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Ceux qui peuvent vous faire croire à des absurdités peuvent vous faire commettre des atrocités.


—Voltaire (Questions sur les Miracles, 1765)


TRANSLATION


Those who can make you believe absurdities can make you commit atrocities.




In honor of


Ludwig Beck


Dietrich Bonhoeffer


Hans Dohnanyi


Wilhelm Canaris


Ewald von Kleist-Schmenzin


Hans Oster


Werner Schrader


Erwin von Witzleben


and


Fabian von Schlabrendorff


Many will recognize the names of these


German officers and citizens who lost their lives


participating in the July 1944 assassination


attempt of Adolf Hitler to end the war Germany


could not win.


Few, however, are aware that six years earlier these


same men risked their lives to prevent Hitler from


starting that war.


Fabian von Schlabrendorff survived unimaginable


cruelty at the hands of the Nazis and was spared


death at the last minute when Judge Freisler died


from Allied bombing in February 1945, with


Schlabrendorff’s file in his hand.




This book is dedicated to our wives, Marsha Stern and Lori Winter, for their patience, understanding, support, and love.




Prologue


Munich, 1936


It was left to me to bring justice to the two black-uniformed Dachau guards who beat Max Klinghofer to a bloody pulp. When I found Max, his face was unrecognizable. He was caked in his own excrement. Max died in my arms, and I am thankful that in those last precious moments he knew I was there. I wept over Max’s body, stroking his hair, wiping the blood away from his cheeks with my tears, promising to avenge his needless death.


I had already dealt with Felix Querner. Now it was Konrad Jüttner’s turn.


Drastic measures were required to get Querner to reveal Jüttner’s name. In the end, he told me what I needed to know. Everybody talks in the end. Both guards were members of the Schutzstaffel-Wachverbände—the SS Death’s Head Units—that ruled Dachau with the brutality demanded by their commandant, Theodor Eicke. Eicke graduated from a mental institution the year before he took over Dachau. That was one of two qualifications to run Dachau in the eyes of Reichsführer Himmler, head of the SS. The other? The ability to inflict pain and suffering without remorse . . . and train others to do the same.


As I waited in the shadows, a thunderclap rumbled to the west. I counted the seconds before a bolt of lightning flashed like a photographer’s bulb. A spark of blue-white flickered, only to be swallowed by the darkness and disappear. Puddles turned into ponds. Branches scattered across the road. Driving on the rutted road would be treacherous.


I had planned for such a night.


The din of the driving rain was soon exceeded by the throbbing of a tuned engine. I glanced at my watch. Right on time.  As Jüttner’s car rounded the bend, two white headlights bobbed over fallen debris, casting bleached beams helter-skelter. I leaped to the middle of the road and waved my arms. I knew my SS general’s uniform would force the driver to stop. Moreover, he would see my car off kilter in the ditch by the side of the road.


Jüttner slowed to a halt and cranked down the window of his black Ford Rheinlander sedan.


“That’s quite a car you have,” I said, marveling at its sleek look despite the rain pounding off it like the rat-a-tat of a Maxim machine gun used in the Great War. “It’s the first one I’ve seen.”


“Only been made for a couple of years. Got it the other day. But you didn’t stop me to admire my car . . .”—he double-checked my insignias—“. . . Herr Obergruppenführer.” He brushed crumbs off his tunic from the buttered brötchen in his hand, sat taller behind the wheel, and pointed. “I see your car in the gulley. How did that happen?”


“The more I tried to drive it out, the more the rear tire spun deeper into the mud. I was waiting for someone to come along to help steer if I pushed from behind. Lucky for me it was an SS man.”


I plumbed his eyes for a flicker of suspicion. There was none. I peered at his uniform crests. “A Sturmbannführer, I see.”


I was a general officer, five ranks above him. He had to help.


Jüttner opened the car door, stepped into the mud, and sized me up. “You look big enough and strong enough. It just might work.”


I was six-foot-seven and well over two hundred and fifty pounds. Pushing my car while he steered was more than plausible.


“Aren’t you going to pull your car to the side?”


He shook his head. “It’s fine right here. I make this trip every night. I’m the last one on this road ’til the morning shift.”


This confirmed what I knew from previous reconnaissance.


Jüttner was a beefy man who did not restrain himself at the table. He lumbered around his car, surveyed my back tire buried in mud, sized up the incline of the ditch, and then gave a thumbs-up. “We should be able to do this.”


He slipped onto my front seat while I sloshed to the rear and leveraged my foot against a small boulder I had strategically planted earlier. I signaled I was ready; he put the car in gear. I gritted my teeth as I drove my leg into the rock. With both hands cupped around the bumper’s rim, I lifted with all my strength. Joints cracked. Muscles quavered. The car budged. I struggled for traction as the car continued to move. Jüttner goosed the gas pedal enough to coax the car over the hump and onto the road.


Jüttner slid out of the car smiling, proud that he had helped an Obergruppenführer. “That was easier than I thought it would be.”


When he turned to close the door, I smashed the crook of his left knee with a truncheon. Jüttner screamed. He toppled to the ground, clipping his head on the way down. He grabbed his leg with his left hand.


“What the hell did you do that for?” Blood gushed down his face. As his left hand levered him up, his right hand groped for his pistol. I smacked his arm with the club; it cracked. His half-drawn gun flew into the foliage.


With both hands, I yanked him by the collar onto his good foot. “You’re not going anywhere, Jüttner.”


Pain rocketed through his body. Jüttner grimaced. His breathing grew shallow. He struggled to gain control, to make sense of what was happening.


“Are you crazy!” he shouted. “I don’t care if you are a general. When I tell my commandant, he will go right to the Führer. You’re as good as dead.”


I snorted. “Your Commandant Eicke will stand idly by and do nothing. Do you know why? Because no one in the Reich is closer to the Führer than me.”


Hearing this, the whites of his eyes widened. He shot furtive glances this way and that, hoping for someone to come along . . . knowing no one would.


Desperate, he barked, “What do you want?”


“Let me refresh your memory. August ’34. A Jew was tortured so badly in Dachau that he was unrecognizable. Remember?”


“There were so many . . . I . . . can’t recall . . .” He gasped for air. “We had our orders to mete out severe punishment at the slightest infraction.” Gasp. “Prevent the others from stepping out of line.”


“His name was Max Klinghofer. Do you remember Max?”


There was a flash of recognition. “The fat little Jew? I remember. He was a wiseass. Spoke back to us.”


Max had been like a father to me. Without a blink, I punched Jüttner in his gut. He doubled over. I held him until he stopped puking, angled him up, and smashed him again.


Jüttner clawed for air. I was in no rush. He could take all the time he needed.


When his chest and shoulders stopped heaving, he raised his good hand. “Enough. No more.”


I held him up by his jacket collar or he would have collapsed. Our eyes met, fear in his. Without a word, I belted him again. “That was for Max’s friend, Kitty. She loved him very much.” Then I unleashed the hardest blow of all. Bones snapped. A rib. Probably two. “That was for me, you piece of shit.”


The driving rain slowed to a light drizzle. The wind died down. Jüttner’s sour stench of fear coupled with the stink of shit and piss sliding down his leg made me gag. I swallowed hard.


“Who gave the order to kill Max?”


“There was no order. Felix and I did what was expected of us.” Then he turned, wide-eyed. “Felix,” he whispered.


