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  Britain became bomb-conscious: trenches were dug; many Londoners went to earth in the country; hardly had the trenches become water-logged and the

  earths abandoned than it was all to do again. After that many new fashions came in; windows were crisscrossed with tape; gas masks were carried about and left in cinemas and on blackberry bushes,

  bags of sand lay on pavements, rotted, sprouted, and burst asunder; through Cimmerian blackness torches were flashed, annoying drivers; women went into trousers, civilians into fire, ambulance and

  wardens’ stations, older men into the Home Guard; young men and women were put into the forces and factories, enemy aliens (hostile and friendly) into camps, British Fascists and others into

  gaol, policemen into tin hats. Cars crashed all night into street refuges, pedestrians, and each other; the warning banshee wailed by night and day; people left their beds and sat in shelters . . .

  where a cheerful, if at times malicious, envious and quarrelsome social life throve . . . Conversation was for some months on catastrophic lines; key-words were siren (by the less well

  instructed pronounced sireen), all clear, bomb, under the table, a fine mess in blank street, a nice shelter in dash street, and blitz . . . [later] conversation tended to turn

  on . . . food: what was permitted, what was to be had, what was not permitted and where this was to be had and at what cost, what was not to be had at all and how so-and-so had had it . . . food

  talk often beat bomb talk. So, later, did clothes coupons talk (those who said sireen said cyoopons). Standards of smartness depreciated, to the relief of those who found them tedious

  or inaccessible. Bare legs became a feminine summer fashion; men, more sartorially conservative, clung to such socks as they had. Evening dress was seldom seen. Life was less decorative and less

  social; but human gregariousness found, as always, its outlets. For many, indeed, it became more communal than before; uniformed men and women were assembled for military or civil defence, and, in

  the intervals of their duties, played, ate and drank together; it was a life which tended to resolve class distinctions; taxi-drivers, dustmen, window-cleaners . . . shop assistants, hairdressers,

  and young ladies and gentlemen from expensive schools and universities, met and played and worked on level terms, addressing each other by nicknames. English social life is . . . moving a few steps

  nearer that democracy for which we say we are fighting and have never yet had . . . and whether these will be retraced or continued when the solvent furnace of war dies down . . . we cannot yet know.




  Rose Macaulay, Life Among the English, 1942




  


     

  




  Thought I heard the thunder rumbling in the sky;




  It was Hitler over Europe, saying: ‘They must die’;




  We were in his mind, my dear, we were in his mind.




  

    Saw a poodle in a jacket fastened with a pin,




    Saw a door opened and a cat let in:




    But they weren’t German Jews, my dear, but they weren’t German Jews.




    W.H. AUDEN from REFUGEE BLUES 1939


  




  ‘Do you think this war will rid us of cellophane?




  I speak feelingly, having just tried to get at




  the interior of a box of cigars.




  A world without cellophane or petrol – as in my youth!




  What a dream of bliss’




  H.M. HARWOOD, from a letter to SAM BEHRMAN




  19 SEPTEMBER 1939




  

    ‘If ever there was a time when one should wear life like a loose garment, this is it’




    U.S. GENERAL RAYMOND LEE,




    The London Observer Diaries




    15 SEPTEMBER 1940
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  At 451 °F paper burns.




  At 900 °F glass melts.




  At 536 °F flesh will burst into flames.




  At –40 °F Fahrenheit and Centigrade meet.
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  Under moonlight


  a madman dances.




  § 1




  12 March 1938


  Hampstead, London




  Yellow.




  It was going to be a yellow day.




  The nameless bird trilling in the tree outside his window told him that. He had learnt too little of the taxonomy of English flora and fauna to be at all certain what the bird was. A Golden

  Grebe? A Mustard Bustard? He took its song as both criticism and compliment – ‘cheek, cheek, cheek’.




  Fine, he thought, if there’s one thing I have in spades it’s cheek. Do I need a bird to tell me that?




  He watched its head bobbing, heard again the rapid chirp – now more ‘tseek’ than ‘cheek’, and was wondering if he had a yellow tie somewhere for this yellow day and

  whether it might sit remotely well with his suit, when Polly the housemaid came in.




  ‘My dear, tell me . . . what is this bird in the tree here?’




  ‘Boss . . . there’s bigger fish to fry than some tom tit–’




  He cut her short.




  ‘There, do you see? In the cherry tree. The one with the yellow breast.’




  ‘Boss . . . I’m a Londoner. Born, bred and never been further than Southend. Sparrers is me limit. Just call it a yeller wotsit and listen to me.’




  He turned. It was typical of her to be so casual in her dealings with him, untypical of her to find anything so urgent. It was as though she’d seized him by his lapels.




  ‘Yes?’




  ‘’Itler’s invaded Austria. It was on the wireless you know. The missis sent me to tell you.’




  The missis was his wife. Time there was, and not that long ago, when he would have learnt of such things not by his wife sending in the maid, but by a phone call from his Fleet Street office at

  whatever time of day or night, deskside or bedside. On his seventy-fifth birthday he had told his editors, ‘History can now wait for me.’ Usually history waited until he had his first

  cup of coffee in his hand.




  ‘Do you want me to turn the set on in here, Boss?’




  ‘Yes, my dear. Please do that.’




  It was indeed a yellow day. What other colour has cowardice ever had? It was all too, too predictable. Hitler had signalled his punches like a feinting boxer. He had had his editorial ready for

  a month now, ever since Hitler and Schuschnigg had met at Berchtesgaden in the middle of February for Schuschnigg’s ritual humiliation – ‘I am the greatest German that ever

  lived!’ . . . so much for Goethe, so much for Schiller, for Luther and Charlemagne, for Beethoven and Bach. He’d listen to the next bulletin on the wireless, and if nothing forced a

  change upon him, and he doubted that it would, he’d take the editorial out of his desk drawer and have a cab take it to Fleet Street for the evening edition. All it needed was his signature .

  . . a rapid flourish of the pen and, in the near-cyrillic of his handwriting, the words ‘Alexei Troy’.




  


     

  




  § 2




  14 March


  Vienna




  The Führer took his triumphant time getting to Vienna. There was his hometown of Linz to be visited, embraced, captured on the road to Vienna. The town from which, as he

  put it himself, Providence had called him. He drove through streets gaily decked out with the National Socialist flag – red and black can be so striking in its simplicity – past

  cheering citizens, gaily decked out in green jackets and lederhosen.




  In the second car SD Standartenführer Wolfgang Stahl, a fellow Austrian, wondered where they got it all from. As though some wily rag-and-bone man had been round the week before with a job lot

  of old coats and leather britches. It seemed to him to be parody, to be bad taste, to be Austria’s joke at its own expense. All this, all of it, would be at Austria’s expense. It was

  simply that Austria didn’t know it.




  It was past lunchtime on the following day before the entourage rolled into Vienna. Hitler was in a foul mood. The motorcade had broken down. Not just the one vehicle but dozens had ground to a

  halt with mechanical failure. It looked half-arsed. And the trick to invading without a shot fired, to taking a country that was all too willing to capitulate, was to look wholly-arsed, as though

  you could have taken them by force if you so desired. The Wehrmacht was untested in the field. Any failure now sent out the wrong signal to the fair-weather friends of Austria and Czechoslovakia.

  The world was watching. That nincompoop Chamberlain was watching. Entering Vienna, they crossed a bridge that had been mined. Schellenberg had inspected the device personally, taken a gamble with

  their lives, thought better of telling this to Hitler, and mentioned it to Stahl only as a problem solved. It was just as well. The bad mood did not lift. Hitler accepted the adulation of the

  crowds in the Heldenplatz, scowled through the reception at the Hofburg Palace and flew on to Munich the next morning. Country captured, country visited, Secret Police installed. Next.




  Stahl stayed. The SS was already rounding up suspects, tormenting Jews and murdering discreetly as a preamble to murdering indiscreetly. Neither was his job. Himmler and Schellenberg had flown

  in ahead of the convoy at first light. Heydrich, flash as ever, had flown in in his own private plane, meditating on his plans for Austria’s first concentration camp. They had gilded thugs

  aplenty, thugs in oak leaves, thugs in lightning, thugs in black and silver. Stahl was just an ornament. He’d been invited to Vienna, his native city, merely as part of the

  Führer’s sense of triumphalism. He’d been presented to the Viennese as a prodigal son, someone not quite called by Providence, which only had room for one, but touched by it. The

  hand of fate that had grabbed Adolf Hitler, had brushed the sleeve of Wolfgang Stahl. Others stayed on simply because the pickings were too rich – not simply what could be stolen, but what

  could be bought. The department stores of Vienna were so much better stocked than those in Berlin. Stahl had in his pocket a handwritten note from Hermann Göring – ‘Could you get

  me a dozen winter woollen underpants from Gerngross’s, waist 130 cm?’




  Stahl stayed because Vienna fixed him, fixed him and transfixed him as surely as if it had struck out, stabbed him and pinned him to the wall. He could not help Vienna in her suffering, and at

  the same time he could not resist watching as she suffered.
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  14 March


  Berlin




  

    

      TELEGRAMME : TROYTOWNLON




      TO : TROYTOWNBER




      ATT: ROD TROY




      MY BOY, DO YOU NOT THINK IT TIME YOU CAME HOME?




