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     …I am chairman of the department of Hitler studies at the College-on-the-Hill.  I invented Hitler studies 
in North America in March of 1968.  It was a cold bright day with intermittent winds out of the east.  When 
I suggested to the chancellor that we might build a whole department around Hitler’s life and work, he was 
quick to see the possibilities.  It was an immediate and electrifying success.  The chancellor went on to 
serve as adviser to Nixon, Ford, and Carter before his death on a ski lift in Austria….  
 
     [Murray Siskind, professor of pop culture]: “You’ve established a wonderful thing here with Hitler….  
Nobody on the faculty of any college or university in this part of the country can so much as utter the word 
Hitler without a nod in your direction, literally or metaphorically.  This is the center, the unquestioned 
source.  He is now your Hitler, Gladney’s Hitler.  It must be deeply satisfying for you.  The college is 
internationally known as a result of Hitler studies.  It has an identity, a sense of achievement.  You’ve 
evolved an entire system around this figure, a structure with countless substructures and interrelated fields 
of study, a history within history.  I marvel at the effort.  It was masterful, shrewd and stunningly 
preemptive.  It’s what I want to do with Elvis”….  
 
     It was my own formal custom on Fridays, after an evening in front of the TV set, to read deeply in Hitler 
well into the night… The chancellor warned against what he called my tendency to make a feeble 
presentation of self.  He strongly suggested I gain weight.  He wanted me to “grow out” into Hitler…. If I 
could become more ugly, he seemed to be suggesting, it would help my career enormously.  So Hitler gave 
me something to grow into and develop toward….  
 
     I went into the Arts Duplex, our newest building… On the lower level was the movie theater, a sloped 
and dark-carpeted space with two hundred plush seats.  I sat in shallow light at the end of the first row and 
waited for my seniors to arrive.  They were all Hitler majors, members of the only class I still taught, 
Advanced Nazism, three hours a week, restricted to qualified seniors, a course of study designed to 



cultivate historical perspective, theoretical rigor and mature insight into the continuing appeal of fascist 
tyranny, with special emphasis on parades, rallies and uniforms, three credits, written reports…. 
 
     As the most prominent figure in Hitler studies in North America, I had long tried to conceal the fact that 
I did not know German.  I could not speak or read it, could not understand the spoken word or begin to put 
the simplest sentence on paper.  The least of my Hitler colleagues knew some German; others were either 
fluent in the language or reasonably conversant.  No one could major in Hitler studies at the College-on-
the-Hill without a minimum of one year of German.  I was living, in short, on the edge of a landscape of 
vast shame.  The German tongue.  Fleshy, warped, spit-spraying, purplish and cruel….  
 
  


