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		AUTHOR’S NOTE

		Perhaps no other 100 days in history have had greater significance and consequences than those at the end of World War II in Europe. Within the space of three months Roosevelt, Hitler and Mussolini died, as did Nazism and Fascism. V-E Day marked the end of one era and the beginning of another, with its fantastic hopes and terrors.

		I have tried to write of those portentous days as if they took place a hundred years ago and to portray Hitler, Himmler, Göring and their kind not against the background of one who lived through that period but with the objectivity of time.

		The book is based on hundreds of interviews with people from twenty-one countries who were directly involved with the events described. Wherever possible the participants are the basic source for what happened and they reveal—and at times condemn—themselves with their own words. It is time for revelation, not accusation.

		The book is further based on several thousand primary sources: after-action reports; staff journals and monographs; a number of top-secret messages and personal documents that have until now been unavailable to historians (Lieutenant General Hobart Gay, Patton’s chief of staff, for example, allowed his diary—kept at Patton’s order—to be used for the first time); finally, numerous published and unpublished books were consulted.

		The excerpts of dialogue in this book are not fictional. They come from transcripts, stenographic notes and the memory of the participants. The Notes (at the end of the book) contain sources for all the material used, chapter by chapter.

		Max Beerbohm once wrote, “The past is a work of art, free of irrelevancies and loose ends.” My hope has been to re-create past events after enough time had elapsed to recollect them in relative tranquillity, but not before the “irrelevancies and loose ends,” which are the spice of history, have disappeared.
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		1.

		On the morning of January 27, 1945, there was an air of restrained excitement among the 10,000 Allied occupants of Stalag Luft III (Air Prisoner of War Camp) at Sagan, only 100 air miles southeast of Berlin. In spite of the biting cold and the steady fall of snow in large flakes, prisoners huddled outside their barracks discussing the latest report: the Russians were less than twenty miles to the east and still advancing.

		Two weeks earlier the first news of a great Red Army offensive had begun seeping into the camp from anxious guards. The prisoners were in high spirits until several goons—guards—hinted that orders had come from Berlin to make the camp a Festung, a hedgehog fortress to be defended to the end. A few days later another rumor spread that the Germans were going to use the Kriegies (short for Kriegsgefangenen, “war prisoners”) as hostages and shoot them if the Russians tried to take the area. This story was succeeded by an even more terrifying one: the Germans were going to convert the showers into gas chambers and simply exterminate the prisoners.

		Morale dropped so alarmingly that Arthur Vanaman, an American brigadier general and the senior Allied officer at Sagan, sent a directive to the camp’s five compounds urging that all rumors be stopped and that preparations for a possible forced march to the west be accelerated.

		One of the prisoners wrote in his diary, “Our barracks looks like a gathering of the Ladies’ Aid Sewing Circle.” Men sat cross-legged on the bunks cutting glove patterns from the bottoms of overcoats, devising snow caps and face guards, and improvising knapsacks out of trousers. A few ambitious ones were even building sleds from odd bits of lumber and bed boards.

		But nothing could stop the rumors, and on January 26 Vanaman called a meeting in the camp’s largest auditorium. He strode up to the stage and announced that he had just learned from a BBC news report over a contraband radio that the Russians were only twenty-two miles away. He quieted the cheers and said they would all probably be marched across Germany. “Our best chance of survival is to stand together as one team, ready to face whatever may come. God is our only hope and we must trust him.”

		By the morning of January 27 the prisoners of Sagan were ready. Evacuation kits were stacked near the doors of each barracks. Other equipment lay on the bunks, ready for hasty packing. As the snow piled up, the men waited watchfully, with a strange feeling of peace and calm. Many kept looking out past the high wire fences at the even rows of snow-laden pine trees. Beyond lay the unknown.

		2.

		Once Hitler held almost the entire land mass of Europe as well as North Africa. His troops had ranged deep into Russia and controlled more territory than the Holy Roman Empire. Now, after nearly five and a half years of war, his vast empire was compressed to the very borders of Germany. The combined American, British, Canadian and French armies were poised for the final assault along the Fatherland’s western boundary from Holland to Switzerland. And the sprawling eastern front, extending from the warm waters of the Adriatic Sea to the icy Baltic, was being punctured at a dozen points. After liberating half of Yugoslavia, most of Hungary and the eastern third of Czechoslovakia, the Red Army was already in the fifteenth day of the greatest offensive in military history.

		On January 12 almost 3,000,000 Russians—more than a dozen times the troops that landed on D-Day—supported by massed artillery and led by seemingly inexhaustible streams of “Stalin” and T-34 tanks, had unexpectedly attacked some 750,000 poorly armed Germans on a 400-mile front extending from the Baltic Sea right down the middle of Poland. At the extreme north Marshal Ivan Danilovich Chernyakhovsky’s Third White Russian Front (Soviet equivalent of an army group) thrust toward historic Königsberg in East Prussia, near the Baltic. On his left the Second White Russian Front, led by the young, dynamic Marshal Konstantin Rokossovsky, drove for Danzig and was already approaching Tannenberg, the scene of one of Germany’s greatest triumphs in World War I. To Rokossovsky’s left came the most talented of all Red Army commanders, Marshal G. K. Zhukov, whose First White Russian Front had conquered Warsaw in three days and was now encircling Posen; its ultimate goal was Berlin. Finally, at the extreme southern flank of this great offensive came the First Ukrainian Front of Marshal Ivan Konev, and it was one of his spearheads which was approaching the prison camp at Sagan.

		Generaloberst (four-star general) Georg-Hans Reinhardt’s Army Group North had been the main target of both Chernyakhovsky and Rokossovsky, and within two weeks his forces had been either overrun or by-passed. One of his armies, the Fourth, was already in full retreat. Its commander, General Friedrich Hossbach, well aware that Hitler expressly forbade such action, had started moving west on his own initiative. Rokossovsky had already knifed nearly 200 miles past him and Hossbach knew that if he didn’t make a fighting retreat, his troops would be wiped out. More important, he felt it was his duty to open an escape corridor for the half million East Prussian civilians fleeing west in wagons and on foot.

		His immediate superior, Reinhardt, had approved but Generaloberst Heinz Guderian, Army Chief of Staff and also commander of the entire eastern front, was furious when he learned that the bulk of East Prussia had been given up with scarcely a struggle—and without his consent. Born on the Vistula River in East Prussia, Guderian was raised to regard Russia as the deadliest enemy. Prussian to the core, he was determined to save his land from the Bolsheviks. Nevertheless, he stoutly defended both Hossbach and Reinhardt when Hitler summoned him to the Reich Chancellery and accused them of treason. “They deserve to be court-martialed,” said the Führer. “They are to be dismissed immediately, along with their staffs.”

		“I’d be willing to offer my right arm as security for General Reinhardt,” Guderian replied, and as for Hossbach, he went on, under no circumstances could he be considered a traitor.

		Hitler ignored Guderian. He relieved Reinhardt at once and replaced him with a most unusual man who had recently told his beleaguered troops, “When things look blackest and you don’t know what to do, beat your chest and say, ‘I’m a National Socialist—that moves mountains!’ ” This was Generaloberst Lothar Rendulic, an Austrian and a talented military historian with a charming manner and a taste for gracious living. He was clever, subtle and knew how to handle Hitler; fortunately for the troops, he was also competent.

