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			In appreciation for the faithful service and great sacrifice of eleven black GIs massacred in Wereth, Belgium, on December 17, 1944.

			And in appreciation for all African-American men and women who have courageously served in the U.S. military.

			Freedom is not free. It is costly.

		

	
		
			
			Dear Reader:

			The Lost Eleven will introduce you to eleven courageous African-American GIs in the 333rd Field Artillery Battalion who served heroically and sacrificially in the United States Army in World War II. While most black soldiers filled noncombatant support roles, these eleven mastered the complicated operation of the 155mm howitzer, one of the most important weapons in the war. In 1944, they traveled across German-occupied France with General Middleton’s VIII Corps, providing support fire where most urgently needed. With their record-setting speed in loading and positioning the 155, and their extreme accuracy in firing, they helped prove the combat skill of black soldiers. This story, and the fate of the eleven, unacknowledged for half a century and left out of the Congressional War Crimes Report of 1949, is told here in book form for the first time.

			The events in this book are true, gleaned from military documents, interviews, VIII Corps and 333rd Battalion after-action reports, and written verbal accounts. While accurate in content, some of it has been creatively retold. Some of the dialogue, unrecorded by history, has been created.

			All the characters in this book are historical and use their real names, with the exception of “Jeb,” the training instructor, and “Greta,” the Langers’ German-loyal neighbor who betrayed them, whom the Langers refused to identify.

			This exciting true story of eleven black heroes will delight your spirit, give you rare first-person historical insights, and make you proud of America’s devoted GIs. But be forewarned. While this story will warm your heart, it will also break your heart. Graphic and deeply moving, this story screamed to be written, and now yearns to be read by generations yet to be born.

			It is with great honor that after seventy-two years, and within the pages of a book, we introduce you to the Lost Eleven.

			Denise George and Robert Child July 2016

		

	
		
			A PARTIAL LIST OF CHARACTERS

			THE LOST ELEVEN
 Charley Battery, 333rd Field Artillery Division

			Tech Sergeant William Edward Pritchett: from Alabama

			Tech Sergeant James Aubrey Stewart: from West Virginia

			Staff Sergeant Thomas J. Forte: from Louisiana, mess sergeant

			Corporal Mager Bradley: from Mississippi

			Private First Class George Davis: from Alabama

			Private First Class James Leatherwood: from Mississippi

			Private First Class George W. Moten: from Texas

			Private First Class Due W. Turner: from Arkansas

			Private Curtis Adams: from South Carolina, medic

			Private Robert Green: from Georgia

			Private Nathanial Moss: from Texas

			333rd Field Artillery Division

			Lieutenant Colonel Harmon S. Kelsey: commanding officer

			Captain William Gene McLeod: C Battalion, commander

			Sergeant George Shomo: Charley Battery, from New Jersey

			Corporal Robert Rolland Hudson Sr.: Charley Battery, from St. Louis

			American Officers

			General Dwight Eisenhower: Supreme Commander of the Allied Force in Europe; headquarters located on outskirts of Paris, France

			General Troy Middleton: commander, U.S. VIII Corps; headquarters located in Bastogne, Belgium

			Major General Alan W. Jones: commander of the 106th Division; headquarters located in Saint Vith, Belgium

			German Officers

			Adolf Hitler: leader of Germany

			General Sepp Dietrich: Sixth Panzer Army

			Colonel Joachim Peiper: First SS Panzer Division

			General Hasso von Manteuffel: Fifth Panzer Army

			SS Major Gustav Knittel: First SS Panzer Reconnaissance Battalion

			Field Marshal Walter Model: Army Group B

			Field Marshal Friedrich Paulus: commander of the Sixth Army

			Colonel Claus von Stauffenberg: chief of staff to Commander General Friedrich Fromm

			Others

			Mathias and Maria Langer: the Belgian family in Wereth, Belgium: Hermann, Tina, and the other Langer children

			President and Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt: President and First Lady of the United States

			Prime Minister Winston Churchill: Prime Minister of England

		

	
		
			PART 1

			THE WORLD’S GREATEST DEMOCRACY

			“The world’s greatest democracy fought the world’s greatest racist with a segregated army.”

			STEPHEN AMBROSE1

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			A QUIET FOREST

			—ARDENNES FOREST, BELGIUM—

			DECEMBER 16–17, 1944

			Snow falls from a tree branch in an odd, unnatural way. Sergeant Aubrey Stewart notices the slight movement in the trees on the edge of the Ardennes, the dark, almost mythical forest stretching out before him, miles into enemy territory. He shivers as he stands in snow, wearing worn-out boots and last summer’s uniform, squinting his eyes, straining to peer through the heavy fog.

			Nothing’s happening at the “ghost front.”

			Sergeant Stewart and the black GIs of the 333rd Field Artillery Battalion, stationed at the Siegfried Line, are restless and bored as they wait for the war to end. For months, they have guarded the quiet Belgian-German border, Allied and Axis front lines separated by concrete dragon teeth, barbed wire, and land mines.

			Stewart lifts his eyes when he sees another movement in the trees. Suddenly the predawn sky lights up with fireworks! Rockets from German Nebelwerfers scream as they sail from the east, exploding in treetops, shattering large branches, and sending the sharp, stabbing spears down onto the GIs. The 333rd artillerymen load the mighty 155mm howitzers, positioning them east toward the Ardennes, and launch deadly shells miles into the foggy distance. All morning, all day, and all night, the Germans’ “Screaming Meemies” and mortars pockmark their campgrounds, wounding and killing the men of Able, Baker, Charley, and Service Batteries stationed near the front lines.

			Early the next morning, the GIs are hurt, hungry, and exhausted from their nonstop firing. Their ammunition is almost gone. They don’t know how much longer they can hold out. Suddenly, as if in a surreal dream, thousands of Germans clad in white winter gear run toward them, screaming as they burst through the fog-shrouded forests.

			“We’re under attack!” Stewart shouts to his comrades.

			Before his eyes, streams of enemy soldiers emerge, attacking like feral animals, their eyes wide and wild, faces grotesquely distorted, yelling with an otherworldly, fanatical fury. They strike, setting up MG-42 machine guns, firing on the artillerymen and mowing them down.

			Stewart bends over, grabs a wounded man, and hoists him onto his shoulders. As he bolts across the campground, he hears the sickening thud of a bullet slam into the skull of the man he carries. He feels the man’s body jerk and then go limp. Blood trickles down his neck from the hole in the GI’s head. Darting behind a tree, Stewart lays the lifeless soldier on the ground, the man’s eyes open and fixed, brow and face bloody.

