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1: A Murder in Liineburg

WHEN LIVED TO ITS full extent, a human life is a mansion of many
rooms. That is what Heinrich Himmler had been brought up as a
child to believe. But that was then, and this was now.

To British eyes he cut a wretched figure, clad in an army shirt,
socks, and underpants, and tripping over the grey blanket he clutched
around his waist. Soldiers escorted him without ceremony up the six
rain-soaked cement steps into the patrician house in Liineburg in
northern Germany, and bundled him into the octagonal front room.

It was May 23, 1945. He was still young - only forty-four - but
no fool: he may have sensed that this unseemly room, with its
nineteenth-century red plush furniture, was the last room of all.
Lieutenant-Colonel Michael ‘Spud” Murphy, who was escorting him,
would write that he had brought Himmler over to this house which
he had had ‘prepared for such men as Himmler.

Such men? Underlying the innocence of those few words there was
something more sinister. Winston Churchill had himself drafted a
secret directive for the Allied leaders to sign, proposing a list of fifty
to one hundred Germans of high office, declaring them to be ‘world
outlaws.’ They were to be executed immediately upon mere identifica-
tion. ‘It would seem that the method of trials, conviction and judicial
sentence is quite inappropriate,” he argued, ‘for notorious ringleaders
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such as Hitler, Himmler, Goering, Goebbels, and Ribbentrop.” The
question of their fate was, he said, surely a political one.

Only a few knew of the existence of this secret directive.*

What happened next to Himmler is on the official record, and we
can briefly summarise it from the words of those involved: Stripped
for the second time that evening, naked but for his boots and stock-
ing’d feet, and searched once more for the ubiquitous suicide capsule
which all the guiltier “Nazis” were suspected of carrying, he stood
in the centre of the room, surrounded by a dozen or so burly British
officers and soldiers who offered various excuses to be present.

The British Army medic, Captain C J L Wells - Jimmie’ Wells to
his pals — was ten years older than the former Reichsfiihrer SS. He
began a thorough body-search which needs no description other
than that Wells concluded by asking the prisoner to open his mouth.
Glinting at the back of the teeth, so he wrote, the doctor thought he
saw a capsule with a dot, and he asked the prisoner to step over to
the window so he could get a better look. Himmler’s back would thus
be briefly turned to every other man in that room except the doctor.
The doctor ordered the prisoner to open his mouth again, and tried
to thrust his fingers inside to stop him crushing the glass capsule.

That was it, the final moment. Himmler snapped his jaw shut and
crunched the glass poison phial — wrote Wells; his head fell forward,
and his face turned a deep purple. For several minutes the British
officers tried to resuscitate him - holding him upside down, forcing
his head into a water basin, even (according to Murphy) passing a
needle and thread through his tongue to try to haul it out.

Thus, as said, the official account of Himmler’s death: a suicide.

It has gone down in history, and it is a story, untrue from start to
finish.

* In amemorandum countersigned by President Roosevelt on September 17, 1944
Churchill had urged that after the arrest of top ‘Nazis, the nearest General
Officer should have them ‘shot within six hours without reference to higher
authority, having limited himself to ‘establishing their identity.’ Stalin refused
to agree with this procedure, and at Yalta on February 9, 1945 Churchill again
suggested that such men ‘should be shot as soon as they were caught and their
identity established.
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WE HAVE TWO versions written by Dr Wells, who returned to London
on the day following these events. He wrote the first for the War
Office; the second for his wife Vera, more personal and vivid. Both
accounts omit significant details.

The episode had begun for him with an order from Second
Army to stand by at headquarters — this house in Uelzener Strasse,
Liineburg. Company Sergeant Major Edwin Joseph Austin, a burly
man from Surrey, England, met the doctor there, and teased him
about somebody being brought over from the Civilian Interrogation
Camp No 031 at Barnstedt — the former Marlag Milag Nord. Austin
himself had only just heard who the man was.

‘I was in little mood for guessing games, wrote Wells to Vera. ‘But
as we walked up and down getting colder and colder it was obvious
that Austin was more anxious to tell me the answer than I was to
guess it. At last he confided that we were going to see a prisoner of
war — a very important prisoner of war. Now could I guess? It was
unfortunate for me — and I felt deeply reproached - that I had not
studied more closely the leaders of the German nation: their faces or
their other physical attributes or their moral imperfections. As men
they did not interest me. To me . . . they were all equally evil’

Cold and bored after a while, the two men decided to wait inside
the building, leaving a corporal outside. Wells looked around the
CSM’s office. ‘Everything was spotless, the oilcloth on the floor was
polished to reflect your boots, the table was exactly in the middle of
the room, the blotter was exactly in the middle of the table and the
bare light bulb exactly in the middle of the ceiling. There was no fire,
no curtains, and the straight-backed chairs were placed like soldiers
with a meticulous accuracy round the room.” He sensed an atmos-
phere, he wrote, ‘of justice without mercy.” Told the prisoner would
be Himmler, Wells wondered what function he was to perform.

The two cars bringing Himmler from the Barnstedt camp had
set out at about ten-fifteen p.m., according to Thirty Corps’ war
diary. Himmler had told Captain C Smith, the camp’s chief inter-
rogator, that ‘he wished to speak to an officer on the staff of Field
Marshal Montgomery.’ (He was carrying a letter for Montgomery).
He confirmed his identity to Colonel Mike Osborn, of Tactical HQ,
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British 2nd Army; he had already given it to Selvester, commander
of the camp at Barnstedt. He wished, he said, to surrender - he could
save what was left, to fight against Russia alongside the Allies; and
he had vital information which he would disclose only to Mont-
gomery. Murphy told him that Admiral Hans-Georg von Friedeburg
who signed Germany’s surrender had ‘taken poison’ that day, and he
would not risk that again. (Friedeburg had succeeded Karl Donitz
as navy commander.) Himmler’s face fell: he had known Friedeburg
well, and his ‘suicide’ disturbed him. That was not like the admiral
he knew. He too had expected different treatment, as a defeated
commanding officer who had surrendered. He repeated to Rice that
he had volunteered his real identity to Selvester.

Osborn and Murphy were in the first car with the prisoner, and
majors K Randell and Storm Rice (both from the Operations and
Policy branch) in the second. Murphy sat in the back, covering
Himmler with a revolver. When the driver briefly lost his way,
Himmler interrupted them to offer, “You are on the road to Liineburg.’
If he was concealing anything in his mouth, it did not prevent him
from speaking or munching thick army sandwiches. There were no
gaps in his teeth, as the dental record and casts taken later show.

The cars arrived at ten forty-five. Murphy was the first man out.
They manhandled Himmler into the building. He now had fewer
than thirty minutes to live. Major Norman Whittaker, the unit’s
commanding officer, saw him as ‘a cringing figure, as he recorded
in a personal diary, one ‘who knew the game was up, truculent and
unhelpful. Himmler said that he had planned to lie low until the
British had ‘got over the first flush of victory.” He asked to be brought
to General Dwight D. Eisenhower - perhaps he said Montgomery —
for a face to face interview, he would not talk with mere ‘underlings.’

Attempts to question him produced only a statement about the
menace of communism, and the rift developing between Moscow
and the western Allies. Had he been in Berlin when Hitler killed
himself, he continued, he would have chosen to die with him. MIs
was brought in, before the doctor came; first an MI5 agent, unnamed,
conducted a ‘gentle interrogation’ of Himmler, as the senior intelli-
gence and security officer in 21 Army Group Headquarters recorded
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in a pencil note on the last page of documentation on Himmler’s
arrest. The note stated no less enigmatically that ‘this story’ was agreed
by Neil McDermott, KC, who was GSO1 (Int b) at 21 Army Group;
it is likely that he was referring to MI5 agent Lieutenant-Colonel
Sidney Noakes, Noakes was later also a lawyer, five years younger
than Himmler, and died in 1993. No record of the MI5 interrogations
has been released to the public domain. Noakes’ next of kin retained
numerous keepsakes of these final minutes of Himmler’s life.

Himmler was pushed into the villa’s parlour. A few religious oleo-
graphs hung crooked on the walls. The illusion that he was being
brought to General Sir Miles Dempsey, Field-Marshal Sir Bernard
Montgomery, or Eisenhower, the Supreme Allied Commander, lasted
just a few seconds more. Seeking to identify him beyond question,
the officers told him to sign his name, and he executed for the last
time the famous jagged scrawl, on a sheet of paper. The men studied
it and nodded. The twelve-foot square room had filled with officers.
Randell and Rice waited in the hallway outside. Realising that he
was going nowhere, Himmler took back the sheet of paper, with the
ink still wet, and tore it into forty-eight pieces: that would stop his
captors from writing whatever statement they wanted above it.

Company Sergeant-Major Austin pointed to the couch. “That’s

your bed, he said in German. ‘Get undressed.’ In a BBC interview
the next day, he described: Himmler ‘looked at me, and then looked
at an interpreter and said, “He doesn’t know who I am.” I said, “Yes,
I do. Youre Himm-lah. But still that’s your bed. Get undressed.” He
tried to stare me out. But I stared at him back . . . and eventually he
dropped his eyes, and sat down on the bed and started to take orf his
underpants.’

COLONEL MURPHY WAS NO ORDINARY officer. He had the highest
security clearance; he was one of a small group ‘indoctrinated” in
the Enigma codebreaking secret. He had pushed into the surrender
negotiations in Montgomery’s tent on Liineburg Heath earlier that
month - he is there in the official photos, and in the painting of the
scene by war-artist Terence Cuneo.

Paying no attention to Austin, Colonel Murphy rudely spoke to
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Wells: ‘Are you the doctor? You will examine this prisoner for poison.’

The doctor retorted: T am a doctor, not a detective.” He took an
instant dislike to Murphy. ‘Everything looked new, he wrote to Vera.
‘He looked new, his uniform looked new, his red tabs and the hat
band looked newer still.” Wells hated this whole scenario. It may have
been, he later admitted to his wife, that in the semi-darkness Murphy
could not see that he was an older man, and deserved respect.

Colonel Murphy snapped back: “You will do as you are told.’

Wells followed him into the front room where Himmler was being
ordered to strip naked. “This was too much for me. Now we were
properly on the wrong foot. There he stood shivering, far more from
physical exposure than from fear, though fear too was obviously
present in the mind of this suspicious and superstitious man. One
could feel his mind working: If this was the way the British were
going to treat him - well, what was the good? ... I felt, maybe
wrongly sometimes, that anyone who has held, or is holding, high
office, however rotten he may be, and again more especially when he
is a beaten enemy, should be treated with a reasonable courtesy.’

He had not been informed of the Churchill directive; and the others
had been sworn to abide by the Official Secrets Act.

Dr Wells asked Murphy and the other men to leave the room,
leaving him alone with Himmler and the sergeant-major. He asked
the ‘goofy corporal, as he called him, to leave. In a whispered
exchange, he asked Austin why poison might be suspected. The
sergeant-major replied that only a week earlier (in fact on May 16),
they had brought in SS Obergruppenfiihrer Hans-Adolf Priitzmann,
one of the highest ranking SS men, who had ‘committed suicide,
crushed a poison phial concealed in his mouth. An odd remark,
because it was not strictly true — Priitzmann died in British hands,
but not for two or three more weeks, and not here in Liineburg, and
probably not by suicide.

The doctor examined the former Reichsfithrer SS with some
curiosity. According to Austin, speaking on the BBC next day, ‘He
looked between his toes, all over his body, under his armpits, in his
ears, behind his ears, in his hair, and then he came to his mouth. He
asked Himmler to open his mouth. He did, and he ran his tongue
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around his lips quite easily, but the doctor wasn't satisfied. He asked
him to come nearer to the light. He came nearer to the light and
opened his mouth.

Dr Wells described to his wife that the hands were delicate and
the finger nails trimmed to a point, ‘which in a man I have always
coupled, probably quite wrongly, with sex perversion.” As a qualified
dentist too, he studied the teeth clearly as Company Sergeant-Major
Austin shone a bright light into the mouth (according to him, though
not to Austin himself).

‘They were goodish teeth with a certain number of Gold fillings
and some small round amalgam ones in the fissures of his molars,
the cups of which were rather unduly flattened, I thought.’

What he also saw, he wrote, was a small blue tit-like object sticking
out of the lower sulcus, or groove, inside the left cheek.

“That was something abnormal,” he felt. “That more likely was it

He lunged for the mouth, he wrote, but Himmler forestalled him,
and chomped the capsule.

Rather incoherently Sergeant-Major Austin told the BBC the next
day: “The doctor tried to put two fingers into his mouth to ’ave a,
ave a, uh, good look inside, I, uh, suspected, and Himmler . . . drew
his head away, and, clamping down on the doctor’s fingers, crushed
the phial of poison which he had been carrying in his mouth for
hours. The doctor said, “e’s done it!” and the colonel [Murphy] and I
instinctively jumped to him, the doctor held him by the throat as he
was falling and tried to make him, uh, spit out the poison which he
was swallowing, and the colonel and I held him.’

HEINRICH HIMMLER LAY DYING IN AGONY on the floor. Company-
Sergeant-Major Austin picked up the horn-rimmed glasses and
pocketed them, mouthing one word to the doctor: ‘Souvenir.

From nowhere a dozen or so officers flooded into the room.
Unusually, Whittaker felt it necessary to record in his unit diary
the names of those now present; there is no indication as to why.
Murphy, the young Intelligence colonel, was nowhere to be seen (said
the doctor: which conflicts with Austin’s version); he had retired to
the lavatory, and was throwing up violently. Wells described to Vera:
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‘I went to him and from outside the lavatory door inquired of him.
He replied gruftly that he was all right, which of course was quite
untrue. I hated him - arrogant little pup. If he didn’t let me in, I'd
kick the door down. I returned to the room to be shortly followed by
the colonel, now with a pea-green tinge to his complexion.’

Dr Wells’s actual feelings on the day may have been more detached
than he suggested to his wife. Major Whittaker wrote: ‘Jimmie the
dentist wanted to take out a couple of teeth as souvenirs but I said
“No.” A good thing, as various doctors and dentists came to take
measurements. What a party!” There were scuff marks defacing the
polished floor, suggesting that someone had put up quite a fight.

As Dr Wells moved toward the door, Brigadier Edgar Williams,
215t Army Group chief of Intelligence, arrived. Wells told him that
Himmler was dead. Williams used comforting words: ‘It was a very
good thing, he said, ‘that the country should be saved the expense
of a long legal investigation into the unending crimes of at least one
“Nazi” criminal’ - words which may well convey more to historians
than they did at the time to the country doctor.

Outside the building Dr Wells ran into ‘a little man with the green
beret of the Intelligence Corps.’

They chatted over a whisky and water, and the unnamed ‘little
man’ told him of other occasions on which captured Germans had
‘suddenly fallen down dead.” Suicides, evidently; or perhaps not.

AT SIX A.M. THE NEXT DAY Murphy wired his first and possibly only
report to General Sir Miles Dempsey. It was curiously precise:

WISH TO ADVISE RIECHSFUHRER |[sic] HEINRICH HIMMLER
COMMANDER OF GERMAN SS FORCES COMMITTED SUICIDE BY
POISON AT 23.14 HOURS, 23RD MAY, 1945 WHILST IN CUSTODY.
ALL ATTEMPTS TO RESUSCITATE THE PRISONER FAILED. DECEASED
PERSON MADE NO ADMISSIONS OR STATEMENTS OTHER THAN
TO CONFIRM HIS IDENTITY. MEDICAL REPORT AND WITNESSED
STATEMENT WILL FOLLOW.*

* Now in private hands in Australia.
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At eleven a.m., May 24, Colonel Murphy telexed to Brigadier
Williams at 21st Army Group. ‘Heinrich Himmler committed suicide
at 2323058 [11:05 p.m., May 23] at a house in Liineburg. No possible
doubt of identity. Method used was phial of cyanide of potassium
concealed in mouth. All possible steps taken to prevent this without
success. Details follow.” Williams of course already knew; he had
been there. We note the renewed emphasis on identification.

FOR TWO OR THREE DAYS HIMMLER'S REMAINS lay unmoved on that
bare floor, his face bruised and swollen, half covered with a frayed
British Army blanket, naked except for British Army socks and a
khaki shirt. An ornate chandelier hung above his lifeless eyes. The
red plush furniture had been pushed aside to make more room. At
five p.m. on May 24 Fleet-Street journalists were brought in to view
the remains - the Second Army press camp was just down the road.

Colonel Murphy pulled back the grey army blanket and observed
with finality: “There he is — he’s very dead.” Veteran war correspondent
Selkirk Panton noticed a trickle of congealed blood running down
the neck from the right corner of Himmler’s mouth; it was later
wiped away. The hands were folded across his chest and there were
tortoiseshell spectacles perched on the corpse’s nose — not his own, as
those had been smashed by somebody’s punch. ‘Beside it,” observed
The Manchester Guardian reporter, ‘are a bucket and a cup and some
splashes of water made while British Army doctors laboured for
fifteen minutes to save Himmler’s life’ — splashes which one might
have expected to dry since then.

American and Soviet army representatives followed at six p.m.,
broughtin to view the body, and they were handed ‘the relevant photo-
graphs and reports.” Several photographs, both official and unofficial,
were taken of the body; a movie film was made, and a war-artist
came in to make sketches for a painting: the artist pencilled notes
on the ‘khaki shirt’ in which the naked body had been re-dressed,
the ‘chintz’ lampshade, the small table, and window blind, and the
‘marching boots’ lying next to the body.

FORMAL IDENTIFICATION OF THE BODY WAS, in the circumstances,
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deemed necessary. On the following morning, May 25, the British
Army’s Deputy Director of Medical Services came with his dental
officer and a mortuary assistant and lab technician ‘to take certain
measurements,” as Whittaker recorded. They took fingerprints, they
checked the shape of the body’s ears, finger nails and teeth, and made
plaster casts of his hands and lower jaw, and cut off tufts of the hair as
souvenirs; Major G R Atkins took a death-mask in plaster.

Captain Bond, a pathologist of 74 Brigade, performed a cursory
examination with Major Atkins, his dental officer. It was not a formal
autopsy, and there was no internal examination. The report, now
in private hands, is in Bond’s handwriting; it was captioned ‘Post
Mortem examination to establish identification carried out at 11.00
hours 25.5.45.” It remarked on the bruising, but not the broken nose.

The examination continued throughout the day. A surgeon cut
open the cranium and removed the brain for shipment to England -
the same indignity had been inflicted on Benito Mussolini, Robert
Ley, and other notables, as an unspoken assertion of the absolute
rights of victors over their enemies. Selkirk Panton teletyped to his
London office: “They took dead mans fingerprints. They examined his
body minutely for any special marks. They examined his nails. They
took casts of his teeth. They measured exactly every one of his limbs
etwhole [sic] body. Finally they made death mask thus preserving
for posterity face of archfiend of twentieth century. While this was
going on in Lueneburg British offers were playing cat etmouse [sic]
game with Himmlers two ess ess bodyguards ten miles away at POW
cage at Barnstedt.” Panton reported that the file sent to London in
the plane together with the SS bodyguards Macher and Grothmann
included ‘all the records of conversations with Himmler before he
crushed the glass suicide phial in his mouth.’

If that was so, none has been released to the archives.

COLONEL MURPHY DIRECTED MAJOR WHITTAKER to ‘put the body
under the earth” on the morning of May 26: as few as possible were
to know the actual location. Naked again, the crudely sutured corpse
was wrapped in blankets and camouflage netting, bound at its neck,
waist, and ankles with field-telephone wire, and carried by truck out
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into the Liineburg heath, to be buried at dead of night amongst the
sightless trees by four NCOs, all bound by the Official Secrets Act;
rather as common murderers might try to dispose of their victim.

There was neither a religious ceremony nor flowers nor mourners;
not then and not later. Whittaker determined the map coordinates of
the makeshift grave, noted them on a sheet of paper, and entrusted it
to Col. Murphy at Second Army headquarters.

A year later, on June 22, 1946, Whittaker returned to this desolate
site with a party of officers, satisfied himself that the grave was undis-
turbed, and took more precise measurements on the coordinates. He
and Sergeant-Major Austin, both members of the Intelligence Corps,
were afterwards rewarded with the MBE. Notably, the FSS history is
careful to stress that no members of 45 Field Security Section itself
were present ‘when Himmler killed himself’.

Rotting, blanketed, and lifeless, his remains would cruise the under-
world, trapped beneath that deserted heath. Heinrich Himmler, once
the second most powerful man in Hitler's Germany, had become a
map-reference, a tiny cross-hair on the vasty globe. He was now just
a string of numbers. In any other circumstance, the pedantic, the
meticulous, the punctilious in him would have appreciated that.

THERE WILL BE THOSE WHO SEE no reason to lament Himmler’s
passing. Indeed, few tears were shed for him in Whitehall or Penn-
sylvania Avenue. Guy Liddell of MIs, the nemesis of so many of
Himmler’s espionage agents, recorded in his private diary that the
news had come through that Himmler had committed suicide ‘under
circumstances which are perhaps excusable and even desirable.” The
‘suicide,” he concluded, would save everybody much trouble.

We are however writing his biography, and it has been proper to
re-examine his death with no less caution than the life which had
preceded it. He was a crucial witness to the rise and fall of the
National Socialist Party and a participant in Hitler’s War; he had
created the Waffen-SS, the most formidable fighting elite Europe has
ever seen, and an industrial empire based on forced labour, and he
had administered much of what would after 1970 be féted as “The
Holocaust’. There was every reason why this prisoner’s life should
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have been preserved long enough to bear witness and stand trial; and
yet it seems he was put to death by his captors in one way or another
in that room in Liineberg. It is surprising that there were no discipli-
nary proceedings resulting from the ‘suicide’ of such an important
prisoner, who had voluntarily surrendered, in British hands. (In
the U.S. occupation zone, after Reichsmarschall Hermann Goring
demonstrably took his life by poison, a formal court of inquiry
resulted.)

Let us rewind to the moment when Himmler shambled into that
room, clutching the ill-fitting British army trousers which had been
given him to wear. Did he hear, rising all around him, the celestial
voices of his victims, chanting softly as he entered: ‘Here he comes.
Here he comes’? If he did, he may well have winced and echoed: Here
I come? I can’t take my life — I don’t have the thing with me any more.
They took it off me.

Thatwasjustit. Hehad no poison capsule. Indeed he had not planned
suicide. He had been apprehended by two Russian soldiers, turned
over to the British, and taken to that camp at Barnstedt — perhaps
that selfsame day, perhaps a day or two earlier: the army’s records are
unsure even as to the date. An American army Intelligence officer
learned that Himmler had told the first British interrogators, after he
identified himself, that he wanted to offer to mobilise SS divisions to
help the British fight off a Russian attack on the Second Army which
he believed was imminent.

That does not sound like a suicidal intent.

His captors had taken his clothes and possessions from him - his
little case, a false eye-patch, a tube of Danish shaving cream, his Adler
razor blades, a different pair of eye-glasses, and the rest — and distrib-
uted them as trophies to the men. He had been repeatedly frisked and
searched. From the first moment at Barnstedt they recorded that they
had searched him and found a poison capsule. T handed the phial to
you later on in the evening, reported the chief interrogator Captain
Smith to Major Randell, who had come over post-haste from Second
Army as soon as Smith phoned him. ‘Himmler and the two other
men were kept in the room under constant supervision until you
arrived with Major Rice.” They phoned Second Army to confirm that
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the prisoner was indeed identified as Himmler. Whereupon Colonel
Murphy came over from Second Army headquarters in Liineburg.

Eighteen years later, Captain Thomas Selvester, the commandant
of Camp 031 at Barnstedt, would claim to have found - he did not
say where — a second brass casing, which had caused him to conduct
a closer search of Himmler for a missing phial. Since neither Smith
(1945) nor Murphy (1964) makes any mention of this second casing,
we may perhaps discount it, unless to speculate why Selvester wrote
of it so long after. Besides, until he was escorted to that front room in
Liineburg, Himmler was still expecting to be taken to Montgomery.

Even if he had managed to conceal a second fragile glass phial in his
mouth - not easy, given its size — it would be unlikely to have survived
the ten mile road journey from Barnstedt to the house in Uelzener
Strasse, because he chattered throughout the drive, relates Murphy,
and scoffed British army sandwiches, according to Whittaker.

SO HOW DID HE DIE, if not by his own hand? We do not know for
certain, because the ‘autopsy’ report, perhaps remarkably for such
a document, volunteers no actual cause of death; it does not, for
example, record any glass splinters found in the mouth. The squad of
NCOs held a drunken victory party after their victim’s death. Which
may explain why there is no paper trail in the public archives - no
instructions from London on how to treat this special prisoner, no
questions to be put to him under interrogation - and no directive on
his disposal, dead or alive. The tortoiseshell glasses he was wearing
when he entered the final room were smashed somehow beyond
repair, but still sold at auction in that sorry condition years later.

WHAT IS CLEAR IS THAT THE BRITISH ARMY record of Himmler’s
last minutes alive has been tampered with; the three-page type-
script account in the war diary of Major Whittaker’s unit has been
doctored (see overleaf). The first page relates the arrest of other
prisoners including Priitzmann, who is also said to have died
‘a suicide’ there, or in a Belgian fort; the third page describes the
disposal of Himmler’s remains. The second page has been retyped by
a different person using paper from the same pad, a few lines shorter,
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but using the number 1 throughout, rather than the letter T’. True, a
seasoned researcher will sometimes notice that lengthy documents
are amended, but complete pages are not often retyped.

The version given by the doctor, Dr Wells, is also questionable, and
changed over the years: why would he have asked Himmler to ‘come
over to the window?’ The time of death was 11:14pm - two hours
after sunset; there were no street-lamps, and no light from the stars
or moon. The British war-artist shows the window blinds are drawn.

TWO CLUES REMAIN TO MENTION, sinister and unexplained: the same
war artist noted professionally not just the colour of the curtains
and walls in that room, but details about the dead Himmler’s head:
‘Speckled forehead and neck; bristling eyebrows; broken nose;
shaven, mustache beginning to grow.” The words ‘broken nose, did
the doctors really miss that fact when writing their ‘autopsy’ report?

When was it broken? It must have occurred in the half-hour
between his arrival and demise. The nose would hardly have been
broken after the prisoner was dead; and a blow would have broken
any phial concealed, as the official version claimed, in his mouth.
Further evidence is in the photos taken after death, of the scuffmarks
on the polished floor, and the comparison of Himmler’s living profile
with the mask moulded after death; there are perceptible contusions
on the forehead, and what police forensics now term blunt-force
trauma. Some photographs also show a white enamel bowl next to
the body, with an inch or two of dirty, or perhaps bloody, water.

The second clue is a coffee-table book on Himmler’s Gestapo,
published years later in Britain; there was a copy on the shelves of
Coventry Central Library. The printed caption beneath the final illus-
tration, of Himmler’s corpse lying on the floor, reflects the official
version — he had swallowed a poison phial concealed in his mouth.
The SS chief had ‘committed suicide.’ It is the standard official story.

But in this library’s copy, an unknown hand has written a pained
comment in the margin, in ballpoint pen: ‘No he didn’t. Sergeant-
Major — punched him in the face. I know because I was there.’

The official record of what happened at 31a Uelzener Strasse, Liineburg,

signed by the commanding officer of Second Army Defence Company,

Major Norman Whittaker. Page 2 has been retyped by a different hand.
PUBLIC RECORD OFFICE, WO0171/3969
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LIKE WATER SPLASHES, the relics of Himmler’s life lie splattered
around the globe. His household papers and some diaries are in
Russia, his childhood epistles to his parents are stolen property in
Israel, and his photo albums in Stanford, California - taken illegally
by American Red Cross girls billeted in his lakeside villa in Gmund;
the scores of letters to his mistress ‘Hedwig’ are owned by a soldier’s
son who lived in Chestnut Street, Chicago, where we read them.

Each tells us something about Himmler’s character: The Nordic
runes he used to sign those letters, the way he counted off the early
days of Adolf Hitler’s First Silesian War in his 1939 diary, and then
gave up as the fighting blazed out of control and extended into
infinity, the meticulous way he recorded his weight each morning,
the manner in which he wrote a neat caption for each photo in ink
using a Gothic script that is all but illegible now to his countrymen.

The relics reveal to us his hero-worship of Adolf Hitler, the
Fithrer - Germany’s Saviour, his own Messiah. Yes, his colleagues
were inclined to treat Hitler’s policeman, Heinrich Himmler, rather
like an interesting child - but as a child with both hands on a gun.

His interests were manifold. In early years he set aside time to
immerse himself in archeology, in the occult, and the religions of the
Far East. For Christmas 1938, he sent over to Hitler a book entitled
Death and Immortality in the World View of Indo-Germanic Thinkers.
He hoped it would mark a high point in the festivities, and signed it
personally for his ‘Fiihrer.
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Hoping to escape prosecution himself, his colleague Reich minister
Albert Speer declared loftily after the coming war that he had not
realised what an insignificant person Himmler really was. “Towards
the end I also discovered to my horror that he had abnormal ideas.’
Admittedly, Speer claimed, Himmler had had only five or six meetings
with him during his time as minister (the records tell a different story)
but he had eccentric views - for example, he saw an affinity between
Japanese script and Nordic runes. In May 1938 Himmler despatched
a year-long expedition to Tibet, headed by German zoologist Ernst
Schifer, to explore the story of a primaval Germanic race which had
inhabited that region, and in 1943 charged Schifer to breed a strain
of winter-proof Mongolian horse. He had teams of archeologists
scouring Europe to find proof of Germanic Kultur - a ‘Phantast on
an exceptional scale, was how Speer dismissed the Reichsfiithrer just
a few days after the murder in Liineburg.

As Speer pointed out, Himmler had not belonged to the exalted
circle around Hitler of which he himself was part. ‘It is still a mystery
to me, he testified, ‘how this man could obtain and hold such power.
He will forever remain an enigmatic figure.’

HIMMLER HAD A LIVELY mind. He established farms where exper-
iments could be conducted, for example, on rubber latex extracted
from the kok-sagys plant found in Russia. When one Karl Malchus
came to him in 1937 with plans for extracting Gold from mud which
happened, handily, to come from Munich’s local river, the Isar,
Himmler provided funding from his secret account. Earlier he had
been hoodwinked by a man who told him that he could also make
petrol from water. ‘Himmler, scofted Joseph Goebbels in his diary on
January 27, 1935, ‘has fallen for a Gold and petrol maker, [Heinrich]
Kurschildgen. He tried to defraud me too. I saw through him at once.’
Hitler amused his dinner guests with tales of this trickster.
Disillusioned, Himmler sent the man to a concentration camp. In
August 1944, as Paris fell to the enemy, Himmler was instructing SS
Obergruppentiihrer Carl Oberg to evacuate the inventor of a ‘beams
apparatus, a Strahlgerdt: “This must be done without question.’
Unaware that he was being overheard by hidden microphones, Karl
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Wolft would say of Himmler in mid-May 1945: ‘He pilfered every-
body’s best ideas and plans. He took some of [Alfred] Rosenberg’s
ideas for instance. He picked the best out of everybody’s work. In the
early days he led us with consummate skill, he preached beautiful,
good, and noble ideals. . . for that reason the hearts and mental and
physical strength (and the willingness to fight) of his men belonged
to him. Later on it was all too much trouble for him.” Until almost the
end Himmler enjoyed the immense goodwill of his officers and men.
His war’s-end disappearance and the British story of his ‘suicide’
destroyed that. Dr Karl Brandt, Hitler’s surgeon, admitted that he
had found him to be ‘clever, determined, simple in his tastes and
basically good’; but now that he read in newspapers of Himmler’s
apparent suicide he saw it as a sure sign of a troubled conscience.

HIMMLER'S OLDER AND LESS FAMOUS BROTHER took a more balanced
view: a competent pianist and water-colourist, Gebhard was a
willing talker and made no secret that he was still proud of the
family name. He was visibly still fond of ‘Heini’ when we met him
and his wife Mathilde in the 1970s, and he deprecated him only in a
mild, mocking way — he was “far too much of a coward’ to have acted
without Hitler’s orders, said Gebhard. Heini had often lamented to
him about the ‘policeman’s lot’ not being a happy one; he had to deal
with the underside of society.

Heinrich Himmler’s widow Marga took much the same line when
an American journalist lazily asked if she knew how much the world
hated his name. She nodded, but pointed out that before the war an
equal number had held him in high esteem. ‘Perhaps,” she ventured,
with a cold shrug, ‘it is the destiny of all policemen to have heaped on
them the obloquy of many: and my husband was a policeman.’

AFTER THE NEW WORLD WAR was over, SS-Obergruppenfiihrer
(General) Maximilian von Herff — another of his more cerebral
generals — kept a very private diary, which his family made available
to us. As Himmler’s Waffen-SS began its historic expansion to a
million men, Herff had been co-opted from Erwin Rommel’s army
to run the SS personnel office. Taken into British custody at Miirwick
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on May 9, 1945, shortly after Himmler went to ground, Herft too
expressed feelings of betrayal, exclaiming that ‘by killing himself” -
as the British had claimed — Himmler had ‘deserted” his officers in
their hour of need. Herff too died in unexplained circumstances.

In his diary pages Herft allowed this bitterness full rein: ‘Even in
March the German people still hoped for so much from Himmler -
that he would persuade the Fiihrer to act at the last moment. But
he was a failure, and he ended up being disloyal both to the Fiihrer
and to the Waffen-SS. He had mercilessly demanded the very utmost
from thousands of Waffen-SS men, but in the hour of defeat he did
not place himself between his troops and the enemy. . . From us he
demanded loyalty to the very end. . . With the Lord however you
cannot trifle; and ultimately there is no crime on earth that goes
unpunished.

“The destruction of the Jews was our misfortune. Here real men
should have cried halt. . . The biggest criminal was the Reichsfiihrer;
he is guilty of the worst crime of all time, thanks to his completely
misplaced sense of loyalty. The Party is equally guilty for allowing
this madness to go on. Revenge begets revenge, and bloodshed leads
only to more bloodshed. Now it’s all over for Germany.’

Three days before Himmler’s death, they showed Herft the photos.
‘Now I can understand their hatred for us,” he wrote, retiring to his
room. ‘Criminals and demented hangmen’s tools from the concen-
tration camps have dishonoured the Waffen-SS, and now hundreds
of thousands will have to pay for this.” ‘I feel no personal guilt, he
recorded piously on Whit Monday, May 21: ‘T just did my duty as
chief of personnel for the Waffen-SS.” He added: “What happens now
is the terrible legacy of the Reichsfiihrer, and he is a deserter.’

On the last day of Himmler’s life, the hidden microphones
heard Herff commiserating with Udo von Woyrsch. “We just don’t
understand the Reichsfiihrer,’ they decided. Woyrsch had first met
Himmler fifteen years before, and run the SS in Silesia; his father had
been a royal flunky, a Kammerherr, in Imperial Berlin.

In far-away Liineburg, Himmler was meeting his Maker. Learning
of Himmler’s end, Herff showed no pity: “Thus the Reichsfithrer
does his final disservice, even in death - betrays his Waffen-SS men
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instead of standing up for them. He broke faith with us, while he
demanded absolute loyalty of the SS. How we have been let down!
God avenges all evil” T can’t understand why Himmler committed
suicide, Woyrsch was overheard to say. ‘He could always have main-
tained that the Fiihrer had ordered the strict measures and that
he had pledged himself to complete obedience.” T am still trying,
recorded Herff on May 27, ‘to form a picture of Himmler, and I have
to accept with dismay that I never really knew him. He was always a
stranger to me.’

The British lies about Himmler, and his unseemly end, would
outlast many who believed them. We shall find a different picture
of both Herftf and Himmler emerging from the pages which follow.

BEFORE THE GRIM FINAL ACT in Liineburg, Himmler’s standing
among his countrymen had been high. SS Standartenfiihrer (Colonel)
Hans Lingner, commander of the 17th SS Panzergrenadier Division
‘Gotz von Berlichingen,’ was heard to remark months before the end
in 1945: ‘It is generally said that Himmler is hated by the people. But
that isn’t the case at all” He had heard of a speech Himmler once
made with great applause to armament workers. ‘Afterwards even
the most plain-spoken fellows went up and asked him to shake hands
with them, it really came straight from their hearts. He’d be the right
man for post-war. I believe, too, that he’d be able to make the change-
over. He would be able to see that everything has gone to the devil
anyway, that our first duty now is to maintain the bare existence of
the people. . . But, of course, it’s quite impossible for the Allies to
approve of anything like that. They will undoubtedly cut off their
nose to spite their face.’

The Waffen-SS adored Himmler, while the rival services usually
did not. An army general stated in captivity in 1944: T hate him
like anything,” but admitted that he had met him only once: “The
remarkable thing is that I don’t know anyone who knows Himmler
personally and who is not enthusiastic about him.’

Sentenced to death at Nuremberg, Field-Marshal Wilhelm Keitel,
chief of the German High Command, spoke bitterly of the ‘amoral’
Himmler. ‘He was a selfish man, who knew no inhibitions. He
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advanced across corpses, impelled by his own hunger for power. He
stopped at nothing. He was stupid and vain, devoid of ethical and
moral compunctions.” All the evidence and testimony of the last
RSHA chief, Ernst Kaltenbrunner, recalled Keitel, showed Himmler
to be the spiritus rector behind the lawless and mediseval methods
used. ‘Just look at his speech in Posen’ - in October 1943, about
which we shall hear much more. “The Jews are lice, they have to be
stamped out, squashed, trampled to death.’

AS HIMMLER EMERGED FROM THE DARKNESS surrounding Hitler’s
rise to power, foreign diplomats found they knew little about him.
Was he a moderate, or a political extremist, a man cast in the
mould of a future Maximilien Robespierre, as their embassy in
Berlin suggested? What were his real views on the Jews, his involve-
ment in the notorious ‘Night of Broken Glass’ in November 1938:
Carl Jacob Burckhardt remarked at the League of Nations to Roger
Makins, Britain’s man in Geneva, a few weeks later that Himmler
was ‘disgusted by the anti-Semitic outrages.” Makins learned that
Hitler too was ‘not pleased’ by the Kristallnacht. ‘Himmler’s present
attitude remains uncertain,” wrote Frank Roberts, of the Central
Department at Britain’s Foreign office. ‘It would be useful,” agreed a
colleague, Sir Orme ‘Moley’ Sargent, ‘if we could know more about
Himmler’s character & religion.” Ivone Kirkpatrick obliged: ‘Efforts
have been made to make him come clean, but I think they failed. He
is quiet, mole-like in his activities, ambitious, able, & possessed of
great physical courage. But as he sees few people & is not talkative he
is a dark horse. The Italians think a lot of him & cultivate him.
Himmler’s chief of staff Karl Wolff would say years later that he had
become harder only as the Second World War progressed. He was an
amiable human being who became what he was only as a result of
the war’s rising climate of barbarism and brutality, said Wolff. His
concern for his men was genuine, but carefully calculated. He knew
how to ingratiate by a display of compassion and understanding.
His differences with Richard Walther Darré, the ideologue (‘Blood
and Soil’) and minister of agriculture were well known, so it was easy
for Reichsfithrer Himmler to clap Darré’s disgruntled state-secretary
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Herbert Backe on the shoulder and show him sympathy. He invited
him to his villa in Bavaria at the beginning of September 1936, and
spent hours lecturing Backe, four years his senior, on the need for
Party unity. Here is Backe’s account, written to his wife Ursula:
‘Again and again I am struck by the Reichsfiithrer’s comradely spirit
and the way he elevates everything from the personal to the grand
level. He does not minimise or evade an issue, he identifies the real
root of the matter, and demands that we heed that. I had to go out
shooting alone on the first day and I bagged a deer. In the evening
we had a chin-wag over a friendly game of cards. He asked about my
differences with D. [Darré] only the next day and said I could speak
my mind freely. I told him that I had no personal ambitions or axe to
grind . . . that I would die before seeing everything I had fought for as
a National Socialist sacrificed.” Backe too ‘committed suicide’.

Backe named names but Himmler gave the impression of knowing
much of this already, and he warned against one man, Moritz, ‘who
he believes is a Jew.” Himmler adopted what was to become a familiar
ploy. He invited Backe to come to him directly with all such worries
in future. “The RF interrupted me to insist that after my Kur [health
cure] down here I should take fourteen days’ convalescent leave,
as he had once had a bad experience with [Kurt] Daluege [chief of
Germany’s Ordnungspolizei, the regular police] because he returned
to work immediately after a Kur. He [Himmler] demanded that I set
aside all the unimportant jobs to stay fit. Finally he asked whether I
could pay for the Kur myself, otherwise he would take care of that.
I said I had the means and I'd even declined the 500 mark bonus
offered by the Fiihrer.’

Himmler’s warmth and solicitude were not lost on Herbert Backe.
With evident acerbity he pointed out to his wife, ‘When did it ever
occur to D. [Darré] to ask if I could manage, and whether he could
help me? . .. A leader must take care of his juniors. That’s the differ-
ence.” “The RF told me he would see to it that the other subordinates
come here after my Kur is completed, and that we thrash everything
out in detail. I agreed.” “Was I right?’ he asked his wife. ‘When I drove
over there I was determined not to adopt half-measures - no sham
reconciliation. Now I have done just that, influenced by what the
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Reichsfiihrer said about the need for unity.’

AS A cHILD Heinrich Himmler had been frail and studious. As
a man now he stalked up and down when thinking, his hands
clasped behind his back, his right shoulder slightly ahead. His face
looked innocent; he was permanently bespectacled - not the heavy
tortoiseshell glasses that are seen perched on his face in death, but
thin metal-rimmed glasses, even a pince-nez. The eyes behind them
seemed small and close together, giving him a rodent look. His
upper lip in young manhood was adorned with a wispy toothbrush
moustache, for which we shall later learn there was a purpose.

His face was every caricaturist’s nightmare - it was fleshy, feature-
less. ‘He had a pale, round, expressionless face, almost Mongolian,
and a completely inoffensive air, said Ernst ‘Putzi’ Hanfstaengl,
one of Hitler’s earliest associates, after meeting Himmler. Himmler
hoped to generate an easy-going, Bavarian-gemiitlich, appearance.
One writer believed that when Himmler spoke, his eyes searched
the other’s face and fixed him with a penetrating gleam; but another
wrote with equal force, ‘His eyes are colourless, his gaze is sleepy, and
he does not look people in the eye.’

In plain clothes, he was outwardly unassuming, wore a soft felt
hat, was of average height, and his adiposity was becoming mildly
troublesome. In private he spoke with a Bavarian dialect. He called
his staff his Kinder, his children. Paratroop general Hermann-Bern-
hard Ramcke, who saw him in the tea room at Hitler’s East Prussian
headquarters, at the end of 1942, recalled: ‘He came over to me . ..
and he appeared quite different [from what I had expected], a very
mediocre, harmless little man. Unlike the other brasshats (for
example Hermann Goring or Field-Marshal Erhard Milch of the
Luftwafte, Albert Speer, or the army’s Colonel-General Friedrich
Fromm, or even SS boulevardiers like Otto Skorzeny), he was never
seen at gourmet restaurants like the leather-walled Horcher’s in
Berlin. General Fritz Baron von Broich, commander of the 1oth
Panzer Division, told a fellow prisoner soon after his capture in 1943
that Reinhard Heydrich had the better brain, while the Reichsfiihrer
seemed more ‘insignificant.” T once sat next to him at the Olympic
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Games in Garmisch - a long time ago. He sat with us after dinner.’
There was little he could add to that, other than to say: ‘He has always
adroitly kept in the background.’

There was one aspect on which all the sources agree. Himmler
acquired no personal wealth. Even army officers admitted that he was
incorruptible, and stood out from others in that respect. ‘He is the
only man about whom you don’t hear anything bad,” Major-General
Bock von Wiilfingen was heard admitting, to nods of approval from
his fellow generals late in 1944. ‘He has neither lived in luxury, nor
in great style” Himmler regarded financial wrong-doers as the worst,
and punished them ‘mercilessly’ (as his bodyguard Josef Kiermaier
put it). ‘Money spoils the character, he was heard to scoff. It was a
paradox that Himmler, whose OPERATION REINHARDT from 1942 to
1943 would involve robbery on an unparalleled scale, should display
anger at the petty thieving of others.

HE NEVER RECOGNISED THE DUAL STANDARDS. There existed a secret
fund, to which certain captains of industry who called themselves
his Circle of Friends, contributed. It was managed by SS Brigade-
fithrer Fritz Kranefuss; Kranefuss had learned accountancy in a
Jewish banking house in Hanover and put his expertise to good use.
In return - thanks to his friendship with Oswald Pohl, Himmler’s
economics guru, and with Karl Wolff too — Kranefuss benefited from
Himmler’s cover for his own financial dealings. Otto Ohlendorf,
head of Himmler’s powerful domestic Intelligence Division, Amt
I11, described Kranefuss as ‘an evil character, and the Circle’s main
activity as being ‘to dine with Himmler once a month and contribute
money to Party funds.’

Such opacity is not unusual with lodges, secret services, or the major
political parties in the democracies. The Circle was akin to political
action committees in the U.S.A. It did not escape the industrialists
that Ohlendorf spent much effort investigating their structures and
stripping off their camouflage: so Heinrich Biitefisch of I.G. Farben,
the chemical combine, was careful to contribute, as did the young
Cologne banker, Baron Kurt von Schroder. It was to this Circle, and
to Wolft, that Himmler took his financial needs - to buy books, or
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support the Allach porcellain factory, or fund his Ahnenerbe foun-
dation. Wolft drew sixty percent of the annual total of two million
Reichsmarks from the Circle, and the rest from Martin Bormann’s
funds or the Adolf Hitler Fund, which came in turn from postage
stamp royalties and the sales of Mein Kampf. The larger donations
came from Friedrich Flick, Otto Steinbrinck, and the rest.

After his appointment as minister of the interior in August 1943,
a number of these men sent to Himmler a cheque for over a million
marks for the fund ‘at your disposal, for special purposes.” They
included merchant bankers, and the bosses of Siemens, I.G. Farben,
and steelworks and coalmines. The chief of Himmler's Amt VI
division, foreign Intelligence, Walter Schellenberg, admitted that
he never fathomed the real reason for the Circle, except that these
business men ‘were not moved by conviction but by pure calcula-
tion’ — a short-cut to Himmler and a measure of immunity from
police action. There was an element of Danegeld. The signatories
hoped for immunity from prosecution, or at least a sympathetic
hearing if they fell foul of the law. Kranefuss destroyed all the Circle’s
files at the end and took his own life to preserve their confidentiality.

Himmler had bought a small lakeside villa at Gmund after the
National Socialists came to power, on the shores of the Tegernsee
lake in Bavaria; it cost around 65,000 Reichsmarks, not an impos-
sibly large sum, but his income was only modest and it took him six
years to clear the debt. Visiting him in 1938, his Ordonnanzoffizier
Diether Lonholdt found the villa set some way back from the road,
on the southern exit from Gmund; it was a two-storey building, with
Himmler’s office on the ground floor. Josef Kiermaier, the police
bodyguard who joined his staff in June 1934, often saw him there -
usually in the summer or at Christmas. ‘Staying down at Gmund
the Reichsfiihrer lived with his wife and daughter, whom he adored,
recalled Kiermaier. The Himmlers were popular with their neigh-
bours: ‘His modesty and simplicity in dealing with the locals helped
him gain their respect.’

Mathilde Himmler, the wife of Heini’s older brother Gebhard,
described to us how after 1945 she was assigned to the home of Lieu-
tenant-General Walter Warlimont at Tegernsee: hoping to curry
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favour with the enemy, Frau Warlimont succeeded in ousting this
Himmler woman; when Frau Warlimont was herself dispossessed
soon after, she found every face in Tegernsee turned against her.
These are the details that do not always make it into biographies.

WITH MANY MONTHS of the brutal world war still left to run, the
German officers who had hung around outside the 1944 Bomb Plot
against Hitler wondered what Himmler would have done with them:
‘He will bump off all those from our military circles whom he has left
alone up till now, said Rear-Admiral Hans-Udo von Tresckow (who
had been Naval Commandant, Seine-Somme).

‘Not according to those who know him, Major-General Carl
Wahle corrected him; and the now suitably ‘anti-Nazi’ Lieutenant-
General Seyffardt recalled that his friend, the wealthy industrialist
Alfred Ludwig, had one evening told Himmler to his face that he was
a ‘black arsehole’ (referring to the colour of the SS uniform); but the
Reichsfithrer had merely laughed. ‘Ludwig’s wife said he was a very
charming, pleasant person, and it was not true to say that he was a
murderer. The Fiihrer’s headquarters swears by Himmler, too.’

‘I consider him entirely above board, continued General Wiilfingen.
T think he is quite straight.” Major-General Wahle was inclined to
give the Reichsfiihrer the benefit of the doubt: ‘His reason for being
so ruthless is roughly this: he says that if one did not permit him
[Himmler] to carry out his business it would be like not allowing
a judge to sentence a man who had committed murder for robbery.
That’s roughly what he said.” (The microphones could not pick up
every word, but the sense seems plain enough.)

Admiral Tresckow pointed out that it was the lack of checks and
balances on Himmler’s power that made him such a danger, and it is
hard to argue with that view.

HIMMLER EXPECTED the utmost physical fitness of his men, but he
also demanded the same of himself, although twenty years of desk
work had not prospered his muscle-tone or figure. He did not tolerate
the long-winded and verbose. Some said he was no orator, but we beg
to disagree. He wrote brief notes, and spoke otherwise ex tempore.
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There was something of the Puritan in him. His meals were fast,
wolfed down in ten minutes to leave more time for talk and work.
His only luxury was one or two cups of real coffee and a cigar or two,
particularly when he had guests, but he never smoked before midday.
He would smoke a second cigar with the afternoon coffee, and a third
after dinner, but limited himself pedantically to three. With his obse-
quious and customary politeness Adolf Eichmann would later tell an
interrogator: ‘A small illustration which Herr Hauptmann [Captain
Lees, the Israeli interrogator] might consider so unimportant as to be
hardly worth mentioning - when someone was sent for by Himmler
and happened to be a smoker, he would first go to the toilet in the
special train to use the pummy-stone and lemon always available
there. If there were the smallest traces of yellow nicotine stains on
ones nails, Himmler would notice and might well take ones hand,
stare at the stains and say “three months smoking ban” or maybe
“six months’ smoking ban” and that was an order, and that was that.’

His guests might drink one or two glasses of wine or beer, but
if they helped themselves to a third it was noted - alcoholism was
one particular béte-noire. He was never seen drunk, until the last
weeks of military disaster, and he never drank alcohol before noon.
To Robert Ley, powerful head of the German Labour Front, the
organised labour movement, he offered brotherly assistance. ‘Dr Ley
drank to excess after Godesberg,’ recalled an army captain, referring
to the 1938 high-level Anglo-German conference. “That was when he
starting putting the drinks away. Himmler always had a couple of SS
gents there in plain clothes who’d come in on the dot of eleven and
sidle over to Ley’s table. “It’s that time, Herr Doktor,” they’d say, and
Ley would get up and go up to his room without a murmur.’

Very early on in the Party’s rule Himmler started locking up for
their own good those who drank too heavily. One was Toni Lehner, of
Munich, who had once been close to Hitler - his high Party pedigree
was evidenced by a membership number in the low twenties. As
a cure for alcoholism Hitler had ordered him committed to the
concentration camp at Dachau. “The punishment was not ordered by
the Fithrer to hurt you,” Himmler wrote him on May 18, 1937, ‘but to
retrieve you from a path to ruin.’ The man soon fell oft the wagon, and
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Himmler consigned him to the more fearsome camps at Oranien-
burg and at Buchenwald. ‘And he always got on Himmler’s nerves,
recalled a fellow prisoner. [At Buchenwald] he was immediately
made controller. He and [Artur] Rodl were like true comrades. . . He
ran around with his rifle all day long, but he only went for the Jews,
he didn’t do anything to us Germans. He was always drunk, he was
with Rddl, and the two of them sat boozing in the camp.’

IN PEACETIME BERLIN, HIMMLER'S ROUTINE had hardened. He was
at his desk at ten, and his adjutant began showing in visitors - a late
visitor would find his appointment cancelled — not just postponed.
At two p.m. he and his circle ate in the canteen, a simple repast after
which he worked on until eight p.m.; after supper he carried on
until one or two in the morning. He recorded his punishing routine
remorselessly in his diary, and once even repeated it to his mistress.
‘He’s a glutton for work,” grumbled an army major, ‘and expects the
same from others. They don’t have any private life.” Asked where
Himmler lived, the major revealed: ‘In Berlin, only he’s always
rushing around elsewhere, he is totally driven, he works almost more
than the Fithrer.” (The awed almost is to be remarked upon.)

The major recounted with a grim laugh how he had one very good
friend, an Obersturmfiihrer, who was the second or third Ordonnanz-
offizier on Himmler’s staff (‘who’s now also been Kkilled in action’); he
called on him once when the Reichsfiihrer was nearby, and revealed
that he had had a marvellous apartment in Berlin, with a gramophone
and all the latest gadgets to relax, for nine months now and hadn’t yet
had time to play a single record. ‘As Ordonnanzoffizier he was at work
writing until about four o’clock in the morning, and at six he had to
be up again, because old Heinrich was already back at his desk with
the bit between his teeth and hanging around for him. His nerves
were totally in shreds. The Old Man demanded everything. If an SS
officer did more than fifty miles an hour on the road - that was the
top speed laid down by him - he was sent to a concentration camp.’

On May 28, 1941, an SS Standartenfiihrer excused a ticket by
pleading that a colonel told him to step on the gas. ‘I expect you
in future, replied Himmler, ‘to adhere remorselessly to the speed
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laid down by the Fiithrer.” ‘In private, reflected a lieutenant-colonel
captured in 1944, ‘Himmler is the pleasantest of the lot, and the only
one who doesn’t put anything in his own pocket. Whereas the head
of the SA [Viktor Lutze], was quite a poor devil in his time - at first
he had a medium-sized villa at [Berlin-]Dahlem, and then suddenly
he had a large villa. Lutze had a [fatal] car accident on his way back
from a black-market food-scrounging expedition. His daughter was
driving, as far as I know, and they were very drunk. Then they had
a smash ... on the arterial road between Wannsee and Zehlendorf’

SS Oberfiihrer Kurt Meyer said in 1944 that if any Party leader
got a speeding ticket it was reported directly to the Reichsfithrer on
principle. ‘Himmler himself deals with every road accident, every
shooting affray, every case of drunkenness, every affair to do with
women.’ ‘One thingis certain,” Meyer was heard remarking to General
Curt Eberding. “That man really works from morning till night. The
last time I met him was in March [1944], after he had inspected my
Division. Himmler worked until four that morning; the following
morning he spoke to a Regiment, and in the afternoon he lectured
the officer corps of all the garrisons in the neighbourhood; he left in
the evening in order to reach Cologne while it was still dark.’

That kind of thing could only impress. Replied Eberding: ‘Many an
army general stood about all day doing nothing at all’

‘Foreign countries,” said Meyer, with a trace of pride in his voice,
‘have realised that Himmler is top dog in the Reich. Goring is
just a child.” Kurt Meyer is now seen as one of the finest division
commanders that Germany produced; when he died in 1961 fifteen
thousand people attended his funeral in Hagen.

BARELY NOTICED AMONGST HIS MAJOR SINS, Himmler had a minor
flaw. He displayed not even a passing interest in the arts. Risking
disfavour at the highest level, he made no secret of his view that two
hours could be spent more profitably than in the concert hall or
theatre. This did not escape Hitler’s notice, and in 1945 he dismissed
Himmler’s ambitions with one crushing remark: He is totally
unmusikalisch — unmusical (or perhaps, ‘tone-deaf’). Albert Speer
shared this judgment, saying, ‘He was unable to appreciate art.’
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As a full-grown man, Himmler did have some friends - they came
to visit, went hunting with him, or succumbed to his passion for
fishing. His family albums have pictures of punting parties on their
locallake — Himmler clad in felt hat and Lederhosen; Himmler seated
on a flower-decked meadow at a picnic surrounded by family and
friends, days before the ruinous attack on the Soviet Union. Shown
the caricatures appearing in enemy propaganda, of Himmler the
hangman, he just chuckled. He was never bad-tempered or irascible;
on the contrary, snapshots invariably show him laughing or with a
rollicking, jovial grin spreading across his face.

In fact he was not devoid of a certain grim sense of humour. At
the end of November 1940, he joined a shooting Party in the Sude-
tenland, including Alexis Aminoff of the Swedish foreign ministry.
On the first day, as they set out from Berlin in the customary large
limousines, he stressed to Aminoff, seated next to him, the common
Nordic bonds linking Germans and Swedes, and the many successful
intermarriages including that of Goring for example. Unaware of
Himmler’s identity, Aminoff countered that the Swedish press was
free, and not in the grip of a secret police, whereupon Himmler
identified himself with that jovial grin. The Swede weaseled his way
out — he found this hard to believe, surely the real Himmler was
always attended by a large bodyguard? ‘Inside Germany, the Reichs-
tithrer assured him, ‘T have no need of any bodyguard.’

The Party proceeded to wreak due slaughter on some three hundred
cock pheasants on an estate formerly belonging to Archduke
Frederick of Austria, and then at a shoot near Magdeburg, where one
hundred boar(s) and sixty deer were no less sportingly put to death.

BY THE TIME war broke out in 1939, Himmler’s family life would have
shrivelled to a shell; he remained close to his daughter Gudrun, but
the relationship with his wife had cooled. Since 1938 at least, he had
been exchanging letters regularly with a young woman about whom
we shall learn more. This was the more noticeable because he had
seemed to be the archetypal family man. Laying down rules in 1934,
he had decreed that while the SS reservist would normally do duty
two days a week, ‘married reservists of that age-group are to be left
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with Saturdays and Sundays free to look after their families.’

The impression which the wartime German people had of him was
of a hardworking officer, a man of simplicity and honesty. A trained
sharpshooter stated that Himmler was ‘particularly interested in
this form of warfare, namely sniping, and had drawn up a scale of
rewards based on the body-count: 100 cigarettes for ten, twenty days’
leave for twenty, the Iron Cross First Class and a wrist watch for fifty;
an inscribed hunting gun for one hundred; and an invitation to his
private game reserve for 150. ‘Last year at Rastenburg, described the
same officer, ‘he went to one Company’s Christmas Party and he
gave them books and watches.” Neither he nor his listeners bothered
much about where the watches came from.

YES, THE MAN CALLED the most prolific murderer in history was
also a kindly man in his way. On most Christmas Eves when he was
in Bavaria, he would call at three p.m. on Thilde, their family’s old
retainer, in Sendling on the outskirts of Munich. Until the very end
he kept that up, because for twenty-one years she had brought up the
three Himmler boys and counted as family. He took her a hamper
which he had packed with cakes, pastries, coffee, chocolate, wine,
and sausage, and tucked an envelope with cash inside. He would
spend an hour upstairs reminiscing about earlier times, and came
down contented after wallowing in childhood memories again.

His chief of staff Karl Wolff would say: ‘Himmler had two faces. He
could be a kindly paterfamilias, a perfect boss, and a real comrade;
but at the same time a man possessed, an eccentric dreamer, and
helpless in the hands of Hitler, to whom he was bound increasingly
by the ties of love and hatred.’
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Why do people write diaries? The best diaries are those compiled
sporadically, like those of Walther Hewel or Anthony Eden and only
when events occur; but time is usually ata premium at such moments —
diary entries shrink just when they become most important.

Small boys in Germany, it might be added, do not usually keep
diaries; they leave that to girls, who confide their secrets to such
books, often secured by a tiny padlock for confidentiality. Heinrich
Himmler’s diaries are those of a lonely soul, writing compulsively,
almost as a personal discipline, with the mechanical regularity of a
clock’s escapement: tick, tock. They are not substantial, like those of
the later minister of propaganda Dr Joseph Goebbels; and yet they
are worth considering for occasional foretastes of what we may call
Himmler’s life and crimes.

Much depends on how such diaries are written. Almost worthless
are those that are written years after the event, in absentia, or by
sisters for their brothers - like the ‘diaries’ published by Himmler’s
masseur Felix Kersten, which have led so many biographers astray.
A typewritten diary may be revealing - for instance that of Guy
Liddell, wartime head of a section of MIs. Perhaps the least revealing
are those dictated to others: William Lyon Mackenzie King and
Henry Stimson spoke into primitive Dictaphones, with some minion
transcribing each day’s entries. Goebbels too dictated, to a human
stenographer; before that, he had been able to write intimate details
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in his diaries because they were handwritten, but after July 1941 he
dictated them to a flunky, Richard Otte, and the intimacy is lost.

