
Mightier than the sword   David Irving, photographed for a feature in The 
Independent by David Gamble with the weapon his opponents most fear.



My discovery of Walter Hahn’s horrific photos of the aftermath of the 1945 
Dresden bombing brings me fame—and hidden enemies. For years I am 
favoured by the German media, and enjoy the backing of the country’s 
most powerful publishers. Der Spiegel publishes five of my books as seri-
als, unheard of for one author, incuding my Rommel biography in 1978, 
and they reward me well for exposing the Hitler Diaries forgery in 1983. 



After 1965 the leading liberal German playwright Rolf Hochhuth becomes a 
firm friend, and in 1967 my wife Pilar invites him to stay with us in London. 

Ten years after my first marriage ends, in 1992 I start a new family with Benté 
Høgh in London. My imprisonment is a worse ordeal for her than me.



Africa and Germany    Large audiences around the world, like those in Preto-
ria (above) and Windhoek (right) in 1987, and the schoolchildren invited by a 
Sigmaringen bank (below) to hear me in November 1981, and, greet me. Then 
my opponents —  “the traditional enemies of free speech,” as I call them — be-
gin using their hidden influence on governments to silence me.



So things change. Dishevelled from working in the KGB archives in Moscow, I 
return—carrying the long-lost Goebbels Diaries—on July 4, 1992. Police have 
to escort me home from a meeting that I address that day, as a Leftist mob 
howls.  Bente, whom I have met in March, looks at them perplexed (AP photo).



Global Vendetta
In October 1992, 
I am awarded the 
Orwell free speech 
prize at a dinner 
in Vancouver.  Mo-
ments later I am 
arrested: fake docu-
ments about me 
have been planted 
on Canadian gov-
ernment files.

The Ontario trial lasts two weeks. 
Canada expels me on November 
13, 1992, and this triggers a chain of 
entry bans round the world. q

Der Spiegel begins 
a campaign of 
defamation. I 
strike back, print-
ing 20,000 spoof 
issues of the news 
magazine: “Sure 
we smeared him!”

Our website gives 
the first word of  
the 2005 Vienna 
ambush.              u





“Give ’em the old 
razzle dazzle . . .”

Feeding frenzy    It is February 20, 2006, shortly before 9 a.m. Vienna, Austria. 
I am waiting in manacles behind the door for police officers to escort me into 
the centuries-old courtroom. The world’s press gathers on the courtroom side 
of the door.





Showtime    At 9:01 a.m. the court hearing begins, and police escort me into 
the chamber. At right my counsel Dr. Kresbach looks less than confident than I.





Vienna State Prosecu-
tor Michael Klackl has 
prepared the govern
ment case well. He 
asks the jury to punish 
me for thirty years of 
lecturing around the 
world, regardless of the 
topic.

Courtroom photos courtesy 
of R.éka Antal, Gyuri Gergely, 
Michele Renouf and the inter-
national press.

Furchtbare Juristen    Judge Peter Liebetreu has been delegated to hear the 
case after other judges shy away from handling the hot potato. Preparing for 
the hearing, he trawls for hostile pages about me on the Internet, and orders 
maxiimum security for the courtroom, fearing a rescue attempt.



6:49 p.m. The trial 
has ended, and I 
have been escorted 
back to the cells. 
Defence counsel 
Kresbach tells waiting 
reporters he thinks 
a two-year sentence 
would have been 
more appropriate.

Media star      Dr. Elmar Kresbach is more at home defending high-profile 
narcotics barons and street gangsters in the Viennese courts. This is his first 
political, “thought-crime” case. He soons finds himself out of his depth in the 
notorious, Stalin-era Banning Law enacted at war’s end in May 1945.





t   Backlash    Leading British newspapers and editorials around the English-
speaking world voice disquiet at the original three-year prison sentence.  The 
Viennese popular press overflows with uncontrolled Schadenfreude.

Ordeal over   Impressed by the 
eloquence of my new counsel, Dr. 
Herbert Schaller (above), the court 
of appeal on December 20, 2006 
orders my immediate release—to 
the fury of the Austrian media. They 
have agitated for a new trial and 
twenty years. The strain of 400 days 
of solitary confinement shows on 
my features that day.



Fly Hungarian    While police smile, a video camera records the moments 
after the appeal victory. I am barely visible with my prison haircut. 

Below: It is March 10, 2007. Nearly three months have passed, and I am in 
Budapest. I have just spoken as a guest to ten thousand Hungarians crowd-
ing Heroes’ Square. Függetlenség , I have urged on them all: Independence!