“What about Querner?” I spit his name out.


“We never found his body.” Jüttner was barely audible. His eyes flitted everywhere but at mine. Then a look of recognition crossed his face. “It wasn’t a boating accident, was it? You killed Felix.”


“Good for you. Now someone knows what happened to Querner. For the last time, who gave the order to kill Max?”


“I told you. There was no kill order. The moment an inmate breaks a rule, any rule, we have the right to punish them as we see fit.”


The rain stopped. A sliver of moonlight painted a silvery cast on his face. Jüttner knew he was as good as dead. He managed a defiant smile. Blood covered his front teeth, rendering the final ghoulish touch to his façade. “You don’t want to understand, Obergruppenführer . . . if, indeed, that is what you are. Your Jew, Max, was the lucky one. He didn’t last long compared to some of the others. He was weak. The weak go fast. If you ask me, that is a blessing in disguise.”


Infuriated, I wrapped my left arm around his head, a quick jerk, and he was dead.


I dragged Jüttner to his car, shoved him behind the wheel, pulled out the choke, and started the engine. Next, I grabbed a thick branch that had fallen in the storm, snapped it over my knee to the size I needed, and wedged it between the seat and the gas pedal. Then I stretched to reach the clutch and shift the car into gear. I stood on the running board and steered through the open window, pointing the car down the middle of the road. The car gathered speed. When I no longer felt safe, I jumped off, catching myself before I tumbled to the ground. Just when I began to wonder how far it could go straight, the car veered into the ditch that paralleled the road, teetered on two wheels, and then flipped into a tree. There was a whoosh as the gas tank exploded. Soon flames engulfed the car. I waited a moment to assess the damage before I turned away.


Back in my rented Mercedes, I pressed hard on the accelerator, secure that the investigation would conclude that Konrad Jüttner died in a terrible accident on a dark, stormy night.


*


Days later, I found the newspaper article that announced Jüttner’s accidental death.


All seemed in order.


I no sooner put the paper down than my office phone rang.


“Hello.” No one answered. I hung up. Not ten seconds later, the phone rang again. “Hello.” No one.


It was a prearranged signal. I left the Chancellery building and headed for the lobby in the Hotel Kaiserhof on Wilhelmplatz. I found an empty phone booth.


When the call went through, the man on the other end said, “What were you thinking?”


“Hello to you, too, Bernhard. How’s the weather in London?”


“Not as stormy as it could be for you. I gave you Querner’s name so you could report him to the Ministry of Justice for killing Max. Then I discover he goes missing in a boating mishap. I don’t believe in coincidences, but I didn’t say anything. Now I read about Jüttner. Have you gone mad?”


“Querner gave up Jüttner.”


“That’s obvious. Friedrich, you promised not to do anything rash.” Usually calm and in control, Bernhard Weiss spoke faster, his voice pitched higher. “Look at what you did: not one, but two! How long do you think it will take before Heydrich or Himmler link you to these murders?”


Bernhard Weiss had been the deputy president of the Berlin Police before the Nazis ordered the Jewish policeman’s arrest. That’s when I helped him escape to Prague.


“No one saw me. Both deaths appear as accidents. That is how the final reports read. It’s over. Justice has been served.”


“You would be wise to trust my instincts, Friedrich. They have served me well over the years.”


“And my instincts tell me it’s time to leave Germany, Bernhard. I can’t stay any longer. You have no idea how crazy it is getting. Hitler grows less stable by the day.”


“It can’t be that bad! Most foreign papers applaud all he is doing for Germany.”


“At what price? The outside world sees Hitler’s picture the way Goebbels paints it. The real Hitler, the Hitler I see, has all but withdrawn from the Party leadership since becoming chancellor. If you can believe it, he left Hess in charge of the Party . . . and you know how much of a fool that one is. Day-to-day operations are in disarray as Hitler builds a war machine in defiance of the Treaty of Versailles. Rather than hold cabinet meetings, he  consults with a vicious gang of the worst sort that elbows each other for power. Then there is his master plan to restore all of Germany’s lost territory.”


“In a way, I understand that.”


“That’s where everyone underestimates him. Hitler intends to expand Germany’s borders well beyond what we lost in the Great War. The man is unstable.”


“Friedrich, words matter to you. What are you trying to tell me?”


After all of these years, I was reluctant to unmask myself in order to explain how dangerous Hitler had become.


“Friedrich . . . Friedrich are you still there?”


“I am. It is time someone else knew.”


“What? You’re talking in circles,” Bernhard said.


I drew in a deep breath. “Bernhard, do you remember that day in the Düppel neighborhood? The park bench. Do you recall what we talked about?”


“That was before Hitler took power, right? I was investigating you. Your background. When I discovered that Friedrich Richard died in Pasewalk Hospital in 1918 . . . I stopped the investigation because, well, I didn’t know what I would discover. The last thing I wanted was to compromise you. I needed you to remain safe and stay in place.”


“You might never have trusted me had you continued that investigation.”


“What would I have learned?”


“That I am a victim of amnesia. That I was blown up in the Second Battle of the Marne, during the summer of 1918. That I had multiple broken bones and burns on my back and arms. A plastic surgeon at Charité Hospital repaired my face. While my injuries healed, my memory never returned. That is why they sent me to Pasewalk Hospital. For psychiatric treatment.”


“At least you’re better now.”


“I’m not. Dr. Edmund Forster was unable to restore my memory.”


“Are you telling me you have no memory since before your injuries? You seem so . . . normal.”


“I’ll take that as a compliment.”


“I’m confused. What does this have to do with Hitler?”


“Hitler was in the bed next to me at Pasewalk. He claimed to have been blinded in a gas attack.”


“No surprise there. It’s in Mein Kampf,” Bernhard said.


“I helped him navigate through the hospital. Cut his food. Took him to the toilet. Think about it. Two people who spend that amount of time together become connected. Friends. For us, Pasewalk was the cornerstone of our relationship. Here’s the point: We shared the same psychiatrist. Dr. Forster diagnosed Hitler as suffering from hysterical blindness. He labeled him a psychopath.”


“I was following, until now. You are telling me that a psychiatrist restored Hitler’s sight?”


“Forster used hypnosis. It worked.”


I heard breathing, but nothing else. It was my turn to ask, “Bernhard, are you there?”


He cleared his throat. “Mein Gott. You are saying that Germany is in the hands of a psychopath.”


“Now you understand.”


“If this is true, those records must be retrieved to expose the man for what he is. Before it’s too late.”


I gulped. “There are no records. Soon after Hitler became chancellor, he sent me to Pasewalk to destroy his medical records. If I knew then what I know now, I never would have done it.”


“What about your records?”


“What do you think? When I destroyed Hitler’s, I also destroyed my file along with the real Friedrich Richard’s record.”


“What was your name before you took his?”


“I was called Patient X.”


“Then where did Friedrich Richard come from? Whose idea was that?”


“Dr. Forster gave me the name of a dead patient.”


“Can’t Forster confirm Hitler’s pathology?”


“If only he could. Forster was found shot in the head a few months after Hitler became chancellor. They found the gun by  his side, but his wife claimed he never owned one. They ruled it a suicide.”


“You don’t think it was?” Bernhard asked.


“Unlike Hitler’s half-niece, Geli, who did commit suicide, it is hard to believe Forster would have taken his own life.”


“We both know Hitler had nothing to do with her death.”