			In a nearby foxhole, a GI stands up. His body is ripped in two by automatic weapon fire. Shells and mortar fragments sail overhead, exploding and sending shrapnel into men’s bodies. Private Curtis Adams, the 333rd’s medic, races from one fallen soldier to the next. Some he can help; others are already gone, blown apart, their body parts scattered on the ground.

			Around Stewart are fellow GIs, caught unawares by the unexpected ambush, lying facedown, their arms and legs sprawled out on the icy ground.

			Some are lifeless; others moan in pain, bleeding profusely. The mighty 155mm howitzers—the pride and firepower of the 333rd—sit eerily still and silent in the falling snow. Depleted of ammunition, their massive barrels and powerful shells are useless with the enemy so near.

			Sergeant Thomas Forte, Private George Davis, and other GIs grab the few rifles and carbines available and fire until the ammunition runs out. The enemy continues to pour from the forests like water flowing from an endless fountain. Sergeant George Shomo finds a trench knife, then attacks, stabbing and killing two Germans. The 333rd, their ammunition gone, fight well-armed Germans in hand-to-hand combat, leaving both wounded and dead on the Ghost Front’s battlefield.

			Stewart, Forte, Davis, Adams, and the surviving GIs grab injured comrades and race to the waiting trucks at the corner of the campground. The drivers gun their engines as the GIs scamper into the backs of the trucks.

			“Go! Go! Go!” they shout to the drivers.

			German soldiers follow them to the trucks, shooting at them, grabbing arms and legs, and trying to pull them out. The drivers flatten the trucks’ accelerators, and with tires spinning on the icy road, they race toward the Our River Bridge.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			THE BERLIN OLYMPICS

			—BERLIN, GERMANY—

AUGUST 1, 1936

			For the past two years, Berlin has dealt with torn-up streets and buildings wreathed in scaffolding as it prepares for the Olympic Games taking place in this city. Now, in the summer of 1936, the work is finally finished. The Germans stand back and admire their scrubbed and scoured city, decked out with newly planted trees and flowers and illuminated with rows of electric lights. They eagerly await the arrival of one hundred thousand visitors from around the world.1

			The awarding of the XI Olympic Games to Germany, a benevolent decision made in May 1931 by the International Olympic Committee, has caused considerable international controversy. The world is aware of Nazi abuse of Jews and others they deem “racially undesirable.” Most German Jewish athletes are excluded from Germany’s sports and recreational facilities, having been expelled for racial reasons.

			The IOC’s invitation to Berlin comes as a goodwill gesture meant to publicly welcome Germany back into the world community after her humiliating defeat eighteen years before in the Great War. But Hitler cares little about sports, including hosting the prestigious Olympics.

			“I do not want to have the games here,” he tells Propaganda Minister Joseph Goebbels in 1931.

			But the wily Goebbels convinces him to accept the award for Germany’s sake.

			“My Führer, we can showcase our ‘new Germany’ at the Berlin Olympics, demonstrating international goodwill, and perhaps changing the opinions of those who so strongly oppose us. It will give us an unrivaled opportunity to end all foreign prejudice against our Vaterland.2 And just think of the money the event will bring when one hundred thousand internationals arrive in Berlin.”

			Hitler frowns, agreeing reluctantly to host the event.

			“If nothing else,” Hitler says, “perhaps the games will be a good opportunity to show off our Aryan athletes, demonstrating to the world their racial superiority.”

			After Germany makes the formal commitment to host the Berlin Olympics, Hitler’s administration begins building a 325-acre sports complex 5 miles west of Berlin. The all-natural stone stadium seats 110,000 sports fans and costs the Reich a whopping 42 million Reichsmarks.

			Not everyone favors choosing Berlin as the Olympic site. As late as November 1935, Hitler learns that Ernest Lee Jahncke, an American member of the International Olympic Committee (IOC), opposes the location.

			“Neither Americans, nor the representatives of other countries, can take part in the games in Nazi Germany without, at least, acquiescing in the contempt of the Nazis for fair play and their sordid exploitation of the games,” Jahncke writes to the International Olympic Committee.3

			Shortly thereafter, the IOC expells Jahncke from the committee.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			THE BANNING

			—BERLIN, GERMANY—

SUMMER 1936

			As the opening day of the 1936 Olympic Games draws near, Hitler orders Berlin shopkeepers to remove racially discriminating signs and slogans from store windows. He also transports “undesirable” people from the city’s streets. With open arms, Berlin waits for the hordes of international crowds to pour into their city, ready to welcome them with red-carpet enthusiasm, brown-shirted bands, lavish receptions, and a profusion of Olympic flags displayed beside swastika-emblazoned flags.

			With few exceptions, Hitler bans Germany’s non-Aryans from participating in the games, including Jewish athletes, Gypsies, people of color, and all those considered racially inferior, blatantly violating Olympic codes of participation equality. Because of this, Hitler learns that some nations will boycott the games. He clenches his teeth, loudly cursing each country that dares to boycott the Fatherland. After some time, however, most of the world decides to participate, including the United States.

			At the end of July, Hitler welcomes the U.S. Olympic team: 312 athletes, including 18 African-Americans and 5 Jews.

			When the International Olympic Committee officials demand that the Führer embrace black and Jewish participants, he narrows his eyes, begrudgingly assuring the committee: “Germany will treat the Negro athletes agreeably while they are here. And we will allow the foreign Jewish athletes to participate as well.”

			Hitler is angered when he learns that many of the world’s Jewish athletes will boycott the competition, publicly displaying their disapproval and distaste for Hitler and his anti-Semitism. Most U.S. black athletes, however, decide to participate, arguing that their athletic victories will undermine Nazi Germany’s myth of Aryan supremacy and, at the same time, foster a new sense of black pride at home.

			•   •   •

			Dark clouds form overhead when, on August 1, 1936, more than five thousand athletes from fifty-one nations march into Hitler’s new stadium on the opening day of the Berlin Summer Olympic Games. Adolf Hitler, his head held high, leads Olympic and German officials, as well as prestigious international guests, to prominent stadium seats while three thousand Germans sing proudly the “Deutschland Über Alles” national anthem. In respect for their Führer, thousands of loyal Germans crowd the stadium, standing, thrusting their right arms forward in the Hitler salute, and shouting “Heil, Hitler.”

