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ness is what we are as we make our home-grown 'festival of the oppre
ssed'. Breaking new ground, growing from an army imbued with confi
dence, soldiers calmly resolved in calculated courage, ours is the win
ning march. We are no newcomers in war. 'no strangers to burials', 
no cowards under the heat of fire, we grow from the depth of pain. As 
we converge upon the butcher's nest we shall be giving a good account of 
ourselves. 

Al l the fullness of these 70 years, all of the hardships and accompan
ying victories, errors and losses, corrections and repeated advances, 
reprisals, retreats and daring assaults. Al l , for no other reward other 
than a nation that visibly brightens in mass delight as we bury our hearts 
in happy commitment. Let us again say Amandlal We again say Mayi-
buye! 

In celebration! As we redden the field! 

NAKED AMONG WOLVES 
by Bruno Apitz 

Chapter 14 
Gay had called in a few other BuchenwakJers after Pippkj. Not with any 

intention of carrying through an interrogation. He only wanted to feel 
them out. He took his line of questioning from the impression he had of 
the man who stood before him, and he soon noticed that all of them were 
hard-boiled customers. None of them knew anything. 

Now he concentrated his attention on Rose, for whom he had served up 
Pippig so succulently. The afternoon was well advanced when he summo
ned Rose. 

"Well, my boy, have a seat. Rose was your name, right?" 

"Yessir." 

Gay lit a cigar and laid the match circumspectly on the ashtray, saying 
with a worried sigh: "You've got yourself into a stupid mess. How long 
have you been in the camp?" 
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Gay did not appear to be thinking of any such thing. He puffed at the 

cigar, and Rose gazed at the glowing tip. That was what the cop had bur
ned holes with... Gay leaned back in the chair, crossed his arms comfort
ably across his chest and looked at Rose amiably. 

• 

"You BuchenwaWers are a funny lot. For the sake of a little kid you let 
yourselves be slugged within an inch of your lives. If you want to keep 
your mouths shut, you ought to be consistent. But if you let yourselves 
be beaten up first and then you blab anyway, you can't be surprised if 
you aren't treated as reasonable people any more." 

Gay bent confidentially towards Rose. 

'That Pippig, he's a good chap, I'm sure! I take my hat off to himl 
Couldn't he tell meright away: Good, Herr Commissar, we did find a 
little kid. Then everything would have been all right. No, first we have to 
bash the hell out of him and then he tells after all. Now, is that a reason
able person?" 

Gay leaned back again and remarked casually: "Thank goodness, the 
rest of your outfit had more sense and admitted it right away. So what 
good did it do Pippig?" 

Rose sat crushed on his chair, and Gay sensed the approaching success 
of his tactics. He got up and walked through the room, holding a mono
logue. 

Terrible things were happening inside of Rose. What the cop was saying 
went far beyond the 'soft-soap treatment'. He seemed to know a lot. Had 
Pippig really admitted everything and not told him the truth?. Had the 
others...? Before Rose could straighten out his thinking, the cop stood 
before him and tapped him encouragingly on the shoulder. 

"What have you all been thinking of?" 

Rose remained sitting as he had sat, with his head hanging. 

"I have nothing to do with this whole thing," the words came out of 
him softly. 

"I know that! Pippig told me all that," Gay hastened to assure him. 
'.'But where in heaven's name did you drag the poor little tot?" Rose kept 
silent. Gay stood at thewindow and rapped against the pane. In the space 
of a second he considered and made up his mind. He went over to Rose. 
Amiably, but with an unmistakably tough grip he took him by the front 
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of his jacket and pulled him up. He could tell by Rose's limpness that this 
was right. He took the cigar out o f his mouth, flicked the ash off, and 
accidentally held the burning t ip under Rose's nose. The acrid heat bit 
into Rose's mucous membrane. 

Paternally, Gay said: "Now why don't you be reasonable. Rose. 

" I don't feel like doing you up the way I did Pippig, I dislike that sort 
of thing. But if you force me...Rose, for God's sake, I'm only doing my 
du ty ! " 

If he notices that I know anything... 
• 

Rose's eyes were glued to the cop. 
* 

"Well, where did you bring the poor little k id?" 

