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Law Man & Outlaw 
  

   Sometimes a former (?) foe wanted my help in a matter involving a former (?) 

friend. The situation was often both bizarre and confusing. Akin to the Old West, 

where the line between law man and outlaw was sometimes blurred. 

   Murderers sometimes received shorter prison sentences than non-violent activ-

ists. This injustice only promoted radicalization. Some activists figured: If I’m go-

ing to do the time, I might as well do the crime, too! 

   Isolated acts of violence were the result. 

   Thanks to my extensive contacts, it often wasn’t hard to establish at least an in-

direct “link” to me. Furthermore, our literature was very widely distributed in dis-

sident circles. It was often found during searches or even at “crime scenes”. 

   Sometimes I knew “terrorist suspects” from many years earlier. Back when they 

were still part of the non-violent resistance movement. Of course, there was never 

any involvement or interference. 

   The only psychologically half-way effective way to counteract this trend was to 

tell them: We agree those dirty dogs DESERVE to be boiled in oil and stranded on 

a desert island with their mother-in-law. But we don’t want to play into their 

hands. Maintain discipline! 
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Immunity from Arrest 
  

   Ironically, some of the governments requesting my assistance had, at least at one 

time or another, actively combated my underground activity. I still faced the very 

real prospect of arrest at the border. Therefore, I had to be granted an offi-

cial immunity from arrest! They did this more than once. Specifically in 1979 in 

Bückeburg and in 1992 in Stuttgart. 

   On March 9, 1992, I testified at the longest National Socialist trial in postwar 

German history in Stuttgart after being granted temporary amnesty. Security was 

lax. I was attacked and got some mace in my face. It did sting a bit. However, the 

taste was not quite as bad as my own cooking. 

   On the lighter side, my close comrade Christian Malcoci pointed out the names 

of three of the attorneys: Sieg, Heil and Führer! 

   On another occasion (Frankfurt 1989), I was informed that I had been granted 

immunity for some things, but expressly told this immunity did not apply to oth-

ers. In effect, I was told: We promise NOT to shoot you with the gun we are hold-

ing in our RIGHT hand. But we hereby inform you that we do NOT promise not to 

shoot you with the gun we are holding in our LEFT hand! 

   I found this extremely amusing. 

   Despite my gratitude for providing me with such a good laugh, this was one of 

the few occasions, when I declined the offer.  

  

   

The FBI and the 

Sexual Perversions of J. Edgar Hoover 
  

   Our telephone connection is terrible. It’s annoying. 

   I complain to my co-worker on the other end of the line: You know, I don’t mind 

the FBI tapping our lines. But I just wish they wouldn’t screw up the connection! 

   He agrees whole-heartedly: Yeah, at times like this I feel like talking about the 

sexual perversions of J. Edgar Hoover! 

   Click! The phone goes dead right at this moment. 

   I call him back. He makes an astute observation: I guess they didn’t like my com-

ment about Hoover’s sex life! 

   We both laugh! 

   Another co-worker said the agents once apparently got their wires 

crossed. He could hear them, but they couldn’t hear him. They were discussing 

what went wrong, then figured it out and cut out. 
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*   *   *   *   * 

  

   The United States government seemed pretty indifferent to our activity. The FBI 

visited us from time to time. Either on general principle or at the request of a for-

eign government. 

   This put us in a delicate position. 

   On the one hand, we had to act on the presumption the FBI would pass along in-

formation to our enemies. We didn’t want to reveal any important secrets. 

   But on the other hand, we wanted the FBI to be able to learn enough to be confi-

dent we were neither criminals nor terrorists. 

   I have had several amusing encounters with the FBI over the years. 

   The very first time they showed up at my door, I was stationed in a strange city. I 

pretended not to speak English. Unfortunately, the FBI agent spoke fluent Ger-

man. The dialogue was like a skit from a comedy play. But we both kept a straight 

face. (The neighbors always greeted me with an amused smile after that.) 

   Another time, I was called to the personnel office in the factory where I worked. 

The personnel director had a concerned look on her face. She pointed to two men 

and said: These gentlemen would like to talk to you. I still remember that agent’s 

last name, because he visited a few times. He also visited my neighbors. One told 

him: Yeah, I know him. He’s a nice guy. He gives our kids piggyback rides. 

   Every printer in one medium sized city refused to do our work. Two mentioned 

they had been visited by the FBI. We briefly considered buying our own print shop 

and going into competition with them! (There was only one printer we hadn’t 

asked. He was a neighbor and we didn’t want to put him in an awkward position.) 

   Over the years, two banks in different states had told us that they no longer 

needed to order certain foreign currencies from the big banks back east, because 

they got enough from us. 

   We seriously considered buying two different bank buildings over the years. One 

of them was an impressive three story building on a main road in a ma-

jor U.S. city. We already had more than enough money to cover the down pay-

ment. But our need wasn’t sufficient to justify the cost, so we decided against it. 

   One of those banks would occasionally phone first and then send a driver fifty 

miles to pick it up from us, when they needed it in a rush. 

   Sometimes I would personally take foreign currency to the other bank. The 

young lady at the foreign currency desk and I became friendly in the platonic 

sense. 

   One day she was absolutely beaming. After my last visit, somebody had rushed 

into her office and asked in sheer terror, if she knew who he’d just seen leaving 

her office. He had acted as if he’d just seen Billy the Kid leaving the bank carrying 
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a big bag with banknotes falling out of it.  

   Twenty years (!) later, that bank informed us in writing that it was closing our 

account. Only much later did I find a clue. I obtained a copy of an Interpol docu-

ment stating I was under investigation on suspicion of money laundering and gun-

running in the state of Utah! (Note: I’ve never even been to Utah in my whole 

life!) 

