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To Alexander Kirkpatrick


Man thirsts more for glory than for virtue. Armor of an enemy, his broken helmet, the flag ripped from a conquered ship, were treasures valued beyond all human riches. It is to obtain these tokens of glory that generals, be they Roman, Greek or barbarian, brave thousands of perils and endure a thousand exertions.

DECIMUS IUNIUS IUVENALIS,
ROMAN POET OF THE SECOND CENTURY C.E.



AUTHOR’S NOTE

The true story that follows is based on military records, correspondence, diaries, interviews, archival materials, and the unpublished World War II oral memoirs of University of California, Berkeley, art history professor Walter Horn.
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CHAPTER 1
BLACKSMITH’S ALLEY

February 23, 1945

Every morning, like clockwork, Allied bombers would darken the skies over Namur, Belgium. In this last winter of World War II, hundreds and sometimes a thousand planes, flying in vast air armadas known as bomber streams, would thunder overhead for an hour or more at a time, leaving miles-long vapor trails that hung in the air long after the aircraft had vanished and the bombardiers had released their lethal cargo over targets in Germany and Eastern Europe.

The arrival of the bomber streams terrified the captured German soldiers at the U.S. Army detention center in the snow-covered fields on the outskirts of Namur. The prisoners, huddled together and shivering in wire-mesh holding pens, would peer anxiously skyward, dreading the horror about to be unleashed on their friends and families at home. Their American captors would also look up at the planes, but instead of fear, they felt overwhelming admiration for the bomber crews and their firepower. They were the silver hammer that was destroying the Nazi war machine and would soon enable the Allied Army to annihilate Adolf Hitler in his homeland. That the day and night bombing missions targeted not only military objectives but also industrial sites, resulting in the destruction of entire cities, was the price that Germany had to pay for its continued resistance.

First Lieutenant Walter Horn, one of ten German-speaking U.S. Third Army interrogators stationed at Camp Namur, awaited the daily arrival of the bomber squadrons with mixed emotions. Thirty-six years old, with a broad chest and shoulders, dark movie-star looks, and an impatient wife waiting at home in Point Richmond, on the San Francisco Bay, Horn felt tremendous pride in America’s ability to build, fuel, maintain, and launch thousands of planes loaded with tens of thousands of bombs, hurtling them hundreds of miles deep into enemy territory. Although he had yet to fire a weapon in combat during two years of service, and his mobile intelligence unit, commanded by General George S. Patton, always remained a comfortable fifty miles behind the front lines, Horn appreciated the daring and courage of the air crews and felt a special kinship with the thousands of others—artillerymen, infantry, medics, cooks, clerks, and quartermasters—who made up the largest, fastest-moving, and best-equipped army that had ever existed.

But the sight of the bomber streams also filled Horn with anxiety. Like the prisoners he interrogated, he had been born, raised, and educated in Germany. He never knew whether one of the bombers would be dropping its payload within range of his family’s home in Heidelberg or if, as he looked into the holding pens at the forlorn faces of captured and wounded prisoners, he would one day see the face of his older brother Rudolf.

Lieutenant Horn’s orders that winter were to help ascertain whether Hitler would unleash chemical or biological weapons when the Allied Army crossed the Rhine River into the German heartland. It had been rumored that the Germans, in a last desperate attempt to break the vise of the approaching Allied forces, would resort to using such weapons, as they had in the trenches in France twenty-seven years earlier.

Patton’s mobile intelligence unit had prepared a detailed questionnaire to ferret out the truth. Interrogators did not ask prisoners directly about weapons stockpiles. Rather, they elicited the information from four out of one hundred fifty seemingly random questions put to the prisoners. The answers would be used to determine if the soldiers had been taught how to use chemical or biological weapons in battle and if, hidden behind enemy lines, shelters were in place to protect the civilian population. Fifteen hundred rank-and-file soldiers, selected from Wehrmacht infantry captured in Belgium after the Battle of the Bulge, had been marched to Namur for this purpose. The interrogation facilities being inadequate, many of the interviews took place out of doors. Horn’s office, just beyond the prisoner enclosures, consisted of two empty orange crates, a small desk borrowed from a nearby elementary school, and a stack of questionnaires and pencils.

Horn had already interviewed thirty-five prisoners on February 23, 1945, when a camp guard brought him forty-eight-year-old Private Fritz Hüber from the German 2nd Panzer Division. Lean and haggard, with a narrow face distinguished by an enormous hooked nose, Hüber wore the same ill-fitting uniform in which he had been captured three weeks earlier. Though old by Allied Army standards, Hüber was not an unusual Wehrmacht recruit, as the Germans, after more than five years of continuous warfare, were drafting soldiers as young as sixteen and as old as sixty, mixing them into units of battle-hardened veterans and having them dig trenches, run interference, and haul equipment on their backs or in carts. German manpower, a resource like the diesel fuel to drive their tanks, was now in short supply.

Hüber, recruited in Nürnberg, had received less than a month’s training before being marched through the snow into combat in Belgium; he didn’t know anything about chemical or biological weapons. Horn checked off the private’s answers in rapid succession, obtaining nothing more than “yes,” “no,” and “I don’t know.”

The interview completed, Horn was ready to dismiss his prisoner. But as the lieutenant would later note in a detailed account of the interview, he suddenly changed his mind. Looking across the table at the pitiful Private Hüber, hunched over from lack of sleep and clearly suffering from rheumatism in the damp cold, Horn offered Hüber a cigarette and a cup of coffee and asked if there was anything he knew that might interest Army intelligence.

Hüber contorted his face like a schoolboy who had flunked an exam. Tears welled up in his eyes. He wanted to help, to be of service.

The lieutenant had witnessed reactions of this kind before. He saw it nearly every day among prisoners who had lost everything but their lives. Men like Hüber, recruited off the streets by the Gestapo or forcefully removed from their homes and pressed into service for the Fatherland, were neither dedicated nor arrogant Nazis. Many of them had already lost sons, daughters, and wives in the war or had seen their homes and apartment buildings incinerated. They were reluctant warriors. Having given themselves up to the enemy, been stripped of their possessions, and herded like cattle into holding pens, most had lost the last shreds of self-respect. As a final indignity, they now saw and heard the endless streams of bombers overhead and knew that their situation was truly hopeless. Hermann Göring’s new and much-vaunted Messerschmitt jet interceptors were nowhere to be seen. If Hitler actually possessed a secret weapon that would turn the tide of the war, as propaganda minister Josef Göbbels had promised the German people, he would have used it by now.

Hüber and his fellow prisoners knew that no one would be coming to their rescue. Yet, despite their utter despair, Horn sensed a strange paradox in them. These footsoldiers, even those who had begun as stalwarts of the Führer’s insane dream of world domination, still wanted to be of service, wanted to count for something. They were desperate to be of value, even if it was to the enemy. Private Hüber and countless others like him would be the ones who would one day return home to rebuild their nation.

The prisoner told Horn, apologetically, that he could be of no help.