AT HIS FATHER'S COMMAND Heinrich Himmler had started writing a
diary as a nine-year old child and, when the time came, he impressed
the discipline on his little girl. At thirteen he began again, numbering
the 1914 diary portentously with a figure 1’ on its front cover; and
he continued serial-numbering from that point on. The entries are
unimaginative, and reflect no personal opinions, only those of his
elders and betters. He filled this notebook for just over a year; for the
following years with gaps until August 1, 1919. Number 4’ lasts until
February 2, 1920; as an indication of approaching maturity it has
five tiny snapshots tucked into the back as mementoes, of a girl with
flaxen hair arranging flowers in a vase, together with a loose ticket to
an ice rink and one for a theatre-seat. The other four early notebooks
that survive are from the years 1922 and 1924.

Like most Bavarians, he learned Gabelsberger shorthand at school,
and from 1916 stenographic ‘outlines’ sprinkle some of the pages. The
early diaries have been well mined by Werner Angress and Bradley
F. Smith, and Smith later based a book on them, Heinrich Himmler:
A ‘Nazi’ in the Making, 1900-1926 (Stanford, 1971). We imply no
reflection on his scholarship — but we returned to the original diaries
and deciphered the script again, and we have occasionally sliced the
cake differently. Himmler kept up the habit until the end of his life
(the last agenda we have found in the USA is for 1944). Others claim
to have found more in Russia.

THE EARLY DIARIES OF HIMMLER'S CHILDHOOD are characterised by
obsessive detail, from the time he rose to the time he took a bath,
and even entries like ‘wrote up diary.’ Later, he began entering his
weight each morning, and in the war years he mechanically notes
each mode of transport as a scribbled icon: a car, a plane, a train.
Sometimes, though rarely, the future Reichsfithrer SS had time to
write more expansively.

In August 1939 he dictated a whole page for his secretary Hedwig,
perhaps to impress her: it records a late-night war conversation with
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Adolf Hitler, who had become the captain of his soul, and would be
the final architect of his fate.

WHEN THE END CAME Himmler was in northern Germany. He was
taken to that house in Liineburg and murdered, and his personal
papers and some diaries were still in Gmund, where they were
looted. (Under the Hague Rules on Land Warfare diaries, as personal
property, cannot legally be seized.) His official papers had gone south,
and most were found in a salt mine at Hallein. Dr Goebbels had
ordered his own diaries photographed for posterity on glass plates
(which we first had the privilege of unsealing in Moscow archives
nearly fifty years later). Himmler’s looted diaries began meanwhile to
surface. In 1945 a G.I. obtained six of them ‘from the housekeeper’
she told him the others had been destroyed by fire. A senior officer
sold them to the Hoover Institution in California in 1957. Several
reached the U.S. Document Center in Berlin, including one in which
Himmler began recording vacations over the next three or four years,
as did several of his journals of the 1930s and 1940s. Others stayed in
private hands. In the 1990s we borrowed his 1935 diary from a private
collector in Florida. A young Texan autograph hunter acquired the
1939 diary. We turned over copies of both to the ungrateful German
Federal Archives.

Himmler’s missing 1940 diary appeared on the auction block in
Munich in 2006; we were languishing that year in a Vienna prison
cell, convicted of ‘reviving the Nazi Party’ through views expressed
sixteen years earlier. The original is now deposited under glass, like
a rare poisonous beetle, in the museum of a medizval castle called
Wewelsburg, of which we shall eventually hear more. We know
that Professor Michael Wildt worked on Himmler’s 1937 diary in
Moscow, and we obtained copies of the 1941 and 1942 diaries from
the NA and the same archives.

There is one other trove to be mentioned: the papers of Himmler’s
wife and daughter. Years ago, an Englishman won them at an auction
in New York. Chaim Rosenthal, a crooked cultural attaché at the
Israeli consulate, offered to the naive Englishman to convey these
to the U.K., but hastened back to Tel Aviv instead. He donated them
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to Tel Aviv university. Upon realising that they were twice-stolen
property, the Israeli university quiet properly returned them, though
to Rosenthal and not their rightful owner.

NOT EVERY CHILD IS BLESSED TO HAVE a school headmaster as a
father, although Heinrich Himmler may not have considered it good
fortune at the time. Heinrich had been born into such a teacher’s
family in Munich, just two hundred and eighty days into the Twentieth
Century upon which he was to leave such an indelible mark; some
of his ill-starred contemporaries including Hans Frank and Martin
Bormann were also born in 1900. Prim, authoritarian, and pious,
Oberstudiendirektor Joseph Gebhard Himmler was thirty-five, and
a teacher of languages at one of Munich’s more distinguished seats
of Classical learning, the Ludwig Gymnasium. (A Gymnasium is not
unlike an English grammar school.) It was from his father that Heini
imbibed the urge to better those around him, but also probably the
instinct to purify and cleanse, and the need to tidy and regulate.
Their ancestral line stretched back over the centuries, its nodes and
gridlines populated by a motley cast of businessmen, gendarmes, and
schoolmasters. Heini’s own experts would trace them back to before
Charlemagne. One of Heini’s female ancestors named Passanquay
had been burned at the stake as a witch. Reinhard Heydrich would
derive satisfaction from informing him in May 1939 of another
unfortunate, Margareth Himbler, of Markelsheim, burned as a witch
on Apr 4, 1629 — and one senses all the relish of somebody, possibly
with a defective weave of his own, effectively informing an Imperial
Wizard that a stroke of tarbrush had been detected in his family.

HEINRICH HIMMLER WOULD BECOME BEWITCHED with his own
ancestry. The line went back demonstrably to Georg Himmler,
family butcher in Burgbernheim, who had died there in 1722 aged
over seventy. The male line had undulated over the generations, from
humble and obscure origins to Michael Sigmund Himmler who had
died in Ansbach in 1845 as a guards-officer to the local margrave,
and then to Heini’s paternal grandfather Johann Himmler, a police
brigadier who had accompanied the mentally troubled King Otto
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of Bavaria to Greece, and died in Lindau im Bodensee in October
1872, and finally his own father, the professor, born in Lindau in
1865. The Himmler family tree, when printed in all its calligraphic
splendour, sprawled across a parchment roll some twenty feet wide,
and genealogists continued to work on it until the end.

His father had married Anna Maria Auguste Heyder in 1897. He
had been teaching Classics at the Royal Wilhelm Gymnasium since
1894 and would become headmaster at the respected Wittelsbach
school in the heart of Munich. He was tutor to young Prince Heinrich
himself. A studio photograph taken in 1906 of the family and their
nanny sees him as a bewhiskered gentleman of conservative outlook
and solid financial circumstances, showing a manly three-quarter
profile; Heini and his older brother Gebhard are wearing sailor suits,
and the baby ‘Ernstl’ is sitting on the nanny’s lap.

Having retired at sixty-five with the venerable rank of Geheimrat,
or privy counsellor, the professor would die on October 29, 1936,
before Heini’s fame had turned to infamy. His wife, Frau Geheimrat
Anna, was remembered as a gentle little woman, a churchgoer. ‘She
could not have hurt a fly, said one who knew her. They had been
living on the second floor of No. 6, Hildegard Strasse, when she
produced Heini, their second boy, on October 7, 1900. He weighed 37
kilos, about eight pounds, and they named him Heinrich Luitpold
Himmler, in honour of Prince Heinrich himself. The proud father
wrote to the royal prince expressing the hope that he would come for
a glass of champagne to celebrate the new tiny infant, ‘on the second
day of his sojourn on this earth, weight seven Pfund and 200 grams.’

Prince Heinrich consented to become godfather. His father wrote
in careful copperplate handwriting: ‘My very dear Prince Heinrich!
After discussing this with the pastor of St Anna’s permit us with
humble duty to inform you that the pastor will be conducting the
baptism of our little Heinrich on Saturday January 12 at one p.m.’ He
thanked the prince most humbly, yet again, for having promised the
honour and privilege of attending in person and begged to remain,
‘in joyous anticipation of this exalted day, my very dear Prince, your
grateful servant and subject, Gebhard Himmler,” to which he added
the requisite salutation when writing to royalty: ‘Permit us also to
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prostrate ourselves at the feet of His Royal Majesty.’ In those days,
invitations did not lack a certain formality, one might say.

A few months later, in March 1901, they moved to a new apartment
above a pharmacy in Liebig Strasse, in a genteel area of Munich.

A tall carved statue of Christ stood in the entrance hall - an
heirloom left to their mother, and the boys crossed themselves each
time before it, just as their parents did. Heini set up an Ahnen-Zimmer,
an ancestral shrine, where he spent hours studying his ancestors.

‘LITTLE HEINRICH ENTERED THE SCHOOL just around the corner, the
Wilhelm Gymnasium, founded in 1559. The school’s Neo-Renais-
sance building of red sandstone still stands at Thiersch Strasse on
the corner of Munich’s main thoroughfare, Maximilian Strasse.

He treated his parents equally with touching kindness until the
end of their lives. Aged nine, he entered in that diary on July 22,
1910: ‘Took a bath. The thirteenth wedding anniversary of my dear
parents.” His father, ranked now a Geheimer Studienrat, had moved
back to Munich after a two-year stint from 1902 to 1903 at a school in
Passau, and for the next decade they lived at No. 86, Amalien Strasse,
a four-storeyed apartment block in Munich. Here Heini stayed until
he was nearly thirteen. The photos show him already wearing the
round eye-glasses which were to become iconic later in his life.

He made many friends at the Gymmnasium. One was Wolfgang
Hallgarten, three months his junior and son of a New York Jew (but
raised as a Lutheran). Heini occasionally visited their home; the boys’
governess Luise Essert discovered his passion for hot chocolate. It was
a wealthy, enlightened household. Thomas Mann and Bruno Walter
the conductor were among other guests, and the young physicist
Werner Heisenberg played his cello within its walls. “‘We knew him
from 1910 to 1913, wrote Hallgarten of Heinrich Himmler, rising
rather notably to his defence in the 1950s, ‘the years when we were
all students at the Royal Wilhelm Gymmnasium in Munich.” There
were about twenty-five boys in that class 1-A in 1910; in Hallgarten’s
recollection Heini was top of the class (other classmates put him
second or third). Heini sat in the front desk of the centre row; he
wore a grey suit buttoned to the neck, and pince-nez or gold rimmed



3: A Witch in the Family 49

glasses — his eyesight was chronically bad.

While the other boys teased their teacher, Oberstudiendirektor
Hudaczek, for his Czech origins, Heini liked him and stayed in touch
with him for years after. He stayed close to the religious instruction
teacher, a Jesuit, and was a star from whom slower pupils had to crib.
In short, he was a teacher’s pet. On March 12, 1911 the Prince Regent
Luitpold turned ninety, and the schoolchildren turned out in whites
to stage a pageant on the Theresienwiese, forming the figure ‘90’ at
its climax. At Mr Hudaczek’s dictate Heini had to recite a poem for
Bavaria, while Hallgarten represented the Palatinate, and a Baron
von Soden spoke for Franconia. Hallgarten wrote with distaste of the
‘royal pages,” the children of aristocrats who attended their school,
if not in Heini’s actual class. The entry requirement for the Pagerie
was eight blue-blooded great-grandparents. “The boy-pages marched
each morning from the Maximilianeum, where they were educated,
across the Maximilian bridge, to the Wilhelm Gymmnasium where
they joined individual classes.’ They wore a uniform of dark trousers,
dark-blue tunics buttoned to the neck, and caps. Hallgarten claimed
that the school director, Oberstudienrat Arnold, disclosed to his
parents that these children were shielded from academic failure by
secret ordinances from above.

In PT lessons Heinrich Himmler scored badly: he could not chin
the horizontal bar. He began to fear gym and the ridicule heaped
on him by the bearded teacher Carl Haggenmiiller and his slender
gym assistant, Beer. Lacking strength, recalled Hallgarten, Heini
dangled from the bar until the merciless Haggenmiiller hoisted him
up, while his classmates squealed with laughter. Haggenmiiller also
liked to mock the boys like Heini who wore wristwatches - a novelty
at that time - and called them Tee-Bubis, ‘tea-boobies, for their
afternoon-tea habit. What did he intend to be when he grew up, he
inquired once of him sarcastically, and Himmler said, a naval officer.
To become a Prussian lieutenant in peacetime one had to be of blue
blood; in the Imperial navy, it was actual ability that counted. So he
concentrated on his swimming, haunted the Royal Bavarian Baths
in Kanalstrasse, near the palace, and learned to perform headers
better than anybody in the class. Once, recalled Hallgarten, they ran
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into Heini’s father at the baths, almost nude after a shower, and he
introduced his own New-York born father.

‘Studienrat Himmler,” responded the old man, using the korrekt
form and bowing — while keeping his towel in place.

Yes, those were happy days for Heini. In the archives is a handwritten
invitation sent him by Hallgarten, aged twelve, to a garden Party ‘if
weather holds fine’ at three p.m. one Sunday, May 18. That must have
been in 1913. After that, he rather lost sight of him, as Heini’s family
moved to Landshut. T for my part failed to discover the slightest
anti-Semitic streak in him’, reminisced Hallgarten, referring to those
shared childhood years at school. For many years he assumed that
the fearsome Himmler that people spoke about was a brother, and
not the boy he had known. He remarked to their old pal Wilhelm
Friess as late as 1949, ‘It must be really tough to have a bandit like
that as a brother” Hallgarten surmised that the political upheaval
of 1918, which removed the privileges and monopolies enjoyed by
non-Jews until then, had started the hatreds festering.

AN OLDER BROTHER, named Gebhard like their father, had been born
toward the end of the century which the world had left behind -
on July 29, 1898 to be precise. A third son, little Ernst Hermann
Himmler, arrived five years after Heini. He was born two days before
Christmas in 1905. ‘Ernstl,’ as they called him, married Paula during
World War Two, and would disappear on its last day, killed in action.
Ernst had joined the Volkssturm, Germany’s ‘Home Guard, and
when the Soviet Army attacked Berlin’s Charlottenburg district he
went out, rifle in hand, to defend the Radio building with the rest of
his staff and was not seen again.

On September 11, 1913, their father was transferred to Landshut,
fifty miles north-east of Munich, as deputy headmaster of the local
Gymnasium (today renamed the Hans-Carossa-Gymnasium in
honour of a minor German poet). For the next six years his family
lived at Dreifaltigkeitsplatz (Trinity Square) on the second floor.
Heini and his older brother switched on October 27, 1913 to the
Landshut Gymnasium. It is said that their father still had only a
low opinion of young Heinrich’s abilities. A Bavarian general later
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maliciously recalled: ‘He was always complaining that he should
have such a stupid son.” There is no trace at all of this in the surviving
family papers. By the time the general spoke, the prejudices against
Himmler were already overwhelming.

Here at the Landshut school, he again made many lifetime friends.
One was Falk Zipperer, an older boy whom he later took onto his
staff as a law historian. Another was Karl Gebhardt, a local boy three
years older than himself, from a poor Bavarian family. ‘If my parents’
house was an extraordinarily liberal, free, quiet one,’ recalled Karl,
on trial for his life half a century later, ‘then the Himmler house was
that of a strong orthodox Catholic schoolmaster, whose son was
brought up strictly and kept very short of cash.” Karl Gebhardt would
accompany Heini throughout his life.

Hebecame an expert on infantile paralysis and operations on the leg
muscles, and director of the clinic at Hohenlychen outside Berlin. He
was a surgeon with the famous Leibstandarte ‘Adolf Hitler’ division
at Rostov-on-Don. Army officers jealously described him as ‘one
of Himmler’s evil geniuses.” Himmler appointed this bespectacled,
pot-bellied, round-faced Bavarian as acting President of the German
Red Cross a few days before the end - not that it would save him from
the enemy hangman’s noose. Heinrich Himmler, his school friends
learned only too late, was a dangerous man to follow too closely.

AS A BOY, HIMMLER PURSUED the usual hobbies. He had toy soldiers,
he kept a small garden and herbarium, he played chess with Falk
Zipperer and often lost, he strummed on the piano or harpsichord,
and stuck stamps into an album in the evenings with Falk and
compared collections. With his brother Gebhard and Falk he
played board games like Sword and Shield - with dice and markers
representing regiments and divisions. T've already lost the first
fort and ten million,” he recorded on September 1, 1914. He began
working out to improve his physique, though with little visible result.

The Himmlers were a church-going family. They prayed together,
and stayed together. His parent’s influence remained overbearing.
Heinrich was received into the Catholic church on April 1, 1911; he
placed in his private papers a printed ‘First Communion’ certificate
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based on a painting of Christ at the Last Supper; he went frequently
to Mass and received Holy Communion kneeling at his father’s side,
he celebrated his own family name-days and those of the Bavarian
royal family. When Gebhard fell dangerously ill with pleurisy in
1914, they promised a pilgrimage to Burghausen and a special Mass
if he recovered, and they kept their promise. Heini went to church
every morning, and mentioned each visit in the diary in case the
Lord had not caught sight of this little lamb attending His House. He
played the piano several times a week, and recorded that fact too; and
each time we read these lines we hear perhaps a faint tick, tock. He
would not, as things turned out, live to a great age.

THE OUTBREAK OF WAR in August 1914 fired the teenage boy’s
imagination. Germany declared war on Russia, and on France two
days later. He read the latest wires displayed in a local showcase next
to St Martin’s church in Landshut - the tallest church in Bavaria.
These were the buildings that framed his childhood. That summer
his parents had taken the boys to vacation in Tittmoning, a deeply
Catholic town on Bavaria’s very frontier with Austria; it boasted a
thirteenth century castle, and each year hosted a mediaval pageant
with tournaments and jousting. They returned to Landshut amidst
scenes of army mobilisation; Heini watched the other youngsters
bound for distant battlefields. ‘A few days later, off they went to war,
jaunty and cheerful,” he reminisced in 1915. ‘How many of them are
still alive today?’ Their tales of derring-do inspired him. He wrote
regular diary notes on the progress of the battles and joined in the
displays of patriotism, cursing that he was too young for the call to
the colours and scoffing at the local citizenry for their lack of verve.

After reading the latest wires in the Miinchner Neueste Nachrichten
on August 23, he wrote: ‘German Crown Prince’s victory north of
Metz. Prince Heinrich [Heini’s godfather] has written to Papa. He
has been slightly wounded in the attack on the French dragoons.
Germany’s dignified reply to Japan’s ultimatum. German [troops] in
Ghent. Played piano. . . In the evening stuck stamps in. . . Thilde tells
me of a sign she claims to have seen in the sky’

His diary notes often dwell on the valour of the troops, “The



3: A Witch in the Family 53

Bavarians are said to have fought bravely in the battles yesterday. Our
16th [Infantry Regiment] are said to have done particularly well with
the long blade. The whole town is hung with flags. The French and
Belgians probably never thought they’d be beaten so quickly. First
element of the Landsturm (Reserve) has been called up. Namur is
under siege, eight thousand Russians captured at Gumbinnen.’

‘Studied until ten a.m.” he reported the next day. “The pursuit of
the French by the Bavarian Crown Prince’s army is bearing rich
fruits. . . Our troops are advancing west of the Meuse on Maubeuge.
A British cavalry brigade which turns up there is smashed. That’s the
way! Hurrah! After lessons I go to one-oclock Mass then with Falk
Zipperer to the Moniberg. His little sister Ina plays with Ernstl in
the garden. In the afternoon I first play some piano, then Gebhard,
Ernst, and I are invited round to Falk and Ina. We play with the
toy steam-engine. Then we have tea with Frau Prdsident [as Heini
over-correctly referred to Falk’s mother], who is most charming.’
Under German siege the fortress of Maubeuge would hold out for
three weeks under heavy artillery bombardment; forty thousand
French soldiers were taken prisoner here.

‘Today is the king’s name-day,” wrote Heini on the twenty-fifth. ‘I
work in the garden a bit, and then to church. .. Ernst and Mama
were at Baroness von Steinling’s.” He was very pedantic, and a delight
to the ladies of class; he addressed them in his diary pages with all
the appropriate styles and conceits, as was quite proper, namely the
ranks and titles of their respective husbands - it was Frau Baronin
this, Frau Assessor that, Frau Professor, Frau Doktor and even Frau
Staatsanwalt (Public Prosecutor) Kornburger.

‘In the evening, his diary of August 25 continued, ‘Papa brings news
of the complete capture of Namur and Longwy. I am thrilled!” Then
the news darkened. On August 27 he wrote: ‘Gebhard’s and Papa’s
name day. But it’s not really name-day mood. Over to Meierhofer’s
[probably Mayrhofer’s] and buy flowers. The news was not good.
“The panicky burghers of Landshut are hanging their heads,” Heini
mocked, ‘scattering frightful rumours. .. and are terrified of being
mashacred [sic] by the Cossacks. In Lower Bavaria there are not
exactly high spirits amongst those left behind. When mobilisation
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was announced, everybody in the Old Town started blubbering.’

Lengthening lists of Bavarian casualties were published.
‘Altogether, a lot of Germans have already died in action,” he
commented. One regiment had suffered terrible losses, after some
medal-hungry Wiirttemberg general had come out of retirement and
led it into a ghastly defeat; entire companies had been wiped out.
‘Victorious advance by the German army in Belgium, he wrote on
the twenty-eight. T go to church and then for a stroll through the
town with Falk. Gebhard has gone over to Else Kissenbarth’s to play
the harmonium.’

His mother went down to the railroad station and met the transports
of injured soldiers. Pride mingled with pity in the boy Himmler’s
heart as he saw the men - and perplexity as locals vented their
anger on the captured enemy: “The station was filled with curious
Landshuters who became quite violent as people handed up bread
and water to the maimed Frenchmen (surely far worse off than our
own casualties, as they are prisoners of war).” He listed in his diary
the prisoners taken, and updated the numbers several times a day.
After church one day the friends gazed at a captured French side-arm
and cartridge in the showcase of a pharmacy in Zweibriickenstrasse.

He would soon be fourteen, and Ernstl eight. ‘Russians taken
prisoner in East Prussia number ninety thousand, not seventy, he
wrote on September 4 adding now his own comment, or perhaps it
was his father’s: “They multiply like vermin.” He spent the evening
composing a letter to his grandmother, and entered in his diary:
“This evening Gebhard was allowed to go out with Papa and Mummy
to visit the injured, and I was very envious of him.’

We can see from his diary entries that September of 1914, as school
resumed for Gebhard, Heini, and Falk Zipperer, how Heini wished
he were elsewhere. He began carving a ship. ‘School is back. We've
got Professor Wurmsee as teacher. . . The Landshuters are so obtuse
and fearful that when they heard of our troops retreating at Paris
they all did it in their pants’ — Heini would prefer euphemisms - ‘and
their hearts sank. Not much enthusiasm around now, sad to say’

His father the professor had probably begun discussing the war
with him. ‘Antwerp surrenders, Heinrich exalted on October 10,
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three days after his fourteenth birthday. ‘Hurrah! We free up three
army corps and we can surely use them.” With one eye on the wires
he went about school, piano lessons, and garden, and attended to
his daily devotions too — confession and communion, usually with
his father. Thanks to his father’s help he could now free-translate
passages from the Greek, but Latin and ‘the accursed Geometry’
still bogged him down. “Today, he wrote on October 7, ‘there was
a military exercise, a Wehrkraftiibung. I'd so much like to be part
of that” His father took him to a lecture by a Professor Giinther, a
volunteer in Prussia’s earlier war with France in 1870. ‘He expressed
the view, noted young Heinrich Himmler, ‘that the interior of the
earth gets softer and more liquid until it is a gas.’

On September 27 he recorded: ‘T work out with dumb-bells every
day.’ He was becoming a stickler for hygiene too. Once, going for a
walk in the woods, he came across a whole swarm of children who
were visibly affected by microsporia, a fungous disease of the scalp,
and they all ‘stupidly enough’ shook hands: Heini stared at his right
hand, and hurried home to wash and record the bétise in his diary.

HIS FAMILY’S RELIGIOUS fervour seems to have intensified in 1915.
Several times they went to hear lengthy sermons, or on outings to
famous churcheslike those at Freising, Neudtting, and Raitenhaslach.

With perhaps greater curiosity Heini and Gebhard had gone to
visit old battlefields after school that month, inspecting the trenches
and bombproof shelters and barracks being built for prisoners of
war — ‘they are very fine and with modern fittings, particularly the
bathrooms.” A few mornings later the pupils were assembled in the
dining room to hear a patriotic harangue by the headmaster, and they
sang the national anthem. ‘In the morning I did my homework, in
the afternoon I played with my soldiers, and then after coffee we went
for a walk with Mummy.” His father coached him in Greek before
each school test, but Heini’s mind was far away. ‘It went okay for me
with the Greek, he wrote the next day. ‘In Masuria [East Prussia],
[General Paul von] Hindenburg has taken another 55,000 prisoners.’

This was not without its effect on the impressionable youngster.
How he envied Gebhard when he turned seventeen on July 29 and



56 TRUE HIMMLER

signed up for the Landsturm, the reserve: ‘O, to be out there with the
rest of them!” - meaning the fighting front. Instead he stayed behind,
teaching Ernstl to swim, and went for walks to more churches and
monasteries with his pious mother. Once they climbed up to see the
church atop the Marienburg; Heini counted the steps on the way
down, to where in 1143 a Cistercian monastery had been founded:
265 steps, he found. He entered the number in his diary.

AS THE WAR'S PACE slowed, his diary entries thinned out. Writing
it became a chore. On September 18, 1915 he visited Falk Zipperer,
his best friend, and swapped postage stamps - Falk’s collection
was ‘enviable, he wrote: ‘Evening: accounts and wrote up diary’
His father required that he account for every pfennig. He made
routine entries about the arts too, but these perhaps only honoured
his father’s insistence that he practise the piano and go to concerts,
because in later life he only rarely played the one or went to the other.
‘At half past three we went to the concert,” he entered on February 7,
1915. ‘It was very long, but beautiful, particularly fine the playing of
the violins’ - and one gets the impression of a horse being dragged to
the water and pretending to like to drink.

Himmler’s twenty-eight page history workbook for September to
October 1915, labeled ‘History Book for Himmler, Heinrich,” was
auctioned in Octobe 2011; every one of 225 written clearly questions
is dated (sample: ‘In which economic, scientific, and artistic fields
did Samarians and Semites excel?’) with answers jotted in shorthand
in the margins. His surviving diary for 1915 ended soon after. He
lost interest, made a few jottings as the new year began, and again
in May and mid June 1916, entering things in shorthand. The
war bogged down in trench warfare. Gallipoli, the Dardanelles
campaign, Jutland, all passed without mention. He blamed himself
for neglecting to write.

HEINI'S MORE STODGY OLDER BROTHER GEBHARD had mobilised in
Passau in 1917 to the 16th Infantry Regiment as an officer cadet. In
1925 Gebhard would return to teach at their old Munich school as
a Studienrat and rise through academia to become a professor like
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their father, staying there until 1935. Thereafter, with the National
Socialists in power, he climbed the ranks of the Party’s educational
agencies. Like many a schoolteacher, he loved to hold forth: “The
intolerably arrogant “Nazi” immediately reappears,” wrote a British
army captain who spoke with him. ‘At all other times he is so abjectly
subservient as to rival an eastern beggar.’

We can safely lose sight of this older brother: he sought no special
favours. ‘Gebhard Himmler, reported his interrogators, ‘strenuously
insists that ... he very rarely met him [his brother], and that
consequently nothing but purely private family affairs were discussed
and even they quite curtly.” A qualified engineer, he would rise to the
rank of colonel in the administration, awarded to equate to his civil
service rank of Ministerial-Dirigent in the ministry of education.

YOUNG HEINI APPLIED for a commission in the navy, we are told,
but the navy turned him down, because of his poor eyesight. His
stomach was playing up on him. His diary carried several references
in 1915 to being unwell, to having ‘catarrh’ and stomach aches (on
the last day of July 1915, he ‘had a rather bilious stomach’). These
childhood episodes undermine the later experts’ theories that his
stomach problems were of psychosomatic provenance. A maths
exercise book and a homework book from September 1916 titled,
‘Geometrie Hausheft for Himmler Heinrich, 7th grade’ survive in
American hands, with calculations on pi. His letters and diaries for
these years are missing, and we are cast onto memoirs to find out
what became of him. Still fascinated by the war news he badgered
his father to get him a commission. His father thought a proper
education more important; while he completed an application form
on June 26, 1917 (‘My son Heinrich is eager for a career as an infantry
officer’), a few days later he asked the royal household to defer the
actual call-up until Heini could matriculate.

So much for influence: as Germany’s war fortunes declined, the
request was refused. Heini left school on October 8, 1917 and began
training as a Fahnenjunker with the 11th Bavarian Infantry Regiment
‘Von der Tann’ in Regensburg. He formally entered military service
on January 2, 1918. Still of indifferent physique, he found the training
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demanding. He was granted furlough already on January 19, for his
mother’s fifty-second birthday. He went on an officer-cadet course at
Freising during the summer (from June 15 to September 15, 1918), and
then on a machine-gunner’s course at Bayreuth. The war ended with
Germany’s defeat. His letters home do not touch upon this disaster -
he mentions only that he has had his pocket watch repaired.

He wrote a few more times to his dear Papa on army letter-forms,
like this one on December 6, 1918:

I am okay. Put in for furlough yesterday with my comrades on
the course. I am studying History and French pretty hard, and
reading Otto Ludwig’s The Maccabaean [a five-act tragedy about
Jewish ‘freedom-fighters’]. I think I'll come home next Saturday
evening, in civvies of course. Hope Gebhard’s back by then.

The armies were streaming home to an uncertain future. As the
war ended, the rabble rose against the soldiers, the soldiers against
their officers, and all against the aristocracy and monarchy. Soldiers’
Councils seized power. A few days later Himmler wrote, T've spoken
with the stationmaster who’ll phone me when the 16-ers are coming
through,’ and then the first hint of politics: “Tomorrow evening there’s
a public meeting of the Bavarian People’s Party, a conservative body.

There were rumours about the activities of Officer-Cadet Himmler
at this time. Few people were aware, reminisced one officer thirty
years later, that Himmler had been a member of a Soldier’s Council
and torn the epaulettes from officers. Such stories, retailed in the
aftermath of a crushing defeat, must be treated with caution.

WITH THE WAR OVER, Heinrich Himmler returned to school at
Landshut early in 1919 and remained there until June, one of thirty
such pupils allowed to catch up on missed lessons in a six month
Sonderklasse (Special Class) taught by his father. He was appointed
prefect, or Klassenschreiber, with the duty of listing each fellow pupil
and his attendance record. It was a sign of seniority, and better than
nothing; but he lacked the medals and war stories of his brother and
older friends, and this remained a sore point for many years.
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His godfather Prince Heinrich had been killed in action. In
Bavaria the Communists had seized power, overthrown the
Wittelsbach monarchy, and established a republic under the Jew Kurt
Kamonowsky, better known as Kurt Eisner. Eisner was gunned down
on February 21, 1919 and a short-lived Soviet republic took over. Many
of Heini’s fellow pupils answered the Bavarian government’s call to
volunteer for the Free Corps to fight the Communists in the weeks
that followed. Heinrich came back to Munich in April 1919 with, it is
said, a Free Corps unit named after Lauterbach, but there is no hard
proof that he did, or did not (in mid-1922 he wrote about having just
met an ‘old comrade from the Landshut Oberlinder Company.’)

He began to sport a small toothbrush moustache, and this was no
accident. Men who had entered the war with handlebar moustaches
had trimmed them to fit the gasmask issued after they came under
mustard-gas attack. The toothbrush moustache became the unstated
badge of the western front veteran. In later years the controlled press
would later suggest that Himmler had seen active service. Of course,
he had not, but there is no evidence that he was behind these stories.

An exemplary scholar, according to the sources, Heinrich Himmler
formally concluded his school studies with his matriculation
certificate, his Abitur, but only in 1919 - all these other events having
intervened. He applied for a Reichswehr commission, but found that
when the army had finally discharged him back on December 18,
1918, with the rank of ‘officer-cadet, Fihnrich (retired), it was without
papers he needed, and the military form which he completed (in his
own handwriting) on June 18, 1919 records this. The Reichswehr
rejected him in consequence. Its numbers were limited to one
hundred thousand men by the Versailles Treaty on June 28, 1919,
and there were more than enough men who were better qualified.

He moved to Munich, where he would start his further education
and eventually become involved, much against his will, in politics.

AS FOR HIS FATHER, WE HAVE A FINAL glimpse of this extraordinary
pedagogue. By now nicknamed Quince Face by his pupils, because
of his jaundiced pallor, he retired with high honours aged sixty-five
in 1930. In 1980 the writer Alfred Andersch published a semi-autobi-
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ographical novel, The Father of a Murderer. It was a fictional account
of a school class dominated by a terrifying and sadistic Old Man
Himmler, a class ending with Alfred’s summary expulsion.

Scores of pupils who had known this real Bavarian ‘Mr Chips’ rose
in defence of their fine old Classics teacher. Otto Gritschneder, who
had entered the Wittelsbach in 1924 and sat next to Andersch in
Class 3b three years later, recalled that Andersch had failed in Greek,
Latin, and Math. And of Geheimrat Gebhard Himmler this pupil,
later a famous trial lawyer, recalled: “That was one pious gentleman.
It’s not his fault that young Heinrich went bad.’

Heini’s father died in 1936. He had never been the pedagogic sadist
depicted by Andersch and his profitable pen, but a stern man of quiet
discipline and abiding religious fervour, inspired by a genuine pietas
bavarica. The Germans however like their comfortable stereotypes:
The Andersch novel was filmed and is now required reading for
German schoolchildren. Stereotypes will continue to blur the image
of Heinrich Himmler, confusing though it is. They choke history like
bindweed in a jungle, through which we have first to hack and clear
a path.
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HE SITS IN THE TRAIN brooding, a few days after his nineteenth
birthday in October 1919. There is a young couple seated opposite. He
noticed them earlier, on the railroad platform; they are married, and
he envies them. He is visiting Eichstatt, a town popular with pilgrims.
It has a castle, built by medieval princes and clergy - ‘impossible
with today’s wages and workforce, reflects Heinrich Himmler,
the teenager. Twenty or more years from now he will command a
slave-labour force of millions building much vaster structures.

He has brought along something to read, Friedrich Schiller’s 1784
pamphlet on “The Stage as a Moral Institution” — a call for playwrights
to purify the German language; both are disciplines after his father’s
heart, and the Classics professor may well have pressed this reading
matter into his hands. Lingering on rather lower ground, Heini has
brought along a ghost story, The White Hand, to read as well.

He and Gebhard are visiting castles and monasteries and family —
rattling along on the narrow-gauge railroad to Rebhard-Hofmiihle
station, and then on to the majestic church at Eichstitt, where their
uncle Karl Patin has been a priest since 1894 in the famous abbey
of St Walburg’s, named after an English Benedictine missionary
whose bones rest here for over twelve hundred years. Uncle Karl is
just back from officiating at a funeral, and he invites them in for tea.
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Heinrich Himmler is still getting to know his family in October 1919
as he prepares for his years of higher education: men of the cloth and
Classical academics, that is his milieu.

THE TIDE OF WAR receding across Europe had left behind ugly
whirlpools; Bavaria was in permanent unrest. Communists,
socialists, regular army, and Free Corps disputed control, always
keenly watched by the central government in Berlin.

The example of Hungary had struck terror into Munich’s middle
classes: in Budapest Béla Kun, a Transylvanian Communist (born
Béla Cohn) seized power. In Munich, the turmoil continued after
the killing of Kurt Eisner: a triumvirate of ‘Russian’ Jews under the
St Petersburg-born Communist Evgenii Leviné, seized power on
April 6, 1919, and proclaimed a ‘Soviet Republic.” Leviné had agitated
among his fellow soldiers for an Allied victory - using an argument
identical to that of Hans Oster and future traitors. ‘It is necessary,
Leviné said, ‘that Germany is humiliated: that the colonial troops of
France and England march through the Brandenburg Gate.’

Himmler’s diaries and letters still make no mention of Jews but
the backdrop to later events was already forming. The German
government in Berlin, under socialist chancellor Friedrich Ebert,
ordered the truncated army to crush the ‘Soviet Republic’ of Bavaria.
Aided by the Free Corps and a substantial Bavarian army contingent
under Colonel Franz Ritter von Epp it was bloodily suppressed, but
not before Leviné’s men took scores of middle-class burghers hostage,
along with members of the right-wing Thule Society, and locked
them away in the Luitpold Gymnasium building. These hostages
were taken out two at a time, and bludgeoned and shot to death on
the last night of April 1919. Leviné’s accomplices were shot out of
hand (except for Tovia Axelrod, who claimed Russian diplomatic
status). Leviné was executed by firing squad at Munich’s Stadelheim
prison on July 9, of which we shall occasionally hear more.

ON JUNE 26, 1919 Himmler’s father had become headmaster of the
Gymnasium in Ingolstadt. For a few weeks Heini worked on a farm
at Oberhaunstadt nearby. A work diary started on August 1 shows
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him toiling in stables, fields, and the dairy. On August 15 he entered,
‘Stables as usual. Church in the morning, with Mr Franz after lunch.’

On September 2 he fell ill with salmonella poisoning, and he
remained bedridden for the rest of the month. On the twenty-fourth
a doctor in Munich diagnosed an enlarged heart, and advised him
to quit farm work for a year and concentrate on studies. Himmler
transferred from rural Bavaria to Munich. He applied to study at the
Polytechnic and paid the requisite fees. At the same time his brother
Gebhard engaged to read mechanical engineering. The four storeyed
building sat with its square, copper-sheathed clocktower between
Gabelsberger Strasse and Theresien Strasse. The Polytechnic’s file
records them as living just two blocks away from the college at No. 5,
Schelling Strasse, a street much trodden later in history.

The Polytechnic issued a matriculation certificate on October 18,
1919. Heini would study here until 1922. He had chosen to read
agriculture, and he might well have prospered as a farmer; farmers
seldom go hungry. The two brothers would share digs, and take their
weekly bath at the Luisenbad (at home they had only an old-fashioned
bath contraption). ‘Our room looks very comfortable right now, he
wrote to his parents a few days later. ‘T just wish you could see it.
Everything excellently in its rightful place. In the mornings we drink
tea, which is very good. We get up at six-thirty. Then we tot up our
outgoings of the day before and reconcile them’ - this no doubt for
their father’s benefit. ‘For the morning break we always buy cheese.’

His mother did the laundry for them both. The parents still required
him to practise the piano, and he struggled with the keys until they
conceded defeat. He went back to Ingolstadt frequently, and took
Thilde their old nanny from Sendling, the Munich suburb where she
lived, to the Waldfriedhof to see one grandmother’s grave and then a
day later with Gebhard to the southern cemetery to visit their other’s.

Like freshers everywhere, Heini signed up for everything - the
Polytechnic union, an old boys’ society, a breeding association, a gun
club, the local Alpine society, and the officers” association of the 11th
Infantry Regiment. The return to Munich, his big native city, also
brought Heini together with Mariele, the sister of Ludwig Zahler, a
former comrade during his military training at Regensburg; Ludwig
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was Heini’s second cousin, and became his best friend at the Poly.

THERE WAS ONE OVERHANGING PROBLEM, the growing left-wing
unrest in Bavaria. The army might soon have him doing night patrols
as a reservist. ‘Dear Mother, Dear Father,” he wrote on November 6,
1919. “Today you get your promised letter. Thanks a lot for your dear
packages. The one with coat and fur jumpers arrived this morning.
Gebhard collected the other at the post office this afternoon. Again,
dear Mother, thanks a lot. After all, your boys are a bothersome pair.
The possibility exists that they will call us up in a few days’ time. .

After adding a breakdown of their expenses, he asked for more
cash. “Then Mother, we would like to for the following with our
next laundry parcel (but there is absolutely no hurry): 1. smokes for
Gebhard, 2. a little green cover for the travelling suitcase, 3. wax
paper to wrap sandwiches, 4. Gebhard’s electric flashlight, 5. ’
Such letters are hard to paraphrase, but they provide much we need
to know about Heinrich Himmler at this time.

After his recovery from illness he went to confession twice: he
found himself thinking impure thoughts about women. He had
begun cautious friendships — primarily with Ludwig’s girl, Maja
Loritz and also with Louisa Hager, the daughter of trusted family
friends; her mother evidently approved, as the two females came
round and joshed him. ‘Friendship? Love? pondered Himmler in his
diary. ‘Another step towards maturity. But I will stay indifferent.’

“Then over to the Hagers for lunch, he confided on October 20,
1919, the day he registered at the Polytechnic: ‘Mama Hager was
as nice and kind to me as ever. Afterwards we talk about private
dancing lessons.” Louisa resorted to tears, every woman’s last resort.
‘Floods of tears from the poor thing. I felt really sorry for her. She
does not realise how pretty she is when she cries. I escorted her to the
streetcar, then went to the State Library and read up on the war of
1812. From four to five o’clock I sat in on a lecture at the Veterinary
School.” Louisa went to Communion every day, and she shot up in
his esteem. “This really was the best thing I have heard this last week.’

Most evenings after lectures, which began on November 3, the four
friends went to concerts or an indoor swimming pool. Heini found
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it difficult to juggle these two females, Maja and Louisa. With Maja
he visited the theatre and talked about religion; he wrote rapturously,
I think I've found a sister.” Less innocently perhaps, he was thrilled
that she hooked her arm in his, as they went for a stroll with Gebhard
and his girl. But Heini was plagued with irritation about Louisa —
and twice he lamented in his pages, ‘She won't let her hair down.

THE PLEASURES WHICH MADE those evenings ‘unforgettable’
also helped young Heinrich Himmler overcome his tendency to
adolescent depression. ‘First of all Maja sang, “A Woman'’s Love and
Sorrow.” She sang the verses with tears in her eyes. I don’t think
Ludwig understands her, his Golden girl, but I can’t be sure of that. I
just don’t get him. Later Gebhard and Kithe played the piano.” Kéthe
Loritz - also Maja - was Ludwig Zahler’s girl, and later his wife.
‘Ludwig and I shared an armchair. Marielle [Lacher] and Maja sat on
the floor clinging to us both. We all cuddled, partly in love and partly
in a fraternal embrace. It was an evening I won’t easily forget.’

He felt sorry for poor Maja, he wrote on November 5, 1919; and
two days later there was more of the same: then he sermonized
to a hidden congregation in his diary, ‘Yes, it’s true: Mankind is a
wretched creature. Restless is the heart, until it rests with Thee, O
Lord. How powerless are we, we can’t help it. I can but be a friend to
my friends, do my duty, work, struggle with myself, and never allow
myself to lose control” After just a month living among educated
youngsters like himself, he was beginning to question everything.
Louisa no longer excited him. On Sunday morning he went to the
cathedral for Mass and the sermon, and then over to her family, the
Hagers: ‘Louisa was nice enough, but not the way I like.” He spent a
cheerful evening after that with Maja’s family. “Today I have by and
large regained my spiritual balance. God will help me forwards.’

Thus as he plunged into the world of agriculture an inner turmoil
began, between the strict religious doctrines impressed upon him
by his parents, and the unfamiliar chemistry of student life and
adolescence. ‘T work, he wrote on November 11, 1919, ‘because it is
my duty, because I find peace in work; and I work for my Germanic
ideal of womanhood with whom I shall one day live my life and fight
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my battles as a German in the East, far from my beloved Germany.’

One evening a hypnotist came round to the Loritz household and
tried his black art on them. ‘I summoned up all my powers of resis-
tance, boasted Heini. ‘Obviously it did not work with me. But it did
totally with poor little Maja. I felt so sorry for her when I saw her go
under. I could have strangled the dog in cold blood. I worked against
him where I could. . . His mind-reading was very good, but I think
anybody capable of concentrating could do it with sufficient practice.
I instinctively disliked the fellow, I hate this whole swindle; it only
comes off if you go along with him.

He loved Maja’s eagerness to help; she made a fair-copy in twenty
pages of neat handwriting for him of his zoology paper, and repeated
the drawings with great care. A day or two later he helped her with
her math, and ‘she thanked me very much —— (he drew a careful
line, and did that again the next day). His heart in a whirl, zerwiihlt,
he wrote that Friday evening: “Then over to the Loritz’s for a meal.
Maja was very nice — and there was the line again. (Those who
research in private diaries know not to ignore such signs.)

He was still acquiring social graces. That included taking lessons
in ballroom dancing, which he loathed as only a nineteen-year-old
can. ‘Diary, November 15, 1919: From eight to ten at dancing-class.
% & — and here he inserted three crosses. ‘All beginnings are hard,
he added, using a German apohorism, ‘but I'll get the hang of it.
Dance classes seem pretty pointless to me, and just a waste of time.’
‘What a disgusting fraud it all is, he commented. ‘But I'll be glad once
I've learned to do it, and I can dance with whoever takes my fancy. ‘If
I could only look danger squarely in the eye, he added in one entry,
‘risk my life somewhere, fight, that would be a real liberation for me.

HE DID NOT UNDERSTAND WOMEN at all. After supper one evening
he and Maja played the piano. ‘T think we see eye to eye. By God’s
grace!” He hurried home and worked some more on his Russian, a
language he had started to learn. They held hands a lot that winter,
or read books together, like the 1911 love story by Richard Voss, Zwei
Menschen, Two People: the hero’s mother, a religious fanatic, dies of
grief when he fails to take orders as a priest; guilt-stricken, he dumps
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his girl, whereupon she too kills herself, and he officiates at her funeral.
Yes, women were odd creatures, and he spent a lot of his time feeling
sorry for them. Maja performed more student chores for him, and he
telt guilty about Louisa: ‘Over at four p.m. to the Hagers, he wrote: ‘I
feel sorry for Louisa but there’s not much I can do. Perhaps this first
big episode in her life will help her grow up.” With Louisa he talked
about everything under the sun, but then it was back to Maja. They
kissed goodnight, and on Odeon Square afterwards a hooker caught
up with him. ‘Obviously without scoring, he virtuously recorded.
‘But interesting all the same.’

With Maja, the girl with the flaxen hair, came the inevitable
denouement. It was the last day of November 1919. T don’t know if
I'm imagining it, but Maja is not the same toward me as she used to
be. He took her skating the next day. The ticket is still tucked into his
diary today, together with five snapshots of a young girl.

HUMBLED BY DEFEAT, RUINED BY REPARATIONS, the future for
Germany looked bleak. A nameless gloom assailed Himmler, the
military reservist. On November 7, 1919 he and Lou fetched helmets;
he already had ‘the King’s tunic,” as he called it, explaining, Tm a
soldier and always will be.” ‘Gebhard, Lou, and I talked some more,
he wrote, ‘about how fine it would have been to go off to war together.
Perhaps then I wouldn’t be here today - one fighting heart fewer. . . In
a few years’ time I may yet go oft to war and do battle. 'm looking
forward to the war of liberation, he hinted, ‘and if there’s still a sound
limb left on me I'll be there.” “Today, he wrote on December 1, 1919,
Tve got a uniform on again. It’s the only suit I love to wear. .

Now nineteen, he began thinking of emigrating — to Russia. Back
in Ingolstadt for a day, he talked it over with his parents. “There’s no
place like home, he wrote. “Went for an evening stroll and a long
chat — with Papa about Louisa, with Mama about the Russia thing
mostly, and about the political and economic future. I prayed in the
evening and was in bed by ten-thirty already.” He missed his mother’s
hot-chocolate comforts: ‘It’s nice to be back home again,” he wrote a
few days before Christmas, ‘then you can be a child again’’

Louisa or Maja? ‘How happy could I be with either,” John Gay had



68 TRUE HIMMLER

written in The Beggar’s Opera, “Were t'other dear charmer away.” On
the eve of St Nicholas, December 6, Heini found a mystery present, a
gift hamper; from a blonde hair which his careful search discovered
on it, he deduced that it was from Maja. On the way to the ice rink
with Ludwig on the eighth, they talked about Maja, Kéthe, and
Gebhard, but at the ice rink Maja was downright obnoxious. The gift
was from another blonde. ‘Just shows how stupid a man in love can
be. He decided, ‘If I don’t find the girl who loves me, then I'll head oft
to Russia alone. If Maja is still in love with me, then I'm glad for her
because it’s great to love and be loved.” A few days later, he summed
up: ‘Maja is ignoring me. With her and Louisa I have learned one
lesson: “There’s none so cruel as girls who have once loved you.”

A NATIONALIST STUDENT corporation, the Apollo, had invited him to
join. King Ludwig I of Bavaria (1786-1868) had been an Apollonian,
Heini assured his father. But it was a duelling fraternity, and this
would not be without consequences. He went over to their meeting
place, quaffed two tankards of beer despite his weak stomach, recited
Carl Loewe’s ballad Die Uhr, The Clock, and rather liked the way that
everybody liked him. (‘All very nice to me, he confided to his diary
pages. T'm terrifically proud to be in a student corporation.’)

In mid-December 1919 he chatted with friends about religion, and
thought it over on his way home. ‘However it turns out, I will always
love my God, pray to Him, and cleave to and defend the Catholic
church - even if I'm to be excommunicated’ - the church’s automatic
penalty for duelling. Lying in bed a few days later, as the old year 1919
ended, he read Eleven Years a Freemason. He was seeking answers, as
nineteen-year-old men do.

The year would see his final break with his Church. He probably
hadn’t intended it that way, but he wanted to be accepted by his
fellow students, and particularly by his fraternity, the Apollo - but
they drank, they whored, and they duelled. Heini had problems with
each of these requirements: his weakened stomach could not tolerate
much ale - in fact he had obtained a Bierdispens from the Apollo, a
dispensation freeing him from the obligation to drink the stuff; as
for women, he had privately vowed to remain pure until marriage;
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but duelling was a different matter. Under canon law (Canon 2351),
duellers faced excommunication. Excommmunication was applied
to any who duelled, seconded, watched, or participated in any way.
He was not a fearful man, but he still feared the wrath of God.

To please his fraternity brothers he learned to use the duelling
sabre, and professed to look forward to his first bout. Women would
remain an alien species - why, he did not even enjoy holding these
creatures at the dancing classes. He would lose Maja and Louisa, and
they faded from the diary pages.

IN DUELLING WITH SABRES, of which we shall hear more, the rule is that
nobody actually wins: it is not even an affair of honour; the outcome
turns on the judgment of the spectators. Most of the combatants’ body
is padded, but their faces are exposed; they must duel until the requisite
slash drawing blood is inflicted across one cheek. The resulting scar
is borne lifelong with dignity - the Schmiss which will embellish, or
disfigure, so many of Himmler’s later associates like Kaltenbrunner or
Skorzeny. The spectators watch for any signs of flinching.

Perhaps duelling and its emphasis on honour, explains why
Germany would fight on when all was lost. When blood, much blood,
was drawn in the forthcoming conflict, Germany did not flinch,
with the exception of the traitors of July 1944. In the last years before
military defeat engulfed its people, the whole country wore the scars
with pride and painful fortitude.
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GOD-FEARING, FRUGAL, CLEAN-LIVING, AND SERIOUS MINDED, in
many ways Heinrich Himmler at nearly twenty is an admirable
product of his hard-working middle-class family. The young man
still has to account for every pfennig and justify each demand on
his father’s pocket. Abgerechnet. Reconciled, features almost nightly
in his diary. The voice of his father, still teaching Classics at the
Gymnasium in Ingolstadt, rings in his ears. Heini smokes cigarettes
and the occasional gift cigar, but does not do drugs; he is not a
homosexual, though mildly curious about their perversions. He takes
a qualified interest in female company; he tells his older brother he
will remain celibate until marriage, and six years or more will elapse
before he loses his virginity, and then to the much older woman, a
divorcee, who has snared him, and whom he will eventually marry.

HEINRICH HIMMLER WENT HOME TO INGOLSTADT with Gebhard for
that Christmas of 1919, and they exchanged gifts - ‘at six-thirty, as
Heini recorded. There was a pipe from Gebhard, and books from
his father, including Classics from the bequeathed library of the late
Prince Heinrich himself; the young prince had fallen to a sniper’s
bullet in Romania in 1916. ‘How wonderful it was,” Heinrich wrote
of this traditional family Yuletide in 1919. Gebhard played the piano
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and they drank punch. At midnight they trooped over to Mass, the
three boys all wearing their white bow-ties standing right up front
in the beautiful choir. The High Latin ritual, the regalia and familiar
ceremony gripped Heini once again. During the sermon an inner
turmoil beset him as never before: “The duelling thing kept crowding
in on me. In the evening I prayed, I thought I had more or less put it
behind me earlier. God will help me in the midst of all my doubts.’

Yes, the duelling. ‘Tt was interesting to watch,” wrote Heini. ‘It
strengthens your nerve, and you learn to receive an injury calmly.’
He was a spectator several times that January 1920 at Mensur — what
might be called exhibition duelling, named for the formal measure
separating combatants. “Two-thirty, he wrote on the twenty-first:
“To the Kneipe for five sets of Mensur. The Kneipe, colloquially a
pub, played a part in student life — the assembly room in the student
corporation’s house and, by extension, a function with beer-swilling,
singing, speech-making, and ceremonial - the members attending in
tull corporate Couleur, with pillbox hats, multicoloured sashes and
the other regalia of office which were so important to their student
existence.

HE STILL TOOK ONLY A PASSING INTEREST in politics. He remarked
with distaste upon one sermon for polemicising against Prussia —
geographically the more northern and eastern provinces of Germany
but historically a vague concept too, associated with militarism and
Protestant piety. On January 15, 1920, walking two ladies home with
his Leibburschen, his student ‘mentors’ from the Apollo, he ran into a
noisy demonstration being dispersed by the army - the Reichswehr —
on the Stachus - the busiest square in Munich.

A police court had just sentenced to death Count Arco-Valley,
the student who had assassinated Kurt Eisner. Heinrich and other
students embarked upon some juvenile plotting to liberate their hero
from prison. ‘Donned my uniform, he recorded two days later. ‘At
eight o’clock a big student demo in the university’s main auditorium
to demand a pardon for Arco.” In a hint at nationalist sentiments,
he added, ‘A magnificent patriotic assembly.” But it all fizzled out,
and the sentence was almost at once commuted. ‘Oh well,” resigned
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Heinrich, ‘there’s always another time. Now people have seen what to
expect from the universities of Grossdeutschland’ - and he used the
word for ‘Germany’ which evoked its future unification with Austria.

That winter his diaries refer to several rococo parties, and the
efforts that Heini, his friend Ludwig Zahler, and Kithe put into
designing costumes. The jovial grin that brightens many photographs
of Heinrich Himmler began to appear. Clinking tankards he and
Lou swore brotherly love, and danced until late with their girls, and
there were games of forfeits ‘with much kissing,” as Heini recorded
with triumph afterwards. Beer still disagreed with him but wine
went down better, and one night he boasted to his unquestioning
notebook that he had polished off eight glasses. As for the other kind
of glasses — the ones he wore in class - he preferred an old fashioned
pince-nez. After a visit to his optician Hofrat Krebeck that January,
1920, Heini wrote that ‘Gott sei Dank’ his eyesight was no worse.

There is no trace of any political engagement at this time. On May
16, 1920 ‘Heinrich Himmler of 14 Alarm-Kompanie’ signed for one
rifle, one steel helmet, two cartridge pouches, and one haversack,
old-style, issued by the Bavarian Home Guard. His commander was
a Major Angerer, who flitted in and out of his later diary pages and
eventually came to study at the Polytechnic too.

Assigned by the Polytechnic to a smallholding at Fridolfing he
threw himself into farm life. He worked for twelve months from
September 1920, right on the Austrian border east of Munich. He
wrote his parents about his adventures in reaching the farmstead
across flooded country lanes:

Got here safe and sound on September 7 at ten-thirty a.m. I
went to Traunstein and then took the [small-gauge] railroad to
Waging. I wanted to bike on to Fridolfing that same night at
nine-thirty p.m. but I got talked out of it because I didn’t know
the way and there was flooding everywhere. So I had supper and
spent the night in the Schwanenbriu hostelry and sallied forth at
eight next morning. At one point on the way to Taching I had to
carry my bike and fifty-pound rucksack across a powerful stream
for about fifty yards with flooding up to my ankles.
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Near Tettenhausen the water was waist high, so rather than risk
that I took a detour via Tengling. The roads from Tengling to
Fridolfing were like raging streams with a lot of debris. Just before
Fridolfing I had to traverse fifty yards of knee-deep floodwater
and then a rickety bridge and thirty yards more of knee-deep
water and then, hooray, a glorious ride into the village.

They gave me a grand welcome and I am very well. Many thanks
for the hairbrush, and much love and kisses

from your truly affec. son, Heinrich.

Heinrichlived en famille with the farmer Alois Rehrl, and sleptin their
children’s room. He thought the world of Rehrl, describing him as ‘a
man of upright, honest, and strongly moral character and of a sound
and kindly heart.” It is how he wanted to be seen later. Throughout
his own childhood, there had been no trace of dishonesty in him.
Twice a week he wrote home to Ingolstadt, two hundred miles away,
the kind of epistles which every parent hopes to receive.

‘Dearest Mama,” he wrote his mother on her birthday that January
1921. ‘T wish you all the very best that only a grateful, good son can
wish his mother. Stay well for us always, and I hope your migraine
will now allow you some peace. We, your two little boys, want to be a
joy to you forever.” He related their latest ski trip to Reichenhall: they
had left their skis below for want of snow and climbed the Reiter Alp
instead and spent the night in a mountain hut. Writing five days later
he resorted to a more calculated prose: Tam sitting in my comfortable
and well-heated room, and before I start my studies I want to chat
with you a bit’ — and so he did before coming to the point, about the
spring-like weather, about the dancing-class, about the sing-song he
had gone to and his own contribution, a couple of Friedrich Schiller’s
classical ballads: ‘T attach my accounts. I am down to forty marks.’
Pleased with which effort, he signed off, “Your grateful son, Heinrich.’

Farmer Rehrl in turn described his new trainee as hard-working
and conscientious. ‘He worked with us in the milling operations
despite the winter and rainiest days and gained valuable experience,
he wrote in his testimonial for Heinrich. A letter of February 18,
1921 showed that Rehrl had advised him to put in for a free one-week
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mechanics course. ‘T decided to register first, Heini apologised to his
parents, ‘and ask your permission after.’

Years later he told Karl Wolff that if things had gone differently he
would have liked to manage some great government estate or noble
family landholding, because that was his education.

THE MECHANICS COURSE WAS AT THE TRAUNSTEIN works of tractor
manufacturers Epple & Buxbaum AG. He persuaded his parents to
foot the living costs — he was down to twenty-five marks, and shoe
repairs had made a hole in his pocket. ‘Don’t be mad at me for asking
so soon again,” he cajoled them. I do hate doing it. It was from
Traunstein therefore that he thanked his mother on February 28 for
the latest cakes and cash. “The course at Epple & Buxbaum begins
today at two. Probably got to go to Munich for a day because of my
exam thing. . . Rest of the time I'm studying at night too.’

‘Easter will be very nice and cheerful, he wrote his mother
afterwards. Toften play cards with Herr Rehrl. ButIam not neglecting
my chemistry studies.” Then he turned to domestic matters — he had
had trousers made, his wristwatch and pocket watch both needed
repair. ‘But that doesn’t mean I'm out of cash, he added hastily, as
he still had two hundred marks - a hint at how inflation was already
biting. Tam just mentioning it so you don’t get a shock from my next
accounts.” Writing his father a month later he carefully ended with
a few words in Latin to flatter the old man, adding: ‘Greetings and
kisses with fond love from your Heinrich.’

His letter of May 8 was filled with things which became a standby
when naught else occurred to him: T always get up at four-thirty, and
start work at five. From tomorrow they will call us in every day, to
make the semolina and bring the forage into the stable. By day there’s
heaps to do. Last week we planted - cutting potatoes, laying them in
furrows, spreading artificial fertiliser, I've done it all. Then cutting
wood along the rain-ditches, a tedious job, hacking away with axe
and hoe and saw. We’ve got a little dinghy for this. . . I take it out for
little jaunts in the evening (but don’t pull a face and start worrying).
This evening Mr Rehrl and I go fishing,” presumably on the River
Inn. And so he chattered on. “Tomorrow afternoon I'm off to a



5: Young Man with a Jovial Grin 75

peasant wedding. I attach my accounting for the 350 marks, I'll keep
the 97 marks and ten pfennigs balance here and add them to next
month. I'm so pleased that E. & B. have accepted me for Ingolstadt.
Could you please drop a hint that I ought to get 40 pfennigs an hour
as an apprentice just like Gebhard -’ and he added a dozen words in
shorthand.

Writing from the farm for his father’s birthday Heini wished him
‘from the bottom of my truly loyal heart everything imaginable
and good one could possibly want for a dear father.” It rang slightly
familiar to his later letters. ‘May you soon see — and surely you shall -
that our German fatherland is once again great and wonderful. That
is my first desire, as in our prayers the Fatherland comes, next to
God, first and foremost. My second is that you should have much
joy with us three boys and live long and happy years with our good
Mama. I promise you I will always try to be, and to stay, on my best
behaviour. And third, I wish that you should remain blessedly in
office for many years to come.

