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"STALIN MUST BE KILLED!"

Foreign Minister Ribbentrop fixed me with a penetrating stare. "The whole strength of Russia lies in his will and ability, Schellenberg. If the Reich is to survive, Stalin must be destroyed.

"I have told the Fuehrer that I am willing to sacrifice myself. A conference will be arranged with Stalin—and it will be my mission to shoot him down."

I gulped and asked him, "Alone?"

"No," Ribbentrop said. "You will be with me, Herr Schellenberg!"

This is not spy fiction! This is the real truth about the fantastic operation of



HITLER'S SECRET SERVICE

as told by the spymaster who directed it himself!

"... a first rate cloak-and-dagger adventure story... and much more... great historical validity."

-Chicago Tribune
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INTRODUCTION



by ALAN BULLOCK

Walter Schellenberg's memoirs would be worth reading, if for nothing else, as a first-rate collection of spy stories. For the text does not belie the promise of the chapter headings: the plot to kidnap the Duke of Windsor, the affair of the Vietinghoff brothers, the Polish agent K—— and the spy ring in the Manchoukuoan Embassy, the capture of the British Secret Service agents at Venlo, and the hunting down of the Communist Rote Kapelle organization. All these are episodes not from fiction but from the history of the last twenty years and they are described by the man who became the head of Hitler's Foreign Intelligence Service.

When the Nazis came to power at the end of January 1933, Walter Schellenberg was a young man of twenty-two looking for a job. Three years at the University of Bonn, during the course of which he changed from the study of medicine to that of law, had left him with few qualifications. Like thousands of other German university students he had only his wits to rely on at a time when jobs were more difficult to get than ever before. Like thousands of others in the same situation he joined the Nazi party, neither from conviction nor against it, but as the obvious avenue to success.

Making the most of his education, Schellenberg took care to join the black-shirted SS—in the SS one found "the better type of people"—and leaped at the chance of a job in the SD, the intelligence and security service set up within the SS by Heydrich, another young man on the make.

For the rest of his career (it was over by the age of thirty-five) this was Schellenberg's world, the world of the Secret Service and the Secret Police, a world in which nothing was too fantastic to happen, in which normality of behavior or simplicity of motive were curiosities and nothing was taken at face value, a world in which lies, bribes, blackmail and false papers, treachery and violence were part of the daily routine.

All this, the spurious glamour of the spy and the secret agent, Schellenberg enjoyed to the full. In writing his memoirs after the war and reliving his exploits, he was able to recapture temporarily the sense of excitement and activity, the deprivation of which he felt as acutely as a drug addict. When he comes to describe the room he occupied as head of the German Foreign Intelligence Service he writes with unconcealed pride: "Microphones were everywhere, hidden in the walls, under the desk, even in one of the lamps, so that every conversation and every sound was automatically recorded. . . . My desk was like a small fortress. Two automatic guns were built into it which could spray the whole room with bullets. All I had to do in an emergency was to press a button and both guns would fire simultaneously. At the same time I could press another button and a siren would summon the guards to surround the building and block every exit. . . Whenever I was on missions abroad I was under standing orders to have an artificial tooth inserted which contained enough poison to kill me within thirty seconds if I were captured. To make doubly sure, I wore a signet ring in which, under a large blue stone, a gold capsule was hidden containing cyanide."

Hollywood could not have asked for more, but the point which it is only too easy to miss is that Schellenberg was not exaggerating when he wrote this. The Third Reich was a gangster empire. Its rulers behaved in a manner which continually brings to mind the actors in a third-rate film, and it was in the hectic atmosphere described by Schellenberg that decisions of the greatest importance were taken even when they involved the "final solution" of the Jewish problem or the invasion of Bussia.

What Schellenberg gives us is a picture of the Nazis seen, not by the Opposition, not by the generals or by politicians like Papen and Schacht, anxious to underline their disapproval, but by one of themselves. This is the value of his book as a piece of historical evidence, for none of those who have so far published their memoirs of this period were in as good a position to know and to have seen at first hand what took place at the center of power.

To appreciate this, it is necessary to examine the position of the organization in which Schellenberg made his career, the SD, the Sicherheitsdienst or Security Service of the SS.

When Hitler appointed Heinrich Himmler as Reichsfuehrer SS in January 1929, the SS was no more than Hitler's private bodyguard, numbering less than three hundred men. By January 1933 it had grown to fifty-two thousand and formed a corps d'élite within the private army of the brown-shirted SA. In the notorious purge of June 30, 1934, when Roehm, the leader of the SA, was murdered, Himmler's SS was given the job of carrying out the arrests and executions, and a month later was rewarded with the status of an independent organization. Within the SS itself a separate intelligence and security service (the SD) had been organized as early as 1931 and in the summer of 1934 the SD, under Himmler's chief lieutenant Heydrich, was recognized as the sole intelligence and counter-intelligence agency of the Party.

For fifteen months after Hitler came to power, a bitter fight 1 was waged between Goering, as Minister-President of Prussia, and Himmler, nominally chief of police in Bavaria but also Reichsfuehrer of the SS, for control of the Prussian Gestapo or Secret State Police. Here too the formidable combination of Himmler and Heydrich proved successful and, from Goering's reluctant concession of control over the Prussian Gestapo to Himmler in April 1934, the latter went on to become chief of the entire German police in July 1936.

This double position, as chief of the state police and at the same time Reichsfuehrer of the SS (a position independent of the state), enabled Himmler to build up a private empire which by the later years of the war threatened to overshadow state, Party, and armed forces alike.

Himmler achieved this, not by force of personality (of which he possessed little), but by virtue of the unique position which the security police must hold in a dictatorship. The power of a totalitarian regime rests on twin
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4. THE OCCUPATION OF AUSTRIA AND CZECHOSLOVAKIA

Preparations for the Anschluss—Hitler's reception in Vienna—A bomb on the route—Hitler's visit to Mussolini—Security precautions in Italy—Attitude of the Sudeten Germans—Secret order for the dismemberment of Czechoslovakia—Germany assumes "protectorship" over the Czechs

At the beginning of 1938 I was instructed to assemble and edit all the reports that were to be submitted to Hitler on the attitude of Italy toward the contemplated annexation of Austria and its incorporation into the German Reich. Great importance was also attached, of course, to the attitude of the other Western Powers toward this matter. The decisive event was the resignation of Anthony Eden. We soon learned that his successor at the Foreign Office, Lord Halifax, did not view the Anschluss of Austria with hostility. This attitude must have influenced Hitler's decision considerably.

The intelligence material from Austria itself was so plentiful that the main problem was how to cope with it. The thousands of Nazis who had recently fled from Austria provided us with all the contacts we needed.

On February 12, 1938, Kurt von Schuschnigg, the Austrian Chancellor, conferred with Hitler at Obersalzberg. He promised to limit and repress the activities of the anti-German "Fatherland Front." When it proved obvious, as it soon did, that he could not see his way to carrying out this promise, Hitler decided to force the pace. To forestall invasion by the German Army, Schuschnigg resigned on March 11. Seyss-Inquart, the leader of the Austrian Nazis, at once took over the government. The order to march was given to the German Army by Hitler.

The same night that the German Army marched into Austria, March 11, I was ordered to fly to Vienna with

Himmler. We had with us a company of Waffen SS, the purely military formation of the SS, and some members of the so-called "Austrian Legion" which had been formed in Germany.

We took off from Berlin-Tempelhof in two large transports. It was a rather unpleasant flight. Both aircraft were badly overloaded and weather conditions were difficult. Most of the way we lost sight of the ground and also lost radio contact with Vienna.

During the flight Himmler discussed with me various administrative problems which had arisen in connection with the setting up of the new "Ostmark"—as Austria was officially called from then on. We had gone aft in the plane to be further away from the engine noise and Himmler was leaning against a door when I noticed that the safety catch was not on. At any moment the door might have opened under the weight of his body. I quickly grasped him by his coat and jerked him away. He glared at me furiously, but when I showed him the door was unlatched he thanked me and said that if the opportunity ever arose he would be happy to do as much for me.

We finally landed in Vienna at four o'clock in the morning. The administrative change-over to German rule was taking place at that very moment and the government of Dr. Seyss-Inquart was firmly established. The Bundeshaus, the seat of the Central Government of the Austrian Confederacy, was a scene of tremendous activity. There was a continual round of conferences and meetings. In the anterooms and corridors excited men were haggling for those government posts which had not yet been filled.

A huge crowd filled the square in front of the building. Police duties had already been taken over by the Austrian SA and SS, wearing white armbands. Almost unnoticed by the crowds, Dr. Miklas, the President of the Austrian Republic, and Skubl, the Minister of Police, left the building bent and dejected.

Meanwhile, Heydrich had arrived. I reported to him on the situation and he told me to secure all the files and documents of the chief of the Austrian Secret Service, Colonel Ronge. The papers that I found were not very up-to-date, though there was some interesting material on deciphering codes. Colonel Ronge himself expressed his willingness to work in future for the German Secret Service.

During the next fortnight I had to work out draft laws and decrees—in particular, those concerned with the police and the security system—providing for the administrative integration of the Ostmark into the Reich. I also had to suggest the necessary changes of personnel in these departments. It was a rather heavy task and was not made any easier by continual interruptions.

Hitler's reception in Vienna was a great personal triumph. Never, except perhaps during his Italian visit, have I seen such tremendous, enthusiastic, and joyous crowds. Shortly before his arrival, without any warning I found myself put in charge of the security measures for his tour of Vienna. For the following twelve hours I was to be solely and completely responsible for the Fuehrer's

safety.

As minute-to-minute reports of his progress came through by telephone to the central police bureau, a huge map was marked with little white flags to show the course of his tour. The security measures in all districts seemed to be working perfectly when suddenly a report came in that three suspected persons had been arrested at a bridge. They had admitted that the bridge was mined and that they were there to set off the charge. I was asked whether Hitler's route should be changed and a new one prepared. I knew how much he disliked having to change a set program, so in view of this information the responsibility of letting him proceed weighed very heavily upon me. He was due at the bridge in eight minutes. If only I could reach it before him, and make certain that everything was safe.

I placed another official temporarily in charge of the command post and drove rapidly to the spot. It took me a few minutes to examine the explosive charges and try to make sure that they had been made harmless. As far as I could see, everything looked all right. I could now hear Hitler's entourage approaching and the next moment his car was on the bridge. He passed over it safely and with a feeling of immense relief I returned to the central bureau. That evening I was very glad to turn my responsibilities back to Mueller.

In spite of reports of increasing tension between Hitler and Mussolini over the annexation of Austria, the Duce had acquiesced. Soon after his triumphal entry into Vienna, Hitler therefore paid Mussolini a visit in Italy to show the world that the friendship and unity of purpose between them remained unbroken.

I flew ahead with Mueller to prepare the security measures for the visit. The Italian authorities proved extremely co-operative; we had only to express a wish in order for it to be fulfilled. They made the greatest effort to impress us with their efficiency, their Fascist discipline, the potency of their weapons, and with displays of grandiose pomp and tradition.

Their security preparations were thorough and farreaching. On certain streets along the proposed route of Hitler's tour they had erected wooden posts moored in concrete with heavy iron chains stretched between them. In view of the excitability of the Latin temperament, this precaution, as we soon saw, was not exaggerated. My men drove along the route repeatedly and made searches in all the houses overlooking it, while the Italians secured signed guarantees from all the householders that they would be responsible for the actions of everyone inside their houses.

The Italians also arrested over six thousand suspicious persons and placed them in preventive custody. Border control and control of passports within Italy were tightened up, and to supplement these precautions I placed about eighty of my ablest detectives at key points along the various routes of Hitler's tour. I also assigned them to the banquets and various other entertainments planned in Rome. Naples, and Florence.

I wished to take advantage of this opportunity to combine the arrangement of security measures with an attempt to get a fuller picture of the intelligence situation in Italy. So I selected five hundred of the best linguists in the SD and sent them into Italy as tourists. They were organized in the well-known system of cells of three, which I had adopted from the Russians. Their chief mission was to look out for anything which might seem suspicious in connection with Hitler's visit and report it at once. They were also to note and report on all evidence of popular feeling in Italy and of the attitude of the Italian people toward the Fascist regime. When these reports were assembled later I had a comprehensive picture of the situation in Italy.

Hitler's visit passed off without any serious incident. He rode through the streets of the Italian cities by the side of Mussolini, and the adoring populace cheered themselves

hoarse. The Via Triumphalis was floodlit as brightly as if it were midday, and the Colosseum had been turned into a sea of colored flame. There was only one anxious moment in Rome: Hitler and Mussolini had left their car to admire the beauties of an ancient fountain and the crowd in a frenzy of adulation broke through the police cordon. My agents, whom I had placed as observers at this point, reported to me over the telephone that they had lost sight of Hitler in the confusion. I suffered several extremely anxious minutes till the carabinieri drove the crowd back and re-established control of the situation.

In Naples there was one rather embarrassing incident. Hitler was to accompany the King of Italy in inspecting a guard of honor. As the Fuehrer was to attend a gala performance at the San Carlo Opera immediately afterward, he changed into evening clothes before the inspection and thus walked along the ranks of the guard in tails. The King, however, walked beside him in uniform. As a result of this, Hitler immediately dismissed the chief protocol officer, you Buelow Schwandte.

When Hitler left Italy on May 28, we were all convinced that the military alliance he desired was a foregone conclusion. On the day of his return he delivered an address lasting two hours to the highest leaders of the Party, the state, and the army. He ordered the strengthening of the Luftwaffe, the formation of new army units, and the beginning of the construction of the new western defense wall—the Siegfried Line, which was built under the direction of the engineer, Todt. Hitler spoke openly of the necessity of strengthening Germany's military preparedness to the point where, within two or three months, she would be ready to deal with any contingency of war. "Then," Hitler said, "we will shatter Czechoslovakia!"

Secret Service work in Czechoslovakia was placed under the direction of the political branch of the SD. As in Austria, conditions were again favorable for the establishment of contacts. The Sudeten German party of Konrad Henlein, at this point, only demanded autonomy for the Poles, Hungarians, and Slovaks, also contributed valuable information. The intelligence material was so plentiful that in order to handle all the incoming messages special telegraph lines running direct to Berlin had to be installed at two points on the German-Czech frontier.

Heydrich had a special department whose task it was to

maintain a continual check on the Sudeten German party and on Henlein, for the Party was by no means united in its aims, nor at that time completely under Hitler's control. The Nazi wing of the Party, led by Karl Hermann Frank, who was later Minister of State of the Protectorate of Bohemia-Moravia, pursued a policy that aimed at the entire destruction of the Czechoslovak Republic, while Henlein, at this point, only demanded autonomy for the three million Sudeten Germans. But, after considerable pressure from Heydrich and other German quarters, Henlein capitulated completely to Hitler's demands at the conference held in July 1938.

There was a serious divergence of opinion between Berlin and the leaders of the Sudeten German party regarding the much-discussed fact-finding and mediation mission of Lord Runciman. The British Secret Service was quite well informed about this and one of their agents, Colonel Christie, who had already conferred several times with Henlein, met him again at the beginning of August 1938, in Zurich. I received a special order from Heydrich to investigate their conversations, and to keep Henlein under close observation. This surveillance was to be carried out in such a way that Henlein should be aware of it—for the chief purpose was to remind him of his promises to Hitler

When Colonel Christie saw how completely the Sudeten leader had given way to Hitler's demands, he was astonished. At their meeting Henlein declared that to wait any longer would be impossible, both for the Sudeten German party and for Hitler, and if necessary the problem would have to be solved by force. It was at this time that Hitler made his famous Nuremberg speech, threatening the Czechoslovak government and rejecting any solution based on the establishment of an autonomous Sudeten state.

There followed the historic visit of Neville Chamberlain to Berchtesgaden on September 15, 1938, the British-German conference at Godesberg, and then—Munich.

The preparations for taking over the administration of the Sudeten territories were carried out mainly at the Hotel Dreesen in Dresden. I was sent there and for eight days helped prepare the necessary decrees and draft legislation.

Already in the first days of October 1938, it became quite clear to me from various remarks made by Heydrich

that Hitler was aiming at the total destruction of Czechoslovakia, and would not be satisfied with the farreaching economic concessions which the Prague govern-

ment had granted him.

In January 1939, Hitler called Heydrich and other chief officials of the Secret Service to a conference at which he gave the following secret order: "The foreign policy of Germany demands that the Czechoslovak Republic be broken up and destroyed within the next few months—if necessary by force of arms. To prepare and facilitate the moves against Czechoslovakia, it appears expedient to support and stimulate the endeavors of the Slovaks in their movement for autonomy. After that it will be quite easy for Germany to deal with the remaining Czech portion of the Republic."

Hitler stressed the secret nature of this order; for the time being no other department of the Foreign Office army, or Party, was to know of it. The order was carried out by the Secret Service, and both intelligence and political operations were planned in detail and with the usual care. Each step that was worked out was first submitted to

Our main points of contact were with the heterogeneous currents of the Slovak nationalist movement, and after unsuccessful negotiations with various Slovak groups within the Czechoslovak government we finally established an understanding with an opposition group led by Dr.

In March, Hitler decided the time had come to move against Czechoslovakia. During the night of March 12, two representatives of the German Secret Service had a final and decisive conference with Dr. Tiso. He declared himself ready to proclaim the sovereignty of Slovakia under German protection, and on March 13, was flown to Berlin

tween the Slovaks and the central government, terrorist squads of the German Secret Service had been sent into Slovakia.