Rose's eyes wavered. He pulled all his courage together. 

" I don't know," he stuttered, expecting the cop's fist in his face. But 
Gay only sighed and raised his arms regretfully. ' 

"Very well, I'm sorry for you. Go to your cell now and talk it over with 
Pippig. I'll have to call you in again tonight..." 

It was dark by the time Rose was brought back to the cell by the jai
ler. Pippig lay in a fever and was out of his head. The jailer laid the damp 
cloth on his forehead and rumbled at Rose as he went out: "Now don't 
you be foolish, it's enough with this one here." 

Rose sat huddled on the stool. A l l the misery of the world crept toge
ther in the cell. Rose would have liked to say something. 

"Rudi... ' 

Pippig did not move; his breath came in hot heaves. 

"Rudi. . ." 

Rose shook him by the shoulder. 

The delirious man groaned. Rose let go of him. Small and crooked, he 
squatted on the stool. Now he was all alone with himself! 

The commandant had summoned the entire staff to his headquarters, 
and therefore the evening roll call was accomplished very quickly. Klu 
ttig was not present; his place was taken by the permanently inebriated 
Weisangk. Reineboth planted himself in front of the camp fuhrer and 
gave his report. 

Then: "Dismissed!" That went fast today. Something was in the air. 
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The tens of thousands knew it! The rumor of evacuation had permeated 
the atmosphere of the camp like a gas. 

Something was in the air! 

The usual noise went on in the blocks. The prisoners crowded about the 
soup containers, the room attendants calmly dished out the niggardly 
soup as usual, the bowls clattered. As usual, the men squeezed themselves 
onto the benches at the longtables, shoulder to shoulder, so that there 
was scarcely enough freedom of movement to wield a spoon. After the 
soup they gnawed as usual at the bread ration for the next day, which had 
become even smaller. And still it was different from before. 

The conversations, which had buzzed about like flies hitherto, now 
acquired direction, tens of thosands of thoughts about-faced and united in 
an enormous procession marching towards the end, which with terrifying 
suddenness was breaking through the riven wall of clouds. 

There was only one subject of coversation in all the blocks: evacuation! 
Many a man deprived of the sight of the future by years in concentration 
camp now saw the end of the time, of his time. But what was coming? 
Death or freedom? There was no clear outlook. Happenings did not pro
ceed at an even pace; they lurched, jumbled, tangled. 

Death or life? Who knew? 

They were talking about it in all the blocks. At the last, the very last 
minute, the whole camp might be wiped o u t They had all it took! Bombs, 
poison gas, airplanes!- One telephone call from the commandant to the 
nearby airport...and in half an hour there would be no more BuchenwakJ, 
there would only be a smoking, smouldering void. So quit dreaming, pal! 
Here you were expecting something quite different these ten long years! 
Nobody felt like dying just before the end! Damn! What end? If one only 
knew! Suddenly some men realised that the callus which had armored the 
breast in all these years was no longer able to provide enough resistance 
to the thing beating inside, and some men realized that they were not so 
inured to death, which had stood behind them all these years like a sent 
ry with a rifle, that they had only imagined they were inured to it, that it 
was false to imagine one was superior to death. 

The gruesome specter was already cackling with malicious glee: Who 
laughs last laughs best! 

And that's how it is: Death in the camp was your consort. Death outside 
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the barbed wire is your enemy! 

It had stolen into the camp along with the rumor and squatted down in 
the barracks wherever people were sitting together. It squatted, too, at 
the little meeting in the foundation pit of the infirmary barrack, it had 
climbed down through the trap door and stumbled over the broken sto
nes to the back where the candle was burning, and every one of them, 
Bogorski and Bochow, Riomand and Pribula, Kodiczek and van Dalen, 
every one of them knew it was present as a silent guest. 