Heini again spoke of the long hours that he worked in the fields:
‘In two weeks the hay harvest begins. Time flies, eh, I've been here
almost three-quarters of a year already. I'll tell you about the peasant
wedding when I see you, and meanwhile I'm making notes on all the
customs and rituals; it would be too much to write you about them.’

We note the shift in interest from religion to peasant folklore.

BIOGRAPHERS HAVE unquestioningly seen him as a physical weakling,
but his stamina appears noteworthy. On May 22, 1921 he described
to his mother another bike journey through the mountains:

Set out by bike from here [Fridolfing] at four on Whit Sunday.
By seven I was already in Salzburg after a hot but lovely journey,
that’s thirty-one kilometres. The route took me through Laufen,
Surheim, Salzburg docks, and Freilassing. From Laufen you could
already see the Hohensalzburg fortress, a magnificent sight. . .

Whit Monday at six-thirty, on to Berchtesgaden -

and how he must have remembered this bike trip in later years, when
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he attended conferences above the town amidst these very mountains.

Went to church there, and then onward to the Konigssee. Rode
around a bit, looked at the Obersee. Spectacular, this mountain
scenery. Back to Berchtesgaden, had a meal on the way. Then on
through Ramsau to the Hintersee. Up the Hirschbichel Pass,
1,200 metres — obviously I had to push the bike. Back down again
the other side, and I had to dismount again because it went down
too steeply. On to Oberweissbach. Ate and spent the night there.
Drank wine with fraternity students from Jena, and sang songs of
the Kommers [a student function like a Kneipe, but more formal].

Whit Tuesday: Biked along the Saalach river through Saalfelden
to Zell am See, thirty kilometres, got there at nine-thirty. The
great snowcapped High Tauern towering ahead of me. [These
mountains are the highest in Austria.] Went rowing a bit. Then
took the train to Salzburg, and on to Oberndorf (Laufen) and
then biked back to Fridolfing. .. This week we start bringing in
the hay, the grain is already in full bloom.

Back on the farm, he mowed the fields, fed the cattle, ate with the
hands, drank coffee and beer with them, and sat around after supper
taking tea with the family. ‘Around seven or seven-fifteen I'm up to my
garret to write and study and read a bit. Wednesdays and Saturdays I
go to the gym. Fridays, singing. Sometimes I go fishing or oftf hunting
with a fellow down in the Au, and don’t you go getting worked up
about it, it’s quite safe and good fun. Some Sunday evenings Farmer
Rehrl and I go after supper to the Strohhof for a glass of beer,” - that
is still a popular inn on the outskirts of Fridolfing. ‘Last Sunday
morning I joined in the Corpus Christi procession.” And so forth.

After a further list of the harvesting, planting, milling and other
farm tasks, he concluded: “Tell Papa not to work so hard, but to go for
walks more often each week, so he doesn’t overdo it.’

His parents doted on Heini. His mother sent him cigarettes,
his father cigars and more cash. He took his singing particularly
seriously. The pope had just elevated Archbishop Michael von
Faulhaber to Cardinal. On Sunday June 5 the Fridolfing Glee Club,
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the Sdngerbund, serenaded the new cardinal with three songs. ‘He
was delighted and gave each of us a beautiful little picture, even to
me, the “hard-boiled and very public sinner.”

‘He is a tall man of unusually spiritualised countenance, he added.
More than once in letters home Heinrich referred to himself in jest
as ‘the bad boy.” There was to be a big song festival in Tittmoning, a
few miles away, he added: ‘Don’t worry about my overdoing it. The
gymnastics are doing me good, and I am really glad to have that
opportunity.’

Weeks of rain had delayed the harvesting — the hay just ended,
the grain just beginning. On July 10 Heini did his accounts for the
last two months - accounting for every pfennig of the 423 marks his
parents had sent him - bars of soap, postage stamps, shoe-soles and
laces, a bicycle-cape, cigarettes, watch-repairs, cigarillos, haircuts, his
subscription to the Apollo, and so forth, all totalling 371-05 marks —
leaving him, he calculated, with a credit balance of 51-95 marks.
Having done the sums, he submitted fresh requests — 180 marks for
the tailor, and cash to cover the remaining seven weeks at the farm.
“That Ernstl now gets up at six a.m. is good news,” mocked Heini. ‘But
the little bedbug shouldn’t get big-headed about it as other folks have
already been up and about an hour and a half by that time.’

For the two last months of that summer of 1921 the young man
worked as a trainee in the Ingolstadt branch of Epple & Buxbaum,
which had meanwhile become “Vereinigte Fabriken Landwirtschaft-
licher Maschinen,” the United Agricultural Machinery Works. Here
too he excelled by his industry, as a director certified when he left.

HE RETURNED TO THE Polytechnic that autumn. Economic turmoil
gripped Europe; inflation was starting to rip society apart.

His older brother Gebhard was living in Ingolstadt again.
He was painting watercolours, and Heini took them, a few
at a time, to Hermann Tietz, a prosperous Jewish-owned
Munich department store. A new girl appeared. Her name was
Stolzle, a good looking distant cousin, now Gebhard’s girlfriend.
Heini saw her when she arrived one day from Ingolstadt, and his
surprise was evident.



78 TRUE HIMMLER

In a disapproving diary entry. Heini wrote: “Yet another, escaping
from our circle of two years ago. Because the tie to a female is powerful:
thou shalt leave thy mother and father, and bond to a woman. I'm
glad that once again two people so close to me are finding happiness.
For me, however, The Struggle.’

He privately decided to see Paula off, but a few days later he bought
a betrothal present for the couple, Agnes Giinther’s book The Saint
and Her Fool. (Published posthumously, it was the author’s only
novel, a tearjerker about a prince’s daughter, her loves and life, and
her jealous stepmother; it succeeded in reducing female readers to
sobbing — no doubt one of them had recommended it as a suitable
gift for Gebhard and Paula.) ‘He is very happy, the good old fellow,
he wrote about his older brother. T like him frightfully, and Ernstl.
He’s another decent chap.” Gebhard showed Heini an album and the
poem he had written for Paula in it: “The things they do for love,
sniggered Heini. He hoped he would never be smitten like that.

LIKE ALL BOYS HE WAS CLOSER TO HIS mother, to judge from the
letters he sent her and his father. Back at the Polytechnic, he penned
a recital of all he had done, adopting the kind of reassuring language
that mothers like from their absent sons: The day before, he had gone
to chapel, then on to the Waldfriedhof to lay a wreath, and then to
his grandmother’s poorly tended grave, and found the ivy creeping
out of the cracks beneath its magnificent crucifix. The high point was
lunch with Thilde, his old nanny in Sendling, and her husband, what
psycho-analysts see as ‘uninhibited oral gratification” it included
a dumpling soup, veal, tenderloin roast, potatoes, and an endive
salad washed down with beer and followed by apple pie, with coffee
and pastries to follow. ‘When I left, Thilde gave me cakes and root
beer too, and went with me as far as The Harras’ — a well known
crossroads. That afternoon Heini went to a cemetery and sketched
where the grave of Alois Heyder, his maternal grandfather, needed
repair.

He had supper as usual with the Loritz family. Frau Loritz cooked
meals for several students to eke out her widow’s mite. ‘T always eat at
home except for Sundays and holidays when I eat at the Loritz’s, and
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once a week when I eat in the student refectory.” This brought him
to the October bills for himself and brother Gebhard: “That’s fifteen
marks for the three suppers at home, plus thirty — lunch costs six not
five as we had calculated. Sorry to ask also for two hundred marks
for college fees as we are already 34 marks short, I have not yet signed
up for political economy, nor any exams, nor the lab., nor any of the
other essential courses and still don’t have a single textbook.’

He thanked his ‘liebstes Mutterle,” his darling mummy, for the
hamper she had lovingly put together for him, crammed with meat
and fine pastries, and told her how his social calendar was filling.
T am visiting the widow of Public Prosecutor Kornberger today,
and next Sunday [November 27] I will pay my Court visit’ - to
Princess Arnulf. ‘Now, about the trousers. I prefer the broad stripes.
That cloth has one advantage, it can be reversed. Last Saturday, he
continued without pause, ‘I went on an animal breeding field-trip
to Gmund on Tegernsee and Miesbach. .. Ask Gebhard to let me
know if the picture arrived at Wertheim’s,” he added, referring to the
large Jewish-owned department store in Berlin. ‘T just want to know
it hasn’t gone missing. Perhaps Paula can mention this to Gebhard.’

HE HAD BY Now mastered the rites of student corporations, with their
arcane names and ranks. His diary entries for 1921 and 1922 often
read like a foreign tongue, until they are decoded with the glossaries
of student life of the Nineteen-Twenties. On November 2, 1921 he
wrote: ‘Until eight p.m. in the Franziskaner Lustbriau beerhall for the
Hylesia fraternity’s Kommers. I was down to orate for the Apollo,
but Altstétter of Babenbergia wangled it for himself and spoke on
the fraternity’s behalf” He continued: In my view the Hylesia will
definitely do well. They’ve got the guts and the good will; theyre
mostly older guys who’ve seen war service, and you can always read
up on the Comment.” Comment was one of the many French terms
used in German student duelling: roughly, the know-how.
‘November 26: At three p.m. on the duelling floor. Light sabre bout,
with Rieger of the Donaria Freising fraternity [mostly agronomy
students] against one of Gotiae of the S.V... The neutral was a
Normanne [Normannia fraternity, Berlin] of W.S.C. [the Weinheim
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Senioren-Convent]. On the Gotiae side drew blood twice (face
scratches); he ducked’ — mucksen, to pull the head back from the blade,
which was unpardonable: “The Donaria fellow took a few flat blades
on the arm, he was a powerful guy and fought from immense depth.
It went for forty-five sets. There is something uniquely venerable
about duelling,” added Heinrich, thoughtfully. ‘Something typically
German-student” On December 3 the fraternity held a court of
honour over a student called Briickmeier for some misdemeanour —
perhaps flinching. ‘T took the minutes,” noted Heini. “Verdict: three
heavy sabre-bouts.” (In these the fighters wear less padding and
protection than in ‘light” bouts.) ‘T thought light would have sufficed.
Briickmeier went very pale’

After watching nine sets on December 7 he wrote: “The Hylesia
fraternity were also spectators. It was very interesting. I can now take
pleasure in watching, as I have got over first impressions’ - which
were evidently less pleasurable. On January 14, 1922 there was more
ritual: ‘Light sabre bout between fraternity brothers Markmiller and
Kraft of the Franconia in Erlangen. Our seconder was Reider. Theirs
was the older Kraft, a totally crazy guy with more than twenty sets
to his name, and all mouth. Independent referee for us Bavarians
was a Mr Heidler. He didn’t know the ropes,’ that is, he didn’t know
the Comment. ‘He was way out of his depth. It was a real mess.
Markmiller took two on top, a scratch, and a flat blade on the arm.
About the tenth round he stabbed Kraft on the third skinflap. There
was a huge crowd there, guests from all the corporations.’

These private papers show that surrounded by duelling, politicking
students during the day, Himmler at twenty-one still felt most at ease
with his pious parents, and midst the quiet surroundings of Catholic
church architecture like St Michael’s, the largest Renaissance church
north of the Alps. He particularly loved the Hofkirche, the Royal
church, for its rich ornaments and frescoes of Old Testament scenes.
This was the Church of All Saints, where his cousin the pastor, Dr
Willi Patin, sometimes conducted High Mass. Heini had gone there
for Mass at eight a.m. on Sunday November 27: “‘Wonderful choir,’ he
wrote, referring to the frescoes. ‘In this church I feel at home.’

His diary for that day records the audience he had sought at the
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palace with ‘Her Royal Highness Princess Arnulf of Bavaria,” mother
the late Prince Heinrich. (Thus her royal style. She was Princess
Theresa von und zu Liechtenstein.) The agriculture student and the
elderly princess, they chatted about politics, Spain, and relations
with Northern Germany, and about Gustav Ritter von Kahr, the
monarchist lawyer who had until recently been prime minister of
Bavaria and, to his misfortune, would soon be appointed again. They
also talked about Bavaria’s last monarch, the late ex-King Ludwig III,
who had just been buried on November 5. Heini’s reverence of the
monarchy had long outlasted the institution, and he had attended the
king’s state funeral wearing a top hat and borrowed morning suit,
just one of the tens of thousands of loyal Bavarians lining the streets
of Munich to thrill and shudder at the mournful thud of muffled
drums as the cortege passed.

Heinrich had probably thought the princess comfortably off, but
he learned differently and felt ashamed of his ignorance. He went to
see the widow of Public Prosecutor Kornberger again. ‘She is very
poor, and people are horribly insensitive to that. That’s Christians for
you’ — possibly a nod to Germany’s wealthy Jews, and their vaunted
‘philanthropy’ toward their own kind. “The word is that the princess
is not well off either; a lesson, that, never to think badly of somebody
without being sure of your facts.” It is an indication that he had been
hoping for something from the royal widow, having lost her only
son, his own godfather, in the war.

HE WROTE TO HIS father more rarely, and carefully mentioned
nothing about the duelling in these letters home. On December 2,
1921 his letter began: ‘Dear Papa! Now you get a letter after some
time. Gebhard will have told you about my affairs of state’ -
Staatsaktionen, perhaps a reference to his audience with the princess.
T heard from Frau Loritz that Gebhard hurt himself. I hope he gets
better quickly. Now various things -, and the letter turned to more
formal matters: could Gebhard bring back bed-linen and potatoes,
and the army had ‘at last’ awarded Heini the character of a Fihnrich,
or ensign, and he’d be grateful if Mama could send him some shirts.
Before sending her his regular package of laundry on the eighth, he
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strolled over to have a look at the Wittelsbach Gymmnasium: his father
was to become its new principal, a great honour, from May 1922.

He tried in vain to get interested in the arts. Wanting to form his
own opinions about widely-touted playwrights like Frank Wedekind,
he applied in vain for tickets to Pandora’s Box, a gloomy play of its
times — Lulu has shot her third husband, escapes prison to Paris,
starts a new life as a fake countess, and ends up as a hooker in
London. The tickets were, inevitably, sold out and Heini plunged into
even gloomier fare, Henrik Ibsen’s play Brand. T want to sample once
again his uncompromising straightforwardness, he told his diary.
It was an intellectual play designed to make people ‘think outside
the box,” to use modern terminology. In it, Brand ponders Man’s
Purpose, and speculates on the difference between what is, and what
should be. “‘What you are, be fully, Brand proclaims, ‘not in bits and
pieces.” It sounds now like some kind of army recruiting slogan.
We do not know what Heinrich made of this pretentious nonsense,
but dragging his girlfriends along to such evenings may well have
contributed to his increasingly barren masculine existence.

THE READER MAY WEARY of these early diaries, and their relevance;
but there is good reason to piece together this mosaic. Heinrich
Himmler was already approaching the halfway point in his short
life. The child is father of the man: and History asks that we show
particular interest about the child who had fathered this studious,
pious youth, and now about the youth who fathered the extraordinary
man that our subject of inquiry was soon to become.
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LOUISA HAGER WAS PAST HISTORY. When Heinrich Himmler visited
her familiar Munich neighbourhood in mid November 1921, he
wrote: ‘Happy, I'd almost say melancholy, are the memories that the
St Anna district awakens in me each time. Why do people who are so
dear to our hearts have to be so bad, or become that way? All over.’
Uncertain too, was his love affair with Russia. Back in November
1919 he had signed up for Russian lessons; he had taken an interest
in the vast post-Tsarist empire. Now Turkey captured his interest:
coming back from that field trip to Gmund he had met a Turk, who
told him the British had ‘bought’ all the Turkish newspapers and
were behind everything. He clipped an article about emigrating to
Peru. “‘Whither will life take me?’ he mused. ‘Spain? Turkey? The
Baltic states? Peru?” A few weeks later it was Georgia, and a friend
at dinner talked about the country, their fine people and beautiful
countryside. Again he wrote, “‘Whither shall I wander, and he added
wistfully: “‘Which woman shall I love, and which will love me?’
Another girl, Kétherle, little Kate, perhaps Kathe Loritz, returned
after two years to claim Louisa’s place as female-on-duty, and it was
as though nothing had changed in those two years. ‘Kdtherle says
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that privately she will always feel close to me. . . I am just against the
way females out of sheer vanity take over in things where they are
devoid of any talents,” Heinrich wrote on November 24, 1921, and
added these words about women: ‘A decent man will love a woman
who through feminine wisdom and pure and childlike holiness gives
him the strength to fight the hardest battles without faltering, and
who gives him the most divine inspiration in the most ideal hours.’

Heinrich was now twenty-one. The sexual availability of young
women should have gratified the young man but it did not. His
old grandmother, his mother’s mother, had passed on one piece of
wisdom about them: ‘One should buy the cow straight out of the stall,
and disregard the flibbertigibbets who ‘dance around until they get
a man.” When Fasching came around, the German annual festival
of licentiousness and excess, the Loritz’s talked him into attending
their harem Party. He went dressed as a Turkish sultan, ‘Abdul
Hamid,” wearing the appropriate stage make-up. Lou Zahler came
as the legendary rabbi, ‘Ben Joseph Akiba.” Kétherle was an Indian
maharaja and two other females came as Turkish girls in pantaloons.

Heini was entranced and shocked and guilt-ridden at the same
time. “The room was turned into a harem, his diary tells us, ‘with
the ceiling hung with drapes and lanterns, and a tent next to the
corner fireplace for Lou and me to put on our act about Oriental
life. .. Two a.m. before we got home. Walked with Lou a bit. We
talked about how dangerous such things are. I mean, lying together
as couples, body to body, hot, person to person, you just catch fire
somehow, you really have to keep a grip on what you are doing. Girls
get so carried away so easily that they don’t know what they’re doing,
and there is this intense sub-conscious longing of your whole being
for the satisfaction of a terrifically strong primaeval urge. — You could
do whatever you want with those girls; you've got your work cut out
keeping yourself under control. Girls, I feel sorry for them.

YES, FEMALES WERE A RATHER FRIGHTENING species. At a drinking
session at the Hofbrauhaus beerhall, the waitress caught his eye -
the female staff’s busty dirndl dresses being, beside the beer, a main
attraction. ‘She was quite pretty, a well-developed young thing with
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a nice face, he recalled afterwards. ‘I felt quite sorry for her. Every
waitress inevitably gets sucked into the swamp. If I were a wealthy
man and had the money, I'd give her enough to get married, so she
wouldn’t have to sink and be lost.” He never forgot that waitress.

Walking home he again talked it over with Lou - ‘about getting
engaged, and about the disadvantage of the betrothed being together
throughout the engagement: the wooing and jousting are over,
yet one possesses only a part of her — and her body not at all. As
Professor Gruber puts it: Two people could never survive a whole
lifetime together, chained to each other as closely as married couples
are, were it not for the one unifying factor, sxl. intercourse’ - and the
puritanical Heini abbreviated the horrid word. Lou blurted out that
Kithe Loritz was always making ‘incredible demands on him.” Heini
wondered what that meant. He went home and worked out, and he
copied Max von Gruber’s actual wording from the Gothic print into
his own spiky Siitterlin script.

The diary betrays a cynicism toward females in general. At one
point Ludwig had the usual showdown with his girl, and Kithe
rounded on Heini, screeching that it was all his fault. What man has
not been there before? Heini wrote it all down, to clear his mind and
purge his conscience: ‘Fetched Lou. Kdthe weeps her heart out. Big
row over what I said at midday. The old story: I just cause trouble
with everything I say. Not Lou’s fault, it’s not him she’s talking
about. It’s me, 'm to blame. Lou doesn’t understand her. “You don’t
understand either of us.” I am trying to steal Lou away from her.
Major waterworks. Says I wasn't thinking of them. I suspect her
Mama'’s behind it. Lou is hideously embarrassed, totally on my side.
I tell him this: we two will always be the same.’

Tl break off things with Kéthe and Frau Loritz for the time
being. . . I'll pretend nothing has happened. Not that I expect any
thanks from her. It would be dreadful if they were to break up over
me. . . Who'd have thought this possible two years ago? I hope Kéthe
snaps out of it. Kathe would like to get back to just like two years ago
with me. I ask folks to tell her I have nothing more to say to her, other
than that I am through with her - and her mother.’

Heini followed with four pages of fierce handwriting describing all



86 TRUE HIMMLER

the manipulative characteristics of the female of the species - the
sobbing, the making up, the apologising, and the whining all over
again. Fortunately diaries do not complain, or interrupt, or answer
back. So he shouted in ink to his pages that he had broken this cycle,
and checkmated these selfish, self-centred, jealous, spiteful creatures.
‘Tam too good to play second fiddle to these female tantrums.’

Whereupon the truly narcissistic element came to the fore: I shall
work every day now to better myself, educating myself; there’s still
a frightful lot to be done.” After which came a furtive admission of
defeat: ‘On Saturday Lou will come and visit; but now we’ve got to do
it all without anybody knowing.’

ABSENT A COLD SHOWER, HEINRICH HIMMLER spent his afternoons on
the duelling floor, or attending Student Council meetings. He wrote
to his parents, he worked out, he took ju-jitsu, he studied diligently.
He completed dance-classes too, ‘at least to my own satisfaction.” ‘I
still lack by a long chalk the refinement, the natural superiority of
manner, that I would dearly like to command,” he confessed to the
diary. He stood for student office, but failed: ‘Ambitious, difficult,
and excitable,” he chided himself. ‘And I talk too much.” He wished
he could maintain more of a manly and inscrutable silence.

For three months his diary reflected that curse. Tm too
warm-hearted’ he realised, ‘and talk way too much.” ‘T cracked a lot
of jokes, talked too much, and jeered too much, he wrote, adding:
‘Oh, why can’t I stop it!” “‘When will I learn not to talk so much?’ Tam
a miserable loudmouth, he wrote, ‘T can never keep my mouth shut.’
‘I really can’t keep my big mouth shut.” “The bottom line of these last
days is: I am just a coiner of phrases and blabbermouth.’

He admitted that not being elected to the student body rankled.
Tve never sucked up to anybody, so I am not really liked. And why
not? Because those charming folks whisper all sorts of stuff about my
duelling; and because I talk too much.’

He had always regarded student politics, the Apollo, and the
associated Convent - its voting body — as stepping-stones to higher
things. It did not even trouble him that the president of the Apollo
was Abraham Offner, a Jew. What rankled was that they would
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not make him a Charge. That was an important student office; its
holder wore a festive finery on special occasions, the Chargenwichs.
Himmler yearned for a special, superior uniform. ‘December 11,
1921: A talk with Aschbauer. Says people don’t want to make me a
Charge as they think that the duelling would not be in safe hands
then and that sooner or later my father would prevent me.’

He often talked with Lou - reviewing a kaleidoscopic mix of themes
that included adultery, punishment, and how to treat subordinates,
and then looking back over these undergraduate years, with the
duelling, women, love-tangles, and then forward to his own future.
Heini’s college studies and his work with livestock had started to
shape his own opinions for life. Thanks to his study of Gruber, he had
opinions on procreation, sterilisation, abortion, and he had his own
views on the relationship of the individual to the state. Lou’s liberal
views had begun to irritate. ‘Lou’s position is too lax,” he found.

Once, they attended a reunion of the 11th Infantry Regiment, in
which Himmler had signed on as an officer cadet four years before
(on December 23, 1917). Heini noted the decent way these elders and
betters spoke to him. We can readily picture the scene, as they settled
down to beer and cigarettes and talked politics until one a.m. ‘A lively
discussion on economics and banking, most interesting,” he recorded
an hour or two later. ‘Speculating with money is very tempting,
perhaps even necessary, but morally - is it proper? I've often talked
with Lou about this. I want to get to know the private sector better.’

HE WAS FINDING FAMILY LIFE INCREASINGLY empty. The Catholic
church no longer fulfilled his needs, and his older brother’s inane
flirting with Paula Stolzle was getting on his nerves, ‘just empty
chatter, laughter, wisecracks and nothing else. They call me a bundle
of fun. To them I'm a great guy who’s always joking and takes care of
everything. Good ol’ Heini — he’ll manage. I like both, but there’s no
common ground on an intellectual or spiritual character-level’

He showed a developing interest in international affairs. One
November day in 1921 he heard an army general speak at a German
Officers’ League beer evening in the Hofbrau. It was Count Ridiger
von der Goltz: he had had a dramatic career, even after the armistice
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of 1918, continuing the fight in Finland and freeing Helsinki from the
Bolshevik Russian forces, and then fighting on in Latvia, liberating
Riga in 1919; he had been about to launch a general offensive against
St Petersburg, hoping to overthrow Bolshevik rule in Russia, when
the British intervened and demanded that he leave Latvia. Himmler
listened spellbound to his talk: ‘Highly interesting and uplifting. A
truly German general. . . Just see what this wretched revolution and
the revolutionary governments destroyed. If there’s ever another
campaign in the East I'll be there. The West is dying on its feet. We
must fight in the east, and resettle it. To Heinrich Himmler it was all
still just words, but one day it might come true.

The spirit of adventure was kindled, but so too was his restless,
inquiring mind. Later that same day we find him reading a book
by Hans Paasche - and Paasche was the very opposite of General
von der Goltz: he was a pacifist and liberal, a fierce critic of German
colonial policy and an advocate of humanitarian treatment of the
African natives. He had agitated since the war for female suftrage,
animal rights, and vegetarianism, and campaigned against alcohol
in the armed forces, and for fraternisation between officers and men.
A thorn in the flesh of Germany’s right wing, Paasche had been shot
dead by Free-Corps hitmen in front of his children in May 1920.

Heinrich Himmler began now to list his reading, and sometimes
he added comments on books’ content. He picked up two volumes
of Illustrierte Violkerkunde — Anthropology Illustrated, a publication
rather like National Geographic magazine, with all the world’s regions
and races pictured in illustrations. One was of a Sioux chieftain
named Black Rock, ‘He-asapa, clutching his sword and shield and
decked out in full finery of buffalo-skin, ermine, and a head-dress of
eagle feathers. Yes, sometimes uniforms did make the man.

EVEN WHILE HE WAS LEAFING through those two volumes, the cast
of men who would populate this, the second half of his life, began to
assemble. It was January 26, 1922. Over drinks at the Schiitzenverein,
a shooting-club, in the Arzberger Keller beerhall, he ran into his
former company commander Major Angerer, who introduced a
slightly overweight army captain, his face disfigured with bullet-scars
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A page of Himmler’s diary, January 12, 1922 — meeting with the
lawyer, Dr Oskar Gerstle.
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received on the Western Front. This was Ernst Rohm. Although only
thirty-five, he was an impressive army officer. He had taken part in
the overthrow of the short-lived Soviet Republic in Munich in 1919;
the following year he had joined the new German Workers’ Party
with membership No. 623 (the numbering started at five hundred).

With young Himmler, he had a discussion on Bolshevism and the
future. R6hm was currently collecting machine guns and weapons for
various paramilitarybodies, on which activity the military authorities
turned a blind eye; after the kind of internecine squabbling which
characterizes such bodies, he had formed a breakaway paramilitary
group in Munich, the Reichsflagge — the National Flag. Himmler
listened with only half an ear.

Himmler’s future was in farming and his knowledge there was
prodigious. Rohm was homosexual. The talk about him had begun
before the war, about his clothes, and the cap he wore with the divinely
blue shirt; one of his closest associates said he was a quarter-Jew. A
few months later Rohm talked Heini into joining his movement.

THERE WAS STILL SOMETHING ill-defined and aimless about
Himmler’s patriotism. ‘Our time will come, when Germany is great
again, he wrote, after he strolled home with Ludwig, and talked with
him ‘about my future, the future of the Fatherland - all the bitter
things coming our way.’

In this last year of his formal studies he took up physics as well
as animal nutrition and breeding - a particular interest of his —
and forestry: ‘How puny we human beings are, he exclaimed, and
then again the next day: ‘How insecure and trivial our existence is.
Devastating. Origin of the Species.” His health was improved - Dr
Quenstedt said he was no longer concerned about the enlarged heart.

One Sunday morning Heinrich attended a military service at
church. He had no interest in music, but there was something
thrilling about military bands, uniforms, and the oompah-oompah
Prisentiermarsch to which well-drilled troops paraded. Once he
scribbled a diary entry, “The military goes past, and Oh my God!

THERE HAD BEEN IN THE DIARY PAGES LITTLE mention of Jews, or of
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that perennially unresolved European problem, the Judenfrage. The
Jews were still only blurs in his vision; but the stereotype had already
formed within his perception: they had arrived from the east and
settled all over and sucked the blood out of their host countries. On
January 12, 1922, he had to run an errand to a Jewish lawyer for his
tather, Oberstudiendirektor Gebhard Himmler,: ‘T pay a visit to the
attorney Dr Oskar Gerstle, to hand him a letter from Papa. Totally
amiable and extremely friendly, but he can’t conceal the Jew within.
When all is said and done he may well be a jolly good fellow, but that’s
how they are, these people. It’s in their blood. He spoke a lot about
society, people he knows, and networking. At the end he said, if he
could ever be of service to me, he’d be more than happy, “I've got a
lot of fraternity friends.” But, even so.” Himmler concluded with a sly
dig: ‘He wasn’t in the war, incidentally — because of heart problems.’

YES, THE JEWS. HISTORY IS ABOUT PEOPLE, but it almost loses sight
of this Munich lawyer, Dr Gerstle. He was twenty-eight when young
Heinrich Himmler called on him with his father’s letter. The years
passed, and despite the difficulties as times changed, he continued
to practice law. To protect him from persecution, Himmler’s father,
by then long retired from the Wittelsbach Gymnasium, wrote
him a covering letter before he died in 1936; as did Abbot Alban
Schachleiter osB, a Benedictine monk close to the National Socialist
revolution.

Things came to a head. In 1938 Munich’s Jewish lawyers were
notified that they could no longer practice after November. The
testimonials did not help. Gerstle was one of the thousands of Jews
rounded up on November 10, 1938 as a collective punishment for the
Jewish murder of a German diplomat in Paris. Released from Dachau
two months later, he vainly sought permission to leave for Britain.

The reader is afforded a final glimpse of Oskar Gerstle. The year
is 1942. It is April 4, at Munich’s central railroad station, and he is
struggling with his baggage to board a slam-door passenger train. He
is named on the list for the second transport of Jews being deported
from the Bavarian capital - bound for the Piaski ghetto near Lublin
in occupied Poland. He is never seen again.
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DURING THESE SAME months that Heinrich Himmler was penning
anxious letters to his parents about laundry, pocket-money, exams,
and student life, a movement was swelling in the beerhalls and alleys
all around him. A new nationalism had begun to trigger tidal waves
of increasing magnitude that swept across Bavaria. Its leader, an
Austrian of unusual talents, had settled into this city: an agitator, a
disaffected ex-soldier, and an orator.

A little older than thirty at this time, Adolf Hitler had been born
to a customs official’s family, a short bike-ride from where young
Himmler was later harvesting Farmer Rehrl’s potato crops in
Germany. A dozen years older, and the opposite of this feather-bedded
college-lad, Hitler had quaffed no student beer, fought no sabre duels,
and worn no couleur or student regalia. He was a rough, unpolished
diamond who had seen war as an infantry corporal on the Western
Front, and been blinded by a British gas attack; returning with the
Iron Cross, he had ended the war in a military hospital outside Berlin.

Staying in the army, if not in uniform, he had fought against the
extreme Left, acting as an infiltrator and informer. Hitler had briefly
supported the Bavarian ‘Soviet Republic’ and donned its red brassard.
Demobilised early in 1919, he continued to work as an informer for
the Bavarian authorities, spying on subversives infesting the back
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streets and beerhalls of Munich like vermin, and chanced upon an
obscure body, the German Workers’ Party. He joined a week later.

Historians will argue over when, and why, and indeed whether
and for how long, anti-Semitism first seeped into Hitler’s veins. He
was not anti-Jewish at the time the Great War ended. It was a Jew,
Lieutenant Hugo Gutmann, who had recommended Corporal Hitler
for the Iron Cross First Class. (Gutmann emigrated in good time to
the United States; it was Hitler who charitably refused to cancel his
veterans’ pension.)

Adolf Hitler spoke for the first time at a public meeting in Munich
on October 16, 1919. We have police reports on these earliest speeches,
which show that he learned to give the crowds what they wanted to
hear. He told of his contempt of the Diktat imposed by the victors in
June 1919, and of their own government in Berlin and the ‘craven and
corrupt’ German negotiators at Versailles. Just four months later, on
February 24, 1920, he addressed his first mass meeting. He launched
his new Party as the National Socialist German Workers’ Party, the
NSDAP, and proclaimed a populist Twenty-Five Point programme to
two thousand supporters in the Hofbrauhaus beerhall.

These meetings were not Sunday-school outings. They were marked
by drinking and violence. His men used force to dominate the streets
and beerhalls. His Party organised squads of brown-shirted toughs
to keep order while the ‘Fiithrer’ - the name given him by an aviator,
Rudolf Hess — spoke. In April 1920 Hitler proclaimed to one audience,
‘We need a dictator who is a genius, if we are to arise again.’

The new Party was one of National Socialist workers, he said -
emphasising its nationalist and patriotic origins: ‘We want to
be German, and we are going to make war on the Polish-Jewish
vermin’ - and there, suddenly, was a clue that the poison was
within him. He blamed the Jewish pollution of the German people
for their defeat. Speaking at Salzburg, on the Austrian side of the
frontier, in August 1920 the poison was there again. He outlined two
aims: ‘Firstly, Deutschland iiber alles in der Welt; and secondly, our
Germanic domain extends as far as the German tongue is spoken.’
Here, to loud applause, he demanded the extirpation of what he now
called ‘the Jewish bacillus’ from their midst. ‘For us, he cried, ‘this
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is not a problem to which you can turn a blind eye, one to be solved
by minor concessions. . . Don’t be misled into thinking you can fight
a disease without killing the carrier, without destroying the bacillus.
Don't think you can fight racial tuberculosis without taking care to
rid the nation of the carrier of that racial tuberculosis.’

That went down well. During other speeches in 1920 he demanded
that war profiteers and racketeers be hanged; he concentrated his
venom on the Ostjuden, the ‘eastern yids’ coming from Russia, and
the ‘Polish-Jewish vermin’ who had made a second Jerusalem of
Vienna; Austria’s brave soldiers had returned to slums, to find half a
million Ostjuden from Galicia were now living in palatial apartments.

That went down even better, and the police reports show that on
August 13 Hitler devoted an entire speech to those he blamed for the
war and its outcome. He accused the ‘eastern Jews’ in the media of
systematically dividing and subverting the country. ‘We do not want
to whip up a pogrom-atmosphere, he was careful to say, encouraged
by the storms of applause. ‘But we must be fired with a remorseless
determination to grasp this evil at its roots and exterminate it, root
and branch.” A few weeks later he repeated, ‘We cannot skirt round
the Jewish Question. It has got to be solved.’

Hitler would be swept forward on the crest of a popular wave
over the next fifteen years to reach the pinnacles of his power and
fame. Just as he had once sworn to a friend, as a child on a hilltop
outside Linz, he restored to Germany her national pride and lost
territories. Hitler seized opportunities and took risks. In 1938 Time
magazine named him Man of the Year. That year his achievements
would inspire nearly fifty million Germans and Austrians to mark
“Yes!” after his name on the ballot conducted in the aftermath of his
greatest triumph, the peaceful union of Germany and Austria.

HIMMLER WOULD LISTEN AND BECOME HIS DISCIPLE and lieutenant.
As his power rose and he became the supreme police authority,
he began to investigate Hitler’s origins and to speculate about the
amalgam of madness and genius that surged through his veins.

In August 1942 he instructed the secret state police to make
inquiries. We can only guess what Himmler’s motive might have been;
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knowledge is power. He stamped the police report TOP STATE SECRET.
The agents had discovered a retired civil servant named Konrad
Pracher in southeastern Austria, who was claiming to be related to
Hitler. ‘In opposition circles in Graz and St Peter, ran their report, ‘the
rumour is circulating that relatives of the Fiihrer are residing there,
including a number of imbeciles and mental defectives. Rumour had
it that the Fithrer had been born Schicklgruber; and that his mother,
Klara Schicklgruber, had been married to a Jew called Singer before
marrying Hitler’s father, the customs official Alois Hitler, who had
then - said the rumours - adopted Adolf.

Much of this was false or muddled. It was Adolf’s father who
was the bastard son of a Maria Anna Schicklgruber. But the
Schicklgruber line had demonstrably produced some ‘idiot progeny.
A revenue official named Josef Veit, part of the Schicklgruber line,
had sired several children and died in Klagenfurt in 1904. Konrad
Pracher had become the Veit orphans’ legal guardian, and owner
of the incriminating family photos and documents. All of the Veit
children suffered from tragic mental disabilities. A son had killed
himself aged twenty-one in 1920; a daughter Aloisia Veit, two years
younger than Hitler, had been confined in an asylum and, reported
the dossier nonchalantly, ‘had died in Vienna in 1940.” One surviving
daughter Josefa was a half-idiot and another, Viktoria, was feeble-
minded.

Himmler’s men seized the photos and documents ‘to prevent their
misuse, and he had the report retyped on a large-print typewriter
and sent round to the Hitler.

We do not know what became of the Prachers. The fate of poor
Aloisia is known: diagnosed with ‘schizophrenic mental instability,
helplessness and depression, distraction, hallucinations and
delusions, she spent her shortlifelocked down in a Vienna institution.
Its records relate that she was put to sleep in December 1940.

UNREMARKED AT FIRST IN HIMMLERS DIARY other than by the
steadily rising prices, Germany’s economic collapse had begun in
1922. Outside the protecting walls of the Munich Polytechnic, the
country was sliding into economic ruin. Versailles had imposed harsh
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obligations on Germany; her overseas empire had been dismantled,
and rich provinces hacked oft and fed to her neighbours.

It was banking mismanagement, as in the United States in 2008,
rather than defeat which brought about the economic disaster. By
February 1920, when the NSDAP was founded, prices had risen
to five times the 1918 level. The national bank printed new bank
notes, putting fifty percent more money into circulation by 1922.
The resulting inflation consumed ancient fortunes like a forest fire.
Millions discovered that their life’s savings would not buy a postage
stamp — while shrewd millionaires, the speculators of whom Heinrich
had recently learned, men with foresight and international currency
connections, made easy fortunes in real estate. In 1923 hyperinflation
began. The national bank could no longer print, or overprint, sheets
of bank notes fast enough. By late 1923 it would take 200 billion marks
to buy one loaf of bread. Devalued and discouraged, the Germans
not always unjustly blamed the Jews.

SUCH WAS THE WORSENING ECONOMIC CLIMATE, but Himmler
barely noticed. He had other preoccupations. There is no echo in his
writings of the rise of the NSDAP, which filled pages in the Munich
press. Early in 1922 he visited a relative in a hospital in Schwabing,
a northern borough, and found him weak from pneumonia. ‘His
hands are pale and waxy, his feet bloodless and thin. He gets daily
morphine, camphor, and caffeine injections. His voice is but a
whisper. . . His sister is there, she nurses him with touching love and
devotion, and can only weep. That’s how these girls are. They can
throw themselves wholeheartedly into bodily lust, but they are also
capable of this exemplary full-bodied love too.

He walked home with Ludwig: ‘Stood in Lou’s porch for some time
talking until eleven p.m. about all things sexual between man and
woman: and about celibacy, and whether it’s really feasible. After
which, these two friends swapped views on a well-known 1911 work,
The Iris of India — one of seven short stories by Hermann Sudermann,
written in the gushing style of Emile Zola and Honoré de Balzac.

The cobbled streets of Munich teemed with army veterans and
paramilitaries. Uniforms were everywhere. But the Polytechnic
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student Himmler’s enthusiasm for the Apollo was still all-consuming.
Mensur bouts clutter his diaries. One afternoon in January 1922 he
recorded a Reinigungspartie (a rehabilitation bout, which follows one
deemed unsatisfactory): ‘Horazek stood his ground magnificently
and fought well, a satisfaction bout. Now he can take his leave with
honour. Privately I am sorry for him, but right is right. Holzapfel
slashed, got bloodied seven times.’

Himmler hoped he would have his own big bout soon, probably
against one Kiermeier, a giant of a guy. “The other possible opponent
is just as tall” The fight was provisionally set down for March: ‘One
keeps thinking, if only there were a war now, with fighting, marching
forth. - I am looking forward to my Mensur.

His hopes were temporarily dashed. “There’s probably not going to
be a Mensur, he recorded on the twenty-second. ‘Duelling-floor, five
to six p.m. Still by no means certain I will get that match.’

A few days later he met a student from the Alemannia. T have
agreed to a bout with him next term. That makes two already.’

If only it weren’t for his delicate constitution. In mid-February he
wrote, ‘stomach rotten, like a dog,” and again on March 2, after an
end-of-term dinner at the Kneipe: ‘I had to down a whole glass of
beer. Hugo the new Senior [the principal Charge] doesn’t know that
I am [medically] excused beer. Home at two. Beer went to my head.’

HIMMLER HAD ONE MORE TERM at the Polytechnic before his Finals.
After supper one evening in January 1922 we chance upon him
again ‘closely re-reading’ Gruber - Professor Max von Gruber’s
book Hygiene des Geschlechtslebens, a popular sex study published in
1903, decades before The Kinsey Report. To Himmler, sex was terra
incognita. He often talked about it with Lou, and confessed as much
to his diary, but he still had to take the plunge into its actual practice.

He liked girls provided they kept their distance, but he was still
shy, even gauche, when they came closer. After an evening with
‘Kidtherle’ — Lou’s girlfriend — who sat on the sofa looking demure
in her home-made grey dress, Heini nearly made a move on her, but
her mother spoiled things. ‘Kitherle was very nice,” he reported in
his diary. ‘T was able to say things to her, and this time we certainly
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drew much closer. . . but Frau Loritz came back from the concert at
nine-thirty. It is my idea of the ideal, to talk with a noble woman like
today.” His diary catalogues each girl he met on the dance floor, and
her looks and character; once he remarked defensively that she might
yet turn into something; and more than once he added a warmer
reference to an older woman, even: I rather liked her mother.’

There is however a foretaste of a coming indecisiveness: ‘One notices
how much one is thirsting for love, and how hard it is to tie oneself
down and to make a choice.’” This hunger for affection grew. T am in
such an odd mood,” he summarized in disjointed notes around this
time: ‘Melancholy, yearning for love. Expectant for the future, but
wanting to be free because of abroad, and because of the coming war,
and sorrowing that the past is already just that, the past.” ‘A grave,
quiet, very good girl, he wrote about another female hopeful. “Sure,
she has fire within, but she is what one used to call a bluestocking.
She does certainly make a very passable sister.” Told that the wife of
a certain professor was separated, Heini wrung his hands in grief:
“That’s a shame, in the hands of the right man there could be a lot
made out of her, but now she will surely go under.’

In January 1922 he had realised that he had forgotten his mother’s
birthday; he flannelled deftly in his next letter home: ‘Let me wish
you retrospectively, dearest Mama, the very best from all my heart.
Stay well and love us just like always! You mustn’t think that I forgot
through thoughtlessness or because of Fasching. Oh no, on the
contrary I worked right through. I still get my seven hours’ sleep
a day, so don’t go worrying about that!” Still guilty, he ended: ‘And
don’t think it just occurred to me today - it suddenly hit me yesterday
evening studying physics. Having covered thus all bases, he signed
himself, “Your bad boy Heini.’

To his father, who would join him that spring, taking up his post
at the Wittelsbach Gymmnasium, his letters were more masculine - he
was well, the workload was heavy but bearable, yesterday there was
a dance, he had to invite that Heidi Patin girl - “devastating’ - and
then there followed the monthly litany on the soaring price of coffee,
beer, and meatloaf. For books he asked for one hundred marks,
knowing that his father was least likely to baulk at that. He signed as
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‘Heinrich, rather than the ‘Heini’ that his mother liked.

THE BOOKS which he now bought had more to do with race,
anthropology, and politics than with agriculture. He picked up
three from Munich’s right-wing Lehmann publishing house — Baron
Georg Giinther Forstner’s The Defeat of Carthage: A Warning to
Germany (after supper one day he read aloud from it and liked its
nationalist tones, which ‘met with a great response’). He also bought
an eleven-page leaflet, Parliamentarianism and the Representation of
the People, by Paul Tafel, and a little-known brochure by Houston
Stewart Chamberlain, Race and Nation.

Chamberlain was a name to conjure with. Born in Britain, he had
adopted German citizenship. When Chamberlain died in January
1927, Hitler would be among the mourners at his funeral in Bayreuth.
In a thought-provoking 1899 study, Die Grundlagen des neunzehnten
Jahrhunderts, The Foundations of the Nineteenth Century, Cham-
berlain argued that the Teutonic peoples had spearheaded Western
civilization; amongst these peoples, he numbered not only the
Germans, Celts, Slavs, Greeks, and Latin peoples but even the Berbers
from North Africa, all of whom belonged, he said, to this excellent
Aryan race, which had its own origins in a long-lost Proto-Indo-
European culture. The Germans liked to hear this kind of thing, and
Chamberlain’s book sold a quarter of a million copies.

Himmler absorbed the notion of Aryan supremacy and the
existence of an ongoing struggle against the Jews. The brutal Jewish
murder of Russia’s Tsar and his family in July 1918 is not mentioned.
Outside the windows there were political marches, bands, and bloody
fighting; but from college he was still sending home laundry and
pleading for two hundred marks for his examination fees. Inflation
was creeping closer. ‘Everything is soaring, he wrote. ‘It is frightful.’

Early in March 1922 Heini lost his temper about some trivial matter
and wrote a letter home which was somewhat out of character. He was
capable of kind words, but also knew how to dip his pen in vitriol. He
had found a bulging envelope from his mother, and allowed himself
the wan jest that he had hoped it was wads of cash, but unfortunately
it was just an eight-page letter from Gebhard, of which six dealt
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with his worries about finding a place to live: ‘Gebhard must have
terrific amount of time on his hands,’ Heini rebuked his mother, and
he threatened to ‘reveal the letters” at the forthcoming engagement
Party as ‘documents.’

He asked his mother to read them out at their next family meal.
‘It is criminal to make a major worry out of such a thing. There are
enough worries as it is. Elsa Zahler for instance has suddenly had
to be operated on for a stomach problem. That’s what I call a worry.
Not this.’” In her reply, his mother expressed hurt about the ‘bulging
envelope’ remark, and he apologised. Tempers were flaring. He
pleaded with his parents for cash: ‘Prices are rising horribly.” ‘T hope
you are all well,” he added, ‘and tell Papa it’s not good for him to work
too much. I take great care not to do so myself, he added, and we can
imagine the jovial grin appearing. “‘We’ll talk about that room.’

THE JEWS NOW BULKED larger in his comments. His references to
them were still only few, but he already saw them as below some line
of social acceptability, as infra dignitatem, along with homosexuals;
he already regarded all humanity as just an interesting but different
kind of livestock. In February 1922, a few days after Himmler visited
that Munich lawyer Dr Gerstle, he used the word Judenfrage, the
‘Jewish Question,” again; and perhaps in that context he talked with
his cousin Ludwig Zahler, who was now working in a bank, about
capitalism and ‘money power.” A few days later, after discussing
physics with a fellow student, he progressed seamlessly to ‘land
reform, degeneracy, homosexuality, and the Judenfrage’ - all entered
in one breath, so to speak, or without replenishing his pen.

Yes, the homosexuals. The student lent Heini a book by a Berlin
author, Hans Blither, whom Himmler apostrophised at once as ‘the
Apostle of the H’s.” There is little doubt as to the abbreviation, as
the book’s title was The Role of the Erotic in Male Society. ‘T browsed
in the book, he admitted cautiously, in a diary passage that needs
thoughtful translation. ‘It is deeply disturbing and exciting.’

Like many young men marinated in the strict Catholicism of his era
Himmler was sexually repressed, but his writings betray no sign of
even a transient homosexuality. On the last day of February, 1922, he
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went with Ludwig to another masked Party at the Loritz’s. Lou’s girl
Kithe went as a geisha, while Heini chose to dress up as an Apache -
the plates in Anthropology Illustrated having struck his fancy. ‘T stuck
to wine, he told his diary. ‘But it’s horrifying how hot (heiss) one
gets at these things. Take Mariele for instance’ — probably Mariele
Rauschmayer. ‘It’s not really her fault. But you can’t help feeling sorry
for these girls. You've just got to keep yourself in check.’

Early in March 1922 he took a dangerous step for a young Catholic,
visiting the Tabarin, a sleazy club in the Luitpold Hotel, with his
roué friend Alphons. ‘Alphons knows a dancer there, Fiffi Orla, from
Nuremberg. A highly respectable young girl with a mother living in
Frankfurt, evidently from a well-to-do family of artists. Dancing is
the art in which she lets her hair down. Everything in the very best
of taste. Chatted freely with her about the dancers and costumes.
She’s not upset by frank talk. She’s about eighteen. A delightful and
charming little person, unaftected and good. She lets Alphons fondle
her, though without return. Only at the end does she give him a kiss
at the house exit. As she puts it: “There are good and bad people
everywhere and you can still behave.” It would be a crying shame if
this girl fell into wrong hands. With Alphons, she’s okay. But once -’

But here the diary passage ends, as pages have been torn out, and
replaced with some on which he had marked in March three dates
with a red cross, and had even embellished the following Sunday, the
nineteenth, with three red crosses, again with no explanation.

As he prepared to go home to Ingolstadt for the Easter vacation,
guilt swept over Heini. T talked with Alphons about last night,” he
recorded. ‘A terrible feeling of dissatisfaction and of self-disgust.’
Invited to stay a few days at Farmer Rehrl’s in Fridolfing, he poured
out his heart about the cabaret. The old man told him not to worry.

The naked female form disturbed Heini. Staying at Apfeldorf in
May 1922, an ancient hamlet on the River Lech, he was shocked to
see his cousin Hugo Hofl and flirtatious wife Friedl let their little
Irmgard - later Irmgard Klingshirn - romp around in the nude. Tdo
not believe this to be right at the age of three, when a child should be
taught modesty, Himmler harrumphed in his diary. He mentioned
that he himself did not screw around, poussieren. Friedl mocked him
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with the word ‘eunuch.” Unapologetic, he explained to himself that
there were two sorts of people in life - ‘the broody, stern’ sort among
which he included himself; and the womanizer who, whether married
or single, was forever ‘screwing around, kissing, copulating, without
ever finding anything deeper within, because it’s human nature and
okay by him.” The Rhinelanders, the Austrians, and for that matter
this doctor and his wife — they were fundamentally decent, but he
would not become like them, no matter how strong the temptation.

HE PROFESSED TO BE UNMOVED by paintings of the female nude. One
morning in 1919, he had gone to Munich’s Glass Palace; it housed
the annual exhibition of contemporary art. ‘Pretty average and near-
the-knuckle stuft, was his verdict. In 1922 he paid another visit to the
exhibition. The works had changed, but not his opinions. ‘Just naked
flesh in the ugliest works of art, and the other stuff not better; one
doesn’t exactly gain a sublime view of the status of our art, although,’
he conceded, ‘there were a few really beautiful items there.

There was still something distinct about Himmler’s approach to
women: less than terror, but greater than just awe or respect. The
waitress, the night-club dancer, the cabaret girl - in his fantasy he
was always the white knight, galloping to the rescue of a lost soul.

If we can jog the calendar forward to March 1942, we find him
ordering that while police might need to investigate whether sex had
taken place, any interrogation of those involved was to penetrate no
deeper than that - particularly as to its manner and circumstances.
T consider it unworthy, ruled Himmler, ‘to put such questions to
women or girls. They indicate a weird mentality in the questioner.’

Four months after that we shall find him visiting Oswie¢im,
a camp in Upper Silesia, to which the new rulers have once again
assigned its old German name, Auschwitz. The deputy commandant
is Hans Aumeier. As Himmler inspects the establishment, he passes
women in convict uniforms. Aumeier sneers out loud about these
‘Mistbienen, using his own pet term for the females: dung-beetles. If
he expects approval he is wrong. Himmler rounds on him, and gives
him a public dressing down which neither Aumeier nor his men will
ever forget.



8: The Duel

HEINRICH HIMMLER FACED his ultimate student ordeal, the duel,
in June 1922. He had taken exams in physics, plant- and animal
nutrition, and dairy technology, in March, and would sit his Finals
in July. Farming was clearly still his only future.

His father was now at the pinnacle of his career, headmaster at the
famed Wittelsbach Gymnasium. They often supped together, and
sometimes Gebhard and his pretty fiancée Paula Stolzle came too.
‘Papa came for tea at four p.m. on Sunday, Heini wrote his mother
on May 9, 1922. “Then we went for a stroll through the Hofgarten
and the English Gardens. . . Papa has already settled in, he goes for
regular walks and is not overdoing things.” He asked little ‘Ernstl,’ to
get a copy of the local Ingolstadt paper with their father’s ‘Nachruf’
(evidently meaning his valedictory rather than obituary.)

Weekending inApfeldorf, Heini picked Lady’s Slipper, a species of
orchid, as a gift for his father. Before returning to Munich, laden with
Dr Hofl’s rifle (it needed repairing) and boxes of eggs and flowers,
he strolled over the bridge across the River Lech to the mediseval
fortress of Landsberg with its two semi-circular towers. (Here the
American enemy a quarter-century later would hang Karl Gebhardt
and many of Heini’s private staff.) Heini lingered in the fine baroque
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churches for a while, he had coftee in the seventeenth-century Hotel
Goggl, and walked back to the station. His father met him at Munich
station. Heini found him more irascible than for a long time. “That’s
going to be just dandy if were always together now, he groaned in his
diary, but the storm soon passed: “To the Augustiner, where we had a
great conversation and shared our thoughts on everything.’

In these final months at the Polytechnic he became more active in
Student Council (Asta) affairs. He often communed with the Apollo
fraternity brothers, and with the Alte Herren or philisters — former
members who had since prospered in the outside world, visiting
those in hospital — and picking their brains about women and the
Soldiers Councils - and about homosexuals, Jews and junk sales.
Once we find him pondering on human weakness, still his overriding
worry as a young man: ‘One has to be cautious and prudent, but not
cowardly either. You have to be upright, honest, decent and true;
dreading naught; and that is not easy.’

THE FUTURE WAS STILL AN UNWRITTEN page for Heinrich Himmler.
He cast wistful glances at soldiers and uniforms, and twice that month
he chatted with a lieutenant of his old 20th Infantry Regiment about
military movements and postings, and the officer-class in general.
‘Who knows, perhaps I will go back to them. I am really curious to
know what will become of me.’” Talking with him again that Sunday
after cathedral with Alphons and Lou’s father, Heini mused: ‘Perhaps
I'll join up again, one way or other. Deep down I am after all a soldier.
But first I'll finish my exams.” They were less than a month away.

He would soon be twenty-two, and there seemed to be only one
career ahead, in farming - and in nationalism too perhaps. He had
recently discovered his Uncle Ernst Fischer, and found him to be
‘a patriot and Catholic, fearless and bold’. Driving back to Munich
with him after spending Whitsun with his mother in Ingolstadt,
he listened to his aunt reminiscing about agriculture, and the land
his uncle had once farmed. They dropped her oft at Dachau, a leafy
suburb, and picked up a Miss Adele Giggeld of Ingolstadt on her way
to music lessons downtown. ‘She has a large agricultural interest
herself, with a lot of cattle, Heinrich reflected. ‘A straight-up girl, a
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bit of a tomboy, but I would say really nice too. One would only have
to make the first move.” He pulled himself together. ‘I am not one to
screw around, however, and I must not commit myself now.’

He and his father supped together in Munich’s beerhalls. “We walked
over to the Arzberger Keller,” he wrote. “‘We had a good conversation
about the fraternity, about life’s ever-changing kaleidoscope, about
human inadequacies, and how few people there are who are really
worthwhile.” In a summer downpour they ducked into a convenient
beerhall, The Spade, in Kaufinger Strasse. He saw a crowd at the old
City Hall awaiting Germany’s sell-out president Friedrich Ebert; not
interested in politics even now, Himmler did not bother to embroider
this worthless statesman’s name with any epithets in his diary.

ONE SUMMER EVENING, he went with his father to a political meeting
at the new Circus Krone, a permanent arena seating thousands. This
was already a favourite venue of the Adolf Hitler party, and the topic
that night, June 14, 1922, was a racial one — “The Black Outrage on
the Rhine.” It was about the French occupation troops rampaging in
western Germany. Probably deliberately, and employing race as an
instrument of humiliation, the French had stationed forty thousand
Negro troops in the Rhineland and Saar, and their efforts had already
produced eight hundred mixed-race children.

By 1921 even the most respected newspapers were using language
that would invite prosecution in Germany today. A Leipzig newspaper
suggested, ‘What offends European susceptibilities in the use of
Black troops is not their blackness but rather the fact that savages
are being used to oversee us - a cultured people.” “The Negro, agreed
a Hamburg daily, °. . . is driven to besmirch defenceless women and
girls with his tuberculous and syphilitic stench, wrench them into his
stinking apish arms and abuse them in the most unthinkable ways!’

There is no doubt that Himmler was now awakening. Weekending
at Apfeldorf he had met the Jakobsens from Norway, and noted
with approval that they were ‘true Norsemen, solid, calm, big and
blond and blue-eyed.” But after this evening at the Circus Krone he
returned to his digs singularly unmoved: ‘Quite a lot of people there.
All screaming for “revenge”. Very impressive, but I have been to more



106 TRUE HIMMLER

tremendous affairs than this in my time’ - functions [Sachen] which
he had apparently not recorded. Was there now more to him than
met the eye? Summarising the subsequent chatter in the Augustiner
beerhall Heini, a diarist who was not normally tight-lipped, hinted
that it was ‘about politics, women, love, and life; and about secrets
[geheime Sachen], and patriotic activities.” The taciturnity of this
reference was remarkable, given that he had recorded virtually every
shower, bath, meal, and stroke of his razor until now.

MEANWHILE, SATURDAY, JUNE 17, 1922 had come. This was the day
of his formal sabre duel. It was a major rite of passage as a fraternity
member. He had quietly worried about it for days. Once accepted in
a pflichtschlagende Verbindunglike the Apollo, a mandatory-duelling
fraternity, it was an obligation for life. The duel that all Appolonians
had at some time fought was their common bond. Each had been
through the same ‘terrifying and exhilarating’ experience.

The Mensur might last forty sets, each perhaps no longer than a
few seconds of flashing blades, fast footwork, and ritually stamping
feet. There are typically five hits to each set. The ‘duelling partner’ is
always from a different fraternity — in Himmler’s case, a Mr Penner
from the Alemannia - selected on the basis of equal height, strength,
left- or right-handed, efcetera. The partners stand at one sabre’s
length, the actual ‘Mensur, in parallel line, feet wide apart, with
their seconds ducked beneath and between them, ready to halt the
set at any irregularity. The partners wear full body-protection below
mouth level, with only the upper cheeks permitted as the blades’
cruel target. One arm is held behind the back, the other holds the
Schldger, a straight-bladed sabre, its edge honed to razor sharpness.
Flinching, parrying, blocking a hit and stepping back are seen as
cowardly - displaying a lack of moral fibre. The duel continues until
blood is drawn. Two doctors stand close by.

The Terz, or tertia, the blow which drew blood this day bringing
the duel to an honourable end, slashed Himmler’s right cheek. (It is
a basic stroke, as it keeps the opponent’s head protected.) He did not
flinch, all were agreed on that: T had invited Alphons, he quite liked
the way it went. The third bout was mine. I wasn’t nervous at all, but
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stood my ground and technically fought very well. My opponent. . .
drew blood with the Terz, and I was stood down after set thirteen.’
The blade’s edge is so sharp that it slices almost without pain.

‘Hugo Lechleuthner seconded, said it could have gone to fifty sets.
A. H. [Alter Herr] Reichl of Passau did my stitches, five needles,
one ligature. I truly did not flinch even once. Distl, a good sport
and comrade, he held my head, and Heini listed the names of all
his friends who had come to watch his big day. ‘I stayed to watch
Brunner’s bout then went home. Obviously my head was stinging.’

The bloody bandages wrapped his head. His pride in completion of
this centuries-old ritual made up for the pain. ‘At five I slept an hour,
supper, then bed. Didn’t sleep too well, as the bandage was hurting.’
When he went over to the Wittelsbach, still wrapped in bloody
dressings, his father took it in good part. His doctor was less amused
and called it reckless folly, but when Heini travelled to Nuremberg
a few days later and found every hotel sold out, one phone call to
an A.H. got him free lodging with a family, and due admiration for
his injuries; while another, a doctor, changed the dressings without
charge or recrimination. These were the first fruits of fraternity.

