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“Only a member of the race can be a citizen. A member of the race can only be one who is of German blood, without consideration of creed. Consequently, no Jew can be a member of the race.”


 



Point #4 of the 25-Point Program of the National Socialist German Workers’ Party


 
 


“I swear: I will be faithful and obedient to the leader of the German Reich and people, Adolf Hitler, to observe the law, and to conscientiously fulfill my official duties, so help me God.”


 



Civil Service Oath, Nazi Germany, 1934-1945


 
 





AUTHOR'S NOTE


 


While German ranks are given for each soldier initially,
their Allied equivalent is then used. For example,  Unterscharführer is
meaningless to most people, however corporal is universally understood. This is
done for the sake of clarity so you, the reader, can enjoy the book without
trying to determine if an Unterscharführer outranks a Standartenführer.


     






PREFACE


     


While membership in the Nazi Party in Germany was not
mandatory, it was encouraged as it showed loyalty to the ruling order. In some
professions, however, there was no option—membership was mandatory if one
wanted to keep their job.


Policing
was one of these professions. In September 1939, the Reichskriminalpolizeiamt
(Reich Criminal Police Department) absorbed the Kriminalpolizei (Criminal
Police) as part of a consolidation of all police and investigative forces under
one command led by Reichsführer of the Schutzstaffel
(SS) Heinrich Himmler. This effectively placed all civilian police, including
detectives, under the command of the SS (literal translation “Protection
Squadron”). All who wished to remain in their posts were required to join
the Nazi Party and swear an oath of allegiance to Adolf Hitler.


Whether
they believed in the Nazis’ policies or not.


To
refuse, to resign in protest, could mean death, as it would show one was
disloyal and couldn’t be trusted. And with the iron fist of Hitler everywhere,
under the guise of the police, the SS, the Gestapo, and more, one didn’t dare
stand out by refusing the regime’s demands.


Including
police detectives, with families, whose only desire was to serve and protect
the public, as they always had, before the madness had taken over.
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Konrad Residence
Berlin, Nazi Germany 
1941


 


Unterscharführer Klaus Griese stood in front of the
bedchambers of his commanding officer, Standartenführer Rudolf Konrad,
and drew a breath before staring at his boots, cursing at the scuff mark on the
toe of his left foot. He knew exactly when it had occurred. Not five minutes
ago at the foot of the steps leading into the large house, now the home to the
colonel, his wife, and their two children.


A
home that had only months ago belonged to a wealthy Jewish family that had
wisely decided to leave Berlin, though he was certain the story he had
overheard Colonel Konrad tell was false.


Jews
were rarely given options these days.


In
fact, he could honestly say he didn’t know a single Jew. He had growing up,
though his parents hadn’t allowed him to befriend any. They were staunch
supporters of Adolf Hitler and his philosophies, as was he, he supposed.


He
was only nineteen. He had been in the Hitler Youth for as long as he could
remember, and without the book smarts for a higher education, had enlisted
after graduating under his father’s urgings. The very concept of fighting
terrified him. He had always been a soft boy, never one for confrontation,
never one to argue or challenge another. There wasn’t a trace of the alpha male
in him that the Fatherland prized so much these days.


He
was a follower.


And
hoped to never be more than the corporal he now was.


This
was the perfect assignment. Nowhere near the front, nowhere near the fighting,
though the enemy had started infrequent bombing of the capital. It was
something he never would have imagined. Berlin. Bombed. It was terrifying, and
had shaken the population, as it had him. He had believed his commanders who
had assured the enlisted men that the war would never reach Berlin, that life
would go on as normal while victory after victory would be celebrated.


And
that had been true until August 25, 1940.


Then
everything had changed, and seemed to only be getting worse.


He
had seen the footage of Warsaw and other cities that had fallen to the mighty Wehrmacht,
and the rubble-strewn streets were disturbing. It hadn’t yet come to that,
though Griese wondered how long it would be before it was.


He
snapped to attention as the colonel’s eldest son, Joachim, only a few years
younger than him, strode past in his Hitler Youth uniform, no hint of a smile,
the fanaticism pure within him. Harsh words were snapped, aimed at the younger
brother, who emerged from his bedroom, his own uniform in slight disarray.
Joachim admonished Maximilian as he corrected the flaws, then the two of them
marched toward the stairs, ready to greet the houseguests about to arrive.


He
straightened himself then knocked on the door to Colonel Konrad’s bedchambers,
listening for a response.