Bochow had given his report on the situation. The arrest of the ten men 
from the effects room, the threatened evacuation, the advance of the 
front to Thuringia, the possibility of rapidly developing events. Riomand 
supplemented the report. He had heard about the discussion in the 
commandant's office, and there was no doubt about what that lot up 
there were worrying about. The impetuous Pribula wanted a decision to 
stop the evacuation by force. He demanded that the resistance groups be 
put on the alert and the weapons distributed. 

"Are you mad?" Bogorski hurled at him in Polish. 

There were 3 000 SS men in the barracks outside the camp; this had 
been reported by Kohn, whose medical squad patrols were out there 
nearly every day. Kassel, where the front was now situated, was near, 
but by no means near enough. Because this was so, because uncertainty 
and rescue still seesawed like the rolling sea, no premature decision could 
be made. They would have to stick to the old tactic of waiting and -
should the evacuation be put into effect - of delay and obstruction, in 
order to save as many people as possible. But they knew that the great 
moment was ripening and that the circle was closing. What was to happen 
then...Bochow said it in deep earnest: "...What happens then. Comrades, 
will determine life or death. And we must live! I can't make big spee
ches, but today I would like to say this: The people left alive behind the 
barbed wire of the concentration camp will be the vanguard of a juster 
world! We don't know what's to come. But whatever the world is like 
afterwards, it will be a juster one, or we must despair of the reason of 
mankind. We aren't dung, we aren't martyrs, we aren't victims. We are the 
bearers of the highest duty!" 

SHOOT THEM 

Schwahl had summoned Kluttig. He was afraid of conflict with the 
camp fuhrer at the staff meeting which was about to take place. On the 
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table lay the telegram from Himmler, ordering the camp to be cleared. 

. Although Schwahldid not like to be alone with Kluttig, he had made up 
his mind to this talk. He trusted in his diplomatic adroitness. Kluttig 
marched stiffly into Schwahl's office. 

Schwahl picked up the telegram and demonstrated it like an instructor 
in a classroom. "Evacuation! Order from the Reichsfuhrer SSI Do you 
mean to oppose the order?" he demanded ominously. 

The answer Kluttig was tempted to give would have been open mutiny, 
so he maintained a dogged silence. 

Schwahl took advantage of this. ' The evacuation is being left to the 
judgement of the camp leadership. I f you please! The power to command 
is in may hands, or isn't i t?. . / ' Kluttig also kept silent at this, and Schwahl 
pressed his advantage. "Just between us two, Hauptsturmfuhrer, who can 
help US now? T h e Fuhrer? Or the Reichsfuhrer SS?" Schwahl 
snickered. "We're caught in a trap. The time for great deeds is past. Past! 
he repeated emphatically. "Now it's our necks that matter." 

Kluttig wanted to burst out, but Schwahl was too much in command 
of the floor. " I f we step out here and leave a pile of corpses behind, we've 
had the honor of being faithful unto death, but - what can we buy with 
i t?" 

"Coward!" snarled Kluttig. 

Schwahl smiled tolerantly. " I want to keep my head on. If we had won 
the war, then just out of pure joy I'd stage a lovely shooting match in the 
camp. Unfortunately - just between us - unfortunately, we've lost the 
war, and that alters the situation." 

Kluttig's obstinate rage broke through: " I 'm not going along wi th that! 
You hear, Standartenfuhrer? I'm not going along with that! This misera
ble sneaking off, this... this..." 

His voice had its piercing trumpet tone, but this time it did not affect 
Schwahl, who drew back his shoulders, threw out his belly and crossed 
his arms over his chest. 

"Aha! You want to slam the door behind you with the crack of a bul
let. My dear boy, that sounds very dramatic over a microphone. But we 
aren't in the propaganda ministry here, we're on the Ettersberg, and the 
front is right around the corner. If we shoot, we'll be shot right back." 

Kluttig shrieked: "We'll shoot!" 
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Schwahl remained unimpressed. "At whom, if I may ask? At the Ame

ricans? Don't make yourself ridiculous." 

Kluttig walked past Schwahl with stiff steps and threw himself into one 
of the heavy leather chairs at the conference table, a picture of helpless 
fury. Schwahl regarded his opponent. 