			The Hindenburg airship flies low over the stadium as Hitler stands and officially announces: “I proclaim the Games of Berlin, celebrating the eleventh Olympiad of the modern era, to be open!” The crowds roar with enthusiasm. Richard Strauss’s “Olympic Hymn” plays triumphantly on loudspeakers throughout the stadium.

			•   •   •

			The Führer sits stiffly, his hands balled into fists, as he watches American track star Jesse Owens win multiple awards. “America’s Black Auxiliaries,” he calls the eighteen African-Americans who participate, as if they were second-class team members. German journalists refer to Owens as the “Negro Owens,” the son of an Alabama sharecropper, and the grandson of a former slave. With each medal Owens wins, Hitler pouts, angry that the black Alabama-born athlete is publicly debunking his Aryan myth.

			“And what is your reaction to this?” Hitler asks Joseph Goebbels.

			“My Führer,” Goebbels says, shaking his head in disapproval, “the victories by America’s African-Americans [are] a disgrace.”

			•   •   •

			Jesse Owens garners one medal after another, setting a new world record in the long jump and becoming an instant superstar in Germany. Fans chant his name when he walks into the stadium, and stop him in the streets begging for his autograph.

			Near the end of the games, a reporter for the New York Times writes:

			“One almost certain Negro champion [at the Berlin Olympics] seems to be Jesse Owens. ‘Buckeye Bullet’ strode through his 100-meter first-round heat . . . without pressing himself in the slightest degree [and] equaled the world and Olympic record of 0:10.3. . . . Victory for him tomorrow in the final seems to be his merely for the asking.”1

			But, unlike the white medal-winning athletes, the black U.S. Olympic star never has the opportunity to meet the Führer in person. Purposely ignoring expected Olympic protocol, Hitler storms out of the stadium after Owens’s final win, refusing to personally receive him or the other award-winning black athletes.

			“Hitler refused to shake Jesse Owens’s hand or congratulate other black medalists,” a reporter states in the Baltimore Afro-American newspaper.2

			•   •   •

			Almost five thousand miles away, Jesse Owens’s wins make black people proud, especially one eighteen-year-old, Lil’ Georgie Davis, a native of Bessemer, Alabama.3

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 4

			A WALL OF PHOTOGRAPHS

			—BESSEMER, ALABAMA—

AUTUMN 1936

			Davis and his only son, Lil’ Georgie, sit in the front room of their small Bessemer house on the eve of Georgie’s eighteenth birthday. Georgie clips a photograph of 1936 Olympic star Jesse Owens from the Bessemer Herald. In the picture, Owens is dashing across the Berlin Olympic finish line, winning the hundred-meter quarterfinal. Georgie pins Owens’s snapshot on the front room wall that displays the Davis family photographs.

			“He’s gotta be the greatest athlete in the world,” Georgie says, beaming with pride. “Daddy! Can you believe Jesse Owens won four Olympic gold medals?!”

			“That Owens boy makes us black Alabamians proud,” Davis says. “Guess he showed that Hitler monster a thing or two about colored athletes.” He smiles, slapping his knee. “Wish I could’ve been a fly on Hitler’s head when Jesse beat all those Krauts!”

			The Davises, like other Alabama families still suffering the effects of the Great Depression, need some encouraging news. The nation’s sudden economic collapse back in 1929 hit Alabama especially hard. Davis and his family, like other poor blacks in the southern United States, still endure Depression-caused poverty and find no relief in sight.

			“Lil’ Georgie,” his father says, “it’s good to see a poor sharecropper’s son do so good in sports. I know his daddy’s proud of him.”

			He points to the photographs of distant family members hanging on the wall. “His people, like ours, worked long, exhausting days. The Owens men worked the farms while our family’s men toiled in Birmingham’s coal and steel plants and on railroads. Not been easy for any of us, Lil’ Georgie. We’re still struggling to keep a roof over our heads. But it’s good that the Owens boy’s done so well.”

			“I’m gonna do good, too,” Georgie says, grinning. “One day you’re gonna be so proud of me.”

			“I’ll always be proud of you, son, no matter what you do—or don’t do. You’ve got nothing to prove to me.”

			•   •   •

			That afternoon, alone in the front room, Davis reflects on his past, his family, and his son, Lil’ Georgie.

			I tried so hard to make sure Lil’ Georgie got a good education, unlike most Alabama colored boys. At least my boy has three years of high school under his belt.

			Even now, in 1936, Davis knows that education for Alabama’s black kids is dismal, taking place in windowless schoolhouse shacks with dirt floors, heated by old coal stoves. In the early part of the century, when Davis was a boy, Bessemer parents “graduated” their children out of grammar school and put them straight into Alabama’s pig iron factories. Every able-bodied person, no matter how young or old, was needed to help put food on the family table.1

			Davis glances at the wall’s photograph of Georgie on his first day of school. He’s smiling big, ears clean, hair cut and combed, and wearing a crisp grade school uniform, a red plaid satchel held tightly in his hand.

			You’ve been blessed, Lil’ Georgie, to get educated. Few poor boys are so lucky.

			Davis wanted his son to get a good education. Some of the more fortunate black children around Birmingham got to attend the better schools built and run by the Tennessee Coal, Iron, and Railroad Company (TCI). But Davis didn’t work at TCI, so Lil’ Georgie wasn’t eligible to attend. Davis looks to the ceiling and smiles. Thank you, Lord, and thank you, Mr. Rosenwald.

			Davis had had the opportunity to enroll Georgie in one of the Rosenwald schools, built and funded by Illinois-born philanthropist Julius Rosenwald, the first president of Sears, Roebuck and Company. Out of the goodness of his heart, Mr. Rosenwald set up more than five thousand special schools for poor black children in the South’s hard-hit rural areas.2

			Davis looks down at his hands, rough and scarred from the intense heat of blast furnaces, a result of working year after year at steelmaking plants, converting iron ore, limestone, and coal into scalding liquid iron and casting it into pig iron.

			The “Bessemer process,” they called it. He rubs his knotted knuckles. Ruined my hands, as well as my youth.

			He reflects on his childhood, a time of poverty, hunger, racism, and harshly enforced Jim Crow laws.

			Not much has changed since then.

			He tried hard to teach his small, innocent son to obey the segregation rules so brutally enforced in Bessemer, often warning him: “Lil’ Georgie, use only the toilets and water fountains marked ‘Colored,’ and step off the sidewalks when a white person walks by. Stop and let ’em pass first.”

