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​Editorial by Mark Lord


Welcome to Alt Hist Issue
10. I am sad to say that this will be the last regular Alt
Hist. It is possible that I may do the occasional special issue
Alt Hist in the future—perhaps an anthology around a
particular theme, but for now that’s it I’m afraid. I have enjoyed
editing and publishing Alt Hist over the last six years. The
experience has taught me a lot about publishing short fiction and
also given me the opportunity to work with some great authors.
However, my time is limited and I am not finding enough of it to
spend on my own writing. So with a heavy heart I decided that
enough was enough for Alt Hist—for now at least.

So, onto the stories in this
final issue of Alt Hist.

We start off with “The
Thirty-Fourth Man” by Martin Roy Hill. Paul Klee, former cop and
OSS spy, now reluctantly serves the SS in a Nazi-occupied America.
His latest assignment: Hunt down the Thirty-Fourth Man, a double
agent who destroyed a German spy ring. A story inspired by true
events.

“Raven Child” by Morgan Read
Davidson is set during the time of Julius Caesar, and is about the
migration of the great Helvetii tribe through the land that would
one day be Switzerland—a migration that would bring them into
conflict with the might of Rome’s legions.

The Battalion 202 stories by
Jonathan Doering have been running in Alt Hist since Issue
4. They give an imaginative view of some of the pressures and
reactions to Nazi Occupation had Operation “Sea Lion” been
activated successfully in late 1940. “Operation Solar”, the
concluding story in the cycle, brings together the narratives of
the key characters, centering on the AU plans to attack and
liberate the Nazis’ transit prison at Pontefract Castle.

“Occupation” by Adam Kotlarczyk
follows the life of Maryse, a Norman French farm girl who, on the
eve of the D-Day invasion, rides a train to rendezvous with her
boyfriend, who has been conscripted into the German Wehrmacht.

The last story in Alt Hist
Issue 10 is one of my own: “Chivalry: A Jake Savage Adventure”.
I have resisted the self-indulgence of publishing one of my own
stories in Alt Hist until the very final issue—although
sometimes it has been tempting when I have struggled to find a
final story for an issue. But I thought it was appropriate for this
last one—and this story in particular fits well as it’s the reason
that promoted me to start up Alt Hist in the first place.
When I was submitting it to magazine six years ago, I received good
feedback from beta readers and others, but I couldn’t find anywhere
that would accept it—and I realised that part of the reason was
probably there was no publication interested much in historical
fiction, or a fantasy variant thereof. So Alt Hist
began.

I hope that Alt Hist has
performed its role to some extent in being an outlet for historical
fiction. And I hope that its readers have enjoyed the stories that
it has published. As always your comments and views are welcome. I
can still be reached via the Alt Hist website, Twitter,
Faceboook and email.

 


 


Mark Lord
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​The Thirty-Fourth
Man by Martin Roy Hill


I always got a strange sensation when called
to Günter’s office, something between dread and terror. SS
Obersturmbannführer Hermann Günter was never an easy man to work
for, especially if you hated his guts as much as I did. Günter
headed up the German SS in the United States. He’d held that post
since America surrendered—as did Britain and Russia—after Kraut
atomic bomb missiles vaporized New York, London, and Moscow. It was
his job to make the US safe for Nazism, fascism, and other acts of
inhumanity. I rapped twice on the door to what had once been J.
Edgar Hoover’s office in the old FBI building in DC, and heard
Günter’s Teutonic-tinged, “Enter!”

Günter sat behind the decommissioned flattop
that served as his desk, silhouetted by the blinding morning
sunlight streaming in through the windows like an interrogation
spotlight. He didn’t look up from the note pad.

“Herr Hauptmann, you are out of uniform.”

“It’s at the cleaners,” I lied. In fact, it
was hanging in my closet collecting dust and, I hoped, providing a
smorgasbord for moths.

“It is difficult to believe a uniform you
have never worn requires cleaning,” Günter replied without looking
up.

“Not true,” I protested. “I wore it to the
office Christmas party.”

“There was no office Christmas party,” Günter
said, still writing.

“Must’ve been the Halloween party then.”

Günter sighed but still didn’t look up. An
arm snaked out, picked up a folder, and tossed it to the far side
of the desk.

“Your next assignment,” he said. “You’ve
heard of the Duquesne Ring?”

I nodded. “Nazi spies rounded up by the FBI
early in ’41.”

Thirty-four German men and women were sent to
the US in the late Thirties to spy on a country Germany was still
at peace with. One of them was a double agent working for the FBI.
For two years, the Bureau watched the spies, feeding them false
information through the double agent. In early ’41, the Bureau
closed the trap, arresting the thirty-three remaining spies. All
were convicted and sent to prison.

“Heroes of the Reich betrayed to what you
used to call the FBI,” Günter corrected.

