government General’s Division
of the Interior. He had marked out the boundarfes o



Oskar’'s enamel factory in Zablocie. At

the back of Oskar’s plant, Deutsche

Email Fabrik (Def), stood a vacant

area where two other manufactories abutted, a &écwrfy and a radiator plant. Schindler
had been delighted to find that most of the wasta éelonged, according to the
surveyor, to DEF. Visions of economic expansioncgahnin his head. The surveyor had,
of course, been invited because he was a decémivfdlecause you could talk to him,
because he might be handy to know for future boggiermits.

The policeman Herman Toffel was there also, andfbenan Reeder, as well as a young
officer—also a surveyor, named Steinhauser—fromAhmaments Inspectorate. Oskar
had met and taken to these men while seeking timeifsehe needed to start his plant. He
had already enjoyed drinking bouts with them. Haild@lways believe that the best way
to untie bureaucracy’s Gordian knot, short of lmybevas booze. Finally there were two
Abwehr men. The first was Eberhard Gebauer, thadieant who had recruited Oskar
into the Abwehr the year before. The second wadriamt Martin Plathe of Canaris’
headquarters in Breslau. It had been through readrGebauer’s recruitment that Herr
Oskar Schindler had first discovered what a citpmbortunity Cracow was.

There would be a by-product from the presence dfa@er and Plathe. Oskar was still on
the Abwehr’'s books as an agent and, in his yeaGratow, would keep the staff of

Canaris’ Breslau office satisfied by passing orihiem reports on the behavior of their
rivals in the SS. Gebauer and Plathe would congigebringing along of a more-or-less
disaffected gendarme like Toffel, and of ReedeathefSD, as an intelligence favor, a gift
quite apart from the good company and the liquor.

Though it is not possible to say exactly what tremhers of the party talked about that
night, it is possible from what Oskar said latereath of these men to make a plausible
reconstruction.

It was Gebauer, of course, who would have madedhst, saying he would not give
them governments, armies or potentates: insteadold give them the enamel factory
of their good friend Oskar Schindler. He did socwese if the factory prospered, there
would be more parties, parties in the Schindlelestie best parties you could imagine.

But after the toast had been drunk, the talk

turned naturally to the subject that bemused or

obsessed all levels of the civil

bureaucracy. The Jews.

Toffel and Reeder had spent the day at

Mogilska Station supervising the unloading of Podesl Jews from eastbound trains.
These people had been shipped in from the Incogubraerritories, newly conquered

regions which had been German in the past. Toff@nit making a point about the

comfort of the passengers in the Ostbahn cattls, @though he confessed that the
weather had been cold. But the transport of pojaulatin livestock carriages was new to
everyone, and the cars were not as yet inhumaalydad. What confused Toffel was the
policy behind it all.

There is a persistent rumor, said Toffel, that
we are at war. And in the midst of it the



Incorporated Territories are too damn
simon-pure to put up with a few Poles and a halfioni Jews. “The whole Ostbahn
system,” said Toffel, “has to be turned over tawdeing them to us.”

The Abwehr men listened, slight smiles on theiefaclo the SS the enemy within might
be the Jew, but to the Canaris the enemy withinthe$sS.

The SS, Toffel said, had reserved the entire yailesn from November 15 on.

Across his desk in Pomorska Street, he said,

had crossed copies of angry SS memoranda

addressed to Army officials and complaining that th

Army was welching on its deal, had gone two

weeks over schedule in its use of the

Ostbahn. For Christ’s sake, Toffel

asked, shouldn’'t the Army have first use, for agglas it liked, of the railway system?
How else is it to deploy east and west? Toffel dskieinking excitedly. On bicycles?

Oskar was half-amused to see that the Abwehr mémali comment. They suspected
Toffel might be a plant instead of simply being rku The surveyor and the man from
the Armaments Inspectorate asked Toffel some questbout these remarkable trains
arriving at Mogilska.

Soon such shipments wouldn’t be worth talking about

transports of humans would become a clich‘e ofttieseent policy. But on the evening
of Oskar’s Christmas party, they were still a noyel

“They call it,” said Toffel, “concentration.

That’s the word you find in the documents.

Concentration. | call it bloody obsession.”

The owner of the jazz club brought in plates of

herring and sauce. The fish went down well with the

fiery liquor, and as they wolfed it, Gebauer

spoke about the Judenrats, the Jewish

councils set up in each community on the order

of Governor Frank. In cities like Warsaw

and Cracow the Judenrat had twenty-four

elected members personally responsible for the

fulfillment of the orders of the regime. The

Judenrat of Cracow had been in existence for

less than a month; Marek

Biberstein, a respected municipal

authority, had been appointed its president. Bafpauer remarked, he had heard that it
had already approached Wawel Castle with a planafooster of Jewish labor. The
Judenrat would supply the labor details for diggditches and latrines and clearing
snow. Didn’t everyone find that excessively coopieeaof them?

Not at all, said engineer Steinhauser of the Arnremnspectorate. They thought that if
they supplied the labor squads it would stop rangoess-ganging. Press-ganging led to
beatings and the occasional bullet in the head.



Martin Plathe agreed. They'll be cooperative fog #ake of avoiding something worse,
he said. It's their method—you have to understdrad. tThey’'d always bought the civil
authorities off by cooperating with them and thegatiating.

Gebauer seemed to be out to mislead Toffel and

Reeder by pushing the point, by seeming more

passionately analytic about Jews than he

really was. “I'll tell you what | mean

by cooperation,” he said. “Frank passes an

edict demanding that every Jew in the Government

General wear a star. That edict’'s only a

few weeks old. In Warsaw you've got a

Jewish manufacturer churning them out in washalalgtip at three z@loty each. It's as if
they've got no idea what sort of law it is. It's & the thing were an emblem of a bicycle
club.”

It was suggested then that since Schindler washéneinamel business, it might be
possible to press a deluxe enamel badge at thexdehiplant and retail it through the
hardware outlet his girlfriend Ingrid superviseongone remarked that the star was their
national insigne, the insigne of a state that haehbdestroyed by the Romans and that
now existed only in the minds of Zionists. So pghpeople were proud to wear the star.

“The thing is,” said Gebauer, “they don’t have arganization for saving themselves.
They've got weathering-the-storm sorts of orgamires. But this one’s going to be
different. This storm will be managed by the SSeéb@uer, again, sounded as if without
being too florid about it, he approved of the pssfenal thoroughness of the SS. “Come
on,” said Plathe; “the worst that can happen tontigethat they’ll get sent to Madagascar,
where the weather is better than it is in Cracow.”

“I don't believe they'll ever see

Madagascar,” said Gebauer.

Oskar demanded a change of subject.

Wasn't it .his party?

In fact, Oskar had already seen Gebauer hand ovged papers for a flight to Hungary
to a Jewish businessman in the bar of the Hotet&¥ta. Maybe Gebauer was taking a
fee, though he seemed too morally sensitive to idgadpers, to sell a signature, a rubber
stamp. But it was certain, in spite of his actriont of Toffel, that he was no abominator
of Jews. Nor was any of them. At Christmas 193RaDfound them simply a relief from
the orotund official line.

Later they would have more positive uses.



CHAPTER 6

The Aktion of the night of December 4 had convin&drn that Oskar Schindler was
that rarity, the just Goy. There is the Talmudigded of the Hasidei Ummot Ha-olam,
the Righteous of the Nations, of whom there ard saibe—at any point in the world’s

history—thirty-six. Stern did not believe literallg the mystical number, but the legend
was psychologically true for him, and he believed decent and wise course to try to
make of Schindler a living and breathing sanctuary.

The German needed capital—the Rekord plant had paeially stripped of machinery,

except for one small gallery of metal presses, ahdmms, lathes, and furnaces. While
Stern might be a substantial spiritual influenceGskar, the man who put him in touch
with capital on good terms was Abraham Bankier,dffiee manager of Rekord, whom
Oskar had won over.

The two of them—Dbig, sensual Oskar and squat, &ankier—went visiting possible
investors. By a decree of November 23, the banksafel deposits of all Jews were held
by the German administration, in fixed trust, with@llowing the owner any right of
access or interest. Some of the wealthier Jewismbssmen, those who knew anything
about history, kept secret funds in hard curren®@es they could tell that for a few years
under Governor Hans Frank, currencies would be/risk

portable wealth—diamonds, gold, trade goods

--would be desirable.

Around Cracow there were a number of men Bankiemkwho were willing to put up
investment capital in return for a guaranteed qgtaof product. The deal might be an
investment of 50,000 z@Iloty in return for so manlpsk of pots and pans a month,
delivery to begin July 1940 and to continue foreary For a Cracow Jew, given Hans
Frank in the Wawel, kitchenware was safer and ntbsposable than z@loty. The
parties to these contracts—Oskar, the investorkidaras middleman—brought away
from these arrangements nothing, not even deal marda. Full-fledged contracts were
of no use and could not be enforced anyhow. Nothimgd be enforced. It all depended
on Bankier’'s accurate judgment of this Sudeten rfamurer of enamelware.

The meetings would take place perhaps in the iovesapartment in the Centrum of
Cracow, the old inner city. The Polish landscaptisésinvestor’s wife adored, the French
novels his bright and fragile daughters savoredlavglow in the light of the transaction.

Or else the investing gentleman had already bemwthout of his apartment and lived
in poorer quarters in Podg@orze. And he would bean already in shock—his

apartment gone and himself now an employee in\is lousiness --and all this in a few
months, the year not over yet.

At first sight, it seems a heroic embellishmentlod story to say that Oskar was never
accused of welching on these informal contractswidald in the new year have a fight
with one Jewish retailer over the quantity of pradihe man was entitled to take from
DEF'S loading dock in Lipowa Street. And the gemté would be critical of Oskar on
those grounds to the end of his life. But that @gkd not fulfill deals— that was never
said.



For Oskar was by nature a payer, who somehow deevertpression that he could make

limitless repayments out of limitless resources.atry case, Oskar and other German
opportunists would make so much in the next foargehat only a man consumed by the
profit motive would have failed to repay what Osgdather would have called a debt of

honor.

Emilie Schindler came up to Cracow, to visit heslband there for the first time, in the
new year. She thought the city was the most ddiiglshe had ever been in, so much
more gracious and pleasant and old-fashioned thran Rith its clouds of industrial
smoke.

She was impressed with her husband’s new apartmkatfront windows looked across
at the Planty, an elegant ring of parkland thatrigint around the city following the route
of the ancient walls long since knocked down. A¢ thottom of the street the great
fortress of Wawel rose, and amidst all this antigwias Oskar’s modern apartment. She
looked around at Mrs. Pfefferberg’s fabrics andlwangings. His new success was
tangible in them.

“You've done very well in Poland,” she said. Oslkaew that she was really talking
about the matter of the dowry, the one her fatlzer tefused to pay a dozen years back
when travelers from Zwittau had rushed into théag# of Alt-Molstein with news that
his son-in-law was living and loving like an unmed man. His daughter’s marriage had
become exactly the marriage he had feared it wauld,he was damned if he’'d pay.

And though the absence of the 400,000 RM. hadealt@skar’'s prospects a little, the
gentleman farmer of Alt-Molstein did not know howet nonpayment would pain his
daughter, make her even more defensive, nor thalvéwyears later, when it no longer
counted for Oskar, it would be still at the froftonilie’s mind.

“My dear,” Oskar was always growling, “I never neddhe damn money.”

Emilie’s intermittent relations with Oskar seem have been those of a woman who
knows her husband is not and will not be faithfulit who nonetheless doesn’t want
evidence of his affairs thrust under her nose. ®hst have moved warily in Cracow,

going to parties where Oskar’s friends would sutdatpw the truth, would know the

names of the other women, the names she did nlbt veant to hear.

One day a young Pole—it was Poldek

Pfefferberg, who had nearly shot her husband, but

she could not know that—arrived at the door ofapartment

with a rolled-up rug over his shoulder. It was a

black-market rug from Istanbul via

Hungary, and Pfefferberg had been

given the job of finding it by Ingrid, who had maleut for the duration of Emilie’s
visit.

“Is Frau Schindler in?” asked

Pfefferberg. He always referred to Ingrid as Frahisdler because he thought it was less
offensive.

“I am Frau Schindler,” said Emilie,
knowing what the question meant.



Pfefferberg showed some sensitivity in coveringAgtually he did not need to see Frau
Schindler, though he’d heard so much about her tdam Schindler. He had to see Herr
Schindler about some business matter.

Herr Schindler wasn't in, said Emilie.

She offered Pfefferberg a drink, but he hastilysefl. Emilie knew what that meant too.
That the young man was just a little shocked byaDskpersonal life and thought it
indecent to sit and drink with the victim.

The factory Oskar had leased was across the niv&ablocie at No. 4 Lipowa Street.
The offices, which faced the street, were modemeisign, and Oskar thought it might be
possible and convenient for him to move in at saime, to have an apartment on the
third floor, even though the surroundings were stdal and not as exhilarating as
Straszewskiego Street.

When Oskar took over the Rekord works,

renaming it Deutsche Emailwaren Fabrik,

there were forty-five employees involved in a

modest output of kitchenware. Early in the new

year he received his first Army contracts. Theyaver

no surprise. He had cultivated various

influential Wehrmacht engineers who sat on

the Main Armaments Board of General

Schindler's Armaments Inspectorate. He had

gone to the same parties and taken them to dirtribe a

Cracovia Hotel. There are photographs of

Oskar sitting with them at expensive tables,

everyone smiling urbanely at the camera, everyone

well fed, generously liquored, and the officers

elegantly uniformed. Some of them put the right

stamps on his bids, and wrote the crucial letters

of recommendation to General Schindler, merely out

of friendship and because they believed Oskar had t

plant and would deliver. Others were influenced

by gifts, the sort of gifts Oskar would always

proffer to officials—cognac and carpets,

jewelry and furniture and hampers of

luxury food. As well as that, it became known tiaeneral Schindler was acquainted
withand liked very much his enamelware-producinmesake. Now, with the authority

of his lucrative Armaments Inspectorate contra€iskar was permitted to expand his
plant. There was room. Beyond the lobby and offimeBEF stood two large industrial

lofts. Some of the floor space in the building be teft as you emerged from the lobby
into the interior of the factory was occupied bygent production. The other building
was totally empty. He bought new machinery, soaoally, some from the homeland.
Apart from the military demand, there was the al«uring black market to serve. Oskar
knew now that he could be a magnate.



By midsummer of 1940 he would be employing 250 ®a@ad would be faced with
instituting a night shift. Herr Hans Schindler’srfamachinery plant in Zwittau had at the
best of times employed 50. It is a sweet thing wsiip a father whom you haven't
forgiven. At times throughout the year, ltzhakrStevould call on Schindler to arrange
employment for some young Jew—a special case; ghaar from @l@od@z; the
daughter of a clerk in one of the departments efdixdenrat (jewish Council). Within a
few months, Oskar was employing 150 Jewish worlard his factory had a minor
reputation as a haven.

It was a year, like each succeeding year for tis¢ o€ the war, when Jews would be
looking for some employment considered essenti#theéowar effort. In April, Governor
General Frank had decreed an evacuation of Jews fiis capital, Cracow. It was a
curious decision, since the Reich authorities vatitemoving Jews and Poles back into
the Government General at the rate of nearly 10®0@@y. Yet conditions in Cracow,
Frank told his cabinet, were scandalous. He kne@eyman divisional commanders who
had to live in apartment buildings that containe@idh tenants. Higher officials were
also subjected to the same scandalous indignitser @e next six months, he promised,
he would make Cracow judenfrei (free of Jews). €heould be a permitted remnant of
5,000 to 6,000 skilled Jewish workers.

All the rest were to be moved into other citiesha Government General, into Warsaw
or Radom, Lublin, or Czestochowa. Jews could imatgvoluntarily to the city of their
choice as long as they did it before August 15.sehsitill left in the city after that date
would be trucked out with a small amount of luggdgewhatever place suited the
administration. From November 1, said Hans Frankpuld be possible for the Germans
of Cracow to breathe “good German air,” to walkaaat without seeing the streets and
lanes “crawling with Jews.”

Frank would not manage that year to reduce thesbhepopulation to quite so low a level;
but when his plans were first announced, there avagssh among the Jews of Cracow,
especially among the young, to acquire skilled ifjoations. Men like ltzhak Stern,
official and unofficial agents of the Judenrat, hatteady developed a list of
sympathizers, Germans to whom they could appe#iin8ler was on that list; so was
Julius Madritsch, a Viennese who had recently maddg get himself released from the
Wehrmacht and taken up the post of Treuh@ander piiat manufacturing military
uniforms.

Madritsch could see the benefits of Armaments logpate’s contracts and now
intended to open a uniform factory of his own ia Huburb of Podg@orze. In the end he
would make an even larger fortune than Schindletidthe annus mirabilis of 1940 he
was still on a salary. He was known to be humarmatwas all. By November 1, 1940,
Frank had managed to move 23,000 Jewish voluntagr®f Cracow. Some of them
went to the new ghettos in Warsaw and @l@od@z. gdpes at table, the grieving at
railway stations can be imagined, but people tagkeekly, thinking, We’'ll do this, and
that will be the brunt of what they ask. Oskar knewas happening, but, like the Jews
themselves, hoped it was a temporary excess.

That year would very likely be the most industrioofs Oskar’s life—a year spent
building the place up from a bankrupt manufactaryatcompany government agencies



could take seriously. As the first snows fell, Bdter noticed and was irritated when, on
any given day, 60 or more of his Jewish employeesldvbe absentees. They would
have been detained by SS squads on the way to avatkemployed in clearing snow.
Herr Schindler visited his friend Toffel at SS hegadrters in Pomorska Street to
complain.

On one day, he told Toffel, he

had 125 absentees.

Toffel confided in him. “You've got to understaniaat some of these fellows here don’t
give a damn about production. To them it's a mattenational priority that Jews be

made to shovel snow. | don’'t understand it myselit's got a ritual significance for

them, Jews shoveling snow. And it's not just ydig happening to everyone.” Oskar
asked if all the others were complaining too. Yeasid Toffel. However, he said, an
economic big shot from the SS Budget and ConstrndDffice had come for lunch in

Pomorska and said that to believe the Jewish dki®rker had a place in Reich
economics was treasonable. “I think you're goinghéwe to put up with a lot of snow
shoveling yet, Oskar.”

Oskar, for the moment, assumed the stance of thragmd patriot, or perhaps of the
outraged profiteer. “If they want to win the wasdid Oskar, “they’d have to get rid of
SS men like that.”

“Get rid of them?” asked Toffel. “For Christ’'s sakkey're the bastards who'’re on top.”

As a result of such conversations, Oskar becamadancate of the principle that a
factory owner should have unimpeded access to \wis workers, that these workers
should have access to the plant, that they shootid& detained or tyrannized on their
way to and from the factory. It was, in Oskar’s €ya moral axiom as much as an
industrial one. In the end, he would apply it ®liit at Deutsche Email Fabrik.



CHAPTER 7

Some people from the big cities—from Warsaw and @@z with their ghettos and
Cracow with Frank’s commitment to making it judesf~ went to the countryside to
lose themselves among the peasants. The RosndrelwoiCracovian musicians who
would come to know Oskar well, settled in the oillege of Tyniec. It was on a pretty
bend of the Vistula, and an old Benedictine abbey dimestone cliff hung above it. It
was anonymous enough for the Rosners, though.ditahgew Jewish storekeepers and
Orthodox artisans, with whom nightclub musiciansd htle to converse about. But the
peasants, busy with the tedium of the harvest, wergleased as the Rosners could have
hoped to find musicians in their midst.

They'd come to Tyniec not from Cracow, not fromttha

great marshaling point outside the botanical

gardens in Mogilska Street where young SS men

pushed people onto trucks and called out blandyang

promises about the later delivery of all

adequately labeled baggage. They had come in

fact from Warsaw, where they had been enjoying an

engagement at the Basilisk. They had left the

day before the Germans sealed up the Warsaw ghetto

--Henry and Leopold and Henry’'s wife, Manci, aneefiyear-old son, Olek. The idea of
a south Polish village like

Tyniec, not far from their native Cracow, appedledhe brothers. It offered the option,
should conditions improve, of catching a bus intd@w and finding work. Manci
Rosner, an Austrian girl, had brought with her $&wing machine, and the Rosners set
up a little clothing business in Tyniec. In the eivgs they played in the taverns and
became a sensation in a town like that. Villagescame and support occasional
wonders, even Jewish ones. And the fiddle was,llahstruments, most venerated in
Poland.

One evening a traveling Volksdeutscher

(german-speaking Pole) from Poznan heard the

brothers playing outside the inn. The

Volksdeutscher was a municipal official

from Cracow, one of those Polish Germans in whose

name Hitler had taken the country in the first

place. The Volksdeutscher told Henry

that the mayor of Cracow,

Obersturmbannf@uhrer Pavlu, and his

deputy, the renowned skier Sepp R@ohre, would béing the countryside at harvest
time, and he would like to arrange for them to h&ach an accomplished pair as the
Rosners.

On an afternoon when the bound sheaves lay drowsinfields as quiet and as
abandoned as on Sunday, a convoy of limousines avtiuough Tyniec and up a rise to
the villa of an absentee Polish aristocrat. On tdreace, the dapper Rosner brothers
waited, and when all the ladies and gentlemen legah seated in a room that might once
have been used for balls, they were invited toquerf Henry and Leopold felt both



exultation and fear at the seriousness with whitler&turmbannf@uhrer Pavlu’'s party
had geared themselves for their playing. The womere white dresses and gloves, the
military officials full dress, the bureaucrats thaiinged collars. When people went to
such trouble, it was easier to disappoint them. &afew, even to impose a cultural
disappointment on the regime was a serious crime.

But the audience loved them. They were a charati=ily gem@utlich crowd; they
loved Strauss, the confections of Offenbach andat,elndr‘e Messager and Leo Fall. At
request time they grew mawkish.

And as Henry and Leopold performed, the ladies gamttlemen drank champagne from
long-stemmed flutes brought in by hamper. Oncedffieial recital had finished, the
brothers were taken down the hill to where the aetssand the soldiers of the escort had
been gathered. If there was to be some crude rderabnstration, it would take place
here. But again, once the brothers had climbed amtagon and looked the crowd in the
eye, Henry knew they would be safe. The pride effbasants, partly a national thing—
the Rosners being for the night a credit to Patislure—all that protected them. It was
so like old times that Henry found himself smilidgwn at Olek and Manci, playing to
her, capable of ignoring the rest. It did seemtifmse seconds that the earth had at last
been pacified by music.

When it was finished, a middle-aged SS

NCO—A Rottenf@uhrer (a junior

noncommissioned SS rank) perhaps—Henry not beinigragiar as he might become
with the gradations of SS rank—approached thenheg $tood by the wagon receiving
congratulations. He nodded to them and barely sinflehope you have a nice harvest
holiday,” he said, bowed, and left.

The brothers stared at each other. As soon asShad& was out of hearing, they gave in
to the temptation to discuss his meaning. Leopad wonvinced. “It's a threat,” he said.
It went to show what they had feared in their marsehen the Volksdeutsche official

first spoke to them— that these days it didn't dstiand out, to acquire a distinctive face.

That was life in the country in 1940. The curtaiithef a career, the rustic tedium, the
scratching out of a trade, the occasional terhar pull of that bright core called Cracow.

To that, the Rosners knew, they would eventualiyrre

Emilie had returned home in the autumn, and whesrnShext came to Schindler’s
apartment it was Ingrid who brought the coffee. &@skade no secret of his weaknesses,
and never seemed to think that ascetic Itzhak Stesded any apologia for Ingrid’s
presence. Similarly, when the coffee was finisi@skar went to the liquor cabinet and
brought back a fresh bottle of brandy, settingoivd on the table between his seat and
Stern’s, as if Stern were really likely to help hamnk it.

Stern had come that evening to tell Oskar thanalyawhom we shall call the C’s were
spreading stories about him, old David and youngnL€, saying even on the streets in
Kazimierz—Iet alone in parlors—that Oskar was arn@ar gangster, a thug. When Stern
passed on these accusations to Oskar, he didntetss quite as vivid as that.

The reason an initial is employed here instead fidtenalized name is that in Cracow
the whole range of Polish Jewish names were foand,that to employ any name other



than the C’s’ real one might cause offense to tlkeenory of some vanished family or to
some living friend of Oskar's. Oskar knew Sternswalooking for a response, that he
was just passing on intelligence.

But of course he felt he had to respond

anyway.

“I could spread stories about them,” said Oskahéy're robbing me blind. Ask Ingrid if
you like.”

Ingrid was the C’s’ supervisor. She was a benigaguli@ander and, being only in her
twenties, commercially inexperienced. The rumor tiead Schindler himself had got the
girl appointed so that he would have an assuretktofdr his kitchenware. The C’s,
however, still did pretty well what they wanted lwitheir company. If they resented the
idea that it was held in trust by the occupying pgwo one could blame them for that.
Stern waved Oskar’s suggestion away. Who was hsaiat to grill Ingrid? It wasn’t
much use to compare notes with the girl anyhowhe¥yTrun rings around Ingrid,” said
Oskar. They turned up at Lipowa Street for delvef their orders and altered the
invoices on the spot and took away more than tlaelygaid for. “She says it's all right,”
they'd tell the Schindler employees. “He’s arrangeslith Ingrid.”

The son had in fact been gathering crowds and

telling them that Schindler had had the SS beat him

up. But his story varied—the beating was supposed

to have occurred at Schindler’s factory, in a

storeroom from which young C emerged with a blagk e

and broken teeth. Then it was supposed to have

occurred on Limanowskiego, in front of

witnesses. A man called F, an employee

of Oskar’s and a friend of the C’s, had said hesard Oskar stamping up and down in
his office in Lipowa Street and threatening to kill David C. Then Oskar was said to
have driven around to Stradom and raided the C ieghter, to have stuffed his pockets
with currency and told them that there was a NeweDin Europe, and then to have
beaten up old David in his office.

Was it possible that Oskar could let fly at old RB€ and land him in bed with bruises?

Was it likely he would call on friends in the

police to assault Leon? On one level

Oskar and the C’s were gangsters, selling tons of

kitchenware illegally, without sending records of

sales to the Transferstelle, without use of the

required merchandizing coupons called

Bezugschein. On the black market, the

dialogue was primitive and tempers were short. aDskimitted he’d raged into the C’s’
showroom and called father and son thieves andnndi®d himself out of the till for the
kitchenware the C’s had taken without authorizat@skar admitted he’d punched young
Leon. But that was the limit of his admissions.



And the C’s, whom Stern had known since childhookeythad one of those reputations.
Not exactly criminal, but sharp in dealing and,nigant in this case, with a reputation
for squealing when caught.

Stern knew Leon C’s bruises did exist. Leon woentldown the street and was willing
to elaborate on them. The SS beating did take gas®where or other, but it could have
had a dozen causes. Stern not only did not betfeteOskar had begun asking the SS for
that sort of favor, but also had the sense thdteleeve or disbelieve what was said to
have happened in this case was irrelevant to his wider purposes. It would become
relevant only when and if Herr Schindler establésiee brutal pattern. For Stern’s
purposes, occasional lapses did not count. Had rOs&n without sin, this apartment
would not exist in its present form, and neitheuldangrid be waiting in the bedroom.

And it is yet again one of those things which maestsaid, that Oskar would save all of
them—Mr. and Mrs. C, Leon C, Mr. H, Miss M, old Gscretary—and that they would
always admit that, but that they would also andaghstick to their story of the bruises.

That evening Itzhak Stern also brought news of KM&werstein’s jail sentence. He had
got two years in the prison in Montelupich Strabts Marek Biberstein who was the
president of the Judenrat, or who had been urgtibhiest. In other cities the Judenrat was
already cursed by the general Jewish population,itfomain work had become the
drawing up of lists for forced labor, for transféescamps. The Judenrats were regarded
by the German administration as organs of its Wil in Cracow, Marek Biberstein and
his cabinet still saw themselves as buffers betwbenoffice of the military mayor of
Cracow, Schmid and later Pavlu, on one hand, aadéwish inhabitants of the city on
the other. In the Cracow German newspaper of Ma8;M 940, a Dr. Dietrich Redecker
said that on a visit to the Judenrat office he stasck by the contrast between its carpet
and plush chairs and the poverty and squalor ofJéweish quarter in Kazimierz. But
Jewish survivors do not remember the first Cracadedrat as men who cut themselves
off from the people. Hungry for revenue, howeuvitrey had made the mistake the
Judenrats of @l@od@z and Warsaw had made befome thermitting the affluent to
buy their way off forced-labor lists, forcing theqr onto the roster in return for soup and
bread. But even later, in 1941, Biberstein andcbigncil still had the respect of the Jews
of Cracow.

That first membership of the Judenrat consistedwanty-four men, most of them
intellectuals. Each day, on his way to Zablociesk& passed their corner office in
Podg@orze into which were crowded a number of smtats.

In the manner of a cabinet, each member of theaibtook care of a different aspect of
government. Mr. Schenker had charge of taxes, kMinBerg of buildings—an essential
job in a society where people drifted in and ohis tveek trying the option of refuge in
some small village, next week walking back to tcsunfeited with the narrowness of the
peasants. Leon Salpeter, a pharmacist by profeskamh charge of one of the social-
welfare agencies.

There were secretariats for food, cemeteries,

health, travel documentation, economic

affairs, administrative services, culture,

even—in the face of the ban on schooling—of edoaati



Biberstein and his council believed on principlattthe Jews who were expelled from
Cracow would end up in worse places, and so thejdde to fall back on an ancient
stratagem: bribery. The hard-up Judenrat treasillogcaged 200,000 z@loty for the
purpose. Biberstein and the Housing Secretary, ithaoldfluss, had sought out an
intermediary, in this case a Volksdeutscher namedtert, a man who had contacts in
the SS and the city administration. Reichert’s tagk to pass on the money to a series of
officials beginning with Obersturmf@uhrer (an S®kaquivalent to first lieutenant)
Seibert, the liaison officer between the Judermdtthe city government. In return for the
money, the officials were to permit another 10,0@Wvs of the Cracow community to
remain at home, despite Frank’s order. Whether lReichad insulted officials by
retaining too large a percentage for himself an#tingatoo low an offer, or whether the
gentlemen involved felt that Governor Frank’s madstrished ambition to render his city
judenfrei made the taking of bribes too perilous, ane could tell from the court
proceedings. But Biberstein had got two years imtdlupich, Goldfluss six months in
Auschwitz. Reichert himself had got eight yearst ¥eeryone knew he would have a
softer time of it than the other two.

Schindler shook his head at the idea of putting @@ z@Iloty on such a fragile hope.

“Reichert is a crook,” he murmured. Just ten miautefore, they had been discussing
whether he and the C’s were crooks and had legtiestion stand. But there was no
doubt about Reichert. “I could have told them Rerthvas a crook,” he kept insisting.

Stern commented—as a philosophic principle
--that there were times when the only people teftd business with were crooks.

Schindler laughed at that—a wide, toothy, almosticuaugh. “Thank you very much,
my friend,” he told Stern.



CHAPTER 8

It wasn’t such a bad Christmas that year. Buteheas a wistfulness, and snow lay like a
qguestion in the parkland across from Schindlerarapent, like something posed,
watchful and eternal, on the roof of the Wawel lup toad and under the ancient facades
of Kanonicza Street. No one believed anymore iniakgresolution—neither the soldiery
nor the Poles nor the Jews on either side of the.ri

For his Polish secretary Klonowska, that

Christmas, Schindler bought a poodle, a

ridiculous Parisian thing, acquired

by Pfefferberg. For Ingrid he bought jewelry and

sent some also to gentle Emilie down in

Zwittau. Poodles were hard to find,

Leopold Pfefferberg reported. But jewelry was apsri2ecause of the times, gems were
in a high state of movement.

Oskar seems to have pursued his simultaneous aiteth to three women and sundry
casual friendships with others, all without suffigrithe normal penalties that beset the
womanizer. Visitors to his apartment cannot remenaver finding Ingrid sulking. She
seems to have been a generous and complaisanEwgjiilie, with even greater grounds
for complaint, had too much dignity to make the ngse Oskar richly deserved. If
Klonowska had any resentment, it does not seenave hffected her manner in the front
office of DEF nor her loyalty to the Herr Direktd@ne could expect that in a life like
Oskar’s, public confrontations between angry womemld be commonplace. But no
one among Oskar’s friends and workers—witnessdsmgiénough to admit and even in
some cases chuckle over his sins of the flesh—rdyaesrsuch painful confrontations, so
often the fate of far more restrained philandetieas Oskar.

To suggest as some have that any woman would Bsqaewith partial possession of
Oskar is to demean the women involved. The problas, perhaps, that if you wanted to
talk to Oskar about fidelity, a look of childlikene authentic bewilderment entered his
eyes, as if you were proposing some concept likatRey which could be understood
only if the listener had five hours to sit stillchnoncentrate. Oskar never had five hours
and never understood.

Except in his mother’s case. That Christmas mornimighis dead mother’'s sake, Oskar
went to Mass at the Church of St. Mary. There wapace above the high altar where
Wit Stwosz’s wooden tryptych had until weeks ageedied worshipers with its crowd of

jostling divinities. The vacancy, the pallor of te®ne where the tryptych’s fixings had
been, distracted and abashed Herr Schindler. Sa@nkad stolen the tryptych. It had

been shipped to Nuremberg. What an improbabledabhad become!

Business was wonderful that winter just the sanmethe next year his friends in the
Armaments Inspectorate began to talk to Oskar albloeit possibility of opening a
munitions division to manufacture antitank shellskar was not as interested in shells as
in pots and pans. Pots and pans were easy engme&iou cut out and pressed the
metal, dipped it in the tubs, fired it at the rigeinperature. You didn’t have to calibrate
instruments; the work was nowhere near as exaetsndg would be for arms. There was



no under-the-counter trade in shell casings, ardQged under-the-counter—Iliked the
sport of it, the disrepute, the fast returns, #uk lof paperwork.

But because it was good politics, he establisheduaitions section, installing a few

immense Hilo machines, for the precision pressing @oling of shell casings, in one
gallery of his No. 2 workshop. The munitions settwas so far developmental; it would
take some months of planning, measuring, and testlugtion before any shells

appeared. The big Hilos, however, gave the Schindlerks, as a hedge against the
guestionable future, at least the appearance ehgakindustry.

Before the Hilos had even been properly calibra@skar began to get hints from his SS
contacts at Pomorska Street that there was to dpeetio for Jews. He mentioned the

rumor to Stern, not wanting to arouse alarm. OB, gaid Stern, the word was out. Some
people were even looking forward to it. We'll besioke, the enemy will be outside. We

can run our own affairs. No one will envy us, meatone us in the streets. The walls of
the ghetto will be fixed. The walls would be thed, fixed form of the catastrophe.

The edict, “Gen. Gub. 44/91,” posted on March 3s\pablished in the Cracow dailies
and blared forth from loudspeakers on trucks in iérz. Walking through his
munitions department, Oskar heard one of his Gertegahnicians comment on the
news. “Won't they be better off in there?” askbé technician. “The Poles hate them,
you know.”

The edict used the same excuse. As a

means of reducing racial conflict in the

Government General, a closed Jewish quarter woeldeb up. Enclosure in the ghetto
would be compulsory for all Jews, but those with gnoper labor card could travel from
the ghetto to work, returning in the evening. Thettp would be located in the suburb of
Podg@orze just across the river. The deadlinerioering it would be March 20. Once
in, you would be allocated housing by the Judermait,Poles presently living in the area
of the ghetto and who therefore had to move wesappiy to their own housing office for

apartments in other parts of town.

A map of the new ghetto was appended to the etie.north side would be bounded by
the river, the east end by the railway line to Lw@the south side by the hills beyond
Rekawka, the west by Podg@orze Place. It wouldd®eded in there.

But there was hope that repression would take defiorm now and provide people with

a basis on which to plan their restricted futufést a man like Juda Dresner, a textile
wholesaler of Stradom Street who would come to ki@skar, the past year and a half
had brought a bewildering succession of decre&sjsions, and confiscations. He had
lost his business to the Trust Agency, his carapartment. His bank account had been
frozen. His children’s schools had been close@|s# they had been expelled from them.

The family’s jewelry had been

seized, and their radio. He and his family were
forbidden entry to the center of Cracow, denied any
travel by train. They could use only

segregated trolley cars. His wife and



daughter and sons were subject to intermittent dops for snow shoveling or other
compulsory labor. You never knew, when you wereddrinto the back of a truck, if the

absence would be a short or long one, or what cfotair-trigger madmen might be

supervising the work you would be forced to. Uniihés sort of regimen you felt that life

offered no footholds, that you were slithering iatpit which had no bottom. But perhaps
the ghetto was the bottom, the point at which i$ wassible to take organized thought.

Besides, the Jews of Cracow were accustomed—inyatved could best be described as
congenital— to the idea of a ghetto. And now thatid been decided, the very word had
a soothing, ancestral ring. Their grandfathers m@tdoeen permitted to emerge from the
ghetto of Kazimierz until 1867, when Franz Josghed a decree permitting them to live
wherever they wished in the city. Cynics said tiat Austrians had needed to open up
Kazimierz, socketed as it was in the elbow of ikierrso close to Cracow, so that Polish
laborers could find accommodation close to theacps of work. But Franz Josef was
nonetheless revered by the older people from Kaziaras energetically as he had been
in the childhood household of Oskar Schindler.

Although their liberty had come so late, there v@aghe same time among the older
Cracow Jews a nostalgia for the old ghetto of Kaaim A ghetto implied certain
squalors, a crowding in tenements, a sharing dfrbam facilities, disputes over drying
space on clotheslines. Yet it also consecrated]éves to their own specialness, to a
richness of shared scholarship, to songs and Zitalis elbow to elbow, in coffeehouses
rich in ideas if not in cream. Evil rumors emaateom the ghettos of @l@od@z and
Warsaw, but the Podg@orze ghetto as planned was gaemrerous with space, for if you
superimposed it on a map of the Centrum, you fainadl the ghetto was in area about
half the size of the Old City—by no means enougdtepbut not quite strangulation.

There was also in the edict a sedative clauseptioamised to protect the Jews from their
Polish countrymen. Since the early 1930’s, a wilforchestrated racial contest had
prevailed in Poland. When the Depression began fanah prices fell, the Polish
government had sanctioned a range of anti-Semititiqgal groups of the kind that saw
the Jews as the base of all their economic troubles

Sanacja, Marshal Pilsudski’s Moral

Cleansing Party, made an alliance after the old
man’s death with the Camp of National Unity, a
right-wing Jew-baiting group. Prime Minister
Skladkowski, on the floor of the Parliament in
Warsaw, declared, “Economic war on the

Jews? All right!” Rather than give the peasants
land reform, Sanacja encouraged them to look at
the Jewish stalls on market day as the symbol
and total explanation of Polish rural

poverty. There were pogroms against the Jewish
population in a series of towns, beginning in
Grodno in 1935. The Polish legislators

also entered the struggle, and Jewish industries we
starved under new laws on bank credit. Craft
guilds closed their lists to Jewish artisans,



and the universities introduced a quota, or

what they themselves—strong in the classics—called

numerus clausus aut nullus (a closed

number or nil), on the entry of Jewish

students. Faculties gave way to National Unitystesice that Jews be appointed special
benches in the quadrangle and be exiled to thesi@ét of the lecture halls. Commonly
enough in Polish universities, the pretty and ianll daughters of city Jewry emerged
from lecture halls to have their faces savaged Quiek razor stroke delivered by a lean,
serious youth from the Camp of National Unity.

In the first days of the German Occupation, theqoenors had been astounded by the
willingness of Poles to point out Jewish househotdshold a prayer-locked Jew still
while a German docked the Orthodox beard with scsssr, pinking the facial flesh as
well, with an infantry bayonet. In March 1941, thkre, the promise to protect the
ghetto dwellers from Polish national excess feltlomear almost credibly.

Although there was no great spontaneous joy amloagéws of Cracow as they packed
for the move to Podg@orze, there were strange elsnodé homecoming to it, as well as
that sense of arriving at a limit beyond which,hwény luck, you wouldn’t be further
uprooted or tyrannized. Enough so that even sonoplpefrom the villages around
Cracow, from Wieliczka, from Niepolomice, from Liga, Murowana, and Tyniec
hurried to town lest they be locked out on Marchagd find themselves in a comfortless
landscape. For the ghetto was by its nature, alrbgstiefinition, habitable, even if
subject to intermittent attack. The ghetto repreesststasis instead of flux.

The ghetto would introduce a minor

inconvenience in Oskar Schindler’s life. It was

usual for him to leave his luxury apartment in

Straszewskiego, pass the limestone lump of the

Wawel stuck in the mouth of the city like a cork in

a bottle, and so roll down through Kazimierz,

over the Kosciuszko bridge and left toward his

factory in Zablocie. Now that route would be

blocked by the ghetto walls. It was a minor

problem, but it made the idea of maintaining an

apartment on the top floor of his office building

in Lipowa Street more reasonable. It wasn’t

such a bad place, built in the style of

Walter Gropius. Lots of glass and light,

fashionable cubic bricks in the entranceway. Whenéde did travel between the city
and Zablocie in those March days before the deadlie would see the Jews of
Kazimierz packing, and on Stradom Street would paasy in the grace period, families

pushing barrows piled with chairs, mattresses, elodks toward the ghetto. Their

families had lived in Kazimierz since the time iasvan island separated from the
Centrum by a stream called Stara Wis@la. Sincigat the time Kazimier the Great had
invited them to Cracow when, elsewhere, they weig the blame for the Black

Death. Oskar surmised that their ancestors woald Hurned up in Cracow like that,

pushing a barrowful of bedding, more than five headyears before. Now they were



leaving, it seemed, with the same barrowful. Kaeirts invitation had been cancelled.
During those morning journeys across town, Oskaiced that the plan was for the city
trolleys to go on rolling down Lw@owska Street,aingh the middle of the ghetto. All
walls facing the trolley line were being bricked lop Polish workmen, and where there
had been open spaces, cement walls were raisedelsthe trolleys would have their
doors closed as they entered the ghetto and calstop until they emerged again in the
Umwelt, the Aryan world, at the corner of Lw@owskad @sw Kingi Street. Oskar
knew people would catch that trolley anyhow. Dodosed, no stops, machine guns on
walls—it wouldn’t matter. Humans were incurablettiay. People would try to get off
it, someone’s loyal Polish maid with a parcel aisage. And people would try to get on,
some fast-moving athletic young man like Leopoleffefberg with a pocketful of
diamonds or Occupation z@loty or a message in tadbe partisans. People responded
to any slim chance, even if it was an outside orsedoors locked shut, moving fast
between mute walls.

From March 20, Oskar’s Jewish workers would

not receive any wages and were meant to live éntire

by their rations. Instead he would pay a fee to SS

headquarters in Cracow. Both Oskar and

Madritsch were uneasy about that, for they knew the

war would end and the slaveholders, just as in

America, would be shamed and stripped naked. The

dues he would pay to the police chiefs were the

standard SS Main Administrative and

Economic Office fees--7.50

Reichsmarks per day for a skilled worker, 5 RM. dimsskilled and women. They were,

by a margin, cheaper rates than those which ogkemtehe open labor market. But for
Oskar and Julius Madritsch both, the moral discotmfmutweighed the economic

advantage. The meeting of his wage bill was thstled Oskar's worries that year.

Besides, he was never an ideal capitalist. Hisefahad accused him often in his youth
of being reckless with money. While he was a matessmanager, he’d maintained two
cars, hoping that Hans would get to hear of it b@aghocked. Now, in Cracow, he could
afford to keep a stableful—a Belgian Minerva, a lkagh, an Adler cabriolet, a BMW.

To be a prodigal and still be wealthier than yourencareful father—that was one of the
triumphs Schindler wanted out of life. In boom tsnie cost of labor was beside the
point.

It was that way for Madritsch too. Julius Madritschniform mill stood on the western

side of the ghetto, a mile or so from Oskar’'s enamkks. He was doing so well that he
was negotiating to open a similar plant in Tarndwe too was a darling of the

Armaments Inspectorate, and his credit was so gbatdhe had received a loan of a
million z@loty from the Bank Emisyjny (issue Bank).

Whatever ethical queasiness they felt, it is

not likely that either entrepreneur, Oskar or

Julius, felt a moral obligation to avoid

employing additional Jews. That was a stance, and
since they were pragmatists, stances weren't their



style. In any case, ltzhak Stern as well

as Roman Ginter, a businessman and

representative of the Relief Office of the Judencatled on Oskar and Julius both and
begged them to employ more Jews, as many as ceufitéd in. The objective was to

give the ghetto an economic permanence. It was slrmgiomatic, Stern and Ginter

considered at that stage, that a Jew who had ameto value in a precocious empire
hungry for skilled workers was safe from worse ¢fsinAnd Oskar and Madritsch agreed.

So for two weeks the Jews trundled their barrowsugh Kazimierz and over the bridge
into Podg@orze. Middle-class families whose PoBshvants had come with them to
help push the cart. At the bottom of the barrowstte remaining brooches, the fur coats,
under mattresses and kettles and skillets.

Crowds of Poles on Stradom and Starovisina Stjeeted and hurled mud. “The Jews
are going, the Jews are going.

Goodbye, Jews.”

Beyond the bridge a fancy wooden gate greeted ¢he gitizens of the ghetto. White
with scalloped ramparts which gave it an Arabedqog, it had two wide arches for the
trolleys coming from and going to Cracow, and at $side was a white sentry box. Above
the arches, a title in Hebrew sought to reassiE®/I$H TOWN, it proclaimed. High
barbed-wire fences had been strung along the fsbtihe ghetto, facing the river, and
open spaces were sealed with round-topped cenadog sine feet tall, resembling strings
of gravestones for the anonymous. At the ghette & trundling Jew was met by a
representative of the Judenrat Housing Office.elflad a wife and large family, a man
might be assigned two rooms and have the use iélzek. Even so, after the good living
of the Twenties and Thirties, it was painful to &dw share your private life with families
of different rituals, of another, distasteful mwsid habits. Mothers screamed, and fathers
said things could be worse and sucked on hollothtaed shook their heads. In the one
room, the Orthodox found the liberals an abomimati®n March 20, the movement was
complete. Everyone outside the ghetto was fordeitl in jeopardy. Inside, for the
moment, there was living space.

Twenty-three-year-old Edith Liebgold was assigndtsd-floor room to share with her
mother and her baby. The fall of Cracow eighteemtim®back had put her husband into
a mood verging on despair. He’d wandered away tnome as if he wanted to look into
the courses open to him. He had ideas about tlestigrabout finding a safe clearing. He
had never returned.

From her end window Edith Liebgold could see

the Vistula through the barbed-wire barricade, but

her path to other parts of the ghetto, especialthé

hospital in Wegierska Street, took her

through Plac Zgody, Peace Square, the

ghetto’s only square. Here, on the second day ofifleeinside the walls, she missed by
twenty seconds being ordered into an SS truck akeintto shovel coal or snow in the
city. It was not just that work details often, aaiog to rumor, returned to the ghetto
with one or more fewer members than when they b&dMore than this sort of odds,
Edith feared being forced into a truck when, halineanute earlier, you'd thought you



were going to Pankiewicz’ pharmacy, and your balgsvdue to be fed in twenty
minutes. Therefore she went with friends to th&ide Employment Office. If she could
get shift work, her mother would mind the baby ighh

The office in those first days was crowded. Theedudt had its own police force now,
the Ordnungsdienst (or OD), expanded and reguthtizéceep order in the ghetto, and a
boy with a cap and an armband organized waitirgslin front of the office.

Edith Liebgold’s group were just inside the doogkmmg lots of noise to pass the time,
when a small middle-aged man wearing a brown suit @ tie approached her. They
could tell that they’d attracted him with their kat, their brightness. At first they thought
he intended to pick Edith up.

“Look,” he said, “rather than wait ... there ise@mamel factory over in Zablocie.”
He let the address have its effect.

Zablocie was outside the ghetto, he was tellingnth¥ou could barter with the Polish
workers there. He needed ten healthy women fonitgjie shift. The girls made faces, as
if they could afford to choose work and might ewm him down. Not heavy, he assured
them. And they’ll teach you on the job. His name shid, was Abraham Bankier. He was
the manager. There was a German owner, of courbat ¥ort of German? they asked.
Bankier grinned as if he suddenly wanted to fulilltheir hopes. Not a bad sort, he told
them.

That night Edith Liebgold met the other membershaf enamel-factory night shift and
marched across the ghetto toward Zablocie undergtieed of a Jewish OD. In the
column she asked questions about this Deutschel Ealaiik. They serve a soup with
plenty of body, she was told. Beatings? she askisdnot that sort of place, they said.
It's not like Beckmann’s razor-blade factory; mdikee Madritsch. Madritsch is all right,
and Schindler too. At the entrance to the factthvg,new night-shift workers were called
out of the column by Bankier and taken upstairs past vacant desks to a door marked
HERR DIREKTOR. Edith Liebgold heard a deep voiek them all to come in. They
found the Herr Direktor seated on the corner ofdask, smoking a cigarette. His hair,
somewhere between blond and light brown, lookedhtsebrushed; he wore a double-
breasted suit and a silk tie. He looked exackg k man who had a dinner to go to but
had waited specially to have a word with them. ws immense; he was still young.
From such a Hitlerite dream, Edith expected a kectan the war effort and increasing
production quotas. “I wanted to welcome you,” bkl tthem in Polish. “You're part of
the expansion of this factory.” He looked awayw#ds even possible he was thinking,
Don't tell them that—they've got no stake in thagsd.

Then, without blinking, without any introductiomyaqualifying lift of the shoulders, he
told them, “You'll be safe working here. If you wohere, then you'll live through the
war.” Then he said good night and left the officeghwthem, allowing Bankier to hold
them back at the head of the stairs so that the Bieektor could go down first and get
behind the wheel of his automobile. The promise tazed them all. It was a godlike
promise. How could a mere man make a promise hig¢?t But Edith Liebgold found
herself believing it instantly. Not so much becasbe wanted to; not because it was a



sop, a reckless incentive. It was because in tbenseHerr Schindler uttered the promise
it left no option but belief.

The new women of DEF took their job instructionairpleasant daze. It was as if some
mad old Gypsy with nothing to gain had told theneyttwould marry a count. The
promise had forever altered Edith Liebgold’'s expgah of life. If ever they did shoot
her, she would probably stand there protestingt ‘tBa Herr Direktor said this couldn’t
happen.”

The work made no mental demands. Edith carriedett@nel-dipped pots, hanging by
hooks from a long stick, to the furnaces. And ladl time she pondered Herr Schindler’s
promise.

Only madmen made promises as absolute as thatoMtitiinking. Yet he wasn’t mad.

For he was a businessman with a dinner to go terefore, he must know. But that
meant some second sight, some profound contact gathor devil or the pattern of

things. But again, his appearance, his hand welgtiid signet ring, wasn’t the hand of a
visionary. It was a hand that reached for the wiheyas a hand in which you could

somehow sense the latent caresses. And so shelmmkdo the idea of his madness
again, to drunkenness, to mystical explanationsthto technique by which the Herr
Direktor had infected her with certainty.

Similar loops of reasoning would be traced thisryaal in years to come by all those to
whom Oskar Schindler made his heady promises. Seméd become aware of the
unstated corollary. If the man was wrong, if hehlig used his powers of passing on
conviction, then there was no God and no humaniyhread, no succor. There were, of
course, only odds, and the odds weren’t good.



CHAPTER 9

That spring Schindler left his factory in Cracowdattrove west in a BMW over the

border and through the awakening spring foreséatittau. He had Emilie to see, and his
aunts and sister. They had all been allies aghisstather; they were all tenders of the
flame of his mother’'s martyrdom. If there was agliat between his late mother’s misery
and his wife’s, Oskar Schindler—in his coat witle fiar lapels, guiding the custom-made
wheel with kid-gloved hands, reaching for anotherKish cigarette on the straight
stretches of thawing road in the Jeseniks—did setit It was not a child’s business to
see these things. His father was a god and subjéatigher laws.

He liked visiting the aunts—the way they raisedrthe@nds palm upward in admiration
of the cut of his suit. His younger sister had mearra railway official and lived in a
pleasant apartment provided by the rail authoritiees husband was an important man in
Zwittau, for it was a rail-junction town and hadda freight yards. Oskar drank tea with
his sister and her husband, and then some schnéppse was a faint sense of mutual
congratulation: the Schindler children hadn’t tutroait so badly.

It was, of course, Oskar’s sister who had nursed Schindler in her last illness and who
had now been visiting and speaking to their fathesecret. She could do no more than
make certain hints in the direction of a recontiia. She did that over the tea and was
answered by growls. Later, Oskar dined at homé ®inilie. She was excited to have
him there for the holiday. They could attend thetBaceremonies together like an old-
fashioned couple. Ceremonies was right, for theywcdd around each other

ceremoniously all evening, attending to each otltemable like polite strangers. And in

their hearts and minds, both Emilie and Oskar waregzed by this strange marriage
disability—that he could offer and deliver moresirangers, to workers on his factory
floor than he could to her.

The question that lay between them was whetheri&rmsiilould join him in Cracow. If
she gave up the apartment in Zwittau and put ierainants, she would have no escape
at all from Cracow. She believed it her duty todsth Oskar; in the language of Catholic
moral theology, his absence from her house wag@xiipate occasion of sin.” Yet life
with him in a foreign city would be tolerable onffyhe was careful and guarded and
sensitive to her feelings. The trouble with Oskass that you could not depend on him
to keep his lapses to himself. Careless, half-fipsyf-smiling, he seemed sometimes to
think that if he really liked some girl, you hadlilke her too.

The unresolved question about her going to Cra@wsb oppressively between them
that when dinner was finished he excused himselfveent to a caf‘e in the main square.
It was a place frequented by mining engineers, Isimasinessmen, the occasional
salesman turned Army officer. Gratefully he saw sarhhis biker friends there, most of
them wearing Wehrmacht uniforms. He began drinkeagnac with them. Some

expressed surprise that a big husky chap like Oskamot in uniform.

“Essential industry,” he growled.

“Essential industry.”

They reminisced about their motorcycle days.

There were jokes about the one he’d put togethieofou
spare parts when he was in high school. Its



explosive effects. The explosive effects

of his big 500cc Galloni. The noise

level in the caf‘e mounted; more cognac was belmmused for. From the dining annex
old school friends appeared, that look on theie$aas if they had recognized a forgotten
laugh, as in fact they had.

Then one of them got serious. “OskKar, listen.

Your father’s having dinner in there, all by hinfseDskar Schindler looked into his
cognac. His face burned, but he shrugged.

“You ought to talk to him,” said someone. “He’stadow, the poor old bastard.”

Oskar said that he had better go home. He begatatal, but their hands were on his
shoulders, forcing him down again. “He knows youisxe,” they said. Two of them had

already gone through to the annex and were pemsgiaald Hans Schindler over the

remnants of his dinner. Oskar, in a panic, wasadlyestanding, searching in his pocket
for the checkroom disk, when Herr Hans Schindler glxpression pained, appeared from
the dining room propelled gently along by two youmgn. Oskar was halted by the sight.
In spite of his anger at his father, he’d alwaysgmed that if any ground was covered
between himself and Hans, he’'d be the one who’a@ ttawcover it. The old man was so
proud. Yet here he was letting himself be draggehig son.

As the two of them were pushed toward each other, t

old man’s first gesture was an apologetic

half-grin and a sort of shrug of the eyebrows. The

gesture, by its familiarity, took Oskar

by storm. | couldn’t help it, Hans was

saying. The marriage and everything, your mother rae, it all went according to laws

of its own. The idea behind the gesture might Haeen an ordinary one, but Oskar had
seen an identical expression on someone’s facadgirhat evening—on his own, as he
shrugged to himself, facing the mirror in the haljwof Emilie’s apartment. The marriage
and everything, it's all going according to lawsitsfown. He had shared that look with
himself, and here—three cognacs later—his father staring it with him.

“How are you, Oskar?” asked Hans
Schindler. There was a dangerous wheeze alongitfeea the words. His father’s health
was worse than he remembered it.

So Oskar decided that even Herr Hans Schindlerhuasan—a proposition he had not
been able to swallow at teatime at his sister’s| la& embraced the old man, kissing him
on the cheek three times, feeling the impact ofdtiser’s bristles, and beginning to weep
as the corps of engineers and soldiers and pagsiroyotists applauded the gratifying

scene.



CHAPTER 10

The councilmen of Artur Rosenzweig’s

Judenrat, who still saw themselves as guardiaiseolbreath and health and bread ration
of the internees of the ghetto, impressed upodémgsh ghetto police that they were also
public servants. They tended to sign up young nfecompassion and some education.
Though at SS headquarters the OD was regardedstaarother auxiliary police force
which would take orders like any police force, thats not the picture most OD men
lived by in the summer of ‘41.

It cannot be denied that as the ghettos grew ottderOD man became increasingly a
figure of suspicion, a supposed collaborator. Sapi2 men fed information to the
underground and challenged the system, but perhapajority of them found that their
existence and that of their families depended emirgyly on the cooperation they gave
the SS. To honest men, the OD would become a demupo crooks it was an
opportunity.

But in its early months in Cracow, it seemed

a benign force. Leopold Pfefferberg could stand

as a token of the ambiguity of being a member. When

all education for Jews, even that organized by the

Judenrat, was abolished in December

1940, Poldek had been offered a job

managing the waiting lines and keeping the appantnbook in the Judenrat housing
office. It was a part-time job, but gave him a aouader which he could travel around
Cracow with some freedom. In March 1941, the OBliitavas founded with the stated
purpose of protecting the Jews entering the Podg@&@aghetto from other parts of the
city. Poldek accepted the invitation to put on tep of the OD. He believed he
understood its purpose—that it was not only to emsational behavior inside the walls
but also to achieve that correct degree of grudgibgl obedience which, in the history
of European Jewry, has tended to ensure that theesgors will go away more quickly,
will become forgetful so that, in the intersticelstbeir forgetfulness, life may again
become feasible.

At the same time Pfefferberg wore his OD

cap, he ran illegal goods—Ileatherwork,

jewelry, furs, currency—in and out of the

ghetto gate. He knew the Wachtmeister

at the gate, Oswald Bosko, a policeman

who had become so rebellious against the regintenthéet raw materials into the ghetto
to be made up into goods—garments, wine, hardwane-tfzen let the goods out again
to be sold in Cracow, all without even asking fdardoe.

On leaving the ghetto, the officials at the gatee founging schmalzownicks, or
informers, Pfefferberg would take off the Judaimband in some quiet alley before
moving on to business in Kazimierz or the Centrum.

On the city walls, above fellow passengers’
heads in the trolleys, he would read the posters
of the day: the razor-blade advertisements, the



latest Wawel edicts on the harboring of

Polish bandits, the slogan “JEWS—LICE

--TYPHUS,” the billboard depicting a

virginal Polish girl handing food to a

hook-nosed Jew whose shadow was the shadow of the

Devil. “WHOEVER HELPS A JEW

HELPS SATAN.” Outside groceries

hung pictures of Jews mincing rats

into pies, watering milk, pouring lice into pastkneading dough with filthy feet. The
fact of the ghetto was being validated in the $treef Cracow by poster art, by
copywriters from the Propaganda Ministry. And Réefierg, with his Aryan looks, would
move calmly beneath the artwork, carrying a suéchsgl of garments or jewelry or
currency.

Pfefferberg’s greatest coup had been last yeamv@wernor Frank had withdrawn 100-
and 500-z@loty notes from circulation and demantiemt existing notes of those

denominations be deposited with the Reich CreditdFiBince a Jew could exchange
only 2,000 z@I., it meant that all notes held sigrein excess of 2,000 and against the
regulations—would no longer have any value. Unlgss could find someone with

Aryan looks and no armband who was willing on ybehalf to join the long lines of

Poles in front of the Reich Credit Bank.

Pfefferberg and a young Zionist friend gathereanfrghetto residents some hundreds of
thousands of z@loty in the proscribed denominatiovent off with a suitcase full of
notes, and came back with the approved Occupatiorerccy, minus only the bribes
they'd had to pay to the Polish Blue Police atdghte.

That was the sort of policeman Pfefferberg was.elt&nt by the standards of Chairman
Artur Rosenzweig; deplorable by the standards onétska.

Oskar visited the ghetto in April—both from curitysand to speak to a jeweler he had
commissioned to make two rings. He found it cramipegbnd what he had imagined—
two families to a room unless you were lucky enotgknow someone in the Judenrat.
There was a smell of clogged plumbing, but the worheld off typhus by arduous

scrubbing and by boiling clothes in courtyards. ififs are changing,” the jeweler

confided in Oskar. “The OD have been issued truoebé As the administration of the

ghetto, like that of all ghettos in Poland, hadsgasfrom the control of Governor Frank
to that of Gestapo Section 4B, the final authofaty all Jewish matters in Cracow was
now SS Oberf@uhrer Julian Scherner, a hearty masoofewhere between forty-five

and fifty, who in civilian clothes and with his ldaless and thick lenses looked like a
nondescript bureaucrat. Oskar had met him at Gewguektail parties. Scherner talked a
great deal—not about the war but about businessirarestment. He was the sort of
functionary who abounded in the middle ranks of 8& a sport, interested in liquor,
women, and confiscated goods. He could sometimeldoevered wearing the smirk of

his unexpected power like a childish jam stainh@ torner of the mouth. He was always
convivial and dependably heartless. Oskar couldthet Scherner favored working the

Jews rather than killing them, that he would bemds for the sake of profit, but that he
would fulfill the general drift of SS policy, howerthat might develop.



Oskar had remembered the police chief last Christe@nding him half a dozen bottles
of cognac. Now that the man’s power had expandedyduld rate more this year.

It was because of this shift of power—the SS beogmi

not simply the arm of policy but the makers ofst a

well—that beneath the high June sun the OD was

taking on a new nature. Oskar, merely

by driving past the ghetto, became familiar with a

new figure, a former glazier named Symche

Spira, the new force in the OD. Spira was of

Orthodox background and by personal history as

well as temperament despised the Europeanized

Jewish liberals who were still found on the

Judenrat Council. He took his orders not

from Artur Rosenzweig but from

Untersturmf@uhrer Brandt and SS

headquarters across the river. From his conferanitbBrandt, he returned to the ghetto
with increased knowingness and power. Brandt h&gdasim to set up and lead a
Political Section OD, and he recruited various isf fiends for it. Their uniform ceased
to be the cap and armband and became instead lgrgycavalry breeches, Sam Browne
belt, and shiny SS boots.

Spira’s Political Section would go beyond the dedsawf grudging cooperation and
would be full of venal men, men with complexes, hvitlose-held grudges about the
social and intellectual slights they'd receivedearlier days from respectable middle-
class Jewry.

Apart from Spira, there were Szymon Spitz and

Marcel Zellinger, Ignacy Diamond,

David Gutter the salesman, Forster and

Gr@uner and Landau. They settled in to a careextrtion and of making out for the
SS lists of unsatisfactory or seditious ghetto tevsl

Poldek Pfefferberg now wanted to escape the farbere was a rumor that the Gestapo
would make all OD men swear an oath to the F@ulfer which they would have no
grounds for disobedience. Poldek did not wanthare a profession with gray-shirted
Spira or with Spitz and Zellinger, the makers stdi He went down the street to the
hospital at the corner of Wegierska to speak tcemtlg physician named Alexander
Biberstein, the official physician to the JudeniBite doctor’'s brother Marek had been
that first president of the Council and was prdgeshting time in mournful Montelupich
prison for currency violations and attempting tdobrofficials.

Pfefferberg begged Biberstein to give him a medieatificate so that he could leave the
OD. It was difficult, Biberstein said.

Pfefferberg did not even look sick. It would be wspible for him to feign high blood
pressure. Dr. Biberstein instructed him in the syons of a bad back. Pfefferberg took
to reporting for duty severely stooped and usicgrze.



Spira was outraged. When Pfefferberg had first daidken about leaving the OD, the
police chief had pronounced—Ilike a commander of esgralace guard --that the only
way out was on your shield. Inside the ghetto,&aid his infantile friends were playing
a game of Elite Corps. They were the Foreign Lediogy were the praetorians.

“We’ll send you to the Gestapo doctor,”

screamed Spira.

Biberstein, who had been aware of the shame in ydeiiefferberg, had tutored him
well. Poldek survived the Gestapo doctor’s inspecand was discharged from the OD
as suffering from an ailment likely to inhibit hgoood performance in crowd control.
Spira, saying goodbye to officer Pfefferberg, espesl a contemptuous enmity. The next
day, Germany invaded Russia.

Oskar heard the news illicitty on the BBC and kn#wat the Madagascar Plan was
finished now. It would be years before there wdmps for a solution like that. Oskar
sensed that the event changed the essence of 88inglafor everywhere now the
economists, the engineers, the planners of movenwéngeople, the policemen of every
stripe put on the mental habits appropriate noty dol a long war, but to a more
systematic pursuit of a racially impeccable empire.



CHAPTER 11

In an alley off Lipowa, its rear pointing towarcetivorkshop of Schindler’'s enamel plant,
stood the German Box Factory. Oskar Schindler, ydweestless and hungry for

company, used to stroll over there sometimes arad wlth the Treuh@ander, Ernst
Kuhnpast, or to the former owner and unofficial ager, Szymon Jereth. Jereth’'s Box
Factory had become the German Box Factory two yback according to the usual

arrangement—no fees being paid, no documents tohale was signatory having been
drawn up.

The injustice of that did not particularly worryrdth anymore. It had happened to most
of the people he knew. What worried him was thettgh& he fights in the kitchens, the
pitiless communality of life there, the stench ofites, the lice that jumped onto your suit
from the greasy jacket of the man whose shouldarbyashed on the stairs. Mrs. Jereth,
he told Oskar, was deeply depressed. She’d alwags bsed to nice things; she’d come
from a good family in Kleparz, north of Cracow. Amthen you think, he told Oskar, that
with all the pineboard | could build myself a platere. He pointed to the wasteland
behind his factory. Workers played football therast, hard-running games in plentiful
space. Most of it belonged to Oskar’s factory, bt to a Polish couple named Bielski.
But Oskar did not point that out to poor Jereth,say either that he too had been
preoccupied by that vacant space. Oskar was madoeeested in the implied offer of
lumber. You can “alienate” as much pineboard ag?tNau know, said Jereth, it's only a
matter of paperwork.

They stood together at Jereth’s office window, aersng the wasteland. From the
workshop came the sound of hammering and whiningepsaws. | would hate to lose
contact with this place, Jereth told Oskar. | wobate just to vanish into some labor
camp and have to wonder from a distance what thendaols were doing here. You can
understand that, surely, Herr Schindler?

A man like Jereth could not foresee any deliveraiite German armies seemed to be
enjoying limitless success in Russia, and everBB€ was having trouble believing that
they were advancing into a fatal salient. The Arreatinspectorate orders for field
kitchenware kept turning up on Oskar’'s desk, senwiih the compliments of General
Julius Schindler scribbled at the bottom of the esong letters, accompanied by the
telephoned best wishes of sundry junior officersk&® accepted the orders and the
congratulations in their own right, but took a gadictory joy from the rash letters his
father was writing to him to celebrate their redbation. It won't last, said Schindler
senior. The man [Hitler] isn’t meant to last. Aneariwill come down on him in the end.
And the Russians? My God, did anyone ever takérthale to point out to the dictator
just how many godless barbarians there are ovee?h@skar, smiling over the letters,
was not troubled by the conflicting pleasures—tlmnmercial exhilaration of the
Armaments Inspectorate contracts and the more atéimdelight of his father’s
subversive letters. Oskar sent Hans a monthly blaakk of 1,000 RM. in honor of filial
love and sedition, and for the joy of largesse.

It was a fast and, still, almost a painless ydawnger hours than Schindler had ever
worked, parties at the Cracovia, drinking boutshat jazz club, visits to the gorgeous
Klonowska’s apartment. When the leaves began toHalwondered where the year had
gone. The impression of vanished time was augmdnyeithe late summer and now by



autumn rains earlier than usual. The asymmetriss®awould, by favoring the Soviets,
affect the lives of all Europeans. But to Herr Qs&ahindler in Lipowa Street, weather
was still simply weather. Then, in the butt end1841, Oskar found himself under
arrest. Someone—one of the Polish shipping clenks,of the German technicians in the
munitions section, you couldn’t tell—had denoun&&u, had gone to Pomorska Street
and given information. Two plainclothes Gestapo nieave up Lipowa Street one
morning and blocked the entrance with their Merseds if they intended to bring all
commerce at Emalia to an end. Upstairs, facing Qskay produced warrants entitling
them to take all his business records with thent tBey did not seem to have any
commercial training. “Exactly what books do you w&n Schindler asked them.
“Cashbooks,” said one.

“Your main ledgers,” said the other.

It was a relaxed arrest; they chatted to Klonowsk#e Oskar himself went to get his
cash journal and accounts ledger. Oskar was pedntitne to scribble down a few
names on a pad, supposedly the names of assomtteshom Oskar had appointments
which must now be cancelled. Klonowska understdbdygh, that they were a list of
people to be approached for help in bailing him out

The first name on the list was that of

Oberf@uhrer Julian Scherner; the

second, that of Martin Plathe of the Abwehr in Baas That would be a long-distance
call. The third name belonged to the supervisahefOstfaser works, the drunken Army
veteran Franz Bosch on whom Schindler had settiehtities of illegal kitchenware.
Leaning over Klonowska’s shoulder, over her pilgdflaxen hair, he underlined Bosch'’s
name. A man of influence, Bosch knew and advisexyetiigh official who played the
black market in Cracow. And Oskar knew that thresirhad to do with the black market,
whose danger was that you could always find offsciaady to be bribed, but you could
never predict the jealousy of one of your employees

The fourth name on the list was that of the Gerncamirman of Ferrum AG of
Sosnowiec, the company from which Herr Schindlerdid his steel. These names were
a comfort to him as the Gestapo Mercedes carriedtdiPomorska Street, a kilometer or
so west of the Centrum. They were a guaranteehthatould not vanish into the system
without a trace. He was not, therefore, as defeaseas the 1,000 ghetto dwellers who
had been rounded up according to Symche Spird&sdisd marched beneath the frosty
stars of Advent to the cattle cars at Prokocimi@atOskar knew some heavy guns.

The SS complex in Cracow was an

immense modern building, humorless, but not as
portentous as the Montelupich prison. Yet

even if you disbelieved the rumors of torture
attached to the place, the building confused the
arrestee as soon as he entered by its size, its
Kafkaesque corridors, by the numb threat of the
departmental names painted on the doors. Here you
could find the SS Main Office, the headquarters

of the Order Police, of Kripo, Sipo and



Gestapo, of SS Economy and Administration,

of Personnel, of Jewish Affairs, of Race

and Resettlement, of the SS Court, of

Operations, of SS Service, of the

Reichskommissariat for the Strengthening of Germamdof the Welfare Office for
Ethnic Germans.

Somewhere in that hive a middle-aged Gestapo mhao,sgemed to have a more exact
knowledge of accountancy than the arresting officblegan interviewing Oskar. The

man’s manner was half-amused, like a customs affisiho finds that a passenger

suspected of currency smuggling is really smugghogse plants for an aunt. He told
Oskar that all the enterprises involved in war piitbn were under scrutiny. Oskar did

not believe it but said nothing. Herr Schindler Idounderstand, the Gestapo man told
him, that businesses supplying the war effort hatbaal duty to devote all their product

to that great enterprise—and to desist from undangithe economy of the Government
General by irregular dealings.

Oskar murmured away in that peculiar rumble of Wwisich could at the same time
contain threat and bonhomie. “Do you imply, Herr dManeister, that there are reports
that my factory does not fulfill its quotas?”

“You live very well,” said the man, but with a cassive smile, and as if that were all
right, it was acceptable for important industriegiso live well. And anyone who lives
well, he pointed out ... well, we have to be stia his standard of living derives entirely
from legitimate contracts.

Oskar beamed at the Gestapo man. “Whoever gavenyautame,” he said, “is a fool and
is wasting your time.”

“Who's the plant manager of DEF?” asked the Gestapn, ignoring this.

“Abraham Bankier.”

“A Jew?”

“Of course. The business used to belong to relafdnis.”

These records might be adequate, said the Gestapo But if they wanted more, he
presumed Herr Bankier could supply it.

“You mean you're going to detain me?” asked Oskir.began to laugh. “I want to tell
you now,” he said, “when Oberf@uhrer Scherner aatkllaughing about all this over a
drink, I'll tell him that you treated me with theémost courtesy.”

The two who had made the arrest took him to thers#dloor, where he was searched
and permitted to keep cigarettes and 100 z@!I. yosmall luxuries. Then he was locked
in a bedroom— one of the best they had, Oskar seaniequipped with a washbasin and
toilet and dusty draperies at the barred window—sibré of room they kept dignitaries in

while interrogating them. If the dignitary was r&$ed, he could not complain about a
room like this, any more than he could enthuse atveAnd if he was found to be

treacherous, seditious, or an economic criminahn ttas if the floor of this room opened
like a trapdoor, he’d find himself waiting in artenrogation cell in the basement, sitting
motionless and bleeding in one of the series disdtzey called tramways, looking ahead



to Montelupich, where prisoners were hanged inrtbells. Oskar considered the door.
Whoever lays a hand on me, he promised himsdlhadVe him sent to Russia.

He was bad at waiting. After an hour he knocketthatdoor from the inside and gave the
Waffen SS man who answered 50 z@I. to buy himtebof vodka. It was, of course,
three times the price of liquor, but that was Oskanethod. Later in the day, by
arrangement between Klonowska and Ingrid, a bagpitdtries, books, and pajamas
arrived. An excellent meal was brought to him vathalf-bottle of Hungarian wine, and
no one came to disturb him or ask him a questianpksumed that the accountant was
still slaving over the Emalia books. He would hamgoyed a radio on which to listen to
the BBC news from Russia, the Far East, and théynemmbatant United States, and he
had the feeling that if he asked his jailers theighth bring him one. He hoped the
Gestapo had not moved into his apartment on Sineskzego, to assess the furnishings
and Ingrid’'s jewelry. But by the time he fell agtedne’d got to the stage where he was
looking forward to facing interrogators.

In the morning he was brought a good breakfast—+inwgrcheese, eggs, rolls, coffee—
and still no one bothered him. And then the midathed SS auditor, holding both the
cash journal and the accounts ledger, came tohrsit

The auditor wished him good morning. He hoped hetred a comfortable night. There
had not been time to conduct more than a cursoamaation of Herr Schindler’s
records, but it had been decided that a gentlemtanstood so high in the opinion of so
many people influential in the war effort need meat too closely looked at for the
moment. We have, said the SS man, received cetegphone calls. ... Oskar was
convinced, as he thanked the man, that the achwtia temporary. He received the
ledgers and got his money handed back in full@ardéiception desk.

Downstairs, Klonowska was waiting for him, radiaHer liaison work had yielded this

result, Schindler coming forth from the death househis double-breasted suit and
without a scratch. She led him to the Adler, whilsby had let her park inside the gate.
Her ridiculous poodle sat on the back seat.



CHAPTER 12

The child arrived at the Dresners’, on the eastata of the ghetto, late in the afternoon.
She had been returned to Cracow by the Polish eompb had been taking care of her in
the country. They had been able to talk the Pdiikle Police at the ghetto gate into
allowing them entry on business, and the child pdss theirs.

They were decent people, and shamefaced at havinght her up to Cracow and the
ghetto from the countryside. She was a dear didytwere attached to her. But you
couldn’'t keep a Jewish child in the countryside mage. The municipal authorities—
never mind the SS—WERE offering sums of 500 z@d apward for every Jew
betrayed. It was one’s neighbors. You couldn’t ttrgsur neighbors. And then not only
would the child be in trouble, we’d all be. My Gdbere were areas where the peasants
went out hunting Jews with scythes and sickles.

The child didn’t seem to suffer too much from wivatesqualors the ghetto now imposed
on her. She sat at a little table among screerawip clothing and fastidiously ate the
heel of bread Mrs. Dresner gave her. She accepltedewer endearments the women
sharing the kitchen happened to utter. Mrs. Dresio¢iced how strangely guarded the
child was in all her answers.

She had her vanities, though, and like most

three-year-olds a passionately preferred

color. Red. She sat there in red cap, red

coat, small red boots. The peasants had

indulged her passion.

Mrs. Dresner made conversation by talking aboutcthitl’s real parents. They too had
been living— in fact, hiding—in the countryside.tBsaid Mrs. Dresner, they were going
to come and join everyone here in Cracow soon.child nodded, but it didn’'t seem to
be shyness that kept her quiet.

In January her parents had been rounded up

according to a list supplied to the SS by Spira, an

while being marched to Prokocim Station had passed

a crowd of jeering Poles—"Bye-bye,

Jews.” They had dodged out of the column just like

two decent Polish citizens crossing the

street to watch the deportation of social

enemies, and had joined the crowd, jeered a titiéenselves, and then strolled off into
the countryside around that outer suburb.

