
Translated from German

Pitiful is he
Who out of Tyrant hate

Takes vengeance on the Fatherland!
Karamsin

ABOUT ME

St. Petersburg, 8  November 1997

During the last World War, the one generally referred to as the Second World War, while in 
reality it was nothing more nor less than the continuation of the First World War, I found myself 
in  a  predicament  and was forced to  conduct  myself  accordingly.   As a  Russian,  I  had  only 
concern for the fate of my fatherland, Russia, not Germany, and this despite the fact that I love 
Germany and the  Germans  and have  a  strong affinity  for  them.  Had the  Germans acted  as 
liberators from the Soviets, then I would have voluntarily stood and fought on their side, but it 
was clear to me from the very beginning, that their war was a war of conquest, and for that 
reason was I unable to support them.  I was one of the few Russians in exile who understood this. 
I had received a German education and understood German mentality.  I saw through the German 
national character and recognized their Karl-May-Mentality.  For that reason I refrained from any 
positive cooperation with the Germans.  My compassion was for my compatriots, the Russians, 
not the Soviets, who from my point of view are nothing other than international criminals and 
remain such to date.  Under such conditions, it must seem strange that I volunteered for German 
military service on 9 September 1944.

So let me explain:  In the fall of 1944, the Balkan front was moving closer to Belgrade, capital of  
Yugoslavia, where I and my parents were residing.  This was not the front of the Western Allies 
that was coming closer, but a Soviet Army, which for me and my Russian exile countrymen was 
nothing more nor less than a gang of criminals! This approaching army was a gang of murderers! 
My younger brother, Ivan, was an officer in the Russian  Auxiliary Corps of the German Army, 
an organization made up exclusively of volunteers from Russian exiles, immigrants, and former 
members of Russian Civil War White Armies.  They had been misled by German propaganda 
which had promised them a military expedition against communism, and therefore as Russian 
patriots, were ready to accept any opportunity to fight anywhere and everywhere against the 
mortal enemies of Russia, the Communists.  The families of these compatriots were in great 
danger  of  falling  into  the  hands  of  the  advancing  Red  Army,  i.e.  in  the  hands  of  their 
executioners, certain death and destruction.  

To my urgent requests for the evacuation of these family groups from the imminent war zone, 
General Kaiser, commander of the military police in Belgrade, told me that this was not possible 
because of staff shortages, not out of malice.  He made me the unusual offer to assign me the 



responsibility for the evacuation of these civilians, should I step forward and voluntarily enter 
German military service.  I accepted this opportunity immediately, and left his headquarters as a 
war volunteer and Lieutenant!  Already the next day I assumed command as Officer in Charge of 
Evacuations.  Hundreds of immigrants owe me their lives and freedom.  But no one ever said 
thank you!

At the end of the war there was a very large number of forced laborers in Germany.  The Allies, 
having redefined them as Displaced Persons, paid them a subsidy of $35 a month by way of  the 
UNRRA.   Naturally,  in  1945  there  were  many  forced  laborers  in  Germany,  mostly  from 
territories which had been under German occupation, but the immigrants which I had evacuated 
were not  forced laborers  or  forcibly deported  persons,  but  refugees  from the imminent  Red 
danger!  In 1944, on the train platforms of Belgrade, they literally begged me on their knees for a 
place on the few available departing trains under my control. But now suddenly they claimed that 
I forcibly deported them,  and this despite the fact that they new me and my family, which was  
well known in Russian exile circles!  For 30 coins of silver!  The result was that the Allies were 
searching for me as a “war criminal”!  Only on 24 January 1966 was I  liberated me of this 
ignominy by an American court!

Back in 1944, without concern for German needs, in Belgrade I requisitioned locomotives (at 
that time in short supply) directly from supply trains heading for the front, and used them to 
evacuate the refugees in the direction of Germany.  I think that my not cognizant actions at that  
time contributed to the collapse of the German front in Romania.  My commanders also noticed 
the damage wrought by me.  I was relieved of command and ordered to Vienna, to relieve the 
Vienna train stations of the congestion that my refugee trains had created.  I solved this problem 
in short order by attaching a wagon full of refuges to every train departing for Germany.   

Now  I  was  in  Vienna,  unintentionally  as  a  German  officer!   I  was  assigned  as  a 
Chemist-Pharmacist to the German Army Cancer Research Institute in Vienna.  This institute 
was not under the City Command of Vienna, but reported directly to the Fuhrer Headquarters, 
because  the  director  of  the  institute,  “Professor”  Doctor  Druckrey,  was  a  personal  Hitler 
appointee!  At the institute I immediately came into conflict with this director, this so called 
“Professor” who held the rank an First Lieutenant, and was a typical Nazi of the worst kind.  I  
told him my personal opinion of him to his face, and would have been court marshaled, had not 
the local garrison commander, General Himmelreich, who hated Druckrey, taken me under his 
protection.   I  was  transferred  immediately  directly  to   the  Fuhrer  Headquarters  in  Zossen, 
Brandenburg.  After the July 1944 assassination attempt on Hitler, this was not a safe assignment. 
This was also the first time that I had to surrender my personal handgun.

