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PART ONE
Traitor’s Symphony

“On Wednesday, 21st March 1933, the first concentration camp will be opened in the vicinity of Dachau. It can accommodate 5,000 people. We have adopted this measure, undeterred by poultry scruples, in the conviction that our action will help restore calm to our country and is in the best interests of our people.

Heinrich Himmler

Commissioner of police for the city of Munich.”
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Hitler wastes no time consolidating his power. February 4th, Hitler decrees “for the protection of the German People”, imposing restrictions on the freedom of the press and public assemblies. From now on, the German press is firmly under Hitler’s control. In the same month, Göring issues an order as Prussian Interior Minister making it legal to shoot “Enemies of the state.”

On 23rd February, all homosexual rights groups are proscribed by law and declared illegal. Four days later, on the 27th, the Reichstag is set ablaze. The Nazis make much of this event and use it to tighten the noose around Germany’s neck. 

The following day, Hitler is given Emergency Powers by President von Hindenburg. Mass arrests are made nationwide, mostly of Communists and unionists, blamed for the Reichstag fire.

In March, Reichstag elections are held. With all opposition parties arrested or silenced, the election brings the Nazis a landslide victory. Officially, Nazi Germany is born as a one-party state.

8th March, Interior minister Wilhelm Frick announces the establishment of a concentration camp system, to detain political opponents and so-called “enemies of the State.” The camps are modelled on British Concentration Camps in South Africa during the Boer War 1899-1902. Over the next 123 years, millions will perish.
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...When the Lamb opened the fourth seal, I heard the voice of the fourth living creature say, “Come and see!” I looked and there before me was a pale horse! Its rider was named Death, and Hades was following close behind him...

Revelations.

ONE

The Ultimatum

Berlin, May 1933

‘What on earth happened, Victor?’ Aunt Gabriella put her arms around him and planted a kiss on each cheek, leaving a smudge of lipstick behind. ‘You look utterly dreadful,’ she added. ‘What’s happened, Victor?’

There was no need for further clarification, the scandal had rippled through the family like an earthquake, shaking the dynasty to its foundations. 

‘Duelling!?’ she said as her man Helmut picked up Victors case. ‘There had to be more to it than that?’ she insisted. 

They started walking out of the bahnhof to the Rolls, which was instantly eye-catching among the cars parked outside, with its gleaming chrome and shiny deep red bodywork. Tenderly looked after by faithful old Helmut, who rarely spoke, unless it was to say something worth saying.

Victor did look dreadful, his clothes were dishevelled and creased, he had whiskers on his chin from several days without shaving, his eyes were red and puffy from lack of sleep. Yes, he looked dreadful, but that was nothing compared to how he felt.  

He had hardly slept in a week; his entire life had been turned upside-down, leaving him spinning in a storm he could not escape. The scandal had broken his father’s heart, and his anger and revulsion were instant and profound. Being expelled from Mürwik was bad enough, but the reason he was expelled, the real reason, revolted the old count. 

She of everyone in the family was his refuge – a sanctuary to escape the endless questions and speculations of the rest of the von Ritter clan, who were, on the whole, a prim and starchy lot. Haughty and self-righteous, filthy rich and stingy misers. But Aunt Gabriella was not cast in the same mould. She was a spiritualist, a medium if you like, communing with the dead, she was outspoken and her intellect was razor sharp. Everyone in the family thought she was completely mad. 

‘I’m in hell,’ he said.

They got into the back of her beloved Rolls Royce Silver Ghost. ‘Home, Helmut,’ she said and closed the interior window. She took his hand in hers and held it. ‘Your mother sounded positively distraught on the telephone. What happened at Mürwik, Victor? Your mother won’t say and my hothead brother refuses to talk about it completely.’

‘I can’t say. You’ll hate me. I couldn’t bear it if you hated me, Aunt Gabby. I really couldn’t. I’ve no idea how mother feels. She’s gone to Italy.’

‘Oh, my poor boy. Is it that?’

He frowned at her. 

‘Yes, yes, granddaddy,’ she said. ‘That was granddaddy Otto. He says it’s because you’re a homosexual?’

Victor was stunned. His Great-grandfather Otto had been dead since 1888. 

‘It doesn’t matter, dear. Not to me. Not to Granddaddy Otto or Uncle Brandt. He says, we are what we are, and that’s that. He’s a very wise man, Uncle Brandt. Even wiser now he’s in spirit.’

Uncle Brandt was her husband; killed in action on the Western Front on November 9, 1918, just two days before the war ended.

‘And of course, you must stay for as long as you want to, Victor. My home is always your home.’

‘Thank you, Aunt Gabby. It is as you said, with another cadet. Father used his influence to have everything covered up.’

‘How like your father. But in this instance, Victor, I think he’s doing exactly the right thing. Life can become very difficult for people of that nature. Especially now your father’s friends are in charge. Professor Ruben has told me some dreadful things. He lives in utter terror, he and his wife.’ 

Victor nodded his head. ’Father says it’s for the greater good.’

‘Rubbish,’ she said. ‘Absolute rubbish.’

‘He’s threatened to cut me off without a pfennig to my name. To banish me from the family. I’ve never seen him so angry.’

‘You poor boy,’ she said, giving him an affectionate smile. ‘He’ll calm down, you’ll see. He’s always been rather reactionary. Grandfather Otto says he takes after your grandmother Beth. O, Granddaddy, that’s very cruel,’ she added, apparently communing with Grandfather Otto. ‘He said that one of these days, he’s so bloated with arrogance, that one day he’ll go pop.’

Victor smiled. ‘Great grandfather Otto’s right.’

‘He usually is, dear.’

Aunt Gabriella’s grand old mansion wasn’t at all as he remembered it as a boy. It looked somewhat drab and dejected. The windows were grimy and the paint was peeling from their frames. There were weeds sprouting up in the drive and the front gardens had become a jungle of unkempt lawns and the flowerbeds had gone to seed. The mansion had once been one of the finest houses along Hohenzollernstrasse, now it was one of the worse. 