		The commander of Army Group Center, on Dr. Rendulic’s right, had previously been relieved by Hitler and then, too, Guderian had objected violently—particularly when the replacement was Generaloberst Ferdinand Schörner, one of Hitler’s favorites.

		Schörner was a robust, sanguine Bavarian who needed these qualities to cope with the chaotic situation he had inherited. His left wing was already shattered by Zhukov and the right was being rolled up by Konev. He began roaming the front and rear, changing commanders, reorganizing supply systems and generally shaking up whatever unit he visited. In the rear, where he routed men from desk jobs and gave them rifles, he was hated. At the front, where combat soldiers and the younger officers had never before seen an army group commander that far forward, he was esteemed. He threatened to shoot anyone on the spot who fled; he promised to bring the best food and clothing up front; he slapped backs in a comradely manner distasteful to officers of the old school; he insulted generals he felt needed insulting; and he passed out cookies and candy to privates.

		He was to Hitler what Marshal Ney was to Napoleon, and by January 27, through his highly unorthodox methods, Army Group Center had been patched up into a front—shaky and jigsaw, but still a front that was holding back a tremendous tide of Russians. What he couldn’t do, of course, was close up the dangerous hole that Zhukov—the Russian most feared by the Germans—had punched between him and Dr. Rendulic.

		This was the problem that worried Guderian most of all and he had told Hitler that there was only one way to stop Zhukov’s overwhelming armored attack: an emergency army group would have to be formed immediately and thrown into the gap between Schörner and Rendulic. Guderian wanted this force to be commanded by Generalfeldmarschall Maximilian von Weichs; he was a brilliant and daring officer. Hitler agreed to form the new army group but thought Weichs was too exhausted. “I doubt if he’s still capable of performing such a task,” he said, and suggested that the job go to Reichsführer Heinrich Himmler*—the second most powerful man in Germany.

		Outraged, Guderian protested that Himmler had no military experience. Hitler replied that the Reichsführer was a great organizer and administrator, whose name alone would inspire a fight to the end. Determined to prevent “such an idiocy being perpetrated on the unfortunate eastern front,” Guderian continued to object with a dogged bluntness that shocked Feldmarschall Wilhelm Keitel, chief of OKW (Oberkommando der Wehrmacht, High Command of the Armed Forces), and derisively nicknamed Lakeitel—for Lakei, “lackey”—by fellow officers.

		Hitler was just as adamant, contending that Himmler, as commander of the Replacement Army, was the only man capable of forming a major force overnight. He didn’t say that Himmler was one of the few he could still trust implicitly.

		Himmler accepted the job with the blind enthusiasm he showed to any proposal by the Führer and announced that he would halt the Russians at the Vistula River. Appropriately his new force was named Army Group Vistula. He started east in his special train. Fifty miles out of Berlin he crossed the Oder River, then continued almost to the Vistula at a point just south of Danzig. To stop Zhukov he had a few staff officers and one outdated situation map. Except for several scattered units, the rest of Army Group Vistula existed only on paper. As new divisions arrived, Himmler ill-advisedly began forming an east-west defense line running from the Vistula to the Oder, which merely served as protection for Pomerania to the north. In other words, he was carefully barricading the side door while leaving the front gate wide open.

		Zhukov, who had no intention of being sidetracked, simply by-passed Himmler’s lateral line and kept racing due west, impeded only by isolated groups, and on January 27 his advance units were 100 miles from Berlin. Ahead lay the Oder, the last major natural obstacle they would have to hurdle before reaching the Reich Chancellery.

		3.

		The Kriegies in camps east of Sagan were already being evacuated to the west and they were now trudging through the snow alongside civilian caravans. One group of Americans had been on the road a week; many had been captured in the Battle of the Bulge and since then had lost an average of thirty pounds apiece in the constant shift from camp to camp, and consequently were easy prey to pneumonia and dysentery. Fourteen hundred had left camp at Szubin, not far from the Vistula. By January 27 there were only 950.

		It was so cold that when Lieutenant Colonel James Lockett’s scarf momentarily blew from one ear, the exposed skin came off as if it had been burned. Late that afternoon the prisoners were led to a farm where they bunked down in drafty hay barns and pigsties. Too sick to continue, 118 were put on a freight train. The others built little fires and dried their shoes and socks. Amazingly, their morale was high and all were resolved to march to their goal—wherever that was.

		After a watery meal of hot barley-and-potato soup, the men tried to sleep, daydreaming not of women but of food. Several had memorized a poem written by a former advertising copy writer, Lieutenant Larry Phelan. He had dedicated it to his wife, “the loveliest girl in the world—who won’t like it a bit.”

		
			I dream as only captive men can dream

			Of life as lived in days that went before;

			Of scrambled eggs, and shortcakes thick with cream,

			And onion soup and lobster Thermidor;

			Of roasted beef and chops and T-bone steaks,

			And turkey breast and golden leg or wing;

			Of sausage, maple syrup, buckwheat cakes,

			And chicken broiled or fried or à la king.

			I dwell on rolls or buns for days and days,

			Hot corn bread, biscuits, Philadelphia scrapple,

			Asparagus in cream or hollandaise,

			And deep-dish pies—mince, huckleberry, apple.

			I long for buttered creamy oyster stew,

			And now and then, my pet, I long for you.

		

		Hundreds of thousands of German civilians, fleeing from their farms in Poland, traveled the same route in wagon trains. The young, old and sick rode in horse- or cattle-drawn vehicles while the hardy shuffled along by the side, potato sacks over their heads with holes cut for eyes. There were large farm wagons, dog carts, sleds—anything that could move on wheels or runners. Few vehicles were covered and passengers huddled together in wet hay or under soggy feather comforters, in a vain attempt to fight the biting wind and swirling snow.

		The caravans crept slowly, battling through the rising drifts in an unbroken line, urged on, in many cases, by young slave laborers from farms. They were French, Polish and Ukrainian, and as eager to get away from the Russians as their masters. Moreover, many of them had been so well treated that they were now determined to bring “their” families to safety.

		But these refugees were fortunate compared to the ones trying to escape from East Prussia, 250 miles farther east. Their Gauleiter (district Party leader) Erich Koch, had declared that East Prussia would never fall into the hands of the Russians and had forbidden flight to the west; but once Chernyakhovsky smashed across the border, a few courageous district officials openly defied Koch and ordered their people to escape. They had left at a moment’s notice and now struggled through knee-deep snow, poorly clad and hungry; their hope was to stay ahead of the onrushing Red Army.

		One of these groups was entering the village of Nemmersdorf when Russian tanks abruptly appeared, bulldozing everything in their path. Dozens of carts were smashed, sideswiped, rolled over. Baggage spilled out, people were crushed. The tanks rolled ahead obliviously, but in a few minutes Dodge trucks appeared. Infantrymen jumped out and began pillaging and raping. At The White Mug restaurant four women were raped many times, dragged outside naked and nailed through the hands to a wagon. Not far away, at The Red Mug, another naked woman was nailed to a barn. When the Russians moved off, they left behind seventy-two dead civilians.

