Mengele’s children

This story shows the horrific workings of Dr. Josef Mengele, the nazi scientist who operated and experimented on sets of twins in Auschwitz, the death camp. His life and work is portrayed here from three different perspectives- a member of the SS serving in Auschwitz, one of Mengele’s twins and the man himself.

Uncle Mengele, they call him. He is more than their uncle. He is their Messiah, their saviour. But mostly, he is their torturer- a monster. But he is also a genius, a man on a breakthrough. When he first arrived he caused quite a stir; an educated, experienced, medical researcher with a mission to plumb the depths of the human mystery, and to extract the secrets of human genetics from the living twin specimens at his disposal; the protégé of Professor von Verschuer, funded with a grant for research of human genetics. He was supposed to bring great things to our gruesome kingdom of human suffering. And, in a way, he did.

I am sorry for my forwardness. My name is not important, but what I am is. I am, was, a murderer. More specifically, I am a member of the SS, and my post is hell. My occupation is not one you would think many would yearn for, and not one I ever thought I would be. But they do. And I am. Although this is not my story, you must know that I try. I do, I really do. I try to do good, but when you are surrounded by evil, what is good and what is good for the Fatherland and for everything you stand for may not always be the same. So you have to make a choice. And I’ve made mine and I’m sticking to it. Even though I know in doing so I have condemned my soul.

No, you don’t understand. You can’t understand and you never will. Not unless you have done what I have done, have had hundreds of broken people imploring you with their last breath to save them, when you know that they will all die the same, horrific death. There is no mercy here. Except for the twins.

That’s where Mengele comes in. Mengele- with his dark, serious eyes and imperfect, almost sinister grin- he looks like a villain from an old children’s story. But here, he is God. Whether you die of the gas or from the hard work is up to him. All up to him. He inspects, pokes around the Jews, the gypsies and the other specks of dirt that blot the clean sheet the Party wishes to create while he sits on his throne, mocking his subjects. How we despise his detached, haughty air, his continual whistling, and his frigid cruelty. Day after day he sits at his post, watching the pitiful crowd of men and women and children go struggling past, all in the last stages of exhaustion from the inhuman journey in the cattle trucks. He points with his cane at each person and direct them with one word: "right" or "left." He seems to enjoy his grisly task.

**********

15th October 1944

Auschwitz

My work is sacred. Every day I delve into the secrets of heredity, secrets no normal man could possibly comprehend. I do the work of god, I, and I alone understand the subtleties of god’s creation.

The Nazi ideal of the future would benefit from the help of genetics: if Aryan women could assuredly give birth to twins who were sure to be blond and blue eyed - then the future could be saved! 

This is where Auschwitz comes in. Where else can I find enough specimens for my remodelling of creation? For even though I did not realise it before, this is what this is. This is creation. And it is all because of twins. 

It was my mentor, Professor von Verschuer, who gave me the idea.  The idea for the twins. The ones who will save the future. Many of the other doctors do not understand- they do not have the complex mind I have. They will see. They will see soon. 

“Willkommen, willkommen zum Zoo”- “Welcome, welcome to the zoo”. My playpen- the twins’ barracks. This is their new home. They truly belong here.

And I look after my children. Of course. I am a scientist, not a torturer. They are my favourite subjects, and they are afforded special treatment, such as being able to keep their own hair and clothing, and receiving extra food rations. See? I am an guardian to them. They call me Onkel Mengele. They love me. When I walk in they shout “Hallo Onkel Mengele!” 

When they come to the zoo they are given a number that is tattooed to their arm. They are then asked to fill out a form that asks question of their medical history. It’s a standard procedure. 
Each morning, they stand outside for inspection. I inspect them. They do not fear me- I bring them candy, talk to them, and play games with them. The numbers are called. The die is cast. My little experiments are chosen. 

Several of the tests, conducted by me, are carried out on my children. Through working with both twins, I can transfuse and operate till I know what characteristics are heredity and which are not. The next step is to eradicate completely inferior gene strands from the human population. But we have to start small. For now, I do my work- Blood tests including mass transfusions of blood are moved from one twin to another; in attempts to fabricate blue eyes, drops or injections of chemicals are put in the eyes. This often causes severe pain, infections, and temporary or permanent blindness; diseases, including typhus and tuberculosis, are purposely given to one twin and not the other. When one dies, the other is often killed to examine and compare the effects of the disease. And I am so close to understanding everything.

It’s for the good of the nation. 

**********

“My name is Simon Zajdner. I am fifteen. I am five foot six inches tall.” That’s what I had to write, as soon as I came to the zoo. Currently I am lying on the bed of my bunk, shared with two other Jewish children. One of them is my twin, Bernard. I came here with him, on the trains. I was being held closely by my mother- I remember the smell of her coat vividly- the scent of old newspapers and second-hand shops. When they opened the door to our cattle car, our mother became very frightened, "Stay with me, children," she told us, refusing to let go of our hands. But then some prisoners told her in Yiddish, "Tell them you have twins. There is a Dr. Mengele here who wants twins..." 
When I first met him he seemed such a neat, sane man: with his green tunic well pressed; scarcely a hair out of place and his face well scrubbed, he walked up and down the ramp, looking for us, all the while whistling a cheerful tune. He seemed so pleased with himself, so pleased with the work he was doing

Our life here at the zoo is not as bad as some of the conditions we hear of in other barracks. We keep our hair and our shoes. In exchange, the numbers are called. Our bargain. 

Onkel Mengele is our new family. He tells us that our parents are alive and well, and brings us chocolate. He is a kind man, I can tell. Some people don’t understand, but he hates this place as much as we do, and in saying he needs us for ‘experiments’ he is saving us from what others must endure. He is not an enemy. He is not ‘experimenting’ on us- he is protecting us.