			“Why do I have to do that, Daddy?” Georgie had asked.

			Davis recalls how his heart hurt when he tried to answer his son’s question.

			“Just do what I say, Lil’ Georgie. Hear me? Don’t ask questions. It’s just the way things are.”

			He’d tried to explain to Georgie why he couldn’t check out books from the Bessemer Public Library, or go to the moving picture shows in the town’s theater, or shop for shoes in white-run department stores. He’d tried to explain why only black barbers could cut his son’s hair, only black nurses could set his broken bones, and only white kids could swim in Bessemer’s public pools. And he tried to explain why Georgie’s baseball team had to play on dump-site vacant lots out of eyesight of the white boys’ public ball fields.

			Some things are hard to explain to a kid. Sometimes near impossible.

			Even now Davis hates sitting in the backs of city buses. It hurts him even more to watch his wife and son forced to the bus’s rear, or standing during a long bumpy ride when front seats are filled and a white person demands their back seats. But, even so, he keeps his mouth shut, and he obeys the unfair laws. But, at home, in curtain-closed private, he fumes aloud, pounding his fists on the arms of his chair.

			Now that Georgie is a man, Davis worries about his son’s adventurous personality, his playful innocence, his boyish immaturity, and his reckless, compulsive behavior. He has told him many times: “Son, I know you like girls, but you’re eighteen years old now—a grown man. You can flirt with colored girls, but stay away from white girls. They’re trouble.”

			Davis squeezes his eyes shut and shakes his head:

			Oh, please, Lil’ Georgie, don’t look at them, don’t talk to them, and for sure don’t touch them, not even by accident. Colored men’ve been lynched for less.

			Davis opens his eyes and looks at the newspaper picture of Jesse Owens on the family room wall. He recalls his son’s promise to him: “One day you’re gonna be proud of me, too, Daddy, just like Jesse made his father proud.”

			I am proud of you, Georgie. You’re my only son, and you are precious to me.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 5

			LEBENSRAUM

			—BERLIN, GERMANY—

NOVEMBER 5, 1937

			In September 1933, Germany’s new leader promised the world, “We have declared a hundred times that we do not wish war with the rest of the world, nor do we want to incorporate anything that is alien to us. . . .”1

			Four years later, on November 5, 1937, Hitler sits in the Reich Chancellery surrounded by his military and foreign policy leaders.2

			“I have called this meeting,” Hitler says, “because I have received complaints from Admiral Raeder that the Kriegsmarine is not receiving sufficient allocations of steel and other raw materials. I need not tell you that this lack of material threatens the entire Kriegsmarine building program.”

			“The program is in danger of total collapse,” Admiral Raeder adds, nodding in agreement. “Neither the Luftwaffe nor the army is willing to decrease its steel allocations so that we might receive even minimal requirements.”

			“Without a strong Kriegsmarine, an even bigger problem faces us,” Hitler says, swearing loudly. “Don’t you understand? Germany has reached a crisis. Unless we wish a drastic fall in living standards, Germany must embark on a policy of aggression to provide sufficient Lebensraum. We desperately need more living space for future development.”

			“How do you plan to carry out this policy of aggression?” Field Marshal Blomberg asks.

			Hitler’s face reddens. He jumps from his chair. “We must seize Austria and Czechoslovakia! To secure and preserve the racial community, we must enlarge it.” He begins to pace the floor, his movements jerky, cursing under his breath. “It’s a matter of space for our eighty-five million people! That aggression may trigger war with the British and the French in the next five years or so, but to save the Volksmasse, we must seize Eastern Europe!”

			“My Führer,” Blomberg says, “the foreign policy you outline is far too risky. We need more time to rearm Germany before waging war, especially with powerful countries like Britain and France against us.”

			“I . . . I must agree with Field Marshal Blomberg,” General von Fritsch says timidly. “My Führer, please understand that German aggression in Eastern Europe will likely mean war with France. You and I both know that Britain and France must not appear in the roles of our enemies.”

			“General von Fritsch is correct,” Baron von Neurath interjects. “In a war between Germany and France, Britain will most certainly intervene. We are not at all ready for war on this scale.”

			Hitler is silent, beads of sweat popping out on his forehead.

			“We have no moral objections to your strategy, my Führer,” Blomberg says. “We are simply questioning the timing and wisdom of our imminent aggression.”

			“This is urgent!” Hitler shouts, pounding his fist on the table. “You can consider this policy my last will and testament! We must have more funds released for Germany’s rearmament, and add Austria, Czechoslovakia, Lithuania, and Poland to the Reich.” He rubs the back of his neck, sitting down in his chair. “We must go to war sooner rather than later.”

			“But, my Führer—”

			Hitler stands, making no eye contact with anyone. “This meeting is over!” he states, and swears. “And each of you understands, of course, that you are sworn to secrecy regarding this matter!”

			The men stand and salute the Führer, each nodding and affirming his personal loyalty and secrecy.

			Hitler turns sharply, leaving the room. “Commander Göring, I must see you privately.”

			“Commander,” Hitler tells Göring in a back room, “Blomberg, Fritsch, and Neurath must be removed. Immediately. And, in the near future, Raeder must be replaced as naval commander.

			“We must silence these squabbling military commanders,” Hitler continues. “The primary reason for this meeting was to pressure General von Fritsch to rearm the army. I am extremely dissatisfied with our rearmament progress. Very dissatisfied!”3

			“Yes, my Führer,” Göring says, saluting.4

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 6

			THE BASEBALL PITCHER FROM PIEDMONT

			—PIEDMONT, WEST VIRGINIA—

SEPTEMBER 5, 1937

			“Can’t believe our youngest boy is thirty-one years old tomorrow,” James Stewart tells his wife, Emma, as they dress for Sunday morning worship service at the Waldon M.E. Church near their Erin Street home.

			“At his age, he ought to be settling down with a wife and a bunch of children,” Emma says. “Don’t know why that boy doesn’t get married and give us some grandchildren.”

			“He doesn’t have time to be married and raising children, Emma. When he’s not working at the paper mill, he’s playing baseball with the Piedmont Giants.”

			“Aubrey can sure pitch,” Emma says, smiling. “He throws better with his left arm than most pitchers throw with their right arm.”

			“Yep!” James says. “If Negro Leagues keep doing so well, one day the major leagues’ll open their doors to them.”

