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EVENTS: 1938

The persecution of gay men and transvestites continues uninterrupted throughout 1938February, Hitler scraps the War Ministry and creates the Oberkommando der Wehrmacht, OKW (High Command of the Armed Forces). 

Shortly after his conference with his senior general on 5th November, 1937: General Werner von Frisch is forced to resign as Commander of Chief of the Wehrmacht after false accusations are received that General Fritsch is a homosexual. He is replaced by General Walther von Brauchitsch. Foreign Minister von Neurath is fired and replaced by Joachim von Ribbentrop.

12 February, Hitler meets the Austrian Chancellor, Kurt von Schuschnigg at Berchtesgaden, where he is subjected to a tirade of insults and threats from Hitler. Schuschnigg is forced to accept Hitler’s demands for the lifting of restrictions against the Austrian Nazis and for Nazi participation in the Austrian government by appointing Arthur Seyss-Inquart as vice chancellor. In March, Schuschnigg resigns as Austrian chancellor, replaced by Seyss-Inquart. 

3 March: British ambassador to Germany, Sir Neville Henderson, proposes an international consortium to administer parts of Africa (in which Germany would take a leading role) in exchange for a German promise not to resort to war to change Germany’s frontiers. Hitler rejects the offer.

12 March: German troops occupy Austria, “Anschluss”. Hitler and his army are welcomed like heroes by large numbers of Austrian, but far from all Austrians are happy with the Anschluss. 

There are in excess of 200,000 Jews in Austria, many more than were ever living in Germany. Most of these Jews will be murdered before 1945 in the death factories of Auschwitz, Treblinka, Sobibor and other murder factories in Eastern Europe. From the very first day, Austrian Nazis begin a reign of terror against the Jews. The Jews of Vienna are humiliated by being forced to scrub the streets and public toilets. They are beaten, many are murdered, many others arrested and shipped to KZ Dachau. 

13 March: The Anschluss of Austria to the Greater German Reich is formerly declared.  

Hundreds of gay men and transvestites are arrested and sent to prisons and concentration camps across Germany. Many will never leave them alive. 

5 May: General Beck, sends a note to Hitler, pointing out his opposition to “Fall Grün” (Case Green), the codename given to the plan for the invasion of Czechoslovakia, stating that Germany is unprepared for the war likely to follow.

23 May: Hitler orders the Foreign Office to assure the Czechs that he has no demands on Czechoslovakian territory. 

28 May: Hitler declares to his ministers that he intends to destroy Czechoslovakia by force of arms. He orders OKW to mobilize 96 Wehrmacht divisions in readiness.

11 August: Nuremberg’s main Synagogue is destroyed by Nazis.

18 August: Beck resigns as Chief of the Army General Staff in protest.

15 September: British Prime Minister, Neville Chamberlain comes to Berchtesgaden to negotiate with Hitler to settle the issue of the Sudetenland in order to avert war. Appeasement continues. Hitler tells Chamberlain his terms. 

On the 17th, Chamberlain returns to London to discuss the issues with his cabinet. 

On the 23rd, Chamberlain returns to Germany and the town of Godesberg for more discussions with the Führer. Hitler raises the stakes and demands that any peace settlement, must include the absorption of all German speaking regions of Czechoslovakia by the deadline of 1st October.

The same night, Chamberlain advises the Czech government to mobilize their forces.

Chamberlain concludes his conference with Hitler in the early hours of September 24th. He assures Hitler that he will personally give the Czechs Hitler’s demands. 

The Czechs reject Hitler’s demands. Chamberlain’s cabinet and the French also reject the demands as unreasonable. 

France orders a partial mobilisation of the army.

28 September: Hitler wavers as the 1st of October deadline approaches. Mussolini has a “cunning idea”. Hitler invites French Premier Edourd Deladier, and Neville Chamberlain to a one last-ditch effort to save the peace at a special emergency conference in Munich. 

Britain and France sell the Czechs out to the Germans. (The Czechs are not invited to take part in the conference to discuss the fate of their own country). 

The next day, 29th September, the “Munich Agreement” aka, the betrayal of Czechoslovakia, is agreed. Britain and France will sell the Czechs out to appease Hitler, and allow the annexation of the Sudetenland into the Greater German Reich and the Czechs have no choice but to cede their territory to Germany. 

1st October: German troops march into the Sudetenland. Taking advantage of the situation, the Polish government gets in on the action and gives the Czechs an ultimatum that the Zaolzie region must be handed over to Poland within twenty-four hours. The Czechs have no choice but to comply and Polish forces quickly occupies the region.

16th October: A day of infamy; the German government orders the expulsion 12,000 Jews of Polish ancestry from Germany; the Polish government, itself highly anti-Semitic, accepts only 4,000 and refuse the remaining 8,000, who are forced to live in the no-man's land on the German-Polish frontier without shelter.

24th October: At a luncheon of Hitler’s cronies at Berchtesgaden, Joachim von Ribbentrop tells Polish ambassador, Józef Lipski, that the Free City of Danzig, formerly part of east Prussia, must be returned to Germany, and Germany must be given extraterritorial rights over the Danzig Corridor. Ribbentrop adds, that Poland must also sign an Anti-Comintern-Pact.

28th October: another 17,000 Jews are arrested by Nazis and transported to the Polish frontier. Poland refuses entry and the Jews are once again left stranded on the German-Polish border. Many will left to die there.

7th November: Paris; the Third Secretary at the German Embassy, Ernst vom Rath is killed by a gay Jewish student Herschel Grynszpan, in protest to the deportations of his family to Poland. (There is some modern speculation that vom Rath and Grynszpan were lovers. This is unsubstantiated by historically documented evidence).

9th-10th November, with the organization of Joseph Goebbels, the Nazis unleash hell on German and Austrian Jews in “reprisal” for the assassination, attacking homes, shops and Synagogues across the Reich. 7,500 Jewish businesses are destroyed, 267 Synagogues are torched, at least 91 Jews are murdered (the true number is likely much higher). 25,000 Jewish men are arrested, many are sent to concentration camps. Those who can afford it can buy their way out and emigrate. For everyone else, only Hell awaits, and many will perish in the concentration camps. 

The Nazis fine the Jewish community 1 billion Reichsmarks for the damage and reparations for the assassination of vom Rath following the November pogrom. 

I am death, the destroyer of the worlds, fully developed, and I am now active about the overthrow of the worlds. Even without you, the warriors standing in the adverse hosts, shall all cease to be...

Kashinath Trimback Telang’s (1882) translation of: Bhagavad Gita...
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NEMESIS
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PROLOGUE
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Böhmerwald, Bohemia Czechoslovakia

1937

In 1931, when Luca was born, his people were driven out of Austria, across the border into Czechoslovakia, forced out by police, solders and unhappy Austrians who took their bad mood out on his people. That’s what mutti told him. Baba* told a story of hardship and hunger in that bitter winter, travelling along the snow quilted bumpy unmade roads through Bohemia. 