His mother, Anna Himmler, was ‘horrified” when she saw his
bandages. Still living alone in Ingolstadt, she sent him cakes and
clean soft collars, and Gebhard enclosed some photos he had taken:
T find them all excellent apart from those of me,” wrote Heini.

‘I biked over to Papa’s, Heinrich wrote on June 26, ‘and took him
stuff. Papa is desperately sad and cast down. He has an unfortunate
habit of taking everything hard and this makes it tough on everybody.

NUREMBERG WAS ONE of the first big cities outside Munich that he had
visited. He got a haircut, then strolled the cobbled streets, craning
his still heavily bandaged head to see the ancient buildings - ‘castle,
torture chamber, most interesting.” He dashed around like any other
tourist and lost himself in its eateries like the Bratwurst Glockl and
its attractions like Neptune’s fountain and the St Lawrence Church -
whose gloomy bells would toll farewell for many of his condemned
colleagues in October 1946. ‘In the castle and the old inner city, he
wrote, ‘you can hear the sigh of that honourable, grand, mighty, and
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stolid spirit of the Middle Ages - the spirit of times gone by.’

While in the city, he toured the Farm Show halls packed with
tractors and artificial fertilisers, and returned to marvel at the horses.
Before getting more of his stitches removed he also paid a fleeting visit
to the Germanic Museum (‘just to get an overall impression’) and
saw the works of Albrecht Diirer and its vast collection of Germanic
culture from the sixteenth century on. He took to sizing up young
women as to their availability. It was an empty exercise, no more.
After accompanying a former Oberland Corps comrade to a Mozart
concert here in Nuremberg, Heini dropped him off at the railroad
station, and walked his girlfriend Maria Holzmann home, boasting
in the safety of his diary afterwards: T do believe she was up for it
Not that he was yet minded to find out.

A FEW DAYS AFTER CROSSING THAT DUELLING threshold, the Mensur,
Germany crossed one too. On Saturday, June 24, 1922 gunmen
assassinated the foreign minister Walther Rathenau in Berlin.
Reactions were callous. ‘Rathenau gunned down, wrote Himmler
that same evening. ‘Good thing too.” He did not refer to the statesman’s
Jewish origins but added, reflecting perhaps the opinion of his father:
‘He was a scoundrel, though a competent leader. We’d never have
got rid of him otherwise.” It was increasingly the view of Germans.
The Kaiser, living in exile in Holland, growled to his physician in
February 1920 that ‘when he came back’ he would stage a pogrom
‘rather different and more effective than all those in Galicia.” Prince
August-Wilhelm shared his father’s views: while serving as an officer
in the east, he had developed ‘a rising hatred of these beasts, as he
wrote from Bialystok in June 1917, having had to hear their daily
wailing floating from of a Jewish seminary opposite.

Rathenau had been a marked man for some time. The nationalists
saw him as an enemy stooge, like Matthias Erzberger, who had signed
the Armistice, and Kurt Eisner, who had promoted Germany’s own
‘war guilt’ in a failed attempt at getting better terms for Bavaria.
All were murdered, the newspapers said, by a secret ‘Organisation
Consul,” set up by a former navy captain, Hermann Ehrhardt,
to settle scores with ‘traitors’ such as these. The New York Times



8: The Duel 109

reported from Berlin: “There is a widespread and intense anti-Semitic
sentiment in all parts of Germany which openly condones and even
hails Rathenau’s murder.’

The fact that Eisner and Rathenau were Jews made the killings
acceptable to nationalists. Southern Germany had already spent
five centuries expelling Jews: Upper Bavaria had evicted them in
1442, and Lower Bavaria eight years later; Nuremberg in 1499 and
Regensburg in 1519; Bavaria had had to expel them all over again in
1553. Berlin announced measures to crack down on the right wing,
even to pass a special ‘law for the protection of the Republic.’

The socialists were outraged by Rathenau’s assassination and there
were mass demonstrations in Berlin. “The majority condemns the
murder, wrote Himmler that Monday the twenty-sixth, seemingly
perplexed: ‘Rathenau is a martyr. Oh, you purblind people.’

On June 29, arrests were announced. Himmler wrote a puzzling,
even cryptic reference to Organisation Consul: ‘Rathenau’s murderers
caught. Organisation C. Dreadful if everything should become
known. What was that dreadful ‘everything’? The organisation, or
the plans, or more? We should not speculate. It is not impossible that
his father the professor was involved. Later that day, Heini fetched
him from the railroad station: ‘Papa in good spirits, thank goodness’ —
which probably harks back to the earlier paternal irascibility. They
shared a beer in the Augustiner Keller, and then ‘exchanged news.’
Again Heini provided no further clues. ‘At three o’clock I biked over
to Papa’s, he wrote. ‘Shopping. Got cash. Papa is so good. If only I
didn’t have to badger him, and could stand on my own feet.’

He talked with Colonel Caspar of the 11th Infantry Regiment
about Rathenau and over lunch next day with a Mr Kiifner - ‘an
unpleasant conversation, as the latter had referred to the statesman
as ‘such a great man,’ and declared that anybody who belonged to a
secret organisation deserved the death penalty; whereupon, observed
Himmler, ‘all the womenfolk of course chimed in.’

RATHENAU WAS SEEN AS CLOSE TO the United States, perhaps too
close. The unfortunate statesman had shown a willingness to comply
with the victors’ reparations demands. With his death, the collapse
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of the German currency redoubled. The U.S. dollar, which exchanged
for 350 marks that day, cost 670 marks at the end of July and 4,500
at the end of October. On the first day of June Heinrich took his
friend Hugo Hofl to buy a summer hat for Hugo’s fun-loving wife.
It cost 1,400 marks (‘Friedl was tickled pink that Hugo splurged so
much on her.”) He was shocked at the ‘horrific’ price of sausage-meat.
‘Where will it all end?’ It cannot have escaped Himmler’s attention
that agricultural workers were insulated from many of the hardships.

In Bavaria the nationalists had the upper hand. On the evening of
June 28 they staged a muscular demonstration against “The War-Guilt
Lie’ in the heart of Munich. Heini went to it after supper with Lou
and his fellow students. ‘It was a fine and dignified ceremony, he
wrote, ‘without any violence or rash actions.” He guessed that sixty
thousand or more had packed into Konigsplatz. “The Communists
planned to break it up, and they were massing in the Hofgarten,
but our magnificent state police [Landespolizei] held them at bay’
‘A paramilitary lad held up a black-white-and-red flag (the regular
police didn’t spot it; normally there’s three months jail for that).” The
multitude sang nationalist songs like Watch on the Rhine and the
Free Corps’ adopted anthem, O Deutschland hoch in Ehren.

Lou’s girl Kdthe Loritz turned up her pretty nose at these right-wing
stirrings but Heinrich Himmler and his pals were not discouraged.
The Left were on the run. Police Colonel Hermann Schiitzinger, a
Marxist, whined: “The nationalist parade in Konigsplatz went ahead
in exemplary good order’ - highly regrettable in his eyes. “The student
bodies, military units, and former Home Guard men were rigidly
organised into reactionary battalions. Our comrades hung around
on three lots, vastly outnumbered. .

Unlike Kathe, Himmler’s father encouraged his interest in politics.
Dining in The Spade, they exchanged banter with the staff -
described by Heinrich as ‘worthy gentry of the old kind’ - about the
war, revolution, anti-officer propaganda, the Bavarian ‘Soviet’ era
and liberation, and about more immediate concerns like the Jews,
the ruinous meat prices, the rising hardships, and general longing for
a monarchy. The Jewish Question pervaded newspaper columns and
beerhall meetings throughout Bavaria. The Jews had few defenders:
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they were held to have sold out Germany to the enemy: racketeers,
swindlers, usurers the lot of them, they alone were profiting from
inflation. The merchant banks were all Jewish. Attending that
university concilium in Nuremberg, hobnobbing on equal terms
with fifteen academics from Munich like Professor Ludwig Kiessling
and Baron von Hessberg, the only personality Heini noted among
the other delegations was one ‘loathsome and pushy fellow with a
strongly Jewish manner.

THIS WAS A MORE NEGATIVE NOTE than his diary entry when he
had carried his father’s letter to Dr Oskar Gerstle just five months
before. Or was it just fashionable stereotyping? He was already
opinionated and rather full of himself; as he looked around the other
university delegations, he felt proud to be a Bavarian: by comparison,
the North Germans were backward, and had the loudest mouths.
Science education in Munich was second to none except perhaps the
Viennese — whose spirit he also hailed. “The Austrians, he found, ‘are
quiet, warm-blooded, nationalist, and clear-headed people.’

His father, the professor, was encouraging his interest in politics.
‘Papa has spoken with Dr Kastl, who shares these views,” wrote
Heini, and commented (or perhaps quoted his father as saying): ‘A
rolling stone, once moving, can trigger a mighty avalanche. Any day
now may bring great events.” Dr Hans Kastl was his new physician.
‘Went to see Dr Kastl,” he then wrote, ‘who has asked for me. I am to
collect names for a Reich League to petition for the reintroduction of
Black-White-and-Red’ - the prohibited Imperial colours.

The Reich League was one of many secret organisations proliferating
in Bavaria. Another was the ‘Freiweg’ Rifle Association, not heard of
before or since (although coincidentally with a ‘Dr Réhm’ signing his
membership card as treasurer), and it is surely no coincidence that
we find Himmler attending Freiweg’s social evening in the Arzberger
beerhall on July 5, 1922 to gather signatures — nor perhaps that he
closed this diary record at this point, a week or two before his Finals.
No other diaries for the following two years have yet been found.

HEINRICH HIMMLER WAS one of those familiar types, an authority
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on everything but an expert on nothing. His pals nevertheless came
to regard him as something of an oracle, it seems. He gave off an air
of wisdom. Apart from Lou Zahler, his other best friend now was
Alphons. Almost every day found them smoking, laughing, drinking,
and talking. In June they talked yet again about sex, and the military,
and then about Fifhi Orla, that dancing girl. Occasionally he mused
with Lou about men’s faiblesse for women. ‘How dumb we genuine
Aryans are,’ he reflected, ‘and thank God we are so dumb.’

Alphons showed him an interesting letter, elegant and promising,
from a girl of good family - a romantic stereotype that Himmler’s
fantasy often conjured forth — one Kithe Achternbusch, who seemed
to be in love with Alphons. ‘Sounds to me like a well-rounded,
enthusiastic, and hot-blooded female, but basically a good sort,
Heini remarked. ‘He often dated her, he learned, and helped Alphons
to compose a love letter to her. After which exercise, they jointly
composed a letter to Fiffi, that other female, who seemed to be drifting
ever deeper into ‘cabaret backwaters. Of course, this two-timing
behaviour displayed what Heini regarded as a questionable morality:
The two girls concerned were neither sluts nor slouches, and the
replies the lads got to both letters were, shall we say, uncompromising.

THE GENDER GAP had plagued Himmler since puberty, what with its
dance-classes and etiquette and manners; but now he was coming
across the important racial divide as well. Since January 1922, when
he had written his mild observations about the ‘utterly amiable and
extremely friendly’ lawyer Gerstle, there had begun a seismic shift
in Himmler’s perception of the Jews. The word ‘loathsome’ showed
that. Almost certainly the murder of Walther Rathenau had helped
focus his mind on the Problem and its origins.

On July 3, 1922, we find Himmler visibly in two minds about the
Jews, the one hostile, the other less so. Left-wing students were due
to stage a meeting that evening (which he would not be attending),
protesting at ‘the black-white-and-red’ - that is, nationalist — ‘reign
of terror’ at the Munich universities. Himmler recorded: ‘One of the
convenors is Wolfgang Hallgarten, the Judenbub, an officer-can-
didate in 1918 and now a pacifist.” Hallgarten had been a harmless
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enough fellow-pupil at the Wilhelm Gymnasiums; he later became a
prominent Marxist historian in the United States. After supper Heini
expanded his notes: ‘Hallgarten, the Judenlauser, is an activist’ —
Hauptmacher, or perhaps ‘ringleader.” (Judenbub has only a mocking
edge, and to translate it as ‘Jew-boy’ would be misleading; Judenlauser
is an Austrian and South German word meaning ‘Jewish brat.’)

Heini’s encounters with the Problem were not over for that day.
Alphons, now licking his wounds since both Fiffi Orla and Kithe
Achterbusch had sent ‘outrageous’ rebuffs to the carefully crafted
letters, took Heini around a couple of bars. They started at the
Germania Brettl which was staging a new comedy act. Here the
dancer Inge Barco hooked up with them. Alphons, it turned out, had
already dated her once or twice in Nuremberg. (A couple of days later
she sent Heini her picture, which he filed amongst his ‘mementoes.’)
All three went on afterwards to the Reichsadler bar at No. 32 Herzog-
Wilhelm-Strasse. ‘High society, he recorded. ‘Many Jews there. She
is a quiet girl, simple, not vain or arrogant and,” he added, ‘knows the
value of good manners. No one would take her for a cabaret dancer.’

Himmler shortly found there was one awkward flaw. ‘She is
Viennese, but a Jewess. But there’s absolutely nothing Jewish about
her, at least as far as one can judge.” Heini had already made some
remarks to her about Jews before the penny dropped. ‘T thought it
out of the question that she was one.” He learned moreover, no doubt
shocked, that she was no longer ‘innocent,’ but, he hastened to add,
‘she has only given her body out of love.” There was that romantic
fantasy-female again: the kind of clue over which psychoanalysts
drool. She told him she was cuckoo about Kurt Wetterstein, a student,
and was absolutely true to him.

With clattering hooves, the knight in shining armour came
galloping up. ‘She has a not very nice situation at home,” Himmler
wrote. ‘She nevertheless sends them money.’ In short, he concluded
in his diary, she was (Jewess or not) ‘a girl who deserves respect,
whatever bourgeois opinion might think.’ They escorted her back to
her pad in Nymphenburger Strasse, and he was in bed by one a.m.,
because his Finals were just around the corner.
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HE BEGAN TO TALK OF STUDYING for another year. The university
granted him a place to read political science, but his father talked
him out of it: it was time to start earning money. ‘Papa does not
agree. I should dedicate myself just to science in the coming year.’

He had spent Sunday evening, July 2, with his father. “We’ve both
got a terrific load of work to do,” he told his mother. They had bought
a wicker basket-chair for the Old Man’s room. He had seemed tired
out and rather depressed, but ‘they talked politics.’

Heini took his final examinations on July 24, 1922 in the
Polytechnic’s main building in Arcis-Strasse. Writing to his ‘darling
little Mama’ that day he reassured her that ‘so far as I can see all went
well,’ then added vaguely, “The situation is still extremely obscure.’

He sent home a few lines scrawled on a picture postcard, and then
a letter to his parents on July 28, repeating: ‘All well and good with
the exams, so far as I can tell. Tomorrow afternoon I have the viva
voce in two subjects, the other three oral tests are next week. What I
will do afterwards, that I do not know.” Fortunately Frau Loritz had
not increased the rent, so he could survive until July 31 - ‘T can show
you my accounts, he pleaded, ‘It’s just that everything is so absurdly
expensive.” He asked yet again for money. He wrung his hands with
apologies: ‘T am so sorry to keep coming at you like this. I hate it. But
I've got no choice.’

He received his results on August 5. The university awarded him
a diploma in agronomy, with the rating gut bestanden, ‘passed with
distinction’ (average 17). He had taken his degree in four semesters,
in fact, instead of the regulation six. His student years were over.

His mother would soon come back from Ingolstadt and rejoin his
father. Heini was pleased for them both. He wrote on August 25: ‘My
dear Papa, May you soon all be together again here in Munich, so
that your carefree bachelor existence is over. And may only good
fortune attend you, both in office and elsewhere.’

“This evening, he added, ‘there’s a huge demonstration on account
of things in Berlin. Obviously, I'll be there.’



o: Hitler Puts his Cards on the Table

AFTER HE LEFT THE UNIVERSITY in the summer of 1922 we lose sight
of Heinrich Himmler for months at a time. He started a low-paid
laboratoryjob. Armed with that degree asa Diplom-Landwirt, roughly
a B.Sc. in agriculture, he worked for exactly a year, September 1, 1922
to August 31, 1923, as a laboratory assistant at Nitrogen-Land Ltd. in
the Munich suburb of Schleissheim. It was a fertiliser factory with
800 hectares of land. Here he might well have remained the rest of
his life, performing titrations at a laboratory bench. He earned praise
from the directors when he moved on. Company director Forster
wrote him a testimonial: Young Himmler had put his practical and
theoretical knowledge at the company’s service, and shown a keen
interest in various fertilisation trials. ‘In him, the company is losing
an energetic, amiable young man.’

Expanding on this, Himmler himself wrote in an early resumé:
T have a very good education in the milling business, as well as
in all manner of office work, and am well versed in agricultural
bookkeeping. I also have some knowledge of forestry.’

Here at Schleissheim he also had his first taste of business ethics,
as he recalled in a letter at the end of 1941. Oswald Pohl sent him a
treatise on ecological farming. ‘T can well imagine, Himmler replied
scornfully, ‘what kind of data the I. G. Farben corporation submitted,
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because as a young assistant in a nitrogen factory, some nineteen
years ago, I was required to concoct data in which I was supposed to
prove that a particular large-scale application of calcium cyanamide
would be the best thing for agriculture: which of course I did not do.’

HEINRICH HIMMLER PROBABLY HAD YET to set eyes on Hitler. He had
at first barely noticed the drum beat of the Free Corps, the street-
battles, and the crackling loudspeakers of the Communists and
Hitler’s party. He quit the job in Schleissheim. His father berated him
for wasting a costly education. The financial collapse had undermined
the currency. It was the great leveller: princes became paupers,
aristocrats were as poor as the people. Only the Jews had somehow
become wealthier, buying up houses, estates, and works of art. The
unemployed, penniless masses turned violent. There was the metallic
clatter of factory gates being padlocked forever, the murmuring of
mass unemployment, and yet more ruinous inflation. Gun fights
broke out over food. It was the stuff on which communism fed.

In southern Germany, Munich was the epicentre of this
revolutionary turmoil. Like sharks in a water tank, the many parties
clashed in the streets — some too small and ephemeral to be worth
mention, others larger and more dangerous: the Social Democrats,
the Communists, the Bavarian People’s Party, and Hitler’s National
Socialists. The city’s newspapers leaned toward one or other of
the middle-class parties — the Miinchner Post backing the Social
Democrats while glaring at the NSDAP, which it called the ‘Hitler
Party’. The National Socialists printed their Vélkischer Beobachter.

While Himmler began his drab laboratory career, Catholic Bavaria
harboured the fantasy of marching on Berlin and overthrowing
the Leftist and Jewish regime - ‘the November criminals, as Hitler
began calling them, referring to the military defeat of 1918. To achieve
this, the regular army would require support from the paramilitary
formations of the right wing, of which Hitler’s Sturmabteilung, the
SA, was one of the largest. Bavaria secretly connived with these
formations, particularly the Bund Bayern und Reich (BBR), which
emerged in April 1922 from a smaller predecessor run by a civil
servant, Otto Pittinger, uniting men of the Oberland League and
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smaller bodies. The BBR had weapons caches concealed all over
Bavaria. Its chief of staff, Colonel Hermann Kriebel, was “vélkisch,
or nationalist. Obstinate and ponderous, Kriebel had been a driving
force behind the creation of the Home Guard units (Einwohnerwehr)
after Eisner’sh ‘Soviet Republic’ of Bavaria was overthrown. Among
other criteria, the BBR ruled that Jews could not join, particularly
eastern Jewish immigrants. They were seen as troublemakers.

HIMMLER STILL REGARDED Captain Ernst Rohm, the well-funded
army officer whom he knew, as the coming man and not the
unemployed ex-corporal Hitler. Rohm’s party, Reichsflagge, had a
uniform, a light grey wind-jacket and puttees. It met once a week to
train and drill with rifles for the revolutionary battles to come.

Rohm, still officially within the Reichswehr, at first supplied arms
and ammunition to the BBR but during 1922 he came to see that the
BBR was going nowhere and started backing the National Socialists
too. Hitler’s Party already had tens of thousands of members. The
armed ‘storm-troopers’ of his brown-shirted Sturmabteilung were
clamouring for action.

In August Lieutenant Gerhard Rossbach, a Free Corps commander,
came to see Hitler in Munich. He was a homosexual desperado who
liked to boast that it was he who had turned R6hm. He had built
up a powerful private army and organised the targeted killings of
many traitors and left-wing figures. His Free Corps had been named
and renamed, dissolved and rebuilt many times to thwart each new
attempt by the Republic to suppress it. Most recently he had helped
defend eastern Upper Silesia from Polish irregulars trying to seize
back the territory legally awarded to Germany after a pro-German
vote in the 1921 plebiscite; those who had sold out to the Poles were
put before improvised firing squads by Rossbach. Visiting Hitler now,
Rossbach agreed to set up camouflaged bases in Berlin and northern
Germany to await the National Socialist revolution.

ALL THIS cOST money. Canvassing likely donors for funds at the
end of 1922, Hitler, aged now just thirty-three, approached Eduard
Scharrer, part-owner of the Miinchner Neueste Nachrichten and a
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former consul-general from Stuttgart. They met at Munich’s five-star
Regina Palace Hotel in Maximilians Platz. Scharrer’s secretary took
shorthand notes as Scharrer grilled Hitler on his concealed nuggets
of ambition - his plans to stage an armed revolution in Bavaria,
sweep away the corrupt Berlin regime, and take power himself.

‘THE QUESTION I8, began Hitler, as the stenographic fragments show,
‘will it [the revolution] succeed or not? . . . I personally have the blind
conviction that it will succeed. Absolute certainty.” “We began three
and half years ago with six men behind us, today three years later I
am convinced we’ll succeed.” Bavaria, he argued, had no choice now
but to strike northwards - to march on Berlin. It was time to face
facts: bit by bit, the Communists were taking over all the North’s
biggest cities. “The Reds are brilliantly organised,” he admitted. In
cities like Frankfurt the security police, already formed the cadres
of this coming Red army - “The bulk of Sipo officers are socialist,
Red, Jewish. Under General von Seeckt the Reichswehr was sound,
he said, but limited to ‘protecting the Constitution.’

Scharrer interrupted to ask about the balance of power in Bavaria.

Hitler replied smoothly that three-quarters of the Sipo here were
on his side, especially the green-uniformed Landespolizei, and they
could definitely depend on the Reichswehr - essentially, the Seventh
Infantry Division under General Otto von Lossow.

Hitler said that the slightest spark might ignite the powder-keg.
‘Rathenau’s murder was the product of fanatical hotheads. The more
you suppress the activities of nationalist groups, the more you force
them underground.” He had no confidence in Bavaria’s new prime
minister Eugen von Knilling. “They must be willing to advance
through blood and charnel-houses,’ said Hitler, and he scoffed: “‘What
we need is not a Knilling the Kindly, but an Ivan the Terrible.” Every
week brought thousands of new supporters.

‘Do you have the arms?’ asked Scharrer.

‘T hope we’ll be getting the weapons at the appropriate moment,’
replied Hitler. He had seventeen hundred ‘centuries’ already
complete, he boasted, using the word Hundertschaften — archaic but
still used today - to describe his stormtroop legions, ‘and with them
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on my side there’s not a soul that ventures onto the street if I don’t
say. Eighteen hundred of Benito Mussolini’s men had sufficed to
smash the Reds’ general strike in Italy in August.

Scharrer’s next question brought Hitler round to foreign policy and
the balance of power in Europe. “‘What kind of state, he asked, ‘do
you have in mind then?” ‘Civil war first, with a lengthy struggle for
supremacy, supported by the one European country with a stake in
both France and Germany - and that’s Britain.’

‘So your interest is in getting together with the British?’ “Yes!’

Britain realised, he said, that if Germany were destroyed, France
would rule and Britain would become a third-rate power. So the
British would back Germany. As for Italy, he predicted that Germany
would need her support if it came to another war between Germany
and France, as was likely within the next twenty or thirty years,
in his view, and that would require acceding to Benito Mussolini’s
demands over the disputed South Tyrol region.

“The Andreas Hofer League is pursuing an idiotic policy, he said,
using the word saudumm. ‘I would not be inclined to shed a drop of
German blood over South Tyrol’

‘Do you think,” Scharrer pressed him, ‘we’ll march against France
within the next two or three generations?’

‘Methinks sooner,” said Hitler, then reverted to his pet theme, his
affection for Britain and her Empire: “We’ve got to have something of
a free hand in foreign policy, and that’s possible only with Britain’s
help.” Alluding perhaps to the death of Otto von Bismarck, Hitler
stated: Tn 1899 I would have formed an alliance with Britain, smashed
Russia, and gained a free hand against France. If Germany had been
calling the shots, we would never have been at war with Britain.” In
short, between them they could have kept France permanently in
check. They had to reverse their policies towards Britain.

HE TURNED TO RUSSIA. Germany’s future lay in the east. “The
destruction of the Russian empire and the distribution of its land
and property, which will be settled by Germans.” “There are vast
areas there for us to colonise. But not by way of land reform a la
Damaschke. The solution is to smash Russia, and to win land and real
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estate for the Germans to settle and cultivate.” After the successful
invasion of Russia, Germany could deal with France, show the Allied
disarmament commissions the door, and prepare her industries for
a new war. ‘It could all be done in secrecy, he suggested, and he
mentioned certain work done on a flame-thrower.

As for inflation, Hitler suggested the obvious: ‘On the day they stop
printing paper money, the devaluation of the mark will stop.” The
government was just printing money to make up for its wastefulness —
for example overmanning, with three or four men doing a job where
one did it before. ‘Only a brutal government will get anywhere against
this paradise for parasites — a dictator who foregoes all popularity
and says: Who cares if I am hated!” They needed another Bismarck.

‘How would you break resistance?” asked the consul-general.

“The moment the dictator arrives there will be a general strike,
conceded Hitler. ‘But precisely that will enable him to make a clean
sweep. The general strike will be broken.” The state must be run
along economic lines just like any other business. Inflation leads to
Bolshevism,” he asserted. ‘Because it undermines the incentive to save.
That’s what the Bolsheviks want. . . Nowadays people aren’t saving.’

Scharrer asked the key question: “‘When will the time come?’

“The moment the Bolshevik wave breaks, replied Hitler. In my
view, we wait for that. Our nationalist strength is growing. The
moment our rate of increase tapers off, then — wham! Immaterial
who starts first, us or them. The world will proclaim whoever wins
is right”

FOR A FEW MINUTES HITLER LECTURED on the theme of ‘smashing
interest-bondage.” In the Middle Ages Christians had been forbidden
to charge interest — the privilege had been allowed only to Jews. Hitler
expressed the view that they should allow interest only where it was
beneficial. “‘What do the people want?’ he asked rhetorically, and
answered: ‘First, a lord and master . .. Second, a government which
is firm but just, not exploiting or suppressing the people but acting
for their own good.” He cited the example of Prussia in the Seven
Years War: “The people had to bear huge burdens, but recognised that
everything the king did was for their own good.’



9: Hitler Puts his Cards on the Table 121

Reverting to the need for a dictator in Berlin, he jested: ‘For myself,
I too would be a republican but only if the German people consisted
just of Lower Saxons.” They had the finest Roman blood, they were
pure Aryans, and needed no monarch. The way things were however
they needed an idol, almost but not quite a monarch - ‘I consider a
monarchy would be a disaster for Germany. What we need today is a
bloodthirsty and ruthless ruler, and I do not think you will find one
of those among the present pretenders to the throne.” What Germany
needed was an Oliver Cromwell, he said, reverting to English history.
The country must however have proper courts too with ‘real judges,
as the only guarantee for the rule of law.’

AFTER BRIEFLY SKETCHING his own simple origins - his time spent
labouring on construction sites, alternating with studies (‘a fanatical
passion for reading, six hundred books over the last six years’) — he
reverted to the Judenfrage, the Jewish Question. Hitler adduced once
again the illustrious example of Frederick the Great: ‘He excluded the
Jews where they were bound to do harm, but made use of them where
they were useable.’

‘In our political life, he continued, ‘the Jews are absolutely
detrimental. They systematically poison the people. I used to regard
anti-Semitism as incredibly brutal, but when I came to regard the
Jews not as a religion, I became their deadly enemy. They have no
in-born right to rule, as they are bereft of any spark of organisational
talent. . . They are born destroyers. They have no culture of their
own, no architecture — and architecture is the soul of entire nations
that has been cast in stone. They are totally uncreative, negativity
incarnate, the voice which always says No. The Jew can’t help being
that way, but we don’t have to stand for it. Other peoples have a soul,
but the Jews are just mathematicians.

“That explains why only Jews could found Marxism, as that denies
and destroys the very basis of every culture. The Jews calculate that
they will create a broad mass of the people without any intelligence
whatsoever, people who will be willing tools in their hands. The Jews
want a caste-like stratification of the people.

‘While an Aryan nation is constantly able to bring forth fresh blood
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from its depths, and is forever rejuvenating itself, the Jews try to
divide humanity into castes, which will lead only to its slow demise.
For proof of the harm caused by the caste system, see ancient Egypt
and India. The Catholic church provides the opposite example. . .

‘If I remove the head from a people, he continued, ‘and replace
it with a different head, the people itself are doomed. That is the
inherent danger of the Jewish Question. Already eighty-two percent
of the doctors in Berlin are Jews. Where will it all end? Either
servitude, or revolution. If the Jews were more honourable, then you
could say it’s just fate.’

‘A solution of the Jewish Question is bound to come. If it can be
resolved with common sense, so much the better.’

If not, he predicted, there were two or more possibilities — ‘either
the Armenian, Levantine, way or a bloody confrontation.” In 1915 the
Turks had brutally expelled the Armenians from their country. ‘As a
human being,” added Hitler, T agree with Bismarck, who once said,
“Don’t expect me to defend your Emancipation Laws. As a man, I
would find it shameful to be a soldier having to stand before a Jewish
officer; or to be a citizen before a judge of Jewish origin.”

“The warlord, concluded Hitler in this telling exchange, ‘needs a
blindly obedient and instinctive mass-following. He has to convince
them that they are faced with nothing but outright enemies. Never
should we state, “We are not entirely devoid ourselves of guilt for the
war.” Look at the British! Take a leaf out of the Catholics’ book too.
Their church totally suppresses the slightest doubts.’

THE CONSUL-GENERAL wrote a cheque for a million Reichsmarks to
Hitler’s Party. It was intended to help him to buy arms. Over the next
twelve months Hitler tried twice to seize power. Heinrich Himmler
climbed aboard the juggernaut for both adventures, clinging to the
outer rungs, and saw Hitler fail each time.
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WITH MOST OF HITLERS men we know exactly where they first
set eyes on him and when. So far as we know, the person of Adolf
Hitler did not rise above Himmler’s horizon until the spring of 1923;
Karolina Gahr, the wife of Hitler’s goldsmith, recalled years later
being introduced to Himmler in 1922, ‘at a general assembly of the
Party’; but not why she would have recalled the nerdy, slightly-built
student. They did not meet again until 1933 when her firm began
manufacturing the solid-silver Death’s Head rings that he awarded
his men. Neither at that time nor later did Himmler describe the
moment he met Hitler, the man he would later call the ‘Messiah of the
next thousand years.” Hitler had preened himself since childhood as
destined to save Germany. The beerhalls rocked to Hitler’s speeches,
to mugs thumped on long trestle tables, or flung at opponents too.
During 1923, while Himmler was still working in that fertiliser
factory, the cog-wheels of history began to move just as Hitler had
predicted. In January 1923 the French occupied the Ruhr, western
Germany’s coal and steel region. The explosive vapours of sabotage
and nationalism drifted across the country. For a while the Reich
chancellor Wilhelm Cuno and General Hans von Seeckt, the German
chief of the general staff, contemplated a military action to throw the
French out; in connivance with Lieutenant-General Otto von Lossow,
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commander of Bavarias Army District (Wehrkreis) VII, secret
training exercises of the Army began with Hitler’s Sturmabteilung
(SA), the Brownshirts, and Dr Friedrich Weber’s Oberland League.

In March 1923 Hitler appointed the war hero Hermann Goéring
to command the Sturmabteilung, and he carefully prised it away
from association with Organisation Consul, the OC. Géring also
created a guard unit, the Stabswache, to provide physical protection
for Hitler. These men adopted the metal ‘death’s-head’ badge first
worn by Prussia’s Hussars under Frederick the Great; many of the
‘stormtroopers’ spearheading the final offensives on the Western
Front in 1918 had worn it.

This elite force was shortly renamed the Hitler Stosstrupp
(Shocktroop), and his chauffeur Julius Schreck (Party Member No.
53) became their commander. Their habitual meeting place was a
beerhall, the Torbrdu near the Isar Gate. This Stosstrupp unit would
become the tiny nucleus of something very much larger.

GENERAL VON LOSSOW WOULD TESTIFY LATER, AT his treason trial,
that he was carried away by the well-known suggestive power of
Hitler’s eloquence; but not everybody fell under Hitler’s spell. After
Hitler conferred with General von Seeckt, in Berlin on March 11, 1923
the general shuffled his papers and talked evasively. “We were one
in our aim; only our paths were different,’ said Lossow later. Seeckt
was one of those generals whom Hitler later mocked as ‘experts in
reasons why things could not be done.’

Call it realism, call it cold feet. Short of repudiating Versailles
outright and going to war with France, there was nothing Berlin
could do. The National Socialists blamed it on the Bolsheviks in
Berlin, and what the Party’s newspaper the Vilkischer Beobachter
called ‘the Jewish hydrocephalus’.

Fringe elements in his Party called for Jews to be interned, and
for those resisting to be shot. Scenting these revolutionary fumes
drifting northwards from Munich, on March 15, 1923 the State Court
in Leipzig, a special body established by the Berlin government
with its own preservation in mind, banned the Hitler Party and the
Volkischer Beobachter.
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Still flirting with Hitler, Bavaria refused to comply, and the
NSDAP remained unbanned. Put quite simply, Hitler’s Party far
outnumbered its rivals in Bavaria. The beerhall ‘Nazis’ debated a new
and even more inhospitable resolution, suggesting that ‘all German
Jews should be taken as hostages and shot’ if the French did not leave
Germany’s Rhineland. Outraged, Berlin ordered Bavaria to arrest
the ringleaders; General von Lossow refused to oblige and Berlin
suspended him. All of this was very encouraging for Hitler.

HEINRICH HIMMLER WAS COMING TO THE END of his year at the
fertiliser factory. Since 1919 he had been a member of the Bavarian
People’s Party, but in name only. The call of the countryside provided
his first stepping stone into nationalist politics: he signed onto Artam
League, a body of agricultural workers. Himmler obviously liked the
men he met in this circle. They promoted peasant-warrior values —
Blut und Boden, as the slogan became known: Blood and Soil - with
the same fervour as modern farmers campaigning for genetically
improved crops and ‘organic’ harvests. He wrote an essay on peasant
policies describing farmers as the backbone of vilkisch society, whose
arch enemy must be the Jewish capitalist who exploited Marxists as
their helpmates.

From there it was only a short leap for him into a Sturmabteilung
battalion being raised by a balding pharmacist in the provincial town
of Landshut in Lower Bavaria. The pharmacist was Gregor Strasser.
Eight years older than Himmler, he was tall but slightly stooping,
with the fleshy features typical of Bavarian country folk; he was
brainy and active, and a capable organiser and agitator. Like Hitler,
he had fought in the Great War but as an officer, an army lieutenant,
awarded both Iron Crosses for bravery; he had fought since then in
a Free Corps, the German version of a militia, commanded by Franz
Ritter von Epp.

Anxious not to miss out on the marching when it began, Himmler
signed up for a slew of overlapping nationalist groupings, some more
active than others. In 1922 he had already joined the Reichsflagge and
on February 15, 1923 he would briefly rejoin the regular army, ready
for any call to arms. His father was not happy to see Heini seem to
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waste the university degree, when his brother Gebhard was doing
so well for himself. Heini moved to Landshut, and joined Strasser.
The pharmacist was not initially impressed. “You'll remain puerile
all your life,” Strasser’s surviving brother Otto claimed to have heard
him say. “You’ve got the soul and sensibilities of a butcher.’

ADOLF HITLER DECIDED that May Day 1923, the international workers’
holiday, would be as good as any to pick a fight. The Reds would
stage their big ceremonies on the Oberwiesenfeld parade ground
in northern Munich (now the Olympic Stadium area). With arms
promised them by the army, Hitler’s men would wade into them,
and play the rest by ear. All the paramilitary bodies were alerted for
the battle, including Weber’s Oberland League, Goring’s SA storm-
troopers, and the Reichsflagge. ‘On May 1, Hitler declared at his trial
ayear later, ‘we tried to call halt in at least one city to the disgrace that
allowed the flag of a foreign power, the Soviet hammer-and-sickle, to
be paraded around. This was the first time the authorities turned
against us. To all intents and purposes they provided protection for
the flag which led Germany into ruin at the end of 1918

On the day before, April 30, Gregor Strasser announced in his
pharmacy: ‘Orders have come from Munich. It’s on for to-night!’
Strasser, with Himmler now acting as his adjutant, had about three
thousand men ready to move. Driving by dim lantern light the
Landshut battalion set off for Munich late that evening in a convoy
of elderly trucks; many carried muskets. Unexpectedly, a column
of police vehicles overtook them, also coming from Landshut; still
undecided, the police lieutenant (he was Strasser’s own brother-in-
law) told them affably that he’d be getting final orders in Munich.

Hitler’s three forces converged on the planned Munich battlefield
around eight a.m. There were finally some twenty thousand men,
mostly in field grey, and waited for the regular army to join them;
their force would then be complete.

The plan was for the famed army general Erich Ludendorff, hero
of the Battle of Tannenberg, to take command; he would prevent the
Red demonstration, humiliate the Left, and go on to stage a coup
d’état, with Hitler in political command and the paramilitaries
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under the military command of Lieutenant-Colonel Kriebel.

Kriebel, Goring, Strasser, and the rest of Hitler’s henchmen were all
there - but there was no sign of the regular army, the Reichswehr. As
Hitler waited in the sun, haranguing his vast and belligerent horde,
he began to sweat beneath his helmet.

It was a fiasco. When the Reichswehr did finally arrive, its men
were flanked by police units; Captain Ernst Rohm, riding with
the Reichswehr, was not about to start any revolution this day.
Unimpressed by the former corporal Hitler, Rohm flapped a flabby
hand at him. “The time is not yet ripe, he said, “The Government and
the Reichswehr are tolerating the Red May-Day demonstrations.’

Hitler stood his ragtag army down. The Left’s festival went ahead
without incident. General von Lossow refused to release the arms
and ammunition he had promised. Hitler accused him of breaking
his word. It was black farce, however much Strasser later dismissed
it as merely a dress rehearsal. May Day 1923: it was Hitler’s Dieppe.

IT MUST HAVE BEEN at about this time, the first months of 1923, that
Heinrich Himmler also dabbled with publishing. Arnold Ruge, 42,
had just moved to Munich. A nationalist firebrand, he had been
banned from teaching in Heidelberg in 1920 for his tirades against the
powerful Jewish academics there; he had quit the Oberland League
after another row, then joined Rudolf Schifer’s Bliicher League.

Together with Himmler he founded, or took over, a minor but
grandly named Munich publishing house, Deutsche Verlags-
gesellschaft mbH. That is all we know. Soon after, in June 1923, Ruge
was committed to Landsberg prison for a year for various offences;
a dozen years later, in 1936, Himmler commissioned Ruge as part
of the Witchcraft Project to write a tract on the mediaval trials of
‘witches.” Ruge’s work identified the culprits as the Catholic church
acting in collaboration with the Jews. Academics can always be found
who are willing to write what best suits their masters. On August 1 it
cost three million Reichsmarks to buy one American dollar.

IN BERLIN the regime tottered along. Gustav Stresemann succeeded
Wilhelm Cuno on August 12, 1923 and sought rapprochement with
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France; he failed. He tried twice more before throwing in the towel.

August 1 was the day that Himmler took another step toward that
1945 room in Liineburg. He signed onto the growing Partyled by Adolf
Hitler, the NSDAP - Nationalsozialistische Deutsche Arbeiterpartei.
His membership number was 42,404; still only a minnow among
sharks. He had signed up for the Reichswehr on February 15, ready
for any call to arms, and on September 15, 1923 he would briefly join
4 Company of the 1st Battalion of 19 Infantry Regiment in Munich.
When the roll was called out yonder, he’d be there.

These were not empty gestures on his part. In the provinces of
Thuringia and Saxony the Communists had seized control, and
this raised the fears in neighbouring Bavaria of a return to a Soviet
Republic. Undeterred by the May-Day fiasco, Hitler began plotting
more intensively with the so-called Bavarian triumvirate - the
Reichswehr and police, and the three leaders, Otto von Lossow,
Gustav von Kahr and Hans Ritter von Seisser, to raise an army for
a March on Berlin to overthrow the ‘Jewish’ leadership and seize
power, on the model of Mussolini’s March on Rome the year before.

On September 1, 1923, the day when Himmler formally quit his
job with the fertiliser factory, the right-wing paramilitaries met
in Nuremberg and formed a Deutscher Kampfbund or ‘Fighting
Alliance, with Hitler as their Fiihrer, or political leader. As before,
their combined armed forces would come under the command of
Lieutenant-Colonel Kriebel. He established his headquarters in the
Rheinischer Hof hotel close to Munich’s main railroad station.

Hitler addressed the heads of this new Alliance on September 25,
probably at the Biirgerbrdu beerhall. The Biirgerbrau was a centre of
political activity; Goring, the Sturmabteilung (SA) commander, was
a frequent visitor to its private rooms. R6hm, Goring, Strasser, and
Weber were probably present. Himmler definitely was, although it is
not clear in what capacity.

After listening to a two-and-a-half hour harangue by Hitler, all
agreed to put themselves under his political command. This may
well have been Himmler’s first close-quarters meeting with him.
He scrawled a handwritten record, headed “25.9.23.” Other Hitler
and Himmler biographers have ignored it, perhaps because of its
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challenging script. (He began to head it with the word Versammlung,
assembly, but that may have seemed too civilian, and he crossed that
out and changed it to Appel, roll-call.)

Hitler proclaimed that preparations for the Fighting Alliance were
complete, and that its aims were to carry the Bavarian nationalist
(volkisch) freedom-fight beyond the frontiers. Ernst Rohm’s
Reichsflagge and other paramilitary units were rigidly organised, said
Hitler; the BBR (Bund Bayern und Reich), had agreed to go along with
them. Hitler stressed the Alliance’s military character and discipline.
All its men must display unconditional obedience, and turn up
regularly for duty; the junior officers would be appointed by himself
as Fithrer - clearly the Alliance was not intended to be a democratic
body, but a top-down military command structure. Himmler noted:
‘Specifically sworn by oath to the Fiihrer, it will stand by for direct
combat and can be committed to action . . . for example in Munich.’

Describing the position outside Bavaria, Hitler said that the
situation of the French-occupied Ruhr region was ‘bleak,” with its last
assets robbed and its industry and agriculture ruined; in the north
there was Bolshevism with ‘naked brute force,” and here in the south
only spiralling prices. He spoke of the ‘uselessness of parliaments
and governments, and asked a rhetorical question that was on many
a middle-class lip: “‘Who can be our saviour?” The answer which he
offered was transcribed by Himmler thus: “The patriotic units, and
esp. the combat-ready units of our fighting formations.’

Himmler’s note concluded with these four lines:

Armed struggle — power.

Hitler.

Volkisch movement.
Grossdeutschland — Greater Germany.

Two days later, on the twenty-seventh, Hitler declared his intention
of holding fourteen mass meetings in Munich. The prime minister
Eugen von Knilling declared a state of emergency, and appointed
Kahr as Bavarian Commissioner-General, with Colonel Seisser as
chief of police and Lossow as commander of the Bavarian army.
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This triumvirate would maintain law and order. Three or four days
later Kahr began planning military action, with or without Berlin’s
consent, against the Communists in both Saxony and Thuringia.
With added confidence young Heinrich Himmler moved onto his
next stepping-stone, joining Rohm’s renamed Reichs-Kriegsflagge.
His identity card is dated October 17, 1923. Rohm had created this
force from four units expelled from the Reichsflagge; its commanders
were veteran army officers, its rank and file were students and other
activists. Himmler found the company congenial; he probably felt the
ill-defined, de-personalising thrill of ‘belonging’ and ‘comradeship’
that many a growing male feels in joining a group and donning its
uniform, be it the Boy Scouts or, as we shall later find, the Schutzstaffel.

THE TIME WAS APPROACHING for Hitler to stage a March on Berlin,
already discussed with Consul Scharrer at the end of 1922. There is
little doubt from later trial records that the new triumvirate was egging
Hitler on. Kahr’s blue-blooded deputy Baron Friedrich von und zu
Aufsess revealed twice in speeches during October that Bavaria’s
forces would march on Berlin and overthrow the Stresemann regime,
with the assistance of Free Corps and Hitler men.

On October 20 Aufsess spelled it out explicitly to university students
in Munich: “‘What we’re saying is not, “Break with Berlin!” Were not
separatists. What we say is, “Onward, to Berlin!” For two months we
have been betrayed by Berlin in monstrous fashion.” “‘What else d’you
expect, he scoffed, ‘from a Jewish regime with a mattress-engineer at
its head’ (President Friedrich Ebert had trained as a saddle-maker).

That same day Kahr removed Bavaria’s Reichswehr forces, the
Seventh Division, from Berlin’s command altogether; and he
announced popular steps against the Jews, whom he roundly blamed
for the economic crisis. He ordered the expulsion from the city of
‘foreign shylocks and racketeers, and especially the eastern yids.” Of
these Ostjuden around 1,500 had taken up residence in Munich; forty
Jews were denounced as ‘national pests’ and banished forthwith, and
their homes were confiscated. In his unpublished memoirs Kahr
justified this by claiming that in an emergency ‘any and all relief was
lawful.” He later deleted this dubious justification.
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The Communist threat in the provinces receded; but this did not
lessen the Bavarian nationalists’ ultimate ambition - regime-change
in Berlin. Hitler resumed talks with General von Lossow. He did
most of the talking, as the general lamely testified later: ‘He would
not heed any objections. He was the Appointed Man, and everybody
else just had to go along with that.” During October the state police
and regular army began training the paramilitaries as allies, as Hitler
testified in secret session in the same trial - “in their barracks, and
clad partly in their uniforms too.” Hitler further testified that ‘from
Day One the training had one purpose only, not just border-patrol or
police work, but attack . . . a fast-moving war northwards.” “This,” he
emphasised, ‘was why we had no alternative but to act. We couldn’t
just leave the lads waiting in their barracks, night after night and day
after day, thirsting for war. They kept asking: When does the balloon
go up? When do we finally get to fight and throw the gangsters out?’

Hitler reassured his men at an operational conference at National
Socialist headquarters at No. 39 Schelling Strasse on October 23: ‘I
am not such an idiot as to go against the army and state police.’

The next day, October 24, events gathered momentum. The army’s
General von Lossow used a friendlier language than on May 1, when
he had thwarted the May Day battle. On the twenty-fifth, Hitler
told Bavaria’s police chief, Colonel Hans von Seisser, of his plans for
regime-change in Berlin; Seisser would take over the national police,
he suggested, and Lossow the army. General Ludendorff was with
them, he said, and this would neutralise the Reichswehr in the north:
there was not one soldier who would open fire on the war hero.

Seisser rose to the bait. On October 27 he confided Hitler’s
dramatic plans to his own police officers in their Tiirken-Strasse
barracks: “There is a Jewish regime in Berlin,’ he said. ‘It is Gustav
von Kahr’s intent to revive Germany, starting from Bavaria. The
Reich government will be overthrown and a directorate of a few
national minded men established, equipped with dictatorial powers.
Elements of you men, the Landespolizei, will stand by forthwith for
the March on Berlin.’

There is little doubt that Seisser spoke these words, although he
denied it. It all came out in secret session at the trial. On October 28
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he issued orders for increased munitions production, and the next
day he issued a secret Reichswehr order, No. 3/107, beginning with the
words: ‘In the event of Internal Unrest within the German Reich. .’
Further secret orders followed. General von Lossow directed Gregor
Strasser to provide 150 Sturmabteilung men to reinforce the Seventh
Division. Hitler testified that the army ordered him to raise secretly -
so as not to alert the Entente Powers - a cavalry unit under Captain
Prince Wrede (who attended that fund-raising talk with Consul
Scharrer in December 1922).

Over lunch a few days later, Goring confirmed to Ernst Rohm that
Lossow was Feuer und Flamme — gung-ho. “The balloon’s about to go
up at last,” he said, ‘and Lossow says he’s ready to strike at Berlin. But
first we’ve got to present to him the fait accompli upon which he can
act.” So Rohm would testify in camera at the trial.

ALL AT ONCE, GUSTAV VON KAHR got cold feet. Furious at this sudden
loss of nerve, Hitler decided to go ahead without him. Descending
on Lossow on October 30 and Seisser on November 1, together with
Weber of the Oberland League, he told them that he now considered
he had a free hand; he could no longer remain neutral one way or the
other. Twill do as I see fit, he declared, ‘and I will show you the way!’

Gustav von Kahr told Seisser to go to Berlin and speak with Seeckt.
Seisser did so on November 2, and gave the general private assurances
that Bavaria was not about to move against Berlin. Elements in Berlin
were planning a regime-change of their own. The double-cross dated
from that day, said one of the defence counsel (Dr Alfred Holl) in
the resulting treason trial. Dealing with the Fighting Alliance,
Kahr prevaricated, claiming to Kriebel and Weber that he was still
in favour of regime-change. ‘First and foremost is the creation of a
nationalist government, were all agreed on that, Kahr said. “The
Stresemann regime isn’t nationalist, so we have to fight against that
right from the start.’

All three, Kahr, Seisser and Lossow, were flatly against attempting
a wild putsch. “This is one insanity we won’t be going along with,
said Lossow. This left Hitler no alternative, as he would claim at the
trial, but to mount a putsch two days later, on November 8.
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IT WAS A SIMPLE PLAN. THEY WOULD stage a mass meeting in the
Biirgerbrdu beerhall, and invite these three faint-hearted leaders,
as speakers. Once they were inside, Hitler would kidnap them at
gunpoint, and force them to join him. It might be described as a bold
scenario.

November 8, 1923 was therefore the day picked for the putsch, and
Heinrich Himmler would have a minor walk-on part. They could
not wait a moment longer. To purchase one copy of the Vélkischer
Beobachter now cost eight thousand million marks (a copy had cost
half of one Reichsmark when Hitler’s Party bought the title, back in
1920). Priceless paintings were sold by families just to eat. Just five
weeks before the coup, on October 1, 1923, one U.S. dollar had still
fetched 241 million Reichsmarks; at the end of October, it was worth
270 billion. Berlin was bankrupting Germany; others were profiting.

The eighth was a cold, damp, dark evening, the stars hiding behind
a heavy overcast, and the Munich street lamps glistening on the wet
cobblestones. Oddly, it was an episode about which Himmler rarely
if ever spoke afterwards. Along with hundreds of Ernst R6hm’s men,
he had gone with Gebhard to another beerhall, the Léwenbriu, for a
meeting of the Reichs-Kriegsflagge which he had joined three weeks
before. Around eight p.m. Lieutenant Wilhelm Briickner, one of
Goring’s SA commanders, arrived at this beerhall: parts of the first
battalion and the entire third battalion were already there. Goéring
had given Briickner orders that morning to take his SA Standarte
Munich, to the Léwenbrédu and await a call from the Biirgerbrau.

There, a mile away across the river, three thousand Hitler supporters
had packed into the beerhall. Kahr, Lossow and Seisser had been
invited to a Vertrauenskundgebung — a ‘Rally of Confidence.” Weber
had phoned them at three p.m. and made sure they were coming.
There seemed to be an awful lot of young men in Fighting Alliance
uniforms. Kahr’s press chief had laid on free beer, and the noise was
deafening. A few minutes after eight-thirty p.m., with Kahr already
droning a prepared speech, there was a growing commotion at the
main entrance, and shouts of ‘Hitler’s coming, Hitler’s coming!’

From the podium the speakers could see a wedge of armed men
approaching, with Hitler among them, drawing his Browning from
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its holster. (‘You'll understand,” he said at his trial, ‘you couldn’t
exactly go in wagging a palm frond.”) With him were three top
supporters, including Goring and Rudolf Hess.

With his left hand Hitler loaded the Browning, and cocked it.
Professor Gruber, who wrote the sex manual which Himmler had
devoured, was in the audience. He testified: ‘Suddenly Hitler was
standing right next to me with several armed men - one armed
officer in front [his bodyguard Ulrich Graf, who would take several
police bullets the next day] and two more behind, all in steel helmets.
When I saw him, he had his revolver out, pointing at the ceiling. He
was in some excitement and shouting for quiet, because there was
uproar. He kept shouting at them - “Silence! Silence!” . . . Finally
Hitler fired a pistol shot into the ceiling. That produced silence. He
shouted in great excitement that nobody was to move, he had covered
all the exits and had six hundred armed men and machine guns
around the hall’

In truth, he had a dozen men. He stopped short of Gustav von Kahr.
Kahr would confirm in his testimony: “The man in front stopped a
few paces short of me, lowered his gun, and spoke. I saw that it was
Mr Hitler.” “The national revolution,” Hitler shouted, ‘has begun!”

THE REGIME OF THE NOVEMBER CRIMINALS in Berlin, he added
referring to 1918, was over, and he would himself take over direction
of Germany’s new Nationalist Government. It would have its seat of
power here in Munich.

‘Nobody is to leave,” he shouted hoarsely.

There were cheers, and cries of ‘South America!’ and ‘Mexico!’

Still bluffing, Hitler announced that his men had seized the barracks
of the Reichswehr and police. ‘Both have rallied to the swastika.’

Kahr walked over to Lossow and Seisser, and murmured: ‘A fine
mess the police have got us into. Let’s see how we get out of this one.’

One of them hissed: ‘Put on an act.’

Then, testified Gruber (and Lossow a few days later), Hitler
announced: T invite Your Excellencies von Kahr, von Lossow and
von Seisser to follow me outside. I personally guarantee your safety.

He adopted a muted tone. Hitler and Kahr shook hands, and
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exchanged penetrating stares, Kahr placing his left hand top of the
other’s. The acting had begun.

Leaving Goring behind appealing for calm, Hitler led the three
arrested leaders at gunpoint into a side room which Hess had taken
the precaution to hire. (As Winston Churchill once scoffed, Germans
could never stage areal revolution because that might involve Walking
on the Grass.) Goring assured the audience yet again that nobody
was going to get hurt. This was not against Kahr, he said - they were
just going to get rid of that Jewish lot in Berlin; as for the Reichswehr,
their soldiers were already marching out of their barracks with the
old flags flying. Meanwhile, nobody was to move. ‘You've got your
free beer, shouted the aviator. ‘Drink it

For a while Hitler dealt with Kahr. It was at about this time, shortly
before nine p.m., that General Ludendorff himself arrived at the
Biirgerbriu, looking determined and serious, greeted by loud cheers.

He dealt with the other two leaders, Lossow and Seisser, and
appealed to their sense of duty, while Hitler worked on Kahr. “Von
Kahr’s face was a mask, said the historian Dr Alexander von Miiller,
another professor who was present. ‘Lossow seemed indifferent, his
whole attitude rather careless, his expression foxy and cynical; Seisser
was pale and nervous, the only one of the three to seem involved.’

BACK AT THE Lowenbrdu beerhall, Ernst Rohm was waiting with
several hundred Reichs-Kriegsflagge men, mostly army veterans
and nationalist students like Heinrich and Gebhard Himmler. A
police detective among them, Kriminalkommissar Werner, aged fifty,
would testify a few weeks later, ‘Captain R6hm arrived, greeted with
applause by those present. He said that unfortunately Mr Hitler was
not going to be able to speak this evening, and that Mr Esser would
be speaking instead.” Hermann Esser, an editor of the Voilkischer
Beobachter, launched into a two-hour monologue.

Many months later, Gebhard Himmler told Heini of an army
lieutenant, one Heinrich Miiller, in the Oberland contingent.
‘On November 8, Gebhard recalled, ‘he brought over to us in the
Lowenbriu orders for a number of men, and they were at once driven
over to the Biirgerbrdu where they did what they did [die Sache]’
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Heini did not spell out in his diary what that was. ‘Afterwards, he
continued, ‘all the orders were collected and burned.’

A phone call came from the Biirgerbréu. It was Lieutenant-Colonel
Kriebel, phoning from the beer-hall’s kitchen. Kriebel said only two
words - gliicklich entbunden, ‘child delivered without problems.
This was the signal for R6hm to seize key buildings. Kriebel had told
Weber’s Oberland League to seize the telegraph office and railroad
station - the latter to ensure that ‘this time the whole Jewish scum
couldn’t get away, catch the evening express trains out north to Berlin,
Frankfurt, and so on, and take their hard currency with them.

Witnesses suggested that when word first reached Rohm of the
drama, he seemed startled. ‘T don’t believe it, Detective Werner heard
him say. “That can’t be right.” He instructed somebody to check. ‘Let’s
be absolutely certain of the state of play there first.’

He did not have long to wait. One of his drivers slipped onto the
stage and whispered something. Réhm leapt to his feet. “Werner, he
said, ‘you stay here. We’ve got confirmation that the old regime has
been overthrown and a new one has been formed.’

Shortly, Rohm announced: ‘Everybody form up outside on
Stiglmaier Platz. We're off to the Biirgerbrau!”

WITH A BAND AT THEIR HEAD THEY MARCHED off, and within a
few minutes the Lowenbrdu and square outside were empty. With
Himmler clutching a large red-white-and-black standard, an
Imperial German battle flag, Captain R6hm led his men off toward
the Biirgerbrau; but as they reached Brienner Strasse a despatch rider
brought more orders, no doubt from Kriebel, to seize the war ministry
building on the corner of Schonfeld Strasse and Ludwig Strasse.
Rohm’s men did so without much difficulty, and all night long his
machine guns sprouted from its open windows. He estimated at the
trial that he had around two hundred men at the ministry.

Hitler awaited the arrival of more revolutionary legions at the
Biirgerbrau. Rossbach, the Free Corps veteran, persuaded the cadets
of the infantry school to join Hitler. He issued swastika armbands
and flags, and announced: ‘A new nationalist government has been
formed under Hitler and Ludendorff. The army is on our side. You are
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to have the honour to form a special-storm troop for His Excellency
General Ludendorff’

These young men reached the Biirgerbrau around seven a.m. Hitler
delivered a speech, telling them of Lossow’s treachery, and swore
them in on their new leaders.

Nationalist units rampaged around Munich like soccer hooligans,
and attacked local Jewish businesses. Hoffmann, Hitler’s Intelligence
chief, told him about one squad’s assault on a Jewish eating place.
‘By chance, testified Hoffmann at the trial, ‘the commander of this
squad was present, a young lieutenant, a war veteran.

Challenged by Hitler, he said, “I took off my Party badge.” “So,”
said Hitler, “you admit you didn’t consider yourself a Party member
at the moment you perpetrated this. You are excluded from the Party
forthwith and I shall see that you never get into a nationalist fighting
unit again.” ‘Hitler, testified Hoffmann, ‘consistently condemned
these acts of violence and the isolated excesses that occurred.’

THE LOCAL NEWSPAPER, the Miinchner Neueste Nachrichten came
out at seven a.m. with the news of Hitler’s coup d’état.

There was one puzzle however. Kahr and Lossow could not be
reached. Goring directed Briickner to take control of bridges across
the Isar. Briickner found a police major already there; he had the
same orders — but this time directed against the rebels.

The three Bavarian leaders had done a volte-face. At two-fifty
a.m. a message had gone to all government radio stations: ‘General
Commissioner von Kahr, General von Lossow, and Colonel von
Seisser have repudiated the Hitler putsch. Statement issued at
gunpoint in the Biirgerbrau beerhall meeting is of no validity. Be on
alert for any misuse of above names. Signed Kahr, Lossow, Seisser.’

Ten minutes later Kahr had ordered the arrest of renegades in the
police presidium, Ernst Péhner and his deputy, Wilhelm Frick, whose
path we shall cross again. At five-thirty a further signal had gone
out claiming that all important buildings were in government hands.
Three police detectives at the Lowenbrau had managed to report to
their superiors, and the police were making sure that Hitler’s men
could not capture the telegraph office and the telephone exchange.
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Things had begun to unravel. Oberland commander Dr Weber
visited Rohm at the war ministry. Gebhard Himmler asked how
things stood. The answer was one word: ‘Bad.’

Lossow learned that four or five companies of Rohm’s Reichs-Kriegs-
flagge had occupied the war ministry building in Ludwig Strasse. At
7:40 a.m. he issued orders to the city commandant Major-General
Jakob Ritter von Danner to retake the building by force.