Nothing.


His
heart rate picked up slightly, uncertain as to what to do. The colonel’s orders
were clear.


“The
guests are about to arrive. Get my wife.”


It
would be a great embarrassment if the Colonel’s wife were not downstairs when
the first guests arrived. In Germany, punctuality was praised, especially among
the military elite. The cars bringing the guests would be lining up outside
within minutes, and the hostess would be expected at her post, alongside her
husband and their children.


He
checked his watch.


There’s
no time!


He
knocked again, slightly harder.


And
again nothing.


He
bit down on his cheek, chewing on it for a moment as sweat dampened his upper
lip. 


Should
I open the door?


He
closed his eyes, sucking in a breath through his nose. The colonel was his
commanding officer, not his wife. He had his orders, and they were crystal
clear. 


“Get
my wife.”


He
opened his eyes and gripped the doorknob, exhaling loudly as he pressed down on
it and pushed the door open, slightly. He poked his head inside.


“Mrs.
Konrad?”


Still
nothing.


Though
that wasn’t entirely true. He could hear music playing in the adjoining room.
He stepped inside, closing the door behind him, then tentatively made his way
toward the sound, the door ahead of him slightly ajar. He peered through the
opening, spotting her sitting at a small table in the corner, her back to him.


Then
gasped at what she held, his eyes shooting wide.


Her
head darted up and she stared in the mirror in front of her as he jerked back
and out of sight. He rushed for the outer door as his heart pounded in his
ears. He grabbed the handle, opening it and stepping back into the hall as
quickly as he could, closing the door behind him. He checked in both
directions, ducking his head as one of the housekeepers crossed from one room
to the next, glancing in his direction. He walked as rapidly as he could toward
the stairs without looking suspicious, then turned the corner, risking one last
glance behind him at Konrad’s bedchambers.


A
head emerged from the now open door, peering out, in the opposite direction. He
darted down the stairs and ran headlong into Colonel Konrad.


He
nearly soiled himself.


“Sir,
I’m sorry.”


“What’s
with you, Corporal? You look as if you’ve seen a ghost.”


“Sorry,
sir, just, umm…”


“If
you ever hope to be promoted, you’re going to have to be quicker on your feet.”
Konrad pushed him gently aside. “Now, where’s my wife?”


“I-I
tried knocking, but there was no answer.”


“Did
you go in?”


The
blood rushed from Griese’s face. If he were caught in a lie, he could be
court-martialed. Yet what he had seen was unbelievable, unfathomable, and the
truth would come out the moment Konrad spoke to his wife.


Unless
she didn’t see me.


He
brightened slightly. It was a possibility.


“I
did, sir, just to poke my head in. I called her name but heard nothing. I
didn’t want to intrude any further.”


Konrad
patted him on the shoulder. “A wise move. If you had caught her in a
compromising position, she’d insist I have you shot!”


Griese’s
eyes widened, his jaw dropping, the humor lost on him in his state of panic.


Konrad
chuckled, smacking him on the shoulder. “We’re going to need to work on that
sense of humor, Corporal, if you’re going to work for me.”


“Y-yes,
sir.”


“Now,
to your post. Our guests will be arriving shortly. I’ll get my wife myself.”


“Yes,
sir.”


Griese
rushed down the stairs and out into the cool evening air, the sweat that soaked
his body giving him shivers. In the distance, the narrow slits of headlights approached,
and a quick check of his watch confirmed the guests were about to arrive
exactly on time. He forced himself to stare ahead, to focus on his duties, but
his stomach was already churning from fear at the turn his promising life had
taken moments ago.


A
life that was over if she had seen him.
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Konrad Residence
Berlin, Nazi Germany 


 


“Renata, do you have any idea of the time?”


Konrad
held up his wrist, tapping the watch given him by Reichsführer Heinrich Himmler
himself upon his promotion last year. It had been one of his proudest moments,
meeting the great man, shaking his hand, and having his salute accepted. He
once had ambitions, and if things were different, he might have pursued them
vigorously like in his youth. Now, however, he had to remain cautious about
overreaching. He no longer sought the power thrust upon him, yet to refuse
would be unthinkable, and to not do his job to his utmost ability a dishonor he
couldn’t fathom.


He
was trapped by circumstance.


Circumstances
beyond his control.


He
stared at his wife as she rose from her vanity and turned toward him.