At the Fuhrer Headquarters the Death-Head Division was in charge, all blond and tall Huns of 
the Aryan type.   I presented myself to my group leader, whose name I no longer remember, and 
it was immediately evident that he had been informed about my shenanigans in Vienna.  I was 
prepared for the worst, but something completely unexpected happened.  In the adjacent study 
was a group of high ranking officers, and I was presented to them as “the man who had told 
Druckrey his opinion”!  Well  it  seems that  Druckrey was not exactly very popular in these 
circles, and  I was ordered to report immediately to the Klagenfurt command post, which I did.



The Klagenfurt command post was commanded by a Captain, I think by the name of Hellinger, 
and he assigned me as “punishment” to the BDO in Trieste.  Well, it could not have been better!  
I had studied in Italy, spoke perfect Italian, had many friends there, etc., and I immediately made 
contact with the Italian Resistance in order to be able to disappear.  However at that time  my 
parents were under “Sippenhaft” and I had to wait for the right moment.

In Trieste I became the senior BDO staff sanitary officer, coordination officer to the Cossack 
units, composed of Russian immigrants and war prisoners, in Tolmezzo, Friuli.  So now I was a 
“German officer” in Trieste!  My parents, having fled Belgrade with my help, were living at this 
time with my sister in Posen, Wartegau.  End of January 1945 Posen fell to the Red Army, and 
my parents had to flee again and found temporary quarters in a police horse stable in Joeterborg, 
Brandenburg.  This is where I personally picked them up, without command permission, leave of 
absence,  authority or orders!  After my return from this adventure, I faced court martial, but the 
senior court martial officer at that time at the BDO Trieste, First Lieutenant Schulz, told me that 
as long as he remained court  martial  officer,  my matter would remain “at the bottom of his 
drawer”!

In Vienna I  had my own apartment in  the III  precinct,  Adamsgasse 3.   I  had allowed some 
Russian friends, who had fled Belgrade, to use this apartment in my absence.  Now I wanted to 
put  up  my  parents  there,  together  with  my  younger  sister,  Helene.   However  my  Russian 
“friends” had put up at the apartment other, not known to me, refugees from Belgrade, and there 
was no room for my parents.  These “friends” refused to vacate the apartment!  Considering the 
stress I  was under having left  my command without authorization,  and not willing to risk a 
scandal, I chose to put up my parents at the Grand Hotel in Vienna.  On the way to the Hotel we 
passed through the Radetzky Square, and to my surprise, the Tolmezzo Cossack Command Post 
was also located there.

I  was even more surprised to find there the command post of the famous Russian civil  war 
general, Andreas Schkuro, whom I knew personally, and who was a close friend of my father. 
Schkuro  to  my knowledge had never  cooperated  with  the  Germans,  and to  my question  he 
replied that  the only reason he had accepted the command was because it  permitted him to 
transfer Russian refugees to the Cossack camp in Tolmezzo, where shelter and provisions were 
available.  He offered to transfer my parents and sister to Tolmezzo.  These seemed a better 
opportunity than hosting them in a Vienna hotel, especially since I was in Trieste from where I 
could join them when the collapse of the German armed forces came.  Unfortunately this was an 
erroneous decision!

The collapse of the German army caught me off guard.  Although I had planned everything to 
host my parents with Italian friends,  the fact that the Germans practiced “Sippenhaft”, and since 
I was ordered on a military trip to Klagenfurt, I was unable to go to Tolmezzo.  And destiny had 
other things in store for us!  The Cossacks retreated with all their impedimenta,  retreated to 
Lienz, Eastern Tirol.  And there, together with all civilians that had found shelter by them, they 
were betrayed by the English, and handed over to their executioners!  Also my Father!

I  was never to see my father again.   On my return to Trieste from Klagenfurt,  the supreme 
commander of the retreating SS, Odilo Globotschnigg, the Hangman of Lydice, Bohmen, forced 



me to negotiate armistice with the Italian partisans (in reality representatives of the Italian royal 
army), in Gemona, Friuli.  I lost time and then had to fight for my own survival.  I learned of the  
British Betrayal only months later.

Dr. ELIAS v.PINOCI

PS.:   The  Cyanide,  that  Odeo Globotschnik  swallowed,  was  furnished by me via  the  BDO 
Trieste.  