Helmut brought Victor’s case in and set it down in the lobby and left to make coffee.

‘Look, Brandt, Victor’s come to stay,’ she said to the silence. She smiled. ‘Yes, Brandt,’ she said. ‘He has grown up and into a fine and handsome young man.’

When Victor was a boy, he had been fascinated by Aunt Gabriella’s apparent conversations with the departed. During the War, people came from all over Prussia to her spiritual evenings, comforting the war widows and grieving mothers by channelling the spirits of their menfolk, grist to the mill of war. People still came, but not so often these days, barely enough for her to eek a subsistence.  She had lost most of her fortune during the hyperinflation, and the crash of 1929 took care of what was left. 

Her miserly brother, Victor’s father, Baron von Ritter refused to assist. It was shameful and it was Victor’s mother who had come to her rescue, paying off most of her debts.

The inside of the house fared no better than the outside, it had become a dull and uncared-for state and had a smell of dampness in the air from a leak in the roof. Mouldy wallpaper was peeling from wet crumbling plaster. Much of the furniture was gone, sold to pay the bills and the four servants she used to have had all been dismissed when she could no longer pay them. Only Helmut had stayed. 

The house and the Rolls were all she had left, and Helmut of course, who had always been around since long before Victor was born. Victor always thought they were lovers.

*
[image: image]


‘... In the world of spirit, these things have no relevance of course,’ she said as they settled beside the fireplace in the library, where once the shelves had been filled with books, bursting with knowledge. Now they were empty cavities, hungrily waiting to be filled again. It was such a sad sight. ‘Gustav will calm down,’ she assured him again. 

‘I don’t think so, Aunt Gabby. Not this.’

‘It’s been a shock to him. You’ve always been the apple of his eye...’ She smiled. ‘He was so happy and proud when you were born. Going to the naval academy, to follow in his footsteps was a very important ambition for him. It’s what he always dreamed of for you. I did warn him. I said: ‘Gustav, you must let the boy make his own path in life, as father allowed you to make your own path. But how easily we forget our youth, Victor.’

‘I wanted to be a naval officer,’ said Victor. ‘I’ve always wanted that.’ He sighed, consumed by shame and disappointment. But above all anger for being the way he was. Why did God, nature or whatever curse it was, choose him to be a pervert?  He had no control over the way he felt, and it was a ball and chain he had dragged around with him ever since it dawned on him that he was attracted to other men. At first, he thought he would grow out of it, but by the time he was seventeen, he knew it would never be any different. He was a homosexual, like it or not. ‘My life is over. I should end it.’

‘My God! Never speak or think like that Victor!’ she billowed at him, her eyes glowing with anger. ‘Your life is not over and you will see it isn’t. Life is rarely what we want or expect it to be, but we must muddle through. Only God has the authority to decide when your life ends, and if you do anything of that nature, I’ll never forgive you for it. And when your spirit comes to talk to me, I’ll not respond. No, Victor, you mustn’t. The Lord has another design for you and you.’

‘Even God curses people like me, Aunt Gabby.’

‘No. God never does. Only mortal people do that. The bigots and hypocrites who presume to know God’s mind. We’re all God’s children, Victor.’ She took a dainty sip of tea. The light from the fire glowed in her face. ‘Who else apart from your father and mother knows the reasons you were expelled?’

‘Nobody except you, Aunt Gabby.’

‘Good. Then it’ll go no further.’

The next morning, after one of the most restful sleeps Victor had had in weeks, he was awoken to the sound of the telephone ringing downstairs. He looked at his watch, it was almost nine o’clock. He never slept this late...

Downstairs, Helmut was cooking breakfast in the kitchen, scrambled eggs and toast. 

‘Good morning, Helmut.’

Helmut murmured something that sounded like “good morning” back to him as he beat the eggs into the milk.

‘I want to thank you for looking after Aunt Gabby.’

‘She’s a fine lady,’ he said. ‘I’ll look after her for as long as there’s breath in me,’ he added.

That was a lot of words for Helmut, Victor thought.

Aunt Gabby came into the kitchen. ‘That was your father on the telephone, Victor. He caught the overnight from Munich. He’s coming here to see you.’ 

‘Oh, God...’ Victor’s heart sank. He couldn’t bear another stormy argument with his father, and to endure his insults would be simply too much to stand. Especially in his delicate state of mind, teetering on the brink of suicide. 

The dreaded time came, and his father, stern faced as ever, clasping his silver handled cane in one hand, his fedora hat in the other, his silver hair greased and combed back tight to his scalp, sporting Bismarck moustache perfectly topiarised. His long dark overcoat was draped his shoulders as he stalked up the steps to the front doors, where his sister was waiting for him. 

‘Heil Hitler,’ he said.

‘Don’t you Heil Hitler me,’ she snapped curtly. ‘I’ll have none of that in my house...’ She broke off, fearing she might let slip a shocking and unladylike profanity. ‘And you’ll have to hang your own hat and coat. I have no staff left.’

He grunted at her. ‘Where’s the boy?’ he said as he hung his coat and hat. 

‘Gone for a walk in the Tiergarten. He’s talked about suicide, Gustav. He’s in a terrible state. Terrible.’

They went into the library and the baron was instantly shocked to see how bare it was. The books, the furniture, it was all gone and all that remained was two wingback chairs. ‘I take it he he’s told you what happened?’

‘No. Granddaddy told me, Victor merely confirmed it. And if you’ve come to harangue at him, I’ll not have it, Gustav. I won’t.’

‘I’ve not come to harangue at him. He’s my only child, Gabriella, with him, my line comes to an end.’

‘Nonsense. And even if it was, you cannot place that sort of responsibility on him. He’s a homosexual and you have to just live with it, as he must, and I should imagine that is very difficult, especially given the way your Nazi friends treat such people. Despite Hauptmann Röhm’s dalliances. You cannot condemn what God has decided, Gustav.’ 