Now they too were finding life no safer out therelantended to sneak back into Cracow
during the summer. The mother of “Redcap,” as thesBer boys nicknamed her as soon
as they got home with the work details from thg,cias a first cousin of Mrs. Dresner’s.

Soon Mrs. Dresner’s daughter, young
Danka, also got home from her work as a cleaningnaat the Luftwaffe air base.

Danka was going on fourteen, tall enough to haeeitnnkarte (labor card) enabling her
to work outside the ghetto. She enthused over tdmeammittal child. “Genia, | know



your mother, Eva. She and | used to go shoppinglfesses together, and she’d buy me
cakes at the patisserie in Bracka Street.”

The child kept to her seat, did not smile, lookbead. “Madam, you're mistaken. My
mother’'s name is not Eva. It's Jasha.” She wennhaming the names in the fictional
Polish genealogy in which her parents and the p¢si$ead schooled her in case the Blue
Police or the SS ever questioned her. The famowified at each other, brought to a
standstill by the unusual cunning of the child,dfimg it obscene but not wanting to
undermine it, since it might, before the week was be essential survival equipment.

At suppertime Idek Schindel, the child’s uncle,auryg doctor at the ghetto hospital in
Wegierska Street, arrived. He was the sort of wiuahs half-teasing, and infatuated

uncle a child needs. At the sight of him, Geniadoee a child, getting down off her chair

to rush at him. If he were here, calling these peopusins, then they were cousins. You
could admit now that you had a mother named Evathadyour grandparents weren’t

really named Ludwik and Sophia.

Then Mr. Juda Dresner, purchasing officer of thesdoplant, arrived home and the
company was complete.

April 28 was Schindler’s birthday, and in

1942 he celebrated it like a child of the spring,

loudly, profligately. It was a big day at

DEF. The Herr Direktor brought in rare

white bread, regardless of expense, to be servidd tive noonday soup. The festivity
spread into the outer office and to the workshagsback. Oskar Schindler, industrialist,
was celebrating the general succulence of lifeis, This thirty-fourth birthday, began
early at Emalia. Schindler signaled it by walkimgough the outer office carrying three
bottles of cognac under his arm to share with thgireers, the accountants, the
draftsmen. Office workers in Accounts and Persomiael handfuls of cigarettes thrust at
them, and by midmorning the handouts had spreatthdofactory floor. A cake was
brought in from a patisserie, and Oskar cut it donkwska’s desk. Delegations of
Jewish and Polish workers began to enter the ofticeongratulate him, and he heartily
kissed a girl named Kucharska, whose father haddiin the Polish parliament before
the war. And then the Jewish girls came up, andntlea shaking hands, even Stern
getting there somehow from the Progress Works wher&vas now employed, to take
Oskar’s hand formally and find himself wrapped opirib-cracking embrace.

That afternoon someone, perhaps the same malcagdast time, contacted Pomorska
and denounced Schindler for his racial improprgetiglis ledgers might stand up to
scrutiny, but no one could deny he was a “Jew-kisse

The manner of his arrest seemed more professibaalthe last. On the morning of the
29" a Mercedes blocked the factory entrance and testapo men, seeming somehow
surer of their ground than the last two, met himssing the factory yard. He was
charged, they told him, with breaking the provisiaf the Race and Resettlement Act.
They wanted him to come with them. And no, theres wa need for him to visit his
office first.

“Do you have a warrant?” he asked them.



“We don’t need one,” they told him.

He smiled at them. The gentlemen should underdtaatdf they took him away without
a warrant, they would come to regret it.

He said it lightly, but he could tell by their deam®r that the level of threat in them had
firmed and focused since last year’s half-comicedgbn. Last time the conversation at
Pomorska had been about economic matters and whetye had been breached. This
time you were dealing with grotesque law, the lawthe lower guts, edicts from the
black side of the brain. Serious stuff.

“We will have to risk regret,” one of the two tahan.

He assessed their assurance, their perilous inghiffe to him, a man of assets, newly
turned thirty-four. “On a spring morning,” he totdem, “I can spare a few hours for
driving.”

He comforted himself that he would again be pub iohe of those urbane cells at
Pomorska. But when they turned right up Kolejowa,khew that this time it would be
Montelupich prison.

“I shall wish to speak to a lawyer,” he told them.
“In time,” said the driver.

Oskar had it on the reasonable word of one of migkohg companions that the
Jagiellonian Institute of Anatomy received corpsem Montelupich.

The wall of the place stretched a long block, dmeldminous sameness of the windows
of the third and fourth floors could be seen frdra back seat of the Gestapo Mercedes.
Inside the front gate and through the archway taye to an office where the SS clerk
spoke in whispers, as if raised voices would sdtegul-splitting echoes along the narrow
corridors. They took his cash, but told him it wibube given to him during his
imprisonment at a rate of 50 z@I. a day. No, thesding officers told him, it was not yet
time for him to call a lawyer.

Then they left, and in the corridor, under guard, listened for the traces of screams
which might, in this convent hush, spill out thrbuthpe cracks of the Judas windows in
the walls. He was led down a flight of stairs iatelaustrophobic tunnel and past a string
of locked cells, one with an open grille. Some {umzen prisoners in shirt sleeves sat
there, each in a separate stall, facing the refirseahat their features could not be seen.
Oskar noticed a torn ear. And someone was sniffingknew better than to wipe his

nose.

Klonowska, Klonowska, are you making your telephoaks, my love?

They opened a cell for him and he went in.

He had felt a minor anxiety that the place

might be crowded. But there was only one other
prisoner in the cell, a soldier wearing his

greatcoat up around his ears for warmth and seated
one of the two low wooden bed frames, each with its
pallet. There were no washbasins, of course. A
water bucket and a waste bucket. And what



proved to be a Waffen SS

Standartenf@uhrer (an SS rank

equivalent to colonel) wearing a slight stubblestale, unbuttoned shirt under the
overcoat, and muddy boots.

“Welcome, sir,” said the officer with a crookedmrraising one hand to Oskar. He was a
handsome fellow, a few years older than Oskar. ddds were in favor of his being a
plant. But one wondered why they had put him inffarmn and provided him with such
exalted rank. Oskar looked at his watch, sat,dstémoked up at the high windows. A
little light from the exercise yards filtered injtat was not the sort of window you could
lean against and relieve the intimacy of the twaselbunks, of sitting hands on knees
facing each other.

In the end they began to talk. Oskar was very wamy the Standartenf@uhrer chattered
wildly. What was his name? Philip was his name. ditin’t think gentlemen should give
their second names in prison. Besides, it was pieople got down to first names. If we'd
all got down to first names earlier, we’d be a happace now.

Oskar concluded that if the man was not a planénthe had had some sort of
breakdown, was perhaps suffering shell shock. Hedn campaigning in southern
Russia, and his battalion had helped hang on togdlmd all winter. Then he had got
leave to visit a Polish girlfriend in Cracow an@ythad, in his words, “lost themselves in
each other,” and he had been arrested in her apairtiree days after his leave expired.

“l suppose | decided,” said Philip,

“not to be too damn exact about dates when |

saw the way the other bastards"—he waved a hand

at the roof, indicating the structure around hine, t

SS planners, the accountants, the bureaucrats

--“when | saw the way they lived. It wasn’t as ifdeliberately decided to go absent
without leave. But | just felt | was owed a certdamn latitude.”

Oskar asked him would he rather be in PomorskaeStido, said Philip, I'd rather be
here. Pomorska looked more like a hotel. But thetdrds had a death cell there, full of
shining chromium bars. But that aside, what had Bskar done?

“l kissed a Jewish girl,” said Oskar.

“An employee of mine. So it’s

alleged.”

Philip began to hoot at this. “Oh, oh!

Did your prick drop off?”

All afternoon Standartenf@uhrer Philip

continued to condemn the SS. Thieves and orgibstsaid. He couldn’t believe it. The
money some of the bastards made. They startedcsoruptible too. They would Kill
some poor bloody Pole for smuggling a kilo of baedmle they lived like goddamn
Hanseatic barons.

Oskar behaved as if it were all news to him, ashd idea of venality among the
Reichf@uhrers was a painful assault on his progin8udetendeutsch innocence which



had caused him to forget himself and caress a leguis At last Philip, worn out by his
outrage, took a nap.

Oskar wanted a drink. A certain measure of liquauld help speed time, make the
Standartenf@uhrer better company if he was notaatpdnd more fallible if he was.
Oskar took out a 10-z@I. note and wrote down naoneis and telephone numbers; more
names than last time: a dozen. He took out andther notes, crumpled them in his
hands and went to the door and knocked at the Juida®w. An SS NCO turned up—a
grave middle-aged face staring in at him. He ditmok like a man who exercised Poles
to death or ruptured kidneys with his boots, but@mirse, that was one of the strengths of
torture: you didn’t expect it from a man whose teas were those of someone’s country
uncle.

Was it possible to order five bottles of

vodka? Oskar asked. Five bottles, sir?

said the NCO. He might have been advising a yowadjow drinker uncertain of
guantities. He was also pensive, however, as vl considering reporting Oskar to
his superiors. The general and I, said Oskar, wapfateciate a bottle apiece to stimulate
conversation. You and your colleagues please adbeptest with my compliments. |
presume also, said Oskar, that a man of your atghbas power to make routine
telephone calls on behalf of a prisoner.

You'll see the telephone numbers there ... yeghemote. You don’t have to call them
all yourself. But give them to my secretary, eh@s)Yshe’s the first on the list.

These are very influential people, murmured theN€®.

You're a damn fool, Philip told
Oskar. They'll shoot you for trying to corrupt thguards.

Oskar slumped, apparently casual.

It's as stupid as kissing a Jewess, said

Philip.

We'll see, said Oskar. But he was frightened. &t the NCO came back and brought,
together with the two bottles, a parcel of cleamtstand underwear, some books, and a
bottle of wine, packed at the apartment in Straskego Street by Ingrid and delivered
to the Montelupich gate. Philip and Oskar had aaga@t enough evening together,
though at one time a guard pounded on the steel dod demanded that they stop
singing. And even then, as the liguor added spaaiess to the cell and an unexpected
cogency to the Standartenf@uhrer’s ravings, Schaiahs listening for remote screams
from upstairs or for the button-clicking Morse @inse hopeless prisoner in the next cell.
Only once did the true nature of the place dillie ¢ffectiveness of the vodka. Next to
his cot, partially obscured by the pallet, Philigadbvered a minute statement in red
pencil. He spent some idle moments deciphering dtdoing so well, his Polish much
slower than Oskar’s.

“"My God,” he translated,
“’how they beat me!” Well, it's a
wonderful world, my friend Oskar. Isn't it?”



In the morning Schindler woke clearheaded. Hangotiad never plagued him, and he
wondered why other people made such a fuss abeut.ttBut Philip was white-faced

and depressed. During the morning he was takery amd came back to collect his
belongings. He was to face a court-martial thagration, but had been given a new
assignment at a training school in Stutthof, sqpresumed they didn’t intend to shoot
him for desertion. He picked up his greatcoat frioisr cot and went off to explain his

Polish dalliance.

Alone, Oskar spent the day reading a Karl

May book Ingrid had sent and, in the afternoon,

speaking to his lawyer, a Sudetendeutscher

who’d opened a practice in civil law in

Cracow two years before. Oskar was comforted by the

interview. The cause of the arrest was certainly as

stated; they weren’t using his

transracial caresses as a pretext to hold

him while they investigated his affairs. “But it Wprobably come to the SS Court and
you’ll be asked why you aren’t in the Army.”

“The reason is obvious,” said Oskar.
“I'm an essential war producer. You can get Gen8ddindler to say so.”

Oskar was a slow reader and savored the Karl Mak-bdhe hunter and the Indian sage
in the American wilderness—a relationship of degenkle did not rush the reading, in
any case. It could be a week before he came ta.cbhe lawyer expected that there
would be a speech by the president of the couritatmnduct unbecoming a member of
the German race and then there would be a sulatéing. So be it. He’'d leave court a
more cautious man.

On the fifth morning, he had already drunk the Higdf of black ersatz coffee they'd

given him for breakfast when an NCO and two guaatse for him. Past the mute doors
he was taken upstairs to one of the front officele found there a man he’d met at
cocktail parties, Obersturmbannf@uhrer Rolf Czulusad of the Cracow SD. Czurda
looked like a businessman in his good suit. “OsKaskar,” said Czurda like an old

friend reproving. “We give you those Jewish girtdise marks a day. You should kiss
us, not them.”

Oskar explained that it had been his birthday.

He’'d been impetuous. He'd been drinking. Czurdaoghhis head. “I never knew you
were such a big-timer, Oskar,” he said. “Calls frasifar away as Breslau, from our
friends in the Abwehr. Of course it would be ridmus to keep you from your work just
because you felt up some Jewess.”

“You're very understanding, Herr

Obersturmbannf@uhrer,” said Oskar,

feeling the request for some sort of gratuity bhaddup in Czurda. “If ever I'm in a
position to return your liberal gesture ...” “Agraatter of fact,” said Czurda, “I have an
old aunt whose flat has been bombed out.”

Yet another old aunt. Schindler made a



compassionate click with his tongue and said that a

representative of chief Czurda would be

welcome any time in Lipowa Street

to make a selection from the range of productsewirout there. But it did not do to let

men like Czurda think of his release as an absdawer—and of the kitchenware as the
least that the luckily released prisoner couldroff#hen Czurda said he could go, Oskar
objected.

“I can’t very well just call my car, Herr
Obersturmbannf@uhrer. After all, my

fuel resources are limited.”

Czurda asked if Herr Schindler expected the S@ke him home.

Oskar shrugged. He did live on the far side ofditye he said. It was a long way to walk.

Czurda laughed. “Oskar, I'll have one of

my own drivers take you back.”

But when the limousine was ready, engine runnihdghe bottom of the main steps, and
Schindler, glancing at the blank windows above hmanted a sign from that other
republic, the realm of torture, of unconditionalpmsonment—the hell beyond bars of
those who had no pots and pans to barter—Rolf Gzdetined him by the elbow.

“Jokes aside, Oskar, my dear fellow.

You'd be a fool if you got a real taste for somitldi Jewish skirt. They don’t have a
future, Oskar. That's not just old-fashioned Jeuwehalking, | assure you. It's policy.”



CHAPTER 13

Even that summer, people inside the walls weregylm to the idea of the ghetto as a
small but permanent realm. The idea had been easygh to credit during 1941. There
had been a post office; there had even been ghetitage stamps. There had been a
ghetto newspaper, even though it contained litde ¢han edicts from the Wawel and
Pomorska Street. A restaurant had been permittelwi@owska Street: Foerster's
Restaurant, where the Rosner brothers, back frarpérils of the countryside and the
changeable passions of the peasants, played the & the accordion. It had seemed
for a brief time that schooling would proceed hgrdéormal classrooms, that orchestras
would gather and regularly perform, that Jewislke kfould be communicated like a
benign organism along the streets, from artisaartisan, from scholar to scholar. It had
not yet been demonstrated finally by the SS bumaasiof Pomorska Street that the idea
of that sort of ghetto was to be considered notpkina whimsy but an insult to the
rational direction of history.

So when Untersturmf@uhrer Brandt had Judenrat geasiArtur Rosenzweig around to
Pomorska for a beating with the handle of a ridingp, he was trying to correct the
man’s incurable vision of the ghetto as a regioparimanent residence. The ghetto was a
depot, a siding, a walled bus station. Anything thauld have encouraged the opposite
view had, by 1942, been abolished.

So it was different here from the ghettos old peogimembered even affectionately.
Music was no profession here. There were no prifiess Henry Rosner went to work in
the Luftwaffe mess at the air base. There he nyetuag German chefstmanager named
Richard, a laughing boy hiding, as a chef can, ftbehistory of the twentieth century
among the elements of cuisine and bar managemerdanti Henry Rosner got on so well
that Richard would send the violinist across townpick up the Luftwaffe Catering
Corps pay—you couldn’t trust a German, said Richan@ last one had run off to
Hungary with the payroll.

Richard, like any barman worthy of his station,

heard things and attracted the affection of

officials. On the first day of June, he came

to the ghetto with his girlfriend, a Volksdeutsche

girl wearing a sweeping cape—which, on accounhef t
June showers, didn’'t seem too excessive

a garment. Through his profession, Richard knew a
number of policemen, including

Wachtmeister Oswald Bosko, and had no

trouble being admitted to the ghetto, even thouglas
officially out-of-bounds to him. Once inside the

gate, Richard crossed Plac Zgody and found

Henry Rosner’s address. Henry was

surprised to see them. He had left Richard

at the mess only a few hours before, yet here

he was with his girl, both dressed as if for a fafm
visit. It reinforced for Henry the strangenessha t
season. For the past two days, ghetto people head be



lining up at the old Polish Savings Bank

building in J@ozefi@nska Street for the new

identity cards. To your yellow

Kennkarte with its sepia passport

photograph and its large blue J, the

German clerks now attached—if you were lucky— alsticker. People could be seen to
leave the bank waving their cards with the Blausth#ached as if it proved their right
to breathe, their permanent validity. Workers a thuftwaffe mess, the Wehrmacht
garage, at the Madritsch works, at Oskar SchingllEralia, at the Progress factory all
had no trouble getting the Blauschein. But those wiere refused it felt that their
citizenship even of the ghetto was under question.

Richard said that young Olek Rosner should come sdag with his girlfriend at her
apartment. You could tell that he’d heard somethmthe mess. He can'’t just walk out
the gate, said Henry. It's fixed with Bosko, saidHrd.

Henry and Manci were hesitant and consulted with

each other as the girl in the cape promised

to fatten Olek up on chocolate. An

Aktion? Henry Rosner asked in a

murmur. Is there going to be an Aktion? Richardveared with a question. You've got
your Blauschein? he asked. Of course, said Henng Ranci? Manci too. But Olek
hasn’t, said Richard. In the drizzling dusk, OlessRer, only child, newly six years old,
walked out of the ghetto under the cape of Richéel chef's girlfriend. Had some
policeman bothered to lift the cape, both Richard the girl could have been shot for
their friendly subterfuge. Olek too would vanish.the childless corner of their room, the
Rosners hoped they'd been wise.

Poldek Pfefferberg, runner for Oskar
Schindler, had earlier in the year been ordereddetin tutoring the children of Symche
Spira, exalted glazier, chief of the OD.

It was a contemptuous summons, as if Spira wermgajyes, we know you’re not fit
for man’s work, but at least you can pass on tokmlg some of the benefits of your
education.” Pfefferberg amused Schindler with storiof the tutorial sessions at
Symche’s house. The police chief was one of the Jews to have an entire floor to
himself. There, amid two-dimensional paintings afeteenth-century rabbis, Symche
paced, listening to the instruction Pfefferbergeaseeming to want to see knowledge,
like petunias, sprout from his children’s ears. Amof destiny with his hand hooked
inside his jacket, he believed that this Napoleanannerism was a gesture universal to
men of influence.

Symche’s wife was a shadowy woman, a little bemusgder husband’s unexpected
power, perhaps a little excluded by old friendse Thildren, a boy of about twelve and a
girl of fourteen, were biddable but no great scimla

In any case, when Pfefferberg went to the Polishirga Bank he expected to be given
the Blauschein without any trouble. He was surddbsr with the Spira children would
be counted as essential work. His yellow card ifledt him as a HIGH SCHOOL



PROFESSOR, and in a rational world as yet onlylypaurned upside down, it was an
honorable label.

The clerks refused to give him the sticker. Heuatgwith them and wondered if he
should appeal to Oskar or to Herr Szepessi, théridnsbureaucrat who ran the German
Labor Office down the street. Oskar had been askingfor a year to come to Emalia,
but Pfefferberg had always thought it would be ¢oastricting of his illegal activities to
have full-time work.

As he emerged from the bank building, details ef @erman Security Police, the Polish
Blue Police, and the political detail of the OD wet work on the pavements, inspecting
everyone’s card and arresting those who did noehhe sticker. A line of rejects,
hangdog men and women, already stood in the middlel@ozefi@nska Street.
Pfefferberg affected his Polish military bearingdaxplained that of course, he had a
number of trades. But the Schupo he spoke to shmokead, saying, “Don’t argue with
me; no Blauschein; you join that line. Understalaly?”

Pfefferberg went and joined the line. Mila, theickte, pretty wife he’d married eighteen
months before, worked for Madritsch and already edBlauschein. So there was that.

When the line had grown to more than a hundrestag marched around the corner, past
the hospital, and into the yard of the old Optinoafectionery plant. There hundreds
were already waiting. The early comers had takersttady areas of what used to be the
stable, where the Optima horses used to be hanhésteeen the shafts of drays laden
with cr@emes and liqueur chocolates. It was navady group. There were professional
men, bankers like the Holzers, pharmacists andisienfhey stood in clusters, talking
quietly. The young pharmacist Bachner stood spgatonan old couple named Wohl.
There were many old people in here. The old ara pdo depended on the Judenrat
ration. This summer the Judenrat itself, the distor of food and even of space, had
been less equitable than it had been last. Ndirsesthe ghetto hospital moved among
these detainees with buckets of water, which wad sa be good for stress and
disorientation. It was, in any case, just aboutdhl medicine, other than some black-
market cyanide, that the hospital had to give. dlde the poor families from the shtetls,
took the water in restive silence.

Throughout the day, police of three varieties waerder the yard with lists, and lines of
people would be formed to be met at the gate o/énd by SS details and moved out to
the Prokocim Railway Station. In some people tlgeupse to evade this next movement
by keeping to the far corners of the yard. ButasviPfefferberg’s style to hang around the
gate, looking for some official to whom he couldkaa claim. Perhaps Spira would be
there, dressed up like a movie actor and willingthva little heavy-handed irony—to
release him. In fact there stood by the gatekespgart a sad-faced boy in an OD hat
studying a list, holding the corner of the pagdeficate fingers.

Pfefferberg not only had served briefly with the
boy in the OD, but in the first year of his teaghin
career at Kosciuszko High School in
Podg@orze had taught his sister.

The boy looked up. Panie Pfefferberg,



he murmured with a respect from those vanished.d#s if the yard were full of
practiced criminals, he asked what Panie Pfefferiaexrs doing here.

It's nonsense, said Pfefferberg, but |

haven't got a Blauschein yet.

The boy shook his head. Follow me, he said. HekedhlPfefferberg to a senior
uniformed Schupo at the gate and saluted. He didood heroic in his funny OD cap
and with his skinny, vulnerable neck. Later, Pfddérg supposed that that had given him
greater credibility.

“This is Herr Pfefferberg from the

Judenrat,” he lied with a deft combination of regpend authority. “He has been visiting
some relatives.” The Schupo seemed bored by the ofgsolice work proceeding in the
yard. Negligently he waved Pfefferberg out theeg&fefferberg had no time to thank
the boy or to reflect on the mystery of why a chwdh a skinny neck will lie for you
even unto death just because you taught his $isterto use the Roman rings.

Pfefferberg rushed straight to the Labor
Office and broke into the waiting line. Behind tdesk were Frauleins Skoda and
Knosalla, two hearty Sudeten German girls.

“Liebchen, Liebchen,” he told

Skoda, “they want to take me away because | dawelthe sticker. Look at me, | ask
you.” (he was built like a bull, and had played ke for his country and belonged to the
Polish ski team.) “Am | not exactly the sort ofléel you'd like to keep around here?”

In spite of the crowds who’d given her no

rest all day, Skoda raised her eyebrows and

failed to suppress a smile. She took his

Kennkarte. “I can’t help you, Herr

Pfefferberg,” she told him. “They didn’t

give it to you, so | can't. A pity. ...”

“But you can give it to me, Liebchen,” he

insisted in a loud, seductive, soap-opera

voice. “I have trades, Liebchen, | have

trades.”

Skoda said that only Herr Szepessi could help hamj it was impossible to get
Pfefferberg in to see Szepessi. It would take d&st you will get me in, Liebchen,”
Pfefferberg insisted. And she did. That is where feputation as a decent girl came
from, because she abstracted from the massive dafrifiolicy and could, even on a
crowded day, respond to the individual face. A waiid man might not have done so
well with her, however.

Herr Szepessi, who also had a humane reputatianteeeigh he serviced the monstrous
machine, looked quickly at Pfefferberg’s permit,rmuring, “But we don’t need gym
teachers.”

Pfefferberg had always refused Oskar’s offers
of employment because he saw himself as an operator
an individualist. He didn’t want to work



long shifts for small pay over in dreary

Zablocie. But he could see now that the

era of individuality was vanishing. People neededa staple of life, a trade. “I'm a metal
polisher,” he told Szepessi. He had worked for sheriods with a Podg@orze uncle of
his who ran a small metal factory in Rekawka.

Herr Szepessi eyed Pfefferberg from behind

spectacles. “Now,” he said, “that’'s a

profession.” He took a pen, thoroughly

crossing out HIGH SCHOOL PROFESSOR, cancelling iagiellonian education of
which Pfefferberg was so proud, and over the topvhete METAL POLISHER. He
reached for a rubber stamp and a pot of paste @uld ftom his desk a blue sticker.
“Now,” he said, handing the document back to Pfe#éeg—"now should you meet a
Schupo, you can assure him that you're a useful ineemf society.”

Later in the year they would send poor
Szepessi to Auschwitz for being so persuadable.



CHAPTER 14

From diverse sources—from the policeman

Toffel as well as drunken Bosch of

Ostfaser, the SS textile operation,

Oskar Schindler heard rumors that “proceduresengtietto” (whatever that meant) were
growing more intense. The SS were moving into Grsasome tough Sonderkommando
units from Lublin, where they had already done listgrwork in matters of racial
purification. Toffel had suggested that unless ®skanted a break in production, he
ought to set up some camp beds for his night ahtit after the first Sabbath in June.

So Oskar set up dormitories in the offices andaipsin the munitions section. Some of
the night shift were happy to bed down there. @tihad wives, children, parents waiting
back in the ghetto. Besides, they had the Blauschibe holy blue sticker, on their

Kennkartes.

On June 3, Abraham Bankier,

Oskar’s office manager, didn’t turn up

at Lipowa Street. Schindler was still at home, king coffee in Straszewskiego Street,
when he got a call from one of his secretariese’dbeen Bankier marched out of the
ghetto, not even stopping at Optima, straight o Rinokocim depot. There’'d been other
Emalia workers in the group too. There’d been Rdigser ... as many as a dozen.

Oskar called for his car to be brought to him fritva garage. He drove over the river and
down Lw@owska toward Prokocim. There he showedhss to the guards at the gate.
The depot yard itself was full of strings of cattlars, the station crowded with the
ghetto’s dispensable citizens standing in orderlgd, convinced still—and perhaps they
were right— of the value of passive and orderlypoese. It was the first time Oskar had
seen this juxtaposition of humans and cattle ard,it was a greater shock than hearing
of it; it made him pause on the edge of the platfofhen he saw a jeweler he knew.
Seen Bankier? he asked. “He’s already in one efd#rs, Herr Schindler,” said the
jeweler. “Where are they taking you?” Oskar askeel man. “We’re going to a labor
camp, they say. Near Lublin. Probably no worse thdmhe man waved a hand toward
distant Cracow.

Schindler took a pack of cigarettes from his pocketind some 10-z@loty bills and
handed the pack and the notes to the jeweler, Whaoked him. They had made them
leave home without anything this time. They saidyttd be forwarding the baggage.
Late the previous year, Schindler had seen in i8dletin of Budget and Construction
an invitation for bids for the construction of sormematoria in a camp southeast of
Lublin. Bel@zec. Schindler considered the jeweSaxty-three or comfour. A little thin;
had probably had pneumonia last winter. Worn piipead suit, too warm for the day.
And in the clear, knowing eyes a capacity to beatef suffering. Even in the summer of
1942 it was impossible to guess at the connectetween such a man as this and those
ovens of extraordinary cubic capacity. Did theyemt to start epidemics among the
prisoners? Was that to be the method? Beginniogn fthe engine, Schindler moved
along the line of more than twenty cattle cardjrigBankier's name to the faces peering
down at him from the open grillwork high above #hats of the cars. It was fortunate for
Abraham that Oskar did not ask himself why it wasmBer's name he called, that he did
not pause and consider that Bankier's had only lecplae to all the other names loaded



aboard the Ostbahn rolling stock. An existentialisght have been defeated by the
numbers at Prokocim, stunned by the equal appeal tife names and voices.

But Schindler was a philosophic innocent. He

knew the people he knew. He knew the name of

Bankier. “Bankier! Bankier!” he

continued to call.

He was intercepted by a young SS

Oberscharf@uhrer, an expert railroad

shipper from Lublin. He asked for Schindler's pa@skar could see in the man’s left
hand an enormous list—pages of hames.

My workers, said Schindler. Essential industriakkers. My office manager. It's idiocy.
| have Armaments Inspectorate contracts, and haueaye taking the workers | need to
fulfill them.

You can’t have them back, said the young man. Teaegn the list. ... The SS NCO
knew from experience that the list conferred anaédestination on all its members.

Oskar dropped his voice to that hard murmur, thewgrof a reasonable man, well
connected, who wasn’t going to bring up all his Wyeaguns yet. Did the Herr
Oberscharf@uhrer know how long it would take tontr@xperts to replace those on the
list? At my works, Deutsche Email Fabrik, | havenanitions section under the special
protection of General Schindler, my namesake. Mty would the Oberscharf@uhrer’s
comrades on the Russian Front be affected by 8remtion of production, but the office
of the Armaments Inspectorate would demand explamatas well. The young man
shook his head—just a harassed transit officiale“heard that kind of story before, sir,”
he said. But he was worried. Oskar could tellhid &ept leaning over him and speaking
softly with an edge of menace. “It's not my placedargue with the list,” said Oskar.
“Where is your superior officer?”

The young man nodded toward an SS officer, a méusithirties wearing a frown above
his spectacles. “May | have your name, Herr Untenst@uhrer?” Oskar asked him,
already pulling a notebook from his suit pockehefficer also made a statement about
the holiness of the list. For this man it was theuse, rational, and sole basis for all this
milling of Jews and movement of rail cars. But &cher got crisper now. He’'d heard
about the list, he said. What he had asked was thbdtntersturmf@uhrer's name was.
He intended to appeal directly to Oberf@uhrer Sotieand to General Schindler of the
Armaments Inspectorate.

“Schindler?” asked the officer. For the first time took a careful look at Oskar. The man
was dressed like a tycoon, wore the right badge,demerals in the family. “I believe |
can guarantee you, Herr Untersturmf@uhrer,” saldriglter in his benign grumble, “that
you’ll be in southern Russia within the week.”

The NCO going ahead, Herr Schindler and the officarched side by side between the
ranks of prisoners and the loaded cattle cars.l@t@motive was already steaming and
the engineer leaning from his cabin, looking doWwe kength of the train, waiting to be
dispatched. The officer called to Ostbahn offictasy passed on the platform to hold up.
At last they reached one of the rear cars. There vmedozen workers in there with



Bankier; they had all boarded together as if expga joint deliverance. The door was
unlocked and they jumped down—Bankier and Frankehfthe office; Reich, Leser, and
the others from the factory. They were restraimed,wanting to permit anyone to detect
their pleasure at being saved the journey. Thdsénkde began chattering merrily, as if
they were fortunate to be traveling with so muctraexoom, while with emphasis in his
pen strokes, the officer removed the Emalia worlare at a time from the list and
required Oskar to initial the pages.

As Schindler thanked the officer and turned todwlhis workers away, the man detained
him by the elbow of his suit coat. “Sir,” he salit, makes no difference to us, you
understand. We don’t care whether it's this dozetnat.”

The officer, who had been frowning when Oskar fgatv him, now seemed calm, as if
he had discovered the theorem behind the situatfmu think your thirteen little
tinsmiths are important? We'll replace them witlothrer thirteen little tinsmiths and all
your sentimentality for these will be defeatedt’s"the inconvenience to the list, that's
all,” the officer explained.

Plump little Bankier admitted that the group of rthehad neglected to pick up

Blauscheins from the old Polish Savings Bank. Silem suddenly testy, said to attend to
it. But what his curtness covered was dismay atdlsowds at Prokocim who, for want
of a blue sticker, stood waiting for the new andisige symbol of their status, the cattle
car, to be hauled by heavy engine across theirerafngision. Now, the cattle cars told

them, we are all beasts together.



CHAPTER 15

From the faces of his own workers, Oskar could adething of the ghetto’s torment.
For a person had no time to catch his breath tmerepom to dig in, assert one’s habits
or set up family rituals. Many took refuge and atsof comfort in suspicion of
everyone—of the people in the same room as mudf e OD man in the street. But
then, even the sanest were not sure whom to tf&stch tenant,” a young artist named
Josef Bau wrote of a ghetto house, “has his ownldvof secrets and mysteries.”
Children suddenly stopped talking at a creakingtha stairwell. Adults woke from
dreams of exile and dispossession to find themselsled and dispossessed in a
crowded room in Podg@orze—the events of their degaime very taste of fear in
dreams, finding continuity in the fears of the daierce rumors beset them in their room,
on the street, on the factory floor.

Spira had another list and it was either twice loee times as long as the last. All
children would go to Tarnow to be shot, to Stuttbmfbe drowned, to Breslau to be
indoctrinated, deracinated, operated upon. Do yavehan elderly parent? They are
taking everyone over fifty to the Wieliczka saltnes. To work? No. To seal them up in
disused chambers.

All this hearsay, much of which reached Oskar, hased on a human instinct to prevent
the evil by voicing it—to forestall the Fates byoshng them that you could be as
imaginative as they. But that June, all the wofghe dreams and whispers took concrete
form, and the most unimaginable rumor became a fact

South of the ghetto, beyond Rekawka Street, rodalla parkland. There was an
intimacy, like that of medieval siege paintingspabthe way you could look down over
the ghetto’s southern wall. As you rode along tfmabof the hills, the ghetto’s map was
revealed, and you could see, as you passed theat, wds happening in the streets
below. Schindler had noticed this advantage wiiig here with Ingrid in the spring.
Now, shocked by the sights of the Prokocim depetdacided to go riding again. The
morning after the rescue of Bankier, he rented d®orfom the stables in Park
Bednarskiego. They were impeccably turned out,rtelagrid, in long hacking jackets,
riding breeches, and dazzling boots. Two Sudetends high above the disturbed ant
heap of the ghetto.

They rode up through the woods and had a shommaNer open meadows. From their
saddles they could now see Wegierska Street, cradseople around the hospital
corner and, closer, a squad of SS working with degsering houses, families pouring
forth into the street, pulling on coats in spitetbé heat, anticipating a long absence.
Ingrid and Oskar reined in their horses in the shafltrees and considered this sight,
beginning to notice refinements of the scene. O @ened with truncheons worked
with the SS. Some of these Jewish police seemdéuligastic, for in a few minutes’ view
from the hill Oskar saw three reluctant women heateross the shoulders. At first there
was a naive anger in him. The SS were using Jewilsgalews. It would become clear
during the day, however, that some of the OD blodge people to save them from
worse things. And there was a new rule for the @haw: if you failed to deliver a
family into the street, your own family was forteit

Schindler noticed too that in Wegierska



Street two lines were continually forming. One wgtable, but the other, as it lengthened,
was regularly marched away in segments arounddheec into J@ozefi@nska and out
of sight. It was not hard to interpret this assengohnd movement, since Schindler and
Ingrid, fringed by pine trees and elevated aboeegtetto, were a distance of only two or
three short blocks from the Aktion. As familiesrer@outed out of the apartments, they
were separated forcibly into two lines without nebato family considerations.
Adolescent daughters with the proper papers werthéostatic line, from which they
called out to their middle-aged mothers in the oth& night-shift worker, still sullen
from disturbed sleep, was pointed to one line, wife and child to the other. In the
middle of the street, the young man argued witl©@&npoliceman. The man was saying,
Screw the Blauschein! | want to go with Eva anditice

An armed SS man intervened. Beside the nondesoagts of Ghettomenschen, such a
being, in his freshly pressed summer uniform, labkaperbly fed and fresh. And from
the hill you could see the oil on the automatid@is his hand. The SS man hit the Jew
on the ear and was talking to him, loudly and hsrsischindler, though he could not
hear, was sure it was a speech he’'d encounteredebeit Prokocim Station. It doesn’t
make any difference to me. If you want to go witur frigging Jewish whore, go! The
man was led from one line to another. Schindler Bam edge along it to embrace his
wife, and under cover of this act of conjugal layaknother woman crept back indoors
and was not seen by the SS Sonderkommando. OsKamgrid turned their horses,
crossed a deserted avenue, and after a few mebelies,out onto a limestone platform
facing directly down Krakusa. In its closer reachttss street was not as hectic as
Wegierska. A line of women and children, not saglomas being led away toward Piwna
Street. A guard walked in front, another strolkehind. There was an imbalance in the
line: far more children than the few women in iultbthemselves have borne. At the
rear, dawdling, was a toddler, boy or girl, dresgea@ small scarlet coat and cap. The
reason it compelled Schindler’'s interest was thamade a statement, the way the
argumentative shift worker in Wegierska had. Tlaeshent had to do, of course, with a
passion for red.

Schindler consulted Ingrid. It was definitely dléitgirl, said Ingrid. Girls got obsessed by
a color, especially a color like that. As they wetd, the Waffen SS man at the rear of
the column would occasionally put out his hand eodtect the drift of this scarlet node.
He did not do it harshly—he could have been anrdddether. Had he been asked by his
officers to do something to allay the sentimentaicern of watching civilians, he could
not have done better. So the moral anxiety of we riders in Bednarskiego Park was,
for a second, irrationally allayed. But it was br@mfort. For behind the departing
column of women and children, to which the scaudefler placed a meandering period,
SS teams with dogs worked north along either sideeostreet.

They rampaged through the fetid apartments; asrmpteyn of their rush, a suitcase flew
from a second-story window and split open on tldewalk. And, running before the
dogs, the men and women and children who had hidldesittics or closets, inside
drawerless dressers, the evaders of the first whgearch, jolted out onto the pavement,
yelling and gasping in terror of the Doberman piness. Everything seemed speeded-up,
difficult for the viewers on the hill to track. Tee who had emerged were shot where
they stood on the sidewalk, flying out over thetgngt at the impact of the bullets,



gushing blood into the drains. A mother and a lp@yhaps eight, perhaps a scrawny ten,
had retreated under a windowsill on the westera sidKrakusa Street. Schindler felt an
intolerable fear for them, a terror in his own ldoehich loosened his thighs from the
saddle and threatened to unhorse him.

He looked at Ingrid and saw her hands knotted ené¢ms. He could hear her exclaiming
and begging beside him.

His eyes slewed up Krakusa to the scarlet chiléyere doing it within half a block of
her; they hadn’t waited for her column to turn otisight into J@ozefi@nska. Schindler
could not have explained at first how that compashthe murders on the sidewalk. Yet
somehow it proved, in a way no one could ignoreirtierious intent. While the scarlet
child stopped in her column and turned to watchky tbhot the woman in the neck, and
one of them, when the boy slid down the wall whinmgg jammed a boot down on his
head as if to hold it still and put the barrel agaithe back of the neck—the
recommended SS stance—and fired.

Oskar looked again for the small red girl. She bighped and turned and seen the boot
descend. A gap had already widened between hethendext to last in the column.
Again the SS guard corrected her drift fraternabydged her back into line. Herr
Schindler could not see why he did not bludgeonwit his rifle butt, since at the other
end of Krakusa Street, mercy had been cancelled.

At last Schindler slipped from his horse, trippadd found himself on his knees hugging
the trunk of a pine tree. The urge to throw upehxisellent breakfast was, he sensed, to be
suppressed, for he suspected it meant that altunsing body was doing was making
room to digest the horrors of Krakusa Street.

Their lack of shame, as men who had been born afiemoand had to write letters home
(what did they put in them?), wasn’'t the worst aspg what he’d seen. He knew they
had no shame, since the guard at the base of thedad not felt any need to stop the
red child from seeing things. But worst of allthiere was no shame, it meant there was
official sanction. No one could find refuge anymdéehind the idea of German culture,
nor behind those pronouncements uttered by leadeexempt anonymous men from
stepping beyond their gardens, from looking outrtb#fice windows at the realities on
the sidewalk. Oskar had seen in Krakusa Streeatamsent of his government’s policy
which could not be written off as a temporary aagon. The SS men were, Oskar
believed, fulfilling there the orders of the leadier otherwise their colleague at the rear
of the column would not have let a child watch.tdran the day, after he had absorbed a
ration of brandy, Oskar understood the propositioits clearest terms. They permitted
witnesses, such witnesses as the red toddler, bedhey believed the witnesses all
would perish too.

In the corner of Plac Zgody (peace

Square) stood an Apotheke run

by Tadeus Pankiewicz. It was a pharmacy in

the old style. Porcelain amphoras with the

Latin names of ancient remedies marked on them,
and a few hundred delicate and highly varnished



drawers, hid the complexity of the pharmacopoeia

from the citizens of Podg@orze. Magister

Pankiewicz lived above the shop by permission ef th

authorities and at the request of the doctors in

the ghetto clinics. He was the only Pole

permitted to remain within the ghetto walls. He was

a quiet man in his early forties and had

intellectual interests. The Polish

impressionist Abraham Neumann, the composer Mordableirtig, philosophical Leon
Steinberg, and the scientist and philosopher Dapgaport were all regular visitors at
Pankiewicz’. The house was also a link, a mail dfop information and messages
running between the Jewish Combat Organization XZoll the partisans of the Polish
People’'s Army. Young Dolek Liebeskind and Shimou &usta Dranger, organizers of
the Cracow ZOB, would sometimes call there, butréstly. It was important not to
implicate Tadeus Pankiewicz by their projects, Whiainlike the cooperative policies of
the Judenrat— involved furious and unequivocalstasice. The square in front of
Pankiewicz’ pharmacy became in those first dayduoie a marshaling yard. “It beggared
belief,” Pankiewicz would always thereafter sayP&face Square. In the parkland in the
middle, people were graded again and told to I¢lse baggage—No, no, it will be sent
on to you! Against the blank wall at the westerd efthe square, those who resisted or
were found carrying the secret option of Aryan pape their pockets were shot without
any explanation or excuses to the people in thalmidlrhe astounding thunder of the
rifles fractured conversation and hope. Yet inesjpit the screams and wailing of those
related to the victims, some people—shocked ordmgudesperately on life—seemed
almost unaware of the heap of corpses. Once tlokstnolled up, and details of Jewish
men loaded the dead into the back, those lefterstjuare would begin at once to talk of
their futures again. And Pankiewicz would hear winrathad been hearing all day from
SS NCO’S. “l assure you, madam, you Jews are gmngork. Do you think we can
afford to squander you?” Frantic desire to beliexaild show blatantly on the faces of
those women. And the SS rank and file, fresh frova éxecutions against the wall,
strolled among the crowd and advised people ontdabel their luggage.

From Bednarskiego, Oskar Schindler had not
been able to see into Plac Zgody. But
Pankiewicz in the square, like Schindler on the
hill, had never witnessed such dispassionate
horror. Like Oskar, he was plagued by nausea,
and his ears were full of an unreal sibilance, as
if he had been struck on the head. He was so
confused by the mass of noise and savagery, he
did not know that among the dead in the square hisre
friends Gebirtig, composer of that famed song
“Burn City, Burn,” and gentle Neumann

the artist. Doctors began to stumble into the
pharmacy, panting, having run the two

blocks from the hospital. They wanted bandages



--they had dragged the wounded in from the stre®tdoctor came in and asked for
emetics. For in the crowd a dozen people were gaggr comatose from swallowing
cyanide. An engineer Pankiewicz knew had slippethtid his mouth when his wife
wasn’t looking.

Young Dr. Idek Schindel, working at the ghetto htapon the corner of Wegierska,
heard from a woman who came in hysterical that tweye taking the children. She’d
seen the children lined up in Krakusa Street, Gamang them.

Schindel had left Genia that morning with neighbehe was her guardian in the ghetto;
her parents were still hiding in the countrysidgending to slip back into the ghetto,
which had been, until today, less perilous. Thignimg Genia, always her own woman,
had wandered away from the woman who was mindimgaek to the house where she
lived with her uncle. There she had been arre#tedas in this way that Oskar Schindler,
from the park, had been drawn by her motherlessepiee in the column in Krakusa
Street.

Taking off his surgical coat, Dr.

Schindel rushed to the square and saw her almasicat, sitting on the grass, affecting
composure within the wall of guards. Dr. Schinde¢w how faked the performance was,
having had to get up often enough to soothe hédat egrors.

He moved around the periphery of the square and she

saw him. Don't call out, he wanted

to say; I'll work it out. He didn’t want

a scene because it could end badly for both of ti&mhe didn’'t need to be concerned,
for he could see her eyes grow mute and unknowitey.stopped, transfixed by her
pitiably admirable cunning. She knew well enoughha& age of three years not to take
the short-term comfort of calling out to uncleseStmew that there was no salvation in
engaging the interest of the SS in Uncle Idek.wds composing a speech he intended to
make to the large Oberscharf@uhrer who stood bgxkeution wall. It was better not to
approach the authorities too humbly or through aeyof lesser rank. Looking back
again to the child, he saw the suspicion of adlutf her eyes, and then, with a dazzling
speculator’s coolness, she stepped between thguaxls nearest to her and out of the
cordon. She moved with an aching slowness whichgooirse, galvanized her uncle’s
vision, so that afterward he would often see behirsdclosed eyes the image of her
among the forest of gleaming SS knee boots. In Plgady, no one saw her. She
maintained her part-stumbling, part-ceremonialfieits pace all the way to Pankiewicz’
corner and around it, keeping to the blind sideéhef street. Dr. Schindel repressed the
urge he had to applaud. Though the performancendss@n audience, it would by its
nature be destroyed by one.

He felt he could not move directly behind her withdisclosing her feat. Against all his
usual impulses, he believed that the instinct whield taken her infallibly out of Plac
Zgody would provide her with a hiding place. Heureed to the hospital by the
alternative route to give her time.

Genia returned to the front bedroom in Krakusaéebttkat she shared with her uncle.
The street was deserted now, or, if a few wereunnmg or false walls still there, they



did not declare themselves. She entered the houshkid under the bed. From the corner
of the street, ldek, returning to the house, saav3B, in a last sweep, come knocking.
But Genia did not answer. She would not answenkiman he arrived himself. It was just

that he knew where to look, in the gap betweenagurand window sash, and saw,
shining in the drabness of the room, her red sleoe&th the hem of the bedspread.

By this time, of course, Schindler had returnedhusse to the stable. He was not on the
hill to see the small but significant triumph ofir&enia’s return to the place where the
SS had first found her. He was already in his efit DEF, shut away for a time, finding
the news too heavy to share with the day shift. Miater, in terms uncharacteristic of
jovial Herr Schindler, Cracow’s favorite party gtiegablocie’s big spender, in terms,
that is, which showed—behind the playboy facade-@placable judge, Oskar would
lay special weight on this day. “Beyond this dalye’ would claim, “no thinking person
could fail to see what would happen. | was now Ikesbto do everything in my power to
defeat the system.”



CHAPTER 16
The SS kept at work in the ghetto until

Saturday evening. They operated with that efficgembich Oskar had observed in the
executions in Krakusa Street. Their thrusts wenal ha predict, and people who had
escaped on Friday were caught on Saturday. Geniasred the week, however, through
her precocious gift for maintaining silence andldemg imperceptible in scarlet.

Over in Zablocie, Schindler did not dare believattthis red child had survived the
Aktion process. He knew from talking to Toffel anther acquaintances from police
headquarters in Pomorska Street that 7,000 pe@aeben cleared from the ghetto. A
Gestapo official from the Jewish Affairs Office wdslighted to confirm the clearance.
Up in Pomorska Street, among the paper pusherdutie Aktion was voted a triumph.

Oskar had now become more exact about this sort

of information. He knew, for example, that the

Aktion had been under the overall management of
one Wilhelm Kunde but had been led by SS
Obersturmf@uhrer Otto von

Mallotke. Oskar kept no dossier, but he

was preparing for another era when he would make a
full report to either Canaris or the world. It wdul

be made earlier than he expected. For the moment,
he inquired after matters which he had in the past
treated as temporary lunacies. He got his

hard news from police contacts, but also from
clearheaded Jews like Stern. Intelligence from

other parts of Poland was piped into the ghettpair
through Pankiewicz’ pharmacy, by the partisandef t
People’s Army. Dolek Liebeskind, leader of the

Akiva Halutz Resistance Group, also

brought in information from other ghettos as a ltesu
his official traveling job with the Jewish

Communal Self-Help, an organization which the
Germans—with half an eye on the Red Cross
--permitted to exist.

It was no use bringing such tidings to the

Judenrat. The Judenrat Council did

not consider it civilly advisable to tell the

ghetto dwellers anything about the camps. Peoplddvo
merely be distressed; there would be disorderen th
streets, and it would not go unpunished. It wasagbw
better to let people hear wild rumors, decide

they were exaggerated, fall back on

hope. This had been the attitude of most

Jewish Councillors even under decent Artur Roseigvisait Rosenzweig was gone. The
salesman David Gutter, helped by his Germanic navoald soon become president of
the Judenrat. Food rations were now diverted ndg by certain SS officials but by



Gutter and the new Councillors, whose vicar in $gikeets was high-booted Symche
Spira. The Judenrat therefore had no interest argrmoinforming the ghetto people
about their probable destinations, since they werdident that they themselves would
not be made to travel.

The beginning of knowledge for the ghetto, and ¢heching news for Oskar, was the
return to Cracow—eight days after he’d been shipgédrom Prokocim—of the young
pharmacist Bachner. No one knew how he had got ivsotte the ghetto, or the mystery
of why he returned to a place from which the SSld/@mply send him off on another
journey. But it was, of course, the pull of the wmothat brought Bachner home.

All the way down Lw@owska and into the streets bdl?lac Zgody he carried his story.
He had seen the final horror, he said.

He was mad-eyed, and in his brief absence his

hair had silvered. All the Cracow people who had

been rounded up in early June had been taken

nearly to Russia, he said, to the camp of

Bel@zec. When the trains arrived at the

railway station, the people were driven out by lkens with clubs. There was a
frightful stench about the place, but an SS mankiradly told people that that was due to
the use of disinfectant. The people were linedrufront of two large warehouses, one
marked “CLOAK ROOM” and the other “VALUABLES.” Thaew arrivals were made
to undress, and a small Jewish boy passed amorgydtvel handing out lengths of string
with which to tie their shoes together. Spectaaled rings were removed. So, naked, the
prisoners had their heads shaved in the hairdresser SS NCO telling them that their
hair was needed to make something special for W-b@avs. It would grow again, he
said, maintaining the myth of their continued ubefas. At last the victims were driven
down a barbed-wire passage to bunkers which hagecdptars of David on their roofs
and were labeled BATHS AND INHALATION ROOMS. SS megassured them all the
way, telling them to breathe deeply, that it was extellent means of disinfection.
Bachner saw a little girl drop a bracelet on theugid, and a boy of three picked it up and
went into the bunker playing with it. In the bunkesaid Bachner, they were all gassed.
And afterward, squads were sent in to disentargdeptyramid of corpses and take the
bodies away for burial. It had taken barely twosjdye said, before they were all dead,
except for him. While waiting in an enclosure fas turn, he’d somehow got to a latrine
and lowered himself into the pit. He’'d stayed thiémee days, the human waste up to his
neck. His face, he said, had been a hive of flies.

He’'d slept standing, wedged in the hole for feadmfwning there. At last he’d crawled
out at night.

Somehow he’'d walked out of Bel@zec, following thailway tracks. Everyone

understood that he had got out precisely becauseakebeyond reason. Likewise, he'd
been cleaned by someone’s hand—a peasant womasrisags—and put into fresh
clothes for his journey back to the starting point.

Even then there were people in Cracow who thouglchBer’s story a dangerous rumor.



Postcards had come to relatives from prisoners uscBwitz. So if it was true of

Bel@zec, it couldn’t be true of Auschwitz. And wiasredible? On the short emotional
rations of the ghetto, one got by through stickingthe credible. The chambers of
Bel@zec, Schindler found out from his sources, been completed by March of that
year under the supervision of a Hamburg engineeifinmg and of SS engineers from
Oranienburg. From Bachner’s testimony, it seemed #000 killings a day were not
beyond their capacity.

Crematoria were under construction, lest

old-fashioned means of disposal of corpses

put a brake on the new killing method. The

same company involved in Bel@zec had installed

identical facilities at Sobibor, also in

the Lublin district. Bids had been accepted,

and construction was well advanced, for a similar

installation at Treblinka, near Warsaw. And

chambers and ovens were both in operation at the

Auschwitz main camp and at the vast

Auschwitz Il camp a few kilometers

away at Birkenau. The resistance claimed that T0)@@rders on a given day were
within the capacity of Auschwitz Il. Then, for ti@l@od@z area, there was the camp at
Chelmno, also equipped according to the new tecgyol To write these things now is
to state the commonplaces of history. But to finent out in 1942, to have them break
upon you from a June sky, was to suffer a fundaalemock, a derangement in that area
of the brain in which stable ideas about humankamdl its possibilities are kept.
Throughout Europe that summer some millions of popskar among them, and the
ghetto dwellers of Cracow too, tortuously adjustied economies of their souls to the
idea of Bel@zec or of like enclosures in the Pofmiests. That summer also Schindler
wound up the bankrupt estate of Rekord and, under grovisions of the Polish
Commercial Court, acquired by a species of pro éoauction ownership of the property.
Though the German armies were over the Don andcheim way to the Caucasus oil
fields, Oskar discerned by the evidence of whathegapened in Krakusa Street that they
could not finally succeed. Therefore it was a gsedson to legitimize to the limit his
possession of the factory in Lipowa Street. H# Btiped, in a way that was almost
childlike and to which history would pay no regatiat the fall of the evil king would
not bear away that legitimacy—that in the new em wWould go on being Hans
Schindler’s successful boy from Zwittau. Jerethhaf box factory went on pressing him
about building a hut—a refuge—on his patch of wastk Oskar got the necessary
approvals from the bureaucrats. A rest area fomtgbkt shift was his story. He had the
lumber for it—it had been donated by Jereth hims#&lfhen finished in the autumn, it
seemed a slight and comfortless structure. Thekplgrhad that crate-wood greenness
and looked as if it would shrink as it got darkamd let in the slanting snow. But during
an Aktion in October it was a haven for Mr. and Misereth, for the workers from the
box factory and the radiator works, and for Oskarght shift.

The Oskar Schindler who comes down from his officethe frosty mornings of an
Aktion to speak to the SS man, to the Ukrainianilaary, to the Blue Police, and to OD
details who would have marched across from Podg@imrzscort his night shift home;



the Oskar Schindler who, drinking coffee, calls Waeister Bosko’s office near the
ghetto and tells some lie about why his night shitist stay in Lipowa Street this
morning—that Oskar Schindler has endangered himssif beyond the limit of cautious
business practice. The men of influence who haveetsprung him from prison cannot
do it indefinitely even if he is generous to them their birthdays. This year they are
putting men of influence in Auschwitz. If they dieere, their widows get a terse and
unregretful telegram from the Commandant. “YOUR HBASID HAS DIED IN
KONZENTRATIONSLAGER AUSCHWITZ.”

Bosko himself was lanky, thinner than Oskar.

Gruff-voiced, and like him a German Czech.

His family, like Oskar’s, was conservative and

looked to the old Germanic values. He had,

for a brief season, felt a pan-Germanic

anticipation at the rise of Hitler, exactly

the way Beethoven had felt a grand European fefloroNapoleon. In Vienna, where he
had been studying theology, he’'d joined the SS—Hypas an alternative to conscription
into the Wehrmacht, partly from an evanescent ardite regretted that ardor now and
was, more fully than Oskar knew, expiating it. tiat Oskar understood about him at the
time was that he was always pleased to undermirkktian. His responsibility was the
perimeter of the ghetto, and from his office beydhd walls he looked inward at the
Aktion with a precise horror, for he, like Oskagnsidered himself a potential witness.
Oskar did not know that in the October Aktion, Bodkad smuggled some dozens of
children out of the ghetto in cardboard boxes. ©gkd not know either that the
Wachtmeister provided, ten at a time, general gafsethe underground. The Jewish
Combat Organization (Zob) was strong in Cracowds made up mainly of youth-club
members, especially of members of Akiva—a club rthratter the legendary Rabbi
Akiva ben Joseph, scholar of the Mishna. The ZOB led by a married couple, Shimon
and Gusta Dranger—her diary would become a cladgdice Resistance—and by Dolek
Liebeskind. Its members needed to pass freelyantbout of the ghetto, for purposes of
recruitment and to carry currency, forged documeaisl copies of the underground
newspaper. They had contacts with the left-wingdhdPeople’s Army, which was based
in the forests around Cracow, and which also neededdocuments Bosko provided.
Bosko’s contacts with ZOB and the People’s Armyewvirerefore sufficient to hang him;
but still he secretly mocked and despised himsadf lsad contempt for partial rescues.
For Bosko wanted to save everyone, and would sgotot and would perish because of
it. Danka Dresner, cousin of red Genia, was faurtgears old and had by then outgrown
the sure infantile instincts which had led her dmelative safely out of the cordon in
Plac Zgody. Though she had work as a cleaning waahaine Luftwaffe base, the truth
was that by autumn any woman under fifteen or ntloa@ forty could be taken away to
the camps anyhow. Therefore, on the morning ars&®8lerkommando and squads of
Security Police rolled into Lw@owska Street, MrseEner took Danka with her down to
Dabrowski, to the house of a neighbor who had sefalall. The neighbor was a woman
in her late thirties, a servant at the Gestapo mess the Wawel, who could therefore
expect some preferential treatment. But she hagtlgldarents who were automatic risks.
So she had bricked up a 60-centimeter cavity fopheents, a costly project, since bricks



had to be smuggled into the ghetto in barrows urtEps of legal goods—rags,
firewood, disinfectant.

God knew what her bricked-up secret

space had cost her—maybe 5,000 z@I.,

maybe 10,000.

She’d mentioned it a number of times to Mrs.
Dresner. If there was an Aktion, Mrs.

Dresner could bring Danka and come herself. Thezefo
on the morning Danka and Mrs. Dresner heard
from around the corner of Dabrowski the startling
noise, the bark of Dalmatians and

Dobermans, the megaphoned roaring of
Oberscharf@uhrers, they hurried to their friendace.

When the Dresners had gone up the stairs and fthendght room, they could see that
the clamor had had an effect on their friend. Oiisds bad,” said the woman. “I have my
parents in there already. | can fit the girl imtBot you.”

Danka stared, captivated, at the end wall, ata@imed wallpaper. In there, sandwiched in
brick, rats perhaps worrying at their feet, theinses stretched by darkness, were this
woman'’s elderly mother and father.

Mrs. Dresner could tell that the woman wasn't nagio The girl, but not you, she kept
saying. It was as if she thought that should theo&®trate the wall they would be more
forgiving on account of Danka’s lesser poundages.Mr

Dresner explained that she was scarcely obese,

that the Aktion seemed to be concentrating on this

side of Lw@owska Street, and that she had

nowhere else to go. And that she could fit. Danka w

a reliable girl, said Mrs. Dresner, but she

would feel safer with her mother in there. You cbskee

by measuring the wall with your eyes that four deaould

fit abreast in the cavity. But shots from two

blocks distant swept away the last of the

woman'’s reason. “I can fit the girl!” she

screamed. “l want you to go!”

Mrs. Dresner turned to Danka and told

her to go into the wall. Later Danka would not knatvy she had obeyed her mother and
gone so mutely into hiding. The woman took herhe &ttic, removed a rug from the
floor, then lifted a raft of floorboards. Then Dandlescended into the cavity. It wasn’t
black in there; the parents were burning a stutaoflle. Danka found herself beside the
woman—someone else’s mother but, beyond the unwashell, with the same warm,
protective musk of motherhood. The woman smileldeatbriefly. The husband stood on
the far side of his wife, keeping his eyes closemt, to be distracted from signals from
outside.

After a time the friend’s mother motioned to heattlshe could sit if she wanted. So
Danka crouched sideways and found a comfortablaupoen the floor of the cavity. No



rats troubled her. She heard no sound—not a word frer mother and the friend beyond
the wall. Above everything else she felt unexpdgtexhfe. Andwiththe sensation of
safety came displeasure at herself for obeyingh@her’s order so woodenly, and then
fear for her mother, who was out there in the wofldktions.

Mrs. Dresner did not leave the house at once. The/&e in Dabrowski Street now. She
thought she might as well stay on. If she was takemas no loss to her friend. It might,
in fact, be a positive help. If they took a womaani this room, it would probably
increase their satisfaction with their task, exetinygim from a sharper inspection of the
state of the wallpaper.

But the woman had convinced herself no one wouldisel the search if Mrs. Dresner
stayed in the room; and, Mrs. Dresner could se@nsowould if the woman remained in
that state. Therefore she stood up, calmly desgpof herself, and left. They would find
her on the steps or in the hall. Why not on theet® she wondered. It was so much an
unwritten rule that ghetto natives must stay orvepiing in their rooms until discovered
that anyone found moving on the stairways was somefuilty of defiance of the
system.

A figure in a cap prevented her from going out. dpeared on the front step, squinting
down the dark corridor to the cold blue light oétbourtyard beyond. Staring at her, he
recognized her, as she did him. It was an acquaetaf her elder son’s; but you could
not be sure that that counted for anything; youdoot know what pressures they’'d put
on the OD boys. He stepped into the hall and ambexdhher. “Pani Dresner,” he said. He
pointed at the stairwell. “They’ll be gone in tennotes. You stay under the stairs. Go
on. Get under the stairs.”

As numbly as her daughter had obeyed her, she bewed the OD youth. She crouched
down under the stairs, but knew it was no good. aleimn light from the courtyard
revealed her. If they wanted to look at the coudyar at the apartment door at the rear
of the hallway, she would be seen. Since uprightawering made no difference, she
stood upright. From near the front door, the OD roeged her to stay there. Then he
went. She heard yells, orders, and appeals, alidskemed to be as close as next door.

At last, he was back with others. She heard thésbaiathe front door. She heard him say
in German that he'd searched the ground floor amcme was at home. There were
occupied rooms upstairs, though. It was such aapraonversation he had with the SS
men that it didn’t seem to her to do justice to tis& he was taking. He was staking his
existence against the likelihood that having worklesvn Lw@owska and so far down

Dabrowski they might by now be incompetent enough to search the ground floor

themselves and therefore not to find Mrs. Dresmdérom he dimly knew, beneath the

stairs.

In the end they took his word. She heard them erstairs, opening and slamming doors
on the first landing, their boots clattering on flo®r in the room of the cavity. She heard
her friend’s raised, shrewish voice ... of courd@ve a work permit, | work over at the
Gestapo mess, | know all the gentlemen. She héam tome down from the second
floor with someone; with more than one; a coupldamily. Substitutes for me, she

would later think. A middle-aged male voice with etige of bronchitis to it said, “But

surely, gentlemen, we can take some clothing.” And tone as indifferent as that of a



railway porter asked for timetable information, 88 man telling him in Polish, “There’s
no need for it. At these places they provide eNeng.”

The sound receded. Mrs. Dresner waited. Therenvagcond sweep. The second sweep
would be tomorrow or the day after. They would netagain and again now, culling the
ghetto. What in June had been seen as a culminatimgr had become by October a
daily process. And as grateful as she was to theo@pP it was clear as she went upstairs
to get Danka that when murder is as scheduled tdabiindustrial as it was here in
Cracow you could scarcely, with tentative heroisedirect the overriding energy of the
system. The more Orthodox of the ghetto had a slegén hour of life is still life.” The

OD boy had given her that hour. She knew therenmasne who could give her more.

Upstairs, the woman was a little shamefaced.

“The girl can come whenever she wishes,” she sd@iltht is, | didn’'t exclude you out of
cowardice, but as a matter of policy. And the pobtands. You can’t be accepted, but
the girl can.

Mrs. Dresner did not argue—she had a sense thawdhean’'s stance was part of the
same equation that had saved her in the downéialirs She thanked the woman. Danka
might need to accept her hospitality again.

From now on, since she looked young for her fontg-tyears and still had her health,
Mrs.

Dresner would attempt to survive on that basis

--the economic one, the putative value of her gitemo the Armaments Inspectorate or
to some other wing of the war effort. She wasnitfaent of the idea. These days anyone
with half a grasp on truth could tell that the S&idved the death of the socially
unappeasable Jew outbalanced any value he miglet &&\an item of labor. And the
qguestion is, in such an era, Who saves Juda Drefaatory purchasing officer? Who
saves Janek Dresner, auto

mechanic at the Wehrmacht garage? Who saves Danésn®, Luftwaffe cleaning
woman, on the morning the SS finally choose to igrtbeir economic value?

While the OD man was arranging Mrs.

Dresner’s survival in the hallway of the house iabbwski, the young Zionists of the
Halutz Youth and the ZOB were preparing a moreblésact of resistance. They had
acquired uniforms of the Waffen SS and, with thehe entitlement to visit the SS’-
RESERVED Cyganeria Restaurant in @sw Ducha Plagsacthe square from the
S@lowacki Theater. In the Cyganeria they left a bavhich blew the tables through the
roof, tore seven SS men to fragments, and injuoetesforty more.

When Oskar heard about it, he knew he could haga theere, buttering up some official.

It was the deliberate intent of Shimon and

Gusta Dranger and their colleagues to run against
the ancient pacifism of the ghetto, to convert it

to universal rebellion. They bombed the
SS’-ONLY Bagatella Cinema in

Karmelicka Street. In the dark, Leni



Riefenstahl flickered the promise of German womaahio the wandering soldier frayed
from performing the nation’s works in the barbargi&tto or on the increasingly risky
streets of Polish Cracow, and the next second ayedlsw spear of flame extinguished
the sight.

The ZOB would in a few months sink patrol

boats on the Vistula, fire-oomb sundry

military garages throughout the city, arrange

Passierscheins for people who were not supposeaivi®

them, smuggle passport photographs out

to centers where they could be used in the forgingyyan

papers, derail the elegant Army-only train

that ran between Cracow and Bochnia, and get their

underground newspaper into circulation. They wald

arrange for two of OD Chief Spira’s

lieutenants, Spitz and Forster, who

had drawn up lists for the imprisonment of thousarid walk into a Gestapo ambush. It
was a variation of an old undergraduate trick. @hehe underground, posing as an
informer, made an appointment to meet the two poien in a village near Cracow. At
the same time, a separate supposed informer telds#stapo that two leaders of the
Jewish partisan movement could be found at a p#aticendezvous point. Spitz and
Forster were both mown down while running from @&estapo.

Still, the style of resistance for the ghetto deedlremained that of Artur Rosenzweig,
who, when asked in June to make a list of thousésrddeportation, had placed his own
name, his wife’s, his daughter’s at the top.

Over in Zablocie, in the backyard of Emalia, Mrrele and Oskar Schindler were
pursuing their own species of resistance by plapaisecond barracks.



CHAPTER 17

An Austrian dentist named Sedlacek had now arrime@racow and was making wary
enquiries about Schindler. He had come by traimfildudapest and carried a list of
possible Cracow contacts and, in a false-bottometase, a quantity of Occupation
z@Iloty, which, since Governor General Frank hadisied the major denominations of
Polish money, took up an unconscionable space.

Though he pretended to be traveling on businessyasea courier for a Zionist rescue
organization in Budapest.

Even in the autumn of 1942, the Zionists of Patestiet alone the population of the
world, knew nothing but rumors of what was happgnim Europe. They had set up a
bureau in Istanbul to gather hard information. Famapartment in the Beyoglu section
of the city, three agents sent out postcards agédde® every Zionist body in German
Europe. The postcards read:

“Please let me know how you are. Eretz is longmgybu.” Eretz meant the “land” and,
to any Zionist, Israel. Each of the postcards wasesl by one of the three, a girl named
Sarka Mandelblatt, who had a convenient Turkiszeitship.

The postcards had gone into the void. No one aresivérmeant that the addressees were
in prison, or in the forest, or at labor in somenpa or in a ghetto, or dead. All the
Zionists of Istanbul had was the ominous negatiwdesce of silence.

In the late autumn of 1942, they at last receivied @eply, a postcard with a view of the
Belvaros of Budapest. The message on it read: “@aged by your interest in my
situation.

Rahamim maher [urgent help] is much

needed. Please keep in touch.”

This reply had been composed by a Budapest jewelered Samu Springmann, who'd
first received and then puzzled out the messag8aska Mandelblatt's postcard. Samu
was a slight man, jockey size, in the prime of thisties. Since the age of thirteen,
despite an inalienable probity, he had been oilofficials, doing favors for the
diplomatic corps, bribing the heavy-handed Hungeafcret Police. Now the Istanbul
people let him know that they wanted to use hirpifee rescue money into the German
empire and to transmit through them to the worlchaalefinite intelligence on what was
happening to European Jewry.

In the German-allied Hungary of General Horthy, 8a8pringmann and his Zionist
colleagues were as bereft of solid news from beybedPolish border as the people in
Istanbul. But he began to recruit couriers who,dqercentage of the bag or else out of
conviction, would be willing to penetrate the Gemtarritories. One of his couriers was
a diamond dealer, Erich Popescu, an agent of thmg&tian Secret Police. Another was
an underworld carpet smuggler, Bandi Grosz, whodisad assisted the secret police, but
who began to work for Springmann to expiate allghief he had caused his late mother.
A third was Rudi Schulz, an Austrian safecrackaragent for the Gestapo Management
Bureau in Stuttgart. Springmann had a gift for plgywith double agents such as
Popescu, Grosz, and Schulz, by touching their memtiality, their greed, and, if any,
their principles.



Some of his couriers were idealists, working frammfpremises. Sedlacek, who asked
after Herr Schindler in Cracow near the end of 1%3onged to that species. He had a
successful dental practice in Vienna and, in hid-farties, did not need to lug false-
bottomed suitcases into Poland. But here he wah, aMist in his pocket, the list having
come from Istanbul. And the second name on thediskar’s!

It meant that someone—Itzhak Stern, the
businessman Ginter, Dr. Alexander Biberstein

--had forwarded Schindler's name to the Zionist®alestine. Without knowing it, Herr
Schindler had been nominated for the post of rigdeperson.

Dr. Sedlacek had a friend in the Cracow

garrison, a fellow Viennese, a patient

he’d got to know in his practice. It was Major Fzavion Korab of the Wehrmacht. On
his first evening in Cracow, the dentist met Mayam Korab at the Hotel Cracovia for a
drink. Sedlacek had had a miserable day; had gotieetgray Vistula and looked across
at Podg@orze, the cold fortress of barbed wirelaftd gravestoned walls, a cloud of a
special dimness above it this mean winter's dagharper rain falling there beyond the
fake eastern gate where even the policemen lootadsed. When it was time to go and
meet Von Korab, he went gratefully.

In the suburbs of Vienna it had always been rumdhed Von Korab had a Jewish
grandmother. Patients would idly say so—in the Reigenealogical gossip was as
acceptable small talk as was the weather. Peoplddwseriously speculate over drinks
whether it was true that Reinhard Heydrich’s graotirar had married a Jew named
Suss. Once, against all good sense but for the eaKeendship, Von Korab had
confessed to Sedlacek that the rumor was truesrcése. This confession had been a
gesture of trust, which it would now be safe taunet Sedlacek therefore asked the major
about some of the people on the Istanbul list. Gloirgller's name, Von Korab responded
with an indulgent laugh. He knew Herr Schindlerd kdéned with him. He was physically
impressive, said the major, and made money handfsteHe was much brighter than
he pretended to be. | can call him right now an#éteren appointment, said Von Korab.

At ten the next morning they entered the Emaliaceff Schindler accepted Sedlacek
politely but watched Major Von Korab, measurings.trust of the dentist. After a time
Oskar warmed to the stranger, and the major exchsadelf and would not stay for
morning coffee. “Very well,” said Sedlacek, whenn/&orab was gone, “I'll tell you
exactly where | come from.”

He did not mention the money he had brought, nelikelihood that in the future trusted
contacts in Poland would be handed small fortunesJewish Joint Distribution
Committee cash. What the dentist wanted to knoithowt any financial coloring, was
what Herr Schindler knew and thought about the against Jewry in Poland. Once
Sedlacek had the question out, Schindler hesitétethat second, Sedlacek expected a
refusal. Schindler's expanding workshop employe@ 38ws at the SS rental rate. The
Armaments Inspectorate guaranteed a man like Sehniadcontinuity of rich contracts;
the SS promised him, for no more than 7.50 Reichissna day per person, a continuity



of slaves. It should not be a surprise if he sakba his padded leather chair and claimed
ignorance.

“There is one problem, Herr Sedlacek,” he growlétls this. What they are doing to
people in this country is beyond belief.”

“You mean,” said Dr. Sedlacek, “that you're con@agtnmy principals won'’t believe
you?”

Schindler said, “Since | scarcely believe

it myself.” He rose, went to the liquor

cabinet, poured two snifters of cognac and broogletfor Dr. Sedlacek. Returning to his
own side of the desk with the other, he took a Emalfrowned at an invoice, picked it
up, went to the door on the balls of his feet amdirgy it open as if to trap an
eavesdropper. For a while he stood there framé@nTSedlacek heard him talking
calmly to his Polish secretary about the invoicealfew minutes, closing the door, he
returned to Sedlacek, took a seat behind the deskafter another deep swallow, began
to talk.

Even among Sedlacek’s own small cell,

his Viennese anti-Nazi club, it was not

imagined that the pursuit of the Jews had growiequi
so systematic. Not only was the story

Schindler told him startling simply in moral

terms: one was asked to believe that in the midat o
desperate battle, the National Socialists

would devote thousands of men, the resources of
precious railroads, an enormous cubic

footage of cargo space, expensive

techniques of engineering, a fatal margin of their
research-and-development scientists, a

substantial bureaucracy, whole arsenals of
automatic weapons, whole magazines of
ammunition, all to an extermination which had no
military or economic meaning but merely a
psychological one. Dr. Sedlacek had

expected mere horror stories—hunger,

economic strictures, violent pogroms in this citytlmat, violations of ownership—all the
historically accustomed things.

Oskar’'s summary of events in Poland convinced
Sedlacek precisely because of the sort of man
Oskar was. He had done well from the
Occupation; he sat at the heart of his own hive,
a brandy snifter in his hand. There were both an
impressive surface calm and a fundamental
anger in him. He was like a man who had, to his
regret, found it impossible to disbelieve the
worst. He showed no tendency to be



extravagant in the facts he relayed.

If I can arrange your visa, said

Sedlacek, would you come to Budapest and pass at wdu just told me to my

principals and the others? Schindler seemed marnsurprised. You can write a
report, he said. And surely you've heard this sfrtthing from other sources. But
Sedlacek told him no; there had been individualies$o details of this incident and that.
No comprehensive picture. Come to Budapest, sadlaBek. Mind you, it might be

uncomfortable traveling.

Do you mean, asked Schindler, that | have to diles$éorder on foot?
Not as bad as that, said the dentist. You migheéhaxravel in a freight train.

I'll come, said Oskar Schindler.

Dr. Sedlacek asked him about the other names

on the Istanbul list. At the top of the list, for

instance, stood a Cracow dentist. Dentists were

always easy to visit, said Sedlacek, since

everyone on earth has at least one bona fide

cavity. No, said Herr Schindler. Don’t

visit this man. He’s been compromised

by the SS.

Before he left Cracow to return to Mr.

Springmann in Budapest, Dr. Sedlacek

arranged another meeting with Schindler. In Oskaffice at DEF, he handed over
nearly all the currency Springmann had given hinbriag to Poland. There was always
some risk, in view of Schindler’'s hedonistic tasket he would spend it on black-market
jewelry. But neither Springmann nor Istanbul regdiany assurances. They could never
hope to play the auditor.

It must be stated that Oskar behaved impeccablygamd the cash to his contacts in the
Jewish community to spend according to their judgmeMordecai Wulkan, who like
Mrs.

Dresner would in time come to know Herr Oskar Sdlen was a jeweler by trade. Now,
late in the year, he was visited at home by on&pmifa’s political OD. This wasn’t
trouble, the OD man said. Certainly Wulkan had @oreé. A year before, he had been
picked up by the OD for selling currency on thecklanarket. When he had refused to
work as an agent for the Currency Control Bureauhdd been beaten up by the SS, and
Mrs. Wulkan had had to visit Wachtmeister Beckhe ghetto police office and pay a
bribe for his release.

This June he’d been seized for transport to Bel@zetan OD man he’d known had
arrived to pick him up and led him straight outtbé Optima yard. For there were
Zionists in the OD, however small their chanceswdr beholding Jerusalem might be.

The OD man who visited him this time was no
Zionist. The SS, he told Wulkan,
urgently needed four jewelers. Symche



Spira had been given three hours to find themthisyway Herzog, Friedner, Gr@uner,
and Wulkan, four jewelers, were assembled at thes@ifilon and marched out of the
ghetto to the old Technical Academy, now a warebofes the SS Economic and
Administrative Main Office.