   Gretchen, who remembered the FBI from the 1930’s, remarked: Do they manu-

facture those fellows from a mold? They looked exactly the same as fifty years 

ago! I spotted them from fifty feet away! 

   George commented: The FBI likes to send their new agents to interview us as 

part of their training, because they know we’re harmless. 

   One of the funniest incidents was when three agents came to my door. I didn’t 

want them in the house, so we walked to a nearby restaurant. 

   An older gentleman present was afraid I would never come back! He had lost 

kinsmen to the KGB in a similar manner. He wanted to phone the police. 

   The youngest and most inexperienced agent was Howard. He insisted he had 

proof I had received $70,000 from terrorists! He promised to “shut me down”. I 

replied: If you have proof, please come with me to the bank. Tell the bank president 

so he will credit my account for that amount! 

   Does the FBI lie to its own agents? Do you actually believe their own BS? Or do 

they hire them from an acting school instead of from a law school as they claim? 

   But Howard did admit my house and car were modest. Definitely middle class. 

   Anyway, I published an amusing account of this incident. Afterward, Howard 

phoned to thank me for not revealing his last name! 

  

  

A New Approach in the 1980’s 
  

   In the 1980’s, “legal arm” became the dominant force in the National Socialist 

movement in Germany. Our “illegal arm”, embodied in the NSDAP/AO, worked 

side by side with it, parallel but separate. I even offered to print a newspaper for 

the legal arm, but Michael Kühnen figured it’d just be banned anyway. This rela-

tionship was akin to two different branches of the armed services of the same na-

tion. 

   Michael Kühnen devoted a whole chapter to my work in his book Führertum 

zwischen Volksgemeinschaft und Elitedenken (Leadership Between Folk Commu-

nity and Elite Thinking). 

  

   Here is an excerpt: 
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   The actual role model for a National Socialist leader of the new [postwar] gen-

eration, however, is Gerd Lauck, the organizational leader of the Preparatory and 

Foreign Organization of the NSDAP! … 

   Party comrade Lauck created the actual National Socialist battle organization of 

the postwar period. The organization’s construction started practically at the null 

point. Young comrades who today come to our still small, but functional and suc-

cessfully working movement, will hardly be able to image that ten years ago noth-

ing existed yet at all. No organization, no propaganda material, no conception, 

simply nothing: aside from a few fanatical young National Socialists who dared to 

approach an apparently hopeless task, namely the reconstruction of the National 

Socialist party and the struggle for the Fourth Reich. 

   Among them was Gerd Lauck, the actual leader personality: What an imagina-

tion, want will power and determination were required to sacrifice private life and 

profession for a movement, which did not even exist again at all, and which he 

himself would build from nothing in years of struggle! He organized the first print-

ing possibilities, created with the NS KAMPFRUF the first open National Social-

ist newspaper of the postwar period, he developed the concept of a movement 

working in the propaganda underground with cell structure, he found financial 

possibilities – and with unimaginably meager resources, the struggle got into mo-

tion and found more and more followers in Germany. 

   In the process, party comrade Lauck consistently resisted the temptation, in view 

of the lack of a political infrastructure, to proclaim himself the new leader or to 

portray his small troop as newly re-founded NSDAP – both would have been a 

caricature of our great past! Instead he viewed his task as service to the future 

party. This discipline, the priority of the party, even if it did not exist yet at all, 

over the vanity of personal leadership, this renunciation of the recruitment of per-

sonal followers, the principle that leader and organization must prove themselves 

in the eyes of the activists, whose trust they must win before they can demand it the 

other way around – party comrade Lauck established all this in the developing 

movement. All this became a model for us, after we – emerging from the NSDAP/

AO – created a legal arm of the National Socialist movement and thereby took a 

decisive step forward in the struggle for the party re-founding. 

   But we must never forget to whom we owe that a foundation was set for this re-

construction work and the principles of genuine National Socialist leadership 

again became known – we owe this to Gerd Lauck and his NSDAP/AO. Their sig-

nificance for our work simply cannot be overestimated – without this struggle by 

party comrade Lauck in the 1970’s, our first breakthrough in the 1980’s would 

have been simply inconceivable. And although our community has dominated the 
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headlines for years and grown into the leading force in the National Socialist 

movement, we are nonetheless still always just the one, the legal arm of a single, 

unified movement, whose other, illegal arm remains the NSDAP/AO under the 

leadership of party comrade Lauck. This portion of our movement has also made 

great progress in the previous years, today possesses substantial technical and 

material possibilities and – as already in the past – thanks to its location in 

the USA possesses an unassailable position, which will always represent a safety 

net for us… 

   The accomplishments of the first decade and a half of his leadership work and 

his bearing of genuine leadership justify counting him already now among the 

great leader personalities of National Socialism, who are role model and inspira-

tion for us all. 

   

*   *   *   *   * 

  

   My services were no longer in as much demand. Thanks to my staff, even my 

“part-time” attention sufficed to keep the scaled down operation up and running. 

   I decided to pursue a business career. When I got the highest test score in com-

pany history, the self-made millionaire CEO was so impressed that he hired me on 

the spot. He trained me personally. I became his Vice President of Marketing. This 

training and experience are the foundation of my business knowledge. 

   Ironically, this CEO was Jewish! My friends debated whether or not “he knew”. 

An old Bund comrade remembered similar situations: After the war, a lot of peo-

ple were afraid to hire us Bund people. But the Jews would. They knew we were 

good workers and would make them a lot of money. Furthermore, they would be 

exempt from criticism for hiring us. 

   Later when the Iron Curtain fell, I left the world of business. I returned to 

“active service” as it were. 
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