They had been shot at by angry farmers, chased off by vicious dogs, beaten up by the police, both Austrian and Czech. Nobody wanted them – nobody cared about them. They were the garbage of Europe, the filthy Gypsies who will steal everything that isn’t nailed down. That’s what they said of Luca’s people. The gadje* were cruel and spiteful, but not always. Mutti was a gadji woman, an Austrian who fell in love with Baba. There were other good gadje too, but mostly they were hostile and even scared of the Romani, heeding stories of witches and baby snatchers.

It was nothing new of course, they were persecuted and driven out of Holland and Switzerland in the 1870s. Luca’s grandpa, the Big Man* had such stories of those hard and difficult days, but to Luca’s tender ears, it seemed more like an exciting adventure. 

The Czechs didn’t want them either of course, and in 1934, they forced them to give up their nomadic life to settle here in the Böhmerwald. Luca liked it here in their little village. He had no experience of life on the road, but he loved to listen to the grownups swapping stories around the campfires, where they danced and played music and drank beer, wine and homemade whisky, feasting on the forest’s rich gifts.

Here in the Böhmerwald, where they lived their settled lives in their crude and basic one room shacks and vardos, from which the enforcers from the Czech government, removed all the wheels, preventing them from returning to their nomadic roaming. Wheels can be replaced of course, making the order more symbolic that enforceable. But the Big Man ordered they obey these Gadje laws. Trouble always follows when they don’t.

Luca didn’t understand these things that upset the grownups so much, planting bitter seeds into the hearts of young men like Luca’s big brother Leander minds. He understood that the gadje hated them, and he had been beaten up on several occasions by gadje boys ... and girls; grownups too. One woman slapped him so hard in the face, it made Luca cry, and the inside of his mouth bleed. Luca’s crime? He was petted her dog.

Mutti was the daughter of an Austrian farmer. She met Baba in Vienna and they fell in love and her Baba threw her out of the house when he learned of it. The Big Man welcomed her into their family and they had a Romani wedding. A year later, Leander was born, and then Luca five years later.

They lived hard but happy lives; they harvested the bounties of the forest. Even in winter, the Romini know how to forage for food, because God blessed them with the language of Mother Earth and all her gifts. They took what they needed and they shared what they had, even with the gadje who might pass by, lost in the forest, their doors were open and welcoming, and they will take you and guide you so you’re no longer lost – this was their way.

They enjoyed life, and any excuse for a party would have the Big Man clapping his hands and before they knew it, a fire was lit, the drinks were brought out, the music started and the dancing began.  

Tonight, they were celebrating Rhoda and Caesar’s first born. The couple had been trying five years to have a baby, three times Rhoda gave birth to dead children. But this time, she brought a healthy son into the world and everybody was so happy, they just had to have a party to celebrate, and the whole village supplied gifts of blanket. Baba made them a crib that rocked and had the most beautiful carvings of swallows and doves whittled into the wood. 

Mutti was the best dancer, she danced the Flamenco better than all the other women and girls, despite being a gadji woman. She spun around the fire in its soft amber hue, dizzyingly fast, kicking up her legs, her long flowery dress flowed like liquid around her as Baba’s brother, Kako* Niko fiddled like crazy on his violin, and Ella strummed her guitar and Johan played his flute, the villagers whooping and cheering out with every high kick and graceful spin. Kako Niko following her around, playing his fiddle without dropping a note, the shiny buttons of his red waistcoat flashing in the flames. Mutti’s face was glowing and the joy in her eyes was simply contagious.

Baba and the others clapped their hands and stamped their feet in rhythm, so did Luca, who was sitting on the Big Man’s lap being bounced up and down as the Big Man practically danced from his chair. Luca’s big brother Leander was with the other big boys from the village, five of them were cousins. They were eyeing up the girls on the other side of the fire.

The Big Man was Luca’s grandpa, and the old man doted on his youngest grandson; everybody knew it and Leander and their cousins often said so. The boy had good Romani instincts and he was smart, smarter than his brother, probably the smartest little boy in the village. His mother was not only literate, she had been well educated in Vienna and she had taught both her sons to read and write, but Luca had a gift for learning and a liking for reading and Esther put such effort into his education as to cause some concern with the Big Man, who was worried Luca might leave them when he grows up to live with the gadje. 

Esther was defiant, and Baba was on her side. Things were changing, they were getting worse for the gypsies, not better. They were persecuted all over Europe, from Ireland and Great Britan to the Steppes of Russia. They were stateless. 

Back in the winter, policemen came looking for a gadjo criminal they thought the villagers were hiding for some inexplicable reason.

They searched the village, ransacking every shack and vardo and beat up the men, including the Big Man and Luca’s Baba. But worse, they violated four girls, the policemen taking turns with them. The men were helpless, pistol whipped, and held at gunpoint. 

Luca’s cousin Lina was one of the girls they raped. Thirteen-years-old. The bright happy girl Luca knew and loved died that night, something in the entire community died. But for Lina, who had barely begun her journey to womanhood, the consequences were devastating. Now she just sat, mute and withdrawn with a far off look in her eyes and she rocked herself constantly, lost in a tortured mind.    

Leander wanted to go into the city and kill the policemen, he raged and shouted, he became consumed with the need to avenge. But the Big Man forbade it on pain of banishment. Revenge will only make things worse for them, the Big Man told them. 

It was a day of horror, and its spectre still haunted everybody. Leander’s heart was poisoned with hatred that day...

Ω

Kako Hampel, a Sudeten German who lived not far from the village of Hartmanice, stopped by. He was a good gadjo, mutti told him, and he should always call him “Kako”, because he was also a friend. Kako Hampel was a very kind man who often brought things like blankets and clothing, medicines and many other very useful things for the village and money from selling Baba’s beautiful carvings. He always had tea and something to eat with the Big Man and Baba, where they would discuss grownup things, like politics and business. 

Luca thought he looked like a wizard, with his bushy white beard and long white tussled hair. He drove a horse drawn buggy and always travelled with his dog Star, a lazy lurcher who always rode on the carriage with him, seated next to him with a regal look. Mutti always said that Herr Hampel was a jolly and jovial gentleman of good character. He spoke high German. He was clearly an educated man. The children liked him, because he always brought sweets for them and told them fairytales and other fantastical stories that he himself wrote, and he often brought a book or two for Mutti and Luca to read, and the most recent newspapers for Baba.

Baba and Luca’s uncles made a beautiful dresser for Fräu Hampel, by way of appreciation and friendship. Fräu Hampel wept with joy when she received it, with such wondrous carvings, that others in the village asked for things Baba made and carved to adorn their own homes.