		A few miles to the west, Russians were breaking into the village of Weitzdorf. A young woman, Lotte Keuch, watched in horror as her father-in-law and six male neighbors were shot. Next a dozen French slave laborers at the manor were rounded up and their rings taken away—by slicing off their fingers. Then the Frenchmen were lined up, executed. And the raping began.†

		Similar scenes were re-enacted in a thousand villages all over the east that day as troops of the four Red Army fronts looted, raped and killed. The principal motive for this savagery was vengeance for over four years of systematic and unrelenting Nazi brutality; the ignominious peak had perhaps been attained at the concentration camp complex of Auschwitz in the southwest corner of Poland, which one of Marshal Konev’s units had now reached. It was innocent-looking, not unattractive, with neat rows of solid brick barracks on tree-lined streets and a slogan in large letters over the front gate: WORK BRINGS FREEDOM. Once filled to capacity with more than 200,000 prisoners, there were only 5000 left when the Red Army troops arrived and these were so weak that they could barely cheer. The other survivors had long since been marched off or shipped to other camps in the west to prevent their liberation. For the past week SS guards had been burning storehouses of shoes, clothing and hair to hide traces of mass extermination. In the summer of 1941 Himmler had told the commandant of Auschwitz, Rudolf Hoess, “The Führer has ordered that the Jewish question be solved once and for all, and that we, the SS, implement that order.” The biggest death camp was to be Auschwitz, since it was isolated from public view and yet had excellent rail and road facilities.

		Hoess was so conscientious a member of the SS that he personally supervised as many executions as possible in the three large camps and thirty-nine subcamps of the forty-square-kilometer Auschwitz complex. He wanted to set a good example for his men and “escape the censure of expecting others to do what I myself avoided,” and so was everywhere, ubiquitous and efficient, from the moment a trainload of Jews arrived at the railroad siding, to the burning of their bodies. Some 2000 men, women and children would be selected at the track, told they were going to the bathhouse, and herded naked into a gas chamber. Those guessing the truth and hanging back were beaten with sticks and chivvied by dogs.

		Efforts to obliterate all traces of the murders had continued until the morning of January 27 with the final blasting of the gas chambers and five crematoria, but even this could not wipe out the grisly proof of what had gone on for the past four years. In spite of fires and detonations, the Red Army found tons of toothbrushes, eyeglasses, shoes and artificial limbs, and the mass graves of hundreds of thousands of human beings.‡

		4.

		The first refugee caravans reached the outskirts of Berlin with stories of the brutal behavior of the Red Army, and a wave of terror swept through the city. Many citizens, however, still had faith in Goebbels’ promise that wonder weapons would save Germany at the last moment. Fortunately for the Allies, the V-2 had not been ready for wide use until the previous fall, otherwise the Allied invasion of France, according to General Eisenhower, “might have been written off.” But now V-2s, developed at the experimental rocket station in Peenemünde under the leadership of thirty-four-year-old Dr. Wernher von Braun, were causing havoc in London, Antwerp and Liège, and recently Braun had reviewed preliminary designs for a multi-stage rocket with a winged V-2 as upper stage. This stage, placed on top of a booster rocket, could put a satellite into orbit, or hit New York City—a more popular notion at that time.

		One of the men responsible for creating these Wunderwaffen, Generalmajor (Brigadier General) Walter Dornberger, was holding a conference in Berlin. He had just been entrusted with the job of producing a missile that would unerringly destroy any plane attempting to attack Germany, and bring an end to Allied air superiority. The ten members of “Working Staff Dornberger,” after reviewing the many experiments made in this field—from nonguided anti-aircraft rockets to remote-controlled missiles for launching from ground or air—concluded that their only chance for success was to concentrate on a few projects. They agreed to retain only four guided anti-aircraft rockets: Professor Wagner’s “Butterfly”; a similar rocket capable of supersonic speed; Dr. Kramer’s X-4, a missile to be fired from a plane; and the “Waterfall,” the large radio-controlled rocket being developed at Peenemünde. The Dornberger group further agreed that all factories, technical institutes and development centers involved in production of these weapons would have to be moved inside Germany, as far from the battle areas as possible. Peenemünde, on the Baltic, for example, might be overrun by Zhukov within a few weeks.

		A few blocks away, those scheduled to attend that afternoon’s Führer conference were entering the Reich Chancellery, the military through one door, Party members through another. General Guderian and his aide, Baron Bernd Freytag von Loringhoven—a major—walked up the dozen steps to the heavy oak main door. Once inside, they took a long detour to the Führer’s office; direct passage was closed off by damage from Allied bombs. They passed windows covered by cardboard, through corridors and rooms barren of pictures, carpets and tapestries, finally reaching an anteroom where guards stood poised with machine pistols. An SS officer asked them politely to hand over their side arms and carefully examined their briefcases. This had become regulation since Count Claus von Stauffenberg planted a time bomb near Hitler’s chair just before the start of the Führer conference on July 20, 1944. When the bomb exploded, two conferees were killed but Hitler, amazingly, was only slightly wounded. From that day extreme security measures applied even to Guderian, Army Chief of Staff and commander of the eastern front.

		By four o’clock the room was filled with military and political leaders, including Goring, Keitel and his able Chief of Operations, Generaloberst Alfred Jodl. A few minutes later the doors to the Führer’s office were opened, revealing a spacious room sparingly decorated. At one end French windows were draped with gray curtains, and carpets covered most of the floor. In the middle of one wall was Hitler’s massive desk; behind it was a black upholstered chair facing the garden. The high-ranking conferees seated themselves in heavy leather chairs while their aides and the lesser members either stood or found straight chairs. There were twenty-four men in the room.

		At 4:20 P.M. Adolf Hitler shuffled in, shoulders stooped, left arm hanging loose. He greeted a few with a limp hand shake before slowly moving to his desk. An aide pushed forward his chair and he sank into it heavily. Those who saw Hitler only occasionally assumed that his almost useless left hand was a result of Stauffenberg’s bomb, but it was the right arm that had been slightly injured by the explosion, and it had long since healed. Hitler had had a bad case of grippe in 1942, and the partially paralyzed left hand was the ultimate effect of injections he had been given by Dr. Theodor Morell, his seedy personal physician. The grippe disappeared all right, but his left eye began to tear and run occasionally. A few weeks later numbness appeared in his left leg; then it moved to the left hand. Hitler often told his private chauffeur, SS-Obersturmbannführer (Lieutenant Colonel) Erich Kempka, that the hand was just a nuisance, and had lately fallen into the habit of simply sticking it in his pocket.

		Since the bombing Hitler had aged greatly,§ not because of any lasting physical injuries but because of the bitter revelation that the plot had involved so many high-ranking officers. Though scores of suspected conspirators had already been executed in a ruthless purge and scores of others were awaiting trial, Hitler still felt uneasy, distrusting almost the entire officer corps. Conversely, he extravagantly rewarded those who had shown their loyalty on July 20. He made Major Otto Remer, for one, a general, and never ceased thanking Keitel in sentimental terms, simply for leading him out of the wreckage. His suspicions of the military only drew him closer to the so-called inner circle—his secretaries, servants, military adjutants and other members of the household. He listened patiently to their personal problems, advised and scolded them like a father. He was considerate of their comfort, treating them with dignity and politeness. “I’m the first and best democrat of the Reich,” he often told Kempka.

		The conference opened with Guderian reporting realistically on the growing disaster in the east. Hitler interrupted him to say that measures must be taken to evacuate all the prisoners of war at Sagan before the Russians could liberate them. As an adjutant left to carry out this order, Guderian continued his report. Hitler made remarkably few suggestions, but when the western front came up for discussion he showed a far livelier interest. He listened patiently while Reichsmarschall Hermann Goring explained in language spiced with slang terms why Generaloberst Kurt Student should retain command of Army Group H in the Netherlands and Lower Rhine. Student’s detractors, Goring said, couldn’t see that the general’s extremely slow speech was just a mannerism. “They think he’s a fool but they don’t know him like I do … I’d be happy to take him back because I know he can put the old spirit into his paratroopers.” Then he imitated Student’s drawl: “He says, ‘The … Führer … told … me!’ I know him and others don’t.… The other day somebody asked if he was a dope. I said, ‘No, he’s no dope. He’s always talked like that …’ ”

		“He has done some extraordinary things,” Hitler admitted.