“Zwillinge, Zwillinge,” – “Twins, Twins,” we call out to the lines of the damned. The problem is, they don’t know whether it’s a good or bad thing, to be, or have, a twin. To tell you the truth, neither do I. Some parents do announce their twins. Some relatives, friends, or neighbours announce the twins, hoping that they can save someone. Maybe they do. Maybe they don’t. Some mothers try to hide their twins, thinking that it’s just another trick, a way of destroying the freaks. We search through the surging ranks of people in search of them and anyone with unusual traits. While many twins are either announced or discovered, some sets of twins are successfully hidden and walk with their mothers into the gas chamber. To be honest, I think it might be best that way. Better die in dignity, than be Mengele’s rats, dying as soon as you have served your purpose, your blank, dead eyes pinned to the walls of his office; trophies of his twisted triumphs. He does that. Oh yes.

 As the twins are led away to be processed, their parents and family stay on the ramp and go through selection. Occasionally, if the twins are very young Mengele allows the mother to join her children in order for their health to be assured for the experiments. The experiments: the very thought of them sends a shiver down my spine. Young children are placed in isolation cages, and subjected to a variety of stimuli to see how they react. Some twins are castrated or sterilized. Many twins have limbs and organs removed in macabre surgical procedures that Mengele performs without using an anaesthetic. Other twins are injected with infectious agents to see how long it takes for them to succumb to various diseases.                                                                                                                                          

He has a terrible temper, which can be unleashed at any moment’s notice. Yesterday he caught a woman attempting to escape the truck taking her to the gas chamber. These are the points in my job in which I have to make a choice, and time and time again I make one, although I always feel, deep in my heart I made the wrong one.  I could only watch on, powerless in my indecision of what I should do. He grabbed her by the neck and proceeded to beat her head to a bloody pulp. He hit her, slapped her, and boxed her, always her head — screaming at the top of his voice, "You want to escape, don't you. You can't escape now. You are going to burn like the others, you are going to croak, you dirty Jew." As I watched, I saw her two beautiful, intelligent eyes disappear under a layer of blood. And in a few seconds, her straight, pointed nose was a flat, broken, bleeding mass. Half an hour later, Dr. Mengele returned to the hospital. He took a piece of perfumed soap out of his bag and, whistling gaily with a smile of deep satisfaction on his face, he began to wash his hands.

**********

1st November 1944

Auschwitz

I stood there, my hands clutching at the heart of my dead patient. My child. I have failed again, with blood on my hands. All over my hands. I wash. I scrub. I scour. And now I am done. My little post-life rituals are carried out. First, the autopsy. Then, the eyes. 

My wall of eyes- my little sanctuary. I wouldn’t throw them away- not my children. I look after them. They watch over me and my work, my little guardian angels. My children. Their perfect little eyes. But not perfect enough.

Why else would I be here? I am creating perfect humans. Perfect humans that would equal the perfect race. The master race. But we have to start small. 

So I wash my hands. My soap. Where’s my soap? In my pocket. Take it out. Scrub, scour, rinse, and repeat.  The blood washes off. But the failure and guilt does not. That’s why I keep the eyes. I know that way they’ll forgive me and understand. Understand what I do. 

The other scientists dislike me. I can tell, although I don’t understand why. I do my job. I do it correctly and without qualms. As I told Dr. Ella Lingens, “There are only two gifted people in the world, Germans and Jews, and it’s a question of who will be superior. That’s why they must be destroyed.”

**********

Bernard’s number was called yesterday. Although I was sad that I could not leave with him, I am glad he has escaped. Onkel Mengele returned in his car frustrated and moody. I know better not to question his moods- they are infrequent, but not pleasant. We all stayed out of his way so he could go to the washroom and wash his hands, as he often does when he is angry, and by the afternoon he was back to his cheerful self. Whistling to himself, he played football with us after our classes. When I enquired upon Bernard’s health, he said “Fine. He is happy now.” I believed him. 

**********


I have never accepted the fact that Mengele himself believed he was doing serious work — not from the slipshod way he went about it. He was only exercising his power. Mengele ran a butcher shop — major surgeries were performed without anaesthesia. Once, I witnessed a stomach operation — Mengele was removing pieces from the stomach, but without any aesthetic. Another time, it was a heart that was removed, again, without anaesthesia. It was horrifying. Mengele was a doctor who became mad because of the power he was given. Nobody ever questioned him — why did this one die? Why did that one perish? The patients did not count. He professed to do what he did in the name of science, but it was madness on his part. Madness on the part of a man whom more than one surviving twin would remember as a gentle man who loved children! He was two people in one- one who showered love and affection on children, and another who would later subject the same children to his cruel experiments, in an attempt to find Genetic information that only existed in his mind full of Nazi ideology. Whence does such madness spring, how is it possible for two separate and diametrically opposed personages manifest themselves within the same individual? The answers, I’m afraid, are lost to history. But in my mind I know that that man was as evil and as inhuman as the devil himself.  
After the war  Dr. Josef Mengele hid in Austria under an assumed name, then escaped and lived in South America, first in Argentina (until 1959) and finally in Brazil, in the cities of Serra Negra, Moji das Cruzes, and then died in Bertioga, where he drowned in the sea after suffering a stroke. His identity was confirmed by forensic experts from UNICAMP (Campinas University) using DNA testing on his remains. He was never prosecuted for the crimes he committed against humanity.

The events described in this story all happened in real life, and the SS soldier is based on the collected memories of doctors, soldiers and prisoners at Auschwitz who survived the death camp.

Simon Zajdner was a real person, who, two days after the death of this brother, because of a failed heart transplant, was deemed useless by Mengele.

 He was then sent to the gas chamber. 

This story is written for him and the other twins who were murdered on Mengele’s savage whims.