Hitler was able to complete the discussions with Dr. Tiso on the proclamation of Slovak autonomy before the arrival of Dr. Hacha, President of the Czechoslovak Republic, who, when he visited Hitler, was faced with a fait accompli.

On March 14, Dr. Tiso proclaimed the founding of the autonomous Slovak Republic, and the next day Hitler and Hacha signed the well-known agreement establishing the protectorate of Greater Germany over the Czech people. This was followed immediately by the peaceful occupation of Czechoslovakia by German troops.

In order to be the first to arrive at the Hradshin, the ancient and historic castle in Prague, Hitler, with his entourage and SS guards, raced through the night at breakneck speed over icy roads, passing the advancing German columns on the way. When we got there I had to select suitable offices and lebensraum for Hitler in the castle.

The SD and the German Security Police at once took over control of the police, working very closely, however, with their Czech colleagues. The Czech police force was an exceptional organization, the men having been most carefully selected and given excellent training. This greatly impressed Himmler. "Exceptional human material!" he exclaimed. "I shall take them all into the Waffen SS."

Some important documents of the Czechoslovak Military and Political Secret Service were secured, and life very quickly returned to normal.


5. ACTIVE ESPIONAGE

My first "field trip"—An assessment of Dakar—Practical problems of espionage—Prelude to the sinking of the Royal Oak—The case of Lieutenant-Colonel Sosnovski—A Polish spy ring uncovered

DURING the summer of 1938, Hitler's thoughts were turning more and more to the approaching war with the West. He discussed the situation with Himmler, who in turn discussed it with Heydrich, and Heydrich with me. Hitler spoke contemptuously of President Roosevelt, and called America "a Jewish rubbish heap." He was sure that once the war had started Germany would overrun the West, but he did concede the possibility that Great Britain, together with the United States, might attempt a counter-attack against the European Continent from North Africa. But he concluded that the west coast of Africa hardly offered sufficient harbor facilities for such an action; nor did North Africa provide a suitable hinterland for the deployment of modern machines of war.

It was this last point of Hitler's rambling exposition that turned out to be of immediate consequence to me. Himmler, always eager to see directives for concrete action in Hitler's remarks, at once decided, in consultation with Heydrich, to survey the situation of the West African coastal region and its harbors. And so in the autumn of 1938, I was given my first job of active espionage. Heydrich wanted me to compile a full report on the harbor at Dakar, the chief French naval station in Africa. No one, he warned me, not even my immediate family, must know of my assignment. It would be officially camouflaged—ostensibly I would be going on a "business trip" round Germany for about eighteen days. I promised Heydrich that no one should know the true nature of my job, and until this moment I have never revealed it.

Heydrich wanted me to find out about the condition

and nature of the harbor installations and whether they could be extended and enlarged fairly easily. He also wanted me to secure from the harbor authorities charts, maps, statistics, and, in fact, whatever documents I could lay hands on. He gave me a Leica camera specially designed for the job, a Dutch passport (I was given the identity of the son of a Dutch diamond merchant who had just wound up his business affairs in Germany), and a large amount in foreign currencies. Everything had been most carefully prepared—my itinerary, the flight schedule, and addresses of contacts in Madrid and Lisbon. Finally I boarded the plane for Spain.

During the long flight I went over the details of my mission and tried to prepare myself mentally for the task ahead. In the beginning I had accepted the assignment with great enthusiasm, but now I began to have misgivings

At the airport I met my first unexpected difficulty. The specially constructed Leica aroused intense interest among the customs officers and it required much explanation, reinforced by considerable financial outlay, to get the camera through

My contact in Lisbon was one of Jahnke's collaborators—a Japanese—and a close friendship quickly developed between us, which in later years proved extremely valuable. When we discussed the practical problems of my mission, my Japanese friend advised me not to take the Leica, no matter how good it might be, but instead to get another camera in Dakar. He also emphasized that on missions of this nature it was best to work as quickly as possible and never to carry large sums of money. As I discussed my plans with him they had to undergo one revision after another. My first encounter with the practical realities of this type of work made me realize that things were quite different on the spot to what they had seemed from behind a desk in Berlin.

On arriving at Dakar, I went to stay, as arranged, with a Portuguese family of Jewish descent. My host was a merchant in the gold and diamond trade, and both he and his partner in Lisbon were working for us. He had been informed of my mission through "business correspondence" with Lisbon and had prepared everything for my arrival.

After five days of hard work, my Portuguese host was

able to secure valuable details of the harbor facilities from the port authorities. These were posted at once to Lisbon, disguised in business correspondence as descriptions of wares and samples. I no longer remember the exact sum the partners spent for us in Lisbon and Dakar, but it was a very considerable amount.

Carefully arranged lunches in a small intimate circle brought me into contact with key men from marine underwriters' firms, and Portuguese and French shipowners. Through them I gained a very good picture of the general situation, and casual remarks dropped at these luncheons provided me with much useful information about the harbor at Dakar

The idea of taking photographs still troubled me. Although by this time I had managed to overcome my first fears and inhibitions, I was still nervous in the streets and in the glance of every casual passer-by I sensed the sharp, searching eve of a Sûreté agent.

This apprehension, the climate, and the unfamiliar surroundings completely exhausted me, and each night I lay awake pursued by all the mistakes I had made during the day. In the end, my thoughts would weave themselves into a restless, dream-laden sleep, from which I would awake toward dawn unrefreshed and bathed in sweat.

However uneasy I might feel about the task, the most essential part of my assignment was the taking of the photographs, and it could no longer be put off. My host therefore arranged for me to make an "excursion" to the waterfront with his family. We visited various parts of the harbor, and I took the sort of "family shots" a tourist would naturally take. But the family group was always posed in such a way that whatever installation or structure I was interested in would form the background. Or, if I wanted to photograph a certain detail, they would stand closely round me so as to screen my actions.

The films, when developed in Berlin, showed quite good results, in fact some of the photographs were excellent and together with my report they gave us quite a lot of information.

I was very happy after nine days to be back in Lisbon with my Japanese friend.

I had smuggled the films out concealed in a bandage on my upper thigh, where I had inflicted a small scratch with a razor blade. The gauze of the bandage was soaked with blood, and the films, which were hermetically wrapped, made quite a bump, so that the whole thing looked like a swollen and infected wound and aroused a good deal of sympathy among the customs officials and border guards.

I made a verbal report on my trip to Heydrich which took me fully two hours, and the next day submitted a detailed report in writing together with the photographs.

On the whole, everyone was very satisfied

This experience had given me much food for thought. I determined that in future, when ordering and preparing Secret Service operations, I must never lose sight of the practical problems that confronted my agents in the field and I decided that the worst thing was to try to prepare and carry out Secret Service work under pressure. An intelligence network has to be built up step by step. On foreign soil it must be nurtured like a plant and allowed to take root. Only then will there be a healthy growth and a plentiful harvest.

But the German leaders refused to proceed in this manner. Hitler wanted to force everything, for he, and only he, "had been appointed by providence to conduct this war." The overwhelming number of problems he tackled simultaneously resulted in a forced, unorganic development in all phases of German life. Looking back, one can only be amazed that the immense war effort of

the German people was possible at all.

This is what I wrote in my report after returning from Dakar: "In Secret Service work one must never be rash. The careful selection and developing of above-average collaborators is decisive. In order to work in a foreign country they must be virtually natives, and must acquire a 'valid' profession unless there is some other natural explanation for their presence in the country in question. Only after one or two years should the first trial assignments be given. Certain specialists should be used only in time of great crisis or in war. Valuable intelligence contacts, especially in political circles, should be patiently cultivated over periods of years and should not be exploited until the decisive moment. These channels can also be very useful for launching false reports to mislead the enemy...."

For men like Jahnke such generalities about Secret Service work constitute the most obvious commonplaces, but in the confusion and pressure of wartime they are often forgotten. And so in Germany it was impossible to speak

of the organic growth of the German Secret Service; its operational basis only began to be laid at the outbreak of the Second World War and its organization unified only in the last year of the war. On the whole, the work consisted of a series of relatively impressive improvisations. The surprisingly high average of the service's effectiveness can only be accounted for by the ruthless expenditure that went on of human life and resources.

How important intelligently planned long-range preparatory work can be—and how rewarding in the end—is shown by the successful operation of the German U-boat commander, Captain Prien, against the British naval base at Scapa Flow in October 1940. The success of this operation was made possible by careful preparatory work over a period of fifteen years. Alfred Wehring had been a captain in the German Imperial Navy and later joined the military sector of the Secret Service. After the First World War he became a traveler for a German watch factory. Working all the time under orders from the Secret Service, he learned the watchmaker's trade thoroughly in Switzerland. In 1927, under the name of Albert Oertel and with a Swiss passport, he settled in England. In 1932 he became a naturalized British subject, and soon afterward opened a small jewelry shop at Kirkwall in the Orkneys, near Scapa Flow, whence from time to time he sent us reports on the movements of the British Home Fleet.

It was in the beginning of October 1939 that he sent us the important information that the eastern approach to Scapa Flow through the Kierkesund was not closed off by anti-submarine nets but only by hulks lying relatively far apart. On the receipt of this information Admiral Doenitz ordered Captain Prien to attack any British warship in Scapa Flow.

Prien immediately altered course for the Orkneys and during the night of October 14 nosed his way carefully past the obstructions into the inner channel. Among other warships at anchor was the Royal Oak. Prien fired his torpedoes, and was already on his way back to the open sea before the British even knew what was happening.

The sinking of this battleship took less than fifteen minutes—but fifteen years of patient and arduous work by Alfred Wehring had been the necessary foundation for this supremely successful mission. Another example of the value of careful preparation occurred just before the Second World War. I was put in charge of one of the most famous espionage cases concerning a Lieutenant Colonel Sosnovski. The incident that brought the matter to the attention of German Counter-Espionage took place one foggy morning just after the streams of officers and office workers had entered the Operations Department of the German War Ministry in the Bendlerstrasse. It was a very small incident: a girl who was the chief secretary to a high General Staff officer, a colonel in the Operations Department, was late for work. But it caused the Ministry porter to notice her because whereas she had previously been punctual, poorly dressed, and modest, she was now smartly dressed and was no longer modest or punctual. This gave the old porter food for thought.

Several days later, when he was making his nightly round, he noticed a light in one of the offices and looking in found Fraulein von N—— still sitting at her typewriter. She was startled when he came in but quickly recovered herself and complained about the amount of work she had to do. The porter noticed the elegant shoes, the fur coat on the hanger, the open safe, and the frightened expression of Fraulein von N——.

The next morning he went to the Colonel and reported what he had seen. At first the Colonel was irritated, then he remembered the contents of his safe, which held the latest plans for operations against Czechoslovakia and Poland, statistics on the present state and strength of the various armaments of the Wehrmacht, descriptions and plans of new weapons, production figures, and so on.

finally agreed that she should be put under strict surveil-

By the end of the week fourteen of Fraulein von N——'s friends were under continual observation. Without their realizing it, the net was closing about them. Soon we had enough evidence to proceed against all the German nationals involved, and indeed it would have been quite simple to arrest them, but it was Lieutenant Colonel Sosnovski in whom we were chiefly interested. To justify the arrest of a Polish national we had to catch him red-handed

One of the things that our surveillance had disclosed was that Sosnovski had established contact with the French Secret Service. One of our agents got into touch with Sosnovski, pretending to be an agent of the Deuxième Bureau. Sosnovski took the bait, and expressed his willingness to sell him secret German military documents.

And so, the next day, in exchange for a sizable sum he delivered this material to our man in the first-class waiting room of a Berlin railway station. Within a few seconds of the exchange both Sosnovski and the agent were arrested—the arrest of our agent was necessary, of course, to preserve the pretense and enable us to use the "confession" of the provocateur to break down the suspect.

All the other members of the ring were arrested in various parts of Berlin within the next ten minutes. Now began a round of interrogations and examinations which continued without interruption throughout several days and nights. And at length the full story emerged.

Sosnovski was a strikingly handsome man, tall, well built, and with great charm and good manners. After becoming an officer in the Polish Army, he had been assigned to Military Intelligence and had been sent to Germany to get information about German armaments, and especially to secure authentic plans of the German General Staff.

In Berlin he began to move in diplomatic circles and the higher strata of German society. He exercised a great influence over women and sought to have as many love affairs as possible, always with a view to gaining secret information.

Finally he found the instrument he had been looking for in Fraulein von B—, who was a secretary at the OKH, the Supreme Command of the German Army. She be-

longed to the impoverished Prussian nobility. Her father, who had been a high officer in the Imperial German Army, was dead, and she lived with her mother in very straitened circumstances. Soon after she met Sosnovski an affair developed between them which on her part was completely sincere.

Shortly afterward Sosnovski met a friend and colleague of hers, Fraulein von N——, and the three of them spent much time together in fashionable restaurants, bars, and night clubs where Sosnovski entertained them lavishly. He gave them the most magnificent presents and was systematically getting them accustomed to a much higher standard of life than either of them had been able to enjoy before.

Very soon he started an affair with Fraulein von N—, though without Fraulein von R—, knowledge.

Fraulein von B—— introduced Sosnovski to her family. He treated her mother with chivalry and tact, and soon restored their household to its former splendor. Their debts were paid and they were at least able to maintain the sort of life that their social position demanded. The old lady hoped one day to see this dashing and wealthy officer as her son-in-law, and, in spite of the high moral principles of her class, she did not even object to his spending the night at her house. The closer his emotional ties with her daughter, the more certain the old lady felt of the future.

Meanwhile jealousy had begun to arise between the two young women. This could have been dangerous. However, Sosnovski managed to control the situation with such skill that in the end each was content with a share of his love,

jealousy binding them ever more strongly to him.

Sosnovski chose his moment and then revealed himself to the two women. He told them that he was a Polish secret agent. He described the difficulties of his situation and showed them messages from his superiors in Warsaw, expressing their displeasure with his failure and their determination to recall him from Berlin to return to active duty with the Polish Army. The two women could not bear the thought of losing him, and, playing upon their fears, he told each of them separately that if he could bring his assignment to a successful conclusion, he would marry her and they would spend their lives together abroad with the money he would receive for his services.

Both the girls agreed to work for him (Fraulein von

B—— also worked at the headquarters of the General Staff, though not in such an important position as Fraulein von N——), and during the nights of love-making he instructed them in their duties. They both began to bring home documents overnight for Sosnovski to photograph, and soon the home of Fraulein von N—— became the favorite meeting place of several of the most charming women in Berlin society, with connections of a political, military, or economic sort. Among these ladies Sosnovski began a further series of liaisons.

At first Warsaw found the material he sent them excellent and the authorities were delighted. But as the information he delivered grew increasingly important and more and more startling, his superiors began to grow suspicious. The material seemed too good to be true, and they arrived at the conclusion that Sosnovski was being fed with false information by the German Secret Service. When he finally brought two trunks full of vitally important documents to Warsaw, his superiors would not accept their validity and told him that he had been duped by the Germans. They permitted him, however, to sell the material to other intelligence services and the Deuxième Bureau, recognizing its importance, bought part of it. British Intelligence also participated in the purchase. Large sums were offered to Sosnovski for further information, and only when he was arrested did Warsaw realize their mistake. But by then it was too late.

A trial followed the arrest of the spy ring. Fraulein von B—— and Fraulein von N—— were both condemned to death. A last appeal for clemency on their behalf was rejected by Hitler. They were executed and died with their devotion to Sosnovski still unbroken.

One of the circle of ladies with whom Sosnovski had also begun a liaison reacted quite differently. She was the owner of a small but elegant millinery shop in the West End of Berlin. As her complicity in this affair was slight, Counter-Espionage requested the court to separate her case from that of the others and to stop all proceedings against her. We felt that we could use her. It was pointed out to the lady that proceedings against her could be reopened at any time if she should show herself to be uncooperative. But this precaution proved unnecessary. For when the truth was revealed to her and she learned, to her great surprise, of the trial and fate that had befallen her

two friends, her former attachment turned into the fiercest hatred for Sosnovski, and she determined to take the most ruthless revenge on the Polish Secret Service. Under our instructions she continued to work for the Poles, who, after checking her carefully, took her back into their service. She became one of our most valuable and trusted collaborators and delivered at least ten Polish agents into our hands. Sosnovski himself was exchanged for several of our agents whom the Poles had arrested.

As a consequence of the affair, the German General Staff was forced to reshape its plans, and it took us a considerable time to recover from this setback.



6. THE INVASION OF POLAND

The Gleiwitz radio plot—Aboard Himmler's special train— His criticism of my reports—Hitler visits the front line— Warsaw in ruins—Counteracting espionage in the Ruhr— Another Polish ring brought to book

It was August 26, 1939, and an oppressive heat lay over Berlin. In the afternoon Dr. Mehlhorn telephoned and asked me whether I would be free that evening. He wanted to talk to me urgently about a personal matter and did not think it wise to call on me at my office. So at eight o'clock we met in a small discreet restaurant. It was really a rendezvous run by my Counter-Espionage Department, and from the cook to the head watier, the whole staff were specially selected agents in my employ.

I noticed immediately that Mehlhorn seemed deeply troubled and depressed. I did not press him with questions, however, but let him take his time. He did not speak

while we ate and I waited patiently.

After dinner we drove through the West End. In those days Berlin was a beautiful city at the height of its power and wealth. The bright and elegant shop windows, the dazzling confusion of colored signs, the endless streams of traffic, the bustling crowds, all these were part of the gay and energetic life of peacetime.