Horn expected to hear nothing more from him. But as Hüber finished his coffee, and Horn was about to signal to camp guards to lead him back to the prisoner enclosure, the soldier’s face suddenly lit up. “Are you interested in art and antiques?” Hüber asked.

Horn smiled broadly. The aging German soldier couldn’t have known that in civilian life his interrogator was an art history professor at the University of California at Berkeley or that years earlier, before fleeing Nazi Germany, he had studied art history in Hamburg, Munich, and Berlin, had earned his doctorate under the mentorship of the internationally renowned medieval scholar Erwin Panofsky, and completed postgraduate work with Bernard Berenson in Florence, Italy. There was no subject that Dr. Walter Horn was more interested in discussing than art and antiquities.

“What do you know?” Horn asked.

Hüber sat up stiffly and addressed the lieutenant as if he was being debriefed by a superior in the German Army. “There is a hidden treasure in a bunker underneath the Nürnberg castle. The hiding place is cut into the rock under the sandstone cliff. It’s very secret. No one but Reichsführer Himmler, his staff, a few ranking city officials, and workers who labor in the bunker know anything about it.”

“Heinrich Himmler, you say? Of the SS?”

Hüber nodded solemnly, adding that the bunker was deep in the castle’s bedrock but that its entrance tunnel was from outside, on the street.

Intrigued, Horn asked Hüber to elaborate.

Hüber explained that the entrance was camouflaged to look like the parking garage of an antiques shop off an alley in the old part of the city, with a sign that read Antiques—New and Old.

As Horn would later note, Hüber paused as if holding an image of the shop in his mind. The thought seemed to bring a faint smile to his face. He became more relaxed, even upbeat.

The prisoner continued by describing the bunker’s layout. He said that the covered car park, with its camouflaged doors, led to a long tunnel that descended some two hundred feet underground. At the end of the tunnel was a four-thousand-square-foot bunker, constructed of reinforced concrete, with five separate storage cells and a bank vault large enough to park a small truck inside. The facility was entirely self-contained. The bunker’s guards had their own sleeping quarters, electric generators, fuel, fresh water, food supply, and radio equipment. There were airshafts that opened aboveground and an air-purification system in case the city was fire-bombed.

“If this place is so secret,” Horn asked warily, “how did you get to know about it?”

Hüber’s face now became animated. “Because our family lives above the antiques shop. My father is in charge of maintaining the ventilation unit that regulates the bunker’s temperature and humidity. Mother checks the art and artifacts for possible mold and insect damage. She has to wear special white gloves when entering the storage units. Every now and again, she sprays the facility with pesticide.”

Horn listened with growing fascination as Hüber discussed a few of the bunker’s elaborate security features. Even the guards protecting the facility could not access the storage units, and no unaccompanied person, except for Himmler and the lord mayor of Nürnberg, Willy Liebel, was ever permitted inside the vault room. Two keys and a five-digit lock combination were necessary to open its foot-thick outer door and a second inner door with steel bars.

“What kind of art is kept inside the bunker?” Horn asked.

Hüber mentioned several of the more than a hundred objects he said were sheltered in the various storage rooms. There were prints and etchings by Albrecht Dürer, sculpture by Adam Kraft and Viet Stoss, medieval codices, maps, Renaissance musical instruments, and Gothic stained-glass windows. Everything was listed in a card catalogue outside the guard’s room, in the main hall, and checked periodically by the lord mayor or his secretary.

Impressed, Horn asked what was kept in the vault room.

Hüber was immediately forthcoming. Inside was an array of artifacts packed into wooden shipping crates. In one enormous box containing a glass case were a king’s robes, embroidered with pearl-studded pictures of camels and lions. Another box, with the word “Mauritius” stenciled on the side, held an ancient sword. A third box contained a crown covered with uncut sapphires, rubies, and amethysts. Nearby was stored a silver scepter and a golden apple tipped with a jewel-encrusted cross. In its own leather case, resting on a red velvet pillow, was an ancient Roman spear point, which visitors to the vault—among them Himmler himself—referred to as the “Holy Lance.”

Horn was both excited and disturbed by Hüber’s recitation. He didn’t have enough information to identify the origins of the artwork sheltered in the rest of the bunker, but the combination of treasures in the vault belonged to a legendary collection of artifacts that had been detailed in countless medieval paintings and monastic manuscripts.

The king’s robes, or imperial vestments, embroidered with the distinctive camels and lions, had been created in the early twelfth century in Palermo, Italy, and had been worn by the great soldier-kings of medieval Europe. The imperial sword—sometimes referred to as the “Mauritius Sword”—was named in honor of a martyred Roman centurion and legendary commander of the Theban Legion. The crown, scepter, and apple-shaped orb had been the property, among others, of King Frederick Barbarossa, the fearsome red-bearded monarch who had once held court in Nürnberg Castle and lost his life during the Third Crusade to the Holy Land. But it was Hüber’s mention of the ancient Roman spear point that authoritatively identified the collection. The Holy Lance, known variously as the Longinus lance and Spear of Destiny, was alleged to have been the weapon that pierced the side of Christ at the Crucifixion and had subsequently been carried into battle by Emperors Constantine and Charlemagne.

The objects in the vault were the Crown Jewels of the Holy Roman Empire, the most valuable collection of artifacts in all of Europe. Hitler, in his quest for world domination, had removed them from the royal treasury in Vienna, Austria, and put them briefly on display in Nürnberg. Where he had hidden them after the bombing raids over Germany began, and if the collection was still intact, was a subject of intense speculation among art historians and museum curators the world over.

Horn had no reason to doubt the prisoner’s story. Hitler had plundered Europe, stealing all manner of treasure, from Leonardo paintings and Michelangelo sculptures to priceless Russian and Polish icons and medieval monastic manuscripts. Nürnberg, the second-largest city in Bavaria, was a natural place for Hitler to safeguard his plunder. This ancient city, with its massive medieval castle built on a red sandstone mountain, was the Nazi state’s symbolic core, sentimentally linked with its perceived mythic past, and the site of enormous staged Nazi Party rallies to glorify the regime’s future. Horn himself, over the radio, had heard Hitler, standing at a podium, declare Nürnberg to be “the most German of all German cities” and “the treasure chest of the Nazi Party.” Horn had always thought he meant this figuratively. Hüber was telling him otherwise.

The prisoner dutifully wrote down the names of his mother and his father, then drew a map on the back of an Army questionnaire detailing the exact location of the entrance to the underground bunker on a narrow lane that at one end backed against the historic Nürnberg castle and at the other, an open cobblestone square and clusters of medieval buildings that included the former home and art studio of Albrecht Dürer. The address was “52” Upper Blacksmith’s Alley.

Later that evening, after Horn had returned a stack of questionnaires to his commanding officer, he borrowed a typewriter from his friend and fellow German-born interrogator, Master Sergeant Felix Rosenthal, and spent the rest of the night in the officers’ mess composing a detailed account of his interview. He had every reason to believe that his report would be buried in a slush pile of Army intelligence dismissed as unimportant to the war effort, and if for some reason it was passed up the chain of command to General Patton’s headquarters, he knew how improbable it would be that a combat operations officer would recognize the recovery of the Crown Jewels of the Holy Roman Empire as a significant military objective.