"What do you actually want?" he said after a while. "I don't think you 
know yourself. You want to wipe out the camp. Then you want to track 
down the secret organization of the Communists. Now you're chasing 
after a Jewish changeling and locking people up. Your nerves are going, 
that's all." 

Kluttig leaped up and shouted at Schwahl: "I know exactly what I 
want!" With trembling fingers he pulled the list out of his packet and held 
it out to Schwahl. 

"There!" 

Schwahl looked at the paper. 

"What's this?" 
'The ringleaders of the organization!" Kluttig answered cuttingly. 

Schwahl raised his eyebrows. 

'That's very interesting..." It might have been surprise, but it might 
have been mockery. He read the names attentively. 

"Several heads, in fact. How did you find these?" 
"Chasing after the changeling!" Kluttig replied with heavy sarcasm. 

Schwahl retained his composure. 

"And what do you want to do with all these heads?" 

"Cut them off, Standartenfuhrer!" 

"Hm-hm..." Schwahl merely remarked, putting his hands behind his 
back and walking thoughtfully up and down. Kluttig waited; the decision 
was coming. At last he seemed to have it all in order. He stopped before 
Kluttig. They looked at one another. 

"Listen here, Hauptsturmfuhrer. I don't agree with what you're doing 
here. No, don't interrupt me, I want you to listen to me. What's done is 
done now, and your campaign is much too extensive for me to be able to 
reverse it without showing our weakness to the camp..." 

"Weakness?" Kluttig demanded, outraged. 
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"Yes/9 Schwahl answered shortly, and at that moment he knew he was 

the cleverer. He left Kluttig to himself again and resumed walking round 
the desk, which he was so fond of doing when he had anything important 
to say. 

"Let's talk about something else. We have the order of the Riichsfuh-
rer ss, and it will be carried out. The camp will be evacuated! We're 
alone together, Kluttig, and I want to talc very frankly with you. We 
don't know what's going to happen. Maybe some day I'll have to answer 
to the Reichsfuhrer SS, so I'm carrying out his order. Maybe I'll have to 
answer to the Americans some day! Maybe we all wild" 

Schwahl read through the list once again. Long and attentively. Fin
ally he asked: "Are you firmly convinced that you have the ringleaders 
here of the...?" 

"I am firmly convinced of it/' replied Kluttig, drowning out his own un
certainty. Schwahl went to the desk, took up a fountain pen and crossed 
out one of the names, then handed Kluttig the list. 

"Shoot them! Without any stir, and in complete secrecy?" 

Believing Schwahl had signed, Kluttig accepted the list and discovered 
that the commandant had crossed out Kramer's name. 

"HerrStandartenfuhrerl" he exclaimed. 

" i I still need him," Schwahl stopped him, brooking no contradiction. 
But at the same time he shrugged his shoulders. "Sorry, my boy, that's 
how it is. All these years we've taken it easy as far as the administration 
of the camp was concerned and left it to the prisoners. Now we depend on 
them. Without a very experienced camp senior I can't carry through the 
evacuation." 

## ButStandartenfuhrer! Kramer is their most important man..." 

Schwahl smiled knowingly: "Something like a general, isn't he? There 
you are. All the better for us. How do we checkmate a general? We take 
his officers away from him. Get rid of the others and your Kramer will be 
eating out of my hand. Get the point?" Flattered by his owji shrewdness, 
Schwahl clapped Kluttig patronizingly on the shoulder. 

"If it gives you any pleasure, you can shoot him in the back of the neck 
at the very end, for all I care. But now I still need him." 

K lutttig had to be content witt\that. 
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THE STAFF MEETING 

After the fuhrer staff had assembled, Kluttig sat in the corner of the off
ice and had a disagreeable feeling that he had been taken in by the cun
ning Schwahl. Schwahl had held out a crust to him and he snapped it up. 
Kluttig looked at the commandant suspiciously. How conceitedly the fat 
creature displayed himself. Schwahl walked up and down, lecturing, wi th 
Himmler's telegram in his hand. ' The order is clear and wil l of course be 
carried ou t ! " With stabbing glances, Kluttig observed the effect o f Schwa 
hl's words in the faces of the others. Beside Schwa hl's desk sat the fuddled 
Weisangk, gaping blearily ahead of him. He evidently minded being with
out schnapps; the commandant was stingly with it at staff meetings. 