‘You could make a lot more money than I pay you, Emich,’ Herr Hampel said, sitting in the Big Man’s vardo with Baba and mutti and Luca, who was sucking on a lollipop Herr Hampel gave him, savouring the deliciously sweet orangey flavour. Herr Hampel was looking at the exquisite carvings set out on the table of rampant bears, recumbent bears, stalking foxes and owls in the tradition of the Schwartzwald for Herr Hampel to sell in his shop in Turnau. ‘Tell him,’ he said looking at mutti. ‘The Americans and the English tourists go crazy for this sort of thing in Prague.’

Mutti smiled. ‘We’re happy with things at they are, Herr Hampel ... if you are.’

‘My dear, Esther, how can I not be. As soon as they land on the shelves, they fly off again. I can’t get them in fast enough...’ He sipped his mint and nettle tea, sweetened with honey from their own hives. He looked at Luca, enjoying his lollipop. ‘There’s more trouble brewing with those blasted SdP fellows whipping everybody up,’ he said, his tone becoming serious. ‘They’re being completely financed from Berlin of course. Money and weapons ... even infiltrators. Not all us Bohemian and Moravian Germans want to be a part of Germany.’

‘Well, they can’t be any worse than the Austrians and the Czechs,’ said Baba. 

‘They follow darkness,’ said the Big Man. ‘Nothing but ill can be spawned from such people who follow that darkness. I fear this will make the Czechs and all the other gadje seem as angels in comparison...’

*Baba – Papa/Dad

*Gadje is plural for gadjo (singular), gadgi (feminine) is the Romani term for outsiders or non-Romani people. 

*Big Man – leader of the Romani and Sinti communities.

*Kako - Romani for uncle.

* Turnau Czech, Turnov.
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Demond Behind the Devil

Gestapo Headquarters, Berlin

January 1, 1938

They often started their meetings with some cordial chitchat, politely enquiring after one another’s wives and children, sharing anecdotes about this or that talent one or other of their beloved and most treasured children had achieved. 

Niceties over, they invariably turned to the serious business of state-controlled terror and when it came to state-controlled terror, Himmler and Heydrich were without comparison; methodical and utterly ruthless, turning it into a precise science. 

Nobody understood Himmler quite so well as Heydrich did, and, it might be argued, Himmler understood Reinhard Heydrich better than anybody else. 

Heydrich was a very good sounding board, a kind-hearted gentleman, a sympathetic listener; level headed. Heydrich was the most pragmatic man he knew; uncomplicated, like a machine ... he knew what to do, when to do it, and how to do it. Heydrich, as far as Himmler was concerned, understood the necessity behind the great masterplan and their mission to make Europe Judenrein (clean of Jews), and free of the Slavs, gypsies and homosexuals. Germany would be great again, and Europe will be ruled by the new order of Teutonic knights. Himmler most sincerely believed that one day, the world will thank him for the brave, but necessary eradication of European Jewry and the other mongrelised races and sexual perverts. They weren’t simple policemen; they were the modern knights on a holy quest to purify Germany and beyond.

Himmler picked up his dainty teacup with shiny black sig runes glazed on the side of the white porcelain and in the saucer. He took a sip and slowly lowered the cup back to the saucer with aristocratic delicacy. Superior, pompous ... utterly bourgeois. 

‘The Führer has decided that the Anschluss must happen this spring at the latest,’ Himmler said, still holding his cup by its handle in the saucer held in his left hand. ‘He fears that to delay further may make matters more complicated in the future. The political situation in Austria is vulnerable...’ He paused to take another sip of tea. ‘The movement has never been stronger in Austria.’ He put his cup and saucer down onto the table.

Heydrich nodded his head. ‘Our agents are making good progress, Reichsführer. The Austrian Nazis are, as you say, growing stronger and more popular as the government flounders on the edge of chaos. There’s never been a better time.’

‘It’ll fall to us to bring order and take over the necessary establishments. It will be vital to seize all police records before the Austrians have the opportunity to destroy them. Seizing the Ministries of the Interior and Justice in the first hours following the Anschluss will be key to this.’

‘My agents will be ready, Reichsführer. We’ve also been working on lists of potential enemies, influential intellectuals and Jews,’ Heydrich went on. ‘It’ll be the SD’s priority to arrest these individuals as soon as they can be located and dealt with expediently.’

Himmler nodded his head, and then, with a sudden randomness, he said in a quietly matter-of-fact accountant sort of way: ‘There are three and a half million Jews in Poland, Obergruppenführer...’ He picked up his cup and saucer again and took another sip of tea; the lenses of his spectacles fogged with steam as he breathed into the cup; his eyes peered over the brim at Heydrich. ‘They have more Jews than we do. So, you see the magnitude of the problem? Because that’s just the tip of the iceberg,’ he said and had another sip. 

There followed a considerable pause of silence as Heydrich’s cold methodical mind worked on the problem of what to do with three and a half million Polish Jews when Germany conquers Poland, and he was in no doubt they would conquer Poland by 1941 at the latest. 1940 was his guess, knowing the Führer as he did, he would not sit on his laurels for long. First, the Austrian and Czechoslovakian questions needed to be settled.  

Nonetheless, the numbers churned in Reinhard’s head, as he considered the organizational and logistical requirements for managing the resettlement of three and a half million Jews. And what would it cost? The Jews can pay for their own resettlement, was his answer to himself, and what belongs to the Jews, belongs to the Reich. Then there were the Gypsies and Slavik intellectuals. Another one two million to deal with on top of the Jews. He wasn’t too worried about the homosexuals, just so long as they weren’t Aryan. It was the Slavs, Gypsies and Jews breeding that were of a bigger concern. Homosexuality he knew, contrary to what Himmler believed, was a condition of human nature that simply could never be irradicated, no matter how hard the Gestapo and SS came down on them. But the Reichsführer was obsessed by them, he wanted them hunted out of existence, convinced it was a disease like influenza, that could spread and infect others.

The Führer wanted a Jew free Europe, and by God, Himmler and Heydrich would do everything in their power to make it happen. 

‘Whatever the solution, Reichsführer,’ Heydrich eventually said. ‘It’ll be a huge undertaking for the SS, Gestapo, SD and ordnungspolizei. A very difficult undertaking that will require careful planning and may require special SS and police units who know how to deal with belligerent prisoners. Once we’ve formulated our ideas, we can field practice them in Austria and Czechoslovakia,’ he said with his usual pragmatic coldness. 

‘Austria, Czechoslovakia and Poland must all be made Jew free with the utmost expediency as soon as they fall into our possession,’ Himmler said and sipped his tea. ‘We’ll need a new organisation just to deal with them.’

Heydrich nodded. ‘Forced migration,’ he said. ‘We can drive them east and resettle them as far away from Reich territory as we can possibly get them.’ 

Himmler nodded his head. It was a huge, but noble undertaking, he thought; to drive the Jews ever eastward, onto the steppes and into the USSR through forced migration. ‘... Once the Austrian question is settled, the Führer will concentrate his efforts on the invasion of Czechoslovakia.’  

‘Whatever’s required, it will be done, Reichsführer,’ said Reinhard. ‘The SD is ready for the tasks ahead of us.’