		“Well, I’ll be happy to have him, because I know that when there is a crisis you’ll get angry and call him back. I’m looking forward to that day.”

		“I’m not,” Hitler retorted dryly.

		Goring pursued the subject. “So maybe he’ll get to speak even more slowly later on, that’s possible, but he’ll also retreat a lot more slowly.”

		“He reminds me of Fehrs, my new servant from Holstein,” Hitler said. “When I tell him to do something it takes minutes for him to get it. He’s dumb as an ox but he certainly works hard. It’s just that he’s so slow.”

		Talk shifted to another commander in the west, SS-Oberstgruppenführer (General) Paul Hausser.

		“He looks like a fox …” mused Hitler.

		“He’s smart as a whip,” Guderian interjected.

		“Very quick on the trigger,” said Keitel.

		“…  with his crafty little eyes,” Hitler continued, his thought unbroken. “But perhaps he’s been affected by the serious wound he just received.” (Part of Hausser’s face had been shot away by a shell fragment.)

		“No, it wasn’t too bad,” said SS-Brigadeführer (Brigadier General) Hermann Fegelein, Himmler’s liaison officer at the Chancellery. He was a clownish ex-jockey, grown flabby in his quick rise in the Waffen-SS. This had come about through a good military record on the eastern front and his recent marriage to Gretl Braun, sister of Hitler’s long-time mistress, Eva. “The Reichsführer [Himmler] wouldn’t have suggested his [Hausser’s] appointment unless he was entirely sure it would be all right—otherwise he would get the blame. The Reichsführer is very sensitive about such things.”

		“Aren’t we all,” said Hitler, not without humor.

		“But the Reichsführer is always criticized,” Fegelein persisted. Several of the younger officers tried to keep from smiling. Behind his back they called him Flegelein, after Flegel, “lout.”

		“Only if something goes wrong,” Hitler muttered.

		Not realizing that the Führer was getting annoyed, Fegelein continued his blundering defense. “Besides, Hausser thinks that a sixty-five-year-old soldier can do nothing better than die gallantly at the front.”

		“But I don’t want that,” Hitler said. “That’s a poor kind of philosophy.”

		“That isn’t quite true,” Guderian objected. “Hausser is a man who enjoys life.”

		“Anyway, he takes all kinds of chances,” Fegelein went on. “He walks right through artillery fire …”

		“I’d surely take cover,” Hitler said. Then he turned the conversation, as he frequently did, to World War I. “I had just one general who wouldn’t take cover—and he couldn’t hear very well.” A few minutes later something else reminded him of the past. “Usually, in the First World War, in 1915 and 1916—we really had an ammunition allowance that would make your hair stand on end.” He went on and on, reminiscing about his old regiment’s artillery fire as if unwilling to return to the military catastrophes at hand. “Most of the time we were quite restricted, but when an attack was laid on we really pumped it out. I remember on May ninth, Major Parseval’s battery fired almost five thousand rounds. They fired as hard as they could all day, and that means over a hundred rounds per gun.”

		Jodl tried to turn the subject to the quiet Italian front.

		“I don’t know …” Hitler muttered absently. Apparently he had been mulling over another subject, for he then said abruptly, “Don’t you think that deep down the English really are unhappy about the Russian successes?”

		“Certainly not,” said Jodl, who felt Churchill was almost as aware of the danger of Bolshevism as they were.

		“If this continues we’ll get a telegram in a few days,” Goring asserted. “They [the English] didn’t expect us to defend ourselves step for step and hold them off in the west like lunatics while the Russians drove deeper and deeper into Germany until they got most of Germany.” There was more than a touch of irony in his voice, for he, like Guderian, considered it ridiculous to fight so tenaciously in the west when the east was collapsing.

		Ignoring the Reichsmarschall’s sarcastic tone, Hitler told with rising enthusiasm how Foreign Minister Joachim von Ribbentrop had let a report fall into English hands revealing that the Russians were sending an army of 200,000 captured Germans “completely infected with Communism” into Germany. “That’ll make them [the English] sit up and take notice!” he concluded.

		“They declared war to keep us from going into the east,” said Goring, “but not to have the east come to the Atlantic.”

		“That’s apparent. It really doesn’t make sense. English newspapers are already asking bitterly, ‘What is the purpose of the war, anyway?’ ”

		The conference went on, the talk flitting haphazardly from Jodl’s report on the fighting in Yugoslavia to a dissertation by Hitler about a new Russian tank and the construction of a new shell to destroy it, until a sharp argument suddenly sprang up between Hitler and Goring about the status of those officers who were called out of retirement to active duty, at a reduced rank. They had always clashed on this point. Goring, the last commander of the famed Richthofen “Circus” in World War I, always saw things as an officer; Hitler, the former corporal, as an enlisted man. Moreover, Hitler had become even more distrustful of the entire army system since the attempt on his life. “This whole bureaucratic structure has got to be cleaned out at once,” he said sharply, “because it’s been so overstaffed that compared to civilian bureaucracy it’s like a dinosaur compared to a rabbit.”

		Goring ignored this to argue heatedly that an officer should be put into a job he could fill, yet keep his former rank.

		“But I can’t use him in his old rank. If such a man were a colonel it would mean the murder of three thousand men to give him a regiment. He may not even be able to lead a squad now.”

		“In that case he can pull guard duty. I’ve given that choice to some of my generals …” Goring refused to back down and the two began bickering like schoolboys. When Hitler repeated that rank and job should be commensurate, the Reichsmarschall said, “Only a complete bastard would take a demotion. If he weren’t one, he’d shoot himself.”

		Hitler tried to mollify him, promising not to lower a retired officer’s pay even if he was drafted again as a sergeant, but Goring burst out, “I’d chuck the pay in their face and say, ‘You are robbing me of my honor!’ You know that until now this has been considered an officer’s worst humiliation.”

		The “until now” was not lost on Hitler. “But that isn’t really true,” he said touchily. “That’s merely how you people look at it.”

		The argument went on and on as Guderian shifted uneasily, impatient to get back to his General Staff headquarters at Zossen and the desperate problems from the eastern front that were piling up on his desk.

		“We are in a state of emergency today,” Hitler intoned. “And I must consider what it’s like to be a company commander. The company commander is a lieutenant perfectly able to lead the company; over him is a colonel absolutely incapable of leading a company because he hasn’t done it for twenty-five years. So this man leads a platoon, perhaps not even that—in a colonel’s uniform. What kind of a mess will that lead to? Does the company commander salute the colonel?”

		“It’s a basic change that will overthrow and destroy everything that has existed until now,” Goring insisted. “An idea inconceivable until now.”

		“In the rest of the world,” Hitler replied, “it’s that way already.”

		Guderian kept fidgeting as Keitel and General Wilhelm Burgdorf, head of Army Personnel, supported the Führer with involved arguments that—with three million vengeful Russians battering at the eastern borders of the Fatherland—approached the bizarre.