The FBI, now called the National Police, was
my real employer. I was seconded to the SS several months earlier,
issued the death-head uniform I never wore, and given the rank of
Hauptmann, or captain, the same rank I held in the army during the
war. Günter told me he had requested me because of my background as
a city cop before the war and as an OSS spy in Italy during the
war. In truth, he wanted to keep a close eye on me so I didn’t
arrest any more Nazi fat cats—German and American—who were making
fortunes preying on a defeated America. I had had little say in the
matter, but I didn’t mind. This way I could keep an eye on Günter,
too.

I opened the file and glanced through its
contents. Despite the SS logo on the cover, the contents were in
English. That’s because the folder held a classified FBI report
from 1941.

“This is the report on the Duquesne arrests,”
I said. “What kind of case is this? They all went home to Germany
hailed as heroes.”

Günter laid down his pen and looked at me for
the first time, his dead, blue eyes hard, and his lips set
tight.

“Yes,
heroes,”
he sneered. “Abwehr scum who failed the Fatherland.”

The Abwehr was Germany’s military
intelligence agency, equivalent to America’s OSS. Staffed by
professional military officers, the Abwehr’s responsibility was
gathering foreign intelligence. Filled with Nazi sycophants, the
primary job of the SS was Party security. The two agencies often
butted heads—unfortunately, not hard enough to kill each other.

“We are not interested in the thirty-three
who went home,” Günter said. “We want the thirty-fourth man.”
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William Sebold was the thirty-fourth man.
German-born Sebold immigrated to the States in the Thirties and
became a naturalized citizen. While visiting his mother in Germany
in 1939, the Abwehr strong-armed Sebold into becoming a spy.
Unknown to his German handlers, Sebold notified the US Consulate of
his recruitment and agreed to become a double agent for the FBI.
Through Sebold’s work, the Bureau identified thirty-three members
of a spy ring led by Fritz Duquesne, a German veteran of the Great
War and another naturalized US citizen. Just days after the Japs
attacked Pearl Harbor, the entire ring was in jail, and William
Sebold disappeared.

“So you want Sebold,” I said, tossing the
folder onto Günter’s pristine desk. It slid across the expanse of
desktop like a careening carrier plane. “You don’t need me to find
him. You have the entire FBI file right there. Go get him.”

I lit a cigarette and smiled at Günter. He
didn’t smile back. Not at all.

“Herr Hauptmann, your flippancy begins to
wear thin,” he said.

He removed an engraved gold case from his
pocket and lit a cigarette. I wondered if he bought the case or
looted it from one of his concentration camp victims.

“William Sebold is a traitor to the
Fatherland and is wanted for treason. Your FBI has hidden him and—”
He tapped the folder with an extended middle finger and I wondered
if that gesture meant same in Germany as it did in the States.
“—His whereabouts are not recorded in here.”

“So?” I shrugged.

“So as part of your country’s surrender
agreement, your country is required to turn over anyone the Reich
considers an enemy of the state or face consequences.”

After the surrender, nearly two dozen members
of the US Congress revealed they were, in fact Nazi sympathizers or
agents. Those Quislings forced FDR out of the White House and
replaced him with a pro-Nazi financier named George Prescott. They
also agreed to hand over anyone the Germans considered an
annoyance. That included Jews, commies, homosexuals, even old J.
Edgar. I didn’t want to contemplate what Günter might consider
“consequences.” I already knew how the man’s mind worked.

“Again, why me? You have the entire National
Police at your beck and call, including the Bureau agents who
brought the Duquesne ring in.”

“Those who
involved in the Duquesne affair were questioned,” Günter
said.

“And?”

“They didn’t survive the questioning.”

I leapt to my
feet, smashed the butt of my smoke into an ashtray, and leaned
across Günter’s desk, my face in front of his. I knew how these
Nazi creeps operated, and I knew too well how they interviewed
people. During the war, I had too many friends and comrades in the
OSS and resistance questioned by the SS. They didn’t
survive either.

“You tortured them, you f—?” I bit off the
last word. “You killed them and now you want me to do more of your
dirty work? Who the hell do you think you are?”

Günter leaned back in his chair, sucked
deeply on his cigarette, then exhaled. Through the smoke screen, he
studied me with his pale, emotionless eyes.

“How is your stomach doing these days, Herr
Hauptman?” he asked.

I stared at him for a long time, not
answering, gritting my teeth so hard I may have loosened a filling.
I knew what he was getting at. A bucketful of Nazi lead in my
gut—at least it felt like a bucketful—cut short my career as a spy
in Italy. I almost died. Günter was hinting there could be a repeat
of that episode in my life, with a different outcome. As I said, I
knew how the man’s mind worked.

I backed off Günter’s desk and slumped back
into my seat.

“Just fine,” I lied. “It’s doing just fine.”
I fumbled with another cigarette, and lit it. “You still haven’t
told me why me? You’ve got hundreds of SS operators here who could
find Sebold.”