It was obvious to Wulkan as he entered the Acadiratya great security operated here.
At every door stood a guard. In the front hall, 2@ officer told the four jewelers that

should they speak to anyone about their work hbegj;, could expect to be sent to a labor
camp. They were to bring with them, he said, eday, their diamond-grading kits, their

equipment for assessing the karat value of gold.

They were led down into the basement. Around thiésvggood racks laden with suitcases
and towering layers of briefcases, each with a naméiously and futilely printed on it
by its past owner. Beneath the high windows stotideaof wooden crates. As the four
jewelers squatted in the center of the floor, tvé i8en took down a suitcase, labored
across the cellar with it, and emptied it in fraftHerzog. They returned to the rack for
another, which they emptied in front of Gr@unereittihey brought a cascade of gold
for Friedner, then for Wulkan. It was old gold—r#gbrooches, bracelets, watches,
lorgnettes, cigarette holders.

The jewelers were to grade the gold, separatedliepdate from the solid. Diamonds and
pearls were to be valued. They were to classifyyhimg, according to value and karat
weight, in separate heaps.

At first they picked up individual pieces

tentatively, but then worked faster as old

professional habits asserted themselves. As the

gold and jewelry went into their piles, the SS

men loaded the stuff into its appropriate

crate. Every time a crate was filled, it was

labeled in black paint—SS

REICHSF@UHRER BERLIN. The SS

Reichsf@uhrer was Himmler himself, in whose nanedbnfiscated jewelry of Europe
was deposited in the Reichsbank. There were qienbf children’s rings, and one had
to keep a cool rational control of one’s knowleddéeheir provenance. Only once did the
jewelers falter: when the SS men opened a suit@adeout of it tumbled gold teeth still
smeared with blood. There in a pile at Wulkan'eds) the mouths of a thousand dead
were represented, each one calling for him to tbem by standing and flinging his
grading stone across the room and declaring tiiethiorigin of all this precious stuff.
Then, after the hiatus, Herzog and Gr@uner, Wublkaoh Friedner commenced to grade
again, aware now, of course, of the radiant valtievisatever gold they themselves
carried in their mouths, fearful that the SS wotddhe prospecting for it.

It took six weeks for them to work through the

treasures of the Technical Academy. After they

had finished there, they were taken to a disuseabgavhich
had been converted to a silver warehouse. The
lubrication pits were filled to spilling over with

solid silver—rings, pendants, Passover



platters, yad pointers, breastplates,

crowns, candelabra. They separated the solid diteer the silver plate; they weighed it
all. The SS officer in charge complained that sahéhese objects were awkward to
pack, and Mordecai Wulkan suggested that perhagg rtight consider melting them
down. It seemed to Wulkan, though he was not pithat,it would be somehow better, a
minor triumph, if the Reich inherited silver fromhigh the Judaic form had been
removed. But for some reason the SS officer refuBethaps the objects were intended
for some didactic museum inside the Reich. Or pehhe SS liked the artistry of
synagogue silverware.

When this appraisal work ran out, Wulkan was ag#ira loss for employment. He
needed to leave the ghetto regularly to find endogl for his family, especially for his
bronchitic daughter. For a time he worked at aamfgtctory in Kazimierz, getting to
know an SS moderate, Oberscharf@uhrer Gola. Gaoladftnim work as a maintenance
man at the SA barracks near Wawel. As Wulkan edttfre mess with his wrenches, he
saw above the door the inscription, F@QUR JUDEN UMINDE EINTRITT
VERBOTEN: Entrance forbidden to Jews and dogs. $iys, together with the hundred
thousand teeth he had appraised at the Technicadekey, convinced him that
deliverance could not in the end be expected fltogroffhand favor of Oberscharf@uhrer
Gola. Gola drank here without noticing the signj aeither would he notice the absence
of the Wulkan family on the day they were takenBel@zec or some place of equal
efficiency. Therefore Wulkan, like Mrs. Dresnerdasome fifteen thousand other
dwellers in the ghetto, knew that what was needasl avspecial and startling deliverance.
They did not believe for a moment that it woulddoevided.



CHAPTER 18

Dr. Sedlacek had promised an uncomfortable jouraegl, so it was. Oskar traveled in a
good overcoat with a suitcase and a bag full ofousrcomforts which he badly needed
by the end of the trip. Though he had the appréptravel documents, he did not want to
have to use them. It was considered better if dendt have to present them at the border.
He could always then deny that he had been to Hyrigat December.

He rode in a freight van filled with bundles of tliRarty newspaper, V@olkischer
Beobachter, for sale in Hungary. Closeted withrgaolence of printer’s ink and among
the heavy Gothic print of Germany'’s official newppg he was rocked south over the
winter-sharp mountains of Slovakia, across the tduag border, and down to the valley
of the Danube.

A reservation had been made for him at the Pannowiar the University, and on the
afternoon of his arrival, little Samu Springmanndaan associate of his, Dr. Rezso
Kastner, came to see him. The two men who rosehin8ler’s floor in the elevator had
heard fragments of news from refugees. But refugeedd give you little but threads.
The fact that they had avoided the threat meanttiiey knew little of its geography, its
intimate functioning, the numbers it ran to. Kastraad Springmann were full of
anticipation, since—if Sedlacek could be believede-Sudeten German upstairs could
give them the whole cloth, the first full-bodiegoet on the Polish havoc.

In the room the introductions were brief, for

Springmann and Kastner had come to listen and toeyd tell that Schindler was
anxious to talk. There was no effort, in this aiysessed with coffee, to formalize the
event by calling Room Service for coffee and cakésstner and Springmann, after
shaking the enormous German by the hand, sat d@wh.Schindler paced. It seemed
that far from Cracow and the realities of Aktiordaghetto, his knowledge disturbed him
more than it had when he’d briefly informed Sedkadde rampaged across the carpet.
They would have heard his steps in the room beldweitchandelier would have shaken
when he stamped his foot, miming the action of $i&man in the execution squad in
Krakusa, the one who’d pinned his victim’s head dawith a boot in full sight of the red
child at the tail of the departing column.

He began with personal images of the cruel parisiéracow, what he had beheld in
the streets or heard from either side of the wiadim Jews and from the SS. In that
connection, he said, he was carrying letters froemimers of the ghetto, from the
physician Chaim Hilfstein, from Dr. Leon Salpetieom Itzhak Stern. Dr.

Hilfstein’s letter, said Schindler, was a reportramger. “Once the body fat’s gone,” said
Oskar, “it starts to work on the brain.”

The ghettos were being wound down, Oskar told tHemas true equally of Warsaw as
of @l@od@z and of Cracow. The population of the &@ar ghetto had been reduced by
four-fifths, @l@od@z by two-thirds, Cracow by halflhere were the people who had
been transferred? Some were in work camps; bugehéemen here this afternoon had to
accept that at least three-fifths of them had gisaped into camps that used the new
scientific methods. Such camps were not exceptidiey had an official SS name—
Vernichtungslager:



Extermination Camp.

In the past few weeks, said Oskar, some

2,000 Cracow ghetto dwellers had been

rounded up and sent not to the chambers of Bel@uedo labor camps near the city.
One was at Wieliczka, one at Prokocim, both of ¢hbsing railway stations on the
Ostbahn line which ran toward the Russian fronbniMWieliczka and Prokocim, these
prisoners were being marched every day to a siteeavillage of P@Ilasz@ow, on the
edge of the city, where the foundations for a \etsbr camp were being laid.

Their life in such a labor camp, said

Schindler, would be no holiday—the barracks of \Wigda and Prokocim were under the
command of an SS NCO named Horst Pilarzik who herdesl a reputation last June
when he had helped clear from the ghetto some 7p@@ple, of whom only one, a
chemist, had returned. The proposed camp at P@@asa@uld be under a man of the
same caliber. What was in favor of the labor camps that they lacked the technical
apparatus for methodical slaughter. There was ferdift rationale behind them. They
had economic reasons for existing—prisoners fromelMéka and Prokocim were

marched out every day to work on various projgat,as they were from the ghetto.

Wieliczka, Prokocim, and the proposed camp

at P@lasz@ow were under the control of the chiefs o

police for Cracow, Julian Scherner and

Rolf Czurda, whereas the

Vernichtungslagers were run by the central managemiethe SS Administrative and
Economic Main Office at Oranienburg near Berlin.eT¥ernichtungslagers also used
people as labor for a time, but their ultimate stdyiwas death and its by-products—the
recycling of the clothes, of remaining jewelry pestacles, of toys, and even of the skin
and hair of the dead.

In the midst of explaining the distinction betweextermination camps and those for
forced labor, Schindler suddenly stepped towarddib@r, wrenched it open, and looked
up and down the empty hallway. “I know the repatatof this city for eavesdropping,”

he explained. Little Mr. Springmann rose and caoleis elbow. “The Pannonia isn’t so
bad,” he told Oskar in a low voice. “It's the Vicia that's the Gestapo hotbed.”

Schindler surveyed the hallway once more, closed dbor, and returned across the
room. He stood by the windows and continued his geport. The forced-labor camps
would be run by men appointed for their severity afficiency in clearing the ghettos.
There would be sporadic murders and beatings, lagm@ twould certainly be corruption
involving food and therefore short rations for giresoners. But that was preferable to the
assured death of the Vernichtungslagers. Peoplleeinabor camps could get access to
extra comforts, and individuals could be takenand smuggled to Hungary.

These SS men are as corruptible as any other plolice, then? the gentleman of the
Budapest rescue committee asked Oskar. “In my expz,” growled Oskar, “there isn’t
one of them who isn't.”

When Oskar finished, there was, of course,
silence. Kastner and Springmann were not readily
astounded. All their lives they'd lived under the



intimidation of the Secret Police. Their

present activities were both vaguely

suspected by the Hungarian police—rendered
safe only by Samu’s contacts and bribes—and

at the same time disdained by respectable

Jewry. Samuel Stern, for example,

president of the Jewish Council, member of the
Hungarian Senate, would dismiss this afternoon’s
report by Oskar Schindler as pernicious

fantasy, an insult to German culture, a

reflection on the decency of the intentions of thegarian Government. These two were
used to hearing the worst.

So it was not that Springmann and Kastner were
unmanned by Schindler’s testimony as much as that
their minds were painfully expanding. Their res@src
seemed minute now that they knew what they were set
against—not just any average and predictable
Philistine giant, but Behemoth itself. Perhaps

already they were reaching for the idea that as agel
individual bargaining—some extra food for this

camp, rescue for this intellectual, a bribe

to temper the professional ardor of this SS man
--some vaster rescue scheme would have to be adaidreathtaking expense.

Schindler threw himself into a chair. Samu Springméooked across at the exhausted
industrialist. He had made an enormous impressiorihem, said Springmann. They
would, of course, send a report to Istanbul oi©akar had told them. It would be used to
stir the Palestinian Zionists and the Joint Distriin Committee to greater action. At the
same time it would be transmitted to the governsasft Churchill and Roosevelt.
Springmann said that he thought Oskar was rightdaoy about people’s belief in what
he’'d say; he was right to say it was all incredibl&herefore,” said Samu Springmann,
“I urge you to go to Istanbul yourself and speakthe people there.” After a little
hesitation—whether to do with the demands of theneglware business or with the
dangers of crossing so many borders—Schindler dgr@eward the end of the year,
said Springmann. “In the meantime you will see &dlacek in Cracow regularly.”

They stood up, and Oskar could see that they weaaged men. They thanked him and
left, becoming simply, on the way downstairs, twengive Budapest professional men
who’d heard disturbing news of mismanagement irbtiaech offices.

That night Dr. Sedlacek called at

Oskar’s hotel and took him out into the brisk sisee dinner at the Hotel Gellert. From
their table they could see the Danube, its illut@dabarges, the city glowing on the far
side of the water. It was like a prewar city, archiSdler began to feel like a tourist
again. After his afternoon’s temperance, he dréwekdense Hungarian burgundy called
Bull's Blood with a slow, assiduous thirst, andatexl a rank of empty bottles at their
table.



Halfway through their meal they were joined by aans#ian journalist, Dr. Schmidt,
who’d brought with him his mistress, an exquisig@lden Hungarian girl. Schindler
admired the girl's jewelry and told her that he veagreat fancier of gems himself. But
over apricot brandy, he became less friendly. Hewsth a mild frown, listening to
Schmidt talk of real estate prices and automobéalidgs and horse races. The girl
listened raptly to Schmidt, since she wore the ltesaf his business coups around her
neck and at her wrists. But Oskar’s unexpectedpgisoval was clear. Dr. Sedlacek was
secretly amused: perhaps Oskar was seeing a paftedtion of his own new wealth, his
own tendencies toward trading on the fringes.

When the dinner was over, Schmidt and his girl feftsome nightclub, and Sedlacek
made sure he took Schindler to a different one.yThat drinking unwise further
guantities of barack and watching the floor show.

“That Schmidt,” said Schindler, wanting to clear tiye question so that he could enjoy
the small hours. “Do you use him?”

“Yes.”
“I don’t think you ought to use men like that,” daDskar. “He’s a thief.”

Dr. Sedlacek turned his face, and its
half-smile, away.
“How can you be sure he delivers any of the mormygive him?” Oskar asked.

“We let him keep a percentage,” said

Dr. Sedlacek.

Oskar thought about it for a full half-minute. Thiee murmured, “I don’t want a damned
percentage. | don’'t want to be offered one.” “Vemsll,” said Sedlacek.

“Let’'s watch the girls,” said Oskar.



CHAPTER 19

Even as Oskar Schindler returned by freight

car from Budapest, where he’d predicted that the
ghetto would soon be closed, an SS
Untersturmf@uhrer named Amon Goeth was

on his way from Lublin to bring about that liquidat,
and to take command of the resultant Forced Labor
Camp (Zwangsarbeitslager) at

P@lasz@ow. Goeth was some eight months younger
than Schindler, but shared more with him than tleeem
year of birth. Like Oskar he had been raised a
Catholic and had ceased observing the rites of the
Church as late as 1938, when his first marriage

had broken up. Like Oskar too, he had

graduated from high school in the
Realgymnasium—Engineering, Physics,

Math. He was therefore a practical man, no thinket,considered himself a philosopher.

A Viennese, he had joined the National

Socialist Party early, in 1930. When the

nervous Austrian Republic banned the party in 1988was already a member of its
security force, the SS. Driven underground, he ém@rged onto the streets of Vienna
after the Anschluss of 1938 in the uniform of anr®8commissioned officer. In 1940 he
had been raised to the rank of SS Oberscharf@uaikin 1941 achieved the honor of
commissioned rank, immensely harder to come byhéS8S than in Wehrmacht units.
After training in infantry tactics, he was put imarge of Sonderkommandos during
Aktionen in the populous ghetto of Lublin and, by performance there, earned the right
to liquidate Cracow.

Untersturmf@uhrer Amon Goeth then, speeding on Whehrmacht special between
Lublin and Cracow, there to take command of wedetrSonderkommandos, shared with
Oskar not only his year of birth, his religion, higakness for liquor, but a massive
physique as well. Goeth’s face was open and pléasdher longer than Schindler’s. His
hands, though large and muscular, were long-firgeHe was sentimental about his
children, the children of his second marriage whoetause of his foreign service, he
had not seen often in the past three years. Adstitute, he was sometimes attentive to
the children of brother officers. He could be atseental lover too, but though he
resembled Oskar in terms of general sexual voraoess, his tastes were less
conventional, running sometimes to his brother S&h,nirequently to the beating of
women. Both his former wives could have testifiedttonce the first blaze of infatuation
had died, he could become physically abusive. Hesidered himself a sensitive man,
and thought that his family’s trade proved it. agher and grandfather were Viennese
printers and binders of books on military and ecoitohistory, and he liked to list
himself on official papers as a Literat: a maneaitdrs. And though, at this moment, he
would have told you that he looked forward to lakimg of control of the liquidation
operation—that this was the major chance of hiseraand carried with it the promise of
promotion— his service in Special Actions seemebito to have altered the flow of his
nervous energies. He had been plagued with insofoniavo years now and, if he had



his way, stayed up till three or four and slepelat the mornings. He had become a
reckless drinker and believed he held his liquathvein ease he had not known in his
youth. Again like Oskar, he never suffered the loaregs he deserved. He thanked his
hardworking kidneys for this benefit.

His orders, entrusting him with the extinction dketghetto and the kingship of the
P@lasz@ow camp, were dated February 12, 1943. Hedhthat after consulting with
his senior NCO’S, with Wilhelm Kunde, commanderthé SS guard detail for the
ghetto, and with Willi Haase, Scherner’'s deputywituld be possible to begin the
clearing of the ghetto within a month of the datehts commission.

Commandant Goeth was met at the Cracow CentrabBtay Kunde himself and by the
tall young SS man Horst Pilarzik, who was tempdydn charge of the work camps at
Prokocim and Wieliczka. They piled into the backad¥lercedes and were driven off for
a reconnaissance of the ghetto and the site afdivecamp. It was a bitter day, and snow
began to fall as they crossed the Vistula.

Untersturmf@uhrer Goeth was pleased for a pull dilask of schnapps Pilarzik carried

with him. They passed through the fake-Orientaltagderand down the trolley lines of

Lw@owska Street, which cut the ghetto into two poyrtions. The dapper Kunde, who

had been a customs agent in civilian life and wdephaat reporting to superiors, gave a
deft sketch of the ghetto. The portion on their Veds Ghetto B, said Kunde.

Its inhabitants, about 2,000 of them, had

escaped earlier Aktionen or had been

previously employed in industry. But new

identification cards had been issued since then,

with appropriate initials—either W for Army

employees, Z for employees of the civil

authorities, or R for workers in essential

industries. The inhabitants of Ghetto B

lacked these new cards and were to be shipped &vag$onderbehandlung (special
Treatment).

In clearing the ghetto, it might be preferable tartson that side first, though that sort of
tactical decision was entirely up to the Herr Comdat.

The greater portion of the ghetto stood to thetrmtd contained some 10,000 people
still. They would of course be the initial laborde for the factories of the P@lasz@ow
camp. It was expected that the German entrepreaedrsupervisors—

Bosch, Madritsch, Beckmann, the

Sudetenlander Oskar Schindler—would want to molverglart of their operations out of
town into the camp. As well as that there was decataking plant no more than half a
mile from the proposed camp, and laborers woulthaeched there and back each day.

Would the Herr Commandant, asked Kunde, care tdirage down the road a few
kilometers and have a look at the campsite itself?

Oh, yes, said Amon, | think that would be advisable



They turned off the highway where the cable-factgayd, snow lying on the giant
spools, marked the beginning of Jerozolimska Stégabn Goeth had a glimpse of a few
groups of hunched and bescarved women draggingesggmf huts—a wall panel, an
eaves section—across the highway and up Jerozdifngkn the direction of the railway
station at Cracow-P@lasz@ow. They were women frioenRrokocim camp, Pilarzik
explained. When P@lasz@ow was ready, Prokocim wotlikcburse be disbanded and
these laboring women would come under the manageofethe Herr Commandant.
Goeth estimated the distance the women had to d¢heyframes to be some three-
quarters of a kilometer. “All uphill,” said Kundputting his head on one shoulder, then
on the other, as if to say, So it's a satisfactfoym of discipline, but it slows up
construction.

The camp would need a railway spur, said Unterdi@uirer Goeth. He would make an
approach to Ostbahn.

They passed on the right a synagogue and its mgrbusldings, and a half-tumbled wall
showed gravestones like teeth in the cruelly exgpas®uth of winter. Part of the
campsite had been until this month a Jewish cemet@uite extensive,” said Wilhelm
Kunde. The Herr Commandant uttered a witticism Whicould come to his lips often
during his residency at P@lasz@ow. “They won't htmvgo far to get buried.”

There was a house to the right which would be blgtas a temporary residence for the
Commandant, and then a large new building to sasv@n administration center. The
synagogue mortuary, already partly dynamited, wdaddome the camp stable. Kunde
pointed out that the two limestone quarries witihi@ camp area could be seen from here.
One stood in the bottom of the little valley, thber up on the hill behind the synagogue.
The Herr Commandant might be able to notice thekrdoeing laid for trolleys which
would be used in hauling stones. Once the heaathee let up, the construction of the
track would continue.

They drove to the southeast end of the proposeg,cand a trail, just passable in the
snow, took them along the skyline. The trail endédvhat had once been an Austrian
military earthwork, a circular mound surroundingleep and broad indentation. To an
artilleryman it would have appeared an importaniotdt from which cannon could be
sighted to enfilade the road from Russia. To Wittemf@uhrer Goeth it was a place
suited for disciplinary punishment. From up heéne, camp area could be seen whole.

It was a rural stretch, graced with the Jewish
cemetery, and folded between two hills. It was in
this weather two pages of a largely blank book
opened and held at an angle, sideways, to the
observer on the fort hill. A gray, stone

country dwelling was stuck at the entrance to the
valley, and past it, along the far slope and

among the few finished barracks, moved teams of
women, black as bunches of musical

notations, in the strange darkling luminescenca of
snowy evening. Emerging from the icy alleys beyond
Jerozolimska, they toiled up the white slope



under the urgings of Ukrainian guards and dropped

the sections of frames where the SS engineers,

wearing homburgs and civilian clothes,

instructed them.

Their rate of work was a limitation,

Untersturmf@uhrer Goeth remarked. The ghetto peopl#d not, of course, be moved
here until the barracks were up and the watchtowedsfences completed. He had no
complaints about the pace at which the prisonersherfar hill were working, he told
them, confidingly. He was in fact secretly impres#ieat so late on a biting day, the SS
men and Ukrainians on the far slope were not Igtthre thought of supper and warm
barracks slow the pace of operations.

Horst Pilarzik assured him that it was all closecompletion than it looked: the land had
been terraced, the foundations dug despite the aaltla great quantity of prefabricated
sections carried up from the railway station. TherHUntersturmf@uhrer would be able
to consult with the entrepreneurs tomorrow—a meekiad been arranged for 10 A.m.
But modern methods combined with a copious supplialmor meant that these places
could be put up almost overnight, weather perngttifPilarzik seemed to believe that
Goeth was in genuine danger of demoralization.alct Amon was exhilarated. From
what he could see here, he could discern the imabe of the place. Nor was he worried
about fences. The fences would be a mental conidothe prisoners rather than an
essential precaution. For after the establishechodelogy of SS liquidation had been
applied to the Podg@orze ghetto, people would betefyd for the barracks of
P@lasz@ow. Even those with Aryan papers would corawling in here, seeking an
obscure berth high up in the green, hoarfrosteétress. For most of them, the wire was
needed only as a prop, so that they might reaskeraselves that they were prisoners
against their will.

The meeting with the local factory owners and
Treuh@anders took place in Julian

Scherner’s office in central Cracow early the
following day. Amon Goeth arrived smiling
fraternally and, in his freshly tailored

Waffen SS uniform, designed precisely

for his enormous frame, seemed to dominate the
room. He was sure he could charm the
independents, Bosch and Madritsch and
Schindler, into transferring their Jewish labor
behind camp wire. Besides that, an investigatiothef
skills available among the ghetto dwellers

helped him to see that P@lasz@ow could become quite
a business. There were jewelers, upholsterers,
tailors who could be used for special

enterprises under the Commandant’s direction,
filling orders for the SS, the Wehrmacht, the
wealthy German officialdom. There would be the
clothing workshops of Madritsch, the enamel
factory of Schindler, a proposed metal



plant, a brush factory, a warehouse for

recycling used, damaged, or stained

Wehrmacht uniforms from the Russian

Front, a further warehouse for recycling

Jewish clothing from the ghettos and dispatchirigrithe

use of bombed-out families at home. He

knew from his experiences of the SS jewelry and

fur warehouses of Lublin, having seen his

superiors at work there and taken his proper cut,

that from most of these prison enterprises he could

expect a personal percentage. He had reached

that happy point in his career at which duty and

financial opportunity coincided. The

convivial SS police chief, Julian

Scherner, over dinner last night, had talked to Anabout what a great opportunity
P@lasz@ow would be for a young officer—for themhbo&cherner opened the meeting
with the factory people. He spoke solemnly abbet ‘concentration of labor,” as if it
were a great economic principle new-hatched bySfebureaucracy. You'll have your
labor on site, said Scherner. All factory maintesewill be undertaken at no cost to
you, and there will be no rent. All the gentlemeersvinvited to inspect the workshop
sites inside P@lasz@ow that afternoon.

The new Commandant was introduced. He said hoveptehe was to be associated with
these businessmen whose valuable contributionkeovar effort were already widely
known.

Amon pointed out on a map of the camp area theoseset aside for the factories. It was
next to the men’s camp; the women—he told them \aitheasy and quite charming
smile—would have to walk a little farther, one wothundred meters downhill, to reach
the workshops. He assured the gentlemen that his task was to oversee the smooth
functioning of the camp and that he had no wisimterfere with their factory policies or
to alter the managerial autonomy they enjoyed hereCracow. His orders, as
Oberf@uhrer Scherner could verify, forbade in smynaords that sort of intrusion. But
the Oberf@uhrer had been correct in pointing oatrtiutual advantages of moving an
industry inside the camp perimeter. The factory essndid not have to pay for the
premises, and he, the Commandant, did not haverdeide a guard to march the
prisoners to town and back. They could understawd the length of the journey and the
hostility of the Poles to a column of Jews wouldde the worth of the workers.
Throughout this speech, Commandant Goeth glancequéntly at Madritsch and
Schindler, the two he particularly wished to wireavHe knew he could already depend
on Bosch’s local knowledge and advice. But Herr isdler, for example, had a
munitions section, small and merely in the develeptal stage as yet. It would,
however, if transferred, give P@lasz@ow a greapaesbility with the Armaments
Inspectorate.

Herr Madritsch listened with a considered frowrng &ferr Schindler watched the speaker
with an acquiescent half-smile. Commandant Goethlidctell instinctively, even before
he’d finished speaking, that Madritsch would besogeble and move in, that Schindler



would refuse. It was hard to judge by these sepatatisions which one of the two felt
more paternal toward his Jews—

Madritsch, who wanted to be inside
P@lasz@ow with them, or Schindler, who wanted teHas with him in Emalia.

Oskar Schindler, wearing that same face of avierémice, went with the party to inspect
the campsite. P@lasz@ow had the form of a camp namvimprovement in the weather
had permitted the assembly of barracks; a thawirigeoground permitted the digging of
latrines and postholes. A Polish construction camyp had installed the miles of
perimeter fence. Thick-legged watchtowers were gaip along the skyline toward
Cracow, and also at the mouth of the valley dowmatd Wieliczka Street, away at the
far end of the camp, and up here on this eastdirwhere the official party, in the
shadow of the Austrian hill fort, watched the fasirk of this new creation. Off to the
right, Oskar noticed, women were hustling up mudccks in the direction of the
railway, heavy sections of barracks tilted betwtem. Below, from the lowest point of
the valley and all the way up the far side, theamd barracks ran, assembled by male
prisoners who raised and slotted and hammered avitenergy which at this distance
resembled willingness.

On the choicest, most level ground beneath theiaffparty, a number of long wooden

structures were available for industrial occupatic@ement floors could be poured
should heavy machinery need to be installed. Tawester of all plant machinery would

be handled by the SS. The road that serviced @ \was admittedly little more than a
country track, but the engineering firm of Klug hlaeen approached to build a central
street for the camp, and the Ostbahn had promsgaavide a spur to the camp gate
itself, to the quarry down there on the right. Lstmme from the quarries and some of
what Goeth called “Polish-defaced” gravestones fimrar in the cemetery would be

broken up to provide other interior roads. The genén should not worry about roads,
said Goeth, for he intended to maintain a permaynstrong quarrying and road-building

team.

A small railroad had been laid for the rock troeyt ran from the quarry up past the
Administration Building and the large stone barsatkat were being built for the SS and
Ukrainian garrison. Trolleys of limestone, eachghéng six tons, were hauled by teams
of women, thirty-five or forty of them to a teanradging on cables set either side of the
rock truck, to compensate for the unevenness inrdlleline. Those who tripped or
stumbled were trampled or else rolled out of thg,vier the teams had their own organic
momentum and no individual could abdicate from\fatching this insidious Egyptian-
looking industry, Oskar felt the same surge of eaushe same prickling of the blood he
had experienced on the hill above Krakusa Streeetihad assumed the businessmen
were a safe audience, that they were all spirkirdblk of his. He was not embarrassed
by that savage hauling down there. The questiosearas it had in Krakusa Street: What
could embarrass the SS? What could embarrass Amon?

The energy of the barracks builders had, even tommfammed observer like Oskar, the
specious appearance of men working hard to puhaftes for their women. But though
Oskar had not yet heard the rumor of it, Amon hadggmed a summary execution in
front of those men this morning, so that now thegw what the full terms of their labor



were. After the early-morning meeting with the exagirs, Amon had been strolling down
Jerozolimska and had come to the SS barracks wvitnensork was under the supervision
of an excellent NCO, soon to be promoted to offi@k, named Albert Hujar. Hujar
had marched up and made his report. A sectionefdhndations of the barracks had
collapsed, said Hujar, his face flushed. At the esaime, Amon had noticed a girl
walking around the half-finished building, speakiogeams of men, pointing, directing.
Who was that? he asked Hujar. She was a prisaraed Diana Reiter, said Hujar, an
architectural engineer who had been assigned todhstruction of the barracks. She was
claiming that the foundations hadn’'t been correetkgavated, and she wanted all the
stone and cement dug up and the work on that seetithe building to begin again from
scratch. Goeth had been able to tell from thercofoHujar's face that he had had a
tough argument with the woman. Hujar had, in faeten reduced to screaming at her,
“You're building barracks, not the frigging Hoteutpa!”

Now Amon half-smiled at Hujar.

We're not going to have arguments with these pedpesaid, as if it were a promise.
Bring me the girl.

Amon could tell, from the way she walked toward

him, the bogus elegance with which her middle-class

parents had raised her, the European manners

they had imbued her with, sending her—when the $tone

Poles wouldn't take her in their universities

--off to Vienna or Milan to give her a

profession and a heightened protective coloratiire walked toward him as if his rank
and hers would bind them in the battle againstsbaNCO’S and the inferior craft of
whichever SS engineer had supervised the digginbgeofoundations. She did not know
that he hated her the worst—the type who thoughan exgainst the evidence of his SS
uniform, of these rising structures, that their i3wwess was not visible.

“You’ve had occasion to quarrel with

Oberscharf@uhrer Hujar,” Goeth told

her as a fact. She nodded firmly. The Herr

Commandant would understand, the nod suggested) #&waugh that idiot Hujar
couldn’t. The entire foundations at that end mestdxlug, she told him energetically. Of
course, Amon knew “they” were like that, they likiedstring out tasks and so ensure that
the labor force was safe for the duration of thgemt. If everything is not redug, she told
him, there will be at least subsidence at the soatend of the barracks. There could be
collapse. She went on arguing the case, and Anodided and presumed she must be
lying. It was a first principle that you never 8sed to a Jewish specialist. Jewish
specialists were in the mold of Marx, whose theoneere aimed at the integrity of
government, and of Freud, who had assaulted tlegniy of the Aryan mind. Amon felt
that this girl's argument threatened his persomiggrity.

He called Hujar. The NCO returned
uneasily. He thought he was going to be told
to take the girl's advice. The girl did

too. Shoot her, Amon told Hujar. There



was, of course, a pause while Hujar

digested the order. Shoot her, Amon repeated. rHagk the girl's elbow to lead her
away to some place of private execution. Heredl anon. Shoot her here! On my
authority, said Amon.

Hujar knew how it was done. He gripped her by thew, pushed her a little to his front,
took the Mauser from his holster, and shot heheldack of the neck.

The sound appalled everyone on the work site, eéxegpeemed—the executioners and
the dying Miss Diana Reiter herself. She knelt erodked up once. It will take more than
that, she was saying. The knowingness in her egyghtédned Amon, justified him,
elevated him. He had no idea and would not havee\® that these reactions had
clinical labels. He believed, in fact, that he vimsng awarded the inevitable exaltation
that follows an act of political, racial, and mojastice. Even so, a man paid for that, for
by evening the fullness of this hour would be falda by such emptiness that he would
need, to avoid being blown away like a husk, tonaeigt his size and permanence by
food, liquor, contact with a woman.

Apart from these considerations, the shooting f th

Diana Reiter, the cancelling of her Western

European diploma, had this practical

value: that no erector of huts or roads in

P@lasz@ow would consider himself essential to #sk-+tthat if Miss Diana Reiter

could not save herself with all her professionall,sthe only chance of the others was
prompt and anonymous labor. Therefore the womegimggframes up from the Cracow-
P@lasz@ow railway station, the quarry teams, the assembling the huts all worked
with an energy appropriate to what they’'d learrrednf Miss Reiter’'s assassination.

As for Hujar and his colleagues, they knew now thatantaneous execution was to be
the permitted style of P@lasz@ow.



CHAPTER 20

Two days after the visit of the factory heads tol&@@ow, Schindler turned up at
Commandant Goeth’s temporary office in the cityngping with him the compliments of
a bottle of brandy. The news of Diana Reiter’s ssisation had by this time reached the
front office of Emalia and was the sort of itemttlhanfirmed Oskar in his intention to
keep his factory outside P@Ilasz@ow.

The two big men sat opposite each other and thaseavmutual knowingness in them
too, just as there had been in the brief relatignbbtween Amon and Miss Reiter. What
they knew was that each of them was in Cracow tkengafortune; that therefore Oskar
would pay for favors. At that level Oskar and then@nandant understood each other
well. Oskar had the characteristic salesman’sdjitreating men he abhorred as if they
were spiritual brothers, and it would deceive therrHCommandant so completely that
Amon would always believe Oskar a friend.

But from the evidence of Stern and others it is

obvious that, from the time of their earlier consac

Oskar abominated Goeth as a man who went to the

work of murder as calmly as a clerk goes to his

office. Oskar could speak to Amon the

administrator, Amon the speculator, but

knew at the same time that nine-tenths of the Condiarat’s being lay beyond the normal
rational processes of humans. The business andl smanections between Oskar and
Amon worked well enough to tempt the suppositicat thskar was somehow and despite
himself fascinated by the evil of the man. In faai,one who knew Oskar at this time or
later saw a sign of any such enthrallment. Oskapided Goeth in the simplest and most
passionate terms. His contempt would grow withaatit] and his career would
dramatically demonstrate it. Just the same, thieatgn can hardly be avoided that
Amon was Oskar’s dark brother, was the berserkfanatic executioner Oskar might, by
some unhappy reversal of his appetites, have become

With a bottle of brandy between them, Oskar exgldito Amon why it was impossible
for him to move into P@lasz@ow. His plant was tastantial to be shifted. He
believed his friend Madritsch intended to move Jesvish workers in, but Madritsch’s
machinery was more easily transferred—it was bHgieaseries of sewing machines.
There were different problems involved in movingie metal presses, each of which, as
a sophisticated machine will, had developed spegiatks. His skilled workers had
become accustomed to these quirks. But on a neterjafloor the machines would
display an entirely new set of eccentricities. Earbe delays; the settling-in period
would take longer than it would for his esteemedenid Julius Madritsch. The
Untersturmf@uhrer would understand that with imaottwar contracts to fulfill, DEF
could not spare such a lapse of time. Herr Beckmaho had the same sort of problem,
was firing all his Jews over at the Corona works. didn’t want the fuss of the Jews
marching out from P@Ilasz@ow to the factory in treemng and back in the evenings.

Unfortunately, he, Schindler, had hundreds mor#eskiewish workers than Beckmann
did. If he got rid of them, Poles would have tottsned in their place and there would
again be a production delay, an even greater care ithhe accepted Goeth’s attractive
offer and moved into P@lasz@ow.



Amon secretly thought that Oskar might be worrieat a2 move into P@lasz@ow would
impinge on any sweetly running little deals he Ilgathg in Cracow. The Commandant
therefore hurried to reassure Herr Schindler timgretd be no interference in the
management of the enamel factory. “It's purely ithdustrial problems that worry me,”

said Schindler piously. He didn’t want to inconsete the Commandant, but he would
be grateful, and he was sure the Armaments Insgaetavould also be grateful, if DEF

were permitted to stay in its present location.

Among men like Goeth and Oskar, the word “gratituded not have an abstract

meaning. Gratitude was a payoff. Gratitude wasdrgand diamonds. | understand your
problems, Herr Schindler, said Amon. | shall begyamnce the ghetto is liquidated, to
provide a guard to escort your workers from P@lasz@ Zablocie.

Itzhak Stern, coming to Zablocie one afternoon osiress for the Progress factory,
found Oskar depressed and sensed in him a dangé&elisg of impotence. After
Klonowska had brought in the coffee, which the Hemektor drank as always with a
shot of cognac, Oskar told Stern that he’d beeA@lasz@ow again: ostensibly to look
at the facilities; in fact to gauge when it would tready for the Ghettomenschen. “I took
a count,” said Oskar. He'd counted the terracedalsls on the far hill and found that if
Amon intended to cram 200 women into each, as waty] there was now room for
some 6,000 women up there in the top compoundmidr@s sector down the hill did not
have so many finished buildings, but at the raiegthwere done in P@lasz@ow it could
be finished in days. Everyone on the factory flanows what’'s going to happen, said
Oskar. And it's no use keeping the night shift be premises here, because after this
one, there’ll be no ghetto to go back to. All haall them, said Oskar, taking a second
slug of cognac, is that they shouldn’t try to higddess they're sure of the hiding place.
He’'d heard that the pattern was to tear the gregttot after it had been cleared. Every
wall cavity would be probed, every attic carpetetakup, every niche revealed, every
cellar plumbed.

All | can tell them, said Oskar, is not

to resist.

So it happened oddly that Stern, one of the targietse coming Aktion, sat comforting
Herr Direktor Schindler, a mere witness.

Oskar’s attention to his Jewish laborers was bédiffgsed, tempted away by the wider
tragedy of the ghetto’s coming end. P@lasz@ow wlabar institution, said Stern. Like
all institutions, it could be outlived. It wasniké Bel@zec, where they made death in the
same manner in which Henry Ford made cars. It veggadling to have to line up for
P@lasz@ow on orders, but it wasn’t the end of thiMghen Stern had finished arguing,
Oskar put both thumbs under the beveled top oflésk and seemed for a few seconds to
want to tear it off. You know, Stern, he said, ttiat’'s damn well not good enough! It
is, said Stern. It's the only course.

And he went on arguing, quoting and hairsplittiagd was himself frightened. For Oskar
seemed to be in crisis. If Oskar lost hope, Sterewk all the Jewish workers of Emalia
would be fired, for Oskar would wish to be purifiefithe entire dirty business.

There’ll be time to do something more positivedsaiern. But not yet.



Abandoning the attempt to tear the lid from hiskde3skar sat back in his chair and
resumed his depression. “You know that Amon Goelle "said. “He’s got charm. He
could come in here now and charm you. But he’snatig.”

On the ghetto’s last morning—a

Shabbat, as it happened, March 13--Amon Goetheatrie Plac Zgody, Peace Square, at
an hour which officially preceded dawn. Low cloudlsscured any sharp distinctions
between night and day. He saw that the men of dmel&kommando had already arrived
and stood about on the frozen earth of the smak pa the middle, smoking and
laughing quietly, keeping their presence a secwehfthe ghetto dwellers in the streets
beyond Herr Pankiewicz’ pharmacy. The roads dowitkwthey'd move were clear, as
in a model of a town. The remaining snow lay heagadi tarnished in gutters and against
walls. It is safe to guess that sentimental Goeth gaternal as he looked out at the
orderly scene and saw the young men, comradelyrdefotion, in the middle of the
square.

Amon took a pull of cognac while he

waited there for the middle-aged

Sturmbannf@uhrer Willi Haase, who

would have strategic, though not tactical, conttbtoday’s Aktion. Today Ghetto A,
from Plac Zgody westward, the major section ofghetto, the one where all the working
(healthy, hoping, opinionated) Jews dwelt, would dmptied. Ghetto B, a small
compound a few blocks square at the eastern etieahetto, contained the old, the last
of the unemployable. They would be uprooted ovétigr tomorrow. They were slated
for Commandant Rudolf H@oss’s greatly expandedretgtion camp at Auschwitz.
Ghetto B was straightforward, honest work. Ghetteas the challenge.

Everyone wanted to be here today, for today was

history. There had been for more than seven

centuries a Jewish Cracow, and by this evening—

or at least by tomorrow—those seven centuries wbalsk

become a rumor, and Cracow would be

judenrein (clean of Jews). And every petty

SS official wanted to be able to say that he had

seen it happen. Even Unkelbach, the

Treuh@ander of the Progress cutlery

factory, having some sort of reserve SS

rank, would put on his NCO’S uniform today and makeough the ghetto with one of
the squads. Therefore the distinguished Willi Haaséng of field rank and involved in
the planning, had every right to be counted in.

Amon would be suffering his customary minor headaahd be feeling a little drained

from the feverish insomnia in which he'd spent #raall hours. Now he was here,
though, he felt a certain professional exhilaratibrwas a great gift which the National
Socialist Party had given to the men of the SS; they could go into battle without

physical risk, that they could achieve honor withthe contingencies that plagued the
whole business of being shot at. Psychological mtguhad been harder to achieve.
Every SS officer had friends who had committed igleicSS training documents, written
to combat these futile casualties, pointed out dimplemindedness of believing that



because the Jew bore no visible weapons he wa#t bésocial, economic, or political
arms. He was, in fact, armed to the teeth. Steatsgif, said the documents, for the
Jewish child is a cultural time bomb, the Jewisim&a a biology of treasons, the Jewish
male a more incontrovertible enemy than any Russiaild hope to be.

Amon Goeth was steeled. He knew he could not behex and the very thought of that
gave him the same delicious excitement a long-uigtarunner might have before an
event he feels sure about. Amon despised in a lgsara of way those officers who
fastidiously left the act itself to their men an€@’'S. He sensed that in some way that
might be more dangerous than lending a hand ydursid would show the way, as he
had with Diana Reiter. He knew the euphoria thaulddouild during the day, the
gratification that would grow, along with a tast# fiquor, as noon came and the pace
picked up. Even under the low squalor of thoseddptne knew that this was one of the
best days, that when he was old and the race éxtivee young would ask with wonder
about days like this.

Less than a kilometer away, a doctor of the ghett@nvalescent hospital, Dr. H, sat
among his last patients, in darkness, grateful thay were isolated like this on the
hospital’s top floor, high above the street, aloii their pain and fever.

For at street level everyone knew what had

happened at the epidemic hospital near

Plac Zgody. An SS detachment under

Oberscharf@uhrer Albert Hujar had

entered the hospital to close it down and had found

Dr. Rosalia Blau standing among the beds of

her scarlet fever and tuberculosis patients,

who, she said, should not be moved. The whoopinglto

children she had sent home earlier. But the scarlet

fever sufferers were too dangerous to move, bath fo

their own sakes and for the community’s, and the

tuberculosis cases were simply too sick

to walk out.

Since scarlet fever is an adolescent

disease, many of Dr. Blau’s patients were girlsveen the age of twelve and sixteen.
Faced with Albert Hujar, Dr. Blau pointed, as watyafor her professional judgment, to
these wide-eyed, feverish girls. Hujar himselfiirec on the mandate he’d received the
week before from Amon Goeth, shot Dr.

Blau in the head. The infectious patients, some

trying to rise in their beds, some detached inrtbein

delirium, were executed in a rage of

automatic fire. When Hujar’s squad had

finished, a detail of ghetto men was sent up the@ssto deal with the dead, to pile the
bloodied linen, and to wash down the walls.

The convalescent hospital was situated in whatlesh before the war a Polish police
station. Throughout the life of the ghetto, itsetifloors had been cluttered with the sick.
Its director was a respected physician named DByBthe bleak morning of March 13,



Doctors B and H had reduced its population to fallrpf them immovable. One was a
young workman with galloping consumption; the setoa talented musician with
terminal kidney disease. It seemed important to Brthat they somehow be spared the
final panic of a mad volley of fire. Even more $&e blind man afflicted by a stroke, and
the old gentleman whose earlier surgery for anstimal tumor had left him weakened
and burdened with a colostomy. The medical stafehDr. H included, were of the
highest caliber. From this ill-equipped ghetto htapwould derive the first Polish
accounts of Weil’s erythroblastic disease, a coowlibf the bone marrow, and of the
Wolff-Parkinson-White syndrome. This morning, thaudr. H was concerned with the
guestion of cyanide. With an eye to the optiorswitide, H had acquired a supply of
cyanic acid solution. He knew that other doctaad bbo. This past year depression had
been endemic to the ghetto. It had infected DrHH.was young; he was formidably
healthy. Yet history itself seemed to have goneignaht. To know he had access to
cyanide had been a comfort for Dr. H on his woestsd By this late stage of the ghetto’s
history, it was the one pharmaceutical left to fand to the other doctors in quantity.
There had rarely been any sulfa. Emetics, etheteaen aspirin were used up. Cyanide
was the single sophisticated drug remaining.

This morning before five, Dr. H had been awakemeHdis room in Wit Stwosz Street by
the noise of trucks pulling up beyond the wall.okimg down from his window, he saw
the Sonderkommandos assembling by the river andvkhat they had come to take
some decisive action in the ghetto. He rushed ¢ohitspital and found Dr. B and the
nursing staff already working there on the samenge, arranging for every patient who
could move to be taken downstairs and brought hbyneelatives or friends. When all
except the four had gone, Dr. B told the nurseleave, and all of them obeyed except
for one senior nurse. Now she and Doctors B andriiaimed with the last four patients
in the nearly deserted hospital.

Doctors B and H did not speak much as they waildtey each had access to the
cyanide, and soon H would be aware that Dr. B’sdwias also sadly preoccupied with
it. There was suicide, yes. But there was eutharasiwell. The concept terrified H. He
had a sensitive face and a marked delicacy abeueybs. He suffered painfully from a
set of ethics as intimate to him as the organsbtvn body. He knew that a physician
with common sense and a syringe and little elsguinle him could add up like a
shopping list the values of either course—to injaetcyanide, or to abandon the patients
to the Sonderkommando. But H knew that these thiveye never a matter of calculating
sums, that ethics was higher and more tortuousdlgabra.

Sometimes Dr. B would go to the window, look ous&e if the Aktion had begun in the
streets, and turn back to H with a level, profesasi@alm in his eyes. Dr. B, H could tell,
was also running through the options, flicking thees of the problem like the faces of
riffled cards, then starting again. Suicide. Eutsa.

Hydrocyanic acid. One appealing concept:

Stand and be found among the beds like Rosalia. BAaother: Use the cyanide on
oneself as well as on the sick. The second ideaadgg to H, seeming not as passive as
the first. As well as that, waking depressed thesst three nights, he’'d felt something



like a physical desire for the fast poison, ag Wwere merely the drug or stiff drink that
every victim needed to soften the final hour.

To a serious man like Dr. H, this allure was a celinpy reason not to take the stuff. For
him the precedents for suicide had been set irs¢hslarly childhood, when his father
had read to him in Josephus the account of the BeadZealots’ mass suicide on the eve
of capture by the Romans. The principle was, dshttuld not be entered like some snug
harbor. It should be an unambiguous refusal tcesidier. Principle is principle, of course,
and terror on a gray morning is another thing. Butas a man of principle.

And he had a wife. He and his wife had another gscaute, and he knew it. It led
through the sewers near the corner of Piwna anduseaStreets. The sewers and a risky
escape to the forest of Ojc@ow. He feared that riae the easy oblivion of cyanide. If
Blue Police or Germans stopped him, however, aadgid his trousers down, he would
pass the test, thanks to Dr. Lachs. Lachs wastanguished plastic surgeon who had
taught a number of young Cracow Jews how to lemgtheir foreskins bloodlessly by
sleeping with a weight—a bottle containing a grdguemcreasing volume of water—
attached to themselves. It was, said Lachs, a éelat had been used by Jews in periods
of Roman persecution, and the intensity of SS aciioCracow had caused Lachs to
revive its use in the past eighteen months. Laetstaught his young colleague Dr. H
the method, and the fact that it had worked witmaosuccess allowed H even less
ground for suicide.

At dawn the nurse, a calm woman about

forty years old, came to Dr. H and made a

morning report. The young man was resting well, but

the blind man with the stroke-affected speech was i

state of anxiety. The musician and the

anal-fistula case had both had a painful

night. It was all very quiet in the convalescentspital now, however; the patients
snuffled in the last of their sleep or the intimaxfytheir pain; and Dr. H went out onto
the freezing balcony above the courtyard to smogigarette and once more examine the
guestion. Last year Dr. H had been at the oldezpid hospital in Rekawka when the SS
decided to close that section of the ghetto anocedé the hospital. They had lined the
staff up against the wall and dragged the patigotgnstairs. H had seen old Mrs.

Reisman’s leg caught between the balusters, arf®8Saman hauling her by the other leg
did not stop and extricate her but pulled until tregoped limb snapped with an audible
crack. That was how patients were moved in thetghBut last year no one had thought
of mercy-killing. Everyone had still hoped at tis&ge that things might improve.

Now, even if he and Dr. B made their decision, Hindiknow if he had the rigor to feed

the cyanide to the ill, or to watch someone elseitdand maintain a professional

dispassion. It was absurdly like the argumengne’s youth, about whether you should
approach a girl you were infatuated with. And wiyeni'd decided, it still counted for

nothing. The act still had to be faced.

Out there on the balcony he heard the first
noise. It began early and came from the eastern
end of the ghetto. The Raus, raus! of



megaphones, the customary lie about baggage which
some people still chose to believe. In the deserted
streets, and among the tenements in which no one
moved, you could hear all the way from the coblbless
of Plac Zgody and up by the river in

Nadwi@slanska Street an indefinite

terror-sick murmur which made H himself tremble.

Then he heard the first volley, loud enough to wiikepatients. And a sudden stridency
after the firing, a bull megaphone raging at sort@gent feminine voice; and then the
wailing snapped off by a further burst of fire, aadlifferent wailing succeeding, the

bereaved being hurried along by the SS bullhomgnxious OD men, and by neighbors,
unreasonable grief fading into the far corner & ghetto where there was a gate. He
knew that it all might well have cut through evée {precomatose state of the musician
with the failed kidneys.

When he returned to the ward, he could see that Were watching him—even the
musician. He could sense rather than see the veaylibdies stiffened in their beds, and
the old man with the colostomy cried out with thastular exertion. “Doctor, doctor!”
someone said. “Please!” answered Dr. H, by whicmbkant, I'm here and they’re a long
way off yet. He looked at Dr. B, who narrowed hyg@® as the noise of evictions broke
out again three blocks away. Dr. B nodded at hinalked to the small locked
pharmaceutical chest at the end of the ward, andechack with the bottle of
hydrocyanic acid. After a pause, H moved to hideaglue’s side. He could have stood
and left it to Dr. B. He guessed that the man Hedstrength to do it alone, without the
approval of colleagues. But it would be shamefuthblught, not to cast his own vote, not
to take some of the burden. Dr. H, though younken Dr. B, had been associated with
the Jagiellonian University, was a specialist, mkér. He wanted to give Dr. B the
backing of all that.

“Well,” said Dr. B, displaying the

bottle briefly to H. The word was

nearly obscured by a woman’s screaming and

ranting official orders from the far end of

J@ozefi@nska Street. Dr. B called the

nurse. “Give each patient forty drops in

water.” “Forty drops,” she repeated. She

knew what the medication was. “That’s right,” sBid B. Dr. H also looked at her.

Yes, he wanted to say. I'm strong now; | could givayself. But if | did, it would alarm
them. Every patient knows that nurses bring theiomegl around.

As the nurse prepared the mixture, H wandered dinrward and laid his hand on the
old man’s. “I have something to help you, Romarg’ tbld him. Dr. H sensed with
amazement the old man’s history through the toddkim. For a second, like a surge of
flame, the young man Roman was there, growing upranz Josef's Galicia, a lady-
killer in the sweet little nougat of a city, thetp&Vien, the jewel of the Vistula, Cracow.
Wearing Franz Josef's uniform and going to the nt@ums for spring maneuvers.
Chocolate-soldiering in Rynek Glowny with the gidEKazimierz, in a city of lace and



patisseries. Climbing the Kosciuszko Mound andlistgea kiss among the shrubbery.
How could the world have come so far in one manRoasked the young man in old
Roman. From Franz Josef to the NCO who had hahetisn to put Rosalia Blau and
the scarlet fever girls to death?

“Please, Roman,” said the doctor, meaning thaoltiénan should unclench his body. He
believed the Sonderkommando was coming within ter.hDr. H felt, but resisted, a
temptation to let him in on the secret. Dr. B Hmbn liberal with the dosage. A few
seconds of breathlessness and a minor amazemend Wweuno new or intolerable
sensation to old Roman. When the nurse came withrhedicine glasses, none of them
even asked her what she was bringing them. Dr. Hldvoever know if any of them
understood. He turned away and looked at his watehfeared that when they drank it,
some noise would begin, something worse than theaohospital gasps and gaggings.
He heard the nurse murmuring, “Here’s something yiou.” He heard an intake of
breath. He didn’'t know if it was patient or nurdene woman is the hero of this, he
thought.

When he looked again, the nurse was waking theekighatient, the sleepy musician, and
offering him the glass. From the far end of thedydr. B looked on in a clean white
coat.

Dr. H moved to old Roman and took his pulse. Thegis none. In a bed at the far end of
the ward, the musician forced the almond-smellimgtume down.

It was all as gentle as H had hoped. He lookedhati—their mouths agape, but not
obscenely so, their eyes glazed and immune, tlegid$rback, their chins pointed at the
ceiling—with the envy any ghetto dweller would fé& escapees.



CHAPTER 21

Poldek Pfefferberg shared a room on the second fiba nineteenth-century house at the
end of J@ozefi@nska Street. Its windows looked dawar the ghetto wall at the
Vistula, where Polish barges passed upstream awd doignorance of the ghetto’s last
day and SS patrol boats puttered as casually asyle craft. Here Pfefferberg waited
with his wife, Mila, for the Sonderkommando to aeriand order them out into the street.
Mila was a small, nervous girl of twenty-two, augée from @l@od@z whom Poldek
had married in the first days of the ghetto. Sheefom generations of physicians, her
father having been a surgeon who had died yourtP8Y, her mother a dermatologist
who, during an Aktion in the ghetto of Tarnow lgstr, had suffered the same death as
Rosalia Blau of the epidemic hospital, being cuvddoy automatic fire while standing
among her patients.

Mila had lived a sweet childhood, even in Jew-bgit@l@od@z, and had begun her
own medical education in Vienna the year beforevitae. She had met Poldek when
@l@od@z people were shipped down to Cracow in 18B8. had found herself billeted
in the same apartment as the lively Poldek Pfedieyb

Now he was already, like Mila, the last of his famiHis mother, who had once
redecorated Schindler's Straszewskiego Street rapatt had been shipped with his
father to the ghetto of Tarnow. From there, it \doe discovered in the end, they were
taken to Bel@zec and murdered. His sister and erathlaw, on Aryan papers, had
vanished in the Pawiak prison in Warsaw. He ankh Mad only each other. There was a
temperamental gulf between them: Poldek was a heitiood boy, a leader, an
organizer; the type who, when authority appearedl asked what in God’s name was
happening, would step forward and speak up. Mila gaeter, rendered more so by the
unspeakable destiny that had swallowed her farmlya peaceable era, the mix between
them would have been excellent. She was not omyecl but wise; she was a quiet
center. She had a gift for irony, and Poldek Pfbleg often needed her to restrain his
torrents of oratory. Today, however, on this impassday, they were in conflict.
Though Mila was willing, should the chance comédgtve the ghetto, even to entertain a
mental image of herself and Poldek as partisanthenforest, she feared the sewers.
Poldek had used them more than once as a meaeawid the ghetto, even though the
police were sometimes to be found at one end oottiner. His friend and former lecturer,
Dr.

H, had also mentioned the sewers recently as an
escape route which might not be guarded on thdtday
Sonderkommando moved in. The thing would be
to wait for the early winter dusk. The door of the
doctor’s house was mere meters from a manhole
cover. Once down in there, you took the left-hand
tunnel, which brought you beneath the streets of
nonghetto Podg@orze to an outlet on the
embankment of the Vistula near the Zatorska
Street canal. Yesterday Dr. H had given

him the definite news. The doctor and his wife
would attempt the sewer exit, and the Pfefferbergs



were welcome to join them. Poldek could not at that

stage commit Mila and himself. Mila had a fear,

a reasonable one, that the SS might flood the

sewers with gas or might resolve the matter

anyhow by arriving early at the Pfefferbergs’

room at the far end of J@ozefi@nska

Street.

It was a slow, tense day up in the attic

room, waiting to find out which way to jump. Nelghrs must also have been waiting.
Perhaps some of them, not wanting to deal withdéky, had marched up the road
already with their packages and hopeful suitca®sesn a way it was a mix of sounds fit
to draw you down the stairs—uviolent noise dimly tdetom blocks away, and here a
silence in which you could hear the ancient, iredght timbers of the house ticking away
the last and worst hours of your tenancy. At munkyn Poldek and Mila chewed on
their brown bread, the 300g each they had in stdhk. recurrent noises of the Aktion
swept up to the corner of Wegierska, a long blogky and then, toward midafternoon,
receded again. There was near-silence then. Somgmuk uselessly to flush the
recalcitrant toilet on the first-floor landing. Wtas nearly possible at that hour to believe
that they had been overlooked.

The last dun afternoon of their life in No. 2 J@fo@mnska refused, in spite of its
darkness, to end. The light, in fact, was poor ghothought Poldek, for them to try for
the sewer earlier than dusk. He wanted, now thatg quiet, to go and consult with Dr.
H.

Please, said Mila. But he soothed her.

He would keep off the streets, moving through teewverk of holes that connected one
building with another. He piled up the reassurantég streets at this end seemed to be
clear of patrols. He would evade the occasional @Dwandering SS man at the
intersections, and be back within five minutes. lidgr darling, he told her, | have to
check with Dr. H.

He went down the back stairs and into the yard

through the hole in the stable wall, not emergintg the

open street until he'd reached the Labor

Office. There he risked crossing the broad

carriageway, entering the warrens of the triangular

block of houses opposite, meeting occasional

groups of confused men conveying rumors and digogiss

options in kitchens, sheds, yards, and

corridors. He came out into Krakusa

Street just across from the doctor’'s place. He sgdsunnoticed by a patrol working
down near the southern limit of the ghetto, threeks away, in the area where Schindler
had witnessed his first demonstration of the exitiemof Reich racial policy.

Dr. H’s building was empty, but in the yard Poldekt a dazed middle-aged man who
told him that the Sonderkommando had already wdite place and that the doctor and
his wife had first hidden, then gone for the sewBerhaps it's the right thing to do, said



the man. They'll be back, the SS. Poldek noddedkn®asv now the tactics of the Aktion,
having already survived so many.

He went back the way he’d come and again was aleoss the road. But he found No.
2 empty, Mila vanished with their baggage, all doopened, all rooms vacant. He
wondered if in fact they were not all hidden dowh& hospital—Dr. H and his wife;

Mila. Perhaps the H’s had called for her out ofpext for her anxiety and her long
medical lineage.

Poldek hurried out through the stable again, andltgrnative passageways reached the
hospital courtyard. Like disregarded flags of snder, bloodied bedding hung from the
balconies of both the upper floors. On the cobblest was a pile of victims. They lay,
some of them, with their heads split open, thenbl twisted. They were not, of course,
the terminal patients of Doctors B and H. They waeeple who had been detained here
during the day and then executed. Some of them st been imprisoned upstairs,
shot, then tumbled into the yard. Always thereaftéhen questioned about the corpses
in the ghetto hospital yard, Poldek would say 6@ though he had no time to count
that tangled pyramid. Cracow being a provincialnamd Poldek having been raised as a
very sociable child in Podg@orze and then in that@en, visiting with his mother the
affluent and distinguished people of the city, beognized in that heap familiar faces:
old clients of his mother’s; people who had asked &bout school at the Kosciuszko
High School, got precocious answers in reply, auwHim cake and candy for his looks
and charm. Now they were shamefully exposed andleanin that blood-red courtyard.

Somehow it did not occur to Pfefferberg to look foe bodies of his wife and the H'’s.
He sensed why he had been placed there. He belimstdkably in better years to come,
years of just tribunals. He had that sense of beingitness which Schindler had
experienced on the hill beyond Rekawka.

He was distracted by the sight of a crowd of peapl&Vegierska Street beyond the
courtyard. They moved toward the Rekawka gate thiéhdull but not desperate languor
of factory workers on a Monday morning, or evensopporters of a defeated football
team. Among this wave of people he noticed neighliamm J@ozefi@nska Street. He
walked out of the yard, carrying like a weapon updleeve his memory of it all. What
had happened to Mila? Did any of them know? Shérdady left, they said. The

Sonderkommando’s been through. She’d already bthewgate, on her way to the place.

To P@lasz@ow.

He and Mila, of course, had had a contingency pdaran impasse like this. If one of

them ended up in P@lasz@ow, it would be bettetHerother to attempt to stay out. He
knew that Mila had her gift for unobtrusivenesgamd gift for prisoners; but also she
could be racked by extraordinary hunger. He’'d besgplier from the outside. He was
sure these things could be managed. It was no @esigion, though—the bemused
crowds, barely guarded by the SS, now making ferdbuth gate and the barbed-wire
factories of P@lasz@ow were an indication of wherest people, probably quite

correctly, considered that long-term safety lay.

The light, though late now, was sharp, as if snosvenxcoming on. Poldek was able to
cross the road and enter the empty apartments tetfen pavement. He wondered



whether they were in fact empty or full of ghettwellers concealed cunningly or
naively—those who believed that wherever the Sk tgmu, it led in the end to the
extermination chambers.

Poldek was looking for a first-class hiding pla¢te came by back passages to the
lumberyard on J@ozefi@nska. Lumber was a scarcencality. There were no great
structures of cut timber to hide behind. The pldwa looked best was behind the iron
gates at the yard entrance. Their size and blaskeeemed a promise of the coming
night. Later he would not be able to believe thetithosen them with such enthusiasm.

He hunched in behind the one that was pushed bgaikst the wall of the abandoned
office. Through the crack left between the gate #mel gatepost, he could see up
J@ozefi@nska in the direction he’d come from. Bdhthat freezing iron leaf he
watched the slice of cold evening, a luminous gead pulled his coat across his chest.
A man and his wife hurried past, rushing for theéegalodging among the dropped
bundles, the suitcases labeled with futile largteits. KLEINFELD, they proclaimed in
the evening light. LEHRER, BAUME, WEINBERG, SMOLAB,TRUS, ROSENTHAL,
BIRMAN, ZEITLIN.

Names against which no receipts would be issuedeaps of goods laden with
memories,” the young artist Josef Bau had writtérsuch scenes. “Where are my
treasures?”

From beyond this battleground of fallen luggagecbeld hear the aggressive baying of
dogs. Then into J@ozefi@nska Street, striding enféin pavement, came three SS men,
one of them dragged along by a canine flurry wigobved to be two large police dogs.
The dogs hauled their handler into No. 41 J@oze$i@nbut the other two men waited
on the pavement. Poldek had paid most of his atterid the dogs. They looked like a
cross between Dalmatians and German shepherddeBtefy still saw Cracow as a
genial city, and dogs like that looked foreign,ifathey’d been brought in from some
other and harsher ghetto. For even in this last,;rmaong the litter of packages, behind
an iron gate, he was grateful for the city and pme=d that the ultimate frightfulness was
always performed in some other, less gracious pla@he last assumption was wiped
away in the next half-minute. The worst thing, tlsatoccurred in Cracow. Through the
crack of the gate, he saw the event which revetiladif there was a pole of evil it was
not situated in Tarnow, Czestochowa, Lw@ow or Warses you thought. It was at the
north side of J@ozefi@nska Street a hundred andtyw@aces away. From 41 came a
screaming woman and a child. One dog had the wdoyatte cloth of her dress, the
flesh of her hip. The SS man who was the servatheflogs took the child and flung it
against the wall. The sound of it made Pfefferbdoge his eyes, and he heard the shot
which put an end to the woman’s howling protest.

Just as Pfefferberg would think of the pile of lexdin the hospital yard as 60 or 70, he
would always testify that the child was two or #geears of age.

Perhaps before she was even dead, certainly bleéonémself even knew he had moved,
as if the decision had came from some mettlesoaredgbehind his forehead, Pfefferberg
gave up the freezing iron gate, since it would pratect him from the dogs, and found
himself in the open yard. He adopted at once tHéamy bearing he’'d learned in the

Polish Army. He emerged from the lumberyard likman on a ceremonial assignment,



and bent and began lifting the bundles of luggagiead the carriageway and heaping
them against the walls of the yard. He could hbarthree SS men approaching; the
dogs’ snarling breath was palpable, and the whedmieg was stretched to breaking by
the tension in their leashes. When he believed theye some ten paces off, he
straightened and permitted himself, playing thedhlide Jew of some European
background, to notice them. He saw that their baoits riding breeches were splashed
with blood, but they were not abashed to appeasrbafther humans dressed that way.
The officer in the middle was tallest. He did nobk like a murderer; there was a
sensitivity to the large face and a subtle linene®mouth.

Pfefferberg in his shabby suit clicked his carddoagels in the Polish style and saluted
this tall one in the middle. He had no knowledgeS&f ranks and did not know what to
call the man. “Herr,” he said. “Herr Commandant!”

It was a term his brain, under threat of its extorg had thrown forth with electric
energy. It proved to be the precise word, for tddeman was Amon Goeth in the full
vitality of his afternoon, elated at the day's pesgps and as capable of instant and
instinctive exercises of power as Poldek Pfeffegberas of instant and instinctive
subterfuge.

“Herr Commandant, | respectfully report to you thatceived an order to put all the
bundles together to one side of the road so thatethvill be no obstruction of the
thoroughfare.”

The dogs were craning toward him through theirazsll They expected, on the basis of
their black training and the rhythm of today’s Adti to be let fly at Pfefferberg’s wrist
and groin. Their snarls were not simply feral, bult of a frightful confidence in the
outcome, and the question was whether the SS mahneoHerr Commandant’s left had
enough strength to restrain them. Pfefferberg digxpect much. He would not be
surprised to be buried by dogs and after a timketaelivered from their ravages by a
bullet. If the woman hadn’'t got away with pleadihgr motherhood, he stood little
chance with stories of bundles, of clearing a streevhich human traffic had in any case
been abolished.

But the Commandant was more amused by Pfefferlveng lhe had been by the mother.
Here was a Ghettomensch playing soldier in fronthoée SS officers and making his
report, servile if true, and almost endearing if. idis manner was, above all, a break in
style for a victim. Of all today’s doomed, not cogher had tried heel-clicking. The Herr
Commandant could therefore exercise the kinglytrigrshow irrational and unexpected
amusement. His head went back; his long upperdimcted. It was a broad, honest
laugh, and his colleagues smiled and shook theid$at its extent.

In his excellent baritone,

Untersturmf@uhrer Goeth said, “We're

looking after everything. The last group is leavithg ghetto. Verschwinde!” That is,
Disappear, little Polish clicking soldier!

Pfefferberg began to run, not looking back, anslauld not have surprised him if he had
been felled from behind. Running, he got to theneoiof Wegierska and turned it, past
the hospital yard where some hours ago he had d&atness. The dark came down as



he neared the gate, and the ghetto’s last fanallays faded. In Podg@orze Square, the
last official huddle of prisoners stood in a loesedon of SS men and Ukrainians.

“I must be the last one out alive,” he told peapl¢hat crowd.

Or if not he it was Wulkan the jeweler and his

wife and son. Wulkan had been working these past

months in the Progress factory and, knowing what

was to happen, had approached Treuh@ander

Unkelbach with a large diamond concealed for two

years in the lining of a coat. “Herr

Unkelbach,” he told the supervisor,

“I'll go wherever I'm sent, but my wife

isn’t up to all that noise and violence.”

Waulkan and his wife and son would wait at the Oligaostation under the protection of
a Jewish policeman they knew, and then perhapsgitine day Herr Unkelbach would
come and convey them bloodlessly to P@lasz@ow.

Since this morning they had sat in a cubicle in poéice station, but it had been as
frightful a wait as if they’'d stayed in their kiteh, the boy alternately terrified and bored,
and his wife continuing to hiss her reproaches. Wl®he? Is he going to come at all?
These people, these people! Early in the afternbokelbach did in fact appear, came
into the Ordnungsdienst to use the lavatory anc lta¥fee. Wulkan, emerging from the
office in which he’d been waiting, saw a Treuh@andekelbach he had never known
before: a man in the uniform of an SS NCO, smokargl exchanging animated
conversation with another SS man; using one hamak® hungry mouthfuls of coffee, to
bite off mouthfuls of smoke, to savage a lump avion bread while his pistol, still held
in the left hand, lay like a resting animal on gudice-station counter and dark spatters of
blood ran across the breast of his uniform. Thes dyeturned to meet Wulkan’s did not
see the jeweler. Wulkan knew at once that Unkellaa$ not backing out of the deal, he
simply did not remember it. The man was drunk, modon liquor. If Wulkan had called
to him, the answer would have been a stare of sca@omprehension. Followed, very
likely, by something worse.

Wulkan gave it up and returned to his wife. Shetlsaging, “Why don’t you talk to him?
I'll talk to him if he’s still there.” But then sheaw the shadow in Wulkan’s eyes and
sneaked a look around the edge of the door. Unkhllwas getting ready to leave. She
saw the unaccustomed uniform, the blood of smadldrs and their wives splashed across
its front. She uttered a whimper and returnedetodeat. Like her husband, she now fell
into a well-founded despair, and the waiting becammehow easier. The OD man they
knew restored them to the usual pulse of hope arbty. He told them that all the OD,
apart from Spira’s praetorians, had to be out efghetto by 6 P.m. and on the Wieliczka
Road to P@lasz@ow. He would see if there was aolvggtting the Wulkans into one of
the vehicles. After dark had fallen in the wakePdéfferberg’'s passage up Wegierska,
after the last party of prisoners had assembldgdeagate into Podg@orze Square, while
Dr.

H and his wife were moving eastward in the compamy under the cover of a group of
rowdy Polish drunks, and while the squads of thedeédkommando were resting and



taking a smoke before the last search of the tenesntvo horse-drawn wagons came to
the door of the police station. The Wulkan familgre hidden by the OD men under
cartons of paperwork and bundles of clothing. SyenShpira and his associates were not
in sight, were on the job somewhere in the stredig)king coffee with NCO’S,
celebrating their permanence within the system.

But before the wagons had turned out of the ghgdite, the Wulkans, flattened to the
boards, heard the nearly continuous sound of afld small-arms fire from the streets
behind them. It meant that Amon Goeth and Willi slaAlbert Hujar, Horst Pilarzik,
and some hundreds of others were bursting intcathe niches, the false ceilings, the
crates in cellars, and finding those who all dag hmintained a hopeful silence.

More than 4,000 such people were discovered ovetrr@gd executed in the streets. In
the next two days their bodies were taken to P@asz on open-platform trucks and
buried in two mass graves in the woods beyond ¢dwecamp.



CHAPTER 22

We do not know in what condition of soul Oskar $cher spent March 13, the ghetto’s
last and worst day. But by the time his workersune¢d to him under guard from
P@lasz@ow, he was back in the mood for collectatg tb pass on to Dr.

Sedlacek on the dentist’s next visit. He

found out from the prisoners that

Zwangsarbeitslager P@lasz@ow—as it was known irbi88aucratese—was to be no
rational kingdom. Goeth had already pursued hisipasagainst engineers by letting the
guards beat Zygmunt Gr@unberg into a coma and Imimgso late to the clinic up near
the women’s camp that his death was assured. Hnenprisoners who ate their hearty
noonday soup at DEF, Oskar heard also that P@lasz@ s being used not only as a
work camp but as a place of execution as well. ughoall the camp could hear the
executions, some of the prisoners had been witaesse

The prisoner M, for example, who had had a preweaothting business in Cracow.

In the first days of the camp he was in demand

to decorate the houses of the SS, the few small

country villas that flanked the lane on the north

side of the camp. Like any especially valued

artisan he had more freedom of movement, and one

afternoon that spring he had been walking fromvitia of

Untersturmf@uhrer Leo John up the

track toward the hill called Chujowa

G@orka, on whose crest stood the Austrian fortoBehe was ready to turn back down
the slope to the factory yard, he had to pausettart Army truck grind past him uphill.
M had noticed that beneath its canopy were womeltemuthe care of white-coveralled
Ukrainian guards. He had hidden between stacksnalber and got an incomplete view
of the women, disembarked and marched inside tte riefusing to undress. The man
yelling the orders in there was the SS man Edmudibj&wvski. Ukrainian NCO’S
marched among the women hitting them with whip hesidM presumed they were
Jewish, probably women caught with Aryan papersubht here from Montelupich
prison. Some cried out at the blows, but othersevedent, as if to refuse the Ukrainians
that much satisfaction. One of them began to inttveeShema Yisroel, and the others
took it up. The verses rose vigorously above themdp as if it had just occurred to the
girls—who till yesterday had played straight Aryarkat now the pressure was off, they
were freer than anyone to celebrate their trib&i€dince in the faces of Sdrojewski and
the Ukrainians. Then, huddling for modesty and lilie of the spring air, they were all
shot. At night the Ukrainians took them away in elbarrows and buried them in the
woods on the far side of Chujowa G@orka.

Now living in Vienna, the man does

not want his real name used.

People in the camp below had also heard thatdxstution on the hill now profanely

nicknamed “Prick Hill.” Some told themselves thatias partisans being shot up there,
intractable Marxists or crazy nationalists. It veamther country up there. If you obeyed
the ordinances within the wire, you need nevertvtsiBut the more clearheaded of

Schindler's workers, marched up Wieliczka Streeftghe cable factory and over to



Zablocie to work at DEF—THEY knew why prisonersnrdvontelupich were being
shot at the Austrian hill fort, why the SS did seem alarmed if the truckloads were seen
arriving or the noise was heard throughout P@lasz@de reason was that the SS did
not look on the prison population as ultimate wses. If there had been concern about a
time in court, a mass of future testimony, they ldduwave taken the women deeper into
the woods. The conclusion to be drawn, Oskar dd¢idas not that Chujowa G@orka
was a separate world from P@lasz@ow, but thatf ahem, those brought to the mound
fort by truck and those behind the wire down thié ere under sentence. The first
morning Commandant Goeth stepped out his front dow murdered a prisoner at
random, there was a tendency to see this also,thikefirst execution on Chujowa
G@orka, as a unique event, discrete from what wbaltbme the customary life of the
camp. In fact, of course, the killings on the itbuld soon prove to be habitual, and so
would Amon’s morning routine. Wearing a shirt arding breeches and boots on which
his orderly had put a high shine, he would emenge¢he steps of his temporary villa.
(they were renovating a better place for him downthee other end of the camp
perimeter.) As the season wore on he would appghout his shirt, for he loved the sun.
But for the moment he stood in the clothes in whiehhad eaten breakfast, a pair of
binoculars in one hand and a sniper’s rifle inabiger. He would scan the camp area, the
work at the quarry, the prisoners pushing or hgutive quarry trucks on the rails which
passed by his door. Those glancing up could sesrttuke from the cigarette which he
held clamped between his lips, the way a man smakbsut hands when he is too busy
to put down the tools of his trade. Within theffiiesv days of the camp’s life he appeared
thus at his front door and shot a prisoner whonditiseem to be pushing hard enough at
a cart loaded with limestone. No one knew Amon'scige reason for settling on that
prisoner—

Amon certainly did not have to document his motiw&4th one blast from the doorstep,

the man was plucked from the group of pushing arilihg captives and hurled sideways

in the road. The others stopped pushing, of coulngd, muscles frozen in expectation of
a general slaughter. But Amon waved them on, fraginas if to say that he was pleased
for the moment with the standard of work he wasiggtfrom them.

Apart from such excesses with prisoners, Amon wWss breaking one of the promises
he’d made to the entrepreneurs. Oskar got a tetepball from Madritsch—Madritsch
wanted them both to complain. Amon had said he @vool interfere in the business of
the factories. At least, he was not interferingnirevithin. But he held up shifts by
detaining the prison population for hours on theélfplatz (parade ground) at roll call.
Madritsch mentioned a case in which a potato haehldeund in a given hut, and
therefore every prisoner from that barracks hadbeéopublicly flogged in front of the
thousands of inmates. It is no fast matter to hevew hundred people drag their pants
and underwear down, their shirts or dresses up,ti@ad each of them to twenty-five
lashes. It was Goeth’s rule that the flogged presarall out the numbers for the guidance
of the Ukrainian orderlies who did the flogging.thfe victim lost track of the count, it
was to begin again. Commandant Goeth'’s roll catishe Appellplatz were full of just
such time-consuming trickery.