‘The Führer expects us to maintain order, and to rid the Reich of all the sub-human vermin. The homosexuals, who threaten to contaminate Germany with their disgusting vice must be put down ruthlessly, Reinhard, like the disease they are. The Gestapo must be made clear on this. Homosexuals must be a priority, especially within the SS and the Hitler Youth. Once it takes hold, it spreads like fire if unchecked. We must deal most severely with these perverts in our ranks.’

Heydrich gave several nods of his head and sipped his drink. It was nonsense, the idea that homosexuality could be transmitted like a disease, Heydrich knew it, but he didn’t really care one way or the other. Himmler wants the homosexuals destroyed, then he will destroy them. But this notion he had of ridding society of them was just as ridiculous and would commit the Gestapo to a forever-war against homosexuality. 

‘Czechoslovakia’s going to be a difficult matter for the Führer,’ Himmler went on. ‘The Sudetenland’s not a strong enough pretext,’ he added. ‘We may need to devise a solution. A pretext. Can I leave it with you?’

Reinhard crossed his legs and nodded his head thoughtfully. ‘Of course, Reichsführer,’ he said and sipped his tea.

‘Meanwhile, we’ll continue and increase our operations in the Sudetenland and maximise on all opportunities of propaganda. The Prague government is standing fast, but they’re weak, Reinhard. Weak and vulnerable. The Führer is expecting us to maintain maximum pressure on the Czechs through civil unrest in the Sudetenland as well as diplomatic pressure.’

‘The matter’s already in hand, Reichsführer,’ Heydrich said.

‘Then I can leave it in your capable hands?’

‘You can.’ 

Himmler smiled and gave Reinhard an appreciative nod. He knew he could count on good loyal Heydrich. 

Heydrich sipped his tea.

‘There’s a quarter of a million, maybe more Jews in Austria,’ Himmler went on, returning to his other pet obsession. ‘And there’s almost half a million Jews in Czechoslovakia. It’s a recipe for chaos unless we organize things properly and get a hand on it, to ensure the Jews are completely expunged,’ he reiterated. ‘They can farm and build modern roads until they drop dead from exhaustion and hunger,’ he said innocuously. ‘We can take care of thousands that way through natural wastage. Poland will be the hub of the resettlement operation...’*

And it went on, turning to the Jews in the west. France, Holland, Norway, Sweden, Belgium ... Great Britain, they will all topple to German might like dominoes, Himmler believed, and when they do, there’ll be another two or so million Jews to take care of...

* It’s worth mentioning here, that there was no planning for the physical genocide of European Jewry at this time. The mechanized extermination of the Jews began in earnest in 1941 with the expansion of extermination centres such as Auschwitz-Birkenau, Treblinka, Sobibor etc. But it must be remembered, that the extermination of Austrian, Czech and Polish Jews, Intelligentsia, Gypsies, Homosexuals, partisans and political activists began the day German Forces occupied those countries. But there was no overall masterplan to murder those groups mentioned above at this time. 

With the Wehrmacht went SS units, and the Einsatzgruppen and special police units, in effect, these were murder squads who raped, brutalised, robbed and slaughtered hundreds of thousands of innocent men, women and children without mercy or pity. The true numbers of their victims will never be known. Camps like the above mentioned were machines of death, or death factories which employed systematic and mechanised murder on a vast and industrial scale such as the world had never before seen.
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Men from the Gestapo

In the warm and cosy drawing room, their eyes surveyed the decaying opulence of impoverished aristocracy, or so they believed from the lack of servants and the faded décor and empty spaces where valuable paintings once hung. They sat down, one in a wingback chair, the other on the couch. 

The door opened and Victor came in. 

They both stood up again, clicked their heels to attention they gave Victor the Hitlergruss.

‘Heil Hitler,’ they said in unison.

Victor saluted back. ‘Heil Hitler...’ 

‘I’m Obersturmführer Hegeler, Gestapo,’ said the one wearing the long leather overcoat. 

‘Scharführer Maisel,’ said his colleague, who wore a tweed jacket and riding breeches with flared thighs.

Victor had heard of Hegeler. He had been a Kripo Kriminalinspektor with the Berlin homicide department, recruited to the Gestapo by Heinrich Müller,* most commonly known in the SS as Gestapo Müller. Hegeler applied to join G-One, but Artur Diefenbach blocked it. “Too many chiefs and not enough Indians” he told Heydrich, and Heydrich was inclined to agree.

The real reason was far different of course. Having someone like Hegeler around the office would be dangerous; what with the Oberführer and Victor being so deeply involved in the conspiracy against Hitler, the so-called von Wallenberg Orchestra. 

Hegeler had also rooted out several homosexuals among the ranks of the SS, and was a known sadist when it came to interrogating them. So, it was little wonder that Victor was feeling uneasy as, for a terrifying and heart-stopping moment, he thought they were there to arrest him, either for being a One-Seven-Fiver or being a traitor. Had somebody denounced him as a homosexual? He’ll be dead by tomorrow morning he thought in a moment of cold fear. 

He kept a calm façade and sat down, before he fell down, trying to appear perfectly composed; he crossed his legs and looked as nonchalant as he could. ‘So, how can I help you, gentlemen? This is my day off and I have plans to take my aunt to the opera. It’s her birthday, you see.’

Hegeler nodded his head and smiled. ‘Then we’ll be as quick as we can, Hauptsturmführer.’

‘Thank you.’ Victor glanced at Scharführer Maisel, silent, watchful, like a crocodile near the water’s edge, patiently waiting for the gazelle to come to drink, ready to strike when least expected. The stare chilled Victor’s blood.

‘We’re investigating what happened at Passau last year,’ Hegeler explained.

Victor was almost relieved, despite the danger being just as great. He’d sooner be arrested for a noble cause than for his penchant for cock. ‘I see,’ he said slowly. ‘I gave my report to Oberführer Diefenbach when I got back to Berlin.’

Hegeler smiled. ‘I’m just tying up some loose ends, Hauptsturmführer.’

‘Loose ends?’ Victor repeated, raising a brow. ‘I see. Well, if I can be of help...’

The door opened and Aunt Gaby came in with a tray of coffee things. ‘I brought you some hot refreshments, gentlemen,’ she said. 

Hegeler and Maisel both stood up. ‘You’re very kind, Fräu,’ said Hegeler as she placed the tray down.

‘Not at all,’ she said. ‘What would the Führer say if I didn’t bring two nice gentlemen from the Gestapo a cup of hot coffee on a cold winter’s day. I was saying to Hermann just the other day, how hard you all work. My nephew is tireless in his duty to the Führer, as we expect him to be of course...’ She started to pour the coffee. ‘Hermann said he’s very proud of you all.’

What a marvellously astute old bird she was, Victor thought.

Hegeler and Maisel both looked at one another. 

‘Reichsminister Göring?’ Hegeler enquired as he watched her carefully pouring the coffee into fine English porcelain cups in matching saucers. 