He
frowned.


Her
face was pale, her eyes darting about the room, her hands clasping and
unclasping in front of her.


“What’s
wrong?” he asked, stepping closer, taking her trembling hands in his.


She
stared at his boots. “N-nothing.”


He
tipped her chin up toward him and stared into her glistening eyes. “What is
it?”


She
shook her head, drawing a breath then patting his chest. “It’s nothing. We’ll
discuss it after the guests have left.”


He
pursed his lips, debating whether to pursue the matter. The sound of a car
engine decided for him and he let go of her hands then headed out on the
balcony overlooking the front of the house. Cars were approaching in the
distance. There was no more time to discuss it whether she desired to or not.


He
glanced down to see Griese preparing to greet the first arrival, and thought of
what the young man had said. She hadn’t answered his knock, nor his call when
he opened the door. That meant whatever was bothering her must have taken place
before he had sent the young corporal to fetch her.


What
could possibly have her so upset?


He
returned inside to find Renata at the outer door to their bedchambers, a smile
on her face, looking as radiant as the day he had married her. She never ceased
to take his breath away, his love for her growing with every moment they spent
together. 


He
just hated they had to live a lie.


She
held out her hand. “Are you ready to face them, my love?”


He
smiled, his eyes threatening to betray him. “With you by my side, I could face
the entire Russian Army.”


She
took his arm and drew him closer. “Then the war would be over, and all would be
lost.”
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Konrad Residence
Berlin, Nazi Germany 


 


The first car pulled up and Corporal Griese stepped
forward, opening the rear door and offering a gloved hand to the young woman
climbing out, her brilliant red dress with its long train undoubtedly from one
of the finest designers in the recently conquered Paris. He stepped back,
stealing a glance at her breathtaking figure when her escort emerged, requiring
no assistance, his crisp black uniform adorned with the logo of the SS on his
collar, the skull and crossbones on the band of his hat as he fit it in place,
but it wasn’t the insignia that had shivers rushing up and down Griese’s spine.


It
was the blank, emotionless expression on the man’s face, as if all that
surrounded him were of no concern, as if he wouldn’t give a second thought to
erasing them all from existence should he so choose.


Griese
snapped to attention and said nothing, his eyes directed forward. When an SS
general was in one’s presence, one made oneself slightly less obvious. 


And
much to his horror, the young woman yelped and stumbled up the steps. Griese’s
jaw dropped as he rushed forward to catch her, his eye spotting the general’s
boot planted firmly on the train of his escort’s dress.


Griese
caught the woman’s arm, his steadying hand preventing any catastrophe, and the
general stepped off the dress before grabbing Griese by the shoulder.


“You
fool! Is this your first day on the job? Don’t you know to make certain the
lady’s dress is safely past before you step back to let her escort out?”


Griese
snapped to attention, his entire body trembling, debating whether to say
something. He decided silence might be considered a further afront. “I
apologize, sir. I, umm, I have no excuse.”


“I
apologize, sir, it is entirely my fault.” 


Griese
resisted the urge to turn toward Colonel Konrad, his commanding officer rushing
down the steps. 


You’re
heading to the front for sure.


“While
it’s not his first day, this is our first party, and he’s not used to such
lovely ladies wearing such gorgeous fashions. Please, let me escort you personally
inside, madam, and one of my staff will make certain your dress is in pristine
condition before the festivities begin.”


“I’m
sure there’s no harm done,” replied the young woman, clearly not the general’s
wife, mistresses among the upper echelons common, though escorting young
relatives so they could be married off to up and coming officers was also
common.


To
make assumptions could be deadly should it bring embarrassment to either party.


Konrad
snapped his fingers and directed him with a glare to another car that had
pulled up, its rear door still closed.


Griese
said nothing, instead rushing down the steps and pulling open the door, keeping
his eyes on the next dress as it cleared the doorframe, swearing to never make
the same mistake again. As he stepped back, he glanced up the steps to see the
general being formally introduced to the colonel’s wife, and as the man
delivered a stiff bow before taking her hand, he glared at Griese out of the
corner of his eye.


Leaving
his mouth dry, and his heart hammering.


He
had embarrassed an SS general.


And
his life could now be forfeit.


He
was about to turn as the next car arrived when he noted the colonel’s wife
staring at him, a smile on her face, though it was her eyes that had a wave of
ice-cold fear washing over him. For he was certain her stare revealed a fear as
great as his. 