Danner hated the ‘little corporal’ Hitler. He set up his command
post at the 19th Infantry Regiment barracks and sent troops into the
city centre. As they moved into position the general heard that Hitler
was marching into the city at the head of a long column of rebels,
and was already at the Marienplatz in the city centre. The army took
this to mean that Hitler had mounted an operation against the flank
and rear of the army men assembling to encircle Rohm. There were
reports of shooting at the Feldherrnhalle.

BY MID MORNING it had become plain to Ludendorff that the putsch
had failed, but he was a gentleman: he would not be a scoundrel, he
testified, and leave Adolf Hitler to sweat it out alone. “We decided to
march into the city centre,’ he said, ‘with peaceful banners flying.’

He cried out, ‘Wir marschieren!” Soon the thousands of men,
wearing the uniforms of officers, veterans, the Sturmabteilung, and
the officer-cadets, were moving off, sixteen abreast. The Oberland
League formed the right-hand column, Hitler’s Party the NSDAP the
left; in the vanguard, the SA men, and then the Stosstrupp Hitler,
marching with rifles slung across their backs. Four paces ahead of
the marchers went two tall men carrying the standards: that of the
Oberland League escorted by two soldiers with fixed bayonets; that of
the NSDAP by two officers with drawn sabres. Immediately behind
them, Kriebel, Hitler, Ludendorft (in the centre), Dr Weber, Goring,
and half a dozen others.

At the first bridge across the Isar, the Ludwig Bridge, eight or ten
police momentarily barred their way and loaded their carbines. The
marchers pressed on. If those behind cried, ‘Forward!” none before
cried, ‘Back!” They began to sing the national anthem, and the police
downed their rifles and stood aside.
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‘We drew on through the city,” described Kriebel at the later trial.
‘Everywhere there were cheers. On through the City Hall archway.
The whole Marienplatz square was black with people, singing
patriotic songs. They fell in behind, there were shouts of “Heil!” and
then more songs.’

woORD OF Kahr’s betrayal of Hitler had spread only slowly. A patriotic
student wrote of how she had glimpsed the black-white-and-red
Reich flag fluttering from the war ministry building in Ludwig
Strasse around ten-thirty that morning where, five years before, the
Communists had hoisted their own Red rag, as she called it, and
tears sprang into her eyes. She caught sight of the Reichs-Kriegs-
flagge squad in front of the ministry, she described, ‘with Heinrich
Himmler at its head, the flag in his arms, and you could see how
secure the flag looked there, and how proud he was. I went over to
him, unable to speak, but with the words of a famous poem welling
up within’ -

Be proud my dear Mother,
be proud: I am bearing the flag!

be without fear: I am bearing the flag!
be fond of me: I am bearing the flag!

They shook hands. ‘A firmer handshake I have yet to encounter,
as I knew we were of the same mind: neither of us able to think of
anything these past years but Germany, Germany, Germany!’

She pointed at a machine gun. ‘Na, Heinrich, the Reds won't be
bothering you much today!’

‘No, he answered, then added unexpectedly. ‘But Lossow will.’

Lossow, the war minister? She looked baffled — had Heini gone
mad? ‘Uh?’ she said. ‘And Kahr and the Reichswehr, and Seisser?’
‘Turned against us, the whole bunch.” She notice the worried looks
they were all exchanging. There was shooting, from not far away.

MUNICH HAS ALWAYS liked processions, and this one seemed no
different. As Hitler’s marchers reached the Residenz Strasse, Kriebel
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saw a thin army cordon, but this one too fell aside to right and left.

Things turned uglier as they marched on into Odeonsplatz, the
square in front of the Feldherrnhalle: Field Marshals’ Hall was
a monumental loggia at the southern end of Ludwig Strasse, with
statuary and stone lions sculpted nearly a century before. Kriebel saw
green-uniformed Landespolizei had run across from the Theatiner
Church to one side. Roughly a hundred men, they formed up in three
lines at the foot of the loggia, rifles at the ready. At this point, testified
Hitler rather more vaguely, his men were ‘more or less unarmed.” At
least they were out-gunned. His own pistol was holstered, Ludendorft
had his hands in his pockets. Nobody expected the police to open fire.
(Throughout Hitler’s entire years in office, it might here be remarked,
German police never fired on their fellow citizens.)

The commander of the police detachment was a twenty-seven year
old Lieutenant, Baron Michael von Godin. He too was no fan of
Hitler; he snatched a carbine from one of his men and prodded one
of the standard bearers. A single rifle shot zinged across the square.
A broad-shouldered man wearing a swastika armband leapt forward
shouting, ‘Don’t shoot! It’s Ludendorft” He was felled immediately
by a police bullet, and dropped between the general and Dr Weber.
There was a rattle of carbines. Goring was hit; the man next to Hitler
dropped dead, pulling him down too. Godin had probably ordered
his men to spare General Ludendorff but pick off ringleaders.

A second salvo rang out from the policeline and from armour-plated
police cars. One officer stepped forward and at point-blank range
finished off an injured man lying on the cobblestones - ‘I saw the
body kick upwards as the bullets struck, testified Kriebel. ‘And then,
and this particularly shook me, I caught sight of two men lying
lifeless beneath the standards which they had carried in front.’

The shooting ended: four police officers were dead, and four times as
many of Hitler’s men. “The gentlemen - Kahr, Lossow, and Seisser -,
growled General Ludendorft in court, ‘lost sight of the great goal:
when the great hour struck, it found only little men inside them.

HEINRICH HIMMLER was elsewhere. He still loitered uneasily with
Captain Rohm behind the makeshift barricade thrown up outside
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the war ministry in Schonfeld Strasse. The clatter and rumble of the
approaching tanks of the Reichswehr and state police brought this
little adventure to a swift and humiliating end, though not without
shots being fired here too.

At one-thirty p.m., testified Lossow afterwards, General von
Danner reported that Ernst Rohm - called upon to surrender - had
asked for time to seek orders from Ludendorff. For a while he tried
to negotiate an armistice. In his absence 2 Company of the 19th
Infantry Regiment killed two of R6hm’s Reichs-Kriegsflagge men,
Martin Faust and Theodor Casella, in a burst of machine gun fire. At
two p.m. Rohm gave up the fight, and was taken prisoner.

After having their names taken like hooligans after a football
match, the rest were allowed to slip away. Himmler was discharged
from the army in disgrace, with effect from the day of the putsch,
November 8, 1923.

THERE IS A HAND-TINTED PHOTO in Bavarian state archives
showing Himmler with ten of R6hm’s desperadoes in the weak
morning daylight outside the war ministry building. Himmler, aged
twenty-three, is bespectacled and gauche, wearing a peaked cap and
uniform of sorts, and standing with the others inside a barbed wire
entanglement. The Imperial flag dangles just above him, and he
appears to be holding its flagstaff - if the pole has not in fact been
later painted in to the photograph. When the photograph is reissued,
years later, another plank has been painted onto the barricade.
It obscures the face of Ernst Réhm, who is by this time no longer
around to protest at these improvements on history.
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WITH THE FAILURE of the Munich putsch, Heinrich Himmler’s
immediate prospects collapsed too. His brother Gebhard had a
good job; and an attractive fiancée, Paula Stolzle, daughter of a
banker’s widow. Heini’s best friend Lou Zahler worked in a bank.
Unemployed, Heini walked the streets of Munich, visiting fraternity
brothers, canvassing friends of his father, following contacts at
the Bavarian Lloyd (a Danube shipping company). He talked with
a visitor from the Caucasus, but learned that prospects there were
grim. He tried to make plans about emigrating to Turkey, he even
wrote to the Soviet Embassy about entry into the Ukraine, he called
in at a well-known pharmacy in Schiitzen Strasse — ‘nothing doing
there either,” he wrote.

As he passed the bookstores and art dealers, he gazed through the
windows at ‘all the wonderful thingsI can’tafford.” Like other workless
men, he spent many an afternoon hour in bed, but unlike others he
was also studying French, with two hours a week of conversation
at the local Berlitz school; he read Houston Stewart Chamberlain,
he learned the odes of Friedrich Gottlieb Klopstock, and memorised
Goethe’s Faust too. Once he leafed through some pulp fiction by
Friedel Merzenich, Beach-Basket No. 57 — after the wicker cabins that
dot the summer beaches of Sylt and the Baltic coast. He borrowed
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Carl Felix von Schlichtegroll’s Sadist in Priestly Garb, a banned study
of a French girl seduced by Father Jean-Baptiste Girard in 1731 and
forced into an abortion. Shocked by the perversions in its pages,
Heini devoured this soft-porn ‘tale of Jesuits’ in a day.

The diary occasionally mentions Hitler. He told a friend of having
read ‘Hitler’s speeches,” but that was all. In fact, Himmler displayed
little interest in Hitler’s policies. He procured an anthology of seven
of Hitler’s early speeches. Adolf Viktor von Koerber, a journalist
on the Volkischer Beobachter, had published it before the failed
putsch. ‘Hitler, commented Himmler, ‘is truly a great man, and
above all a genuine and pure one. His speeches are splendid works of
Germandom and Aryanism.’ It was hardly the stuff that publishers
put on book jackets. In February 1924 he recorded having ‘read out
loud’ from a brochure entitled Hitler’s Life. ‘Naturally, he recorded
after a visit to other friends, ‘we chatted about National Socialism.’

Unsurprisingly, the Bavarian government had outlawed the Party
and banned its newspaper. Two days after the failed coup, police had
located Hitler - at the lakeside home of Ernst ‘Putzi’ Hanfstaengl
in Utting - and arrested him, his right arm in a sling; he had
fallen heavily during the police fusillade. With the SA a prohibited
organisation, Goring too had fled, injured, into exile in Innsbruck.
Rohm was awaiting trial with Dr Weber in Munich’s notorious
Stadelheim prison. ‘Now they’ve caught Oswald too, wrote Himmler
in February 1924, referring to Karl Osswald, commanding the Reichs-
kriegsflagge, ‘because he just couldn’t stop writing letters.’

They could have deported Hitler back to Austria. His men had
killed four police officers. Instead, they turned him over to the local
People’s Court No. 1, and appointed a benevolent judge, Georg
Neithardt, who had treated him indulgently the last time.

AS FOR HIMMLER, HIS NAME does not figure in the trial. His brother
Gebhard explains that Heini was very junior at that time. ‘He was
certainly not in [R6hm’s] innermost circle, partly because he wasn’t
homosexual.” Heini paid no attention to the trial except on February
12, when his diary noted: “The trial’s going splendidly, perhaps
referring to pre-trial testimonies. He purchased a tract by Professor
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Karl Rothenbiicher on the trial called The Kahr Affair; the author,
an expert on constitutional law, concluded that the putschists were
traitors. Himmler inscribed his name in several right-wing groupings
which are hardly worth the mention, including the Alt-Reichsflagge
and the League of German Nationalist Officers, which interestingly
also incorporated a swastika in its emblem. Rootless and indecisive,
he signed up to the National Socialist Freedom Movement, under
the patronage of Ludendorff, which was as close to the now banned
NSDAP as a body could legally get.

On the fifteenth he asked for a visitor’s permit to see the prisoner
Captain Ernst Rohm in Stadelheim. T had to wait until twelve-thirty
p.m., he wrote, ‘but got it with no trouble.” He took a newspaper
and oranges with him. He and Rohm picked holes in mutual
acquaintances like Fritz Schiffer of the BVP, the Catholic Bavarian
People’s Party: twelve years older than Heinrich, Schaffer too had
been in the Apollo. Rohm called him ‘the biggest hypocrite and Jesuit
in the entire BVP. (Schéffer would be Bavaria’s first prime minister
after 1945.) Then they exchanged gossip about officers of the Fighting
Alliance. ‘He’s not lost his sense of humour, and is still the good old
Captain Rohm,’ recorded Himmler.

Much about Himmler had not changed either. His stomach was still
bothering him. He spent three days in bed ‘running a temperature
with my old stomach problem, which cropped up again suddenly,
and Dr Kastl prescribed a strict diet. ‘A curse on my intestines,
moaned Heini in the diary a month later, then crossed it out.

He was still a regular churchgoer. In the cathedral one Sunday
he heard a great sermon on ‘Why did God create the World?’
Fundamental questions like these still exercised him: questions about
God, and about the Immaculate Conception. He went to confession,
but new monsters now crowded in on his thoughts, like Nordic Blood,
the mysteries of sex, and the relationship between man and woman.

He kept a reading-journal, listing when and where he had read
the books (‘read on railway, Sep. 24, 1924, on rail journey Landshut
to Firstenzell’). He added his private reviews in Gabelsberger
shorthand. Book No. 219 is listed as ‘Ernest Seton Thompson,
presumably Ernest Thompson Seton, one of the pioneers of the Boy
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Scouts of America; and No. 222, Dr Richard Hoffmann’s book, Stark
wie der Leu, gldubig und treu — strong as the lion, faithful and true,
‘read at Landshut and on journeys, Oct 7 to Nov 4, 1924.

THIS DIARY DOES cover one matter which throws light on Himmler’s
early character. He did what he could to torpedo the relationship-
between his older brother and Paula Stélzle. Perhaps he was being
genuinely protective; more likely it was sibling rivalry. Gebhard was
earning a solid income as an engineer in a local factory. Paula was
classy, the daughter of Heini’s Aunt Hermine and Ludwig Stolzle,
a banker in Weilheim. Gebhard had first met her three years
before, and to Heini’s dismay, his friend Alphons warned in May
1922 that Gebhard was smitten by her. ‘His infatuation with Paula
is pure idealism,” Heini told himself, ‘and may end too easily in an
engagement, although both know it won’t work.’

There were helpful rumours that Paula was a girl with a past.
Foolishly, Gebhard asked Heini, or accepted his offer, to get to the
bottom of it. What he found out was not good. In April 1923 Heini
wrote Paula direct, asking her to walk away from his older brother.
‘Since you both approached me, and drew me in, I feel obliged to
do this.’ He launched into a pages-long lecture. ‘A man must have
certainty from his bride that she herself with no word, no glance,
no kiss, no gesture, and no thought will be unfaithful to him, even
if for years he is away from her and doesn’t see her and they don’t
hear anything from each other for ages (which in the coming terrible
war-years may only too easily come to pass).” This was a test which
she had had to pass, he emphasised, and in which she had ‘failed
most shamefully.” In short, Gebhard was too good for her: she was
immoral, and she did not control her urges.

In February 1924 aged twenty-three he resumed this brutal
campaign. A civil servant he met in the Palace of Justice, Rossner,
was said to know more about her than was proper. On the eleventh,
Heini approached his parents and insisted that Gebhard break it
oft. ‘Father was very calm and understanding, Mother emotional’
‘We,” so evidently Gebhard was present, ‘told them about the Dachau
business’ with a local artist and then out it came, how Paula had
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been too familiar in front of Heini with that ‘Mirwald Bub’ - even
addressing him using the familiar Du when Gebhard wasn’t there.

ONE EVENING AFTER GOING TO BED Heini had a frank talk with his
brother - again insisting he break off the engagement. Gebhard would
not have it: if she was no longer a virgin (a Weilheim dentist had used
her) then so be it — perhaps it was his own fault. She was after all now
twenty-four. Shocked that Gebhard just ‘shrugged it off, Heini kept
up the campaign, telling their father about Paula’s ‘episode last year.’
Visiting the Hofls, his married friends in Apfeldorf, he raised the
matter with them. Hugo Ho6fl agreed that she was a sexual predator;
and Cousin Friedl, no innocent herself, chimed in that Paula had
once told her she just lived for sex. ‘She is very self-centred, noted
Heini. ‘T am sorry for the lass, and one must try to be fair, but that’s
no reason to let Gebhard get sucked into an unhappy marriage.
That’s one woman, said Hugo yesterday, where you've got to be on
the look-out every day - seeing what she’s up to.

At the end of February 1924, Gebhard capitulated and ended
the engagement. Lawsuits might follow. Himmler feared legal
complications - less from his Aunt Hermine than from Paula’s ‘fly
and slippery’ father, and he wrote on March 12 to Rossner at the
Justice Palace explaining that he was putting together a dossier in
case it should be needed: ‘Please tell me everything you know of Miss
Stolzle and her dalliance with your colleague Daffner . . . by return of
post, what you have heard and what you can confirm.” Out of his own
pocket money, Himmler instructed the Munich detective agency of
Max Bliml. We have Bliml’s original report to Himmler, and he
evidently tailored it to Heini’s needs as it does not reveal any serious
wrongdoing: Paula lived with her parents, retired bankers, people of
standing, though her father was known as a womaniser. ‘Some of
this has rubbed oft on Miss Paula, and her morals are scarcely above
reproach.” She had been engaged twice before, had had several affairs,
and had invariably made fun of her lovers afterwards. ‘A while ago
she stayed fourteen days in an artists’ colony in Dachau without her
fiancé’s knowledge, added the detective, ‘and one of the artists there
painted her, as she herself tells.’
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She was often seen out strolling at night: in other words an
altogether immoral female.

There was indeed an artist, that ‘Mirwald Bub,” Ferdinand Mirwald,
a portrait painter of fifty-one, living in Dachau. His descendants own
two or three of his portraits entitled ‘Paula Stolzle’; one is a chalk
sketch dated 1924. It shows a happy girl wrapped in furs, casting
a glance at the artist over one shoulder. He has captured the look
in her eyes well. It is what men might call a ‘knowing look;” she is
evidently up for it. Another painting, created after the break-up with
Gebhard, captures a hint of sadness. In Dachau, a town later to be
burdened with its own legacy by Heinrich Himmler, there is now a
street named after the artist Ferdinand Mirwald.

HIS OWN VIEWS on women were still relentlessly romantic: Katherle
Zahler told him the latest about Maja Loritz, Lou’s girlfriend, in whom
Heini had once been interested. She had since married, although she
would never bear her man any children as he was mentally ill. ‘A
sound standpoint,” concluded Heini loftily, ‘but, for those who know
Maja, a selfless sacrifice. Now she has buried herself in her business;
the truth is that she’s deeply unhappy and just deadening her feelings.
She didn’t get the one she loved, and she married this man with eyes
wide open. What a crying shame for such a splendid woman.’
Heinrich Himmler was still of Parsifal-like innocence, a do-gooder.
He chatted with Sister Elisabeth, a social worker collecting for fallen
women, who had come to see his mother. ‘She told me a lot,” he wrote,
‘about the senseless behaviour of the police, and the blame that the
authorities bear for this state of affairs. . . It is precisely among street
girls that again and again you find so much good, and ones who can
be saved.” Visiting his country friends the Hofls, he found it quite
harmless that little Irmgard, now four years old, hopped into his bed,
a tolerance on his part which might nowadays be regarded differently.

HIMMLER WAS NOw manifestly a nationalist or patriot. ‘As a soldier
and committed supporter of the vélkisch cause, he wrote a fellow-con-
spirator that January 1924, T will never in my life run away from
danger. Chatting with the coachman as he headed out from the
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country railroad station to Apfeldorf, he had found the man already
clued-up about nationalism, and he was happy to fill him in about
the recent events in Munich, and to ‘talk vélkisch to him.

He began to take a close interests in the lays of ancient Germany
and the folklore of the Germanic tribes. One day he took the ferry
over the Lech with Hugo Hofl to visit ancient Epfach. As Abodiacum,
the village and its fortress ruins dated back to Roman times; it
was a military base since 14 B.C. guarding the intersection of the
Via Claudia and the old Salt Highway, running from Salzburg to
Kempten. The Alemanni had twice destroyed the settlement but a
Catholic church had been built there around 400 A.D. and rebuilt
five hundred years later as St Lorenz. On the way home they talked
about God, religion, and doubts (‘for example the Immaculate
Conception’); and descended into more mundane topics like
duelling, blood and honour, and sexual intercourse. Hugo Hofl said
he’d dearly like to go to confession, but his doubts about church
dogmas were overwhelming. Himmler knew how he felt. He would
be a coward though, Hugo added, if at the end of his life he had to
send for a priest to take confession. “That is a most decent position,
thought Himmler, who would be denied that rite in Liineburg.

WITH HITLER IN JAIL and the Party banned, its supporters were in
difficult financial straits. Failure did not impress their contributors.
Kurt Liidecke was one - a wealthy young entrepreneur who had
made financial killings in the new Soviet Union. An oligarch of sorts,
he wore expensive suits and Gold watches, and spoke fluent Amer-
ican-English; but he was also allegedly a fraudster who preyed on
women of a certain age. He was what Germans call a Hochstapler. He
had been inspired by Hitler’s oratory on Munich’s Konigsplatz after
the Rathenau murder in 1922. ‘Hitler’s appeal to German manhood
was like a call to arms,” Liiddecke would write, ‘the gospel he preached
a sacred truth.” He saw Hitler as another Martin Luther - T knew my
search was over, I had found myself, my Fithrer and my goal’

Liidecke had brought much money to Hitler since then. From jail,
Hitler now wrote asking him to trawl for funds in the United States.
Henry Ford received Liidecke in Detroit on February 1, 1924.
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Himmler claimed to have seen through this ‘conman’ from the
start. In 1925, as he became politically more active, he would state
that he suspected Liidecke of being in the pay of international Jewry
and a masonic body, the Grand Orient in Paris, and of having been
planted as a mole in the vilkisch movement. In 1933 Liidecke would
fall out with the Party’s top brass. He would wind up in custody. He
would be freed on March 1, 1934 and sail for New York to make a new
life. This was a fortunate decision, in the light of his deadly intimacy
with Gregor Strasser and Ernst Rohm and the fate which befell both
soon after. In support of an application for U.S. citizenship, Lidecke
wrote a book which he dedicated to those two unfortunates. It has
misled many an incautious historian since then.

HIMMLER BEGAN speaking for the Vélkisch block, a right-wing
grouping set up in Bamberg on January 6, 1924. His early speeches
required days of drafting. Over the years his technique improved,
although he would never become a firebrand orator. The last entries
of his diary which survive for 1924 reveal him speaking that February
to agricultural workers. He started at Langquaid, an ancient market
town at the intersection of two important Roman roads, the Italian
Road through Regensburg and Landshut, and the Via Augusta. He
took a train there from the Hofls on Saturday, February 23.

The local chairman of the block met him. ‘At the inn,” recorded
Heinrich, T met more vélkisch people, a vet named Dr Mendler and
the innkeeper Zirngiebel and a Farmer Aumer (a bit of a windbag)
and a lot of others” Over snowy roads they drove over to other
hamlets like Birnbach, where he was ‘made exceptionally welcome.’
He met a Mrs Hanauer and wrote approvingly that her family owned
‘numerous and uncommonly fine vélkisch books, while Mr Hanauer
himself was obviously a gentleman of fine character, who strongly
reminded him of old Farmer Rehrl.

He was to make his speaking debut the next day, February 24.
It was bitterly cold as they drove over to Kelheim, a town near the
provincial city of Regensburg. Here the chairman of the block, a
local pharmacist, showed him a curious stone let into the wall of his
house - ‘a stone plaque commemorating the expulsion of the Jews



150 TRUE HIMMLER

from Regensburg, he recorded. ‘In Regensburg later on, he added,
‘these had to be taken down at the insistence of the Jews.” Using the
brief interregnum after the death of Emperor Maximilian I in 1519
the city had given its unwanted Jewish population two weeks to get
out; the Jews had fled to Poland and the Tyrol. The burghers had
burned down the ghetto together with its synagogue and yeshiva
school, seized holy parchments for use as bookbinding materials, and
smashed four thousand gravestones or cemented them into house
walls to celebrate this victory. Only a few Judensteine’ like this one
still remained. Himmler was always learning.

THEY WENT OFF TOGETHER TO THE meeting. The hall was big and
crowded. Dr Ottmar Rutz of the BVP, the Bavarian People’s Party,
delivered the first speech, and Himmler the second: ‘I spoke about
the subjugation of the workers by market capital forces, and about
food hoarding, workers’ pay, and what we have to do about it all’
Afterwards Dr Rutz, Mr Hanauer and he drove on to a pub in Saal,
where Himmler talked to impoverished farmers and Communists
and one ‘loathsome heckler’ about workers’ issues. “The talks which
Rutz and I delivered bordered on National-Bolshevism, assessed
Heinrich. ‘Main point, the Jewish Question.” They were all suffering
from inflation. The speakers stayed on until three a.m.

He spoke once more, on Monday, February 25, 1924 to simple
folk, mostly agricultural labourers. At one-thirty the room had been
virtually empty, he boasted, and within an hour it was quite full. He
talked for ninety minutes, ‘and I think quite well.” He spoke again
at the conclusion: ‘A buyer for a Jewish hop-dealer came. I believe
the farmers ran their fingers over him later’ — a Bavarian expression
whose meaning is harder to translate than to divine.

WITH THAT ENTRY, Himmler’s diary for this period ends. On
the following day, the Hitler Treason Trial began in Munich, in a
courtroom set up in the former infantry school in Blutenburg Strasse,
with maximum publicity for Hitler and his men. The Court allowed
him a lot of latitude; he spoke with forcefulness and conviction, as
a patriot and statesman of moderation. The Court went into secret
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session several times at which — we now know - Gustav von Kahr and
his cronies conceded under cross-examination that they had planned
an operation against Berlin jointly with Hitler and his paramilitary
organisations. On the night after the putsch, it came out, Kahr had
said at a meal in the infantry regiment’s barracks, ‘Hitler and I were
both after the same thing. But Hitler jumped the gun.’

The unusually benign judge Dr Georg Neithardt handed down
his judgment against Hitler et al. on April 1 - All Fool’s Day. He
sentenced Hitler to the minimum possible, five years’ honourable
imprisonment in Landsberg fortress, but with the recommendation
that he serve only six months; the judgment spoke of his having
been motivated ‘by a purely patriotic spirit and the most noble and
unselfish intent.” (In modern Germany a similar pronouncement in
mitigation has earned a judge instant dismissal.) The court did not
even order Hitler deported, as the Republikschutzgesetz, the Law for
the Protection of the Republic enacted in July 1922, required.

Ernst Rohm attracted a suspended sentence and conditional
discharge. In April 1924 he was elected to the Berlin Reichstag for the
volkisch National Socialist Freedom Movement, a NSDAP surrogate;
he failed to gain re-election later in the same year. The NSDAP and
its private armies were in disarray. On May 17-18, 1924 R6hm took
command of the SA brownshirts at a meeting held safely across
the Austrian border in Salzburg. All this was, in fact, much against
Hitler’s wishes, but he was still imprisoned.

POLITICAL IMPRISONMENT ABROAD GIVES A PERSON an unwanted
cachet which he might previously have lacked.

Over a year would pass before Hitler was released. True, his
confinement had been anything but solitary: friends and supporters
flocked to see him in the Landsberg fortress. In his remaining
six months of custody he received around five hundred visitors.
Sometimes the prison governor Otto Leybold allowed a dozen visits
a day (Leybold’s son had joined one of the forbidden Free Corps
units, which offers a clue to his own sympathies). By the time of
Hitler’s early release on December 20, 1924, after a year of relatively
comfortable custody, his fame went beyond the frontiers of Germany.
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There is no record of Heinrich Himmler being among his
visitors. Ludendorft went often, which rather disproves William
Shirer’s agreeable version that the general shunned the Fiihrer for
‘cowardice’ after the putsch. Rohm visited a score of times, as did
Hitler’s publisher Max Amann, his driver Julius Schreck, and major
benefactors like the wealthy Elsa Bruckmann and Helene (the wife
of piano manufacturer Carl Bechstein); and there was Carin Goring
too, carrying messages from her fugitive husband. Hermann Goéring
had fled to Austria and remained in exile for several years.

IN HIS FORTRESS CELL, SURROUNDED BY HIS henchmen and aided by
Rudolf Hess, Hitler began to write a book, penning all the passages
upon which psychoanalysts would feast: “The black-haired Jewish boy
lurks for hours, satanic joy on his face, waiting for the unsuspecting
girl whom he defiles with his blood. .. He tries by every means to
destroy the racial foundations of the peoples he plans to conquer.’
Coming from the man who had so recently expelled Lieutenant
Hoffmann from the Party for his squad’s acts of violence against
a Jewish restaurant, such words are harder to attribute to Hitler’s
authorship, than are the manuscript’s prophesies about the Jews and
their desired state of Israel: ‘It doesn’t even enter their heads to build
up a Jewish state in Palestine for the purpose of actually living there;
all they want is a central organisation for their international world
swindle, endowed with its own sovereign rights and removed from
the intervention of other states: a haven for convicted scoundrels,
and a university for budding crooks.’

A couple of years would pass before Himmler troubled to read this
outrageous book which Hitler was writing, Mein Kampf.
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HEINRICH HIMMLER READ PROFUSELY; IN FACT there were some
books which he read twice. We know that, because he kept a record
of his literary diet too, the number of pages of each book, the dates
on which he read it, and his opinions of it too.

As the years pass, the list begins to twinkle palely with ideas which
soon become fixed stars in his intellectual constellation — the cultural
history of the ancient Germans, the roots of anti-Semitism, and race.
As a twenty-year-old he had already read Arthur Dinter’s 1917 opus
“The Sin Against Blood’ (Die Siinde wider das Blut). As Bradley F
Smith remarks, the notes indicate that by 1923 or 1924 Himmler
was already associating the Jews with immorality, drug-dealing, and
pornography, and was developing an interest in Aryan supremacy.

Because Himmler often lined the margins and underscored
certain words before he tucked each volume back into his shelves,
it is not hard to see the views he had found which buttressed his
own. After reading in 1923 a book by the nationalist Theodor Fritsch
(1852-1933), entitled, ‘False God - the Evidence against Yahweh’ (Der
falsche Gott - Beweismaterial gegen Jahwe, published in Leipzig two
years earlier), Himmler wrote of ‘recognising this terrible Scourge of
God, meaning the Jewish race, ‘which is suffocating us all.” Fritsch
claimed that recent researches had proved that Judaism could ‘no
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longer claim to be a monotheistic religion in the higher sense, as
it denied the existence of one God for all mankind, and recognised
only a god which cared solely for the people of Judea and visited
naked hatred upon all others.

Himmler took a clinical and detached view of race and human
breeding. He regarded as a pioneering work one tract which he read
in 1924, issued by a vdlkisch German body, because it persuaded
him that it was not impossible ‘to restore the breed again.” He had
absorbed the works of the eugenicist Hans F K Giinther on race,
like ‘Race Teaching and the Germans’ (Rassenkunde des deutschen
Volkes) in which the author had written about an Aufnordung -
roughly, Northernising — of the German people, and about controlled
breeding, treating them as eminently practicable ideas. Giinther
had constructed a league-table of qualities in which Nordic peoples
excelled, including discernment, truthfulness, and drive, along with
a strong sense of justice, and a controlled sexuality.

To the trained agriculturalist in Himmler these were fascinating
ideas. Laying Giinther’s book aside, he noted: ‘Incredible panoply of
ideas. The most important thing I have ever read in my entire life.’

As for the same author’s 1920 work ‘Knight, Death, and the Devil’
(Ritter, Tod und Teufel), Himmler reading it in 1924 classed it as
‘a book that expresses for me everything I have ever thought and
felt since I began doing so.” Here he espied the heroes of centuries
to come - raging supermen, with heroism in their very bones and
bulging sinews, men claiming the inborn right to kill and slash
and burn their way to victory. None of these books would figure
on a best-seller list today, but those were strenuous and strained
times, times of Sturm und Drang, and people sought solace and
enlightenment in whatever promised to be the elixir of the day.

One other book seems pertinent in the light of what happened
later — Professor Felix Dahn’s 1876 allegoric novel ‘A Struggle for
Rome’ (Ein Kampf um Rom). This provided intellectual ammunition
for the emerging nationalist avant-garde who foresaw grim legacies
of future ethnic mixing. The ‘struggle’ portrayed by Dahn was the
clash of the cultures between the powerful, pure, and enlightened
Teutons descending upon Rome, tall-bodied and fair-haired; and the
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stocky, decadent, swarthy southern races which threatened to infect
them and ‘poison their air’ with all that was unclean and corrupt.

HIMMLER HAD EMERGED FROM the 1923 failure unscathed. His mentor,
the left-wing Gregor Strasser, was almost equally fortunate. They had
been about to lunch on the day after, when Strasser’s brother in law
Georg Hofler arrived, in full police uniform. Tve come to arrest you,’
said Hofler, and took Strasser away. Himmler, his fork halfway to
his lips, was passed over. Tried by a tribunal separate from Hitler’s
on April 24, 1924, Strasser was released from jail a few days later
because he had been elected a member of the Bavarian Parliament,
on behalf of the right wing Vélkischer Block on May 4. That granted
him immediate immunity. Democracy had its uses.

With Hitler in jail and his Party banned, in July 1924 Himmler
moved back to Landshut, where Strasser would need him as the
volkisch few began their campaign to enter the Berlin parliament,
the Reichstag. Endowed with peasant cunning, Strasser already
recognised young Himmler’s talent for organising and his obsession
with detail and bureaucracy. Strasser hired him as a general factotum,
and paid him about 120 marks a month as his personal assistant.

Himmler was twenty-three; he now had a mission. His father the
professor cannot have been impressed, but Heinrich knew what he
was doing. Strasser rented an office in Nahensteig, a little alley in
Landshut’s town centre. Heini allowed no girlfriends to distract him.
He was diligent, punctual, and dependable. He always did more than
was asked of him, with reliability - and loyalty. Strasser appointed
Himmler as district manager (Gaugeschidiftsfiihrer) and then deputy
Gauleiter of Lower Bavaria. He became the Gau’s SA commander.
As if that were not enough, Himmler took a leading position in the
Artam League in Bavaria too.

Scattered papers which are now in private hands allow us to follow
his trail that year. On August 1, 1924 we find him laboriously typing
on the headed notepaper of the Volkischer Block, Lower Bavaria
District Association, to a Mr Entholzner, secretary of the Eggenfelden
branch. His language was unmistakeably didactic and lecturing, and
he underlined several words to emphasise them:
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Irequestthatyouhandin theapplications for the public speaking
course as quickly as possible. They were already due on July 17. 1
can scarcely believe that Eggenfelden is not sending anybody. I
request that you send the confidential agents’ questionnaires and
your monthly report, which were due on July 28. I must require
you to adhere to deadlines . . .

Permit me also to remind you that payment of your contribution
is due on August 5. . . Awaiting your earliest reply I remain, with
Heil greeting, yr. Heinrich Himmler.

His tone combined the authoritative with the condescending.
‘Dear old comrade!, we find Himmler that same month, laboriously
peckingat that same typewriter keyboard, answering a correspondent
in Milan who had complained about his delay in replying. ‘T have a
frightful amount to do. I'm running the whole show in Lower Bavaria
and have to expand the organisation every which way. No wonder,
added Himmler, that personal letters were not getting answered:

I am pretty good at organisation work, and I am handling it on
my own, and it would be really great if we had an early victory or at
least a freedom fight in sight. As things are however it is gruelling
work for us nationalists to slog away at something which will not
yield visible fruits for ages — always aware that ... what we are
doing today may well all be for nothing, a losing battle. But we
few are undertaking this hard labour unerringly, and out of our
boundless love for Germany: this country is mortally ill and for
that reason we cannot let her down, let alone throw in the towel.

Every day, we have to tell ourselves that if we do [not] do this
vital job, disseminating the German idea, then nobody else will,
and then, when years down the road the time is ripe, nothing will
happen because we have not laid the groundwork. It is an unselfish
service to a grand ideal, a great cause, for which of course we shall
never demand and probably never reap any recognition.

As the Reichstag general election approached, Himmler roared
around from village to village on a used Husqvarna, a Swedish
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motorbike, directing Strasser’s campaign, and orating in halls, inns,
and hostelries against the Jews and freemasons and speculators who
had brought Germany to her knees. The result was very satisfactory.
On December 7, 1924 Strasser was elected to the Reichstag in Berlin
on behalf of the German People’s Freedom Party (Deutschvilkische
Freiheitspartei), along with Réhm and Ludendorff, and he would
hold this seat for the next eight years. This began the shift of Gregor
Strasser’s power base northward to Berlin.
His absence provided Himmler with greater authority than ever.

A FEW DAYS AFTER the election, on December 20, 1924, Hitler was
released from the Landsberg fortress and all the pieces which had
fallen into disarray in his absence began clicking back into place.
Hitler and Himmler became aware of each other’s existence - to put
it no stronger than that. Heini’s brother Gebhard would recall later
that Hitler had been virtually unknown to Heini before the failed
putsch, and barely after his release from Landsberg either. ‘But there
is no particular, let alone some remarkable, occasion of their first
meeting. Himmler rather significantly wormed his way in.’

Over the objections of his more radical henchmen, Hitler had
decided to pursue the path of respectability and seek power by
democratic means. On February 27, 1925 he relaunched the NSDAP
at a meeting in a Munich beerhall, the Biirgerbraukeller, and here
he sought and was granted provisional ‘sole leadership’ of the new
Party. Several months later, on August 21, 1925, the Party was given a
legal basis too. ‘Adolf Hitler, writer,” convened a board meeting at the
Party’s headquarters in Schelling Strasse with Franz Xaver Schwarz,
the Party’s formidable Treasurer, and one Studienassessor Hermann
Schneider, teacher, as secretary and four others to draw up the legal
notice setting up a corporate identity for the new Party with Hitler as
chairman. Everything must be above board from now on: No more
pistol-toting hotheads. As Churchill once also sneered, the Germans
would apply for gun licences before starting a revolution.

WITH GORING IN exile in Italy, the interim SA-commander Ernst
Rohm was falling out of favour with Hitler: R6hm wanted the SA



158 TRUE HIMMLER

to be independent; Hitler insisted it be subordinate to the Party.
On April 1, 1925, Hitler established a new unit to protect their mass
meetings; T told myself at the time,” he said later, ‘that I needed a
bodyguard unit which however small would be unconditionally loyal
to me, and ready to march even against their own brothers.’

This personal bodyguard would consist initially of eight of his
closest friends under Julius Schreck; the rather corpulent Schreck, a
former Free Corps member, wore a toothbrush moustache. Among
the other early members were Emil Maurice; Johann Klitzsch, Joseph
Berchtold, and Ulrich Graf, a butcher; Christian Weber, a coarse
horse-dealer; Josef ‘Sepp’ Dietrich; Rudolf Hess, Jakob Grimminger —
standard-bearer of the Party’s Blood Flag (the sacred relic of the 1923
putsch) — and Walter Buch as well as Karl Fiehler. Some were men of
no consequence, the names of others would go down in history.

Rohm resigned as SA commander and left politics. Eventually he
embarked for South America to train the Bolivian army. He stayed
in touch with his friend Heinrich Himmler however. We shall see
him return to Germany, and to his own misfortune, some years later.

As Gregor Strasser’s star began to rise, so did Himmler’s. Himmler
became a Reichsredner — a national-level orator for the Party — and
Strasser’s deputy as Gauleiter too. Now his parents took notice of
him. He was no longer the aimless, gawky student. His hair cut
razor-short, we find him wearing that starched collar and tie again in
a sepia-coloured family photo together with his brothers and parents,
on the back of which his mother had written, ‘My darlings, 1925, May
17. In such photos his father the professor is always seen offering his
half-left profile to the camera, regardless of which way the rest of his
family is looking.

IT WAS AUGUST 2, 1925 BEFORE Himmler rejoined the National
Socialist Party; we do not know the reason for the delay, other than
that such a step required a greater commitment than in 1923. His
membership number was unimpressive, a five-digit number: 14,303.

He did not join Julius Schreck’s new bodyguard force however. It
was an elite and intended to stay that way. On September 21, Schreck
issued ‘Circular No. 1’ to all the Ortsgruppen, the local Party cells,
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ordering each to set up a Schutzstaffel, or protection squad, consisting
of one commander and ten men. This name Schutzstaffel was not
formally announced until the Party rally on November 9, 1925. That
date was the anniversary of Hitler’s abortive Munich putsch, so
bloodily betrayed: from now on the putsch was to be overlaid with
an heroic veneer in the Party annals.

For a few more months, Schreck continued in command of his
Schutzstaffel; others saw him as a lightweight, and they voted him
out of office in April 1926. Hitler nominated Joseph Berchtold, a
former tobacconist and stationer, to succeed him; but Hitler never
overlooked Schreck’s role in founding the SS, the initials under
which it became better known. Schreck, by then an emeritus SS
Oberfiihrer, died of meningitis in 1936. The Party staged a showy
tuneral, and Himmler referred to Schreck as having been Hitler’s
‘first SS man.” The death affected Hitler deeply and triggered his own
first medical episode - agonizing stomach cramps - according to
his then physician, Professor Carl von Eicken. As Hitler reminisced
in January 1942, it was Maurice, Schreck, and Heiden who formed
that first group of toughs in Munich. ‘But it was with Himmler that
the SS became a body of men, devoted to an idea, loyal unto death.’
Referring to the Basque hermit priest who founded the Society of
Jesus in 1537, Hitler added: ‘I see in Himmler our Ignatius de Loyola.
With intelligence and obstinacy, against wind and tide, he forged this
instrument.” Each SS man knew that his job was to set an example,
to see and not to be seen, and that the eyes of the whole nation were
on him.

For a while Heinrich Himmler viewed Schreck’s successor,
Berchtold, with mistrust. Berchtold was small but a street-fighter,
a pugilist, and unlike Himmler he was useful with both fists.
Contributing to the dislike was that Berchtold had been the Party’s
deputy treasurer, and the Treasurer, Xaver Schwarz, was one man
whom Himmler could not abide. He waited many months before
signing on to Berchtold’s SS, in fact until August 8, 1926. He was
assigned membership number 168. A few days later, on August 13,
we find Diplom-Landwirt Heinrich Himmler of Landshut - still
sporting no Party or SS rank - sending thirteen Reichsmarks in the



160 TRUE HIMMLER

new reformed currency to Schillversand, a mail-order business in
Munich, and requesting them to send him ‘as soon as possible’ one
‘Hitler shirt,” (Hitlerhemd), one pair of puttees, and the SS cap, head
size 54 (or size 6%). This was the black ski-cap which Schreck had
introduced for the SS from his Ehrhardt-Brigade days. It was the first
time that Himmler had worn the Death’s Head symbol which his
armies would later wear.

THE PARTY HAD RENTED FOR ITS national headquarters or
Reichsleitung part of a narrow, three-storey residential building at
No. 50 Schelling Strasse, in Munich’s university district. It was a
street Himmler knew well from his student days. The rooms were
sparsely furnished - bare tables, ring-binders on shelves, an iron
stove in a corner, a ‘Germany Awake’ banner leaning against a wall.

Gregor Strasser had shifted his focus to Berlin and north Germany:
here he and his brother Otto had founded a newspaper publishing
firm called Kampf Verlag which was veering sharply away from
National-Socialist policies. Heinrich Himmler decided he must
nail his flag to Hitler’s mast. In mid-August 1926, a few days after
formally joining the Schutzstaffel, he moved from Landshut to this
building in Munich. Since Hitler had appointed Strasser the Party’s
national director of propaganda, Reichspropagandaleiter, on June
30, Himmler was acting as deputy propaganda chief, and he held
this post in name at least until April 27, 1930 (When a Rhinelander,
Dr Joseph Goebbels, took over as director). Wearing his brand-new
SS hat, Himmler had a desk in the last room on the first floor for
the next year and a half. The room was at the back of the building.
Across the corridor, overlooking the street, photographer Heinrich
Hoffmann set up his darkroom; Hitler had given Hoffmann an
exclusive concession to take and sell photographs - the Party was
nothing if not commercially minded.

Himmler found that he shared a room with a widow, Mathilde von
Scheubner-Richter, whose husband had been shot dead next to Hitler
at the Feldherrnhalle three years before. Hitler had given her the job
of building a newspaper library and ‘opposition research,” collecting
clippings on enemy personalities and the Communist press, especially
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the Rote Fahne (‘Red Flag’) and Neue Zeitung in Munich.

She often chatted with Himmler, reminiscing about the putsch -
how General Ludendorff had dropped in on that day, and then the
young Count Wolf-Heinrich von Helldorft with the latest news from
Berlin, and about the initially optimistic messages from her husband
during the night, ‘It’s all gone wonderfully, he had said, ‘and not a
drop of blood spilt either.’” She related too, with tears in her eyes, how
Hitler had described to her the moment her husband was killed: the
two had been marching arm in arm, with her husband on Hitler’s
right, when the police shots rang out. Struck down by a bullet, her
husband had clutched at him; both had fallen so awkwardly that the
body had lain across Hitler’s and he could not at first get up.

HIMMLER'S CORRESPONDENCE AS DEPUTY PROPAGANDA chief stacked
up. He wrote on September 10, 1926 to Albert Wierheim, the Party’s
under-Gauleiter in Chemnitz, setting out his needs for a series of
speeches he would be delivering in that area — third-class rail fares,
twenty to twenty-five marks per week to cover expenses, and one free
day each week. In October 1926 he read a rambling letter from Rio,
from one Marianne, talking of home-finding problems in Brazil. ‘My
one desire,” she mentioned, ‘is to see the German people restored in
health and purged of all the vermin and the bad elements in their
midst so that they can resume their position in the world. Riddled
as it is today, with this Jewish rabble, no revival seems possible.” He
noted on the letter that he had read it ‘on October 5, at 7 a.m.’

Letters like these told Heini that he was not alone in his views.

In his papers there is aletter from Plauen, in Saxony, fixing speaking
dates after October 17, 1926; he would arrive ‘by motorbike.” There is
also the text of a speech he made days later in the small salon of the
Hotel Sanssouci in Berlin. His topic was ‘National vs. International
Socialism’ and his talk dwelt upon the history of capitalism and
socialism. The drift is clear, if expressed in confusing language.

‘People don’t ask about your honesty any more, but how much
cash you have. They don’t ask where it comes from, but whether a
man is paying his way. Capitalism has seized upon Man’s supreme
invention, the Machine, and uses it to enslave.” He added: ‘In terms
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of foreign policy, we’ve lost the war. We are a people without space
or bread, and we are compressed, and one day our nation will burst
its borders because those other peoples have the arable land which
we don’t. Which brings us to the life and death question: are twenty
million to starve, or should a million die on the battlefield so that
others can live? For once, that will be a war without the Jews. The
man in the street is taught that one day the big bang will come and
everything will be okay.

They told him that before the World War too, a Jewish war
pitting Aryan peoples against Aryans. People may chuckle today
about the three hundred around Rathenau, but these wove their
spiders web right up to the League of Nations. Here the German
has become manservant and mercenary. Unable to find the guts
to fight for himself, he now has to send off his sons as soldiers to
serve our enemy’s war aims.

The pressure within our compressed people vents itself not
outwards but inwards, as we beat each other’s brains in. The
unemployed are played off against those with jobs, and that is
the deadweight they use to keep down our subsistence level. If
anybody dares raise his head - bring in the Reichswehr and
police! Comrades only yesterday, slave drivers today.’

LIKE MOST RESIDENTIAL buildings in this district of Munich, No. 50
Schelling Strasse had a rear annex whose top floor was a large and
airy artist’s studio, an atrium. Here the SA command had its offices.
After running this Brownshirt ‘army’ himself since losing Rohm, on
November 1, 1926, Hitler appointed Captain (ret.) Franz Pfeffer von
Salomon to take over as Oberster SA Fiihrer (OSAF). He was a former
professional soldier and Free Corps commander. Hitler told him
that his vision of the SA was not as a rival to the regular army. He
wanted the appearance of legality. The men were to concentrate on
fitness training, Hitler wrote to Pfeffer on November 1: they should
learn boxing and ju-jitsu, not rifle shooting. In Mein Kampfhe would
expand on this: the SA should win public support by sheer physical
prowess, and by the numbers who turned out for street marches.
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Pfeffer had his own ideas for the SA, but kept them to himself.
On November 4 he formally established Joseph Berchtold’s SS as a
separate entity inside the SA and he gave Berchtold a new title ‘Reichs-
fithrer-SS’ — but it was still under Pfeffer’s personal command.

At a ceremony a few days later on November 9, Hitler entrusted the
Party’s sacred ‘Blood Flag’ to the SS to guard. It was housed in that
upstairs atrium.

Weathered and faded fabric, whose thrall would call down
hecatombs upon millions: nobody now knows where it lies. Some say
it is guarded by the SS, or their descendants, still.
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HEINRICH HIMMLERS FATHER HAD GIVEN HIM a broadbrimmed
Bavarian hat. He practised doffing it and replacing it, but was still not
fully at home with it in the summer of 1927. It figures in the account
he gave Gebhard of how he met Marga, his wife. He had escaped one
day from a snowstorm into a hotel lobby, and had dofted it to a comely
lady just inside — dousing her with a shower of wet snowflakes. One
suspects the kind of legend that a person might generate to paint
over a pick-up in a railway compartment, in this case one travelling
from Berchtesgaden to Munich in September 1927. Perhaps it was
she who had picked up him: he was not versed in the clever ways of
desperate older females whose biological clock has begun to sound
more like a knell. The Germans have a useful word to describe the
hormonal terror that seizes such women: Torschlusspanik, the panic
of the closing door.

The Germans speak a language replete with useful euphemisms,
as we find later in this history. The man who picks up a girl has
aufgeldffelt her, or spooned her up. In Heini’s case it might even be
abgehdingt, uncoupled, because the woman owned a nursing home, a
Privat-Klinik, at No. 49 Muinchener Strasse in the west of Berlin, and
had been in a childless marriage with a Mr Siegroth.

While one would like to believe the snowstorm story, the ensuing
correspondence makes plain that it was summer when they first met.
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Perhaps it was just raining heavily. His 1927 pocket calendar shows
him on a speaking tour of Bavaria, and it was probably in Sulzbach
because on September 12 he marked it as a red-letter day.

A portrait photograph of Marga, taken in 1918, shows a woman
of hardening charm, with blonde hair swept up. She had been born
Margarete Boden in September 1893 far to the east of Berlin, in the
village of Goncerzewo twelve miles west of Bromberg. That made
Marga — as she preferred to be called, to match her sisters Lydia, Berta,
and Marta - seven years older. She had the eyes and high cheekbones
of many a woman of that region. Her father was a landowner; they
drove an open-topped roadster on seaside trips to Sarranzig, on
the Baltic coast of Pomerania. Her family owned a house with a
tooled wooden portico — until Poland annexed the province in 1919.
Bromberg became ‘Bydgoszcz. Demobilised that year in Belgium,
where she had served as a nurse in the war, Marga had settled in
Berlin. Her father now had a modest villa in Zepernick - No. 26,
Maple Avenue (in German, Ahorn-Allee: the house is in the suburb
now named Rontgen Vale, after the discoverer of X-rays).

That was how it all began. She continued to sign with her married
name Siegroth for many months, and initially even as ‘Frau Siegroth.’
After their chance first meeting, Heini began an exchange of letters —
he in Munich, she in Berlin. She shared ownership of her clinic
with a Jewish gynacologist, Dr Bernhard Hauschild — ‘my Jewish
baggage,’ she called him sometimes to Heini, ‘mein Judenpack. The
Jews were already mildly disliked. Heini sent her a packet of political
literature, and we can only imagine with what faint enthusiasm she
opened it. We know nothing about her husband; there were no other
Siegroths in the Berlin phone directory in 1925 — he may have been
Eugen Siegroth, an engineer ten years her senior who became a major
in the SS. Heini’s first letter to her was dated September 26, 1927; she
evidently did not keep it. Her first letters to him speak of difficulties,
which might be those of a woman in the final throes of divorce.

‘Dear Mr Himmler,” she wrote on September 29,

Thanks for your nice words. They found me in a less than
happy mood, as I discovered more upsets waiting here than I'd
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have thought possible. I want, and have, to put an end to it. It’s
hard to start over: but it’s got to be done.

How are you doing? Healthwise? What’s with the mustard,
vinegar, and onions? Did you go back to that ‘good’ café
again?... I'm waiting for the letter you have promised.
Demanding as ever, right? I read your things with int’rest.
Which do you want back down there? Just the red booklet,
right? The weather is just wonderful. And in M. it was so rainy.

Cordially yours, Mrs M. Siegroth.

As though his father was still checking, he endorsed it as ‘read,
Munich, Oct 4, 1927, 9 a.m.” He continued that habit throughout life.

She continued to address him as ‘Mr Himmler,” using her clinic’s
address, and the formal Sie rather than Du. She sprinkled a trail of
bait before him. ‘First quiet day, and have I enjoyed it, she wrote him
on October 16. ‘Otherwise just work and upsets. How are things with
you? Probably lots to do, and healthwise? You can do what you want
to do,” she chattered, bowdlerising a popular saying, ‘and what you
want to do, you can do.” Bit by bit Marga reeled the young man in.
‘When are you coming to Berlin?’

Heinrich replied initially with more packets of political literature.
He was ripe for plucking. “You can buy those in B. [Berlin] too,” she
chided him, ‘and I've done so, so just send me those from Munich.’
As for his copy of Erich Ludendorff’s new book on freemasonry, yes,
she had read it: “The book sounds off against the Jews, but in my view
the facts speak for themselves, so what’s the point of such comments?’

Once he spoke weakly of his conscience, saying: ‘One should really
just strive to be moral and good.” She replied in tones of mock dismay.
Tl not comment on your letter,” adding: T surely did not laugh at it
She commiserated about his stomach problem, but blamed his diet.

DOCUMENTS AFFORDING LIGHT ON HIMMLER THESE months of 1927
are often in private hands. He was still just a dependable cogwheel in
the evolving machinery at Party headquarters in Schelling Strasse. In
February 1927 he was still at the Propaganda Directorate, where we
find him dictating a letter to a Mr Gustav Seifert in Hanover. Seifert
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had founded the NSDAP branch in Hanover six years earlier, but
he had gone into exile after the failed putsch. Himmler dictated: ‘I
have circulated the paper to all departments of the RL [Reichsleitung,
National Directorate] and taken note of those of your suggestions
which are worthwhile, and I have forwarded your meeting report to
the Vélkischer Beobachter” The condescending tone is worth noting.

HE HAD DIPPED INTO HITLERS Mein Kampf, but did not find it
inspiring. “There are an awful lot of truths in it, he commented. ‘But
its first chapters about his youth contained a lot of failings.” He would
not finish reading the first volume until June 19, 1927. His speaking
load consumed his time. Kurt Kénnecke of Brunswick invited him
on October 24, 1927 to speak there. Himmler replied on the twenty-
seventh, ‘I already informed the Hanover Gau directorate of my
meeting dates,” namely those in the provincial Brunswick election
campaign. He was speaking on Thursday the tenth, Friday the
eleventh, Saturday the twelfth, and twice on Sunday the thirteenth.

Brunswick promised to be a violent campaign, even though the
Party’s own placards toned down the explicit attacks on the Jews -
but they mentioned racketeers and profiteers, regardless of race and
creed’ as deserving of the gallows.

He exchanged several more letters with Marga Siegroth during that
November. He seems to have hinted at a female he had met, because
she replied: “Your conscience pricks a bit, so you can’t have got all that
far with your new conquest. I could have understood that you didn’t
want to stick to the straight and narrow: youre young, independent
and honest, not much I can do about that. But do at least wait until
you have been to my divine Berlin.” Then she veered onto an artful
new line: T can’t wait to see a political meeting. I have never been to
one. What impression will it make on me? Won't  merely leave feeling
it’s all just talk?’ She talked about her own cares — her work-contract
still had until April 1929 to run, and she added: T hope you are being
careful with my letters?” ‘So in one month’s time you’ll be here,” she
wrote, nailing him down, and she wondered how they would get on,
and left significant blanks for Heinrich to guess at. ‘So do try to be as
“decent” as you can, she teased, ‘for your “own” sake.’
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He had twenty more meetings to address before Christmas, he
replied, and her letter had ‘disappointed’ him. She devoted an entire
reply on November 12 to picking that word apart — disappointed
about what, her reference to ‘decency’? She wrote: ‘Let’s talk about
it when you come. I assume you’ll have time for that in B.?’ It was
snowing in the capital. ‘Do you ski? Don't forget to tell me what
you were, and are, disappointed about.” She too had grounds for
disappointment, she suggested. ‘Perhaps you’ll be in Berlin sooner
than you thought. I don’t know if I'll write again. Good thing youre
not in front of me when you get my letter. Do you get what I am
saying? I'm looking forward to the reply.’

For a few weeks he sent her more literature. She noticed that the
postmark — Elberfeld - showed that he had escaped the violence
in Braunschweig. “That’s a high price to pay, isn’t it, and aren’t you
frightened by it? Don’t you go saying that only “pansies” might be
frightened oft” She badgered him once again to explain what he
had been ‘disappointed” about. Aligning herself with Heini’s own
views, she chattered about art exhibitions she had visited, and the
disgusting Kitsch they displayed nowadays. She hoped he wasn’t
frozen in the cold weather. ‘And don’t go saying other people are
freezing colder.’ Then she reverted to her underlying theme: “‘When
do you now think you’ll be coming to Berlin? Is that a firm plan?’ She
bowled a last curve-ball at him. On November 26 she wrote him (and
it was still ‘Dear Mr Himmler’): “There is one thing in your letter
which obliges me to write before you come [to Berlin], one might do
it better verbally but not I. Your letters still speak of my “mistrust”
and inclination to back out while I can. Yes, that is it. I have lost faith
in mankind, and in the honest intentions of men toward women.’

Not of course that she mistrusted Heinrich as a person; in fact she
was looking forward to his coming. ‘T hope you won’t be overloaded
with work in B., so you can enjoy the beauty.” Thus she lured Himmler
to Berlin, where she would take him around December 19, 1927, while
letting him believe that, on the contrary, he had seduced her.

HE WAS NOW just twenty-seven. A few days later, so Otto Strasser related —
the Strasser brothers were now operating out of Berlin — Heini came into
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his office and confessed: ‘Herr Doktor, I am no longer a virgin.

In his crude way, Strasser replied without looking up: ‘About time
too, at your time of life, that you stopped wanking.’

Heini, the eternal white knight, was both offended and conscience-
stricken. His guilty letters revealed his inner turmoil. Marga replied
tortuously to one: ‘And as for the struggle about being immoral
and un-good. I did not intend for you suddenly to want to be either
thing — I just wanted to help you on.

Mortified, he decided that, since she had ‘given herself to him,” as
he quaintly put it to Strasser, it was now his duty to marry her.

To which Otto replied: “You're crazy if you marry that old bitch.

HEINRICH HIMMLER left Berlin to return to Munich on December
20, 1927. Down there on the twenty-third he read a letter which ‘your
Marga’ had written him the day after he left. In seasonably woozy
handwriting, she addressed her new man as Du for the first time: ‘My
dear pal,’ she opened. ‘Mein lieber Guter, A right jolly Christmas for
you and yours.

From the bottom of my heart I wish you hours of peace and
happiness. The festival of joy should bring just happiness to
you too. . . Yesterday you were still here. Today?

HE REMAINED IN MUNICH FOR several months, managing the Party’s
speaking programme, while she bustled to and fro, planning the
wedding and shopping, and ironing stuff for her bottom-drawer.
The big day would be at the beginning of July. They exchanged more
letters, of a content little different than any others of that genre, and at
a frequency which made it increasingly difficult for him to maintain
his daily workload and travels. Such letters should never be read by
others, with their ‘naughty-naughty’ language. Lingering traces of a
stricken conscience still hang over them, although our viewpoint is
rather one-sided: we have hundreds that she wrote to him, but only
recently those he wrote to her — these were stolen from the family
home after the war ended, and were until recently in private hands
in Israel, preserved on twelve rolls of microfilm.



170 TRUE HIMMLER

She replied with letters which were less frosty than the earlier ones.
‘Mein lieber geliebter guter Dickkopp, she began on January 4. ‘My
dear, darling, silly-billy.” ‘Be nice to me and not nasty or sad’ - for he
was still having misgivings about what he was about to get involved
in. They talked by phone, but the long-distance line was bad, and his
Bavarian accent complicated things. ‘Not sure I dare come down on
the fifth now, she teased him, ‘in case you're still blue. Be real mad
at me, but not upset. Don’t know how it happened, but I couldn’t do
different.’” She had a stiff neck, to which she ministered by taking an
even stiffer grog to bed with her. ‘But you my darling know how much
I love my trusty trooper [Landsknecht] and the real main reason for
that is this: because we’re so far apart. Just wanted to say that.’

She tried hard to uncouple him from this Party which was taking
up so much of his time. On January 6, 1928, she wrote him: “This
accursed Landshut, why do you keep having to go there?” Next day
she returned to this refrain: “You know what? Once again I'm getting
the worst of things. You can’t serve two masters.” Perhaps he would
have more time for her once the elections were over. On May 5, she
wrote, ‘Darling, I just dont get it, why do you allow the Party to
get the better of you, so you can’t even write a letter. The other men
certainly don’t let themselves be used like this.’