“Not in the literal sense. But his overbearing control drove Geli to it. Her death left him more unhinged. Then look what he did to his present girlfriend: Eva Braun.”


“I was in Berlin for her suicide attempt in 1932,” Bernhard said.


“He keeps her caged up in the Berghof like a pet. Last year, she tried to kill herself, again. Moreover, he is a hypochondriac. He keeps a phony doctor in tow to pump medicine into him every morning. That is just a fraction of what I put up with because I promised you I would remain close to Hitler.”


“You were able to soften those first laws that removed Jews from their civil service jobs,” Bernhard said.


“How long did that last? I want you to know that before I killed those two beasts, I did go to Minister of Justice Gürtner. I wanted them prosecuted. He told me that SS brutality in the camps was out of his jurisdiction. Bernhard, the rule of law does not exist in Germany today.”


“Friedrich,” Bernhard paused to collect his thoughts, “that is why you must stay. Save lives when you can. On top of that, continue to record what happens. Your firsthand account is invaluable. No one sees Hitler or his machinations with your perspective.”


I tossed my head back and laughed into the phone. “Why would anyone care what an amnesiac—who still doesn’t know his true name—says about Hitler and the Nazis?”


“Let me put it to you a different way. The French are afraid of Hitler. Half the British Lords support him. The Americans bury their collective heads in the sand believing they are protected by two great oceans. And the Jews? My people are crushed between a tyrant determined to force them to leave and an indifferent  world that refuses to accept them. Friedrich, when war comes— and we both know it will—there must be someone inside to help save those who can be saved, to help defeat Hitler any way we can. If not you, then who?”




PART I




Chapter 1


Berlin 1934


The last months of 1934 were the worst of my life, or at least for the sixteen years that I could recall. Every night I sat in the house Max left me, ruminating on my role in Hitler’s rise to power. I did what I did then in the belief that it was the only path to restore Germany to greatness. The fact that I never harmed a Jew—to the contrary, I did all I could to protect them—provided no solace. Max was dead, and that was that. I went home each night to an empty house, eating little and drinking more scotch than I should. I experienced fits of melancholy. Before I found myself in a black hole too deep to climb out, I paid a visit to the only person who gave a damn about me.


*


“Friedrich, it’s been too long. I didn’t know when I would see you next.”


Kitty Schmidt owned the best brothel in Berlin: Pension Schmidt. I found her behind the bar inspecting crystal glasses for smudges. Kitty was bedecked in a low-cut red gown trimmed with black fringes. She made no effort to hide her ample figure. For me, Kitty was ageless. Both mother and mistress to men who entered her salon, Kitty listened to their stories, heard their confessions, consoled them, nurtured them, and provided pleasure as they wanted . . . and needed. Her “staff” of young women was among Berlin’s best. Years back, I worked here as a bouncer in a job Max had arranged for me.


“Every time I thought I would stop by something got in the way.”


“That is a poor excuse, Friedrich. You and I know each other too long to make up stories.”


“The truth is that there are too many memories here.”


“Speaking of which, have you visited the cemetery? It helps. When I go, I talk to Max. Tell him how much I miss him. How the business is doing. How Marta is managing the Nightingale. Before I leave, I place a rock on his headstone. That’s a Jewish custom, you know. It feels good. Like leaving a piece of me to let him know I was there.”


“I tried once. I got as far as the entrance but turned around. In a way, living in his house, I feel trapped in his coffin.”


Kitty touched my arm. “He wanted you to have it because he loved you.”


“I’ll visit his grave one day. Just not now.”


I looked at the piano in the corner and felt a pang of nostalgia. “Anybody play it?”


“A few wanted to, but I discouraged them. They weren’t you.”


Then she added with a mischievous twinkle, “You know, Friedrich, the ones from the early days miss you, too.”


“It’s been almost fifteen years. Who would remember me?”


We both knew the answer: Marta Feidt. Marta and I were a number back then. Kitty should have known better than to try to open that door. When I didn’t express an interest, she said, “Friedrich, you can hardly keep your eyes open. Your face is drawn. Haggard. From the looks of it, I bet you’re not sleeping much. And you are certainly not eating. Your ribs are poking out. Wait here.”


“Ever the Mama Hen. When are you going to stop taking care of me, Kitty?”


“When you find yourself a Fräulein, and not a minute before,” she said over her shoulder.


In no time, a plate of cheese and crackers appeared before me. I nibbled something dry. Without thinking, I washed it down with scotch. I stared at nothing. Lost in memories that were no longer relevant.


Sitting there, I realized that only Kitty remained from the few I held dear. Max was gone. Lilian Harvey, whom I deeply loved,  abandoned Germany and me for Hollywood the month Hitler became chancellor. Not three months later, Bernhard Weiss fled to Prague and then on to London. The fact that I might not see the smallish man with his big spectacles again—who performed giant-sized acts of courage standing up against the Nazis when few dared—left a big hole in me. Kitty snapped me back.


“Friedrich, what is eating at you?”


What is eating at my soul is that Max was tortured to death and his murderers have gone unpunished.


I pulled myself together.


“I’m concerned about you, Kitty. About the salon. About the Nightingale. How is it doing?”


“Business could not be better. Max’s club is busier than ever, though I must admit, I don’t much care for the clientele these days. And as for Pension Schmidt, brothels never go out of style.”


We touched glasses.


“Your successes are a testimony to your business skills.” As I said it, something nagged me. Then I remembered. “What are you doing with your money these days?”


“What I’ve always done: turn it into foreign currencies and send it to banks in safe countries.”


I took her hand. “Who is taking your money to those banks? Jews, right?”


“They’re the only ones I trust.”


“Those days are about to end. You need to rethink this.”


She pulled back. “What are you talking about?”


“Can’t you see the handwriting on the wall? Jews can no longer work for the government.”


“You made them keep the ones who served in the war.”


“Only until Hindenburg died. Then they were out, too. Now Jews cannot own or work on farms. Germans treated by Jewish doctors will no longer be covered under national health insurance. The future is here, Kitty. There are more laws being written to push the Jews out of Germany as we speak. It is only a matter of time before they won’t be allowed to travel. Carrying your money will be out of the question.”


The more I described the plight of German Jews, the tighter she gripped the bar until her knuckles turned white.


“Will they send them to the camps like the Communists and the Jehovah’s Witnesses?”


“That’s not in the plans. Hitler’s goal is to make the Jews so miserable that they leave.”


Then, ever practical, Kitty turned to the future. “If the Jews are on the way out, who can I trust with my money?”


“That’s why I brought it up.”


As she heaved a sigh, her ample bosoms rose and fell. “There’s no choice then. I will have to start moving the money myself.”


I was afraid she would say that . . . but held my peace.




Chapter 2


Berlin, 1935


When Max died, I promised to avenge his death. Yet there I was, a few months later and I had not lifted a finger to even get the names of the men who murdered him. The talk with Kitty helped. It spotlighted what bothered me: I had not moved on my promise. That was about to change. It was time to visit Franz Gürtner, the minister of justice.


Gürtner was a throwback to the nineteenth century in both manner and dress. He wore a black, three-piece suit. His starched, white shirt sported wing-tip collars usually reserved for formal wear. A patterned tie peeked out from under his vest. Frameless pince-nez glasses with round lenses, perched over a graying mustache, gave him an owl-like appearance.


