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To my wife’s brothers and sisters, and therefore mine. With thanks for years of help and support.







“He alone who owns the youth gains the future.”

—Adolf Hitler, Mein Kampf









—The Nuremberg Zeitgeist—

SPECIAL EDITION

VIOLENCE ERUPTS IN HEROLDSBERG!

Planned Speech By Heinrich Himmler Interrupted By Gunman.


By Zeitgeist Staff

November 7, 1930



(Heroldsberg) The quiet, peaceful town of Heroldsberg was shattered yesterday evening when a shooting took place before a planned speech by Nazi Party member Heinrich Himmler. Himmler’s motorcade had only just arrived in town when a still-unknown shooter began firing in the direction of his automobile.

Several bystanders were injured in the shooting, including Nuremberg Zeitgeist reporter Heinrich Becker. At press time, he remains in a Nuremberg hospital clinging to life in critical condition.

A Nazi Party spokesman stated that they suspected Communist agitators as responsible for the disturbance. “It is well known that the German Communist Party has sought to cast our members in an unfavorable light. They are lucky Herr Himmler was not harmed.” When contacted for comment, the Communist Party denied involvement in the incident.







— Chapter 1 —

November 6, 1930

After the boom of the gunshots, the entire street went deadly silent for a few seconds. It was as if the captain on a sinking ship had smacked the face of a panicked passenger to jolt them out of their fear. But only for a few seconds.

Then the screams came. Panic erupted. Everyone tried to run in every direction all at once. It was chaos.

I had lost sight of Rolf and Ansel in the crush of the crowd that had surrounded Himmler’s car. Then the shots came, and I was completely disoriented. Someone ran hard into my back, and the force of it sent me tumbling to the ground. I thought I might be trampled if I stayed there, so I struggled to my feet and tried to orient myself.

Then I saw Mr. Becker.

Ansel’s father.

He was lying in a pool of his own blood.

At least, I assumed it was his blood. I hadn’t the time to verify its source.

His shirt was crimson. He lay with one leg tucked up underneath him in a way that didn’t appear natural. His eyes were closed, and his left arm was splayed out from his body, as if he were pointing to a monument or leading an exploration of some unexplored land.

Ansel flew into my vision then. He wasn’t there one second, but the next he was. He fell to his knees beside his father. I could tell he was shouting, but I could not hear him over the din. Rolf and I arrived at his side within moments of each other.

Ansel had frozen. But thanks to our Scout training, Rolf and I knew what to do. We knelt on either side of Mr. Becker.

“Father. Father. Father.” Ansel kept repeating it over and over. If Mr. Becker wasn’t already in shock, he soon would be. Ansel too.

“Ansel,” I said. I couldn’t be sure he heard me in all the commotion. I reached over to squeeze his arm.

“Ansel!” I said. More loudly this time.

He looked at me. His eyes were wide, but vacant.

“Ansel, we need to help your father,” I said.

Rolf was already helping. He’d taken off his shirt and was using it to apply pressure to a wound in Mr. Becker’s arm. Ansel was kneeling beside us, and he slowly scooted out of the way.

I took off my belt. Mr. Becker had a right leg wound and it was bleeding profusely. The bullet had entered just above his knee. I wound the belt around his leg above the wound and tied it tightly the way our Scout leader had taught us. Mr. Becker’s face was white. He was in shock. In Scouts, we had learned how to treat shock in our first-aid training: “If the face is pale, raise the tail”—feet—“if the face is red, raise the head.”

Mr. Becker’s face was definitely pale. I looked around for something to rest his feet on. Someone had dropped a jacket nearby. It would have to do. I rolled it up and placed his feet atop it.

The sirens were getting closer. There were still plenty of people in the street and the ambulance was honking its horn, trying to slowly pick its way through the crowd. I stood up and bellowed, “Move aside!”

I was surprised that it worked but then looked down at the Hitler Youth uniform I wore. Ansel had “acquired” them for us to wear, so we could get his father into Himmler’s speech. It must have lent me an air of authority, for people scurried out of the way. The ambulance pulled up beside us.

The medics hopped out and pulled the stretcher out of the back. The bleeding in Mr. Becker’s leg had slowed from the tourniquet, and Rolf kept pressure on the shoulder wound.

The medics lifted Mr. Becker onto the stretcher. So far he hadn’t spoken or made a sound. I guess a couple of bullet wounds will do that to you.

“I don’t believe this just happened,” I said.

“It did,” said Rolf. “As hard as it is to understand.”

“Poor Ansel.”