I was going to take Mehlhorn to a small bar and was looking for a parking space when he asked me to keep on driving. He needed fresh air, he said, and wanted to get away from the crowds. So we headed toward Wannsee, a lake between Berlin and Potsdam. There I parked the car and we got out and started to walk. Presently Mehlhorn relaxed and began to talk, but more as though he were speaking to himself than to me. From time to time a cool breeze came from the lake and sighed in the old trees. Then there would be silence again, except for the voice of

my friend. He spoke rapidly in abrupt, fragmentary sentences and almost without a pause.

"There's going to be war. It can't be prevented any longer. Hitler made his decision long ago; you must have known it. Everything's ready. Even if the Western powers or Poland make a last-minute shot at conciliation—even if Italy intercedes, it won't change Hitler's basic plan. At the very most it might mean a slight delay that's all."

His voice grew more excited as he told me that Heydrich had asked him to come to his office, and, surprisingly, had confided to him one of Hitler's secret orders. Before September 1, if possible, an absolutely irreproachable cause for war had got to be created, one that would stand in history as a complete justification, and would brand Poland in the eyes of the world as the aggressor against Germany. It had therefore been planned to dress troops in Polish uniforms and attack the Gleiwitz radio transmitter. Hitler had assigned Heydrich and Admiral Canaris, chief of Army Intelligence, to carry out this operation. However, Canaris was so repelled by the order that he had managed to withdraw and Heydrich alone was in charge of it. Heydrich had explained to Mehlhorn the details of the plan. The Polish uniforms were to be supplied at Keitel's command by the OKW—the Supreme Command of the Armed Forces.

I asked Mehlhorn where they would get the Poles who were to wear these uniforms. "That's just it," Mehlhorn replied. "That's the devilish thing about this plan; the 'Poles' will be convicts from the concentration camps. They're going to be armed with proper Polish weapons, but most of them will just be mown down, of course. They've been promised that any who get away with it will have their freedom immediately. But who's going to believe such a promise?"

Mehlhorn paused. Then he said, "Heydrich has put me in command of the attack." He gripped my arm hard. "What am I to do?" he asked. "Heydrich has given me this assignment to get rid of me. I know it. He wants my death! What can I do?"

Now it was my turn to be silent. What advice could I possibly give? Finally I said, "The whole thing is insane. One can't make world history by tactics of that kind. The thing couldn't possibly be kept secret, not for long anyway. Somewhere, somehow, it'll all come out. You must

keep clear of it though. Try to talk your way out. Make some excuse—say you're ill—or just simply refuse. Whatever happens through your refusing that sort of order, it'll be preferable to the consequences of your carrying it out."

The next day Mehlhorn faced up to the most difficult crisis of his career. He had the guts to refuse the assignment, excusing himself on the grounds of his health which would prevent him from carrying out such an exacting job with the one hundred per cent efficiency required to guarantee its success.

Heydrich refused to accept this excuse at first, but Mehlhorn stood his ground in face of all Heydrich's threats. Luckily Heydrich was greatly overburdened with work at this time, and finally accepted his refusal. But ten minutes later Heydrich gave orders that Mehlhorn was to be assigned to a difficult and subordinate post in the east.

At ten o'clock on September 1, 1939, Hitler addressed the Reichstag and the German people. When I heard his justification for the German advance into Poland, which had begun that morning—"Numerous Polish attacks on German territory, among others an attack by regular Polish troops on the Gleiwitz transmitter"—I must admit I could still hardly believe my ears.

Just over four hours earlier Hitler had given orders for the offensive against Poland to begin. The Second World War had started

On September 3 three special trains left Berlin for Poland: one was the Fuehrer's, aboard which were Hitler, General Keitel, Major General Jodl, and the entire staff of the three Wehrmacht sections; another was "Special Train Goering," carrying the Air Marshal and his Staff; the third was "Special Train Heinrich" with Himmler, von Ribbentroop, and Dr. Lammer, Secretary of the Reich Chancellery, aboard.

I had been assigned to Himmler's train as the representative of the Reichssicherheithauptamt (RSHA)—the Supreme National Security Board, set up not long before under the joint control of Himmler and Heydrich. This was a top-level committee for the co-ordination and direction of the various police departments of the state and the police and intelligence departments of the Party (SD). I had been appointed head of Department IV E (Counter-[Espionage/Inland] within this new organization, and it

was as its representative that I was to serve on Himmler's train. Himmler wanted a qualified person in his entourage to deal with the courier mail arriving every day, and to maintain the closest and speediest communications by courier, wireless, and telephone between the special trains and Heydrich in Berlin. Also, someone had to be at hand who could deal on the spot with urgent intelligence matters.

The past days had been exhausting, and now there was this assignment which did not please me at all. It would take me away from my new task, the direction of the Counter-Espionage department, which I had just taken over and in which I had become completely absorbed.

On the other hand, my interest grew increasingly once I realized the opportunities the assignment offered. I would be at the Supreme Command post, where I would get to know and watch those actually in control of this mighty machine.

My reception on "Special Train Heinrich" was courteous but noticeably cool. I was kept rather at a distance, almost as if I were an interloper. I decided that my best bet, anyhow to start with, would be to remain unnoticed and keep in the background as much as possible, then slowly and naturally to become part of this new environment. But unfortunately the secretary Heydrich had placed at my disposal made this difficult. She was extremely efficient and diplomatic—but she was well over six feet tall. She stood out above the crowd like a lighthouse, and for me to remain unnoticed while I was with her was hardly possible.

I had presented myself to Himmler and Wolff, his Chief

of Staff, on the first day. The second day I made my first report to Himmler at eleven o'clock. I confess I felt somewhat nervous and ill at ease. He sat so that I could not see his eyes behind their glistening pince-nez, and his face remained an impenetrable mask. At the end I was curtly dismissed.

Every day it was the same. I never knew whether he agreed with the opinion I was expressing, whether I was proceeding in the right manner, or even whether he was at all interested in what I was saying. After several days, however, I realized that this was precisely his purpose; he

wanted me to find my own way.

Now it became increasingly clear to me that my assignment to this inner circle had a purpose quite different from the one mentioned by Heydrich. I was being put through a planned and thorough testing process, and this "putting me through my paces" seemed to amuse Himmler especially.

This man Himmler, whom I now faced every day, was, after Hitler, the most powerful man in the Reich, yet I could not describe him otherwise than as the archetype of the German schoolmaster. No smile could be more apt. He was like a schoolmaster who graded the lessons of his pupils with finicky exactitude, and for each answer would have liked to enter a mark in his classbook. His whole personality expressed bureaucratic precision, industry, and loyalty. However, to judge Himmler only from this studiously preserved façade would be misleading, as I was to find out later on.

In the meantime, "Special Train Heinrich" had brought us to Breslau, and from there we rolled on in the direction of Kattowitz and into Poland. The earlier reserve of my new colleagues had relaxed as I gradually gained their confidence and by this time I was greeted with friendly "YAT III".

"Hullos" whenever I entered the "work carriage."

The rattling of typewriters and the loud voices of those who were dictating created an almost unbearable din even when the train was standing still, but it grew quite intolerable on top of the noise of the wheels. So I made myself a work table, using a crate covered by a blanket, in the spacious sleeper that had been reserved for me. Here I could do my work in peace.

The information and communications service aboard the special trains functioned with remarkable efficiency. We had telegraph and wireless facilities, and at every stop we could get in touch immediately with any administrative office in the Reich.

I made reports to Himmler regularly. At first he was impatient about their length, although I was as brief as possible. Then I evolved a system by which I stated the recommendation or request at the beginning and then described briefly the pertinent details. Himmler expressed his approval of this form of reporting, but through Gruppenfuehrer Wolff—characteristically, not giving praise or blame directly to any individual.

I continued to make my reports in this form, trying to keep them as brief as possible. It was really Himmler himself who now began to prolong the interviews by questioning and promoting discussion, and I realized that in line with all his actions he was pursuing a definite aim. He wanted to test my general education and background, and at the same time display the universality of his own interests and knowledge. I felt as though I were once more facing my old headmaster.

One incident will always remain in my memory. We were in the Posen area at that time. The "Fuehrer's Train" and Himmler's "Special Train Heinrich" were standing not far apart. Himmler was to appear for a "discussion of the general situation" with Hitler at eleven-thirty. I had finished giving him my report and as he was putting on his overcoat, his dear little Wolff came in. "The Reichsfuehrer SS will really have to hurry," he said, throwing a reproachful glance in my direction.

The train was standing on the open track and the bottom step of the carriage was some way from the ground, so to bridge this gap the train commander had put a crate beneath the carriage door. As Himmler stepped down, peering shortsightedly through his pincenez, I saw his foot go through the top of the crate and he crashed headfirst to the ground, pince-nez, gloves, and peaked cap flying in all directions as he did so. Not without difficulty his legs was pulled out of the crate, his coat dusted, the peaked cap brushed, and the pince-nez restored. Then the group marched off, wrapped in the dark cloud of the enraged SS leader's displeasure. At lunch Wolff told me that I was to blame for everything, having delayed the Reichsfuehrer until he was late, and therefore in a state of nervous haste, and that both he himself and the Reichsfuehrer were most displeased with me.

After the meal Himmler asked me whether I had enough work to keep me busy. I replied that as a rule in the late afternoons and evenings I had some spare time.

"Then please prepare reports for me, very briefly, on the following subjects: (1) Militia or People's Army. (2) Will mass armies be decisive in the wars of the future, or will the decisive actions be carried out by smaller specialized units of the ground forces, the air arm and the fleet? (3) The military tradition or Militarism? (4) Your own ideas on the new organization of the Counter-Espionage Department."

I felt as though I were taking my exams. I certainly had enough work to do now. There were also tours of the front-line areas, to which I had been invited and which I did not want to miss, as well as special assignments almost every day.

I spent as much time as possible in the Fuehrer's train, finding out all I could about what went on there. It was fascinating to be at the control panel of a great war machine operating at top speed. From this train the hand of the Nazi leadership intervened in all phases of German life and all sections of the nation.

I met many able and industrious men among the higher executives. They were all intelligent and conscientious, but none of them ever dreamed that their part in the government of Germany would be submitted to the scrutiny of history. Unfortunately for the German people—indeed, for the whole of Europe—the men at the top thought too much about history, or, rather, about the "making of

history," in the fantastic context of Hitler's obsession with

The special trains had meanwhile been moved to Zoppot, a seaside resort on the Baltic. From here numerous visits to the front lines were organized for Hitler, Himmler, and their immediate staffs. They visited many of the chief battlefields, usually driving right up to the front, which ran unevenly across the north Polish plains. Toward Posen the main bulk of the bravely fighting Polish Army was being encircled ever more tightly by a German pincer movement and broken up by Luftwaffe attacks. Within ten days the Poles were finished.

There was always the same spectacle along the country roads: great stretches of land to right and left were wholly untouched by the fury of war, villages, farmhouses, and churches all lay in deep peace. But on the roads the continuous traffic of war rolled along, lorries, armored cars, tanks, motorcycles, all moving toward the front. And in the opposite direction, the unending stream of prisoners, exhausted by battle, strain, and hunger, trudged apathetically toward the hard fate lying in store for them. Ambulances sped by bearing the wounded, both of friend and foe. Control points set up by the military police, and other obstacles, created huge traffic jams in which even the Fuehrer's column was sometimes forced to halt. Then there were those brief stretches of countryside where the battle line had held fast and the artillery and dive-bombers had ravaged the fields, mown down the trees and ravaged the houses

Never shall I forget the harbor town of Gdynia, which we entered shortly after its fall. I was deeply struck by the total destruction of the residential districts and I could not help asking myself why the Wehrmacht had carried the war into these parts. Until then I had had no real conception of what total war meant.

On these tours we usually started out for the front at nine or ten in the morning, and would return to the train toward nightfall. We had to supply our own provisions—sandwiches, thermos flasks of hot tea, and cognac to fortify us against the increasingly cold weather. As the SS adjutants were already overburdened with other duties, it was my job to secure these provisions.

One day we returned so early that a lot of our food and drink had hardly been touched. The next day we were

called out early and the thermos flasks were not ready. I only had time to take what was left over from the previous day—a bottle of cognac, half full, and two packets of sandwiches, which I had placed near a window, hoping they would remain fresh overnight.

After driving for about two hours in the open car, Himmler asked for something to eat, so Gruppenfuehrer Wolff took a packet of sandwiches from me and they both began to eat. They had already got through the first packet when they happened to look at the second. The rest of the sandwiches were all covered with green mold. Himmler's face grew even greener as he tried desperately not to be sick. I quickly offered him some cognac—usually he did not drink; at the most two or three glasses of table wine—but he took a deep gulp and then, as he recovered, fixed me with a steely glance. I was prepared for the worst. "I notice you ate none of the sandwiches yourself." I hastened to explain, but there was a terrible look in his eyes as he thanked me for restoring his life with the cognac after having tried to poison him.

Warsaw and we went by plane to watch this last and most exciting phase of the campaign. We flew along the Vistula down to the Bug, over the so-called "Land of the Four Rivers": Pissa, Narew, Vistula, and San. Most of the countryside over which we flew appeared completely un-

touched by war.

After landing very near Warsaw, we inspected two heavily damanged Polish armored trains which had been put out of action by Stukas. Hitler climbed about among the wreckage, inspecting everything very closely. Three or four bombs had landed near the trains and had torn huge craters in the earth. After estimating the number of hits and near hits, he ordered that the bombsight of the Sukas should be improved. He personally measured the thickness of the train's armorplate with a ruler, and inspected the armament, the caliber of the guns, etc. He insisted on seeing everything for himself as he clambered about with Keitel running after him, puffing and sweating.

on this flight at Hitler's request. For some of the time we had flown through very rough weather and Morell was extremely sick. I had always disliked him, but it was really pathetic to see this man sitting there, a picture of woe,

On September 28, Heydrich arrived at our special train to supervise personally all security measures for Hitler's proposed visit to Warsaw

Upon the capitulation of the city on September 29, we left the special trains for a few days, and traveled to Warsaw by road. Our three-day stay in the capital made one of the deepest and most disturbing impressions on me of all my war experiences. I was shocked at what had become of the beautiful city I had known—ruined and burned-out houses, starving and grieving people. The nights were already unpleasantly chilly and a pall of dust and smoke hung over the city and everywhere there was the sweetish smell of burned flesh. There was no running water anywhere. In one or two streets isolated resistance by Polish nationalist bands was being continued. Elsewhere everything was quiet. Warsaw was a dead city.

On October 1 a great military parade was held for Hitler. Afterward we went to the Warsaw airport, now repaired by our engineers and in use again. Two great tents had been erected for the leaders and their entourage, and we had a quick meal. Immediately afterward Hitler took off for Berlin.

I was able to drive back in my own car as it had been sent to Warsaw. In Berlin I spent two days discussing counter-espionage problems with my experts and looking over Polish Secret Service documents which had been captured. The amount of information collected by the Poles, especially concerning Germany's production of armaments, was quite astonishing. I decided therefore to leave immediately for Dortmund to study on the spot the problem of industrial security in the Ruhr area.

Dortmund is one of the centers of the German iron and steel industry and, after Essen and Düsseldorf, was the most important arsenal of the German war effort in the Ruhr. It was a typical industrial city, gray with smoke, crowded and filled with driving energy.

When I arrived I was thoroughly dismayed by the state in which I found our counter-espionage office. There were five special agents and several assistants and secretaries. One of the agents was entirely occupied in conducting a "paper war" with Berlin, useless scribbling which filled filing cabinets but did not catch spies. And these five specialists were responsible for the whole area around Dortmund with its population of three and a half million

and almost four hundred industrial establishments engaged in secret war work.

The next few weeks were filled with meetings with the directors and managers of the war industries, and with the government and military inspection offices. I began to work out a program to deal with the problems in the area, and to rectify the shortcomings of our organization. I was about to go to Berlin to make a report on this when a most interesting investigation was brought to my attention. It concerned a work superintendent who had been employed by an armaments firm for eighteen years. He was born a Pole, but had spent most of his life in Germany and had acquired German nationality. He was an expert on the manufacture of gun barrels and was in charge of that department at the plant. He therefore had access to the blueprints and drawings of the newest anti-tank guns and also of new recoil mechanisms and guncarriages.

One evening two of the plant engineers happened to need a certain drawing. On going to the safe they found that the plans of the newest anti-tank gun were missing. On investigation they discovered that the Polish superintendent had taken the drawing home with him. They immediately informed the local counter-espionage office, who passed the information on to me. I ordered that the foreman be placed under surveillance at once and a check maintained on the contents of the safe so that we could know what blueprints were removed and for how long.

For four nights nothing was taken from the safe, but on the fifth night seven blueprints were missing. Meanwhile, a thorough investigation of the foreman's background had revealed the following information: he had been born near Kalish in Poland, had been apprenticed to an ironmonger, and had become a turner; he had worked in various ironworks in Upper Silesia and had settled in the Ruhr in 1924. His excellent references and his technical experience, as well as his ability to manage men, had soon gained him the confidence of his employers. He was extremely industrious and highly intelligent. He was married, had three children, and lived very quietly and respectably. From time to time he met some of his Polish compatriots, who also visited him at his house. According to his neighbors, they usually spoke Polish on these occasions. That, and the missing blueprints, were the only things that might rouse suspicion. His neighbors all agreed that he lived well within his means.

The night the seven blueprints were missing, the agents carrying out the investigation reported that two men had come to visit the superintendent at midnight and were still at his house. I decided that the time had come to act.