No one paid any attention to Kluttig. they were listening worshipfully 
to the commandant. 

"The moment for the evacuation is near, we must operate according to 
the situation at the front." Acting the perfect general, Schwahl stepped 
up to the map and ran his broad hand down over south Germany. "We'll 
only be able to get through in this direction." 

Weisangk grunted. Schwahl spread his arms dramatically. 'There is no 
other way open to* us../' 

Kluttig was chafing inwardly. He was tempted to jump to his feet and 
start trumpeting, but the general agreement of the others held him back. 
Schwahl drew himself up in the middle of the room and said, as if in 
mockery of Kluttig: 

"Of course we know there is a secret organization in the camp. We are 
not so stupid as to overlook this circumstance. But it is only that, just a 
circumstance." He turned to Kamlith: "Do you believe, Herr Sturmbann
fuhrer, that your troops could be seriously threatened by this organiza
t ion?" The Sturmbannfuhrer answered the question with a disdainful 
laugh, and Schwahl hastened to second him: " I share your opinion absolu
tely. A few volleys fired into the camp will break any resistance in a mo
ment, and I would not hesitate to make use of this measure if it should 
prove necessary." He interpolated an imposing pause, placed his hands 
behind his back, and wheeled about the desk, his head high. Then he con
tinued: "But that is not the point now. Gentlemen, I am responsible for 
the security of all of you. Not only for now, but for the future too . " 
He said this with especial emphasis, sure of everyone's agreement, for he 
knew his people. 
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"Yes, for the future t o o / ' he repeated. "You understand me." No one 

attempted to say anything, they all concealed themselves from one ano
ther with their silence. Now Schwahl's moment had come. Frankly trium
phant, he said: "We owe it to the enrgy of Hauptsturmfuhrer Kluttig 
that he succeeded — at the last minute, I may say — in tracking down the 
ringleaders of the secret organization, in the camp. In this way he has done 
us an -invaluable service. I have given him the order to shoot the group of 
conspirators, and I 9m convicMed that he wil l carry out my order with all 
due shrewdness and prudence/' 

• 

"And what happens after that?" asked Kamloth, who had been silent 
until then.* 

Extremely astonished, Schwahl raised his eyebrows. "We carry out the 
order of the Reichsfuhrer SS/' he replied. 

Kamloth turned to him with an indolent movement. "Himmler? Rot! 
He can give orders! He's far away from the shooting. But I'm supposed to 
be bothered with that riffraff? Shoot down the whole bloody lot o f 
them. That's my slogan." 

. Schwahl turned about uneasily. "And what about the Americans?" 
Kamloth wearily shoved his hands into his trouser pockets. 

"Don't talk rubbish, Schwahl. Before they get here there'll be nothing 
left of the camp and I'll be a million miles away." He laughed coarsely. 

Schwahl went white, his spongy cheeks trembled. Suddenly he shouted 
hysterically: " In the name of the Reichsfuhrer SS, you have to obey me! 
Who's commandant here?" 

"Who's in charge of the troops? You or me?" Kamloth struck back. 
Kluttig had leaped up. In a few steps he was beside the Sturmbannf uh-

rer, looking to him for cover. Agitation struck him dumb, he only gazed 
confusedly at Schwahl. The others had also risen. They felt an explosion 
coming. But Schwahl removed the detonator: " A plot? A conspiracy?" 

Kamloth had no such thing in mind and replied harmlessly' "Don't 
talk rot. Conspiracy? Nonsense! I simply don't feel like trailing along 
behind that mob. I'm for shooting." He sat down in one of the leather 
chairs at the conference table and lit a cigarette. In the protection of this 
powerful confederate Kluttig suddenly felt strong. 

"Shoot them! That's my slogan too," he roared, and placed himself 
challengingly beside Kamloth. 