Therefore shifts would arrive hours late at the Ntadh clothing factory inside the
P@lasz@ow camp, and an hour later still at Oskdase in Lipowa Street. They would



arrive shocked, too, unable to concentrate, matjesiories of what Amon or John or
Scheidt or some other officer had done that morn@gkar complained to an engineer he
knew at the Armaments Inspectorate. It's no useptaimng to the police chiefs, said the
engineer. They're not involved in the same warane What | ought to do, said Oskar,
is keep the people on the premises. Make my owrpcam

The idea amused the engineer. Where would youheat told man? he asked. You don’t
have much room.

If I can acquire the space, said Oskar,

would you write a supporting letter?

When the engineer agreed, Oskar called an eldetiple named Bielski who lived in
Stradom Street. He wondered if they would consatenffer for the land abutting his
factory. He drove across the river to see theneyTWere delighted by his manner.
Because he had always been bored by the ritudlaggling, he began by offering them a
boom-time price. They gave him tea and, in a sithtegh excitement, called their lawyer
to draw up the papers while Oskar was still onpgtemises. From their apartment, Oskar
drove out, as a courtesy, and told Amon that henoed to make a subcamp of
P@lasz@ow in his own factory yard. Amon was quéleen with the idea. “If the SS
generals approve,” he said, “you can expect my exaon. As long as you don’t want
my musicians or my maid.”

The next day a full-scale appointment was arrangétd Oberf@uhrer Scherner at

Pomorska Street. Somehow both Amon and Generaln$ahknew that Oskar could be

made to foot the whole bill for a new camp. Theyldadetect that when Oskar pushed
the industrial argument—*I want my workers on thremises so that their labor can be
more fully exploited”—he was at the same time pngtsome other intimate craze of his
in which expense was no question. They thoughtrofds a good enough fellow who'd

been stricken with a form of Jew-love as with aisirlt was a corollary to SS theory that
the Jewish genius so pervaded the world, couldemehsuch magical effects, that Herr
Oskar Schindler was to be pitied as much as wasnaepturned into a frog. But he

would have to pay for his disease.

The requirements of Obergruppenf@uhrer

Friedrich-Wilhelm Kr@uger, police chief

of the Government General and superior of Scherner

and Czurda, were based on the regulations set

down by the Concentration Camp Section of General

Oswald Pohl's SS Main

Administrative and Economic Office, even

though as yet P@lasz@ow was run independently

of Pohl’s bureau. The basic stipulations for

an SS Forced Labor Subcamp involved the

erection of fences nine feet tall, of

watchtowers at given intervals according to thglkrof the

camp perimeter, of latrines, barracks, a

clinic, a dental office, a bathhouse and

delousing complex, a barbershop, a food storeyradiy, a barracks office, a guard block
of somewhat better construction than the barrabksnselves, and all the accessories.



What had occurred to Amon, Scherner, and CzurdatiatsOskar, as was only proper,
would meet the expenses either out of economicv@®tor because of the cabalistic
enchantment he lay under. And even though theydvaake Oskar pay, his proposal
suited them. There was still a ghetto in Tarnowtytfive miles east, and when it was
abolished the population would need to be absorbtr P@lasz@ow. Likewise the
thousands of Jews now arriving at P@lasz@ow froenstitetls of southern Poland. A
subcamp in Lipowa Street would ease that pressure.

Amon also understood, though he would never salpiid to the police chiefs, that there
would be no need to supply a Lipowa Street campptecisely with the minimum food
requirements as laid down in General Pohl's divectiAmon—who could hurl
thunderbolts from his doorstep without meeting @sgtwho believed in any case in the
official idea that a certain attrition should tgkace in P@lasz@ow—was already selling
a percentage of the prison rations on the openehankCracow through an agent of his,
a Jew named Wilek Chilowicz, who had contacts vaittory managements, merchants,
and even restaurants in Cracow.

Dr. Alexander Biberstein, now a

P@lasz@ow prisoner himself, found that the daitioravaried between 700 and 1,100
calories. At breakfast a prisoner received a liglf-of black ersatz coffee, tasting of
acorns, and a lump of rye bread weighing 175g, ightte of one of the round loaves
collected by barracks mess orderlies each mornirtheabakery. Hunger being such a
disruptive force, each mess orderly cut up the va#i his back to the others and called,
“Who wants this piece? Who wants this one?” At daigl a soup was distributed—
carrots, beets, sago substitute. Some days it lfaldeabody than on others. Better food
came in with the work parties who returned eachnimg A small chicken could be
carried under a coat, a French roll down a trolesprYet Amon tried to prevent this by
having the guards search returning details at duflont of the Administration Building.
He did not want the work of natural wastage torostfated, nor the ideological wind to
be taken out of his food dealings through Chilowisince, therefore, he did not indulge
his own prisoners, he felt that if Oskar choseateta thousand Jews, he could indulge
them at his own expense, without too regular a lsupp bread and beets from the
storerooms of P@lasz@ow.

That spring, it was not only the police chiefs

of the Cracow region whom Oskar had to talk

to. He went into his backyard, persuading the

neighbors. Beyond the two shabby huts constructed

of Jereth’s pineboard, he came to the radiator

factory run by Kurt Hoderman. It

employed a horde of Poles and about

100 P@lasz@ow inmates. In the other

direction was Jereth’s box factory,

supervised by the German engineer Kuhnpast. $ivecE@lasz@ow people were such a
small part of their staff, they didn’t take to tltkea with any passion, but they weren’t
against it. For Oskar was offering to house thews) 50 meters from work instead of 5
kilometers.

Next Oskar moved out into the neighborhood



to talk to engineer Schmilewski at the

Wehrmacht garrison office a few streets

away. He employed a squad of P@lasz@ow prisonelsni&wski had no objections.
His name, with Kuhnpast's and Hoderman’s, was agpeério the application Schindler
sent off to Pomorska Street.

SS surveyors visited Emalia and conferred with eyov Steinhauser, an old friend of
Oskar's from the Armaments Inspectorate. They dtaad frowned at the site, as
surveyors will, and asked questions about draina@skar had them all into his office
upstairs for a morning coffee and a cognac, and éweryone parted amiably. Within a
few days the application to establish a Forced L&ubcamp in the factory backyard
was accepted.

That year DEF would enjoy a profit of 15.8 milli®eichsmarks. It might be thought that
the 300,000 RM. Oskar now spent on building malefiar the Emalia camp was a large
but not fatal overhead. The truth was though tlealvas only beginning to pay.

Oskar sent a plea to the Bauleitung, or

Construction Office, of P@lasz@ow for the help

of a young engineer named Adam Garde. Garde whs sti

working on the barracks of Amon’s camp and, after

leaving instructions for the barracks builders, lbdae

marched under individual guard from P@Ilasz@ow

to Lipowa Street to supervise the setting up of

Oskar’'s compound. When Garde first turned up in

Zablocie, he found two rudimentary huts

already occupied by close to 400 prisoners. There

was a fence patrolled by an SS squad, but the

inmates told Garde that Oskar did not let the

SS into the encampment or onto the factory

floor, except, of course, when senior

inspectors came to look over the place.

Oskar, they said, kept the small SS

garrison of the Emalia factory well

liquored and happy with their lot. Garde could Hest the Emalia prisoners themselves
were content between the shrinking fragile boarfdgheir two huts, the men’s and the
women'’s. Already they called themselves Schindégjy using the term in a mood of
cautious self-congratulation, the way a man redagdrom a heart attack might describe
himself as a lucky beggar.

They'd already dug some primitive latrines, whictgmeer Garde, much as he approved
the impulse behind the work, could smell from thetéry entrance. They washed at a
pump in the DEF yard.

Oskar asked him to come up to the office and look

at the plans. Six barracks for up to 1,200

people. The cookhouse at this end, the SS barracks

--Oskar was temporarily accommodating the SS iaragf the factory—beyond the wire
at the far end. | want a really first-rate showkerck and laundry, Oskar told him. | have



the welders who can put it together under yourctiva. Typhus, he growled, half-
smiling at Garde. None of us wants typhus. The dice already biting in P@lasz@ow.
We need to be able to boil clothes.

Adam Garde was delighted to go to Lipowa Streeheky. Two engineers had already
been punished at P@lasz@ow for their diplomasab@EF experts were still experts.
One morning, as his guard was marching him up b4kl Street toward Zablocie, a
black limousine materialized, braking hard at thdieels. From it emerged

Untersturmf@uhrer Goeth. He had that restless &mut him.

One prisoner, one guard, he observed.

What does it mean? The Ukrainian begged to infdrenHerr Commandant that he had
orders to escort this prisoner each morning to @stkar Schindler's Emalia. They both
hoped, Garde and the Ukrainian, that the mentio®sKkar's name would give them
immunity. One guard, one prisoner? asked the Cordardragain, but he was appeased
and got back into his limousine without resolvihg tmatter in any radical way.

Later in the day he approached Wilek

Chilowicz, who besides being his agent was alsefabi the Jewish camp police—or
“firemen,” as they were called. Symche Spira, rdgethe Napoleon of the ghetto, still
lived there and spent each day supervising theclsiegr out and the digging up of the
diamonds, gold, and cash hidden away and unrecdrglpdople who were now ashes on
the pine needles of Bel@zec. In P@lasz@ow, howS8gara had no power, the center of
prison power being Chilowicz. No one knew where l@hicz’ authority came from.
Perhaps Willi Kunde had mentioned his name to Anpmrhaps Amon had recognized
and liked his style. But all at once, here he wasfof firemen in P@lasz@ow, hander-
out of the caps and armbands of authority in tledaded kingdom and, like Symche,
limited enough in imagination to equate his powéhwhat of tsars.

Goeth approached Chilowicz and said that he hagroseénd Adam Garde to Schindler
full-time and get it over with. We have engineaysbturn, said Goeth with distaste. He
meant that engineering had been a soft option déarsJwho weren’t allowed into the
medical faculties of the Polish universities. Fitbiough, said Amon, before he goes to
Emalia, he has to finish the work on my conserwator

This news came to Adam Garde in his barracks,saplice in the four-tiered bunks of
Hut 21. He would be delivered to Zablocie at thd efha trial. He would be building at
Goeth’s back door, where, as Reiter and Gr@unbégptrhave told him, the rules were
unpredictable.

In the midst of his work for the Commandant, adarg

beam was lifted to its place in the rooftree of

Amon’s conservatory. As he worked, Adam

Garde could hear the Commandant’s two dogs, named

Rolf and Ralf, names from a newspaper cartoon

--except that Amon had permitted them in the pastkao rip the breast from a female
prisoner suspected of idling. Amon himself, witls hialf-completed technical education,
would return again and again to take a professistace and watch the roof beams
lifted by pulley. He came to ask questions whendéeter beam was being slotted into



place. It was an immense length of heavy pine,andss it Goeth called his question.
Adam Garde could not catch the meaning and putdmsl to his ear. Again Goeth asked
it, and worse than not hearing it, Garde coulduraterstand it. “I don’t understand, Herr
Commandant,” he admitted. Amon grabbed the ridiegm with both long-fingered
hands, dragged back the end of it, and swung iatdwhe engineer. Garde saw the
massive timber spinning toward his head and undedsthat it was a mortal instrument.
He lifted his right hand and the beam took it, s#ratg the knuckles and the metacarpals
and hurling him to the ground. When Garde couldagan through the fog of pain and
nausea, Amon had turned and walked away. Perhap®iled come again tomorrow for
a satisfactory answer ....

Lest he be seen as deformed and unfit, engineatteGaroided favoring his shattered
hand on the way to the Krankenstube (infirmary).

Carried normally, it weighed at his side, a bladdetorment. He let Dr. Hilfstein talk
him into accepting a plaster cast. So he contirtoesupervise the construction of the
conservatory and each day marched to the Emaliasybioping that the long sleeve of
his coat helped conceal the cast. When he waseiaswut this, he cut his hand free of
the thing. Let the hand mend crookedly. He wantedrtsure his transfer to Schindler’'s
subcamp by presenting an unmaimed appearance.inditiveek, carrying a shirt and
some books in a bundle, he was marched to LipoveeSior good.



CHAPTER 23

Among prisoners who knew, there was already cortipetio get into Emalia. Prisoner
Dolek Horowitz, a purchasing officer inside the R&@ow camp, knew that he would
not be allowed to go to Schindler’s place himggift he had a wife and two children.

Richard, the younger of the children, woke up e#lyse spring mornings as the earth
gave off its last winter humor in mist, got doworr his mother’s bunk in the women'’s
qguarters, and ran down the hillside to the menmemahis mind on the coarse morning
bread. He had to be with his father for morning call on the Appellplatz. His path took
him past Chilowicz’ Jewish Police post and, everfaggy mornings, within sight of two
watchtowers. But he was safe because he was kndemnwvas a Horowitz child. His
father was considered invaluable by Herr Bosch, whiurn was a drinking companion
of the Commandant’s. Richard’s unself-conscioeedom of movement derived from
his father's expertise; he moved charmed undereyyes in the towers, finding his
father's barracks and climbing to his cot and wgkimim with questions. Why is there
mist in the mornings and not in the afternoons? Yhére be trucks? Will it take long on
the Appellplatz today? Will there be floggings?

Through Richard’s morning questions, Dolek Horowitad it borne in on him that

P@lasz@ow was unfit even for privileged childreRerhaps he could contact
Schindler—Schindler came out here now and thervaaikled around the Administration

Building and the workshops, under the guise of gdinsiness, to leave small gifts and
exchange news with old friends like Stern and RoGamter and Poldek Pfefferberg.

When Dolek did not seem to be able to make conl@stvay, it struck him that perhaps
Schindler could be approached through Bosch. Dbkdleved they met a lot. Not out

here so much, but perhaps in offices in town anghdies. You could tell they were not
friends, but were bound together by dealings, byualuavors.

It was not only, and perhaps not mainly, RichardomhDolek wanted to get into
Schindler’s compound. Richard could diffuse hisdem clouds of questions. It was his
ten-year-old daughter, Niusia, who no longer agsieektions; who was just another thin
child past the age of frankness; who—from a windowhe brushworks shop where she
sewed the bristles into the wooden backs—saw thly tlaickloads arriving at the
Austrian hill fort and carried her terror insuppdoly, the way adults will, unable to climb
onto a parental chest and transfer the fear. Tthedwer hunger in P@lasz@ow, Niusia
had taken to smoking onion leaves in newspaper pimgp. The solid rumors about
Emalia were that such precocious methods wereméssary there. So Dolek appealed
to Bosch during one of his tours of the clothingreteuse. He presumed on Bosch’s
earlier kindnesses, he said, to beg him to talteéo Schindler. He repeated his pleadings
and repeated the children’s names again, so thetBavhose memory was eroded by
schnapps, might still remember. Herr Schindlerrgbpbly my best friend, said Bosch.
He’d do anything for me.

Dolek expected little from the talk. His wife, Regi had no experience of making shells
or enamelware. Bosch himself never mentioned theest again. Yet within the week

they marched out on the next Emalia list, clearg@Cbmmandant Goeth in return for a
little envelope of jewelry.



Niusia looked like a thin, reserved adult in themwem'’s barracks at Emalia, and Richard
moved as he had in P@lasz@ow, everyone knowingrhtire munitions section and the
enamel shops, the guards accepting his familiaRggina kept expecting Oskar to come
up to her in the enamel factory and say, “So yoDmdek Horowitz’ wife?” Then the
only question would be how to frame her thanks. Bainever did. She was delighted to
find that she was not very visible at Lipowa Streetd neither was her daughter. They
understood that Oskar knew who they were, sincaftea chatted with Richard by name.
They knew, too, by the altered nature of Richagiisstions, the extent of what they had
been given.

The Emalia camp had no resident commandant

to tyrannize the inmates. There were no permanent

guards. The garrison was changed every two days,

two truckloads of SS and Ukrainians coming

up to Zablocie from P@lasz@ow to take over the

security of the subcamp. The P@lasz@ow

soldiers liked their occasional duty at

Emalia. The Herr Direktor’s

kitchens, more primitive even than

P@lasz@ow’s, turned out better meals.

Since the Herr Direktor started raging and makihgne calls to Oberf@uhrer Scherner
if any guard, instead of just patrolling the periergentered the camp, the garrison kept
to their side of the fence. Duty in Zablocie wasgslurably dull.

Except for inspection by senior SS men, the prisoméo worked at DEF rarely got a

close view of their guards. One barbed-wire passageook the inmates to their work in

the enamel plant; another ran to the door of thaitimms section. Those Emalia Jews
who worked at the box factory, the radiator plahg garrison office were marched to
work and back by Ukrainians—different Ukrainianggvsecond day. No guard had the
time to develop a fatal grudge against a prisoner.

Therefore, though the SS may have set the limithedife people led in Emalia, Oskar
set its tone. The tone was one of fragile permagmefitiere were no dogs. There were no
beatings. The soup and the bread were better ame phentiful than in P@lasz@ow—
about 2,000 calories a day, according to a doctoo worked in Emalia as a factory
hand. The shifts were long, often twelve hours,@skar was still a businessman with
war contracts to fill and a conventional desire goofit. It must be said, though, that no
shift was arduous and that many of his prisoneesns® have believed at the time that
their labor was making a contribution in measuraétens to their survival.

According to accounts Oskar presented after thetovtire

Joint Distribution Committee, he spent

1,800,000 z@loty ($360,000) on food

for the Emalia camp. Cosmetic entries could be dowritten off to similar expenditure,
in the books of Farben and Krupp—though nowhere asahigh a percentage of the
profit as in Oskar’s accounts. The truth is, thgutfiat no one collapsed and died of
overwork, beatings, or hunger in Emalia. Whereds@t



Farben’s Buna plant alone, 25,000 prisoners owt wbrk force of 35,000 would perish
at their labor.

Long afterward, Emalia people would call the Sclenccamp a paradise. Since they
were by then widely scattered, it cannot have lzedascription they decided on after the
fact. The term must have had some currency whdg tere in Emalia. It was, of course,
only a relative paradise, a heaven by contrast Ri@lasz@ow. What it inspired in its
people was a sense of almost surreal deliveramreething preposterous which they
didn’t want to look at too closely for fear it walevaporate. New DEF hands knew of
Oskar only by report. They did not want to putntiselves in the Herr Direktor’s path or
risk speaking to him.

They needed time for recovery and for adjustmenSdthindler's unorthodox prison
system. A girl named Lusia, for example. Her hasbhad recently been separated out
from the mass of prisoners on the Appellplatz atdd@@ow and shipped off with others
to Mauthausen. With what would turn out to be nrexaism, she grieved like a widow.
Grieving, she’d been marched to Emalia. She wogktechrrying dipped enamelware to
the furnaces. You were permitted to heat up watethe warm surfaces of machinery,
and the floor was warm. For her, hot water was Ekaisalirst beneficence.

She saw Oskar at first only as a large shape madavgn an aisle of metal presses or
traversing a catwalk. It was somehow not a threageshape. She sensed that if she were
noticed, the nature of the place—the lack of begatinhe food, the absence of guards in
the camp—might somehow reverse itself. She wantdg wnobtrusively to work her
shift and return down the barbed-wire tunnel tolngrin the compound.

After a while she found herself giving an answenmggl to Oskar and even telling him
that, yes, thank you, Herr Direktor, she was quid.

Once he gave her some cigarettes, better thanbgotdas a comfort and as a means of
trading with the Polish workers. Since she kneverfds vanished, she feared his
friendship; she wanted him to continue to be ages, a magical parent. A paradise run
by a friend was too fragile. To manage an enduhiegven, you needed someone both
more authoritative and more mysterious than that.

Many of the Emalia prisoners felt the same. Theas a girl named Regina Perlman
living, at the time Oskar’s factory subcamp cante ixistence, in the city of Cracow on
forged South American papers. Her dark complexianerthe papers credible, and under
them she worked as an Aryan in the office of adigcin Podg@orze. She would have
been safer from blackmailers if she’d gone to Wars@l@od@z, or Gdansk. But her
parents were in P@lasz@ow, and she carried forgpdrp for their sakes too, so that she
could supply them with food, comforts, medicinee3mew from the days in the ghetto
that it was an adage in the Jewish mythology ofc@nrathat Herr Schindler could be
expected to take extreme pains. She also knewetharts from P@lasz@ow, from the
qguarry, the Commandant’s balcony. She would haveréak cover to do it, but she
believed it essential that she get her parentsSotondler’s backyard camp.

The first time she visited DEF she wore a safelgrgmous faded floral dress and no
stockings. The Polish gateman went through thenlessi of calling Herr Schindler's
office upstairs, and through the glass she coull lsen disapproving of her. It's



nobody—some grubby girl from one of the other faet She had the normal fear of
people on Aryan papers that a hostile Pole wouldedmw spot her Jewishness. This
one looked hostile.

It's of no great importance, she told him when éimed shaking his head. She wanted
to put him off her track. But the Pole did not evasther to lie to her. “He won'’t see
you,” he said. The hood of a BMW glowered in thetday yard, she could see, and it
could belong only to Herr Schindler. He was in, bat to visitors who couldn’t afford
stockings. She went away trembling at her escadpgd®een saved from making to Herr
Schindler a confession which, even in her sleep fsared making to anyone.

She waited a week before she could get more tirh&ah the factory in Podg@orze.
She devoted an entire half-day to her approache I&thed and got black-market
stockings. From one of her few friends—a girl ory#@w papers could not risk having
many—she borrowed a blouse.

She had an excellent jacket of her own and

bought a lacquered straw hat with a veil. She

made up her face, achieving a dark radiance

appropriate to a woman living beyond threat. In

the mirror she looked like her prewar

self, an elegant Cracovienne of exotic

racial derivation—Hungarian businessman fathehaes, and a mother from Rio.

This time, as she had intended, the Pole in the

gatehouse did not even recognize her. He

let her inside while he rang Miss

Klonowska, the Herr Direktor’s

secretary, and then was put on to speak to Schihafteself. Herr Direktor, said the Pole,
there is a lady here to see you on important basinderr Schindler seemed to want
details. A very well-dressed young lady, said tliéePand then, bowing while holding
the telephone, a very beautiful young lady, he.s#d if he had a hunger to see her, or
perhaps as if she might be some forgotten girl @heshbarrass him in the outer office,
Schindler met her on the steps. He smiled wherathvehe did not know her. He was very
pleased to meet her, this Fraulein Rodriguez. Shudcsee that he had a respect for
pretty women, that it was at the same time chitdhkd yet sophisticated. With flourishes
like those of a matinee idol, he indicated she khénllow him upstairs. She wanted to
talk to him in confidence? Of course she shouldlddeher past Klonowska. Klonowska
took it calmly. The girl could mean anything— blatiarket or currency business. She
could even be a chic partisan. Love might be thastl®f motivations. In any case, a
worldly girl like Klonowska didn’t expect to own ®ar, or to be owned in return.

Inside the office, Schindler placed a chair for ded walked behind his desk beneath the
ritual portrait of the F@uhrer. Would she like ganiette? Perhaps a Pernod or a cognac?
No, she said, but he must, of course, feel frdake a drink. He poured himself one from
his cocktail cabinet. What's this very importantsiness? he asked, not quite with that
crisp grace he'd shown on the stairs. For her nrahad changed now the door to the
outer office was closed.

He could tell she’d come to do hard business. She



leaned forward. For a second it seemed

ridiculous for her, a girl whose father had paid

50,000 z@lI. for Aryan papers, to say it without

a pause, to give it all away to a

half-ironic, half-worried

Sudetendeutscher with a snifter of cognac in hisdh&et in some ways it was the
easiest thing she’d ever done.

| have to tell you, Herr Schindler, I'm not a Pbli&ryan. My real name is Perlman.

My parents are in P@lasz@ow. They say, and | beligvhat coming to Emalia is the
same as being given a Lebenskarte—a card of lifeave nothing | can give you; |
borrowed clothes to get inside your factory. Wdlybring them here for me?

Schindler put down his drink and stood up. You wiantmake a secret arrangement? |
don’t make secret arrangements. What you suggest)din, is illegal. | have a factory
here in Zablocie and the only question | ask istivieor not a person has certain skills.
If you care to leave your Aryan name and addrésajght be possible to write to you at
some stage and inform you that | need your parenttheir work skills. But not now,
and not on any other ground. But they can’t comeskilled workers, said Fraulein
Perlman. My father’s an importer, not a metalworker

We have an office staff, said Schindler. But mainb/need skills on the factory floor.

She was defeated. Half-blind with tears, she whatefalse name and real address—he
could do with it whatever he wanted. But on theeettirshe understood and began to
revive. Maybe Schindler thought she might be amggbat she might have been there
for entrapment. Just the same, he’'d been cold.eThadn’'t even been an ambiguous,
nonindictable gesture of kindness in the mannewlch he’d thrown her out of his
office.

Within a month Mr. and Mrs. Perlman came to Eméaien P@Ilasz@ow. Not on their
own, as Regina Perlman had imagined it would hamseuld Herr Oskar Schindler
decide to be merciful, but as part of a new detai0O workers.

Sometimes she would go around to Lipowa Street and

bribe her way onto the factory floor to see

them. Her father worked dipping the enamel, shageli

coal, clearing the floor of scrap. “But he

talks again,” said Mrs. Perlman to her

daughter. For in P@lasz@ow he’d gone

silent.

In fact, despite the drafty huts, the

plumbing, here at Emalia there was a certain maduagile confidence, a presumption
of permanence such as she, living on risky papesuilen Cracow, could not hope to
feel until the day the madness stopped.

Miss Perlman-Rodriguez did not complicate Herr 8dtar’s life by storming his office
in gratitude or writing effusive letters. Yet sHevays left the yellow gate of DEF with an
unquenchable envy for those who stayed inside.

Then there was a campaign to get Rabbi



Menasha Levartov, masquerading as a

metalworker in P@lasz@ow, into Emalia. Levartovsveascholarly city rabbi, young
and black-bearded. He was more liberal than thbisafbom the shtetls of Poland, the
ones who believed the Sabbath was more importaet than life and who, throughout
1942 and 1943, were shot by the hundreds everayegening for refusing work in the
forced-labor cantonments of Poland. He was ondadd men who, even in the years of
peace, would have advised his congregation thdev@nd may well be honored by the
inflexibility of the pious, he might also be hondrey the flexibility of the sensible.

Levartov had always been admired by ltzhak Sterdmo worked in the Construction

Office of Amon Goeth’s Administration Building. Ithe old days, Stern and Levartov
would, if given the leisure, have sat togetherHours over a glass of herbata, letting it
grow cold while they talked about the influenceZafroaster on Judaism, or the other
way round, or the concept of the natural world iaoiBm. Stern, when it came to
comparative religion, got greater pleasure outatking to Levartov than he could ever
have received from bluff Oskar Schindler, who nbetdss had a fatal weakness for
discoursing on the same subject.

During one of Oskar’s visits to P@lasz@ow, Sterd toim that somehow Menasha
Levartov had to be got into Emalia, or else Goetul surely kill him. For Levartov
had a sort of visibility—it was a matter of presen&oeth was drawn to people of
presence; they were, like idlers, another clash Wigh target priority. Stern told Oskar
how Goeth had attempted to murder Levartov.

Amon Goeth’s camp now held more than

30,000 people. On the near side of the

Appellplatz, near the Jewish

mortuary chapel which had now become a stabledstoBolish compound which could
hold some 1,200 prisoners. Obergruppenf@uhrer Ke@wgas so pleased by his
inspection of the new, booming camp that he nowvnated the Commandant two SS
grades to the rank of Hauptsturmf@uhrer.

As well as the crowd of Poles, Jews from the East faom Czechoslovakia would be
held in P@lasz@ow while space was made for thethdiawest in Auschwitz-Birkenau
or Gr@oss-Rosen. Sometimes the population roseeaB&W00 and the Appellplatz
teemed at roll call. Amon therefore often had td bis early comers to make way for
new prisoners. And Oskar knew that the Commandaptick method was to enter one
of the camp offices or workshops, form up two linesd march one of them away. The
line marched away would be taken either to the #austhill fort, for execution by firing
squads, or else to the cattle cars at the Cracovasz@ow Station or, when it was laid
down in the autumn of 1943, to the railway sidirygthoe fortified SS barracks.

On just such a culling exercise, Stern told Oskanon had entered the metalworks in
the factory enclosure some days past. The supesvisa stood at attention like soldiers
and made their eager reports, knowing that theydodie for an unwise choice of words.
‘I need twenty-five metalworkers,” Amon told thepsuvisors when the reports were
finished. “Twenty-five and no more. Point out te the ones who are skilled.”

One of the supervisors pointed to Levartov andréidi joined the line, though he could
see that Amon took a special note of his selectifrcourse, one never knew which line



would be moved out or where it would be moved td,ibwas in most cases a safer bet
to be on the line of the skilled.

So the selection continued. Levartov had noticeat the metal shops were strangely
empty that morning, since a number of those whokeabror filled in time by the door
had got forewarning of Goeth’s approach and haipstl over to the Madritsch garment
factory to hide among the bolts of linen or appeabe mending sewing machines. The
forty or so slow or inadvertent who had stayed rorthie metalworks were now in two
lines between the benches and the lathes. Evernyasdearful, but those in the smaller
line were the more uneasy.

Then a boy of indeterminate age, perhaps as yosirgjxeeen or as old as nineteen, had
called from the midst of the shorter line, “But,rHEommandant, I'm a metal specialist

too.” “Yes, Liebchen?” murmured Amon, drawing hensce revolver, stepping to the

child and shooting him in the head. The enormoasthh this place of metal threw the

boy against the wall. He was dead, the appallecitev believed, before he fell to the

workshop floor.

The even shorter line was now marched out to theaa depot, the boy’s corpse was
taken over the hill in a barrow, the floor was wedhthe lathes returned to operation. But
Levartov, making gate hinges slowly at his benchs wware of the recognition that had
flashed for an instant in Amon’s eye—the look that said, There’s one. It seemed to
the rabbi that the boy had, by crying out, only penarily distracted Amon from
Levartov himself, the more obvious target.

A few days had passed, Stern told

Schindler, before Amon returned to the metalworkd #ound it crowded, and went
around making his own selections for the hill oe tinansports. Then he’d halted by
Levartov’'s bench, as Levartov had known he woukkdrtov could smell Amon’s after-
shave lotion. He could see the starched cuff of Asi@hirt. Amon was a splendid
dresser.

“What are you making?” asked the Commandant. “i@@nmmandant,” said Levartov, “I
am making hinges.” The rabbi pointed, in fact,te small heap of hinges on the floor.

“Make me one now,” Amon ordered. He took a watamfrhis pocket and began timing.
Levartov earnestly cut a hinge, his fingers urgihg metal, pressuring the lathe;
convinced laboring fingers, delighted to be skilled

Keeping tremulous count in his head, he turnecaduihge in what he believed was fifty-
eight seconds, and let it fall at his feet.

“Another,” murmured Amon. After his speed trialethabbi was now more assured and
worked confidently. In perhaps another minute #n@ad hinge slid to his feet.

Amon considered the heap. “You've been working h&ree six this morning,” said
Amon, not raising his eyes from the floor. “And ycan work at a rate you’ve just shown
me—and yet, such a tiny little pile of hinges?”

Levartov knew, of course, that he had crafted e death. Amon walked him down the
aisle, no one bothering or brave enough to lookroqm his bench. To see what? A death
walk. Death walks were commonplace in P@lasz@owtsi@e, in the midday air of



spring, Amon stood Menasha Levartov against thekghmp wall, adjusting him by the
shoulder, and took out the pistol with which helaughtered the child two days before.
Levartov blinked and watched the other prisonersyhiny, wheeling and toting the raw
materials of the P@lasz@ow camp, eager to be a@ngfe, the Cracovians among them
thinking, My God, it's Levartov’s turn.

Privately, he murmured the Shema

Yisroel and heard the mechanisms of the pistolt tB&i small internal stirrings of metal

ended not in a roar but in a click like that ofigacette lighter which won’t give a flame.

And like a dissatisfied smoker, with just suchigiaf level of annoyance, Amon Goeth

extracted and replaced the magazine of bullets frwrbutt of the pistol, again took his
aim, and fired. As the rabbi’s head swayed to thenal human suspicion that the impact
of the bullet could be absorbed as could a punithha emerged from Goeth’s pistol

was another click.

Goeth began cursing prosaically.

“Donnerwetter! Zum Teufel!” It seemed to Levartdvat at any second Amon would
begin to run down faulty modern workmanship, athéy were two tradesmen trying to
bring off some simple effect—the threading of aepip drill hole in the wall. Amon put

the faulty pistol away in its black holster and iwdtew from a jacket pocket a pearl-
handled revolver, of a type Rabbi Levartov had omgd of in the Westerns of his
boyhood. Clearly, he thought, there are going todeemissions due to technical failure.
He’'ll keep on.

I'll die by cowboy revolver, and even if all

the firing pins are filed down,

Hauptsturmf@uhrer Goeth will fall

back on more primitive weapons.

As Stern relayed it to Schindler, when Goeth airagdin and fired, Menasha Levartov
had already begun to look about in case there wa® bject in the neighborhood that
could be used, together with these two astoundiiigrés of Goeth’s service pistol, as a
lever. By the corner of the wall stood a pile o&lc@n unpromising item in itself. “Herr
Commandant,” Levartov began to say, but he couldadly hear the small murderous
hammers and springs of the barroom pistol actingawh other. And again the click of a
defective cigarette lighter. Amon, raging, seeneebd attempting to tear the barrel of the
thing from its socket.

Now Rabbi Levartov adopted the stance he had seesupervisors in the metalworks
assume. “Herr Commandant, | would beg to report thg heap of hinges was so
unsatisfactory for the reason that the machineg Wweing recalibrated this morning. And
therefore instead of hinge-work | was put on tovetiag that coal.” It seemed to
Levartov that he had violated the rules of the gdiney had been playing together, the
game that was to be closed by Levartov’s reasordds¢h just as surely as Snakes and
Ladders ends with the throwing of a six. It wasfake rabbi had hidden the dice and
now there could be no conclusion. Amon hit himtloa face with a free left hand, and
Levartov tasted blood in his mouth, lying on thegoe like a guarantee.

Hauptsturmf@uhrer Goeth then simply abandoned Lkevaagainst the wall. The
contest, however, as both Levartov and Stern clilchad merely been suspended.



Stern whispered this narrative to Oskar in the dog Office of P@lasz@ow. Stern,
stooping, eyes raised, hands joined, was as genendtlh detail as ever. “It's no
problem,” Oskar murmured. He liked to tease Stéwhy the long story? There’s
always room at Emalia for someone who can turracihge in less than a minute.”

When Levartov and his wife came to the Emalia fgcsubcamp in the summer of ‘43,
he had to suffer what at first he believed to beiigtler’s little religious witticisms. On
Friday afternoons, in the munitions hall of DEF whd evartov operated a lathe,
Schindler would say, “You shouldn’t be here, Rabbi.

You should be preparing for Shabbat.” But when

Oskar slipped him a bottle of wine for use in

the ceremonies, Levartov knew that the Herr

Direktor was not joking. Before dusk

on Fridays, the rabbi would be dismissed from his

workbench and would go to his barracks behind tine i

the backyard of DEF. There, under the strings of

sourly drying laundry, he would recite

Kiddush over a cup of wine among the

roof-high tiers of bunks. Under, of course, thedsiva of an SS watchtower.



CHAPTER 24

The Oskar Schindler who dismounted from his horese days in the factory yard of
Emalia was still the prototypical tycoon. He look&dekly handsome in the style of the
film stars George Sanders and Curt J@urgens, to dotwhom people would always
compare him. His hacking jacket and jodhpurs wailered; his riding boots had a high
shine. He looked like a man to whom it was prdfitize way.

Yet he would return from his rural rides and gotaps to face the sort of bills novel
even to the history of an eccentric enterprise Dikd-.

Bread shipments from the bakery at P@lasz@ow

to the factory camp in Lipowa Street,

Zablocie, were a few hundred loaves

delivered twice a week and an occasional token-thatkload of turnips. These few
high-backed and lightly laden trucks were no dowitten large and multiplied in
Commandant Goeth’s books, and such trusties a®wibi sold off on behalf of the
Herr Hauptsturmf@uhrer the difference between theamsupplies that arrived at
Lipowa Street and the plenteous and phantom cont@atsGoeth put down on paper. If
Oskar had depended on Amon for prison food, hisi@i@fnees would each have been
fed perhaps three-quarters of a kilo of bread akwesed soup every third day. On
missions of his own and through his manager, Oglea spending 50,000 z@I. a month
on black-market food for his camp kitchen. Someksdge had to find more than three
thousand round loaves. He went to town and spoklket@serman supervisors in the big
bakeries, and had in his briefcase Reichsmarkdvemar three bottles.

Oskar did not seem to realize that throughout Rbthat summer of 1943, he was one of
the champion illicit feeders of prisoners; that thalign pall of hunger which should by

SS policy hang over the great death factories aredt every one of the little, barbed-

wired forced-labor slums was lacking in Lipowa $tren a way that was dangerously
visible. That summer a host of incidents occurveuich augmented the Schindler

mythology, the almost religious supposition amorgngnprisoners of P@lasz@ow and
the entire population of Emalia that Oskar wasavigier of outrageous salvation.

Early in the career of every subcamp, senior

officers from the parent camp, or Lager, paid a

visit to ensure that the energy of the slave lafsore

was stimulated in the most radical and exemplary

manner. It is not certain exactly which members

of P@lasz@ow'’s senior staff visited

Emalia, but some prisoners and Oskar himself would

always say that Goeth was one of them. And if not

Goeth it was Leo John, or Scheidt. Or

else Josef Neuschel, Goeth’s

prot@eg‘e. It is no injustice to mention any of itheames in connection with
“stimulating energy in a radical and exemplary merinWwhoever they were, they had
already in the history of P@lasz@ow taken or coeddierce action. And now, visiting
Emalia, they spotted in the yard a prisoner namawchus pushing a barrow too slowly
across the factory yard. Oskar himself later deddhat it was Goeth who was there that
day and saw Lamus’ slow trundling and turned t@ang NCO named Gr@un—Gr@un



being another Goeth prot@eg‘e, his bodyguard, axdorwrestler. It was certainly
Gr@un who was ordered to execute Lamus.

So Gr@un made the arrest, and the inspectors caatian into other parts of the factory
camp. It was someone from the metal hall who ruskedo the Herr Direktor’'s office
and alerted Schindler. Oskar came roaring downsthgs even faster than on the day
Miss Regina Perlman had visited, and reached the jyat as Gr@un was positioning
Lamus against the wall. Oskar called out, You tda’that here. | won't get work out of
my people if you start shooting. I've got highguity war contracts, et cetera. It was the
standard Schindler argument and carried the suggestat there were senior officers
known to Oskar to whom Gr@un’s name would be gifeme impeded production in
Emalia.

Gr@un was cunning. He knew the other inspectors gessed on to the workshops,
where the whumping of metal presses and the roafitethes would cover any noise he
chose, or failed, to make. Lamus was such a smaltern to men like Goeth and John
that no investigation would be made afterward. “Whm it for me?” the SS man asked
Oskar. “Would vodka do?” said Oskar.

To Gr@un it was a substantial prize. For workidglaly behind the machine guns during
Aktions, the massed and daily executions in thé-E&w shooting hundreds—you were
given half a liter of vodka. The boys lined up ® dn the squad so that they could take
that prize of liquor back to their messes in thergwg. And here the Herr Direktor
offered him three times that for one act of omissio

“I don’t see the bottle,” he said. Herr

Schindler was already nudging Lamus away from th# and pushing him out of range.
“Disappear!” Gr@un yelled at the wheelbarrow ma¥iod may collect the bottle,” said
Oskar, “from my office at the end of the inspection

Oskar took part in a similar transaction when tlest@po raided the apartment of a forger
and discovered, among other false documents coedplet near-completed, a set of
Aryan papers for a family called the Wohlfeilers—thmer, father, three adolescent
children, all of them workers at Schindler's canipuo Gestapo men therefore came to
Lipowa Street to collect the family for an interatign which would lead, through
Montelupich prison, to Chujowa G@orka. Three hafter entering Oskar’s office both
men left, reeling on the stairs, beaming with #m@porary bonhomie of cognac and, for
all anyone knew, of a payoff. The confiscated pspww lay on Oskar’'s desk, and he
picked them up and put them in the fire.

Next, the brothers Danziger, who cracked a metasgpione Friday. Honest, bemused
men, semiskilled, looking up with staring shtetesyfrom the machine they had just
loudly shattered. The Herr Direktor was away osihess, and someone—a factory spy,
Oskar would always say—denounced the Danzigers he administration in
P@lasz@ow. The brothers were taken from Emaliathen hanging advertised at the
next morning’s roll call in P@lasz@ow. Tonight (itas announced), the people of
P@lasz@ow will withess the execution of two sabeWhat of course qualified the
Danzigers above all for execution was their Orthodora.



Oskar returned from his business trip to Sosnhovaecthree o’clock on Saturday
afternoon, three hours before the promised exatutidews of the sentence was waiting
on his desk. He drove out through the suburbs tdaBz@ow at once, taking cognac
with him and some fine kielbasa sausage. He palgatie Administration Building and
found Goeth in his office. He was pleased not teena rouse the Commandant from an
afternoon nap. No one knows the extent of the thedlwas struck in Goeth’s office that
afternoon, in that office akin to Torquemada’s, veh&oeth had had ringbolts attached to
the wall from which to hang people for discipline instruction. It is hard to believe,
however, that Amon was satisfied simply with cogreaxl sausage. In any case, his
concern for the integrity of the Reich’s metal peswas soothed by the interview, and at
six o’clock, the hour of their execution, the Dagei brothers returned in the back seat of
Oskar’s plush limousine to the sweet squalor of Eana

All these triumphs were, of course,

partial. It is an aspect of Caesars,

Oskar knew, to remit as irrationally as they

condemn. Emil Krautwirt, by day an engineer

in the radiator factory beyond the Emalia

barracks, was an inmate of Oskar's SS

subcamp. He was young, having got his diploma

in the late Thirties. Krautwirt, like the

others in Emalia, called the place

Schindler's camp, but by taking Krautwirt away t@Rsz@ow for an exemplary
hanging, the SS demonstrated whose camp it reall; at least for some aspects of its
existence. For the fraction of P@lasz@ow people whuld live on into the Peace, the
hanging of engineer Krautwirt was the first staviher than their own intimate stories of
pain and humiliation, which they would relate. TB8 were ever economical with their
scaffolds, and at P@lasz@ow the gallows resembleda low set of goalposts, lacking
the majesty of the gibbets of history, of the Reatiohary guillotine, the Elizabethan
scaffold, the tall solemnity of jailhouse gallowsthe sheriff's backyard.

Seen in peacetime, the gallows of P@lasz@ow andhiwitz would intimidate not by

their solemnity but by their ordinariness. But astimers of children would discover in
P@lasz@ow, it was still possible, even with sudiaaal structure, for five-year-olds to
see too much of an execution from within the mdgsisoners on the Appellplatz. With
Krautwirt, a sixteen-year-old boy named Haubenstoek also to be hanged. Krautwirt
had been condemned for some letters he had wiiteseditious persons in the city of
Cracow. But with Haubenstock, it was that he haenbleeard singing “Volga, Volga,”

“Kalinka Maya,” and other banned Russian songs \hin intention, according to his
death sentence, of winning the Ukrainian guards tov8olshevism.

The rules for the rite of execution inside P@lasn@uovolved silence. Unlike the festive
hangings of earlier times, the drop was perfornmegtter stillness. The prisoners stood in
phalanxes, and were patrolled by men and womenkmea the extent of their power:
by Hujar and John; by Scheidt and Gr@un; by the NBCCandsdorfer, Amthor, and
Grimm, Ritschek and Schreiber; and by the SS wosugervisors recently assigned to
P@lasz@ow, both of them accomplished with the tieno—Alice Orlowski and Luise
Danz. Under such supervision, the pleadings ofcttredemned were heard in silence.



Engineer Krautwirt himself seemed at first stunaed had nothing to say, but the boy
was vocal. In an uneven voice he reasoned withHaeptsturmf@uhrer, who stood
beside the scaffold. “I am not a Communist, Herm@mandant. | hate Communism.
They were just songs. Ordinary songs.” The hangmaadewish butcher of Cracow,
pardoned for some earlier crime on condition that undertake this work, stood
Haubenstock on a stool and placed the noose arbisdieck. He could tell Amon
wanted the boy hanged first, didn’t want the debatdrag on. When the butcher kicked
the support out from beneath Haubenstock, the kop&e, and the boy, purple and
gagging, noose around his neck, crawled on hissand knees to Goeth, continuing his
pleadings, ramming his head against the Commarsglankles and hugging his legs. It
was the most extreme submission; it conferred oantliagain the kingship he’d been
exercising these fevered months past. Amon, in gpefplatz of gaping mouths uttering
no sound but a low hiss, a susurrus like a windand dunes, took his pistol from his
holster, kicked the boy away, and shot him throtinghhead.

When poor engineer Krautwirt saw the

horror of the boy’s execution, he took a

razor blade that he’d concealed in his pocket dashed his wrists. Those prisoners at
the front could tell that Krautwirt had injured hseif fatally in both arms. But Goeth
ordered the hangman to proceed in any case, aashga with the gore from Krautwirt’s
injuries, two Ukrainians lifted him to the scaffopldhere, gushing from both wrists, he
strangled in front of the Jews of southern Poland.

It was natural to believe with one part of the mthdt each such barbarous exhibition
might be the last, that there might be a reverbahethods and attitudes even in Amon,
or if not in him, then in those unseen officialsovim some high office with French

windows and waxed floors, overlooking a square whad women sold flowers, must

formulate half of what happened in P@lasz@ow amdicpe the rest.

On the second visit of Dr. Sedlacek from BudapesCtacow, Oskar and the dentist
devised a scheme which might to a more introvenbeth than Schindler have seemed
naive. Oskar suggested to Sedlacek that perhapsfahe reasons Amon Goeth behaved
so savagely was the bad liquor he drank, the galtdnlocal so-called cognac which
weakened even further Amon’s faulty sense of ultem@nsequences. With a portion of
the Reichsmarks Dr. Sedlacek had just broughtalia and handed to Oskar, a crate of
first-rate cognac should be bought—not such an easinexpensive item in post-
Stalingrad Poland. Oskar should deliver it to Amand in the progress of conversation
suggest to Goeth that one way or another the watdvend at some time, and that there
would be investigations into the actions of indivads. That perhaps even Amon'’s friends
would remember the times he’d been too zealousvat Oskar’'s nature to believe that
you could drink with the devil and adjust the bakamf evil over a snifter of cognac. It
was not that he found more radical methods frightgnt was that they did not occur to
him. He’'d always been a man of transactions.

Wachtmeister Oswald Bosko, who had earlier hadrobof the ghetto perimeter, was, in
contrast, a man of ideas. It had become impos&ibleim to work within the SS scheme,
passing a bribe here, a forged paper there, placidgzen children under the patronage
of his rank while a hundred more were marched ot ghetto gate. Bosko had
absconded from his police station in Podg@orzevamished into the partisan forests of



Niepolomice. In the People’s Army he would try ipmte the callow enthusiasm he’'d
felt for Nazism in the summer of 1938. Dressed Belésh farmer, he’'d be recognized in
the end in a village west of Cracow and shot feason. Bosko would therefore become
a martyour. Bosko had gone to the forest becaadwat no other option. He lacked the
financial resources with which Oskar greased tis¢esy. But it accorded with the natures
of both men that one be found with nothing but st-cdf rank and uniform, that the other
would make certain he had cash and trade goods.nlt to praise Bosko or denigrate
Schindler that one says that if ever Oskar suffenadtyrdom, it would be by accident,
because some business he was transacting had souedn him. But there were people
who still drew breath—the Wohlfeilers, the Danzideothers, Lamus—because Oskar
worked that way. Because Oskar worked that wayuthigely camp of Emalia stood in
Lipowa Street, and there, on most days, a thousad safe from seizure, and the SS
stayed outside the wire. No one was beaten tlare,the soup was thick enough to
sustain life. In proportion to their natures, theral disgust of both Party members,
Bosko and Schindler, was equal, even if Bosko neated his by leaving his empty
uniform on a coat hanger in Podg@orze, while Opkiaion his big Party pin and went to
deliver high-class liqguor to mad Amon Goeth in P€2@ow.

It was late afternoon, and Oskar and Goeth sahénsalon of Goeth’s white villa.
Goeth’s girlfriend Majola looked in, a small-bone@®man, a secretary at the Wagner
factory in town. She did not spend her days amedekcesses of P@lasz@ow. She had
sensitive manners, and this delicacy helped a ramemerge that Majola had threatened
not to sleep with Goeth if he continued arbitragjynning people down. But no one
knew whether that was the truth or just one of ¢htheerapeutic interpretations which
arise in the minds of prisoners desperate to makearth habitable.

Majola did not stay long with Amon and Oskar thi¢m@oon. She could tell there would
be a drinking session. Helen Hirsch, the pale girblack who was Amon’s maid,
brought them the necessary accompaniments—cakasp‘es, sausage. She reeled with
exhaustion. Last night Amon had beaten her for gnieg food for Majola without his
permission; this morning he had made her run updowa the villa’'s three flights of
stairs fifty times on the double because of a #g¥pon one of the paintings in the
corridor. She had heard certain rumors about HehirSler but had not met him until
now. This afternoon she took no comfort from tightsof these two big men, seated
either side of the low table, fraternal and in appaconcord. There was nothing here to
interest her, for the certainty of her own deatls wdirst premise. She thought only about
the survival of her young sister, who worked in tdanp’s general kitchen. She kept a
sum of money hidden in the hope that it would dffesr sister’s survival. There was no
sum, she believed, no deal, that could influenceotad prospects.

So they drank through the camp’s twilight and itite dark. Long after the prisoner
Tosia Lieberman’s nightly rendition of Brahms’s ‘llaby” had calmed the women’s

camp and insinuated itself between the timbershefrmhen’s, the two big men sat on.
Their prodigious livers glowed hot as furnaces. Anthe right hour, Oskar leaned across
the table and, acting out of an amity which, eveii this much cognac aboard, did not
go beyond the surface of the skin ... Oskar, leatoward Amon and cunning as a
demon, began to tempt him toward restraint.

Amon took it well. It seemed to Oskar that



he was attracted by the thought of moderation—a

temptation worthy of an emperor. Amon could

imagine a sick slave on the trolleys, a

returning prisoner from the cable factory, stagugri

--in that put-upon way one found so hard to tokeratinder a load of clothing or lumber
picked up at the prison gate. And the fantasy riah & strange warmth in Amon’s belly
that he would forgive that laggard, that pathettoa As Caligula might have been
tempted to see himself as Caligula the Good, saontlage of Amon the Good exercised
the Commandant’s imagination for a time. He wouldact, always have a weakness for
it. Tonight, his blood running golden with cognawanearly all the camp asleep beyond
his steps, Amon was more definitely seduced by yniran by the fear of reprisal. But in
the morning he would remember Oskar's warning amulgne it with the day’s news
that Russian threats were developing on the Froriev. Stalingrad had been an
inconceivable distance from P@Ilasz@ow. But theadis to Kiev was imaginable.

For some days after Oskar's bout with Amon, newsiedo Emalia that the dual
temptation was having its result with the Command&m. Sedlacek, going back to
Budapest, would report to Samu Springmann that Ahazhgiven up, for the time being
at least, arbitrarily murdering people. And ger8emu, among the diverse cares he had
in the list of places from Dachau and Drancy inwest to Sobibor and Bel@zec in the
east, hoped for a time that the hole at P@lasz@salbken plugged.

But the allure of clemency vanished quickly.

If there was a brief respite, those who were

to survive and give testimony of their days in
P@lasz@ow would not be aware of it. The summary
assassinations would seem continual to them. If
Amon did not appear on his balcony this morning
or the next, it did not mean he would not appear th
morning after that. It took much more than Goeth’s
temporary absence to give even the most deluded
prisoner some hope of a fundamental change in the
Commandant’s nature. And then, in any case,
there he would be, on the steps in the
Austrian-style cap he wore to murders,

looking through his binoculars for a culprit.

Dr. Sedlacek would return to Budapest not

only with overly hopeful news of a reform in

Amon but with more reliable data on the camp at
P@lasz@ow. One afternoon a guard from Emalia
turned up at P@lasz@ow to summon Stern

to Zablocie. Once Stern arrived at the

front gate, he was led upstairs into Oskar’s

new apartment. There Oskar introduced him to two
men in good suits. One was Sedlacek; the other a
Jew—equipped with a Swiss passport—who
introduced himself as Babar. “My dear

friend,” Oskar told Stern, “I want you



to write as full a report on the situation in P@l@ow as you can manage in an
afternoon.” Stern had never seen Sedlacek or Baddare this and thought that Oskar
was being indiscreet. He bent over his hands, munguahat before he undertook a task
like that he would like a word in private with thierr Direktor.

Oskar used to say that Itzhak Stern could neverenaalstraight statement or request
unless it arrived smuggled under a baggage of e¢élkhe Babylonian Talmud and

purification rites. But now he was more directelfiTme, please, Herr Schindler,” he
asked, “don’t you believe this is a dreadful risk?”

Oskar exploded. Before he got control of hims&lé strangers would have heard him in
the other room. “Do you think I'd ask you, if themas a risk?” Then he calmed and said,
“There’s always risk, as you know better than It Bat with these two men. These two
are safe.”

In the end, Stern spent all afternoon on his repdet was a scholar and accustomed to
writing in exact prose. The rescue organizatiorBudapest, the Zionists in Istanbul
would receive from Stern a report they could rety o

Multiply Stern’s summary by the 1,700 large and krfaced-labor camps of Poland,
and then you had a tapestry to stun the world!

Sedlacek and Oskar wanted more than that of

Stern. On the morning after the Amon-Oskar

binge, Oskar dragged his heroic liver back out

to P@lasz@ow before office-opening time. In betwien

suggestions of tolerance Oskar had tried to drop

into Amon’s ear the night before, he’d also got a

written permit to take two “brother

industrialists” on a tour of this model

industrial community. Oskar brought the two inte tjray Administration Building that
morning and demanded the services of H@aftling@mer) ltzhak Stern for a tour of the
camp. Sedlacek’s friend Babar had some sort ofatuire camera, but he carried it
openly in his hand. It was almost possible to lvelithat if an SS man had challenged
him, he would have welcomed the chance to standoaadt for five minutes about this
little gadget he’'d got on a recent business triBriassels or Stockholm.

As Oskar and the visitors from Budapest emergeth ftbe Administration Building,
Oskar took the thin, clerkly Stern by the shouldeis friends would be happy to see the
workshops and the living quarters, said Oskar. iBtliere was anything Stern thought
they were missing out on, he was just to bend damhtie his shoestring.

On Goeth’s great road paved with fractured gravestp they moved past the SS
barracks. Here, almost at once, prisoner Sterhéesring needed tying. Sedlacek’s
associate snapped the teams hauling truckloadsckfup from the quarry, while Stern
murmured, “Forgive me, gentlemen.” Yet he took fmise with the tying so that they
could look down and read the monumental fragmedese were the gravestones of
Bluma Gemeinerowa (1859-1927); of Matylde Liebedkideceased at the age of 90 in
1912; of Helena Wachsberg, who died in childbirtil®11; of Rozia Groder, a thirteen-
year-old who had passed on in 1931; of Sofia RoandrAdolf Gottlieb, who had died in



the reign of Franz Josef. Stern wanted them tdlsstethe names of the honorable dead
had been made into paving stones.

Moving on, they passed the Puffhaus, the SS andikllan brothel staffed by Polish
girls, before reaching the quarry, the excavatiamsing back into the limestone cliff.
Stern’s shoelaces required reef knots here; headahis recorded. They destroyed men
at this rock face, working them on the hammerswaedges. None of the scarred men of
the quarry parties showed any curiosity about thisitors this morning. lvan, Amon
Goeth’s Ukrainian driver, was on duty here, and skhipervisor was a bullet-headed
German criminal named Erik.

Erik had already demonstrated a capacity for

murdering families, having killed his own mother,

father, sister. He might by now have been hanged or

at least been put in a dungeon if the SS

had not realized that there were worse criminalls st

than patricides and that Erik should be employed as

a stick to beat them with. As Stern had mentiomelis

report, a Cracow physician named Edward

Goldblatt had been sent here from the clinic

by SS Dr. Blancke and his Jewish

prot@eg‘e, Dr. Leon Gross. Erik

loved to see a man of culture and speciality etiterquarry and report soft-handed for
work, and the beatings began in Goldblatt’s cadé e first display of uncertainty in
handling the hammer and spikes. Over a period gf,d&rik and sundry SS and
Ukrainian enlisted men beat Goldblatt. The doctasviorced to work with a ballooning
face, now half again its normal size, with one sgaled up. No one knew what error of
quarry technique set Erik to give Dr. Goldblatt fimal beating.

Long after the doctor lost consciousness, Erik

permitted him to be carried to the

Krankenstube, where Dr. Leon Gross

refused to admit him. With this medical sanctioikiEamd an SS enlisted man continued
to kick the dying Goldblatt as he lay, rejected fagatment, on the threshold of the
hospital. Stern bent and tied his shoelace atgtrery because, like Oskar and some
others in the P@lasz@ow complex, he believed intaré of judges who might ask,
Where—in a word—did this act occur?

Oskar was able to give his colleagues an overviéwhe camp, taking them up to
Chujowa G@orka and the Austrian mound, where tledied wheelbarrows used to
transport the dead to the woods stood unabashédlyeamouth of the fort. Already
thousands were buried down there in mass graves on the verges of those eastern
pinewoods. When the Russians came from the eamtwbod with its population of
victims would fall to them before living and halfidg P@Ilasz@ow.

As for P@lasz@ow as an industrial wonder, it wasnooto disappoint any serious
observer.

Amon, Bosch, Leo John, Josef



Neuschel all thought it a model city on the grotmak it was making them rich. It would
have shocked them to find that one of the reasbas sweet billet in P@lasz@ow
continued was not any delight on the part of then&ments Inspectorate with the
economic miracles they were performing.

In fact the only economic miracles within

P@lasz@ow were the personal fortunes made

by Amon and his clique. It was a surprise

to any calm outsider that war contracts came to the

workshops of P@lasz@ow at all, considering that

their plant was so poor and old-fashioned. But

shrewd Zionist prisoners inside

P@lasz@ow put pressure on convinced

outsiders, people like Oskar and Madritsch, whdaou

in turn put pressure on the Armaments

Inspectorate. On the ground that the

hunger and sporadic murders of P@lasz@ow weretgtitle preferred to the assured
annihilations of Auschwitz and Bel@zec, Oskar wadling to sit down with the
purchasing officers and engineers of General SéilsdArms Inspectorate.

These gentlemen would make faces and say, “Come

on, Oskar! Are you serious?” But in the end they

would find contracts for Amon Goeth’s camp,

orders for shovels manufactured from the

collected scrap iron of Oskar’s Lipowa

Street factory, orders for funnels turned

out of offcuts of tin from a jam factory in Podg@er The chances of full delivery of the
shovels and their handles ever being made to tharMaecht were small. Many of
Oskar’s friends among the officers of the Armameéngpectorate understood what they
were doing, that prolonging the life of the slaabdr camp of P@lasz@ow was the same
thing as prolonging the life of a number of thevela With some of them it stuck in the
craw, because they knew what a crook Goeth was ttegid serious and old-fashioned
patriotism was affronted by Amon’s sybaritic lifatdhere in the countryside.

The divine irony of Forced Labor Camp

P@lasz@ow—that some of the slaves were conspirangtteir own purposes to
maintain Amon’s kingdom— can be seen in the casRarhan Ginter. Ginter, former
entrepreneur and now one of the supervisors inntie¢éalworks from which Rabbi
Levartov had already been rescued, was summon€eéth’s office one morning and,
as he closed the door, took the first of a numlbdil@vs. While he beat Ginter, Amon
raged incoherently. Then he dragged him out-of-sl@md down the steps to a stretch of
wall by the front entrance. May | ask something@ &inter against the wall, spitting out
two teeth, offhandedly, lest Amon think him an acto self-pitier. You bastard, roared
Goeth, you haven’t delivered the handcuffs | ordeiMdy desk calendar tells me that,
you pig's-ass. But Herr Commandant, said Gintebed) to report that the order for
handcuffs was filled yesterday. | asked Herr Odemd@uhrer Neuschel what | should
do with them and he told me to deliver them to yaffice, which | did.



Amon dragged bleeding Ginter back to the office aalled the SS man Neuschel. Why,
yes, said young Neuschel. Look in your second-tbpwer on the left, Herr
Commandant. Goeth looked and found the manackdmadst killed him, he complained
to his young and not-so-gifted Viennese prot@eg‘e.

This same Roman Ginter, complaisantly

spitting up his teeth against the foundation of Afso
gray Administration Building—this Jewish

cipher whose accidental murder would have caused
Amon to blame Neuschel—this Ginter is the

man who under special pass goes to Herr
Schindler’'s DEF to talk to Oskar about workshop
supplies for P@lasz@ow, about large scrap

metal without which the whole metal-shop crew wabogd
railroaded off to Auschwitz. Therefore, while the
pistol-waving Amon Goeth believes he

maintains P@Ilasz@ow by his special
administrative genius, it is as much the
bloody-mouthed prisoners who keep it running.



CHAPTER 25

To some people it now seemed that Oskar was spghiklena compulsive gambler. Even
from the little they knew of him, his prisoners tgense that he would ruin himself for
them if that was the price. Later—not now, for nihey accepted his mercies in the same
spirit in which a child accepts Christmas presdms its parents—they would say,
Thank God he was more faithful to us than to hisewhAnd like the prisoners, sundry
officials could also ferret Oskar’s passion out.

One such official, a Dr. Sopp,

physician to the SS prisons in Cracow and

to the SS Court [The SS had its own

judiciary section.] in Pomorska, let

Herr Schindler know through a Polish messenger that
he was willing to do a brand of business. In
Montelupich prison was a woman named Frau

Helene Schindler. Dr. Sopp knew she was

no relative of Oskar’s, but her husband had

invested some money in Emalia. She had questionable
Aryan papers. Dr. Sopp did not need to say

that for Mrs. Schindler this portended a truck

ride to Chujowa G@orka. But if Oskar would

put up certain amounts, said Sopp, the

doctor was willing to issue a medical

certificate saying that, in view of her conditiavirs. Schindler should be permitted to
take the cure indefinitely at Marienbad, down irhBmia.

Oskar went to Sopp’s office, where he found out tha doctor wanted 50,000 z@I. for
the certificate. It was no use arguing. After thyears of practice, a man like Sopp could
tell to within a few z@Ioty the price to put on as. During the afternoon, Oskar raised
the money. Sopp knew he could, knew that Oskartivassort of man who had black-
market money stashed, money with no recorded kistBefore making the payment,
Oskar set some conditions. He would need to goaatMupich with Dr. Sopp to collect
the woman from her cell. He would himself deliver to mutual friends in the city.
Sopp did not object. Under a bare light bulb irehieg Montelupich, Mrs. Schindler was
handed her costly documents. A more careful mamaa with an accountant’'s mind,
might reasonably have repaid himself for his treutbbm the money Sedlacek brought
from Budapest. All together, Oskar would be handealrly 150,000 Reichsmarks carried
to Cracow in false-bottomed suitcases and in thidi of clothes. But Oskar, partly
because his sense of money (whether owed or owrag)so inexact, partly because of
his sense of honor, passed on to his Jewish cardidhe money he ever received from
Sedlacek, except for the sum spent on Amon’s cagnac

It was not always a straightforward business. Wheithe summer of ‘43 Sedlacek
arrived in Cracow with 50,000 RM., the Zionistsides P@lasz@ow to whom Oskar
offered the cash feared it might be a setup.

Oskar first approached Henry Mandel, a welder i B@lasz@ow metal shop and a
member of Hitach Dut, a Zionist youth and labor emment. Mandel did not want to
touch the money. Look, said Schindler, I've goetdr in Hebrew to go with it, a letter



from Palestine. But of course, if it was a setti@skar had been compromised and was
being used, he would have a letter from Palesfind.when you hadn’t enough bread for
breakfast, it was quite a sum to be offered: 50 R00--100,000 z@loty. To be offered
that for your discretionary use. It just wasn'tdilde.

Schindler then tried to pass the money, which vitisg there, inside the boundary of
P@lasz@ow in the trunk of his car, to another menolbéditach Dut, a woman named

Alta Rubner. She had some contacts, through prisombo went to work in the cable

factory, through some of the Poles in the Polistsogpr, with the underground in

Sosnowiec. Perhaps, she said to Mandel, it woulddse to refer the whole business to
the underground, and let them decide on the prowenaf the money Herr Oskar

Schindler was offering.

Oskar kept trying to persuade her, raising his @t her under cover of Madritsch’s
chattering sewing machines. “I guarantee with allhmart that this isn’t a trap!” With all
my heart. Exactly the sentiment one would expexohfan agent provocateur!

Yet after Oskar had gone away and Mandel had sptuk&tern, who declared the letter
authentic, and then conferred again with the gidecision was made to take the money.
They knew now, however, that Oskar wouldn’'t be badk it. Mandel went to Marcel
Goldberg at the Administration Office. Goldberg reslo been a member of Hitach Dut,
but after becoming the clerk in charge of lists—adjor lists and transport lists, of the
lists of living and dead—he had begun taking britddandel could put pressure on him,
though. One of the lists Goldberg could draw up-atdleast, add to and subtract from—
was the list of those who went to Emalia to colleatap metal for use in the workshops
of P@lasz@ow. For old times’ sake, and without hgvio disclose his reason for
wanting to visit Emalia, Mandel was put on thig.lis

But arriving in Zablocie and sneaking away from siteap-metal detail to get to Oskar,
he’d been blocked in the front office by Bankidderr Schindler was too busy, said
Bankier. A week later Mandel was back. Again Bankvouldn’t let him in to speak to
Oskar. The third time, Bankier was more specifiou want that Zionist money? You
didn’t want it before. And now you want it. Wellpy can’t have it. That's the way life
goes, Mr. Mandel!

Mandel nodded and left. He presumed wrongly thatkiga had already lifted at least a
segment of the cash. In fact, however, Bankier b&sg careful. The money did finish

in the hands of Zionist prisoners in P@lasz@ow At Rubner’s receipt for the funds

was delivered to Springmann by Sedlacek. It sedraisthe amount was used in part to
help Jews who came from other cities than Cracadvtherefore had no local sources of
support.

Whether the funds that came to Oskar and were

passed on by him were spent mainly on food, as

Stern would have preferred, or largely on undergdou

resistance—the purchase of passes or weapons

--Is a question Oskar never investigated. Nonésfrnoney, however, went to buy Mrs.

Schindler out of Montelupich prison or to save lires of such people as the Danziger
brothers. Nor was the Sedlacek money used to repdlae 30,000-kilogram bribes of

enamelware



Oskar would pay out to major and minor SS officidlsing 1943 to prevent them from
recommending the closure of the Emalia camp. Nidnewas spent on the 16,000-z@!.
set of gynecological instruments Oskar had to buyh® black market when one of the
Emalia girls got pregnant—pregnancy being, of ceuran immediate ticket to
Auschwitz. Nor did any of it go to purchase the Kem-down Mercedes from
Untersturmf@uhrer John. John offered Oskar thecktigs for sale at the same time as
Oskar presented a request for 30 P@lasz@ow pempketransferred to Emalia.

The car, bought by Oskar one day for 12,000

z@l., was requisitioned the next by Leo

John’s friend and brother officer,

Untersturmf@uhrer Scheidt, to be used in the canoson of fieldworks on the camp
perimeter. Perhaps they'll carry soil in the truskar raged to Ingrid at the supper
table. In a later informal account of the inciddrg,commented that he was glad to be of
assistance to both gentlemen.



CHAPTER 26

Raimund Titsch was making payments of a differedien Titsch was a quiet, clerkly
Austrian Catholic with a limp some said came frdme first war and others from a
childhood accident.

He was ten years or more older than either Amon

or Oskar. Inside the P@lasz@ow camp, he

managed Julius Madritsch’s uniform

factory, a business of 3,000

seamstresses and mechanics.

One way he paid was through his chess matchesAmitbn Goeth. The Administration

Building was connected with the Madritsch workstelephone, and Amon would often
call Titsch up to his office for a game. The fitshe Raimund had played Amon, the
game had ended in half an hour and not in the Baupaf@uhrer’s favor.

Titsch, with the restrained and not so very triuadgiMate!” dying on his lips, had been
amazed at the tantrum Amon had thrown. The Comnmardal grabbed for his coat and
gun belt, buttoning and buckling them on, rammirgdap on his head.

Raimund Titsch, appalled, believed that

Amon was about to go down to the trolley line laakfor a prisoner to chastise for his—
for Raimund Titsch’s—minor victory at chess. Sitleat first afternoon, Titsch had taken
a new direction. Now he could take as long as thiaes to lose to the Commandant.
When workers in the Administration Building sawskh limping up Jerozolimska to do
this chess duty, they knew the afternoon woulddmesfor it. A modest sense of security
spread from them down to the workshops and evémetmiserable trolley pushers.

But Raimund Titsch did not only play

preventive chess. Independently of Dr.

Sedlacek and of the man with the pocket camera wi@skar had brought to
P@lasz@ow, Titsch had begun photographing. Somstifrean his office window,
sometimes from the corners of workshops, he phapigrd the stripe-uniformed
prisoners in the trolley line, the distributionlmead and soup, the digging of drains and
foundations. Some of these photographs of Titsahésprobably of the illegal supply of
bread to the Madritsch workshop. Certainly rounaéwr loaves were bought by
Raimund himself, with Julius Madritsch’s consentdamoney, and delivered to
P@lasz@ow by truck beneath bales of rags and bbltdoth. Titsch photographed
round rye being hurried from hand to hand into Ntadh’s storeroom, on the side away
from the towers and screened from the main acceasd by the bulk of the camp
stationery plant.

He photographed the SS and the Ukrainians
marching, at play, at work. He photographed

a work party under the supervision of engineer Karp
who was soon to be set on by the killer dogs, his
thigh ripped open, his genitals torn

off. In a long shot of P@lasz@ow, he



intimated the size of the camp, its desolatiosekms that on Amon’s sun deck he even
took close-ups of the Commandant at rest in a dbak, a hefty Amon approaching now
the 120 kg at which newly arrived SS Dr.

Blancke would say to him, “Enough, Amon; you hawedke some weight off.” Titsch
photographed Rolf and Ralf loping and sunning, Bfagola holding one of the dogs by
the collar and pretending to enjoy it. He also tédwkon in full majesty on his big white
horse.

As the reels were shot, Titsch did not have theweldped. As an archive, they were
safer and more portable in roll form. He hid thenaisteel box in his Cracow apartment.
There also he kept some of the remaining goodsi@fMadritsch Jews. Throughout
P@lasz@ow you found people who had a final treassweething to offer—at the
moment of greatest danger—to the man with thethst,man who opened and closed the
doors on the cattle cars. Titsch understood thbt ive desperate deposited goods with
him. That prison minority who had a stock of ringgsd watches and jewelry hidden
somewhere in P@lasz@ow didn’'t need him. They tradegllarly for favors and
comforts. But into the same hiding as Titsch’s plgoaphs went the final resources of a
dozen families—Auntie Yanka’'s brooch, Uncle Mordshevatch. In fact, when the
P@lasz@ow regimen passed, when Scherner and Chadlafled, and when the
impeccable files of the SS Main Economic and Adstmative Office had been baled up
in trucks and moved away as evidence, Titsch hadesal to develop the photographs,
and every reason not to. In the files of ODESSA, gbstwar secret society of former SS
men, he would be listed as a traitor. For the flaat he'd supplied the Madritsch people
with some 30,000 loaves of bread, as well as maickens and some kilos of butter, and
that for his humanity he had been honored by treelsGovernment, had received some
publicity in the press. Some people made threatishéssed at him as he passed in the
streets of Vienna. “Jew-kisser.” So the P@lasz@e&srwould lie for twenty years in
the soil of a small park in the suburbs of Vienreeve Titsch had buried them, and might
well have stayed there forever, the emulsion dryongthe dark and secret images of
Amon’s love Majola, his killing dogs, his namelesdave laborers. It might therefore have
been seen as a sort of triumph for the populatioR@lasz@ow when, in November
1963, a Schindler survivor (leopold Pfefferbergiretly bought the box and its contents
for $500 from Raimund Titsch, who was then suffgfirom terminal heart disease. Even
then, Raimund didn’t want the rolls developed uatiér his death. The nameless shadow
of ODESSA frightened him more than had the name&mbn Goeth, of Scherner, of
Auschwitz, in the days of P@lasz@ow.

After his burial, the reels were developed.

Nearly all the pictures came out.

Not one of that small body of P@lasz@ow inmates wioold survive Amon and the

camp itself would ever have anything accusatorgayp of Raimund Titsch. But he was
never the sort of man concerning whom mythologresea Oskar was. From late 1943,
there is a story about Schindler which runs amdmg survivors with the electric

excitement of a myth. For the thing about a mytmas whether it is true or not, nor
whether it should be true, but that it is somehayert than truth itself. Through listening
to such stories, one can see that to the P@lasz@ople, while Titsch may have been
the good hermit, Oskar had become a minor god bwetance, double-faced—in the



Greek manner—as any small god; endowed with allhthman vices; many-handed,;
subtly powerful; capable of bringing gratuitous bature salvation.

One story concerns the time when the SS policef<hiere under pressure to close
P@lasz@ow, as its reputation as an efficient imtlstomplex was not high with the
Armaments Inspectorate.

Helen Hirsch, Goeth’s maid, often encountered

officers, dinner guests, who wandered into the

hallway or kitchen of the villa to escape

Amon for a while and to shake their heads. An

SS officer named Tibritsch, turning up in the

kitchen, had said to Helen, “Doesn’t he know

there are men giving their lives?” He meant on the

Eastern Front, of course, not out there in the dark

of P@lasz@ow. Officers with less imperial

lives than Amon were becoming outraged by what they

saw at the villa or, perhaps more

dangerously, envious.

As the legend has it, it was on a Sunday

evening that General Julius Schindler himself gxiP @lasz@ow to decide whether its
existence was of any real value to the war effdttwas an odd hour for a grand

bureaucrat to be visiting a plant, but perhapsAtreaments Inspectorate, in view of the
perilous winter now falling on the Eastern Frongrev working desperate hours. The
inspection had been preceded by dinner at Emaliah&h wine and cognac flowed, for

Oskar is associated like Bacchus with the Diony$iram of gods. Because of the dinner,
the inspection party rolling out to P@lasz@ow ieitHMercedeses were in a mood of
less than professional detachment. In making tlaisn¢ the story ignores the fact that
Schindler and his officers were all production expeand engineers with nearly four
years of detachment behind them. But Oscar woulthééast to be awed by that fact.

The inspection started at the Madritsch clothingtdey. This was P@lasz@ow’s
showplace. During 1943, it had produced Wehrmactiftorms at a monthly rate of
better than twenty thousand. But the question whsthker Herr Madritsch would do
better to forget P@lasz@ow, to spend his capitaéxpanding his more efficient and
better-supplied Polish factories in Podg@orze amchdw. The ramshackle conditions of
P@lasz@ow were no encouragement to Madritsch ooty investor to install the sort
of machinery a sophisticated factory would need.

The official party had just begun its inspectionentall the lights in all the workshops
went out, the power circuit broken by friends athiitk Stern’s in the P@lasz@ow
generator shed. To the handicaps of drink and esdign which Oskar had imposed on
the gentlemen of the Armaments Inspectorate were added the limitations of bad
light. The inspection went ahead by flashlightfant, and the machinery on the benches
remained inoperative and therefore less of a prataa to the inspectors’ professional
feelings.

As General Schindler squinted along the beam ddshlight at the presses and lathes in
the metalworks, 30,000 P@lasz@owians, restleserigdtbunks, waited on his word.



Even on the overladen lines of the

Ostbahn, they knew, the higher technology of Austhwas but a few hours’ journey
west. They understood that they could not expech {General Schindler compassion as
such. Production was his specialty. For him, Prtdoowvas meant to be an overriding
value.

Because of Schindler’s dinner and the power fajls@ys the myth, the people of
P@lasz@ow were saved. It is a generous fable,ubecan fact only a tenth of
P@lasz@ow people would be alive at the end. BarnSind others would later celebrate
the story, and most of its details are probable.tfdor Oskar always had recourse to
liquor when puzzled as to how to treat officialsddéne would have liked the trickery of
plunging them into darkness. “You have to remenilsaid a boy whom Oskar would
later save, “that Oskar had a German side but alCziele too. He was the good soldier
Schweik. He loved to foul up the system.”

It is ungracious to the myth to ask what the exacAmon Goeth thought when the lights
went out. Maybe, even on the level of literal eydm@ was drunk or dining elsewhere.
The question is whether P@lasz@ow survived bec@eseral Schindler was deceived
by dim light and alcohol-dimmed vision, or whetlitecontinued because it was such an
excellent holding center for those weeks when tleatgterminus at Auschwitz-Birkenau

was overcrowded. But the story says more of pes@gpectations of Oskar than it does
of the frightful compound of P@lasz@ow or the fiead of most of its inmates.