“What can I do for you, Herr Obergruppenführer?”


“Franz, I’m not in uniform. Besides, we’ve known each other a long time. Friedrich works just fine.”


He smiled. “What brings you here, Friedrich?”


“I never commended you for standing up to Goebbels and Göring. If they had their way, the Reichstag Fire Trial would have been moved to a court that would have delivered the verdict they sought.”


Gürtner shrugged. “The law is clear. Matters of treason against the state must be before the Supreme Court. But you didn’t come here to compliment me. What’s bothering you, Friedrich?”


“It’s the guards in the concentration camps. Especially Dachau. Their commandant, Eicke, encourages them to take the law into their own hands. He allows them to beat prisoners without limits. If they die, no one is held accountable. Their criminal conduct is under your jurisdiction! What can be done to stop them?”


Gürtner steepled his fingers. “I share your concern, Friedrich. But there is nothing I can do.”


I leaned closer. “Franz, how can you say that? You are the minister of justice. This is under your dominion. You must stop this brutality.”


“Don’t you think I tried? I am as sick of this as you are. When I became aware of the situation in the various camps, I wrote Deputy Führer Hess. Here . . .” He fumbled through the papers on his desk. “Here it is.”


He read the letter out loud.




There are numerous instances of mistreatment which have come to the Administration of Justice that can be divided into three different causes. Beating as disciplinary punishment in concentration camps. Beating political prisoners to make them talk. And cruel treatment of internees for sheer fun or sadism.





“All three describe Eicke and his men at Dachau,” I said.


“If it were only just Dachau. It’s pervasive in all the camps.”


The letter wobbled in his fingers before he resumed reading. “‘The tormenting of prisoners for fun is an insult to every German sensibility!’” Gürtner flung the letter aside.


“You could not have been clearer. What happened?”


Gürtner turned solemn. “Reinhard Heydrich is what happened. He paid me a visit.” Referencing the feared and hated Heydrich brought back a host of memories. I was at Heinrich Himmler’s chicken farm in 1931 when Himmler offered Heydrich a position in the SS. The fact that I was reluctant to support Himmler’s decision created a tension that still exists between Heydrich and me. I will never forget the last day of the Röhm Putsch when Heydrich insisted that I accompany him to the Lichterfelde Military Academy. Delight danced in Heydrich’s eyes as he explained how scores of Brown Shirts were lined up, four at a time, before a firing squad against the courtyard wall. When I puked at the clumps of flesh and bone stuck to the brick wall, Heydrich laughed as he offered his handkerchief to wipe the retch from my mouth. The man was an enigma: a skilled  musician, world-class fencer, and accomplished sailor cloaked in civilized clothing that delighted in inflicting pain.


“I know Heydrich,” I replied dryly.


“Well, Gruppenführer Heydrich made it perfectly clear that SS judges appointed by Reichsführer Himmler would deal with all questions of wrongdoing in the camps.”


“What about past cases?”


Gürtner threw up his hands. “Closed. Friedrich, I did all I could. The Gestapo runs the camps and German law does not apply to them. It is that simple.”


I left Gürtner with a new clarity: If the men who beat Max to death were to be held accountable, I would have to do it. But first, I needed their names. I reached out to Bernhard Weiss, the former head of the Berlin Police, now exiled in London where he ran a printing shop.


*


It took three tries before I succeeded.


“Where were you this morning?” I asked.


“I can’t be expected to be in my shop every minute of the day,” Bernhard answered. “I had to deal with a vendor who wants me to pay for inventory that arrived damaged. Now what was so important that you tried to reach me three times before noon?”


I explained that no matter what avenue I pursued, I could not discover the identity of the guards that killed Max.


“Why not go to Himmler?”


“And ask him what? ‘I need the name of the guards involved in the death of a Jew so minister of justice Gürtner can prosecute them?’ That is the last thing he would ever do. Please help me, Bernhard.”


What choice did I have? I had to lie to one friend to avenge the death of the other.


“It won’t be easy, you know. I like to save my currency for bigger matters, but . . .” he sighed, “since this is about Max . . . I may be able to get one name, if that.”


*


Life went on while I waited to hear from Bernhard. One winter’s night, settled in my favorite chair before a blazing fire with a glass of Lemberger wine, I was about to crack open F. Scott Fitzgerald’s Tender is the Night—I had begun reading books in English during my many transatlantic crossings—when the phone jangled.


“Why aren’t you here with me?” The woman’s voice was soft and sultry. And very familiar.


“Maybe I prefer reading a good book.”


“Is that any way to treat an old lover? You’d rather be between the pages than between the sheets?”


“Marta, I know we barely spoke at Max’s funeral . . .”


“Barely?” she cut me off. “You didn’t even say hello. You rushed past me like I had leprosy.”


“I’m sorry.”


“You should be.” She cleared her throat. “Friedrich, I took a chance calling you. You could be with someone. If you are, please excuse me.”


The last time Marta and I were an item was thirteen years ago. Her fury still stung after I left her for the film star, Lilian Harvey.


I stroked the book cover and glanced at my wine. “My friends won’t mind. To what do I owe the pleasure of this call?”


“I know how much you love music. There’s a private club located in a factory that used to be owned by a Jew who left Germany. Tonight, they are highlighting fantastic musicians you would appreciate. Come with me. It will be like the old days when the great performers put their shows on in the underground cafés. That’s how Max got his start. Remember?”


I was torn between wanting to go . . . and not giving her false hope.


“Who are the musicians?”


There was a time when I was as familiar with musicians touring Germany as I was those featured in New York’s Cotton Club or other city nightspots.


“Let that be a surprise. Are you game?”


I was.


As it turned out, the abandoned warehouse was near the famous UFA studios where I had worked scripting movie scores. UFA was Germany’s answer to Hollywood. Those were happy days, rubbing shoulders with actors and directors, and making my small contribution to the burgeoning film industry.


I found Marta standing under a lamppost near the entrance. Shadows cast across her face made her more exotic than I remembered. Still lithesome, she wore a colorful, silk flower print, with a revealing neckline. “Time has been kind to you,” I said.


“Is that supposed to be a compliment? I will pretend it is . . . otherwise, we are starting off on the wrong foot.”


I hugged her. “It’s been too long.”


She looked up at me. “Whose fault is that?”


The club door opened at that moment and a jazz riff escaped, punctuated by a soaring clarinet.


My head snapped back at Marta. “Is that who I think it is? Stefan Weintraub, Horst Graff, Friedrich Hollaender? I know them and the rest of their gang! I was at the studio when the Weintraub Syncopators performed in The Blue Angel with Dietrich. They’re amazing. I would never imagine them still in Germany.”


Marta slipped her arm through mine. “This is their last performance. Then they leave for good. Now you understand why I called.”


The night was glorious. Everyone in the smoke-filled room stomped and clapped and hooted as the band members, outfitted in black tuxedos, took turns soloing and stoking notes with unbridled passion. They were musical gladiators, challenging each other to do better.


Then a gunshot exploded from the back. The musicians stopped playing; the audience froze; some dropped to the floor. I popped out of my chair to see three drunk, black-clad SS men near the back wall, weaving on rubbery legs.


“Shame on you!” one shouted. “Shame on all of you for listening to this Juden Negermusik!” He fired another shot in the air. “Raus!” he shouted, “Everyone out!”