TJie incident startled all of them out of their silence, and pandemonium 
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broke loose. They started wildly taling and gesticulating at one another.. 
Without the slightest regard for Schwahl, their superior officer, the coar 
sest of the block fuhrers took Kamloth's part. 

"Well, you see what the people think/' he said to Schwahl, "why do 
you object to shooting?" 

Schwahl, at bay, retreated behind the desk. 

"Who says I object to shooting? If there's no way out, the whole camp 
can be blown sky-high within half an hour!" 

'Then blow it sky-high!" screamed Kluttig. "After us the deluge! If 
we have to go, we don't want to leave any bolshevistic swine alive!" 

The block fuhrers started blustering all over again. 

"Shoot down the whole pack!" they yelled. The reviving chaos of opi
nions again threatened to ball up Schwahl's well-considered plan. He took 
a tough step forward among the disputants. 

"I command immediate silence!" The sharpness of the order had the 
intended effect. Schwahl was gratified to see that they still obeyed him. 
The silence which immmediately fell restored his sense of security, and 
he realized in a flash that the thing to do was to reinforce his wobbling 
authority by behaving fearlessly. Schwahl repeated what he had just 
said. "Who says I object to shooting?" It was like a shot square into the 
target. Yet Schwahl still did not appear to have hit the bull's eye. 

Kamloth reacted immediately. 

"Herr Standartenfuhrer!" There was an inordinate hardness in his ex
clamation that was meant to pull Schwahl up. Schwahl swung about to 
the Sturmbannfuhrer, and for one brief moment their eyes tested one 
another. "Do you give me your word as an officer on that?" 

"I give you my word of honor!" Schwahl replied, whipping it out just 
as Kamloth had whipped out his question. It was like a pistol contest 
between them, and Schwahl recognized in the behavior of the others that 
he had hit the bull's eye. 

Take care, watch it, though Reineboth, the diplomat is in a jam, but he's 
won for the moment. 

"Please take your seats again/' 

Schwahl waited calmly until the original order was re-established. 

Even Kamloth had sat down. 
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Schwa hi enjoyed the expectant quiet. The crisis was overcome. Now he 

was every inch the high-ranking commandant again; he stood beside Weisa-
ngk, who was leaning back in the char with his arms spread out and legs 
apart, proud to be making a fierce face for his Standartenfuhrer. 

Schwahl stepped behind the desk. 

"I will read you the telegram which I have received from the Reichs-
fuhrer SS." 

He read: In view of threat to Thuringia by GeneralPatton's 3rd Ameri
can Army, I commend: Concentration Camp Buchenwald subject to my 
authority shall be evacuated. Time and means to be determined by camp 
leadership. Sole power of command with camp commandant. Loyalty to 
thmFuhrer. Hell Hitler. ReichsfuhrerSS Himmler. 

Silence. 
The effect on Ns audience was unmistakable and Schwahl exploited 

'The camp will leave in stages. Fifteen thousand men per day. First the 
Jews: To Hof, Nuremberg and Munich. Sturmbannfuhrer Kamloth will 
assign the convoys! 

"And what does my SS do when it gets to Munich with that mob?" 
asked Kamloth.. 

Schwahl smiled in the corner of his mouth. "How much of the mob gets 
to Munich is your business, Sturmbannfuhrer. My business is not to leave 
any dead in the camp" 

"Oh, I understand," jeered Kamloth. "Your nose is clean when the 
Americans come and I'm left holding the bag." 

"You just don't understand, Sturmbannfuhrer," Schwahl instructed 
him. "It's no responsibility of yours if prisoners die before Munich. In 
any case you receive no order from me to kill prisoners, though I might 
point out that meffcy killing is not murder but should be regarded as 
humane treatment." 

Kamloth crossed his arms over his chest. "Clever, very clever/' 

Schwahl replied winningly: "You like to shoot, Sturmbannfuhrer..." 

"You cart bet on that," Kamloth scoffed. 

With this verbal duel they had come to an adequate understanding. 

To be continued in the next issue. 
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