In spite of his doubts that his report would climb the chain of command, Horn wrote two drafts, composing his words with the same care and attention to detail as for articles he had published in prominent art history journals before the war. Satisfied with the final result, he sealed his report along with Hüber’s hand-drawn map into an envelope and addressed it to Patton’s Third Army intelligence headquarters in Paris.



CHAPTER 2
MONUMENTS MEN

July 19, 1945

The war in Europe ended less than three months later, on May 8, 1945. Thousands of cities and towns now lay in ruins because of the monstrous power of one man, Adolf Hitler. From the rubble—as the weather warmed and wildflowers bloomed—would come the stench of countless dead men, women, and children. But many of the most horrifying realities of the Nazi killing machine were just coming to light. Even the most battle-hardened combat veterans were stunned and bewildered by the incomprehensible scenes of malnourishment, disease, and wholesale slaughter they saw in the German death camps, where millions of Jews and others deemed undesirable had been starved, tortured, and murdered by the Nazis.

Rather than return home to his teaching post at Berkeley, and against the express wishes of his wife, Horn had joined the campaign to help capture and hold responsible the Reich leadership, which had brought such horror and misery to the world. Accompanied by his friend and fellow interrogator, Felix Rosenthal, he moved with his unit from Belgium through France and across the Rhine River into Germany to Camp Freising, a top-secret U.S. Third Army interrogation center in a small farming village outside Munich. Along the way, he was promoted from interviewing lowly German infantry to interrogating high-ranking Nazis, a task for which he was especially well suited.

The most notorious Nazis he debriefed were Gauleiter Julius Streicher, the regional Nazi Party leader and loathsome publisher of Der Stürmer, the Nazi Party’s weekly anti-Semitic newspaper, who was arrested while fleeing Bavaria disguised as a house painter; and Himmler’s chief of staff, Ernst Kaltenbrunner, head of the Reich Security Main Office, or RSHA, which operated the death camps, who was captured in an isolated mountain chalet while posing as an Austrian physician. Horn’s informed and relaxed manner had proved to be his most valuable asset. But it was his uncanny ability to place a particular accent that had earned him modest renown in the intelligence community. In one remarkable interrogation session, Horn had uncovered the true identity of a Gestapo officer by pinpointing where in Berlin he had grown up and gone to school.

As a reward for success, Horn was now working ten-hour days at Camp Freising in a windowless holding cell in a former German Army barracks. The only perk of the job, besides ready access to confidential files and intelligence reports, was not having to sleep on a cot and eat in the officers’ mess. Thanks to Rosenthal, whom General Patton had assigned to find a suitable location for the interrogation center, he and Felix were living in the luxurious three-bedroom home of the barracks’ former German commandant, which offered hot and cold running water, a dining room, a gourmet kitchen, and a wood-paneled den with its own reference library. He and Rosenthal weren’t the most senior officers in the Camp Freising complex, but they had arrived first, before anyone else could lay claim to the best accommodations.

Horn had finished a particularly demanding interview on Thursday, July 19, when he received orders to report to United States Forces European Theater command headquarters in Frankfurt. Rosenthal had only to see the official letterhead of the USFET and Supreme Allied Commander Eisenhower’s official stamp at the bottom of the orders to suspect that he was losing Horn to a competing intelligence outfit. But neither of the two interrogators, both deeply involved in compiling dossiers for use in upcoming war-crimes tribunals, connected Horn’s orders to the report he had written in Camp Namur.

As Rosenthal would later recall, he and Horn concluded that another high-ranking Nazi had been apprehended. “Perhaps they’ve caught Bormann,” Horn said, venturing a guess.

Rosenthal admitted that his colleague could be right. Martin Bormann, Hitler’s secretary and head of the Party Chancellery, topped the list of missing Nazi officials and was the subject of recent speculation among Freising’s intelligence officers. No one knew where Bormann had fled since visiting Hitler’s Berlin bunker on the day the Führer killed himself. According to Hitler’s chauffeur, Erich Kempa, whom Horn and Rosenthal were currently interrogating, Bormann had escaped on foot into a Berlin subway tunnel with the leader of the Hitler Youth movement, intending to meet up with loyalist troops who would sneak them out of Germany. Many Allied intelligence officers believed that Bormann had subsequently escaped to Brazil by submarine or had joined Himmler’s covert resistance army, led by Gestapo chief Heinrich Müller, who was alleged to be operating in the Austrian Alps. If Bormann had indeed been apprehended, Horn—a rising star in the intelligence community—would be the logical choice to debrief him at USFET’s Camp King, where the captured Nazi high command was being held.

They would soon find out. Horn promised to keep his friend informed, cleared the trip with his commanding officer, and, early the next morning, hitched a ride on a half-ton Army transport headed to Frankfurt on the autobahn.

Although Horn relished the opportunity to leave the Freising compound, where he felt like a captive, and to visit a city he hadn’t seen for a decade, the drive north was no pleasant respite from the reality of postwar Germany. Years earlier, the trip would have been a three- or four-hour cruise past scenic, well-tended farms and pastures. Now the journey consumed half the day, with depressing reminders everywhere of the war’s tragedy. Horn’s only consolation was that his father, Karl, a Lutheran minister, who had died just as Hitler rose to power, didn’t have to experience the utter desolation and despair that gripped the country he had so loved.

Everywhere along the bomb-cratered roadway were the skeletal remains of automobiles, trucks, and treadless tanks. More disconcerting were the parades of former camp inmates and soldiers, and the forlorn processions of displaced others. These refugees of Hitler’s war were part of the largest migration in human history: Russians returning to the east, French to the west, Yugoslavs, Italians, and Austrians headed south, along with homeless Germans going in all directions. The lucky few traveled by car and truck or rode in wagons and carts and on bicycles. The countless others were on foot, with and without shoes, hauling pots, pans, water bottles, and the occasional infant on their backs.

The approach to Frankfurt showed no familiar landmarks, only rows of lonely chimneys. A few scattered buildings remained, but even these were empty shells. The scene inside the city was equally unnerving. Frankfurt’s medieval city center, at one time the largest and most opulent in all of Germany, had been leveled. Except for two or three major thoroughfares, its streets lay buried under debris. Trudging through them was the same sea of forsaken and hollow-eyed faces as those on the autobahn, only these were more desperate because they had no place else to go. Either they were already home or they hadn’t the strength, the means, or the wisdom to move on.