I touched Marta’s shoulder to stay low. I whipped out my Ausweis bearing my photo in my SS general’s uniform and stepped toward them. I stopped in front of the lout with the pistol. He was an Oberscharführer, a staff sergeant. His sidekicks were Rottenführers. Corporals.


I yelled, “Obergruppenführer Richard! Attention!” I thrust my card into his face. When the gun-wielding SS man leaned for a better view, I let my Ausweis slip to the floor. As he reached, I wrenched the weapon out of his hand and drove a left into his jaw. He collapsed like a sack of potatoes.


I wagged the gun at the other two. Bleary-eyed, they clicked their heels and made a feeble attempt to salute. They slurred, “Heil, Hitler!” I ejected the clip, vacated the round in the chamber, and pitched the pistol to the closest one, who fumbled it and had to pick it up off the floor.


“Help your Sergeant stand,” I thundered. “Get the hell out of here before I take your IDs.”


I signaled for the band to start playing . . . which they did. But the mood was broken; joy had left the room.


*


When we got to her front door, Marta took my hand. “Care to refresh your memory?”


Marta was beautiful. Her skin was candescent; she needed little makeup. Her smile was warm and inviting. It had been too long since I had been with a woman. I was tempted. But I knew it would be a mistake to go back. It could never be the same.


When I made no effort to step toward her building, she squeezed my hand. “We had a good thing, Friedrich. I know we could have it again . . . if we just tried.”


I took her by the shoulders. “Now is not the right time.”


She frowned. “The Nazis ruined it before for us. Don’t let that happen again.”


“As much as it would be easy to blame the Nazis, it’s me. I am not in a good place.”


“You can’t mourn Max forever. Or is it Lilian?”


I hiked up my shoulders. “I wish I knew.”


She touched my face, kissed my cheek, and walked away without another word.


*


Bernhard Weiss delivered. He had a name: Felix Querner. “I was told he didn’t act alone,” Bernhard said. “But this will get Gürtner started.”


I did not like keeping up the deception, but that ship had sailed.


My next step was to request the file of every guard at Dachau under the pretext that I was looking for a personal driver . . . one that was tough. The next day, four boxes were delivered to my office. I thumbed through the personal folders until I came across Querner’s. Querner had a violent past. He fought in the trenches during the war, rising to sergeant, and then joined the Freikorps and the Brown Shirts after that. He stood six-foot-five, almost as tall as me, with a thick purple scar that ran from his jawline to the corner of his right eye.


Most importantly, I had his address. Querner lived alone.


I flew to Munich the next day, rented a car, and drove straight to the Hofbräuhaus where I ordered schnitzel and a stein. As I ate, I mulled over where and how it would be best to confront Querner. I spent the next three days reconnoitering and studying his habits. By the fourth day, I was ready.


Querner lived in a small cottage on a dead-end street bounded by woods. I parked my rented car where I would need it later and made the long trek to his house. As I circled to the rear, I saw a light burning in the kitchen. According to his routine, I would not have long to wait. On schedule, a splash of light erupted when the back door swung open. His large silhouette plodded onto the  grass. He struck a match. Embers from a cigarette blazed orange. Querner took a long drag before snatching the bag of garbage at his feet as he had done each night before.


Querner dumped the bag, stamped out the cigarette, and slipped inside. Only after I heard the click of the lock did I bang on the door with my gun drawn.


The door cracked open. “What the hell do you want?” He opened it wide enough for me to see part of his head but all of his gun.


I holstered my pistol and stepped back. “I didn’t mean to startle you, but no one answered when I knocked on the front door. I saw the light and came around back.”


“Now that you found me, who are you and what do you want?”


I flipped open my ID. “I am Obergruppenführer Friedrich Richard.”


He compared the picture to me. Satisfied, he said, “An SS General . . . at this hour?”


“May I come in?”


He lowered his gun and pulled the door open. The moment I stepped over the wooden threshold, I lowered my shoulder and knocked him down. His gun lay beside him. I kicked it out of reach, flipped the door closed with one hand, and leveled my pistol at him with the other. “Don’t do anything foolish, Querner. Get up. Slowly. Keep your hands where I can see them.”


I motioned to a kitchen chair; he glared as he sat down.


“What’s this about?” His eyes flitted about, searching for something he could use as a weapon.


I edged back. Out of reach.


“How many have you killed at Dachau, Felix?”


“You got it wrong, Obergruppenführer. We don’t kill inmates at Dachau.”


I tapped my forehead. “I forgot. You call them ‘escapees.’”


“‘Attempted escapees.’ None succeed. What about them?”


“What do you call beating a man to death? Thwarting an escape?”


Querner grinned. “Rest assured, if we beat them, they deserved it.”


“Max Klinghofer. Do you remember him?”


“The fat man that waddled like a penguin. What about him? Why the questions?”


“He was my friend.”


“He was a Jew.” He chewed his lower lip. Squinting. Calculating.


Without warning, he rammed the table toward me and cannonballed for my legs. I jumped to the side, pressed against the wall for leverage, and kicked hard. My boot caught his ear, tearing the bottom free. Blood poured down his neck. More agile than he looked, he lunged up like a coiled spring. I stiff-armed him with my left hand and clocked him on the temple with the gun in my right. He went down in a heap.


I leveled the gun at his face. “No more stupidity, Querner. Stand up!”


He gripped the edge of the porcelain sink and pulled himself up. As he did, he gazed at a kitchen knife alongside a half-sliced apple.


“Don’t even think about it.”


With my pistol aimed at his chest, I retrieved his gun and slipped it into my waistband. I righted the table and arranged the chairs in place. He watched me housekeep with a puzzled expression. I snatched his house and car keys off a wall peg and ordered him to turn around. “Right hand on your head. Open the back door with your left. Nice and slow.”


“Where are we going?”


I shoved the gun into the small of his back. “For a ride. Now march.” As we passed out of the driveway, I ordered, “Stop!” I locked the back door. “Okay. Move!”


When he got to his car, he asked. “Now what?”


“Either you squeeze into the trunk or sit in the back, cuffed.”


“I’m too big for the der Kofferraum.” He started toward me.


I cocked the gun hammer. “There is a third choice.”


He backed off.


“Wise decision. Hands.”


Querner stuck his hands out to be handcuffed. “Behind you.” I cuffed him, then guided him onto the back seat. “Do you have rope?”


“In the boot,” he muttered.


I tied his feet in a figure eight, and then looped the end through the springs in the seat. When he complained it was tight, I tugged harder. I gagged him with a dirty rag from the boot. Fifteen minutes later, I parked next to the rental car I had left at Lake Walchensee . . . which happens to be one of the deepest lakes in Germany. I untied Querner’s legs and maneuvered him out of the car. It was close to midnight. Not a soul in sight.


I pointed to a nearby rowboat tied to a post, jabbed the gun hard into his back, and ordered him to get in.


*


Still handcuffed, Querner faced me. I rowed, guided by the light of an almost full moon. Soon, my arms and shoulders burned from fatigue. At the center of the lake, I eased the oars into the boat. With gun in hand, I tugged the gag out of his mouth.


He tried to spit at me but only managed a string of drool onto his chin.


“What the fuck is this about? Why did you bring me here?”


“I want to tell you a story, Felix. It’s about my friend Max Klinghofer.”


“You could’ve told me at my house. There’s no need for all of this . . . this . . . drama.”