“As before,” Günter said, waving his
cigarette in the air, “your experience as a policeman and a spy
make you admirably suited for this task. Plus you’re an American.
You can ask questions of your own countrymen without …”

Günter seemed to struggle for the phrase. I
gave it to him.

“Without scaring the crap out of them?”

He smiled and shrugged acceptance.

“Fine.” I took a drag on my cigarette. “But a
few minutes ago, you ordered me to wear my uniform. It’s not the
man who scares the crap out of people, it’s that damn black uniform
and its death heads.”

Günter sighed, and closed his eyes.

“Fine,” he said. “Do not wear the
uniform.”

I snubbed out my cigarette and picked up the
file folder.

“Anything not in here I should know
about?”

Günter knew exactly what I meant, and
nodded.

“From our questioning, we discovered that
Sebold was given a new identity and sent somewhere out west. To a
farm to grow wheat. Unfortunately, we didn’t get his new name. But
apparently, the location is in a place called Hutchison, Kansas. Do
you know it?”

“No,” I said, turning to leave. “But I
will.”
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I walked west on Pennsylvania Avenue until I
reached 10th Street, then turned north. During the war, these
streets were crowded with cars and people. Now Washington DC was
like a ghost town. No one wanted to be close to the seat of power
these days. Not when the power sitting in the seat consisted of
notorious war criminals.

When I reached F Street, I doubled back,
heading east until I found a drug store. I bought pack of Camels,
and asked the clerk for five bucks in quarters and dimes, then
walked another three blocks east. The change in my pocket jingled
like Hopalong’s spurs. I found a corner phone booth and stepped in.
As I closed the door, I glanced down the street from where I came.
No one was following me. I gave the operator the long distance
number and, after she told me the cost, began dropping coins into
the phone.

“Reardon.” The voice at the other end sounded
distant, but still gruff and edged by whiskey and cigarettes.

“Charlie,” I said, relieved to hear that
voice. “Paul Klee. Is the line clean?”

“Well, hey, Paul,” Charlie said. “Yeah, it’s
clean. Still working for the Heinies?”

Charlie Reardon was an old time FBI man I’d
known before the war. He’d fought the Krauts in the first war, and
spied on their spies in the last war. Charlie somehow survived the
purge of agents when the Bureau became the National Police, and
recruited me when I left the army. Though he didn’t approve of my
current employment, he understood I had little choice.

“It’s a living,” I said. “Tell me about
William Sebold.”

There was silence on the other end of the
line. Then I heard the distinctive snap of an ancient trench
lighter and a sharp inhalation. Charlie finished lighting his
cigarette and said, “Who?”

“Come one, Charlie,” I chided. “I remember
you worked the Duquesne case. You know who Sebold is.”

“What’s this about, Paul?”

“The Krauts want Sebold. He’s the
thirty-fourth man, the guy who betrayed the other thirty-three
heroes of the Reich.”

“Go on.”

“They want me to find him,” I continued.
“They’ve already talked to some of your former colleagues. I was
afraid they’d talk to you.”

“I heard.” Charlie’s voice was calm, but
spiked with anger. “I couldn’t tell you anything even if I wanted
to, Paul, and I don’t want to. I was only on the outskirts of the
Duquesne case, doing surveillance and such. I have no idea what
happened to Sebold after the trial. The Heinies must know
that.”

“Probably,” I said. “Which is why they called
on me.”

“They making more threats to A-bomb another
city?”

“More personal this time,” I said. “A
re-enactment of my wounding in Italy.”

“Jesus, Paul,” Charlie said. “I’m sorry, but
I can’t help you.”

“I know, Charlie,” I said. “Just one more
question. Do you know how to get to Hutchinson, Kansas?”

There was silence at the end of the line,
then a click as it went dead. I hung up and stepped out of the
phone booth, pulling the snap-brim of my hat down and turning up
the collar of my duster.

“Thanks, Charlie,” I said.
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Charlie Reardon knew he had given me the
information I needed. Train travel in the US had gotten difficult
and depressing, what with identification checks, and rail cars full
of victorious German soldiers, some of whom came to this country as
POWs. A train trip halfway across the country was not something I
intended to do based simply on a rumor in a SS file. Charlie as
good as told me the rumor was true. William Sebold was raising
wheat somewhere around Hutchinson, Kansas.

The ride was
as comfortable as it was possible to be these days. I had a private
sleeping car I only had to share with three other men. I spent most
of my waking hours in a reading car, perusing newspapers from
various parts of the country. One had a front-page story about a
speech given by President Prescott. It was the same tripe as
before. With the help of our new German “partners,” America would
reclaim its position among the powerful nations of the world, made
stronger with “purity of blood” and eradication of “international
financiers” who aimed to control the world. International financiers, of course, was Nazi code for Jews, and Prescott seemed
not to notice the irony that, before anointed president, he was an
international banker. The photograph accompanying the article
captured Prescott gesticulating just like old Schicklgruber
himself.
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