Paradoxically, the massive Nazi building complex that now housed USFET headquarters, in what was once the city’s fashionable west-end district, was untouched by the war. The nine-story sand-colored skyscraper had previously been the world headquarters of I. G. Farben, Germany’s largest chemical manufacturer. Here Fritz Termeer, Farben’s head of research, had developed the process to turn coal into synthetic oil and rubber and, as Allied intelligence now knew, had formulated Zyklon B, the lethal nerve gas used in Himmler’s death camps. That this building had survived when Frankfurt’s churches, libraries, museums, and schools had burned was a topic of discussion for the Allies and Germans alike. The scuttlebutt among intelligence officers was that General Eisenhower had ordered the Farben complex spared because he wanted it for his headquarters. Perhaps it was also true that bombers had passed it by because of an adjacent prison camp housing several thousand captured Allied soldiers.

Many visitors to the ultramodern building, with its reflecting pool and landscaped grounds, found the architecture inspiring. To Horn, it was a characterless concrete fortress, representing all that he most detested in the Nazis’ sterile and utilitarian architecture. He couldn’t, however, fault its technical amenities. After presenting his orders at the command center’s reception station, he was led by a white-helmeted military policeman into the main rotunda to elevators that operated on escalator-like conveyor belts. No doors opened or closed. Passengers merely stepped onto the moving platform on one floor and stepped off at any other.

Horn exited on the third floor and followed his escort down a spacious, lofty hallway to a suite of offices. He was not informed of his contact until Lieutenant James Rorimer—oddly attired in combat boots and a formal dress uniform—introduced himself and explained that Horn would be shown into the USFET liaison office of Major Mason Hammond, chief of Monuments, Fine Arts, and Archives.

Lieutenant Horn still didn’t know why he had been called to Frankfurt, but the mention of Hammond’s name and his supervisory position with the MFAA provided two important clues. He had met Hammond in London two years earlier when they were both on temporary assignment to British intelligence. After a chance encounter on the steps of the British Museum, they discovered that they were both university professors in civilian life. Hammond, the more senior of the two, held a prestigious chair at Harvard University, where he taught Latin and Greek and specialized in Roman history. Horn was just getting started in his career at Berkeley, but his work with Panofsky in Berlin and a two-year fellowship at the German Institute in Florence had impressed Hammond. They had spent a pleasant afternoon strolling the hallowed halls of the British Museum and discussing the finer points of Florentine church architecture. The war hadn’t entered their conversation until late in the day, when Hammond invited Horn out for dinner. Hammond, then a captain, had spoken of the possible formation of the MFAA, the Allied military force that would be charged with protecting historic monuments on the battlefield and recovering Nazi plunder. He thought there might come a time, after the Allied invasion, when the MFAA would need someone with Horn’s academic and military credentials. Apparently, that time had come.

There were no military salutes. The avuncular forty-two-year-old Hammond welcomed Horn into his office with a warm handshake. He had remembered their afternoon together in London and asked Horn how an article he was writing on the Basilica of San Miniato in Florence was coming along.

Horn admitted that he had carried a draft of the article with him across two continents and seven countries but that he still hadn’t submitted it for peer review. He also expressed his uncertainty that it would ever be published. Given the destruction of so many buildings in Italy, San Miniato might no longer exist.

Hammond assured the lieutenant that the basilica was still standing, though a bit worse for wear. He had walked its cloisters six months earlier on an MFAA tour of the city. Florence’s magnificent bridges hadn’t survived—all but one blown up by the retreating German Army—but the city’s principal monuments and churches, including the Duomo, had withstood both Nazi and Allied occupation. Hammond promised to show him photographs, but later. He wanted to know about Horn’s interview with Ernst Kaltenbrunner, Himmler’s RSHA chief of staff, and the details of a developing scandal in the intelligence community.

Horn shared what he knew. The day after he had interrogated Kaltenbrunner for Third Army G-2—an intelligence unit that operated at corps and divisional level—the prisoner had been questioned by one of Horn’s less adept colleagues at USFET, who had failed to secure the interrogation room. Kaltenbrunner had seized a razor that had been carelessly left on a table and slashed his wrist in a suicide attempt. Several other interviews with ranking Nazis had ended in similarly unfortunate ways, foremost among them that of Heinrich Himmler, held by the British, who had swallowed a cyanide capsule.

The lieutenant assured Hammond that although Kaltenbrunner wasn’t talking, the RSHA chief would live to stand trial. “Is this why I’ve been called to Frankfurt?” Horn asked.

Hammond, whose diplomatic skills had earned him the top position at the MFAA, was noncommittal. He explained that until recently, the MFAA hadn’t focused its attention on Kaltenbrunner or his immediate superior, Heinrich Himmler. Plundering private and public art collections was primarily the responsibility of Air Marshal Göring, ideologue Alfred Rosenberg, and second-in-command Martin Bormann. Reichsführer Himmler was not known to have kept a private trove of lavish art. Nor did he so overtly participate in the wholesale forced borrowing, illegal gifting, coerced sales, and outright confiscation that created his colleagues’ vast collections. The lion’s share of goods that were found in Himmler’s private rail car, captured in Dürrnberg, Austria, and in a nearby mine shaft, consisted of books and papers from which the Reichsführer intended someday to write his memoirs.

“Death squads were his chosen vocation,” Horn declared, echoing the sentiments of his Third Army G-2 intelligence team.

Hammond accepted what Horn said without comment, reached for a file on the desk, passed it to the lieutenant, and explained that Himmler didn’t figure into MFAA investigations until recently, when General Patton had called some of the Reichsführer’s nonmilitary activities to his attention.

Horn opened the file. Inside, he was delighted to discover, was his Camp Namur report. His handiwork hadn’t languished in a slush pile at intelligence headquarters. “They’ve found the bunker?” Horn asked.

Hammond said that they had, just where Private Hüber said it would be.

The major briefly described how Horn’s report had climbed the ranks to Patton, who was not only a fierce and accomplished warrior but had an unrivaled knowledge of military history. Apparently, the art and artifacts of the ancient soldier-kings of the Holy Roman Empire held a particular fascination for him.

The MFAA chief didn’t know many details, only that Patton had forwarded the report to General Alexander Patch of the U.S. Seventh Army, who in turn passed it on to General “Iron Mike” O’Daniel in early April, whose 3rd “Rock of the Marne” Infantry Division, along with General Robert Frederick’s 45th “Thunderbird” Division, spearheaded the invasion of Nürnberg.

Hammond confided to Horn that few of his own MFAA requests had been acted upon as quickly or opportunely as the lieutenant’s report from Belgium. A Thunderbird commando team had secured the bunker on Hitler’s birthday, April 20. Captain John Thompson, the MFAA liaison officer in Nürnberg, had had trouble locating the keys and the lock combination that Private Hüber referred to, but five separate underground storage cells and the main vault were eventually opened and inventoried. Hammond, accompanied by Lieutenant Thomas Carr Howe, had just returned from inspecting the facility.

What they had found, Hammond said, was altogether remarkable. Each individual storage cell was partitioned so that the air temperature and humidity could be customized to protect the specific type of art contained within it. There were two sets of boilers, air-conditioning units, and dehumidifiers, should one malfunction. The walls were insulated with alternate layers of tar and spun glass, and the floors were a new type of fiber board—a composite made from hardwood shavings and plaster. The art and artifacts, he admitted, were better cared for and protected than they would have been in the British Museum or the Louvre.