Gustav sat in silence for a long moment, he was uncomfortable talking about it, and worried that it might get out. The scandal of it – it would ruin him, his reputation, the von Ritter name and his credibility with his Nazi friends, and they were in power now, and their power was his good fortune with the new contracts Ritter Marine was getting from the Navy...

‘I have a proposition for him.’ He looked around the room again. ‘My God, Gabriella. I didn’t realise it was this bad?’

‘Most of Brandt’s money was tied up in stocks and shares. Had it not been for Esther, we would have lost everything. I wouldn’t have accepted a pfennig, but I had to think of mother...’ She looked up at the ceiling. ‘Yes, Papa, I know.’

Gustav looked despairingly at her. 

‘Papa says-’

‘I don’t want to know,’ he said. ‘Papa’s dead. He’s been dead for twenty years. I don’t know what voices you hear in your head, but it’s not papa’s.’

‘Poor Gustav. You never did have a scintilla of faith, did you. Money is your god. It always has been. You were so dull and pompous when we were children, now you’re a narrow minded and spiteful old man. I love you. I love you dearly, but really, you should listen to what papa has to say.’

He jumped to his feet. ‘For God sake, Gabriella. Will you stop this ... this obsession.’

‘Papa says you’re a wet Sunday.’

He gawped at her. Papa often called him a wet Sunday when he was a boy. ‘Stop it!’

‘Then let me say it. You’re not entirely unblemished yourself, Gustav. What you put Esther and that boy through with that ... woman,’ she said with spite in her eyes and tone. ‘And your own dirty little secret. What’s her name, Margaret...?’

Gustav shifted his weight. His estranged wife, Victor’s mother Esther had left Gustav ten years ago, when she discovered he had been having an affair with a cabaret singer called Helga Schmidt for fifteen years of their marriage, and he had fathered a daughter by her. 

Victor had returned from his walk. He saw his father’s hat and coat hanging on the coat stand and he felt a wave of fear surging up from the pit of his stomach. He had to face him sooner or later. Better sooner, he decided, to get whatever his father had to say over with. He took a deep breath and sheepishly entered the library. ‘Hello, father.’

Gustav barely looked at him. ‘I’ve come to a decision, Victor...’

‘So have I, father,’ he said pre-emptively. ‘I’m leaving the country. I’m going to England, to live with Uncle James and Aunt Beth.’

Gustave finally looked at him. ‘I see,’ he said.

‘There’s nothing here for me anymore, and if I stay, I’ll be arrested.’

‘Arrested?’ Gustav exclaimed. 

‘It’s not going to stay secret for long, Father. Sooner or later, the board will report me to the authorities and I’ll be arrested.’

‘Good God,’ Aunt Gabriella gasped.

‘Nobody’s telling anybody anything,’ said Gustav. ‘The matter is settled, and at no small expense on my part. Duelling is the official verdict and it will remain that way. You’re not going to England. You’re going to join the SS.’

Victor recoiled with shock.

Aunt Gabby gasped in horror.

‘Heinrich has invited you to join.’

‘No! I’d rather be dead.’

‘If you don’t join, you’ll wish you were dead. The SS are looking for bright young aristocrats. I’ve given Heinrich my personal assurances that you will accept his invitation. I’ve covered your mess up, now I want you to do this for me.’

‘Gustav! How could you?’

He leered at her. ‘This has nothing to do with you, Gabriella...’ He looked at Victor. ‘You will do this, and nothing more will be said of your disgrace. But if you refuse, then you and I are finished, Victor and I’ll disinherit you completely. Those are my conditions. You gave an appointment at the Braun Haus next Friday at three-thirty. You have until then to make up your mind...’

TWO

The Demigod of Sodom’s Labyrinth

Somewhere near Berlin

Kurt opened his eyes as the train clattered over some points. He looked wearily out the window, into the city lights glimmering nebulously in the darkness. 

Kurt stood up, more from some exigent state over which he had no power than by conscious will, drawn to the forbidden by an inescapable need. He was afraid, this was such a big risk; but then, he took big risks for a living, and yet the fear of facing death, hunting foreign spies – committing treason paled to near insignificance when he considered this other danger he was heading into. The repercussions seemed worse than even death itself if he was caught. And yet, he stood up from his seat as the train approached the bahnhof. He would have defied God himself to satiate his need for vice.  

Rivers of people flocked through every portal, the noise of their drivel and shuffling feet disseminated across the concourse, bleating and incomprehensible voices echoing from every direction in fractured words and incomplete sentences. Faces, hard faces, soft faces, bearded faces, shaved faces, masculine faces, women’s faces, flashing this way and that, and then, as he reached the barrier: 

‘... Papiere, bitte!’ 

Kurt was startled, his heart speeded up like a steam piston in his chest.  

‘Papiere, bitte!’ said the SA man with building impatience. The SA man was standing in front of him, blocking his way. 

Kurt reached into his overcoat... ‘Yes. Wait!’ he growled back to the SA man’s astonishment. Kurt pulled his identity papers from his pocket; his hand brushed the butt of his pistol as he withdrew it and handed his Abwehr identity to the SA man.

The SA man looked, checked the photograph, then handed the papers back. ‘Thank you, Leutnant. Heil Hitler.’

Kurt gave him the Hitlergruss. ‘Heil Hitler.’ 

This was now routine, and it wasn’t the first time he had been asked for his papers – it wouldn’t be the last either; this was the new normality across the country. Ignorantly dismissed and excused by rhetoric like: “If you have nothing to hide, you have nothing to fear...” and “It’s a necessary evil to keep the Bolsheviks and Jews from taking over...” 

The Nazis were masters at the art of incrementalism, picking away at the threads of liberty one at a time so the unenlightened masses would hardly blink at it and even excuse it. But the noose was tightening, and the enlightened such as him could not only feel it, they could see it happening all around them every day, and some of the stories he had heard of torture and unspeakable brutality, turned even his seasoned blood cold.