I myself directed the operation. After all the windows and doors of the house had been covered, we forced the door of the kitchen which was on the ground floor and rushed into the living room, where we found the three men. We had moved so swiftly that they had not even had time to rise from their chairs, but sat staring with terror into the muzzles of our pistols. The missing blueprints were lying in front of them on the table. We arrested all three of them, searched them, and then searched the house and arrested the remaining members of the family. During the first hours of cross-examination enough information was gained to justify some further arrests. All in all we picked up sixteen persons.

The superintendent had been working for the Polish Secret Service for the past eleven years and it was on their advice that he had adopted German nationality. He did not work for pay, but was motivated solely by patriotism, and it was the disaster that had befallen his country which had also brought about his own doom. He had always been appalled by the almost criminal optimism of his compatriots in their foolish underestimation of German military strength, and in order to correct this view he had sought, especially during the last months, to give Warsaw a clearer insight into the high quality and tremendous quantity of German arms production. When war began his contact with Warsaw had been broken off. But he had been told that a courier would get in touch with him to collect new material before the end of September, "no matter what the military or political situation might be at the time," so Warsaw had said.

Of the two other men we had arrested at the house, one was a distant relative who came at night to help him copy the drawings, the other an officer of the Polish Secret Service. He had had special training in industrial espionage, and traveled as the representative of a fictitious firm "selling" industrial oil and grease. Until the outbreak of war he had been in continual contact with an assistant of the Polish Military Attaché in Berlin, through whom the material was passed on to Warsaw.

On the evening that we descended on the house he and

the Polish superintendent had arranged to meet once more to agree on a plan for future activities. They had decided to cease all espionage work for the present and wait until they received further orders from the Polish underground army which was now being formed and with which the intelligence officer was already in touch. In view of the large Polish population working in the Ruhr area—numbering about 200,000 at the outbreak of the war—they might still be able to do valuable work. The superintendent also decided to try to establish connections with the Polish prisoners of war who were now being sent to work in the factories.

At the trial, experts gave evidence of the grave damage to Germany's military strength which the activities of the ring had inflicted. About one and a half trunks full of secret drawings had been shipped to Poland by them. Of the sixteen accused, all but two were found guilty of espionage on behalf of Poland, and, as their last criminal acts had been committed after the outbreak of war, the three chief defendants were sentenced to death.

I must confess that I was forced to admire the supreme calm with which this Polish patriot received the verdict. He had given his life and the happiness of his family for his country. When I parted from him his last words to me were, "Today Germany is triumphant—but in the end, who knows?"



7. THE VENLO INCIDENT

Contact with the British Secret Service—My identity changed—First meeting with Best and Stevens—The Dutch customs suspicious—Our second meeting and the Western Powers' proposals—Negotiations held up—The plan of abduction—Best and Stevens kidnaped

BACK IN Berlin I reported to Heydrich on my experiences in the Ruhr and pointed out how inadequate the few counter-espionage agents were in that enormously important area. Heydrich listened attentively. "You will have an opportunity of changing all that," he said, "but before you can get on with it I have another task for you. For several months now we have maintained a very interesting contact directly with British Intelligence. By placing misleading material in their hands, we have succeeded in penetrating their organization. The point has now arrived when we must decide whether we want to continue this game or break it off and be satisfied with what we have learned. I feel you are the right man to take over this affair and I want you to get all the material on it immediately and study it carefully—form your own opinions and then give me your recommendations."

I at once got hold of all the relevant documents which revealed the following situation:

For several years a German secret agent, F 479, had been working in the Netherlands. He had originally been a political refugee and by continuing to pose as one after he began working for us he was able to make contact with the British Secret Service. He pretended to have connections with a strong opposition group within the Wehrmacht, which greatly interested the British. His influence became so great that his reports were sent direct to London and through him we were able to infiltrate a continual stream of misleading intelligence. He had also built up a network of informants of his own and had managed to establish contact with the Deuxième Bureau.

After the outbreak of war, British Intelligence showed even greater interest in establishing contact with this alleged opposition group. They thought they might be able to exploit the activities of this officers' conspiracy to bring about the overthrow of the Hitler regime. At the time I was called in, this operation had reached a crucial stage; the British had been promised direct discussions with a high-ranking representative of the opposition group.

After careful study of the case, and long discussions with those who had been conducting it, I came to the conclusion that it would be advantageous to continue the game. I therefore decided to go to Holland myself to meet the agents of the British Secret Service, adopting for this purpose the identity of Hauptmann Schaemmel, of the Transport Department of the OKW. I had found out that there really was such a Hauptmann in the Transport Department and I saw to it that he was sent on an extensive journey in the eastern areas.

Having secured approval of my plans, I went to Düsseldorf, where I established residence in a small private house. These "lodgings" had been equipped, however, for Secret Service work, having direct telegraphic and telephonic connections with the central office in Berlin.

Berlin was meanwhile to contact our agent F 479 and instruct him to arrange a meeting between Hauptmann Schaemmel and the British agents. Unfortunately circumstances made it impossible for me to meet F 479 beforehand and discuss arrangements with him, so I had to leave everything to his skill and ingenuity. There was, of course, a considerable element of risk in this, but that is something which cannot be avoided in Secret Service work.

of course, the smallest mistake would immediately arouse

On October 20 at six o'clock in the evening a message finally came through: "Meeting arranged for October 21

in Zutphen, Holland.'

One of our agents was to accompany me. He knew the background of the affair well, for he had been in charge of Agent F 479 at various times. We made a final check of our passports and the registration papers of our car (the German customs and frontier police had been instructed not to ask us unnecessary questions). We had very little baggage and I took special care checking our clothes and laundry for any signs that might betray our identity. Neglect of small details of this kind can cause the best laid Secret Service plans to fail.

In the evening, I received a call, much to my surprise, from Heydrich. He told me that he had secured full authorization for me to carry on the "negotiations" in whatever manner I thought best. I had complete freedom of movement. Finally he said, "I want you to be very careful. It would be too stupid if something should happen to you. But in case anything does go wrong, I've alerted all posts along the frontier. I want you to call me immediate-

ly you get back."

I was surprised by this show of concern. However, I realized that it was based not so much on human feelings

as on purely practical considerations

Early in the morning on October 21 we drove to the Dutch border. It was a dark and rainy day. My companion drove while I sat beside him lost in thought. I could not suppress a feeling of uneasiness, more especially because I had had no chance to speak to F 479, and as we drew near the frontier this feeling of uncertainty increased.

The formalities at the German border were dispatched quickly and easily. The Dutch, however, were more troublesome, insisting on a thorough inspection, but in the end

we were passed through without much difficulty.

When we arrived in Zutphen a large Buick was waiting for us at the appointed meeting place. The man sitting behind the wheel introduced himself as Captain Best, of British Intelligence. After a brief exchange of courtesies, I got in beside him and we drove off, my companion following in my car.

Captain Best, who, incidentally, also wore a monocle, spoke excellent German, and we very soon established friendly relations. Our common interest in music—the Captain apparently was a very good violinist—helped to break the ice. The conversation was so pleasant that after a little while I felt I could almost have forgotten the purpose of my journey. But though I may have appeared outwardly calm, I was inwardly tense as I waited for Captain Best to broach the matter that we were to discuss. But apparently he did not wish to do so until we got to Arnhem, where his colleagues, Major Stevens and Lieutenant Coppens, were to join us. When we arrived there, they got into the car and we drove on. The discussion took place while the Buick rolled through the Dutch countryside.

They accepted me apparently without reservations as the representative of a strong opposition group within the highest spheres of the German Army. I told them that the head of this group was a German general, but that I was not free to divulge his name at this stage of the negotiations. Our aim was the forcible removal of Hitler and the setting up of a new regime. My purpose in these conversations was to explore the attitude of the British government toward a new government controlled by the German Army and whether they would be willing to enter in a secret agreement with our group which would lead to a peace treaty once we were in power.

The British officers assured me that His Majesty's government were definitely interested in our enterprise and that their government attached the greatest importance to preventing a further extension of the war and to the attainment of peace. They would welcome the removal of Hitler and his regime. Furthermore, they offered us all the aid and support within their power. As far as any political commitments and agreements were concerned, they were not at this point authorized to enter into anything of the kind. However, if it were possible that the leader of our group, or any other German general, could be present at our next meeting, they believed they would be able to present a more binding declaration on the part of His Majesty's government. They assured me that they were in direct contact at all times with the Foreign Office and with Downing Street.

It was clear that I had definitely gained the confidence

of the British officers. We agreed to renew our conversations on October 30 at the central office of British Intelligence in The Hague. I promised them that I would be there to meet them at that time, and after we had had a meal together, we parted on the best of terms. The return journey and the frontier crossings were uneventful.

As soon as I arrived in Düsseldorf, I called Berlin to tell them of my return. They ordered me to report there in person at once and discuss further steps in the affair.

I arrived in Berlin in the evening and after a discussion which lasted late into the night it was left entirely to me to work out the further conduct of the negotiations. I was also given a free hand to choose suitable collaborators.

During the next few days I worked out my plans. I was accustomed to spend most of my free time in the peaceful atmosphere of the house of my best friend, Professor Max de Crinis, of Berlin University, and director of the Psychiatric Department of the famous Charité Hospital. It was a most pleasant and cultivated household, and for years I had been received there like a son. I had my own room and could come and go as I pleased.

That day, while I was working out my plans, de Crinis came to my room and insisted that I should go riding with him. The fresh air would clear my head. We were cantering briskly along when I was suddenly struck by an idea. I told de Crinis about the operation in Holland, and asked him whether he could come to The Hague with me. De Crinis, who was a colonel in the Medical Corps of the German Army, was born at Graz in Austria, and was considerably older than I. Elegant, stately, highly intelligent and cultured, he was ideally suited for the role I had in mind, and his slight Austrian accent would make him still more convincing. I would introduce him at our next meeting with the British as the right hand of the leader of our opposition group. De Crinis readily agreed to go with me, and in due course my plan was approved by the central office.

On October 29 de Crinis and I, and the agent who had accompanied me to the first meeting, left Berlin for Düsseldorf, where we spent the night and made our final preparations. I had decided that for the rest of the journey we would not talk about our mission, so that this was our final briefing.

De Crinis and I agreed upon a system of signs by which

I could communicate with him during the discussion with the British: if I removed my monocle with my left hand it meant that he was to stop talking at once and let me take over the conversation; if I removed it with my right it mean that I needed his support. The sign for an immediate breaking off of the conversation would be for me to say that I had a headache.

Before we set out I carefully checked de Crinis' luggage. This time we had no difficulty in crossing the border

At Arnhem we drove to a crossroads where we were to meet our British friends at noon. When we reached the spot at two minutes to twelve they had not arrived. We waited half an hour without anything happening; the half hour became three-quarters of an hour as we slowly drove up and down the street, our nervousness increasing every minute, and still nothing happened. De Crinis, unaccustomed to situations of this sort, was, of course, the most nervous of us and I tried to calm him.

Suddenly we saw two Dutch policemen slowly approaching our car. One of them asked us in Dutch what we were doing there. The agent who accompanied us replied that we were waiting for friends. The policeman shook his head, climbed into our car, and ordered us to drive to the police station. To all appearances it seemed that we had fallen into a trap. The main thing now was to keep calm and retain our self-control.

At the police station we were treated very politely, but in spite of all our protests they searched our persons and our luggage. They were very thorough about it, each article of de Crinis' toilet kit, for instance, being examined with great care. While they were doing this I was examining our luggage even more carefully, for I suddenly realized that I had been so preoccupied with de Crinis at Düsseldorf that I failed to check the luggage of the agent who accompanied us. His toilet kit lay open on a table near me and now I saw to my horror that it contained a roll of aspirin tablets wrapped in the official German Army packing with a label on which was printed "SS Sanitaetshauptamt" [Main Medical Office of the SS].

I pushed my own luggage, which had already been examined, closer to the toilet kit, at the same time glancing round to see whether I was observed. Quickly I grabbed the roll of aspirins and at the same moment

dropped a hairbrush under the table. As I bent down to pick it up I put the tablets into my mouth. They were truly "bitter pills" and some of the paper that was round them stuck in my throat, so that I had to drop the hairbrush again and pretend to search for it under the table while I tried to choke everything down. Fortunately all this passed unnoticed.

Then the interrogation began: Where did we come from? Where were we going? Who were these friends we were to meet? What sort of business were we going to discuss? I replied that I refused to answer anything until we had had an opportunity to consult a lawyer. I also complained forcibly about the manner in which we were being treated. They were going too far, there was no possible justification for all this; they had seen that our papers and our luggage were in order, and they had no right to detain us. I became intentionally rude and arrogant and it seemed to work. Several of the policemen became visibly unsure of themselves, but the others were determined to continue the examination. We had been wrangling for almost an hour and a half when suddenly the door opened and Lieutenant Coppens came in. He showed the policemen some papers—I tried to see what they were, but did not manage to get a look at them—whereupon the attitude of the police changed at once. With the most profound apologies they released us.

When we came out of the police station we saw Captain Best and Major Stevens sitting in the Buick. They explained that it had all been a terrible mistake. They had waited for us at the wrong crossroads and then had spent a long time looking for us. Again and again they apologized, saying what a painfully embarrassing misunderstanding the whole thing had been.

It was immediately clear to me, of course, that the whole affair had been arranged by them. They had used the arrest, the search, and the examination as an excellent means of checking us over to reassure themselves about our identity. I felt that we had better be prepared for further tests of one sort or another.

After a fast drive, we reached The Hague, where we went to a large room in the offices of Major Stevens. Here our talks began, with Captain Best doing most of the talking. After a detailed and thorough discussion, we finally agreed on the following points:

The political overthrow of Hitler and his closest assistants was to be followed immediately by the conclusion of peace with the Western Powers. The terms were to be the restoration of Austria, Czechoslovakia, and Poland to their former status; the renunciation of Germany's economic policies and her return to the gold standard. The possibility of a return to Germany of the colonies she had held before the First World War was one of the most important subjects of our discussion. This has always been of special interest to me and I kept coming back to it again and again. I pointed out how vitally important it was to everyone that Germany should have a safety valve for her surplus population, otherwise German pressure against her borders in the east and in the west must continue to create an element of danger in Central Europe.

Our partners in the discussion recognized the validity of this, and agreed that a solution should be found to meet Germany's demands. They felt that a formula could be found that would secure for Germany the necessary economic rights and advantages and which could be reconciled politically with the present system of mandates.

At the conclusion of the discussion we set down these results in the form of an aide-mémoire. Major Stevens then went to inform London by telephone of our conclusions. After about half an hour he returned and stated that there had been a positive reaction in London, but that the agreement would still have to be discussed with Lord Halifax, the Foreign Minister. This would be done at once and we could count on a definite decision during the ment on our part would be necessary, which would repcourse of the evening. At the same time a binding agreeresent a definite and final decision of the German opposition and would also include a time limit

The talks had lasted approximately three and a half hours. Toward the end I had developed a genuine headache, mainly because I had smoked too many strong English cigarettes and was not accustomed to them. While Major Stevens was speaking to London, I went to refresh myself in the washroom and let the cool water run over my wrists. I was standing there lost in thought when Captain Best, who had entered without my noticing, suddenly said in a soft voice behind me, "Tell me, do you always wear a monocle?"

It was fortunate that he could not see my face, for I could feel myself blushing. After a second I regained control of myself and replied calmly, "You know, I've been meaning to ask you the same question."

Afterward we drove to the villa of one of Best's Dutch associates where three comfortable rooms had been prepared for us. We rested for a while and then changed,

for we had been invited to dinner at Best's home.

Best's wife, the daughter of a Dutch soldier, General Van Rees, was a well-known portrait painter and the conversation at dinner was pleasant and lively. Stevens came in later, explaining that his duties had detained him. He drew me aside and told me that he had received an affirmative reply from London; the whole thing was a great success.

Our agent, F 479, was also invited to the dinner, and for a few minutes I was able to talk to him undisturbed. He was very nervous and could hardly stand the tension any longer. I tried to reassure him and said that if he found a pretext to return to Germany, I would use all my influence to straighten things out for him with the authorities in Berlin.

The dinner was excellent. I have never tasted such marvelous oysters. Best made a brief and amusing after-dinner speech, to which de Crinis replied with all his Viennese charm. The general conversation after dinner proved most interesting and through it I gained a greater insight into the attitude of the British toward the war. They had not undertaken it lightly, and would fight to the bitter end. Indeed, if Germany were successful in invading Britain, they would carry on the war from Canada. We also talked of music and painting, and it was quite late when we drove back to the villa.

Unfortunately my headache had not left me, so before retiring I asked my host for some aspirins. Several minutes later a charming young lady came to my room with some tablets and a glass of lemonade. She began talking to me and asked a number of questions. I felt quite relieved when I finally managed to maneuver her out of my room without actually being impolite. After the strain and exertions of the day I was in no state of mind to satisfy her curiosity with safety.

In the morning I met de Crinis for a moment in the bathroom. He was beaming and said in his broadest Viennese dialect, "Well, well—these chaps really can make

There was an ample Dutch breakfast to fortify us for the homeward journey. At nine o'clock a car collected us to take us to a brief final meeting, which was held in the offices of a Dutch firm (in reality a cover firm of the British Secret Service) the N.V. Handels Dienst Veer Het Continent) [Continental Trade Service] at Nieuwe Uitleg No. 15. We were given an English transmitting and receiving set and a special code with which we could maintain contact with the English Secret Service Station at The Hague. The call number was O-N-4. Lieutenant Coppens gave us credentials that instructed the Dutch authorities to assist the bearers to call a secret telephone number in The Hague—I believe it was 556-331—to protect us against any recurrence of unpleasant incidents, such as that of the previous day. After we had agreed to arrange the time and place of the next meeting by wireless, Captain Best accompanied us to the border, which again we crossed without difficulty.