Looking down at an open folder in his hands, Hammond mentioned several of the more important antiquities contained inside. Identification was not a challenge. All of the items, as Hüber had previously told Horn, were catalogued in a card file in the bunker’s main entrance chamber.

In addition to the Dürer prints Hüber had mentioned was the world’s first pocket watch, created by Nürnberg craftsmen in the year 1500. Another storage cell contained Martin Behaim’s celebrated terrestrial globe, which some scholars believed had influenced the voyages of Columbus and Magellan. A third cell held the Manesse Codex, a songbook of the celebrated Mastersingers of Nürnberg, one of the most valuable medieval manuscripts in existence. Horn and his mentor, Erwin Panofsky, had personally examined the manuscript at the University of Heidelberg.

Hammond pointed out that most everything in the bunker was from German museums, churches, and city collections. This wasn’t Nazi loot plundered from occupied nations. There were, however, several notable exceptions. An entire storage cell was dedicated to an altar, carved by renowned sculptor Viet Stoss in the fifteenth century, which Himmler’s SS had removed from the Basilica of the Virgin Mary in Cracow, Poland. The heavy framework that supported the altar was still missing, but its panels and gilded figurines—priceless by any measure—were all together.

As with the codex he had studied in Heidelberg, Horn was intimately familiar with Viet Stoss’s Gothic masterpiece. It stood forty-eight feet high and thirty-two feet long and had been carved early in the old master’s career, when the sculptor lived in what would today be Poland but was then part of the Holy Roman Empire.

Horn made the first of several observations: every object that Hammond had mentioned had some connection with Germany’s more illustrious ancient past. The Blacksmith’s Alley bunker was nothing less than the Third Reich’s historic treasure room. And this was what led Horn to jump ahead and ask about the most valuable artifacts, the holy relics that Private Hüber had said were placed in the vault that required two keys and a lock combination to enter.

This collection, too, had been found. The catalogue listed seventeen crates in the vault, all identified as containing the Crown Jewels of the Holy Roman Empire. Hitler had removed them from the royal treasury in the Kunsthistorisches Museum, in Vienna’s Hofburg, for display in Nürnberg, and had presumably ordered them hidden in the Blacksmith’s Alley bunker once the Allied bombers began raiding the city.

“Is the collection intact?”

“That’s the problem,” Hammond said. “Two of the seventeen crates are empty, and one crate is missing from the vault altogether.”

Hammond showed Horn a typed inventory. Among the thirty-one items still in the vault were the king’s robes, various royal ceremonial objects, and a priceless collection of ecumenical relics that belonged to the Holy Roman Emperors. Included among the most valuable items in the vault was the Holy Lance. But missing from the collection were five of the most important treasures: the imperial crown, globe, scepter, and two swords.

“Are you certain they haven’t been misplaced or hidden somewhere else in the bunker?” Horn asked.

Hammond was positive. He had ordered an archivist and curator at Nürnberg’s Germanic Museum to conduct an investigation.

The major handed Horn a letter stamped with the museum’s insignia. At the bottom of the page was the signature of Dr. E. Günter Troche.

The sight of Troche’s name came as a delightful surprise to Horn. He and Troche had studied together under Panofsky and at one point roomed together in Berlin. It was doubtful that Hammond could have found a more competent German art historian to examine the bunker.

Horn communicated this to Hammond and expressed his relief that Troche, who hadn’t fled Germany as had Horn, had survived the war and was now at Nürnberg’s Germanic Museum.

The major was pleased to hear this, because Horn, he said, was being relieved of his duties at Camp Freising and assigned to Nürnberg to investigate the disappearance of the five artifacts. The lieutenant would need every ally he could find. Captain Thompson, the MFAA liaison officer in the city, was in over his head. He didn’t speak a word of German or know the first thing about art and antiquities. Moreover, Hammond didn’t entirely trust Thompson or his team. He had received several reports from Evelyn Tucker and Edith Standen, MFAA field officers in Bavaria, that security was dangerously lax at many of the Allied facilities where plundered art was being kept.

“Do you think our own men are involved in the disappearance of the treasures?” Horn asked.

Hammond didn’t know what to believe but admitted that it was possible. If Tucker’s and Standen’s reports were accurate, millions of dollars’ worth of paintings, jewelry, carpets, and artifacts had vanished into the black market during the Allied invasion and occupation. The jewels on the imperial crown were worth a fortune.

Horn shuddered to think of the priceless treasures being scavenged of their gemstones or, worse still, a five-hundred-year-old scepter melted down for its metals. But such crimes were not unprecedented. The black market thrived throughout occupied Germany. People were doing what they needed to survive, and U.S. occupation officers and GIs alike were happy to look the other way for a cut of the profits. In one G-2 intelligence report Horn had read, a priceless collection of medieval art and manuscripts had disappeared from an Austrian monastery into the hands of a ranking U.S. Army occupation officer. Another American official had been caught shipping Hitler’s silverware and gold-plated pistol to his parents’ home in Brooklyn, New York.

“Any leads?” Horn asked.

The major said that they had only rumors to go on. Dr. Troche and Captain Thompson, too, were convinced that the Nazis themselves removed or stole the five items before the U.S. Army took possession of the facility. They were running down leads but hadn’t made much progress.

Hammond walked to his office window and invited the lieutenant to join him. From where they stood, they could look down into the courtyard in front of General Eisenhower’s office. There, in the middle of a reflecting pool, was the famed statue of a water nymph by sculptor Fritz Klimsch. In another setting, the Art Deco masterpiece in the reflecting pool would have made a pastoral scene, but the Nazi architecture, the omnipresent beige cloud of dust blowing up from the ruins, and the rows of chimneys on the roofless buildings beyond ruined the conceit.

Hammond reminded Horn of what he had said in his report from Belgium: the Crown Jewels were Europe’s most valuable treasure. As such, Patton wanted to see that the missing items, wherever they might be, whoever may have taken them, were returned to the collection. Eisenhower, too, Hammond said, wanted to see the matter resolved as soon as possible and had given him authority to put Horn in charge of a special MFAA investigative unit, which, for the time being, would consist solely of Horn.

The major gave Horn a set of orders that included travel vouchers, food coupons, MFAA credentials, and authorization for a jeep and a driver from the USFET motor pool. Like Horn’s previous orders, these had come from the office of the Supreme Allied Commander, but this time they weren’t stamped. They bore Eisenhower’s personal signature in his own distinctive bold and flowing hand.

Horn was flattered and delighted. Here was his chance to combine both his skills as an interrogator and his knowledge of art history. And as a new member of the MFAA team, he would also be in very distinguished company. James Rorimer, Hammond’s chief aide in Bavaria, came from the Metropolitan Museum in New York. Charles Parkhurst, an MFAA adjunct, was on leave from the National Gallery in Washington, and Harry Grier, another on Hammond’s team, was from the Frick. Horn already knew MFAA field officer Thomas Carr Howe, who was director of the Palace of the Legion of Honor fine art museum in San Francisco before the war began. He was perhaps the most important and influential art historian in California and had helped Horn obtain his teaching position at Berkeley.