			James and Emma Stewart’s son, James Aubrey, ambitious and well liked, was born in the coal mining town of Piedmont, West Virginia, located at the foot of the Allegheny Front, the eastern edge of the Appalachian Plateau. Graduating from Piedmont’s Howard High School, he found a job at the local Westvaco Paper Mill, where he and his friends went to work after graduation.

			The Stewarts are delighted their son works so hard and excels in athletics. Years earlier, they encouraged him to join the Piedmont Giants Negro baseball team. The Giants often play other local all-black teams, including the Moorefield Black Sox, the Frostburg Colored Federals, and the Cumberland Hurricanes.1 Aubrey’s friendly, engaging personality, plus his obvious pitching skills, brings him many friends and much respect.

			“Don’t you worry about Aubrey, Emma. He’s ambitious. He’ll find the right girl one day and settle down. I’ve got big dreams for our boy’s future.”

			“So do I, James! So do I.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 7

			THE MEETING AT BERCHTESGADEN

			—BAVARIAN ALPS—

FEBRUARY 12, 1938

			On the cold morning of February 12, 1938, the chancellor of Austria, Dr. Kurt von Schuschnigg, meets with Hitler at Berchtesgaden, the Führer’s fortified mountaintop retreat located high in the Bavarian Alps. Schuschnigg thinks the meeting will be private, and he is surprised when joined by some of Hitler’s officials.1

			“What a gorgeous view of the Alps and Austria,” Chancellor von Schuschnigg says, smiling as he gazes out a plate-glass window from the second floor.

			“We did not gather here to speak of the fine view!” Hitler snaps.

			The chancellor catches his breath, surprised at Hitler’s rude response. “Herr Hitler, I meant nothing impolite about—”

			Hitler turns toward the chancellor, stepping within inches of his face.

			“You have done everything you can to avoid a friendly policy!” Hitler yells at him, his eyes cold and glaring. “The whole history of Austria is just one uninterrupted act of high treason. And I can tell you right now, I am absolutely determined to make an end of this.”

			Schuschnigg takes a deep breath. “But, Herr Hitler—”

			“The German Reich is one of the great powers,” Hitler interrupts. “And nobody will object if we settle our border problems.”

			The chancellor looks directly into Hitler’s eyes, staring hard for the next few seconds. I will not allow Hitler to intimidate me, no matter how hard he tries!

			“I understood you to say four years ago,” Schuschnigg says, “that Germany has no thought whatever of any aggressive act toward Austria and—”2

			“Things have changed, Chancellor von Schuschnigg.”

			“In that case,” the chancellor says, “we will do everything we can do to remove obstacles to a better understanding, as far as it is possible.”

			The Führer’s nostrils flare and he swears. “I am going to solve the so-called Austrian problem one way or the other. Providence has destined me to do so. I have only to give an order, and all your ridiculous defense mechanisms will be blown to bits.”

			Without allowing the chancellor to respond, Hitler continues his cursing rant. “You don’t seriously believe you can stop me, or even delay me for half an hour, do you? Don’t think for one moment that anybody on earth is going to thwart my decisions!”

			Hitler turns to his foreign minister, Joachim von Ribbentrop. “Give him the document!”

			The foreign minister hands Schuschnigg a two-page document listing Hitler’s demands, including the assimilation of Austria’s entire economy into the German Reich.

			“Sign the document immediately, or else,” Ribbentrop threatens von Schuschnigg.

			With trembling hands, the chancellor takes the document, scanning the papers and frowning. “I will consider signing it after I read it more carefully and understand what it is you are asking of Austria.”

			Hitler points his finger in Schuschnigg’s face. “Chancellor, you will either sign it . . . and fulfill my demands within three days, or I will order the march into Austria.”

			Ribbentrop places a pen in the chancellor’s hand. “Sign it,” he orders.

			Schuschnigg feels nauseated. He swallows hard. If I do not sign this document right now, Hitler may not let me leave alive.

			He rubs his clammy hand on his coat and signs his name on the document.

			“You will take this document to your president, Wilhelm Miklas, and make him cosign the agreement,” Hitler tells him.

			President Miklas will never agree to this outrageous aggression!

			Without saying another word, Chancellor von Schuschnigg leaves Berchtesgaden, document in hand, feeling relieved to be alive and out of Hitler’s presence.

			When Schuschnigg returns to Austria, the Austrian president refuses to accept Hitler’s demands.

			“I will not sign this ridiculous agreement!” Miklas shouts. But later, he, too, intimidated by Hitler’s threats, signs it.

			In mid-February 1938, Schuschnigg promises Austrian Jews that in his government, they will have nothing to fear from Nazi influence. Minister of the Interior Dr. Arthur Seyss-Inquart agrees, reassuring the people that Austria will undergo no further changes.3

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 8

			INVASION!

			—AUSTRIA—

MARCH 12, 1938

			Hitler bounces out of bed before dawn, his heart racing. At daylight his troops will march into Austria, annexing the independent state into the Third Reich. He waits breathlessly to hear the initial reports of his invading armies.

			“We have crossed the German-Austrian border with tanks and armored vehicles,” the first report reads. “We have met little resistance. Some Austrians are even welcoming us, excited to join the new Germany.”

			Hitler dresses quickly and travels to his Austrian birthplace, Braunau am Inn. He visits his boyhood home in Linz. Traveling to Leonding, he lays a fresh wreath on his parents’ graves.

			He feels newly energized now to completely control his home country.

			“If Providence once called me forth from this town to be the leader of the Reich,” he tells his generals, “it must in doing so have charged me with a mission, and that mission could only be to restore my dear homeland to the German Reich.”

			After his armies enter Austria, Hitler half expects Britain and France to step in and stop the invasion. But, to his surprise and great pleasure, they do nothing. On Sunday, March 13, Hitler’s law demanding Germany’s union with Austria is approved. Austria no longer exists.

			•   •   •

			After conquering Austria, Hitler begins to make life more difficult for Germany’s Jews under his Nazi rule. One in every four of the 150,000 Jews in Germany flees the country. After invading Austria, Germany gains 185,000 additional Jews. While most Jews make an effort to leave Germany, few of the world’s countries will allow them to enter. Americans fear an influx of refugees will take the scarce jobs held by Americans, as well as overburden social programs.