This time we did not stop in Düsseldorf but drove straight to Berlin. The next day I made my report and suggested that I should try to continue negotiations with the aim of going to London.

During the following week on three occasions the British asked us to fix a date for the next talks. We were in daily communication with them by wireless, over O-N-4, which functioned perfectly. But by November 6 no directive had been received from Berlin and I began to fear that we would lose contact with the British. I therefore decided to go ahead on my own initiative. I agreed to meet them on November 7, and we finally arranged a rendezvous in the café near the frontier at two o'clock in the afternoon.

At this meeting I explained to Best and Stevens that my trip to Berlin had taken longer than I had expected and that unfortunately the German opposition had been unable to reach a final decision. I then suggested that it might be best if I accompanied the General (the fictitious leader of the group) to London, where final discussions on the highest level could be held with the British government. The British agents saw nothing against this and said they could have a courier plane ready the next day at the Dutch airport of Schiphol, to take us to London. In the

end we agreed that I would try to bring the leader of the German opposition to a meeting next day at the same time and place.

I returned to Düsseldorf, but there was still no directive from Berlin and no permission to continue the conversations. I sent an urgent request to Berlin, warning them that without a decisive step of one sort or another my situation was becoming untenable. I received the reply that Hitler had not yet made a decision, but was inclined to break off the negotiations. He felt that they had gone far enough already. Apparently any discussion about his overthrow, even though it was bogus, made the Fuehrer uncomfortable

So I sat in Düsseldorf, feeling impotent and frustrated, but the game intrigued me so much that I decided to go ahead. I got through to The Hague by wireless and confirmed the meeting for the next day. I must confess that at that moment I had no idea what sort of story I would tell my British friends. I realized that I was placing myself in a very ticklish position. If I aroused their suspicions in any way they could easily have me arrested again; the whole affair might come to a most unpleasant end. But I was determined to go on with the negotiations at all costs. I was angry with Berlin, although I knew that they had good reason for being hesitant: Hitler had tentatively set November 14 as the date for his attack on the West. The bad weather prevailing at that time may have been the main reason for abandoning this plan, but Himmler admitted later that my negotiations with the British agents might have been a contributing factor.

I spent a sleepless night, all sorts of plans whirling confusedly through my mind.

At breakfast I glanced at the morning papers. The headlines proclaimed that the King of the Belgians and the Queen of the Netherlands had made a joint offer to attempt to negotiate between the belligerents. I breathed a sigh of relief—this was the solution to my immediate problem. I would simply tell the British agents at today's meeting that the German opposition had decided to wait and see how Hitler would respond to the Dutch-Belgian proposal. I would add that illness prevented the leader of the opposition from attending today's meeting, but that he would certainly be there tomorrow and would probably

still wish to go to London. That was my plan for today's conversations.

In the morning I had a talk with the man I had selected to play the role of the General, the leader of our opposition group. He was an industrialist, but held a high honorary rank in the army and was a leader of the SS—in fact, he was admirably suited for the part.

In the afternoon I crossed the border once more. This time I had to wait for three-quarters of an hour in the café. I noticed that I was being watched very closely by several persons pretending to be harmless civilians; it was clear that the British had again become suspicious.

Finally they arrived. It was a rather short meeting this time, and I had no difficulty in presenting the situation to them as I had it planned that morning, thus explaining the delay. Their suspicions were entirely dissipated and when we said au revoir to each other the warm cordiality of the previous meetings had been reestablished.

Back in Düsseldorf that evening an SS leader called on me. He was in charge of a special detachment and had been sent by Berlin unobtrusively to safeguard my crossing of the frontier. He told me that in Berlin they were very worried about my safety. He had been ordered to block off the whole sector of the frontier and cover all Dutch border police in the area. If the Dutch had tried to arrest me the situation would have become very difficult, for his orders were that on no account was he to let me fall into the hands of the enemy and a serious incident might therefore have resulted.

It gave me a rather strange feeling to hear this, especially when I thought of my plans for the next day, and what might have happened if I had not been able to speak to this SS leader beforehand. I told him that tomorrow I might drive away with the British agents, as my purpose was to go to London. If I went with them voluntarily I would give him a sign. We also discussed the measures he should take in case my departure with the British was not voluntary. He assured me that the best men available had been selected from his detachment.

I then had another talk with the industrialist who was to go with me and pose as the leader of the opposition group. We went over all the details very carefully, and it was midnight before I went to bed.

I had taken a sleeping pill to insure myself against

Thus I was presented with a completely new situation and had to forget all about my great plan of continuing

the negotiations in London.

I immediately roused the SS leader of the special detachment and explained the Fuehrer's order to him. He and his second-in-command were very doubtful about the plan and said it would be far from easy to carry it out.
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13. COUNTERACTING SOVIET INTELLIGENCE

Hitler decides to test Russia's intentions—Molotov visits Berlin—Surveillance of his entourage—Russia questions our attitude to her problems—I am ordered to rest—Return to Berlin—Disappearance of two SD officials—Anti-Soviet intelligence work—Escape of a Soviet agent

In the autumn of 1940 a decisive turning point was approaching in Hitler's strategy. He still entertained the idea of solving the problem of Gibraltar by force, and—against Spain's wishes—of occupying Portugal, so as to secure it against Allied invasion; of establishing air and U-boat bases on the Canary Islands; and then of intensively colonizing North, West, and Central Africa in collaboration with the Italians. It is worth mentioning that, as late as the spring of 1944, General Jodl claimed that if the Spaniards had attacked Gibraltar, Rommel would have been able to secure control of all North Africa, in which case England would have been forced eventually to cooperate and Europe would have been "saved."

But Hitler's attention was now being directed (largely by Himmler) to the danger in the east—the unreliability of Russia as an "ally" and the incalculable problem this presented. Russia's sharp reaction to the sending of special German troops into Rumania was also disquieting. Therefore, in October 1940, Hitler decided to make a final test of Russia's intentions. On his instructions Ribbentrop wrote a letter to Stalin in which he discussed the whole international situation and implied that Russia's participation in a Three-Power Pact with the Axis would be welcomed. Stalin's reply was polite, but showed considerable hesitation. He said in substance that a discussion of various individual problems would first be necessary. This led to an invitation to Molotov to visit Berlin and on Novem-

ber 13 he arrived with the newly appointed Ambassador to Germany, Dekanozov, a friend and countryman of Stalin's. Security measures for Molotov's visit were my special responsibility west of the Polish demarcation line. The Russians wanted precise information about the measures we were taking, and in such things were extremely bureaucratic. I was not particularly worried about protection in Berlin, but the securing of the railway line through Poland presented a ticklish problem. One always had to be prepared for unpleasant surprises with the Poles, and it was obvious that they had as little love for the Russians as they had for us. The Russians announced that they expected specially strong precautions along this route, so we did everything in our power. Along its entire length this part of the route was secured by double guard posts at intervals of 150 yards, while special squads patrolled the railway lines. A strict control of the frontiers and a check of all transport and all hotels throughout Germany were introduced at the same time.

Besides these protective measures we set up an indirect surveillance of Molotov's whole entourage. It might not be the first time that the Russians had used an official occasion to smuggle important members of their Secret Service into a country. Our task turned out to be a difficult one. Dekanozov brought along his own Secret Service agents for his personal protection, and there were at least three persons in his entourage whom we could not identify at all, though they all turned out to be persons who established frequent contacts with Berlin. At one point one of our surveillance men had been ready to make an arrest, but the Russian succeeded in reaching his Embassy in a Russian car and disappeared behind the curtain of diplomatic immunity. After Molotov's visit, Dekanozov and several of his companions remained in Berlin, and it was quite clear that this heralded an unwelcome intensification of Russian Secret Service activity in Germany and the territories occupied by us.

Molotov returned to Moscow after four days. On November 27 the German Ambassador was handed a note
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20. TOWARD A UNIFIED INTELLIGENCE SERVICE

Responsibilities of my new office—Problems and plans—Discussions with Dr. Mehlhorn—Reorganizing the department—A commission of inspection appointed—Surprise at Iceland's occupation—Heydrich proposes the SD's fusion with the Gestapo—This move countered—My own office

ON JUNE 22, 1941, the day our armies marched into Russia, after a conversation with Heydrich lasting hardly more than three minutes, I went to the building which housed AMT VI in order to take over my post as acting chief. Rumors of my appointment had been circulating for several days and some willing and responsible members of the staff greeted it wholeheartedly, but the feelings of the great majority ranged from open resentment to silent and watchful anticipation.

First I devoted myself to the very difficult problem of staff changes, which I had been considering during the previous weeks. My first days were so crowded with new and unaccustomed duties that every night I sank into bed dead tired. I now had to organize a new routine for myself. I realized during these first momentous days that though I had achieved the goal toward which I had been working for many years, I was faced with the tremendous task of reconstructing our foreign intelligence system at the height of a two-front war. I was weighed down and confused by the burden of my responsibilities and at times I really did not know where to begin. I decided first to feel my way into the routine work of the organization, then gradually to approach the larger problems. I had been considering these for a long time, of course, and theoretically had worked out clear solutions, but these were not quite so easy to put into practice.

I felt that I must think the whole thing over quietly, so I decided to leave Berlin for a few days and visit my friend Dr. Mehlhorn. He was a man of great experience in

such matters—at that time he was building up the administrative organization of the Eastern Territories—and I knew I could discuss my problems with him and ask for his advice. He was living in Posen, and together we went to visit the estate of a Polish landowner with whom I was acquainted. For the first three days I resolutely put aside all problems of work and devoted myself entirely to hunting, riding, and fishing. The countryside, with its great areas of open space, and the loveliness of its sunrises and sunsets, gave me the tranquillity I needed. One could almost feel the earth breathing and could inhale its manifold scents, sweet and strong, under the clear eastern stars and the wide-spreading night sky. But the loveliness of the summer, and the rhythms of natural growth, were disturbed by swarms of aircraft heading toward the front reminding me of the harsh and destructive reality of the times. Otherwise I was undisturbed and could pursue my thoughts in peace.

The problems that faced me were many and complex. There was, for one thing, no German tradition in the Secret Service as there is in England, and consequently there was little appreciation or understanding of the difficult but vital role which this service plays. Another serious drawback was the absence of a unified intelligence system. In its place were many overlapping bureaus and agencies which resulted in duplication, waste, inefficiency, and inevitable personal and professional jealousies. Finally, there was a drastic shortage of specially trained personnel.

In discussing these problems and my plans for meeting them with Dr. Mehlhorn, he pointed out that in his opinion I had badly misjudged Himmler's and Heydrich's motives. With them the only consideration was power politics. He was convinced that they would drop me ruthlessly at the first sign of failure. This possibility was not reassuring, but I was determined to try my best and I felt confident that I could do the job and at the same time stay out of any tran-

Refreshed by my stay with Mehlhorn and stimulated by our discussions, I returned to Berlin to begin my task. It soon became apparent that Mehlhorn's analysis was correct.

Heydrich, always extremely suspicious and with a personal aversion toward me, closely checked every phase of my work—and put every difficulty in my way. I realized

now to what depths of hatred, envy, and malicious intrigue men are capable of descending. There were times when I felt more like a hunted beast than the head of a department. The only thing that gave me the strength to carry on was the pleasure and satisfaction that I gained from the work itself.

When I took over AMT VI, serious irregularities were revealed in the handling of currencies and in the general accounts. Certain members of the department, including the former heads, were involved. I made this the opportunity to request a general inspection of the department's finances. I wanted a complete audit to be made, so that I would not later be held responsible for the errors of my predecessors.

A commission of inspection appeared, consisting of eight high officials headed by a Ministerialrat [Ministerial Counselor.] Naturally I wanted the commission to confine their investigation to questions of finance and bookkeeping, but wherever payment had exceeded a certain sum I declared my readiness to give the commission a verbal report on the Secret Service purposes for which the money had been spent—but only where this would not endanger the security of our work.

Heydrich used this safeguard to generate suspicion against me. He instructed the Ministerialrat to take note of all cases in which I refused to give full information to the commission, insinuating, of course, that these were probably attempts to disguise abuses. I parried this move by collecting the data on all such cases myself and sending it to Heydrich personally. It was typical of the relationship between us that although I saw him on many occasions at this time, neither he nor I once mentioned the matter. Only by sending back the accounts initialed by himself did he indicate that he had understood my counter-move.

One can imagine how difficult it was under these circumstances to keep to my program, or to try to win the support of a man like Heydrich. Therefore I remained silent about my long-range objectives. However, so many problems arose in connection with the work itself—the collecting of secret information—that those measures which were of immediate urgency in my program could be carried through without Heydrich becoming fully aware of their import. He himself desperately needed information material in order to place himself in a favorable light with

Hitler, Himmler, Goering, and the other chiefs. When he presented the Secret Service reports to them in person he was so eager for results that I succeeded in obtaining executive powers from him which he would otherwise never have delegated. Thus I was able to establish liaison offices in the various Ministries, and secured for myself the right to contact the Ministers in person whenever I had to discuss questions that necessitated collaboration. This was an important step and it was up to me to exploit it as skillfully as possible.

In the meantime I had suffered the first reverses in my work. The worst and most dangerous of these took place when the Americans occupied Iceland in the summer of 1941. Canaris had not provided any advance information at all about this. I had forwarded one Danish report, which, however, could not be considered particularly reliable. It had remained on Himmler's desk, and Hitler first heard of the matter from foreign press reports, and this only belatedly, for the press report service of the Propaganda Ministry was not functioning properly. The result was that I was ordered to organize a special news service in the neutral countries. This was by no means easy, and necessitated the formation of a publishing firm which in turn established relations with publishers in Switzerland, Portugal, and other neutral countries. The Lufthansa and the Central European Travel Bureau served as a channel of communication and special couriers were provided for exceptional occasions.

After about six months I was able to integrate this work, which represented a senseless duplication of effort, with the responsible departments of the Foreign Office and the Propaganda Ministry, thereby easing the drain on my supplies of foreign currency. It was also a proof that collaboration could be achieved in the Third Reich as long as no questions of departmental prestige were involved.

Two months after I had assumed office I prepared a memorandum on the tasks of the Political Secret Service abroad. It showed, on the one hand, every possible connection between Germany and the occupied territories, and on the other, neutral or enemy countries in the spheres of politics, banking, industry, agriculture, science, art, literature, or music. The service was interested in people in these spheres establishing contacts abroad and reporting back.

This memorandum was to serve as basis for a general order by Himmler, as Reichsfuehrer SS and Minister of the Interior, to the various SS Commands and the administrative cadres of his Ministry. Himmler had said that in principle he was in agreement with the memorandum and was even ready to address the highest leadership corps of the SS and the Party about it, thus acting as a propagandist for my ideas. In addition, Himmler's order was to go to the other Ministries so that their interest in this kind of collaboration would be officially requested for the first time.

I was sitting working on this one evening when Heydrich telephoned and asked me to report to him. I was annoyed by the interruption, but gathered the necessary documents and drove to the Wilhelmstrasse. In those days Berlin was still a beautiful city. As I drove through it, taking a long way round, I had soon forgotten most of my worries. I turned off at Kurfuerstendamm toward the Tiergarten and stopped for coffee at Kranzler's in Unter den Linden, where I sat and tried to clear my mind for the struggle that I knew lay ahead.

The main adjutants' office at the Wilhelmstrasse was usually a beehive of activity. I was very surprised, therefore, to see only a few overtired adjutants working on the usual stacks of dispatches; otherwise all was quiet. My relations with the adjutants were always friendly, and now one of them whispered to me, "The chief is not in the mood for work tonight." I foresaw a social evening and thought I could enter the lion's den with an untroubled mind. However, I soon found that I was mistaken.

As I entered I noticed the studied casualness of Heydrich's manner as he continued working on some papers. When he saw that I was watching him he reacted with a typical nervous shrug; finally he pushed the papers aside. "Anything of special importance?" he asked in his rather high, nasal voice. "No, nothing special," I replied. "Have you time to dine with me?" he said. It was practically a command.

We went to the Eden bar and there dined in silence, for I had made it a practice always to let Heydrich start the conversation. A lady whom I knew was sitting at a nearby table, and now and then we exchanged friendly glances. Heydrich, who did not know her, was annoyed by this, but his inordinate curiosity drove him to ask who she was,

where I had met her, and how long I had known her. Then suddenly he changed the subject and began to talk about the matter on which he had wanted to see me.

It proved to be a long and unpleasant talk about transferring some of my department's most delicate and important functions to Mueller's AMT IV. Heydrich was applying his old principle of divide et impera. My answer was to agree with everything he said, and then patiently and quietly to point out the danger of turning over crucial matters to clumsy and untrained hands. He appreciated my sarcasm, and he was also impressed with my facts. He told me to settle it with Mueller. With that the matter was settled. A detailed discussion followed about the operation of my department in the occupied territories, which ended with a very satisfactory compromise, leaving me a more or less free hand.

When this was over, I had to accompany Heydrich to various night clubs and pretend to enjoy myself, while he engaged in stupid conversation with barkeepers, barmaids, and bartenders—all of whom knew and feared him, while pretending great devotion. Finally, at five o'clock in the morning I was allowed to go home.

The next day I had to confront Mueller with Heydrich's decision and it took me all of two hours to make it clear to him that I had thwarted his attack. At the same time I had to be careful not to let my rejection lead to an open breach between us, for relations were already strained. And Mueller was an opponent who would not recoil from any depths of treachery and would use any means of warfare at his disposal with the utmost ruthlessness.