‘My aunt’s a long-standing friend of the Reichsminister and his brother,’ Victor explained. ‘Aunt Gabby, we need to discuss important matters of national security. Would you mind?’

‘Of course, dear. Just ring if you need anything.’ She left them alone and closed the door behind her.

‘A very nice lady, your aunt, Hauptsturmführer,’ Maisel said sincerely.

‘Yes. She’s a gem.’

‘The Jew Dracon,’ Hegeler started up afresh. ‘He faked his heart attack.’ 

‘Yes. That’s perfectly obvious.’

‘Hmmm. But what isn’t so obvious, Hauptsturmführer, is how did he know when to fake his heart attack. He was isolated with very few people having access to him. We’ve questioned everybody at the Kaserne’s infirmary – orderlies, patients. The surviving SS guard. They’re either very resilient liars, or they’re telling the truth. That leads us to the officers and men who had charge of the prisoner.’

Victor knew that whatever he said, he needed to make sure he stuck to the story, and was convincing, whilst on the inside he was falling to pieces. He nodded his head, leaned forwards and picked up his cup and saucer, to show them he wasn’t nervous and to slick his bone-dry mouth. 

Maisel was watching him crocodile-like, basking worryingly in the shallows between Victor’s conscious and subconscious mind. ‘I said the same thing in my report, Untersturmführer,’ he finally said and took another sip from his cup. ‘In fact, I discussed it with Hauptsturmführer Edelknecht and the Oberführer ... now Gruppenführer Diefenbach. Unofficially of course. I was certain it had to be somebody on the inside of the operation. Somebody who knew the security and who had access to both the prisoner and the ambulance.’ 

Hegeler had either just been outmanoeuvred to throw him off, or Victor was genuine. Right now, it was difficult to tell. ‘And did you suspect anybody in particular, Hauptsturmführer?’

‘No. If I did, I’d have reported it.’ 

Hegeler glanced at Maisel and gave him an unspoken order.

Maisel stood up. ‘Could I possibly use your telephone, Hauptsturmführer?’ he asked.

Victor gestured to a table in the corner of the room. ‘Help yourself.’

‘Uhm ... It’s a private matter,’ Maisel said.

‘In that case, use the extension in the room across the lobby directly opposite. You’ll be completely private in there.’

‘Thank you. I shouldn’t be long.’

That rather depends on whether Edelknecht’s in the office or not, Victor thought, knowing full well he had gone to check his story out. It had been Kurt’s idea, he had anticipated this sort of a scenario, and he told Victor just how to cover himself and so far, he was doing a reasonable job of it, if he did think so himself. 

He put his cup down onto the low table and took his cigarettes out from his pocket and offered one to Hegeler.

Hegeler gave him an appreciative nod of his head and took one. ‘Danke.’

Victor lit his cigarette and took a drag. ‘I told Edelknecht and the Gruppenführer that the escape had been coordinated and perfectly planned to the last detail,’ he said. ‘The army ambulance not starting, the hijackers, the Jew’s faked heart attack. There were just six people who had access to the Jew who could’ve told him about the plot,’ Victor went on. ‘The nurse, and it certainly wasn’t her, she was never alone with the Jew. Myself of course, I did have time alone with him. I questioned him about Doktor Jung’s files and his murder, but he was giving me nothing but his name and his Swiss citizenship status. Then there was Obersturmführer Bucha and the two guards...’ 

‘They were alone with the Jew?’

‘At times, yes.’

Hegeler nodded his head. ‘And you left the Kaserne to return to the hotel?’

‘Yes. That was around eight-thirty or nine o’clock. I didn’t take much notice of the time to be honest. I checked with the scharführer and his men to make certain everything was as it should be. After I was satisfied, I drove back to the hotel, roughly five minutes away.’

‘And why wasn’t Obersturmführer Bucha checking in at the hospital. The guards were his men, weren’t they. Not yours.’

Victor nodded his head and cleared his throat. ‘I was afraid you might ask me that. The last thing I want to do is get Bucha into any trouble. Suffice to say, he was ... unwell and unable to carry out his duties properly.’

Again, Hegeler nodded his head. ‘And he was ... unwell on several occasions, I understand from other witnesses at the hotel and from a couple of his own men. They say that he was either drunk or entertaining young fräuleins in his hotel room. I would prefer it, Hauptsturmführer, if you were completely honest with me. There are no loyalties owed, not where this matter’s concerned.’ He picked his cup up and sipped his coffee. 

Victor looked thoughtful. ‘Yes, he was drunk, Obersturmführer. If I’m to be completely honest, I was very unsatisfied with his handling of the security and his drinking and womanising. He treated the entire operation as if it were a holiday. His conduct was unbecoming to his uniform and his rank. The entire operation was flawed from start to finish by incompetent people. The Austrians beat the prisoner up so badly, when we took custody of him, he was barely alive, which is what led to his hospitalisation in the first place. We were at the mercy of the weather with heavy snow blocking the roads, and time was against us. Then I find the man assigned to protecting the prisoner until we got him back to Berlin, is a lazy womanising beer sponge. The occasions he did visit the hospital, he was drunk.’

‘Did he speak to the prisoner on his own?’

Victor nodded his head. ‘Yes, on two separate occasions that I’m aware of. Both times he was alone with the prisoner for several minutes.’

‘And where were you at that time?’

‘The first time, I was speaking to Major Doktor Kaiser. I was eager to get the prisoner back to Geheim One and I wanted to know when we could move the prisoner safely. The second time, I was on the telephone to Hauptsturmführer Edelknecht giving him an update on the situation.’

‘Did Obersturmführer Bucha seem to be spending lots of money on the fräuleins he entertained?’

‘A reasonable amount, yes. I wasn’t paying much attention to how much money he had. I was worried he was going to fuck my mission up, Untersturmführer. But as you mention it, he treated them to dinners in the hotel restaurant and drank champagne in his room with them.’

‘Could he possibly have spoken to these fräuleins? Told them about the Prisoner? Where he was?’

Victor sat back. He looked shocked, and he was shocked. He knew that Bucha had absolutely nothing to do with what happened, but Hegeler apparently had his sights set on Bucha as the traitor. ‘No. I don’t think so. I never heard him talk about the operation in public, or in private. It wasn’t a priority for him.’

‘But if somebody paid him?’ Hegeler speculated. ‘Or questioned him when he was drunk?’

Bucha’s life was hanging by a thread, and he couldn’t be responsible for an innocent man’s death, no matter how detestable that man might be. He shook his head vehemently. ‘No. absolutely not. He was a drunk, he was a womaniser, but I don’t believe he would sell us out,’ he said.

Just then, the door opened and Maisel returned. He smiled at Victor. ‘Thank you, Hauptsturmführer.’

‘You’re welcome. I hope you managed to make your telephone call?’

‘Yes, I did...’ He looked at Hegeler and gave a micro-nod of his head as he sat down.