      THIS IS, DARE I SAY, A JACKBOOT TOO FAR.




      DO NOT WAIT FOR WAR. COME BACK NOW.




      COME BACK TO YOUR WIFE AND YOUR FAMILY.




      YOUR LOVING FATHER,




      ALEX TROY.


    


  


 


  

    Rod showed the telegramme to Hugh Greene in Kranzler’s restaurant at lunchtime.


  




  ‘I can’t say I’m always getting them. But it’s not the first and it won’t be the last. Thing is . . . the old man never wanted me to come out in the first

  place.’




  In 1933, when the Nazis had taken power, Rod had been just short of his twenty-fifth birthday and had been three years a parliamentary correspondent on his father’s Sunday Post. He

  begged his father for the Berlin posting. In the September the old man had finally agreed and Rod had presented himself to the Press Office of the National Socialist Workers’ Party and the

  British Embassy as the new Berlin Correspondent for the Troy Press. The Germans had looked askance at his authentication, but said nothing. The embassy had said in one of those subtle

  walls-have-ears tones, ‘You’re taking one hell of a risk, old boy.’




  Greene echoed the line now, ‘Your father has a point. You don’t have the protection I have.’




  Greene had come to Berlin, via Munich, for the Daily Telegraph the February after Rod. He was younger than Rod by nearly three years, and taller by more than three inches. They had been

  ‘absolute beginners’ together, often sharing what they knew. Rod revelled in the languid mischief that Greene seemed to exude, the nascent wickedness of the man. It reminded him more

  than somewhat of his younger brother. Much as he was loth to admit it, there were times when he missed his brother. Even more he missed his wife. She had joined him a few weeks after the posting

  and, like the colonial wife in Nigeria or Sierra Leone, she had returned home for the birth of their first child in 1936, and was home now expecting the second.




  ‘If I have to weigh that one up every time Hitler pushes the country to the brink, I might as well go home and become the gardening columnist reporting on outbreaks of honey fungus and the

  private life of the roving vole.’




  ‘Questing vole, surely?’ said Greene. ‘“Something something through the plashy fens goes the questing vole”.’




  Rod ignored this.




  ‘What matters, what matters now is that I should be here. My father doesn’t see that. I should be here. So should you.’




  ‘Quite. Except, of course, that we should both be in Vienna.’
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  15 March


  Berggasse, Vienna




  Martha showed every courtesy to the SS thugs who had burst into her dining room. Gesturing to the table, where she had piled up her housekeeping money she invited them to

  ‘help themselves’ as though it were a plate of sandwiches and they guests for afternoon tea. They stuffed their pockets like beggars at a banquet. Then they stared. They had probably

  never been in an apartment quite like this in their lives.




  Could they feel the burden of dreams?




  Martha’s daughter, Anna, sensing that they would not be satisfied with the best part of a week’s housekeeping, knowing that they undoubtedly subscribed to the Nazi notion that all

  Jews were misers and slept on mattresses stuffed with banknotes, went into the other room, beckoned for them to follow and opened the safe for them. ‘Help yourselves, gentlemen’ –

  to six thousand schillings.




  Even this was not enough. They hesitated at the door to her father’s study – she would have little choice but to step between them and block the way with her own body – when

  the door opened and a diminutive, white-haired, white-bearded man appeared before them, glaring at them silently with the eyes of Moses, the eyes of Isaiah, the eyes of Elijah. Behind him they

  could see row upon row of books, wall to wall and floor to ceiling, more books than they had ever thought existed. The old man said nothing. He was a good foot shorter than the biggest of the SS

  men, and still he stared at them. Did they know these eyes saw into the depths of man?




  ‘We’ll be back,’ they said. And left.




  Could they feel the burden of dreams?
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  The next day Professor Nicholas Lockett, of King’s College, London, a lanky Englishman so English his furled umbrella remained furled in the worst of weathers, a man

  possessed of size 12 and a half feet, a man passionate about his subject, arrived in Berggasse expressly charged by the Psychoanalytic Society of Great Britain to impress upon Sigmund the necessity

  of leaving. Sigmund needed impressing.




  He stretched back on the wide, red chenille-covered couch reserved for his patients, stared at the ceiling and said.




  ‘My dear Lockett, I am too . . . old.’




  ‘Nonsense . . . you are . . .’




  ‘. . . Incapable of kicking my leg high enough to get into bed in a wagon-lit!’




  ‘You are Psychoanalysis. Where you are . . . it is. The Society is a moveable feast.’




  ‘Alas, Vienna is not. It is quite securely fixed to the banks of the Danube. I’ve lived here since I was four. If at all possible, I’d like to die here. To leave now would be .

  . . like a soldier deserting from the ranks.’




  Lockett did not hesitate to be blunt. Perhaps it was the prone, patient-like position that Sigmund had adopted.




  ‘More aptly . . . to remain would be like being the last officer on the Titanic. If you stay, that end may come quicker than you might think.’




  ‘Quicker than I desire?’




  ‘I don’t know. How fondly do you desire death?’




  ‘One does not need to desire what is inevitable. It is a waste of desire. Desire what is possible, desire what is merely likely.’




  ‘Very neat. Is that original or is it Marcus Aurelius?’




  ‘Need you ask? I am desire’s biographer.’




  ‘But you’ll come?’




  ‘Where? The French will admit me, as long as I agree not to be a burden on the state and starve to death. The English . . .’




  ‘. . . Will let you in.’




  ‘The English have closed their gates on Europe.’




  ‘No we haven’t. It’s not at all like that.’




  ‘What are you saying, Lockett? That the indifference of the English is an aberration, a temporary aberration?’




  ‘Yes. That’s exactly what I’m saying.’




  ‘Fine. Get me out. Get us all out.’




  A dismissive wave of a hand in the air.




  Now Lockett had cause to hesitate. It was not simply that the old man’s assertion was unconvincing – he was far from impressed yet – there were the flaws in his own insistence

  too.




  ‘It’s not entirely straightforward. It’s possible. It’s most certainly possible. I’d even say it was likely. It’s really a matter of who you know.’




  ‘Was it not ever thus? When was it not thus?’




  ‘I mean – who you know in England. Who you know who might be . . . well, who . . . who . . . who might be in Who’s Who?’




  ‘My dear Lockett, you sound like an owl.’




  ‘A few names I could approach on your behalf, perhaps?’




  ‘Do you know Alexei Troy?’




  ‘You mean Sir Alex Troy – the newspaper chap?’




  ‘The same.’




  ‘Where on earth did you –’




  ‘A patient. You will understand, Lockett, that this is strictly between ourselves. You have read my ‘The Case of the Immaculate Thief’?’




  ‘Naturally.’




  ‘That was Alex Troy.’




  Lockett was silent – all he could think was ‘Good Bloody Grief!’




  ‘The Alex Troy of 1907–8. He had not been long in Vienna. He had landed up here after his flight from Russia. Or, to be exact, from the 1907 Anarchist Conference in The Hague. He

  turned up on my doorstep the day after it finished. I treated him all that winter. Indeed, he lay on this very couch. Shortly afterwards he moved to Paris, and I believe from Paris to London,

  where, as they say at the end of tuppenny novellettes, he prospered.’




  Prospered, Lockett thought, was hardly precise. Troy was, and there was no other phrase for it, filthy rich. But then he had begun as a thief, as Freud would have it, an immaculate and far from

  filthy thief. One to whom not a speck of dirt could stick, either to the clothing or the conscience, it would seem.




  ‘We did not keep in touch. Merely the odd letter from time to time – more often than not when an English translation of something or other of mine came out. His German was never

  good, after all. But I think I can safely say he is unlikely to have forgotten me.’




  ‘Quite,’ said Lockett.




  ‘Will he do?’




  ‘Well, he knows everyone. That’s undeniable. I doubt there’s a politician in England that would not take a telephone call from Alex Troy.’
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  19 March


  Leopoldstadt, Vienna




  Krugstrasse was a street of tailors. Beckermann’s shop stood next to Bemmelmann’s, Bemmelmann’s stood next to Hirschel’s, Hirschel’s next to

  Hummel’s. The shop beyond Hummel’s had stood empty for nearly a year now. Ever since old Schuster had packed his bag and caught a train to Paris. He’d tried to sell the shop, but

  the offers were derisory. From Paris he wrote to Hummel: ‘Take the stock, Joe, take all you want. Take the shop, it’s yours. I’d rather see it burn than sell it to some Jew-hating

  usurer for a pittance.’




  Not that he knew it but Schuster would almost have his way. It would be Hummel who watched the shop burn.




  The following week Schuster wrote, ‘Forget the shop, Joe. Leave Leopoldstadt. Leave Vienna. Leave Austria. How long can it be safe for any Jew?’




  The day before the German annexation the local Austrian SA had rampaged carelessly down the street of tailors, smashed Hirschel’s windows and beaten up Beckermann’s grandson, who was

  unfortunate enough or stupid enough to be out in the street at the time. Most people had more sense. Had the SA been less than careless they could have taken out every window in the street and

  looted what they wished. No one would have stopped them, but the rampage had its own momentum and, once it had gathered speed, roared on from one target to the next, glancing off whatever was in

  the way. Hummel and Beckermann’s grandson helped Hirschel board up his window.