Hammond acknowledged that virtually all of his top men were museum curators and museum directors. They were people who knew fine art. But they didn’t have Horn’s experience with Army regulations, procedures, or strategic military interests. Nor did they have the lieutenant’s unique perspective on Germany and Germanic art. This was why, the major said, he was assigning the case to him and not to one of his more senior officers. The investigation of the Crown Jewels was a delicate matter, which had to be handled with great care.

The major didn’t come right out and say it, but the implication was clear. He needed Horn because he was German, knew German history, and at the same time was not a Nazi. He had proven his allegiance to his adopted nation and had the proper security clearances. He was also an academic like Hammond, with no overt personal or professional bias regarding the conduct of the investigation. In other words, he was not seeking to enhance a particular museum collection in Europe or the United States. The same, Hammond was suggesting, was not necessarily true of others on his staff or higher-ups in USFET command.

Most important, Horn understood what was at stake.

The lieutenant would be joining a relatively small, elite group of MFAA officers who would soon oversee the largest single transfer of public and private art in world history. Just as parents throughout Europe were searching for lost children, the victims of Nazi looting—whether they were individuals, museums, ethnic or religious communities, or entire countries—were looking for their plundered treasures, and Hammond’s monuments men were assigned to find and return them. Never before had the victors of war taken on such a responsibility.

Large caches of looted art were already turning up in German castles, warehouses, bunkers, railroad depots, and mine shafts—more than anyone expected or the public was being told. North of Nürnberg, in the Merkers salt mine, and in a nearby mine at Heilbronn, GIs had stumbled upon priceless art collections that included Leonardo paintings and Michelangelo sculptures, along with three hundred tons of pillaged gold bricks and millions of Reichsmarks and U.S. dollars. The Führer’s own personal collection, destined for a “super museum” he intended to build in his hometown of Linz, Austria, was discovered in a salt mine in the Austrian alpine village of Altaussee. A large portion of Hermann Göring’s vast collection of art pilfered from the Rothschild family in Paris was found in a train car in Berchtesgaden in Bavaria, where Hitler and other Nazi dignitaries had homes. This looted artwork—thousands of masterpieces, exceeding the collections amassed by the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York, the British Museum in London, and the Louvre in Paris—would soon be on its way to the nations whence the Nazis had stolen them.

The MFAA’s mission was to find and protect the cultural heritage of the Allied nations. But it was tasked also with preserving the cultural heritage of Germany. The vanquished were to be protected. This didn’t mean that Nazi criminals wouldn’t stand trial or that reparations wouldn’t be sought. Rather, the Allies, in principle, recognized that if Germany was to rise from the ruins, it not only had to be economically helped, but its cultural patrimony needed to be preserved for future generations. The MFAA was the vehicle to accomplish this.

However, as Horn knew from his work compiling dossiers for upcoming war tribunals, protecting and preserving Germany’s cultural patrimony was a politically charged subject at USFET headquarters, and no actual determination had yet been made regarding what constituted war reparations. Museum curators at the Louvre in Paris wanted German art in partial payment for art the Nazis had lost or destroyed. Likewise, the Soviets, and many Allied commanders, too, believed it fair and reasonable that Germany repay war debt in any way it could, including handing over some of its cultural patrimony. Furthermore, there were numerous complications arising from alliances that the Nazi government in Germany made with Italy and Austria—two nations that had provided both men and arms to the Third Reich’s war effort. Many U.S. and British commanders shared the French, Belgian, and Soviet view that Hitler’s wartime partners didn’t deserve repatriation of art and other assets in equal measure to their own.

In this ongoing and volatile debate, with rules not clearly delineated, the Blacksmith’s Alley vault was a Pandora’s box.

From a historical standpoint, the Crown Jewels belonged to no one nation but to an empire that, like the Third Reich, had crumbled and vanished. They were cherished symbols of the medieval concept of world government that began with the coronation of Charlemagne in the eighth century and ended more than a thousand years later, in the early nineteenth century, when Emperor Francis II abdicated the throne following military defeat by Napoleon Bonaparte. In the early medieval period, the Crown Jewels were the personal property of the emperor and moved with him from city to city throughout an empire that, at its peak, in the twelfth century, encompassed all of modern-day western Europe. In 1424, Emperor Sigismund broke tradition by presenting the collection to the imperial city of Nürnberg, where, by royal decree, it was to be safeguarded for all eternity. The holy relics might well have remained permanently in Nürnberg had the city fathers not moved them into hiding in Vienna, in 1796, to keep them from falling into the hands of Napoleon, who was plundering the Rhineland in his quest for world domination. Now that Hitler had removed the Crown Jewels back to Germany, their traditional home, there was no telling what the conquering Allies might decide to do with them.

Horn didn’t cross-examine Hammond to clarify precisely what interest Generals Patton and Eisenhower had in the recovery or restitution of the artifacts in the Nürnberg bunker and whether or not their priorities were the same. Rivalries existed among the Allies as they had among the Nazis. Horn was merely elated to know that two of the Allied command’s highest-ranking officers took seriously his concern for the safety of the Crown Jewels, and he was honored that Hammond had confidence in him to accomplish a task he readily admitted was beyond the capabilities of his more distinguished monuments men.

There was just one sticking point. Since Horn’s deployment across the Rhine, he hadn’t had a single furlough. He was long overdue for a week’s leave, which he intended to spend looking for his mother, whom he hadn’t seen in seven years.

The last update he had received was from a family friend in Berlin. On the eve of the Allied invasion of Germany, his mother had gone to visit his half-sister in Jena, Germany, southwest of Leipzig, and couldn’t now return to the Horn family’s home in Heidelberg. Soviet-occupied Jena was no place for two unaccompanied German women, especially not a sixty-nine-year-old widow and an unmarried middle-aged schoolteacher. Even if his brother Rudolf had somehow evaded being put into a POW camp, it was doubtful he or his sister Elsbeth were in any position to bring his mother and half-sister to American-occupied Heidelberg, let alone protect them from poorly disciplined Red Army soldiers and the roving bands of liberated Polish concentration-camp inmates in the Soviet zone.

Horn didn’t go into specifics but told Hammond that he was worried for his family, who were split between two occupation zones. “Naturally, I’m concerned for their welfare and would like, with your permission, to see how they’re making out before I get started in Nürnberg.”

Hammond was sympathetic. He had a family, too—a wife and three young daughters—though they were back in Cambridge. He assured the lieutenant that once his mission was accomplished, there would be time for a reunion. Horn had only three weeks to locate the Crown Jewels before repatriation discussions began in Munich. After that, the entire matter would be out of Hammond’s hands.