And while the SS and the Armaments

Inspectorate considered the future of

P@lasz@ow, Josef Bau—a young artist from CracowgmviOskar would in the end
come to know well—was falling into conspicuous amttonditional love with a girl
named Rebecca Tannenbaum. Bau worked in the ConetriOffice as a draftsman. He
was a solemn boy with an artist’'s sense of destig/.had, so to speak, escaped into
P@lasz@ow, because he had never held the correttogiapers. Since he had had no
trade of use to the ghetto factories, he had bédseh by his mother and by friends.
During the liquidation in March 1943, he'd escaped of the walls and attached himself
to the tail of a labor detail going to P@lasz@owr h P@lasz@ow there was a new
industry which had had no place in the ghetto. SDoigtion. In the same somber two-
winged building in which Amon had his office, Jo8#Hu worked on blueprints. He was
a prot@eg'‘e of ltzhak Stern’s, and Stern had maetichim to Oskar as an accomplished
draftsman and as a boy who had, potentially at,|s&#ls as a forger.

He was lucky not to come into too much contact Withon, because he displayed the air
of genuine sensibility which had, before today,sealiAmon to reach for his revolver.
Bau’s office was on the far side of the buildingrfr Amon’s. Some prisoners worked on
the ground floor, with offices near the CommandaniThere were the purchasing
officers; the clerks; Mietek Pemper, the stenogeaphhey faced not only a daily risk of
an unexpected bullet but, more certainly than thasaults on their sense of outrage.
Mundek Korn, for example, who had been a buyeiafstring of Rothschild subsidiaries
before the war and who now bought the fabrics,gsass, lumber, and iron for the prison
workshops, had to work not only in the AdministatiBuilding but in the same wing
where Amon had his office. One morning Korn lookgxdfrom his desk and saw through
the window, across Jerozolimska Street and by ®ié&tracks, a boy of twenty or so



years, a Cracovian of his acquaintance, urinatgajrst the base of one of the stacks of
lumber there. At the same time he saw white-shigads and two ham fists appear
through the bathroom window at the end of the wifdpe right hand held a revolver.
There were two quick shots, at least one of whitfered the boy’s head and drove him
forward against the pile of cut wood. When KoroKked once more at the bathroom
window, one white-shirted arm and free hand wegaged in closing the window.

On Korn’s desk that morning were requisition

forms signed with Amon’s open-voweled but not

deranged scrawl. His gaze ranged from the

signature to the unbuttoned corpse at the box

of lumber. Not only did he wonder if he had

seen what he had seen. He sensed the

seductive concept inherent in Amon’s

methods. That is, the temptation to agree thatufder was no more than a visit to the
bathroom, a mere pulse in the monotony of formismnthen perhaps all death should
now be accepted— with whatever despair—as routine.

It does not seem that Josef Bau was exposed toradatal persuasion. He missed too
the purge of the administrative staff on the grod@indr right and center. It had begun
when Josef Neuschel, Goeth’s prot@eg‘e, complaiodle Commandant that a girl in
the office had acquired a rind of bacon. Amon hache raging down the corridor from
his office. “You're all getting fat!” he had screach He had divided the office staff into
two lines then. It had been, to Korn, like a scépen the Podg@orze High School: the
girls in the other line so familiar to him, daugisteof families he’d grown up with,
Podg@orze families. It could have been that a ®awlas sorting them out into those
who would visit the Kosciuszko Monument and thosethe museum at the Wawel. In
fact, the girls in the other line were taken stnaifjom their desks to Chujowa G@orka
and, for the decadence of that bacon rind, gunoaddy one of Pilarzik’s squads.

Though Josef Bau was not involved in such offiagentil, no one could have said that he
was leading a sheltered life in P@lasz@ow. Butaitl ibeen less perilous than the
experience of the girl of his choice. Rebecca Tabaam was an orphan, though in the
clannish life of Jewish Cracow, she had not beaefbef kindly aunts and uncles. She
was nineteen, sweet-faced, and neatly built. Sheadcspeak German well and made
pleasant and generous conversation. Recently dheguin to work in Stern’s office

behind the Administration Building, away from theosh immediate environs of the

Commandant’s berserk interference. But her jothé@onstruction Office was only half

her labor. She was a manicurist. She treated Ameekly; she tended the hands of
Untersturmf@uhrer Leo John, those of Dr. Blanckd ah his lover, the harsh Alice

Orlowski. Taking Amon’s hands, she had found thenmgland well made, with tapering

fingers—not a fat man’s hands at all; certainly thaise of a savage.

When a prisoner had first come to her and told her
that the Herr Commandant wanted to see her, she had
begun to run away, fleeing among the desks and
down the back stairs. The prisoner had followed

and cried after her, “For God’s sake,

don’t! He'll punish me if I don’t



bring you back.”

So she had followed the man down to Goeth’s vBlat before going into the salon, she
first visited the stinking cellar—this was in Gowsttiirst residence, and the cellar had
been dug down into the boundaries of an ancienisbegraveyard. Down amid the
grave soil, Rebecca’s friend Helen Hirsch had bmesing bruises. You have a problem,
Helen admitted. But just do the job and see. Thal'gou can do. Some people he likes a
professional manner from, some people he doegmd I'll give you cake and sausage
when you come. But don'’t just take food; ask mstfirSome people take food without
asking, and | don’t know what | have to cover up fo

Amon did accept Rebecca’s professional mannergeptiegy his fingers and chatting in
German. It could have been the Hotel Cracovia agamd Amon a crisp-shirted,
overweight young German tycoon come to Cracow lioteetiles or steel or chemicals.
There were, however, two aspects to these meethmasdetracted from their air of
timeless geniality. The Commandant always kepthiwice revolver at his right elbow,
and frequently one or the other of the dogs drowsetle salon. She had seen them, on
the Appellplatz, tear the flesh of engineer Kargt ¥ometimes, as the dogs snuffled in
sleep and she and Amon compared notes on prewtr taighe spa at Carlsbad, the roll-
call horrors seemed remote and beyond belief. @iyestie felt confident enough to ask
him why the revolver was always at his elbow. Hiswaer chilled the back of her neck as
she bent over his hand. “That’s in case you ewek mie,” he told her.

If she ever needed proof that a chat about spasalvdise same to Amon as an act of
madness, she had it the day she entered the halinéysaw him dragging her friend
Helen Hirsch out of the salon by the hair—Helervistg to keep her balance and her
auburn hair coming out by the roots, and Amon eifidst his grip one second, regaining
it the next in his giant, well-tended hands. AndHar proof came on the evening she
entered the salon and one of those dogs—Rolf drRalaterialized, leaped at her, and,
holding her by the shoulders, opened its jaw onkneast. She looked across the room
and saw Amon lolling on the sofa and smiling. “S#&aking, you stupid girl,” he told
her, “or I won’t be able to save you from the hotind

During the time she tended the Commandant’s hdresyould shoot his shoeshine boy
for faulty work; hang his fifteen-year-old orderoldek Deresiewicz, from the ringbolts
in his office because a flea had been found onadriee dogs; and execute his servant
Lisiek for lending a dr@o@zka and horse to Bosctinovit first checking. Yet twice a
week, the pretty orphan entered the salon andsgplucally took the beast by the hand.

She met Josef Bau one gray morning when he stotsideuhe Bauleitung holding up a
blueprint frame toward the low autumn cloud. Himthody seemed overburdened by the
weight. She asked if she could help him. “No,” $sd. “I'm just waiting for the
sunshine.” “Why?” she asked. He explained how tasgparency drawings for a new
building were clamped in the frame beside senslitldeeprint paper. If the sun, he said,
were only to shine harder, a mysterious chemicairuwould transfer the drawing from
the transparency to the blueprint. Then he saidhyWlon’'t you be my magical
sunshine?”

Pretty girls weren't used to delicacy from boysP@lasz@ow. Sexuality there took its
harsh impetus from the volleys heard on Chujowa @&@othe executions on the



Appellplatz. Imagine a day, for instance, when &ladn is found among the work party
returning from the cable factory on Wieliczka. Amis ranting on the Appellplatz, for
the chicken was discovered lying in a bag in froihthe camp gate during a spot check.
Whose bag was it? Amon wants to know. Whose chigk8mce no one on the
Appellplatz will admit anything, Amon takes a riffeom an SS man and shoots the
prisoner at the head of the line. The bullet, pgsthrough the body, also fells the man
behind. No one speaks, though. “How you love orwleer!” roars Amon, and prepares
to execute the next man in line. A boy of fourteéeps out of the line. He is shuddering
and weeping. He can say who brought the chickermentells the Herr Commandant.
“Who, then?” The boy points to one of the two deaeh. “That one!” the boy screams.
Amon astonishes the entire Appellplatz by believimg boy, and puts his head back and
laughs with the sort of classroom incredulity tesxshlike to exhibit. These people ...
can't they understand now why they're all forfeit?

After an evening like that, in the hours of freevament between 7 and 9 P.m. most
prisoners felt that there was no time for leisu@yrtship. The lice plaguing your groin
and armpits made a mockery of formality. Young mat®unted girls without ceremony.
In the women’s camp they sang a song which askeditlin why she’d bound herself
up with string and for whom she thought she wasnsgiierself. The atmosphere was
not as desperate at Emalia. In the enamel worksholpes had been designed among the
machinery on the factory floor to permit loverseet at greater length. There was only
a theoretical segregation in the cramped barrathks. absence of daily fear, the fuller
ration of daily bread made for a little less frenBgsides, Oskar still maintained that he
would not let the SS garrison go inside the pristhout his permission.

One prisoner recalls wiring installed in

Oskar’s office in case any SS official

did demand entry to the barracks. While the SS wa® on his way downstairs, Oskar
could punch a button connected to a bell insidecdrap. It warned men and women,
first, to stub out the illicit cigarettes suppliddily by Oskar. (“Go to my apartment,” he
would tell someone on the factory floor almost yafand fill this cigarette case.” He
would wink significantly.) The bell also warned mand women to get back to their
appointed bunks. To Rebecca, it was somethingediosa shock, a remembrance of a
vanished culture, to meet in P@lasz@ow a boy whated as if he’d met her in a
patisserie in the Rynek.

Another morning when she came downstairs from Seofiice, Josef showed her his
work desk. He was drawing plans for yet more lkga What's your barrack number,
and who’s your barrack Alteste? She let him knowhwie correct reluctance. She had
seen Helen Hirsch dragged down the hallway by th& Bnd would die if she
accidentally jabbed the cuticle of Amon’s thumb.t Ykis boy had restored her to
coyness, to girlhood. I'll come and speak to youwtimer, he promised. | don’t have a
mother, said Rebecca. Then I'll speak to the Adtest

That was how the courting began—with the permissibelders and as if there were
world enough and time. Because he was such a fenalasnd ceremonious boy, they did
not kiss. It was, in fact, under Amon’s roof thiaey first managed a proper embrace. It
was after a manicure session. Rebecca had gotdtet wnd soap from Helen and crept
up to the top floor, vacant because of renovatjpersding, to wash her blouse and her



change of underwear. Her washtub was her messltcaould be needed tomorrow to
hold her soup.

She was working away on that small bucket of sudenndosef appeared. Why are you
here? she asked him. I'm measuring for my drawifgsthe renovations, he told her.

And why are you here yourself? You can see, she hoh. And please don't talk too

loudly.

He danced around the room, flashing the tape meaguwalls and along moldings. Do
it carefully, she told him, anxious because she aveare of Amon’s exacting standards.

While I'm here, he told her, | might as well measyou. He ran the tape along her arms
and down her back from the nape of her neck tsthall of her spine. She did not resist
the way his thumb touched her, marking her dimerssioBut when they had embraced
each other thoroughly for a while, she ordered luut. This was no place for a
languorous afternoon.

There were other desperate romances in P@lasz@a@m, @mong the SS, but they
proceeded less sunnily than this very proper romabetween Josef Bau and the
manicurist. Oberscharf@uhrer Albert Hujar, for myde, who had shot Dr. Rosalia Blau
in the ghetto and Diana Reiter after the foundatiohthe barracks collapsed, had fallen
in love with a Jewish prisoner. Madritsch’s dauglad been captivated by a Jewish boy
from the Tarnow ghetto—he had, of course, workedadritsch’s Tarnow plant until
the expert ghetto-liquidator Amon had been brougt#t the end of the summer to close
down Tarnow as he had Cracow. Now he was in theritdad workshop inside
P@lasz@ow; the girl could visit him there. But nothcould come of it. The prisoners
themselves had niches and shelters where lovers spadises could meet. But
everything—the law of the Reich and the strangeecoflthe prisoners—resisted the
affair between Fraulein Madritsch and her young .man

Similarly, honest Raimund Titsch had

fallen in love with one of his machinists. That too

was a gentle, secretive, and largely

abortive love. As for Oberscharf@uhrer

Hujar, he was ordered by Amon himself to stop beirigol. So Albert took the girl for a
walk in the woods and with fondest regrets shottherugh the nape of the neck.

It seemed, in fact, that death hung over the

passions of the SS. Henry Rosner, the

violinist, and his brother Leopold, the

accordionist, spreading Viennese melodies

around Goeth’s dinner table, were aware of it. One

night a tall, slim, gray officer in the

Waffen SS had visited Amon for dinner

and, drinking a lot, had kept asking the Rosnerstfie@ Hungarian song “Gloomy
Sunday.” The song is an emotional outpouring inclwkd young man is about to commit
suicide for love. It had exactly the sort of extesdeeling which, Henry had noticed,
appealed to SS men at their leisure. It had, it #gjoyed notoriety in the Thirties—
governments in Hungary, Poland, and Czechoslovakibaconsidered banning it because
its popularity had brought on a rash of thwarteeklsuicides. Young men about to blow



their heads off would sometimes quote its lyricshieir suicide notes. It had long been a
song proscribed by the Reich Propaganda Office. Maswvtall, elegant guest, old enough
to have teen-age sons and daughters, themselvgistaguin the excesses of puppy love,
kept walking up to the Rosner boys and saying,y'P@oomy Sunday.” And though
Dr. Goebbels would not have permitted it, no onehim wilds of southern Poland was
going to argue with an SS field officer with unhgppemories of an affair.

After the guest had demanded the song four ortfimes, an unearthly conviction took

hold of Henry Rosner. In its tribal origins, musi@s always magic. And no one in

Europe had a better sense of the potency of tHetltan a Cracovian Jew like Henry,

who came from the sort of family in which musioist so much learned as inherited, in
the same way as the status of cohen, or heregitast. It came to Henry now that, as he
would say later—

“God, if I have the power, maybe this

son-of-a-bitch will kill himself.”

The proscribed music of “Gloomy

Sunday” had gained legitimacy in Amon’s dining rotmough being repeated, and now
Henry declared war with it, Leopold playing withmhiand reassured by the stares of
almost grateful melancholy the handsome officezated at them.

Henry sweated, believing that he was so visibly

fiddling up the SS man’s death that at any

moment Amon would notice and come and take him out
behind the villa for execution. As for Henry’s
performance, it is not relevant to ask was it good

bad. It was possessed. And only one man, the

officer, noticed and assented and, across the Hubbu

of drunken Bosch and Scherner, Czurda and

Amon, continued to look up from his chair

directly into Henry’s eyes, as if he were going

to jump up at any second and say, “Of

course, gentlemen. The violinist is

absolutely right. There’s no sense in enduringief ¢ike this.”

The Rosners went on repeating the song beyondntitteat which Amon would normally
have shouted, “Enough!” At last the guest stoocng went out onto the balcony. Henry
knew at once that everything he could do to the hroh been done. He and his brother
slid into some Von Supp‘e and Lehar, covering thaicks with full-bodied operetta. The
guest remained alone on the balcony and afterdmaliour interrupted a good party by
shooting himself through the head.

Such was sex in P@lasz@ow. Lice,

crabs, and urgency inside the wire; murder and
lunacy on its fringes. And in its midst

Josef Bau and Rebecca Tannenbaum

pursued their ritual dance of courtship.

In the midst of the snows that year, P@lasz@ow
underwent a change of status adverse to all



lovers inside the wire. In the early days of

January 1944, it was designated a

Konzentrationslager (concentration Camp)

under the central authority of General Oswald

Pohl's SS Main Economic and

Administrative Office in Oranienburg, on

the outskirts of Berlin. Subcamps of

P@lasz@ow—such as Oskar Schindler’s

Emalia—now also came under

Oranienburg’s control. Police chiefs

Scherner and Czurda lost their direct

authority. The labor fees of all those

prisoners employed by Oskar and Madritsch no lomgemt to Pomorska Street, but to
the office of General Richard Gl@ucks, head of Rol8ection D (concentration

Camps). Oskar, if he wanted favors now, had nét ttndrive out to P@lasz@ow and
sweeten Amon, not only to have Julian Schernerinmett, but also to reach certain
officials in the grand bureaucratic complex of Qeaturg.

Oskar made an early opportunity

to travel to Berlin and meet the people who wowddibaling

with his files. Oranienburg had begun as a

concentration camp. Now it had become a sprawl

of administrative barracks. From the offices of

Section D, every aspect of prison life and

death was regulated. Its chief, Richard

Gl@ucks, had responsibility as well, in

consultation with Pohl, for establishing the bakametween laborers and candidates for
the chambers, for the equation in which X represgstave labor and y represented the
more immediately condemned. Gl@ucks had laid dpmcedures for every event, and
from his department came memos drafted in the bhegstjargon of the planner, the
paper shuffler, the detached specialist.

SS Main Office of Economics and

Administration

Section Chief D (concentration Camps)
D1-AZCC141l-Ot-S-

GEH TGB NO 453-44

To the Commandants of Concentration Camps Da,
Sah, Bu, Mau, Slo, Neu, Au

1-11l, Gr-Ro, Natz, Stu, Rav,

Herz, A-Like-Bels, Gruppenl.

D.riga, Gruppenl. D.cracow

(p@lasz@ow).

Applications from Camp Commandants for punishmentidigging in cases of sabotage
by prisoners in the war production industries aczeasing.

| request that in future in all proved
cases of sabotage (a report from the



management must be enclosed), an application feution by hanging should be made.
The execution should take place before the asselnmbéembers of the work detachment
concerned. The reason for the execution is to l#erkaown so as to act as a deterrent.

(signed)

SS Obersturmf@uhrer

In this eerie chancellory, some files discussed l#mgth a prisoner’'s hair should be

before it was considered of economic use for “trenuafiacture of hair-yarn socks for U-

boat crews and hair-felt footwear for the Reichbvay,” while others debated whether

the form registering “death cases” should be filgaight departments or merely covered
by letter and appended to the personnel recordsoas as the index card had been
brought up to date. And here Herr Oskar Schindi€racow came to talk about his little

industrial compound in Zablocie. They appointed sone of middle status to handle
him, a personnel officer of field rank.

Oskar wasn'’t distressed. There were larger empsogérJewish prison labor than he.
There were the megaliths, Krupp, of course, an®.l.Farben. There was the Cable
Works at P@lasz@ow. Walter C. Toebbens, the Waisdwstrialist whom Himmler
had tried to force into the Wehrmacht, was a heaemployer of labor than Herr
Schindler. Then there were the steelworks at StaloMola, the aircraft factories at
Budzyn and Zakopane, the Steyour-Daimler-Puch watkadom.

The personnel officer had the plans of

Emalia on his desk. | hope, he said

curtly, you don’t want to increase the size of yoamp. It would be impossible to do it
without courting a typhus epidemic.

Oskar waved that suggestion aside. He was interastéhe permanence of his labor
force, he said. He had had a talk on that mattetpld the officer, with a friend of his,
Colonel Erich Lange. The name, Oskar could tellamesomething to the SS man. Oskar
produced a letter from the Colonel, and the persboificer sat back reading it. The
office was silent—all you could hear from other mmwas pen-scratch and the whisper
of papers and quiet, earnest talk, as if none keesv that they lay at the core of a
network of screams.

Colonel Lange was a man of

influence, Chief of Staff of the Armaments

Inspectorate at Army Headquarters,

Berlin. Oskar had met him at a party at

General Schindler’'s office in Cracow. They had dikeach other almost at once. It
happened a lot at parties that two people couldesemeach other a certain resistance to
the regime and might retire to a corner to testheather out and perhaps establish
friendship. Erich Lange had been appalled by tloéofst camps of Poland—by the I. G.
Farben works at Buna, for example, where foremeaptad the SS “work tempo” and
made prisoners unload cement on the run; wheredheses of the starved, the broken
were hurled into ditches built for cables and cedertogether with the cables, with
cement. “You are not here to live but to peristcamcrete,” a plant manager had told
newcomers, and Lange had heard the speech arthfefted.



His letter to Oranienburg had been preceded by gomo@e calls, and calls and letter
both promoted the same proposition: Herr Schindiéh his mess kits and his 45mm
antitank shells, is considered by this Inspectoi@ige a major contributor to the struggle
for our national survival. He has built up a stafffskilled specialists, and nothing should
be done to disrupt the work they perform under therr Direktor Schindler's
supervision.

The personnel officer was impressed and said hddnspeak frankly to Herr Schindler.
There were no plans to alter the status or interfeith the population of the camp in
Zablocie. However, the Herr Direktor had to undamdtthat the situation of Jews, even
skilled armaments workers, was always risky. Tdledase of our own SS enterprises.
Ostindustrie, the SS company, employs prisoners peat works, a brush factory and
iron foundry in Lublin, equipment factories in Radoa fur works in Trawniki. But other
branches of the SS shoot the work force continualhd now Osti is for all practical
purposes out of business.

Likewise, at the killing centers, the staff

never retains a sufficient percentage of

prisoners for factory work. This has been a matteifrequent correspondence, but
they're intransigent, those people in the fieldf ‘@urse,” said the personnel officer,
tapping the letter, “I'll do what | can for you.”

“l understand the problem,” said Oskar, lookingatiphe SS man with that radiant smile.

“If there is any way | can express my

gratitude ...."

In the end, Oskar left Oranienburg with at leashe@uarantees about the continuity of
his backyard camp in Cracow.

The manner in which the new status of

P@lasz@ow impinged on lovers was that a properl peparation of the sexes—such as
was provided for in a series of SS Main Office afoBRomics and Administration
memos—was created. The fences between the merssnpand the women’s, the
perimeter fence, the fence around the industrieiosavere all electrified. The voltage,
the spacing of wires, the number of electrifiecustis and insulators were all provided
for by Main Office directives.

Amon and his officers were not slow to notice theciglinary possibilities involved.
Now you could stand people for twenty-four hours éitme between the electrified outer
fence and the inner, neutral, original fence. #ytlstaggered with weariness, they knew
that inches behind their backs ran the hundredgotis. Mundek Korn, for example,
found himself, on returning to camp with a work tgairom which one prisoner was
missing, standing in that narrow gulf for a day anuight.

But perhaps worse than the risk of falling agathst wire was the way the current ran,
from the end of evening roll call to reveille iretmorning, like a moat between man and
woman. Time for contact was now reduced to the tspbase of milling on the
Appellplatz, before the orders for falling into éirwere shouted. Each couple devised a
tune, whistling it among the crowds, straining tokpup the answering refrain amid a
forest of sibilance. Rebecca Tannenbaum also dedtiea code tune. The requirements of



General Pohl's Main SS Office had forced the presenof P@lasz@ow to adopt the
mating stratagems of birds. And by these meansfdimeal romance of Rebecca and
Josef went forward.

Then Josef somehow got a dead woman'’s

dress from the clothing warehouse. Often, aftdr rol

call in the men’s lines, he would go to the

latrines, put on the long gown, and place an

Orthodox bonnet on his hair. Then he would

come out and join the women'’s lines. His

short hair would not have amazed any SS guard,

since most of the women had been shorn because of

lice. So, with 13,000 women prisoners, he

would pass into the women’s compound and spendigie

sitting up in Hut 57 keeping Rebecca

company.

In Rebecca’s barracks, the older women

took Josef at his word. If Josef

required a traditional courtship, they would falta their traditional roles as chaperones.
Josef was therefore a gift to them too, a licensglay their prewar ceremonious selves.
From their four-tiered bunks they looked down oa tivo children until everyone fell
asleep. If any one of them thought, Let’'s not be fiessy in times like these about what
the children get up to in the dead of night, it weser said. In fact, two of the older
women would crowd onto one narrow ledge so thagfJosuld have a bunk of his own.
The discomfort, the smell of the other body, thek of the migration of lice from your
friend to yourself—none of that was as importast,caucial to self-respect as that the
courtship should be fulfilled according to the nermAt the end of winter, Josef, wearing
the armband of the Construction Office, went ot ithe strangely immaculate snow in
the strip between the inner fence and the elestribarrier and, steel measure in hand,
under the eyes of the domed watchtowers, pretetalé@ sizing up no-man’s-land for
some architectural reason.

At the base of the concrete stanchions studded patibelain insulators grew the first
tiny flowers of that year. Flashing his steel rulee picked them and shoved them into
his jacket. He brought the flowers across the caugpJerozolimska Street. He was
passing Amon’s villa, his chest stuffed with blassp when Amon himself appeared
from the front door and advanced, towering, dowa gkeps. Josef Bau stopped. It was
most dangerous to stop, to appear to be in arrestgn in front of Amon. But having
stopped, he seemed frozen there. He feared thahdbd he’'d so energetically and
honestly signed over to the orphan Rebecca wolklylinow become just another of
Amon'’s targets.

But when Amon walked past him, not noticing him nbjecting to his standing there
with an idle ruler in his hands, Josef Bau concatuthet it meant some kind of guarantee.
No one escaped Amon unless it was a sort of destiny

All dolled up in his shooting uniform, Amon had erdgd the camp unexpectedly one day
through the back gate and had found the Warrenhgidpblling in a limousine at the
garage, staring at herself in the rearview mirfdre car windows she’d been assigned to



clean were still smudged. He had killed her fort.tend there was that mother and

daughter Amon had noticed through a kitchen winddley had been peeling potatoes
too slowly. So he’d leaned in on the sill and dhath of them. Yet here at his steps was
something he hated, a stock-still Jewish lover dradtsman, steel ruler dangling in his

hands. And Amon had walked by. Bau felt the urgedwofirm this outrageous good luck

by some emphatic act. Marriage was, of courseiibgt emphatic act of all.

He got back to the Administration Building, climbége stairs to Stern’s office and,
finding Rebecca, asked her to marry him. Urgenahd®ca was pleased and concerned
to notice, had entered the business now.

That evening, in the dead woman'’s dress, he vigiteanother again and the council of
chaperones in Hut 57. They awaited only the arofad rabbi. But if rabbis came, they
remained only a few days on their way to Auschwititlong enough for people
requiring the rites of kiddushin and nissuin toatcthem and ask them, before they
stepped into the furnace, for a final exercisehefrtpriesthood.

Josef married Rebecca on a Sunday night of fieotekin February. There was no rabbi.
Mrs. Bau, Josef’'s mother, officiated. They were diefed Jews, so that they could do
without a ketubbah written in Aramaic. In the wshmkp of Wulkan the jeweler someone
had made up two rings out of a silver spoon Mrau Bad had hidden in the rafters. On
the barracks floor, Rebecca circled Josef seveastiand Josef crushed glass—a spent
light bulb from the Construction Office—beneath hesl.

The couple had been given the top bunk of the fEer.the sake of privacy, it had been
hung with blankets. In darkness Josef and Rebdonaead to it, and all around them the
earthy jokes were running. At weddings in Polangréhwas always a period of truce
when profane love was given its chance to speathelfwedding guests didn’t wish to
voice the traditional double entendres themselttesy could bring in a professional
wedding jester. Women who might in the Twenties @htties have sat up at weddings
making disapproving faces at the risqu‘e hiredgesind the belly-laughing men, only
now and then permitting themselves, as mature wotodre overcome with amusement,
stepped tonight into the place of all the absent dead wedding jesters of southern
Poland.

Josef and Rebecca had not been together moredhanitutes on the upper bunk when
the barracks lights came on. Looking through tteakéts, Josef saw Untersturmf@uhrer
Scheidt patrolling the canyons of bunks. The salddearful sense of destiny overcame
Josef. They'd found he was missing from his b&saof course, and sent one of the
worst of the officers to look for him in his motfehut. Amon had been blinded to him
that day outside the villa only so that Scheidtpwyas quick on the trigger, could come
and kill him on his wedding night!

He knew too that all the women were compromised

--his mother, his bride, the witnesses, the oneg’dvluttered the most exquisitely
embarrassing jokes. He began murmuring apologleaspo be forgiven. Rebecca told
him to be quiet. She took down the screen of blemlét this time of night, she reasoned,
Scheidt wasn’t going to climb to a top bunk unlpssvoked. The women on the lower
bunks were passing their small straw-filled pillows her. Josef might well have
orchestrated the courtship, but he was now thel dbilbe concealed. Rebecca pushed



him hard up into the corner of the bunk and covered with pillows. She watched
Scheidt pass below her, leave the barracks byaitk door. The lights went out. Among
a last spatter of dark, earthy jokes, the Baus nes®red to their privacy.

Within minutes, the sirens began to sound. Evezysat up in the darkness. The noise
meant to Bau that yes, they were determined topstaum this ritual marriage. They had
found his empty bunk over in the men’s quarters\aace now seriously hunting him.

In the dark aisle, the women were milling. Theywnetoo. From the top bunk he could
hear them saying it. His old-fashioned love wouilll them all. The barracks Alteste,

who’d been so decent about the whole thing, woeldhmot first once the lights came on
and they found a bridegroom there in token femadgs.r

Josef Bau grabbed his clothes. He kissed his vaf@upctorily, slid to the floor, and ran
from the hut. In the darkness outside, the waihef sirens pierced him. He ran in dirty
snow, with his jacket and old dress bundled up uhgearmpits. When the lights came
on, he would be seen by the towers. But he haddhgerk idea that he could beat the
lights over the fence, that he could even climbeitween the alternations of its current.
Once back in the men’s camp, he could make up stomg about diarrhea, about having
gone to the latrines and collapsed on the floomdbérought back to consciousness by
the noise of sirens.

But even if electrocuted, he understood as he tgakirhe could not then confess what
woman he was visiting. Racing for the fatal wire,did not understand that there would
have to be a classroomlike scene on the Appell@atzthat Rebecca would be made,
one way or another, to step forward.

In the fence between the men’s and women’s camps@hasz@ow ran nine electrified

strands. Josef Bau launched himself high, so hlilgafeet would find purchase on the

third of the strands and his hands, at the strebegit reach the second from the top. He
imagined himself then as racing over the strands wiratlike quickness. In fact he

landed in the mesh of wire and simply hung theihdught the coldness of the metal in
his hands was the first message of the currenttigue was no current.

There were no lights. Josef Bau, stretched on

the fence, did not speculate on the reason there

wasn’t any voltage. He got to the top and

vaulted into the men’s camp. You're a married

man, he told himself. He slid into the

latrines by the washhouses. “A frightful

diarrhea. Herr Oberscharf@uhrer.”

He stood gasping in the stench. Amon’s blindnesshenday of the flowers ... the
consummation, waited forwith an untoward patieage interrupted ... Scheidt and the
sirens ... a problem with the lights and the wir¢aggering and gagging, he wondered if
he could support the ambiguity of his life. Likéhers, he wanted a more definite rescue.
He wandered out to be one of the last to join thesl in front of his hut. He was
trembling, but sure the Alteste would cover uption. “Yes, Herr Untersturmf@ubhrer, |
gave H@aftling Bau permission to visit the latrirfies



They weren’t looking for him at all. They were long for three young Zionists who'd
escaped in a truckload of product from the uphpojsteorks, where they made
Wehrmacht mattresses out of sea grass.



CHAPTER 27

On April 28, 1944, Oskar—by looking sideways at &éifi in a mirror—was able to tell
that his waist had thickened for his thirty-sixthitiday. But at least today, when he
embraced the girls, no one bothered to denounce Ay informer among the German
technicians must have been demoralized, since $hieafl let Oskar out of Pomorska and
Montelupich, both of them centers supposed imprielgna influence.

To mark the day, Emilie sent the usual greetingsmfiCzechoslovakia, and Ingrid and
Klonowska gave him gifts. His domestic arrangemdéatsd scarcely changed in the four
and a half years he had spent in Cracow. Ingrid stds a consort, Klonowska a
girlfriend, Emilie an understandably absent wifehatever grievances and bewilderment
each suffered goes unrecorded, but it would becobweous in this, his thirty-seventh,
year that some coolness had entered his relatigthsingrid; that Klonowska, always a
loyal friend, was content with a merely sporadadon; and that Emilie still considered
their marriage indissoluble. For the moment, thayegtheir presents and kept their
counsel.

Others took a hand in the celebration. Amon peeaitienry Rosner to bring his violin
to Lipowa Street in the evening under the guardhef best baritone in the Ukrainian
garrison.

Amon was, at this stage, very pleased with his@sagon with Schindler. In return for
his continuing support for the Emalia camp, Amonl loae day recently requested and
got the permanent use of Oskar's Mercedes—notallbgy Oskar had bought from John
for a day, but the most elegant car in the Emaiage.

The recital took place in Oskar’s

office. No one attended except

Oskar. It was as if he were tired of company.
When the Ukrainian went to the lavatory, Oskar
revealed his depression to Henry. He was upset
about the war news. His birthday had come in a
hiatus. The Russian armies had halted behind
the Pripet Marshes in Belorussia and in

front of Lw@ow. Oskar’s fears puzzled

Henry. Doesn’t he understand, he wondered, thideifRussians aren’t held off, it's the
end of his operation here?

“I've often asked Amon to let you come here pernmaiyeg’ Oskar told Rosner. “You and
your wife and child. He won'’t hear of it. He appeges you too much. But eventually ...”
Henry was grateful. But he felt he had to point thait his family might be as safe as any
in P@lasz@ow. His sister-in-law, for example, hadrbdiscovered by Goeth smoking at
work, and he had ordered her execution. But ortteNCO’S had begged to put before
the Herr Commandant’s notice the fact that this womwas Mrs. Rosner, wife of Rosner
the accordionist. “Oh,” Amon had said, pardoning. f&ell, remember, girl, 1 won’t
have smoking on the job.”

Henry told Oskar that night that it had been thigwule of Amon’s—that the Rosners
were immune because of their musical talent—whiatl persuaded him and Manci to
bring their eight-year-old son, Olek, into the carile had been hiding with friends in



Cracow, but that was becoming a less and less esdmiginess every day. Once inside,
Olek could blend into that small crowd of childranany unregistered in the prison
records, whose presence in P@Ilasz@ow was connivieg prisoners and tolerated by
some of the junior camp officials. Getting Olekarthe place, however, had been the
risky part.

Poldek Pfefferberg, who'd had to drive a truck tavh to pick up toolboxes, had
smuggled the boy in. The Ukrainians had nearlyalisced him at the gate, while he was
still an outsider and living in contravention of eey racial statute of the Reich
Government General. His feet had burst out of the ef the box that lay between
Pfefferberg’s ankles. “Mr. Pfefferberg, Mr. Pfetierg,” Poldek had heard while the
Ukrainians searched the back of the truck. “Myt e sticking out.”

Henry could laugh at that now, though warily, sitivere were still rivers to be crossed.
But Schindler reacted dramatically, with a gestina seemed to grow from the slightly
alcoholic melancholy which had beset him on thisrewg of his birthday. He lifted his
office chair by its back and raised it to the paittof the F@uhrer. It seemed for a second
that he was about to lash into the icon. But hensgyain on his heel, lowered the chair
deliberately until its four legs hung equidistararh the floor, and rammed them into the
carpet, shaking the wall. Then he said, “Theyuening bodies out there, aren’t they?”

Henry grimaced as if the stench were in the room.
“They've started,” he admitted.

Now that P@lasz@ow was—in the language

of the bureaucrats—a Concentration Camp, its
inmates found that it was safer to encounter Anitre.
chiefs in Oranienburg did not permit summary
execution. The days when slow potato-peelers

could be expunged on the spot were gone. They could
now be destroyed only by due process. There had

to be a hearing, a record sent in triplicate

to Oranienburg. The sentence had to be confirméd no
only by General Gl@ucks’s office but also

by General Pohl's Department W (economic
Enterprises). For if a commandant killed

essential workers, Department W could find itself

hit with claims for compensation. Allach-Munich,

Ltd., for example, porcelain

manufacturers using slave labor from Dachau,

had recently filed a claim for 31,800

RM. because “as a result of the typhoid

epidemic which broke out in January 1943, we

had no prison labor at our disposal from

January 26, 1943, until March 3,

1943. In our opinion we are entitled

to compensation under Clause 2 of the Businesseg@usation Settlement Fund ...”

Department W was all the more liable for compensaii the loss of skilled labor arose
from the zeal of a trigger-happy SS officer.



So, to avoid the paperwork and the departmentalptioations, Amon held his hand on
most days.

The people who appeared within his range in themg@and

early summer of ‘44 somehow understood it was

safer, though they knew nothing of Department W and

Generals Pohl and Gl@ucks. It was to them a

remission as mysterious as Amon’s

madness itself.

Yet, as Oskar had mentioned to Henry

Rosner, they were now burning bodies at P@lasz@wowreparation for the Russian

offensive, the SS was abolishing its institutionsthe East. Treblinka, Sobibor, and
Bel@zec had been evacuated the previous autumnNEaifflen SS who had run them had
been ordered to dynamite the chambers and the twemato leave no recognizable

trace, and had then been posted to Italy to figitigans. The immense complex at
Auschwitz, in its safe ground in Upper Silesia, Wocomplete the great task in the East,
and once that was concluded, the crematoria woeldglbwed under the earth. For

without the evidence of the crematoria, the deaddcoffer no witness, were a whisper
behind the wind, an inconsequential dust on therasgaves.

P@lasz@ow was not as simple a case, for its dea@varywhere around it. In the
enthusiasm of the spring of 1943, bodies—notably blodies of those killed in the
ghetto’s last two days— were thrown randomly intass graves in the woods. Now
Department D charged Amon with finding them all.

Estimates of the numbers of bodies vary widelyighopublications, based on the work
of the Main Commission for the Investigation of N&imes in Poland and on other
sources, claim that 150,000 prisoners, many of tlerransit to other places, went
through P@lasz@ow and its five subcamps. Of thiégePoles believe that 80,000 died
there, mainly in mass executions inside Chujowa @&@or else in epidemics.

These figures baffle the surviving

P@lasz@ow inmates who remember the fearsome wobkimiing the dead. They say
the number they exhumed was somewhere between &00010,000--1 multitude
frightful in itself and which they have no desiceedxaggerate. The distance between the
two estimates looks narrower when it is remembéhedl executions of Poles, Gypsies,
and Jews would continue at Chujowa G@orka andhargioints around P@lasz@ow
throughout most of that year, and that the SS tkéras took up the practice of burning
bodies immediately after mass killings in the Aistrhill fort. Besides, Amon would not
succeed in his intention of removing all bodiesrirthe woods. Some thousands more
would be found in postwar exhumations, and todaythee suburbs of Cracow close
P@lasz@ow in, bones are still discovered duringdibging of foundations. Oskar saw
the line of pyres on the ridge above the workstahpsng a visit just before his birthday.
When he came back a week later, the activity hatkased. The bodies were dug up by
male prisoners who worked masked and gagging. l@&keéts and barrows and litters the
dead were brought to the burning site and laidognflames. So the pyre was built, layer
by layer, and when it reached the height of a mah@ulder, was doused in fuel and lit.
Pfefferberg was horrified to see the temporary tiife flames gave to the dead, the way
the corpses sat forward, throwing the burning lagsy, their limbs reaching, their



mouths opening for a last cry. A young SS man ftbendelousing station ran among the
pyres waving a pistol and roaring frenetic orderbe dust of the dead fell in hair and on
the clothing hung in the back gardens of juniorceffs’ villas. Oskar was bemused to see
the way the personnel took the smoke as if theigthe air were some sort of honest and
inevitable industrial fallout. And through the fogsmon went riding with Majola, both
of them calm in the saddle. Leo John took his tergigar-old son off to catch tadpoles in
the marshy ground in the wood. The flames and teech did not distract them from
their daily lives.

Oskar, leaning back in the driver’'s seat of his

BMW, the windows up and a handkerchief clamped

over his mouth and nose, thought how they mustubeitig

the Spiras with all the rest. He’d been astounded

when they’d executed all the ghetto policemen and

their families last Christmas, as soon as

Symche Spira had finished directing the

dismantling of the ghetto. They had brought themaaid their wives and children, up

here on a gray afternoon and shot them as thestoidvanished. They'd shot the most
faithful (spira and Zellinger) as well as the mgeidging. Spira and bashful Mrs. Spira
and the ungifted Spira children whom Pfefferberd patiently tutored—they’d all stood

naked within a circle of rifles, shivering agaimstch other’s flanks, Spira’s Napoleonic
OD uniform now just a heap of clothing for recydijrflung down at the fort entrance.

And Spira still assuring everyone that it could happen.

That execution had shocked Oskar because it shomatdthere was no obedience or
obeisance a Jew could make to guarantee surviva.ndw they were burning the Spiras
as anonymously, as ungratefully, as they had egdctitem. Even the Gutters! It had
happened after a dinner at Amon’s the year befos&kar had gone home early, but later
heard what had happened after he left. John anddielhad started in on Bosch. They
thought he was squeamish. He’d made a fuss abing beveteran of the trenches. But
they had not seen him perform any executions.

They kept it going for hours—the joke of the eveninin the end, Bosch had ordered
David Gutter and his son roused in their barracks Blrs. Gutter and the Gutter girl
fetched from theirs.

Again, it was a matter of faithful servants.

David Gutter had been the last president of the

Judenrat and had cooperated in everything—had

never gone to Pomorska Street and tried to start

any argument over the scope of the SS

Aktions or the size of transports sent

to Bel@zec. Gutter had signed everything and thbegéry demand reasonable. Besides
that, Bosch had used Gutter as an agent insideatsile P@lasz@ow, sending him up
to Cracow with truckloads of newly upholstered fture or pocketfuls of jewelry to sell
on the black market. And Gutter had done it becdnesevas a scoundrel anyhow, but
mainly because he believed it would make his wifé ehildren immune. At two o’clock
that polar morning, a Jewish policeman, Zauderiemd of Pfefferberg’s and of Stern’s,
later to be shot by Pilarzik during one of thatia®f's drunken rampages, but on duty at



the women’s gate that night, heard it—Bosch ordgtime Gutters into position in a
depression in the ground near the women’s camp children pleading, but David and
Mrs. Gutter taking it calmly, knowing there was amogument. And now as Oskar
watched, all of that evidence—the Gutters, the&pithe rebels, the priests, the children,
the pretty girls found on Aryan papers—all of it sveeturning to that mad hill to be
obliterated in case the Russians came to P@lasz&@owmade too much of it. Care,
said Oranienburg in a letter to Amon, is to be taw@h the future disposal of all bodies,
and for that purpose they were sending a represanta a Hamburg engineering firm to
survey the site for crematoria. In the meantime, dead were to be kept, awaiting
retrieval, at well-marked burial sites.

When, on that second visit, Oskar saw the exterheffires on Chujowa G@orka, his
first impulse was to stay in the car, that sanen@ar mechanism, and drive home.
Instead he went calling on friends of his in theksbop, and then visited Stern’s office.
He thought that with all that grit falling on thenslows, it wasn’t out of the question that
people inside P@lasz@ow would consider suicide. etwas the one who seemed
depressed. He didn’t ask any of his usual questsunsh as “All right, Herr Stern, if God

made man in His image, which race is most like Himma Pole more like Him than a
Czech?” There was none of that whimsy today. Insteagrowled, “What does everyone
think?” Stern told him that the prisoners were lésoners. They did their work and
hoped for survival.

“I'm going to get you out,” Oskar grunted
all at once. He put a balled fist on the
desk. “I'm going to get you all out.”
“All?” asked Stern. He couldn’t help
himself. Such massive Biblical rescues
didn’t suit the era.

“You, anyhow,” said Oskar. “Y.”



CHAPTER 28

In Amon’s office in the Administration

Building there were two typists. One was a youngn@® woman, a Frau Kochmann;
the other, a studious young prisoner, Mietek Pem@amper would one day become
secretary to Oskar, but in the summer of ‘44 hekedmwith Amon, and like anyone else
in that situation was not too sanguine about h&chs.

He first came into close contact with Amon as aectdlly as had Helen Hirsch, the
maid. Pemper was summoned to Amon’s office aftenreone had recommended him to
the Commandant. The young prisoner was a studeatadunting, a touch typist, and
could take dictation in both Polish and German ttaod. His powers of memory were
said to be a byword. So, a prisoner of his skiflsmper found himself in P@lasz@ow’s
main office with Amon, and would also sometimesetdictation from Amon at the villa.

The irony was that Pemper’'s photographic memorylavan the end, more than the
memory of any other prisoner, bring about the hag@f Amon in Cracow. But Pemper
did not believe such an era would come. In 1944¢ifl had to guess who’'d be the most
likely victim of his near-perfect recall, he wolidve had to say Mietek Pemper himself.

Pemper was meant to be the backup typist. For d@emtial documents, Amon was to use
Frau Kochmann, a woman not nearly as competent iatelMand slow at dictation.
Sometimes Amon would break the rule and let yousgnber take confidential dictation.
And Mietek, even while he sat across Amon’s desk whe pad on his knee, could not
stop contradictory suspicions from distracting hifine first was that all these inside
reports and memoranda, whose details he was megawould make him a prime witness
on the remote day when he and Amon stood befordbantl. The other suspicion was
that Amon would, in the end, have to erase himraslater would a classified tape.

Nonetheless, Mietek prepared each morning not tidyown sets of typing paper,
carbons, and duplicates, but a dozen for the Gemivan After the girl had done her
typing, Pemper would pretend to destroy the carpbosin fact would keep and read
them. He kept no written records, but he had hedréputation for memory since school
days. He knew that if that tribunal ever met, ifarel Amon sat in the body of the court,
he would astound the Commandant with the precigaglaf his evidence.

Pemper saw some astonishing classified documemtge&td, for example, memoranda
on the flogging of women. Camp commanders wereetceminded that it should be done
to maximum effect. It was demeaning to involve S8spnnel, and therefore Czech
women were to be flogged by Slovak women, Slovak<bechs. Russians and Poles
were to be bracketed for the same purposes.

Commandants were to use their imagination in eXplpiother national and cultural
differences.

Another bulletin reminded them that they did notdhim their own persons the right to
impose the death sentence. Commandants could adairiaation by telegram or letter
to the Reich Security Main Office. Amon had donés tim the spring with two Jews
who'd escaped from the subcamp at Wieliczka andmviie proposed to hang. A
telegram of permission had returned from Berligned, Pemper noticed, by Dr.

Ernst Kaltenbrunner, Chief of the Reich



Security Main Office.
Now, in April, Pemper read a memorandum from Geathdaurer, the Labor Allocation
Chief of General Gl@ucks’s Section D.

Maurer wanted Amon to tell him how many Hungariaoesild be held temporarily at
P@lasz@ow. They were meant ultimately to go toGeeman Armament Works, DAW,
which was a subsidiary of Krupp making artilleryefifuses in the enormous complex at
Auschwitz. Given that Hungary had only recentlyeetaken over as a German
Protectorate, these Hungarian Jews and dissidegrts i a better state of health than
those who had had years of ghettoization and ptisanThey were therefore a windfall
for the factories of Auschwitz.

Unfortunately, accommodation at DAW was not yetdsedor them, and if the
commandant of P@lasz@ow would take up to 7,000dipgrthe proper arrangements,
Section D would be extremely grateful.

Goeth’s answer, either seen or typed by Pemper, thais P@lasz@ow was up to
capacity and that there was no building spaceimsitle the electric fences. However,
Amon could accept up to 10,000 transit prisone(a)ifhe were permitted to liquidate the
unproductive element inside the camp; and (b) he wethe same time to impose double
bunking. Maurer wrote in reply that double bunkicmuld not be permitted in summer
for fear of typhus, and that ideally, accordingth® regulations, there should be a
minimum 3 cubic meters of air per person.

But he was willing to authorize Goeth to undertake

the first option. Section D would advise

Auschwitz-Birkenau—or at least, the

extermination wing of that great enterprise—to eteshipment of reject prisoners from
P@lasz@ow. At the same time, Ostbahn transportdvoelarranged with cattle cars, of
course, run up the spur from the main line to theg/\gate of P@lasz@ow.

Amon therefore had to conduct a sorting-out progeside his camp.

With the blessing of Maurer and Section D, he wadanl@ day abolish as many lives as
Oskar Schindler was, by wit and reckless spendciagporing in Emalia. Amon named
his selection session Die Gesundheitaktion, thdthléation.

He managed it as one would manage a country
fair. When it began, on the morning of Sunday,
May 7, the Appellplatz was hung with

banners: “FOR EVERY PRISONER,
APPROPRIATE WORK!” Loudspeakers played
ballads and Strauss and love songs. Beneath them
was set a table where Dr. Blancke, the SS
physician, sat with Dr. Leon Gross and a

number of clerks. Blancke’s concept of

“health” was as eccentric as that of any doctor in
the SS. He had rid the prison clinic of the
chronically ill by injecting benzine into their
bloodstreams. These injections could not by anyone’



definition be called mercy killings. The patient

was seized by convulsions which ended in a cho#teagh after

a quarter of an hour. Marek Biberstein, once

president of the Judenrat and now, after his

two-year imprisonment in Montelupich

Street, a citizen of P@lasz@ow, had

suffered heart failure and been brought to the keastube. Before Blancke could get to
him with a benzine syringe, Dr. Idek Schindel, enof that Genia whose distant figure
had galvanized Schindler two years before, had ctmBiberstein’s bedside with a

number of colleagues. One had injected a more fkdnse of cyanide.

Today, flanked by the filing cabinets of the enfwéson population, Blancke would deal
with the prisoners a barracks at a time, and wieefiriished with one battery of cards it
would be taken away and replaced by the next.

As they reached the Appellplatz, prisoners werd tolstrip. They were lined up naked
and run back and forth in front of the doctors.r8lee and Leon Gross, the collaborating
Jewish physician, would make notations on the gaoihjt at this prisoner, call on that
one to verify his name. Back the prisoners would the physicians looking for signs of
disease or muscular weakness. It was an odd andlidqimg exercise. Men with
dislocated backs (pfefferberg, for example, whoaekbHujar had thrown out with the
blow of a whip handle); women with chronic diarrhead cabbage rubbed into their
cheeks to give them color—all of them running floeit lives and understanding that it
was so. Young Mrs. Kinstlinger, who'd sprinted Rwland at the Berlin Olympics, knew
that all that had been just a game. This was the ¢ontest. With your stomach turning
and your breath thin, you ran—beneath the throtheflying music—for your golden
life. No prisoner found out the results until fiedowing Sunday when, under the same
banners and band music, the mass of inmates was aggembled. As names were read
out and the rejects of the Gesundheitaktion weneinea to the eastern end of the square,
there were cries of outrage and bewilderment. Aimaa expected a riot and had sought
the help of the Wehrmacht garrison of Cracow, wigoenon standby in case of a prisoner
uprising. Nearly 300 children had been discoveradng the inspection the previous
Sunday, and as they were now dragged away, thegtsaand wailings of parents were so
loud that most of the garrison, together with SiguRolice detachments called in from
Cracow, had to be thrown into the cordon separdtiegtwo groups. This confrontation
lasted for hours, the guards forcing back surgegeaiented parents and telling the usual
lies to those who had relatives among the rej@dtghing had been announced, but
everyone knew that those down there had failedegbeand had no future. Blurred by
waltzes and comic songs from the loudspeakerdjabla babel of messages was shouted
from one group to the other. Henry Rosner, himselforment, his son, Olek, in fact
hidden somewhere in the camp, had the bizarre exmer of facing a young SS man
who, with tears in his eyes, denounced what wagdr@pg and made a pledge to
volunteer for the Eastern Front. But officers sleduthat unless people showed a little
discipline, they would order their men to open.filerhaps Amon hoped that a justifiable
outbreak of shooting would further reduce the onescling.

At the end of the process, 1,400 adults and 26@reim stood, hedged in by weapons, at
the eastern rim of the Appellplatz, ready for fslsipment to Auschwitz. Pemper would



see and memorize the figures, which Amon would iclemsdisappointing. Though it was
not the number for which Amon had hoped, it wouldate immediate room for a large
temporary intake of Hungarians.

In Dr. Blancke’s card-file system, the childrenR@lasz@ow had not been as precisely
registered as the adults. Many of them chose todspeth these Sundays in hiding, both
they and their parents knowing instinctively tHait age and the absence of their names
and other details from the camp’s documentationlevowake them obvious targets of the
selection process.

Olek Rosner hid in the ceiling of a hut on

the second Sunday. There were two other childrém fvm

all day above the rafters, and all day they kept

the discipline of silence, all day held their

bladders among the lice and the little packages of

prisoners’ belongings and the rooftop rats. For the

children knew as well as any adult that the SSthad

Ukrainians were wary of the spaces above the

ceiling. They believed them typhus-ridden, and had

been informed by Dr. Blancke that it took but a

fragment of louse feces in a crack in your skin

to bring on epidemic typhus. Some of

P@lasz@ow’s children had been housed for months

near the men’s prison in the hut marked

ACHTUNG TYPHUS.

This Sunday, for Olek Rosner, Amon’s

health Aktion was far more perilous than typhuskimeglice. Other children, some of the
268 separated out of the mass that day, had inblegtin the Aktion in hiding. Each

P@lasz@ow child, with that same toughness of nhad,chosen a favorite hiding place.
Some favored depressions beneath huts, some thdrjfausome a shed behind the
garage. Many of these hideouts had been discowtieer this Sunday or last, and no
longer offered refuge.

A further group had been brought without suspictonthe Appellplatz. There were
parents who knew this or that NCO. It was as Hinmrhéel once complained, for even SS
Oberscharf@uhrers who did not flinch in the acexécution had their favorites, as if the
place were a school playground. If there was atoureabout the children, some parents
thought, you could appeal to an SS man who knew you

The previous Sunday a thirteen-year-old orphanghbbe’d be safe because he had, at
other roll calls, passed for a young man. But nakedwasn't able to argue away the

childlikeness of his body. He had been told to sirasd been marked down for the

children’s group.

Now, as parents at the other end of the
Appellplatz cried out for their rounded-up childramnd
while the loudspeakers brayed forth a sentimental
song called “Mammi, kauf mir

ein Pferdchen” (mummy, buy me a



pony), the boy simply passed from one group to l@mtmoved with that infallible
instinct which had once characterized the movenoérnithe red-capped child in Plac
Zgody. And as with Redcap, no one had seen hinstbled, a plausible adult among the
others, as the hateful music roared and his heaght to beat its way through his rib
cage. Then, faking the cramps of diarrhea, he aslgdard to let him go to the latrine.

The long latrines lay beyond the men’s camp, angiag there the boy stepped over the
plank on which men sat while defecating. An armhesitside of the pit, he lowered

himself, trying to find knee- and toeholds in eithwall. The stench blinded him, and flies
invaded his mouth and ears and nostrils. As heredhtihe larger foulness and touched
the bottom of the pit, he seemed to hear what heveel to be a hallucinatory murmur of

voices behind the rage of flies. were they behiod?ysaid one voice. And another said,
Dammit, this is our place!

There were ten children in there with him. Amoreport made use of the compound
word Sonderbehandlung—Special Treatment.

It was a term that would become famous in latersjelaut this was the first time that
Pemper had come across it. Of course, it had aigedaven medical ring, but Mietek
could tell by now that medicine was not involved.

A telegram Amon dictated that morning to be trarisdito Auschwitz gave more than a
hint of its meaning. Amon explained that to makeape more difficult he had insisted
that those selected for Special Treatment showg dny remnants of civilian clothing
they still possessed at the rail siding and shpuldon striped prison clothes there. Since
a great shortage of such garments prevailed, thpestin which the P@lasz@ow
candidates for Special Treatment turned up at Augzhshould be sent back at once to
Concentration Camp P@lasz@ow for reuse.

And all the children left in P@lasz@ow, of whom tpreatest number were those who
shared the latrine with the tall orphan, hid outnopersonated adults until later searches
discovered them and took them to the Ostbahn fistbw day’s journey 60 kilometers
to Auschwitz. The cattle cars were used that wathabugh high summer, taking troops
and supplies east to the stalemated lines near w@&ual, on the return trip, wasting
time at sidings while SS doctors watched ceaséless of the naked run before them.



CHAPTER 29

Oskar, sitting in Amon’s office, the windows flurmgpen to a breathless summer’s day,
had the impression from the start that this meetvwag a fake. Perhaps Madritsch and
Bosch felt the same, for their gaze kept driftingagt from Amon toward the limestone
trolleys outside the window, toward any passingkrar wagon.

Only Untersturmf@uhrer Leo John,

who took notes, felt the need to sit up

straight and keep his top button done up. Amondeasttribed it as a security conference.
Though the Front had now been stabilized, he shedadvance of the Russian center to
the suburbs of Warsaw had encouraged partisanitgcadl over the Government
General. Jews who heard of it were encouragedd¢mat escapes. They did not know, of
course, Amon pointed out, that they were bettebeffind the wire than exposed to those
Jew-killers among the Polish partisans. In any casgeryone had to beware of partisan
attack from outside and, worst of all, of collusimetween the partisans and the prisoners.

Oskar tried to imagine the partisans invading P@@®@ow, letting all the Poles and Jews
pour out, making of them an instant army. It watagdream, and who could believe it?
But there was Amon, straining to convince thentlat he believed it. It had a purpose,
this little act. Oskar was sure of that.

Bosch said, “If the partisans are coming out toryglace, Amon, | hope it's not a night
when I've been invited.”

“Amen, amen,” murmured Schindler.

After the meeting, whatever it meant, Oskar tookofnto his car, parked outside the
Administration Building. He opened the trunk. bhesilay a richly tooled saddle worked
with designs characteristic of the Zakopane reg@mothe mountains south of Cracow. It
was necessary for Oskar to keep priming Amon witthsgifts even now that payment
for the forced labor of DEF no longer went anywheear Hauptsturmf@uhrer Goeth
but, instead, was sent directly to the Cracow aegmesentative of General Pohl's
Oranienburg headquarters.

Oskar offered to drive both Amon and his saddlemtmwthe Commandant’s villa.

On such a blistering day, some of the trolley-pusheere showing a little less than the
required zeal. But the saddle had mollified Among an any case, it was no longer
permitted for him to jump from a car and shoot peagown in their tracks. The car
rolled past the garrison barracks and came to iiagswhere a string of cattle cars
stood. Oskar could tell, by the haze hanging abibve cars and blending withand
wavering in the heat rebounding from the roofst tiney were full. Even above the
sound of the engine, you could hear the mourniognfinside, the pleas for water.

Oskar braked his car and listened. This was

permitted him, in view of the splendid

multiz@loty saddle in the trunk. Amon

smiled indulgently at his sentimental friend. Theypartly P@lasz@ow people, said
Amon, and people from the work camp at Szebnie. Awes and Jews from
Montelupich. They're going to Mauthausen, Amon saihimsically. They're
complaining now? They don’t know what complaint is.



The roofs of the cars were bronzed with heat. Yavemo objection, said Oskar, if | call
out your fire brigade?

Amon gave a What-will-you-think-of-next? sort @ulgh. He implied that he wouldn’t
let anyone else summon the firemen, but he’'d ttde@skar because Oskar was such a
character and the whole business would make a diooér-party anecdote.

But as Oskar sent Ukrainian guards to ring the toelithe Jewish firemen, Amon was
bemused.

He knew that Oskar knew what Mauthausen

meant. If you hosed the cars for people, you weaking
them promises about a future. And would not such
promises constitute, in anyone’s code, a

true cruelty? So disbelief mingled with

tolerant amusement in Amon as the hoses were

run out and jets of water fell hissing on the

scalding cartops. Neuschel also came down from
the office to shake his head and smile as the peopl
inside the cars moaned and roared with

gratitude. Gr@un, Amon’s bodyguard,

stood chatting with Untersturmf@uhrer John

and clapped his side and hooted as the water rained
down. Even at full extension the hoses reached

only halfway down the line of cars. Next,

Oskar was asking Amon for the loan of a truck or
wagon andofa few Ukrainians to drive

into Zablocie and fetch the fire hoses from

DEF. They were 200-meter hoses, Oskar

said. Amon, for some reason, found that
sidesplitting. “Of course I'll authorize

a truck,” said Amon. Amon was willing to do anytgifor the sake of the comedy of life.

Oskar gave the Ukrainians a note for

Bankier and Garde. While they were gone, Amon
was so willing to enter the spirit of the eventttha
permitted the doors of the cars to be opened and
buckets of water to be passed in and the dead, with
their pink, swollen faces, to be lifted out. And

still, all around the railway siding stood amused

SS officers and NCO'’S. “What does he

think he’s saving them from?”

When the large hoses from DEF arrived and all #re bad been drenched, the joke took
on new dimensions. Oskar, in his note to Bankiad imstructed that the manager also go
into Oskar’s own apartment and fill a hamper wiidubr and cigarettes, some good
cheeses and sausages, and so on. Oskar now hhedethiper to the NCO at the rear of
the train. It was an open transaction, and the seamed a little embarrassed at the



largesse, shoving it quickly into the rear van iamse one of the officers of KL
P@lasz@ow reported him. Yet Oskar seemed to beuch surious favor with the
Commandant that the NCO listened to him respegtftdWhen you stop near stations,”
said Oskar, “will you open the car doors?”

Years later, two survivors of the

transport, Doctors Rubinstein and

Feldstein, would let Oskar know that the NCO had

frequently ordered the doors opened and the water

buckets regularly filled on the tedious

journey to Mauthausen. For most of the

transport, of course, that was no more than a cdrbé&fore dying.

As Oskar moves along the string of cars, accompdmyehe laughter of the SS, bringing
a mercy which is in large part futile, it can beersehat he’'s not so much reckless
anymore but possessed. Even Amon can tell thafribisd has shifted into a new gear.
All this frenzy about getting the hoses as farhasfarthest car, then bribing an SS man in
full view of the SS personnel—it would take jusihaft in degree or so in the laughter of
Scheidt or John or Hujar to bring about a mass deation of Oskar, a piece of
information the Gestapo could not ignore. And ti@skar would go into Montelupich
and, in view of previous racial charges against, lprobably on to Auschwitz. So Amon
was horrified by the way Oskar insisted on treatihngse dead as if they were poor
relations traveling third class but bound for algea destination.

Some time after two, a locomotive hauled the whmigerable string of cattle cars away
toward the main line, and all the hoses could ag@nwvound up. Schindler delivered
Amon and his saddle to the Goeth villa. Amon cadd that Oskar was still preoccupied
and, for the first time in their association, géne friend some advice about living. You
have to relax, said Amon. You can’t go running raftgery trainload that leaves this
place.

Adam Garde, engineer and prisoner of Emalia, a$os/mptoms of this shift in Oskar.
On the night of July 20, an SS man had come intal&s barracks and roused him. The
Herr Direktor had called the guardhouse and saihf necessary to see engineer Garde,
professionally, in his office.

Garde found Oskar listening to the radio, his flushed, a bottle and two glasses in
front of him on the table. Behind the desk thesgsdeas a relief map of Europe. It had
never been there in the days of German expansisinQbkar seemed to take a sharp
interest in the shrinkage of the German Fronts.igidnhe had the radio tuned to the
Deutschlandsender, not—as was usually the caseretBBC. Inspirational music was

being played, as it often was as prelude to impbdanouncements.

Oskar seemed to be listening avidly. When Gardeecarnhe stood up and hustled the
young engineer to a seat. He poured cognac ancgassurriedly across the desk.
“There’s been an attempt on Hitler’s life,” saidkas

It had been announced earlier in the evening, &edstory then was that Hitler had
survived. They'd promised that he would soon beakimg to the German people. But it



hadn’t happened. Hours had passed and they hagkrt &ble to produce him. And they
kept playing a lot of Beethoven, the way they hdmStalingrad fell.

Oskar and Garde sat together for hours. A seditvesit, a Jew and a German listening
together—all night if necessary—to discover if th@uhrer had died. Adam Garde, of

course, suffered that same breathless surge of k#paoticed that Oskar kept gesturing

limply, as if the possibility that the Leader wasad had unstrung his muscles. He drank
devoutly and urged Garde to drink up. If it wasefreaid Oskar, then Germans, ordinary
Germans like himself, could begin to redeem thewesel

Purely because someone close to Hitler had had the
guts to remove him from the earth. It's the enthef
SS, said Oskar. Himmler will be in jail

by morning.

Oskar blew clouds of smoke. Oh, my

God, he said, the relief to see the end of thitegys

The 10 P.m. news brought only the earlier statemEmre had been an attempt on the
F@uhrer’s life but it had failed and the F@uhreuldaoe broadcasting in a few minutes.
When, as the hour passed, Hitler did not speakaCskned to a fantasy which would be
popular with many Germans as the war drew to aectt8ur troubles are over,” he said.

“The world’s sane again. Germany can ally itseliwthe West against the Russians.”

Garde’s hopes were more modest. At worst, he hégreal ghetto which was a ghetto in
the old Franz Josef sense.

And as they drank and the music played, it seemetemand more reasonable that
Europe would yield them that night the death witaits sanity. They were citizens of the
continent again; they were not the prisoner andHise Direktor. The radio’s promises to
produce a message from the F@uhrer recurred, aexy évne, Oskar laughed with
increasing point.

Midnight came and they paid no attention anymoréht promises. Their very breath
was lighter in this new post-F@uhrer Cracow.

By morning, they surmised, there would be dancmemery

square, and it would go unpunished. The

Wehrmacht would arrest Frank in the Wawel

and encircle the SS complex in

Pomorska Street.

A little before 1 A.m., Hitler was heard

broadcasting from Rastenberg. Oskar had been sonoea that that voice was a voice
he would never need to hear again that for a fesers#s he did not recognize the sound,
in spite of its familiarity, thinking it just ano#n temporizing Party spokesman. But
Garde heard the speech from its first word, andvkwhose voice it was. “My German
comrades!” it began. “If | speak to you today,siffirst in order that you should hear my
voice and should know that | am unhurt and weld,a®cond, that you should know of a
crime unparalleled in German history.”

The speech ended four minutes later with a
reference to the conspirators. “This time we shall



settle accounts with them in the manner to whichiNagonal Socialists are accustomed.”

Adam Garde had never quite bought the fantasy Gskéibeen pushing all evening. For
Hitler was more than a man: he was a system withfiGations. Even if he died, it was
no guarantee the system would alter its charaBesides, it was not in the nature of a
phenomenon such as Hitler to perish in the spacg sihgle evening. But Oskar had
been believing in the death with a feverish conercfor hours now, and when it turned
out to be an illusion, it was young Garde who folndself cast as the comforter, while
Oskar spoke with an almost operatic grief. “All ausion of deliverance is futile,” he
said. He poured another glass of cognac each, ghehed the bottle across the desk,
opening his cigarette box. “Take the cognac andesoigarettes and get some sleep,” he
said. “We’ll have to wait a little longer for oureledom.”

In the confusion of the cognac, of the news antdisa§udden reversal in the small hours,
Garde did not think it strange that Oskar was tajlabout “our freedom,” as if they had
an equivalent need, were both prisoners who haalaib passively to be liberated. But

back in his bunk Garde thought, It's amazing thatrHDirektor should have talked like

that, like someone easily given to fantasies ateldf depression. Usually, he was so
pragmatic.

Pomorska Street and the camps around Cracow cravilledumors that late summer, of
some imminent rearrangement of prisoners.

The rumors troubled Oskar in Zablocie, and at P@dasv, Amon got unofficial word
that the camps would be disbanded.

In fact that meeting about security had to do nith w

saving P@lasz@ow from partisans, but with the cgmin

closure of the camp. Amon had called

Madritsch and Oskar and Bosch out

to P@lasz@ow and held the meeting just to give dlingotective coloration. It then
became plausible for him to drive into Cracow aall an Wilhelm Koppe, the new SS
police chief of the Government General. Amon sattlom far side of Koppe’s desk
wearing a fake frown, cracking his knuckles as ribnf the stress of a besieged
P@lasz@ow. He told Koppe the same story he’'d gi@skar and the others—that
partisan organizations had sprung up inside thepcdinat Zionists within the wire had
had communication with radicals of the Polish PegpArmy and the Jewish Combat
Organization. As the Obergruppenf@uhrer could apate, that sort of communication
was difficult to stamp out—messages could comania smuggled loaf of bread. But at
the first sign of active rebellion, he—Amon Goeths-<@ommandant, would need to be
able to take summary action. The question Amon &t ask was, if he fired first and
did the paperwork for Oranienburg afterward, woulthe distinguished
Obergruppenf@uhrer Koppe stand by him?

No problem, said Koppe. He didn’t really approvebafeaucrats either. In years past, as
police chief of the Wartheland, he’d commandedflbet of extermination trucks which
carried Untermenschen out into the countryside ahith then, running the engines at
full throttle, pumped the exhaust back into thekixt interior. That too was an off-the-
cuff operation, not permitting precise paperworlf. €@urse, you have to use your
judgment, he told Amon. And if you do, I'll back yo



Oskar had sensed at the meeting that Amon waseatly worried about partisans. Had
he known then that P@lasz@ow was to be liquidatedyould have understood the
deeper meaning of Amon’s performance. For Amon wasried about Wilek
Chilowicz, his Jewish chief of camp police. Amordhaten used Chilowicz as an agent
on the black market. Chilowicz knew Cracow. He knehere he could sell the flour,
rice, butter the Commandant held back from the canmplies. He knew the dealers who
would be interested in product from the custom jeywshop staffed by interns like
Wulkan. Amon was worried about the whole Chilowatizue: Mrs.

Marysia Chilowicz, who enjoyed conjugal

privileges; Mietek Finkelstein, an

associate; Chilowicz’ sister Mrs. Ferber;

and Mr. Ferber. If there had been an

aristocracy inside P@lasz@ow, it had been the Gitlees. They had had power over
prisoners, but their knowledge was double-edgeely #tmew as much about Amon as
they did about some miserable machinist in the Meadr factory. If, when P@lasz@ow
closed, they were shipped to another camp, Amonvkihey would try to barter their
inside knowledge of his rackets as soon as thegddabemselves in the wrong line. Or
more likely, as soon as they were hungry.

Of course, Chilowicz was uneasy too, and

Amon could sense in him the doubt that he would be

allowed to leave P@lasz@ow. Amon decided

to use Chilowicz’ very concern as a lever. He

called Sowinski, an SS auxiliary

recruited from the High Tatras of

Czechoslovakia, into his office for a conferen@winski was to approach Chilowicz
and pretend to offer him an escape deal. Amon wissthat Chilowicz would be eager to
negotiate.

Sowinski went and did it well. He told

Chilowicz he could get the whole clan out of thenpain one of the large fuel-burning
trucks. You could sit half a dozen people in theod furnace if you were running on
gas.

Chilowicz was interested in the proposition. Saskinwould of course need to deliver a
note to friends on the outside, who would provideehicle. Sowinski would deliver the
clan to the rendezvous point in the truck. Chilawas willing to pay in diamonds. But,
said Chilowicz, as an earnest of their mutual fr8stwvinski must provide a weapon.

Sowinski reported the meeting to the Commandard, Aamon gave him a .38-caliber

pistol with the pin filed down. This was passediailowicz, who of course had neither

need nor opportunity to test-fire it. Yet Amon wdude able to swear to both Koppe and
Oranienburg that he had found a weapon on them@iso

It was a Sunday in mid-August when
Sowinski met the Chilowiczes in the
building-material shed and hid them in the truck.



Then he drove down Jerozolimska to the gate. Téleoeld be routine formalities there;
then the truck could roll out into the countrysidie the empty furnace, in the pulses of
the five escapees was the febrile, almost insuppterthope of leaving Amon behind.

At the gate, however, were Amon and Amthor and Hugmd the Ukrainian Ivan

Scharujew. A leisurely inspection was made. Lunigewith half-smiles across the bed
of the truck, the gentlemen of the SS saved thedwlbonace till last. They mimed

surprise when they discovered the pitiable Chilawalan sardine-tight in the wood hole.
As soon as Chilowicz had been dragged out, Amoarid the illegal gun tucked into

his boot.

Chilowicz’ pockets were laden with diamonds, brilpesd him by the desperate inmates
of the camp.

Prisoners at their day of rest heard that

Chilowicz was under sentence down there at the gete news made for the same awe,
the confusion of emotions that had operated thktrige year before when Symche Spira
and his OD had been executed. Nor could any peisdecipher what it meant to his own

chances.

The Chilowicz crowd were executed one at a timdn \pistols. Amon, very yellow now
from liver disease, at the height of his obesitheezing like an elderly uncle, put the
muzzle to Chilowicz’ neck. Later the corpses wergpldyed in the Appellplatz with
placards tied to their chests: “THOSE WHO VIOLATHST LAWS CAN EXPECT A
SIMILAR DEATH.”

That, of course, was not the moral the prisoneR@tasz@ow took from the sight.

Amon spent the afternoon drafting two long repodse to Koppe, one to General
Gl@ucks’s Section D, explaining how he had savedaB@@ow from an insurgency in
its first phase—the one in which a group of keysmrators escaped from the camp—nby
executing the plot's leaders. He did not finishiseng either draft till 11 P.m. Frau
Kochmann was too slow for such late work, and goGbmmandant had Mietek Pemper
roused from his barracks and brought to the viliahe front parlor, Amon stated levelly
that he believed the boy had been party to Chilbwescape attempt. Pemper was
astounded and did not know how to answer. Lookingund him for some sort of
inspiration, he saw the seam of his pants leg, lvheed come unsewn. How could | pass
on the outside in this sort of clothing? he asked.

The balance of frank desperation in his answesfsadi Amon. He told the boy to sit
down and instructed him how the typing was to beag and the pages numbered.
Amon hit the papers with his spatulate fingertifiswant a first-class job done.” And
Pemper thought, That's the way of it—I can die fowbeing an escapee, or later in the
year for having seen these justifications of Amon’s

When Pemper was leaving the villa with the draft$is hand, Goeth followed him out
onto the patio and called a last order. “When wpetthe list of insurgents,” Amon

called companionably, “I want you to leave roomabmy signature for another name to
be inserted.”

Pemper nodded, discreet as any professional secrefa stood just a half-second, trying
for inspiration, some fast answer that would reeekson’s order about the extra space.



The space for his name. Mietek Pemper. In thatfllaierid silence of Sunday evening
in Jerozolimska, nothing plausible came to him.e§YHerr Commandant,” said Pemper.

As Pemper stumbled up the road to the

Administration Building, he remembered a letter Amload had him type earlier that
summer. It had been addressed to Amon’s fathelVigrenese publisher, and was full of
filial concern for an allergy which had troublecetbld man that spring. Amon hoped
that it had lifted by now. The reason Pemper remegsibthat letter out of all the others
was that half an hour before he’d been called Awaon’s office to take it down, the
Commandant had dragged a girl filing clerk outsate executed her. The juxtaposition
of the letter and the execution proved to Pempat, tior Amon, murder and allergies
were events of equal weight. And if you told a tatte stenographer to leave a space for
his name, it was a matter of course that he left it

Pemper sat at the typewriter for more than an hbut,in the end left the space for
himself. Not to do that would be even more sudddatgl. There had been a rumor
among Stern’s friends that Schindler had some mewtif people in mind, some rescue
or other, but tonight rumors from Zablocie mearthimg anymore. Mietek typed;

Mietek left in each report the space for his owatde And all his remembrance of the
Commandant’s criminal carbons which he’d so indassly memorized—all that was
made futile by the space he left.

When both typescripts were word-perfect, he rewrte the villa. Amon kept him
waiting by the French windows while he himself isathe parlor reading the documents.
Pemper wondered if his own body would be displaygti some declamatory lettering:
“SO DIE ALL JEWISH BOLSHEVISTS!”

At last Amon appeared at the windows. “You may@bed,” he said.

“Herr Commandant?”

“l said, you may go to bed.”

Pemper went. He walked less steadily now. Aftertwigahad seen, Amon could not let
him live. But perhaps the Commandant believed thereld be leisure to kill him later.
In the meantime, life for a day was still life.

The space, as it proved, was for an elderly prisarieo, by unwise dealings with men
like John and Hujar, had let it be known he hadehe of diamonds somewhere outside
the camp. While Pemper sank into the sleep of épeigved, Amon had the old man
summoned to the villa, offered him his life for tHmmonds’ location, was shown the
place, and, of course, executed the old man anddaldid name to the reports to Koppe
and Oranienburg—to his humble claim of having sediibut the spark of rebellion.



CHAPTER 30
The orders, labeled OKH (Army HIGH

COMMAND), already sat on Oskar’s desk. Becausehefwar situation, the Director of
Armaments told Oskar, KL P@lasz@ow and therefore Emalia camp were to be
disbanded. Prisoners from Emalia would be sent@aBz@ow, awaiting relocation.
Oskar himself was to fold his Zablocie operatiorgagkly as possible, retaining on the
premises only those technicians necessary for digimg the plant. For further

instructions, he should apply to the EvacuationrBp@KH, Berlin.