		Finally Hitler began itemizing his arguments. “First, I cannot let these people go home. I can’t draft partially unfit men almost fifty-six years old, while I discharge forty-five-year-old men who have always been soldiers. That’s impossible. Second, I simply can’t hand over units to people unfit to lead them.”

		Goring interrupted, “And third, I can’t tell people once capable of leading units … that they won’t get units again …”

		The argument had swung full circle. “If they are competent,” said Hitler, “they’ll get them.”

		“They were once …”

		“In that case they’ll soon be able to again. All they’ll have to do is learn it again. That’s no disgrace. After all, didn’t I have to learn to be Reich Chancellor? I was Party leader and my own boss, and yet, as Reich Chancellor I was subordinate to the Reich President. For a time I was even a government official in Brunswick.” In 1932 a Nazi minister in Brunswick had appointed Hitler to a post in the state government so that he would automatically acquire German citizenship, but he didn’t like to be reminded of it.

		“But not on active service,” said Goring, doing just that. There was an abrupt, embarrassed silence.

		“How dare you say that!” Hitler bridled. “I did plenty for that part of the country.” In spite of rumors that Goring had lost all standing with the Führer with the decline of the Luftwaffe, such an exchange indicated how close their relationship still was and underlined the fact that the Reichsmarschall remained the Führer’s legal successor.

		A messenger entered and handed Fegelein a report. The pudgy general got Hitler’s attention. “Those ten thousand officers and noncommissioned officers—the Englishmen and Americans in Sagan—will be moving off in two hours in a convoy,” he said, adding that another 1500 prisoners farther east had been told that they could wait in their camp, to be liberated by the Russians. “They declined,” he said excitedly, “and offered to fight for us!”

		Even the hard-headed Jodl caught some of Fegelein’s excitement. “If we could get Englishmen and Americans to fight against the Russians,” he said, “wouldn’t that be something!”

		But Hitler was skeptical. “Perhaps one of them said something like that and it was exaggerated. I’m very suspicious of the whole thing.”

		“Good,” said Fegelein, as if the Führer had been enthusiastic. “If it’s possible, maybe we can work something out!” Two of the younger officers nudged each other.

		“But not merely because one prisoner made such a statement,” Hitler said wearily.

		The conference ended at 6:50 P.M., and Guderian and Freytag von Loringhoven started back to Zossen, twenty miles due south of Berlin. The general was disgusted. They had talked and talked for two and a half hours without reaching a single important decision on the critical eastern front.

		One of the army group commanders on that front, Ferdinand Schörner, had just made a difficult decision and was trying to get Hitler on the phone. He had managed to patch up his own shattered northern flank, where Zhukov had driven through to the Oder, but then another crisis arose, this time on his southern flank, where the Seventeenth Army was being heavily attacked by Konev.

		A hurried visit to the critical point convinced Schörner that the entire unit would be smashed to bits if it weren’t pulled back immediately. Yet a withdrawal meant giving up the key industrial area of Upper Silesia which, except for the Ruhr, was the last great manufacturing and coal-producing region of the Reich. Hitler had already sent Schörner several telegrams forbidding him to abandon it under any circumstances. It would be lost no matter what he did, however, and Schörner ordered the commander of the Seventeenth Army to retreat. He told his chief of staff, Generalleutnant (Major General) Wolfdietrich von Xylander, to listen on an extension while he phoned Hitler.

		“My Führer,” Schörner began, coming to the point at once, “I’ve just ordered the evacuation of the Upper Silesia industrial area.”

		Xylander, who was jotting down their conversation, expected an explosion and a rescinding order, but not a sound came from Berlin.

		“These troops have been fighting a heavy battle for two weeks and now they’re finished,” Schörner continued. “If we don’t relieve them we’re going to lose the whole Seventeenth Army, and the road to Bavaria will be wide open. We’re moving back to the Oder and there we will stop.”

		There was a long pause and finally a tired voice said, “Yes, Schörner, if you think it’s all right, I’ll have to agree with you.”

		5.

		At Sagan some of the prisoners were reading a pamphlet entreating them to fight against the Bolsheviks:

		
			SOLDIERS OF THE BRITISH COMMONWEALTH!
SOLDIERS OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA!

		

		
			The great Bolshevik offensive has now crossed the frontiers of Germany. The men in the Moscow Kremlin believe the way is open for the conquest of the Western world. This will certainly be the decisive battle for us. But it will also be the decisive battle for England, for the United States and for the maintenance of Western civilisation.… Therefore we are now addressing you as white men to other white men… . WE ARE SURE THAT MANY OF YOU SEE WHAT THE CONSEQUENCES OF THE DESTRUCTION OF EUROPE—NOT JUST OF GERMANY BUT OF EUROPE—WILL MEAN TO YOUR OWN COUNTRY …

			We think that our fight has also become your fight.… We invite you to join our ranks and the tens of thousands of volunteers from the communist crushed and conquered nations of eastern Europe, which have had to choose between submission under a[n] most brutal asiatic rule—or a national existence in the future under European ideas, many of which, of course are your own ideals.…

			Please inform the convoy-officer of your decision and you will receive the privileges of our own men for we expect you to share their duty. This is something which surpasses all national boundaries. The world today is confronted by the fight of the east against the west. We ask you to think it over.

			ARE YOU FOR THE CULTURE OF [the] WEST OR THE BARBARIC ASIATIC EAST?

			MAKE YOUR DECISION NOW!

		

		The Kriegies of Sagan reacted just as others farther east—and just as Hitler had suspected. No one volunteered, and those who carefully stowed the pamphlet in their packs merely wanted a souvenir or toilet paper.

		That evening most of the prisoners of the five compounds were making last-minute preparations for the march, but at South Compound some 500 of them watched a lively performance of their Little Theater’s production of You Can’t Take It With You. The auditorium, designed and erected by the prisoners, had seats made from Canadian Red Cross boxes. All tickets were reserved and the admission was one brick of coal. Footlights and reflectors were constructed from large British biscuit tins, and there was even a catwalk above the wings for movable spotlights. Since the première the previous February, the men of South Compound had produced musical variety shows, one-act plays and Broadway shows such as Front Page, Kiss and Tell and Room Service. The women’s parts were of course played—with no reluctance—by men.

		Fires burning in four corner stoves took only some of the chill out of the auditorium, but the men were too absorbed by the Kaufman and Hart comedy to notice their discomfort. At seven-thirty the front door opened with a bang and Colonel C. G. “Rogo” Goodrich, the senior officer of the compound, clomped down the aisle in his hand-carved wooden shoes. He was a stocky American bomber pilot who had broken his back bailing out over Africa. There was immediate silence as soon as he climbed up on the stage.

		“The goons have just come in and given us thirty minutes to be at the front gate,” he said. “Get your stuff together and line up.”

		The men scrambled for the barracks. There was little talk as they put on clean underwear, socks and their best uniforms. Lucky ones with extra shoes took them out of storage. What food couldn’t be carried was “bashed” in hasty gulps. The men helped one another into overcoats and packs; blankets were tied around the shoulders. Lieutenant Colonel Harold Decker strapped the secret compound radio onto his back; the earphones had already been sewn in his cap. Others were chipping at the hard ground or building fires if it was too frozen, to recover buried code books, maps and money.