“Ansel will be fine,” Rolf said. “He is the most determined person I have ever met.”

“That’s true.”

I glanced around. The crowd was starting to disperse. The SA thugs who had been right in the middle of the trouble were starting to regroup near the stage.

“Rolf, I think we need to get out of here and out of these uniforms. Before someone asks us to disperse. Or beat up an old lady. I’ll go tell my parents what happened. Can you go to Mrs. Becker and inform her of Mr. Becker’s condition?”

Rolf grimaced. “That won’t be a fun conversation.”

“No doubt. But a necessary one.”

We walked at a normal pace, until we cleared the area. We didn’t want to draw attention to ourselves, since I—being Jewish—was definitely not a member of the Hitler Youth. If one of them asked us for the secret handshake, we were sunk. Assuming they had a secret handshake.

At the church, we split up. Rolf took off at a run and so did I. My house was on the outskirts of Heroldsberg, but it was close enough for my sister Grace and I to walk to school every day. Grace usually went with her friends, and I would meet Rolf and Ansel near the marketplace.

I settled into an easy lope. We were in the midst of football season, practicing almost every day, and Professor Hicks, who also served as our football coach, made us run almost the entirety of practice. I had grown a lot in the last year, now the tallest boy in my grade. The running did not bother me.

As I ran, I thought of Mr. Becker, lying wounded in the street. And Ansel, bleeding a different kind of wound.

And I thought of how I would explain to my father why I was wearing this uniform, covered in blood.

“Joshua Greenburg,” I said to myself, “you sure do get yourself into some peculiar circumstances.”





—The Nuremberg Zeitgeist—

CREDITANSTALT BANK FAILS!

Landesbank der Rheinprovinz and Danat-Bank feared to collapse next!


By Helmut Graf

May 12, 1931



(Salzburg) The German/Austrian financial markets suffered another severe blow yesterday as Creditanstalt Bank, Austria’s largest, closed its doors. The action was a shock to account holders and investors, but a clear indication of the fragility of the German economy.

Government economists and banking regulatory agencies have declared that the failing financial system has yet to peak. Two other banks, Landesbank der Rheinprovinz and Danat-Bank, are said to be teetering on the edge of complete failure. Without these banking systems in place, businesses and individuals will be unable to borrow money, plunging the country into even deeper financial straits.







— Chapter 2 —

Salzburg, Austria

June 1931

The conversation had gone like this.

Ansel’s father sat in his wheelchair on their front lawn. He was recovering from his wounds, but the process had not been easy. The Himmler riot, as we had come to call it, had happened in November last year. It was now June. My family would be leaving for our summerhouse in Austria soon.

“Please,” Mr. Becker pleaded with me. “Take him.” He nodded in Ansel’s direction.

“Very funny,” Ansel said, giving his father dagger eyes.

“I’m serious,” Mr. Becker said. “He has our permission to spend the summer with you and your family, Joshua.”

“I’m not going to Austria, Father,” Ansel said.

“Why not?” I asked, now understanding the reason for the pleading tone in Mr. Becker’s voice.

“Because you are still recovering,” Ansel said, addressing his father.

Mr. Becker gave a dismissive wave. “Yes. That is the key word. I am recovering.”

“And you forget Unassailable Fact of Life Number Nineteen,” Ansel said. “ ‘A fool and his recovery must stay out of the moonlight.’ ”

Mr. Becker and I looked at each other. Ansel loved to spout his Unassailable Facts, claiming they were rules he lived by. They mostly made no sense, but that didn’t stop him breaking one out whenever a situation did or didn’t call for it. Mostly didn’t.

“Oh, Ansel,” Mr. Becker sighed. “Truly, you must go. Besides, with Rolf leaving at the end of the summer, it will be a good opportunity for the three of you to have a grand adventure together.”

I saw Ansel wince a little at this. The three of us were great friends, but Rolf and Ansel had been best friends since kindergarten. The Nazis had forced Rolf’s father to sell his toy factory in Nuremberg. They would be moving to America, where Rolf’s uncle owned a shoe factory. Rolf had not said much about it. Even though there was a financial crisis in America, just like in Germany, Rolf had said, “People still need shoes, I guess.” I think he was resigned to it.

Romer, Rolf’s older brother, had joined the Hitler Youth and left Heroldsberg. They didn’t know where he was. Munich, the last they heard. “My father says Romer made his choice,” Rolf had said when we discussed his move a few weeks ago. “If he is old enough to join the Hitler Youth, he is old enough to make his own way in the world.” I found it difficult to understand how they could just up and leave Romer behind, but apparently, as they said, he’d made his choice.