The liaison would be an awkward one, this Heini knew, because she
was a divorcee, seven years his senior, and a Protestant. A divorced
woman in Germany at that time was less than untouched. Td rather
empty a hall of a thousand Communists single-handed,” said Heini.
If ever there was a moment for Gebhard to take revenge for his
brother’s campaign against Paula Stolzle, this was it. In Catholic eyes,
marrying outside the church was a sin no less than duelling. When
Joseph Goebbels married the Protestant Magda Quandt, the Catholic
Church excommunicated him (not, as Hitler drily remarked, that
they exempted him from the obligation to pay Church taxes, as that
would be to profit from a sin).

HIS PARENTS STILL KNEW NOTHING OF MARGA. Heini was grimly
aware that they were not going to like her. His stomach pains
returned. Marga wrote on April 10, 1928, “Six weeks to go and not a
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ray of hope? I always take a deep breath when I think of your parents.’
Heini kept his parents’ hostility from her. On April 16, she consoled
him: ‘All I want is you. . . my beloved, we are going to be so happy. As
for your parents, darling, things will work out. Everybody wants to
be nice to me, although I am stealing you away.” On the nineteenth,
he visited his older brother Gebhard and his bride Matthilde for an
hour and assured Marga the next day that even their mother ‘is not
against us.” But he added, ‘She is sad on account of your religion.’

That was putting it mildly. On April 22 Anna, Heini’s mother,
wrote him words that left no doubt: “You yourself must know and
sense that besides joy a deep sorrow fills my heart as your mother.’

Marga’s lengthy reply to Heini was uncompromising: ‘Our parents
on either side have little or nothing to say about it, that’s my view.
She added: ‘Darling, I can’t think that you will allow somebody else
now or later to interfere in our affairs. . . I won’t. Just so you know.’
Heini went to see his parents on April 24 and wrote to Marga: ‘My
good mother is just sad because of the religion, not because of you,
he hastily added, ‘but because I told her I'm not a Catholic now, these
last three or four years. She wept a lot at that, my poor, good mother,
but I cannot tell a lie; I hope she will get over it and forget.” He added
a white lie: *- But both parents send their most heartfelt greetings.’

His family saw this newcomer, this woman from Berlin, as
demanding and unfriendly, as a ‘too often wailing woman, as his
brother described her; Gebhard did not warm to her.

On April 26, Marga’s business partner, Dr Hauschild, agreed to pay
her 12,500 marks in cash for her share of the Berlin clinic. “Ten more
weeks, darling,” she wrote to her fiancé. His mother and father sent
letters and cards to Marga; she never replied, flatly telling Heini on
June 17, ‘Darling, give my regards, once and for all, to your folks.’ That
should have been warning enough that he was steering into choppy
seas. On June 23, with just days to go, she rubbed it in: ‘Darling, see
to it, won't you, that for the first two weeks we won’t have to go in to
see your folks.’

He complied, and seldom ever brought Marga to see his parents
after that. There is a family-group photo of the visit dated May 1928
in one of Marga’s albums: Heini’s father is wearing a smile of the
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rictus variety, while Heini himself looks like a recently hanged man.
His face wears all the joy of a medizeval captive, aware of the fate in
store for him. That he persisted with this marriage throughout the
years, and prevailed in such a hostile climate, shows how deeply he
was in her thrall; but even so, he would not abandon the Party.

She had sold her share in the clinic to Dr Hauschild, with some
last-minute haggling by him. “This Hauschild!” was all she wrote
to Heini. ‘Once a Jew, always a Jew!’ It showed she was learning.
By June 8, Hauschild’s cash had still not materialised, he was still
talking about ‘tomorrow’; she parrotted, ‘Das Pack!” From afar, Heini
soothed her: ‘Good lady, don’t get mad at your Jews and others.’

THE WEDDING DATE drew nigh. By April 27, 1928 Marga was again
excitedly writing to her ‘wild and trusty trooper’ that there were only
ten more weeks to go; and on June 8, ‘only another twenty-two days.’

Atthe end of May she used the Hauschild money to buy a property in
Waldtrudering, six miles east of downtown Munich. (Waldtrudering
now boasts the wealthiest households in the city, but at that time
No. 108 Wasserburger Landstrasse was a simple bungalow on a
country highway.) The garden was large enough for half a dozen
chickens and a smallholding, but the soil was poor. The house had
two rooms up and two down, and a spacious backyard. They would
spend the next five or six years here, as Germany lurched into yet
another economic depression.

ONJUNE 20 SHE WROTE COYLY, ‘YOU RE so naughty, you haven’t written
me today.” She reminded him not to forget to be there, ‘Monday, at
the Bodens, at No. 26, Maple Avenue in Rontgen Vale.” Until then she
would stay with her parents. She signed off to her ‘naughty, naughty
lover,” her darling, darling, with many kisses, from ‘your Marga.’
Tying the knot in Berlin on Tuesday, July 3, 1928, they married
twice — once in a civil ceremony at the registrar’s office down the
road from her West End clinic, in Miinchener Strasse; and then at
St Anne’s, a Protestant church in Zepernick, north-east of Berlin. The
pastor here was the ailing Ulrich Herzberg. Marga, known to be from
a local church-going family, turned up with her betrothed in tow a
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few days before for the pre-marital instruction. Heini was wearing
his best suit, probably now with NSDAP Party badge in his lapel.
Herzberg’s daughter remembered only her father’s uncomfortable
shrug when he related this at table afterwards. Herzberg asked his
friend Gerhard Gloege, the pastor of St Mary’s in Bernau, to officiate,
and went off to take the waters at Bad Kissingen; thus he evaded
the poison chalice, as he said. (Zepernick later made Himmler an
honorary citizen, along with Hitler and Hindenburg.)

Marga’s father and brother, Helmut, acted as witnesses. Heini’s
family stayed away; his two brothers pleaded exams. There seem to
be no photos, even in Marga’s albums. Directed in the mid-1930s to
research Himmler’s family tree, his staft found that Zepernick had
no record; the correspondence with the parish went on until Heini’s
secretary, Miss Potthast — of whom we shall learn more - sent them a
copy of the certificate. By then it was August 26, 1939, and the world
was just a week shy of more important things.

HIS FRIENDS were puzzled, indeed aghast, at what Himmler had
done. One wrote to ‘my dear Heini’ in a mocking tone about his
horror upon hearing that he had made the ultimate sacrifice. T have
cast a spell that dooms you to have two dozen kids and end up fat as
a swine. Your bride’s taste in picking such a vulgar, hateful, heretical
and blasphemous Nazi-Sozi as her life’s companion, a man whose
political immaturity and stupidity notoriously stink to high heaven,
is truly memorable.’

DURING THAT WINTRY stay in Brandenburg, Himmler opened the
second book of Hitler’s Mein Kampf. In fact, just as we know the date
and hour when he received each of Marga’s letters quoted above, we
know that he finished reading Hitler’s chapter on the Weltanschauung
of the Party, on December 15, 1927, while staying at Neubukow, south
of Berlin. He read the first 162 pages in four days, paused while he
took the train back to Munich on the twentieth, and read another 175
pages in the following two weeks.

He marked passages which seemed to be of importance: for
example where Hitler had written about the need to instil a sense of
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racial superiority in their men, Himmler carefully lined the words
and jotted a reminder: ‘Education of SS and SA.” A coloured crayon
also underlined the well-known passage in which the author had
declared that if twelve or fifteen thousand of their ‘Hebrews’ had
suffered gassing as he had, during during the World War, that might
have made a difference to the outcome: but we do not know what
Himmler made of those words, and they are themselves ambiguous.

He absorbed all that Hitler had written about the causes of the
1918 revolution, the inequality of the races, the pernicious effects
of race-mixing, and the importance of defending the higher race
from the degenerate effects of Jews who sought to infiltrate. On page
33 of Mein Kampf Hitler had written about what are now called
‘multi-cultural communities’; and Himmler noted his own sinister
prophecy: Die Moglichkeit der Entmischung ist vorhanden — “There
does exist the possibility of un-mixing them.
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AFTER SEPTEMBER 1926, Heinrich Himmler was chief dogsbody of
the Party’s bustling national director of propaganda, Gregor Strasser.
Strasser had then been appointed director of organisation of the
Party in December 1927. He and his rambunctious brother Otto
had their own ideas, which did not always match Hitler’s. They had
moved their focus to northern Germany, and set up Kampf Verlag in
the Ruhr, a publishing house in competition with the Party’s. Their
northern National Socialist movement was left-leaning and growing
fast; it was avowedly anti-capitalist, which contrasted with Hitler’s
views. Strasser wanted to win the workers — Hitler saw the need to
win over the industrialists and their money first.

As for Himmler, he worked hard but lay low. He watched, learned,
and waited, while he inconspicuously gathered the control-strings to
himself. He was still in Pfefter’s Sturmabteilung, the SA. This private
army now had a uniform - it looked as if somebody had bought a
job-lot of brown shirts, somebody commented. Its strength in 1927
was around ten thousand; it grew to three times that number in 1929
and to sixty thousand by 1930.

Inevitably, there were differences. Hitler still banked on the
Reichswehr, Germany’s small professional army, while the ambitious
Pfeffer saw his Brownshirts as eventually taking their place.
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The SS remained a part of the SA. In March 1927, Erhard Heiden
took over from Berchtold as national SS Leader, ‘Reichsfiihrer; and
thatautumn Hitler nominated Heinrich Himmler as Heiden’s deputy.
It was an almost meaningless sop to this hard-working young man.

Heiden was a few weeks younger than Himmler. The two men
shared the novel idea of turning the SS into an elite. The members
were to be cut back to a hard core of 280. The SS men were garbed in
the same brown as the parent Sturmabteilung, but they wore a black
cap with a death’s-head badge worked in silver and a black tie; after
1932, the uniform was changed to all-black. The special uniform
gave SS men a somewhat intimidating aspect. They sat in on Party
meetings by decree, non-smoking and as silent as Trappist monks.

THE JOB OF ‘DEPUTY REICHSFUHRER DID not amount to much.
On November 4, 1927, Himmler issued SS Order No. 2 from the
‘Schutzstaffel-Oberleitung,” Munich, to all Schutzstaffeln: with
the mildest hint at criticism, he began by explaining that Hitler’s
absence from Schelling Strasse had delayed the issue of the service
regulations. Adopting then his familiar tone of reproof, he noted
that ten Staffeln had so far failed to submit their monthly report
for September: T expect in future reports to be submitted promptly
and without notice, and I remind SS commanders that the October
report is due on November 5.

The rest of this Order No. 2 concerned uniform etiquette. “The
shoulder strap,” he defined, ‘is to be worn to the left shoulder and
must be fitted with two rifle hooks.” SS men were to obtain the eagle
badge, the national emblem of the Movement with black buttons for
the side pockets, at 15 pfennigs each, to replace the unsuitable white
mother-of-pearl buttons. They were to be bought like everything else
from the Party’s stockist Adolf Rottenberger. ‘It is forbidden to wear
leather- or above-the-knee pants customary in Bavaria.’

Sportswear and puttees were to be dyed black, as were leather
items like belts and shoulder straps. The black dyestuffs were to be
bought from the Rottenberger outlet too. ‘I do not underestimate the
difficulties of this regulation,” instructed Himmler, ‘but I consider
it necessary if the SS is to stamp an even more uniform impression
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on our next Party Rally” The SS directorate intended to carry out
snap inspections. As for new recruits, ruled Himmler, a very high
standard was to be adopted. “We recruit only on the basis that this
man is to remain a National Socialist for the rest of his life, and that
any idea of resignation or expulsion is unthinkable.’

Deputy Reichsfithrer or not, however, his main work was still
running the propaganda machine, allocating speakers and booking
halls. Gregor Strasser had evidently let things slide. Young Karl
Kaufmann, running the Ruhr gau, wrote to Himmler on February
16, 1928 openly criticising this centralisation in Munich. T would
be interested to hear from you, in person, your thinking, he
wrote, using the personal Du, ‘on what prospects actually exist for
obtaining speakers over the next months.” Munich was letting them
down, he said. A peasant rally was planned in Miinster for March 4,
but Munich had provided no leaflets. “That is surely the job of the
Reich Propaganda Directorate, providing us with the ammunition,
i.e., leaflets. After I heard your talk on agriculture in Upper Bavaria,
he flattered, ‘you were obviously the one to compose such leaflets,
particularly given the present emergency in agriculture.’

By the spring of 1928, Schelling-Strasse’s headed notepaper boasted
a second telephone line. On March 28 we find Himmler sending a
typical boilerplate letter to the Gauleiter of Wiirttemberg, Wilhelm
Murr, fixing details of a function in Ulm on April 20. “The meeting is
herewith confirmed, this boilerplate letter read. “We ask the speaker
to inform the sub-gauleitung of his time of arrival, topic, expenses
etc.” The speaker would be twenty-seven-year old Dr Hans Frank,
freshly qualified as a Munich lawyer.

THE POLITICAL POLICE at Munich Police headquarters had begun
to take notice of this young man; but agents’ reports on Himmler
were shallow and often wrong. They opened a dossier on Himmler,
listing the various paramilitary bodies he had joined since 1919, and
identifying him on February 3, 1928 as deputy chief of the Party’s
national Propaganda Directorate, Gauleiter of Lower Bavaria and
Upper Palatinate (and also temporarily in charge of another gau,
namely Upper Bavaria and Swabia). They learned on March 12, 1928,
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that Himmler was dealing with all day-to-day business for Heiden,
and personally signing orders which the SS issued. On April 24, 1928,
the police found that he was now deputy chief of the SS.

THERE IS PHOTOGRAPHIC PROOF of Himmler’s standing. At the
beginning of September 1928 Hitler addressed his men in that atrium
in Schelling Strasse. Standing in front of the hallowed Blood Flag, and
flanked by memorials to their sixteen comrades cut down by police
bullets in November 1923, Hitler outlined the way forward. Few of
those at that top table would later die in comfort. To Hitler’s right sat
the bespectacled Philipp Bouhler, who later oversaw the euthanasia
programme; Alfred Rosenberg, ideologue; Walter Buch, the Party’s
judge; and Franz Xaver Schwarz, the incorruptible Treasurer.

Seven years older than Himmler, Rosenberg was born in Reval,
Estonia, and had spent the Great War in Moscow, where he witnessed
the excesses of the Bolshevik revolution and Jews moving into the
hierarchy after October 1917: Jews would occupy 85 percent of the top
five hundred positions. He had witnessed Judea again in the Soviet
Republic of Munich as Hitler was launching his movement. Just one
place to the left of an unsmiling Gregor Strasser, sat Himmler, in a
stiff collar and tie, a Party badge plugged into the buttonhole of the
suit he had worn for his wedding two months earlier.

He dictated an in-house message two weeks after that meeting,
addressed to ‘Dear Mr Hitler, with a request that Comrade Hermann
Esser, ‘be lectured that meetings in the gau of Upper Bavaria and
Swabia are feasible only providing the gau directorate has given
permission’- i.e., Himmler himself, wearing his other hat as Gauleiter.

IT WAS AROUND this time, in the autumn of 1928, that Marga became
pregnant. Until then Himmler had been staying on the second floor
of No. 2, Gabelsberger Strasse, not far from his offices. She had
pleaded with him to stop spending money. They lived frugally both
then and later. Her annual post-tax income in 1928 was 1,840 marks,
and 1,620 in 1929 — perhaps meaningless figures now, but clearly not
betokening any wealth; her bank balance at the end of 1928 was 5,262
marks. His was a full-time job, on the Party payroll.
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In unkinder times, people would call Himmler a poultry-farmer,
but that is not true. Marga’s backyard had a chicken-run and rabbit
hutches, and a vegetable patch, and they raised poultry, rabbits, geese,
vegetables. A couple of photos show five chickens in 1929. Marga’s
later son in law related: “The house had no land, it can’t be called
a farm. They did talk about procuring a stock of poultry but never
actually did.” His brother said the same: “They never had more than
some twenty or thirty hens.” But ‘poultry-farmer’ has a useful ring,
like describing Joachim von Ribbentrop as a ‘champagne salesman.’

There did linger something of a farmer in his heart. He printed
headed notepaper: HEINRICH HIMMLER, DIPLOM-LANDWIRT -
roughly BSc. Agric. — and started a newspaper supplement, Der
Bundschuh, named after the medizeval peasant’s lace-up moccasin.
This had been the icon on standards carried during Germany’s
peasant revolts in the fifteenth century, in skirmishes with French
troops along the Upper Rhine; the ringleaders were invariably put
down. The Bundschuh notepaper was headed: ‘Combat-sheet for the
Awakening German Farmer, and ‘Editor in chief, Heinrich Himmler,
Waldtrudering, Munich. Printed and Published by Der Donaubote,
Ingolstadt.” The title hinted at a policy of exploiting smouldering
countryside unrest against Capital, Big City, and the Government.

At least one issue appeared in 1928 under Gregor Strasser’s imprint,
with Hinrich Lohse as editor. The German archives hold a dozen issues
(subtitled ‘News for National Socialist Countryfolk’), dated between
January 20 and July 25, 1929. Himmler may have encountered Fritz
Reinhardt, its editor in 1930. After Reinhardt entered the ministry of
finance, his name featured in one of the grimmest projects in history,
‘Aktion Reinhardt’.

As for Bundschuh, Magda displayed more economy than tact, and
used the back of its old notepaper for letters to her husband.

HIS COLLEAGUES WATCHED this ill-matched couple with some
curiosity. Himmler’s long-time chief of staft would remark that Heini
was ‘kind’ to his wife although she was so much older. “The marriage
did not make sense, said another one-time intimus, Richard Darré,
“The wife was . . . completely lacking in feminine charm. She dressed
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badly and was somewhat ungainly - with bony, bandy legs.” He
speculated, helplessly: “This woman must know something about
Himmler before he was active politically’

Marga showed scant enthusiasm for politics. Her Party membership
book was dated August 1, 1928 (membership No. 97,252). Heini was
often away speaking, and did not countersign it until October 30,
1929. Her early letters betray no interest in his associates, but hinted
at a willingness to learn. She voiced concern about his physical
safety, repeated her negative views about Ludendorff, mentioned
Hitler rarely, and the Jews less: the toxin which had begun to infect
Himmler at university in Munich had not reached her in Berlin.

He bided his time as deputy chief of the SS. The actual ‘Reichsfiithrer’
at that time, Erhard Heiden, was business-minded, because in June
1927 Hitler granted the mail-order agency which he ran with Adolf
Rottenberger a sole concession to provide uniforms and equipment for
the SA and its SS element. This little sideline led to Heiden’s downfall.
On January 21, 1929 the hostile Miinchener Post published an article
on ‘Jews as Hitler’s Suppliers.” The mail-order agency had purchased
materials from a Jewish company, and made a Kkilling by creative
book-keeping while cheating both the tax-man and the Party over
sales. Rottenberger and Heiden sued the newspaper in defamation,
and Heiden offered his resignation from the SS, in a letter dated
January 22, 1929. To avoid the impression that the Jews or opposition
press had forced Hitler’s hand, the dates seem to have been fiddled a
bit — announcing that Heiden was resigning for ‘family and business
reasons, backdating the resignation to January 5 and claiming in a
statement dated ‘January 20’ that Heiden had asked to be relieved
weeks earlier, on December 8. The facts seem plain however.

THIS WAS HOW HIMMLER GOT THE JOB. Possibly on Gregor Strasser’s
advice, Hitler appointed him as Reichsfiihrer SS. The Party was full
of empty titles. Hitler probably did not give it another thought. The
date chosen for his appointment was ‘January 6, 1929.” Himmler was
far away, speaking in East Prussia for a week, from January 22. As
for Heiden, he came to a sticky end some years later. In April 1933 he
was chatting with Emil Maurice in a Munich cafe when he was called
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away to the telephone. His body was fished out of the Isar River a few
days later, stitched into a weighted sack. History is content to pin the
blame on Himmler but, as so often, actual evidence is thin.

‘REICHSFUHRER WAS a title with a promising resonance. In Himmler’s
busy hands the SS soon took a firmer shape. By the end of 1929 it
had reached one thousand again, but they were a hand-picked elite.
Himmler wanted them to be visibly the best. He would command
the SS until days before the end in 1945. At the end of June 1944,
his SS would number eight hundred thousand men (three-quarters
were in its armed branch, the Waffen-SS). The Allies appear to have
singled out SS generals because of their special quality, and would
weep few tears over their disappearance or ‘suicide’ in captivity.

For Himmler this date, January 6, 1929, would be a defining
milestone in his life. Even in 1943, SS commanders were formally
nudged to remind them of his anniversary. The reminders were
among the thousands of SS signals decoded at the time by the British.

HEINRICH HIMMLER began assembling a capable and hard-working
staff. First, he would need a trusty adjutant: on July 20, 1929 he
appointed the young aviator Rudolf Hess, who had shared Hitler’s
Landsberg imprisonment. “You are also appointed,” Himmler wrote,
‘the personal adjutant of Adolf Hitler’ - thus ensuring a direct
personal link to the very highest level, a precursor of the arrangement
he adopted subsequently with Karl Wolff and then Hermann Fegelein.

A few days later, during the fourth annual Party Rally, held
in Nuremberg on the first four days of August, he produced a
well-drilled regiment of SS men. This was the first occasion when
Pfeffer had displayed the full might of the parent Sturmabteilung, a
private army parading in uniform and paraphernalia, even with their
own field kitchens. Writing in 1946, Otto Wagener recalled the scene
without a trace of the obligatory remorse: ‘An SS Standarte brought
the parade to a close. Well ordered, a proud black-uniformed column
of men with Heinrich Himmler marching at their head. The crowd
applauded and their cheers rose to a climax as the last men marched
off and Adolf Hitler turned and raised his right arm in salute to our
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tribune.” The four-day event left several dead in violent clashes. In the
glare of nationwide publicity, Himmler’s SS men held the line. Hitler
promised to recognise their bravery in the Vélkischer Beobachter.

Himmler glowed. Signing now as ‘RESS, he put his name to an
SS Order of the Day: T express to all SS commanders and men my
gratitude for the faultless discipline displayed at Nuremberg and the
magnificent services performed during the Party Rally.’ In light of
their organisation’s expansion, he hinted, his next SS Order would
contain a raft of promotions - and then came the minutize of which
he was such a master - the payments to be made for torches, the
return of SS garb lost by Gert Schmidt of their Darmstadt unit and
of property handed in by SA man Max Adler, who had been stabbed
during the rally and taken to hospital, and other trivia which should
not perhaps have occupied a Reichsfiihrer at all.

As things turned out, it was the last such rally of the Kampfzeit, the
“Years of Struggle.” Unsurprisingly, Nuremberg’s city council decided
not to permit this spectacle in 1930 and 1931, and in 1932, when times
changed, the Party lacked the funds to stage it.

AT ONE SESSION OF THIS 1929 RALLY, Himmler spoke and
recommended that the Party follow the landowners of Holstein,
and set up their own Livestock Marketing corporation. His interest
in agriculture was however waning. He had finally a much more
promising niche, the SS. In one of his albums (later looted, like so
much else, from his home) there is a portrait photo dated ‘1929’ in
his handwriting; on his necktie Himmler sports the Party badge; his
uniform has the collar-tabs of an SS Oberfiihrer. (Hitler would not
allow the style ‘Reichsfiihrer’ to gain status as a rank until the events
of June 1934). The expert eye will observe on Himmler’s breast-pocket
the little tin shield commemorating this August 1929 Party rally. It
will later be much imitated by counterfeiters. A few years later, he and
other veterans would receive the much-prized golden Party badge,
the one circled with Golden oak-leaves.

MARGA’S FIRST CHILD, A GIRL, WAS BORN just after that Nuremberg
Rally, on August 8, 1929. Marga’s gynecologist was Dr C Brack,
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father of a twenty-four year old, Viktor, whom we meet later on: he
too would die an uncomfortable death. The Himmlers named the
girl Gudrun.* They sent his elderly parents a telegram that evening:
‘GUDRUN SAYS HELLO TO GRANDPARENTS. MARGARETE HEINRICH.
Heini had hoped for a boy, but Marga, already thirty-seven, was
found to be incapable of further pregnancies; he addressed that
disappointment later in the way that men sometimes do. Gudrun
had to be baptised as a Protestant like Marga. Her arrival was
another milestone for Heini, if of a different kind. Throughout her
confinement Marga had written chatty letters to her absent husband,
the new Reichsfiithrer; for example in May 1929, about the cold
weather and how she spent her day — mostly knitting, or reading or
in bed, or in the garden worrying about their dying apple trees, or
shelling peas outside in the spring sunshine — and about a letter that
had come from Otto Strasser. Having won him by that unfortunate
Berlin event, Marga had started off addressing him as ‘my darling
darling, but soon tuned down the uxorial volume. By 1931 she would
be writing to him as ‘mein lieber Guter, roughly ‘my dear pal, and as
their relationship congealed that became her regular salutation.

THERE CAME another rite of passage, next to installing a telephone
in their bungalow. He bought their first car, turning down a slightly
cheaper Hanomag (‘it is a rotten swindle and Jewish firm’) in favour
of a tiny BMW Dixi, ‘better by far, in June 1928. The dashing
little Dixi was the first automobile that BMW ever built - actually
an Austin Seven manufactured under licence, a two-seater with a
bonnet fastened by a leather strap. Marga pasted into her albums
pictures of her husband seated in that car, aviator-helmeted in the
fashion of the times, or wearing his early SS cap; he seemed as proud
of the Dixi as of his new baby daughter, and looked after both with

* We encountered Gudrun, this gracious and devoted daughter, once, in 1993,
in a research room of the German Federal Archives - it was the same day by
chance that we were expelled from Germany for the next twenty-three years.
She thanked us for donating two of her father’s diaries to the archives and she
explained that she had spent the years since 1945 writing a book to clear her
father’s name. She died in 2018, on the anniversary of his death at British hands.
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indiscriminate tenderness, as young husbands are wont to do -
wrapping the radiator in a blanket, and clutching a half-smoked
cigar. He would drive this modest motorcar until the Party came to
power, after which Mercedes provided him with better.

He was away for weeks at a time as the Party’s propaganda chief -
motoring around the country, speaking and organising in Dresden,
Hamburg, and elsewhere. Marga’s letters to him had three themes:
the monthly housekeeping allowance, where was his next letter, and
when was he coming home? Signing herself as ‘your little woman, she
reported on the baby’s weight, ailments, and progress; that the baby
slept and dribbled, and otherwise did what infants do. “You haven’t
written,” she chided him on October 13, 1929, ‘that’s very naughty.
Her life revolved around tea-parties with other wives, her interests,
her weight-gain, and eating disorders.

As her husband’s career developed, Marga’s comments lacked
any profundity. Her main concern was that her last letter might
come back as undeliverable. She dismissed the historic events of the
Harzburg Front in 1931 in a single line, referred briefly to Hitler’s and
‘GOhring’s’ visit to President Hindenburg, and learned only from idle
visitors that a new Cabinet had been formed, which even the most
cursory glance at the newspapers on sale outside her domestic bubble
would surely have told her.

HEINRICH MADE A BETTER FATHER THAN HUSBAND. Gudrun grew
into a blue-eyed, blonde girl, with a winning smile that replaced a
teenage scowl. Throughout life he called her ‘Piippi’ - Dolly; Gudrun
called him Pappi. She wrote in a round Gothic script which was
better than her spelling (she had to learn to write all over again when
Germany abandoned the script in 1943 — not that Heini would ever
change his). On the little girl’s first birthday they drew an outline of
her right hand, but she was already a fidget and the result showed it.

On May 17, 1930, Gebhard, his brother, brought round his own
daughter Irmgard and they sat the two girls on their grandparents’
laps for a photo: ‘She can almost say Mama already, boasted Marga to
her absent husband. On Gudrun’s birthday in August the Himmler
grandparents came, and little friends like Margarete and Heinrich
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and Herbert and Dietlinde Schénbohm. If only, we can almost hear
History sigh, Heinrich Himmler had allowed himself to be rowed off
into these harmless domestic backwaters while there was still time.

THEY REMAINED LEGALLY WED UNTIL PARTED by his death at British
hands sixteen years later, but Marga’s diary confirms that little
remained of their marriage for its last half-dozen years. Uponlearning
of Heini’s death in 1945, she would display a cold indifference, in
the words of an American journalist. She betrayed not a flicker of
emotion, either by alowering of her eyes, or a twitch of the hands. ‘She
sits in an armchair with her legs crossed, her hands nobly extended,
her head erect and her cold light-blue eyes immovably fixed on me.’

Marga’s knowledge of Heini’s later history was limited to Dachau,
his showpiece penal camp outside Munich. Challenged about the
‘Reinhardt’ site at Majdanek, and told that ‘two million” had been put
to death there - a gross exaggeration — she exclaimed: ‘No, I never
knew that, really not! I knew that concentration camps existed, but I
have never seen one and did not guess that so many people lost their
lives there.” She had seen prisoners once, she recalled, when they were
brought to dig a deep air-raid shelter at Gmund: ‘But they were so
merry and bright,” she reminisced. ‘Before I was married,” she said,
ending the interrogation in her provincial, flat tone of voice, ‘T did
know some Jews. I have no idea of what has become of them since.

There is little reason to disbelieve that. The post-war German courts
treated her kindly, while remarking that she ‘must have known,” and
allowed her to recover the house, since she had bought it with her own
funds. Questioned on whether she had seen her husband frequently,
she replied: “Well, very frequently, one couldn’t say that.’” In fact, she
amplified, not often at all. ‘How did you get along with him?" ‘Must I
answer that question?’ “Well, why not?’ The interrogator pressed her:
‘Nobody is going to read it except myself.” All her misery poured out
in her reply: “Well I think that the Americans and the British know
just as well as I do that my husband was not faithful to me.’

AS THE YEARS PASSED, AND AS GUDRUN grew older, Himmler’s
staft took a jejune view of ‘Piippi’ and her mother, these rivals for
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his attention. Eugen Dollmann, his interpreter, a man of dubious
sexuality, sniffed that wherever ‘Dame Marga’ appeared on the scene
‘something untoward happened.” Himmler’s chief of staff allowed:
‘He was quite dotty about Gudrun - she was an only child and blonde
and blue-eyed.” Karl Wolff called ‘Piippi’ a brat. “You could never say
anything about her to her father,’ he said in 1945, having burned his
fingers once in the attempt: “That was dangerous.’

Not all her schoolmates liked her, or so they later said. One,
Catherine, recalled Gudrun turning up over-dressed by her mother,
with her hair in braids; she struggled to keep up with her classmates,
routinely scored low, and had to repeat some semesters. From future
fields of war, Himmler telephoned almost daily, sent her gifts, and
replied to letters. He hoped to instil in Gudrun all the traits he had
learned from his father: write a diary, keep an album, and above
all be good. Visiting their home in Gmund in 1941 when Gudrun
was nearly twelve, Himmler carefully inscribed these values in her
album: ‘In life one must always be decent and brave and kind.’

Probity, honour, courage, kindness: they were the words he
would have wanted inscribed on his own escutcheon too. By then a
malevolent History was already dictating differently - so differently,
that he had Gudrun’s security escort remove her from the movie
theatre to which her school friends were regularly taken to watch
the newsreels, as he did not want her exposed to the ugly images of
war. That summer of 1941 he would encourage Gudrun to start that
journal. She would enter in it two months later: ‘Pappi phoned from
the Rus[s]ian front. It’s a tough fight with Rus([s]ia, the hardest fight
of all”

She began that scrapbook too. On one page is a two-line stanza,
quoted from Goethe, dedicated to Gudrun by a little friend, Elke,
and carefully penned in the same round schoolgirl script:

Tu nur das Rechte in Deinen Sachen;
Das andre wird sich von selber machen!

‘Do only what’s just in your affairs, it read. “The rest will take care of
itself, And little Elke added: ‘Don’t forget your friend Elke Langbehn,
November 19, 1941 at Walchensee.
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YES, THE LANGBEHNS. THEY ALWAYS VACATIONED at their summer
house on Lake Walchensee. It was one of the deepest Alpine lakes,
over a hundred fathoms deep, and little Elke spent her holidays
there with Gudrun too. Elke’s father was Carl Langbehn, a wealthy
liberal lawyer a year younger than Himmler. He acted as Karl Wolff’s
lawyer and was something of a friend to Himmler too - but a friend
of the expendable kind. Just two weeks before then, on November 5,
1941, Himmler had spoken with Wolff about ‘Dr Langbehn and his
purchases.” He had an uneasy conscience about Langbehn. In 1943
Heini would have Langbehn arrested and, in 1944, hanged, arguably
to silence him. He turned a deaf ear on little Elke’s entreaties.

They were coming into turbulent times, times when long accepted
human values would become inverted. Langbehn pére had remained
just too decent, and too brave, and too kind, in a time of total war,
and he would pay the price.
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WITH HIMMLER AS REICHSFUHRER, HITLER'S preetorian guard took
shape. If we look for patterns, a primary task of the biographer, then
by 1930 we have found in Himmler an insistence on detail, order,
‘proper channels, hard work, incorruptibility of process, and purity
of intent. As his little staft at Schelling Strasse swelled, these were
high among the qualities that he sought to imbue in the SS.
Throughout military history, the fittest young men have always
aspired to join the very best, and in 1930s Germany that was the SS;
it was the reason its envious enemies marked the SS for destruction.
In December 1930, the elite force numbered 2,727. A year later it was
growing at the rate of two thousand a month and he would have a
staff of fifty; the SS would have reached 14,964 men, and nearly all
were unpaid volunteers. It had a new emblem, two white ‘Sig’-runes
on a black background (he was inspired by Nordic mythology). The
runes formed the letters SS, like neighbouring lightning flashes.
Himmler laid down guidelines on the drill, and on marching
bands. When the SS squad stomped into view at parades and broke
into the physically demanding Paradeschritt the crowds caught their
breath and cheered. Himmler, marching at their head, had learned
to master its precise, jerky ballet too. Years after the great conflict
was over, we found those who had survived, the fittest of all, in
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the highest positions in German industry and elsewhere. Not for
nothing would Germany’s enemies depose that he who had belonged
to Himmler’s SS and survived, should be restrained, muzzled, and
emasculated. They were the new fraternity men, a band of brothers
who had been through the fires of hell. The enemies would devise a
‘special procedure’ for the SS.

MARGA WROTE HIM REGULARLY, SHARING with him her humdrum
household existence - shelling peas, feeding The Brat (‘der Fratz’)
sleeping, filing away Heini’s press clippings, laying in seeds for carrots
and beet, and juggling accumulating bills for potatoes, life insurance,
and sickness benefits, and deciding which bill to pay next. Heini’s pay
as Reichsfiithrer cannot have been much, since his direct superior, the
Supreme SA-Fiithrer (‘Osaf’) Franz von Pfeffer was getting only 300
marks a month; other Party officials drew only 200 marks if married
and even less if not. Money was short, and like millions of others the
Himmlers were playing off tradesmen, carpenters, tax collectors, and
other creditors against each other.

She was a good mother, but she found fault with every servant and
cook they employed; the staff turnover was high. Only Hans Bastian,
the driver assigned to Himmler in May 1930, escaped her censure.
Occasionally Heini telephoned her, perhaps grateful to be on the road
so much, away speaking in Sagan or Schweidnitz in Silesia. ‘Ach,” she
wrote, Tm so curious what you’ll have to tell me; sometimes I really
am sad that I always have to sit at home.’

Letters had come, she told him, from the Donaubote newspaper,
and the Artam League, and there was also a card from a Pastor
Friedrich Langenfass — he has heard we have a child, said Marga
(‘Your father told him . . . Your parents do know that our baby’s going
to be baptised a Protestant, don’t they?’) Langenfass’s interest was
probably not casual: later the Dean of Munich, he held similar beliefs
to Himmler’s. ‘Our people cannot help but notice with bitterness, he
said in one sermon, ‘our Jewish fellow citizens . . . and there is scarcely
one [Jew] who is undernourished like us honourable Germans.’

Poor deserted Marga; she begged Heini to write more often, at least
to the baby, just as a sign of life. He did write, though not as often as
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she wanted. He sent her letters and crossword-puzzle magazines —
her other hobby, next to growing cactuses. ‘Got the first mail from
my bad-boy husband,” she scolded him on September 24, 1929. “The
parcel of newspapers had been opened, so anybody could have read
your letter” Heini went home for his twenty-ninth birthday on
October 7, but departed three days later, leaving Marga to report to
him that the Rhode Island Red was a fine cockerel but that she had
had to return two of the three chickens supplied to her, as they'd
refused to sit, so they’d pay just for the cockerel, and not a pfennig
more. ‘Otherwise nothing of importance, this unhappy woman
reported. ‘Now I'm going to have a bath and off to bed. . . Tomorrow
I will sleep in and then write again to my bad-boy lover.’

HIS RIVALS TOOK NOTE OF HIMMLER, AND not always kindly. Dr
Joseph Goebbels, Gauleiter of Berlin with a shrill voice and sharp
brain, wrote of him at this time as ‘a small, fine man, good natured
but perhaps a bit indecisive; a Strasser product.’

That might have been true earlier, but now Gregor Strasser was
being phased out, though savvy enough to keep on good terms with
Himmler, his former assistant. At the end of 1929, a picture postcard
of a snowscape addressed to Mr and Mrs Himmler in Waldtrudering
came from Gregor and Else Strasser vacationing in Reit im Winkl,
a Bavarian resort. The message was - ‘Dear Himmler, From our
ski vacation we wish you and your respected spouse all the best for
1930! Yours, G. Strasser. Greetings, Else Strasser!” - banal enough but
worth mentioning, given what happened to Gregor later.

The gauleiters, the Party chiefs in each province, were not pleased
with the growth of Franz von Pfeffer’s SA, and turned to Himmler for
support. But Himmler kept aloof; he wanted his SS to be a cut above
the brown-shirted rowdies of the SA. Regulations he drafted said that
the SS recruit had to display a sense of chivalry and righteousness.
SS lockers would have no locks or padlocks, because comrades did
not steal from one another. The SS which Himmler had carved out of
the SA, said Gebhard later, aspired to values generally accepted the
world over - simplicity, cleanliness, courage, loyalty, incorruptibility.
The aspiration was not always achieved, but in 1953 Germany’s first
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post-war Chancellor would specifically enlarge his public words of
admiration for Germany’s wartime armed forces to include the men
of the Waffen-SS, “in so far as they fought honourably and exclusively
as soldiers for Germany.’

The Sturmabteilung of which the SS was still part did not have its
values. Sooner or later the friction between the SA and the SS might
lead to a conflagration. The SA supreme commander Pfeffer wanted
a simple revolutionary act to overthrow the Weimar Republic.
Himmler, like Hitler, saw that as spelling the end of the Party, as the
government would crush them again like bugs, as in 1923. It suited
Hitler that his commanders were at odds with each other. That was
his way. When Pfeffer and his chief of staff Otto Wagener protested
at aggressive SS recruiting methods, Hitler backed Himmler: “What I
want is a personal bodyguard, much smaller than the SA, but sworn
body and soul to myself - men willing to go through fire for me,
and upon whom I can rely.” Speaking to Pfeffer, Himmler used even
plainer language: “‘What Hitler wants is a praetorian guard which will
carry out his orders, even if one day it has to be used against the SA’
Told of this remark, Pfeffer commented: ‘Divide et impera.

AFTER THE NOVEMBER 1923 PUTSCH flasco Ernst Rohm had resigned
the German Army and become chief of staft of Bolivia’s crack First
Division in Oruro. Himmler was sorry that Rohm had gone. He had
always liked Rohm, for all his perverted ways. They still exchanged
the occasional letter. Commenting on a recent revolution which had
broken out in Bolivia, when R6hm had taken refuge in the German
embassy, Himmler wrote him on January 26, 1930, congratulating
him on his adventures in ‘Indian territory’ and suggesting that by
now he was surely an old hand at revolution. As for Réhm’s wish
to return to the Fatherland shortly, Heini expressed real pleasure,
looking forward to cooperation again. He signed off ‘with greetings
and handshake, your humble and obedient’ Himmler.

A few days later, on January 29, he wrote again. R6hm was now
in Chile. “You're getting to be quite a globetrotter,” said Heini, who
rarely ventured beyond Bavaria himself. He told Rohm that he was
swamped with work, that his days still had, alas, only twenty-four
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hours, and that poor old Gregor Strasser had just been given a
six-month jail term by a Court ‘consisting 100 per cent of Jews’ -
possibly an exaggeration - and would R6hm pass the hat around
wealthier Germans, to raise money for the SS. ‘Please note,” he wrote
on April 15 to a supporter in Oslo, ‘that of all Party organisations the
SS needs money the most urgently, so help us to draw some in.

Technically, Himmler was still deputy chief of the Party’s national
propaganda directorate, but his work here was receding behind
construction of the SS. Handbills announced that he would speak at
a mass meeting in Vienna in April 1930 as Reichsfiihrer:

The hate campaign . . . against the National Socialist minister
Dr Frick speaks volumes about the terror that has seized these
parliamentary bigwigs and above all the Marxist so-called
‘workers’ leaders’ who claim to be acting for true democracy.
They know that their days in power are coming rapidly to a
well-deserved end. Come and hear the Reichsfithrer SS Himmler.

Himmler disclosed to Dr Goebbels in Berlin in March that Hitler
was going to appoint him the Party’s national director of propaganda.
On April 5, the Viélkischer Beobachter published the last propaganda
decree countersigned by Himmler.

WHILE NOT ENTIRELY FREE of his propaganda duties, Himmler
could concentrate more on building the SS, because Hitler made him
independent of Pfeffer and the SA leadership.

Himmler enhanced the elite nature of his force. He introduced
a minimum height for candidates, 182cm, or five feet eight inches,
ruled that candidates had to produce a family tree going back to 1750
and innocent of any racial flaw, and he excluded Jews from joining.
Pfeffer looked down his nose at the new criteria, and pointed out that
many Negroes were over 182cm: ‘Height alone does not make the
true German,” he said. Soon Himmler began the award of honorary
SS ranks: quality, rank, fortune, and social status went into the scale-
pan. As the Party swept towards power, there were few who protested
at this uninvited accolade - although after the SS had begun to
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change its spots some like Rudolf Hess did put up resistance, and
actually demanded to have their name removed from the printed
SS-List. More disturbingly, Himmler imposed a ban on SS men
belonging to one church or the other. They were all Germans first,
and Catholics or Protestants later, so ‘gottgldubig, religious, would
be sufficient. Little Gudrun was the first child in her school class
who entered gottgliubig as her religious denomination. He began
to introduce his own custom-made rituals and artefacts - honour
rings, Yule lanterns, SS daggers, and the like.

If the student fraternities, if the teutonic knights, if the freemasons
could get away with such things, using such ritual tomfoolery as a
bonding mechanism, then why not this new super-force? The upper
SS ranks filled with those displaying the requisite arrogance, men
of blue blood or wealth, or aspiring to either. Not a few had been his
brothers in the Apollo fraternity; not a few came from the nobility.
In May 1930, he chose a new adjutant and chief of staff, Josias Georg
Wilhelm Adolf Erbprinz zu Waldeck und Pyrmont: four years older
than Heini, he was a hereditary prince from an ancient house, tall,
with ice-blue eyes. He had joined the SS in 1929, begun working in
Himmler’s office, and now became his adjutant for the remaining
three years before they came to power.

After the Party’s provincial and national election successes, men
of calibre flocked to the SS, and Himmler could pick and choose.
He surrounded himself with tall, handsome, young, and elegant
members of the aristocracy. Himmler found it useful to have dukes,
counts, and barons, and offered them honorary SS membership.

The split between Himmler’s SS and the SA widened that spring and
summer, as it widened too between Munich and northern Germany.
Hitler had ordered the gauleiters to impose a twenty-pfennig monthly
levy on Party members to support their local SA men, unemployed
and penniless; Goebbels ordered an additional ten pfennigs in Berlin.
The SA watched bitterly as the Party squandered money on lavish
automobiles and a new national headquarters building in Munich.

The Party’s corporate identity, the Nationalsozialistischer Deutscher
Arbeiterverein, paid 805,864 Gold marks for the Barlow Palace on
May 26, 1930, and turned it over for renovation by local architect
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Paul Ludwig Troost. With the purchase of the Brown House - as the
building was renamed - Hitler wanted to document that his Party
was law-abiding, and here to stay. A British industrialist’s family had
owned the palace, a rambling hundred-year-old mansion situated
in the heart of Munich. Hitler’s national directorate already had
fifty-six on its staff, outgrowing Schelling Strasse. The money was
partly provided by the coal-and-steel magnate Fritz Thyssen.

Heinrich Briining, the new chancellor, privately sympathised with
the Party in significant ways. Two years after his resignation in 1932
he would write secretly of how ‘the Jews’ alone had profited from
the inflation which had brought ruin and misery to Germany, and
that there was only one bank not controlled by Jews, some of whom
were, in his words, ‘utterly corrupt.” He had brought the banks under
government scrutiny by 1931, he recalled in this private memoir, but
then found it necessary to keep secret the findings of dishonesty ‘for
fear of provoking anti-Semitic riots.’ He discovered that from October
1928 the two largest contributors to the Hitler Party were the general
managers of two of the largest Berlin banks, both of Jewish faith, and
one of them the leader of Zionism in Germany. So he claimed in a
letter to Winston Churchill from his exile in Oxford, in 1937.

Throughout his period in office Briining would harry the Hitler
Party, while still ambivalent about its policies. The government
proscribed the Hitler Youth, then banned all (right-wing) political
uniforms; on June 11, 1930 Prussia banned the SA’s brown-shirts too.
Donning uniformly white shirts, one thousand SA men marched
two days later in Berlin - with beer-bottle rings as badges.

FACED WITH INTRACTABLE difficulties over the worsening economy,
on July 16, 1930 Briining asked President Paul von Hindenburg to
dissolve the Reichstag. A general election would be held on September
14. Hitler’s Party which had twelve Reichstag deputies hoped to
increase their number to fifty. Everybody wanted to be on his list of
candidates. At a Schelling Strasse conference, he agreed a list of one
hundred. Himmler’s name was one of those immediately selected.
Goebbels was another. Reichstag deputies were entitled to free
first-class rail travel, and they were immune from prosecution. The
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latter consideration counted more for Goebbels than for Himmler;
Himmler still had a clean police record, and just one 200 Reichsmark
ticket outstanding against him; but the sharp-tongued Dr Goebbels
had been the target of a campaign of orchestrated legal violence ever
since becoming Gauleiter, and there were half a dozen prosecutions
for criminal libel and other torts stacked up against him.

A LETTER CAME from Marga, written on July 23, 1930. It had a routine
complaint that she had heard nothing from Heini. T was in Munich
and read about the Dissolution,” she added in passing. Oblivious that
this was the Party’s best chance yet, she added the toneless comment:
‘Tam so glad for the Movement.” People were asking when Heini would
speak, otherwise — just bills and more bills. “When are you coming?
Just hope you don’t drive over with the others to see Hallermann.
You're needed here.” Georg Hallermann had been Pfeffer’s adjutant
since November 1925, and was dying of cancer.

Himmler, however, was now at his busiest. He and his men threw
themselves into a nationwide election campaign. The garish red and
black of Goebbels posters blared from telegraph poles and billboards.
Over the next few weeks they would organise twenty thousand
election meetings. Martin Mutschmann advised on August 8 that
he was planning 1,060 meetings in his gau, Saxony, including 169
major meetings. Himmler scheduled himself to speak at thirty-two
meetings in the two months before election day.

His Munich staft were in overall charge of the allocation of speakers.
Goebbels wrote on July 31 to Himmler’s man Fischer, asking for the
big-name speakers like Captain Hermann Goring and Robert Ley
for Berlin and ‘the use of the election airplane’ - an innovation in
election warfare. Everywhere, the Party was thinking big. On July 30
Central Franconia, an under-gau, mailed to the Reich Propaganda
Director in Munich (‘attention: Dr Goebbels’) a demand for halls to
be booked capable of holding three- to fifteen-thousand. Himmler
endorsed these requests with his soon-to-become-familiar initials,
HH - four vertical lines with one bar slashed through them - and
added notes in pencil or green and red crayon.

Himmler rocketed around Germany in the BMW-Dixi or by train.
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He covered Munich. On August 4 we find him announced at eight
p.m. in the well-known Solln hostelry ‘Zum Hirschen’ (The Hart):

Comrade Farmer Hrch Himmler of Waldtrudering,
Parliamentary candidate, will speak on The Way Forward and
Objectives of National Socialism.

ENTRY WAS FREE, BUT ONE RESTRICTION applied: ‘Jews not admitted.’
Goebbels laid down the national propaganda line. Avoid the old
anti-Judea slogans, as they no longer went down well; attack the
decadent Weimar ‘System,’ call for national unity and suggest that an
anti-German conspiracy was behind their country’s problems. Halls
had to be booked in good time. ‘Because of hall-booking problems
our local branches (Ortsgruppen) have booked for several consecutive
days,” wrote Lower Franconia to Himmler on August 5, adding -
‘because otherwise the halls were being aborted by the Jews.” The
message was rather incoherent but the meaning clear enough.

On the fourteenth, ‘National Socialist and Farmer Himmler’
spoke at the Marthabrdu brewery in Fiirstenfeldbruck, a farming
community — the beerhall here would hold six hundred. ‘Farmers!
It’s not just about the Party, but your home and farm as well.” His
handbills announced, ‘Fellow-countrymen! You complain about
the hard times, about unemployment, about monstrous taxes,
and proclaimed: “They promised us the victory of socialism over
capitalism, but capitalism now is stronger and more rampant than
ever.” Tickets cost twenty pfennigs.

He was due to speak in Landsberg, at the Hotel Kristeiner, on the
fifteenth. The local branch suggested a new slogan: “The Others are
Finished: but Hitler is Just Beginning. (The meeting room is still
there today - it seats about forty at small tables.) ‘Are you bringing
the SS with you,” they asked, as though it could fit into a cab. “We’re
going through a difficult patch here in Landsberg,” they apologised.
“The branch is just rebuilding, and consists mainly of SA chaps.
Somebody’s got to shake up these bourgeois fuddy-duddies. Heil!”

General Karl Litzmann, eighty-year-old hero of the 1914 battle
of L6dz, was the biggest draw next to Hitler and Gregor Strasser.
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Although still only twenty-nine, Himmler’s tone was lofty, autocratic,
and often downright rude. ‘Meetings addressed by General Litzmann
are unfortunately not possible, he replied on August 13. ‘Further
letters requesting speakers will remain unanswered.” Writing to
Thuringia, Himmler adopted a solicitous tone: ‘A good hotel is to be
provided for our comrade General von [sic] Litzmann, and one with
an elevator, as the general is unable to climb stairs. A second room is
to be provided for the general’s companion, with a connecting door
to the general’s room.” The general was to be given 200 marks in a
sealed envelope to cover expenses. ‘Since the general is available only
every third or fourth day, hotel costs will inevitably, be considerable.’

The Silesians wrote to Himmler on August 11, 1930 that they wanted
at least three speeches by the general; they complained that Captain
Goring was cancelling all engagements there bar one, as he was not a
candidate in Silesia; G6ring should be told to honour his engagement,
they huffed. ‘Otherwise we shall see ourselves obliged to hold
Captain Goring liable for our outlay already incurred in publicising
the events.” When another speaker cancelled, Pomerania demanded
compensation. Himmler’s rebuft displayed a certain disregard for
civil law: ‘If the Rev. von Petersdorf cancelled he certainly has good
reason, so a claim for compensation would be without merit.’

Money was short, and local branches often preferred to invite
Reichstag deputies. ‘If you'd just have a look at Ostmark, my dear
Comrade Himmler, Wilhelm Kube explained, ‘you will get an idea
of the distances involved along the Polish frontier. . . Unfortunately
you are supplying me with virtually no Reichstag deputies for
September,” he added: ‘So, in the interests of the two seats at least
which the Ostmark can win, may I ask for a few big names to be
sent to speak here?” Himmler was unhelpful: ‘If there’s nothing there,
even an Emperor is powerless. I am fresh out of speakers.’

HE HAD SET HIMSELF A PUNISHING pace. He himself was due to speak
in Weilheim on August the thirteenth, then Fiirstenfeldbruck and
Landsberg, followed by Forstenried on the nineteenth, then Bad T6lz
and Bruckmiihl, with Pasing on the twenty-eighth, and Munich the
next day. The printed speaking contracts flowed across his desk.
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It was a test of stamina: those were the days before photocopiers,
speech writers, and teleprompter screens. Each man had a set speech.
Twenty-five marks would be paid to cover speech, travel, bed and
breakfast. The speaker was told, “The fee will be handed to you incon-
spicuously by the chairman in a sealed envelope after the meeting.’

Himmler’s own needs were modest. Told that he’d be speaking
to an audience of 1,500 on September 10, 1930 he asked Jena if they
could afford a sleeping berth after that: he would have to leave Jena a
few minutes after midnight by train so once again he’d be getting no
sleep. T don’t need an overnight room,” he added. T'd just be grateful
if I could have a snooze that afternoon at some comrade’s home or
other, or a day-room at an hotel.” He felt he was master of his craft. ‘As
I don’t know what topics you've had speakers on to date, he offered,
Tl leave the choice up to you. I can handle any subject.’

It was the first really violent campaign, as the Communists had also
recognised that it was make-or-break. On August 23 they stormed an
overflowing meeting in Bunzlau, and left three dead. The SA and SS
were stretched. In the final fourteen days of the campaign Himmler
planned to speak to thirteen audiences; at Schondorf on September 2,
Munich three times (for half an hour each), Altomiinster, Wolnzach,
then at Waldtrudering. The eve of the election would be the big day,
and he strove to ensure that each branch had the best man available.
Everybody was asking for Hitler — or Gregor Strasser - to speak.

AT THE ROOT OF THE DISCONTENT was the familiar one, of the proper
route to power. ‘Ever since 1925, Himmler stated, reconstructing
events from memory for Martin Bormann ten years after the ugly
episode which now followed, the Fiihrer had taken the opposite line
to Pfefter and the Sturmabteilung. “The Fiihrer had pleaded, preached,
and finally ordained that the National Socialist Party would take
power only by legal and democratic methods as prescribed in the
Constitution.’

From 1926 on, Himmler continued, Hitler had nothing but
difficulties with Pfeffer and his commanders in this respect. In fact,
by the summer of 1930 Pfeffer seemed to have lost control. In Berlin,
his SA was commanded by Walter Stennes, a former army captain.
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Stennes was five years older than Himmler, wounded and decorated
in the war - grounds enough for Himmler to dislike him. He had
joined the NSDAP in May 1927, briefly commanded the Berlin SA
and had then been promoted to supreme SA commander (Osaf) ‘East’
in September 1927, which meant that he nominally commanded
twenty-five thousand Brownshirts east of the Elbe.

Stennes disagreed with Hitler on legality. With the election now
upon them, he felt secure enough to force a showdown. He sent a
demand to Pfeffer, based at Party headquarters in Munich, for at
least three of the coming Reichstag seats to go to SA men. Hitler
responded that, on the contrary, he was in fact minded to cut back
the SA to a size they could afford. Stennes held out for a better deal
for his SA men - parliamentary seats and proper payment for their
dangerous work protecting the mass meetings.

In Hitler’s words, this was ‘mutiny and conspiracy.’ Stennes took a
delegation down to Munich to see Hitler. For two days they waited in
the lobby at Schelling Strasse. Ever since the Dissolution, the Party
had refused Pfeffer the final list, and given him the run-around. Hess
fobbed him off on the telephone, and when Pfeffer came to Munich
nobody could find the list, and Hitler was said to be away.

Himmler’s loyal SS men barred the way. It was the first time that he
had been called upon to make a decision on loyalties, and he did not
hesitate. This was precisely why his SS existed. Finally Philipp Bouhler
broke it to the SA: other than Hitler’s crony Viktor Lutze, there were
no SA men listed as candidates, none at all. This faced Pfeffer with
an either-or choice, or so he later said. He offered his resignation on
August 29, 1930. Hitler did not even reply. As Himmler later sniffed,
‘Pfeffer could no longer exorcise the spirits he had summoned up and
had to admit his incompetence to the Fiihrer.’

Pfeffer’s resignation threat was an embarrassment, but with the
election battle into its final two weeks Hitler decided to keep quiet
about it. The fact was, as Himmler later recalled it: ‘Pfeffer had
already resigned,” meaning at the time of the episode which follows.

THE FIRST THAT Munich knew of a problem in Berlin was when Dr
Leonardo Conti, the SA’s chief physician, warned that Stennes was
up to no good.
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It was now Saturday, August 30, 1930. Hitler and Himmler were
both away from Munich, speaking. Hitler was due to speak in Dessau
on Sunday. They had all set off in jovial mood. Himmler shared a car
with Hess and the photographer Heinrich Hoffmann; Hitler went
separately, driven by Julius Schreck. At the ‘Schwarzer Adler” hotel
in Bayreuth around 1:20 a.m. - so Himmler recalled — Hess was told
that Bouhler had called from Munich. Hess phoned back, and the
news was bad: ‘In Berlin an SA mutiny has broken out. They have
attacked the gau headquarters, and assaulted the SS guard-detail’

Dr Goebbels hurried back to Berlin to find his headquarters a
shambles, furniture wrecked, and bloodstains. Hitler arrived around
ten a.m., sallow and unshaven, checked into an hotel near Potsdamer
Platz and contacted him. “The Berlin SA commanders, recalled
Himmler, ‘trooped into Dr Goebbels’s apartment that afternoon and
acted in an unbelievably ill-disciplined manner toward the Fiihrer.
SA men were chorusing slogans in the street outside.” That reproach —
‘unbelievably ill-disciplined’ - speaks volumes about Himmler.

The SA men’s complaints were true but untimely: they were unpaid,
and nothing was being done to help their battle casualties. Goebbels
suggested that Hitler do whatever it took to quieten the SA. Hitler
followed this advice. That evening in the Veterans Building, Hitler,
escorted by selected SS men, delivered a shrewd address to ‘his” SA.
He informed them that he had accepted Pfeffer’s resignation, and
taken over as supreme commander himself. He was not blind to
their sacrifices, he assured them, and he gave Stennes his hand, and
declared that he would for ever remain true to him. Hitler appealed for
unswerving loyalty: ‘Let us pray in this hour that nothing can divide
us, and that God will help us against the Devil!” he cried. ‘Almighty
Lord, bless our fight!” - and, the police report observed, as the roars
of Heil ebbed away, the Fiihrer’s hands folded seemingly in prayer.
The whole thing was a charade, as Goebbels had recommended.

Hitler decided to let Stennes himself stay on, pro tem. He dictated a
telegram to Pfeffer: T accept your resignation herewith. Please accept
my thanks for your services rendered to the movement. I expect you
to continue cooperation at my side.” After that he sent a telegram
to Bolivia in South America, to the one man whose name would
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forthwith ever be associated with the Sturmabteilung, and invited
him to become his chief of staft: the tubby, scar-faced Ernst Rohm.
For the next few weeks Hitler’s SS agents stepped up the surveillance
on Stennes. That was what the SS was for, Hitler told him. Goebbels
and Himmler accompanied Hitler to the Anhalt station to see the SS
unit commanded by Kurt Daluege. The election campaign resumed.

THERE WAS disagreement later about whether Pfeffer had resigned
with honour or been sacked as incompetent. The fight had clearly
gone out of him. The terminal illness of his adjutant Hallermann
had sapped his strength too. Pfeffer always maintained later that,
angered by Hitler’s evasions, he had made a deliberate choice and
quit — that he had faced two options, either to use his army of 100,000
men to destroy the National Socialist Party, or to eat humble pie and
accept humiliation in the interests of the nation. Ever since the 1929
Nuremberg rally, he would say, he had expected Hitler to destroy the
SA. Now, Hitler had cleverly wrong-footed him by not replying to his
resignation until after the mutiny.

As for his replacement by Ernst Rohm, a homosexual, Pfeffer saw
that as a deliberate step by Hitler toward destroying the SA. He had
perfected the ploy, said Pfeffer, of choosing a personality with a
flaw which he could exploit when the time came. R6hm returned to
Germany and took up his new position as Chief of Staff of the SA.

THE 1930 ELECTION CAMPAIGN RAN to its conclusion. Unemployment
had doubled since January, and would reach 4,380,000 as the year
ended. The big mass meetings were once again protected by unarmed
squads of the SA and SS. When Hitler came to the Sport Palace on
September 10, one hundred thousand people applied for tickets.
Hitler cynically attributed the public curiosity to the SA mutiny.

Of 42,982,912 voters, 35,224,499 cast their vote. He had originally
hoped for fifty seats, eighty at most. By midnight his Party had
already qualified for 103. The final tally showed that 6,406,379 had
voted for Hitler’s men, entitling them to one hundred and seven
seats. Suddenly National Socialists were the second strongest Party.
Only the Brownshirts were left disgruntled: the Reichstag deputies
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selected by Hitler included thirty-three landowners, manufacturers,
and businessmen; thirty-one senior civil servants; nineteen lawyers,
doctors, and other professionals; nine former officers, eight salaried
staff, and just seven workers. This was democracy with a vengeance.