  ‘Is there any point?’ Hirschel had said. ‘They’ll be back.’




  But a week had passed, a week in which many Jews had been robbed of all they possessed, some Jews had fled the city and some Jews had taken their own lives, but the mob had not returned.




  At first light on the morning of the 19th, a German infantryman banged on the doors all along the street with his rifle butt.




  Bemmelmann was first to answer.




  ‘You want a suit?’ he said blearily.




  ‘Don’t get comical with me grandad! How many people live here?’




  ‘Just me and my wife.’




  ‘Then get a bucket and a scrubbing brush and follow me.’




  Then he came up to Hummel, shadowed in the doorway of his shop. Hummel had not been able to sleep and was already dressed in his best black suit.




  ‘Going somewhere, were we?’




  Hummel said, ‘It’s the Sabbath.’




  ‘No – it’s just another Saturday. Get a bucket, follow me!’




  By the time he got back from the scullery every tailor in the street was standing with a bucket of water in his hand. Old men, and most of them were; not-so-young men, and Hummel was most

  certainly the youngest at thirty-one; men in their best suits, pressed and pristine; men in their working suits, waistcoats shiny with pinheads, smeared with chalk; men with their trousers hastily

  pulled on, and their nightshirts tucked into the waistband.




  The German lined them up like soldiers on parade. He strutted up and down in mock-inspection, smirking and grinning and then laughing irrepressibly.




  ‘What a shower, what a fuckin’ shower. The long and the short and the tall. The fat, the ugly and the kike! Left turn!’




  Most of the older men had seen service in one war or another and knew how to drill. Beckermann had even pinned his 1914–18 campaign medals to his coat as though trying to make a point.

  Those that knew turned methodically. Those that didn’t bumped into one another, dropped buckets, spilt water and reduced the German to hysterics. Well, Hummel thought, at least he’s

  laughing. Not punching, not kicking. Laughing.




  He led them to the end of the street, to a five-point crossroads, where the side streets met the main thoroughfare, Wilhelminastrasse. In the middle of the star was a long-parched water

  fountain, topped by a statue of a long-forgotten eighteenth-century burgomaster. Someone had painted a toothbrush moustache on the statue – it was unfortunate that the burgomaster had been

  represented in the first place with his right arm upraised – and around the base in red paint were the words ‘Hitler has a dinky dick!’




  ‘Right, you Jew-boys. Start scrubbin’!’




  They scrubbed.




  When they had finished the message was still more than faintly visible. Gloss paint did not scrub so well. And they’d none of them been able to reach the moustache.




  The tailors stood up, their knees wet, their trousers soggy.




  ‘We can scrub no more off,’ Hummel said as politely as he could.




  ‘Who said anything about any more scrubbin’?’ said the German.




  He took a dozen paces back and raised his rifle. Bemmelmann sagged against Hummel’s chest in a dead faint. Hummel heard the gentle hiss as Beckermann pissed himself. Heard Hirschel

  muttering a prayer.




  But the rifle carried on upwards, drawing a bead on the statue’s head, then the crack as it fired and chips of stone showered down on Hummel. The second crack and the stone head split open

  and two chunks of rock heavy enough to stove in a man’s skull bounced off the cobbles behind him and rolled away.




  ‘Right,’ said the German. ‘Pick your feet up Jew-boys. And follow me.’




  Hummel roused Bemmelmann.




  ‘Where am I?’ the old man said.




  ‘In hell,’ Hummel replied.
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  Hummel had no difficulty seeing himself and his neighbours as Vienna saw them from the early-morning doors and windows, in the eyes of women shaking tablecloths and in the eyes

  of unshaven men still munching on their breakfast roll, clutching their first cup of coffee. A raggle-taggle bunch of damp and dusty Jewish tailors led by a bantam-cock of a soldier, strutting

  while they straggled – a recognisably barmy army. Every so often the German would try to kick a little higher, but, clearly, the goose step was not as easy as it looked and needed more

  practice than the man had given it, and was all but impossible whilst turning around every couple of minutes to urge on his charges. It might have been better to herd them like pigs or cattle, but

  Hummel could see the thrill of leadership in the way the man stuck out his chest and kicked out his legs. He’d probably never led anything in his life before. He shouted, they shuffled. Down

  to the river, across the Aspern Bridge, along Franz Josef’s Kai and into the ancient heart of Vienna.




  The German yelled ‘Halt’.




  Hummel was wondering why he could not just yell ‘stop’ – as though there was any particular military relevance to a word like ‘halt’ – when he realised where

  they were. Outside the Ruprechtskirche. Probably the oldest church in the city – some said it had stood twelve hundred years already. It was a small church. A simple, almost plain exterior.

  Not a touch of grandiosity in its conception or its accretions. What desecration now? Of course, the final desecration would be if this idiot, this tinpot Boney at the front, were to marshal them

  inside. Hummel had never been in this or any other Christian church.




  A crowd had their backs to them. The German parted a way with his rifle and Hummel found himself on his knees once more, his bucket and brush set down before him, facing a large bright blue

  letter ‘H’. Beckermann plumped down next to him, the bucket obscuring the letter. Hummel looked to his left wanting, for reasons that were inaccessible to him, to know what word he was

  obliterating now. The man next to him was hunched over, scrubbing vigorously, the letter already half-erased. Hummel knew him. He could not see his face, but he knew him. He looked at the blue

  wide-pinstripe of the man’s back, and he knew the suit. He had made it himself not two months ago for a young violinist named Turli Cantor.




  Cantor did not turn. Hummel dunked the brush, gazed outward at the mob and bent his head to scrub. They had an audience – a crowd of onlookers who seemed to Hummel to be neither gloating

  nor commiserating. He had heard that the mobs could be as vicious as the SA, jeering and kicking as rabbis were dragged from their homes to clean public lavatories. This lot showed no inclination.

  They were watching with the casual half-attention of a crowd watching a street entertainer who they found just distracting enough to pause for, but who would be off the minute the hat was passed.

  So that was what they were? Street entertainment. The Famous Scrubbing Jews of Vienna. Roll up, roll up and watch the kikes on their knees on the steps of a Christian church. He looked again. They

  were blank, expressionless faces. Perhaps they had no more wish to be there than he had himself. The troops standing between the Jews and the mob weren’t ordinary soldiers like the one who

  had led him here. They were black-uniformed, jackbooted German SS.




  Hummel was making good progress with his ‘H’ when he felt a change in the mood of the mob. He risked an upward glance. The SS were all standing stiffly upright – perhaps this

  was what was meant by ‘at attention’? – and the crowd had parted to let through an officer in black and silver.




  From his left he heard Cantor whisper, ‘My God. Wolfgang Stahl!’




  For the first time his eyes met Cantor’s. ‘I have known Wolf all my life,’ Cantor said, his voice beginning to rise above a whisper, ‘Surely he will save us?’




  Cantor stood, clumsily, one foot all but slipping from under him on the wet stone flag and uttered the single syllable, ‘Wolf.’




  An SS trooper shot him through the forehead.




  The crowd scattered, screaming. This was not what they had paid to see. Hummel rose – afterwards he assigned the word ‘instinctively’ to his action – only to feel the

  pressure of a hand on his shoulder, forcing him back down, and the sound of the German soldier’s voice saying, ‘Don’t be a fool. You can’t help him. You can only get

  yourself killed. You and all your mates.’




  Hummel saw a boot push Cantor’s body over, saw the black hole between Cantor’s eyes, saw the click of the heels as the same boot came together with its mate and saluted the officer.

  Then he twisted his head slightly, enough to make the German tighten his grip, and saw the black leather of the officer’s gloves drawn tight across his knuckles. Then one hand rose –

  the salute returned. The man turned and all Hummel saw was his retreating back and the movement of SS troopers across the steps, and then a voice was shouting ‘Show’s over’, and

  someone he could not see at all was dragging Cantor’s body away.




  They scrubbed until the graffiti was washed away. They scrubbed until the blood was washed away.




  Slouching home Hummel asked Hirschel what the word had been.




  ‘Schuschnigg,’ Hirschel replied. ‘And it may be the only memorial our chancellor ever gets.’
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  Death notwithstanding, it felt a little like a kindergarten outing. The German saw them all the way back to Krugstrasse. It was a curiously paternal attention. He’d even

  slowed the pace of the march to the weary shuffle of old tailors wholly unaccustomed to walking four or five miles in the course of a day. When Beckermann had dropped his bucket and declared that

  he could not go on – ‘Shoot me now. It would be a blessing’ – the German had picked up the bucket and urged him on with ‘Don’t make me waste my bullets,

  Grandad.’ Now, he stood in the alley as Hummel unlatched his door, waiting.




  ‘Yes,’ said Hummel. ‘There was something else?’




  ‘Too bleedin’ right there is. I saved your life today. You damn near got yourself shot.’




  ‘You are surely not standing there waiting for me to say “thank you”?’




  ‘I ain’t waitin’ for nothin’.’