Now his inner voice was telling him to forget about the labyrinth, walk right out of the bahnhof and get into the first taxicab he saw, go home and have a wank instead. But he was committed now... 
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Victor was moving towards the rainy streets when he spotted the demigod for the first time, walking sure-footed right in front of him across the busy concourse, a vision of immutable loveliness that instantly and completely possessed him. Tall, lean and confident looking. The demigod was about his own age, maybe a year or two older, and inevitably, he thought, the demigod was unlikely to be a member of the “Club”. Real life just doesn’t work that way. 

The Demigod seemed to glance at him, as if he somehow knew Victor was watching him – following him – lusting after him like a dog on heat. He drew Victor to the precipice of arousal and thus, possessed by concupiscent madness, he lost all sense of himself and followed the demigod across the concourse, tormented by the primal hunger that lives inside of every living creature on earth. He pushed his way through the press of people, trying not to lose sight of his obsession.

The demigod moved determinedly, steering himself knowingly to his destination, merging onto the evening incandescence and plethora of glimmering colours...

By the time Victor reached the street, the demigod was gone. He had evaporated into the drizzly twilight, the busy road glimmering in the headlamps of endlessly flowing vehicles. He felt a momentary sense of despair. To glimpse such beauty and be cowed by it like a slave before the whip. He could but dream of such a lover, but the moment he reached to touch him, he vanished like hot steam on a cold day.  

He stood for a moment to get his bearings. What way was it Roberto said? When you come out of the bahnhof... keep the viaduct to your left? Or was it to my right...?
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Kurt could hear the distant rumble of a U-bahn train crossing the Schönhauser Allee viaduct, rattling and clacking, electrical sparks arcing over the rain slicked rooftops behind him like flashes of lightning as he made his way along a cobbled street, through a rundown commercial neighbourhood which was dark and shadowy. The wet cobbles glossed in lurid pools of light from the streetlamps that straddled the cracked and buckled pavements either side. The tall, grey façades of derelict factories and empty warehouses loomed drearily around him; reminders that the mighty industrial heart of Germany had ceased to beat. Silent as mausoleums in a necropolis.

The old weapons foundries, where thousands had once worked day and night in the hot glowing hell of molten metal and the roar of machines, the fiery temples of Mars, once so revered, were now the fallen idols of a defeated nation.  

Where better than here for the devotees of mighty Priapus to erect their own sacred temples, temples of lust and sodomy. The dark secretive labyrinth of alleyways that weaved through the dereliction and decay and the silent acres of abandonment? Where better than here, where iron and steel were once forged into the engines of death, for men to forge flesh into carnal desire?

Kurt’s heart slammed up hard against his chest, adrenalin coursing through his veins like darts of white-hot fire as he grew nearer to Sodom’s Labyrinth. For a moment of need, he was risking everything. His career, his reputation, his life, and as some puritans might have it, his very soul. But the hunger was too powerful to resist. Turn back, you fool. Turn back before it’s too late, he told himself. It was already too late, reason does not exist in the primal state, only repining needs that had to be satisfied...
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Victor found the cobbled street Roberto had described, with the abandoned factories that gave it the appearance of a ghost town. And he sensed the ghosts that inhabited it.

He saw a dark lean figure sixty metres ahead and his heart skipped a beat. Is that...? He looked intensely at the brisk young man. It is! I’m sure it is? The demigod! Victor hurried his pace, determined not to lose sight of him again... 

Kurt turned into the narrow unlit alleyways of “Sodom’s Labyrinth” and moved slowly into the stygian darkness, where muted figures moved, slow and sinuous through the shadowy passages of vice in a sort of ballet désir, with every move slow and deliberate, hands caressing, groping, hips undulating and thrusting, sexuality oozing from hot misty gasps. It set his blood on fire, every nerve in his body electrified. The steam piston in his chest was once again thrusting at full speed like a train about to burst from his chest, his loins tingling. 

There was a smell of tobacco smoke to his left with the cherry red glow of a cigarette as someone took a drag. A whispered voice on his right; a groping hand reaching out of the darkness, pressed against the hard shaft of his cock. He ignored them all, going deeper into the caliginous darkness, like Orpheus descending into Hades. This was the edge of the map of civilization and There be monsters here. And the intrepid explorer condemned by hypocrisy as the absurd pursuing the unspeakably obscene. Yes, he liked men, was that really so bad? Did it diminish him in some way? Make him somehow less a man?

He heard the subdued gasps and groans of ecstasy as two priapic brothers gave spermatic homage to their phallic god, bestowing one another with the fiery pearls of satiated lust.

Someone minced towards him, moving with effeminate lubricity through the gauntlet of shadowy figures. He was young with a long, pale face and worm-thin lips, along with bright desperate eyes that fixed on Kurt like a starving animal. Kurt deliberately looked the other way as he pressed on into the warren. He was never attracted to effeminate types. 

Victor was now in Sodom’s Labyrinth, his eyes darting to every moving shape, every sound, looking for the demigod – but, where was he? Swallowed in the darkness, he was filled with panic. He had to find him – it was fate, it had to be the demigod, nobody else would do, not now. He had to find him before anybody else did.

The desperate young queen appeared in front of Victor, almost barring his way. ‘Suck your cock?’ he whispered. Victor sidled past without uttering a word. 

Further on, Victor’s attention was distracted by the flame of a struck match glowing in cupped hands like a Chinese lantern. A young, lean face leant over the flame and the tip of a cigarette glowed in a puff of smoke, diffused in the flame of his match. It’s him! Victor moved towards him, trying to hide his nervousness. The demigod had seen him, he was watching him – he was interested! Victor’s entire body and mind were now in turmoil, yearning, his blood coursing hot and fast in his veins, his bright eyes aglow with cupidity. He walked past the demigod, moving closer to him, casting him a deliberate look, and for a moment their eyes fused wantonly.

