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On March 3, 1933, four days after the burning of the Reichstag in Berlin, Kriminalkommissar Saxon of the Munich police arrived at work late. He’d had little sleep. His wife, Ruth, had spent half the night nursing a colicky baby in their one bedroomed apartment in Piperstrasse.

His telephone was ringing as he approached his desk. He picked it up and barked, “What is it?” 

“You will be aware of this morning’s murder in Schwabing.” It was Saxon’s boss, Kriminaldirektor Mydas.

“Of course, sir, a most unfortunate murder.” Saxon signalled wildly to his assistant who had just entered the room balancing a couple of cups of coffee on a tray. Kriminaloberassistent Glasser put down the tray, grabbed the incident log from the front desk, and dropped it in front of Saxon. Saxon ran a finger down the overnight entries and found the incident in question.

Mydas grunted. “That’s not how I would have described it. But I’ve decided it would be best if you take over the case. We need to find this maniac and put him away quickly. It won’t take the newspapers long to make the connection between the two killings. And when that happens every woman in Munich will be too terrified to venture into the streets, and we will all come under extreme pressure from our political masters. Bernd Hessel has the two files. Drop into my office when you’ve read them.” 

Mydas terminated the call. Saxon groped for his coffee, his eyes glued to the incident log. “Why was I not told about this?” 

Glasser used a bony finger to slide Saxon’s coffee under his searching hand. “The report came in at 2:00 am, sir. The duty sergeant called Kommissar Hessel. I expect he thought you probably needed your sleep – you and your good lady, both.” 

One look at the preliminary notes from the crime scene told Saxon what connection the newspapers would make. A prostitute had been the subject of a gruesome murder in Hofgraben in the red light district a couple of weeks earlier. The mutilations sounded remarkably similar. “He should have called me. Do we have the victim’s name?”

“Frau Henrietta Happeck, aged 59. She was a housekeeper for a Jewish banker.”

More than any man Saxon had ever met, Glasser resembled the grim reaper. A tall man, he was nothing but skin and bone, all he needed was a hooded cape and a scythe. His voice had a hollow, echoing tone, too, the words ‘Jewish banker’ sounding like a death knell from his mouth.
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Bernd Hessel was surprisingly cooperative. 

“I’ve been asked to take over the red light case now that it looks like a double murder,” said Saxon.

“I heard. Kriminaldirektor Mydas informed me this morning. I have assembled everything from both cases in these files.”

Saxon took the files. The first one was unexpectedly bulky for such a recent case.

“I’m sorry for stepping on your toes, my friend...”

“Don’t give it a second thought. And please let me know if there’s anything I can do to help. Just be sure to catch this monster before he kills any more women.” Hessel’s pale, round face always appeared cherubic, his smile cold; today’s angelic beam was warm and genuine, but strangely unsettling.

Saxon opened the first file. The photographs turned his stomach. Maria Kazinski, aged 24, had been disembowelled and decapitated 9 days earlier. She was naked. Whoever had done this had meant to obliterate her. Leaving her remains in a public place the killer had removed every vestige of humanity from the poor girl. It was a crime of pure evil, an act of undiluted hatred.

“She was Polish?” said Saxon.

“Originally, yes.”

“A street walker?”

“No. She worked in a brothel. It’s all there in the file.”

Saxon turned a few pages and found the written record of the interview with Maria’s roommate, Tania. Both girls worked in a registered brothel called Angel Wings located within 200 metres of the murder site. 

He opened the second file. It contained very little more than the name and address of the victim: Frau Henrietta Happeck, housekeeper, Mozartstrasse 20. The photographs showed a remarkably similar crime. The age of the second victim made the pictures even more nauseating. It was like looking at the mutilated remains of your own mother.
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Kriminaldirektor Mydas peered into his silver cigarette case and picked one out with the care of a man selecting a delicacy from a box of chocolates. “Take a seat, Kommissar. I take it you’ve read both files?”

Kommissar Saxon remained standing. “Why give these murders to me? You know I’m under pressure at home. Ruth has her hands full with a young baby.”

Overweight and with a fondness for his beer, Mydas was not so much a policeman these days as a burnt out local government official, his chair moulded to the form of his fat behind, his eyes firmly fixed on his retirement. He flipped open his gold lighter, lit his cigarette and snapped the lighter shut. “What can I say, Saxon? The SS have been on the telephone already, demanding results. And you are my best investigator, after all.”

“I was hoping for some leave...” Saxon crossed his arms.

“All leave is cancelled. For God’s sake, sit down, man.” He waved his cigarette like a smouldering dagger. “You know I have to give you this case. Who else do I have?”

“Bernd Hessel.”

Mydas snorted smoke through his nostrils. “Kommissar Hessel is a fine policeman, but he’s too slow. If you’re asking me would I trust him with a case this important, the answer is no. No, it’s your case now.”

“Who do I report to, SS-Standardtenführer Kratschik or you?”

“You report to me, as usual. I will keep the SS informed.”
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The sandstone terraces in Mozartstrasse appeared like a monumental golden ingot in the evening sunlight. 

Glasser laughed mirthlessly. “It seems not everyone suffered in the financial crash, boss.” He switched off the engine. “People like that have brought this country to its knees...” 

Saxon laid a heavy hand on Glasser’s arm. “Wait in the car.” He squeezed Glasser’s arm.

“You’re serious?”

“Wait here. I won’t be long.”

Isaac Goldfarb opened the door dressed in an elaborate green frogged smoking jacket. For a banker he seemed ill at ease, as if unused to having strangers in the house. He led Saxon into the front parlour and stood at an awkward distance, leaving his visitor standing. 
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