  And he turned and walked off, and Hummel could not help the feeling that the slouch of his shoulders, the bantam-strut of morning long since worn out, was partly of his own making, that his

  ingratitude had caused it. But he could not find it in him to feel blame.




  The next day Bemmelmann called early to tell him that Hirschel had slit his own throat in the night.
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  ‘Kings and Tyrants come and go, Rothschilds go on forever.’ If that is not the motto of the Rothschild family, it should be. An empty Rothschild palace –

  empty of Rothschilds that is, a few dark spaces on the walls where paintings had been removed, but otherwise full of Rothschild furniture, Rothschild crockery, Rothschild opulence – had been

  seized by the Germans for the exclusive use of the SS.




  By the time Stahl got there, his comrades-in-arms had achieved a remarkable semblance of normality, of continuity. White-jacketed waiters served black-uniformed officers, silver platters and

  soft shoes, scarcely raising their voices above a whisper, aiming for that servile pretence of invisibility, while the SS roared and guffawed and preened – plain as jackdaws, vain as

  peacocks, all twinkling buttons and buffed leather. But for the unseemly loudness of the members, it struck Stahl as being less the Munich bierkeller that had spawned these vultures than a bad

  parody of some London club. The sort of thing he’d read about in the works of P.G. Wodehouse.




  ‘I’m going back to Berlin in the morning. I have seen enough,’ he told Schellenberg.




  ‘No matter–we have everything under control. You must try this lemon torte. It’s simply delicious. Matches the Earl Grey like peaches to cream.’




  ‘Really.’




  ‘The apricot’s good too. Except, of course, the apricots can hardly be fresh at this time of year. You know, the Viennese make exceedingly good cakes.’




  ‘Then perhaps it would be a good idea to keep the patissier out of the camps until after the apricots fruit in August?’




  Schellenberg paused mid-bite, swallowed with a slow, saurian gulp of the throat and said, ‘Do you really think he might be Jewish?’




  ‘I was joking, Walter.’




  Schellenberg laughed, a soft little schoolboy giggle. Tucked into his tart again.




  That was the problem with Nazis, Stahl thought, no sense of humour.
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  20 March


  Hampstead, London




  It was going to be a green day. He’d no idea why. It was just the way it felt. The green of leaf unfurling, the green of sap rising. He had a fat, and as it happened

  green, anthology of English verse on his desk and was trying to find the line about ‘a green thought in a green shade’ . . . but clearly it was not the first line of anything and he

  couldn’t remember the name of the bugger who’d written it or even in what century he had written it. Was it Donne or some bugger like Donne?




  Alex caught sight of his younger son passing the door, pulling on his jacket, a slice of toast clenched between his teeth.




  ‘Frederick?’




  Troy took two steps back, took the toast from his mouth and said, ‘I’m due at work, Dad.’




  ‘Work? I don’t understand. Where is your uniform?’




  ‘I’m a detective now. Remember? About six weeks ago? I joined CID?’




  ‘Of course,’ Alex said. ‘CID. Plain clothes. No more boots.’




  ‘No more boots. Exactly. But I am in a tearing hurry, so if you could just . . .’




  ‘A green thought in a green shade?’




  ‘Marvell. Andrew Marvell.’




  ‘Ah . . . not Donne then?’




  ‘No, not Donne. Not even the same generation.’




  ‘What does it mean?’




  ‘Could I tell you later?’




  Alex went back to his anthology, to Quiller-Couch’s index of authors and found ‘Marvell, Andrew, 1621–78’ . . . and from that the lines he had half-heard in the ear of

  the mind:




  

    

      

        

          

            The mind, that ocean where each kind




            Does straight its own resemblance find;




            Yet it creates, transcending these,




            Far other worlds, and other seas,




            Annihilating all that’s made




            To a green thought in a green shade.


          


        


      


    


  




  Oh fuck – what did that mean?




  His son would tell him the next time they met. Alex thought he had more insight into the English mind than most foreigners might manage, but his son had the distinct advantage of being

  English.




  Then the phone rang.




  ‘Good Morning. I wonder if I might speak to Sir Alexei Troy?’




  ‘Speaking,’ Alex said.




  ‘Nicholas Lockett here, King’s College, London. We’ve never met but we have a mutual friend in Sigmund Freud.’




  ‘A friend I have not seen in many a year. How is he? Indeed, where is he?’




  ‘He’s still in Vienna. And actually that does bring me rather quickly to the point. I’m trying to get him out.’




  ‘I cannot help but wonder that he did not leave the sooner. The writing has been upon the wall these last five years and more.’




  ‘Quite. It’s all a bit last minute. But the upshot is the Nazis won’t dare touch him yet. In fact, they’ll let him go. There’s been some quite remarkable

  behind-the-scenes pressure. President Roosevelt has been kept informed and there’s even a rumour that Mussolini has spoken directly to Hitler about Freud. The problem I have is not getting

  him out, it’s getting him in – in here, I mean.’




  ‘I understand. I understand also the urgency. The Nazis are still responsive to the notion of world opinion. That cannot last. Freud must leave while the door is open. I take it

  you’re lobbying?’




  ‘I’m pulling every damn string I can find. And, of course, you’re one of them, almost needless to say. I’ll speak to the Home Secretary myself, I’ve met him

  socially – I was wondering if you couldn’t write a leader or if there weren’t some prominent politicians you could call?’




  ‘Of course,’ Alex said, making a mental list, reaching for a pad and pencil. ‘How about . . .’
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  ‘Were you out bricklaying?’




  ‘Painting. But I am happy to be distracted . . . everything today is too . . . green,’ said Churchill. ‘Besides, I have all the time in the world to paint. I may do nothing

  else for the rest of my life. I shall watch governments tumble like ninepins from the safety of my easel. To say nothing of the obscurity.’




  Out of office might, on one of his black dog days, seem an obscurity tantamount to invisibility to Churchill. Alex saw it as self-pity. The man’s profile was as high as that of any cabinet

  minister. He had his ‘Focus Group’, a cross-party gathering of the rebels, and he had the freedom no minister had to write for any newspaper that would publish him – as well as a

  regular column in the Evening Standard. The country knew what Winston thought because Winston told them. Alex would publish the man himself given the chance. But he wasn’t.

  ‘Obscurity’ was lavish self-pity.




  ‘One of those days, eh?’




  ‘As I said, Alex, too green by a yard and a half. One craves a little red or pink. Now, what can I do for you?’




  ‘Freud.’




  ‘Freud?’




  ‘As in Sigmund.’




  ‘Ah . . . the trick-cyclist.’




  Alex had met so few English prepared to reap the benefits of psychoanalysis. All enquiry into the mind was a matter less of explanation or enquiry than of pathology as far as they were

  concerned. You ignored the mind until it was sick. First you tried cold showers and laxative, and then you consigned it to the mercies of the psychiatrist – usually referred to, as Churchill

  would have it, as the ‘trick-cyclist’. Alex did not feel it within his powers to explain to Winston the difference between a psychoanalyst and a psychiatrist. That Winston had heard of

  Freud was the best he could hope for.




  He elaborated the case Lockett had put to him. When he had finished, Churchill said, ‘Do we need him?’




  An odd choice of word, but one Alex understood.




  ‘That is not my point. He is old, I fear he may well be ill . . . he will hardly be a vital force in our culture, but his symbolic value cannot be exaggerated. If the Nazis keep him, there

  is . . . there is what I can only think of as a propaganda coup. If he stays, and I gather he has taken some persuading to leave, that propaganda value would be irredeemable. No, we do not

  need to have him, but we need the Nazis not to have him.’




  ‘Yet the buggers will let him leave?’




  ‘For now, yes . . . in a year or perhaps less, who knows? When their contempt for the rest of us reaches its zenith, who knows?’




  ‘Then we shall rescue your trick-cyclist. I shall call anyone who’ll still listen to an old backbench has-been like me and do what I can for you.’




  ‘Has-been? Surely–’




  ‘Alex, how many MPs did you call before you called me?’




  This was no time for white lies and spared feelings.




  ‘Six.’




  ‘Good Lord . . . you mean I made the first eleven?’
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  28 March


  Berlin




  They met late in the afternoon, over coffee and cream cakes in a noisy café off the Ku’damm.




  ‘I’m going to Vienna.’




  ‘How did you wangle that?’




  ‘Didn’t. The Nazis did it for me. They’ve kicked our man out. Someone has to stand in for a week or two. I drew the short straw.’




  Rod raised an eyebrow at this.




  ‘What do you mean “short”? I thought you wanted to be where the action was?’




  Greene shrugged.




  ‘Quite. I mean to say they’ve taken Vienna haven’t they? They’ve got Vienna. What more is there to say? The point is to be where it’s going to happen

  next.’




  ‘Well . . . you could always ask for a posting to Tirana to cover King Zog’s wedding.’




  ‘Zog . . . nog . . . bog. I’m immune to sarcasm, Rod. Besides, I was thinking more along the lines of . . . well . . . Warsaw.’




  ‘Hugh, I won’t argue about Warsaw. Warsaw’s not an “if” it’s a “when”. But if you think it’s all over in Vienna you’re very much

  mistaken.’