		Each block formed its own line. Men checked one another, tightening packs, then stood around in the wind, stamping their feet in unconscious rhythm, and waited—something they had got used to since entering the service. Those without face masks suffered from cold so intense that it made their heads ache. After thirty minutes—it seemed like hours—some 100 guards and a dozen yowling sentry dogs pulling fiercely at their leashes began to herd the prisoners out of South Compound. As they filed between West and North compounds, their fellow Kriegies shouted “Good-bye” and “Good luck.” It was a little after ten o’clock when the long column of 2000 men was finally beyond the main gate and headed west through snow that whipped around them.

		West Compound moved next and each overloaded man received an 11-lb. Red Cross parcel as he marched through the gate. Many kept only special items like chocolate and sardines, and the ditches were soon littered with food.

		The men of Center Compound were told by their senior officer, Colonel Delmar Spivey, that General Vanaman would march at the head of their column, and he wanted them to carry out all German orders. “We will be safe if we stick together as a unit,” Spivey said and warned the men not to attempt escape.

		Because of the slow progress of those already on the road, it was almost four o’clock in the morning on January 28 by the time the last group finally passed through the main gate.

		By now the men leading the eight-mile-long line were exhausted; they had been marching for seven hours. A violent wind had sprung up, and this, together with two-foot-high snow drifts, made every step an agony. Even so Lieutenant Colonel Albert Clark, an American fighter pilot shot down in 1942, still would not abandon two huge scrapbooks of stories clipped from German newspapers. Jokingly he had offered a case of Scotch to anyone who would carry the books. Lieutenant Colonel Willie Lanford took him seriously and was now dragging them over the snow on a makeshift sled. Half a dozen others, including Clark, were taking turns pulling, since the shrewd Lanford had made the sled big enough to carry all their packs.

		Every few hours the column stopped while men huddled together on the road, legs outspread in toboggan style, each leaning on the man behind. No one spoke; there was little joking. Extra shoes, clothing, souvenirs—jealously hoarded for so long—were dumped on the road and packs rearranged. Some built fires from long-cherished letters and logbooks.

		When the men resumed marching, the packs, in spite of the jettisoning, seemed heavier than ever. One man staggered and fell. He was picked up by two comrades who feared he’d be shot, and dragged along, minus pack and blankets. But exhausted prisoners were only loaded in wagons. For by now there was little difference between prisoners and guards, who were also throwing away their packs. One elderly German had been kind to the Kriegies and was now being practically carried by two Americans while a third toted his rifle.

		By midmorning the vanguard stopped at a village eighteen miles from Sagan and was quartered in three barns. Those farther back kept marching, and more and more collapsed on the road, their clothes soaking wet from snow and sweat. Usually a comrade would stay behind and rub the exhausted man’s wrists to keep him warm until the relief wagon arrived. If it was too full, someone in better condition would get out and give up his place.

		The men from Center Compound reached the town of Halbau at three in the afternoon, unable to continue without rest. While they waited in the agonizing cold, a German sergeant looked for quarters. Finally a priest unlocked a Lutheran church seating 500, and then opened up the morgue, a few crypts and a small schoolhouse.

		Fifteen hundred men crammed into the church until every inch of space was filled, from basement toilets to balcony. They were packed so tightly in the pews that they couldn’t move; others slept under the pews, on the floor. Soon the church became uncomfortably warm from the body heat of so many men. This started a constant, clambering parade to tubs of melted snow placed near the doors. By dark there was even heavier traffic to the toilets, but progress over and around the massed humanity was so slow that sick men were vomiting over sleeping comrades before they reached the doors. The dysentery victims, in agony at the slow progress, shoved into the crowd desperately. In a few hours the smell was sickening and the struggle between those trying to sleep and those elbowing and clawing their way to the outside approached panic.

		Suddenly someone shouted, “At ease!” It was Colonel Spivey, standing in his underwear near the pulpit. Next to him was a young Protestant minister, Chaplain Daniel.

		“If I catch another man fighting,” Spivey said when the uproar finally quieted, “he will stand outside in the snow the rest of the night. Let me tell you that being pushed, shoved, stepped on, even vomited on, is far from the worst that could happen. We’re inside now, and three hours ago we were outside, freezing to death.” He told them to help the sick and to be courteous to their neighbors. “If you can’t sleep, sit there and dream of home. If you can’t say something pleasant, keep your damn mouths shut. Good night.”

		The youthful chaplain came forward and softly said, “Did you ever think that perhaps God is testing our faith?” Then he prayed, asking protection for the sick and weary. “Give us the necessary strength to survive and go ever forward until we find freedom and liberation. Amen.”

		A calm came over the men, and most of them fell asleep.

		Directly in the path of Zhukov’s main drive toward Berlin was another group of marching Allied prisoners. They had left their camp at Schokken, Poland, eight days before and were now approaching the village of Wugarten, twenty miles west of the German border. It was an unusual group: 79 Americans and 200 Italians, including 30 elderly generals jailed after the capitulation of King Umberto. The leader of the prisoners was Colonel Hurley Fuller, commander of a regiment of the 28th Division. When he was captured in the Bulge, one of his sergeants had remarked, “The Krauts will sure be sorry they took Hurley.” From the beginning Fuller had fulfilled this prophecy. On the first day’s march to the east he had suddenly ordered a break as if he were still commanding his regiment, and then reclined in a snow bank. The bewildered guards learned, as had Fuller’s superiors, that the forty-nine-year-old Texan was a stubborn man, and when he kept ignoring their threats they put him in charge of the march. Now, for the past week, Fuller had been sabotaging the trek back to the west; he wanted to be liberated by the Russians. As a result the prisoners were entering Wugarten when they should have been across the Oder.

		Leutnant Paul Hegel, the German interpreter, found quarters for the prisoners in a schoolhouse and brought them food. He had spent almost five pleasant years in New York City studying to be a banker, so he was already pro-American. “You co-operate with us,” Fuller had told him, “and we’ll get you back to the U. S. somehow.”

		That night Hegel heard a reassuring report from Goebbels on the radio: The situation in the east was serious but there was no reason for panic; the Führer’s wonder weapons would soon be perfected and the Russians would be easily driven back. But as soon as Hegel turned off the radio the rumble of artillery fire was distinct.

		Early the next morning, January 29, Hauptmann (Captain) Matz, the chief guard, heard the not too distant jabbering of machine guns and decided that the only way to stay ahead of the Russians was to leave the prisoners behind. He went to the schoolhouse, woke Hegel, and started writing a note in German. Around seven o’clock he handed it to Fuller. It read: “These American officers had to be left behind because of a breakthrough of heavy Russian tanks and because of their inability to march further.”

		“When the Russians catch up to us, you bastard, I’m going to borrow a weapon and come after you and shoot you,” Fuller snarled, pretending to be angry, but he was happy to be rid of Matz. What he really wanted was an interpreter. He went up to Hegel, who was hurriedly dressing, took away his Walther pistol and pay book and said, “You’re staying with us.” Then he made him get into a complete U. S. officer’s uniform, including GI underwear and socks, and gave him a dog-tag number. “From now on you’re an American—Lieutenant George Muhlbauer.” Muhlbauer had recently escaped from the group. “Don’t worry,” Fuller told the dazed Hegel, “you’ve been decent to us. I’ll get you through.”

		The colonel called the Americans together, told them to remain in the schoolhouse and warned them of the penalty for looting. News of Matz’s departure traveled fast and in a few minutes the Bürgermeister of Wugarten arrived and was made solely responsible for all food and supplies. Next came two Polish enlisted soldiers offering the services of 185 Poles. Fuller accepted them; and a few minutes later he signed up seventeen French prisoners, including one who spoke Russian. He set up a command post for his growing army in the mayor’s house and ordered all weapons in town turned over. Once armed, he prepared to defend Wugarten from all comers—Germans or Russians.