Then he became quite warm and friendly, and began speaking of the importance of collaboration and mutual confidence. But at the next meeting of the SD department chiefs he suddenly attacked me without warning and accused various agents of mine of negligence and dishonesty. One example he cited had, in fact, been a bad blunder on our part. In Paris the Gestapo had arrested a Corsican who had been supplied with false identity papers by one of my offices in Bordeaux. They had not checked on him carefully enough and a complicated assignment had been given to a member of the Paris underworld who was wanted by the police!

Unexpectedly, Heydrich came to my defense, obviously because the whole matter bored him. Ironically he said,

"I'm sure misadventures of this sort have also happened in your department, Mueller. For instance, when an important witness is given the opportunity to throw himself out of a fourth-floor window—not only because your investigators are asleep on the job, but because they haven't mastered even the ABC of police procedure."

This time Mueller had really burned his fingers, and for

three or four weeks I was left in peace.

It might interest the reader at this stage to take a look into the office I occupied as head of the Foreign Department of the German Secret Service.

Entering the room, large, well furnished, and covered with a deep, luxurious carpet, the visitor would be faced by my big mahogany writing desk. The most precious piece of furniture in the room was a big old-fashioned cupboard containing my personal reference library. To the left of the desk was a trolley table covered with telephones and microphones connected directly with Hitler's Chancellery and other places of importance, one telephone providing a direct line to my home in Berlin, as well as to my country house in Herzberg. Microphones were hidden everywhere, in the walls, under the desk, even in one of the lamps, so that every conversation and every sound was automatically recorded. The windows of the room were covered with a wire mesh. This was an electrically charged safety device which was switched on at night and formed part of a system of photoelectric cells which sounded an alarm if anyone approached the windows, doors, safe, or, in fact, tried to get too close to any part of my offices. Within thirty seconds a squadron of armed guards would have surrounded the entire area.

My desk was like a small fortress. Two automatic guns were built into it which could spray the whole room with bullets. These guns pointed at the visitor and followed his or her progress toward my desk. All I had to do in an emergency was to press a button and both guns would fire simultaneously. At the same time I could press another button and a siren would summon the guards to surround the building and block every exit.

My car was fitted with a short-wave transmitter which enabled me to talk with my office from anywhere within

Whenever I was on missions abroad I was under standing orders to have an artificial tooth inserted which con-

tained enough poison to kill me within thirty seconds if I were captured by an enemy. To make doubly sure, I wore a signet ring in which, under a large blue stone, a gold capsule was hidden containing cyanide.


21. A VISIT TO OSLO

Heydrich appointed von Neurath's deputy—My presence in Prague requested—The invitation shelved—A visit to Oslo—British use of the Norwegian resistance—The story of a woman agent

ON SEPTEMBER of 1941 Heydrich was appointed acting Reich Protector of Bohemia-Moravia under the purely nominal authority of von Neurath. He considered the appointment an important promotion and was very pleased but he expressed the desire to have me go with him to Prague as his assistant. This suggestion filled me with consternation, and it was obvious that I had to scotch this notion before it became a command. It took all my powers to persuasion to convince him that it was to his best interests, as his deputy, that I stay in Berlin and reconstruct the Secret Service. At last he reluctantly agreed.

Originally I had planned to fly to Madrid in September 1941, to inspect our new organization there and look into various problems. This plan had to be postponed, however. Heydrich suddenly conceived the idea of flying with me to Norway. He wanted to clarify a number of points of conflict between himself and Terboven, who was Reichskommissar there. He also had another purpose—he wanted to fly several missions secretly as a member of the Luftwaffe with the Stavanger fighter squadron, so that he would have enough combat missions to his credit to qualify for the Iron Cross, 1st Class, and so would receive the Golden Cross from Goering.

As usual, we traveled in his special plane. During the flight he sat working at his desk and kept his adjutants on the run, chiefly with instructions about our itinerary in Oslo. Meanwhile, he had so far extended the program of his visit that he would barely be able to carry out half of it

I had decided to give two lectures before a selected

an incredible amount and forced all those around to keep pace with him. This was a favorite pastime of his. I felt so much out of place that I twice attempted to withdraw quietly, but did not succeed. Finally Terboven forced his two secretaries to ride about the room on bicycles, which was greeted with yowls by the drunken group. I remarked rather loudly. "Ouite a circus!"

Terboven must have heard me and had obviously been waiting for an opportunity to make a scene. He suddenly rose, came toward me, and said, standing very stiffly in front of me, "Here, take this glass of beer—" He held out a two-pint mug. "Drink that down at once—you are

malingering."

I said that I was sorry, but because of my health I must decline. I had not even finished the sentence before Terboven tried to pour the beer over my face. But Heydrich intervened quickly and held him back, for which I thanked him. I remained for another five minutes, then left without a word.

Early next morning one of Terboven's women secretaries called on me and asked me to come over early as the Reichskommissar wanted us to have breakfast with him. I talked for a while with the secretary, who gave me various interesting details about the curious life and customs at the "Court of King Terboven." I felt quite sorry for her.

At first Terboven clumsily tried to apologize for the incident at the party. "It seems there was a terrible amount of boozing last night—but you see, Schellenberg, the trouble was that you were much too sober."

After breakfast there was another conference in which we all took part, including Mueller, who attended at Heydrich's request. Terboven gave in all along the line. That afternoon everyone went sailing in Oslo Fjord.

The following day I was able to accomplish in peace the work I had planned to do. I was very impressed by the activity of the British Secret Service, which naturally found great support among the freedom-loving Norwegians. They had used the Norwegian resistance movement very methodically for political and military intelligence, as well as for sabotage. In several cases it had been possible to infiltrate double agents, but no really valuable information was to be gained, though I tried everything I could think of to stimulate and encourage their operations.

Several cases of betrayal had cost us valuable help, as well

At that time the navy and the Luftwaffe were pressing strongly for a short-wave meteorological station on Greenland—the task of setting it up really belonged to the Military Secret Service, and I had been warned to take preventative measures against surveillance by the Norwegian resistance movement. I suggested that those Norwegians who had to maintain our communications and supply lines should be arrested as unreliable elements and brought to Germany. This would be the best way of preventing the Norwegian resistance from becoming suspicious of them. But this idea was thought to be overcautious. Unfortunately I was proved right. Two attempts to install the short-wave station failed and much valuable time was lost. Finally a third attempt succeeded and the short-wave transmitter worked quite well for a while, until British direction-finders managed to locate it and its men were taken prisoner.

At one of the evening receptions I met a very good-looking Norwegian girl. She spoke Swedish, English, and French, but hardly any German. I talked to her for about half an hour and then turned to one of my women agents and paid no further attention to the other girl! Yet I somehow felt she was interested in me, and, sure enough, the next day she telephoned and suggested we should meat

When we did so I could see that she was much troubled about something and after we had talked for a while she said, "You see, I have been given a special assignment to carry out—against you. Although I have known you only a short while, I know you are not at all the man they described to me. Please help me. I don't want to betray either side, but I don't want to harm you either."

This was a most odd revelation, and naturally, being eternally suspicious, I thought at once: Well, this is certainly a new approach. I could not make up my mind about her. I studied her face closely and saw that she was not really in control of herself. Her eyes were red and she was upset—but she did not give one the impression of hysteria or of play-acting. It's possible, I thought, that she really is suffering from some inner conflict which she is not able to resolve. I asked her whether her people knew where she was at this moment.

"I don't think so," she said. "I came by a roundabout way, and I gave a false name to the reception clerk—besides, I am not known here." I warned her that she should be careful all the same, and tell them she had been here but had failed to carry out her mission. I asked whether she had any relatives in Denmark or Sweden. She said she had some in Sweden.

"Couldn't you go to Sweden for a short visit without attracting the attention of the Germans or arousing your own people's suspicions?" After hesitating a long while she said that she thought she could. So I arranged that she should be contacted by telephone at her address in Upsala and told how to get in touch with me at a cover address in Stockholm. "And if something should happen?" she asked, cautiously. "I shall arrange to have my agent telephone you every two weeks—she will call herself Selma. If there is anything you wish to let me know, you can tell her."

Later I met the girl again in Stockholm and arranged for her to live with one of our honorary collaborators. I had been quite mistaken in my first suspicions of her. It was one of those peculiar accidents of life that for no apparent reason this girl had become fond of me, and, because of the slanders that she had heard about me, had reacted against those who had given her the assignment, and now she hated them. She confessed to me that she had been working against us for a long time. If I was the sort of man she thought I was, I must understand how much she had hated a man like Terboven and those around him.

When she was ordered to act against me, she resented it, and was angry when they tried to force her hand and brought pressure on her to do so. These things had worked a change of heart within her, and out of this grew an increasingly real and passionate feeling for me which I could never reciprocate. Thus, although she could not serve me personally, she did the next best thing by working for me professionally, and very ably too. Once she even went to England on behalf of the Norwegian resistance and spent two months there. But she could not supply me with any important material because her freedom of movement was very strictly controlled. Another time she was more successful. She went alone to Lisbon and returned on a Portuguese freighter with some very valuable information about the RAF. Afterward she
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worked in various countries, generally concentrating on social espionage. She liked to travel, and was at my disposal for all sorts of special assignments. However, in course of time her work began to decline. She admitted it quite openly and said that she was no longer satisfied to lead this sort of life. We had a long talk, for I wanted to make it possible for her to return to a normal existence. But she seemed skeptical about it. She had made money and had got a certain satisfaction out of her work, but she realized she would never achieve her real ambition; it was that that had kept her going all this time.

For her own protection I had her placed under observation. She went to Paris where she lived quite withdrawn, lost apparently in a dream world. Later my agents reported that she had begun to take drugs. What happened to her after that I never knew. There was a rumor that she had committed suicide in May 1945, and it was also said that she had gone downhill completely and under another name and with a Finnish passport was working for the



22. EXPANDING OUR SWEDISH NETWORK

Reasons for visiting Stockholm—The Communist party in Sweden—An assessment of Germany's situation—Support for a subversive group—A report on Russia's plans—Revelations of our Secret Service in Madrid—A narrow escape—Himmler and the Japanese—An argument with Heydrich—Our Eastern offensive halted

Not Long after my trip to Norway I had to go to Sweden. This time my trip was not for the benefit of the Secret Service, but at Himmler's express wish, in order to encourage the dissemination of Hitler's racial ideology. The whole thing was really quite unimportant in itself, and I would not have wasted five minutes over it if Himmler's interest in it had not necessitated my showing the greatest concern. He had a highly romantic idea of Secret Service work and continually gave me advice about how to proceed. Indeed, sometimes I was barely able to keep a straight face at his utterly hopeless suggestions.

Although my main mission was trivial and unnecessary, I intended to use this opportunity to try to penetrate the Soviet intelligence network in Sweden. My aim was not so much to combat the Russians there as to infiltrate my own agents into the ranks of their service, so that I might determine the extent and efficiency of its activities. Of course, the higher the positions achieved by my agents, the more effective they would be. Thus I would not only be kept informed of the aims and results of the Russians' operations against us, but would also benefit by the results of Russian intelligence activities against other countries.

The Swedish Communist party was not sufficiently strong to play a politically decisive role, though it had a large number of adherents. Their chief task was to furnish money, to run courier depots, and to give assistance to agents working against Central and Western Europe. They would therefore serve my purposes. I knew that some

the intoxication of that power, of how far they had drifted into evil.

I was worried not only about Germany but about myself. It was not that I felt any doubts about Germany's victory, or that I would cease doing everything I could to bring this about. But it was in Stockholm that the first warning signal flickered in my subconscious mind. For the first time I saw clearly the necessity of using all my personal resources, and those of the service entrusted to me, to maintain some form of contact with the enemy. Faced with a war to which there appeared to be no end except total victory—or total defeat—I decided to direct the Secret Service, with its manifold and intricate underground channels, not only to the acquisition of secret information, but also toward the building of bridges between the warring powers, which might one day lead to a peaceful solution and spare us final disaster. In talking with acquaintances in Sweden about the war with Russia, I admitted quite openly that the struggle was an extremely bitter one, but said that I believed in Germany's final victory.

My first working days were spent in consultation with my agents on problems of organization and personnel, and also in dealing with my main assignment—the secret financing of the Swedish Nazi group. I felt that I was being watched very closely by the various intelligence services, and at one time almost decided to give up my plan of meeting Flyg. However, a meeting between us was arranged, and my impression of him was not unfavorable, although physically he seemed a wreck. But I thought that he could still do good work for another two or three years. I started off by giving him a large sum to finance his work, thus instilling in him confidence and enthusiasm for the task. I told him that I wanted a general report from him every fourteen days on what people in various professions thought about the political problems of the day. If anything of exceptional interest arose, he should send an interim report. Every eight days I would give him special assignments. The main thing would be for him to build up a reliable and efficient network of informants within the shortest possible time. He could also use this network for his newspaper Volkets Dagblad and I would take care of the cost. His chief activity would be to gather information about the Swedish Communist party, and to

find out in what way its members and the work they did was being used by the Russian Secret Service. Here one could only achieve results by working systematically to fit together the whole picture like a mosaic, from many small pieces. Only then could one draw specific conclusions about personalities, courier routes, and the Party's methods of work against Central Europe.

Flyg was somewhat taken aback, especially when I explained to him that at least ten of his best followers would officially have to break with his group, and return to the Communist party. There they would have to work very actively against him and his newspaper in order to regain the trust of the Russians. He would have to talk to each one of them separately and, unknown to the others, inform them precisely of their duties and insure their loyalty. And I gave him some hints about the security measures necessary to prevent his agents from really going over to the Communists.

If they succeeded in establishing connections with the Russians, communication with them would have to be handled with the utmost care and a good deal of time would have to be allowed before they were given specific assignments. To proceed hastily would be the greatest mistake. In selecting his agents he should take great care to choose only those who were of strong character and completely loyal to him.

Flyg finally understood what I was aiming at and declared his readiness to do all I asked, though he said repeatedly that he would not do anything to harm the interests of his country. But I did not want a binding agreement from him right away, and asked him to think everything over most carefully. When he left, he seemed a more determined and energetic man; the task seemed to have won his interest.

After he had left, I sat for a while thoughtfully in the smoke-filled room. I needed a few minutes to overcome my suspicions. For who can really look into the heart of another human being? The only thing to do was to wait and see. The results of a man's work were the best tests of whether one's suspicions were justified or not.

When it came to financing the operation, great care would have to be taken in transferring the currency not to arouse the suspicions of the Swedish tax authorities. Everything would have to be done in such a way that they

would not question the fact that Flyg had acquired a large amount of money. But my efforts in time and money paid surprisingly good dividends. Flyg reported that he had direct information from Russian circles that Stalin was preparing a decisive counter-blow for the winter. The report was precise even to the pinpointing of the area around Moscow as the place for the attack against the wedge which the Germans had driven into the capital at the peak of their offensive. But it was not known for certain whether the troops involved would consist of divisions withdrawn from Siberia or whether they would be newly mobilized units from the region behind the central front. Flyg estimated that there would be between fifty and sixty-five divisions equipped for winter warfare, of which at least twenty would be fully motorized armored units.

I was especially interested by this report, for since the middle of November I had been receiving information from my agents in Russia about the organization of new units in the central area. The evaluation sector of the German General Staff also reported, on the basis of front-line intelligence and prisoner-of-war interrogations, that in the middle of December new troops had begun to appear. Important and detailed information originated from an intimate conversation between high-ranking members of the Russian Embassy, who could not possibly have known that they were being overheard. The informants were themselves members of the Swedish Communist party, who had close personal contacts with various members of the Russian Embassy.

Immediately after this I had a conversation with a Japanese colleague. He was not able to add anything decisive to this information, but he assured me that the Japanese knew the Russians were relying completely on their pledge of neutrality, and were therefore basing their strategy on the assumption that they would remain undisturbed in the east while they continued their struggle with

This news was so important that I cut short my visit in order to work on the report and present it in person. Consequently I could not meet Flyg for a final conversation, as I had planned.

The first thing I dealt with on the day I returned to my desk in Berlin was a report of a special emissary who had

Meanwhile a number of people were waiting outside my office. One of them was the specialist on Bulgaria from the evaluation section. His report was brief and precise

and showed a high level of understanding.

The next interview was a more awkward one. It concerned a problem that affected our whole policy in the Near East—the reaction to the attempted revolt of El-Galiani in Iraq, which had miscarried and had cost us a great deal of goodwill in Arab circles. We had to win the

Arabs back to a favorable attitude toward Germany, and I asked for a written report, for I had to take the matter up with the Foreign Office and with the Supreme Command of the Wehrmacht.

Next followed conferences on technical problems, and finally I was able to turn again to the great stack of

documents on my desk.

Toward two o'clock in the morning I began to feel so fuzzy that I could no longer take in what I was reading, so I went home. The whole house lay in deep sleep. I glanced quickly into the nursery, and then with a heavy sigh sank wearily into my bed. My wife had woken up and she looked at me, deeply worried. "You cannot keep up this kind of a life," she said. But I was too tired to reply.

The next thing I heard was her voice coming through my sleep as though from a great distance—"Walter, Walter! Air raid! We must get dressed and take the boy down to the cellar." "It's only the first warning," I said. "If it's really an attack we'll have plenty of time to go down."

short when it comes to the so-called racial principles," I added ironically.

"How do you mean?" Canaris asked.

"Well, there was a Japanese on the staff of the Embassy here who wanted to marry a German girl. Himmler was against it, so was Hitler of course; Ribbentrop was for it. They wrangled about it for months. The racial experts had to write reams on it, and in the end they found a loophole in the racial laws and let them get married."