  ‘Oh . . . I don’t think I meant that at all. I mean . . . it’s not over till it’s over is it?’
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  5 April


  Leopoldstadt, Vienna




  It was about two weeks later. Whilst every day brought fresh outrage, Hummel was coming to the conclusion that now the radicals and toffs among Vienna’s Jewry were under

  lock and key, Leopoldstadt was being left largely to its own devices. True, all Jewish assets at the banks were frozen, but Hummel did not come from a class that kept money in banks, he came from a

  class that kept it under the mattress – yet the kosher butchers remained open, and the Jewish cafés and restaurants were still doing a lively trade. And he still had his shop window

  – albeit now somewhat obscured by the word ‘Jude’ in yellow letters a foot high. It was, he thought, an odd normality. As if to prove him wrong a bang on the door at dusk, some

  half-hour or more after he had shut up shop, gave him that hubristic shiver down the spine. Less speaking too soon, than thinking too soon. He opened the door wide. Better to let them walk in than

  have them smash it in.




  In the street stood the German, the infantryman whose beat Krugstrasse seemed to be.




  ‘Can I help you?’




  ‘I want to get measured for a suit.’




  ‘You have the wrong address. It was Bemmelmann asked you if you wanted a suit. Two doors down.’




  ‘Nah. I heard you’re the best. I want a suit from you.’




  Hummel beckoned to the man to come inside. Fine, he was going to let the man steal a suit. So what?




  The infantryman said little as Hummel measured him up. When Hummel had finished and was jotting down figures on a notepad, he said ‘How long?’




  ‘Three days. If you can wait.’




  ‘I can wait.’




  ‘And the material?’




  ‘Eh?’




  ‘You haven’t chosen the swatch.’




  The German looked confused. Out of his depth. Hummel pointed to the wall of swatched cloth behind him. The German turned, peered at the ends of rolls in the dim light and said,

  ‘What’s . . . respectable?’




  ‘You want respectable?’




  ‘Yeah. Nothing flash, just . . . respectable.’




  ‘Blue. Blue is respectable.’




  ‘OK. You pick me a blue then.’




  Hummel approached the shelves with a ‘This one might . . .’ bursting on his lips, but the German said, ‘No. Just pick one and make it up.’




  Hummel showed him to the door.




  The man breathed in the night air, shouldered his rifle, turned to Hummel and said, ‘I never owned a suit before.’ Then he strolled off as though he and Hummel had conducted a

  perfectly customary business transaction.




  Three days later he was back, knocking on the door at the same time of day.




  Hummel handed him the finished suit in a blue worsted, and waited while he dressed. The man stood in front of the full-length mirror. A stocky brick-shithouse of a man, exuding a mixture of

  pride, pleasure and nervousness.




  ‘I never wore a suit before.’




  ‘Of course not,’ Hummel said. ‘If you never owned one . . . you never wore one . . . except for your uniform, of course.’




  The man gazed at his own arse in the mirror and seemed not to hear the jibe in Hummel’s voice.




  ‘Good,’ he said. ‘It’s good. Good to be in something that ain’t grey.’




  Another twirl to look at his barrel chest under the double-breasted jacket.




  Then he said, ‘What do I owe you?’




  ‘I’m sorry?’ Hummel said.




  ‘How much?’




  ‘You mean you want to pay?’




  Hummel knew he had not kept the utter incredulity he felt out of his voice.




  ‘Course I wanna pay. Or did you think I was a thief?’




  ‘You will understand,’ Hummel said, ‘if I say that there are those among us who might think that you are all thieves.’




  The soldier had to think about this. Hummel thought about it too, hoping that it was too subtle, too shot through with conditionals, to be taken for an insult. Far be it from Hummel to point out

  that robbing Jews was legal – trading with them wasn’t.




  ‘Mind,’ the man said at last, ‘a trade discount wouldn’t come amiss. What’s your usual price?’




  ‘For a suit like this? Seventy-five schilling.’




  ‘Sixty-five?’ the man ventured.




  Hummel had been about to say fifty-seven-fifty.




  ‘Done,’ he said softly. ‘What name?’




  ‘Trager. Joe Trager. I’m a Joe just like you.’




  Hummel doubted that the word ‘like’ could ever reasonably be used to compare the two of them but said, ‘How do you know my name is Joe? Do you have records on us

  all?’




  ‘Records? O’ course we got records. We got files a foot thick. But they don’t get shown to the likes of me. I’m just a regular Fritz, I am. A professional soldier. Never

  been more than a private and I shouldn’t think I ever will be. No, I seen it over your shop – “Josef Hummel & Son”.’




  ‘Ah,’ said Hummel. ‘Josef Hummel was my father. I am merely “& Son”.’




  Trager laughed as though Hummel had just told him the funniest thing he’d heard since the Anschluss. He was still laughing when Hummel handed him his receipt, still laughing as he slipped

  his uniform back on and went out into the night with his blue suit in a brown paper parcel tied up with string. The notion of hubris left Hummel. It was indeed an odd normality.
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  25 April


  Leopoldstadt




  The normal came to claim him with a calendrical regularity. Passover. The first under the iron heel.




  Hummel had the merest adherence to faith. He had endured his bar mitzvah out of loyalty to his father, a man not long widowed, but once it was done the old man had not pressured him, nor

  even expected him to attend the synagogue. If Hummel went, as on occasion he did, it was for the merely aesthetic pleasure of chanting and architecture, much as he might go to the theatre. Indeed,

  that was how he thought of services in a synagogue, second-rate theatre – second-rate but free. Passover brought obligations. Krugstrasse could not cope with an atheist, hence his neighbours

  ignored Hummel’s lack of faith, any faith, and thought of him merely as neglected, inattentive, and were it not for his industrious tailoring, lazy. Hummel was not allowed to escape the feast

  days that mattered nothing to him by those to whom they did matter – and, out of nothing more than good manners, he accepted invitations from most of the families in the street in the years

  following his father’s death. A Passover tradition is to invite a stranger into a family occasion. So it was that at Passover 1938 he found himself at Beckermann’s for the family

  seder, presided over by old Beckermann in a dining room crammed with his descendants . . . sons, daughters and grandchildren . . . fourteen people seated in a room that might have served

  Baron Rothschild as a broom closet.




  Hummel had always liked the room. After his mother’s death, housekeeping in the Hummel household had been no more than perfunctory. If something other than the functional wore out, it was

  thrown away and not replaced. It was worth going to a seder just to eat off a tablecloth, since, left to themselves, neither he nor his father would have bothered. It gave Hummel a pleasure

  that was wholly secular to sit in the overplush, nineteenth-century velvet drape and tassel clutter of the first-floor front room over Beckermann’s shop. Portraits, single and group –

  scarcely a space on the wall to hang one more – more beards, more Franz-Josef moustaches, and a Darwinian likeness between them all that came close in Hummel’s mind to abolishing

  notions of individuality. It was a visit to ur-Beckermann, to an amorphousness, that beckoned, swallowed and failed to consume. It was the kind of room he had lived in for the first ten years of

  his life, while his mother lived and a woman’s touch had turned the plain boxiness of the room into a magician’s cube, a chinese box, far from plain, layer upon layer of memory and

  history. The tangibility of trivia. Every photograph a name, every name a story. It was a journey to the public places of the heart, back into childhood. And childhood was a place well worth

  visiting – once in while.




  For once the elder’s prayer struck Hummel as being more acute than the mereness of analogy. For once it had teeth and it bit. Holding up a tray of matzohs, old Beckermann recited in

  Aramaic the prayer of deliverance: ‘This is bread of affliction, that our fathers ate in Egypt. Those who are hungry let them come and eat; those who are needy let them come and celebrate

  Passover with us. We are here now, in the year to come we may be in Israel. We are slaves now – in the year to come we may be free.’




  Fat chance, Hummel thought.




  Beckermann turned to the youngest in the room, his grandson, eleven-year-old Jonny – younger brother of Adam, the one who had been beaten up by the SA just before the Nazi conquest, and

  who still bore a livid blue scar across his forehead.




  ‘Jonathan – the four questions.’




  The boy knew what was required of him. He’d done this since he was seven. At that age Hummel too had been often called on to ask the same four questions. All he had to do was ask about the

  oddness of the meal, the things on the silver seder plate in the middle of the table – herbs and matzohs, chicken bones and a mish-mash of apple and walnut that Hummel always

  thought looked like a Waldorf salad gone wrong. The questions served as prompts for the old man to bang on again about slavery and Egypt and deliverance . . . lest we forget. Hummel had long ago

  concluded that the point of being a Jew was that you were never allowed to forget anything.




  Jonny said, ‘Zayde . . . why have we not risen up and kicked out the Nazis?’




  The boy’s mother whispered none too softly in his ear.




  The boy replied loudly, ‘I know, I know. Didn’t you hear me last year? I know the answers to the four questions. Zayde was kind enough to tell me then. Now there are new

  questions.’




  Beckermann was flummoxed – he had the routine off pat and was all but incapable of improvising. There were no new questions. It had been done this way for the best part of three thousand

  years. Beckermann’s daughter-in-law was angry – her son also had it off pat, and it was not something that required thought or criticism. Beckermann’s grandson was, however,

  resolute.