			Hitler reads an article in the New York Times by a reporter who addresses the refugee dilemma: “The immensity of the refugee problem was emphasized again today by an official estimate that 660,900 persons now in Germany and Austria must find homes in other countries with the least possible delay.”1

			Hitler smirks, remarking to his general, “I find it astounding that foreign countries so harshly criticize Germany for our treatment of the Jews, but none of them wants to open their doors to them.”2

			•   •   •

			Upon learning of Germany’s violent treatment of Jews, President Franklin D. Roosevelt calls for an international conference in France to discuss the disturbing problem.

			In July 1938 the French resort of Evian-les-Bains welcomes Roosevelt, as well as delegates from thirty-two countries. They meet to discuss the Jewish refugee problem and to decide what to do about it. But they come up with few solutions, the leaders citing all the reasons why they themselves cannot allow Jewish refugees into their individual countries.

			During this Evian Conference, with few decisions made, Roosevelt and the world’s officials establish the Intergovernmental Committee on Refugees (ICR) to continue to work on the growing problem. When the conference ends a week later, only one country, the tiny Dominican Republic, agrees to accept Germany’s Jews.3

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 9

			THE BELGIAN FAMILY

			—WERETH, BELGIUM—

SUMMER 1938

			At home in the small farming hamlet of Wereth, Belgium, Mathias and Maria Langer listen in terror to the news told to them by Jewish friends in Austria.

			“Those poor people!” Mathias exclaims, his face ashen. “I cannot believe that Hitler has stolen Austria before the eyes of the world! And that nobody has stopped him!”

			“By doing so, he is breaking the Treaty of Versailles,” Maria says.

			“Yes, Maria. He is also rearming Germany to the teeth. Surely no one in Europe is safe from him and his Nazis.”

			Maria takes a deep breath and begins to cry. “The children, Mathias. What will happen to our Kinder?”

			The Langers have eight young children in their home, ranging in age from one to thirteen. “What is to keep Hitler from invading and conquering Belgium, too, Mathias?”

			“Many of our neighbors will wish for that to happen, Maria. They still hold deep German loyalties, admitting they will welcome and support the Germans.”

			As mayor of Wereth, Mathias grows more concerned with each day for his family, friends, and villagers as he watches the Germans escalate their abuse of Jews.

			“They are humiliating, torturing, and destroying the people in their society whom they consider ‘undesirable,’” he says. “Hitler has invalidated Jewish citizens’ passports and is making strict new rules for their travel and emigration.”

			“I hear he has stolen Jewish property, Mathias, and is enforcing new regulations on the people.”

			“Has the entire world gone insane?” Mathias asks, shaking his head in disbelief.

			Maria gathers her young children around her, holding them tightly. “What will we do, Mathias, if Hitler invades Belgium?”

			“We will try to survive, Maria, protect our Kinder, and help Belgium’s victims where and when we can.”

			•   •   •

			In November, the Langers hear that anti-Jewish sentiment and violence has culminated into an event called Kristallnacht (“Night of Broken Glass”).

			“The Nazi regime has murdered ninety-one Jews and burned more than fourteen hundred synagogues across Germany,” Mathias tells his wife. “Jewish-owned businesses have been robbed and destroyed. The Germans are blaming thirty thousand Jewish men for the violence. They have been arrested and sent to Hitler’s prison camps.”

			Maria begins to cry, reaching to her neck, grasping and holding the small silver crucifix she wears on a chain, praying a silent prayer for her family’s protection.

			“I hear that three hundred thousand Jews are leaving Germany, trying to emigrate to the few safe places in the world that will allow them entrance,” Mathias says. “And I fear it will only get worse.”

			“How will they survive this cruel abuse?” Maria asks. “I worry about our children’s lives, Mathias, as well as our own.”

			“Do not worry, Maria. We are Catholic, not Jewish. Even if Hitler’s armies invade Belgium, we will not be harmed. But I am concerned about our Jewish friends. Only God knows what will happen to them.”

			Late that evening, before Mathias and Maria tuck their children in for the night, they join hands at the feet of their beds, praying to St. Michael for protection.

			“. . . obtain for us from God a share of Thy sturdy courage. . . .”

			“Are we in danger, Mama?” six-year-old Hermann asks, placing his small hand on his mother’s hand.

			“Do not worry, my dear Hermann,” Maria tells him. “We will pray together daily for protection.”1

			•   •   •

			In the United States, Time magazine chooses Adolf Hitler as its “1938 Person of the Year,” posting his picture on the front cover of the January 2, 1939, issue. Time states boldly that Adolf Hitler wins this prestigious award because he is the public figure that has had the most effect on world affairs in 1938.2

			•   •   •

			The Third Reich’s racial tension continues to increase with the Führer taking away the basic rights of those he deems “inferior races.” He requires Germany’s Jews to wear armbands identifying them as Juden, makes them register their wealth and assets, and forces them to live in ghettos and labor camps. He orders Jewish business owners to stop operating retail stores, dealing in trade, and providing goods or services, requiring most of them to sell their businesses at below market value prices. He bans Jewish children from the public schools, forcing them to attend segregated schools run solely by Jewish communities. Not long after, the government prohibits Jews from working as dentists, nurses, and veterinarians. Hitler determines that Germany shall be Judenfrei (Jew free).

			Adolf Hitler, having become the Führer of the German people; commander in chief of the German Army, Navy, and Air Force; chancellor of the Third Reich; and Time’s “Man of the Year,” tears the Treaty of Versailles to shreds right before the world’s eyes, threatening world war and redrawing the map of Europe.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 10

			THE WAR BEGINS

			—POLAND—

SEPTEMBER 1, 1939

			In September 1939, a New York Times reporter writes:

			“The hours before dawn . . . saw the outbreak of Europe’s second great war since 1914. At Adolf Hitler’s command, German troops and planes crossed the Polish border. Two days later, in an attempt to stop Hitler from dominating Europe, Britain and France entered the struggle. By the end of the month, however, Poland was overrun and partitioned between Germany and Russia, and the world had had its first taste of a Blitzkrieg.”1

			On September 1, 1939, Hitler’s unstoppable armies surge into Poland. Blitzkrieg becomes his signature attack, combined with extensive bombing that destroys the enemy’s air capacity, rail system, communications, and munitions dumps. The German infantry then moves in, destroying everything in sight, silencing any remaining resistance. The Führer sends his highly feared SS “Death’s Head” regiments to terrorize the country’s civilians. He builds concentration camps to enslave and exterminate all opposition.

			The Polish Army, whose military forces are antiquated—with some cavalry still carrying lances—proves no match for Hitler’s modern mechanized panzers. Poland collapses within weeks. Great Britain and France declare war on Germany.