There was no doubt about it, Kurt thought. But he told himself that the obsequious rules of sodomites everywhere in such iniquitous places of vice as this, had to be observed. The gods of lust demand nothing less from their devotees, than to walk through the torrid fires of carnality and endure all of its scolding torments. 

Victor stopped and slid his hand into his pocket for his cigarettes and matches, positioning himself so he could see the demigod and the demigod could see him; he leaned to the struck match in his cupped hands, Victor rolled his eyes up and cast another look over at the demigod, who was watching his every move. 

Kurt moved on and maundered past him, casting Victor a sultry look, and like the fabled moth, he was drawn to a flame that was sure to burn his wings. He followed him deeper into Sodom’s Labyrinth, which was suddenly deserted – only the bravest of explorers venture this deep into the warren at night. 

Kurt walked on deeper into the alleys, driven by instinct, like a salmon struggling upriver against powerful fluvial forces to spawn. 

Finally, he turned into the courtyard of a derelict factory and stopped and turned around to face the young man standing in the opening of the broken gates, the peak of his newsy cap turned down. 

Kurt moved into the blackness of the shadows behind a huge rusty old oil tank and Victor followed him unhesitating...
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The Law is passed for the reconstruction of the Reich. This amounts to the Nazification of the German people and every aspect of German life, from education to entertainment. 

20th April. Himmler is appointed as “Inspector of the Gestapo” after doing a deal with Göring. 

20th June. Hindenburg demands the disbanding of the SA and threatens to sack Hitler if he does not comply.

30th June. The Purge of the SA begins. It will forever after be known as the “Night of the Long Knives”. 170 leading Nazis, including Ernst Röhm, head of the SA are executed.

1st August. Law concerning the head of state to combine with the presidency into one office after von Hindenburg dies. This will give Hitler absolute power in Germany.

2nd August. Hindenburg dies. Hitler becomes supreme leader. The armed forces swear an oath of allegiance to Adolf Hitler.

19th August. Hitler proclaims himself Führer and Reich Chancellor.

26th October, Gestapo Department II 1 H and II H 1 under the command of Josef Meisinger (the Butcher of Warsaw) is established.  Meisinger is one of the so-called “Bavarian Brigade” brought to Berlin from Munich making the infamous “posse of four.” Heydrich, Gestapo Müller and Franz Josef Huber being the other three. Department II 1 H and II H 1 is tasked with uncovering the Führer’s opponents inside the Party; as well as the persecution and prosecution of homosexuals, abortionists and the women who have aborted their pregnancies and the persecution and prosecution of cases of intimate relations between Jews and non-Jews. Meisinger runs his new department with ruthless efficiency and single-minded determination that will lead to the murders of thousands of people. 

Throughout October and November, gay pogroms see scores of gay bars, clubs, social venues, magazine headquarters and private homes across the country raided by police and Gestapo. Hundreds of mostly gay men are arrested. They are tortured by the Gestapo and SS and forced to give up their friends and acquaintances. Dozens are killed during these “interrogations”. 

THREE

Ultimatum

Neudeck Manor, Prussia, 21st June 1934

The Führer was as white as a sheet when he came out of Neudeck Manor after his meeting with President von Hindenburg. Hitler insisted on driving back to Berlin alone with Julius. And for the longest time, the Führer sat wordless in the front next to his old comrade and most trusted friend, to whom he owed much. They followed the SS protection squad through the countryside in a long convoy of limousines and SS motorcycles, snaking along Prussian country roads back to the capital. 

Julius knew something was up, he could see the Führer from the corner of his eye glaring through the windshield, unblinking, deeply thoughtful and fretfully worried. 

Two SS motorcycles whizzed ahead to block the junctions as the cavalcade speeded through a quaint village, where the people turned out to wave their little paper swastika flags and cheer the Führer as the convoy went by in a blur of black and grey with a roar of engines. 

‘What happened in there, Adolf? Did the old man want to put you over his knee and spank your behind?’

The Führer broke a smile, even though he didn’t want to. ‘We’re in trouble, Julius,’ he said. ‘It couldn’t be worse. This is the worst day of my life.’ He turned his head as another SS motorcycle with a sidecar containing an SS man with a carbine strapped to his chest roared past. The Führer liked to go fast out on the open roads in his Mercedes, he liked feeling the wind in his face and smell the fresh hay on the wind. He and Julius had enjoyed many pleasant drives out into the Bavarian countryside together over their long and enduring friendship. He should’ve left him in charge of the SS, a real man, instead of that human millipede Himmler. But he needed him, Schreck was one of the few people who gave him a straight answer, and he never beat about the bush. Adolf trusted him completely. Julius was invaluable, as that Bavarian business in Thirty-Two proved. Julius was a earthy warrior type and Adolf liked that, especially after listening to those starchy bourgeois old top hats, looking down their long, Jew-loving noses at him as if he was something a dog had left behind. Well, who was looking down their noses at who, now? He had taken an obscure movement of revolutionaries and turned them into a national phenomenon that was now running the Reich – he was running the Reich, and sometimes, in brief moments like this, Adolf could hardly believe it himself. But in other moments, he knew the hand of destiny was guiding him. He had been born for this moment.

Hindenburg detested him, the old fart could barely remember his own name these days, but he never forgot Hitler’s name, nor how much he detested him. They all did, the Junkers, the industrialists, but they needed him, he was the bulwark that was stopping Germany slipping into civil war and chaos. He was Germany’s saviour.

They liked the Fat Man, he thought. His shameless self-promotion and strange eccentricities aside, he was cut from the same bourgeois cloth. A gentleman, a war hero – a fighter ace from the von Richthofen Squadron. Charismatic, jovial, Göring was a bloody buffoon with a weakness for laudanum and dressing up like a cabaret clown. He looked ridiculous when he showed up for meetings wearing lederhosen, bearing his fat white legs and knobbly knees. If there was ever anyone who should have avoided wearing lederhosen, Adolf thought, it was Herman Göring. ‘Colonel General von Blomberg* gave me a dressing down,’ he said suddenly, his thoughts returning to the meeting. ‘Me!’ he shrilled incredulously. He took a deep breath. ‘Though in this instant,’ he conceded with quiet humility, ‘he may have been justified to do so.’