“I wanted to make certain I had your attention, Felix. Do I? Do I have your attention?”


He grunted.


“I will take that as a ‘Yes.’ When I’m done, Felix, there is one question you must answer.”


“Fuck you.”


“Good. I am glad we agree on something.”


Whether Felix listened or not, I explained how wonderful Max had been to me. “He was like a father.”


Felix jerked straighter. “Enough with your bullshit. What are you going to do to me?”


“I wanted you to hear how much I loved and respected Max Klinghofer.”


“Okay, you sonofabitch. I listened. Had your jollies? Now take the fucking cuffs off.”


“It’s your turn.”


“To do what?”


I waived the key. “Answer my question. Tell me what I want to know.”


He huffed. “Get on with it.”


“What is the name of the other guard who worked Max over with you?”


“Why do you want to know?”


“Because I want to have a private conversation with him . . . the same as I’m having with you.”


“Do I have to sit like this on the way back, too?”


“You do . . . if you don’t tell me what I want to hear.”


“If I tell you, promise to undo the cuffs?”


“I said I would.”


Once he gave me Jüttner’s name, I helped Querner to his feet, careful not to rock the boat . . . which was a bit of challenge. With an abundance of caution, I grabbed his right hand in a viselike grip, unlocked the cuffs, and then in a swift motion shoved him out of the boat. By the time he surfaced, his house and car keys were sinking to the bottom of the lake and I had rowed ten feet away.


“Help me, you bastard! I told you what you wanted to know!”


Even a champion swimmer could not avoid the hypothermia that would soon overwhelm his systems. His cries for help and gurgled coughs diminished with each stroke of the oars. Finally, the shrieks stopped.


I eased up on the rowing, content to let the boat glide through the water. Aided by the moon’s blue-white light, I aimed  for the parked cars. As I neared, I snagged the mooring post, stepped out, maneuvered the boat around, and pushed it back toward the middle of the lake. I grabbed a bottle of scotch from my car, emptied it into the lake, and ditched it on Querner’s front seat. Whenever his car was discovered, the report would say Querner was a fool for taking a boat out late at night, especially after polishing off a bottle of liquor. The conclusion: Querner fell overboard and drowned.


An unfortunate accident.


I searched about for prying eyes before I slipped into my rental car. Comforted that I was very much alone, I returned to Munich knowing I was halfway to avenging Max’s death . . . and was equipped with the other name I needed. Prudence counseled that I wait until Querner’s “accident” was old and cold. That did not trouble me at all. In fact, I was quite content, for the time being.




Chapter 3


When I returned to my office in the Reich Chancellery, I found a note on my desk that my name had come up during a Gestapo interrogation. The message was three days old. I called Gestapo Headquarters to learn that Lilian Harvey had returned to Germany and been detained overnight. She had since been released to her room at the Hotel Adlon.


I called the hotel not knowing if she would be in. She answered.


“I heard about the questioning.”


“That’s how you say hello after all these years?” she said.


“Sorry. Hello. Are you all right?”


“I am. Thanks for asking.” Then she explained. “They were fishing for names. Which actors and directors were Jewish, which were homosexuals, which were not.”


“What did you tell them?”


“Hadn’t the foggiest. Then they had the audacity to ask about any I might have slept with. At least then I would know which of them were Jewish. The pigs!”


“I’m glad it was nothing more serious than that.”


“That’s serious enough. I had to spend the night in the basement prison. A certain SS general I know was apparently in no hurry to get me out of Gestapo hands.”


“Do you really think I would have abandoned you if I knew you were there? I was out of town when they picked you up. More to the point, why didn’t you call to tell me you were coming back? If you had, none of this would have happened.”


“If you can bear the truth, I thought about calling . . . for at least five seconds. I decided it would be a mistake.”


“Avoidance is no way to treat an old friend.”


She made a scornful sound. “Friend? I can’t be a friend to a high-ranking Nazi. Those days are over.”


“Are you forgetting that I never joined the Party? I have never been a Nazi and never will be.”


“Friedrich. You always were delusional. People are judged by the friends they keep. When you associate with the likes of Himmler, Heydrich, Göring, and Goebbels, and the pack leader is your pal Adolf, how do you think people view you?”


“I’m no Nazi, Lilian.” To prevent a snippy retort, I added, “You know I’ve followed your career in Hollywood.”


“There wasn’t much to follow.”


I glanced at my watch. “Look. If you’re not doing anything, how about a drink at the hotel bar?”


“Why not? For old time’s sake.”


*


I left the Chancellery building, went home, changed out of my uniform, showered, and slipped on a white shirt, gray gabardine slacks, and a navy cashmere blazer. I checked myself in the mirror. I wanted to look my best. I still adored her.


I hopped out of the taxi and saw the boutique next to the Hotel Adlon. I wondered if the Jewish owner was still there. After two years, Lilian could wait a few minutes.


“Excuse me,” I said to the salesperson, “is Herr Oser-Braun available?”


“Whom shall I say is asking?”


“Friedrich Richard. We had dinner together one New Year’s Eve. He should remember me.”


She gave me a thorough once-over before smiling, “I am sure he will. Please wait here, Herr Richard.”


Moments later, a smallish man in his thirties, balding, and sporting black-rimmed glasses, approached.


“Friedrich Richard,” he said, “of course I remember you. It was at Max Klinghofer’s Nightingale Club.” Then he made a ticking sound. “Too bad about Max. He was a dear friend.”


“I didn’t see you at the funeral.”


“I couldn’t chance that the Gestapo lurked about taking names. What brings you here?”


“Lilian Harvey. She’s staying next door.”


“She’s already been in. Her order will be ready tomorrow.”


“Tell me, Herr Oser-Braun, is Hermann Kaufmann still in business?”


Oser-Braun made a sour face. “I don’t know for how much longer. When the Nazis took over, the Gestapo put pressure on him to sell. Kaufmann was Theaterkunst and Theaterkunst was him. No one could support the film industry with costumes the way Hermann did. He wouldn’t sell out to the Nazis, so Goebbels installed a crony of his, a man named Stahlberg, to run the domestic side of Kaufmann’s business. Kaufmann was left to supply foreign films.”


“How did that work out?”


“To Goebbels’s embarrassment, not a year later, the domestic side faltered.”


“Did Kaufmann get his business back?”


“Not exactly. Goebbels picked a trade executive to run the business with Kaufmann’s wife. She’s a Gentile. I donated plenty of money to Hitler’s elections. I thought he would leave businesses like Kaufmann’s and mine alone. But that’s not the case. One-by-one, we are forced to sell and leave Germany. Remember Martin Breslauer? The antiquarian? He was the smart one. He got out with his inventory and money. Made it to America. I wish I had listened to him that night.”


I remembered Breslauer. “What about you, Herr Oser-Braun? Do you have a plan?”


He shrugged. “Stay, until I can’t take it any longer.”


I wanted to tell him to get out while he could. It was going to get worse. But I didn’t have the stomach to help the Nazis drive him out . . . even if it would be doing him a favor.


“I understand.” We shook hands. “Stay safe.”


*


I found Lilian at the hotel bar and as beautiful as ever. “Sorry I’m late.”


I leaned to kiss her; she pulled back.


“Were you delayed by one of your goose-stepping pals? Run another errand for the Führer?”


“Come on, Lilian. We haven’t seen each other in over two years and the first thing you do is antagonize. Why the animus? You know they are not my people.”