			Meanwhile, the Nazi newspaper, Der Stürmer, focuses on racial rather than military goals: “The Jewish people ought to be exterminated root and branch. Then the plague of pests would have disappeared in Poland at one stroke.”2, 3, 4

			•   •   •

			Hitler’s aggression continues unchecked. On May 10, 1940, he attacks Holland, Belgium, and France. German armor and infantry plow through the dense Ardennes Forest, his armies pushing north, surprising the Allies, who believe it impossible to enter Belgium through the thick, almost impassable woods.

			Hitler knows that memories are short. The Germans came the same way in ambush in 1870 and 1914.5

			•   •   •

			Mathias Langer tenses on hearing that Germans have invaded his cherished homeland. The Belgian and French governments, warned that this might happen, failed to take Germany’s threat seriously. Much time had passed since Hitler conquered Poland, and all had been quiet in the west.

			Hearing of the invasion, Mathias’s wife, Maria, collapses. He helps her to a chair and then hurries outside to gather his children.

			“Hilf mir! Quickly! Help me!” he calls to Tina, who is working with livestock in the large cow pasture a short distance from their house.

			“Find unsere Kinder, and bring them inside. Quickly!”

			Tina and her younger brother, Hermann, gather the frightened children into the house, locking the door. The baby, eleven-month-old Therese, senses something is amiss and begins to cry. Papa takes the baby in his arms, kissing and rocking her back and forth until she quiets.

			“Papa,” Hermann asks, “what is wrong?”

			The rest of his children gather around him and listen.

			“The Germans have invaded our country,” he says, “as well as the Netherlands and Luxembourg. No one thought it would happen.”

			“But we are a neutral country, Papa,” Tina says.

			“Yes, we are neutral, Tina. But that means nothing to the Germans. But do not worry, my Kinder. God will protect us.”

			The Langers’ worst fears have come to fruition. The madman has violated Belgian soil.

			•   •   •

			When the Germans invade, Belgium’s military is sorely unprepared to defend its homeland. The Belgian Army, deployed along the French and German frontiers, lacks enough muscle to stop Hitler’s assault. They are overpowered by Germany’s new strength—attack by air. While Belgian troops wait on the ground, German airborne forces, with freight-carrying gliders, land near the Meuse River. General von Reichenau’s Sixth Army successfully disables the guns of Belgium’s twelve hundred armed troops, taking hundreds of Belgian prisoners and seizing the two key bridges. In a stunning move, German air forces land on top of the impregnable fortress, Eben Emael, dropping explosives through the roof and quickly silencing all resistance.6

			The Allies fight hard, but Wehrmacht forces encircle and defeat them, cutting lines of communication and crossing the Meuse River defense line. In just ten days, the Germans drive the reeling Allies into the sea at Dunkirk. Hitler now controls all access to the English Channel and the Atlantic Coast. Belgium surrenders on May 28. Germany demands the immediate abdication of King Léopold III.7

			•   •   •

			The United States and other nations rebuke Hitler’s actions. On the day following the invasion, the New York Times announces:

			“The envoys of the Netherlands and Belgium today condemned in scorching terms what they declared to be the unprovoked German attack upon their peaceful countries . . . despite the official German pledge of October 13, 1937, to respect the inviolability and integrity of Belgium.”8

			By June 17, 1940, the world has witnessed Poland’s occupation, followed by Denmark, Norway, Holland, Belgium, and France succumbing to German armies. Nazi forces prepare further invasions, Hitler’s dreams of conquest coming true.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 11

			THE BAKER’S SON AND THE BUTCHER’S APPRENTICE

			—FRANCE—

JUNE 1940

			The future SS-Sturmbannführer Gustav Knittel lies on a bloody French battlefield, awaiting rescue, his leg severely wounded. Son of a Bavarian baker in Neu-Ulm, born during the early days of the Great War, Knittel has impressed Hitler with his bravery and leadership. Since childhood, Knittel has dreamed of a military career, joining the Nazi Party on May 1, 1933, at age nineteen. He has served loyally with various SS units, becoming adjutant of SS Reserve Battalion Ellwangen in August 1939.

			Shortly before the invasion of France, Knittel was transferred to the famed First SS Fifteenth Motorcycle Company of the Leibstandarte, and awarded the Iron Cross Second Class for action in combat at Wormhoudt and Bollezeele. But while leading the attack on the small wine-producing village Saint Pourçain-sur-Sioule, he is wounded.

			When medics find him, they transport Knittel to a field hospital in Troyes and then move him to the SS hospital in Hohenlychen, Germany. For his service, he is awarded Germany’s Infantry Assault Badge and the Wound Badge in Black.1

			•   •   •

			On May 28, 1940, his forty-eighth birthday, while inspecting the Second Battalion in Wormhoudt, Joseph “Sepp” Dietrich and his companion Obersturmführer Max Wunsche come under a storm of heavy machine-gun fire from British troops in the Gloucestershire Regiment. Diving beneath their burning Mercedes, they try to shield themselves from the violent weapon assault.

			Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop! Pop!

			As British troops approach the vehicle, Dietrich and Wunsche roll into the muddy drainage ditch on the side of the road.

			“The petrol!” Dietrich shouts as he watches the car’s fuel tank ignite, sending a trail of flaming petrol into the ditch.

			“Cover yourself with mud!” Dietrich calls. The men slather themselves with the wet sludge, protecting their skin and clothing from the flames.

			From the distance, Dietrich sees elements of the Second Panzer Brigade coming toward the Gloucestershire Regiment, firing weapons and overtaking British troops. Within minutes, both men are rescued.2

			While on the outskirts of Wormhoudt, Sepp Dietrich captures eighty or ninety Allied prisoners and marches them to a barn. On the way, his men thrust bayonets into prisoners, later shooting the survivors in groups of five.3 Dietrich is savage, brutal, and admired by many soldiers, including Adolf Hitler.

			On July 5, 1940, Dietrich receives personally from Hitler the Knight’s Cross of the Iron Cross for his distinguished service in mercilessly driving the Allies to Dunkirk. It is Germany’s highest award, given for courage in conquering France.4

			Dietrich, like Knittel, is proud of the way his SS units have performed during the French Campaign, pushing westward to the sea, battling the Allies, and sweeping aside hordes of fleeing civilians.