		Three of Fuller’s group were already fighting the Germans. Lieutenant Colonel Doyle Yardley and two other Americans had escaped from the march a week before. When they were subsequently overtaken by a Red Army tank unit, the commander threw his arms around Yardley, clapped him on the back and shouted, “Amerikansky, Roosevelt, Churchill, Stalin, Studebaker, Chevrolet very good!” He gave the Americans vodka, food and blankets, and insisted that they join his battalion to fight the Germans like good allies.

		On January 29 the three Americans were not far from Wugarten, taking part in a Red Army tank attack. Suddenly three ME-109s dived on the armored column. The Americans instinctively leaped into a ditch, much to the amusement of the Russians, who stood nonchalantly in the road, shooting at the planes with rifles, submachine guns and even pistols. The column moved on without pause, leaving its dead in the road, and pushed into the village of Kreuz, where Russian infantrymen were clearing out the last pockets of resistance.

		Yardley saw two Germans come out of a house to surrender. A Red Army officer calmly shot them with his pistol, and their bodies were dragged into the middle of the street. Then trucks and tanks began deliberately rolling over them. Yardley was shaken. This was not the same kind of war he had fought on the western front.

		While Zhukov was driving west toward Berlin, Rokossovsky was swinging north toward the Baltic Sea and the historic port of Danzig. In front of his spearheads were hordes of German refugees from East Prussia. A man on horseback galloped up to a large caravan bound for Danzig and shouted, “The Russians will be here in half an hour!” Many of those on foot fled across the snow, but the wagons were jammed together on the highway and could only move slowly forward. All at once shells exploded in the nearby fields, and out of nowhere, it seemed, machine-gun bullets swept the road. Josefine Schleiter, a medical student, threw herself in the snow as bullets crackled overhead. Shells exploded with a deafening roar. She was sure her life was over.

		Abruptly there was quiet and then just as abruptly great tanks came rolling from several directions. Behind them, plunging energetically through the snow, were Russian soldiers in white suits. One huge tank lunged down the road, plowing aside several wagons, crushing others like a giant steam roller. More tanks followed. Soon wounded horses lay all along the ditches, neighing in terror. People leaped from their wagons into the ditches and fled for their lives.

		Josefine heard a young girl begging her father to shoot her. “Yes, Father, and me!” said a sixteen-year-old boy. “I don’t have anything to live for.” Tears were running down the father’s face. “Just wait a little longer, children,” he begged.

		A Red Army officer rode up on a horse and listened impatiently to the pleas of several German soldiers who were brought up to him. Josefine saw the officer pull out his pistol and closed her eyes. She heard shots. When she opened her eyes the prisoners were lying on the ground, blood gushing onto the snow. Josefine wanted to go to them but was too terrified. Tanks were passing, loaded with big robust soldiers, laughing, waving their arms and calling out, “Hitler kaputt!” A few jumped off and shouted, “Uri, uri!”—their version of the German for “watches,” Uhren. The refugees were stripped of watches, rings, fur gloves. More tanks rolled by, carrying women as well as men. They too looked robust and wore the same good uniforms, boots and fur hats.

		Several Polish slave laborers were already making friends with the Russians. “Go back home,” they reassured their former masters. “Russians are good people; nothing will happen to you.”

		By evening Colonel Fuller and his staff had organized Wugarten into a stronghold. In addition to the twenty-six rifles and two machine guns abandoned by Matz and his men, shotguns, rifles, pistols and even swords had been collected from the villagers. Fuller armed the Americans and the 185 Poles, posting guards at either end of the town. East of the village, foxholes were dug and the two machine guns emplaced. By nine o’clock several organized groups of Germans had been frightened off and thirty-six stragglers captured.

		An hour later Fuller, Lieutenant Craig Campbell and Hegel, asleep on the second floor of the Bürgermeister’s house, were wakened by gunfire. Fuller looked out the window and saw a dozen blacked-out tanks clatter by. They didn’t look German; they had the high silhouettes of American Shermans. Before the three men could finish dressing, they heard pounding at the front door. Someone shouted.

		“That’s not German they’re hollering,” said Campbell.

		“I think it’s Russian,” said Fuller. “Open the door.”

		Feet were already clattering on the stairs and Hegel began shouting, “Amerikansky! Amerikansky!”

		The door swung open and several Russians charged at the three men, ramming submachine guns into their stomachs. Fuller kept pointing at the house next door; finally the Soviets understood and had Alex Bertin, the French prisoner who spoke Russian, brought in. When the Russian in charge, Captain Mayarchuk, was told that the three men were American officers, he laughed sarcastically. “How can Americans be on the eastern front, ahead of the Red Army?” he said and jabbed his gun deeper into Fuller’s stomach.

		So Bertin explained, and the Russian gave Fuller a bear hug, kissed him on the cheek and said the Americans could have anything they wanted. Fuller said he needed German ammunition and candles; he also wanted to get rid of his thirty-six prisoners. The captain said he’d take them, and tried to kiss Fuller again. Then he said that curfew for all German civilians had to be imposed immediately, and Fuller sent for the Bürgermeister. He was eager to co-operate, said he’d have the town crier make the rounds at once, and hurried outside.

		There was a burst of fire and Fuller rushed out. The Bürgermeister was lying in the snow, fatally wounded in the head. Captain Mayarchuk laughed good-humoredly at Fuller’s indignation. “We shoot all Bürgermeisters,” he said.

		The two allies proceeded to the town square, where the Russian tanks—lend-lease Shermans—were grouped around the church. The thirty-six German prisoners were brought out of a cellar, one so badly wounded that he was in a wheelbarrow. While Fuller was being hugged again by the captain he heard another burst of fire, and turned to see the man in the wheelbarrow slumped over, dead.

		“This is against the Articles of War!” Fuller protested. “I’ll report you to your commanding officer.”

		When Bertin translated this, Mayarchuk only grinned. “Tell the colonel that we won’t shoot any more Nazis in town,” he said. “From now on we’ll take them out in the country and do it.”

		All over Wugarten, Russians were drinking vodka in celebration of the chance meeting with the Americans. But Fuller’s indignation had made an impression on them. Though they caroused and broke furniture, it was probably the one conquered village on the entire eastern front where not a single woman was raped that night. Only in one house was there any violence. A group of Russians had found pictures of Hitler decorated for next day’s celebration of the twelfth anniversary of his rise to power—and shot all ten members of the family.

		
			* Himmler’s principal role was that of Reichsführer SS (national leader of the Black Shirts). The SS (Schutzstaffel) was originally organized by Hitler as an elite bodyguard of about 280 men sworn to absolute personal obedience to the Führer. Using this small group as a nucleus, Himmler had built the Black Shirts into a vast, efficient organization completely dedicated to the Führer. Its members were carefully chosen according to National Socialist eugenics, and recruitment was open not only to Germans but to Aryans of other nations.

			The SS comprised a number of arms, each with different duties and characteristics:

			1. Allgemeine (General) SS. Strictly civilian. Most diplomats, top-level state employees, industrialists, lawyers, doctors, etc., held high ranks in the Allgemeine SS.