‘What did he say?’

The words were still ringing in Adolf’s ears like a claxon. ‘He told me in plain speaking, “If you fail to act against the SA, the President will declare martial law and replace your government with a military panel. If you want to survive as chancellor, you must act immediately.” That’s what he said to me, Julius, and he wasn’t bluffing. The Army’s getting twitchy about all this blustering of Röhm’s about second revolutions and merging, or even replacing the Reichswehr with the SA. He called them thugs and brawlers. Hauptmann Röhm is deluded to think it otherwise, he told me.’ He took a deep breath. ‘I’ve talked to Ernst,’ he said with a deflated sigh. ‘I’ve warned him. Over and over, I’ve told him. He just won’t listen to me, and now he leaves me with no choice, Julius. No choice...’

‘Ernst was always going to be a problem,’ said Julius. ‘And I’ve lost count how many times you’ve cautioned him about the SA’s excesses since we achieved power. What’re you going to do?’ 

‘Whatever I do, it’s going to be dangerous. The SA isn’t some gentleman’s country club. But I don’t see there’s a choice. There’ll be no second chances. The army will obey Hindenburg without question. If he places Germany under martial law as he threatens to, and installs a military panel to govern the country, we’ll be finished and there’ll be no way back for us. I’ll shoot myself rather than live with the shame of it.’ He shook his head and repeated: ‘This is the worst day of my life...’ He was getting a splitting headache from the tension. 

‘You mustn’t think like that, Adolf. You’re getting one of your moods. Snap out of it. Now more than ever, you have to act with a clear head. We can resolve this.’ 

‘How? I’ve tried reasoning with Ernst. God ... I should’ve left him in Bolivia,’ he muttered through a sigh. 

‘You can’t reason with a wild animal. You have to cut the head off of the beast. It’s the only way. You have to strike with an unflinching hand, without faltering or wavering. For the sake of the Party. For the sake of the Fatherland. Germany needs you. You are the light in the dark,’ he said.

Adolf knew Schreck was right. Germany needed him. Great men endure many great tests, and this was one of his. To kill a friend. 

Julius wasn’t the only one warning him about the growing power and excesses of Röhm; Himmler and Göring had been urging him to take action against Röhm to curtail the SA and its insubordinate leadership for months. There had been whispers here and hints there. But Röhm was his friend and one of his oldest and most steadfast supporters; he had learned so much from Röhm back in the early days. He was every bit a friend as Julius was. Himmler was a sycophant and an obsessive administrator; he had his beloved SS and was slowly becoming policeman number one in the country. He asked very little of the Führer but did so very much for him, but Ernst...? 

Göring was a self-serving, bourgeois show-off, whose only interest was gathering as much institutional power for himself as he could get his hands on. He collected offices as some people collected stamps. He was as loyal as Himmler, but very high maintenance. With that said, the Führer recognised that Göring was very popular with the people as well as the aristocrats and that made him very useful, he was also very smart. Still a buffoon mind you. 

‘Ernst’s socialist revolution is not realistic. Nor practical,’ said Schreck. ‘He causes more unrest now that we have power than he ever did in the old days.’ He took a deep breath. ‘I sometimes wonder just whose side he’s really on?’

Adolf nodded his head. Röhm was a dog biting his arse, and he had bitten once too often. ‘I’ve done all I can to prevent this, Julius,’ he said. ‘The Party has to come first. This is our destiny. There can be no second revolutions. No second chances.’

Schreck was silent. The Führer was building himself up, readying himself to kill a friend. 

* Werner Eduard Fritz von Blomberg Reichsminister of War. He died 14th March 1946 from cancer.

FOUR

A Walk in the Woods

This is the age of tyranny, he thought, and there’s only one way to deal with tyrants...

Bätzing was terrified, stumbling forwards over the uneven ground in the twilight, the muzzle of a gun jabbing him hard in the back. He was going to die out here, murdered by this wordless maniac. He didn’t want to die, he was scared of dying, he had so much to live for. ‘Please,’ he implored tremulously. ‘There’s no need for this.’ 

Kurt didn’t say a word. He was indifferent to the fear in his voice, just as the untersturmführer had been indifferent to the terror he inflicted on Fräu Straus and her daughters. Or the pleads of Marcus Jüng as Bätzing and his thugs kicked and beat him to death.  

Justice must be served with cold indifference, or the scale will not balance.  

Untersturmführer Bätzing stumbled forwards, his arms tied behind his back, his legs were shaking so much they could hardly carry him as they went deeper into the forest.

‘Please, don’t kill me. Please...’ Bätzing sobbed. 

The trees loomed around them, their boughs cracking, while the canopy whispered in the wind. 

‘This’ll do,’ said Kurt, levelling the Luger in his gloved hand at the back of the Bischoff’s head. 

‘Please...’ Bischoff sobbed. ‘Don’t kill me. Please...’

‘Is that what Fräu Straus said when you beat her and her daughters half to death. When you and your men raped them? Did they say “please don’t do this?”  Is it what Herr Jüng when you and your friends kicked him to death? Did he beg you to stop? Did he say, “please don’t do this?” Well, you get the same mercy you showed them, Untersturmführer Bätzing?’

Bischoff dropped to his knees and begged.

Kurt had decided and his path was set after he killed Meister in revenge for murdering Hauptmann Wagner. And he vowed over Meister’s dead body, that he would fight the Nazis any way he could. They Murdered Fräulein George and his friends – they murdered Xavier, who he loved and they may have murder Sascha when his father’s car was blown up? Well, now he was on a mission to murder them. He would resist them by any and all means at his disposal. The Nazis were a cancer, an aggressive, unrelenting cancer that had to be cut out from the national body, before they made prisoners of the entire nation.