‘One of the fräuleins,’ Hegeler carried on, ‘who Obersturmführer Bucha ... entertained has disappeared. When last seen, she was crossing the border into Austria on false papers. At the hotel, she had German papers; at the border, she had Austrian papers.’

Victor was genuinely shocked. ‘Which one?’

‘A chambermaid, Ingrid Hoffmann. She started working at the hotel two days before you arrived. Four days before they brought the Jew across the border...’

Victor could hardly take it in. Was she a plant? ‘That’s incredible.’

‘But you see what I’m getting at, don’t you, Hauptsturmführer?’

Victor nodded his head. ‘Yes. And I don’t know what to say. I can only tell you, that he never discussed or mentioned the prisoner in public in my hearing. Not a single time. Had he done so, I would’ve taken steps. Steps I now regret not taking to start with.’

‘It’s been known for a while among those in his command that Bucher drinks too much. Passau was his last chance to prove his abilities...’ Hegeler stood up and Maisel stood right after him, the contagion spread to Victor, who rose to his feet. 

‘I see no reason to detain you any further, Hauptsturmführer. You’ve been very helpful and open with us.’

‘Thank you.’

They exchanged Hitlergrusses and handshakes and the two Gestapo agents left, much to Victor’s relief. He knew they were convinced, just as Kurt said they would be, so long as he stuck to the story. Bucha was doomed and he wasn’t sure how he felt about that. At the moment, he was just relieved. But he had one or two questions for Kurt when he saw him next, such as who was the chambermaid...?

* Heinrich Müller, chief of the Gestapo.
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Judas Goat

Kurt was packing his valise; he and Moench were flying up to Stetting for a meeting at the Abwehr Station head, Oberleutnant zur See Schertel for a debriefing on intelligence concerning recent increases in Soviet and Polish U-boat and surface vessel activity off the German coast, monitoring German shipping and Kriegsmarine activity. There had been anomalous transmissions that had been intercepted by the Geheim Feldpolizei and radio monitoring. The signals were originating near the Danzig Corridor. 

It was nothing that unusual. With tensions over the Corridor being high; both Polish intelligence and the Abwehr had stepped up their activities in the region, conducting more surveillance and radio monitoring activities. Both Germany and Poland had sent extra agents into the Danzig Corridor who were reporting on everything from shipping entering and leaving the port to prevailing public opinions.  

Kurt put his valise down in the hall, so all he had to do was grab it in the morning when Moench arrived to pick him up to drive to Tempelhof. 

He was about to fix himself a nightcap, when the doorbell buzzed. He went to the door and opened it. A blast of icy wind blew in. It was Victor standing on the doorstep wrapped up warm in his winter coat, a millimetre of snow on his shoulders and the brim of his fedora hat. He had a flustered look on his face. 

Kurt opened the door wide and let him in. ‘I wasn’t expecting you.’ He closed the door.

Victor removed his overcoat and hat and hung them up in the usual place behind the door on the coat hooks. He spotted Kurt’s valise. ‘I came from the Schwartz Schwan Haus,’ he said.

Kurt led him into the study, toasty warm from the fire. ‘I thought you were on leave?’

‘I am. I had to go in and see Diefenbach...’ (Kurt went to the cocktail cabinet). ‘I needed to see you,’ he said, following Kurt across the room. ‘I had a couple of visitors this morning,’ he said as Kurt poured a couple of drinks. ‘Gestapo. They’re investigating what happened at Passau...’ 

Kurt handed him his drink, apparently unsurprised, and as ever, as calm as an iceberg. ‘Yes. I heard that Obersturmführer Bucher’s been arrested...’ He went to his armchair and sat down and crossed his legs. ‘What did they want to know?’

‘They started asking me about some chambermaid.’

Kurt lit a cigarette, watching Victor without commenting.

‘Ingrid Hoffmann. Does that name mean anything to you, Kurt?’ he asked. ‘Or maybe you know her by another name?’

Kurt dragged on his cigarette, staring steadily at him. He knew who she was sure enough. 

‘You set Bucha up, didn’t you?’

‘Would you sooner they had arrested you, Victor?’ Kurt said bluntly. ‘The woman was a lure and Bucha was the Judas goat if we needed one, and as it’s turned out, we did. Bucha’s not so innocent, Victor, he did divulge details of your mission to her.’

Victor lit a couple of cigarettes and handed one to Kurt. ‘I don’t know how you can be so bloody calm about it, Kurt, I really don’t. I’m a fucking wreck.’

Kurt gave him a nonchalant smile. ‘I’m a spy, Victor. I’m trained to be calm. Did you stick to the story?’

Victor took a swallow of asbach, a drag from his cigarette and nodded his head. ‘Still. You could’ve told me about her, Kurt. Don’t you trust me?’

‘Of course, I bloody trust you. If I told you about her, you wouldn’t have been surprised when they told you and you needed to be surprised, Victor, to have all the natural responses to convince them. You know that. They didn’t make you a hauptsturmführer in the SD just because you’ve got as pretty face and a nice cock ... although it doesn’t hurt. I presume you were surprised, Victor?’

‘Of course, I was bloody surprised.’

‘Then you’ve nothing to worry about. Don’t concern yourself with Bucha, he dug his own grave by his behaviour.’ 

Victor looked at him. ‘I sometimes wonder if there’s anything that will break that armour you wear. You’ve been wearing it so long you’ve forgotten how to take it off.’

Kurt’s stare lingered on him. ‘This is war Victor. I can’t afford to be emotional about those I consider my enemies. You’re one of my dearest friends, and I ask you to trust me, I feel that friendship under my – armour. Now, what did Artur say?’

‘Like you, he said, I’ve got nothing to worry about. Apparently, Bucha confessed that he may have told the chambermaid when they slept together.’

Kurt nodded his head. ‘There, you see.’

Victor took another drag from his cigarette. ‘I see you’re going away again?’

‘Just for a day, two at most.’

‘How is Richard.’

‘Doing well from what I hear. He writes every week or so. I must admit, I owe him a letter or two...’

Victor smiled. ‘You’re very important to him, Kurt. A father figure.’

‘I prefer big brother, I’m not that old,’ he said, showing a crack of vanity.

‘What about Adrian?’

‘I saw him a few days ago.’

Victor gave him an envious look. ‘That boy makes me hotter than Vesuvius,’ he said. ‘You’re a lucky devil, Kurt.’

Victor didn’t know the half of it. They did more than make love together ... sometimes, they killed together too...’

*Geheime Feldpolizei (GFP) Secret Field Police, were a military police unit of the Wehrmacht. Although they were independent from the Abwehr, the two intelligence agencies worked closely together on various operations before and during the war. 
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I Swear to You, Adolf Hitler

SS-Junkerschulen, Bad Tölz, Bavaria

Outside, on the freezing parade ground, silvered in hard hoarfrost, the young SS officer graduates stood in their serried ranks, smartly liveried in their nice new black SS-Untersturmführer uniforms with SS sig rune three pip collar insignia. 