Oskar’s initial reaction was a cool rage.

He resented the tone, the sense of a distant aliffigiing to absolve him from further
concern. There was a man in Berlin who, not kngwoh the black-market bread that
bound Oskar and his prisoners together, thougha# reasonable for a factory owner to
open the gate and let the people be taken. Buwtiist arrogance was that the letter did
not define “relocation.” Governor General Frank wasre honest than that and had made
a notorious speech a little earlier in the yeaihen we ultimately win the war, then as
far as I'm concerned, Poles, Ukrainians, and at ttabble idling around here can be
made into mincemeat, into anything you like.” Frdrdd the courage to put an accurate
name to the process. In Berlin, they wrote “relmrétand believed themselves excused.

Amon knew what “relocation” meant and,

during Oskar’s next visit to P@lasz@ow,

freely told him so. All P@lasz@ow men

would be sent to Gr@oss-Rosen. The women would go
to Auschwitz. Gr@oss-Rosen was a vast

guarry camp in Lower Silesia. The German

Earth and Stone Works, an SS enterprise with
branches throughout Poland, Germany, and the coadjue
territories, consumed the prisoners of

Gr@oss-Rosen. The processes at

Auschwitz were, of course, more direct and modern.

When the news of the abolition of Emalia reachexftittory floor and ran through the

barracks, some Schindler people thought it wasetiteof all sanctuary. The Perlmans,
whose daughter had come out of Aryan cover to pfeadhem, packed their blankets

and talked philosophically to their bunk neighboEsnalia has given us a year’s rest, a
year’s soup, a year’s sanity. Perhaps it mightrimugh. But they expected to die now. It
was apparent from their voices.

Rabbi Levartov was resigned too. He was going baakifinished business with Amon.
Edith Liebgold, who'd been recruited by Bankier fbe night shift in the first days of the
ghetto, noticed that although Oskar spent hourkinl solemnly with his Jewish
supervisors, he did not come up to people and rdedaying promises. Perhaps he was
as baffled and diminished by these orders fromiBes the rest. So he wasn’t quite the
prophet he’d been the night she’d first come heoeenthan three years ago.

Just the same, at the end of summer, as his prs@azked their bundles and were
marched back to P@lasz@ow, there was a rumor atheng that Oskar had spoken of



buying them back. He had said it to Garde; he ladl it to Bankier. You could almost

hear him saying it—that level certainty, the pas¢rmumble of the throat. But as you
went up Jerozolimska Street, past the AdministnaBwilding, staring in newcomer’s

disbelief at the hauling gangs from the quarry,rtteanory of Oskar’s promises was very
nearly just another burden.

The Horowitz family were back in

P@lasz@ow. Their father, Dolek, had last year masea them to Emalia, but here
they were back. The six-year-old boy, Richard; tiwher, Regina. Niusia, eleven now,
was again sewing bristles onto brush paddles andhing, from the high windows, the
trucks roll up to the Austrian hill fort, and théabtk cremation smoke rise over the hill.
As P@lasz@ow was when she had left it last yeait, smntinued. It was impossible for
her to believe that it would ever end. But hehéatbelieved that Oskar would make a
list of people and extricate them. Oskar’s listtha mind of some, was already more than
a mere tabulation. It was a List. It was a swéeriot which might swing low.

Oskar raised the idea of taking Jews away from @vawith him one night at Amon’s
villa. It was a still night at the end of summeAmon seemed pleased to see him.
Because of Amon’s health—both Doctors Blancke amds& warning him that if he
didn’t cut his eating and drinking he would die—héad not been so many visitors to
the villa of late.

They sat together, drinking at Amon’s new rate ofderation. Oskar sprang the news on
him. He wanted to move his factory to Czechoslowakle wanted to take his skilled
workers with him. He might need other skills fromang the P@lasz@ow workers too.

He would seek the help of the Evacuation Board in

finding an appropriate site, somewhere down in

Moravia, and of the Ostbahn in making the shift

southwest from Cracow. He let Amon know that

he’'d be very grateful for any support. The

mention of gratitude always excited

Amon. Yes, he said, if Oskar could get

all the cooperation he needed from the boards waehlAmon would then allow a list of
people to be drawn up.

When that was settled, Amon wanted a game of catddiked blackjack, a version of
the French vingt-et-un. It was a hard game forguoificers to fake losing without being
obvious. It did not permit of too much sycophanityvas therefore true sport, and Amon
preferred it. Besides, Oskar wasn't interestedsing this evening. He would be paying
enough to Amon for that list.

The Commandant began by betting modestly, in 10®B#@ills, as if his doctors had
advised moderation in this as well. He kept bustiogvever, and when the beginning
stake had been raised to 500 z@I., Oskar got afaldtan ace and a jack, which meant
that Amon had to pay him double the stake.

Amon was disconsolate about that, but not too té$gycalled for Helen Hirsch to bring
coffee. She came in, a parody of a gentleman’sasérerisply dressed still in black but
her right eye blinded by swelling. She was so srielt Amon would need to stoop to



beat her up. The girl knew Oskar now, but did noklat him. Nearly a year past, he had
promised to get her out. Whenever he came to the e managed to slip down the
corridor to the kitchen and ask her how she wasndant something, but it had not
touched the substance of her life. A few weeks bearkexample, when the soup hadn’t
been the correct temperature—

Amon was pernickety about soup, flyspecks in theridor, fleas on dogs—the
Commandant had called for lvan and Petr and tadtto take her to the birch tree in the
garden and shoot her.

He’d watched from the French windows as she walked

in front of Petr's Mauser, pleading under her

breath with the young Ukrainian. “Petr, who's this

you’re going to shoot? It's Helen. Helen who

gives you cakes. You couldn’'t shoot Helen, could

you?” And Petr answering in the same manner, throug

clenched teeth, “I know, Helen. | don’t

want to. But if | don’t, he’ll kill

me.” She’d bent her head toward the spotted bierk.lHaving often asked Amon why
he wouldn't kill her, she wanted to die simply,hart him by her willing acceptance. But
it wasn't possible. She was trembling so hard treatould have seen it. Her legs were
shaking. And then she’d heard Amon call from th@dews, “Bring the bitch back.
There’s plenty of time to shoot her. In the meaetim might still be possible to educate
her.”

Insanely, in between his spates of savagery, tiere brief phases in which he tried to
play the benign master. He had said to her one imgriiYou're really a very well-
trained servant. If after the war you need a refege | shall be happy to give you one.”
She knew it was just talk, a daydream. She turmedieaf ear, the one whose eardrum he
had perforated with a blow. Sooner or later, shewknshe would die of his customary
fury.

In a life like hers, a smile from visitors was ordymomentary comfort. Tonight she
placed the enormous silver pot of coffee besideHbe Commandant—nhe still drank it
by the bucket in cups laden with sugar—made hersahee, and left. Within an hour,
when Amon was 3,700 z@I. in debt to Oskar and camplg sourly about his luck,
Oskar suggested a variation on the betting. He dvaeked a maid in Moravia, he said,
when he moved to Czechoslovakia. There you coulgetftthem as intelligent and well
trained as Helen Hirsch. They were all countrysgifDskar suggested therefore that he
and Amon play one hand, double or nothing. If Amam, Oskar would pay him 7,400
z@l. If he hit a “natural,” it would be 14,800 z@lut if | win, said Oskar, then you give
me Helen Hirsch for my list.

Amon wanted to think about that. Come on, said @skbe’s going to Auschwitz
anyhow. But there was an attachment there. Amonseassed to Helen that he couldn’t
easily wager her away.

When he’d thought of an end for her, it had
probably always been that he would finish her tsy hi
own hand, with personal passion. If he played



cards for her and lost, he would be under pressure,

as a Viennese sportsman, to give up the

pleasure of intimate murder.

Much earlier in P@lasz@ow’s history,

Schindler had asked that Helen be assigned to Bntalit Amon had refused. It seemed
only a year ago that P@lasz@ow would exist for desaand that the Commandant and
his maid would grow old together, at least untingoperceived fault in Helen brought
about the abrupt end of the connection. This tingeaa ago, no one would have believed
that the relationship would be resolved becauseRigsians were outside Lw@ow. As
for Oskar’s part in this proposal, he had madeghtly. He did not seem to see, in his
offer to Amon, any parallel with God and Satan pigycards for human souls. He did
not ask himself by what right he made a bid for gie. If he lost, his chance of
extracting her some other way was slim. But allndes were slim that year. Even his
own.

Oskar got up and bustled around the room, lookimg stationery with an official
letterhead on it. He wrote out the marker for Antorsign should he lose: “I authorize
that the name of prisoner Helen Hirsch be addeshtolist of skilled workers relocated
with Herr Oskar Schindler's DEF Works.”

Amon was dealer and gave Oskar an 8 and a 5. @skad to be dealt more. He received
a 5 and an ace. It would have to do. Then Amont de&iimself. A 4 came up, and then a
king.

God in heaven! said Amon. He was a

gentleman cusser; he seemed to be too

fastidious to use obscenities. I'm out. He laughddtle but was not really amused. My
first cards, he explained, were a three and a fiath a four | should have been safe.
Then | got this damned king.

In the end, he signed the marker. Oskar pickedllufhe chits he’d won that evening
from Amon and returned them. Just look after thiefgr me, he said, till it's time for us
all to leave.

Out in her kitchen, Helen Hirsch did not know shie&ken saved over cards.

Probably because Oskar reported his evening witbrAta Stern, rumors of Oskar’s plan
were heard in the Administration Building and evienthe workshops. There was a
Schindler list. It was worth everything to be on it



CHAPTER 31

At some point in any discussion of Schindler, tbheviing friends of the Herr Direktor
will blink and shake their heads and begin the alhmathematical business of finding
the sum of his motives. For one of the commoneasirsents of Schindler Jews is still “I
don’t know why he did it.” It can be said to beguith that Oskar was a gambler, was a
sentimentalist who loved the transparency, the komypof doing good; that Oskar was
by temperament an anarchist who loved to ridichke $ystem; and that beneath the
hearty sensuality lay a capacity to be outragetilbyjan savagery, to react to it and not
to be overwhelmed. But none of this, jotted dowaged up, explains the doggedness
with which, in the autumn of 1944, he preparechalfhaven for the graduates of Emalia.

And not only for them. In early September he drtv@odg@orze and visited Madritsch,
who at that point employed more than 3,000 priseiehis uniform factory. This plant

would now be disbanded. Madritsch would get hisisgwmachines back, and his
workers would vanish. If we made a combined apgrpaaid Oskar, we could get more
than four thousand out. Mine and yours as well. &eld relocate them in something
like safety. Down in Moravia.

Madritsch would always and justly be revered bydusviving prisoners. The bread and
chickens smuggled into his factory were paid fornfrhis pocket and at continuous risk.
He would have been considered a more stable manQis&ar. Not as flamboyant, and
not as subject to obsession. He had not suffenebsta But he had been much more
humane than was safe and, without wit and energyldvhave ended in Auschwitz.

Now Oskar presented to him a vision of a MadritSchindler camp somewhere in the
High Jeseniks; some smoky, safe little industraahket.

Madritsch was attracted by the idea but did nol tessay yes. He could tell that though
the war was lost, the SS system had become momeath®f less implacable. He was
correct in believing that, unhappily, the prisonefsP@lasz@ow would—in coming
months—be consumed in death camps to the west.ifFOskar was stubborn and
possessed, so were the SS Main Office and theie fiield operatives, the commandants
of the Concentration Camps.

He did not say no, however. He needed time to thimbut it. Though he couldn’t say it
to Oskar, it is likely he was afraid of sharing ttay premises with a rash, demonic
fellow like Herr Schindler.

Without any clear word from Madritsch, Oskar

took to the road. He went to Berlin and bought

dinner for Colonel Erich Lange. | can go

completely over to the manufacture of shells,

Oskar told Lange. | can transfer my

heavy machinery.

Lange was crucial. He could guarantee

contracts; he could write the hearty

recommendations Oskar needed for the EvacuatiomdBaad the German officials in
Moravia. Later, Oskar would say of this shadowsgffsofficer that he had given
consistent help. Lange was still in that state xalted desperation and moral disgust



characteristic of many who had worked inside thetesy but not always for it. We can
do it, said Lange but it will take some money. fotme. For others.

Through Lange, Oskar talked with an officer of Eneacuation Board at OKH on Bendler
Street. It was likely, said this officer, that tbeacuation would be approved in principle.
But there was a major obstacle. The Governor cumegar of Moravia, ruling from a
castle at Liberec, had followed a policy of keepidgwish labor camps out of his
province.

Neither the SS nor the Armaments Inspectorate badrspersuaded him to change his
attitude. A good man to discuss this impasse veidlig the officer, would be a middle-
aged Wehrmacht engineer down in the Troppau ofifche Armaments Inspectorate, a
man named Sussmuth. Oskar could talk to Sussmatalout what relocation sites were
available in Moravia. Meanwhile, Herr Schindler lbaount on the support of the Main
Evacuation Board. “But you can understand thatiawwvof the pressure they are under,
and the inroads the war has made on their persomnafiorts, they are more likely to give

a quick answer if you could be considerate to thersome way. We poor city fellows

are short of ham, cigars, liquor, cloth, coffeg¢hat sort of thing.”

The officer seemed to think that Oskar carried adowith him half the peacetime
produce of Poland. Instead, to get together apgiftel for the gentlemen of the board,
Oskar had to buy luxuries at the Berlin black-markée.

An old gentleman on the desk at the Hotel Adlon alale to acquire excellent schnapps
for Herr Schindler for a discount price of aboutBBI. a bottle. And you couldn’t send

the gentlemen of the board less than a dozen. e€otiowever, was like gold, and
Havanas were at an insane price. Oskar bought ithepnantity and included them in the

hamper. The gentlemen might need a head of stetimayifwere to bring the Governor of

Moravia around. In the midst of Oskar’s negotiatipAmon Goeth was arrested.

Someone must have informed on him. Some jealousrjofficer, or a concerned citizen
who’d visited the villa and been shocked by Amosyaritic style. A senior SS
investigator named Eckert began to look at Amomiarfcial dealings. The shots Amon
had taken from the balcony were not germane to rfEskénvestigation. But the
embezzlements and the black-market dealings wenegee complaints from some of his
SS inferiors that he had treated them severely.

Amon was on leave in Vienna, staying with his fathe publisher, when the SS
arrested him. They also raided an apartment Haupté@uhrer Goeth kept in the city
and discovered a cache of money, some 80,000 RMchwAmon could not explain to
their satisfaction. They found as well, stackethi ceiling, close to a million cigarettes.
Amon’s Viennese apartment, it seemed, was morehease than pied @a terre.

It might be at first sight surprising that the SSR-@ther, the officers of Bureau V of the
Reich Security Main Office—should want to arrestctsuan effective servant as
Hauptsturmf@uhrer Goeth. But they had already ingated irregularities in
Buchenwald and tried to pin the Commandant, Ko€they had even attempted to find
evidence for the arrest of the renowned Rudolf H@asd had questioned a Viennese
Jewess who, they suspected, was pregnhant by #hiosthe camp system. So Amon,
raging in his apartment while they ransacked itl ha cause to hope for much immunity.



They took him to Breslau and put him in an SS pritm await investigation and trial.
They showed their innocence of the way affairs warein P@lasz@ow by going to the
villa and questioning Helen Hirsch on suspicion hefr being involved in Amon’s
swindles. Twice in coming months she would be takerthe cells beneath the SS
barracks of P@lasz@ow for interrogation. They figgeestions at her about Amon’s
contacts on the black market—who his agents were, lire worked the jewelry shop at
P@lasz@ow, the custom-tailoring shop, the uphgisgant. No one hit her or
threatened her. But it was their conviction thae skas a member of a gang that
tormented her. If Helen had ever thought of ankatyi and glorious salvation, she would
not have dared dream that Amon would be arresteldisopwn people. But she felt her
sanity going now in the interrogation room, whewemtheir law they tried to shackle her
to Amon. Chilowicz might have been able to help,yshe told them. But Chilowicz is
dead.

They were policemen by trade, and after a time daldcide she could give them

nothing except a little information about the sunquts cuisine at the villa Goeth. They
could have asked her about her scars, but they kimeyvcouldn’t get Amon on grounds

of sadism. Investigating sadism in the camp at Saahmausen, they’'d been forced off the
prem-ises by armed guards. In Buchenwald they badd a material witness, an NCO,

to testify against the Commandant, but the inforheat been found dead in his cell. The
head of that SS investi-gating team ordered thapses of a poison found in the NCO’S

stomach be administered to four Russian prisomégsvatched them die, and so had his
proof against the Commandant and the camp doct@n Ehough he got prosecutions for
murder and sadistic practice, it was a strangecpistAbove all, it made the camp

personnel close ranks and dispose of living evideso the men of Bureau V did not
guestion Helen about her injuries. They stuck tderalement, and in the end stopped
troubling her. They investigated Mietek Pemper. too

He was wise enough not to tell them much about Angertainly not about his crimes
against humans. He knew little but rumors of Amdrésids.

He played the neutral and well-mannered

typist of nonclassified material. “The

Herr Commandant would never discuss such matters

with me,” he pleaded continually. But beneath his

performance, he must have suffered the same howling

disbelief as Helen Hirsch. If there was one

event most likely to guarantee him a chance

of life, it was Amon’s arrest. For there

had been no more certain limit to his

life than this: that when the Russians reacheddvaymon would dictate his last letters
and then assassinate the typist. What worried Mieteerefore, was that they would
release Amon too soon.

But they were not interested solely in the questibn
Amon’s speculations. The SS judge who
guestioned Pemper had been told

by Oberscharf@uhrer Lorenz Landsdorfer that
Hauptsturmf@uhrer Goeth had let his



Jewish stenographer type up the directives

and plans to be followed by the P@lasz@ow

garrison in the case of an assault on the

camp by partisans. Amon, in explaining

to Pemper how the typing of these plans shouldebewst, had even shown him copies of
similar plans for other concentration camps. Thiggiwas so alarmed by this disclosure
of secret documents to a Jewish prisoner thatdered Pemper’s arrest.

Pemper spent two miserable weeks in a cell berthat8S barracks. He was not beaten,
but was questioned regularly by a series of Bukéawestigators and by two SS judges.
He thought he could read in their eyes the conatughat the safest thing was to shoot
him. One day during questioning about P@Ilasz@owisrgency plans, Pemper asked
his interrogators, “Why keep me here? A prisoraigrison. | have a life sentence
anyhow.” It was an argument calculated to bringsolution, either release from the cells
or else a bullet. After the session ended, Pengmrtsome hours of anxiety until his cell
door opened again. He was marched out and retdonk hut in the camp. It was not
the last time, however, that he would be questiamedubjects relating to Commandant
Goeth. It seemed that following his arrest, Amojuisiors did not rush to give him
references. They were careful. They waited. Boseho’d drunk so much of the
Commandant’s liquor, told Untersturmf@uhrer Johatt thwas dangerous to try to bribe
these determined investigators from Bureau V. AsAmon’s seniors, Scherner was
gone, assigned to hunting partisans, and woulthenend be killed in an ambush in the
forests of Niepolomice. Amon was in the hands ohrfrem Oranienburg who'd never
dined at the Goethhaus—or, if they had, had betrereshocked or touched by envy.
After her release by the SS, Helen Hirsch, now wwaykior the new Commandant,
Hauptsturmf@uhrer B@uscher, received a friendlyerfodom Amon asking her to get
together a parcel of clothes, some romances arettdet novels, and some liquor to
comfort him in his cell. It was, she thought, ligdetter from a relative. “Would you
kindly gather for me the following,” it said, andhded with “Hoping to see you again
soon.” Meanwhile Oskar had been down to the mackgtof Troppau to see engineer
Sussmuth. He’d brought along liquor and diamormlg, they weren’t needed in this
case. Sussmuth told Oskar that he had already gedpthat some small Jewish work
camps be set up in the border towns of Moraviauta but goods for the Armaments
Inspectorate. Such camps would, of course, be utitercentral control of either
Auschwitz or Gr@oss-Rosen, for the areas of infteeof the big concentration camps
crossed the Polish-Czechoslovak border. But the® more safety for prisoners in little
work camps than could be found in the grand nedi®pd Auschwitz itself. Sussmuth
had got nowhere, of course. The Castle at Libeagkctrampled on the proposal. He had
never had a lever. Oskar— the support Oskar had €olonel Lange and the gentlemen
of the Evacuation Board—that could be the lever.

Sussmuth had in his office a list of sites suitdbleeceive plants evacuated from the war
zone. Near Oskar’s hometown of Zwittau, on the eafge village called Brinnlitz, was a
great textile plant owned by the Viennese brothéwfman. They'd been in butter and
cheese in their home city, but had come to the t®atbnd behind the legions (just as
Oskar had gone to Cracow) and become textile magnan entire annex of their plant
lay idle, used as a storehouse for obsolete sgirmiachines. A site like that was served
from the rail depot at Zwittau, where Schindleri®ther-in-law was in charge of the



freight yard. And a railway loop ran close to tiedes. The brothers are profiteers, said
Sussmuth, smiling. They have some local party lmaekithe County Council and the
District Leader are in their pockets. But you h&atonel Lange behind you.

| will write to Berlin at once,
Sussmuth promised, and recommend the use of tHendlefannex.

Oskar knew the Germanic village of

Brinnlitz from his childhood. Its racial charactgas in its name, since the Czechs would
have called it Brnenec, just as a Czech Zwittau ldvduave become Zvitava. The
Brinnlitz citizens would not fancy a thousand orrmdews in their neighborhood. The
Zwittau people, from whom some of Hoffman’s workessre recruited, would not like it
either, this contamination, so late in the warthafir rustic-industrial backwater.

In any case, Oskar drove down to take a quick labkhe site. He did not approach
Hoffman Brothers’ front office, since that wouldvgithe tougher Hoffman brother, the
one who chaired the company, too much warning. Hgutvas able to wander into the
annex without being challenged. It was an old-faséd two-story industrial barracks

built around a courtyard. The ground floor was higilinged and full of old machines

and crates of wool. The upper floor must have hatanded as offices and for lighter

equipment. Its floor would not stand the weighthe big pressing machines. Downstairs
would do for the new workshops of DEF, as officesl,ain one corner, the Herr

Direktor's apartment. Upstairs would be barrackstfie prisoners.

He was delighted with the place. He drove

back to Cracow yearning to get started, to speed th

necessary money, to talk to Madritsch again. For

Sussmuth could find a site for Madritsch too

--perhaps even floor space in Brinnlitz.

When he got back, he found that an Allied bombwsof down by a Luftwaffe fighter, had
crashed on the two end barracks in the backyarsbmprilts blackened fuselage sat
crookedly across the wreckage of the flattened. itdy a small squad of prisoners had
been left behind in Emalia to wind up productiond amaintain the plant. They had seen it
come down, flaming. There had been two men insadd, their bodies had burned. The
Luftwaffe people who came to take them away had falam Garde that the bomber
was a Stirling and that the men were Australiane,Omho was holding the charred
remnants of an English Bible, must have crashefi witn his hand. Two others had
parachuted in the suburbs. One had been found,afeadunds, still in his harness. The
partisans had got to the other one first and wihi@dnhim somewhere.

What these Australians had been doing was

dropping supplies to the partisans in the

primeval forest east of Cracow.

If Oskar had wanted some sort of

confirmation, this was it. That men should comethits way from unimaginable little
towns in the Australian Outback to hasten the en@racow. He put a call through at
once to the official in charge of rolling stock time office of Ostbahn President Gerteis
and invited him to dinner to talk about DEF’S pdiaineed of flatcars.



A week after Oskar spoke to Sussmuth, the

gentlemen of the Berlin Armaments Board instructed

the Governor of Moravia that Oskar’'s armaments

company was to be allocated the annex of

Hoffman’s spinning mill in Brinnlitz. The

Governor’s bureaucrats could do nothing more,

Sussmuth told Oskar by telephone, than slow

the paperwork down. But Hoffman and other Party men

in the Zwittau area were already conferring ancpas

resolutions against Oskar’s intrusion

into Moravia. The Party Kreisleiter in

Zwittau wrote to Berlin complaining that Jewishgamers from Poland would be a peril
to the health of Moravian Germans. Spotted feveuldioery likely appear in the region
for the first time in modern history, and Oskarieal armaments factory, of dubious
value to the war effort, would also attract Allibdmbers, with resultant damage to the
important Hoffman mills. The population of Jewistintnals in the proposed Schindler
camp would outweigh the small and decent populatiddrinnlitz and be a cancer on the
honest flank of Zwittau.

A protest of that kind didn’'t have a chance, siitogent straight to the office of Erich
Lange in Berlin. Appeals to Troppau were quashetidnest Sussmuth. Nonetheless, the
posters went up on walls in Oskar's hometown:

“KEEP THE JEWISH CRIMINALS OU.”

And Oskar was paying. He was paying the

Evacuation Committee in Cracow to help speed

up the permits for the transfer of his machinefdye T

Department of the Economy in Cracow had to be

encouraged to provide the clearances of bank

holdings. Currency wasn’t favored these days,

so he paid in goods—in kilos of tea,

in pairs of leather shoes, in carpets, in

coffee, in canned fish. He spent his afternoorthénlittle streets off the market square of
Cracow haggling at staggering prices for whatekieriiureaucrats desired. Otherwise, he
was sure, they would keep him waiting till his [dstv had gone to Auschwitz.

It was Sussmuth who told him that people from

Zwittau were writing to the Armaments

Inspectorate accusing Oskar of

black-marketeering. If they're writing to me, s@dssmuth, you can bet the same letters
are going to the police chief of Moravia, Obersti@uhrer Otto Rasch. You should
introduce yourself to Rasch and show him what arohey fellow you are.

Oskar had known Rasch when he was SS

police chief of Katowice. Rasch was,

by happy chance, a friend of the chairman of Ferrum
AG at Sosnowiec, from which Oskar had bought his
steel. But in rushing down to Brno to head off
informers, Oskar didn’t rely on anything as



flimsy as mutual friendships. He took a

diamond cut in the brilliant style which,

somehow, he introduced into the meeting. When dssed the table and ended on
Rasch’s side of the desk, it secured Oskar’s Broot f

Oskar later estimated that he spent

100,000 RM.—NEARLY $40,000--to grease the transfer Brinnlitz. Few of his
survivors would ever find the figure unlikely, thgiuthere were those who shook their
heads and said, “No, more! It would have to hawenlraore than that.”

He had drawn up what he called a

preparatory list and delivered it to the

Administration Building. There were more than ausand names on it—the names of all
the prisoners of the backyard prison camp of Emals well as new names. Helen
Hirsch’s name was freshly on the list, and Amon waisthere to argue about it. And the
list would expand if Madritsch agreed to go to Masawith Oskar. So Oskar kept
working on Titsch, his ally at Julius Madritsch’are Those Madritsch prisoners who
were closest to Titsch knew the list was under datipn, that they could have access to
it. Titsch told them without any ambiguity: You ntuget on it. In all the reams of
P@lasz@ow paperwork, Oskar’s dozen pages of naraes tive only pages with access
to the future.

But Madritsch still could not decide whether he wahan alliance with Oskar, whether
he would add his 3,000 to the total.

There is again a haziness suitable to a legendtdbeyprecise chronology of Oskar’s
list. The haziness doesn’t attach to the existefidke list—a copy can be seen today in
the archives of the Yad Vashem. There is no uniogytas we shall see about the names
remembered by Oskar and Titsch at the last mimutea#tached to the end of the official
paper. The names on the list are definite. Butcihmimstances encourage legends. The
problem is that the list is remembered with anneiy which, by its very heat, blurs. The
list is an absolute good. The list is life. All aral its cramped margins lies the gulf.

Some of those whose names appeared on the list say

that there was a party at Goeth’s villa, a

reunion of SS men and entrepreneurs

to celebrate the times they’'d had there. Some beéave that Goeth was there, but since
the SS did not release on bail, that is imposs®taers believe that the party was held at
Oskar's own apartment above his factory. Oskar twadmore than two years given
excellent parties there. One Emalia prisoner renegsmthe early hours of 1944 when he
was on night watch duty and Oskar had wandered dimam his apartment at one
o’clock, escaping the noise upstairs and bringinth vinim two cakes, two hundred
cigarettes, and a bottle for his friend the watchma

At the P@lasz@ow graduation party, wherever it tolaice, the guests included Dr.

Blancke, Franz Bosch, and, by some

reports, Oberf@uhrer Julian Scherner,

on vacation from his partisan-hunting. Madritschswlaere too, and Titsch. Titsch would
later say that at it Madritsch informed Oskar foe first time that he would not be going



to Moravia with him. “I've done everything | canrfthe Jews,” Madritsch told him. It
was a reasonable claim; he would not be persudtiealigh he said Titsch had been at
him for days.

Madritsch was a just man. Later he would be honageduch. He simply did not believe
that Moravia would work. If he had, the indicaticare that he would have attempted it.

What else is known about the party is that an wgeoperated there, because the
Schindler list had to be handed in that evenings T$an element in all the versions of
the story survivors tell. The survivors could &fid expand upon it only if they had heard
it in the first place from Oskar, a man with a ¢éa&ir embellishing a story. But in the
early 1960’s, Titsch himself attested to the sulisahtruth of this one. Perhaps the new
and temporary Commandant of P@lasz@ow, a Haupt§®umrer B@uscher, had said
to Oskar, “Enough fooling around, Oskar! We havditalize the paperwork and the
transportation.” Perhaps there was some other tdrdeadline imposed by the Ostbahn,
by the availability of transport. At the end ofkass list, therefore, Titsch now typed in,
above the official signatures, the names of Machitsrisoners. Almost seventy names
were added, written in by Titsch from his own arngk@’s memories. Among them were
those of the Feigenbaum family—the adolescent daughho suffered from incurable
bone cancer; the teen-age son Lutek with his shalpertise in repairing sewing
machines. Now they were all transformed, as Titschibbled, into skilled munitions
workers. There was singing in the apartment, Ialkl and laughter, a fog of cigarette
smoke, and, in a corner, Oskar and Titsch quizaagh other over people’s names,
straining for a clue to the spelling of Polish patyms.

In the end, Oskar had to put his hand on

Titsch’s wrist. We're over the limit, he

said. They’'ll balk at the number we already haV@sch continued to strain for names,
and tomorrow morning would wake damning himselféuse one had come to him too
late. But now he was at the limit, wrung out bysthiork. It was blasphemously close to
creating people anew just by thinking of them. kteribt begrudge doing it. It was what
it said of the world—that was what made the heawpfaSchindler’'s apartment so hard
for Titsch to breathe.

The list was vulnerable, however, through the pamsbclerk, Marcel Goldberg.

B@uscher, the new Commandant, who was there merely

to wind the camp down, himself could not have cavathin

certain numerical limits, who went on the

list. Therefore Goldberg had the power to tinkethwi

its edges. It was known to prisoners already that

Goldberg would take bribes. The Dresners

knew it. Juda Dresner—uncle of red

Genia, husband of the Mrs. Dresner

who’d once been refused a hiding place in a wailt father of Janek and of young
Danka—

Juda Dresner knew it. “He paid
Goldberg,” the family would simply say



to explain how they got on the Schindler list. ¥imever knew what was given. Wulkan
the jeweler presumably got himself, his wife, log ®n the list in the same way.

Poldek Pfefferberg was told about the list by arN&® named Hans Schreiber.

Schreiber, a young man in his mid-twenties, haéwlsa name as any other SS man in
P@lasz@ow, but Pfefferberg had become somethimagnaifd favorite of his in that way
that was common to relationships—throughout théesys-between individual prisoners
and SS personnel. It had begun one day when Hiefigr as a group leader in his
barracks, had had responsibility for window clegniSchreiber inspected the glass and
found a smudge, and began browbeating Poldek irstifie that was often a prelude to
execution. Pfefferberg lost his temper and tolthr8iber that both of them knew the
windows were perfectly polished and if Schreibented a reason to shoot him, he ought
to do it without any more delay.

The outburst had, in a contradictory way,

amused Schreiber, who afterward occasionally used

to stop Pfefferberg and ask him how he and his wife

were, and sometimes even gave Poldek an apple

for Mila. In the summer of 1944, Poldek

had appealed to him desperately to extricate

Mila from a trainload of women being sent from

P@lasz@ow to the evil camp at Stutthof on

the Baltic. Mila was already in the lines boarding

the cattle cars when Schreiber came waving a

piece of paper and calling her name. Another time,

a Sunday, he turned up drunk at

Pfefferberg’s barracks and, in front of

Poldek and a few other prisoners, began

to weep for what he called “the dreadful things” Ihed done in P@lasz@ow. He
intended, he said, to expiate them on the Eastenmt.Hn the end, he would.

Now he told Poldek that Schindler had a list anat tAoldek should do everything he
could to get on it. Poldek went down to the Admtirsison Building to beg Goldberg to
add his name and Mila’s to the list. Schindler hrathe past year and a half often visited
Poldek in the camp garage and had always promessdie.

Poldek had, however, become such an
accomplished welder that the garage supervisors,
who needed for their lives’ sake to produce
high-standard work, would never let him go. Now
Goldberg sat with his hand on the list—he had
already added his own name to it—and this old &rieh
Oskar’s, once a frequent guest in the apartment
in Straszewskiego, expected to have himself
written down for sentiment’s sake. “Do you have
any diamonds?” Goldberg asked

Pfefferberg.

“Are you serious?” asked Poldek.



“For this list,” said Goldberg, a man of
prodigious and accidental power, “it takes diamadhds

Now that the Viennese music lover Hauptsturmf@ukdeeth was in prison, the Rosner
brothers, musicians to the court, were free to witr&ir way onto the list. Dolek
Horowitz also, who had earlier got his wife andldt@n out to Emalia, now persuaded
Goldberg to include him, his wife, his son, his ggudaughter. Horowitz had always
worked in the central warehouse of P@lasz@ow amndnhanaged to put some small
treasure away. Now it was paid to Marcel Goldberg.

Among those included in the list were the Bejskotbers, Uri and Moshe, officially
described as machine fitter and draftsman. Uridnkdowledge of weapons, and Moshe a
gift for forging documents. The circumstances c# tist are so clouded that it is not
possible to say whether they were included forghakents or not.

Josef Bau, the ceremonious bridegroom, would aesstage be included, but without his
knowing it. It suited Goldberg to keep everyonethe dark about the list. Given his
nature, it is possible to assume that if Bau maude ersonal approach to Goldberg it
could only have been on the basis that his mothisr,wife, himself should all be
included. He would not find out until too late tle alone would be listed for Brinnlitz.
As for Stern, the Herr Direktor had included hirarfr the beginning. Stern was the only
father confessor Oskar ever had, and Stern’s stiggedhad a great authority with him.
Since October 1, no Jewish prisoner had been atloowg of P@lasz@ow either to
march to the cable factory or for any other purpdgehe same time, the trusties in the
Polish prison had begun to put guards on the besrém stop Jewish prisoners from
trading with the Poles for bread. The price ofgdebread reached a level it would be
hard to express in z@loty. In the past you coulkhzought a loaf for your second coat,
250 gm. for a clean undershirt. Now—as with Goldbeit took diamonds.

During the first week of October, Oskar and Banki&sited P@lasz@ow for some

reason and went as usual to see Stern in the @Qonetr Office. Stern’s desk was down

the hallway from the vanished Amon’s office. It wasssible to speak more freely here
than ever before. Stern told Schindler about tHated price of rye bread.

Oskar turned to Bankier. “Make sure

Weichert gets fifty thousand z@loty,”

murmured Oskar.

Dr. Michael Weichert was chairman of the former dwWCommunal Self-Help, now

renamed Jewish Relief Office. He and his office eveermitted to operate for cosmetic
reasons and, in part, because of Weichert’'s powednnections in the German Red
Cross. Though many Polish Jews within the campddvimaat him with understandable
suspicion, and though this suspicion would bring ko trial after the war—he would be
exonerated—Weichert was exactly the man to find@D,z@I. worth of bread quickly

and introduce it into P@lasz@ow.

The conversation of Stern and Oskar moved on. The0b z@Ioty were a mere obiter
dicta of their talk about the unsettled times abhdud how Amon might be enjoying his
cell in Breslau. Later in the week black-marke¢dat from town was smuggled into
camp hidden beneath cargoes of cloth, coal, opscom. Within a day, the price had
fallen to its accustomed level.



It was a nice case of connivance between OskarSaech, and would be followed by
other instances.



CHAPTER 32
At least one of the Emalia people crossed off byd@erg to make room for others—for
relatives, Zionists, specialists, or payers—wouéhie Oskar for it.

In 1963, the Martin Buber Society would receiveitzaple letter from a New Yorker, a
former Emalia prisoner. In Emalia, he said, Oskad promised deliverance. In return,
the people had made him wealthy with their labogt ¥ome found themselves off the
edge of the list. This man saw his own omission asry personal betrayal and—with all
the fury of someone who has been made to traveufr the flames to pay for another
man’s lie—blamed Oskar for all that had happenéehatrd: for Gr@oss-Rosen, and for
the frightful cliff at Mauthausen from which prisers were thrown, and last of all for the
death march with which the war would end. Strapgile letter, radiant with just anger,
shows most graphically that life on the list wageasible matter, while life off it was
unutterable. But it seems unjust to condemn OsiiaGbldberg’s fiddling with names.
The camp authorities would, in the chaos of thase days, sign any list Goldberg gave
them as long as it did not exceed too drasticdls 1,100 prisoners Oskar had been
granted. Oskar himself could not police Goldbeyghe hour. His own day was spent
speaking to bureaucrats, his evenings in butteham up.

He had, for example, to receive shipment authaamatfor his Hilo machines and metal
presses from old friends in the office of GenereathiBdler, some of whom delayed the
paperwork, finding small problems which could camid the idea of Oskar’s salvage of
his 1,100.

One of these Inspectorate men had raised the pnothlat Oskar's armament machines
had come to him by way of the procurement secticghe Berlin Inspectorate, and under
approval from its licensing section, specificallyr fuse in Poland. Neither of these
sections had been notified of the proposed movwddravia. They would need to be. It

could be a month before they gave their authoomatOskar did not have a month.

P@lasz@ow would be empty by the end of October;

everyone would be in Gr@oss-Rosen or

Auschwitz. In the end, the problem was

cleared away by the accustomed gifts.

As well as such preoccupations, Oskar was conceabedt the SS investigators who had
arrested Amon. He half-expected to be arrested driehwwas the same thing—heavily
interrogated about his relationship with the form@ommandant. He was wise to
anticipate it, for one of the explanations Amon bé#fdred for the 80,000 RM. the SS had
found among his belongings was “Oskar Schindlerega¥o me so I'd go easy on the
Jews.” Oskar therefore had to keep in contact Wémds of his at Pomorska Street who
might be able to tell him the direction Bureau Wiwestigation of Amon was taking.
Finally, since his camp at Brinnlitz would be undbe ultimate supervision of KL
Gr@oss-Rosen, he was already dealing with the Comam of Gr@oss-Rosen,
Sturmbannf@uhrer Hassebroeck. Under Hassebroeamgement, 100,000 would die
in the Gr@oss-Rosen system, but when Oskar codfevith him on the telephone and
drove across into Lower Silesia to meet him, hengekthe least of all Oskar’s worries.
Schindler was used by now to meeting charming rkiliend noticed that Hassebroeck
even seemed grateful to him for extending the GiggRissen empire into Moravia. For
Hassebroeck did think in terms of empire. He cdletdo one hundred and three



subcamps. (brinnlitz would be one hundred and fad—with its more than 1,000
inmates and its sophisticated industry—a major tamd) Seventy-eight of
Hassebroeck’s camps were located in Poland, sixteeGzechoslovakia, ten in the
Reich. It was much bigger cheese than anythingheal managed.

With so much sweetening, cajoling, and form-filliig occupy him in the week
P@lasz@ow was wound down, Oskar could not have dfoilve time to monitor
Goldberg, even if he had had the power. In any,daseaccount the prisoners give of the
camp in its last day and night is one of millinglarmaos, Goldberg—Lord of the Lists—
at its center, still holding out for offers.

Dr. Idek Schindel, for example, approached Goldlierget himself and his two young

brothers into Brinnlitz. Goldberg would not give answer, and Schindel would not find
out until the evening of October 15, when the nm@aisoners were marshaled for the
cattle cars, that he and his brothers were nadigbr the Schindler camp. They joined
the line of Schindler people anyway. It is a scémmen a cautionary engraving of

Judgment Day—the ones without the right mark attergpo creep onto the line of the
justified and being spotted by an angel of retidout in this case Oberscharf@uhrer
M‘uller, who came up to the doctor with his whipdaslapped him, left cheek, right

cheek, left and right again with the leather batijle asking amusedly, “Why would you

want to get on that line?”

Schindel would be made to stay on with the small
party involved in liquidating P@lasz@ow and would
then travel with a carload of sick women

to Auschwitz. They would be placed in a hut in
some corner of Birkenau and left to die. Yet

most of them, overlooked by camp officials and
exempt from the usual regimen of the place, would
live. Schindel himself would be sent

to Flossenburg and then—with his brothers—on a
death march. He would survive by a layer of skin,
but the youngest Schindel boy would be shot onmrtaech
on the next-to-last day of the war. That is an

image of the way the Schindler list, without any
malice on Oskar’s side, with adequate

malice on Goldberg’s, still tantalizes

survivors, and tantalized them in those

desperate October days.

Everyone has a story about the list. Henry

Rosner lined up with the Schindler people, but &0ON
spotted his violin and, knowing that Amon would
require music should he be released from prison,
sent Rosner back. Rosner then hid his violin

under his coat, against his side, tucking the raddie
sound post under his armpit. He lined up againveasl
let through to the Schindler cars. Rosner had been
one of those to whom Oskar had made promises, and



so had always been on the list. It was the sanfetivet

Jereths: old Mr. Jereth of the box factory

and Mrs. Chaja Jereth, described in the list

inexactly and hopefully as a

Metallarbeiterin—a metalworker. The

Perlmans were also on as old Emalia hands, andetvertovs as well. In fact, in spite of
Goldberg, Oskar got for the most part the peopledteasked for, though there may have
been some surprises among them. A man as worldi@skar could not have been
amazed to find Goldberg himself among the inhakstah Brinnlitz.

But there were more welcome additions than thatldék Pfefferberg, for example,

accidentally overlooked and rejected by Goldbergldck of diamonds, let it be known

that he wanted to buy vodka—he could pay in clgtonbread. When he’d acquired the
bottle, he got permission to take it down to thdeoly building in Jerozolimska where
Schreiber was on duty. He gave Schreiber the ebaitid pleaded with him to force
Goldberg to include Mila and himself. “Schindleh& said, “would have written us
down if he’d remembered.” Poldek had no doubt tmatwas negotiating for his life.

“Yes,” Schreiber agreed. “The two of you must getitd’ It is a human puzzle why men
like Schreiber didn’t in such moments ask themsgNethis man and his wife were
worth saving, why weren’t the rest?

The Pfefferbergs would find themselves on the Stleinline when the time came. And
so, to their surprise, would Helen Hirsch and tlbeinger sister whose survival had
always been Helen’s own obsession.

The men of the Schindler list entrained at the B@@ow siding on a Sunday, October
15. It would be another full week before the wonieft. Though the 800 were kept
separate during the loading of the train and weshed into freight cars kept exclusively
for Schindler personnel, they were coupled to carstaining 1,300 other prisoners all
bound for Gr@oss-Rosen. It seems that some hadetep to have to pass through
Gr@oss-Rosen on their way to Schindler's camp; rhaty others believed that the
journey would be direct. They were prepared to emdu slow trip to Moravia—they
accepted that they would be made to spend timeagsiih the cars at junctions and on
sidings. They might wait half a day at a time fiaffic with higher priority to pass. The
first snow had fallen in the last week, and it vbhé cold. Each prisoner had been issued
only 300 gm. of bread to last the journey, and ezhhad been provided with a single
water bucket. For their natural functions, thevétars would have to use a corner of the
floor, or if packed too tightly, urinate and defexavhere they stood. But in the end,
despite all their griefs they would tumble out &chindler establishment.

The 300 women of the list would enter the cars filllowing Sunday in the same
sanguine state of mind.

Other prisoners noticed that Goldberg traveledgigly as any of them. He must have
had contacts outside P@Ilasz@ow to hold his diamfordem. Those who still hoped to
influence him on behalf of an uncle, a brotherisées allowed him enough space to sit in
comfort. The others squatted, their knees pushidtireir chins. Dolek Horowitz held
six-year-old Richard in his arms. Henry Rosner madest of clothing on the floor for
nine-year-old Olek.



It took three days. Sometimes, at sidings, thesatlr froze on the walls. Air was always
scarce, but when you got a mouthful it was icy &idl. The train halted at last on the
dusk of a comfortless autumn day. The doors werdeckad, and passengers were
expected to alight as quickly as businessmen wigiomtments to keep. SS guards ran
among them shouting directions and blaming thensfoelling. “Take everything off!”
the NCO’S were roaring. “Everything for disinfectld They piled their clothing and
marched naked into the camp. By six in the evetimgy stood in naked lines on the
Appellplatz of this bitter destination. Snow staodthe surrounding woods; the surface
of the parade ground was iced. It was not a Scarreimp. It was Gr@oss-Rosen. Those
who had paid Goldberg glared at him, threateningdery while SS men in overcoats
walked along the lines, lashing the buttocks ostheho openly shivered.

They kept the men on the Appellplatz all night, fioere were no huts available. It was
not until midmorning the next day that they wouklgut under cover. In speaking of that
seventeen hours of exposure, of ineffable cold girggdown on the heart, survivors do
not mention any deaths.

Perhaps life under the SS, or even at

Emalia, had tempered them for a night like this.ombough it was a milder evening than
those earlier in the week, it was still murderonswgh. Some of them, of course, were
too distracted by the possibility of Brinnlitz toiftlaway with cold.

Later, Oskar would meet prisoners who had survareéven longer exposure to cold and
frostbite. Certainly elderly Mr. Garde, the fatleérAdam Garde, lived through this night,
as did little Olek Rosner and Richard Horowitz.

Toward eleven o’clock the next morning, they weakenh to the showers. Poldek
Pfefferberg, crowded in with the others, considetiee nozzle above his head with
suspicion, wondering if water or gas would rain dow was water; but before it was
turned on, Ukrainian barbers passed among themjnghéheir heads, their pubic hair,
their armpits. You stood straight, eyes front, whhe Ukrainian worked at you with his
unhoned razor. “It's too dull,” one of the prisemecomplained. “No,” said the
Ukrainian, and slashed the prisoner’s leg to shwat the blade still held a cutting edge.

After the showers, they were issued striped prisoiforms and crowded into barracks.
The SS sat them in lines, like galley oarsmen,raaa backed up between the legs of the
man behind him, his own opened legs affording supfm the man in front. By this
method, 2,000 men were crammed into three hutsn@eKapos armed with truncheons
sat on chairs against the wall and watched. Mere wesdged so tightly—every inch of
the floor space covered—that to leave their rowsthe latrines, even if the Kapos
permitted it, meant walking on heads and shouldedsbeing cursed for it.

In the middle of one hut was a kitchen where tursgoip was being made and bread
baked. Poldek Pfefferberg, coming back from atuwithe latrines, found the kitchen
under the supervision of a Polish Army NCO he haown at the beginning of the war.
The NCO gave Poldek some bread and permitted histep by the kitchen fire. The
others, however, spent their nights wedged in thradn chain.

Each day they were stood at attention in the Aptalt and remained there in silence for
ten hours. In the evenings, however, after theeissuthin soup, they were allowed to



walk around the hut, to talk to each other. Thestbtd a whistle at 9 P.m. was the signal
for them to take up their curious positions for tight.

On the second day, an SS officer came

to the Appellplatz looking for the clerk who had

drawn up the Schindler list. It had not been

sent off from P@Ilasz@ow, it seemed. Shivering in

his coarse prison uniform, Goldberg was led off

to an office and asked to type out the list

from memory. By the end of the day he had not fiedgsthe

work and, back in the barracks, was surrounded by a

spate of final pleas for inclusion. Here, in the

bitter dusk, the list still enticed and tormented,

even if all it had done so far for those on it was

bring them to Gr@oss-Rosen. Pemper and others,

moving in on Goldberg, began to pressure him

to type Dr. Alexander Biberstein’s name on the

sheet in the morning. Biberstein was brother of the

Marek Biberstein who had been that first,

optimistic president of the Cracow

Judenrat. Earlier in the week Goldberg

had confused Biberstein, telling him that he washenlist. It was not till the trucks were
loaded that the doctor found out he was not inSbleindler group. Even in such a place
as Gr@oss-Rosen, Mietek Pemper was sure enougfutifra to threaten Goldberg with
postwar reprisals if Biberstein were not added.

Then, on the third day, the 800 men of Schindlaow revised list were separated out;
taken to the delousing station for yet another wastrmitted to sit a few hours,
speculating and chatting like villagers in fronttbéir huts; and marched out once more
to the siding. With a small ration of bread, thdéiynbed up into cattle cars. None of the
guards who loaded them admitted to knowing wheeg thiere going. They squatted on
the floorboards in the prescribed manner. They Keged in their minds the map of
Central Europe, and made continual judgments ati®ifpassage of the sun, gauging
their direction by glimpses of light through smadire ventilators near the roofs of the
cars. Olek Rosner was lifted to the ventilator is ¢ar and said that he could see forests
and mountains. The navigation experts claimed ttlén was traveling generally
southeast. It all indicated a Czech destinatiohnbwne wanted to say so.

This journey of a hundred miles took nearly

two days; when the doors opened, it was early

morning on the second day. They were at the

Zwittau depot. They dismounted and were marchesltiir

a town not yet awake, a town frozen in the

late Thirties. Even the graffiti on the

walls—‘KEEP THE JEWS OUT OF

BRINNLITZ—LOOKED strangely prewar to them. Theydh been living in a world
where their very breath was begrudged. It seemetbsdl endearingly naive for the
people of Zwittau to begrudge them a mere locatidhree or four miles out into the



hills, following a rail siding, they came to thedumstrial hamlet of Brinnlitz, and saw
ahead in thin morning light the solid bulk of theoffinan annex transformed into
Arbeitslager (labor Camp)

Brinnlitz, with watchtowers, a wire fence encirdiit, a guard barracks inside the wire,
and beyond that the gate to the factory and tis®opers’ dormitories.

As they marched in through the outer gate, Oskpeaged from the factory courtyard,
wearing a Tyrolean hat.



CHAPTER 33

This camp, like Emalia, had been equipped at Oskaxpense. According to the

bureaucratic theory, all factory camps were builthe owner’s cost. It was thought that
any industrialist got sufficient incentive from tlobeap prison labor to justify a small

expenditure on wire and lumber. In fact, Germamdsing industrialists, such as Krupp

and Farben, built their camps with materials dashdi®m SS enterprises andwitha
wealth of labor lent to them. Oskar was no darlmgl got nothing. He had been able to
pry some wagonloads of SS cement out of Bosch at #®bsch would have considered a
discount black-market price. From the same souecgdt two to three tons of gasoline
and fuel oil for use in the production and delivefyhis goods. He had brought some of
the camp fencing wire from Emalia.

But around the bare premises of the Hoffman anhexwas required to provide high-
tension fences, latrines, a guard barracks for 380personnel, attached SS offices, a
sickroom, and kitchens. Adding to the expense, dbannf@uhrer Hassebroeck had
already been down from Gr@oss-Rosen for an ingpeeind gone away with a supply
of cognac and porcelainware, and what Oskar destrés “tea by the kilogram.”
Hassebroeck had also taken away inspection fees camdpulsory Winter Aid
contributions levied by Section D, and no receipd been given. “His car had a
considerable capacity for these things,” Oskar @dater declare. He had no doubt in
October 1944 that Hassebroeck was already docttra@rinnlitz books.

Inspectors sent directly by Oranienburg had alsbecsatisfied. As for the goods and
equipment of DEF, much of it still in transit, itowld require 250 freight cars before it
had all arrived. It was astounding, said Oskar, hoa crumbling state, Ostbahn officials
could, if properly encouraged, find such a numbeaib cars.

And the unique aspect of all this, of Oskar himsgtinty in his mountain hat, as he
emerged from that frosty courtyard, is that unlikeipp and Farben and all the other
entrepreneurs who kept Jewish slaves, he had rmusendustrial intention at all. He had

no hopes of production; there were no sales graphs head. Though four years ago he
had come to Cracow to get rich, he now had no nzatufing ambitions left.

It was a hectic industrial situation there in Biitm Many of the presses, drills, and
lathes had not yet arrived, and new cement floarsldvhave to be poured to take their
weight. The annex was still full of Hoffman’s oldachinery. Even so, for these 800
supposed munitions workers who had just moved tirahe gate, Oskar was paying
7.50 RM. each day per skilled worker, 6 RM. pemla. This would amount to nearly
$14,000 U.s. each week for male labor; when the evomrrived, the bill would top
$18,000. Oskar was therefore committing a grandnless folly, but celebrated it in a
Tyrolean hat.

Some of Oskar’'s attachments had shifted too. Mmilie Schindler had come from
Zwittau to live with him in his downstairs apartnterBrinnlitz, unlike Cracow, was too
close to home to permit her to excuse their sejparator a Catholic like her, it was now

a matter of either formalizing the rift or livingdether again. There seemed to be at least
a tolerance between them, a thorough mutual respefitst sight she might have looked
like a marital cipher, an abused wife who did nebw how to get out. Some of the men
wondered at first what she would think when shanébthe sort of factory Oskar kept, the



sort of camp. They did not know yet that Emilie wbumake her own discrete
contribution, that it would be based not on conjueedience but on her own ideas.

Ingrid had come with Oskar to Brinnlitz to work the new plant, but she had taken
lodgings outside the camp and was there only féicethours. There was a definite
cooling in that relationship, and she would newvee Wwith Oskar again. But she would
show no animosity, and throughout the coming mofkkar would frequently visit her
in her apartment. The racy Klonowska, that chiadbhopatriot, stayed behind in Cracow,
but again there was no apparent bitterness. Oskatdwhave contact with her during
visits to Cracow, and she would again help him wttenSS caused trouble. The truth
was that though his attachments to Klonowska agddrwere winding down in the most
fortunate way, without any bitterness, it would @édeen a mistake to believe that he was
turning conjugal.

He told the men, that day of their arrival, thag thomen could be confidently expected.
He believed they would arrive after scarcely moetag than there had been with the
men. The women’s journey would, however, be diffiereAfter a short trip from
P@lasz@ow, their locomotive backed them, with stnnedreds of other P@lasz@ow
women, through the arched gatehouse of AuschwitzeBau. When the car doors
opened, they found themselves in that immense cwseobisecting the camp, and
practiced SS men and women, speaking calmly, beggrade them. The sorting of the
people went on with a terrifying detachment. Whewaman was slow in moving, she
was hit with a truncheon, but the blow had no peat@dge to it. It was all a matter of
getting the numbers through. For the SS sectiorikeatailside of Birkenau, it was all
dutiful tedium. They had already heard every piary story. They knew every dodge
anyone was ever likely to pull.

Under the floodlights, the women numbly asked eaitier what it meant. But even in
their daze, their shoes already filling with the dnihat was Birkenau’s element, they
were aware of SS women pointing to them, and telliniformed doctors who showed
any interest, “Schindlergruppe!” And the spruce nguyhysicians would turn away and
leave them alone for a time.

Feet sticking in the mud, they were marched todifleusing plant and stripped by order
of tough young SS women with truncheons in themrdsa Mila Pfefferberg was troubled
by rumors of the type most prisoners of the Reiati by now heard—that some shower
nozzles gave out a killing gas.

These, she was delighted to find, gave mere icemat

After their wash, some of them expected to be ¢attio They knew as much as that about
Auschwitz. The SS tattooed your arm if they warttedse you. If they intended to feed
you into the machine, however, they did not bothée same train that had brought the
women of the list had brought also some 2,000 etldro, not being Schindlerfrauen,
were put through the normal selections. Rebecca 8atluded from the Schindler list,
had passed and been given a number, and Josef Bduist mother had also won a
tattoo in that preposterous Birkenau lottery. ArotR@lasz@ow girl, fifteen years old,
had looked at the tattoo she’d been given and tebkghted that it had two fives, a three,
and two sevens—numbers enshrined in the Tashlagewish calendar. With a tattoo,



you could leave Birkenau and go to one of the Auwsizhlabor camps, where there was
at least a chance.

But the Schindler women, left untattooed, were ttdddress again and taken to a
windowless hut in the women’s camp. There, in theter of the floor, stood a sheet-iron
stove housed in bricks. It was the only comforhe® were no bunks. The

Schindlerfrauen were to sleep two or three to a #traw pallet. The clay floor was

damp, and water would rise from it like a tide ainench the pallets, the ragged blankets.
It was a death house at the heart of Birkenau. Tagythere and dozed, frozen and
uneasy in that enormous acreage of mud.

It confounded their imaginings of an intimate

location, a village in Moravia. This was a

great, if ephemeral, city. On a given day more

than a quarter of a million Poles,

Gypsies, and Jews kept brief residence

here. There were thousands more over in Auschwitzel first but smaller camp where
Commandant Rudolf H@oss lived. And in the greatusgtdal area named Auschwitz I,
some tens of thousands worked while they could. Stieindler women had not been
precisely informed of the statistics of Birkenauobthe Auschwitz duchy in itself. They
could see, though, beyond birch trees at the wested of the enormous settlement,
constant smoke rising from the four crematoria #melnumerous pyres. They believed
they were adrift now, and that the tide would t#kem down there. But not with all the
capacity for making and believing rumors that cbhazes a life in prison would they
have guessed how many people could be gassedaherelay when the system worked
well. The number was—according to H@oss—nine thodisalhe women were equally
unaware that they had arrived in Auschwitz at aetiwhen the progress of the war and
certain secret negotiations between Himmler andSvedish Count Folke Bernadotte
were imposing a new direction on it. The secrghefextermination centers had not been
kept, for the Russians had excavated the Lublinpcand found the furnaces containing
human bones and more than five hundred drums dbAyR.

News of this was published throughout the world] an

Himmler, who wanted to be treated seriously as

obvious postwar successor to the F@uhrer, was

willing to make promises to the Allies that the

gassing of Jews would stop. He did not, however,

issue an order on the matter until some time in

October—the date is not certain. One copy

went to General Pohl in Oranienburg; the

other, to Kaltenbrunner, Chief of Reich

Security. Both of them ignored the

directive, and so did Adolf Eichmann.

Jews from P@lasz@ow, Theresienstadt, and Italyiraoed to be gassed up to the
middle of November. The last selection for the ghambers is believed, however, to
have been made on October 30.

For the first eight days of their stay in



Auschwitz, the Schindler women were in enormousgdarof death by gassing. And
even after that, as the last victims of the chasbentinued to file throughout November
toward the western end of Birkenau, and as the ©aed pyres worked on their backlog
of corpses, they would not be aware of any changled essential nature of the camp. All
their anxieties would in any case be well foundedmost of those left after the gassing
ceased would be shot --as happened to all the toeioma workers—or allowed to die of

disease.

In any case, the Schindler women went through

frequent mass medical inspections in both

October and November. Some of them had been

separated out in the first days and sent off tdtite

reserved for the terminally ill. The doctors of

Auschwitz—Josef Mengele,

Fritz Klein, Doctors Konig and Thilo

--not only worked on the Birkenau platform but raatrthe camp, turning up at roll calls,
invading the showers, asking with a smile, “How @itk you, Mother?” Mrs. Clara
Sternberg found herself put aside in a hut for oldemen. Sixty-year-old Mrs. Lola
Krumholz was also cut out of the Schindlergruppé pat into a barracks for the aged
where she was meant to die at no expense to thenisthation. Mrs. Horowitz,
believing that her fragile daughter of eleven yedxBusia, could not survive a
“bathhouse” inspection, hustled her into an emptyns: boiler. One of the SS girls who'd
been appointed to the Schindler women—the pretg; tme blonde—saw her do it but
did not give her away. She was a puncher, that sinet-tempered, and later she would
ask Mrs. Horowitz for a bribe and get a broochalhiRegina had somehow concealed
till then. Regina handed it over philosophicallyhefe was another, heavier, gentler one
who made lesbian advances and may have requireate pmersonal payoff. Sometimes
at roll call, one or more of the doctors would agup@ front of the barracks. Seeing the
medical gentlemen, women rubbed clay into theirekbeo induce a little bogus color.
At one such inspection, Regina found stones fordaemghter, Niusia, to stand on, and
silver-haired young Mengele came to her and askea Isoft-voiced question concerning
her daughter's age and punched her for lying. Wofebed like this at inspection were
meant to be picked up by the guards while stillisenscious, dragged to the electrified
fence at the edge of the women’s camp, and throwa . They had Regina halfway
there when she revived and begged them not toeinalive, to let her return to her line.
They released her, and when she crept back intoathies, there was her bird-boned,
speechless daughter still, frozen to the pile @ist These inspections could occur at any
hour. The Schindler women were called out one nighgtand in the mud while their
barracks was searched. Mrs.

Dresner, who had once been saved by a vanished
OD boy, came out with her tall teen-age

daughter, Danka. They stood there in that
eccentric mire of Auschwitz which, like the fabled
mud of Flanders, would not freeze when everything
else had frozen—the roads, the

rooftops, the human traveler.

Both Danka and Mrs. Dresner had left



P@lasz@ow in the summer clothing that was all theg left. Danka wore a blouse, a
light jacket, a maroon skirt. Since it had beguwoveing earlier in the evening, Mrs.

Dresner had suggested that Danka tear a stripesfiolanket and wear it beneath the
skirt. Now, in the course of the barracks inspettibe SS discovered the ripped blanket.

The officer who stood before the Schindler womelhedaout the barracks Alteste—a
Dutch woman whom, until yesterday, none of them kamlvn—and said that she was to
be shot, together with any other prisoner foundhaiblanket strip under her dress.

Mrs. Dresner began whispering to Danka.

“Take it off and I'll slip it back into the

barracks.” It was a credible idea. The

barracks stood at ground level and no step led tipetm. A woman in the rear line might
slip backward through the door. As Danka had obdyedmother once before in the
matter of the wall cavity in Dabrowski Street, Gyag she obeyed her now, slipping
from beneath her dress that strip of Europe’s midsknket. In fact, while Mrs. Dresner
was in the hut, the SS officer passed by and idtyaeted a woman of Mrs. Dresner’s
age—it was probably Mrs. Sternberg—and had hemtakeay to some worse part of the
camp, some place where there was no Moravianaktusi

Perhaps the other women in line did not let themeselinderstand what this simple act of
weeding out meant. It was in fact a statement timtreserved group of so-called
“industrial prisoners” was safe in Auschwitz. No @f “Schindlerfrauen!” would keep
them immune for long. There had been other grodpehdustrial prisoners” who had
vanished in Auschwitz. General Pohl's Section W kadt some trainloads of skilled
Jewish workers from Berlin the year before. I. @ri#en had needed labor and was told
by Section W to select its workers from these fans. In fact, Section W had
suggested to Commandant H@oss that the trainsdgheulnloaded in the I.

G. Farben works, not near the crematoria in

Auschwitz-Birkenau. Of 1,750

prisoners, all male, in the first

train, 1,000 were immediately gassed. Of 4,00henrtext four trainloads, 2,500 went at
once to the “bathhouses.” If the Auschwitz admmaitsbn would not stay its hand for I.

G. Farben and Department W, it was not going tdéirbeky about the women of some

obscure German potmaker.

In barracks like those of the Schindler women, asvike living outdoors. The windows
had no glass and served only to put an edge ohl#éisés of cold air out of Russia. Most
of the girls had dysentery. Crippled with crampgyHimped in their clogs to the steel
waste drum out in the mud. The woman who tendédliso for an extra bowl of soup.
Mila Pfefferberg staggered out one evening, sewgd dysentery, and the woman on
duty—not a bad woman, a woman Mila had known asla-msisted that she could not
use the drum but had to wait for the next girl ant then empty it with her help. Mila
argued but could not shake the woman. Beneathuthgri stars this tending of the drum
had become something like a profession, and there wules. With the drum as pretext,
the woman had come to believe that order, hygissaty were possible.

The next girl out arrived at Mila’s side, gaspingdédent and desperate. But she too was
young and, in peaceful days in @l@od@z, had kndwenwoman on the can as a



respectable married woman. So the two girls weredmmt and lugged the thing 300
meters through the mud. The girl who shared theduasked Mila, “Where’s Schindler
now?”

Not everyone in the barracks asked that questioasked it in that fierce, ironic way.
There was an Emalia girl named Lusia, a widow drtty-two, who kept saying, “You'll
see, it will all come out. We'll end up somewherarm with Schindler’s soup in us.” She
did not know herself why she kept repeating sueltestents. In Emalia she had never
been the type to make projections. She’d workedshit, drunk her soup, and slept. She
had never predicted grandiose events. Sufficietietoday had always been the survival
thereof. Now she was ill and there was no reasoméo to be prophetic. The cold and
hunger were wasting her, and she too bore the alastssions of her hunger. Yet she
amazed herself by repeating Oskar’s promises.

Later in their stay in Auschwitz, when they had rbeaoved to a hut closer to the
crematoria and did not know if they were to gohe showers or the chambers, Lusia
continued pushing the glad message. Even so,dbkeofithe camp having washed them
to this geographic limit of the earth, this polastpit, despair wasn’t quite the fashion for
the Schindlerfrauen. You would still find women kiletl in recipe talk and dreams of
prewar kitchens.

In Brinnlitz when the men arrived, there was ortlg shell. There were no bunks yet;
straw was strewn in the dormitories upstairs. Butdas warm, with steam heat from the
boilers. There were no cooks that first day. Bagsimips lay around what would be the
cookhouse, and men devoured them raw. Later, sagphbnewed and bread baked, and
the engineer Finder began the allocating of jdbst from the start, unless there were SS
men looking on, it was all slow. It is mysterioussa body of prisoners could sense that
the Herr Direktor was no longer a party to any wetort. The pace of work grew very
canny in Brinnlitz. Since Oskar was detached fromdquestion of production, slow work
became the prisoners’ vengeance, their declaration.

It was a heady thing to withhold your labor. Ewengre else in Europe, the slaves
worked to the limit of their 600 calories per dépping to impress some foreman and
delay the transfer to the death camp. But hereimiBtz was the intoxicating freedom to
use the shovel at half-pace and still survive.

None of this unconscious policy-making was eviderthe first days. There were still too

many prisoners anxious for their women. Dolek Hatovhad a wife and daughter in

Auschwitz. The Rosner brothers had their wives.ff@fieerg knew the shock which

something as vast, as appalling as Auschwitz whalkk on Mila. Jacob Sternberg and
his teen-age son were concerned about Mrs. Claral&irg. Pfefferberg remembers the
men clustering around Schindler on the factoryrfland asking him again where the
women were.

“I'm getting them out,” Schindler rumbled.

He did not go into explanations. He did not
publicly surmise that the SS in Auschwitz
might need to be bribed. He did not say that he
had sent the list of women to Colonel

Erich Lange, or that he and Lange both



intended to get them to Brinnlitz according to lilse

Nothing of that. Simply “I'm getting them out.” Th8S garrison who moved into
Brinnlitz in those days gave Oskar some cause tpehoThey were middle-aged
reservists called up to allow younger SS men aepilac¢he front line. There were not so
many lunatics as at P@lasz@ow, and Oskar wouldyslkaep them gentle with the
specialties of his kitchen—plain food, but plertya visit to their barracks, he made his
usual speech about the unique skills of his prisgriee importance of his manufacturing
activities. Antitank shells, he said, and casinysa projectile still on the secret list. He
asked that there be no intrusion by the garriséa the factory itself, for that would
disturb the workers.

He could see it in their eyes. It suited them, thigset town. They could imagine
themselves lasting out the cataclysm here. Theyndidwant to rampage round the
workshops like a Goeth or a Hujar. They didn’t wdmg Herr Direktor to complain about
them.

Their commanding officer, however, had not yetvadi He was on his way from his

previous post, the labor camp at Budzyn, which hadi] the recent Russian advances,
manufactured Heinkel bomber parts. He would be geunsharper, more intrusive,

Oskar knew. He might not readily take to being ddraccess to the camp. Among all
this pouring of cement floors, the knocking of twia the roof so that the vast Hilos
would fit, the softening of NCO’S, amid the privaieaeasiness of settling into married
life with Emilie again, Oskar was arrested a thinde.

The Gestapo turned up at lunchtime. Oskar

was not in his office, in fact had driven to Brno

on some business earlier in the morning. A truck

had just arrived at the camp from Cracow laden with

some of the Herr Direktor’s portable wealth

--cigarettes, cases of vodka, cognac,

champagne. Some would later claim that this wasti@oeroperty, that Oskar had
agreed to bring it into Moravia in return for Gostbacking of his Brinnlitz plans. Since
Goeth had now been a prisoner for a month and baghare authority, the luxuries on
the truck could just as well be considered Oskar’s.

The men doing the unloading thought so and becamneus at the sight of the Gestapo
men in the courtyard. They had mechanics’ privitkegad so were permitted to drive the
truck to a stream down the hill, where they thrée liquor into the water by the caseful.
The two hundred thousand cigarettes on the truck Wwielden more retrievably under the
cover of the large transformer in the power plant.

It is significant that there were so many cigasetiad so much liquor in the truck: a sign
that Oskar, always keen on trade goods, intendedtoamake his living on the black
market.

They got the truck back to the garage as the soemidday soup was blown. In past
days the Herr Direktor had eaten with the prisanansl the mechanics hoped that today
he would do so again; they could then explain Wizt happened to such an expensive
truckload.



He did in fact return from Brno soon after, but ve&spped at the inner gate by one of the
Gestapo men who stood there with his hand raiskd. Gestapo man ordered him to
leave his car at once.

“This is my factory,” a prisoner heard

Oskar growl back. “If you want to talk

to me, you're welcome to jump in the car.

Otherwise follow me to my office.”

He drove into the courtyard, the two Gestapo melking quickly on either side of the
vehicle. In his office, they asked him about hisections with Goeth, with Goeth’s
loot. | do have a few suitcases here, he told thEmy belong to Herr Goeth. He asked
me to keep them for him until his release.

The Gestapo men asked to see them, and Oskarheokthrough to the apartment. He
made formal and cold introductions between Fraurfsitdr and the men from Bureau V.
Then he brought out the suitcases and opened fhieay. were full of Amon’s civilian
clothing, and old uniforms from the days when Anf@d been a slim SS NCO. When
they'd been through them and found nothing, thegearthe arrest.

Emilie grew aggressive now. They had no right, shd, to take her husband unless they
could say what they were taking him for. The peapl®erlin will not be happy about
this, she said. Oskar advised her to be silent. yu will have to call my friend
Klonowska, he told her, and cancel my appointments.

Emilie knew what that meant. Klonowska would do trezk with the telephone again,
calling Martin Plathe in Breslau, the General Sdten people, all the big guns. One of
the Bureau V men took out handcuffs and put then®skar’s wrists. They took him to
their car, drove him to the station in Zwittau, astorted him by train to Cracow.

The impression is that this arrest scared him more
than the previous two. There are no stories of
lovelorn SS colonels who shared a cell with

him and drank his vodka. Oskar did later

record some details, however. As the Bureau

V men escorted him across the grand neoclassic
loggia of the Cracow central station, a man named
Huth approached them. He had been a

civilian engineer in P@lasz@ow. He had

always been obsequious to Amon, but had a
reputation for many secret kindnesses. It may have
been an accidental meeting, but suggests that Huth
may have been working with Klonowska. Huth insisted
on shaking Oskar by his shackled hand. One of the
Bureau V men objected. “Do you really want

to go around shaking hands with prisoners?” hedaske
Huth. The engineer at once made a speech, a
testimonial to Oskar. This was the Herr

Direktor Schindler, a man greatly



respected throughout Cracow, an important indusirigl can never think of him as a
prisoner,” said Huth.

Whatever the significance of this meeting, Oskas yat into a car and taken across the
familiar city to Pomorska Street again. They punhin a room like the one he had
occupied during his first arrest, a room with a la@d a chair and a washbasin but with
bars on the window. He was not easy there, evaugthbis manner was one of bearlike
tranquillity. In 1942, when they had arrested hima tlay after his thirty-fourth birthday,
the rumor that there were torture chambers in thad?ska cellars had been terrifying
and indefinite. It wasn't indefinite anymore.

He knew that Bureau V would torture him if they wethAmon badly enough.

That evening Herr Huth came as a visitor, bringintp him a dinner tray and a bottle of
wine. Huth had spoken to Klonowska. Oskar himseltild never clarify whether or not
Klonowska had prearranged that “chance encoun®hichever it was, Huth told him
now that Klonowska was rallying his old friends.

The next day he was interrogated by a panel ofvev8IS investigators, one a judge of
the SS Court. Oskar denied that he had given amegnto ensure that the Commandant
would, in the words of the transcript of Amon’s @smnce, “go easy on the Jews.” | may
have given him the money as a loan, Oskar adméttexhe stage. Why would you give
him a loan? they wanted to know. | run an essewntslindustry, said Oskar, playing the
old tune. | have a body of skilled labor. If it éssturbed, there is loss to me, to the
Armaments Inspectorate, to the war effort. If I iduthat in the mass of prisoners in
P@lasz@ow there was a skilled metalworker of agoatel needed, then of course |
asked the Herr Commandant for him. | wanted hin fawanted him without red tape.
My interest was production, its value to me, to tAemaments Inspectorate. In
consideration of the Herr Commandant’s help in ¢hestters, | may have given him a
loan.

This defense involved some disloyalty to his olgthé&mon. But Oskar would not have
hesitated. His eyes gleaming with transparent fiaeg, his tone low, his emphasis
discreet, Oskar—without saying it in so many wordst-the investigators know that the
money had been extorted. It didn’t impress theneyllbcked him away again.

The interrogation went into a second, third, anartto day. No one did him harm, but
they were steely. At last he had to deny any fréfana with Amon at all. It was no great
task: he loathed the man profoundly anyhow. “I'mt @ofairy,” he growled at the
gentlemen of Bureau V, falling back on rumors he&hrd about Goeth and his young
orderlies.

Amon himself would never understand that Oskar idesphim and was willing to help
the case Bureau V had against him. Amon was alvd®ysded about friendship. In
sentimental moods, he believed that Mietek Pemper ldelen Hirsch were loving
servants. The investigators probably would not hig@tenim know that Oskar was in
Pomorska and would have listened mutely to Amoringrghem, “Call in my old friend
Schindler. He’ll vouch for me.”

What helped Oskar most when he faced the investigatas that he had had few actual
business connections with the man. Though he hatktmes given Amon advice or



contacts, he had never had a share in any dear neade a z@loty out of Amon’s sales
of prison rations, of rings from the jewelry shab,garments from the custom-tailoring
plant or furniture from the upholstery sectionmust also have helped him that his lies
were disarming even to policemen, and that wheroltk the truth he was positively
seductive. He never gave the impression that he gvateful for being believed. For
example, when the gentlemen of Bureau V looked &y might at least give standing
room to the idea that the 80,000 RM. was a “loansum extorted, Oskar asked them
whether in the end the money might be returnedrtg to Herr Direktor Schindler, the
impeccable industrialist.

A third factor in Oskar’s favor was that his

credentials checked out. Colonel Erich

Lange, when telephoned by Bureau V,

stressed Schindler's importance to the conduchefwar. Sussmuth, called in Troppau,
said that Oskar’s plant was involved in the progurcof “secret weapons.” It was not, as
we will see, an untrue statement. But when saidthiuit was misleading and carried a
distorted weight. For the F@uhrer had promisedré&tegeapons.” The phrase itself was
charismatic and extended its protection now to @sRgainst a phrase like “secret
weapons,” any confetti of protest from the burghadrgwittau did not count.

But even to Oskar it did not seem that the

imprisonment was going well. About the fourth day,

one of his interrogators visited him not to quastim

but to spit at him. The spittle streaked the left

lapel of his suit. The man ranted at him,

calling him a Jew-lover, a fucker of

Jewesses. It was a departure from the strange

legalism of the interrogations. But Oskar wasn'’t

sure that it was not planned, that it did not

represent the true impetus behind his

imprisonment.

After a week, Oskar sent a message,

by way of Huth and Klonowska,

to Oberf@uhrer Scherner. Bureau V was putting gwelsure on him, the message went,
that he did not believe he could protect the forpaice chief much longer. Scherner
left his counterinsurgency work (it was soon td kim) and arrived in Oskar’s cell
within a day. It was a scandal what they were dosagd Scherner. What about Amon?
Oskar asked, expecting Scherner to say that thatanscandal too. He deserves all he
gets, said Scherner. It seemed that everyone wsertohgg Amon. Don’t worry, said
Scherner before leaving, we intend to get you out.

On the morning of the eighth day, they let Oskaranto the street. Oskar did not delay
his going—nor did he, this time, demand transp&mough to be deposited on the cold
sidewalk.