‘Oh God, I’m begging you. Please, don’t do this. It’s not too late. I won’t say a word about it. I swear. Please. I was just obeying orders...’

Kurt looked him squarely in the eyes. ‘So am I...’ He fired and the shot rang through the silence.

FIVE

The streets belong to the wolves

The clock chimed the hour with ten low pings of its bell and almost immediately after, the door buzzer sounded in the hall. Kurt’s first, and most startling thought, was that someone had seen him in the Jungfernheide forest, where he took Bätzing to see his last sunset before putting a bullet in his brain. Impossible! He thought. They won’t even have found his body yet. He had been careful, and he was no amateur.

He went to the window, opened it and lent out to see who the caller was. It was the Oberstleutnant. ‘I’ll be right down, sir.’

Kurt hurried out of the apartment and down the stairs to the ground floor, then to the street door and opened it.

Hugo stepped inside; his face was grim.

‘Is everything alright, sir?’

‘It’s started...’ He looked intensely at Kurt. ‘Hitler’s making his move against Röhm, and I’ve heard that Heydrich and Göring have made lists of people to be arrested and killed.’

Once they were in Kurt’s apartment, Kurt poured a couple of brandies and they went into the sitting room.

‘It’s going to be a bloody night, Kurt. Hitler’s cleaning house. He’s mobilised the police, Gestapo, SD and SS to move against the SA right across the country. We’ve been ordered to stand down and stay out of it.’ He swallowed down his brandy in one gulp. ‘Tonight, the streets belong to the wolves, and they’re out for blood.’ He held his glass out to Kurt for another.

Kurt poured another measure of brandy into the Oberstleutnant’s glass and set the bottle down on the table. 

‘Diefenbach’s going to call me here if there’s any news, I hope you don’t mind?’

‘No, sir. Not at all.’

Hugo was worried that some of the names on Heydrich and Göring’s lists might have been members of the Orchestra, and if they were arrested, they might talk. For all he knew, his name might have been on one of the lists. It was no secret that he and Heydrich did not get along. Heydrich wanted the Abwehr absorbed into the SD, to create an integrated intelligence service, both military and civil. This was a bone of contention between the Abwehr and the SD. And there were the endless disagreements on where one jurisdiction ended and the other began, especially in Department III, Counterespionage. 

‘When are you moving?’ Hugo asked conversationally as they sat down in the sitting room.

Kurt was moving to Mama Kaufmann’s house, his childhood home. Mama Kaufmann had signed the property over to him before she left Germany, as a precaution against it being confiscated by the Nazis. ‘I thought maybe the coming weekend, sir. I don’t have much to pack.’

Hugo nodded his head and sipped his drink. 

‘At least with Röhm, you know what you’re up against,’ said Hugo, returning to the unfolding purge. ‘But Himmler and his reptile...’ Hugo paused to sip his brandy. ‘They’re sinister, Kurt. Very sinister, and once Röhm’s out of the way, God knows where we’re going to end up? Nobody’s going to be safe. Goebbels is already controlling the press, the theatres, movie houses. Art of every sort. They’re telling the German people how to think, indoctrinating our kids. But worse than that, they’re telling them to hate and who to hate. It’s only going to get worse. But its Hitler’s long-term objectives that scare me most of all.’

‘Expansion?’

Hugo nodded his head. ‘Expansion equals war.’

The telephone started to ring. Kurt got up and answered it. It was Artur Diefenbach. ‘Is he there?’

‘Yes...’ He cupped his hand over the receiver. ‘It’s Artur.’

Hugo came over and took the receiver from him. ‘What have you learned?’ He listened and nodded his head, looking more and more relieved. ‘Thank God. Yes, I’ll let the others know.’ He hung up. ‘The Orchestra’s safe,’ he said. ‘None of them are on the lists.’

Kurt sighed with relief. 

‘I think it’s time you joined the board of director’s, Kurt. You’ve more than earned your place, and since von Eiderdorf’s sudden death, there’s been a vacant seat.’ He patted Kurt on the arm. ‘I want you to fill it. Some young blood is just what we need; and you’ve got first-hand experience after that Bavarian business in Thirty-Two.’

‘I’m not sure I’m the right man for it, sir.’

‘Nonsense. You’re the perfect man for it. I think so and Diefenbach thinks so.’

It was a big step, becoming one of the decision makers. He wasn’t sure exactly who the board comprised of, except for the Oberstleutnant and Diefenbach. A couple of politicians, someone high up in the Ministry of Justice, a policeman, army and navy officers. But he did not know their names...

‘You’d be a valuable asset,’ said the Oberstleutnant. 

Kurt capitulated and nodded his head. 

‘Good boy...’ He patted Kurt on the arm again and smiled. ‘This calls for another brandy...’

SIX

All revolutions eat their own children

Bavaria

30th June

There had been another SA outrage of thuggery and violence on the streets of Munich the previous night, despite the Führer’s express orders for the SA to stand down. The Führer had learned of this when his plane unexpectedly landed at Oberwiesenfeld Airport in Munich at four thirty in the morning. The Führer, who surprisingly was armed with a Steyr semi-automatic pistol, was informed of it by Heydrich’s man on the scene, no doubt sent to ferment the Führer’s anger. It worked; Hitler was outraged. He had been working himself up on the plane from the moment they took off from Tempelhof. 

Joseph Goebbels was in the Führer’s entourage. The Führer had invited him to the bloodbath, possibly to demonstrate tat it didn’t matter who you were, crossing the Führer would be a fatal mistake. 

By the time they arrived at the Interior Ministry in Munich, Adolf was incandescent, his eyes as wide as saucers, and burning with murderous rage, his nostrils flared, his lips tightly closed with his mouth turned down in the corners, burning to explode. 

When the SA leaders of the previous night’s rampage were brought before him, the Führer let vent, he railed furiously at them, his eyes glowing like brimstone as he screamed in their rictus faces, spittle flying from his mouth in foamy flecks: ‘TREACHERY! TREASON! I’LL HAVE YOU SHOT! I’LL HAVE YOU ALL SHOT!’