And that
could mean only two things. 


That
he had been right in what he had seen. 


And
that she knew he had seen it.
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Konrad Residence
Berlin, Nazi Germany 


 


Joachim Konrad stood at attention beside his little
brother, who, much to his annoyance, continued to fidget despite repeated
admonishments. 


He’s
such a child!


His
mother continually reminded him that he was the same way when he was that age,
yet he refused to believe it. There was simply no possibility that he, a future
leader in the Reich, could have been so disappointing a youth.


He
reached over and straightened Maximilian’s scarf then punched him on the
shoulder. “Smarten up. You’ll embarrass Father.”


Tears
filled Maximilian’s eyes, but he straightened, staring ahead, allowing Joachim
to enjoy the thrill he was now a part of. The reception line. His father was
now greeting a man whose insignia indicated he was a Gruppenführer in
the SS, the skull and crossbones on the band of the general’s peaked cap
sending shivers of excitement racing through his body. 


One
day that will be me!


He
had always wanted to join the military for as long as he could remember. To be
like his father was his dream, to make his parents proud of him as he fought
for the Reich and for Adolf Hitler was his only goal in life. He excelled in
the Hitler Youth, and his grades were excellent in school. Thanks to his
father’s position, he would attend the finest university in the country, then
upon graduation, become an officer. 


Six
years.


In a
mere six years he’d be a lieutenant of some sort, eventually making his way
into the SS, and working his way up the ranks. His only regret would be that
the war would be over long before he’d take his position among the officers’
ranks. 


Though
there was plenty of world left to conquer once Europe was done with. The Eastern
Front had opened only a couple of months ago. Once the Soviets were dealt with,
there’d be massive swaths of territory to deal with, the Japanese unlikely to
finish the job themselves.


And
then there was Africa, where Rommel was doing so well.


Then
America.


He
suppressed a smile as goosebumps raced over his skin at the thought of leading
soldiers into New York City, standing proudly in the turret of a Panzer
tank, saluting the chancellor in his flawless black uniform.


“Do
something about that imbecile of a corporal you have working for you, or I
will.”


Joachim’s
attention snapped back to the situation at hand, the SS general’s tone one of
barely controlled rage. It had his own heart racing with fear that his father
might be in trouble.


“I
assure you, sir, it won’t happen again.”


The
general leaned in closer as his lady friend talked to Joachim’s mother. “I’m
not certain you understand me.”


Joachim
watched as his father’s face paled slightly, fear in the man’s eyes for the
first time that he could remember. 


And
for the first time he could remember, he was ashamed.


“I
will have him reassigned immediately.”


“The
Eastern Front.”


His
father bowed. “As you wish.”


The
general smiled, patting his father on the shoulder. “Good, good, then the
matter is settled.”


The
pleasantries continued, but Joachim had lost interest. He wanted desperately to
know who this corporal was they were talking about, and what he had done to
embarrass his father and put both their careers in jeopardy.


Incompetence
like that shouldn’t be tolerated, nor rewarded with a posting to glorious
battle on behalf of the Reich.
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Konrad Residence
Berlin, Nazi Germany 


 


Ten sets of guests. Ten cars. Griese’s job was done for
several hours, which was unfortunate. It gave him time to think. Time to dwell.
And that wasn’t good, not with his current predicament. 


Yet
what was that predicament? The colonel was a fair man. He doubted what had
happened with the dress would merit anything serious. In fact, that was the
least of his worries. 


It
was what he had seen.


And
the fact the Colonel’s wife seemed to be aware of the fact.


Though
with the severity of her secret, and the danger it put everyone in, wouldn’t
she have immediately told her husband, and wouldn’t he have immediately done
something about it?


But
what could he do?


He’ll
have to kill you.


It
was the only logical choice. It’s what he would do if placed in the same situation.



He
shuddered at the thought. No, he wouldn’t kill to preserve the secret. He
frowned as he strode toward the side of the house where there would be few if
any people there to disturb his thoughts. It was easy for him to say he
wouldn’t kill, because he could never possibly be placed in the same situation.



You’d
kill to protect your family.


He
sighed, shaking his head. He wasn’t so certain. He knew he should, but
he was never a man of violence. He had never even thrown a punch in his youth,
and bootcamp had been torture, grappling with those far more experienced at
scrapping than he was.


It
had terrified him.


As
did the notion of killing, let alone murdering someone.