They raised their right hands and with but a single unified voice, they swore their oath to the Führer:

‘... Ich schwöre Dir, Adolf Hitler, als Führer und Kanzler des Deutschen Reiches Treue und Tapferkeit. Wir geloben Dir und den von Dir bestimmten Vorgesetzten Gehorsam bis in den Tod. So wahr mir Gott helfe...’*

For Fabian von Görtz, this was a very special day. Not only was it the day he graduated as an SS-Untersturmführer, it was also his twenty-first birthday. How fortuitous was that?

He had finally found his niche in the world; a spiritual home, he being an abomination in the eyes of God. He had found solace in the SS, at the dawn of a new world order. Of course, it wasn’t so much about serving the Führer as it was about serving himself. He could hide behind his SS uniform and rank; practically beyond suspicion.

He was a good-looking young man, tall and athletically lean with deep blue eyes framed by a soft a seraphic face. He was a keen fencer like Heydrich and had won several fencing awards, but not as many as he had at rifle and pistol shooting, where he excelled as one of the best marksmen in the entire SS.

Standartenführer Ernst von Rotheim knew all about Fabian’s dark secret, not only did he know, he had evidence to back it up. One word from him and the today will be von Görtz’s last birthday. Personally, he couldn’t care less about von Görtz’s proclivities. Fabian von Görtz had all the right qualifications for what he needed, and that was all that mattered to him, and had he had on the young graduate, was simply to make him compliant ... should he have any doubts. From this day on, Untersturmführer von Görtz belonged to him, body and soul.

After the graduation ceremonies and celebrations, with another forty eager young SS officers unleashed upon German society, Fabian, smart in his black SS uniform, was summoned to go to Kommandant Voss’ office.*

Standartenführer von Rotheim was coming out of the kommandant’s office when Fabian arrived. Fabian came to attention and thrust up his arm with a click of his heels.

The Standartenführer returned the salute and walked on.

Voss beckoned Fabian into the office. ‘Come in, Untersturmführer von Görtz,’ he said.

Fabian entered the office and clicked to attention, thrusting up his arm—

‘Have a seat,’ said Voss without responding to his salute.

Fabian approached the desk, curious and nervous, he sat down on a chair in front of the desk. 

‘Your overall performance has been exceptional, von Görtz,’ he said.

‘Thank you, Herr Kommandant.’

‘The Sicherheitsdienst have requested a young and ambitious graduate to join their ranks and to run a small office in Weimar. They had very specific requirements, and of all the cadets, you were the only one who fitted them. It’s a very big opportunity for an ambitious young officer.’

That surprised Fabian, there were other students who were far better than him at all the theoretical stuff, and the investigation training. ‘May I ask what they were, Herr Kommandant?’

‘No,’ Voss said bluntly. ‘Are you interested in this posting? It mostly concerns investigating political opponents, underground elements of the Communists and Social Democrats, Clergy and so on. It wasn’t fully explained. But you know Weimar I believe?’

‘Yes, Herr Kommandant. I grew up there.’

‘So, are you interested?’

‘Yes, Herr Kommandant, I’m very interested,’ Fabian said, sensing the aforementioned opportunities.

‘You’re to go to Weimar immediately and report to Hauptsturmführer Keppler at the Weimar Gestapo headquarters. That’s all.’

The meeting was over, Voss returned to his paperwork with nothing more to say.

Fabian hesitated for a moment, then he saluted with another Hitlergruss. ‘Heil Hitler,’ he said, and then he turned about and marched out.

Ω

It didn’t take Fabian too long to pack his trunk. Everything was folded neatly and tidily into the steamer trunk, his uniforms, his civilian clothes, all ready to be taken to his little red Opel 1.2 Litre, ready to make the four hundred and eighty or so kilometres journey back to Weimar. He might do it in nine hours if he was lucky. 

He pulled on his pistol belt; his Luger tucked away in a brand-new stiff black leather holster, polished to a high shine.

He took one last look around the billet he had shared with three other cadets, none of who he particularly liked. No, he wouldn’t miss them, or Bad Tölz at all, he decided and with that, he closed the lid of his trunk. 

*SS oath to Hitler: “I swear to you, Adolf Hitler, as Führer and Chancellor of the German Reich, that I will be loyal and brave. I pledge obedience unto death to you and those you appoint to lead. So help me God.”

*Berhard Voss was commander at the SS-Junkerschulen Bad Tölz in Bavaria, from 1935 until November 1938. After the war, Voss was arrested and tried in Czechoslovakia for war crimes against humanity in the Protectorate of Bohemia and Moravia. He was sentenced to death and was hanged in Prague on February 4th 1947.
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Spies

Abwehr Station

Somewhere near Stettin

It was mid-afternoon when Kurt and Moench arrived at the Stettin office for the meeting. There were just four officers there, under the command of an Oberleutnant zur See, two radio operators and two civilian agents. 

The Oberleutnant pointed out the little red markers shaped like boats in amongst a lot of black and some yellow boat-shaped markers dotted about on the big map of the Baltic coast laid out on a long wide table in the middle of a briefing room. 

Kurt was perusing a file full of communications, radio intercepts, eye-witness and Kriegsmarine reports regarding suspicious foreign surface vessels and U-boat sightings, dates, times, coordinates, it was all there, meticulously noted in the file.

‘How unusual is this activity?’ Moench asked as he looked at the map and the little models, like toys in a child’s play room.

‘Not that unusual. What’s unusual is the increased regularity and numbers of Soviet and Polish vessels encroaching into our territorial waters. There’s been a forty-three percent increase on last year. Mainly Polish vessels.’

‘Naval vessels?’ Kurt asked, looking up from the file.

‘Sometimes, and always just within international waters. We think they’re using fishing trawlers and merchant ships to spy on our coastal activities. Sometimes they come within a couple of thousand metres of the coast. We’ve spotted men with powerful binoculars searching along the coastline and headlands. They’re obviously assessing our coastal defences and looking for our U-boat installations.’

Moench pointed to a yellow marker. ‘What are these?’

‘Kriegsmarine warships and patrol boats.’

Moench nodded his head. ‘And the black ones?’

‘Merchant ships.’

Moench nodded again.

The Oberleutnant leaned over the table... ‘These red markers represent visual sightings of Soviet surfaced U-boats in the last ten weeks, Hauptmann,’ he said looking at Kurt. His hand moved into the Kiel Fjord, where there were five more red markers, one of them very close to the coast. ‘These are fishing boats from Poland,’ he said. ‘Spy ships,’ he continued. ‘They’re monitoring our naval yards and bases. The Kriegsmarine have chased off several Polish vessels, and coastal patrol boats have had to resort to firing shots over their bows on three occasions to get the message across.’

Kurt looked at the map and the red boat-shaped markers. ‘What about Polish or Soviet naval activity, have you seen any increases there?’