“The truth hurts, doesn’t it, Friedrich? You may not be a card-carrying member but in my eyes, you are. When it finally sunk into my thick skull that you were going to jump every time Hitler called, I knew there was no hope for us.”


I stood there trying to decide if she was playing tough or really meant what she said.


Lilian had a glass of bubbly. I motioned to the bartender. “Scotch, please. Neat.” I slipped onto the seat next to her. “Why did you come back? Your pictures did okay.”


“Okay doesn’t hack it in Hollywood. They had their own stars. Jean Harlow. Carole Lombard. Ginger Rogers. Then there’s the gal right behind them that took my part when I balked at doing another movie: Fay Wray. The competition in Hollywood is fierce. I was no one special there. Not like in Germany.”


“Is there a project for you here?”


She nodded. “I have the lead in Schwarze Rosen. Are you familiar with Black Roses?”


“Lilian?” I touched her hand; she moved it away.


“Don’t try to start anything. I loved you. We were great together. But you didn’t love me enough to stop pandering to your Führer’s whims.”


“I . . . I . . .”


“Let me finish. I seriously doubt anything has changed. In fact, I know it hasn’t. So, should we cross paths again, please say hello. Kiss me on the cheek, if you want, but know that my feelings for you can never be rekindled. Not ever.” She eased off the stool. “Don’t ever forget, Friedrich, you were the one who destroyed us. You blew a good thing.”




Chapter 4


Two weeks later, an agitated Adolf Hitler called me to his office.


“What do I have to do to get the army’s support?” His arms flapped in frustration.


I stood by as Hitler paced back and forth in his expansive office in the Chancellery building, hands clasped behind him.


He pivoted toward me as if pleading before a judge. “The general staff wanted me to get rid of Rӧhm, one of my oldest followers. I did. They wanted me to strip away the power of the SA, so the army did not feel threatened. I did that, too.”


He paced again. Mumbling. Waving his arms.


He stopped. “The German people elected me Führer. The army leaders swore their oaths to me, not to Germany.” He struck his chest; it made a loud thump. “To me! And now they question my judgment!” he thundered. “Can’t they see that my judgment has been perfect!?”


I remained motionless, hands at my sides. When he got this way, it was best to let his wrath run its course.


Everything he said was true. Two hundred Brown-shirted SA heads did roll. All opposition to Hitler and the army were eliminated. The fact that Hitler added a few other names to settle old scores from the past did not spoil the satisfaction the army got in bringing the SA to heel.


And it was also true that, five weeks later, when President Hindenburg died, Hitler demanded a plebiscite to validate his position as leader of Germany. The result was a near-unanimous election of Hitler as dictator, with the right to be called Führer. It was then that every member of the armed forces swore a personal oath to him . . . rather than to Germany.


I waited for the Führer’s tantrum to end. When it did, his look softened. He smiled. “Come, Friedrich. Sit with me.”


I slid onto one of two upholstered club chairs; Hitler took the other.


He wiped sweat from his brow. His flushed face returned to its normal pallor. He took a sip of water.


I knew what this was about. Soon after becoming the Führer, Hitler began to restore lands taken from Germany by the Treaty of Versailles. He regained the valuable Saar Valley with its coal mines through a successful vote of its people who wanted to return to German rule. Then, against the advice of his military leaders, Hitler ordered the German army to march into the Rhineland, calculating that little more than noise would be raised by the victors. Again, he was right. But his adventurism was not over. He miscalculated the general staff’s reaction to his wanting to increase the size of the army plus other ambitions they knew he harbored.


Then, in his everyday voice, which few knew was barely above a whisper, he said, “We will soon announce that we have reinstated conscription. The German army must be comparable in size to other European powers, if not larger. I could not help reacting the way I just did. The two Werners balked at how many divisions I expect them to create. ‘Too soon,’ they said. ‘Too many. The French will object to our violating the Versailles Treaty. They could possibly attack.’” He mimicked their voices as he spoke. Few knew Hitler was a great impersonator.


General Field Marshal Werner von Blomberg, minister of war, and Colonel General Werner von Fritsch, the Army’s commander-in-chief, were cautious, thoughtful veterans of the Great War. They knew war’s horrors firsthand and wanted to avoid them.


“What did you tell Blomberg and Fritsch?” I asked.


“Leave foreign diplomacy to me.”


“Mein Führer.” The days of informally calling him Wolf were far and few between. “The French surround us with a ring of security to protect themselves. They continue to negotiate a Non-Aggression Pact with Russia. We will be pressed from both directions.”


Hitler shook his head. “It will be a token piece of paper between two nations that amounts to nothing. Mark my words, Friedrich: Germany will soon be on top again, as long as the military lets me do what I want.”


“Why wouldn’t Blomberg and Fritsch want the Reichswehr to grow? They’ve supported you until now.”


“For reasons I can’t explain, they’ve turned into old ladies afraid to venture a toe into the cold water because it might sting a bit.”


“They’ll come around.”


“One way or another . . .” Hitler motioned me closer. “I have two things to tell you. Both delicate.” I leaned toward him. “In the event anything happens to me, I have named Gӧring as my successor. It can be no other.”


“Why do this now? You’re only forty-five.”


Every time his voice grew hoarse, Hitler feared he had throat cancer. No matter how many times his doctors reassured him he did not, Hitler doubted them.


He loosened his collar. “I don’t know how long I have. I need to know that I left a succession plan that guarantees the Reich will continue for one thousand years.”


“Did you consider any of the others?”


“Who else is there? Himmler is basically a policeman. Goebbels would be a reasonable choice but cannot keep his fly buttoned. That is no way for a leader to behave.”


What was that about glass houses and throwing stones? How many scrapes had I gotten Hitler out of with teenage girls? Even now, he pretended to be celibate while carrying on with Eva Braun. The man lived within clouded and false optics.


Hitler continued. “Then there is Rudy Hess. He has the title of deputy Führer but we both know Rudy is incapable of doing anything meaningful.”


“That leaves Hermann,” I said.


“Precisely,” Hitler answered.


Hermann Gӧring was the logical choice. He had exhibited great organizational skills from the moment he joined the Party  in 1922. Over the years, Göring amassed titles like an avid car collector. As he gained weight, his ostentatious uniforms became a broader and broader canvas for his many decorations. He, more than anyone else in the Nazi inner circle, had the ability to follow Hitler’s grand scheme.


“Let’s hope none of this comes to pass,” I said.


He cleared his throat and swallowed. “There is something else. As we discussed, the general staff has turned timorous. I will not let them stand in my way.”


“What do you want from me?”


“Poke around, Friedrich. Spend time with them. Find out who is truly loyal and who is going through the motions.”


I raised my hand. “Say no more. I will need some official position . . . or the generals won’t deal with me.”


“They have already been informed,” he smiled. “Liaison to the Führer.”


For the first time in a long while, I left Hitler with a lighter step. In the early years when I believed in him, I raised money from wealthy industrialists for his cause. I helped avert scandals that could have ruined Hitler and the Party. But once Hitler’s agenda became a reality, I could no longer rationalize my participation and, instead, carried a burden of guilt. Now, Hitler handed me the means to help defeat him.


I ignored the flourish of Sieg Heil’s by the guards as I exited the Chancellery building, lost in how pleased Bernhard Weiss would be when he learned of my new position.