Though
he wasn’t the colonel. The colonel wouldn’t hesitate. Though a fair man, he was
a soldier. He was SS. And one didn’t reach that rank by being a pacifist. If
the colonel decided his corporal knew too much and must die, then he would be
dead.


In
short order.


“Corporal
Griese!”


Griese’s
bladder almost let loose as he spun toward the bark. He paled at the sight of
the colonel’s personal aide, Hauptsturmführer Hoffman. “Yes, Captain?”


“You
will report to the colonel’s office at the close of the party. Understood?”


Griese
snapped to attention, clicking his heels. “Yes, sir!”


Hoffman
pointed at his boots, the forgotten scuff visible in the rapidly fading light.
“And clean those up. We expect the best from everyone, even lowly corporals.”


Griese
flushed. “At once, sir!”


Hoffman
disappeared around the corner and Griese dropped to a knee, retrieving a
handkerchief from his pocket and addressing the offending boot. Satisfied, he
stood, then the words spoken only moments before finally registered.


And
he doubled over, vomiting. 


He’s
going to kill me in his office.


He
wiped his mouth clean, then glanced toward the window and nearly fainted, the
young Maximilian pointing at him, laughing, as Joachim glared at him.


With
a hate only years of indoctrination could foster.






[image: Description: Chapter Header]
6 |



Konrad Residence
Berlin, Nazi Germany 


 


Konrad glanced at one of the house staff standing near the
periphery and motioned him over with a finger. The man approached and bowed
deeply.


“Find
my sons and put them upstairs. Tell them I said they’ve lost the privilege of
being among adults.”


“Immediately,
sir.” The man disappeared out into the hallway where Maximilian’s laughter
could still be heard over the polite conversation running the length of the
long dining table. 


He
smiled, slightly embarrassed. “I apologize for my youngest’s outburst. At that
age, they can be unpredictable.”


General
Graf grunted. “Discipline seems to be an issue in this household.”


Konrad
bristled at the insult, yet held his tongue.


“Joachim
seems a fine lad,” said one of the ladies at the far end, breaking the
uncomfortable silence. “How old is he?”


“Sixteen,”
replied Renata. 


“Will
he be enlisting?”


Konrad
found his voice. “After university. He’s made it quite clear that he intends to
be my commanding officer one day.”


The
table roared with exaggerated laughter, the ice forged by the general’s observation
broken.


“Ahh,
to be young! What I would give to be on the front, leading my men into battle.
I envy your son. It is a good time to be alive. A good time to be German!” The
general at the far end raised his glass. “Heil Hitler!”


The
chorus that responded shook the dinnerware, Konrad joining in with the expected
zeal before the dinner resumed. He noted his wife’s hand shaking slightly, and
he reached under the table and squeezed her knee gently, offering his support.


Something
was definitely bothering her. These types of gatherings were torturous for her,
her anxious nature continually threatening to overwhelm her, but she always
soldiered through for him, he knew. It tore him up inside what he was putting
her through, yet what choice did they have?


The
alternative could mean imprisonment.


Or
worse.


He
glanced at General Graf and blanched as he caught the man’s eyes staring at the
hand on his wife’s knee, the disdain evident.


There
would be no pleasing the man tonight.


Not
until he dealt with poor Griese.


The
boy doesn’t deserve to be sent into battle for one little mistake.


Yet
he had no choice. He couldn’t afford Graf’s wrath. His family couldn’t afford
it. Graf clearly felt he had been insulted by the brief moment of
embarrassment, and was of the type that demanded retribution.


Thank
God he didn’t execute him right then and there!


His
stomach churned at the thought. Wasn’t that what he was doing to poor Griese?
Though things were going well in the east, the Russians would put up a good
fight, especially if Moscow wasn’t conquered before the winter set in.
Casualties would be high, and Griese, inexperienced as he was, would likely be
among those who would die.


I
can’t do it.
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Joachim tiptoed down the hallway, tightly gripping his
Hitler Youth dagger for courage, cringing as a floorboard creaked underfoot. He
froze, listening for any evidence he had been discovered, then resumed, the
only sounds coming from the party downstairs. 


A
party he was supposed to be observing, though at a distance.


Yet
thanks to his degenerate brother, he had been denied that honor, and likely
would be for any future engagements as well.


He
deserves a good beating.