He traveled across Cracow by streetcar and
walked to his old factory in Zablocie. A

few Polish caretakers were still there, and from th
upstairs office he called Brinnlitz and



told Emilie that he was free.

Moshe Bejski, a Brinnlitz

draftsman, remembers the confusion while Oskar wasy—the rumors, all the
guestions about what it meant. But Stern and MauFinder, Adam Garde and others
had consulted Emilie about food, about work arramgygts, about the provision of bunks.
They were the first to discover that Emilie wasmere passenger. She was not a happy
woman, and her unhappiness was compounded by BWsaarrest of Oskar. It must
have seemed cruel that the SS should intrude srré¢hinion before it had got properly
started. But it was clear to Stern and the otheas $he was not there, keeping house in
that little apartment on the ground floor, purelyt of wifely duty. There was what you
could call an ideological commitment too. A pictufeJesus with His heart exposed and
in flames hung on a wall of the apartment. Stemh $&en the same design in the houses
of Polish Catholics. But there had been no ornanoérthat kind in either of Oskar’s
Cracow apartments. The Jesus of the exposed hidaniot always reassure when you
saw it in Polish kitchens. In Emilie’s apartmehgwever, it hung like a promise, a
personal one. Emilie’s.

Early in November, her husband came back by tidéwas unshaven and smelly from
his imprisonment. He was amazed to find that thenem were still in Auschwitz-
Birkenau.

In planet Auschwitz, where the Schindler women ndoag warily, as full of dread as any
space travelers, Rudolf H@oss ruled as foundetddripresiding genius. Readers of
William Styron’s novel Sophie’s Choice encountetedh as the master of Sophie— a
very different sort of master than Amon was to Hetersch; a more detached, mannerly,
and sane man; yet still the unflagging priest @it tbannibal province. Though in the
1920’s he had murdered a Ruhr schoolteacher forrmhg on a German activist and had
done time for the crime, he never murdered any Awge prisoner by his own hand. He
saw himself instead as a technician. As champio@Zyéfon B, the hydrogen cyanide
pellets which gave off fumes when exposed to @&réad engaged in a long personal and
scientific conflict with his rival, Kriminalkommiss Christian Wirth, who had
jurisdiction over the Bel@zec camp and who was libad of the carbon monoxide
school. There had been an awful day at Bel@zecshwthie SS chemical officer Kurt
Gerstein had witnessed, when Kommissar Wirth’s oettook three hours to finish a
party of Jewish males packed into the chambersat H@oss had backed the more
efficient technology is partially attested to by tbontinuous growth of Auschwitz and
the decline of Bel@zec. By 1943, when Rudolf H@lesisAuschwitz to do a stint as
Deputy Chief of Section D in Oranienburg, the plages already something more than a
camp. It was even more than a wonder of organizatiovas a phenomenon. The moral
universe had not so much decayed here. It hadibeeried, like some black hole, under
the pressure of all the earth’s malice—a place e/hibes and histories were sucked in
and vaporized, and language flew inside out. Théetground chambers were named
“disinfection cellars,” the aboveground chamberathihouses,” and Oberscharf@uhrer
Moll, whose task it was to order the insertion loé blue crystals into the roofs of the
“cellars,” the walls of the “bathhouses,” custorhagried to his assistants, “All right,
let's give them something to chew on.” H@oss hadrred to Auschwitz in May 1944
and presided over the entire camp at the time ¢the8ler women occupied a barracks in
Birkenau, so close to the whimsical Oberscharf@uital. According to the Schindler



mythology, it was H@oss himself with whom Oskar stied for his 300 women.

Certainly Oskar had telephone conversations andr atbmmerce with H@oss. But he
also had to deal with Sturmbannf@uhrer Fritz Hagjein, Commandant of Auschwitz
II—THAT is, of Auschwitz-Birkenau—and with Unterstaf@uhrer Franz H@ossler,
the young man in charge, in that great city, ofghurb of women.

What is certain is that Oskar now sent a young

woman with a suitcase full of liquor, ham,

and diamonds to make a deal with these

functionaries. Some say that Oskar then followed

up the girl’s visit in person, taking with him

an associate, an influential officer in the

S.a. (the Sturmabteilung, or Storm

Troops), Standartenf@uhrer Peltze,

who, according to what Oskar later told his frienslas a British agent. Others claim that
Oskar stayed away from Auschwitz himself as a matte strategy and went to
Oranienburg instead, and to the Armaments Insp&teton Berlin, to try to put pressure
on H@oss and his associates from that end.

The story as Stern would tell it years later inudlg speech in Tel Aviv is as follows.
After Oskar’s release from prison, Stern approac®etindler and—"under the pressure
of some of my comrades”™—begged Oskar to do somgttietisive about the women
ensnared in Auschwitz. During this conference, oh@skar’'s secretaries came in—
Stern does not say which one. Schindler considdéredyirl and pointed to one of his
fingers, which sported a large diamond ring. Heedsthe girl whether she would like
this rather hefty piece of jewelry. According toeft, the girl got very excited. Stern
guotes Oskar as saying, “Take the list of the wgnpaick a suitcase with the best food
and liquor you can find in my kitchen. Then go tais&hwitz. You know the
Commandant has a penchant for pretty women. If lpong it off, you'll get this
diamond. And more still.”

It is a scene, a speech worthy of one of

those events in the Old Testament when for the ghdice

tribe a woman is offered to the invader. It is

also a Central European scene, with its

gross, corruscating diamonds and its

proposed transaction of the flesh.

According to Stern, the secretary went. When sl rdit return within two days,
Schindler himself— in the company of the obscurkkzee-went to settle the matter.

According to Schindler mythology, Oskar did

send a girlfriend of his to sleep with the Commantdabe

that H@oss, Hartjenstein, or H@ossler—and

leave diamonds on the pillow. While some, like

Stern, say it was “one of his secretaries,”

others name an Aufseher, a pretty blond

SS girl, ultimately a girlfriend of

Oskar’'s and part of the Brinnlitz garrison. Butstlgirl, it seems, was still in Auschwitz
anyhow, together with the Schindlerfrauen. Accogdio Emilie Schindler herself, the



emissary was a girl of twenty-two or twenty-threghe was a native of Zwittau, and her
father was an old friend of the Schindler familjreShad recently returned from occupied
Russia, where she’d worked as a secretary in tmm&eadministration. She was a good
friend of Emilie’s, and volunteered for the tagkisl unlikely that Oskar would demand a
sexual sacrifice of a friend of the family. Eveodigh he was a brigand in these matters,
that side of the story is certainly myth. We dot koow the extent of the girl's
transactions with the officers of Auschwitz. We wWnonly that she approached the
dreadful kingdom and dealt courageously.

Oskar later said that in his own dealings with rillers of necropolis Auschwitz, he was
offered the old temptation. The women have beer Beme weeks now. They won'’t be
worth much as labor anymore. Why don’t you fordegse three hundred? We’'ll cut
another three hundred for you, out of the endlesd.Hn 1942, an SS NCO at Prokocim
station had pushed the same idea at Oskar. Dot’stgek on these particular names,
Herr Direktor. Now as at Prokocim, Oskar pursusdusual line. There are irreplaceable
skilled munitions workers. | have trained them nifyswer a period of years. They

represent skills | cannot quickly replace. The narhé&now, that is, are the names |
know.

A moment, said his tempter. | see listed here

a nine-year-old, daughter of one Phila

Rath. | see an eleven-year-old, daughter

of one Regina Horowitz. Are you

telling me that a nine-year-old and an

eleven-year-old are skilled munitions workers? ylipolish the forty-five-millimeter
shells, said Oskar. They were selected for theig liingers, which can reach the interior
of the shell in a way that is beyond most adults.

Such conversation in support of the girl who wafiend of the family took place,
conducted by Oskar either in person or by teleph@skar would relay news of the
negotiations to the inner circle of male prisonars] from them the details were passed
on to the men on the workshop floor. Oskar’s cléat he needed children so that the
innards of antitank shells could be buffed was aggous nonsense. But he had already
used it more than once. An orphan named Anita Lanmael been called to the
Appellplatz in P@lasz@ow one night in 1943 to flddkar arguing with a middle-aged
woman, the Alteste of the women’s camp. The Altesés saying more or less what
H@oss/h@ossler would say later in Auschwitz. “Yam’'ttell me you need a fourteen-
year-old for Emalia. You cannot tell me that Comnatemt Goeth has allowed you to put
a fourteen-year-old on your roster for Emalia.’e(thiteste was worried, of course, that if
the list of prisoners for Emalia had been doctoskd would be made to pay for it.) That
night in 1943, Anita Lampel had listened flabbetgdsas Oskar, a man who had never
even seen her hands, claimed that he had chosdorhtée industrial value of her long
fingers and that the Herr Commandant had givemapysoval.

Anita Lampel was herself in Auschwitz now, but lgedwn tall and no longer needed the
long-fingered ploy. So it was transferred to thedd# of the daughters of Mrs. Horowitz
and Mrs. Rath.



Schindler’s contact had been correct in saying thatwomen had lost nearly all their
industrial value. At inspections, young women IMda Pfefferberg, Helen Hirsch, and
her sister could not prevent the cramps of dysgrftem bowing and aging them. Mrs.
Dresner had lost all appetite, even for the ersatp. Danka could not force the mean
warmth of it down her mother’'s throat. It meant tttehe would soon become a
Mussulman. The term was camp slang, based on peoplemory of newsreels of
famine in Muslim countries, for a prisoner who ladssed the borderline that separated
the ravenous living from the good-as-dead.

Clara Sternberg, in her early forties, was isoldteth the main Schindler group into
what could be described as a Mussulman hut. Haod, eorning, the dying women were
lined up in front of the door and a selection waaden Sometimes it was Mengele
leaning toward you. Of the 500 women in this neaugrof Clara Sternberg’s, 100 might
be detailed off on a given morning. On another,a6u rouged yourself with Auschwitz
clay; you kept a straight back if that could be aged. You choked where you stood
rather than cough. It was after such an inspe¢hiahClara found herself with no further
reserves left for the waiting, the daily risk. Shed a husband and a teen-age son in
Brinnlitz, but now they seemed more remote thandteals of the planet Mars. She
could not imagine Brinnlitz, or them in it. Shegyered through the women’s camp
looking for the electric wires. When she had fiestived, they'd seemed to be
everywhere. Now that they were needed, she coulfimtbthem. Each turn took her into
another quagmire street, and frustrated her withew of identically miserable huts.
When she saw an acquaintance from P@lasz@ow, @vraoman like herself, Clara
propped in front of her. “Where’s the electric feit Clara asked the woman. To her
distraught mind, it was a reasonable question kp asd Clara had no doubt that the
friend, if she had any sisterly feeling, would pgdime exact way to the wires. The answer
the woman gave Clara was just as crazed, but itomaghat had a fixed point of view, a
balance, a perversely sane core.

“Don't kill yourself on the fence, Clara,” the womairged her. “If you do that, you'll
never know what happened to you.”

It has always been the most powerful of answergite to the intending suicide. Kill
yourself and you’ll never find out how the plot en€lara did not have any vivid interest
in the plot. But somehow the answer was adequdte.t@&ned around. When she got
back to her barracks, she felt more troubled thhanaxshe’d set out to look for the fence.
But her Cracow friend had—by her reply --somehow loer off from suicide as an
option. Something awful had happened at Brinnli@skar, the Moravian traveler, was
away. He was trading in kitchenware and diamondgiot and cigars, all over the
province. Some of it was crucial business. Bilemnsspeaks of the drugs and medical
instruments that came into the Krankenstube atriitm None of it was standard issue.

Oskar must have traded for medicines at the degfdtse Wehrmacht, or perhaps in the
pharmacy of one of the big hospitals in Brno.

Whatever the cause of his absence, he was away
when an inspector from Gr@oss-Rosen arrived and
walked through the workshop with Untersturmf@uhrer
Josef Liepold, the new Commandant, who was



always happy for a chance to intrude inside the

factory. The inspector’s orders, originating

from Oranienburg, were that the Gr@oss-Rosen

subcamps should be scoured for children to be msed

Dr. Josef Mengele’s medical experiments

in Auschwitz. Olek Rosner and his small

cousin Richard Horowitz, who'd believed they

had no need of a hiding place here, were spotted

racing around the annex, chasing each other

upstairs, playing among the abandoned spinning

machines. So was the son of Dr. Leon

Gross, who had nursed Amon’s recently

developed diabetes, who had helped Dr.

Blancke with the Health Aktion, and who had othemes still to answer for. The
inspector remarked to Untersturmf@uhrer Liepold tha@se were clearly not essential
munitions workers.

Liepold—short, dark, not as crazy as Amon
--was still a convinced SS officer and did not leotto defend the brats.

Further on in the inspection Roman Ginter’'s ninary@ld was discovered. Ginter had
known Oskar from the time the ghetto was foundeat] bupplied the metalworks at
P@lasz@ow with scrap from DEF. But Untersturmf@uhrepold and the inspector did
not recognize any special relationships. The Gibtgrwas sent under escort to the gate
with the other children. Frances Spira’s boy, ded a half years old, but tall and on the
books as fourteen, was working on top of a longlémdthat day, polishing the high
windows. He survived the raid.

The orders required the rounding up of the childrgrarents as well, perhaps because
this would obviate the risk of parents beginningndated revolutions on the subcamp
premises. Therefore Rosner the violinist, Horowairzgd Roman Ginter were arrested. Dr.
Leon Gross rushed down from the clinic to negotwitd the SS. He was flushed. The
effort was to show this inspector from Gr@oss-Raset he was dealing with a really
responsible sort of prisoner, a friend of the systéhe effort counted for nothing. An SS
Unterscharf@uhrer, armed with an automatic weap@s, given the mission of escorting
them to Auschwitz.

The party of fathers and sons traveled from
Zwittau as far as Katowice, in Upper

Silesia, by ordinary passenger train. Henry
Rosner expected other passengers to be

hostile. Instead, one woman walked down the
aisle looking defiant and gave Olek and the

others a heel of bread and an apple, all the

while staring the sergeant in the face, daring him
to react. The Unterscharf@uhrer was

polite to her, however, and nodded formally. Later,
when the train stopped at Usti, he left the
prisoners under the guard of his assistant and went



to the station cafeteria, bringing back biscuitd an

coffee paid for from his own pocket. He and Rosner

and Horowitz got talking. The more the

Unterscharf@uhrer chatted, the less he

seemed to belong to that same police force as Amdajar, John, and all those others.
“I'm taking you to Auschwitz,” he said, “and thenhhve to collect some women and
bring them back to Brinnlitz.”

So, ironically, the first Brinnlitz men to discovénat the women might be let out of
Auschwitz were Rosner and Horowitz, themselvesheir tvay there.

Rosner and Horowitz were ecstatic. They told teeirs: This good gentleman is bringing

your mother back to Brinnlitz. Rosner asked thedstharf@uhrer if he would give a

letter to Manci, and Horowitz pleaded to be ablevtite to Regina. The two letters were

written on pieces of paper the Unterscharf@uhree ghem, the same stuff the man used
to write to his own wife. In his letter, Rosner neaatrangements with Manci to meet at
an address in Podg@orze if they both survived.

When Rosner and Horowitz had finished writing, 8% man put the letters in his jacket.
Where have you been these past years?

Rosner wondered. Did you start out as a
fanatic? Did you cheer when the gods
on the rostrum screamed, “The Jews are our misfettu

Later in the journey, Olek turned his head in agialhenry’s arm and began to weep. He
would not at first tell Rosner what was wrong. Whendid speak at last, it was to say
that he was sorry to drag Henry off to AuschwifEo“die just because of me,” he said.
Henry could have tried to soothe him by tellingJibut it wouldn’t have worked. All the
children knew about the gas. They grew petulantnwwai tried to deceive them.

The Unterscharf@uhrer leaned over.

Surely he had not heard, but there were tearssrees. Olek seemed astonished by
them—the way another child might be astounded bycéing circus animal. He stared at
the man. What was startling was that they lookkeel filaternal tears, the tears of a fellow
prisoner. “I know what will happen,” said the Urgenarf@uhrer. “We’'ve lost the war.
You'll get the tattoo. You'll survive.”

Henry got the impression that the man was makimampees not to the child but to
himself, arming himself with an assurance which-fe years’ time perhaps, when he
remembered this train journey—he could use to sobiimself.

On the afternoon of her attempt to find the wirt€gra Sternberg heard the calling of
names and the sound of women’s laughter from thectibn of the Schindlerfrauen
barracks. She crawled from her own damp hut andteawSchindler women lined up
beyond an inner fence of the women’s camp. Sontleevh were dressed only in blouses
and long drawers. Skeleton women, without a chaBaethey were chattering like girls.
Even the blond SS girl seemed delighted, for sbemould be liberated from Auschwitz
if they were.



“Schindlergruppe,” she called, “you’re going to teauna and then to the trains.” She
seemed to have a sense of the uniqueness of thg. elb®omed women from the
barracks all around looked blankly out through wiee at the celebratory girls. They
compelled you to watch, those list women, becalieg were so suddenly out of balance
with the rest of the city. It meant nothing, of ceeL It was an eccentric event; it had no
bearing on the majority’s life; it did not reverg® process or lighten the smoky air. But
for Clara Sternberg, the sight was intolerable. iAsvas also for sixty-year-old Mrs.
Krumholz, also half-dead in a hut assigned to thderovomen. Mrs. Krumholz began to
argue with the Dutch Kapo at the door of her b&satm going out to join them, she
said. The Dutch Kapo put up a mist of argumeiisthe end, she said, you're better off
here. If you go, you'll die in the cattle cars. Bes that, I'll have to explain why you
aren’'t here. You can tell them, said Mrs. Krumhatit it's because I'm on the Schindler
list. It's all fixed.

The books will balance. There’s no question abbuiThey argued for five minutes and
in the process talked of their families, findingt @bout each other’s origins, perhaps
looking for a vulnerable point outside the strimgic of the dispute. It turned out that the
Dutch woman’s name was also Krumholz. The two anthbegan discussing the
whereabouts of their families. My husband is int&anhausen, | think, said the Dutch
Mrs. Krumholz. The Cracow Mrs. Krumholz said, Mydhand and grown son have
gone somewhere.

| think Mauthausen. I'm meant to be in the

Schindler camp in Moravia. Those women beyond émed, that's where they're going.
They're not going anywhere, said the Dutch Mrs. {holz. Believe me. No one goes
anywhere, except in one direction. The Cracow Mrs.

Krumholz said, They think they're going somewherllease! For even if the

Schindlerfrauen were deluded, Mrs. Krumholz fromacow wanted to share the
delusion. The Dutch Kapo understood this and atdpened the door of the barracks, for
whatever it was worth.

For a fence now stood between Mrs. Krumholz, Mreriberg, and the rest of the
Schindler women. It was not an electrified periendence. It was nonetheless built,
according to the rulings of Section D, of at lesighteen strands of wire. The strands ran
closest together at the top. Farther down, theywaetched in parallel strands about six
inches apart. But between each set of paralleldfandext there was a gap of less than a
foot. That day, according to the testimony of wéses and of the women themselves,
both Mrs. Krumholz and Mrs. Sternberg somehow tbesr way through the fence to
rejoin the Schindler women in whatever daydreamredcue they were enjoying.
Dragging themselves through the perhaps nine-iagh sfretching the wire, ripping their
clothes off and tearing their flesh on the barbsytput themselves back on the Schindler
list. No one stopped them because no one belidvpdssible. To the other women of
Auschwitz, it was in any case an irrelevant examipte any other escapee, the breaching
of that fence brought you only to another, and theother, and so to the outer voltage of
the place. Whereas for Sternberg and Krumholz, thiee was the only one. The
clothing they’'d brought with them from the ghettodakept in repair in muddy
P@lasz@ow hung now on the wire. Naked and streakibdblood, they ran in among
the Schindler women.



Mrs. Rachela Korn, condemned to a hospital huhataige of forty-four, had also been
dragged out the window of the place by her daughtbo now held her upright in the
Schindler column. For her as for the other twoydts a birthday. Everyone in the line
seemed to be congratulating them.

In the washhouse, the Schindler women were barbdraian girls sheared a lice
promenade down the length of their skulls and sthélreir armpits and pubes. After their
shower they were marched naked to the quarternmstet, where the clothes of the
dead were issued to them. When they saw themsshagen and in odds and ends of
clothing, they broke into laughter—the hilaritytbe very young. The sight of little Mila
Pfefferberg, down to 70 pounds, occupying garmeuatdor a fat lady had them reeling
with hilarity. Half-dead and dressed in their pasotled rags, they pranced, modeled,
mimed, and giggled like schoolgirls.

“What's Schindler going to do with all the old won® Clara Sternberg heard an SS girl
ask a colleague.

“It's no one’s business,” the colleague said. “b&nh open an old people’s home if he
wants.”

No matter what your expectations, it was alway®m@itying thing to go into the trains.
Even in cold weather, there was a sense of smathecompounded by blackness. On
entering a car, the children always pushed therasdleward any sliver of light. That
morning, Niusia Horowitz did that, positioning helfsagainst the far wall at a place
where a slat had come loose. When she looked ouigh the gap, she could see across
the railway lines to the wires of the men’s campe Boticed a straggle of children over
there, staring at the train and waving. There séetoée a very personal insistence to
their movements. She thought it strange that onéhein resembled her six-year-old
brother, who was safe with Schindler. And the bbyia side was a double for their
cousin Olek Rosner. Then, of course, she understba@s Richard. It was Olek.

She turned and found her mother and pulled at hdoran. Then Regina looked, went
through the same cruel cycle of identification, &edan to wail. The door of the car had
been shut by now; they were all packed close im dagkness, and every gesture, every
scent of hope or panic, was contagious. All theethook up the wailing too. Manci
Rosner, standing near her sister-in-law, easedcaway from the opening, looked, saw
her son waving, and began keening too.

The door slid open again and a burly NCO asked wa® making all the noise. No one
else had any motive to come forward, but Manci BRedina struggled through the crush
to the man. “It's my child over there,” they bathid. “My boy,” said Manci. “I want to
show him that I'm still alive.”

He ordered them down onto the concourse. When stanyd before him, they began to
wonder what his purpose was. “Your name?” he askegina. She told him and saw
him reach behind his back and fumble under hih&rdbelt. She expected to see his hand
appear holding a pistol. What it held, however, wadstter for her from her husband. He
had a similar letter from Henry Rosner, too. Heegawbrief summary of the journey he’'d
made from Brinnlitz with their husbands. Manci segig@d he might be willing to let



them get down under the car, between the tracksf @s urinate. It was sometimes
permitted if trains were long delayed. He consgnte

As soon as Manci was down there under the carrigige,let out the piercing Rosner
whistle she had used on the Appellplatz of P@lasz@oguide Henry and Olek to her.
Olek heard it and began waving. He took Richardadhand pointed it toward their
mothers, peering out between the wheels of tha.traifter wild waving, Olek held his
arm aloft and pulled back his sleeve to show adalike a varicose scrawl along the
flesh of his upper arm. And of course the women edawnodded, applauded, young
Richard also holding up his tattooed arm for apg¢aulLook, the children were saying by
their rolled-up sleeves. We have permanence.

But between the wheels, the women were in a frenzy.

“What's happened to them?” they asked each otHer.God’'s name, what are they
doing here?” They understood that there would héler explanation in the letters. They
tore them open and read them, then put them awéyant on waving.

Next, Olek opened his hand and showed that he lied pelletlike potatoes in his palm.

“There,” he called, and Manci could hear him distiyn “You don’t have to worry about
me being hungry.”

“Where’s your father?” Manci shouted.

“At work,” said Olek. “He’ll be back from work sooni’m saving these potatoes for
him.”

“Oh, God,” Manci murmured to her

sister-in-law. So much for the food in his handu¥wg

Richard told it straighter. “Mamushka,

Mamushka, Mamushka,” he yelled,

“I'm so hungry!”

But he too held up a few potatoes.

He was keeping them for Dolek, he said. Dolek andrier the violinist were working at
the rock quarry.

Henry Rosner arrived first. He too stood at theewhis left arm bared and raised. “The
tattoo,” he called in triumph. She could see, thgubat he was shivering, sweating and
cold at the same time. It had not been a sofilife@lasz@ow, but he’'d been allowed to
sleep off in the paint shop the hours of work hetd in playing Lehar at the villa. Here,

in the band which sometimes accompanied the liresmng to the “bathhouses,” they
didn’t play Rosner’s brand of music.

When Dolek turned up, he was led to the wire byhRid. He could see the pretty,
hollow-faced women peering out from the undercgeiaWhat he and Henry dreaded
most was that the women would offer to stay. Theyld not be with their sons in the
male camp. They were in the most hopeful situaitibAuschwitz there, hunkered under
a train that was certain to move before the dayavas. The idea of a clan reunion here
was illusory, but the fear of the men at the Bikenvire was that the women would opt
to die for it. Therefore Dolek and Henry talked lwfalse cheer—like peacetime fathers
who’d decided to take the kids up to the Baltid thammer so that the girls could go to



Carlsbad on their own. “Look after Niusia,” Dolekg calling, reminding his wife that
they had another child, that she was in the caveRegina’s head.

At last some merciful siren sounded in the menmmaThe men and boys now had to
leave the wire. Manci and Regina climbed limplglbato the train and the door was
locked. They were still. Nothing could surpriserthanymore.

The train rolled out in the afternoon. There wére t
usual speculations. Mila Pfefferberg

believed that if the destination was not Schindler’
place, half the women crammed in the cars would not
live another week. She herself expected that she

had only days left. The girl Lusia had

scarlet fever. Mrs. Dresner, tended

by Danka but leached by dysentery, seemed to lmgydyi

But in Niusia Horowitz’ car, the women saw mounsaamd pine trees through the broken
slat. Some of them had come to these mountainfeir thildhood, and to see the

distinctive hills even from the floor of these pdtivagons gave them an unwarranted
sense of holiday. They shook the girls who sahenrhuck staring. “Nearly there,” they

promised. But where? Another false arrival woutdsih them all.

At cold dawn on the second day, they were ordetgdThhe locomotive could be heard
hissing somewhere in the mist. Beards of dirtyhoeg from the understructures of the
train, and the air pierced them. But it was notlteavy, acrid air of Auschwitz. It was a
rustic siding, somewhere. They marched, their feeinb in clogs, and everybody
coughing. Soon they saw ahead of them a large @ade behind it, a great bulk of
masonry from which chimneys rose; they looked lkethers to the ones left behind in
Auschwitz. A party of SS men waited by the gatapping their hands in the cold. The
group at the gate, the chimneys—it all looked fgaat of that sickening continuum. A
girl beside Mila Pfefferberg began to weep. “Theytwrought us all this way to send us
up the chimney anyhow.”

“No,” said Mila, “they wouldn’'t waste their time.hBy could have done all that at
Auschwitz.” Her optimism was, however, like that tble girl Lusia—she couldn't tell
where it came from. As they got closer to the g#itey became aware that Herr
Schindler was standing in the midst of the SS mirey could tell at first by his
memorable height and bulk. Then they could seefdatures under the Tyrolean hat
which he’d been wearing lately to celebrate hisimeto his home mountains. A short,
dark SS officer stood beside him. It was the Conudaah of Brinnlitz,
Untersturmf@uhrer Liepold. Oskar had already disced—the women would discover
it soon—that Liepold, unlike his middle-aged gaoris had not yet lost faith in that
proposition called “the Final Solution.” Yet thoudie was the respected deputy of
Sturmbannf@uhrer Hassebroeck and the supposedatimar of authority in this place,
it was Oskar who stepped forward as the lines ahei stopped. They stared at him. A
phenomenon in the mist. Only some of them smiledia Mfefferberg, like others of the
girls in the column that morning, remembers thavats an instant of the most basic and
devout gratitude, and quite unutterable. Yearsrlabme woman from those lines,



remembering the morning, would face a German tsilewicrew and attempt to explain
it. “He was our father, he was our mother, he wasomly faith. He never let us down.”

Then Oskar began to talk. It was another of hisag@ous speeches, full of dazzling
promises. “We knew you were coming,” he said. ‘flealled us from Zwittau. When
you go inside the building, you'll find soup andebd waiting for you.” And then, lightly
and with pontifical assurance, he said it: “You éaothing more to worry about. You're
with me now.”

It was the sort of address against which the

Untersturmf@uhrer was powerless. Though

Liepold was angry at it, Oskar was

oblivious. As the Herr Direktor moved

with the prisoners into the courtyard, there wathimg Liepold could do to break into
that certainty.

The men knew. They were on the balcony of their

dormitory looking down. Sternberg and his son

searching for Mrs. Clara Sternberg,

Feigenbaum senior and Lutek Feigenbaum

looking out for Nocha Feigenbaum and her

delicate daughter. Juda Dresner and his son

Janek, old Mr. Jereth, Rabbi

Levartov, Ginter, Garde, even Marcel

Goldberg all strained for a sight of their womeviundek Korn looked not only for his
mother and sister but for Lusia the optimist, inowhhe'd developed an interest. Bau
now fell into a melancholy from which he might neviilly emerge. He knew
definitively, for the first time, that his mothené wife would not arrive in Brinnlitz. But
Wulkan the jeweler, seeing Chaja Wulkan below hinthie factory courtyard, knew with
astonishment now that there were individuals wheruened and offered astounding
rescue.

Pfefferberg waved at Mila a package he

had kept for her arrival—a hank of wool

stolen from one of the cases Hoffman had left bdshaimd a steel needle he had made in
the welding department. Frances Spira’s ten-yedrsoin also looked down from the
balcony. To stop himself from calling out, he hachmed his fist into his mouth, since
there were so many SS men in the yard. The womaggared across the cobbles in their
Auschwitz tatters. Their heads were cropped. Sofitaem were too ill, too hollowed
out to be easily recognized. Yet it was an astaupd@issembly. It would not surprise
anyone to find out later that no such reunion osxlianywhere else in stricken Europe.
That there had never been, and would not be, drer dtuschwitz rescue like this one.

The women were then led up into their separate doryn There was straw on the
floor—no bunks yet. From a large DEF tureen, ang8Sserved them the soup Oskar
had spoken about at the gate. It was rich. Thene wemps of nutrient in it. In its

fragrance, it was the outward sign of the valuéhefother imponderable promises. “You
have nothing more to worry about.” But they coutst touch their men. The women’s



dormitory was for the moment quarantined. Even @s&a the advice of his medical
staff, was concerned about what they might havadirbwith them from Auschwitz.

There were, however, three points at which thaltaison could be breached. One was
the loose brick above young Moshe Bejski’s bunknMeuld spend the coming nights
kneeling on Bejski's mattress, passing messagesidghr the wall. Likewise, on the
factory floor there was a small fanlight which gant® the women'’s latrines. Pfefferberg
stacked crates there, making a cubicle where acoald sit and call messages. Finally,
for early morning and late evening, there was avdex wire barrier between the men’s
balcony and the women’s. The Jereths met thereMoldlereth, from whose wood the
first Emalia barracks had been built; his wife, wiaal needed a refuge from the Aktions
in the ghetto. Prisoners used to joke about théages between Mr. and Mrs. Jereth.
“Have your bowels moved today, dear?” Mr. Jerethudlacsomberly ask his wife, who
had just come from the dysentery-ridden huts okéiau.

On principle, no one wanted to be put in the clifit P@lasz@ow it had been a
dangerous place where you were made to take Cancke’s terminal benzine treatment.
Even here in Brinnlitz, there was always a rislsafiden inspections, of the type that had
already taken the boy children. According to thenmas of Oranienburg, a labor-camp
clinic should not have any patients with seriolrse#ses. It was not meant to be a mercy
home. It was there to offer industrial first aidutBvhether they wanted it or not, the
clinic at Brinnlitz was full of women. The teen-aganka Feigenbaum was put in there.
She had cancer and might die in any case, eveheibést of places. She had at least
come to the best of places left to her. Mrs. Dresves brought in, as were dozens of
others who could not eat or keep food in their stons. Lusia the optimist and two other
girls were suffering from scarlet fever and coutd he kept in the clinic. They were put
in beds in the cellar, down amid the warmth of lbloders. Even in the haze of her cold
fever, Lusia was aware of the prodigious warmtthat cellar ward.

Emilie worked as quiet as a nun in the clinic. Thado were well in Brinnlitz, the men

who were disassembling the Hoffman machines antinguthem in storehouses down
the road, scarcely noticed her. One of them lated ¢hat she was just a quiet and
submissive wife. For the healthy in Brinnlitz stdyleostage to Oskar’s flamboyance, to
this great Brinnlitz confidence trick. Even the wamwho were still standing had their
attention taken by the grand, magical, omniprovideskar.

Manci Rosner, for example. A little later in Briital history, Oskar would come to the
lathes where she worked the night shift and hamdHeary’s violin. Somehow, during a
journey to see Hassebroeck at Gr@oss-Rosen, hetthgtime to go into the warehouse
there and find the fiddle. It had cost him 100 Rid.redeem it. As he handed it to her, he
smiled in a way that seemed to promise her thenate return of the violinist to go with
the violin. “Same instrument,” he murmured. “But—+fbe moment— different tune.”

It was hard for Manci, faced by Oskar and the mil@awgs violin, to see behind the Herr
Direktor to the quiet wife. But to the dying, Emailwas more visible. She fed them
semolina, which she got God knows where, preparédi own kitchen and carried up to
the Krankenstube. Dr. Alexander Biberstein belietieat Mrs. Dresner was finished.
Emilie spooned the semolina into her for seven diaysrow, and the dysentery abated.



Mrs. Dresner’s case seemed to verify Mila Pfeffegtseclaim that if Oskar had failed to
rescue them from Birkenau, most of them would rasvehlived another week.

Emilie tended Janka Feigenbaum also, the nineteangld with bone cancer. Lutek
Feigenbaum, Janka’s brother, at work on the factlmgr, sometimes noticed Emilie
moving out of her ground-floor apartment with aistar of soup boiled up in her own
kitchen for the dying Janka. “She was dominate®blar,” Lutek would say. “As we all
were. Yet she was her own woman.”

When Feigenbaum’s glasses were broken, she arrdiogatiem to be repaired. The

prescription lay in some doctor’s office in Cracdvad lain there since before the ghetto
days. Emilie arranged for someone who was visiGngcow to get the prescription and

bring back the glasses made up. Young Feigenbausid®ryed this more than an average
kindness, especially in a system which positivedgiced his myopia, which aimed to

take the spectacles off all the Jews of Europe.rdtage many stories about Oskar
providing new glasses for various prisoners. Opaders if some of Emilie’s kindnesses
in this matter may not have been absorbed intdObiear legend, the way the deeds of
minor heroes have been subsumed by the figuretbuAor Robin Hood.



CHAPTER 34

The doctors in the Krankenstube were Doctors Hilfst Handler, Lewkowicz, and
Biberstein. They were all concerned about theilikald of a typhus outbreak. For typhus
was not only a hazard to health. It was, by ediatause to close down Brinnlitz, to put
the infested back into cattle cars and ship thendi¢oin the ACHTUNG TYPHUS!
barracks of Birkenau. On one of Oskar's morningtyito the clinic, about a week after
the women arrived, Biberstein told him that themravtwo more possible cases among
the women. Headache, fever, malaise, general plaiosghout the whole body—all that
had begun. Biberstein expected the characterigphoid rash to appear within a few
days. These two would need to be isolated somewhéehe factory.

Biberstein did not have to give Oskar too much ham&uction in the facts of typhus.

Typhus was carried by louse bite. The prisonersewiafested by uncontrollable

populations of lice. The disease took perhaps tweeks to incubate. It might be
incubating now in a dozen, a hundred prisonersnBwvigh the new bunks installed,
people still lay too close. Lovers passed thelemulice to each other when they met,
fast and secretly, in some hidden corner of theéofgc The typhus lice were wildly

migratory. It seemed now that their energy couleokimate Oskar’s.

So that when Oskar ordered a delousing unit—
showers, a laundry to boil clothes, a disinfection
plant—Dbuilt upstairs, it was no idle

administrative order. The unit was to run on

hot steam piped up from the cellars. The welders
were to work double shifts on the project. They did
it with a will, for willingness characterized thecset
industries of Brinnlitz. Official industry

might be symbolized by the Hilo machines rising
from the new-poured workshop floor. It was in the
prisoners’ interest and in Oskar’s, as Moshe
Bejski later observed, that these machines be
properly erected, since it gave the camp a
convincing front. But the uncertified industries of
Brinnlitz were the ones that counted. The women
knitted clothing with wool looted from Hoffman’s
left-behind bags. They paused and began to look
industrial only when an SS officer or

NCO passed through the factory on his

way to the Herr Direktor’s office, or

when Fuchs and Schoenbrun, the inept civil engmé®ot up to the weight of our
engineers,” a prisoner would later say) came otheif offices.

The Brinnlitz Oskar was still the Oskar old Emdhiands remembered. A bon vivant, a
man of wild habits. Mandel and Pfefferberg, até¢hd of their shift and overheated from
working on the pipe fittings for the steam, visi@evater tank high up near the workshop
ceiling. Ladders and a catwalk took them to ite Water was warm up there, and once
you climbed in, you could not be seen from the rfldaragging themselves up, the two
welders were amazed to find the tub already takeskar floated, naked and enormous.



A blond SS girl, the one Regina Horowitz had brilvath a brooch, her naked breasts
buoyant at the surface, shared the water with Hekar became aware of them, looked
up at them frankly. Sexual shame was, to him, a&ephsomething like existentialism,
very worthy but hard to grasp. Stripped, the weddeaticed, the girl was delicious.

They apologized and left, shaking their heads, twhgssoftly, laughing like schoolboys.
Above their heads, Oskar dallied like Zeus.

When the epidemic did not develop, Biberstein tlegnkhe Brinnlitz delousing unit.

When the dysentery faded, he thanked the food.téstamony in the archives of the Yad
Vashem, Biberstein declares that at the beginnintpe camp, the daily ration was in
excess of 2,000 calories. In all the miserable evibound continent, only the Jews of
Brinnlitz were fed this living meal. Among the niilhs, only the soup of the Schindler
thousand had body.

There was porridge too. Down the road from the camgghe stream into which Oskar’s
mechanics had recently thrown black-market ligwbood a mill. Armed with a work
pass, a prisoner could stroll down there on amdrfeom one or another department of
DEF. Mundek Korn remembers coming back to the ckoaded with food. At the mill
you simply tied your trousers at the ankles andséoed your belt. Your friend then
shoveled your pants full of oatmeal. You beltedaggain and returned to the camp— a
grand repository, priceless as you walked, a liady-legged, past the sentries into the
annex. Inside, people loosened your cuffs antheebatmeal run out into pots.

In the drafting department, young Moshe Bejski dosef Bau had already begun forging
prison passes of the type that allowed people tkentiae mill run. Oskar wandered in
one day and showed Bejski documents stamped wetkehl of the rationing authority of
the Government General. Oskar’'s best contacts lamkbmarket food were still in the
Cracow area. He could arrange shipments by tetepHdut at the Moravian border, you
had to show clearance documents from the Food agritudture Department of the
Government General. Oskar pointed to the stampherpapers in his hand. Could you
make a stamp like that? he asked Bejski. Bejski avaraftsman. He could work on little
sleep. Now he turned out for Oskar the first of th@ny official stamps he would craft.
His tools were razor blades and various small mgttnstruments. His stamps became the
emblems of Brinnlitz’ own outrageous bureaucracy.

He cut seals of the Government General, of the

Governor of Moravia, seals to adorn false

travel permits so that prisoners could drive

by truck to Brno or Olomouc to collect

loads of bread, of black-market gasoline, of

flour or fabric or cigarettes. Leon

Salpeter, a Cracow pharmacist, once a

member of Marek Biberstein’s Judenrat,

kept the storehouse in Brinnlitz. Here the miserahlpplies sent down from Gr@oss-
Rosen by Hassebroeck were kept, together with tipplementary vegetables, flour,
cereals bought by Oskar under Bejski’'s minutelefidirubber stamps, the eagle and the
hooked cross of the regime precisely crafted omthe



“You have to remember,” said an inmate of Oskaamp, “that Brinnlitz was hard. But
beside any other—paradise!” Prisoners seem to baea aware that food was scarce
everywhere; even on the outside, few were sated.

And Oskar? Did Oskar cut his rations to the samellas those of the prisoners?

The answer is indulgent laughter. “Oskar? Why widDkkar cut his rations? He was the
Herr Direktor. Who were we to argue with his meal&dd then a frown, in case you
think this attitude too serflike. “You don’t undeaad. We were grateful to be there.
There was nowhere else to be.”

As in his early marriage, Oskar was still tempenatady an absentee, was away from
Brinnlitz for stretches of time. Sometimes Sterarveyor of the day’s requests, would
wait up all night for him. In Oskar’s apartmenthék and Emilie were the keepers of
vigils.

The scholarly accountant would always put the most

loyal interpretation on Oskar’s wanderings around

Moravia. In a speech years after, Stern would

say, “He rode day and night, not only

to purchase food for the Jews in Brinnlitz

camp—by means of forged papers made by one of the

prisoners—but to buy us arms and ammunition in

case the SS conceived of killing us during their

retreats.” The picture of a restlessly

provident Herr Direktor does credit

to Itzhak’s love and loyalty. But Emilie

would have understood that not all the absencesddd with Oskar’s brand of humane
racketeering.

During one of Oskar’s furloughs, nineteen-year-dlahek Dresner was accused of
sabotage. In fact Dresner was ignorant of metalwdtk had spent his time in
P@lasz@ow in the delousing works, handing towelth&SS who came for a shower
and sauna, and boiling lice-ridden clothes takemfprisoners. (from the bite of a louse
he’d suffered typhus, and survived only becausedisin, Dr. Schindel, passed him off
in the clinic as an angina case.)

The supposed sabotage occurred because enginemndam, the German supervisor,
transferred him from his lathe to one of the langetal presses. It had taken a week for
the engineers to set the metrics for this machane, the first time Dresner pressed the
start button and began to use it, he shorted tmmgvand cracked one of the plates.
Schoenbrun harangued the boy and went into theeotb write a damning report.
Copies of Schoenbrun’s complaint were typed up addtessed to Sections D and W in
Oranienburg, to Hassebroeck at Gr@oss-Rosen, dddtewsturmf@uhrer Liepold in his
office at the factory gate.

In the morning, Oskar had still not come home. &bar than mail the reports, Stern took
them out of the office mailbag and hid them. Tlenplaint addressed to Liepold had
already been hand-delivered, but Liepold was astlemrrect in the terms of the
organization he served and could not hang the Inti{ he had heard from Oranienburg



and Hassebroeck. Two days later, Oskar had stilappeared. “It must be some party!”
the whimsical ones on the shop floor told each mt8emehow Schoenbrun discovered
that Itzhak was sitting on the letters. He ragadugh the office, telling Stern that .his
name would be added to the reports. Stern seembd t man of limitless calm, and
when Schoenbrun finished he told the engineerhiibdtad removed the reports from the
mailbag because he thought the Herr Direktor sh@addh matter of courtesy, be apprised
of their contents before they were mailed. The Herektor, said Stern, would of course
be appalled to find out that a prisoner had don@MRM. worth of damage to one of
his machines. It seemed only just, said Stern, Heat Schindler be given the chance to
add his own remarks to the report.

At last Oskar drove in through the gate.
Stern intercepted him and told him about Schoeribreimarges.

Untersturmf@uhrer Liepold had been waiting to sekirgller too and was eager to push
his authority inside the factory, to use the JabDe&sner case as a pretext. | will preside
over the hearing, Liepold told Oskar. You, Herrdbior, will supply a signed statement
attesting to the extent of the damage. Wait a tein@skar told him. It's my machine
that's broken. I'm the one who'll preside.

Liepold argued that the prisoner was under thesgiction of Section D. But the
machine, replied Oskar, came under the authoritythef Armaments Inspectorate.
Besides, he really couldn’t permit a trial on thes floor.

If Brinnlitz had been a garment or chemical factdhen perhaps it wouldn’t have much
impact on production. But this was a munitions dagtengaged in the manufacture of
secret components. “I won’t have my work force wlised,” said Oskar.

It was an argument Oskar won, perhaps because Idiegave in. The
Untersturmf@uhrer was afraid of Oskar’s contactsttfe court was convened at night in
the machine-tool section of DEF, and its membersewderr Oskar Schindler as
president, Herr Schoenbrun, and Herr Fuchs. A ydsegnan girl sat at the side of the
judicial table to keep a record, and when youngsbee was brought in, he saw in front
of him a solemn and fully constituted court. Acaagito a Section D edict of April 11,
1944, what Janek faced was the first and crucagesbf a process which should, after a
report to Hassebroeck and a reply from Oranienbemd,in his hanging on the workshop
floor in front of all the Brinnlitz people, his parts and sister among them. Janek noticed
that tonight there was none of that shop-floor feamty to Oskar. The Herr Direktor read
aloud Schoenbrun’s report of the sabotage. Janek kabout Oskar mainly from the
reports of others, particularly from his father,daoouldn’t tell now what Oskar’s
straight-faced reading of Schoenbrun’s accusatieant. Was Oskar really grieving for
the cracked machine? Or was it all just theatrics?

When the reading was finished, the Herr Direktagdreto ask questions. There was not
much Dresner could say in answer. He pleaded thatds unfamiliar with the machine.
There had been trouble setting it, he explainedh&tkbeen too anxious and had made a
mistake. He assured the Herr Direktor that he hadeason to wish to sabotage the
machinery. If you are not skilled at armaments waeid Schoenbrun, you shouldn’t be



here. The Herr Direktor has assured me that allpr@oners have had experience in the
armaments industry. Yet here you are, H@aftlingsbee, claiming ignorance.

With an angry gesture, Schindler ordered the pasém detail exactly what he had done
on the night of the offense. Dresner began to aakut the preparations for starting up
the machine, the setting of it, the dry run at ¢batrols, the switching on of the power,

the sudden racing of the engine, the splittinghef tnechanism. Herr Schindler became
more and more restless as Dresner talked, and liegaerce the floor glowering at the

boy. Dresner was describing some alteration herhade to one of the controls when
Schindler stopped, ham fists clenched, his eyasngla What did you say? he asked the
boy.

Dresner repeated what he had said: | adjustedrédssyre control, Herr Direktor.

Oskar walked up to him and hit him across the sidine jaw. Dresner’'s head sang, but
in triumph, for Oskar—his back to his fellow judgebad winked at Dresner in a way
that could not be mistaken. Then he began wavisggteat arms, dismissing the boy.
“The stupidity of you damned people!” he was beilogvall the while. “I can’t believe
it!”

He turned and appealed to Schoenbrun and Fuclifsthay were his only allies. “I wish
they were intelligent enough to sabotage a machiren at least I'd have their
goddamned hides! But what can you do with theselp@oThey're an utter waste of
time.”

Oskar’s fist clenched again, and Dresner recoiledha idea of another roundhouse
punch. “Clear out!” yelled Oskar.

As Dresner went out through the door, he heard CQslahe others that it was better to
forget all this. “I have some good Martell upstditse said.

This deft subversion may not have satisfied Liegd Schoenbrun. For the sitting had
not reached a formal conclusion; it had not endea jjudgment. But they could not

complain that Oskar had avoided a hearing, ordtedtwith levity. Dresner’s account,

given later in his life, raises the suppositiont tBannlitz maintained its prisoners’ lives

by a series of stunts so rapid that they were neaagical. To tell the strict truth though,

Brinnlitz, both as a prison and as a manufactueinggrprise, was itself, of its nature and
in a literal sense, the one sustained, dazzlinggml confidence trick.



CHAPTER 35

For the factory produced nothing. “Not a shell,irBiitz prisoners will still say, shaking

their heads. Not one 45mm shell manufactured tlcerdd be used, not one rocket
casing. Oskar himself contrasts the output of Diethe Cracow years with the Brinnlitz
record. In Zablocie, enamelware was manufactuwetd value of 16,000,000 RM.

During the same time, the munitions section of

Emalia produced shells worth 500,000

RM. Oskar explains that at Brinnlitz,

however, “as a consequence of the falling off & &mamel production,” there was no
output to speak of. The armaments production, hgs,s@&ncountered “start-up
difficulties.” But in fact he did manage to shipeotruckful of “ammunition parts,”
valued at 35,000 RM., during the Brinnlitz monttiBhese parts,” said Oskar later, “had
been transferred to Brinnlitz already half-fabrezht To supply still less [to the war
effort] was impossible, and the excuse of “startdifficulties” became more and more
dangerous for me and my Jews, because ArmamentstétirAlbert Speer raised his
demands from month to month.”

The danger of Oskar’s policy of nonproduction was anly that it gave him a bad name
at the Armaments Ministry. It made other managemamigry. For the factory system
was fragmented, one workshop producing the sheatisther the fuses, a third packing in
the high explosives and assembling the componéntbis way, it was reasoned, an air
raid on any one factory could not substantiallytagsthe flow of arms. Oskar’s shells,
dispatched by freight to factories farther downlthe, were inspected there by engineers
Oskar did not know and could not reach. The Biimnkems always failed quality
control. Oskar would show the complaining lettevsStern, to Finder, to Pemper or
Garde. He would laugh uproariously, as if the meiting the reprimands were comic-
opera bureaucrats.

Later in the camp’s history one such case occurs¢ekn and Mietek Pemper were in
Oskar’s office on the morning of April 28, 1945merning when the prisoners stood at
an extremity of danger, having been, as will bensedl condemned to death by
Sturmbannf@uhrer Hassebroeck. The day was OskKairty-teventh birthday, and a
bottle of cognac had already been opened to mafind on the desk lay a telegram from
the armaments assembly plant near Brno. It saitl @skar's antitank shells were so
badly produced that they failed all quality-contrtdsts. They were imprecisely
calibrated, and because they had not been tempérédte right heat they split under
testing.

Oskar was ecstatic at this telegram, pushing itatdwStern and Pemper, making them
read it. Pemper remembers that he made anoth@s @utrageous statements. “It's the
best birthday present | could have got. BecauseWwknow that no poor bastard has been
kiled by my product.” This incident says somethiagout two contrasting frenzies.
There is some madness in a manufacturer like Oskar rejoices when he does not
manufacture. But there is also a cool lunacy in @e&man technocrat who, Vienna
having fallen, Marshal Koniev’'s men having embrateel Americans on the Elbe, still
takes it for granted that an arms factory up intils has time to tidy up its performance
and make a condign offering to the grand principliediscipline and output.



But the main question that arises from the birthtiggram is how Oskar lasted those
months, the seven months up to the date of hisdaist The Brinnlitz people remember
a whole series of inspections and checks. Men ffeution D stalked the factory,
checklists in their hands. So did engineers fromAhmaments Inspectorate.

Oskar always lunched or dined these officials,

softened them up with ham and cognac. In the Reich

there were no longer so many good lunches and dinne

to be had. The prisoners at the lathes, the

furnaces, the metal presses would state that the

uniformed inspectors reeked of liquor and

reeled on the factory floor. There is a

story all the inmates tell of an official who

boasted, on one of the final inspections of the, weat

Schindler would not seduce him with camaraderie,

with a lunch and liquor. On the stairs leading frihra

dormitories down to the workshop floor, the

legend has it, Oskar tripped the man, sending

him to the bottom of the stairs, a journey that

split the man’s head and broke his leg. The

Brinnlitz people are, however, generally unabledg

who the SS hard case was. One claims that it

was Rasch, SS and police chief of

Moravia. Oskar himself never made any

recorded claim about it. The anecdote is one

of those stories that reflect on people’s picture o

Oskar as a provider who covers all

possibilities. And one has to admit, in

natural justice, that the inmates had the righépead this sort of fable. They were the
ones in deepest jeopardy. If the fable let themrddivey would pay for it most bitterly.
One reason Brinnlitz passed the inspections waselbatless trickery of Oskar’s skilled
workers. The furnace gauges were rigged by thdrelems. The needle registered the
correct temperature when the interior of the fuena@s in fact hundreds of degrees
cooler. “I've written to the manufacturers,” Oskaould tell the armaments inspectors.
He would play the somber, baffled manufacturer vehpeofits were being eroded. He
would blame the floor, the inferior German superiss He spoke yet again of “start-up
difficulties,” implying future tonnages of munitisronce the problems faded.

In the machine-tool departments, as at the furnamesything looked normal. Machines
seemed perfectly calibrated, but were in fact aronillimeter off. Most of the arms

inspectors who walked through seem to have leftomby with a gift of cigarettes and
cognac, but with a faint sympathy for the thornylgems this decent fellow was
enduring.

Stern would always say in the end that Oskar bobgkes of shells from other Czech
manufacturers and passed them off as his own dursggctions. Pfefferberg makes the
same claim. In any case, Brinnlitz lasted, whateleight-of-hand Oskar used.

There were times when, to impress the hostile



locals, he invited important officials in

for a tour of the factory and a good dinner. Betytlwere

always men whose expertise did not run to engingeand

munitions production. After the Herr

Direktor’s stay in Pomorska Street,

Liepold, Hoffman, and the local Party

Kreisleiter wrote to every official they could

think of—local, provincial, Berlin-based—

complaining about him, his morals, his connectidns,

breaches of race and penal law. Sussmuth let

him know about the barrage of letters arriving at

Troppau. So Oskar invited Ernst Hahn

down to Brinnlitz. Hahn was second in command

of the bureau of the Berlin main office devoted

to services for SS families. “He was,”

says Oskar with customary reprobate’s

primness, “a notorious drunkard.” With him Hahn dggbt his boyhood friend Franz
Bosch. Bosch, as Oskar has already remarked im mairrative, was also “an
impenetrable drunkard.” He was also the murdereéheiGutter family. Oskar, however,
swallowing his contempt, welcomed him for his pobtlations value. When Hahn
arrived in town, he was wearing exactly the spldndintarnished uniform Oskar had
hoped he would. It was festooned with ribbons amt#is, for Hahn was an old-time SS
man from the early glory days of the Party. Whistdazzling Standartenf@uhrer came
an equally glittering adjutant.

Liepold was invited in, from his rented house ad#sicamp walls, to dine with the
visitors. From the start of the evening, he wasadthis depth. For Hahn loved Oskar;
drunks always did.

Later Oskar would describe the men and the unifasipompous.” But at least Liepold
was convinced now that if he wrote complainingdettto distant authorities, they were
likely to land on the desk of some old drinkingefrd of the Herr Direktor’s, and that this
could well be perilous to himself.

In the morning, Oskar was seen driving through #wit laughing with these glamorous
men from Berlin. The local Nazis stood on the pasets and saluted all this Reich
splendor as it passed.

Hoffman was not as easily quelled as the rest. thhee hundred women of Brinnlitz
had, in Oskar's own words, “no employment posdipililt has already been said that
many of them spent their days knitting. In the windf 1944, for people whose only
cover was the striped uniform, knitting was no itdebby. Hoffman, however, made a
formal complaint to the SS about the wool the Sdlenwomen had stolen from the
cases in the annex. He thought it scandalous, laatdttshowed up the true activities of
the so-called Schindler munitions works.

When Oskar visited Hoffman, he found the old marmaitriumphant mood. “We've
petitioned Berlin to remove you,” said Hoffman. hi§ time we've included sworn
statements declaring that your factory is runnimgantravention of economic and race



law. We've nominated an invalided Wehrmacht engifeem Brno to take over the
factory and turn it into something decent.”

Oskar listened to Hoffman, apologized, tried to emppenitent. Then he telephoned
Colonel Erich Lange in Berlin and asked him toasit the petition from the Hoffman
clique in Zwittau. The out-of-court settlementIstibst Oskar 8,000 RM., and all winter
the Zwittau town authorities, civil and Party, plegl him, calling him in to the town hall
to acquaint him with the complaints of variouszgtis about his prisoners, or the state of
his drains.

Lusia the optimist had a personal experience oinS@ectors that typifies the Schindler
method.

Lusia was still in the cellar—she would be theretfe entire winter. The other girls had
got better and had moved upstairs to recuperatieit Beemed to Lusia that Birkenau had
filled her with a limitless poison. Her fevers re@d again and again. Her joints became
inflamed. Carbuncles broke out in her armpits. Wioee burst and healed, another
would form. Dr. Handler, against the advice of Biberstein, lanced some of them with
a kitchen knife. She remained in the cellar, wel,fghost-white, infectious. In all the
great square mileage of Europe, it was the onlgespawhich she could have lived. She
was aware of that even then, and hoped that themeus conflict would roll by above
her head.

In that warm hole under the factory, night and degye irrelevant. The time the door at

the top of the cellar stairs burst open could hlagen either. She was used to quieter
visits from Emilie Schindler. She heard boots oa #tairs and tensed in her bed. It
sounded to her like an old-fashioned Aktion.

It was in fact the Herr Direktor with two officefsom Gr@oss-Rosen. Their boots

clattered on the steps as if to stampede over @skar stood with them as they looked
around in the gloom at the boilers and at heramhe to Lusia that perhaps she was it for
today. The sacrificial offering you had to giveninso that they would go away satisfied.

She was patrtially hidden by a boiler, but Oskar enad attempt to conceal her, actually
came to the foot of her bed.

Because the two gentlemen of the SS seemed flushed
and unsteady, Oskar had a chance to speak to iser. H
were words of wonderful banality, and she woulderev
forget them: “Don’t worry. Everything’s all

right.” He stood close, as if to emphasize

to the inspectors that this was not an

infectious case.

“This is a Jewish girl,” he said flatly.

“I didn’t want to put her in the

Krankenstube. Inflammation of the joints. Sheisidhed anyway. They don't give her
more than thirty-six hours.”

Then he rambled on about the hot water, where riieckom, and the steam for the
delousing. He pointed to gauges, piping, cylindets.edged around her bed as if it too
were neutral, part of the mechanism. Lusia didkmatw where to look, whether to open



or close her eyes. She tried to appear comatoseight seem a touch too much, but
Lusia did not think so at the time, that as he testhé¢he SS men back to the base of the
stairs, Oskar flashed her a cautious smile. Sheldvetay there for six months and
hobble upstairs in the spring to resume her womaa o an altered world.

During the winter, Oskar built up an independestaal. Again there are the legends:

Some say that the weapons were bought at the end of

winter from the Czech underground. But Oskar haghbe

an obvious National Socialist in 1938 and

1939 and may have been wary of dealing with the

Czechs. Most of the weapons, in any case,

came from a flawless source, from

Obersturmbannf@uhrer Rasch, SS and

police chief of Moravia. The small cache includedbines and automatic weapons, some
pistols, some hand grenades. Oskar would lateridesthe transaction offhandedly. He
acquired the arms, he would say, “under the pret@figrotecting my factory, for the
price of the gift of a brilliant ring to his [Rasshwife.”

Oskar does not detail his performance in RascHiseofn Brno’s Spilberk Castle. It is
not hard to imagine, though. The Herr Direktor, @enmed about a possible slave uprising
as the war grinds on, is willing to die expensivalyhis desk, automatic weapon in hand,
having mercifully dispatched his wife with a bullet save her from something worse.
The Herr Direktor also touches on the chance tl@mRussians might turn up at the gate.

My civilian engineers, Fuchs and

Schoenbrun, my honest technicians, my

German-speaking secretary, all of them

deserve to have the means of resistance. It's glaatk, of course. I'd rather speak of
issues closer to our hearts, Herr Obersturmbannf@.uhknow your passion for good
jewelry. May | show you this example | found lastei?

And so the ring appeared on the edge of Raschttebl®skar murmuring, “As soon as |
saw it, | thought of Frau Rasch.”

Once Oskar had the weapons, he appointed Uri Befshiher of the rubber-stamp
maker, keeper of the arsenal. Uri was small, hamédsdively. People noticed that he
wandered into and out of the Schindlers’ privatartprs like a son. He was a favorite,
too, with Emilie, who gave him keys to the apartinémau Schindler enjoyed a similar
maternal relationship with the surviving Spira b&he took him regularly into her
kitchen and fed him up on slices of bread and nrarga

Having selected the small body of prisoners foming, Uri took one at a time into
Salpeter’'s storehouse to teach them the mechanidntee Gewehr 41 W’'s. Three
commando squads of five men each had been foriBedhe of Bejski's trainees were
boys like Lutek Feigenbaum. Others were Polishraete such as Pfefferberg and those
other prisoners whom the Schindler prisoners calledBudzyn people.”

The Budzyn people were Jewish officers and merhefRolish Army. They had lived
through the liquidation of the Budzyn labor camphieih had been under the
administration of Untersturmf@uhrer Liepold. Liegdhad brought them into his new



command in Brinnlitz. There were about 50 of theand they worked in Oskar’'s
kitchens. People remember them as very politidaéyThad learned Marxism during their
imprisonment in Budzyn, and looked forward to a @mmist Poland. It was an irony
that in Brinnlitz they lived in the warm kitchengtbat most apolitical of capitalists, Herr
Oskar Schindler.

Their rapport with the bulk of the prisoners, who,

apart from the Zionists, merely followed the

politics of survival, was good. A number of

them took private lessons on Uri

Bejski’s automatics, for in the Polish

Army of the Thirties they had never held such ssfitated weapons.

If Frau Rasch, in the last and fullest
days of her husband’s power in Brno, had idly

--during a party, say; a musical recital

at the castle—gazed into the core of the diamomd tiad come to her from Oskar
Schindler, she would have seen reflected therentrst incubus from her own dreams
and her F@uhrer's. An armed Marxist Jew.



CHAPTER 36

Old drinking friends of Oskar’'s, Amon and

Bosch among them, had sometimes thought of hirheas t

victim of a Jewish virus. It was no

metaphor. They believed it in virtually

literal terms and attached no blame to the sufféreey’'d seen it happen to other good
men. Some area of the brain fell under a thralt thas half-bacterium, half-magic. If

they'd been asked whether it was infectious, theyld have said, yes, highly. They
would have seen the case of Oberleutnant Sussnautinaexample of conspicuous
contagion.

For Oskar and Sussmuth connived over the winter

of 1944-45 to get a further 3,000 women out

of Auschwitz in groups of 300 to 500 at a

time into small camps in Moravia. Oskar

supplied the influence, the sales talk, the

palm-greasing for these operations. Sussmuth did th

paperwork. In the textile mills of Moravia

there was a labor shortage, and not all the owners

abhorred the Jewish presence as sharply as

Hoffman. At least five German factories

in Moravia—at Freudenthal and

Jagerndorf, at Liebau, Grulich, and

Trautenau—took these drafts of women and supplieanap on the premises. Any such
camp was never paradise, and in its managemens&eaere permitted to be more
dominant than Liepold could ever hope to be. Oskauld later describe these women in
the little camps as “living under endurable treaitieBut the very smallness of the
textile camps was an aid to their survival, for 8@ garrisons were older, slacker, less
fanatical men. There was typhus to be eluded, amgydr to be carried like a weight
beneath the ribs. But such tiny, almost counttifstablishments would for the most part
escape the extermination orders that would contleetdigger camps in the spring.

But if the Jewish sepsis had infected SussmuthQ&kar Schindler it galloped. Through

Sussmuth, Oskar had applied for another 30 metlbwver It is simple fact that he had

lost interest in production. But he saw, with tle¢atthed side of his mind, that if his plant
was ever to validate its existence to Section Dwoeld need more qualified hands.

When you look at other events of that mad wintew gan see that Oskar wanted the
extra 30 not because they were used to lathes actiine tools, but because they were
simply an extra 30. It is not too fantastic to shgt he desired them with some of the
absolute passion that characterized the exposedlamihg heart of the Jesus which

hung on Emilie’s wall. Since this narrative hasdrto avoid the canonization of the Herr
Direktor, the idea of the sensual Oskar as theelesi souls has to be proved.

One of these 30 metalworkers, a man named Mosh@ian, left a public account of
their unlikely deliverance. A little after Christ$1al0,000 prisoners from the quarries of
Auschwitz [Il—FROM such establishments as the Krupjeschel-Union armaments
factory and from German Earth and Stone, from tmb&n synthetic-petroleum plant and
the airplane-dismantling enterprise—were put inodumn and marched away toward



Gr@oss-Rosen. Perhaps some planner believedrhbattbey arrived in Lower Silesia,
they would be distributed among the area’s factagnps. If that was the scheme, it
escaped the SS officers and men who marched walptisoners. It ignored also the
devouring cold of the merciless turning of the yeaud it did not inquire how the column
would be fed. The limpers, the coughers were cubetat the beginning of each stage
and executed. Of 10,000, says Henigman, there wéhen ten days only 1,200 left
alive. To the north, Koniev's Russians had bursbsg the Vistula south of Warsaw and
seized all the roads on the column’s northwesteslyte. The diminished group was
therefore put in an SS compound somewhere neareOpbke Commandant of the place
had the prisoners interviewed, and lists made efskilled workers. But each day the
weary selections continued, and the rejects wese shman whose name was called out
never knew what to expect, a lump of bread or &&buWhen Henigman’'s name was
called, however, he was put in a railway car withoBhers and, under the care of an SS
man and a Kapo, was shunted south. “We were giged for the trip,” Henigman
recalls. “Something unheard of.”

Henigman later spoke of the exquisite unrealityaofving at Brinnlitz. “We could not
believe that there was a camp left where men andemoworked together, where there
were no beatings, no Kapo.” His reaction is maneda little hyperbole, since there was
segregation in Brinnlitz. Occasionally, too, Oskaolond girlfriend let fly with an open
palm, and once when a boy stole a potato from tfobén and was reported to Liepold,
the Commandant made him stand on a stool all daélyarcourtyard, the potato clamped
in his open mouth, saliva running down his ching &me placard “I AM A POTATO
THIEF!” hung around his neck. But to Henigman te@t of thing was not worthy of
report. “How can one describe,” he asks, “the ckdngm hell to paradise?”

When he met Oskar, he was told to build himself Tgdl the supervisors when you're
ready to work, said the Herr Direktor. And Henigmated with this strange reversal of
policy, felt not simply that he’d come to a quieispure, but that he had gone through the
mirror.

Since 30 tinsmiths were merely a fragment of th@QQ, it must be said again that Oskar
was only a minor god of rescue. But like any tutekspirit, he saved equally Goldberg

and Helen Hirsch, and equally he tried to savell2on Gross and Olek Rosner. With
this same gratuitous equality, he made a costly wéh the Gestapo in the Moravia

region. We know that the contract was struck, beitde not know how expensive it was.
That it cost a fortune is certain.

A prisoner named Benjamin Wrozlawski became ongestilof this deal. Wrozlawski
was formerly an inmate of the labor camp at Gliwidelike Henigman’s camp, Gliwice
was not in the Auschwitz region, but was close ghoto be one of the Auschwitz
subsidiary camps. By January 12, when Koniev andkdh launched their offensive,
H@oss’s awesome realm and all its close satelsre in danger of instant capture. The
Gliwice prisoners were put in Ostbahn cars and pgdptoward Fernwald. Somehow
Wrozlawski and a friend named Roman Wilner jumpednfthe train. One popular form
of escape was through loosened ventilators in &€ ceilings. But prisoners who tried it
were often shot by guards stationed on the rooffidMwas wounded during this escape,
but he was able to travel, and he and his friendAfdwvski fled through the high quiet



towns of the Moravian border. They were at lasestad in one of these villages and
taken to the Gestapo offices in Troppau.

As soon as they had arrived and been searchedwand @ cell, one of the gentlemen of
the Gestapo walked in and told them that nothirdveauld happen. They had no reason
to believe him. The officer said further that hewebnot transfer Wilner to a hospital, in
spite of the wound, for he would simply be colleci@nd fed back into the system.
Wrozlawski and Wilner were locked away for neanlyotweeks. Oskar had to be
contacted and a price had to be settled. Duringtiime, the officer kept talking to them
as if they were in protective custody, and thegmmess continued to find the idea absurd.
When the door was opened and the two of them vedentout, they presumed they were
about to be shot. Instead, they were led to tHeagistation by an SS man who escorted
them on a train southeast toward Brno.

For both of them, the arrival at Brinnlitz had tlsatme surreal, delightful and frightening
quality it had had for Henigman. Wilner was putle clinic, under the care of Doctors

Handler, Lewkowicz, Hilfstein, Biberstein. Wrozlak was put in a sort of convalescent
area which had been set up—for extraordinary reasoan to be explained—in a corner
of the factory floor downstairs. The Herr Direktosited them and asked how they felt.
The preposterous question scared Wrozlawski; sahdicsurroundings. He feared, as he
would put it years later, “the way from the hospuauld lead to execution, as was the
case in other camps.” He was fed with the rich Biin porridge, and saw Schindler

frequently. But as he confesses, he was still g@duand found the phenomenon of
Brinnlitz hard to grasp.

By the arrangement Oskar had with the provincial

Gestapo, 11 escapees were added to the

crammed-in camp population. Each one

of them had wandered away from a column or jumpeuxh fa cattle car. In their stinking
stripes, they had tried to stay at large. By rigtitey should all have been shot.

In 1963, Dr. Steinberg of Tel Aviv testified to yahother instance of Oskar’s wild,

contagious, and unquestioning largesse. Steinbvag the physician in a small work
camp in the Sudeten hills. The Gauleiter in Libenes less able, as Silesia fell to the
Russians, to keep labor camps out of his wholesmmeince of Moravia. The camp in

which Steinberg was imprisoned was one of the masy ones scattered among the
mountains. It was a Luftwaffe camp devoted to thenuofacture of some unspecified
aircraft component. Four hundred prisoners livedrgh The food was poor, said
Steinberg, and the workload savage. Pursuing aoruabout the Brinnlitz camp,

Steinberg managed to get a pass and the loanamftary truck to go and see Oskar. He
described to him the desperate conditions in thiwlaffe camp. He says that Oskar
quite lightly agreed to allocate him part of therBiitz stores. The main question that
preoccupied Oskar was, On what grounds could Stegntegularly come to Brinnlitz to

pick up supplies? It was arranged that he would see excuse to do with getting
regular medical aid from the doctors in the campicl

Twice a week thereafter, says Steinberg, he viddednlitz and took back to his own
camp quantities of bread, semolina, potatoes, ayatattes. If Schindler was around the



storehouse on the day that Steinberg was loadindneipvould turn his back and walk
away.

Steinberg does not give any exact poundage of foatdhe offers it as a medical opinion
that if the Brinnlitz supplies had not been avdgatat least 50 of the prisoners in the
Luftwaffe camp would have died by the spring. Agesm the ransoming of the women
in Auschwitz, however, the most astounding salvagell was that of the Golesz@ow
people. Golesz@ow was a quarry and cement plaiateifsuschwitz Il itself, home of
the SS-OWNED German Earth and Stone Works. As I@sn seen with the 30
metalsmiths, throughout January 1945 the dreadidret of Auschwitz were being
disbanded, and in mid-month 120 quarry workers ftdotesz@ow were thrown into two
cattle cars. Their journey would be as bitter mg &dut would end better than most. It is
worth remarking that, like the Golesz@ow men, neaxleryone else in the Auschwitz
area was on the move that month. Dolek Horowits slaipped away to Mauthausen.
Young Richard, however, was kept behind with otreall children. The Russians would
find him later in the month in an Auschwitz abanddry the SS and would claim quite
correctly that he and the others had been detdarededical experiments.

Henry Rosner and nine-year-old Olek

(apparently no longer considered necessary folath@ratories) were marched away from
Auschwitz in a column for thirty miles, and thoséhavfell behind were shot. In
Sosnowiec they were packed into freight cars. Apecial kindness, an SS guard who
was supposed to separate the children let OlekHemady go into the same car. It was so
crowded that everyone had to stand, but as menafliedld and thirst a gentleman whom
Henry described as “a smart Jew” would suspend theireir blankets from horse hooks
near the roof. In this way there was more floacspfor the living. For the sake of the
boy’s comfort, Henry got the idea of slinging Olekhis blanket in exactly the same way
from the horse hooks. This not only gave the childeasier ride; when the train stopped
at stations and sidings, he would call to Germanthé rails to throw snowballs up to the
wire gratings. The snow would shatter and sprayiritezior of the wagon with moisture,
and men would struggle for a few ice crystals.

The train took seven days to get to Dachau, andth@lpopulation of the Rosners’ car
died. When it at last arrived and the door wasnepde a dead body fell out, and then
Olek, who picked himself up in the snow, broke @olé off the undercarriage and began
to lick it ravenously. Such was travel in Europeanuary 1945.

For the Golesz@ow quarry prisoners it was

even worse. The bill of lading for their two

freight cars, preserved in the archives of the

Yad Vashem, shows that they were traveling without
food for more than ten days andwiththe doors frozen
shut. R, a boy of sixteen, remembers that

they scraped ice off the inside walls to quench

their thirst. Even in Birkenau they

weren’t unloaded. The killing process was in its

last furious days. It had no time for them. They
were abandoned on sidings, reattached

to locomotives, dragged for 50 miles,



uncoupled again. They were shunted to the gates of

camps, whose commandants refused them on the clear

ground that by now they lacked industrial valuej an

because in any case facilities—bunks and rations

--were everywhere at the limit.

In the small hours of a morning at the end of Januthey were uncoupled and
abandoned in the rail yards at Zwittau. Oskar saysend of his telephoned from the
depot to report human scratchings and cries frasidénthe cars. These pleadings were
uttered in many tongues, for the trapped men wareording to the manifest, Slovenes,
Poles, Czechs, Germans, Frenchmen, Hungarianseifeiters, and Serbians. The
friend who made the call was very likely Oskar’sther-in-law. Oskar told him to shunt
the two cars up the siding to Brinnlitz.

It was a morning of gruesome cold—minus 30

degrees Celsius (minus 22 degrees

Fahrenheit), says Stern. Even the exact

Biberstein says that it was at least minus 20 degr@ninus 4 degrees F). Poldek
Pfefferberg was summoned from his bunk, fetchedueisling gear, and went out to the
snowy siding to cut open the doors iced hard as. iide too heard the unearthly
complaints from within.

It is hard to describe what they saw when the

doors were at last opened. In each car, a

pyramid of frozen corpses, their limbs

madly contorted, occupied the center. The hundradare still living stank awesomely,
were seared black by the cold, were skeletal. Met af them would be found to weigh
more than 75 pounds.

Oskar was not at the siding. He was inside theofgictwhere a warm corner of the
workshop floor was being made ready for the shigniemm Golesz@ow. Prisoners
dismantled the last of Hoffman’s dumped machinery earried it to the garages. Straw
was brought in and the floor strewn with it.

Already Schindler had been out to the Commandant’s

office to speak to Liepold. The

Untersturmf@ubhrer didn’t want to take

the Golesz@ow men; in that, he resembled all theratommandants they had met in the
past few weeks. Liepold remarked pointedly thabne could pretend that these people
were munitions workers. Oskar admitted that, bugrgnteed to put them on the books,
and so to pay 6 RM. a day for each of them. “I naa them after their recuperation,”
said Oskar. Liepold recognized two aspects of tlasec First, that Oskar was
unstoppable. Second, that an increase in the $i&rionlitz and the labor fees paid
might well please Hassebroeck. Liepold would hdnert quickly enrolled on the books
and the entries back-dated, so that even as thes@g@low men were carried in through
the factory gate, Oskar was paying for them.

Inside the workshop, they were wrapped in blankets$ laid down on the straw. Emilie
came from her apartment, followed by two prisongtng an enormous bucket of
porridge. The doctors noted the frostbite and #ednfor frost ointments. Dr. Biberstein



mentioned to Oskar that the Golesz@ow people woeddl vitamins, though he was sure
there were none to be had in Moravia. In the memnthe 16 frozen corpses were
placed in a shed. Rabbi Levartov, looking at thengw that with their limbs twisted by
the cold they would be hard to bury in the Orthodoanner, which permitted no
breaking of bones. The matter, Levartov knew, wpbtuvever, have to be argued with
the Commandant. Liepold had on file from Sectiom Bumber of directives urging SS
personnel to dispose of the dead by burning. Inbthiker rooms were perfect facilities,
industrial furnaces capable almost of vaporizingody. Yet Schindler had so far twice
refused to permit the burning of the dead.

The first time was when Janka Feigenbaum died

in the Brinnlitz clinic. Liepold had at

once ordered her body incinerated. Oskar heard

through Stern that this was abhorrent to the Féigems

and to Levartov, and his resistance to the idea masg

been fueled also by the Catholic residue in his

own soul. In those years the Catholic Church was

firmly opposed to cremation. As well as

refusing Liepold the use of the furnace,

Oskar also ordered the carpenters to prepare acafid himself supplied a horse and
wagon, allowing Levartov and the family to ride autder guard to bury the girl in the
woods.

Feigenbaum father and son had walked behind thenyagpunting the steps from the
gate so that when the war ended they could reclainka’s body. Witnesses say that
Liepold was furious at this sort of pandering te fbrisoners. Some Brinnlitz people
even comment that Oskar could show toward Levadiod the Feigenbaums a more
exacting delicacy and courtesy than he usually gachavith Emilie.

The second time Liepold wanted the furnaces usexiwieen old Mrs. Hofstatter died.
Oskar, at Stern’s request, had another coffin peghaallowing a metal plaque on which
Mrs. Hofstatter’s vital statistics were marked ®ibcluded in the coffin. Levartov and a
minyan, the quorum of ten males who recite Kaddigér the dead, were permitted to
leave camp and attend the funeral.