Canaris, with assumed innocence, suddenly asked, "What did you talk about with your Japanese friend in Stockholm?" I became a little annoyed and said that I had discussed nothing whatsoever with a Japanese. Even if I had, he knew very well that I would deny it. He must have understood that I did not want to discuss the subject, yet he acted as though he were pained by my refusal to talk about it. "But you have an excellent confidential agent working for the Japanese there, you must have talked with him—"

This was true. I had a co-worker in Stockholm, a very well-educated Italian, who had a good entree to the Japanese Embassy, where he worked for many years as a translator. He had won their confidence, and, because of his intelligence, experience, and linguistic ability, often got hold of valuable information without really trying to do so. Actually I had raised his pay during my visit to Stockholm, though I had not spoken to him personally. But what was behind Canaris' persistent curiosity?

I was to find this out very soon, during the dinner to which Heydrich had invited me the day before.

Before dinner I reported to him briefly about my work. He was especially interested in the agents who had failed me so miserably in Spain, but I convinced him that punishment beyond dismissal would create psychological difficulties for me in the internal relations with my staff. Then I told him for the first time about the problems that had arisen with my co-workers because of my speedy but necessary reorganization of the department. If anyone deserved punishment, I felt it was my predecessor. This was a thrust which Heydrich understood. He knew that I did not approve of the consideration with which he continued to treat this man, no matter what his private reasons were. He changed the subject at once.

"There are a great many things which we have to

discuss this evening," he said. "It's best if we do so while we eat, then we shan't be disturbed." It was the usual meal, a Bavarian soup, a meat course with vegetables and potatoes, followed by a Bavarian dessert—a speciality of Heydrich's Bavarian cook.

Heydrich was extremely cordial and, knowing him, I was afraid this might mean that he would now announce my transfer to the eastern front, in punishment for a favorable report I had written on Dr. Best, formerly of the SD. As though he had read my thoughts, he said at once, "I cannot dispense with your help here in Berlin, and I've dropped my idea of assigning you temporarily to the eastern front. You may be interested to know, as a matter of fact, that I've already spoken to Himmler, and he's very strongly against the idea. You seem to be rather a protégé of his. He says that any change of assignment for you must have his approval. I'd like to know, my dear Schellenberg, how you've managed it. Still, I wouldn't count on the situation if I were you."

After I had told him briefly about my trip to Sweden, he took out a small notebook and jotted down several points arising out of other matters which we discussed. As far as I can remember them, they were as follows:

far as I can remember them, they were as follows:

First he told me all about Rosenberg's job of building up a government ministry for the East—Ostministerium—the principles of which had been established at a conference on July 16, 1941, where the German occupation policy toward Russia was laid down. Present at the conference were Goering, Keitel, Rosenberg, and Bormann. Hitler's plan was to divide and govern Russia as a colony, ignoring the desire for autonomy among the heterogeneous peoples of the Soviet Union. But, of course, the intelligent handling of this enormous human force was a prerequisite for the effective exploitation of this huge area.

Heydrich's remarks revealed the insanity of Hitler's policy of subjection of the "subhuman Russians." "Hitler," he said, "wants all the formations of the RFSF1 to be used ruthlessly. He wants a well-planned information system built up as quickly as possible, a system that even the NKVD couldn't improve on—exact, relentless, and working all the time, so that nobody—no leader like Stalin—
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37. NEGOTIATIONS WITH COUNT BERNADOTTE

Himmler gives assurances concerning the Jews—An allnight discussion—Himmler confers with Count Bernadotte —A plan to contact President Roosevelt—The Count is asked to transmit a declaration of surrender—Himmler and the Count confer again—The Allies refuse to negotiate with Himmler—I renew discussions with the Count— Terms agreed for our evacuation of Scandinavia—Kaltenbrunner dismisses me from my posts—Admiral Doenitz nominated to succeed Hitler.

ON THE morning of April 20 I was awakened at nine by the noise of planes overhead, and while I was shaving a bomb dropped about a mile away—an unpleasant surprise for Herr Masur. I breakfasted with him, and immediately afterward we had our first discussion. He insisted that nothing could be accomplished without a meeting with Himmler, but he would have to leave Berlin by Monday at the latest. As I knew that Himmler intended once again to put off meeting him, I had got to get him to keep to the agreed date.

At this point a telephone call came through from Count Bernadotte, who was staying at the Swedish Embassy in Berlin. He told me that he would like to speak to Himmler once more before leaving for Sweden at six o' clock the next morning. Somehow or other I had to get Himmler to see Masur, and arrange for a meeting with Count Bernadotte, who was coming to Hohenlychen for this purpose that same night.

At about nine in the evening I went to Wustrow to wait for Himmler, who was delayed by heavy air attacks. When he eventually arrived, I managed to persuade him to drive with me to meet Herr Masur. Accompanied by a driver and Himmler's secretary, Brandt, we left for Hartzwalde at one-fifteen. On the way Himmler told me what he intended to say to Masur. In essence it was a

chronological summary of the past with a clever attempt at justification. I asked him not to speak of the past at all, or to expound his astrological and philosophical theories but to determine precisely what had to be done in the future. Now and then we had to take cover from lowflying aircraft, and we arrived at Hartzwalde around three in the morning.

Masur and Kersten were waiting for us and after a brief greeting their conversation began. It was conducted for the most part by Himmler who wanted to prove that he had tried to solve the Jewish problem in terms of expulsion, but that this could not be done because of the outside world's resistance on the one hand, and, on the other, the opposition within the Nazi party. Masur did not embark on any long discussion on the various points, but said after about three-quarters of an hour that, although Himmler's account had been very interesting, it was not in any way conducive toward changing the situation. That, however, was his main purpose for coming here, and he wanted the following assurances: that no more Jews would be killed; that the remaining Jews—and their numbers were very uncertain—should remain in the camps and under no circumstances be evacuated. He asked for lists of all the camps in which Jews were still being held to be given to him.

On these points agreement was reached, Himmler repeating every time that he had already given such orders. He was, in fact, ready to free the Jewish women in Ravensbrueck camp and turn them over to Masur, for he had received permission from Hitler to free all the Polish women from that camp. Therefore, if there were any questions about it afterward, he could say the Jewish women were Poles

I then went into another room with Masur in order to decide on other points to be discussed, but when the conversation was resumed it tended to become more and more vague, dealing with completely unimportant side issues. I was anxious to bring it to a conclusion in order to be able to arrive at Hohenlychen with Himmler by six o'clock in the morning, so, after briefly saying good-by, we left Hartzwalde; it was now half-past four. I assured Masur once more as we left that I would do all in my power to arrange for his departure the next day.

We arrived at Hohenlychen punctually at six o'clock—

this was on the morning of the 21st—and had breakfast with Count Bernadotte. I hoped that the frank conversation between Himmler and the Count, which I had desired for so long, would now take place. Himmler told the Count of the possibility of transporting all the Polish women in Rayensbrueck to Sweden.

In fact, I had made all preparations for this and had drawn up a list of all the Poles in Ravensbrueck camp. As they were mostly children or young girls, I was determined to free them at all costs. I impressed most strongly on Himmler the shamefulness of this situation, and emphasized the high racial qualities of the Polish people by pointing to my own wife as an example. This impressed him greatly and he seemed considerably preoccupied with the question, for he constantly referred to it, although it was not until much later that he took any action.

Count Bernadotte asked whether it would not be possible to transport the Danish and Norwegian internees to Sweden, but Himmler was unable to grant permission for this, though he agreed that should the Allied armies threaten to overrun the Neugamme camp there would be no evacuation.

The Count thanked him for his willingness and for the confidence shown him in previous conversations. The discussion then came to an end and they said good-by. Himmler, knowing I was to accompany the Count part of the way, hoped that I would once more beg him to fly to General Eisenhower and try to arrange for him to have a conference with the General.

However, at our parting on the road near Waren in Mecklenburg, Count Bernadotte said to me, "The Reichsfuehrer no longer understands the realities of his own situation. I cannot help him any more. He should have taken Germany's affairs into his own hands after my first visit. I can hold out little chance for him now. And you, my dear Schellenberg, would be wiser to think of yourself."

I did not know what to reply to this. When we said good-by, it was as though we would never see each other again. I was filled with a deep sadness.

I drove back to Hohenlychen, slept for two hours, and was then called to Himmler at about twelve-thirty. He was still in bed, the picture of misery, and said that he felt ill. All I could say was that there was nothing more I could

do for him; it was up to him. He had got to take some action. At lunch we discussed the military situation in Berlin, which was steadily growing worse.

At about four o'clock, having convinced him that it would be unwise to drive to Berlin, we drove toward Wustrow. In Loewenberg we were caught in a traffic jam, troops having become involved with the unending columns of fleeing civilians which blocked all the roads between Berlin and Mecklenburg.

As we drove on, Himmler said to me for the first time, "Schellenberg, I dread what is to come."

I said that this should give him the courage to take action. He did not answer. Just before we got to Wustrow we were attacked by low-flying planes. However, their main target was the column of refugees and troops through which we had passed.

After dinner, when we were alone again, we spoke of various problems, of food supplies, the danger of epidemics, reconstruction, prisoner-of-war administration, and so on. I told him of Kaltenbrunner's blind and unrealistic attitude in insisting on the evacuation at all costs of all the concentration camps. Himmler grew very nervous when I called this a crime, and said brusquely, "Schellenberg, don't you start too. Hitler has been raging for days because Buchenwald and Bergen-Belsen were not completely evacuated."

At that moment Fegelein telephoned to say that Hitler and Goebbels were raging because Berger had not remained in Berlin—he had in fact just left Berlin to fly to southern Germany in Himmler's place. He was needed by Hitler to carry out the sentence passed on Dr. Brandt, Hitler's former personal physician, who had just been condemned to death for smuggling his wife into the hands of the Americans in Thuringia. Apparently this was a complex intrigue among Hitler's entourage involving Hitler's "friend" Eva Braun, and her sister, who was Fegelein's wife. Himmler did everything he could to prevent the doctor's execution and immediately gave instructions over the telephone to the Gestapo chief, Mueller. Dr. Brandt was transferred to Schwerin, which was safer from air attacks, and Fegelein was told that Berger was on his way south by plane. For this reason sentence could not be executed at the moment, unless Bormann and Goebbels wanted to do the job themselves.

When Himmler returned he told me what he would do once he had complete power in Germany, and asked me to think about a name for the new alternative party which I had suggested to him. I suggested National Unity party. After referring once more, though only in the vaguest terms, to Hitler's removal, he dismissed me—it was now about four-thirty—and went to bed.

The next morning—it was Sunday, April 22—it appeared that the military situation had become so much worse overnight that four Waffen SS Divisions, under Obergruppenfuehrer Steiner, had been ordered by Hitler to make a suicide attack on the Russians. Himmler was convinced that this order was necessary, though both his military adjutant and I agreed that it would only mean unnecessary bloodshed.

After breakfast Obergruppenfuehrer Berger came in. He was to drive back with us to Hohenlychen and Wustrow was to be evacuated as it was threatened by the enemy.

We discussed the case of Vanamann, an American Air Force general who had formerly been Military Attaché in Berlin, and was at this time a prisoner of war in Germany. Berger and I suggested that Vanamann, together with another United States Air Force colonel, should be got out of Germany and flown via Switzerland to the United States to contact Roosevelt. He was to try to get better supplies and conditions for the American prisoners of war, and at the same time tell Roosevelt of Himmler's desire for peace with the Western Powers. I had planned this long ago, having in mind the freeing of influential British prisoners of war so that they might work toward an understanding between their country and Germany. Hitler and Himmler, however, had given strict orders against this.

I had had long conversations with Vanamann, and we were in full agreement. As Himmler had refused his permission, I arranged with friends in Switzerland and with the United States Military Attaché in Berne, General Legg, for Vanamann to cross the border illegally. I did this on my own responsibility and arranged for a car to bring him and the Air Force colonel to the frontier near Constance.

As I had no news of them, I asked Berger to attend to

the matter. By this time Himmler was in agreement with

Toward noon we had to leave Wustrow in great haste as Russian armored spearheads were reported in the vicinity of Oranienburg, as well as in the general direction of Loewenberg and Kremmen. We drove in a northerly direction from Wustrow toward Mecklenburg, and then angled off to the east in order to reach Hohenlychen. For more than an hour and a half we drove past Wehrmacht columns, artillery, and armor on the move, constantly harassed by low-flying light bombers and fighters. Finally we arrived at Hohenlychen.

After a belated lunch Himmler said to me, "I almost believe you are right, Schellenberg-I must take action

now. What do you suggest?"

I explained to him that things had gone too far. Certainly there could be no hope from Vanamann's mission, though there might still be a possibility of talking frankly about the whole situation with Count Bernadotte. (Without Himmler's knowledge, I had already informed the Count much more fully about the true situation in Germany.) I did not know whether I could reach the Count in Denmark, but he might still be in Lübeck. Himmler decided that I should go to Lübeck at once. He was prepared now to ask the Count, officially and in his own name, to transmit a declaration of surrender to the Western Powers.

I prepared immediately for my departure, and left for Lübeck at four-thirty in the afternoon, but because of enemy aircraft and the blocked roads I did not arrive there until late at night. I found that Count Bernadotte was in Apenrade in Denmark, and in spite of tremendous difficulties I got through to him on the telephone and asked him to receive me at Flensburg the next day. He agreed to meet me at three o'clock on April 23 at the Swedish Consulate in Flensburg.

It was already morning. I rested for three hours, then telephoned Himmler to inform him of my appointment, and afterward drove on to Flensburg. I arrived at one o'clock, and was received by the Swedish Attaché, Chiron, who took me to lunch with the Consul, Petersen.

Count Bernadotte arrived at three o'clock. After discussing the general situation and Himmler's intentions, the Count said he believed it was no longer necessary to go to

Lübeck to meet Himmler, and that the best solution would be for Himmler simply to set down his proposals in a letter to General Eisenhower announcing unconditional surrender to the Western Powers. As I did not think this would be possible as long as Hitler was still alive, I begged him to drive with me to meet Himmler at Lübeck. After an hour's conversation the Count agreed to do so.

From Flensburg I telephoned to Himmler's special train to ask him to come to Lübeck. Brandt answered, and said that Himmler could not be reached at the moment but promised to call me back. It was very fortunate that in spite of the emergency situation the telephone still functioned so well. Brandt called me back at six o'clock and said that Himmler would be glad to meet Count Bernadotte at Lübeck at ten o'clock that night, and that he wished me to be present.

After a quick meal, the Count and I left Flensburg and drove to Lübeck, arriving at the Swedish Consulate at nine o'clock. I went to the office which had been set up at the Danziger Hof Hotel and got in touch with General Wuenneberg's office, where Himmler planned to stay. At ten o'clock I saw Himmler and told him the essential points of my conversation with the Count and sought to strengthen his decision to make a declaration of capitulation. For a little while Himmler hesitated, but finally he agreed. "Very well, we will drive to see the Count at eleven o'clock," he said. "Please arrange for the meeting at that time."

At eleven I drove with him to the Swedish Consulate, where the meeting took place by candlelight owing to a power cut. After formal greetings had been exchanged, there was an air-raid alarm, followed by a heavy raid on a nearby airfield. We had to go down into the cellar and it was midnight before we were able to resume the conversation.

Himmler made a lengthy exposition of the military and political situation of the Reich before reaching his summing up—it was a comparatively honest one—of the situation: "We Germans have to declare ourselves defeated by the Western Powers; and I beg you to transmit this to General Eisenhower through the Swedish government, so that we all may be spared further unnecessary bloodshed. It is not possible for us Germans, and especially it is not

possible for me, to capitulate to the Russians. Against them we will fight on until the front of the Western Powers replaces the German fighting front."

Himmler pointed out that he had the right to make the decision on these matters, for it would only be a question of two or three days before Hitler gave up his life. At least he would have died in the struggle to which he had devoted his existence, the fight against Bolshevism.

Count Bernadotte expressed his readiness to transmit Himmler's declaration. As he pointed out, he, and probably the Swedish government, too, were primarily interested in preserving the Scandinavian area from senseless destruction through a continuation of the war. For him, as a Swede, this was his justification for agreeing to Himmler's request. Himmler said that he fully understood this point. In reply to a further question from the Count, he said he was ready to permit the transport of Danish and Norwegian internees to Sweden.

A great deal of time was taken up in deciding how the declaration of surrender should be transmitted to the Western Powers. The original plan, that Count Bernadotte should fly direct to General Eisenhower, without any diplomatic preliminaries or preparation, was abandoned. Eventually they agreed that Himmler should write a letter to His Excellency Christian Günther, the Foreign Minister of Sweden, begging him to give his kind support to Himmler's communication, handed to him through Count Bernadotte. Himmler briefly discussed the wording of the letter with me and then drafted it himself by candlelight.

The Count expressed his readiness to fly to Stockholm the next day, April 24, to initiate the necessary arrangements. It was agreed that I should drive the Count to Flensburg and remain there to act as liaison over any further questions that might arise. After warm farewells, Himmler and I left the Swedish Consulate at 1:30 P.M.

Both on the way to and from the Consulate, Himmler drove his car—a very heavy one—himself. He drove so badly that I and one of my men, acting as our guide, were in a cold sweat. He was never a good driver to begin with and now was in a state of considerable nervous strain. He repeatedly jumped the curb, and each approaching lorry was a fresh ordeal. When we set off from the Swedish Consulate he started too quickly and drove into a ditch.