HEINRICH HIMMLER WAS AMONG THE NEW Reichstag deputies.
Goebbels could not help noting that the SS had behaved impeccably
during the whole wretched episode of the Stennes mutiny. Only
Goring seems to have disapproved. On the last day of 1930 he
remarked to one of Stennes’ officers that Hitler had done Stennes
a grave injustice; he spoke of ‘the nasty double-game being played
by a certain Gauleiter, meaning Goebbels, and he promised that ‘he
would not hesitate to have Himmler deposed as Reichsfiithrer SS.
The time for that had however passed.
Heinrich Himmer’s position was rapidly becoming impregnable.
He would probably have to rent accommodation in Berlin. From
October 13, 1930, when the Reichstag reopened, he would have a
real salary, free travel, and immunity from prosecution — not that he
believed he would ever need it.
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INTO THE LIFE of many a man, there steps another person who
becomes a second mainspring in his life. Sometimes it is the man’s
wife, or a mistress, but not this time. Himmler’s alter ego was another
man.

The young man in an immaculate suit who walked down the path
in Waldtrudering one day in the summer of 1931 was Reinhard
Heydrich, an ex-naval officer. He was tall, athletic, blonde, blue-eyed,
with an elongated face and high cheekbones; he had the gait of the
expert swordsman that he was. Only twenty-seven, he was engaged
to a Nordic blonde, Lina von Osten, daughter of a school teacher on
Fehmarn, a German island in the Baltic Sea - they married later that
year, on December 26, 1931. He had been required to leave the navy
under a cloud that April, and (so Lina later recalled) she had asked
an uncle close to the Party to help him find a job. The ‘uncle’ was
Baron Karl von Eberstein, one of the earliest SS officers, who hailed
from the same town in eastern Germany as the Heydrich family;
Eberstein’s mother was Heydrich’s godmother.

Eberstein told Himmler about this officer whose naval career had
been abruptly ended. Heydrich was a virtuoso on the violin, ‘without
which,” said Lina, T would never have married him. It was a close
thing: Himmler had felt unwell and called off the planned interview.
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Lina had put Reinhard on a train to Munich nonetheless.

Lina’s view of her husband and the Reichsfiihrer was informed,
years later, by an episode on Fehmarn. By then, Heydrich was Hitler’s
defender of the faith and the master of uniformed Einsatzkommandos
efficiently cleansing the eastern dominions of enemies.

The phone had rung, and Heydrich had answered - it was his chief,
Himmler, calling from afar. Hearing the familiar voice down the
phone, Heydrich snapped to attention and clicked his heels. Bowing
barely perceptibly, he intoned: “Yes, Herr Reichsfiihrer!” and then
again, ‘Jawohl, Herr Reichsfiihrer!” Jealous and disrespectful, Lina
mimicked him for their guests’ amusement, a group of SS-officers:
‘Jawohl, Herr Reichsfiihrer!’” and then in a whisper, ‘Jawohl, Herr
Reichsfiihrer! May I respectfully crawl up into your rectum, Herr
Reichsfiihrer? Anything you want, Herr Reichsfiihrer.

BOTH MEN WOULD DIE YOUNG. Reinhard Tristan Eugen Heydrich
was born in Halle in Central Germany on March 7, 1904; his parents
were Bruno Heydrich and Elisabeth. Bruno had married Elisabeth
Krantz at a society wedding in Dresden’s Catholic Hofkirche. His
family came from the Ore Mountains, woodcutters and craftsmen
by trade. His grandfather was a musical instrument manufacturer
from Meissen in Saxony. Bruno was the second of seven children, all
pianists and violinists.

Many authors, including Jewish, would accuse Heydrich gleefully
of having Jewish ancestry. After his grandfather’s early death — which
was after Reinhard’s birth — Bruno’s mother had remarried, to a man
variously described as a stonemason or fitter’s apprentice, Gustav
Robert Siiss. Siiss was often a Jewish name, but he was not a Jew.
That was the sole origin of the rumour about ‘Jewish blood’, but the
unfortunate libel pursued Heydrich all his life. Otto Ohlendorf spoke
on one occasion of a Webfehler, or ‘flawed weft, one which Heydrich
had overcome with great energy. Himmler seems to have believed it,
and mocked once that Heydrich ‘has got over the Jew within him.

Elisabeth’s father, Professor Eugen Krantz, directed the Dresden
Conservatoire, and he established a music school in Halle. Bruno
composed religious operas. Upon the death of her parents, Elisabeth
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had inherited their considerable wealth, and it was in this comfortable
world that Reinhard had been brought up. Bruno Heydrich would
die of pneumonia, while Elisabeth, mother of Reinhard, starved to
death in the Soviet Zone in 1946.

Atsixteen, their son Reinhard had served the Free Corps movement
as amessenger. In 1922 he had joined the navy as an officer-candidate,
promoted to lieutenant in 1928, and specialising in naval signals and
radio. At a rowing club ball in 1930 he had met and offered marriage
to Lina von Osten; their engagement disaffected another lady to
whom he was already engaged, a girl studying at the Colonial School
in Rendsburg. She pursued a ‘breach of promise’ complaint against
him. A naval board heard the case and Heydrich was found guilty of
conduct unbecoming. Admiral Erich Raeder, commander in chief,
ordered him discharged. ‘At the end of April 1931, summarised
Reinhard in a resumé on file in SS personnel records, ‘I was cashiered
for non-service reasons at the decision of the Reich President and
against the recommendation of my superior officer.

THIS WAS THE OFFICER WHOM HIMMLER recruited in June 1931. The
former navy lieutenant joined the Hamburg SA unit, carrying the
Party’s battles into the Red districts of the sprawling port city.

After the Stennes mutiny, Himmler had notified his SS - with
Hitler’s approval - that they were ‘totally separated” from the SA. On
January 14, 1931 Hitler ruled that Himmler was directly subordinate
to him. On February 25, 1931 Rohm had created a security service for
the SA. Himmler had decided however that he needed to create his
own security, ‘to form a picture of our Communist, Jewish, masonic,
and reactionary enemies, as he reminisced when he introduced
Heydrich’s successor in 1943, and he invited applicants to run it. He
interviewed one, a retired Major Honinger, but he was unsuccessful.
‘On the recommendation of the then Gruppenfiihrer von Eberstein,
said Himmler, ‘I sent for Naval Lieutenant (ret.) Reinhard Heydrich.’

Himmler recalled more of their first meeting. ‘In fact sending
for him was really the result of a misunderstanding, and there are
not many people who know this. I'd been told that Heydrich was a
Nachrichten officer’ - in German the word can mean variously Signals
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or Intelligence. “To me the Nachrichten officer was the guy who brings
in Nachrichten. But Heydrich was not in Naval Intelligence, he was
just a radio officer.

He visited me at that time in my little cottage in Waldtrudering,
and told me that right away: “Well, Reichsfiihrer, I'm not the guy
you need. I was a radio officer.

I sized him up. Tall and blond with honest, penetrating, good
natured eyes. I said: ‘Listen, that doesn’t matter, it’s all the same
to me. Have a seat in that room over there. I'll come back in a
quarter of an hour and you write up what you think the NSDAP
Intelligence Service should be like” He did just that, in that
quarter of an hour. I said: “Yes, I agree. Okay, you've got the job.

Heydrich spent another month with the Hamburg SS, and on
August 10, 1931 Himmler moved him into an office in the new
Brown House. As for paying him, the Schleswig-Holstein unit agreed
to put up eighty marks a month; Himmler diverted another forty
marks from his own budget, and Heydrich still drew some pay to
come from the navy. ‘So SS Untersturmfiihrer Heydrich started off
with these 120 marks we had all chipped in.’

The other candidate Major Honinger pressed him quite a bit
after that, hung around, and even offered him accommodation in
his sister’s apartment. Honinger had the habit of spelling the name
‘Heidrich, which Lina noticed at the time. A few days later a ‘mole’
anonymously reported Heydrich’s appointment in the Miinchner
Post, and there was that spelling again. Heydrich noticed that
spelling too. (A friend related that Heydrich systematically refined
his instincts. Once, like a modern-day Sherlock Holmes, he asked ten
strangers to form up in plain clothes, and then told each one what he
deduced about his profession, origins, and the like, just on the basis
of his appearance.)

‘Thad a Sturmbannfiihrer on my staff at that time,’ said Himmler in
1943. ‘A retired Major H. No sooner had Heydrich started work than
the Miinchner Post, a Social-Democrat rag, blew the secret that we
had an Intelligence officer. Heydrich smelt a rat and straightaway —
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he had a nose for these things — he said “That’s that guy H!”

‘H. was actually working for the Munich police, I think getting
a hundred marks a month. He hanged himself in his cell,” added
Himmler. Lina said later that when Himmler took over the Munich
police headquarters in 1933, they found Honinger’s name in their
agent files: ‘He hanged himself in his room,” she innocently recalled.

Room or cell, it would become a sign of the times.

THE MURMURING ABOUT THAT FLAW in the Heydrich line would
not go away - rumours about ‘Isidore Siiss’. In fact Gustav Siiss
was Protestant, and not a blood relative anyway. Despite that,
hostile former naval comrades denounced him to the Gauleiter
of Halle-Merseburg, Rudolf Jordan. Heydrich knew only that his
brother Heinz had been blackballed by a Dresden duelling fraternity
on the same grounds. Jordan in turn complained to Gregor Strasser,
the Party’s director of organisation, in a letter dated June 6, 1932. It
went onto Heydrich’s personnel file and Himmler had to investigate.
The investigation cleared him. On June 22, 1932 an affidavit on
‘Lieutenant Reinhardt [sic] Heydrich’ arrived at the SS office, and it
confirmed that he was ‘clear of all taint of coloured or Jewish blood’.
Stories averring the opposite must surely be discounted. The ‘diaries’
of Felix Kersten relate that Himmler told him that he reported on all
this to Hitler in 1932; the latter advised that as things stood Heydrich
would be eternally grateful to the Movement for not having cast him
out, and he would obey without question. There is no trace of this in
his personnel file, and it is unlikely to have happened in this form.
Lina Heydrich remained her husband’s staunch defender. Perhaps
she was naive. Probably she did not know, or want to know, all that
she could have. “‘When a paper called him the Kremlin’s greatest
opponent,” she wrote in 1951, ‘they hit the nail on the head. To
acknowledge him in later years was to court serious risk. To a
Dutch journalist she said that a friend, perhaps Reinhard’s adjutant
Hans-Hendrik Neumann, had told her that his fellow officers had
agreed to shift blame onto those already dead, like her husband. Lina
pointed out that they had widows and children too.
She felt that Reinhard’s status had been exaggerated - for example,
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she said he had rarely reported in person to Hitler until 1941; the
written record paints a different picture. To his own police Heydrich
said in 1941, ‘We are the trash can of the Reich.” As for the cleansing
operations conducted by his Einsatzkommandos squads, Heydrich
referred to himself as being like Hitler’s Putzfrau, his cleaning lady.

HEYDRICH BEGAN his service in the Brown House in August 1931. The
SA supreme command was run on established military lines, and it
already had an SA Intelligence service, run by a friend of Himmler’s,
Count Carl-Leon Du Moulin-Eckart. ‘His work must have been
unsatisfactory, said Lina innocently, ‘because he disappeared, and
was not heard of again.’ Heydrich had to construct a new organisation
for Himmler, one that was independent of Rohm’s SA. He decided to
use the British Intelligence service as his model. He began to build a
formidable card index on enemies. No detail of the sexual, political,
and financial deviations of his targets escaped him or his agents. It
was the way that the democracies worked too, like the FBI.

Rohm was surrounding himself at the Brown House with friends
(like Du Moulin-Eckart) who were homosexual or perceived as such.
Perhaps this was why the obviously heterosexual Heydrich moved
his operations into rooms which Himmler rented from a widow,
Victoria Edrich, at No. 23 Tiirken Strasse. The similarity of names
led to some confusion. On one occasion Richard Hildebrandt (chief
of staff of an SS officer, Sepp Dietrich) rang the widow’s doorbell
over-insistently and was turned away by the indignant lady, who told
him in no uncertain terms that she was not that sort of woman.

Heydrich’s service was not yet called the Security Service, SD,
but just Presse-Information, or PI. Until September 1932 its main
activity was recruiting volunteers for the SD and establishing a web
of outposts throughout the Reich with the assistance of the regular
Schutzstaffel, the ‘Allgemeine’ SS. The men were volunteers, idealists.
After Munich’s police began snooping on his visitors, in October 1932
Heydrich would move again, taking his home and three co-workers
to a house which Himmler had rented in Zuccali Strasse, in the city’s
Nymphenburg quarter. It was in a dead-end street, which made police
snooping less easy. Pay was minimal. Those were hard times for Party
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members. The Party would fight another election in the summer of
1932 and its results were not impressive. “The drifting sand that we
had collected drifted off again,’ said Himmler, referring to the Party’s
ordinary members. ‘Only our Schutzstaffel grew in size.

A few of the SS men, like Sepp Dietrich and Kurt Daluege, were
drawing parliamentary salaries. They voluntarily gave up two-thirds
for Heydrich’s SD men. When Christmas came the SD men would
draw only a few marks each, while Lina brewed a thick broth for them,
as Himmler recalled at her husband’s funeral. That last Christmas of
1932, he said, the Sicherheitsdienst had just enough cash to let their
men travel home, but not enough for them to return.

Lina cooked for the little Intelligence household. Occasionally
Himmler invited the Heydrichs round, but he found Lina heavy
going. Once he took Ro6hm to Zuccali Strasse to see what this new
unit was doing. Lina had bought a box of exploding matches from a
carnival supplies store on the Stachus square, in an attempt to smoke
out whoever was pilfering her matches from the hallway. Flapping
salutes at each other, Himmler and Réhm stomped importantly
upstairs and exchanged cigars. Himmler fumbled for a match, and
sent someone downstairs to fetch them. The resulting loud detonation
added to his mental list of reasons to steer clear of Lina.

‘Frau Himmler did not like me either, she later wrote in a letter.

REINHARD HEYDRICH read neither novels nor tracts on philosophy.
He saw gymnastics only as a discipline, a means to achieve perfection.
He chose only the most demanding sports, like fencing, which
required training and discipline.

His life was unconditional devotion to his duty. He needed no
private time. He would have despatches read to him while shaving,
and read more during the thirty-minute ride to his office. Later, when
everybody moved to Berlin, Heydrich lunched in a small dining room
in his office; people with things to report were ordered to join these
luncheons. ‘Anyway, he would interrupt, ‘cutting to the bottom line,
your point is? When he once exposed some nonsense spouted by
Himmler, the Reichsfiihrer snapped, “‘You and your damned logic!’
A journalist recalled that Heydrich’s voice struck him as the coldest
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he had ever heard. ‘His face remained immobile and unemotional.’

One recruit asked what his salary would be. ‘Salary?’ piped
Heydrich. ‘So far nobody has starved on my watch.’

He found it most convenient to have a superior like Himmler, who
took responsibility for everything. ‘He saw well,” said Lina, ‘that H.
cut a rather poor figure in social circles, but he did not mind.’

He was never dressed improperly. He was efficient, in the idiom
taught to the Prussian general staff: ‘Seem to be less than you actually
are. (Mehr Sein als Scheinen.) If he later had any friendly feelings at
all, it was toward men nearer his own age, like the architect Albert
Speer, or Herbert Backe of the food ministry. He hated pomp,
shunned luxury, avoided being the centre of attention. He smoked
little and hardly drank. When he went out, it was always incognito.
He could ride along the brink, said Lina - yet stumble on a straw.

As for the quirky views of the Reichsfiihrer, like his rumoured
interest in the occult, Heydrich just indulged them. His own
imperatives were clear. Orders from Hitler were to be obeyed without
question. ‘My husband,’ said Lina, ‘saw in Hitler the one man who
could lead the German nation to greatness and glory. Therefore,
she concluded heartlessly, ‘it is good that my husband died in 1942.
He kept his faith and ideals.” He would have hated the pomp and
circumstance of the state funeral that Hitler gave him.

WE SHALL HEAR A LOT OF REINHARD HEYDRICH, which is why we
have introduced him at such length. “There is something about this
person that I don’t like, he would tell Lina. Once he had made up his
mind, nothing could change it. ‘In 1939, she said, ‘Goring intended
to arrest my husband. But that was no reason for my husband to hate
him. His life was friendless. ‘How can I make friends with any man.
I can never tell whether I may have to have him arrested one day!’
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THREE-QUARTERS OF HEINRICH HIMMLERS LIFE would soon have
passed and, now in his early thirties, he was approaching his prime,
and final, years.

His hair was thinning. He had it crew-cut round the back and sides.
His poor eyesight had not stopped him reading: he was noticing
things around him, and silently reaching conclusions. He had studied
how his country’s population had been tainted by the ebb and flow of
the racial tides which had surged across the defeated Germany. The
country had stood for centuries athwart these moving civilisations,
but he thought he still saw a glint of the original bedrock proudly
surviving, and he began to ponder upon the purity of race and the
achievements of the Nordic peoples.

His knowledge was prodigious, but shallow: not as broad as Adolf
Hitler’s. Himmler’s brain moved slower than his tongue. In private
conversation, he occasionally struggled for the right word, and then
just said ‘what’s-it, ‘dings, or ‘thingummy, instead. Discussing
agriculture with Otto Wagener he said: T've studied farming, and so
far have taken what I've read about it for granted. So if I see a Swabian
farmstead of 6,800 morgens [4,200 acres], then that’s a fabulous, uh,
thingummy, uh, affair’
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THE MAIN ENTRANCE TO THE REBUILT Brown House, the palatial
home of the National Party Directorate, was at No. 45 Brienner
Strasse in Munich. It was in an elegant location, just across the
street from the Papal Nuntiatur, the Vatican embassy in Bavaria.
The portico was of marble. Swastika pylons flanked the bronze door,
with the Party motto ‘Germany Awake!” Himmler had a suite on the
top floor, along with the Party archives. Hitler’s study was one floor
below: a portrait of American industrialist Henry Ford hung behind
the Fiihrer’s desk.

Technically, Himmler was still a civilian. ‘Reichsfiithrer-SS” was a
style, a pay-grade; it was not a military rank, and he had never been
a soldier. In an Order dated November 7, 1930 he defined that the
primary duty of the SS was policing the Party; the dogs in George
Orwell’s Animal Farm spring to mind.

His relationship with the SA Brownshirts and their flabby
commander Ernst Rohm had now begun to itch. Himmler ruled
that SA and SS commanders could not issue orders to each other’s
forces, and on December 1, 1930 he issued SS Order No. 20, quite
simply pronouncing ‘the total separation’ of the SA and SS. R6hm
disapproved. On January 14, 1931, just a few days after resuming as
Chief of Staft of the SA upon his return from Bolivia, he stipulated
that Himmler was in fact his subordinate. On March 10, 1932
Himmler wrote a very servile request to Rohm: ‘May I obediently
request permission to name the first Sturm of the Hamburg 28
Regiment [Standarte] after SS-cadet Henry Kobert, who was shot by
police on February 29, 1932

The request was approved. Hitler was pleased to see these two
commanders jostling with each other. He specified six weeks later
that while the Reichsfiihrer was still subordinate to R6hm, his SS was
‘an independent force’ and subordinate only to the Reichsfiihrer SS.

Himmler was clear: the SS was his private army. It might swear
obedience to Hitler, but he was its commander. The rest was verbiage.

AN ACTIVE SPEAKER AND CAMPAIGNER, Heinrich Himmler had
entered the Berlin Reichstag in September 1930. The Party designated
him as spokesman on emergency relief for imprisoned comrades.
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Police reports in May 1931 noted that, ‘He is a zealous public orator for
the NSDAP and speaks primarily on agriculture and freemasonry.
He had largely withdrawn from his Gauleiter activities, the police
recorded, and was concentrating on his work as Reichsfiihrer.

While his own income was secure, from the Reichstag, Himmler
cast about for means of financing the SS. He created two channels
of funding, one a secret circle known as the ‘Friends of Himmler,
and the other a more populist base of ‘sponsorship members.” Each
member pledged two, three, or five marks per month. The ‘Friends,
of whom we hear more later, wrote rather larger amounts. In 1932
there were already 13,000 sponsors. In 1933 the number had swollen
to 170,000, contributing about 357,000 marks; it doubled to 340,000
sponsors in 1934, donating 581,000 marks monthly. In 1939 their
journal had a print-run of 365,000 issues, indicating that an even
larger number were throwing in their lot with Himmler’s men.
Their contributions financed the political work of the SS. By 1939
the military SS units (the Verfiigungstruppe) and guard formations
(‘Death’s Head’ or Totenkopf units) were government-funded.

Among the ‘Friends’ were eventually some of the biggest names in
industry, many of whom profited from the growing militarisation.
These were shrewd men who saw the Hitler movement, and
Himmler and his SS, as guarantors of their country in uncertain
times. By the autumn of 1931 the SS numbered nearly ten thousand
men. On October 2 Himmler wrote to R6hm by internal mail at the
Brown House, as formal as ever: ‘T respectfully request that flags and
standards be issued for the SS this very year, given that we number
ten thousand men already issued with SS identity-cards (plus three
thousand aspirants), making a total of 13,000 men.’

He lived by such statistics. A dozen years later Himmler’s house
statistician Dr Richard Korherr - a name we shall invite readers to
remember - would highlight the milestones in the growth of this
new organism, the SS: from just eight men on November 9, 1925, the
day the SS was founded, and around one hundred men on December
31, 1925, it still numbered only 280 on the day Himmler took over
as Reichsfiihrer, January 6, 1929. By the end of 1931 it had swollen
to 14,964: not bad for Heini’s first three years. When the authorities
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banned the SS four months later, on April 13, 1932, there were
twenty-five thousand who had to take off the still drab SS uniform.
It numbered forty-one thousand when the ban was lifted on June 14,
1932, and 52,174 on the day that Hitler won office in January 1933.

After the end of 1938 the SS would almost double in size, especially
after 1940: there were 238,159 in the Allgemeine SS in 1938 (which
we shall translate as ‘Regular SS’) and its new military arm, the
Waften-SS, formerly the Verfiigungstruppe; and a combined total of
465,798 SS men in 1942. Their commander throughout was Heinrich
Himmler, this extraordinary, unprepossessing man.

HITLER WAS LATER PROUDLY TO REMARK that he had never used his
army against his own people.

Anticipating possible internal disturbances, however, he did set
up a special force upon which he could rely: In 1933/1934 Himmler
established for him the SS Verfiigungstruppe, roughly ‘a force at the
disposal’ of the Fiihrer - the forerunner of the mighty Waffen SS
which was born in December 1940. It was originally envisaged as
three Standarten, or regiments, for ceremonial duties. They were to
be the equivalent of Guards Regiments.

The army’s reaction to this private army of supermen was initially
contemptuous. General von Fritsch mocked, ‘If the Reichsverkehrs-
minister has his militarily trained Bahnschutz, why shouldn’t
Himmler also play at soldiers?” Mockery would turn to envy as the
war turned nasty and the Waffen SS, as the force now became, was
the premium force in great demand on every front.

SUBSTANTIAL THOUGH HIMMLER'S FORCE BECAME in numbers, their
quality mattered more to him. It was the elite he had planned all along,
hated by their enemies. Drawing instinctively on his childhood years
in the Catholic church, with its solemn rites and regalia, Himmler
began to shape the rituals, impedimenta, and implements of the SS.
He issued rafts of basic orders in 1931 and 1932. Most of them are
countersigned by SS-Oberfiihrer Josias zu Waldeck, the princely
young man he had selected as his personal adjutant in September
1930. The handsome, square-jawed officer, four years Heini’s senior,
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was heir to the throne of a minor German sovereign principality, but
related to several royal houses, which was worth rather more.

Some of the orders were quite mundane, but others were of high
historical significance. On January 14, 1932 he announced the
creation of SS Air Flights (Fliegerstiirme), instructing all SS men
holding pilot’s licences to join them whether or not they owned private
planes. Hearing of three fatal motorbike accidents, he reminded SS
men to keep up their insurance premiums to the Party treasury.
(The unfortunates had been uninsured.) He laid down the proper
modes of address between various ranks, and defined: ‘SS men are to
salute with the arm fully extended, not bent at the elbow.” Prompted
no doubt by Heydrich, he warned against secret infiltration by the
Communist Party: ‘In some cities the Communist Party has expelled
trusted Antifa-men so as to inject them as spies into SS units.’

Himmler’s pernickety directives to his music corps in July 1931
cover two closely typed pages. Each Sturmbann was to have its own
marching band with eight side-drums and eight fifes or trumpets;
each Standarte (regiment) would have its own full-size brass band of
twenty-eight men, and three musicians in reserve. The bandleader
would have a proper ‘thingummy’ with which to direct the music and
carry a cornet or trumpet too. Himmler wasted no words on what
music they should play; but on the uniforms which the bandsmen
should wear he commanded every detail, from the side-leathers,
trumpet-holders, and music pouches, down to their badge (a lyre),
epaulettes, length of their silver tassels, and trimmings on their caps.

He defined that the bandsman was to be an SS man first, and
musician second. There should be inspectors of music, with the top
SS Inspector (Musik-Inspizient) attached to Himmler’s staff: he was
Julius Schreck, the revered original founder of the SS.

Six years later Himmler was still tidying things up and attending
to details. On November 9, 1937 he ordered that the sentries on all
their holy places in Munich, like the Brown House, Hitler’s residence,
and the Ewige Wache - the monument in Koniglicher Platz to the
1923 Munich putsch - were to have fixed bayonets; that a particular
company commander should hold his dagger less sloppily; and that
a new bandolier be purchased for the standard-bearer of the SS
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Regiment Deutschland; oh, and that the regiment should not march
to the Badenweiler March, which was reserved for Hitler’s use.

Reviewing some of Himmler’s more intricate instructions on one
occasion Hitler commented to his private staff: ‘Himmler is a pedant,
like his father. Really an ideal man for Reich Minister of Culture,
he added, then remarked: ‘But I need him where he is.” There was
something of the Scoutmaster in this attention to detail, and
something of the paymaster, but still little of the warlord. He was the
Reichsfithrer however, and he knew where he was going.

After the death in Berlin on February 20, 1934 of SS Gruppenfiihrer
Siegfried Seidel-Dittmarsch, operations chief (which later became the
SS Main Office), Himmler ‘rediscovered’ his duties as Reichsfiithrer
SS and took over again. The man had been an experienced combat
veteran and inclined to restrict Himmler to his police duties.

SOME FINE GRAPHIC DESIGNERS HAD JOINED the Party - notably
Walter Heck and Karl Diebitsch, later an SS-Oberfiihrer and
professor. The two ‘sig’-runes, forming the letters SS, were flattened
off and re-angled and reshaped, with all the expertise that major
conglomerates now devote to corporate-image and style. Heck would
design some of the officers’ badges, like the SS-Leistungsabzeichen,
or Proficiency Badge, and the special insignia of rank, and the side
arms, daggers and scabbards that SS officers would need for their
dress uniforms.

Above all it was that uniform for the SS which seized Himmler’s
attention. It marked them out as the very best, the bravest of the brave.
It was the allure of the black uniform that brought many young men
into the SS. To use modern parlance, it was ‘sharp.” Some sources say
it was Diebitsch alone who designed it. Himmler undoubtedly had
a hand in it. Some uniform-connoisseurs trace its pocket-design, its
waisting, its high-peaked visor cap, its knee-length black riding-boots
and other conceits and accessories to the uniforms of the American
state police troopers, and particularly those in Massachusetts and
New Jersey. Others even detect the influence of Hollywood costume
designers. (The chancellor Heinrich Briining wrote that before 1933
the SS were equipped largely with American-made guns.)
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Mass-produced by Germany’s finest manufacturers, the jet-black
uniform would shape the image of Himmler’s men for the remaining
years of peace; in time of war field-grey took its place. He guarded
over it like a headmaster at a public school. T draw strict attention, he
dictated at the end of 1939, ‘to the fact that any modification, even the
most trivial, to both the black and the grey SS uniform, is forbidden
and can be made only with my express permission.’

Among the manufacturers was Hugo Boss, a well-known
manufacturer in Wiirttemberg. At a time when it could do no harm,
in 1934 and 1935, his company boasted in advertisements that they
had supplied the Party uniforms since 1924. Attracted by Hitler’s
promise to end unemployment, then already running at over five
million, Boss had signed up to the Party as recently as April 1931,
joining 130,000 others. In the same year he had also become one of
the thousands of ‘sponsorship members’ of Himmler’s SS.

Therise of his company, subsequently one of the world’s male fashion
leaders, was typical: Its sales and profits increased one hundredfold
in the next ten years. By 1934 he was a licensed uniform-supplier of
the SS, the SA, the Hitler Youth, and many other Party organisations.
Concentrating on the best uniforms, insignia, and marching bands,
Himmler had found his metier. It simplifies things that our subject
still showed little interest in politics. He left that kind of thing to
Hitler, the flamboyant aviator Hermann Goring, and Joseph Goebbels
in Berlin. He had a single-track mind.

IN JULY 1931 THE DARMSTADTER & Nationalbank collapsed, and a
run on Germany’s banks began. As Briining’s minority government
in Berlin floundered, Himmler was elsewhere, dedicating himself
to building his SS, seeing them as the Dragon’s Teeth of a reborn
German nation. In October 1931 the Briining government was on the
verge of collapse. Hitler convened a meeting with the other nationalist
groups including the Pan-Germans, Stahlhelm, SA, and Landsbund
at Bad Harzburg, to establish a common front against Dr Briining
and bring down the feckless rulers who were steering Germany onto
the rocks. The ‘Harzburg Front’ rally was held on Sunday October 11,
1931. Although his SS put in an appearance, Himmler gave the event
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barely a nod, as he scurried around northern Germany brushing up
his social contacts with German’s grand figures from the past, using
his magnificent new adjutant Prinz Waldeck as the turn-key.

He had just turned thirty-one. His boss Ernst Rohm travelled
to Harzburg sharing a train compartment with Baron Karl von
Eberstein, then of the SA’s Organisation Department. Réhm drank
quite a bit and showed oft Eberstein to the older SA men, and
commented on the masculine cut of his Brownshirt, but that was
all. As Eberstein later said, on the allegations of homosexuality, ‘If
he had come onto to me, I would have been out of there like a shot.’

HITLER'S PERFORMANCE AT Harzburg did not impress. One of
Himmler’s colleagues recalled the unappetising image of their Fithrer
fidgeting on the platform at Harzburg, surrounded by bespectacled,
bearded, academic-looking gentlemen, along with the press magnate
Dr Alfred Hugenburg, Lieutenant-Colonel Theodor Duesterberg,
and Dr Hjalmar Schacht, then delivering a speech stuffed with
platitudes - anxious to please and fearing to offend.

The Reichstag reassembled on October 13, 1931 after a seven month
absence. Himmler was one of the Party’s members, but all walked
out two days later. Before leaving the building, he took a sheet of
headed Reichstag notepaper and reported, dutiful as ever, to his
parents: ‘Sorry I couldn’t write you from Bad Harzburg. It was much
ado what with the rally and everything else, so I didn’t get down to
Munich.” His ink running out, he switched to pencil: ‘Friday before
that I drove up to Schwerin with Waldeck, and we stayed at his
mother-in-law’s, the Grand Duchess of Oldenburg, a delightful old
lady. I enclose a view of the castle. Saturday [October 10] I spoke in
Rostock, then took the train overnight down to Harzburg (had to
change trains six times). You've probably read about Harzburg, he
added diffidently. It evidently bored him.

In the evening I went on to Brunswick, spent the night there,
and on Monday morning back up to Schwerin. On Tuesday
morning to Berlin for the Reichstag [opening], arrived midday.
This evening Friday [the sixteenth] I'm at the Reichstag. Briining
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has just wangled a majority of 24 votes.
I spent one evening together with little Ernst [his younger
brother]. Now I'm off to the Brunswick rally.
Lots and lots of hugs and kisses, your Heini.

HIMMLER’S VISION FOUND RESONANCE IN THE aristocracy. Eventually
there would be scarcely a princely house which did not enlist one
of its sons in his SS. Dukes, barons, and minor royalty like Prince
Bernhard of Lippe-Biesterfeld joined SS-units, particularly the
cavalry, the Reiter SS. (Bernhard resigned in 1936 to marry Princess
Juliana, who became Queen of the Netherlands, and judges at
Nuremberg would later define that the Reiter SS was a criminal
organisation — but helpfully added that was only from 1937 onward.)
These notables did not have to join the Party to become a member
of Himmler’s SS. Appointed as the chief of Himmler’s race office,
Richard Walther Darré attended only one SS function in his life, but
he was a bystander, a privileged onlooker. Many a Reich minister
found himself spooned into the SS after the ‘seizure of power’ in 1933;
the personnel files contain many a discreet letter to Himmler’s staft
asking to have their names expunged from the official SS Rangliste.
There was something pan-European about the SS and its princes.
Eventually fourteen Hesses and nine Coburgs joined this new
knighthood. The Hesse’s were not averse to the elegant black uniform;
they liked too being in an inner circle. Philipp von Hesse joined in
1930; Christoph von Hesse, who shortly became head of the secret
Intelligence agency, the Forschungsamt, in 1932. He married Princess
Sophie of Greece, the youngest sister of Britain’s Duke of Edinburgh;
in fact Prince Philip’s four sisters all lived in Hitler’s Reich throughout
the coming war, they joined the Party and married German princes,
gauleiters, or SS generals — which may explain why his family was
under-represented at Westminster Abbey when he married Princess
Elizabeth, later H.M. Queen Elizabeth II, in November 1947.

A LETTER REACHED HEINRICH HIMMLER IN BERLIN soon after
Harzburg from Marga. Little had changed in the four years, but their
letters were inevitably cooler. Her life revolved around her daughter,
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Gudrun. They still had debts, and she nagged him in Berlin about
them. ‘Be a good fellow, she wrote on October 11, ‘and bring me a
plank for the window for my cactus plants. You ought to drive over
to Papa’s. Think of fruit.’

His modestly exalted status as a Reichstag member became known.
Elfriede (probably Elfriede Reifschneider; Himmler often lived with
her and her husband when in Berlin) wanted to visit, as did Gerhard
Eisenschmid of Zossen, a ‘brother’ in the Apollo fraternity: ‘Suddenly
he knows you.” Then more trivia: “Thursday I'll kill my geese, I've got
no feed for them, how will Harzburg play out?’ she asked in the same
breath. ‘And what happens if it doesn’t? I hope you write soon.” ‘How
I'd like to be there at all these big events,” she sighed, putting aside
her knitting. ‘T still hope they pull it off soon. The radio says that
Hitler and Gohring [sic] went off to see Hindenburg. What was that
about? I did my pullover wrong and I've had to unravel it -, and so
she chattered on.

Nothing came of Harzburg. The two top Party men still made
insufficient impression on President Hindenburg. In Himmler’s
absence, the little household in Waldtrudering became a meeting
point, so Marga told him on November 14, 1931, and she sat listening
in to their chatter. ‘Watch out for your friends. I'll tell you everything
verbally. T hope all this speaking is not putting too much strain on
you, she wrote two weeks later. Using words that may well have
caused the car-owner Heini to wince, as he still loved that Dixi, she
added that she had ‘scraped the worst of the muck’ off their car.

CACTUS PLANTS, DROPPED stitches, killing geese: Heinrich Himmler
was now above these things. He had other fish to fry. Immersing
himself in ancient tomes on archeology and prehistoric tribes,
plucking leather-bound volumes from the shelves and underscoring
their wise words, reading essays like Baron Evola’s ‘Restoration of the
West on the Basis of the Original Aryan Spirit, and writing in the
margins, he had bent himself to restoring an entire race.

Baron Karl von Eberstein was adjutant at SA and SS headquarters
in Weimar when Himmler came in 1930 to check out that his SS
officers in Thuringia understood the importance of race. ‘He ran
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his eye over us, Eberstein recalled, describing this ‘rather insulting’
visit - ‘the way you might appraise a pedigree horse.” Learning that
Eberstein’s wife hailed from Saxony, Himmler made remarked that
Saxons were good at tinplate and lace.

‘He’s an odd type, remarked Eberstein to his Oberfiihrer, and they
agreed that it was curious that Adolf Hitler had chosen him.

HIMMLER HOWEVER WAS IN NO doubt. He was sure he could master
it. Somehow he would have to isolate the pure Aryan gene, like
separating a rare isotope. It would enrage his enemies if he succeeded.
He could enrich this new nation, one man at a time, sinew by sinew;
it would call for men of the highest racial purity, but it was not
impossible.

He alone would know when his SS had achieved the critical mass.
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‘I KNOW, BOASTED HIMMLER LATER, WITH a hint of ennui, ‘there are
many people in Germany who feel sick in the pit of their stomach at
the sight of our black uniform. We understand this, and we do not
expect to be loved.” He was speaking five years later, in 1936. ‘All those
who have Germany at heart, he continued, ‘will and should respect
us. All those who have a bad conscience . . . should fear us. For these
people we have constructed an organisation called the Sicherheits-
dienst [security service], and likewise . . . the secret state police.’

Himmler embarked on his mission to create an elite force. He made
it mandatory for SS men to seek his permission before marrying,
submitting photographs and full details - like whether the fiancée was
kinderlieb (fond of children), or whether there was a family history
of alcoholism or suicide. ‘Himmler informed me he is determined on
the SS marriage thing, whatever the consequences,” recorded Darré
in November 1931, and added that they set up a Scandinavian branch
of the SS to scout for Nordic girls. Himmler issued this Marriage
Order on January 8, 1932, backdated to the last day of 1931. It was
his most extraordinary Order yet: “The SS is quite clear that with this
order we are taking a step of enormous significance.’

It revealed his single-mindedness on race. As from January 1 his
SS men, this ‘specially selected body of men defined as Nordic types,
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must seek permission to marry, and it would depend on racial purity.
At any sign of truculence - if the SS man defied Himmler’s veto —
he would be cast out of the SS. Let others mock, the Reichsfiihrer
concluded this order; let others scoff, or misunderstand. That
mattered not: “The future belongs to us.” Each SS officer now had to
submit a mandatory genealogical chart, going back for two centuries
into his family history. Its first paragraph dictated:

The genealogy must list all ancestors of the SS man and/or his
bride or betrothed as far back as those born on or before January 1,
1800. For SS officers, data must go back to 1750 if possible.

In another era, such interference in private matters might have seen
a commander hounded out of office, to the Homeric laughter of his
men. In fact it was an Order of great psychological magnetism. The
elite SS, which had been started as a crude bodyguard for Hitler, was
suddenly to become something more formidable, more monumental.
Henceforth its roots would seem to extend back for two centuries,
and into the future as far as the human eye could behold.

THE MARRIAGE ORDER caused much difficulty. Teams of genealogists
in the newly created Race Agency (Rassenamt, later the Rasse- und
Siedlungshauptamt) drilled into church and municipal archives,
hitting many an unsuspected rock on the way. Himmler appointed
as first chief of the agency his friend and admirer Darré. As the
loftiest Party men crowded into Himmler’s ranks, some were found
to be not without blemish. He was relentless: there could be no
compromise. He was the eye of the needle; he read every application.
One medizaval Jew had wrought havoc in the villages: the oats he had
sown haunted applicant after applicant for the SS, two centuries after
the Jew’s death. In 1940 Himmler tossed an enlisted man out of the
SS, stating that he would not tolerate any man with a Jewish ancestor
born after the Thirty Years War (which ended in 1648).

Among those caught in Himmler’s net was Hitler’s own chauffeur,
Emil Maurice. In 1935 he was SS Member No. 2. His daring in a
Hofbrauhaus battle in November 1921 had earned him a mention
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in Mein Kampf, and Himmler had just promoted him to SS Stan-
dartenfiihrer (colonel) for his bravery in arresting ‘several mutineers’
during the events of June 30, 1934 about which we have still to hear —
and in 1935 Emil-Jules Wilhelm Maurice became engaged to Hedwig
Ploetz - Hitler even offered his Munich apartment for the wedding.
Before that day, May 11, like any other SS officer, Maurice had to
produce an Aryan Certificate, and this revealed Jewish ancestry. His
grandfather was actually buried in a Jewish cemetery in Hamburg.

Heinrich Himmler had never liked the man. An episode still
rankled from earlier, when Emil Maurice and Julius Schreck had
briefly expelled Himmler from the original SS for violating a Hitler
ban on drills. Thrilled by the discovery that Maurice was a Jew,
Himmler demanded his expulsion from the Party and SS.

Hitler would not hear of expelling him, and on August 31 Himmler
dictated this sour note for the files:

1. According to his own genealogical chart, SS Standartenfiihrer
Emil Maurice is without doubt not of Aryan descent;

2. On the occasion of the nuptials of SS Standartenfiihrer Maurice,
at which he had to produce his genealogical chart, I made my
view clear to the Fithrer that Maurice must resign from the SS;

3. The Fiithrer has ruled that in this one exceptional case, both
Maurice and his siblings may remain in the SS, because he
was his very first companion and because he and . . . the entire
Maurice family served with rare courage and devotion in the
earliest and hardest years of the movement.

Before ordering this note placed on the secret files, Himmler added
a furious commentary: ‘T rule that neither may Maurice be inscribed
in the roll of the SS, nor may any subsequent issue of the Maurice
family enlist.” He decreed further that the Fiihrer alone had had this
right to make such an exception.

IT WAS AN ALTERCATION WHICH HISTORY should not overlook. It
would not be the only time that Hitler held out his hand to protect a
Jew threatened by a Himmler edict. For Hitler, the fight against Judea
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had effectively ended when he entered the Reich Chancellery.

A few days after Himmler issued the Marriage Order, on January
25, 1932, Hitler put him in charge of security against possible
Communist or police invasions at the Brown House. The SS man
had to meet rigorous standards - including physical appearance, and
a minimum height of 1.80 metres. Himmler disdained short men
(he would describe the stunted little major-general Helmuth Stieft,
one of the July 1944 plotters, as a “poison dwarf’ and poor copy of the
King of Italy). Having his own men on the main doors of the Brown
House enabled Himmler to grab for the SS those applicants who
seemed fittest and best: his officers knew what types to look out for.

While R6hm and the vulgar SA commanders were more interested
in numbers, Himmler wanted only the best for his SS - and that
meant the Nordic type - the ‘blond, blue-eyed, narrow-skulled, slim
racial type, as Heydrich’s deputy Werner Best said. If suitable men
walked in, intending to join Rohm’s SA Brownshirts, SS recruiters
nabbed them, arguing they had the finer uniform, and were the
guardians of Hitler. As Himmler himself later said: “We started with
the principles of plant selection and then proceeded to weed out the
men whom we did not think we could use for the build-up of the SS’

There were many who silently mocked that Himmler, and even
Hitler, fell outside the ideal criteria: Himmler, observed Best,
belonged absolutely to the swarthy, round-headed, stocky ‘eastern’
type, with nary a hint of ‘westerner” Himmler laughed: “The skull
may be round, but it can still have an oblong brain tucked inside
it” At a dinner at the Japanese embassy, he lectured Best’s wife on
Nordic qualities. “That’s pretty dangerous stuft, she stoutly retorted.
‘Because if we put it into practice we’d lose our entire leadership —
the Fithrer himself; you, Herr Himmler; Dr Goebbels, and quite a
lot more.” She added: “The only ones left would be fellows like Herr
Lutze. Himmler regarded the fair-haired Viktor Lutze as a nonentity.

THROUGH THAT STREET DOOR of the Brown House in 1931 sauntered
Karl Wolff, a tall, lean, slightly bewildered young man with a beaky
nose and keen eyes. Wolff had joined the Party in July 1931. He told
the SS recruiters of his war decorations, and of his active service
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as a lieutenant in a Guards regiment - distinctions which he never
failed to mention. Visiting an SS Sturm, roughly a platoon, he was
impressed by the comrades he found. He signed up. It was October 7,
1931, Himmler’s birthday. Wolft was given SS number 14,235 and
joined the 1st SS Standarte in Munich, based in the Brown House.
He soon took over command of No. 88 Sturm.

Born on May 13, 1900, Karl Wolff was a few months older than
Himmler. The archives hold his own contemporary account of their
first encounter. Rohm had set up a ‘Reichsfiihrer School’ in an empty
factory building in Schwanthaler Strasse; a fellow SS officer, Richard
Hildebrandt, suggested that they attend its first course, at the end of
January 1932. In his mind’s eye, Wolft wrote at the time, he could see
his wife wringing her hands, but he was following his instinct.

The Reichsfithrer School had three floors, with a dormitory for
the ninety-five participants, among them a Dane and a Norwegian.
‘And then, recalled Wolff, ‘came the big moment, as the Reichsfiithrer
arrived and inspected our line-up for the first time in the courtyard.’
To general surprise, Himmler was wearing not just his quaint
pince-nez eyeglasses, but the new black ‘Hugo Boss’ SS uniform;
nobody had seen it before. Wolff was enthralled - by Himmler, by
that uniform and by the history he told ‘of world revolution, the Jews,
the Freemasons, Christianity and the problems of race.’

On the final evening of the course, the last streetcar had gone and
Wolft prepared to walk home with SS Standartenfiihrer Heinrich
Hoflich. They had less than five marks between them — not enough for
a cab. Himmler offered affably to drive them home before motoring
on to Waldtrudering. He gave Wolft the pet name “Woélfchen.’

‘WOLFCHEN’ FAWNED ON HIMMLER. He wrote to Himmler in 1939
warbling that he personified all that was ‘good, beautiful, and manly,
and everything for which it seems worthwhile striving.” ‘All we are
today, Wolff added, ‘we owe to you and the Fiihrer’

The ultimate SS aim was to bring together all the Germanic races
in Europe, as a counterweight to the Yellow Peril looming in Asia.
T recall the Reichsfiihrer calculating, wrote Wolff, ‘that within a
century or two there would be one billion in these new Mongol and
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coloured hordes bearing down upon the dying Europe, and that they
would eventually wash us all away.” Misgivings would come to Wolft
only later. ‘Fate has placed me at the side of the Reichsfithrer SS as
his closest colleague, he wrote. ‘T admire him unconditionally, and I
believe profoundly in his historic mission.’

So he sallied forth along his path which would ultimately wend its
way through the charnel houses of OPERATION REINHARDT, into the
Fiihrer’s secret lair, and eventually the Swiss bureau of the OSS.

IN MAY 1945 WOLFF HAD DUTIFUL SECOND THOUGHTS as, far away
across Europe, Himmler’s life ticked to its violent end. ‘In the
beginning, Wolff would reminisce in British captivity, ‘we had
very decent and gifted chaps in the SS - men who really could have
become the nobility of a new society. . . Now the decent men in the
SS have got to suffer for these things like the concentration camps
and gas-chambers and crematories.” It was a belated, even dishonest,
insight.

From that beginning in 1931, Wolff spiralled effortlessly upwards.
He was Aryan, suave, and diplomatic. He established a bosom
friendship with Reinhard Heydrich; each became godfather to the
other’s son. Very belatedly put on trial in the 1960s, Wolff assessed
Heydrich thus: ‘He was a man with a razor-sharp mind, but basically
a gentle man, who compensated by displaying an outward hardness.
That was rather the same with Himmler too.” The British returned
him to Germany for trial but the Americans had done a deal with
Wolff and hid him away in an asylum, and turned a deaf ear on the
‘war-crimes’ investigators.

While other SS generals remained loyal to their former chief well
beyond the end, Wolft suspected in 1945 that somewhere a rope was
being braided for him. In March 1945 he anticipated the inevitable by
going behind both Hitler and Himmler, and contacting Allen Dulles,
the OSS chief in Switzerland, offering to sell out the entire Axis front
in northern Italy. It was Dulles who would ultimately spare Wolft
from the U.S. Army gibbet which snared most of his colleagues. This
was a treachery which Wolff laboured to keep secret. Upon learning
of a scathing post-war news report in the Schwidbische Donauzeitung,
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he expressed concern to American interrogators that their secret deal
might go down in history as ‘another Twentieth of July, as he put it -
an act of betrayal; quite so. Obligingly, he volunteered to interrogators
the names of all the financial ‘Friends of Himmler,” adding smugly: ‘T
am providing these names to you although I know that the members’
list is one of the few things that were supposed to be deleted from
the Reichsfiihrer’s files.” Industrialist Fritz Kranefuss, who ran the
‘Friends,” had destroyed all the files and taken his own life to keep
its secrets. Wolff rated his own life more dearly. In captivity, he
became unbalanced and one interrogator, Norbert Barr, concluded:
‘Although subject is without doubt a mental case, his memory is at
times excellent and some of the information he gives of value.’

Again, quite so. ‘Wolfchen’ survived to die in his bed in 1984. When
he telegraphed 500 Deutschmarks to Gudrun in 1961, Himmler’s
perceptive daughter, then in her thirties, sent the donation back,
marked ‘refused’.

THE PARADOX WAS THAT THE LOWER THE man ranked in Himmler’s
entourage, the less likely he was to survive in Soviet captivity. The
SS elite returned ten years after the war from Russia to Germany,
and they were swiftly hired by the British, American, and German
intelligence services. They were the very best at their trade.

For ten years Karl Wolff had been an expert at survival; he was
cunning, imaginative, and flexible. Taken prisoner by the British, he
said this about Himmler who was at the time still on the run:

Allhis friendships went to pieces, every single one. . . He became
too powerful, and just as he aped the Fithrer in more or less
everything, he then began to use force and take advantage of his
power. He was responsible for fantastic instances of ingratitude.

When he broke even with me [in 1943], it was all over. I told
him, or rather I had him told by a third person, that even if we
won the war, the Reichsfiithrer would find himself completely
isolated - or at least surrounded only by a few desperadoes.

Here is his description of a photo of young Himmler during the
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1923 putsch, manning R6hm’s barricade in Munich: “‘When he was
scared, he always hunched his shoulders like a tortoise and his neck
vanished and only his head poked out.” In the picture, claimed Wolft,
Heini was wearing army goggles, ‘devoid of the slightest trace of
fashion or chic.” The photo is well-known, and lacks all these details.

As the shadow of the gallows receded, Wolff’s feelings towards
Himmler changed. He now described him as a capable organiser,
a trained estate manager, a mixture of the corporal and the
schoolmaster. ‘His religiousness is best regarded as a reverence for
ancestors and grandchildren, an awe of blood and race, and the
responsibility each individual must feel toward his line.’

Himmler did benefit from the element of continuity provided
by Wolff until 1943. Wolff eventually became Himmler’s chief of
staft and then Himmler’s liaison officer to Hitler. He suggested to
interrogators that he seldom saw the Reichsfiihrer. The archives tell us
otherwise. They travelled, ate, and worked together. He is there when
Himmler visits a Jewish household in the Ukraine, and standing at
his side a day or two later, in August 1941, watching an execution at
Minsk; when he inspects sites like the sprawling industrial complex
at Auschwitz, Wolft’s tailored figure shares the camera-frame.

THE HUMDRUM WORLD FROM which Himmler had extracted Marga
seemed far away. Occasionally she joined him in Berlin. In March
1932, as he charged around North Germany in yet another election
campaign, she returned to Waldtrudering and reported that her
younger sister Lydia Boden, a seamstress, was coming and that
Hans Bastian, their driver, would be fetching her: ‘Last night people
plastered our entire fence with our posters.’

She was worried she might be pregnantagain, because she wrote him
on March 20, using appropriate circumlocutions: ‘It’s the twentieth
today, and still nothing. What then? I just can’t stop thinking about
it” Heini wanted a son, but she veered off topic onto Rudolf Hess,
who had written to a baron without the proper mode of address, and
woes about two dozen eggs delivered for hatching, but she had found
only twenty-three and ten of the chicks had died. Perhaps she was
broody too, as she sighed: ‘Ach, my tiny love, what’s up with me?’
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One evening in April 1932 the evening radio news told her that the
Reichstag was dissolving on May 9, so she proposed to travel north
to spend more time with him. ‘Perhaps at Whitsun we could make a
little trip into the countryside around B., that would be so lovely. .

The family albums contain several photos of Heini visiting his
family in July and September 1932. Out of that dashing uniform, he
cut a sorrier figure, with his pince-nez eyeglasses, sagging physique,
and much-worn leather pants and Tyrol hat. He wears the familiar
jovial grin in snapshots. Marga herself is seldom smiling. Gudrun,
clutching a new clown doll, has the kind of wary look on her face
which toddlers adopt when a father visits — one who is seldom there.

THAT SUMMER OF 1932 the black uniform was introduced throughout
the SS. All those who joined recall the grinding poverty before the
wheel finally brought Hitler to power. Violence ruled the streets
and took an increasing toll of life; but the National Socialists were
about to become the largest Party. President Hindenburg still backed
the chancellor, Heinrich Briining of the Centre Party. His interior
minister banned the SA and SS in April 1932; angry at this prejudice
against the right, Hindenburg asked Briining for his resignation.

Himmler persuaded his father to read up on their Party’s Fiihrer.
He (or Marga) sent round volume two of Mein Kampf, and the old
man finished reading it at the end of May 1932. He did not warm
to everything Hitler had written, where it conflicted with his own
views on the educational system. Hitler felt it absurd that hundreds
of thousands of well-educated priests had to remain celibate, while
the government could not prevent ignorant and racially marginal
parents from reproducing. Where Hitler had warned that ‘silly’
bourgeois elements had failed to understand why they must take up
arms against evil, the professor wrote the word ‘Italy!” in the margin.

Setting Mein Kampfaside, Gebhard Himmler inscribed these words
on its last page, for his son to read: ‘Read to the end with fervent
interest and sincere admiration of this man, June 2, 1932. Himmler.

Better late than never. Still, it seemed an endorsement of what his
son was doing.



19: The Problem with Rohm

AS THE CHIEF OF STAFF Ernst Rohm rebuilt the SA, it seemed obvious
what criterion he was applying: only homosexuals need apply.

The controversy had boiled over. The Munich prosecutor had been
hoping to nail Réhm with homosexual activity and on July 10, 1931
the Berlin police had seized letters he had written to a friend, Dr
Karl-Giinther Heimsoth. The police slid them into the hands of a
left-wing journalist, Dr Helmut Klotz (a renegade SA officer who had
participated in the 1923 putsch). Klotz printed 300,000 copies of a
brochure, “Three of R6hm’s Letters to Dr Heimsoth’ — Drei Briefe
Rohms an Dr Heimsoth. The letters reeked of homosexual torments
and desires (‘every woman is an abomination’). The Miinchner Post
and Miinchner Neueste Nachrichten printed them on March 7, 1932.

Homosexual activity was a criminal offence in most civilised
countries including Germany, but Hitler did nothing. He spoke of
Nibelungentreue, the Wagnerian comradeship of man for man.

The Party refused to buy into that. Himmler stayed silent on the
sticky controversy. He was aware of the numerical weakness of the
SS, but with a general election imminent Hitler’s other lieutenants
were aghast. On March 24, 1932 Konstantin Hierl, who had been
appointed deputy director of Party organisation, signed a letter of
protest to ‘Herr Hitler: ‘Party-comrade [Walter] Buch and Dr Frick
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have already apprised you of the grave concerns which oppress not
only myself but all other Office Holders a propos the R6hm Letters.’
The enemy, warned Hierl, would make ‘devastating’ use of them;
nor were old-fashioned Stahlhelm men or Deutsch-Nationale
conservatives likely to be amused. Out of friendship for Réhm, Hitler
was risking alienating tens of thousands.

Hitler did nothing. The Party Treasurer, Xaver Schwarz, began an
angry dossier on this perversion threatening their Movement. The
word was that no boy attending one particular grammar school in
Munich was safe from Ro6hm’s scouts, who lingered outside its gates.
Walter Buch, chief of the Party Court, tackled Hitler direct. He had
received complaints from parents. Buch urged him to replace R6hm
with somebody, preferably married and with children, ‘a man like
[Viktor] Lutze.” Hitler replied that Rohm was denying the allegations.

Walter Buch actually hired a hit-man to kill Rohm and four
homosexual colleagues before they could do more damage. The
chosen hit-man, Emil Traugott Danzeisen, delegated the job to
a former architect, Emil Karl Horn; Horn ratted out to one of the
intended victims, Count Dr Carl-Leon Du Moulin Eckart, who duly
informed the police, and six-month sentences were handed down all
round. Himmler’s position was awkward. Du Moulin was, his diary
shows, a friend at the time of the 1923 putsch, and R6hm was his
superior. He intervened with Buch on R6hm’s behalf.

Martin Bormann wrote on October 5, 1932, to Hess: ‘If the Fithrer
retains this man, then I and countless others no longer understand
him. Hitler’s puzzling response was to order a stop to the tongue-
wagging. “The SA isn’t a finishing school for oldest daughters,” he
reminded them all, ‘but a body of roughnecks and pugilists.’

THE REICHSFUHRER WAS content to merge into the shadows, and
leave the glory to Rohm and the power to his Fithrer. When a SA
leader, Walter Stennes, took Hitler to court in January 1932, even
the Jewish journalists crowding the Press benches were impressed
by the figure Hitler cut. T must note right away that the impression
Hitler makes is immeasurably better than expected,” wrote Gershon
Savitt, the Berlin correspondent for Haaretz, a Mandate-Palestine



19: The Problem with Rohm 233

Hebrew paper. ‘He is 46, but looks younger. . . Self-satisfaction and
self-confidence are apparent in his movements; he acts and feels as if
he himself is a “star,” because the world’s eyes are upon him and this
pleases him.

Heinrich Himmler would attract little press attention. To the public
at large, he was still an unknown quantity. When the Daily Express
invited Rohm, the SA chief, to dinner in 1932, the newspaper’s
Berlin stringer Selkirk Panton glimpsed the ‘Japanese-like’ figure of
Himmler standing in the background, blinking through his pince-
nez. Panton recalled the scene thirteen years later as he reviewed the
lifeless man lying on that front-room floor in Liineburg.

ON THE LAST DAY OF JULY 1932 THE NEW ELECTION swept Hitler’s
Party to an even stronger position in the Reichstag. Over eighty
percent turned out to vote. Hitler’s candidates won 37-3 percent of
their votes, which made his the largest Party with 230 seats. Goring
was appointed Speaker (Reichstagsprisident). The Communists also
gained seats.

Himmler took no part in the inner counsels in Berlin: his
power-base was elsewhere, Munich. He nursed none of the ambitions
that fired Dr Goebbels and others. He left it to Hitler, Goring, Franz
von Papen, and Kurt von Schleicher to posture on the Berlin stage.
He was no politician; he was an administrator, an organiser, and
perhaps something of a would-be soldier too.

Back in Munich, Himmler’s men like Reinhard Heydrich prepared
for power in their own way. Heydrich had founded a new Security
Service, the Sicherheitsdienst (SD), soon after the government lifted
the ban on the SA and SS in June 1932. He had started with a few men
from his own Intelligence section. Initially the SD central office was
in Munich.

Personnel files suggest that in 1932 the embryonic SD had about
thirty members, with ninety-four more in 1933 and two hundred
added in 1934. Many were experts in their own field. What Heydrich
achieved in these last months before coming to power, given only a
shoestring budget, was formidable. Unpaid, or underpaid, idealists
trickled into the SD - each one a volunteer, and most of them working
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for the SD part-time. His few salaried colleagues survived on 150
marks a month or less. With these men he spun a network of SD
Aussenstellen, or field-offices, across Germany, and continued work
on the great card-index, his vital weapon, over the next ten years.

Himmler had done well in selecting this young man as his principal
lieutenant. Himmler defined the SD uniform too, the regulation SS
black, but distinguished by a discreet patch on their left cuft with
the embroidered letters SD. These SD initiates were still honourable
men - but that would change as time passed.

BY THE SUMMER OF 1932 the structure of this Intelligence network
was so far completed, with five regional SD Groups (North, South,
East, West, and South-East), that Himmler and Heydrich were able
to address a secret inaugural meeting. They called in all the heads
of the field offices on September 11, 1932. “They assured us, recalled
Paul Leffler, of the SD-Group East, ‘that the SD was to become the
main intelligence centre.’

Until they came to power, the SD’s job would be to gather data on
the aims, methods, and plans of their opponents; more generally, they
were to report on ‘anything of interest’. The aim was, said Heydrich
on this occasion, for the SD to become an institution like the greatly
admired British Intelligence Service or the French Deuxiéme Bureau.
‘Again and again, recalled Leffler afterwards, ‘they stressed their
intention to employ only men of faultless character.’

The authorities watched closely over the emergence of this unusual
Intelligence agency but felt they could do nothing, so long as
everything stayed within the law.