Stern says that it was for Mrs. Hofstatter's sdia Oskar established a Jewish cemetery
in the Catholic parish of Deutsch-Bielau, a neariipge. According to him, Oskar went
to the parish church on the Sunday Mrs. Hofstattesd and made the priest a
proposition. A quickly convened parish council agtéo sell him a small parcel of land
just beyond the Catholic cemetery. There is notlsager than that some of the council
resisted, for it was an era when Canon Law wasprgéed narrowly in its provisions as
to who could and who could not be buried in coretect ground.

Other prisoners of some authority say, howevert tha Jewish cemetery plot was
bought by Oskar at the time of the arrival of thel€sz@ow cars with their tithe of

twisted dead. In a later report, Oskar himself iegplhat it was the Golesz@ow dead
who caused him to buy the land. By one accoungnathe parish priest pointed out the
area beyond the church wall reserved for the bwfieduicides and suggested that the
Golesz@ow people be buried there, Oskar answegddhbse weren’t suicides. These



were victims of a great murder. The Golesz@owldgeahd the death of Mrs. Hofstatter
must have come close together in any case, and bathemarked with full ritual in the
unique Jewish cemetery of Deutsch-Bielau.

It is clear from the way all Brinnlitz prisoners aq@ of it that this interment had
enormous moral force within the camp. The distoderpbses who were unloaded from
the freight cars had seemed less than human. Lo@kithem, you became frightened for
your own precarious humanity. The inhuman things vieeyond feeding, washing,
warming. The one way left to restore it—as wellyasrself—to humanity was through
ritual. Levartov’s rites, therefore, the exaltedipthant of Kaddish, had a far larger
gravity for the Brinnlitz prisoners than such ceognes could ever have had in the
relative tranquillity of prewar Cracow.

To keep the Jewish burial ground tidy in

case of future deaths, Oskar employed a

middle-aged SS Unterscharf@uhrer and

paid him a retainer.

Emilie Schindler had transactions of her

own to make. Carrying a clutch of false papers Begy Bejski, she had two prisoners
load up one of the plant trucks with vodka and i@tas, and ordered them to drive her
to the large mining town of Ostrava up near thedboiof the Government General. At
the military hospital she was able to make an gearent with various of Oskar’s
contacts and to bring back frostbite ointmentsfasudnd the vitamins Biberstein had
thought beyond procuring. Such journeys now becagelar events for Emilie. She was
growing to be a traveler, like her husband.

After the first deaths, there were no others. The
Golesz@ow people were Mussulmen, and it was a first
principle that the condition of Mussulmen could not
be reversed. But there was some intractability in
Emilie which would not accept it. She harried theith
her bucketfuls of farina. “Out of those rescuedrfro
Golesz@ow,” said Dr. Biberstein, “not one

would have stayed alive without her treatment.” fiten
began to be seen, trying to look useful, on the
factory floor. One day a Jewish storeman

asked one of them to carry a box out to a machine o
the workshop floor. “The box weighs

thirty-five kilos,” said the boy, “and |

weigh thirty-two. How in the hell can | carry it?”

To this factory of ineffective machines, its flostrewn with scarecrows, Herr Amon
Goeth came that winter, following his release frpnson, to pay his respects to the
Schindlers. The SS court had let him out of prispBreslau because of his diabetes. He
was dressed in an old suit that may have beenfaromivith the markings stripped off.
There are rumors about the meaning of this visij they persist to this day. Some
thought that Goeth was looking for a handout, atlibat Oskar was holding something
for him—cash or kind from one of Amon’s last Cracaeals in which Oskar had
perhaps served as Amon’s agent. Some who workee ¢toOskar’s office believe that



Amon even asked for a managerial post at Brinnhla.one could say that he did not
have the experience. In fact, all three version®mion’s motives in coming down to
Brinnlitz are possibly correct, though it is unlikehat Oskar ever acted as Amon’s
agent.

As Amon stepped through the gate of the camp, uldcdbe seen that prison and
tribulation had thinned him down. The fleshinessl henished from his face. His
features were more like those of the Amon who radecto Cracow in the New Year of
1943 to liquidate the ghetto, yet they were différ®o, for they were jaundice-yellow
and prison-gray. And if you had the eyes for itydu dared to look, you saw a new
passivity there. Some prisoners, however, glanamdrom their lathes, glimpsed that
figure from the pit of their foulest dreams, themannounced, passing by the doors and
windows, proceeding through the factory yard towbderr Schindler’'s office. Helen
Hirsch sat galvanized, wanting nothing except tiatshould vanish again. But others
hissed him as he passed, and men bent at theirimeacind spat. More mature women
lifted their knitting toward him like a challengéor that was vengeance— to show that in
spite of all his terror, Adam still delved and Esgan.

If Amon wanted a job at Brinnltz— and there werewf other places a
Hauptsturmf@uhrer under suspension could go—Osiheretalked him out of it or
bought him off. In that way, this meeting was |&étheir others.

As a courtesy the Herr Direktor took

Amon on a tour of the plant, and on this

circuit of the workshop floor, the reaction agaihéin was stronger still. Back in the
office, Amon was overheard demanding that Oskarigburthe inmates for their
disrespect, and Oskar was heard rumbling away gplgdthat he would do something
about the pernicious Jews and expressing his owimumished respect for Herr Goeth.

Though the SS had let him out of prison, the ingasibn of his affairs was still in
progress. A judge of the SS Court had come to Btmim the past few weeks to question
Mietek Pemper again about Amon’s managerial proeedu

Before the interrogation began, Commandant Liepald muttered to Pemper that he’'d
better be careful, that the judge would want teethkn to Dachau for execution after
he’'d been drained of evidence. Wisely, Pemper @tk dall he could to convince the
judge of the unimportance of his work in the mdiiice at P@lasz@ow.

Somehow, Amon had heard that the SS investigatadsbleen pursuing Pemper. Soon
after he arrived in Brinnlitz, he cornered his ewdnt typist in Oskar’s outer office and
wanted to know what questions the judge had asRemnper believed, reasonably
enough, that he could detect in Amon’s eyes resemirthat his onetime prisoner was
still a breathing source of evidence for the SSr€Cd&urely Amon was powerless here,
thinned down, looking doleful in an old suit, wadhep in Oskar's office? But you
couldn’t be sure. It was still Amon, and he had hlaéit of authority. Pemper said, “The
judge told me | was not to talk to anyone aboutinmgrrogation.” Goeth was outraged
and threatened to complain to Herr Schindler. Tihggu like, was a measure of Amon’s
new impotence. He had never had to go to Oskardédoappeal for the chastisement of
a prisoner.



By the second night of Amon’s visit, the women wéeeling more triumphant. He
couldn’t touch them. They persuaded even HelencHirsf this. Yet her sleep was
uneasy.

The last time Amon passed within sight of prisongr&as on his way to be taken by car
to the station at Zwittau. He had never in the paatle three visits to any space without
bringing some poor bastard’s world crashing downwas clear now that he had no
power at all. Yet still not everyone could look himthe face as he left. Thirty years
later, in the sleep of P@lasz@ow veterans from Bsi&ires to Sydney, from New York
to Cracow, from Los Angeles to Jerusalem, Amon watill be rampaging. “When you
saw Goeth,” said Poldek Pfefferberg, “you saw déath

So, in his own terms, he was never an utter failure



CHAPTER 37
Oskar’s thirty-seventh birthday was celebrated BkaD himself and all the prisoners.

One of the metalworkers had crafted a small box

suitable for holding studs or cuff links, and when

the Herr Direktor appeared on the workshop

floor, the twelve-year-old Niusia

Horowitz was pushed toward him to make a

rehearsed speech in German. “Herr

Direktor,” she said in a voice he had

to stoop to hear. “All the prisoners wish you tleeywbest for this your birthday.”

It was a Shabbat, which was apt, because the Barpgople would always remember it
as a festival. Early in the morning, about the ti@skar had begun celebrating with
Martell cognac in his office and flourishing thasulting telegram from the engineers at
Brno, two truckloads of white bread rolled into tmurtyard. Some went to the garrison,
even to the hung-over Liepold sleeping late inHosise in the village. That much was
necessary to stop the SS from grumbling about thg the Herr Direktor favored
prisoners. The prisoners themselves were issue-tiwarters of a kilo of the bread.
They inspected it as they ate and savored it. The® some speculation about where
Oskar had got it. Perhaps it could be partiallylaxed by the goodwill of the local mill
manager, Daubek, the one who turned away whilenBtinprisoners filled their pants
with oatmeal. But that Saturday bread was trulgloedted more in terms of the magic of
the event, of the wonder-working. Though the dagemembered as jubilant, there was
in fact not so much cause for festive feeling. 8bime in the past week, a long telegram
had been directed from Herr Commandant HassebrokeGt@oss-Rosen to Liepold of
Brinnlitz giving him instructions about the dispbsd the population in the event the
Russians drew near. There was to be a final sefectaid Hassebroeck’s telegram. The
aged and the halt were to be shot immediately tlamdhealthy were to be marched out in
the direction of Mauthausen. Though the prisowershe factory floor knew nothing of
this telegram, they still had an unspecified felasamething like it. All that week there
had been rumors that Poles had been brought ilgtmass graves in the woods beyond
Brinnlitz. The white bread seemed to have comenaangidote to that rumor, a warranty
of all their futures. Yet everyone seemed to knbat an era of dangers more subtle than
those of the past had begun.

If Oskar’s factory hands knew nothing of the tedgr neither did Herr Commandant
Liepold himself. The cable was delivered first taeMdk Pemper in Liepold’'s outer
office. Pemper had steamed it open and resealaddittaken the news of its contents
straight to Oskar. Schindler stood at his deskingpi, then turned to Mietek. “All right,
then,” growled Oskar. “We have to say goodbye téetsturmf@uhrer Liepold.”

For it seemed both to Oskar and to Pemper thatoldepras the only SS man in the
garrison capable of obeying such a telegram. Thar@andant’s deputy was a man in his
forties, an SS Oberscharf@uhrer named Motzek.

While Motzek might be capable of some sort of patéaighter, to administer the cool
murder of 1,300 humans was beyond him.



In the days before his birthday, Oskar made a nurobeconfidential complaints to
Hassebroeck about the excessive behavior of Hemn@mdant Liepold. He visited the
influential Brno police chief, Rasch, and lodged #ame sort of charges against Liepold.
He showed both Hassebroeck and Rasch copies effsldéte had written to the office of
General Gl@ucks in Oranienburg. Oskar was gamblimgt Hassebroeck would
remember Oskar's past generosities and the proaofi§gure ones, that he would take
note of the pressure for Liepold’s removal now gemilt up by Oskar in Oranienburg
and Brno, that he would transfer Liepold withouttH®sing to investigate the
Untersturmf@uhrer’s behavior toward the inmateBmafinlitz.

It was a characteristic Schindler maneuver—the
Amon-Oskar game of blackjack writ

large. All the Brinnlitz men were in the

stake, from Hirsch Krischer, Prisoner

No. 68821, a forty-eight-year-old

auto mechanic, to Jarum Kiaf,

Prisoner No. 77196, a twenty-

seven-year-old unskilled worker and

survivor of the Golesz@ow carriages. And

all the Brinnlitz women were counted in as well,
from No. 76201, twenty-nine-year-

old metalworker Berta Aftergut, to No.

76500, thirty-six-year-old Jenta

Zwetschenstiel.

Oskar got fuel for further complaints about

Liepold by inviting the Commandant to dinner at the
apartment inside the factory. It was April

27, the eve of Schindler’s birthday. About

eleven o’clock that night, the prisoners at work on
the floor of the plant were startled to see a deumk
Commandant reeling across the factory floor,
assisted on his way by a steadier Herr

Direktor. In the course of his passage,

Liepold attempted to focus on individual

workers. He raged, pointing at the great roof
beams above the machinery. The Herr

Direktor had so far kept him off the

factory floor, but here he was, the final and phimg authority. “You fucking Jews,” he
was roaring. “See that beam, see it! That's wHbhéng you from. Every one of you!”

Oskar eased him along, directing him by the shoulasrmuring at him, “That’s right,
that's right. But not tonight, eh? Some other tim&he next day Oskar called
Hassebroeck and others with predictable accusatidms man rages around the factory
drunk, making threats about immediate executionseyTe not laborers! They're
sophisticated technicians engaged in secret-weapaasufacture, and so on. And
although Hassebroeck was responsible for the de#dthisousands of quarry workers,
although he believed that all Jewish labor shoddituidated when the Russians were



close, he did agree that until then Herr Schindl&tctory should be treated as a special
case.

Liepold, said Oskar, kept stating that he’'d likdast to go into combat. He’s young, he’s
healthy, he’s willing. Well, Hassebroeck told Oskae’ll see what can be done.

Commandant Liepold himself, meanwhile, spent Oskhairthday sleeping off the dinner
of the night before.

In his absence, Oskar made an astounding

birthday speech. He had been celebrating all

day, yet no one remembers his delivery being

unsteady. We do not have the text of what he said,

but there is another speech, made ten days later

on the evening of May 8, of which we do have a

copy. According to those who listened, both shee
pursued similar lines. Both were, tisat
promises of continuing life.
To call either of them a speech, howgeige
to demean their effect. What Oskar was
instinctively attempting was to adjteslity,
to alter the self-image of both thespriers and the
SS. Long before, with pertinacious a@eitly,
he’d told a group of shift workers, tdi
Liebgold among them, that they woulst khe war.
He’d flourished the same gift for pregk
when he faced the women from Auschvdgteztheir
morning of arrival the previous Novembkand
told them, “You're safe now; you're tviine.”
It can’t be ignored that in another age condition,
the Herr Direktor could have become a
demagogue of the style of Huey Long of
Louisiana or John Lang of Australia,
whose gift was to convince the listsnbat they and he were
bonded together to avert by a whiskeha evil
devised by other men.
Oskar’s birthday speech was delivered i
German at night on the workshop flaottte
assembled prisoners. An SS detachrraht h
to be brought in to guard a gatherihthat size, and the
German civilian personnel were present
well. As Oskar began to speak, Poldek
Pfefferberg felt the hairs on his Igtand
to attention. He looked around at theenfaces
of Schoenbrun and Fuchs, and of then88& with their
automatics. They will kill this man, he
thought. And then everything will falbart.
The speech pursued two main promises.



First, the great tyranny was coming@ tdose. He
spoke of the SS men around the walitagsy

too were imprisoned and yearned fagriition. Many
of them, Oskar explained to the prisenkad

been conscripted from other units arnttiaut their consent
into the Waffen SS. His second promiss

that he would stay at Brinnlitz unhietend of the
hostilities was announced. “And fivenoiies
longer,” he said. For the prisoners, gheech, like
past pronouncements of Oskar’s, prothése
future. It stated his vigorous intemattthey should
not go into graves in the woods. It ireshed them of
his investment in them, and it enlive:tieem.

One can only guess, however, how iebéed

the SS men who heard it. He had gsniall
insulted their corps. How they protdsiar

whether they swallowed it, he wouldrfetom their
reaction. He had also warned themhbkawould stay
in Brinnlitz at least as long as theyuhd, and that
therefore he was a witness.

But Oskar did not feel as blithe as he

sounded. Later he confessed that dirtieehe was
concerned about actions retreatingtanyliunits in
the Zwittau area might take in regard

to Brinnlitz. He even says, “We werain

panic, because we were afraid of trepdiing
actions of the SS guards.” It must hiaeen a

quiet panic, for no prisoner, eating White

bread on Oskar’s birthday, seems te@ltaught

a whiff of it. Oskar was also conceradbut some
Vlasov units which had been stationedhe edges
of Brinnlitz. These troops were memhmrihe
ROA, the Russian Army of Liberationtrfeed

the year before on the authority of Hilar from the
vast ranks of Russian prisoners in the

Reich and commanded by General Andlas®, a
former Soviet general captured in froht

Moscow three years past. They werengei@®us
corps for the Brinnlitz people, for yhenew Stalin
would want them for a special punishtreerd feared that
the Allies would give them back to hivflasov
units everywhere were therefore inahesof violent
Slavic despair, which they stoked witlaka.

When they withdrew, seeking the Ameritiaes
farther west, they might do anything.

Within two days of Oskar’s birthday sph,



a set of orders arrived on Liepold’s

desk. They announced that

Untersturmf@uhrer Liepold had been

transferred to a Waffen SS infantry

battalion near Prague. Though Liepold

could not have been delighted with theenseems to have

packed quietly and left. He had oftaid st

dinners at Oskar’s, particularly attes

second bottle of red wine, that he wiquiefer

to be in a combat unit. Lately therd baen a

number of field-rank officers, Wehrmach

and SS, from the retreating forcestad/ito dinner in

the Herr Direktor’s apartment, and thable

talk had always been to stir Liepolitch

to seek combat. He had never been fagthdas much

evidence as the other guests thatahsecwas

finished.

It is unlikely that he called

Hassebroeck’s office before packingldags.

Telephone communications were not sptordhe

Russians had encircled Breslau and wéten a

walk of Gr@oss-Rosen itself. But thansfer

would not have surprised anyone in dbsseck’s

office, since Liepold had often

made patriotic sounds to them too.|&mvying

Oberscharf@uhrer Motzek in command of

Brinnlitz, Josef Liepold drove off

to battle, a hard-liner who had gotwish.

With Oskar, there was no mute waitiogthe

close. During the first days of May, he

discovered somehow—perhaps even bphelee calls

to Brno, where lines were still opangt—that one of the

warehouses with which he regularly tleatl been

abandoned. With half a dozen prisortess,

drove off by truck to loot it. There r@ea number

of roadblocks on the way south, bugath of

them they flashed their dazzling papiengied, as

Oskar would write, with the stamps aighatures
“of the highest SS police authorities in Moravialdohemia.” When they arrived at the
warehouse, they found it encircled by fire. Militastorehouses in the neighborhood had
been set alight, and there had been incendiary bgwhids as well. From the direction
of the inner city, where the Czechoslovak undergdowas fighting door to door with the
garrison, they could hear firing. Herr Schindledened the truck to back into the loading
dock of the warehouse, broke the door open, arabdésed that the interior was full of a
brand of cigarettes called Egipski.

In spite of such lighthearted piracy,



Oskar was frightened by rumors from Slovakia tlmt Russians were uncritically and
informally executing German civilians. From listegito the BBC news each night, he
was comforted to find that the war might end befangy Russian reached the Zwittau
area.

The prisoners also had indirect access to the

BBC and knew what the realities were. Throughout

the history of Brinnlitz the radio

technicians, Zenon Szenwich and Artur

Rabner, had continually repaired one or anotheioratlOskar’s. In the welding shop,
Zenon listened with an earphone to the 2 P.m. rfeavs the Voice of London. During
the night shift, the welders plugged into the 2 Abroadcast. An SS man, in the factory
one night to take a message to the office, disemvéinree of them around the radio.
“We've been working on it for the Herr Direktor,hey told the man, “and just got it
going a minute ago.”

Earlier in the year, prisoners had expected tharaMa would be taken by the

Americans. Since Eisenhower had stood fast at libe, Ehey now knew that it would be

the Russians. The circle of prisoners closest tmOsere composing a letter in Hebrew,
explaining what Oskar’s record was. It might do sogood if presented to American

forces, which had not only a considerable Jewishpmment, but field rabbis. Stern and
Oskar himself therefore considered it vital tha tterr Direktor somehow be got to the
Americans. In part Oskar's decision was influendegl the characteristic Central

European idea of the Russians as barbarians, mestrarige religion and uncertain

humanity. But apart from that, if some of the répdrom the east could be believed, he
had grounds for rational fear.

But he was not debilitated by it. He was awake

and in a state of hectic expectation when the news

of the German surrender came to him through the BBC
in the small hours of May 7. The war in

Europe was to cease at midnight on the following
night, the night of Tuesday, May 8. Oskar

woke Emilie, and the sleepless Stern was

summoned into the office to help the Herr

Direktor celebrate. Stern could tell that

Oskar now felt confident about the SS

garrison, but would have been alarmed if he coadehguessed how Oskar’'s certitude
would be demonstrated that day.

On the shop floor, the prisoners maintained

the usual routines. If anything, they worked

better than on other days. Yet about noon, the

Herr Direktor destroyed the pretense of

business as usual by piping Churchill’s

victory speech by loudspeaker throughout the camp.
Lutek Feigenbaum, who understood English,

stood by his machine flabbergasted. For others, the
honking and grunting voice of Churchill was thesffir



they’'d heard in years of a language they would
speak in the New World. The idiosyncratic

voice, as familiar in its way as that of the dead
F@uhrer, carried to the gates and assailed the
watchtowers, but the SS took it soberly. They

were no longer turning inward toward the camp. Thei
eyes, like Oskar’s, were focused—nbut far more
sharply—on the Russians. According

to Hassebroeck’s earlier telegram, they should

have been busy in the rich green woods. Instead,
clock-watching for midnight, they looked at the

black face of the forest, speculating whether
partisans were there. A fretful

Oberscharf@uhrer Motzek kept them at

their posts, and duty kept them there also. Foy,dag so many of their superiors would
claim in court, was the SS genius.

In those uneasy two days, between the declarafipeace and its accomplishment, one
of the prisoners, a jeweler named Licht, had beakimg a present for Oskar, something
more expressive than the metal stud box he’d beengn his birthday. Licht was
working with a rare quantity of gold. It had beempglied by old Mr.

Jereth of the box factory. It was established— etenBudzyn men, devout Marxists,
knew it—that Oskar would have to flee after midighhe urge to mark that flight with
a small ceremony was the preoccupation of the grebtern, Finder, Garde, the Bejskis,
Pemper—close to Oskar. It is remarkable, at a twhen they were not sure themselves
that they would see the peace, that they shouldywadrout going-away presents.

All that was handy to make a gift with, however,swese metals. It was Mr. Jereth who
suggested a source of something better. He opemednbuth to show his gold
bridgework. Without Oskar, he said, the SS wouldehthe damned stuff anyway. My
teeth would be in a heap in some SS warehousegy alih the golden fangs of strangers
from Lublin, @l@od@z, and Lw@ow.

It was, of course, an appropriate offering, an@thewas insistent. He had the bridgework
dragged out by a prisoner who had once had a deratetlice in Cracow. Licht melted the
gold down and by noon on May 8 was engraving aaripson on the inner circle in
Hebrew. It was a Talmudic verse which Stern hadepitco Oskar in the front office of
Buchheister’s in October 1939. “He who saves alsilifig saves the world entire.”

In one of the factory garages that afternoon, two

prisoners were engaged in removing the upholstery f

the ceiling and inner doors of Oskar’s Mercedes,

inserting small sacks of the Herr

Direktor’'s diamonds and replacing the

leatherwork without, they hoped, leaving any bulgEsr them too it was a strange day.
When they came out of the garage, the sun wasngdiehind the towers where the
Spandaus sat loaded yet weirdly ineffectual. It assf all the world were waiting for a
decisive word.



Words of that nature seem to have come in the agen\gain, as on his birthday, Oskar
instructed the Commandant to gather the prisonerghe factory floor. Again the
German engineers and the secretaries, their egilape already made, were present.
Among them stood Ingrid, his old flame. She wouldt e leaving Brinnlitz in
Schindler’'s company. She would make her escapeheitibrother, a young war veteran,
lame from a wound. Given that Oskar went to so mwghble to provide his prisoners
with trade goods, it is unlikely that he would &t old love like Ingrid leave Brinnlitz
without anything to barter for survival. Surely yheould meet on friendly terms later,
somewhere in the West.

As at Oskar’s birthday speech, armed guards stoamghd the great hall. The war had

nearly six hours to run, and the SS were swornmvabandon it in any case. Looking

at them, the prisoners tried to gauge their s@ftssul. When it was announced that the
Herr Direktor would make another address, two womesoners who knew shorthand,

Miss Waidmann and Mrs. Berger, had each fetchednzipand prepared to take down

what was said. Because it was an ex tempore spgean by a man who knew he

would soon become a fugitive, it was more compglas spoken than it is on the page in
the Waidmann-Berger version. It continued the theraf his birthday address, but it

seemed to make them conclusive for both the prisomed the Germans. It declared the
prisoners the inheritors of the new era; it conéidhthat everyone else there—the SS,
himself, Emilie, Fuchs, Schoenbrun—was now in nefegscue.

“The unconditional surrender of Germany,” he sdms just been announced. After six
years of the cruel murder of human beings, victares being mourned, and Europe is
now trying to return to peace and order. | woulc lto turn to you for unconditional
order and discipline—to all of you who togethertwine have worried through many
hard years— in order that you can live throughptesent and within a few days go back
to your destroyed and plundered homes, lookingstovivors from your families. You
will thus prevent panic, whose results cannot lvedeen.”

He did not, of course, mean panic in the

prisoners. He meant panic among the

garrison, among the men lining the walls. He wastimg the SS to leave, and the
prisoners to let them do so. General Montgomerysdid, the commander of the Allied
land forces, had proclaimed that one should aet umane way toward the conquered,
and everyone—in judging the Germans—had to distgighetween guilt and duty. “The
soldiers at the front, as well as the little marovitas done his duty everywhere, shall not
be responsible for what a group calling itself Ganmhas done.” He was uttering a
defense of his countrymen which every prisoner whovived the night would hear
reiterated a thousand times in the era to comeif¥astyone had earned the right to make
that defense and have it listened to with—at ledsterance, it was surely Herr Oskar
Schindler.

“The fact that millions among you, your parentsjldren, and brothers, have been
liuidated has been disapproved by thousands om&®s, and even today there are
millions of them who do not know the extent of thdsorrors.” The documents and
records found in Dachau and Buchenwald earlieheyear, their details broadcast by
the BBC, were the first, said Oskar, that many antaé® had heard of “this most
monstrous destruction.” He therefore begged thece again to act in a humane and just



way, to leave justice to those authorized. “If ywave to accuse a person, do it in the
right place. Because in the new Europe there héljudges, incorruptible judges, who

will listen to you.” Next he began to speak aboistdssociation with the prisoners in the
past year. In some ways he sounded almost nostalgite feared as well being judged
in a lump with the Goeths and the Hassebroecks.

“Many of you know the persecutions, the chicanerg abstacles which, in order to keep
my workers, | had to overcome through many yedrs.was already difficult to defend
the small rights of the Polish worker, to maintaiark for him and to prevent him from
being sent by force to the Reich, to defend thekexst homes and their modest property,
then the struggle to defend the Jewish workersftas seemed insurmountable.”

He described some of the difficulties, and thanitezn for their help in satisfying the
demands of the armaments authorities. In view efléttk of output from Brinnlitz, the
thanks may have sounded ironic. But they were ffeted in an ironic way. What the
Herr Direktor was saying in a quite literal sensesw hank you for helping me make a
fool of the system.

He went on to appeal for the local people. “If atiefew days here the doors of freedom
are opened to you, think of what many of the peaplihe neighborhood of the factory

have done to help you with additional food and hilzg. |1 have done everything and
spent every effort in getting you additional fo@d | pledge to do the utmost in the
future to protect you and safeguard your daily relshall continue doing everything |

can for you until five minutes past midnight.

“Don’t go into the neighboring houses to rob angnpler. Prove yourselves worthy of the
millions of victims among you and refrain from amdividual acts of revenge and
terror.”

He confessed that the prisoners had never beemmmelmn the area. “The Schindler Jews
were taboo in Brinnlitz.” But there were higher cems than local vengeance. “I entrust
your Kapos and foremen to continue keeping up osdel continued understanding.
Therefore tell your people of it, because thisnighe interest of your safety. Thank the
mill of Daubek, whose help in getting you food westyond the realms of possibility. On
behalf of you, I shall now thank the brave diredd@ubek, who has done everything to
get food for you. “Don’t thank me for your survivdhank your people who worked day
and night to save you from extermination. Thankryarless Stern and Pemper and a
few others who, thinking of you and worrying abguaiu, especially in Cracow, have
faced death every moment. The hour of honor makas iduty to watch and keep order,
as long as we stay here together. | beg of youy emeong yourselves, to make nothing
but humane and just decisions. | wish to thank reys@nal collaborators for their
complete sacrifice in connection with my work.” Higeech, weaving from issue to issue,
exhausting some ideas, returning tangentially herst, reached the center of its temerity.
Oskar turned to the SS garrison and thanked themme®isting the barbarity of their
calling. Some prisoners on the floor thought, Hesked us not to provoke them? What is
he doing himself! For the SS was the SS, the cofgSoeth and John and Hujar and
Scheidt. There were things an SS man was taughgsttne did and saw, which marked
the limits of his humanity.

Oskar, they felt, was dangerously pushing the imit



“I would like,” he said, “to thank the assembled

SS guards, who without being asked were ordereu flee Army and Navy into this
service. As heads of families, they have realizwdaflong time the contemptibility and
senselessness of their task. They have actedrhareaxtraordinarily humane and correct
manner.”

What the prisoners did not see, aghast if a i¥alted by the Herr Direktor’s nerve, was
that Oskar was finishing the work he’d begun on tight of his birthday. He was
destroying the SS as combatants. For if they stbete and swallowed his version of
what was “humane and correct,” then there was ngthore left to them but to walk
away. “In the end,” he said, “I request you alkaep a three-minute silence, in memory
of the countless victims among you who have dieith@se cruel years.”

They obeyed him. Oberscharf@uhrer Motzek and Heliesch; Lusia, who had come up
from the cellar only in the past week; and SchoenpEmilie, and Goldberg. Those
itching for time to pass, those itching to flee.eldng silent among the giant Hilo
machines at the limit of the noisiest of wars.

When it was over, the SS left the hall quickly. Tprsoners remained. They looked
around and wondered if they were at last the psssesAs Oskar and Emilie moved

toward their apartment to pack, prisoners wayl&ednt. Licht's ring was presented.

Oskar spent some time admiring it; he showed tkeription to Emilie and asked Stern

for a translation. When he asked where they hadtlyptgold and discovered it was

Jereth’s bridgework, they expected him to laughpthewas among the presentation
committee, ready to be teased and already flaghiadittle points of his stripped teeth.

But Oskar became very solemn and slowly placeditizgeon his finger. Though nobody

quite understood it, it was the instant in whickyttbecame themselves again, in which
Oskar Schindler became dependent on gifts of theirs



CHAPTER 38

In the hours following Oskar’s speech the SS ganrisegan to desert. Inside the factory,
the commandos selected from the Budzyn people rmmd 6éther elements of the prison
population had already been issued the weaponsr@skhaprovided. It was hoped to
disarm the SS rather than wage a ritual battle Wiagm. It would not be wise, as Oskar
had explained, to attract any retreating and eeteit units to the gate. But unless
something as outlandish as a treaty was arrivetti@towers would ultimately have to be
stormed with grenades.

The truth, however, was that the commandos had tmlyormalize the disarming
described in Oskar’s speech. The guards at the gagngave up their weapons almost
gratefully. On the darkened steps leading up td88darracks, Poldek Pfefferberg and a
prisoner named Jusek Horn disarmed Commandant kloR&fferberg putting his
finger in the man’s back and Motzek, like any sar@ over forty with a home to go to,
begging them to spare him. Pfefferberg took the @amdant’s pistol, and Motzek, after
a short detention during which he cried out for therr Direktor to save him, was
released and began to walk home.

The towers, about which Uri and the other irregulanust have spent hours of
speculation and scheming, were discovered aband@wmue prisoners, newly armed
with the garrison’s weapons, were put up therentbcate to anyone passing by that the
old order still held sway here.

When midnight came, there were no SS men or worrsdbley in the camp. Oskar called
Bankier to the office and gave him the key to atipalar storeroom. It was a naval
supply store and had been situated, until the Bnssifensive into Silesia, somewhere in
the Katowice area. It must have existed to suppéy drews of river and canal patrol
boats, and Oskar had found out that the Armamesisectorate wanted to rent storage
space for it in some less threatened area. Oskahgastorage contract—"with the help
of some gifts,” he said later. And so eighteen ksutbaded with coat, uniform, and
underwear fabric, with worsted yarn and wool, a8l @& with a half a million reels of
thread and a range of shoes, had entered the Bzigate and been unloaded and stored.
Stern and others would declare that Oskar knevstibiees would remain with him at the
end of the war and that he intended the materigbravide a starting stake for his
prisoners. In a later document, Oskar claims tmeesthing. He had sought the storage
contract, he says, “with the intention of supplymyg Jewish prot@eg‘es at the end of the
war with clothing. ... Jewish textile experts estied the value of my clothing store at
more than $150,000 U.s. (peace currency).”

He had in Brinnlitz men capable of making suchdgjuent—Juda Dresner, for example,
who had owned his own textile business in Stradtn@e§ Itzhak Stern, who had worked
in a textile company across the road. For theaitpassing over this expensive key to
Bankier, Oskar was dressed in prisoner’s stripgsyas his wife, Emilie. The reversal
toward which he’'d been working since the early dafyDEF was visibly complete.
When he appeared in the courtyard to say goodiwgzyene thought it a lightly put on
disguise, which would be lightly taken off againcerhe encountered the Americans. The
wearing of the coarse cloth was, however, an attwlould never completely be laughed
off. He would in a most thorough sense always raradiostage to Brinnlitz and Emalia.



Eight prisoners had volunteered to travel with @skad Emilie. They were all very
young, but they included a couple, Richard and ARkahen. The oldest was an engineer
named Edek Reubinski, but he was still nearly teary younger than the Schindlers.
Later, he would supply the details of their ecaerjaurney.

Emilie, Oskar, and a driver were meant to occugyMercedes. The others would follow
in a truck loaded with food and with cigarettes digghor for barter. Oskar seemed
anxious to be away. One arm of Russian threat,\Wasovs, was gone. They had
marched out in the past few days. But the othexas presumed, would be in Brinnlitz
by the next morning, or even sooner. From the Isaek of the Mercedes, where Emilie
and Oskar sat in their prison uniforms—not, it hade admitted, much like prisoners;
more like bourgeoisie off to a masquerade ball—®sk# rumbled out advice for Stern,
orders to Bankier and Salpeter. But you could hellwanted to be off. Yet when the
driver, Dolek Gr@unhaut, tried to start the Mercedthe engine was dead. Oskar
climbed out of the back seat to look under the hdtel was alarmed—a different man
from the one who’'d given the commanding speechnahfeurs before. “What is it?” he
kept asking. But it was hard for Gr@unhaut to sayhie shadows. It took him a little
time to find the fault, for it was not one he exjgelc Someone, frightened by the idea of
Oskar’s departure, had cut the wiring.

Pfefferberg, part of the crowd gathered to wave kweer Direktor off, rushed to the
welding shop, brought back his gear, and went tckwide was sweating and his hands
seemed clumsy, for he was rattled by the urgencgdudd sense in Oskar. Schindler
kept looking at the gate as if the Russians migling second materialize. It was not an
improbable fear— others in the courtyard were tonteé by the same ironic
possibility—and Pfefferberg worked too hard andktéoo long. But at last the engine
caught to Gr@unhaut’s frantic turning of the key.

Once the engine turned over, the Mercedes leftirtluk following it. Everyone was too

unnerved to make formal goodbyes, but a lettemexigby Hilfstein and Stern and

Salpeter, attesting to Oskar's and Emilie’s recavds handed to the Schindlers. The
Schindler convoy rolled out the gate and, at tredrby the siding, turned left toward
Havi@i@ck@uv Brod and toward what was for Oskar shéer end of Europe. There
was something nuptial about it, for Oskar, who ltathe to Brinnlitz with so many

women, was leaving with his wife. Stern and theeathremained standing in the
courtyard. After so many promises, they were th®ein people. The weight and

uncertainty of that must now be borne.

The hiatus lasted three days and had its histatyitardangers. Once the SS left, the only
representative of the killing machine left in Britmwas a German Kapo who had come
from Gr@oss-Rosen with the Schindler men. He wama with a murderous record in
Gr@oss-Rosen itself, but one who had also made iesem Brinnlitz. A pack of male
prisoners now dragged him from his bunk down tofteory hall and enthusiastically
and mercilessly hanged him from one of the samenbegith which Untersturmf@uhrer
Liepold had recently threatened the prison poputatSome inmates tried to intervene,
but the executioners were in a rage and could editbpped. It was an event, this first
homicide of the peace, which many Brinnlitz peoptauld forever abhor. They had seen
Amon hang poor engineer Krautwirt on the Appellplat P@lasz@ow, and this
hanging, though for different reasons, sickenednttes profoundly. For Amon was



Amon and beyond altering. But these hangmen wese trothers. When the Kapo
ceased his twitching, he was left suspended abwweitenced machines. He perplexed
people, though. He was supposed to gladden theniebilnrew doubt. At last some men
who had not hanged him cut him down and incinerated It showed what an eccentric
camp Brinnlitz was, that the only body fed into flienaces which, by decree, should
have been employed to burn the Jewish dead wascdhgse of an Aryan. The
distribution of the goods in the Navy store wenttbroughout the next day. Lengths of
worsted material had to be cut from the great bafifgbric. Moshe Bejski said that each
prisoner was given three yards, together with apteta set of underwear and some reels
of cotton. Some women began that very day to miaéesaits in which they would travel
home. Others kept the fabric intact so that, tradedvould keep them alive in the
confused days to come.

A ration of the Egipski cigarettes which Oskar Iphaghdered from burning Brno was also
issued, and each prisoner was given a bottle okavrdbm Salpeter’'s storehouse. Few
would drink it.

It was, of course, simply too precious

to drink.

After dark on that second night, a Panzer unit cdoen the road from the direction of

Zwittau. Lutek Feigenbaum, behind a bush near #die gnd armed with a rifle, had the
urge to fire as soon as the first tank passed miight of the camp. But he considered it
rash. The vehicles rattled past. A gunner in onethef rear tanks in the column,

understanding that the fence and the watchtoweentrtbat Jewish criminals might be

lying low in there, swiveled his gun and sent tvinelts into the camp. One exploded in
the courtyard, the other on the women’s balconwas a random exhibition of spite, and
through wisdom or astonishment none of the armesmbpers answered it.

When the last tank had vanished, the men of thexemmdos could hear mourning from
the courtyard and from the women’s dormitory upstaf girl had been wounded by
shell fragments. She herself was in shock, busitjet of her injuries had released in the
women all the barely expressed grief of the paatsyeWhile the women mourned, the
Brinnlitz doctors examined the girl and found that wounds were superficial.

Oskar’s party traveled for the first hours of their
escape at the tail of a column of

Wehrmacht trucks. At midnight feats of

this nature had become feasible, and no one pdstere
them. Behind them they could hear German engineers
dynamiting installations, and occasionally theres Wwee
clamor of a distant ambush arranged by the Czech
underground. Near the town of Havi@i@ck@uv

Brod they must have fallen behind, because theg stepped
by Czech partisans who stood in the middle of the
road. Oskar went on impersonating a

prisoner. “These good people and | are escapess fro
a labor camp. The SS fled, and the Herr

Direktor. This is the Herr

Direktor’'s automobile.”



The Czechs asked them if they had weapons. Rédalhadg come from the truck and

joined the discussion. He confessed that he hatea All right, said the Czechs, you'd

better give us what you have. If the Russians ¢etaied you and found that you had
weapons, they might not understand why. Your defes your prison uniforms.

In this town, southeast of Prague and on the roaklstria, there was still the likelihood
of meeting disgruntled units. The partisans dir@dDskar and the others to the Czech
Red Cross office in the town square. There theydceafely bunk down for the rest of
the night. But when they reached town, the Reds€uificials suggested to them that
given the uncertainty of the peace, they would pbbp be safest in the town jail. The
vehicles were left in the square, in sight of thedlRCross office, and Oskar, Emilie, and
their eight companions carried their few piecebagage and slept in the unlocked cells
of the police station.

When they returned to the square in the morningy tbund that both vehicles had been
stripped.

All the upholstery had been torn from the

Mercedes, the diamonds were gone, the tires had

been taken from the truck, and the engines had been

plundered. The Czechs were

philosophical about it. We all have

to expect to lose something in times like theseh#®s they may even have suspected
Oskar, with his fair complexion and his blue eyd#deing a fugitive SS man.

The party were without their own transport, butran ran south in the direction of
Kaplice, and they caught it, dressed still in tlsdiipes. Reubinski says that they took the
train “as far as the forest, and then walked.” Seheze in that forested border region,
well to the north of Linz, they could expect to eanter the Americans. They were
hiking down a wooded road when they met two younm-ghewing Americans sitting
by a machine gun. One of Oskar’s prisoners begapéak with them in English. “Our
orders are not to let anyone pass on this road abrthem said.

“Is it forbidden to circle around through the woBtasked the prisoner.

The GI chewed. This strange chewing race!

“Guess not,” said the Gl at last.

So they swung through the woods and, back on thé half an hour later, ran into an
infantry company marching north in double columihrough the English speaker once
more, they began to talk to the unit’'s reconnaissamen. The commanding officer
himself drew up in a jeep, dismounted, interrogatesm. They were frank with him,
telling him that Oskar was the Herr Direktor, thla¢y were Jews. They believed they
were on safe ground, for they knew from the BBC tha U.s. forces included many
Americans of both German and Jewish origins. “Domdve,” said the captain. He drove
away without explanation, leaving them in the hatibarrassed command of the young
infantrymen, who offered them cigarettes, the \iigikind, which had that almost
glossy look—Ilike the jeep, the uniforms, the equata—of coming from a grand, brash,
unfettered, and un-ersatz manufactory.

Though Emilie and the prisoners were uneasy thkaQwsight be arrested, he himself sat
on the grass apparently unconcerned and breaththe ispring air in these high woods.



He had his Hebrew letter, and New York, he knews ethnically a city where Hebrew
was not unknown. Half an hour passed and someessldppeared, coming down the
road in an informal bunch, not strung out in thiamry manner.

They were a group of Jewish infantrymen and induedefield rabbi. They were very
effusive. They embraced all the party, Emilie &skar as well. For these, the party was
told, were the first concentration-camp survivdrs battalion had met.

When the greetings were over, Oskar brought outHeisrew reference, and the rabbi
read it and began to weep. He relayed the detatlset other Americans. There was more
applause, more hand shaking, more embraces. TheyyelS seemed so open, so loud,
so childlike. Though one or two generations outCeintral Europe, they had been so
marked by America that the Schindlers and the pas®looked at them with as much
amazement as was returned.

The result was that the Schindler party spent tegsdn the Austrian frontier as guests
of the regimental commander and the rabbi. Theyldexcellent coffee, such as the
authentic prisoners in the group had not tastedesbefore the founding of the ghetto.
They ate opulently. After two days, the rabbi préed them with a captured ambulance,
in which they drove to the ruined city of Linz irpper Austria.

On the second day of peace in Brinnlitz, the Russsiatill had not appeared. The
commando group worried about the necessity of imagngn to the camp for longer than
they had thought they’d have to. One thing theyaminered was that the only time
they'd seen the SS show fear—apart from the anxielotzek and his colleagues in the
past few days—had been when typhus broke out.

So they hung typhus signs all over the

wire.

Three Czech partisans turned up at the

gate in the afternoon and talked through the féadbe men on sentry duty. It's all over
now, they said.

You're free to walk out whenever you want. Whea Russians arrive, said the prison
commandos. Until then we're keeping everyone iheiT answer exhibited some of the
pathology of the prisoner, the suspicion you goeraé time that the world outside the
fence was perilous and had to be reentered instéigalso showed their wisdom. They
were not convinced yet that the last German urdtdane.

The Czechs shrugged and went away.

That night, when Poldek Pfefferberg was part ofghard at the main gate, motorcycle

engines were heard on the road. They did not pasasithe Panzers had done, but could
be heard turning in toward the camp itself. Fiveley marked with the SS death’s-head
materialized out of the dark and drew up noisilythg front fence. As the SS men—very

young, Poldek remembers— switched off their engidesmounted, and approached the
gate, a debate raged among the armed men insitevésether the visitors ought to be

immediately shot.

The NCO in charge of the motorcycle party seemadghtterstand the risk inherent in the
situation. He stood a little way from the wire kihis hands extended. They needed
gasoline, he said. He presumed that being a facemp, Brinnlitz would have gasoline.



Pfefferberg advised that it was better to supplnthand send them packing than to
create problems by opening fire on them. Other etgmof their regiment might be in
the region, and be drawn by an outburst of gunfire.

So in the end the SS men were let in through the, gad some of the prisoners went to
the garage and drew gasoline. The SS NCO was ta®feonvey to the camp
commandos—who had put on blue coveralls in an gitémlook like informal guards,
or at least like German Kapos—that he did not &ngithing peculiar in the idea of armed
prisoners’ defending their camps from within. ‘dge you realize there’s typhus here,”
said Pfefferberg in German, pointing to the sigihe SS men looked at each other.

“We've already lost two dozen people,” said Pfding. “We have another fifty isolated
in the cellar.”

This claim seemed to impress the gentlemen of dathts-head. They were tired. They
were fleeing. That was enough for them. They didvdnt any bacterial perils on top of
the others.

When the gasoline arrived in 5-gallon cans, thgyessed their thanks, bowed, and left
through the gate. The prisoners watched themhidirttanks and considerately leave by
the wire any cans they could not fit into theiresidrs. They put on their gloves, started
their engines, and left without too much revvingleg motors, being too careful to waste
their new tankfuls on flourishes. Their roar fagmaithwest through the village. For the
men at the gate, this polite encounter would bi thst with anyone wearing the uniform

of Heinrich Himmler’s foul legion.

When on the third day the camp was liberated, & aa single Russian officer. Riding
a horse, he emerged through the defile through twthe road and the railway siding
approached the Brinnlitz gate. As he drew closbedame apparent that the horse was a
mere pony, the officer’s thin feet in the stirrupsarly touching the road and his legs bent
in comically underneath the horse’s skinny abdontéa.seemed to be bringing to
Brinnlitz a personal, hard-won deliverance, for imsform was worn, the leather strap of
his rifle so withered by sweat and winter and caignag that it had had to be replaced
by rope. The reins of the horse were also of rdpe officer was fair-complexioned
and, as Russians always look to Poles, immensely, ammensely familiar.

After a short conversation in hybrid Polish-Russittie commando at the gate let him in.
Around the balconies of the second floor, the rumbrhis arrival spread. As he

dismounted he was kissed by Mrs. Krumholz. He siraled called, in two languages, for
a chair. One of the younger men brought it.

Standing on it to give himself a height

advantage which, in relation to most of the prisene
he did not need, he made what sounded like a
standard liberation speech in Russian. Moshe
Bejski could catch its gist. They had been
liberated by the glorious Soviets. They were

free to go to town, to move in the direction ofithe
choosing. For under the Soviets, as in the mythical
heaven, there was neither Jew nor Gentile, male



nor female, bond nor free. They were not

to take any cheap revenge in the town. Their

Allies would find their oppressors, and

subject them to solemn and appropriate

punishment. The fact of their freedom should, emhoutweigh any other consideration.

He got down from his chair and smiled, as if saythgt now he had finished as a
spokesman and was prepared to answer questiorski Baf some of the others began to
speak to him, and he pointed to himself and samteaky Belorussian Yiddish—the sort
you pick up from your grandparents rather than ymarents --that he was Jewish.

Now the conversation took on a new intimacy.

“Have you been in Poland?” Bejski asked him. “Yeke officer admitted. “I've come
from Poland now.”

“Are there any Jews left up there?”

“l saw none.”

Prisoners were crowding around, translating ancynetjy the conversation to one
another. “Where are you from?” the officer askexski.

“Cracow.”

“I was in Cracow two weeks ago.”

“Auschwitz? What about Auschwitz?”

“I heard that at Auschwitz there are still a fewsg

The prisoners grew thoughtful. The Russian madarféibsound like a vacuum now, and
if they returned to Cracow they’d rattle aroundtibleakly like dried peas in a jar.

“Is there anything | can do for you?” the officeskad.

There were cries for food. He thought he couldtgein a cartload of bread, and perhaps
some horsemeat. It should arrive before dusk. ‘But should see what they have in
town here,” the officer suggested.

It was a radical idea—that they ought to just go the gate and begin shopping in
Brinnlitz. For some of them it was still an unimagjble option. Young men like Pemper
and Bejski pursued the officer as he left. If therere no Jews in Poland, there was
nowhere to go. They didn't want him to give thenstinctions, but felt he ought to

discuss their quandary with them. The Russian ghusentying the reins of his pony

from a railing.

“I don’t know,” he said, looking them in the facé.don’t know where you ought to go.
Don't go east—that much | can tell you. But dorétwest either.” His fingers returned to
untying the knot. “They don’t like us anywhere.”

As the Russian officer had urged them, the Briargiisoners moved out the gate at last
to make their first tentative contact with the outerld. The young were the first to try
it. Danka Schindel went out the day after the Hben and climbed the wooded hill
behind the camp. Lilies and anemones were beginoifgid, and migratory birds were
arriving from Africa. Danka sat on the hill for aike, savoring the day, then rolled down
it and lay in the grass at the bottom, inhaling filagrances and looking at the sky. She
was there for so long that her parents presumedthathe€ome to grief in the village, with
either the townspeople or the Russians.



Goldberg left early too, was perhaps the first &9 gn his way to pick up his riches in
Cracow. He would emigrate, as quickly as he couldrage it, to Brazil.

Most of the older prisoners stayed in camp.

The Russians had now moved into Brinnlitz,

occupying as an officers’ quarters a villa on

a hill above the village. They brought to the camp

a butchered horse, which the prisoners ate

ravenously, some of them finding it too rich afieeir

diet of bread and vegetables and Emilie

Schindler’s porridge.

Lutek Feigenbaum, Janek Dresner, and

young Sternberg went foraging in town. The villagas patrolled by the Czech

underground, and Brinnlitz folk of German descestevtherefore wary of the liberated
prisoners. A grocer indicated to the boys that tweye welcome to a bag of sugar he'd
been keeping in his storeroom. Young Sternbergdaine sugar irresistible, lowering

his face to it and swallowing it by the handful.niade him cruelly ill. He discovered

what the Schindler group were finding in Nurembangl Ravensburg—that liberty and
the day of plenty had to be approached gradually.

The main purpose of this expedition to town hadnbte get bread. Feigenbaum was
armed, as a member of the Brinnlitz commandos, wighistol and a rifle, and when the
baker insisted there was no bread, one of the ©8®d to him, “Threaten him with the

rifle.” The man, after all, was Sudetendeutsch andheory an approver of all their

misery. Feigenbaum pointed the weapon at the bak@rmoved through the shop into
the residence beyond, looking for hidden flourtHe parlor, he found the baker’'s wife
and two daughters huddled in shock. They looketrightened, indistinguishable from

any Cracow family during an Aktion, that a greaarste overwhelmed him. He nodded to
the women as if he were on a social visit, and left

The same shame overtook Mila Pfefferberg

on her first visit to the village. As she entered

the square, a Czech partisan stopped two

Sudeten girls and made them take

off their shoes so that Mila, who had only

clogs, could select the pair that fitted her

better. This sort of dominance made her flush,

and she sat on the pavement making her embarrassed

choice. The partisan gave the clogs to the

Sudeten girl and passed on. Mila then

turned in her tracks, ran up behind the girl, and

gave the shoes back. The

Sudetendeutscherin, Mila remembers,

was not even gracious.

In the evenings, the Russians came to the campnigdr women. Pfefferberg had to
put a pistol to the head of a soldier who penedrdte women’s quarters and grabbed
Mrs. Krumholz. (mrs. Krumholz would for years lathide Pfefferberg, pointing at him
and accusing him. “Whatever chance | had of ruproff with a younger man, that



scoundrel prevented it!") Three girls were takeragw-more or less voluntarily—to a
Russian party, and came back after three daystlaeylclaimed, a good time.

The hold of Brinnlitz was a negative one, and withiweek the prisoners began to move
out. Some whose families had been consumed westttlyi to the West, never wishing
to see Poland again. The Bejski boys, using thieithcand vodka to pay their way,
traveled to Italy and boarded a Zionist ship toeBtihe. The Dresners walked across
Moravia and Bohemia and into Germany, where Jarek among the first ten students
to enroll in the Bavarian University of Erlangenevhit opened later in the year. Manci
Rosner returned to Podg@orze, where Henry had égreeneet her. Henry Rosner
himself, liberated from Dachau with Olek, was ipiasoir in Munich one day and saw
another client of the place wearing prison-camipas$: He asked the man where he had
been imprisoned. “Brinnlitz,” said the man.

Everyone except an old lady, the man told

him (inaccurately, as it turned out), had

survived Brinnlitz. Manci herself would hear of

Henry’s survival through a cousin who came to the

room in Podg@orze where Manci was waiting and

waved the Polish paper in which were listed the esmof

Poles liberated from Dachau. “Manci,” said

the cousin, “give me a kiss. Henry’s

alive, and so is Olek.”

Regina Horowitz had a similar

rendezvous. It took her three weeks

to travel from Brinnlitz to Cracow with her daughtdiusia. She rented a room—the
handout from the Navy store made that possible—anded for Dolek. When he
arrived, they sought to make inquiries of Richdrdt there was no news. One day that
summer Regina saw the film of Auschwitz which thes8lans had made and were
showing free of charge to the Polish populatiore Séw the famous frames involving the
camp children, who looked out from behind the varewere escorted by nuns past the
electrified fence of Auschwitz I. Being so smalldeso engaging, Richard figured in most
of the frames. Regina got up screaming and leftiibater. The manager and a number of
passing citizens tried to soothe her in the strédgs. my son, it's my son!” she kept
screaming. Now that she knew he was alive, sheabbsto discover that Richard had
been released by the Russians into the hands obfote Jewish rescue organizations.
Thinking both his parents dead, the rescue body Hetl him adopted by some old
acquaintances of the Horowitzes’, people namedlinigbRegina was given the address,
and when she arrived at the Lieblings’ apartmentctbear Richard inside, banging on a
saucepan and calling, “Today there’ll be soup faergone!” When she knocked on the
door, he called to Mrs. Liebling to answer it.

So he was returned to her. But after what he had séthe scaffolds of P@lasz@ow and
Auschwitz, she could never take him to a childregplgsyground without his growing
hysterical at the sight of the swing frames.

At Linz, Oskar's group reported to the Americanhauvities, were relieved of their
unreliable ambulance, and were taken by truck nmthuremberg, to a large holding



center for wandering concentration-camp prisonéngy were discovering that, as they
had suspected, liberation wasn't a straightforvarsiness.

Richard Rechen had an aunt in Constanz, by the dakthe Swiss border. When the
Americans asked the group if there was anywherg toelld go, they nominated this
aunt. The intent of the eight young prisoners fiBnmnlitz was to deliver the Schindlers,

if possible, across the Swiss border, in case \amgeagainst Germany erupted suddenly
and, even in the American zone, the Schindlers wejastly punished. Additionally, all
eight of them were potential emigrants and beliebed these matters would be easier to
arrange from Switzerland.

Reubinski remembers that their relationship witn th

American commandant in Nuremberg was cordial,

but the man would not spare them any transport

to take them south to Constanz. They made the

journey through the Black Forest as best they could

some of it on foot, some of it by train. Near

Ravensburg they went to the local prison camp

and spoke to the U.s. commandant. Here again they

stayed as guests for some days, resting and Ihigiy

on Army rations. In return, they sat up

late with the commandant, who was of Jewish descent

and told him their stories of Amon and

P@lasz@ow, of Gr@oss-Rosen,

Auschwitz, Brinnlitz. They hoped he would give théransport to Constanz, possibly a
truck. He could not spare a truck, but gave thefus instead, together with some
provisions for the journey. Though Oskar still gadrdiamonds worth over 1,000 RM. as
well as some currency, the bus does not appeante heen bought but was instead
given freely. After his dealings with the Germarrdaucrats, it must have been difficult
for Oskar to adjust to that sort of transactionesiof Constanz, on the Swiss border and
in the French Occupied zone, they parked the bulkervillage of Kreuzlingen. Rechen
went to the town hardware store and bought a ganire cutters. It seems that the party
were still wearing their prison uniforms when theeacutters were purchased. Perhaps
the man behind the counter was influenced by onvofconsiderations: (a) this was a
prisoner, and if thwarted might call his Frenchtpotors; (b) this was in fact a German
officer escaping in disguise and perhaps shouldefyged.

The border fence ran through the middle of
Kreuzlingen and was guarded on the German side
by French sentries of the S@uret'e

Militaire. The group approached this barrier

on the edge of the village and, snipping the wires,
waited for the sentry to near the end of his be&bre
slipping through to Switzerland. Unhappily, a
woman from the village observed them from a benthef
road and rushed to the border to alert the Frendh a
Swiss. In a quiet Swiss village

square, a mirror image of the one on



the German side, the Swiss police surrounded thy,daut Richard and Anka Rechen

broke away and had to be chased and apprehendegadityol car. The party was, within

half an hour, passed back to the French, who at @®arched their possessions,
discovering jewels and currency; drove them toftvener German prison; and locked

them in separate cells.

It was clear to Reubinski that they were under mimp of having been concentration-
camp guards. In that sense the weight they hadopués guests of the Americans
boomeranged, for they did not look as deprived Bsnathey’d first left Brinnlitz. They
were interrogated separately about their journbguaithe valuables they were carrying.
Each of them could tell a plausible story, but dat know if the others were telling the
same one. They seem to have been afraid, in athatyhad not applied with the
Americans, that if the French discovered Oskar&nidy and his function in Brinnlitz,
they would arraign him as a matter of course.

Prevaricating for Oskar’'s sake and Emilie’s, thesnained there a week. The Schindlers
themselves now knew enough about Judaism to pa&s®lfious cultural tests. But
Oskar’'s manner and physical condition didn’t maleegosture of recent-prisoner-of-the-
Ss very credible. Unhappily, his Hebrew letter vea®r in Linz, in the files of the
Americans. Edek Reubinski, as the leader of tjbtewas questioned most regularly,
and on the seventh day of his imprisonment wasdbinto the interrogation room to
find a second person there, a man in civilian @stra speaker of Polish, brought in to
test Reubinski’'s claim that he came from Cracow. $@me reason—because the Pole
played a compassionate role in the questioning fokbwed, or because of the
familiarity of the language—Reubinski broke dowmghn to weep, and told the full
story in fluent Polish. The rest were called oneobg, were shown Reubinski, were told
he had confessed, and then were ordered to réwte ersion of the truth in Polish.
When at the end of the morning the versions matctiedwhole group, the Schindlers
included, were gathered in the interrogation roard ambraced by both interrogators.
The Frenchman, says Reubinski, was weeping. Everymas delighted at that
phenomenon—a weeping interrogator. When he mantgedmpose himself, he called
for lunch to be brought in for himself, his collegg the Schindlers, the eight. That
afternoon he had them transferred to a lakesidel hoiConstanz, where they stayed for
some days at the expense of the French militargmgorent.

By the time he sat down to dinner that eveninghathotel with Emilie, Reubinski, the
Rechens, and the others, Oskar’s property had gpassthe Soviets, and his last few
jewels and currency were lost in the intersticeshefliberating bureaucracy. He was as
good as penniless, but was eating as well as dmeilchanaged in a good hotel with a
number of his “family.” All of which would be theggtern of his future.

EPILOGUE

Oskar’s high season ended now. The peace would
never exalt him as had the war. Oskar and

Emilie came to Munich. For a time they shared
lodgings with the Rosners, for Henry and his brothe
had been engaged to play at a Munich

restaurant and had achieved a modest



prosperity. One of his former prisoners, meeting lat the Rosners’ small, cramped
apartment, was shocked by his torn coat. His ptgperCracow and Moravia had, of
course, been confiscated by the Russians, ancimaining jewelry had been traded for
food and liquor. When the Feigenbaums arrived imidh, they met his latest mistress,
a Jewish girl, a survivor not of Brinnlitz but ofovee camps than that. Many of the
visitors to Oskar’'s rented rooms, as indulgent laesy twere toward Oskar’'s heroic
weaknesses, felt shamed for Emilie’s sake.

He was still a wildly generous friend and a greicoverer of unprocurables. Henry
Rosner remembers that he found a source of chiackehs midst of chickenless Munich.
He clung to the company of those of his Jews whbdmme to Germany— the Rosners,
the Pfefferbergs, the Dresners, the FeigenbaurasStidrnbergs. Some cynics would later
say that at the time it was wise of anyone involwedoncentration camps to stay close to
Jewish friends as protective coloration. But hipetelence went beyond that sort of
instinctive cunning. The Schindlerjuden had bectisdamily.

In common with them, he heard that Amon Goeth hadnbcaptured by Patton’s
Americans the previous February, while a patier@nr8S sanitarium at Bad Tolz;

imprisoned in Dachau; and at the close of the wamded over to the new Polish
government. Amon was in fact one of the first Gemmalispatched to Poland for
judgment. A number of former prisoners were invitecttend the trial as witnesses, and
among the defense witnesses a deluded Amon coedidatling were Helen Hirsch and
Oskar Schindler. Oskar himself did not go to Crador the trials. Those who did found
that Goeth, lean as a result of his diabetes, exffarsubdued but unrepentant defense. All
the orders for his acts of execution and transportéhad been signed by superiors, he
claimed, and were therefore their crimes, not Mé&tnesses who told of murders
committed by the Commandant’s own hand were, samb®y maliciously exaggerating.
There had been some prisoners executed as sabhditeutsere were always saboteurs in
wartime.

Mietek Pemper, waiting in the body of the

court to be called to give evidence, sat beside
another P@lasz@ow graduate who stared at

Amon in the dock and whispered, “That man still
terrifies me.” But Pemper himself, as first

witness for the prosecution, delivered an exact
catalogue of Amon’s crimes. He was

followed by others, among them Dr. Biberstein and
Helen Hirsch, who had precise and painful
memories. Amon was condemned to death and hanged
in Cracow on September 13, 1946. It was

two years to the day since his arrest by the SS in
Vienna on black-marketeering charges. Accordinthéo
Cracow press, he went to the gallows without
remorse and gave the National Socialist

salute before dying.

In Munich, Oskar himself identified

Liepold, who had been detained by the



Americans. A Brinnlitz prisoner

accompanied Oskar at the lineup, and says thatr@skad the protesting Liepold, “Do
you want me to do it, or would you rather leavi®ithe fifty angry Jews who are waiting
downstairs in the street?” Liepold would also baged—not for his crimes in Brinnlitz,
but for earlier murders in Budzyn.

Oskar had probably already conceived the schenbeadming a farmer in Argentina; a
breeder of nutria, the large South American aquatients considered precious for their
skins. Oskar presumed that the same excellent coorahestincts which had brought

him to Cracow in 1939 were now urging him to crties Atlantic. He was penniless, but
the Joint Distribution Committee, the internatiodawish relief organization to whom

Oskar had made reports during the war and to whismelbord was known, were willing

to help him. In 1949 they made him an ex gratignpent of $15,000 and gave a
reference (“To Whom It May Concern”) signed by M/. Beckelman, the vice chairman
of the “Joint’'s” Executive Council. It said:

The American Joint Distribution

Committee has thoroughly investigated the wartimd ®ccupation activities of Mr.
Schindler. ... We recommend wholeheartedly thatoayanizations and individuals
contacted by Mr. Schindler do their utmost to Halp, in recognition of his outstanding
service. ... Under the guise of operating a Nalot factory first in Poland and then in
the Sudetenland, Mr. Schindler managed to take ienaployees and protect Jewish men
and women destined for death in Auschwitz or otheEamous concentration camps. ...
“Schindler’'s camp in Brinnlitz,” witnesses haveddhe Joint Distribution Committee,
“was the only camp in the Nazi-occupied territorelsere a Jew was never Kkilled, or
even beaten, but was always treated as a humag.’bein

Now that he is about to begin his life anew, lethedp him as once he helped our
brethren.

When he sailed for Argentina, he took with him haliozen families of Schindlerjuden,
paying the passage for many of them. With Emile shttled on a farm in Buenos Aires
province and worked it for nearly ten years. ThoE®skar’'s survivors who did not see
him in those years find it hard now to imagine t@sa farmer, since he was never a man
for steady routine. Some say, and there is sontd taiit, that Emalia and Brinnlitz
succeeded in their eccentric way because of theacwf men like Stern and Bankier. In
Argentina, Oskar had no such support, apart, ofssgurom the good sense and rural
industriousness of his wife. The decade in whichkad farmed nutria, however, was the
period in which it was demonstrated that breedamy,distinct from trapping, did not
produce pelts of adequate quality. Many other awgriterprises failed in that time, and in
1957 the Schindlers’ farm went bankrupt. Emilied a@skar moved into a house
provided by B’nai B'rith in San Vicente, a southesuburb of Buenos Aires, and for a
time Oskar sought work as a sales representativethinNa year, however, he left for
Germany. Emilie remained behind.

Living in a small apartment in Frankfurt, he soughpital to buy a cement factory, and
pursued the possibility of major compensation frime West German Ministry of
Finance for the loss of his Polish and Czechosliavagroperties.

Little came of this effort. Some of Oskar’s



survivors considered that the failure of the German

government to pay him his due arose from lingering

Hitlerism in the middle ranks of the civil

service. But Oskar’s claim probably

failed for technical reasons, and it is not

possible to detect bureaucratic malice in the spwadence addressed to Oskar from the
ministry.

The Schindler cement enterprise was launched oitatdpm the Joint Distribution
Committee and “loans” from a number of Schindlewsevho had done well in postwar
Germany. It had a brief history. By 1961, Oskar waskrupt again. His factory had
been hurt by a series of harsh winters in which dbestruction industry had closed
down; but some of the Schindler survivors belidwe ¢ompany’s failure was abetted by
Oskar’s restlessness and low tolerance for routine.

That year, hearing that he was in trouble, thergttarjuden in Israel invited him to visit
them at their expense. An advertisement appeareldrael’s Polish-language press
asking that all former inmates of Concentration @aBninnlitz who had known “Oskar
Schindler the German” contact the newspaper. In Awl, Oskar was welcomed
ecstatically. The postwar children of his surveronobbed him. He had grown heavier
and his features had thickened. But at the paamesreceptions, those who had known
him saw that he was the same indomitable Oskar.gfbwling deft wit, the outrageous
Charles Boyer charm, the voracious thirst hadwaliged his two bankruptcies.

It was the year of the Adolf Eichmann trial, andk@ss visit to Israel aroused some
interest in the international press. On the evehef opening of Eichmann’s trial, the
correspondent of the London Daily Mail wrote a teaton the contrast between the
records of the two men, and quoted the preamblenchppeal the Schindlerjuden had
opened to assist Oskar. “We do not forget theoserof Egypt, we do not forget
Haman, we do not forget Hitler. Thus, among thisthwe do not forget the just.

Remember Oskar Schindler.”

There was some incredulity among Holocaust sursiabout the idea of a beneficent
labor camp such as Oskar’s, and this disbelief doi voice through a journalist at a
press conference with Schindler in Jerusalem. “ldowou explain,” he asked, “that you
knew all the senior SS men in the Cracow region tzamtl regular dealings with them?”
“At that stage in history,” Oskar answered, “it washer difficult to discuss the fate of
Jews with the Chief Rabbi of Jerusalem.” The Depart of Testimonies of the Yad
Vashem had, near the end of Oskar's Argentine easie] sought and been given by him
a general statement of his activities in Cracow Bridnlitz. Now, on their own initiative
and under the influence of Itzhak Stern, Jakob nBeng, and Moshe Bejski (once
Oskar’s forger of official stamps, now a respecaed scholarly lawyer), the Board of
Trustees of Yad Vashem began to consider the aquresti an official tribute to Oskar.
The chairman of the board was Justice Landau, riésiging judge at the Eichmann trial.
Yad Vashem sought and received a mass of testimaoigecerning Oskar. Of this large
collection of statements, four are critical of hiffhough these four witnesses all state
that without Oskar they would have perished, thetycize his business methods in the
early months of the war. Two of the four disparagiestimonies are written by a father



and son, called earlier in this account the C’stheair enamelware outlet in Cracow,
Oskar had installed his mistress Ingrid as Treuhd®@arA third statement is by the C’s’
secretary and repeats the allegations of punchmdgdallying, rumors of which Stern had
reported back to Oskar in 1940. The fourth comes fa man who claims to have had a
prewar interest in Oskar’'s enamel factory undefatmer name, Rekord—an interest, he
claimed, that Oskar had ignored.

Justice Landau and his board must have considéese tfour statements insignificant
when set against the massed testimony of othern&8enuden, and they made no
comment on them. Since all four stated that Oslas their savior in any case, it is said
to have occurred to the board to ask why, if Osiad committed crimes against these
people, he went to such extravagant pains to $eare.t

The municipality of Tel Aviv was the first

body to honor Oskar. On his fifty-third

birthday he unveiled a plaque in the Park of

Heroes. The inscription describes him as

savior of 1,200 prisoners of AL

Brinnlitz, and though it understates numericallg th

extent of his rescue, it declares that it has been

erected in love and gratitude. Ten days

later in Jerusalem, he was declared a Righteous

Person, this title being a peculiarly

Israeli honor based on an ancient

tribal assumption that in the mass of Gentiles,Goel of Israel would always provide a
leavening of just men. Oskar was invited also smphk carob tree in the Avenue of the
Righteous leading to the Yad Vashem Museum. The igestill there, marked by a
plaque, in a grove which contains trees plantethénname of all the other Righteous. A
tree for Julius Madritsch, who had illicitly fed crmprotected his workers in a manner
quite unheard of among the Krupps and the Farbstasds there also, and a tree for
Raimund Titsch, the Madritsch supervisor in P@lasa@On that stony ridge, few of
the memorial trees have grown to more than 10 feet.

The German press carried stories of
Oskar’s wartime rescues and of the Yad
Vashem ceremonies. These reports, always laudatiolnot make his life easier.

He was hissed on the streets of Frankfurt, storeze thhrown, a group of workmen jeered
him and called out that he ought to have been lbuwith the Jews. In 1963 he punched
a factory worker who'd called him a “Jew-kisserfidathe man lodged a charge of
assault. In the local court, the lowest level o tBerman judiciary, Oskar received a
lecture from the judge and was ordered to pay desdg would kill myself,” he wrote
to Henry Rosner in Queens, New York, “if it woultigive them so much satisfaction.”

These humiliations increased his dependence on the
survivors. They were his only emotional and

financial surety. For the rest of his life he

would spend some months of every year with thermdi
honored and well in Tel Aviv and



Jerusalem, eating free of charge at a

Rumanian restaurant in Ben Yehudah

Street, Tel Aviv, though subject sometimes

to Moshe Bejski’s filial efforts to limit his

drinking to three double cognacs a night. In the
end, he would always return to the other half af hi
soul: the disinherited self; the mean, cramped
apartment a few hundred meters from

Frankfurt’s central railway station.

Writing from Los Angeles to other

Schindlerjuden in the United States that

year, Poldek Pfefferberg urged all

survivors to donate at least a day’s pay a

year to Oskar Schindler, whose state he
described as “discouragement, loneliness, disdtusi

Oskar’s contacts with the Schindlerjuden

continued on a yearly basis. It was a seasonal

matter—half the year as the Israeli

butterfly, half the year as the Frankfurt

grub. He was continually short of money. A Tel Weommittee of which ltzhak Stern,

Jakob Sternberg, and Moshe Bejski were again meamtmntinued to lobby the West

German government for an adequate pension for OSlkee grounds for their appeal

were his wartime heroism, the property he had last] the by-now-fragile state of his

health. The first official reaction from the Germgovernment was, however, the award
of the Cross of Merit in 1966, in a ceremony atahhkKonrad Adenauer presided. It was
not till July 1, 1968, that the Ministry of Finaneeas happy to report that from that date
it would pay him a pension of 200 marks per morfthree months later, pensioner
Schindler received the Papal Knighthood of St. 8ster from the hands of the Bishop of
Limburg.

Oskar was still willing to cooperate with the Fealetustice Department in the pursuit of
war criminals. In this matter he seems to have heghacable. On his birthday in 1967,
he gave confidential information concerning manyhe personnel of KL P@lasz@ow.
The transcript of his evidence of that date shdves he does not hesitate to testify, but
also that he is a scrupulous witness. If he knoatking or little of a particular SS man,
he says so.

He says it of Amthor; of the SS man

Zugsburger; of Fraulein Ohnesorge, one

of the quick-tempered women supervisors. He doésesitate, however, to call Bosch a
murderer and an exploiter, and says that he rezednBosch at a railway station in
Munich in 1946, approached him, and asked him iteraP@lasz@ow—he could

manage to sleep.

Bosch, says Oskar, was at that point living under
an East German passport. A supervisor
named Mohwinkel, representative in



P@lasz@ow of the German Armaments Works, is alsodly condemned; “intelligent
but brutal,” Oskar says of him. Of Goeth’s bodygljaér@un, he tells the story of the
attempted execution of the Emalia prisoner Lamuschvhe himself prevented by a gift
of vodka. (it is a story to which a great numbepo$oners also testify in their statements
in Yad Vashem.) Of the NCO Ritschek, Oskar says ltlkahas a bad reputation but that
he himself knows nothing of his crimes. He is alsgertain whether the photograph the
Justice Department showed him is in fact Ritschéiere is only one person on the
Justice Department list for whom Oskar is willimgdive an unqualified commendation.
That is the engineer Huth, who had helped him duhis last arrest. Huth, he says, was
highly respected and highly spoken of by the pressthemselves.

As he entered his sixties, he began working for @eman Friends of Hebrew
University. This involvement resulted from the ungs of those Schindlerjuden who were
concerned with restoring some new purpose to Oskd€. He began to work raising
funds in West Germany. His old capacity to inveigied charm officials and
businessmen was exercised once again. He alsodhsfieup a scheme of exchanges
between German and Israeli children.

Despite the precariousness of his health, helstdtl and drank like a young man. He
was in love with a German woman named Annemariggnwihne had met at the King
David Hotel in Jerusalem. She would become the iemaitlinchpin of his later life.

His wife, Emilie, still lived, without any

financial help from him, in her little house in

San Vicente, south of Buenos Aires. She

lives there at the time of the writing of this bodis

she was in Brinnlitz, she is a figure of

quiet dignity. In a documentary made

by German television in 1973, she spoke— withouy af the abandoned wife’s
bitterness or sense of grievance—about Oskar amohlgz, about her own behavior in
Brinnlitz.

Perceptively, she remarked that Oskar had donengp#tstounding before the war and
had been unexceptional since. He was fortunateeftire, that in that short fierce era
between 1939 and 1945 he had met people who sunahfiortke his deeper talents.

In 1972, during a visit by Oskar to the

New York executive office of the American

Friends of Hebrew University, three

Schindlerjuden, partners in a large New

Jersey construction company, led a group of

seventy-five other Schindler prisoners in

raising $120,000 to dedicate to Oskar a

floor of the Truman Research Center at

Hebrew University. The floor would house a BookLdfe, containing an account of
Oskar’s rescues and a list of the rescued. Twbesd partners, Murray Pantirer and Isak
Levenstein, had been sixteen years old when Osi@arght them to Brinnlitz. Now
Oskar’s children had become his parents, his leesturse, his source of honor.

He was very ill. The men who had been



physicians in Brinnlitz—Alexander

Biberstein, for example—knew it. One of them

warned Oskar’s close friends, “The man should ®ot b

alive. His heart is working through pure

stubbornness.”

In October 1974, he collapsed at his

small apartment near the railway station in Frartkénd died in a hospital on October 9.
His death certificate says that advanced hardeoirtge arteries of the brain and heart
had caused the final seizure. His will declared ishwhe had already expressed to a
number of Schindlerjuden—that he be buried in Jdems. Within two weeks the
Franciscan parish priest of Jerusalem had givepdmsission for Herr Oskar Schindler,
one of the Church’'s least observant sons, to beedbun the Latin Cemetery of
Jerusalem.

Another month passed before Oskar’s body was
carried in a leaden casket through the crammed
streets of the Old City of Jerusalem to the
Catholic cemetery, which looks south over the
Valley of Hinnom, called Gehenna in the

New Testament. In the press photograph of the
procession can be seen—amid a stream of other
Schindler Jews—Itzhak Stern, Moshe

Bejski, Helen Hirsch, Jakob Sternberg,

Juda Dresner.

He was mourned on every continent.
APPENDIX

SS Ranks and Their

Army Equivalents

COMMISSIONED RANKS
Oberst-gruppenf@uhrer: general
Obergruppenf@uhrer: lieutenant general
Gruppenf@uhrer: major general
Brigadef@uhrer: brigadier general
Oberf@uhrer: (no army equivalent)
Standartenf@ubhrer: colonel
Obersturmbannf@uhrer: lieutenant colonel
Sturmbannf@uhrer: major
Hauptsturmf@uhrer: captain
Obersturmf@ubhrer: first lieutenant
Untersturmf@uhrer: second lieutenant
NONCOMMISSIONED RANKS
Oberscharf@uhrer: a senior noncommissioned
rank

Unterscharf@uhrer: equivalent to sergeant
Rottenf@uhrer: equivalent to corporal