The officers were ashen with fear, daring not to move as the Führer screamed wildly, his fists gesticulating in the air as his volcanic rage erupted.

‘And you!’ he hollered at the chief of the Munich police, Obergruppenführer August Schneidhuber.* ‘Why didn’t you stop it!? Why did you allow this debacle to take place against my orders!?’ His eyes were fixed on the trembling Obergruppenführer, who struggled to speak. 

‘M-my Führer-’

‘My Führer-My Führer!’ Hitler barked back mockingly at him. ‘This is your fault, Schneidhuber! I hold you entirely responsible for this!’ 

‘But, my Führer-’

‘You’ve betrayed me...’ 

Schneidhuber staggered back in horror, trembling from head to foot. ‘No-oo, my Führer! Never!’ He was almost in tears. ‘It was-’

‘YOU, SCHNEIDHUBER! YOU!’ The Führer yelled, unmoved. He reached over to his rank epaulets, ripped them off of his uniform and threw them down onto the floor at Schneidhuber’s feet, his eyes almost popping out of his head. ‘You will be shot for this, Schneidhuber! Shot I tell you!’ he hissed. ‘Arrest them. Arrest them all!’

Schneidhuber wobbled unsteadily on legs of straw and cried out with a whimper, ‘My Führer, my Führer...!’ as he was dragged away unceremoniously by SS...

SS-Obergruppenführer August Schneidhuber would not live to see the dawn sun rise. He was the first of many to die that day and in the days to come as SS, SD, Gestapo and police units across the width and breadth of the Reich were unleashed like the Furies, arresting those on Heydrich, Himmler and Göring’s lists. 

Hitler wasted no time and set off in his long motorcade, armed with his Steyr, heading speedily into the dark Bavarian countryside to the Hanselbauer Spa on the shore of the Tegernsee at Bad Wiessee, where Ernst Röhm and his senior SA officers and favourites had taken over the place, enjoying their enforced leave with beer, song, beautiful girls and pretty young men.

They arrived early in the morning and the quiet spa hotel was suddenly invaded by SS and police, who quickly and quietly surrounded the hotel while the SA guests were still in their beds sleeping. They trained their pistols and carbines on all the exit points and windows, with orders to shoot down anyone who attempted to escape. 

The Führer had a stern look on his face as he drew back the breech slide of his pistol, chambered a bullet and left the gun cocked with the safety catch off as he loped briskly into the hotel ahead of a dozen armed SS officers along with a dozen more Gestapo and police, all with their weapons drawn. 

Hitler did not so much as glance at the startled and horrified hotel staff, who were frozen stiff in fear, their arms extended in the Hitlergruss as the Führer stalked determinedly through the lobby, his men spreading out like a pack of wolves. 

For the next few minutes, the hotel echoed to the sounds of fists hammering on doors and a choir of loud, forceful shouts: ‘OPEN UP! OPEN UP, IN THE NAME OF THE FÜHRER!’

There was a crash of doors being kicked in and slammed, and confused, discordant voices filled the landings and the SS yelled: ‘OUT! OUT! QUICKLY! QUICKLY! OUT!!!’ 

‘In the name of the Führer you are arrested!’ they informed the shocked occupants, staring bleary eyed into the muzzles of pistols and carbines. 

At first, it seemed like a hallucination – a bad dream. But the cold sobering reality dawned on them soon enough as they were dragged from their beds and ordered to dress and were herded downstairs at gunpoint, kicked, punched and pistol whipped.

The Führer himself arrested Röhm, who sat bolt upright in bed when he and SS officers burst in. 

Röhm moved unhurriedly, refusing to be riled or cowed by his old friend or anybody else. He looked Adolf in the eyes as he reached for his trousers. ‘What’s this about, Adolf?’ 

‘You’re arrested,’ said the Führer.

‘On what charge?’

‘Treason,’ said one of the SS officers.

Hitler could barely face him, whether out of shame, guilt, or moral cowardice, he turned away and walked out without another word, his heart pounding in his chest. He felt sick to his stomach, and when he looked down at his hand, it was trembling and his face felt clammy. Now isn’t the time to waver, he told himself and took a deep breath. He had to be a man of iron, decisive and resolute. 

Röhm’s deputy, Edmund Heines* was found in bed with his eighteen-year-old chauffeur, Erich Schiewek. When Heines refused to comply with orders to get dressed, the Führer ordered Heines and Schiewek to be taken outside and shot immediately. The SS carried out the order with its usual fast and deadly efficiency.

The Führer looked at Goebbels, who was looking back at him, for once, lost for words, and if he was honest, feeling a little queasy. He preferred inciting violence to witnessing it.

The Führer had told Dr Goebbels nothing about this. Oh, Joseph knew something was in the wind; he had noticed how Himmler and Göring seemed to be cooking something up between them, and in truth, he thought it was about von Papen, as he had been a big fly in the ointment lately, especially with the outrageous speech he’d recently given at the university of Marburg, where he had heavily criticized the “despotic” terror tactics of the Regime. The Führer was furious and ordered Joseph directly, not to allow the speech to be published anywhere or in any form in the German press. Added to that, back in the Spring, von Papen started rumours of a secret statement by Hindenburg advising the return of the monarchy after his death. As it transpired, General von Blomberg uncovered the truth and von Papen had been trying to persuade the President to name him as his successor. So, to say that Joseph was just as shocked as August Schneidhuber had been, would be pretty accurate. The Führer had insisted on Joseph joining him on the action. 

If he was honest, he felt a little slighted by the Führer for keeping him in the dark about what was really going on. Did the Führer not trust him? Impossible, the Führer was practically living with him and Magda. He was always showing up unexpectedly and staying until the graveyard hours of the night. And the Führer insisted on him joining him for lunch every day – when they were in the same part
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