			2. RSHA (Reichssicherheitshauptamt, National Central Security Office). Civilian and paramilitary. Of its seven departments, the most important were: Bureau III, the SD (Sicherheitsdienst, Security Service inside Germany); Bureau IV, the Gestapo (State Security Police); Bureau V (Criminal Police); and Bureau VI (Foreign Intelligence). Reinhard Heydrich, head of the RSHA until his assassination in Czechoslovakia in 1941, had been succeeded by Dr. Ernst Kaltenbrunner after one year of interregnum.

			3. Waffen-SS. Armed; strictly military. Some of its elite divisions were composed of volunteers from Belgium, France, Holland, Norway, Lithuania, Denmark, Sweden, Hungary, Rumania, etc., who had joined primarily to fight Bolshevism.

			4. Totenkopfverbände (Death’s Head units). Paramilitary. Concentration camp guards. At this time, most were elderly or wounded soldiers unable to fight in the front lines. In 1940 the youngest and healthiest were formed into an elite front-line unit, the Totenkopf Division, and thus became a part of the Waffen-SS.

			† It has been estimated that 5,000,000 Germans were uprooted and driven west at the time of the gigantic Russian offensive. Details of the above and other events dealing with the treatment of German civilians by the Red Army come mainly from the files of the Bundesarchiv in Koblenz. However, no final figures have been released, since the Statistisches Bundesamt in Wiesbaden (the official bureau of statistics) has not been able to account for the fate of 1,390,000 refugees. Until such time as individual cases are solved, the rest of the missing must be presumed dead.

			‡ The Soviet government puts the figure at 4,000,000 but Gerald Reitlinger, in his study The Final Solution estimates that 600,000 were killed in the Auschwitz crematoria and 300,000 others died of disease and starvation or were shot. In an affidavit Rudolf Hoess testified that 2,500,000 prisoners had been murdered and another half million had died of starvation and disease; but later at his trial in Warsaw he amended the total figure to 1,135,000.

			§ Several months after the bombing Dr. Erwin Giesing—an eye, ear, nose and throat specialist who had been brought in to examine Hitler—discovered that Morell had been relieving the Führer’s chronic pains the past two years with “Dr. Koester’s Antigas Pills,” which contained strychnine and belladonna. The pills were simply given in gross lots to Hitler’s personal servant, Heinz Linge, who handed them out at the Führer’s request. Giesing reported his findings to Dr. Karl Brandt, Hitler’s principal surgeon, who warned him he was being slowly poisoned. Brandt was rewarded by being summarily discharged from his position. There is little doubt that heavy consumption of these pills contributed greatly to Hitler’s deteriorating physical condition in 1945.
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		“Five Minutes Before Midnight”
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		1.

		Just before five o’clock in the morning of January 30 a big Skymaster—a U. S. C-54 transport—touched down on the island of Malta. It carried Winston Churchill and other British dignitaries who were scheduled to attend “Cricket,” code name for a four-day conference with American military and political leaders prior to a Big Three meeting at the Crimean resort of Yalta.

		The Governor of Malta, the Commander in Chief of the Mediterranean, and many others, were gathered at the airport as Churchill’s personal assistant, Commander C. R. Thompson, peered out of the plane’s door; he was wearing a jacket over his pajamas. To his embarrassment he found himself bathed in the glare of floodlights. He was even more embarrassed to learn that the Governor of Malta had been waiting over an hour in the cold—the telegram announcing Churchill’s arrival had been based on Greenwich Mean Time.

		General George C. Marshall, the U. S. Army Chief of Staff, was also awake. An hour earlier a zealous British Army sergeant had delivered an envelope marked “Very Urgent.” It was an engraved invitation to a dinner the next night at the Governor’s, and requested an immediate answer.

		At ten o’clock Marshall and other members of the U. S. Joint Chiefs of Staff met at Montgomery House in Valletta, the capital of Malta, to decide what position to take at the first formal session of “Cricket.” After some joking about the predawn invitations and considerable griping about the icy stone rooms, they began to discuss the most important military issue facing “Cricket”: the final strategy on the western front.

		There had been sharp differences between the Britons and Americans on the invasion of Germany ever since the breakthrough in Normandy a few days after Stauffenberg’s bomb nearly killed Hitler. From his headquarters in France, Field-Marshal Bernard Montgomery, commander of 21 Army Group, argued for a single thrust into northern Germany through the Ruhr—under his leadership. All he needed, in addition to his own troops, was the American First Army. But American field commanders were just as insistent on launching a simultaneous attack of their own farther south, toward Frankfurt am Main. With the German armies retreating in disorder, both the U. S. and British field commanders had felt, with some justification, that they could gain total victory by the end of 1944—if given a free hand. But the Supreme Commander, General of the Army Dwight D. Eisenhower, was a military statesman rather than a field commander. He compromised: he directed Montgomery to make the main thrust in the north with top priority in supply, but he let Lieutenant General George S. Patton continue attacking in the south with the U. S. Third Army, on a reduced scale.

		As a result the Allies pushed eastward on a wide front and reached the German border in September—only to be stopped for lack of supplies. So little happened all along that front for the next three months that Hitler was able to reorganize armies already badly beaten in France, into a stout defense line from Holland to Switzerland. The lull also gave him a chance to mount a tremendous surprise offensive of his own—the Battle of the Bulge. Catching the Americans off balance, the Germans smashed all the way to the Meuse River, and though Hitler’s men had been pushed back to the German border, American military morale and prestige were nevertheless greatly impaired.

		The argument begun by Montgomery’s demand for a single thrust into Germany was aggravated during the Battle of the Bulge when Eisenhower abruptly turned over the northern sector of the Ardennes battleground to the field-marshal. Bradley was shocked to have half his forces taken away just when he felt he had the situation under control, and then angered when Montgomery, once the battle was won, told correspondents how he had “tidied up” the mess. Bradley felt Montgomery had exaggerated his own role and “exploited our distress in the Ardennes.”

		Only too aware of this unpleasantness, Eisenhower had drawn up his final plan to invade Germany. His lines were much as they had been the previous autumn, stretching along the German border from Holland to Switzerland. At the extreme north was Montgomery’s 21 Army Group, comprising three armies: the Canadian First, the British Second and the U. S. Ninth. Then came Bradley’s 12th Army Group: the U. S. First and Third armies. At the south was Lieutenant General Jacob L. Devers’ 6th Army Group: the U. S. Seventh and French First armies.

		Against this background the U. S. Chiefs of Staff were now listening to the Supreme Commander’s strategy, presented by Eisenhower’s chief of staff, Lieutenant General Walter Bedell “Beetle” Smith: Montgomery would lead his 21 Army Group in the main attack through the Ruhr; Bradley would make the secondary effort with the U. S. 12th Army Group to the south near Frankfurt am Main. Timing, said Smith, was the most important consideration, and the Allies should drive eastward vigorously while the Germans were being so heavily hit by the overwhelming Red Army attack.

		At noon the Americans were joined by the British Chiefs of Staff. Together they formed the Combined Chiefs of Staff—and as such were responsible for running the war in the west. Field-Marshal Alan Brooke, Marshall’s opposite number, took the chair. Outwardly charming, he reserved his acid wit for the diary he faithfully kept. He was confident that he knew far more about winning the war than Eisenhower but did his best to hide his doubts of the Supreme Commander’s judgment. To close friends, however, it was no secret that he regarded Eisenhower as a man overly influenced by the last person he talked with. Brooke also had reservations about Marshall and would have liked it much better if MacArthur—to his mind, the greatest general in the war—had been the U. S. Army Chief of Staff.

		He listened politely while Smith
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