Horn’s enthusiasm at the prospect of serving the MFAA quickly faded. Twenty-one days to find lost treasures in war-torn Germany, even with the help of curator Günter Troche, a fellow art historian whom he hadn’t seen for nearly a decade, was a recipe for failure. He had spent longer sketching the interior of the domed chapel at the San Miniato basilica.

“Three weeks?” Horn asked, incredulous.

Hammond was adamant that he conclude his investigation in the time allotted. Patton and Eisenhower wanted to avoid what potentially could become a very embarrassing situation for the U.S. occupation government in Nürnberg. The Polish ambassador had already filed a petition to have the Viet Stoss altar returned to Cracow, and the Austrians were asking the same for the Holy Roman Empire collection. USFET needed to know what had happened in the Nürnberg vault. If any of the treasure were to appear on the black market, if any U.S. servicemen were involved, it could undermine the credibility of the MFAA and, in a larger sense, the very things the occupation government was trying to do in Germany.

The major brought another equally urgent reason to Horn’s attention. The treasures of the Holy Roman Empire, as both Horn and Hammond well knew, were symbols of world monarchy. This was why Napoleon had coveted them centuries earlier and was surely why Hitler demanded that they be brought to Germany. The removal of the imperial crown, scepter, orb, and swords from the Blacksmith’s Alley bunker, Hammond said, might be part of some neo-Nazi-led resistance plot to embarrass and undermine the Allied occupation. If this were the case, the upcoming Nürnberg war-crimes tribunals would be the obvious and most visible staging ground. Journalists from every nation would be descending upon Nürnberg’s Palace of Justice by the end of the next month. The entire world would be watching.

“You think the Crown Jewels could be used as a rallying point for neo-Nazi activities?”

Hammond repeated what he had said earlier: he didn’t know. The MFAA’s man in Nürnberg, Captain Thompson, was in over his head. Either that, or he was somehow complicit in the theft from the vault.

Horn expressed his surprise that the Counter Intelligence Corps hadn’t taken up the matter. As he and the major well knew, the CIC, the component of G-2 military intelligence that normally handled high-profile investigations where sedition, espionage, and occupation resistance movements were suspected, would naturally want to be involved. With covert agents and their own intelligence-gathering network, the CIC—backed up by the Criminal Investigation Division, or CID—was also better equipped to launch field operations than the MFAA or Horn’s own Third Army G-2 intelligence unit.

Hammond admitted that the investigation might indeed become a matter for the CIC, the CID, the G-2, and even the FBI. But for the next three weeks, the case belonged to the MFAA, and he meant for it to stay that way. Eisenhower and Patton just wanted the missing items returned to the bunker before RSHA chief Kaltenbrunner or his fellow henchman, Gauleiter Julius Streicher, stood trial in Nürnberg. These were the major’s marching orders.

Hammond had now provided two compelling reasons for the lieutenant to get started without delay. Horn added a third.

Beyond whatever political pressures were at play, the lieutenant knew from his war-crimes investigations that trails tended to grow cold quickly in occupied Germany, where there was an almost universal amnesia regarding previous Nazi activities. He also knew from the experience of his displaced mother and half-sister that he was racing not only time but also the ever-changing borders of postwar Germany. From Berlin to Munich, the victors were clumsily redrawing the map of Germany, carving the nation into fiefdoms. In a matter of days or months, intelligence gathered by the French in the north, the Soviets in the east, and the British in the west would not necessarily still be available to the United States in the south. Nor, perhaps, would the spoils of war.

Horn promised to begin immediately. He had only to return to Camp Freising to collect his things.

Hammond left him with another handshake and a thick file folder of military reports on the invasion of Nürnberg. The lieutenant, he said, would find Captain Paul Peterson’s account especially interesting. John Thompson would update him on the rest.

Except for this, the major had only one thing to add. As Horn would later that night tell Felix Rosenthal, Hammond said that he shouldn’t count on anyone in Nürnberg beside his friend Günter Troche to bend over backward to lend him a hand with his investigation. “Everything is not as it should be at Nürnberg’s occupation headquarters,” Hammond told him.



CHAPTER 3
CAMP RITCHIE BOYS

July 19, 1945

On that cryptic final remark, Lieutenant Horn left Hammond’s office and, with the files tucked under his arm, walked to the motor pool to meet his driver. Eighteen-year-old Private John Dollar, from New York, hadn’t experienced combat as had the battered jeep he drove, but he proved adept behind the wheel and claimed to be the only USFET driver who could keep this particular accident-prone vehicle on the road. It had, according to motor pool legend, sustained head-on collisions with a cow in Padua, a stone wall in Reims, and a downed fighter plane in Mannheim.

The promise of a home-cooked meal, a hot bath, and a night in a Nazi commandant’s former guest bedroom was all the inducement Dollar needed to cut nearly thirty minutes off Horn’s return trip from Frankfurt to Freising. They arrived in the early evening with plenty of time for Horn to notify his commanding officer of his new USFET orders, collect his mail—a single letter from his wife—and join Rosenthal for dinner, a bottle of wine, and their nightly chess match. As Rosenthal donned an apron and busied himself in the kitchen, Horn packed the things he would be taking with him to Nürnberg the next day.

In addition to his toiletries, several changes of clothes, and his books—Horn never went anywhere without his copy of Panofsky’s History of Art—he packed a footlocker with specialty items that he and Rosenthal kept in a locked closet in the hall. Its contents included luxuries that the two officers had accumulated in England, Belgium, and France over the past two years. The lion’s share, however, came with the house, hidden in the attic by the previous Nazi tenant. Besides an album of Marlene Dietrich photographs and a DKW motorcycle stored in the garage, which he and Felix had bought from a farmer in Remagen, the goods in their closet were the most valuable communal property they possessed.

From this stash, Horn selected cartons of cigarettes, boxes of chocolates, nylons, canned meat, and two cases of liquor—the only currency besides U.S. dollars that really mattered in occupied Germany, where a single American cigarette was worth the price of a suburban railway ticket and a pair of nylons could be traded for practically anything from family heirlooms to a night out in Munich.

After Horn had filled the footlocker, Private Dollar helped him carry it to the jeep. As they were loading it into the back, Horn set out the ground rules of what he expected from his driver over the next three weeks. In substance, it was a speech he had given several times before when traveling on field assignments, and everyone who worked closely with the lieutenant had heard at least one version of it.

Horn wasn’t going to be a stickler about most USFET rules and regulations. The ones governing fraternization with civilians, which strictly barred American military personnel from conversing with German nationals, whether a stranger on the street or a pretty girl in a bar, were a case in point. Horn couldn’t do his job without interacting with the public, and he didn’t expect to hold his driver, or anyone else he worked with, strictly accountable for rules that didn’t apply to him. Over the coming weeks, Horn would, in fact, encourage Dollar to mingle with the civilians they encountered. In Nürnberg, as elsewhere, it would be a decided advantage having another pair of eyes and ears paying attention.