He
reached the door to his parents’ bedchambers and turned the knob, quickly
stepping inside and settling on the manner in which he’d deliver the punishment
later that night. He closed the door behind him, breathing a little easier at
having made it so far, confident he was now in the clear. He made for the
window with a view of the side of the house and peered out.


Good.


The
corporal that had vomited was still there, pacing back and forth, clearly a
bundle of nerves. He had to be the one who had created the embarrassing
situation with the general earlier, and was absolutely the cause of his
brother’s uncontrolled laughter and their eventual dismissal for the evening.


It
had been humiliating, a raucous round of laughter having erupted as he
retreated up the stairs, burning with embarrassment. Though it was his
brother’s outburst that had resulted in the shameful exit, it was ultimately
caused by this corporal’s actions.


And
he had to pay.


Joachim
headed into the bedchambers and toward the vanity in the corner his mother used
for her makeup. But it wasn’t her makeup he was interested in, it was the
contents of one of the many drawers the handcrafted table contained. Months
ago, he had spotted it, unbeknownst to her, when he had rushed into the room
unannounced.


A
small pistol.


A
lady’s pistol.


He had
no idea what type it was. It wasn’t anything he had been trained on as it
wasn’t military, and he had wondered why she had it, for it was certainly hers.
His father wouldn’t have such a dainty weapon.


Yet
none of that mattered.


It
was a weapon, it would have bullets, and he would use it to exact his revenge
on the corporal who had embarrassed not only him, but his father, risking his
entire family’s future.


He
pulled open the drawer, lipsticks and other things he didn’t understand revealed.


But
no gun.


His
eyes narrowed.


Maybe
it was a different drawer.


He
shoved the drawer closed then pulled open a larger one, a smile spreading as he
spotted the pistol grip underneath a large framed photo. He checked over his
shoulder to confirm he was still alone, then retrieved the weapon. He examined
it for a moment then ejected the magazine, confirming it was loaded.


He checked
again to make sure nobody was looking, then smiled at the sight of his father’s
backup holster and Luger hanging on the wall. He drew a deep breath then
stuffed his mother’s weapon in his pocket, and was about to close the drawer
when he noticed the photo. He picked it up, staring at it, his mind trying to
place those it depicted. He recognized his parents among those gathered, though
they appeared younger. But who were the others? 


His
eyes shot wide as a repressed memory escaped the dungeon he had forced it into
long ago. He dropped the photo as if it were as hot as a cast iron pan,
scrambling backward, tripping over a pair of his father’s boots, his dagger
sailing from his hand as he slammed into the floor. 


It
can’t be!
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Maximilian’s shoulders shook as he sobbed in his bed, his
uniform still on, his pillow held tightly over his head. He had disappointed
his father. He had embarrassed him on what was the most important night he
could remember. Never before had he been witness to so many senior officers, so
many women in dresses. Never before had he seen so many servants, so many fancy
cars.


It
had all been so exciting, something he had been looking forward to for days,
his father putting so much trust in him to be on his best behavior.


And
he had laughed.


It
was wrong. He knew it. He should never have laughed at the corporal vomiting,
but he couldn’t’ help it.


It
was so funny!


He
growled at his mattress in frustration. It was that corporal’s fault.


I
hate him!


A
floorboard creaked in the hall and he froze, listening for any evidence as to
who it was. It could be a servant, but it could be his mother, coming to see
how he was doing after his admonishment, delivered by the help of all
things.


Another
creak, farther away, had his chest aching as it was obvious his mother wasn’t
coming to console him.


But
who was it?


He
rolled out of bed and opened the door slightly, his eyes widening at the sight
of his brother slinking down the hallway toward the back stairs. 


“Joachim!
What are you doing?” he hissed.


His
brother spun, his eyes wide with surprise, then glared at him angrily. He held
a finger to his lips. “Go to bed,” he whispered harshly.


Maximilian
frowned but retreated back into his room, leaving the door open a sliver, his
eye pressed against the crack that remained. His brother disappeared down the
stairs.


Why
does he get to rejoin the party?


He
gently opened the door, then, spotting no one, sprinted toward the back stairs
and after his brother. He descended the first flight then pressed against the
window with a view of the corner of the house. The vomiting corporal was there,
still on the side of the house where he had seen him earlier. He was about to
resume his pursuit when his jaw dropped at the sight of his brother running
along the rear of the house.


What’s
he doing outside?


His
eyes bulged as Joachim drew a gun from his pocket.


Oh
no!
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