  ‘Will God deliver us from this evil, Zayde, as he did in Egypt? I only ask because if he takes as long as he did in Egypt there may be none of us left to be safely led into the land of

  milk and honey.’




  A vein in Beckermann’s forehead had turned purple-ish and was beginning to throb. But he said nothing. His daughter-in-law, all of sixteen stone, grabbed the boy, well under five feet tall

  and less than six stone, and bundled him out. Silence reigned. Hummel thought Beckermann was only seconds away from weeping. Still he did not speak. Then Adam Beckermann, seventeen, tall and

  skinny, got up from his seat, slipped off his yarmulke and spoke.




  ‘Grandfather, I can no longer pray for our deliverance, prayer is pointless. God has gone deaf, either that or he is dead . . . I can no longer pray for our deliverance, but I’ll

  fight for it.’




  The yarmulke thrown down landed on the seder plate, knocking over the chopped parsley and bitter herbs. Adam’s father, Beckermann’s third son, Arthur, shot bolt upright

  from his seat and bellowed the one word ‘Adam!’ But the boy was gone. Beckermann wept. Hummel slipped out quietly, unnoticed he hoped, from the ruins of the seder. It was not the

  last he was ever invited to, but it was the last he ever went to.
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  2 June


  Berggasse




  The Freuds were travelling light. Sigmund, Martha, their children, his sister-in-law, two maids and a doctor, the dog – and the furniture. The furniture was travelling

  separately. The furniture included some three thousand Greek and Roman figurines and sixteen hundred books. The furniture was leaving first.




  It was sod’s law that on the day the men arrived to clear Sigmund’s study – an event that could have been calculated to turn his head and heart as topsy-turvy as the room

  itself – ‘would you let a strange man rummage through your trousers?’ – the Nazi Commissar of Vienna, one Dr Sauerwald, should also arrive, just as two apronned removal men

  were struggling down the stairs with the patients’ couch. Having no choice but to invite him in – a courtesy they were able to avoid extending to his SA escort – Sigmund asked,

  ‘To what do I owe the honour?’ and realised at once that the man was taking the terms of the question literally.




  ‘A simple matter of paperwork,’ the Doctor replied.




  Sigmund took the single sheet of paper from its envelope and read.




  ‘Since the Anschluss . . . blah, blah, blah . . . I have been treated . . . blahdey-blah . . . with all the respect due to my reputation . . . blah, blah, blah . . . and could live and

  work in full freedom, if I so desired . . . blah, blah, blahdey-blah . . .’




  Sigmund looked at Sauerwald. As the name implied, the man was humourless. Perhaps that was the key to Nazism . . . no sense of humour. It was the funniest thing he’d read in weeks, but he

  was the only one laughing, and even then laughing only on the inside.




  ‘Of course,’ he said. ‘But you are too modest. Would you mind if I added an endorsement?’




  ‘Endorsement? Er . . . certainly.’




  Sigmund scribbled ‘I can heartily recommend the Gestapo to anyone’, added a spidery ‘S. Freud’ by way of signature and handed it back.




  Sauerwald looked at it. He didn’t get this joke either. It was the sort of thing you found on the side of brown, ribbed bottles of patent medicines, cures for indigestion or piles, general

  tonics and spurious pick-me-ups – the sugared water sold by rogues to rubes in Huckleberry Finn.




  ‘Most kind,’ he said. ‘And if I can be of any . . . er . . . assistance to you and your family . . .? I have long been an admirer . . .’




  Sigmund stopped listening. The only place to air stuff like this was on the couch. He would have loved to get this one on the couch, but alas the couch had gone out as he came in.




  After lunch Sigmund took a slow stroll in the summer sun, an old man’s stroll from bench to bench, resting as often as was possible. It would be so hot in the apartment while his daughter

  burnt his papers.
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  Saturday, 4 June


  Vienna Westbahnhof




  Two days later, late in the evening, the Freuds boarded the sleeper train to Paris.




  Regardless of what he had told Lockett, Sigmund would kick his leg high enough to reach the bed in the wagon-lit. It might kill him, but he’d do it.




  As they emerged from the corridor that connected the palatial white-stone frontage of the station with the glass and iron engine shed at the back, a young man of thirty or so approached the

  Freuds, set down his attaché case, doffed his trilby and introduced himself.




  ‘My name is Smith, sir. From the United States Embassy. I’ll be with you as far as Paris.’




  ‘Interesting,’ Sigmund said. ‘Are all spies called Smith in the United States?’




  ‘Most of us are, sir. But I have several colleagues with a preference for Jones and one or two favour Brown.’




  Freud was curious about most things. An occupational hazard. He asked to look at the engine – a squat-bodied, high-domed monster more evocative of the empire than of Hitler’s Vienna

  – and he gazed one last time at the great glass roof. He’d made a career in symbols. There was no point in dodging them. But when the train pulled out of the station, past the twin

  towers at the end of the engine shed, he did not look back. Instead he quizzed Smith, a dozen quick questions – but Smith was adept at dodging them.
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  Sunday, 5 June 1938


  Leopoldstadt




  It was a pleasant summer’s afternoon, a Sunday in early June. Hummel had surrendered to the normality and pushed the oddness of it to one side, onto a mental shelf for

  the afternoon. He had accepted an invitation from Bemmelmann and his wife to take tea with them – a weak, black Darjeeling with feather-light flaked almond pastries Frau Bemmelmann made

  freshly that day – and afterwards to walk in the Prater, the vast, hilly park on the eastern edge of Leopoldstadt that housed the city’s funfairs and, since the World’s Fair some

  forty years ago, the world’s biggest Ferris wheel. The views over Vienna were unequalled. Hummel made a point of going up at least once a year. He valued the perspective. Whatever his own

  troubles, to see the world writ large and humanity writ small – ants, as he thought of them – always sent him away calmer and more sanguine than when he arrived.




  They would not be going up today. Frau Bemmelmann had no head for heights. They would walk the lanes, slowly climb the hills, no more than that. They were tailors – on Sunday afternoons

  mannequins for their own wares. It was June and still Bemmelmann carried gloves and a rolled umbrella.




  They had no warning, just the clatter of boots and the sudden surge in the volume of everything. Voices raised, birds put to flight, women screaming. Then the Germans were everywhere, herding

  the Jews with rifle butts and steering them towards a clump of trees.




  Hummel raised his hands in surrender. Bemmelmann raised one arm, and embraced his wife with the other. For five minutes nothing happened. The Germans laughed and chatted amongst themselves,

  aimed their rifles almost casually in the direction of the Jews. When they had about thirty penned, the Germans moved among them pulling out the men and telling them to kneel.




  Bemmelmann whispered to Hummel, ‘Is this it, Joe? Is this how it all ends? On our knees with a bullet in the back of the head?’




  Hummel looked at the Germans, still laughing, still not really aiming at anyone.




  ‘No,’ he said. ‘They’re having too much fun, it’s just a game.’




  A big, sweaty corporal spoke to them in a voice that could be heard in Budapest.




  ‘Right, Jew-boys. Get ’em off!’




  No one moved, because no one knew what he meant.




  ‘Strip, you buggers, strip. Take off your keks! Take off every last stitch! Now!’




  Hummel tugged at his tie. Bemmelmann still hadn’t moved.




  ‘Do it, Herr Bemmelmann. Please.’




  ‘I can’t Joe . . . the women. The women can see. I have not been naked in front of a woman for twenty years. Not even in front of my wife.’




  ‘Don’t think of the women. Just do it.’




  A dozen Jews discarded their best summer clothes and stood naked in front of half a dozen German soldiers and twenty-odd women of all ages, women who’d seen naked men and women who

  probably never had. The Germans pissed themselves laughing. One went from man to man, a cigarette dangling from his lips, lifting up the cocks with the end of his rifle, delicately, displaying them

  like prize fish to his fellows, helpless with laughter. Another German produced a box camera and snapped away as though they were all one big happy family at a beach resort.




  ‘Right you dickless wonders. On yer knees again.’




  They dropped to their knees.




  ‘Now eat!’




  ‘Eat?’ a lone voice queried.




  ‘Eat, my little piggies. Eat grass!’




  They chewed grass.




  Hummel felt he could read Bemmelmann’s mind. The old man was thinking that this was bad but if it was all they had in mind he would live through it. Hummel knew better. The show

  wasn’t over yet. From nowhere the Germans produced a couple of ladders which they propped against the bole of a vast, spreading chestnut tree with boughs thicker than a man’s thigh.




  ‘Now . . . while the piggies eat . . . the birds can sing!’




  A woman was prodded to the foot of the ladder and made to climb into the tree. One by one the Germans forced seventeen women up the tree. Frau Bemmelmann was next to last, weeping and

  protesting, pleading and begging. A young woman ahead of her took her hand. A young woman below her pushed bravely at her backside, until the old lady found herself perched on a branch twenty feet

  off the ground.




  ‘Little birdies go cheep, cheep, cheep.’




  Only the sound of women weeping.




  The Germans pointed their rifles at the tree. One woman softly said, ‘cheep’, and the others joined in . . . a pathetic chorus of ‘cheep, cheep, cheep’.