‘No. Their numbers are pretty static.’

‘And military activity along the land border, has there been any unusual or increased buildups around Danzig or the border with East Prussia?’ He looked at the two agents.

‘No, Hauptmann,’ said one of them.

‘Nothing unusual,’ agreed the other.

‘Just an increased amount of coded transmission being sent in and out of the Danzig Corridor,’ the Oberleutnant explained. 

‘Have we had anything from our people in Poland to suggest anything we should be aware of or concerned about?’ Kurt looked at him.

‘Not a whisper, Hauptmann.’

Kurt nodded his head thoughtfully. ‘Well, possibly this is nothing to worry about,’ he said. ‘But I think we should stay on the side of caution. I’m going to recommend some extra men for you. What have the Kriegsmarine said?’

‘They’re increasing their radio monitoring, surveillance and coastal patrols and assigned two U-boats to the area to keep suspect shipping under surveillance. Beyond that, there’s not much more they can do—’

A telephone in a side office started to ring. 

‘We already have a number of agents in Danzig and the corridor. We’ll continue monitoring radio traffic.’

Kurt nodded. ‘May I keep this?’ he asked, referring to the folder. 

‘Oh yes, of course, Hauptmann. That’s a copy of the log I had made for you.’

Kurt handed the folder to Moench, who walked over to a chair where Kurt’s attaché case was sitting and he put the file into the case.

A smartly dressed woman came out from the office. ‘Excuse me,’ she said. ‘There’s a telephone call for you, Hauptmann Eichhorn. Oberstleutnant Graf von Hagendorf.’

‘Thank you...’ He looked at the Oberleutnant. ‘Excuse me.’ He marched into the office.

‘What do you think’s going on?’ Moench asked as he came back to the map table.

‘I’m not sure,’ the Oberleutnant replied. ‘They could simply be testing our responses, or trying to map our defences.’

‘Or both,’ one of the agents speculated.

‘It might be an attempt to rattle us?’ the other agent suggested.

‘Everybody’s been nervous since the remilitarising the Rhineland, and the increasing tensions over the Corridor. The tensions with Austria and Czechoslovakia. Any or all of those could make the Poles nervous,’ Moench said. ‘As for the Russians, they’re just letting us know they’re there.’

‘Is that what you think, Moench?’

‘I’m just trying to put a possibility out there. Whatever it is, they’re clearly not gearing up to attempt an invasion or to occupy the Corridor. Things aren’t at that point yet. As for the idea there’s some sort of Russian-Polish thing going on, that’s just plain nonsense...’

Kurt came out from the office. ‘I have to go back to Berlin immediately. Oberleutnant Moench, you’ll continue without me. Once you’ve concluded your inspection, you’re to go to Königsberg and report to Oberst Sturm at Wehrkreis One to question a prisoner.’

Moench nodded his head.

‘I’ll have someone drive you to the airfield, Hauptmann,’ the Oberleutnant zur See said. said.
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The Intercept

Tempelhof, Berlin

Kurt knew something was up as soon as he saw that it was the Oberstleutnant who met him in person at Tempelhof in his staff car, which, unusually, Hugo was driving himself rather than by his usual driver, Feldwebel Feig.

Kurt came to attention and gave him a military salute, they both being in uniform.

Hugo saluted back. 

‘Good evening, Herr Oberstleutnant,’ he said. ‘I wasn’t expecting to be met.’

Hugo got back into his Mercedes-Benz 320 and gave Kurt a quick look. ‘Put your bag in the back and get in.’

‘Are we at war?’ Kurt said facetiously as he opened the back door and put his valise and attaché case onto the seat. 

‘Not yet, but give it time,’ Hugo responded cynically. 

‘Hmmm.’ Kurt got in the front and sat beside him and they drove away, heading back towards the city centre. 

‘How was Stettin?’

‘Cold. Like here,’ he said.

‘Anything to report on these signals coming from the Corridor?’

Kurt lit himself a cigarette. ‘Nothing. Bloody weather reports to shipping in the Baltic. I’ve the transcriptions in my case, but they’re of no interest to us. there’s been no significant increases in military or coded transmissions,’ he explained. He shuddered with cold.

They stopped in traffic. An accident ahead, one car had slid on ice into the back of another and now it was gridlock until the cars could be moved out of the road. 

Kurt smoked his cigarette and gazed out of the window, staring into the streetlights glaring onto the icy street. 

‘We’ve recently received some worrying intelligence from our man in Prague,’ Hugo started up as the traffic started moving again, inching forwards as slow as a funeral cortège.

‘What sort of intelligence?’ 

‘Beneš has been having secret talks with the Soviet ambassador, asking for military assistance in the event of a German attack on Czechoslovakia. Beneš has also ordered for armaments production to be stepped up, he wants a hundred more tanks from Škoda as well as more armoured vehicles, anti-aircraft guns, field artillery, mortars, fifteen-millimetre machineguns and more,’ he explained. ‘This is in response ... so our man in Prague says, to information Czech Military Intelligence obtained from an unnamed source here in Germany. Our man in Prague says they have two men on the inside. One in von Blomberg’s* office and another in the Abwehr...’ 

They stopped in the traffic again. 

Kurt stared at him in complete shock. Two traitors working for the Czechs. Kurt pondered the odds. Was Czech military intelligence that clever and that well-resourced to infiltrate both Blomberg’s headquarters and the Abwehr? ‘Is this credible?’

Hugo looked undecidedly at him. ‘I don’t know. But the Czechs have obtained sensitive information from somewhere.’ He couldn’t speak for Blomberg’s command, but he could for the Abwehr, and knowing how hot they were on security, he found it hard to believe that the Czechs had an agent on the inside with access to high level intelligence. ‘Is this information credible?’

‘Yes. There’s almost certainly been a leak of sensitive military intelligence from Blomberg’s headquarters.’

‘And us? – the Abwehr?’

Hugo looked at him, it was a prospect that hardly bore thinking about, but if it was true, it could put the Abwehr’s entire network of agents at risk, and not just in Czechoslovakia, but all over Europe and beyond.  

‘If it’s true, it’s imperative that we find these traitors as quickly as possible and find out how much damage they’ve done to us...’ He gave Kurt a serious look. ‘We’re at the precipice, Kurt,’ he said with a low ominous tone in his voice. ‘Hitler intends to attack Czechoslovakia this coming spring or summer and when he does, Europe’s going to explode.’

Kurt took a final drag of his cigarette, cracked the window open a few centimetres and threw the butt out. ‘Does General von Blomberg know?’

‘No. Canaris and Oster want it kept completely quiet on a strictly need-to-know basis. They don’t want to risk the traitors getting wind that we’re onto him. ‘I’m going to put a man into von Blomberg’s office to keep an eye on things. I want you standing by, we may have to send you to Prague.’

‘When?’

‘Soon. I’m still making arrangements and awaiting further information from our man in Prague.’

And just who was their man in Prague
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