			An old Nazi hand and Hitler’s favorite general, Dietrich proves his total allegiance to the Führer when on August 1, 1928 he joins the SS and is appointed an officer at the party’s national headquarters in Munich. As Hitler rapidly gains power in Germany, he taps Dietrich to command his personal bodyguard, the Stosstrupp Adolf Hitler (Shock Troops of Adolf Hitler).

			After the French Campaign, Dietrich, the former butcher’s apprentice, rises quickly in SS ranks, eventually attaining the rank of general der Waffen-SS. The general becomes part of Hitler’s inner circle, one of his closest and most trusted associates. He accompanies the Führer on outings and engagements, lunching, dining, and spending time talking with him during late-night meetings.

			“I can express my opinions and views to the Führer,” Dietrich brags to others. “He listens to me when he listens to few others.”5

			Sepp Dietrich is infuriated, however, when Great Britain resists Hitler’s attack in July 1940. He watches the British grit their teeth, unite, and bravely resist the Blitzkrieg bombing of their island home. German bombers and fighters sustain heavy casualties. Germany’s navy is no match for the British, and the English Channel proves to be an insuperable natural barrier. Hitler postpones his intended invasion of Britain, Operation Sea Lion, on September 17, 1940. It proves a first significant defeat for the Führer.6

			•   •   •

			SS-Obersturmbannführer Joachim Peiper is also a member of the elite Leibstandarte-SS Adolf Hitler, a protection squad that guards Hitler, commanded by General Dietrich. Peiper joined the Hitler Youth as a young boy. In 1934, at age nineteen, he applied for admission to the prestigious Waffen-SS. Sepp Dietrich reviewed his application, accepting him into the Leibstandarte-SS. His training taught him to be ruthless, taking immediate and aggressive action with little forethought, and using extreme tactics to cause terror.7

			In 1938, Peiper becomes an aide, and later a personal adjutant, to Reichsführer-SS Heinrich Himmler. A dashing, tall, slender, blond-haired, blue-eyed man with Aryan features and noble Germanic looks, Peiper might easily have been a poster child for Waffen-SS recruiters. On his wedding day, Joachim and his bride, Sigurd, receive from Hitler a black leather-bound copy of Mein Kampf nestled inside a wooden box, the top carved with oak leaves, acorns, and Nordic runes.8

			Peiper is a persistent and ruthless man who does whatever it takes to get things done. He impresses both Dietrich and Hitler with his courage, brutalty, and sheer joy of killing.9

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 12

			THE TRIP TO PARIS

			—PARIS, FRANCE—

JUNE 23, 1940

			One of Hitler’s most delightful conquests is the capture of Paris, on June 14, 1940, after only six weeks of fighting.

			“When our German tanks rolled down the Champs-Élysées,” Hitler laughs with his generals, “the French prized Paris so much that, in order to save their beautiful city from destruction, they permitted us to take it without firing a shot.”1

			“Not even the Maginot Line could protect the French against our invasion,” a general agrees. “And how fitting that yesterday we should make French officials surrender to Germany in the same Compiègne Forest railroad car that we were made to surrender in 1918 after the Great War.”2

			Today, on June 23, Hitler’s forces march proudly through the streets of Paris as stunned Parisians wail with loss and sadness.3

			When Hitler’s plane lands at Le Bourget Airfield near Paris, he steps into a large black Mercedes. The Führer sits beside the chauffeur, thrilled to inspect his captured “City of Light.” He is anxious to see the Paris Opera House, which he has long admired.

			“I am fascinated by the opera’s beauty,” Hitler says as he enters Charles Garnier’s great neobaroque building, his eyes lighting up with excitement. As an attendant escorts the party through the rooms, Hitler opens his wallet, taking out a fifty-mark note and handing it to the attendant. But he refuses it. “I’m just doing my duty,” he says, unsmiling and with downcast eyes.

			The Mercedes whisks the Führer down the Champs-Élysées, the Trocadero, and then to the Eiffel Tower, while a photographer snaps pictures. When the party arrives at the tomb of Napoleon, Hitler stands beside it, still and quiet for a long time, as if secretly worshipping and personally identifying with the legendary French emperor. After inspecting the Pantheon, the tour ends at the church of Sacre Coeur on Montmartre, where Hitler stands surrounded by his escort squad. He watches silently as unsmiling French worshippers move in and out of the church, seeming to purposely ignore him.

			“I know they recognize me,” he curses as churchgoers walk quickly past him, their eyes staring straight ahead.

			At day’s end, Hitler takes a deep breath, smiles, and exclaims, “It was the dream of my life to be permitted to see Paris. I cannot say how happy I am to have that dream fulfilled today.”4

			Hitler spends three hours in Paris that morning, posing before flashing camera bulbs with the Eiffel Tower in the background, celebrating the height of his capture and triumphs and claiming his spoils. He had previously planned to destroy the city, but after the exhilarating tour, he changes his mind, leaving Paris intact for the Reich’s future generations. As he departs, never again to return, Hitler remarks to his companions, “Wasn’t Paris beautiful? But Berlin must be made far more beautiful. When we are finished in Berlin, Paris will only be a shadow.”5

			•   •   •

			On June 22, 1941, under the code name Operation Barbarossa, Hitler invades the Soviet Union. Disregarding the mutual peace pact, German forces overwhelm Soviet defenses, surprising them with a three-pronged attack along a broad front that stretches from the Baltic Sea in the north to the Black Sea in the south. At the Führer’s urgings, the highly mechanized invaders storm eastward like a wide fan for six hundred miles.6, 7, 8

			Hitler sends his trusted Gustav Knittel, now fully healed from his wounds, to invade the Soviet Union. In July, the Führer receives reports that he and his soldiers have attacked the city of Zhytomyr, on the Teterev River in the Ukraine, a settlement of thirty thousand Jews. Like a killing machine, they murder four hundred of the city’s Jews. In August, they kill another thousand Jews. With Hitler’s encouragement, German killing sprees prove common as Knittel and his troops push deeper into the Soviet Union. In the midst of battle, Knittel takes a bullet through his right armpit.

			In September, the Führer receives word his troops have forced all remaining Jews into a ghetto on the outskirts of the town, and that many have died of starvation and disease. The six thousand remaining Jews in Zhytomyr are rounded up by German soldiers and executed outside the city.9

			•   •   •

			Hasso von Manteuffel, another of Hitler’s favorites, joins Gustav Knittel in the attack upon Zhytomyr during Operation Barbarossa. Impressing the Führer with his loyalty years earlier, the warrior joined the Imperial German Army on
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