  ‘Cheep, you birdies!’




  And to the men, ‘Eat you pigs!’




  The women chirped, the men chewed. The Germans hooted with laughter.




  ‘All the little birdies go cheep, cheep, cheep! All the little piggies go chomp, chomp, chomp!’




  They lowered their rifles and doubled up in spasms of near hysteria.




  And then they left. As suddenly as they had arrived.




  Hummel found himself naked, a cool summer breeze on his buttocks, an awful taste in his mouth, as though he had awoken from the archetypal Freudian dream of public nudity to find it was real

  after all. He had been briefly acquainted with the mind of the Nazi, the merest insight into the dark pit that passed for mind, and felt it a lesson learnt at a high price – part of the

  tragedy of the Nazi, he felt, pulling on his trousers, was that to the Nazi the world must be a terrifying place, being, as it was, full of kikes and niggers.




  


     

  




  § 18




  Smith had left them in Paris. At Victoria Station, London, the Freuds were met by their eldest two children, Martin and Mathilde, by the Superintendent of the Southern Railway

  and by the Station Master of Victoria – a man privileged to wear the highest top hat in Britain. Freud would have loved to ask him about the phallic symbolism involved in wearing a hat more

  than eighteen inches high, wearing one’s cock on one’s head as it were, but Lockett had arrived with his motor car to whisk them away. Past crowds of reporters and well-wishers, out

  into the strange freedom of a country that, whilst he had never chosen it, finally seemed to have chosen him.




  ‘The short way or the pretty way?’ Lockett asked.




  Freud already had his Bartholomew’s Street Map of London and his Baedeker open in front of him.




  ‘Oh, I think the pretty way . . . the long way . . . I would like to see Piccadilly Circus . . . and Regent Street . . . and the BBC . . . and . . .’




  Lockett slipped the car into gear and headed off in the direction of Buckingham Palace.




  


     

  




  § 19




  It was a light night in the middle of August. Bemmelmann knocked on Hummel’s door and said, ‘We are leaving. Come with us.’




  ‘Leaving how?’




  ‘Downriver. By boat. A boat that will take us down the Danube, out into the Black Sea and then on to Palestine.’




  ‘What about the Germans?’




  ‘What about the Germans?’




  ‘How will you get past them?’




  ‘Trager will help us.’




  ‘Trager?’




  ‘Our German.’




  ‘Our German? We have a German?’




  ‘The one who patrols the street, Joe. His name is Trager.’




  ‘I know. I’ve just never thought of him as being ours. Why would he help you?’




  ‘The Germans want us to leave. They have established an office of Jewish Emigration.’




  ‘Herr Bemmelmann, I have heard of this office of Jewish Emigration, we have all heard of it. It’s a front for bribery. There are wags who call it Adolf

  Eichmann’s Piggy Bank.’




  ‘There are even representatives from Palestine here to assist us to leave.’




  ‘Jews from Palestine? Zionists? In Vienna? How do you know this?’




  ‘Rabbi Lippmann at the Leopoldstraße synagogue told me so.’




  ‘Yet, Herr Bemmelmann,’ Hummel plodded on. ‘The Germans demand we apply for exit permits, for which they charge all our jewellery, all our savings and even our furniture

  – and if they aren’t demanding exit permits, how many countries do not have an entry visa requirement? Schuster is even now stuck in Paris waiting for his British visa. Herr Bemmelmann,

  this is so risky.’




  ‘You said it yourself that day in the Prater, Joe. They’re having fun. They want us all to go. They’d be happy if we all went to live in Palestine and complicated life for the

  British instead. Meanwhile, it amuses them to make us jump through hoops. We fill out their forms, we pay their bribes, we sit in the trees and we chirp like birds.’




  ‘So you jumped? You have an exit permit? You have a passport?’




  ‘Of course not. Why would an old Jew like me have a passport? I have never been out of Vienna in my life. That is why we go by night, on a boat. That is why Trager will escort us across

  the city. With him in uniform the night patrols will leave us alone. If anyone asks he will say he has arrested us.’




  ‘And how much has Trager asked for this service?’




  ‘Nothing,’ he said.




  ‘Yet,’ said Hummel. ‘Yet.’




  ‘Come with us, Joe. Joe, I have known you all your life. I spent the night of your birth sitting up with your father. I was present at your bris, at your bar mitzvah. Your

  father asked me to watch over you the day before he died. I am too old to do that now. Come with us, Joe, you can watch over us.’




  It was a neat inversion. The most subtle form of blackmail. Hummel smiled at the old man’s wiliness.




  ‘And the shop, Herr Bemmelmann, what about the shop?’




  ‘Ach, I sold it this morning.’




  ‘You were able to find a buyer?’




  ‘A gentile . . . ten pfenigs on the mark . . . he’d buy you out too at the drop of a Nazi hat.’




  Hummel knew this to be true. The miracle, small though it was, was that he, Bemmelmann and the rest of the street were still in business. All over the city Jews had been forced to sell their

  businesses at pitiful prices to demanding gentiles – Aryans as they saw fit to term themselves. In the tailors’ alley Schuster’s old shop was boarded up, as was the widow

  Hirschel’s – although the old lady still lived behind the boards and broken glass – the rest carried on a scrappy trade, but then it had never been much better than scrappy.

  Vienna had too much of everything . . . too many photographers . . . too many painters . . . too many composers . . . too many psychiatrists . . . too many tailors.




  


     

  




  § 20




  It was a long walk. Hummel was surprised Frau Bemmelmann had the strength – across Leopoldstadt, zig-zagging through the side-streets along Praterstraße, in what

  Hummel thought to be a daft attempt at being unobtrusive on Trager’s part, to the broad avenue that led straight to the banks of the Danube, at which point Trager abandoned his plan and

  ushered them along in the open. Hummel carried the bags. Trager walked behind them, carrying nothing but his rifle.




  ‘Why would I be carryin’ bags for Jews – be sensible.’




  ‘They are old, Joe. Perhaps we could catch a tram to the river?’




  ‘Now that is askin’ to get nicked. We walk, just like I’d collared you lot. Now, just trust me, will you?’




  They reached the railway line that ran along the banks of the Danube, ducked under it to the riverside, and emerged on a stone quay a few yards from the Reichsbrücke. Hummel stared

  unbelieving at the unbroken darkness of the other bank of the Danube, so dark he could almost believe it wasn’t there. He’d never been there. It wasn’t Vienna, at least not his

  Vienna. He’d heard it was still farms and fields, and Hummel had never been to the country and never felt the desire to go to the country. This was as far east as he’d ever been.




  They descended by steps to the water’s edge, Frau Bemmelmann wheezing all the way, and ducked under the shadow of the bridge. Two more German soldiers waited for them, visible at first

  only by the glow of their cigarettes. No money changed hands. Hummel could only assume that Trager had taken care of all this beforehand.




  Then he saw the boat. He grabbed Trager by the sleeve of his jacket. The look Trager gave him was enough to make him relax his grip and take a step backwards. There were ways to behave when they

  were alone and ways to behave when there were other Germans around. He’d just broken the cardinal rule. He’d touched a German. He thought for a moment that Trager might carry the

  pretence of protocol to the point of hitting him just to save face in front of the Germans. He didn’t, he snarled, ‘What?’




  Hummel took a few steps closer to the river and pointed down.




  ‘The boat is not a boat. It’s a raft.’




  Trager looked.




  ‘Nothin’ I can do about that.’




  ‘Herr Trager, it is a couple of dozen logs and planks and old car tyres lashed together, with a makeshift rudder at one end and a dog kennel for a cabin. Frau Bemmelmann is supposed to

  live in a dog kennel? On this they are supposed to reach the Black Sea?’




  One of the Germans called out, ‘What’s the problem, Joe?’




  Trager yelled back, ‘You know kikes. Nothing’s good enough for the chosen race!’




  Bemmelmann said, ‘Joe, it doesn’t matter. It floats. We will go. Anything is better than staying. Now, I urge you one last time . . . come with us.’




  A piece of his life, a piece of his childhood was breaking off in front of him.




  ‘I cannot.’




  Bemmelmann hugged him silently.




  Hummel watched as they drifted out into the flow. Herr Bemmelmann struggling with the rudder, Frau Bemmelmann sitting on the bags. Lost and awkward, miserable and terrified. Weeping. And the two

  Germans hooting with laughter. Hummel watched until they were lost in mist and darkness and all he could hear was the occasional splash, soon smothered by the night.




  ‘C’mon, Jew-boy. Back the way you came.’




  Trager prodded him in the small of the back with the barrel of his rifle. Hummel went up the steps, turned, looked downstream one last time and could see nothing and hear nothing of the

  Bemmelmanns. The Germans’ laughter echoed in his mind, but not half so loud as the weeping of Frau Bemmelmann. Schuster was gone, Hirschel was dead. Now Bemmelmann had gone. There was only

  him and Beckermann left of the old street. Another piece of his childhood had broken off and drifted away – off into the night and the fog.




  Out of sight of his comrades, Trager shouldered his rifle, said ‘Fuckem’ and strode out for Leopoldstadt.