*


That evening, sleep eluded me. I tossed and turned as I played out possible encounters my dual roles now opened to me. When the black of night yielded to hues of dark purple, its edges tinged with reds, there was no longer any point to remaining in bed. During my convalescence in Pasewalk Hospital, I learned I was a marksman. Shooting had become a tonic for me. I slipped on pants and a shirt and headed for the firing range.


Wannsee, a suburb of Berlin fenced in by lakes on one side and Düppel Woods on the other, offered boating marinas, beaches for swimming, a golf course, and a shooting range where I kept a Walther PP under lock and key.


By the time I left the clubhouse, the sky had given way to the warm glow of an early, yolk-colored sun. The air was filled with the scent of pine and the chatter of birds. Just then, the tranquil setting was punctured by the pop-pop-pop of what sounded like a 9mm Luger. Apparently, I wasn’t the only one who wanted to use the range before it got busy.


I snatched a small pair of binoculars from my leather case and saw that the shooter flirted around the edge of the bull’s-eye . . . but never a clean hit within. Respectable, but nothing more.


Instinct took over. I raised my gun and fired five rounds at the stranger’s target from where I stood. When I neared the station, I was surprised to find Reinhard Heydrich.


“I didn’t know you shot, Friedrich.”


Reinhard Heydrich, the prototypic Aryan, tall, blond hair, blue eyes, lean of torso, but too wide on the bottom—projecting the image of an oversized gourd—was now Himmler’s trusted righthand man. His leadership in the “Night of the Long Knives” massacre earned his promotion to Gruppenführer, just one rank below me. A rabid anti-Semite, he intended to rise much, much further. And from my perspective, at just thirty-two years of age, he would.


He motioned to my hits on his target. “Five rounds, three in the bull’s-eyes and one dead center. Impressive . . . except for the fifth. That one missed entirely.”


Without a word, I hopped around the safety barrier. Then, standing so Heydrich had a clear view of what I was doing, I took out a penknife and dug the dead-centered bullet from the bull’s-eye. Then I removed another . . . from the same hole. I handed Heydrich both bullets, gloating as his condescending grin faded from this effeminate face.


“There is your missing one, Reinhard. For the record, I was five-for-five.” I glanced back at the target, “You, on the other hand, need more practice.”


“My shots were close enough to do damage.”


“I was never satisfied with close enough. But why here? There are shooting ranges nearer where you live.”


His frown vanished. “You know I’m in charge of the ’36 Olympics. The shooting events will be held here at Wannsee.” He pointed. “The running part of the pentathlon will take place on the golf course next door.”


I could not let him have his moment. “What about Jewish athletes? I hear we must have them.”


His poise faltered. “That’s a bit touchy. We are trying to work something out that satisfies all parties.”


“You mean you’ve been told ‘No Jews, no Olympics’?”


“We’re not at that stage yet. We’ll come up with something.” Reinhard continued. “In the meantime, I understand you are the new liaison between the Führer and the Wehrmacht.”


“Now that you bring it up, what can you tell me about the Abwehr? I’ve had little experience with them.”


“The Abwehr is the Wehrmacht’s department that deals with espionage and counterespionage.”


“You deal with spies and traitors as head of the SD. How is the Abwehr different than the Sicherheitsdienst?”


Heydrich’s thin lips curled upward in what was, for him, a smile. “The lines are pretty clear: internal versus external. My SD functions as the intelligence agency for the SS. We investigate all internal matters in Germany. The Abwehr, on the other hand, has the sole responsibility for all military installations, military espionage, and counterespionage. Essentially, everything outside of Germany that pertains to our integrity, our enemies, and our defense.”


“If you and Himmler run the SS and the police, who runs the Abwehr?”


“Admiral Wilhelm Canaris. He and I go back to the time I trained as a cadet in the Navy; he was first officer on the ship. He’s good at his craft.”


“Now that I’m the special liaison, the admiral sounds like someone I should meet.”


“You’re in luck, Friedrich. The admiral’s wife, Erika, has a string quartet. Next Sunday, I am filling in as second violin chair. We’re playing Hadyn and Mozart. I know you’re an accomplished pianist. I’ll make certain you are invited. You’ll meet Canaris and enjoy the concert at the same time.”


“I just might be there.”




Chapter 5


Bernhard Weiss was delighted to learn that I had been appointed special liaison to Hitler.


“This is the break I have been praying for,” he said. “As liaison, you have permission to poke into every corner of the military, ask questions, and learn if there are others who share our view.”


“Heydrich has unwittingly given us a shove in the right direction by getting me invited to Admiral Canaris’s house.”


“Canaris is smart. Crafty. Never underestimate a man who heads a spy agency.”


“But is he a man of honor?”


“As in ‘honor among thieves’? I can’t answer that. I never met him. Keep in mind that he is the master of espionage. Use caution until you take measure of the man yourself.”


*


As fate would have it, I arrived late. I stood on the front steps of Canaris’s sumptuous house in the Charlottenburg section of Berlin, not wanting to interrupt the finale to Haydn’s String Quartet Opus 76 Number 3 that seeped into the street. The music was superb.


When the piece ended, I reached for the brass knocker. A butler ushered me inside. Erika Canaris greeted me with her violin cradled under her left arm.


“I am so glad you could make it, Herr Richard. Unfortunately, your timing was a bit off. We just finished. But we will do this another evening.”


“And I will make certain to be on time. I got derailed by a project that took longer than expected. Please accept my apology.”


“It’s the world we live in. Let me introduce you to the others.” She grabbed my hand. “Of course, you know Reinhard.”  I nodded. Heydrich stood next to a man shorter but with similar features. Erika continued, “This is his brother, Heinz. Heinz plays the viola but considers himself more a composer. And here is the last member of our quartet, the esteemed Hugo Becker.” Becker bowed as we shook hands. “Hugo is the cello professor at the Hochschule für Musik in Berlin. Look at his beautiful cello. It’s a Stradivarius.”


“From 1719,” added Becker. He cradled the fingerboard with his right arm, as if he and the cello were a couple.


Frau Canaris was quick to add, “He has two Strads.”


The fact that anyone had one Stradivarius was monumental. Two boggled the mind.


Wilhelm Canaris ambled to my side. He was small. No more than five-foot-two. His head came up to the middle of my chest. He had silver-white hair and a narrow face with a nose that tilted upward, as if he were sniffing secrets from thin air. As a student, he was nicknamed Kieker (peeper) because he had an insatiable curiosity and an encyclopedic knowledge of all things obscure. A keen observer, his eyes flitted about, absorbing the way people stood, spoke to each other, made eye contact or didn’t.


“It is an honor to meet you, Herr Richard. Please, join me in my study. Reinhard will meet with us there.” Canaris turned away before I could answer. When I trailed him, I found Heydrich had already entered and, drink in hand, was perusing titles on the book-laden shelves.


“Now that you are here,” Canaris began, “perhaps you can help settle a discussion we had earlier. I don’t like Jews any more than the next fellow. But, in my opinion, Reinhard here has gone too far.”


Heydrich stood straighter. “Wilhelm objects to my new ruling: anyone that has left Germany after the Führer became chancellor cannot return. Those who do try will be treated as émigrés and sent to concentration camps. Could anything be simpler or more straightforward?”


“Not if you intend to prevent Jewish businessmen from returning to Germany,” I said. “Would you incarcerate Aryans, too?”
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