There was, Horn added, only one caveat. Dollar was not to get high and mighty with the Germans he met. In private and in public, he was to respect everyone with whom he came into contact. By respect, the lieutenant simply meant that Dollar was not to judge people because of where they were born, how they were dressed, and what language they spoke. As Horn would tell many fellow intelligence officers over the years, he wasn’t making excuses for what the Nazis did. “You just don’t judge someone until you’ve walked in his boots.”

Horn himself, growing up in Heidelberg, had been on the receiving end of many similar lectures delivered by his father, the Lutheran minister. However harsh a taskmaster his father could sometimes be, he had instilled in his son a deep and abiding respect for his fellow man. You didn’t have to like everyone you met, but you had to learn to tolerate them.

There were several other points of conduct that Horn deemed unbecoming of an enlisted man, including public drunkenness, slovenly behavior, and Nazi souvenir hunting. However, as with fraternization, there were times when rules could be ignored. Trading the contents of his footlocker for services rendered—technically illegal by Army regulations—was another example. Having goods readily available to distribute in return for information might well make the difference between the success or failure of Horn’s investigation.

Dollar was admonished to use his good judgment and to accept the consequences. He was also not to let the footlocker out of his sight. If he had to carry it around with him, then that’s what the lieutenant expected him to do. Just as long as it was available when and if they needed it.

Dollar promised to keep Horn’s footlocker safe. To show the lieutenant he meant business, he retrieved a length of chain from the jeep’s utility compartment, which he used to secure the locker to the stanchion holding the jeep’s spare tire.

“Look out for me, and I’ll look out for you,” was the last thing Horn had to tell him.

Horn’s lecture was brief because, as Dollar would inevitably discover for himself, the lieutenant didn’t know what they would be doing over the next three weeks. He was sure only that his driver wouldn’t just be ferrying him from one Army base to another. They would be mingling with civilians and military alike and developing whatever leads they found. And the interviews Horn would conduct were not likely to occur in the security of a locked cell with an armed MP readily available to keep a suspect in line. If, as Hammond conjectured, a resistance movement might be behind the disappearance of the Crown Jewels from the Nürnberg bunker, there was no telling whom or what they might encounter.

Nothing more needed to be said. He and Dollar were off on a sound footing and would, in the weeks to come, develop a comfortable rapport. Horn took to calling his driver “kid” because Dollar hadn’t yet begun shaving, still had acne, and hadn’t finished high school. And Dollar called Horn “Professor” because the lieutenant never failed to lecture him on matters related to art, architecture, superior German craftsmanship, and the rewards of a college education.

Minutes after their arrival, Rosenthal—still wearing the apron—served them chicken with roasted potatoes from their own garden, which they polished off with a bottle of Bordeaux, compliments of the former commandant’s wine cellar. After they had eaten, Dollar did the dishes, Horn read his mail, and Rosenthal opened another bottle of wine, put their favorite Josephine Baker album on the Victrola, and set up the chess board.

The chess games routinely lasted late into the night. This wasn’t because Horn and Rosenthal were well matched or particularly skilled, though they were. The game was an excuse for them to talk and drink and, secondarily, to try to prove one’s intellectual superiority over the other. Their rivalry dated back to Camp Ritchie, in Maryland, where they had trained together. Since both of them were German born and highly educated, it was natural that they should bond. But each believed himself to be the better interrogator as well as the superior chess master and took every opportunity to show it.

This was one of the nights they spent more time talking than playing chess. There was Horn’s letter from his wife to discuss, along with the details of his new USFET assignment, about which Rosenthal was, as he would later admit, “green with envy.” Discussion of his colleague’s letter took precedence, as it was foremost on Horn’s mind.

The Illinois postmark confirmed that it wasn’t welcome news. The former Anne Binkley of Lake Forest always went to visit her parents and brother when they were having marital difficulties, and now that the war was over and Horn had chosen to reenlist rather than return home, her letters were shorter and increasingly laced with veiled threats that she would leave him.

“Not that I can blame her,” Horn had told Rosenthal during a previous chess session. “Two years and three months is a long time to wait to resume a marriage that was over before it ever began.”

Rosenthal already knew the intimate details, just as he knew the personal and professional challenges that had confronted Horn when he arrived in New York virtually penniless and had gone on to land a teaching position at Berkeley.

Lake Forest’s former beauty queen, the future Mrs. Walter Horn, had Betty Grable curves and the sultry allure of Rita Hayworth. Horn didn’t exaggerate on this point—he had candid snapshots to prove it. They had married on the spur of the moment, when she was a twenty-year-old fine arts major and he was her thirty-two-year-old art history professor. For the first six months, they had enjoyed an uninhibited physical romance. They made love everywhere—in the backs of cars, in his office at Berkeley, on the Point Richmond beach, and on weeklong camping trips in the High Sierras. Then it had stopped. She found him too remote and cerebral, living too much in his own mind and not sharing his inner life with her.

Anne was right. Walter rarely shared with her what he really felt, for the simple reason that, besides sex, they had nothing in common. Her concept of a dangerous liaison was defying her parents by going to Berkeley and dating an older man—a German, no less. Walter—whose previous lover was a Jewish beauty married to a high-ranking Nazi—had fled his country pursued by the SS, leaving behind everything he couldn’t stuff into a single suitcase. The advent of war and its aftermath only heightened their differences.

Walter felt compelled to be a part of the postwar effort, not only to see that his family was safe but because his birth nation, as well as the nation to which he now pledged allegiance, needed him. Anne viewed what he was doing as a distraction from the more important business of raising a family and making a home for themselves, preferably in Lake Forest. She had no interest in where Hitler’s secretary Martin Bormann might be hiding, nor did she understand how her husband felt when news reached him that the Nazis had ordered the demolition of an old stone bridge that Heidelberg University students had used to walk to school.

Now she wanted a divorce. That’s what she said in her letter, written in her father’s study and penned in her fine, almost microscopic calligraphy. She wanted him home. If he couldn’t oblige her wishes, she wasn’t prepared to wait, and she had hired an attorney to draw up the papers. He could have their home on the beach in Point Richmond, overlooking San Francisco Bay, really no larger than a cottage, and more his than hers because he had purchased the tiny lot before their marriage. Besides, she knew he loved it more than practically anything on earth—more, it seemed, than her.

Horn confided to Rosenthal that he wouldn’t try to talk her out of her decision. It was best for both of them. They had no children, and, except for the house, they had no property but his books and her art supplies. Anne was young, bright, and highly desirable. She would pick up and move on, if she hadn’t already. And there would be other women for him. It had been that way since he was a teen—so many women, in fact, that he had lost count. But just the same, he would have preferred to end their relationship in person, to put a stamp on the letter, so to speak. He already had enough unrequited loves and unfulfilled dreams to last a lifetime. In love, as in war, nothing ever seemed to happen as planned.

Felix, who had heard much of the story before, took the news in stride and urged his colleague to do the same.

Horn, testing the waters, suggested that he might join Rosenthal in Munich when their tours of duty ended. Now that his marriage was over, remaining in Germany was a distinct possibility. Felix, who was considering staying on in Munich, could certainly use his help and companionship.
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