All of us, including Count Bernadotte, had to struggle for

a quarter of an hour to get the car going again.

I accompanied Himmler back to General Wuenneberg's office and stayed with him for another half hour in order to calm his fears about the steps he had taken. I tried to give him courage, and told him that he had not committed an act of betrayal toward the German people. Then I went to the Danziger Hof, and at five o'clock in the morning returned to the Swedish Consuate to fetch Count Bernadotte and drive to Flensburg.

When we arrived at the German-Danish frontier I said good-by to the Count, who expressed his hope of telephon-

ing good news to me shortly.

It was getting on for midday before I was at last able to try and get some rest at the Swedish Consul's house, but I had scarcely settled down when I was woken again by a heavy air raid and a naval bombardment from warships lying offshore. I hurried down to the cellar, only half dressed, and was rather embarrassed to meet my hostess for the first time.

The next day, April 25, I ordered Standartenfuehrer Bovensiepen to report to me at Flensburg. First I showed him my special authorization signed by Himmler which read: "Acting under special assignment from me, General Schellenberg's orders are to be obeyed without question." I told Bovensiepen that all inmates of Danish and Norwegian concentration camps were to be turned over without fail to Sweden. I said that I intended to go to Copenhagen the next day to discuss the Danish political situation with Dr. Best [Minister Extraordinary and Plenipotentiary in Denmark], and asked him to make arrangements for this meeting. The chief aim was to stop all death sentences and executions.

On April 26 I received an interim report from Count Levenhaupt, of the Swedish Consulate, that the neogtiations were not going very well, and that the Allies refused to negotiate with Himmler. I did not pass this information on to him, however.

During the night I was informed that Count Bernadotte would arrive from Copenhagen at Odense airport the next morning. When I got there I learned that the Count's departure from Copenhagen had been delayed by bad weather, and I waited with increasing anxiety as the weather continued to deteriorate. The airport commandant

instructed all observation and anti-aircraft stations to be on the lookout and flares were shot off continually until the plane finally landed at four o'clock in the afternoon.

We then drove to Apenrade where we were able quietly to discuss the negative result of our plans, and the difficult situation which resulted from the Allies' attitude toward Himmler. We then considered what conclusions could be arrived at. Count Bernadotte spoke as a private person, but his chief concern remained the prevention of further fighting in Norway and Denmark and he offered to drive with me to see Himmler in order to discuss this.

Not only had our plans come to nothing, but the Allied press had published an account of the matter. My position with Himmler would therefore be a rather delicate one, and I was very glad to have the Count come to Lübeck with me. We arranged to meet at four the next morning and to drive there together.

I returned to Flensburg and tried to get in touch with Himmler, but was only able to speak to Brandt, who asked very excitedly what the results were. I said that they had been negative, but that the Count wanted to come to Lübeck to discuss the question of the German armies in the Scandinavian area. This proposal was sharply rejected; I was to report to Himmler alone.

This conversation took place just after midnight. I did not wish to awaken the Count at that hour, so I left for Apenrade at three o'clock and at the appointed hour saw the Count and asked him not to accompany me—I was to meet Himmler, I said, to the south of Lübeck and would have to approach too close to the front line. Then I left him and drove to Lübeck. This was on the morning of April 28.

I realized that my position with Himmler would now be so difficult that I should have to face the fact that I might be liquidated. I therefore arranged for an astrologer from Hamburg to accompany me. Himmler knew this man personally, and thought very highly of him. He could never resist having his horoscope read, and I felt this would soften his reaction to the disappointment.

The first part of my talk with Himmler need not be described here. It was not easy, and looking back on it I cannot understand why it turned out so well.

For a long time we discussed the grounds of the Allies' rejection. Himmler was bitterly disappointed, and particu-

larly annoyed that the facts had been published in the world's press. He feared that his letter to the Swedish Foreign Minister would now be published as well. We then discussed the problem of Denmark and Norway. The fact that Himmler held me responsible, as the instigator of his peace move, for its failure, which could have such fatal consequences for his relationship with Hitler, did not seem to offer a very good basis for my plans to save the Scandinavian countries. However, with the aid of the astrological gentleman, I was able to persuade him to accept my view and, after thinking the matter over for an hour, he gave me permission to discuss with Count Bernadotte the ending of the German occupation of Norway and the internment in Sweden of the German occupation forces for the remainder of the war. Himmler stated that he was prepared to arrange a similar solution for Denmark, but that this should be finally decided later on. However, he authorized me to prepare Dr. Best for such a plan. Furthermore, he was prepared to appoint me as his special representative to the Swedish government to negotiate a peaceful solution in the Scandinavian area. At that time he still took for granted that within a day or two he, as Hitler's successor, would be in a position to decide these questions without any difficulty.

I immediately returned to Flensburg, arriving at Apenrade at about noon on the 29th, and lunched with the Count and Ambassador Thomsen at the latter's house. Afterward the Count and I discussed Himmler's agreement concerning the Scandinavian area, and he arranged a meeting for the next day between the representatives of the Swedish government and myself, at which he would also be present. Thomsen drew my attention to a number of special requests involving the prevention of execution and the freeing of Danish policemen, and the following day I was able to deal with these matters to his satisfaction.

That afternoon at about five o'clock we left Apenrade for Copenhagen. The Count drove, and after a smooth journey we arrived at the Danish capital, where we stopped at the Hotel d'Angleterre.

On the morning of April 30, I first drove to Dr. Best to inform him of my authorization concerning the peaceful lifting of the German occupation of the Scandinavian countries and of Himmler's assumed succession to Hitler. As I had foreseen, Dr. Best agreed to everything.

At noon I met Herr von Post, of the Swedish government, and Count Bernadotte. All went very smoothly. The Swedish government asked for the whole plan to be arranged through me, with clear binding proposals on the part of the German government. At the close of the meeting the Swedish Ambassador at Copenhagen, von Dardel, gave a lunch to which Dr. Best was also invited.

Immediately after lunch I drove to Korsor to take the ferry, which had been held up for me for two hours. I arrived at Flensburg at night and there met a member of my organization, Sturmbannfuehrer Dr. Wirsing, who informed me that Kaltenbrunner had dismissed me from all my posts, and had appointed Obersturmbannfuehrer Wanck chief of the Political Sector of the Secret Service, and Oberstumbannfuehrer Skorzeny chief of the Military Sector.

After a short telephone conversation with Himmler, Dr. Wirsing and I drove on to Lübeck, as I wanted him to be able to fly back to the south with Himmler's counter-orders in connection with my dismissal. Our journey, which was only thirty miles, took us three and a half hours because the roads were completely blocked by troops streaming back from the Mecklenburg area. We arrived at four o'clock in the morning on May 1, and I was conducted to Himmler's new quarters at Kalkhorst, near Travemuende, by one of his adjutants.

As Himmler had not gone to bed until three o'clock, I went to Brandt, who told me the startling news that Hitler had committed suicide and Admiral Doenitz, not Himmler,

had been made his successor


38. MY LAST MISSION

Count von Krosigk replaces Ribbentrop—Military opposition to the surrender of Scandinavia—a manifesto to the German people prepared—A dangerous journey—Von Krosigk offers to appoint me his assistant—Doenitz remains adamant on the question of evacuation—I am appointed von Krosigk's envoy—Copenhagen on the eve of surrender—Peace discussion in Stockholm—My authority in question—Germany surrenders

HIMMLER AND Admiral Doenitz, the new chief of the German Reich, had met at Ploen and conferred late into the night on the immediate future policy that was to be adopted. Himmler had prevailed upon Doenitz to proclaim, as his first act, the removal of Ribbentrop and the appointment of Count Schwerin von Krosigk as Foreign Minister. But the Admiral and his entourage, consisting wholly of Wehrmacht officers, had shown no understanding of Himmler's political moves toward the Western Powers, and consequently the Reichsfuehrer was in the worst possible mood. He was playing with the idea of resigning, and was even talking of suicide.

I tried to rest for half an hour, and then at nine o'clock Himmler called me to join him for breakfast. I reported to him on my conversations with Herr von Post, Dr. Best, and the Count. He was very nervous and distracted, and told me that he was no longer capable of taking action in the matters I had discussed with them. The only thing he had been able to achieve was to secure the removal of Ribbentrop and the appointment of von Krosigk. Himmler wanted to take me to Doenitz right away, so that I could act as von Krosigk's assistant on questions of foreign policy. It would also be an advantage if I could report to the Doenitz government on my efforts regarding Denmark and Norway. If I could persuade them to agree to the peaceful surrender of the two countries, someone else

should be sent to Sweden and I should remain with the

At eleven o'clock that morning we set out to drive to Ploen to see Doenitz. We went by way of Lübeck and, after a difficult journey, arrived at two in the afternoon. There was an air of great excitement among the whole staff, and, after paying my respects to Doenitz, Keitel, and Jodl, I got into touch with yon Krosigk.

In the afternoon I learned that, although von Krosigk agreed with my view on Scandinavia, Doenitz, Keitel, and Jodl were by no means ready to surrender Norway with-

out a fight

I had promised Herr von Post to return immediately to Copenhagen with a decision. To continue waiting at Ploen would only mean a loss of time and might make it impossible for me to accept the Swedish offer. General Oberst Boehme, Reichskommissar Terboven, Generaloberst Lindemann, and Dr. Best had, in the meantime, been called to Ploen to discuss the problem with Doenitz. I therefore decided to tell Herr von Post about the new situation, and Himmler agreed to my returning to Copenhagen for this purpose. In the meantime, he and von Krosigk would continue to press for a peaceful solution.

I left Ploen at three in the morning and arrived at Flensburg at seven. I remained there for three hours, working with Dr. Wirsing on a draft which was to represent my first collaboration with the new Foreign Minister. I suggested that the National Socialist party, the Gestapo, and the SD should be dissolved and that this should be proclaimed over the wireless. Dr. Wirsing completed the draft for me and sent it off, for I could no longer fight off my overwhelming need for sleep.

Dr. Wirsing was to fly to southern Germany the next night, so, in view of Kaltenbrunner's action in removing me from my office, I instructed him to tell my staff to submit outwardly to his authority, but to preserve their professional loyalty toward me. In the evening I left for

Copenhagen

From Padborg, in Denmark, Count Bernadotte's personal Red Cross car was placed at my disposal. This was a great advantage, especially in getting past Wehrmacht control points, and served as excellent camouflage for me. I was cheered and welcomed as a Swede and continually asked for my autograph. I felt rather uncomfortable.

I arrived at Copenhagen at one o'clock on May 3, and my conversation with Herr von Post and Herr Ostroem took place at four. I explained the situation, and told them that Admiral Doenitz had ordered the military and civilian authorities of Denmark and Norway to report to him for a conference. There were good grounds for assuming that, backed by the influence of Count Schwerin von Krosigk and Himmler, my plan for surrender would be agreed upon.

Herr von Post said he was no longer in a position to make any binding agreements. A general capitulation was inevitable within the next few days, and at that moment the surrender of Denmark and Norway was a purely academic question. However, he was still willing to pursue our old plan, and I should immediately forward any offer from the new German government to him. We agreed that I should return as quickly as possible, and I arranged to communicate with him by telephone, using the following code words: "I should be very happy to see the gentlemen again"—which would mean there had been a binding proposal on the part of the Reich government with regard to Norway; the words "—and report to you" added would mean that the proposal would also cover Denmark.

Herr von Post and Herr Ostroem emphasized that they could no longer remain in Copenhagen—the maintenance of secrecy necessitated their departure, for, of course, the negotiations were being conducted in the strictest secrecy. So I returned to Flensburg that night and started for

Ploen early the next morning.

The journey was one of the most difficult and dangerous I have ever undertaken. On the relatively short distance of about fifty-five miles, there were more than twelve strafing attacks on roads which were completely jammed with retreating army columns and immobilized transport. There were long lines of burned-out lorries, corpses covered the roads, and here and there were the ruins of tanks. We had to fight our way through all this, periodically taking cover in ditches and fields from strafing by low-flying aircraft.

When we did arrive at Ploen, the guards informed us that the seat of the government had been transferred to the Marine School at Muerwick, near Flensburg. As my mission would not brook an hour's delay, I had to turn round at once and make my way back through the holocaust from which I had just emerged. However, I managed to arrive at Muerwick at five o'clock in the afternoon, and ten minutes later I was reporting to the Foreign Minister and Himmler.

Again I stressed that, in spite of the continuing deterioration of the situation, a solution in the Scandinavian area, through the help of Sweden, would be of the greatest importance. Then I spoke with von Krosigk alone. He told me that if I would stay with him, he would appoint me his first assistant. On the other hand, he considered it was important for me to go to Stockholm. We agreed that time was of the utmost importance, for a total capitulation could not be far off. The only thing that was holding it up was the fact that in the Bohemian-Moravian area the army groups of Field Marshal Schoerner and Generaloberst Rendulic, consisting of almost a million men supplied with munitions and provisions for seven weeks, were still intact. They were doing a more than adequate job of defending the eastern front.

At about eight o'clock in the evening I reported to Admiral Doenitz. At first he would hear nothing about lifting the occupation of Norway or the internment of German troops in Sweden. Obviously his military advisers had pointed out to him the excellent strategic position of General Boehme's army. Even after I had proved to him the political importance of a peaceful solution, and of the intervention of Sweden, he still demanded to know what immediate gain it would bring to Germany. I explained to him that it was a question of long-term political prospects, apart, of course, from the saving of a large number of German lives. It would ameliorate world opinion toward us, and in the near future it might be of some importance for a defeated Germany to have support from a neutral country like Sweden. In view of Germany's collapse, to continue fighting in Norway and Denmark was not only misguided, it was utterly futile.

At this point the meeting was broken off, and I went to dinner with von Krosigk, Keitel, and Jodl. At the table we continued the discussion. Both Keitel and Jodl wanted me to remain with them, as I had the most experience in matters of foreign policy. However, I pointed out the importance of my mission to Stockholm, and in the end Jodl at least seemed to understand.

Afterward I spoke again to von Krosigk and advised

him to induce Doenitz to follow my suggestions to dissolve the Party, the Gestapo, and the SD as soon as possible. We then discussed in which capacity it would be best for me to go to Stockholm. Von Krosigk offered to make me Ambassador, Special Plenipotentiary, Representative, or whatever I preferred. I suggested that he should appoint me Envoy, for this corresponded accurately to the tasks upon which I was embarking. That night Secretary of State Steengracht and Henke were called over by the Foreign Minister, and together they prepared the documents authorizing my appointment as Envoy. Doenitz signed these the next morning, May 5, and after reporting to Krosigk at ten o'clock, I bade farewell to Himmler and left for Copenhagen.

A few days later Himmler committed suicide.

Arriving at Copenhagen, I went to the Dagmarhus, for I wanted to inform Dr. Best of my mission. While I was waiting for him, a huge crowd gathered in the town square in expectation of the impending surrender of Germany. Shots were fired and police vans and ambulances drove up the crowd growing meanwhile until it must have reached tens of thousands. It was obvious that Dr. Best would not be able to make his way through the tumult. I could not wait as it was imperative for me to get to the Swedish Embassy right away, for apparently they had not received my telephone message from the frontier.

After a long discussion with the SS guard at the Dagmarhus, an opening was made in the barbed-wire barrier, and I was able to drive through in Count Bernadotte's car. Though the driver tried to avoid the crowded streets, we suddenly found ourselves surrounded by thousands of people. They recognized the Count's car and pressed round it until we could move neither forward nor backward. Fortunately I had locked the door from the inside and closed the windows, otherwise they would have pulled and closed the windows, otherwise they would have pulled me out. I ordered the driver to push on, come what may, and slowly we inched our way through the solid mass of human beings. Those immediately next to the car began to cry out as those behind them kept on pushing forward, gesticulating with wild enthusiasm. By now there were about thirty people all over the car, on the running boards, on the roof, on the bonnet, and only the calm and skill of the driver kept it moving. Meanwhile both he and I, in order to placate the wild demonstrators, kept nodding

discuss in detail on the telephone, but he would be back in Stockholm at six o'clock.

I had a meeting with Herr von Post and Count Bernadotte and was advised to get in touch with Doenitz and report to him that General Boehme had not been informed of my authorization. We then drew up a lengthy message to the Admiral, and General Utmann managed to arrange a telephone conversation with him via Oslo, but it was of little use because connections were so bad. We got through a second time, however, and I talked with von Krosigk.

He explained to me that during the previous night Germany had made a declaration of total capitulation, and that negotiations were still in progress. I should be careful, therefore, not to annoy any of General Eisenhower's representatives, who were now also involved in negotiations on the Norwegian question. He suggested that if the Swedish government were still interested in intervening, they should contact the Western Allies at once.

The Swedes, however, now declared that there was nothing to be done, for obviously both the Norwegian and the Danish problems were part of the surrender negotiations as a whole. They would wait to see whether the Western Allies on their part had any intention of asking them to mediate

On May 9 a last telephone conversation with Flensburg made it quite clear to me that any intervention by the Swedish Red Cross with regard to the internment of the German forces in Norway was not desired by the British military authorities.

For the time being my services were no longer required.
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THE SEVENISTER

Walter Schellenberg—an undistinguished law student—joined the Nazi Party at twenty-two. In ten years he rose to become the all-powerful head of the dreaded RSHA Intelligence—the German Secret Service. This book is his story.

Schellenberg tells of the plot to kill Stalin... the wire-tapped brothel frequented by foreign diplomats... the true story of "Operation Cicero"... the private lives of Hitler, Himmler, Goering and Heydrich... the attempte