  


     

  




  § 21




  Walking back it seemed to Hummel that they must look an odd couple to anyone they passed, but it was as if they passed no one. Vienna had become a city in which everyone

  averted their eyes and made no contact. Trager and Hummel walking side by side, a miscegenous version of Laurel and Hardy. Hummel the lanky Jew, much the taller; Trager the brick shithouse of a

  soldier, dumpy in his grey uniform, his rifle slung from his shoulder as casually as a fishing rod. What they did not look like was captor and captive.




  Neither spoke. Only when they reached Hummel’s shop did Trager have anything to say.




  ‘You should have gone with the old boy, Joe.’




  


     

  




  § 22




  30 September 1938




  Informed by his office that the Prime Minister, Neville Chamberlain – the first Prime Minister to fly to a foreign conference, and thus, arguably, the inventor of shuttle

  diplomacy – had arrived back from Munich, from a meeting with Hitler which had carved up Czechoslovakia without so much as a word from any Czech, as none had been invited to the meeting, and

  was now waving bits of paper in the air and bleating about peace and honour, Alex Troy decided to break the habit of many months and to hear the idiot in person. He had the chauffeur drop him in

  Horse Guards Parade, walked the back way into Downing Street, stood behind a crowd of hacks and listened.




  ‘We, the German Führer and Chancellor, and the British Prime Minister, have had a further meeting today and are agreed in recognising that the question of Anglo-German relations is of

  the first importance for our two countries and for Europe.’




  The man looked, as an odd but fetching English phrase had it, ‘like death warmed up’.




  ‘We regard the agreement signed last night and the Anglo-German Naval Agreement as symbolic of the desire of our two peoples never to go to war with one another again.




  We are resolved that the method of consultation shall be the method adopted to deal with any other questions that may concern our two countries, and we are determined to continue our efforts to

  remove possible sources of difference, and thus to contribute to assure the peace of Europe.’




  Alex thought this to be bollocks. We had just sold yet another small country up the river. But, Chamberlain was not finished.




  ‘My good friends, for the second time in our history, a British Prime Minister has returned from Germany bringing peace with honour. I believe it is peace for our time . . . Go home and

  get a nice quiet sleep.’




  Alex walked out into Whitehall. His chauffeur pulled the Rolls up at the kerb and asked simply, ‘Where to, Boss, office or home?’




  ‘Home. I have been told to get a good night’s sleep.’




  Sleep? Nice? Quiet? Alex would be up most of the night, and most of the next, writing his editorial for the following Sunday. ‘Peace for our Time’? How long did the man take our time

  to be? Peace until our time chanced and changed into the next entity? It was a slogan for the next five minutes and no more.




  


     

  




  § 23




  The Sunday Post


  2 October 1938




  Like most of my readers I am an Englishman. Unlike most of my readers, I chose to be an Englishman. I doubt what little remains to me before I shuffle off this mortal coil will

  alter my accent one jot, but I have long since ceased to be incomprehensible to London cabbies, and when they ask ‘Where to Al?’, I do not flinch at the curt improbability of the

  abbreviation, I wear the badge of Englishness with pride. No doubt there are some among you who feel that I have not yet earned the right to lecture you on the matter of Englishness. Tough –

  I am about to do just that.




  Patriotism, as Dr Johnson so famously observed, is the last refuge of a scoundrel. It can be evoked as excuse without apology, but this should not blind us to the possibility of virtue inherent

  in what a nation stands for. As simply as I can put it, Englishness has, since Magna Carta, meant the rule of law and the notion of constitutional law. In that document lie the foundations of

  democracy. We tinker with it at our peril – indeed we should no more tinker with it than America would tinker with the Bill of Rights – for much the same reason – it is the chief

  constraint on tyranny.




  All too easily Germany has become a tyranny. Herr Hitler shows no respect for the rule of law, either domestic or international. What Germanness (if such a concept can be said to exist at all)

  stands for is the rule of the jackboot. Might is now right. Mr Churchill has been at pains to point this out to us for some time. I fear he has been a voice in the wilderness. But I say now, and I

  say it unequivocally, that Mr Churchill has been right about Hitler all along. Mr Chamberlain’s aerodrome diplomacy, his abject shuttling back and forth this summer between England and

  Germany, has given us the worst of compromises, it has given us – to steal from whichever German minister uttered the phrase at the start of the last war – another ‘scrap of

  paper’ (contempt all but oozes from the words, you will agree) for Hitler to tear up at some not-so-distant date.




  The agreement at Munich is not peace with honour, it is not peace for our time – it is a post-dated cheque written in the blood of Europe’s young men. It cannot surely be long before

  the word Munich has the same ominous ring to it that Sarajevo has had these twenty-five years. It is time to pray for peace, gear for war and ignore all ideas that the former is rendered

  hypocritical by the latter. It is not. It is the key to our survival as a nation. Ask me what virtue of Englishness I admire most at the moment and




  

    

      

        I would answer ‘our guarded optimism’ – and, dear reader, I mean the adjective as much as I mean the possessive plural.




        Alexei Troy


      


    


  




  Later that evening a telegramme arrived at Church Row addressed to Alex Troy. It read:




  

    

      

        A HEARTY THANK YOU PROM AN OLD HAS–BEEN.




        

          

            WINSTON SPENCER–HASBEEN.


          


        


      


    


  




  As they sat down to dinner Alex showed both the leader and the telegramme to his son.




  ‘Fine,’ said Troy. ‘Do you want me to give you a list of all the tyrants England has thrown up since Magna Carta?’




  Alex tucked a corner of his napkin between the buttons of his waistcoat and reached for the soup spoon.




  ‘Perhaps later,’ he said.




  


     

  




  § 24




  One pleasant, sunny Monday morning in early November – the 7th to be precise, and this is a matter of precision – the moment, one of those moments, when small acts,

  in themselves of little significance, precipitate greater – a young German Jew, only seventeen years old, of Polish parentage, bought himself a five-shot hammerless revolver in a Parisian

  backstreet in the 10th arrondissement, caught the Metro to the Boulevard St Germain and walked the last few yards to the German Embassy in the Rue de Lille with the intention of shooting the Reich

  Ambassador Count Johannes von Welczeck. Welczeck passed the young man as he set off for his morning walk. Instead, Herschel Grynszpan shot one Ernst vom Rath, a third secretary at the embassy, not

  quite the nonentity Grynszpan was himself, but not much more. He fired all five bullets at vom Rath and hit him twice in the abdomen. On hearing the news, Hitler immediately promoted vom Rath to

  the rank of counsellor and dispatched two physicians to Paris. Vom Rath took almost three days to die, but by then Grynszpan, a boy thought by those who knew him to be an indolent non-achiever, had

  written both himself and his victim into history as surely as Gavrilo Princip had done almost a quarter of a century before. The motive? The Reich had just indulged in a pogrom, rounding up

  non-German Jews and forcibly repatriating them. Most of Grynszpan’s family had been dumped at the Polish border and told to walk home.




  Hitler was celebrating the fifteenth anniversary of the failed putsch of 9 November 1923 in the Rathaussaal in Munich when the news that vom Rath had died reached him. It is unclear whether he

  said anything at all – but the most telling report is of him saying ‘Let the SA have their fling.’




  Several hours later, closer to one in the morning, it fell, as so many things did, to Reinhard Heydrich, head of the Sicherheitsdienst, the Reich security service, to cross the Ts and dot the

  Is. The spontaneous nature of what was about to happen needed to be choreographed.




  Heydrich was not to be found in any bierkeller, he was propping up the bar in the Four Seasons Hotel, a few streets away in Munich, sampling the bartender’s skills with the cocktail

  shaker, in the company of his deputy, Wolfgang Stahl. They had the place to themselves. It would be a brave bartender who told an SS General he was closing up. Neither Heydrich nor Stahl had been

  party members in 1923 – indeed, Stahl had been nothing more than a schoolboy in Vienna. Neither of them could quite share the street fighting, beer-swilling pleasures that seemed to have

  given such simple gratification to the pioneer brownshirts. Stahl had done this a thousand times. Heydrich sampled drinks in the same way he sampled women. Given the choice – and saying no

  was hardly possible – Stahl preferred the nights when they hit the bars and boozed to the nights when the Obergruppenführer wanted to lurch from one high-class brothel to the next. If

  they couldn’t share a taste in women, occasionally they shared a taste in music. Heydrich wasn’t a bad violinist, Stahl was even better on the piano. Together they played Mozart, which

  was to Stahl’s taste; and Haydn, which was very much to Heydrich’s. As Nazis went they might be considered sophisticates – each respected the other’s intelligence, talent

  and taste, and privately despised his foibles, fads and paranoias. They kept files on everyone – they had files on each other and, unknown to the man himself, they even had secret files on

  Hitler, although of what use they might be within the Reich Stahl could not imagine – their uses outside the Reich he considered limitless.




  Stahl pushed his whisky sour to Heydrich. Heydrich pushed back a Manhattan in exchange.




  ‘As the English say not my cup of tea.’




  Stahl opened his briefcase and slid a few sheets of paper across to Heydrich.




  ‘One of our men brought me this earlier today. He thinks it might be important.’
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