“I don’t need an adventure, I need to make sure you are fully recovered, Father,” Ansel said now. I will say this: hearing Ansel speak in such a serious manner was a little unsettling. He was quite the jokester. Always had a wisecrack or a sly comment to make us laugh. More than 90 percent of whatever he said was never serious. I still wasn’t used to hearing him speak like this.

When the Hitler Youth first arrived in Heroldsberg, their leader, Hans, and Ansel had taken an instant dislike to each other. Ansel had nearly driven Hans mad, always outthinking him and never letting him get the last word.

But since his father had been wounded, he’d lost a bit of his humor. It was hard to blame him. I had been there. A terribly violent thing had happened right in front of us. It was a horrible moment, and it still gave me bad dreams.

Mr. Becker had barely survived. He’d been in critical condition in the hospital for weeks. But he’d finally pulled out of it. He still required a wheelchair, but the doctors said he would eventually make a full recovery.

I thought it would be a great idea for Rolf and Ansel to come to our summerhouse for the next two months. For purely selfish reasons, of course. The truth was, as I had gotten older, spending the summer away from Heroldsberg had started losing its appeal. I was easily bored in Austria. My sister Grace had a whole cadre of friends her age who lived nearby, and she was doing something all the time. For me, I could kick around a soccer ball, or walk into downtown Salzburg and see the sights, but that quickly grew old. Having my two best mates with me for the summer sounded ideal.

Our house in Salzburg was nice, open and airy, and it caught the cool breezes that came from the mountains. But the best part was our hunting cabin in the forest north of the city. It was a small and rustic place, but there were streams to fish in, berries to gather, and campfires to build at night. I hoped this year to convince my father to let the three of us spend some time alone there. That would be a terrific way to pass the time.

Rolf had readily agreed to come. Ansel was not so easy.



“Ansel,” I said. “I don’t mean to be too dramatic, but your father is on the mend. And who knows if we’ll ever see Rolf again? America is a long way away. And with the factory sold, there is nothing here to bring them back. With Romer…” I stopped. I didn’t know what else to say.

Ansel said nothing for a while. But then his face changed, as if he had arrived at a decision. A breeze had started to pick up and it was cooling off. Ansel moved to wheel his father back inside the house. His hands on the wheelchair handles, he halted for a moment.

“If… and it’s a big if… I go, there will have to be some conditions,” he said to his father.

“Of course, anything you want,” his father said.

“You haven’t even heard the conditions yet,” he said.

“But I’m sure it will be no problem,” Mr. Becker said. He was trying hard to keep the desperate tone out of his voice. I sympathized with the poor man. I’m not sure I would want Ansel to be in charge of my recovery and rehabilitation. He could easily drive a person crazy.

“First, you will send a telegram each week we are gone, telling me of your progress,” Ansel said.

“Consider it done,” Mr. Becker said.

“Second, there will be no working. Not on any stories, none, until the doctor gives his approval.”

Mr. Becker hesitated for a split second but remembered that his break from Ansel’s stern stewardship was at stake. “Fine. Fine,” he said. He was a reporter for the Nuremberg Zeitgeist newspaper and was always chasing down the next story. It had undoubtedly been hard for him to sit idle these past few months. Given that he was an opponent of the Nazis, not being able to report on their activities had to be especially galling.

“I’m serious, Father,” Ansel said.

“I know. I promise. No working until it’s approved by the doctor.”

Ansel was quiet then.

“What else?” his father asked.

“That’s it,” Ansel said.

“That’s it? Really?”

“Would you like me to add more conditions?” Ansel asked, arching an eyebrow.

“No. No, no!” he nearly shouted. I had to stifle a laugh.

Ansel looked at me. “Then, Joshua,” he said, “let’s go to Salzburg.”






— Chapter 3 —

Munich

We traveled to Salzburg on a private railcar owned by my father’s bank. It had nicer seats, and magazines to read and snacks to eat. We had boarded in Nuremberg after taking the train in from Heroldsberg. My mother and Grace were already in Salzburg, so just the four of us occupied the car. We left Nuremberg station about 9 a.m. and two hours later rolled into Munich.

We had to wait in Munich while the car was moved onto a siding so it could be attached to a Salzburg-bound train. München Hauptbahnhof—Munich Central Station—reminded me of an anthill, only one made up of people. The hustle and bustle was a stark contrast to the quiet and relative solitude of Heroldsberg—quiet, that is, until the Nazis started showing up and creating trouble.
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