There was no hint of any later criminality.



20: Torchlight parade

HITLER'S BROWN TIDE SWIRLED ever closer to the Reich Chancellery
that winter of 1932. In a blizzard of betrayals, bribes, and blackmail
he finally stepped through that Chancellery doorway. Writing it up in
his diary on January 30, 1933 Richard Walther Darré said that little
had they - Frick, Hess, and the rest — dared hope that Hitler might
actually be appointed Reich Chancellor: ‘Himmler and Réhm then
come in and mention casually, “Hitler has already been sworn in.” We
all just laugh out loud.” Many assumed that the Hitler government was
just a flash in the pan; but as he entered the building Hitler muttered
sotto voce: ‘No power on earth will get me out of this building alive!’

It was an untidy victory, which left many loose ends. With the Left
still crowding the Reichstag, Hitler did not have absolute power. For a
year after this electoral tsunami, eddies and undercurrents persisted,
leaving whirlpools of disorder: the rule of law no longer obtained,
and many victims vanished into the darkness. Ernst R6hm’s hordes
of déclassé SA militiamen began a reign of terror. Their ‘auxiliary
police’ (‘Hilfspolizei’) arrested people at whim; secret dungeons,
torture rooms, and holding-camps sprang up across Germany.

The receding storm-surge left pockets of Germany in other
hands - unresolved. Bavaria, after Prussia the largest power, was
controlled by the Bavarian People’s Party, the BVP, a minority
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government since 1930. The prime minister was Heinrich Held,
sixty-five years old, and he held out against Gleichschaltung, ‘synchro-
nisation’ of the provinces, for as long as he could.

ON THE NIGHT that Hitler came to power, the serried ranks of the
SA and SS, marching twenty abreast and carrying blazing torches,
tramped through the Brandenburg Gate and spilled out onto the
Unter den Linden boulevard. Himmler marched at the head of his
contingent with Reinhard Heydrich perhaps at his side - T think,
Himmler said, recalling it after Heydrich had gone.

More likely Heydrich was already at his desk, working up the lists
of enemies to be neutralised. Carl Severing, the outgoing Prussian
minister of the interior, had long prepared such lists. Heydrich had left
his pregnant wife Lina behind in Munich to pack furniture for Berlin.
Himmler brought the SD headquarters to a building in Eichenallee.
‘Himmler and Heydrich,” recalled Heinz Jost, ‘had agreed that the
several regional German police forces must be merged into a single
“Reichspolizei” under their control.’

Hitler’s ministers were in the minority. He was held back by the
‘Old Gang’ politicians in his Cabinet as part of the deal he had struck
with Hindenburg. If Himmler had expected some immediate reward
for ten years of loyalty, he was disappointed. Himmler went back to
Munich. Here for many weeks he agitated — even spreading rumours
of a plot against Hitler to document his own indispensability. Later
he had no need to fabricate, as the Communists made half a dozen
attempts on Hitler’s life that first year alone. Since November 1932,
mere membership of the KPD, the Communist Party, counted as high
treason. Steered by Moscow and the Comintern, the Communists
were experts in subversion; they had gone underground.

THE BLOODY STREET battles continued for many months. A gang of
Communists ambushed and shot SS Scharfiihrer Kurt von der Ahé
in a Berlin street on February 19, 1933. Having always wanted a son,
Himmler adopted one of the murdered Ahé’s two orphans, five-year
old Gerhard. “We’ve adopted a boy, he wrote to Louise Niedermeyer,
perhaps a domestic, ‘as we unfortunately don’t have one of our own.’
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‘An alert kid. Piippi is really pleased,” wrote Marga in her baby-diary:
‘She consoles him when he cries that he wants to go home’

Heini soon lost interest in him and sent him to a boarding school.
T only know, Karl Wolft was heard to remark about the foster-son,
‘that he was accorded the most unkind treatment. The evidence
bears this out, despite posed photos in the Himmler family albums
showing himself and the lad in Bavarian Lederhosen — in one, Heini
is gingerly patting the boy’s head.

Unwanted by his widowed mother and ignored by Himmler,
Gerhard von der Ahé was a problem child for many years. While
Gudrun was mollycoddled, and sent adoring letters to her distant
dad, the boy penned letters in copperplate writing from boarding
school, pleading to come home. He was often suspended and scattered
entries in Marga’s diary betray his increasing delinquency until he
bravely joined the Waffen-SS at Briinn in 1945. He survived the war.

AT FIRST THE National Socialists had real power only in Prussia. Here
Hermann Goéring was prime minister. Himmler’s name does not
figure in GOring’s 1933 pocket diary. Fate however played into their
hands - and, as Hitler so often preached, the ‘Goddess of Fortune
passes only once.” On February 27, 1933 a Dutch Communist wastrel
set fire to the Reichstag building. Hitler was visiting Dr Goebbels at
the time. The phone rang with the news. It certainly took Hitler by
surprise. Seeing it as a signal for a Red takeover, Hitler persuaded
Hindenburg to sign an Emergency Decree for the Protection of the
People, and Democracy’s coffin had its final nail.

Inevitably, rumours ran through Berlin that Goéring, or Hitler’s
men, had really torched the building. Communists both then and later
fanned these rumours into a blaze, and not a few historians willingly
believed it. Count Wolf-Heinrich von Helldorft, a singularly nasty
SA commander and later police chief in Berlin, told his son that he
knew the culprits, but that he himself had nothing to do with it. Be
that as it may, Hitler used the new Emergency Decree to neutralise
the Social Democrats and Left elsewhere. Around 1,500 Communists
were arrested. In Prussia at least, Hitler could now do as he wanted.

Thatleft Bavaria. Himmler had returned to Munich to stage-manage



238 TRUE HIMMLER

events there. “‘We were tied to Munich at that time, he reminisced
ten years later, introducing Heydrich’s successor. In Munich our
turn did not come until March 12 and I became Police President of
Munich and took over the Police Headquarters. Heydrich took over
the Political Police.” That was just in time. His Intelligence service,
the Sicherheitsdienst, had no money left. Paul Leffler, head of the SD
field office in Berlin, refrained from drawing any salary for the first
two weeks of March 1933.

A NEW ELECTION was held on March 5, 1933. With the Left now
eliminated, Bavaria would be a pushover. Ordinary Bavarians now
backed the Party whether in or out of Party uniform (and did so
increasingly as the years passed). The swing to Hitler’s Party was
dramatic: the BVP, the ruling Party, attracted 24-2 percent of the
vote, while Hitler’s NSDAP soared to 43-1 percent.

It was still not an absolute majority, and the BVP prime minister
Heinrich Held still clung to office. Hitler’s men invaded city halls
throughout Bavaria and hoisted the swastika banner. Hitler invited
Ernst Rohm and his local Gauleiter Adolf Wagner to Berlin to
discuss taking over in Bavaria by force. The SA and SS staged noisy
demonstrations in Munich’s city centre on March 9. The prime
minister wavered, and declined to order his police to open fire - a
crucial error in the eyes of the more bloodthirsty modern historians.
Atmidday Heinrich Himmler went with Réhm to confront Held. They
issued an ultimatum to appoint a dictator, a Generalstaatskommissar,
to take control and restore order. The man they suggested was Franz
Xaver Ritter von Epp. He was a monarchist Bavarian general, a
prominent Catholic, and Reichstag member.

Held resisted. He appealed to the army - the Reichswehr - for
support, then offered a coalition government instead. That afternoon
the Hitler delegation reappeared accompanied by General von Epp.
Held refused their terms, but in Berlin the new Minister of the
Interior Wilhelm Frick, a Hitler man, had already appointed Epp as
Reichskommissar, citing the Emergency Decree of February 28 as the
legal basis. At six-thirty p.m. Rohm’s SA men seized the Munich city
hall. From the balcony, publisher Max Amann, another Hitler man,
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proclaimed that Epp had taken power and that Himmler had been
given command of the Bavarian police force.

Epp appointed Himmler a month later as chief of the Bavarian
political police. Himmler’s notepaper gave him this style: Political
Police Commander of Bavaria (Der Politische Polizeikomman-
deur Bayerns) in Bavaria’s ministry of the interior. These were state
positions, not Party: there was no swastika. Himmler turned the
political police department over to Heydrich.

TO BE CHIEF OF POLICE AT THIRTY-TWO was impressive, but Himmler
wanted more. Bumping into Karl Wolff on the evening of March o,
1933, Himmler made him his adjutant to General von Epp. When
‘Wolfchen’ then modestly asked after six weeks whether he might
now revert to his business affairs, Himmler invited him to become
his own adjutant. From June 15, Wolft took over that position, with
the rank of Hauptsturmfiihrer, or captain.

The Munich police headquarters was a fine villa which had once
housed the British consulate-general. Heinrich Himmler had his
hands full. To be Polizeiprisident was normally a task for a fifty- or
sixty-year-old career civil servant with legal training, not a thirty-
two year old greenhorn like Himmler, but his new subordinates at
the police headquarters on Arcisstrasse were happy to flatter him as
‘Herr Prdsident. Karl Wolff took over the ante-room, dealt with mail,
and organised the visitors.

The police could focus on just one enemy, the Communists
alone. Until recently, Himmler and Heydrich had themselves been
targets. As Himmler cast around for good men, he disregarded
their political colour. Many of the police officials he selected for
promotion were decidedly to his Left, like Franz Josef Huber,
a Kriminal-Oberinspekteur, and the criminologist Kriminalrat
Friedrich Panzinger. Huber was an ‘anti-Nazi’; he had directed
police operations against the right wing. Until Hitler’s ‘seizure of
power’ Huber had jeered that Hitler was a ‘vagrant unemployed
house-painter’ and ‘Austrian deserter, and he denounced colleagues
for using the greeting, ‘Heil Hitler.” “Together with his benefactor,” an
angry note on Huber’s personnel file said, ‘namely Kriminal-Ober-
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inspektor Heinrich Miiller, who has recently been put forward for
promotion, he was of the belief that they should use force to oppose
the SA and SS occupation of Police Headquarters on March 9, 1933.
Huber was a good criminologist, however, and that counted more in
Himmler’s eyes; besides, they did not have enough trained National
Socialists to step into these men’s shoes.

As for Friedrich Panzinger, he had attended police academy with
Heinrich Miiller and would become deputy chief of Amt IV in 1938.
Himmler thought highly of him. He vanished momentarily in May
1945. Finally arrested on October 3, 1946 in Linz, Panzinger was
turned over to the Russians. The Russians found that they could use
his skills, granted him immunity from prosecution, and sent him
back to Germany in 1956 with instructions to penetrate the fledgling
German Intelligence Service. The Americans ran him as a double-
agent under the code-name UJNUTLET until his unfortunate end in
1959: A half-witted German policeman in Munich recognised him
and arrested him; in Hollywood-style, Panzinger swallowed poison.

WHICH BRINGS US BACK TO Heinrich Miiller. In 1933 Himmler
found Miiller manning the Communism desk at Munich police
headquarters together with Reinhard Flesch. These two men helped
Himmler and Heydrich to mop up the Reds in Bavaria, and when
Himmler finally transferred to Berlin he would take Miiller with
him, to run the new secret state police, the Geheime Staatspolizei.
The German Post Office soon abbreviated that to Gestapo, which was
catchier.

A slightly-built, intense-looking Bavarian, Heinrich Miiller had
become viscerally anti-Communist during the brief Soviet regime in
Bavaria, and probably anti-Jewish after they butchered their hostages.
He was no National Socialist, and it would take four years for the
Party to allow him to join; it was Heydrich who pushed that through.
He was a few months older than Himmler, born like him in Munich.
Few photographs exist of him, and his actual end is shrouded in
mystery. There was a hint of suppressed humour playing around his
thin lips. His forehead suggested intelligence, above gimlet eyes set a
millimetre or two closer than was comfortable. To distinguish him



20: Torchlight Parade 241

from other Miillers, in secret-police circles they nicknamed him ‘tiny
Miiller;,’ der kleine, but History knows him better as ‘Gestapo’ Miiller.

Objective and merciless, Miiller rose to the highest positions,
slotting in at No. 4 just below Hitler - Himmler — Heydrich in the
SS hierarchy. ‘He not only toed the line to the Heydrich brand of
Machiavellianism,” said one close colleague, ‘but began to preach it
himself” When Odilo Globocnik insisted in 1942 on having a paper
authorising his OPERATION REINHARDT - to kill a quarter million
Jews — it was Miiller who humoured him. ‘A terrible fellow, assessed
one diplomat. ‘Unassuming, worked like slow poison; he spoke
quietly and slowly, watching all the time, you had the feeling that
nothing can upset him, but he hears and sees everything.” He was
the immediate superior of No. 5 in that hierarchy, Adolf Eichmann.

Himmler leaned totally on Miiller, this faceless creature; but he
never reallyliked him, and was never as close to him as to Heydrich. If
Miiller had a weakness it was his aversion to Germany’s officer-class,
and this was nearly the Gestapo’s undoing in July 1944.

Miiller had married a Sophie Dischner, but started an affair with
‘Babette,” his secretary Barbara Hellmuth. In about 1940 Miiller
transferred his affections to a younger girl, Anna Schmid. She was
thirteen years his junior. She was often questioned later; but what
can a mistress ever really know? She described him as a family man,
modest, and a nature-lover. Once in about 1942, said Anna, she had
asked him when he would make an honest woman of her. Miiller
replied evasively as men do - let’s see how the war goes first, and
then they could discuss. ‘Miiller did not have a good relationship
with Himmler, she knew, ‘but his relations with Heydrich had
been excellent.” In the 1960s police found and copied eleven photos
of Miiller, still in her possession. Being a Bavarian, he often wrote
her in shorthand, ‘outright love letters’ rather in the style of Mills &
Boon, or the German literary equivalent, Hedwig Courths-Mahler.
He called her ‘my darlingest most beloved little mousekin’.

Poor Anna was besotted with Miiller, and her mother scolded
her for having ‘thrown away’ her life like this. He told her that the
Yellow Star idea, of which we shall hear, was his. ‘I was not aware that
the Jews were being exterminated, she testified, ‘but I did have the
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impression that Miiller was very tight-lipped about their treatment.’

WHEN AND WHERE Heinrich Miiller died are mysteries. His father
told Anna in 1958 that Heinrich was buried at the garrison cemetery
at Lilienstrasse in Berlin-Neukoélln. She found a tin marker inscribed
‘Heinrich Miiller’ on lot 6-1-1. His two adult children paid for a
brown marble gravestone, and she erected it there: ‘Our dear daddy,
reads the inscription, ‘Heinrich Miiller, born Apr 28, 1900, killed
Berlin May 1945 (Unser lieber Vati, Heinrich Miiller, geb. 28.4.1900,
gefallen in Berlin Mai 1945); but the rumours persisted that Miiller
had got away. The Americans called in a forensic expert, Professor
Gerhard Rommeney; he determined in September 1963 that the
grave contained three people; none of them was Miiller.

Miiller’s old Gestapo headquarters at No. 8, Prinz-Albrechtstrasse
had been bombed out. Miiller moved to the Tiergarten district, into
No. 116, Kurfiirstenstrasse; he lived at No. 22, Cornelius-Strasse. It
was here that Anna Schmid called on him on the evening of April 20,
1945, Hitler’s last birthday; his radio specialist SS Sturmbannfiihrer
Christian Scholz, who would play a part in the Blomberg wedding
scandal and as Miiller’s principal assistant in ‘playback’ operations,
was there. Miiller had just come from a conference in Wannsee. He
told Anna that the situation was hopeless. He offered her a fake ID,
but she declined it.

Four days later, on April 24, 1945, she biked over to his office to
plead with him to fly out of Berlin. As she described it, their farewell
meeting, was dramatic and moving. He had little time, he told Anna
now, as he had to go over to the Chancellery. Miiller was standing
in for Himmler, his absent boss, at Hitler’s final conferences in the
bunker. T found him, she recalled, ‘arrayed in full uniform with
the Knight’s Cross around his neck’ - Miiller had been awarded the
medal for his work on the July 20 Bomb Plot. He scolded her for
having come, and handed her an ampoule of poison. Softening, he
added that he had seen a lot of the world, and he had come to know
one wonderful person, namely Anna. Then Gruppenfiihrer Miiller
made an odd admission. ‘Yes, he blurted out. “The best men are
winning!” Ja, die Besseren siegen. Anna reproved him. The Russians —
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better? ‘Precisely, he confirmed. “They are best. Doch, die sind die
Besseren.

Ten days into May 1945, this young woman returned there. The
Kurfiirstenstrasse building was empty, and his office pockmarked
with bullets. A sheet of paper covered something on the ground; it
might have been a corpse; but it was not. The same little painting still
graced one wall, but there was no trace of the attaché case he always
used to carry with him. Two or three days later she tried to visit the
bomb-damaged main building in Prinz-Albrechtstrasse, but it was
unsafe to enter and she gave up her search for Miiller’s body.

OTHER SOURCES THROW A FLICKERING LIGHT on the days. On the
evening of May 1, 1945, the day after Hitler’s death, Miiller was
still alive and in Berlin. He was seen bestowing Iron Crosses in the
Fithrer bunker. ‘During the ceremony, testified one recipient, Horst
Kittler, ‘Miiller announced that a break-out attempt was planned for
that evening. He would not be participating. He seemed depressed.’
At around seven p.m. Miiller told Hitler’s pilot Hans Baur, like him
an aviator in the First World War, that he had no intention of being
captured alive: ‘We know the Russian methods exactly.’

The break-out began around nine p.m., by several hundred men
and women including Baur and the drivers. Kittler saw Miiller and
Scholz - ‘der lange Scholz,” they called him - waving goodbye from an
office doorway. A witness saw Miiller standing in the same doorway,
holding a pistol in his right hand. Another heard Hans Rattenhuber,
chief of Hitler’s personal security detail, shouting to Miiller that
this was his last chance. ‘No, Hans, Miiller shouted back. “The
government has fallen and thus I fall also.” The army generals Hans
Krebs and Wilhelm Burgdorf stayed behind in the bunker, and shot
themselves. Their bodies were found, but not Miiller’s. Speculation
as to his fate remained. As U.S. Intelligence put it in October 1971,
there were a lot of witnesses to Miiller being alive in the bunker that
evening, but none who had seen either him or Scholz dead.

Both had evidently had ‘some special reason’ for remaining behind.

Perhaps Heinrich Miiller had his personal medals and papers placed
on another body before making a long-prepared escape with one of
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those fake IDs. On May 4, 1946 the registrar’s office of Berlin-Mitte
turned over some of his medals to an agency which passed them on
to the German Armed Forces Notification Office for next-of-kin,
the Wehrmachtauskunftsstelle (WASt); they forwarded them to his
widow in Munich. Miiller’s father showed them to Anna. They did
not prove anything, one way or the other.

‘Our relationship was such,” she concluded sadly, ‘that I am sure I
would have heard from him.

She admitted however that she would never have betrayed him.



21: A Policeman’s Lot

HEYDRICH AND THE SD HEADQUARTERS remained in Berlin for barely
a month after the National Socialist ‘seizure of power’ in 1933. Then
they were ordered back to Munich. Heydrich moved back to Zuccali
Strasse. When 1933 ended Himmler too was still in Munich. Neither
Hitler nor Goéring felt comfortable with Himmler in Berlin. Only
the local SS and SD agencies were able to establish themselves in the
capital. SS Hauptsturmfiihrer Hans Kobelinski, who had founded the
SD in Berlin, ran the show with SS Hauptsturmfiihrer Paul Leftler.

The Sicherheitsdienst headquarters occupied two floors of No. 10,
Leopold Strasse. It soon employed two hundred people, and now they
were on the government payroll. Lina Heydrich was expecting their
first child. (Reinhard Heydrich’s son Heider told us that he possesses
letters to Lina covering this Bavarian police period.)

In April 1933 Goring set up the Geheime Staatspolizei, or secret state
police, in Prussia. He housed it in a former art school at No. 8 Prinz-
Albrechtstrasse. The Prinz Albrecht Hotel next door would become
the SS headquarters and the SD would take over the Prinz Albrecht
Palace in Wilhelm Strasse. The first chief of this Gestapo was Rudolf
Diels, a scar-faced career civil servant somewhat younger than
Himmler. ‘He had an inferior character,” Wolff told his interrogators,
‘intelligent but low-grade to say the least.” Diels offered to a senior
British diplomat the excuse that ‘the office of chief hangman is bound
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to be distasteful at all times.” In the fight against subversion, he added
disarmingly, ‘information can only be obtained by drastic measures,’
which he spelt out frankly as ‘bodily ill-treatment,” torture. Diels
bears the blame for everything that went on in the Prussian Gestapo
until Himmler took over.” “You know what I mean,” Diels continued.
‘In nine cases out of ten the end justifies the means, but in the tenth
case there is some mistake, the man is found to be innocent — and I
am held responsible.’

That was the problem: nowadays one just couldn’t get the right staff.

It only later dawned on Diels, he protested engagingly to the British
diplomat, that his Gestapo had been recruiting sadists. In Stettin,
for example, they had arrested half a dozen suspects including two
women. Unfortunately all turned out to be innocent and word about
the ‘flogging’ of the girls came to Goring’s ears in the spring of 1934.
This was when Diels decided to quit. He managed to slither into the
less noxious provincial post of Regierungsprésident in Cologne.

PRUSSIA WAS AT FIRST AN EXCEPTION TO Himmler’s police empire. In
every other province political police forces sprang up like mushrooms
in warm rain, as he himself put it. T was something of a legal rarity,
he boasted. T was a citizen of Bavaria, of Baden, of Wiirttemberg
- you name it. I was at home here, there, and everywhere.” With
Hitler’s blessing, he took over the political police departments of
Hamburg, Liibeck, and Mecklenburg-Schwerin in November 1933;
then of Wiirttemberg, Baden, Anhalt, Hesse, Thuringia, and Bremen
in December, and of Brunswick, Oldenburg, and Saxony in January.
‘Very soon after 1933, his older brother Gebhard would write, ‘he
described it to me as his greatest sorrow to have to deal with the
negative side of humanity.” Gebhard wrote those words in 1946, and
a quarter-century later he repeated them word for word to us - that
Heini had called the policeman’s lot an unhappy one, as he was
dealing constantly with low-lifes, the underbelly of mankind.

HEYDRICH WAS THE EXECUTOR OF HIMMLER'S police instructions. He
ordered his staff to resume their work on the card-index. Heydrich
was master, and making his own decisions on how things were done.
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Documents in Moscow archives provide an overview of this work
as the index was rigorously updated. Each card was cross-referenced
to the subject’s friends, organisations, references in the press, and
connections to localities and specific bodies like the freemasons
or Judea (Judentum). There were lists of Catholics, homosexuals,
liberals, and monarchists. Interestingly, the instructions made no
provision for surveillance of other arms of the NSDAP, or even of
Ernst R6hm’s Brownshirts. As for the Jews, they rated no higher than
a sub-division labelled Referat IV/2. The SD directives to field agents
were extensive — they were to watch how each Jewish organisation was
operating, and its machinations: were Jews selling their businesses to
straw men, for example, or squirrelling away their assets overseas?

The SD also devoted disproportionate attention to freemasons: they
were the target of Abteilung V. Heydrich was still basing his card-index
structure on the availability of corresponding experts, rather than on
any particular requirements stated to him by Himmler.

THE MUNICH LAWYER WHO BECAME Heydrich’s right hand man
was Dr Werner Best, a skilled criminologist. He had fallen foul
of his local Gauleiter, and Himmler liked that. Best, barely thirty,
would oversee the gradual unification of Germany’s police forces. In
mid-1933 Himmler started him off as head of the south-western SD,
based in Stuttgart, and in March 1934 he moved Best to Munich and
gave him the job of building the SD there. It was not a large unit - at
most a dozen young men. It was housed at No. 10, Leopold Strasse
alongside Heydrich’s central SD headquarters.

Hitler and Himmler both had low opinions of experts. They
themselves had slipped sideways into state positions, without rising
through the ranks - without really learning the ropes. Heydrich
intended to fill important posts with law professionals, while
Himmler wanted mere Kriminalkommissare; many were good at their
job but lacked a proper background in the law. Heydrich insisted on
checking each candidate’s ‘racial appearance; Nordic types were put
on the fast track. Heydrich wanted eager men of soldierly and athletic
bearing, said Dr Best, but also men who were slightly extrovert.

Himmler was different. He would gradually fill the ranks of
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the Ordnungspolizei, the regular police, with SS officers. Dr Best
preserved the civil-service, lawyerly, element. The images of torture
in dungeons which would amuse movie-theatre audiences and
prosper the memoirs of more than one Gestapo victim are in fact far
from historical reality. What are now called ‘enhanced interrogation
techniques’ might produce results, but seldom the unadulterated
truth that is required. The force Best built would have gone down
in history as one of the finest ever, had not the Party — and others -
begun to use it for murderous political tasks as time went on.

ALL THAT WOULD COME ONLY later. Himmler still had no blood on his
hands, so far as we know, but in March 1933 he had begun to sweep
up Hitler’s enemies in Bavaria and he set up his first ‘concentration
camp’ in Dachau - the suburban Munich town where Ferdinand
Mirwald lived, the artist who had led Gebhard’s fiancée Paula Stolzle
astray. Such camps were not new. They had been established by the
British in the Boer War, and when Britain needed secure camps for
aliens and dissidents in 1940, the chief of the British security service
privately used the term ‘concentration camp’ in his diary; when
President Franklin D Roosevelt and ] Edgar Hoover in the spring of
1941 ordered camps built to intern their Japanese-born subjects, the
blueprints freely referred to them as ‘concentration camps.’

Himmler based his Dachau camp on an old munitions factory with
derelict stone buildings on the River Amper, twelve miles north-west
of Munich. Prisoners were to be held in ‘administrative custody’
(Schutzhaft), without legal procedure - the prisoners were simply
detained under Article One of the 1933 Emergency Regulations:
‘Suspicion of acting against the interests of the State.’ In June 1933 he
appointed the SS veteran Theodor Eicke, eight years his senior, to run
Dachau. Eicke, newly released from a mental institution, would train
more commandants as Himmler’s camp empire expanded.

While the earlier ‘illegal’ camps erected by Rohm’s men were
mostly primitive and unhygienic, those erected by Eicke at the
dictate of Himmler, this schoolmaster’s son, were to become literally
model correctional institutions. Dachau would provide a template.
Each of the huts housed 270 prisoners, in bunks of three tiers. Each
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of the huts at Dachau had twelve toilets (which is rather more than on
a modern airliner). Chequered bedspreads had to be exactly aligned
with the frames, and so on. Eicke put his guards through military
training and formed military units known as the Death’s Head units.

The first lesson that greeted arriving inmates was wrought in
iron above the entrance gate: Arbeit macht frei — Work Sets Free, a
promise that was only rarely honoured. Other legends were painted
along walls and rooftops. Inmates could ponder on the slogan: “There
is one route to freedom. Its milestones are: obedience, zeal, honesty,
order, cleanliness, temperance, truth, sense of sacrifice, and love for
the Fatherland.” The author of that seems beyond question: Himmler.

DACHAU BECAME SOMETHING OF A showpiece. Over the next twelve
years Himmler expanded the site, and added features in line with
his own interests — like an angora rabbit farm, and an allotment to
grow new herbal medicines. Visitors heard ugly rumours, spread by
enemies, but emerged satisfied. Luftwaffe general Erhard Milch and
air ace Ernst Udet came away impressed. After Baron Friedrich Karl
von Eberstein became the local police chief of Munich, he conducted
VIPs around Dachau, among them the Yugoslav minister of the
interior, a senior American police officer, and Italian personalities.

A photo album depicts Himmler showing visitors over the camp in
May 1936. Walter Wiist, president of the Ahnenerbe foundation, was
their guide — here were the Jehovah’s Witnesses, over here the repeat
offenders, and there the political offenders. ‘Speak with anybody
you want. You can go into the barracks and ask what you want’
Gauleiter Hinrich Lohse told British interrogators that after visiting
the camp with Rudolf Hess at around the same time, he was rather
impressed by ‘the general efficiency” General Hermann Reinecke
persuaded Himmler to give him and 160 army officers a guided tour.
“The officers were allowed to go anywhere and were satisfied that the
inmates were well treated, stated Reinecke, and he would offset this
against 1945 newspaper reports of atrocities.

Among the foreign visitors were Members of the British Parliament,
and the International Red Cross.

While criticising the unfamiliar principle of administrative
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custody (Schutzhaft), the LR.C. delegates declared themselves
impressed - Dachau was ‘orderly, with a certain elegance ... a
model of its type regarding installation, facilities, administration.
The regulations imposed are strict but not inhumane. The sick, in
particular, are treated with kindness, comprehension, and medical
competence.” The prisoners were housed better than their guards.
They could buy chocolate, candies, cakes, fruit, sausage, coftee, and
cigarettes, the Red Cross inspectors found. “We did not notice fatigue
or signs of bad treatment . . . as is frequently reported by the press.’
There was a sports field and a library. Even the punishment cells were
clean; they had a mattress, toilet, and wash basin. Any guard who hit
a prisoner would be punished - so these inspectors were told.

In 1939 two top British M6 agents would be captured in The Venlo
Incident, and in 1940 one wrote to the other: ‘My sentries are all good
blokes. Head Warder particularly considerate. Comes frequently and
spends an hour with me, gives me a fag and cheers me up. Must
express gratitude for treatment here. They all make things as easy
as their orders allow. I shall not forget.” The SD had good reason to
manipulate their MI6 prizes. Later, the second agent rebuked the first
for selling horror stories: ‘Untrue stories of ill-treatment suffered as a
prisoner in Germany are to my mind . . . nothing less than criminal,
and I shall always do everything in my power to unmask them.

It is fair to report these early views. As conditions deteriorated,
however, so did those in the camps, and disproportionately.

FRIENDS OF PRISONERS and even close relatives of Himmler
approached him to get men released from Dachau. One was now
a doctor, Karl Gebhardt, Himmler’s schoolfriend from Landshut.
He had joined a Freikorps and participated in Hitler’s 1923 putsch,
taking the casualties to the famous Professor Ferdinand Sauerbruch,
at the University Clinic; he had since then worked under Sauerbruch
at Hohenaschau and learned reconstructive surgery. Paunchier than
Himmler remembered him, in 1933 Gebhardt came to plead for the
early release of Franz Roh, who had been tossed into Dachau for
unhelpful remarks about Dr Goebbels’ campaign against Junk Art.
Himmler suggested that Gebhardt join the SS but the SS turned
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him down. Instead he became a surgeon specialising in sports
injuries. An army general would sneer about Himmler’s ‘bosom
pal’ Dr Gebhardt at the end of the war, calling him a specialist for
little girls who massaged ‘special customers.” ‘He is also a specialist
in abortion,’ the German general said. ‘For that alone he deserves to
be killed. He should be number one on the list of war criminals.” The
Americans obliged, and took Karl Gebhardt to the gallows in 1947.

BEING EFFECTIVELY BANISHED from Berlin for most of 1933, Himmler
failed to secure control of Goring’s Forschungsamt, or ‘Research
Agency. This was a secret wire-tap unit set up by the Weimar regime.
In its heyday the FA employed six thousand experts. From buildings
in Berlin-Charlottenburg and seventy municipal sub-stations, the
FA’s civil servants tapped the phone lines of diplomats, journalists,
and visiting foreign delegations. As it was financed now by Prussia,
the ‘FA’ came under Goring. During international trade conferences
FA “flying squads’ moved into key Berlin hotels like the Bristol in
Kurfiirstendamm to monitor room-to-room conversations — which
enabled Goring to conduct insider trading on a colossal scale.

The FA’s products, ‘Brown Pages, were hectographed on brown
paper. The transcripts were circulated by pneumatic post around
Berlin to recipients on a strict must-be-returned basis: their secrecy
was enforced by the death-penalty. Baron von Neurath, the foreign
minister, warned the British ambassador in December 1933 that
they had been listening to a Daily Telegraph journalist’s telephone
conversations, ‘which showed him to be most unfairly prejudiced
against the German government.” He suggested prudence.

The Forschungsamt indexed and cross-referenced each proper
name: by 1944 the FA index held three million names. Over its
twelve-year existence, the FA issued half a million ‘Brown Pages,
including digests of secret sources - for example a 1939 summary, ‘On
British foreign policy from the Munich Agreement to the Outbreak
of War.” The FA’s Department IV also worked on cryptanalysis, aided
by Hollerith punched-card computing machines. They would solve
every one of the U.S. State Department and O.S.S. strip cyphers.

Like every other supplicant, Himmler had to lodge requests for



252 TRUE HIMMLER

FA wiretaps. Every wiretap field office (FA-Stelle) had direct access
to local police headquarters, to the Residents’ Registration Office
(Einwohnermeldeamt) and to the guest lists which German hotels
nightly provided to the police. Himmler was content to let people
believe that the Gestapo did the wiretapping. In December 1933
Rudolf Hess’s wife wrote him about what she took to be a clumsy
wiretap placed on her home phone. ‘Alright, my highly esteemed
friend, she concluded, with mock reverence amidst a forest of
exclamation marks. “That’s got that off my chest to you!” Himmler
sent a languid reply, four months later. ‘It’s not us, the Political Police,’
he assured her. Be that as it may, when the Duke and Duchess of
Windsor stayed with Hess in 1937, their phone line too was certainly
tapped; and sniggering transcripts of the indelicate pillow talk of the
free-living daughter of American ambassador Thomas Dodd were
circulated as ‘matters of state.’

Himmler failed to bring the FA under his control. In a report issued
in 1945, the enemy would assess that this was a ‘serious gap in his
Intelligence network.” Of those, it must be said, there were not many.



22: A Louse beneath the Fur

ON JULY 14, 1933, HITLER'S GOVERNMENT consolidated its power with
a law admirable for its brevity rather than its intent. “There is only
one political Party in Germany, read its first paragraph, ‘namely the
National Socialist German Workers™ Party. The second paragraph
specified the penalties for those who violated the first.

That same month SA’s chief of staff Ernst Rohm moved its head-
quarters out of the Brown House to a villa in Munich’s Prinzregenten-
platz; in January 1934 he moved once more to Barerstrasse. This
separation from the Party documented a growing dissatisfaction
with Hitler. In private, R6hm began calling him the ‘carpet-eater,
and criticising his manners. But the boot was on the other foot.
Hitler needed the support of the regular army, and Himmler backed
him unequivocally. On September 2, 1933 he penned this message to
the Hitler Youth: ‘Every German youth is a soldier for Adolf Hitler.’

Borrowing from the Catholic church, as the perceptive journalist
William Shirer observed, Hitler was restoring pageantry and
mysticism to the drab lives of the German people. In 1933 the Party
staged its first Nuremberg rally for four years, under the slogan Victory
of Faith. Equipped now with all the resources of the government,
it could afford to stage a lavish spectacle. Movie star and now film
director Leni Riefenstahl made a film record of the event - of the
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thumping bands, the fiery speeches, the glistening eyes, the inspired
young men and women, the pomp and swagger of the regiments of
SS. The climax was the parade, with notables massed on the bleachers
and Hess and diplomats crowding round Hitler’s Mercedes. The film
records thunderous applause as Heinrich Himmler’s elite SS squad
stomped into view, breaking into the Prussian parade-march like a
high-kicking chorus line - the Sieg-Heil Follies, one might say. But
these were grown men, fit and purposeful, and their aspect was
somehow on the sinister side of ludicrous. Himmler himself marched
in front, pudding-basin’d in a shiny helmet, his men immaculate in
Hugo Boss and white gloves, as though tramping into an end-of-
term prom. Even Himmler performed the strenuous Paradeschritt
faultlessly for the last few hundred yards.

Keeping impeccable time as he drew level with the long black
limousine in which Hitler stood to take the salute, he right-about
turned and presented his sword. He had always liked uniforms. He
was furious at the hapless publisher of the pictorial history Niirnberg
1933 upon finding it contained few pictures of his SS, ‘precisely the
troops which have thrown themselves into the rebirth of the Third
Reich with such devotion and dedication.’

There was however one flaw: the newsreel cameras dwelt on Hitler
greeting Ernst Rohm - for whom the bell would shortly toll. In
consequence he ordered the Riefenstahl documentary Victory of
Faith destroyed without a showing. She died at a great age without
knowing that one original had survived, of which we issued many
duplicates.

SINCE ROHM’S RETURN FROM BOLIVIA IN 1931 to take over the
Brownshirts, Himmler had maintained arm’s length relations.
Rohm was still his superior. On October 15, 1931 Himmler had sent
him an in-house memo couched in the obligatory stilted language,
reading: T humbly request that SS Oberfiihrer Dietrich be promoted
to SS Gruppenfiihrer’ — roughly, lieutenant-general. Sepp Dietrich,
he suggested, possessed the qualities for such high rank, and now
commanded the important SS Gruppe Ost in place of Kurt Daluege.

Daluege would become chief of the regular police in Prussia,
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the Ordnungspolizei. Himmler had evidently not consulted R6hm
about either appointment. Putting a good face on it, R6hm sent him
a restrained letter on October 16 declaring himself ‘in subsequent
agreement.” Himmler awarded the Death’s Head ring to Daluege,
with its accompanying certificate swearing loyalty to the Fiihrer:
“The Death’s Head is an admonition to us to be ready at all times to
forfeit the life of our ego for that of our community, recorded the
document, along with much more solemn verbiage - for example the
significance of runes and swastika: ‘Shouldst thou ever leave the SS
or life itself, this ring shall revert to the Reichsfiihrer SS, and: “Wear
this ring with honour!”

As for Daluege, we shall encounter this sick, and eventually
mentally unbalanced, individual often during the coming war; after
which, a Czech court in Prague will order his life terminated with
the customary official strangulation.

IT WAS AN ERA of private armies. Goring had the makings of
an air force. Himmler had given Sepp Dietrich command of a
Wachbataillon, or guards battalion. But neither was a match for
the SA, the Sturmabteilung, Ernst Rohm’s bloated Brownshirt army
of cut-throats, which now numbered close to two million men.
Himmler’s elite SS looked down their noses at them - SA men
were largely rebellious and dissatisfied, hard-working hooligans,
but hooligans none the less. In Breslau their favourite hotel was the
Monopol, where their commander and his men drank away their
evenings — smashing wine glasses into walls, shooting at chandeliers,
and slashing paintings and upholstery with their daggers.

Hitler had promised President Hindenburg that the regular army,
the Reichswehr, would be the only bearer of arms. The Reichswehr
still feared that Rohm intended to supplant them. It was an unseen
trial of strength. Rohm fought to extend his influence, and appointed
SA-commissioners at every level of government. Many were known
homosexuals; but they were outside the law by virtue of their SA rank.
Hitler and Réhm kept up appearances, but troubles were brewing
beneath the surface. Hitler lectured the SA on July 1, 1933 and then
the gauleiters five days later, using coded language: the revolution
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was complete, he said, and they were to channel their energies into
‘the secure bed’ of evolution. This play on words did not appease the
rowdies in the SA.

Himmler navigated cautiously between these dangerous shoals. In
October 1933 Himmler and Rohm both acted as Godfathers at the
christening of Klaus, the first son of Reinhard Heydrich.

MEANWHILE HE TENDED THE PURITANICAL image of the SS. ‘Over
recent months, read one of his orders, ‘T have had cause to hand down
severe punishments in the SS officer corps, including reduction to
the ranks and the expulsion of two Oberfiihrer for embezzlement . . .
and the same punishment for a Sturmfiihrer, six NCOs, and seven SS
men for brutally causing grievous bodily harm to prisoners and gross
dereliction of their duty. I considered the death penalty appropriate
against three of the latter, but could not apply it for legal reasons.’

One of the cases concerned two SS men involved in the murder
of Albrecht Hohler. In 1930 ‘Ali’ Hohler, a Communist activist, had
murdered Horst Wessel, a young veteran of the struggle for Berlin:
Hohler had taken a posse to Wessel’s digs and shot him as he opened
the door. Hohler was jailed for manslaughter. On September 20, 1933,
he was transferred to a different prison: SA commander Karl Ernst
and a gang of thugs ambushed the prison transport, passed ‘sentence’
on the killer, and put him to death violently nearby.

Rohm argued that Hitler had betrayed the ‘socialist’ part of his
programme, and was subservient to Hindenburg and the regular
army. In Berlin, Karl Ernst had a hundred thousand Brownshirts
chompingat the bit. Their illegal camps held forty thousand prisoners;
forty-eight prisoners met their deaths, according to Rudolf Diels,
including eight Jews, ‘shot trying to escape.” Still, as the year 1933
ended, Hitler sent New Year’s greetings to seven colleagues, and his
message to Rohm was seen to be the most cordial of all. It used the
Du mode of address (Rohm was one of only two such bosom friends;
the other was Ernst Schmidt, a comrade from the Great War).

The evidence that R6hm was up to something stacked up. He
had chosen Theo Croneiss, a director of the Messerschmitt aircraft
works, to replace Hermann Goéring as air minister, for example, and
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had given him a magnificent ceremonial dagger. Croneiss ratted
Rohm out to Goring. Rohm denied it. Told all this, Hitler solemnly
placed both hands on Géring’s shoulders and said: ‘Goring, you are
not mistaken.” Himmler rewarded Croneiss with high SS rank later;
Crioneiss died in 1942.

EARLY IN 1934, Diels provided a complete dossier on Rohm’s
treachery. He submitted new evidence on the Obersalzberg on
January 12. It named R6hm’s cronies as Gregor Strasser and General
Kurt von Schleicher. Whenever Rohm was in Berlin he was seen
to visit Gregor Strasser. Hitler spoke sharply of the others, whom
he termed oppositionelle Fiihrungspersonen, or ‘ringleaders of the
opposition,” who were ‘betraying the National Socialist revolution.’
Turning to Goring, Hitler said (according to Diels), that he wanted
them beseitigt. ‘T will have these Sons of Chaos rooted out,” he rasped.
“They shall not be permitted to prey on our nerves any longer.’

‘As usual,’ said Diels later, ‘Hitler expressed himself ambiguously.’
He heard Hitler muse that Strasser ‘might for instance commit
suicide.” Hitler spoke of making him ‘Police Minister’ - the last thing
he wanted, said Hitler, was Himmler getting his hands on the police.
‘Bad enough with Réhm, he said, according to Diels: Tve already
got one louse in my fur.” Diels righteously told Goring that none of
his officials was about to bump oft anybody, and decided to report
sick. “Well, I guess then you are sick, snarled Goring. He warned that
Himmler was less squeamish. Goring wondered how far he could
trust Himmler: “You know him, he inquired of Richard Walther
Darré, minister of agriculture. ‘What d’you make of him?’

‘All T know, replied Darré, ‘is that when we get together he just
talks about his magnificent “guardsmen,” and about our peasant
stock. I can’t see anything wrong with him.

ON FEBRUARY 1, 1934 HITLER APPOINTED a commander-in-chief for
the army, General Werner von Fritsch. Fritsch was a nationalist and
an old-school general, with a monocle which he swapped from eye
to eye. He shared with Hitler a dislike of the ‘Jewish press, and a
belief that ‘the pacifists, Jews, democrats, and the French are one and
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the same - namely people bent on Germany’s perdition.” He would
write four years later that he had realised soon after the Great War
that Germany faced three great battles — against organised labour,
against the Catholic Church, and against the Jews: “We are still in the
thick of this battle, and the battle against the Jews is the toughest.’

ON THE SAME DAY THAT FRITSCH WAS appointed, R6hm sent to Hitler
a memorandum demanding nothing less than that the Reichswehr,
the army, be replaced by a militia, with its officers drawn from his SA,
and himself as its commander-in-chief. Hitler needed a professional
officer corps, however, not a Browndshirt rabble. Fritsch remarked to
General Werner von Blomberg, the war minister, on February 3, ‘An
army is founded on discipline, and not on any “revolutionary spirit”’

Blomberg’s ministry drew up plans designed to emasculate the
SA, issued on February 27: R6hm and his SA should be restricted
to paramilitary training. Hitler broke the news the next day. R6hm
and Blomberg unwillingly shook hands; but Rohm issued secret
orders that same day at his Berlin headquarters in Standartenstrasse,
diametrically contradicting Hitler’s, and ridiculed him as ‘that
ignorant Great War corporal.’

All this fascinated the British ambassador Sir Eric Phipps. On
March 20 he attended a reunion of the Party’s Old Guard in Munich,
and both Himmler and Réhm spoke. ‘Herr Himmler, reported
Phipps, ‘declared that a new Germany founded on the National
Socialist virtues of loyalty, obedience, and comradeship would
endure throughout the ages. The wishes of the Old Guard were
simple, he said. “To remain decent simple soldiers as long as they
lived; to fight and keep discipline, if Adolf Hitler so ordered; and to
charge furiously, if ever they were allowed to let themselves go again.’

Réhm spoke on a more populist level. He said that he preferred it
‘when revolutions were being made rather than celebrated.” This sly
hint brought the house down; which seemed ominous.

From that month onward, R6hm’s demands for the amalgamation
of the 100,000-man Reichswehr with the SA into one People’s Army,
in outright violation of the Versailles Treaty, grew more insistent. The
tipping point was the banquet he staged in Berlin that April. Almost
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every foreign diplomat was there. The British were visibly cordial
toward him. The former chancellor General Kurt von Schleicher
offered his services to Rohm’s Political Office.

A SHOWDOWN SEEMED INEVITABLE. A YEAR-LONG process had
brought almost all Germany’s police forces under Himmler’s control,
except for Prussia and the tiny province of Schaumburg-Lippe. By
offering Goring the unconditional support of his SS men, Himmler
persuaded him to ditch Rudolf Diels and give him the Prussian
police.

Himmler had given ‘Pili" Korner, Goring’s state-secretary, an
honorary rank in his SS, and it was Kérner who brokered the deal. A
photographer was summoned, and captured the image of Himmler
and Goring shaking hands beneath a large swastika flag. Himmler
promised that he would never lift his hand against Goring. ‘On April
20, 1934, recalled Himmler later, ‘and after a lengthy discussion like
the old Party veterans we were, the then Prussian prime minister
Goring appointed me his deputy chief of the Gestapo, and Heydrich
became its Inspector.’

Those ‘deputy’ titles were mere casuistry, designed to preserve
Goring’s vanity. Formally, Himmler would come under Goéring on
the letterheads; but he would be the real chief of the Gestapo and
the Prussian police, with Heydrich as his right-hand man. Indeed,
Reinhard Heydrich is to be recognized as the evil genius behind
most of Himmler’s actions over the next eight years.

This sinister game of leapfrogs did not escape notice in official
Berlin. ‘Another wrangle has taken place over the appointment of Herr
Himmler as head of the Prussian political police despite the strong
opposition of General Goring, reported the British ambassador on
April 25, 1934. ‘Herr Himmler has taken over the political police in
almost all the other states and his new appointment constitutes an
encroachment on General Goring’s preserve.

He commented that ‘relations between Stabschef Rohm and General
von Reichenau are notoriously bad.” (The wealthy and politically
active major-general Walther von Reichenau was Blomberg’s chief of
staft at the war ministry.)
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A CRIMINOLOGIST took over the Prussian Landeskriminalamt:
this was Arthur Nebe, whose name is worth noting. Goéring had
appointed him as Diels’ right-hand man in 1933. Nebe was an
out-and-out National Socialist. Only a humble detective until now,
he had advanced swiftly. He became close to Himmler, and even
closer to Heinrich Miiller, chief of the Bavarian political police. From
April 1933, Nebe progressively converted all the political police forces
in Germany into agencies of a unified Gestapo. Their agents were
instructed to listen for sounds of R6hm’s treachery.

In April 1934 Himmler diffidently tried to call his superior Rohm
to order. He took Karl Wolff along with him. One encounter was
in a castle near Magdeburg belonging to the heiress to the Busch
brewery fortune. At their second encounter with R6hm, in the SA
guest-house in Berlin, Himmler used language that was too cautious
for Wolff’s liking; Himmler remarked that selecting colleagues for
their perverted sexual preferences would damage Germany. R6hm
flushed pink; he thanked Himmler, then carried on as before. That
evening, alleged Wolft later, there was the usual orgy at Rohm’s Berlin
headquarters, fuelled by quantities of French liquors. Himmler,
Reichstiihrer SS, decided that his boss Rohm was ‘beyond hope’’

Rohm began visiting his SA regions, initiating them in his plans.
Himmler followed two weeks later, speaking to each corresponding
SS regiment. He called for absolute obedience if a showdown came.
General Wilhelm Keitel, at that time commanding an infantry
division in Potsdam, got wind of R6hm’s plans. There seemed little
doubt that something was afoot.

On May 23, Rohm signed a secret order to start stockpiling arms
‘to put muscle into the SA’s dealings with the armed forces.” That
language left little room for doubt. Blomberg showed the order to
Hitler. Karl Ernst, the Berlin SA commander, badgered about the
army’s secret arms dumps and offered to take over guarding them.
Keitel instructed his staff officer Major Enno von Rintelen to find out
what Ernst was up to. Rintelen had served under the famed Colonel
Walther Nicolai in army Intelligence. The major came back with
word that it seemed Réhm was planning an ‘operation’ in Berlin at
the end of June.
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Keitel tipped oftf Blomberg and Reichenau at the ministry, but they
were sceptical. After a second visit from Karl Ernst and his chief
of staff Wilhelm Sander in the second half of June, Keitel sent for
Rintelen and he came back with word that the balloon was about to
go up. Rohm had put the loyal Reichswehr generals on a black list,
said Keitel, while Schleicher and his chief assistant Major General
Ferdinand von Bredow had made common cause with Rohm. Géring
ordered his Forschungsamt to tap Schleicher’s phone. This shortly
revealed that Rohm intended to do a deal with France. Word of this
treachery ran rapidly round the Party. Joachim von Ribbentrop, the
foreign policy expert, remarked on it while visiting Paris; his aide
tipped oftf Neurath’s deputy foreign minister, Bernhard Wilhelm von
Biilow, that Goring had his eye on Schleicher.

HIMMLER'S DIARY FOR 1934 IS UNFORTUNATELY missing, but we can
see the wheels already beginning to turn. Himmler met with Goring
and Hitler, and then with his own men Heydrich and Daluege, to plan
their moves. Once, General Blomberg came over to meet Himmler
with Reichenau. The war ministry crucially agreed to provide the SS
with the weapons and ammunition it might need. Meanwhile R6hm
tried to persuade Hitler that Gregor Strasser, the Party’s outcast, was
okay. Hitler liked the Berlin SA commander Karl Ernst even less, as
was evident from an odd incident that June. Ernst’s adjutant was a
former fighter pilot in the World War, Daniel Gerth, a holder of the
Pour le Mérite, the highest Great War honour of all. In a drunken
brawl Gerth had insulted Lieutenant Schalke, an officer of Goring’s
secret air force. Schalke challenged him to a duel with pistols. When
Rohm visited Berlin, General Milch mentioned the challenge to
Hitler. Normally against duels, Hitler approved it in this case, telling
Milch: ‘Ernst has been asking for this!” Milch had to advise him that
it was only the adjutant, not the SA Gruppenfiihrer himself. The duel
took place; Gerth had a flesh wound and survived - but not for long.

Hitler had a five-hour talk with R6hm that day, June 4. It ended
with loud words. Réhm refused to drop his demands about the army.
Hitler ordered him to send the entire SA on furlough, to cool off, for
thirty days from July 1, and to start a vacation himself in three days’
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time. Rohm obediently checked in for a Kur at the little Hanslbauer
hotel in Bad Wiessee, not far from Munich. As word of his departure
spread, the army was smug. Army Colonel Eduard Wagner wrote to
his wife on June 11, a letter which we have: ‘Rumour has it that Rohm
won’t be coming back.’

As for Himmler, he was curiously nonchalant about Réhm.
When he lunched on June 6 with the Ribbentrops and the British
ambassador, Phipps, he appears not to have discussed the SA at
all, but only the Communist residue in Germany - ten thousand
desperate men ready to run any risk for their cause. ‘Herr Himmler,
Phipps reported to London, ‘told me that the Communist danger
was by no means over in Germany, where thousands of Communist
propaganda leaflets were still distributed daily... Herr Himmler
seems to share Herr von Papen’s views of Russia, and asserted that
any Communist activities in the British Colonies and the Dominions
were due to the inspiration of that Power.’

‘THE ACTION AGAINST ROHM AND HIS consorts, wrote a High
Command expert later, ‘was the first major operation based on the
surveillance and research of the Forschungsamt. Hitler had forbidden
wiretaps on Party leaders, but that agency was tapping the phones of
Schleicher and the French embassy. A French diplomat was heard
encouraging Réhm that he might yet become ‘the Bonaparte of the
Third Reich. Hitler feared that Germany was exposed to French
intervention under the terms of Versailles: “The slightest push from
abroad would have brought the whole structure down like a house of
cards, he said in 1939. He expressed gratitude to the Forschungsamt
for enlightening him about France’s ambassador, André Frangois-
Poncet: ‘I was reading all his despatches. I knew that Rohm was
conducting treason with him. The decoded despatches, he said,
revealed the ambassador advising restraint until civil war broke out.

Himmler and General Goring sealed their blood-pact against
Rohm on June 20 at a ceremony at Carinhall, Géring’s new mansion
in the Schorf Heath outside Berlin. The general had brought back
from Sweden the remains of Carin von Fock, his late wife, for
reburial in a lakeside crypt. He had invited all the brasshats to attend
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the ceremony. Hitler and Goring watched strong men manhandle
the sarcophagus into the crypt, while Himmler and ‘Pili’ Korner
looked on - the ‘managers’ of the coming Night of the Long Knives,
in Darré’s telling phrase, now only days away. “The first revolution
was begun by the Fithrer, Himmler heard Goring declaim at the
Prussian State Council’s meeting the next day, on June 21. ‘If the
Fiihrer desires a second revolution, he will find us ready and waiting.’

FOR CONSTITUTIONAL REASONS, HITLER WAS under time constraints.
President Hindenburg was now mortally ill and would not last long.
Hitler visited him on June 21, and decided to act against Rohm. He
conveyed this to Himmler the next day, the twenty-second. He talked
only of ‘replacing’ Rohm, and offered Himmler the post of SA chief.
Himmler declined - it would look as if he’d chopped down his old
boss just to step into his shoes. He suggested instead Viktor Lutze, an
unassuming SA commander from Hanover.

Hitler summoned Lutze. “The Fiithrer received me at once,’ described
Lutze in a private diary, which we have, ‘took me into his study, and
swore me by handshake to absolute secrecy until the whole affair
had been settled.” The Gestapo had warned him, added Hitler, that
Rohm intended to accuse the ‘reactionary’ Reichswehr of conspiring
against Hitler. He planned to retire R6hm, and appoint Lutze as chief
of staff of the SA. Himmler simultaneously told Baron von Eberstein
that Rohm was planning a coup, and that SS units were to stand
discreetly by.

The army liked the plan. On June 23 the army’s commander-in-
chief General von Fritsch began alerting units to the imminence of an
SA coup d’état. He told district commanders like General Ewald von
Kleist, commander in Breslau, to be on the alert. Colonel Friedrich
Fromm formally instructed army officers to provide arms to the SS,
assuring them that Himmler was on their side.

Himmler told Udo von Woyrsch, commanding the SS Oberabschnitt
in Silesia, to come to Berlin next morning in plain clothes - and
to watch his step. At Prinz-Albrechtstrasse Himmler tersely told
him: “The SA is plotting a coup. Woyrsch asked him when. The
Reichsfithrer shrugged: “We don’t know that ourselves!” but he
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knew Silesia was ‘the seat of the unrest.” He instructed Woyrsch to
contact Kleist in Breslau and keep law and order at all costs using the
provincial police and an SS unit which was standing by in Dresden.

Woyrsch saw a chance to settle old scores. Before leaving Himmler,
he mentioned a few names for possible Sicherheitsdienst ministrations,
including SS Oberfiihrer Emil Sembach. (Himmler had already
dismissed Sembach, a member of the Reichstag, for embezzlement
and failing to end an affair with a woman of easy virtue.)

Himmler coolly told Woyrsch to wait for a codeword. He was
to arrest Sembach and have him ‘shipped’ to Berlin - iiberstellt, a
word later with a lethal connotation in SS jargon. When Woyrsch
suggested another béte noire of his, Gauleiter Helmuth Briickner, a
suspected homosexual, Himmler asked him to tread cautiously.

The German army and navy nodded assent to all this. The navy
cancelled a staff study-cruise planned for the last week in June.
Inevitably, word reached R6hm himself, now taking the cure in Bad
Wiessee as ordered. A Bavarian informant told Rohm’s deputy, SA
Gruppenfiihrer Fritz Krausser, and his chief of finance Karl Schreyer,
in Krausser’s office on June 23, that Hitler was casting about for a
successor, and that Himmler had submitted suggestions. Since
Schreyer had heard that Hitler and R6hm had buried the hatchet on
June 4, he expressed scepticism, but the grapevine knew differently:
it was now deadly serious, and there was no going back.

REINHARD HEYDRICH, Himmler’s right-hand man, had moved up to
Berlin during May from Munich’s Leopold Strasse, to a corner office
in the Gestapo building in Prinz-Albrechtstrasse. His adjutant’s
room was adjacent to the office and Himmler was next to that.

Heydrich had ordered a watch kept on church leaders. After the
National Socialists came to power the churches had continued
to squabble, as Heydrich’s files on the enemies of the state — now
in Moscow — show. Listed way down at Number 7 was still Judea,
the Jewish community; but above them at Number 6 came the
monarchists, with the Protestant church still ranking fifth.

The Vatican had signed a Concordat in 1933, the first foreign state
entering a treaty with Hitler. The Protestants remained turbulent,
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and the appointment of a Reich Bishop inflamed them.

Heydrich’s files show that the churches’ feud crowded the SD
horizon during this final week of June 1934, regardless of what
else was happening in Munich. There had been a secret meeting of
pastors in Nuremberg on June 27 earlier: “‘While there was no direct
attack on the new state,” reported an agent, ‘it was there, loud and
clear, all the same. They mouthed “Wolf Meyer” - the Reich Bishop’s
nominee - ‘but they meant the Reich Bishop. They inveighed against
the “Reich Bishop” and meant the Fiithrer himself.” On June 30 police
headquarters in Nuremberg reported on the previous day’s meeting,
for which Meiser had come from Munich.

HEYDRICH JOINED HIMMLER in Berlin. “‘When he left Munich, recalled
Lina, ‘he had promised to return on June 30, to take me and our first
child to Berlin.” But Heydrich phoned Lina from Berlin: it seemed that
something had come up. So she settled back into Munich’s Leopold
Strasse. The street was soon cordoned off; she followed events. R6hm
had been caught conspiring with the French ambassador, it seemed.
T heard of all this, recalled Lina, ‘in Leopold Strasse, where I was
staying, while our furniture had gone on ahead to Berlin.’

In Berlin, Heydrich negotiated with the SA high command in
Munich as before. Writing on Gestapo notepaper to them on June
24, he commented blandly on the wording of a police certificate ‘to
be submitted by candidates for the SA or SS.

On June 27 Goring left Berlin for a tour of the Rhineland;
photographers snapped him leaving his plane in Cologne. In his
absence, Heydrich called his regional SD chiefs to Prinz-Albrecht-
strasse — Himmler was not present - and told them that he had
‘sure Intelligence’ that Rohm was planning a coup. Among targets
for increased surveillance he named the police chief in Munich, SA
Obergruppentfiihrer August Schneidhuber. Dr Werner Best, his No. 2,
objected that he considered Schneidhuber okay.

Heydrich disagreed; his card index had told him differently.

THERE WAS SOME CONFUSION IN THE EASTERN provinces. In
Breslau, General von Kleist called in Edmund Heines, the local SA
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commander, on June 28 to inquire about R6hm’s intentions. Heines
countered by inquiring about the army’s intentions. Heines phoned
Kleist that night that he was flying to Bad Wiessee to speak with
Rohm. Kleist hurried to Berlin where he briefed von Fritsch and his
chief of staft General Ludwig Beck. ‘My impression is that somebody
is trying to set the army and SA at each other’s throats,” said Kleist.
He referred explicitly in this context to Himmler: many of these
stories could be traced back to him. Fritsch sent for Reichenau.

“You may well be right,’ was Reichenau’s comment. “Too late now.’

General von Fritsch would surmise, writing in his handwritten
memoirs, that Himmler and Reichenau both had ‘a large part’ in the
events which followed.

HIMMLER HAD VOLUNTEERED the resources of the SS for any dirty
work that had to be done, and Reichenau, close to the Party, accepted.
There were two or three conferences at Prinz-Albrechtstrasse, Karl
Wolff recalled, at which Reichenau gave authority for the guns,
ammunition and army transport to be supplied to Sepp Dietrich’s
Leibstandarte troops, who would be sent down to Bavaria by train.

Hitler left Berlin for the Ruhr, to attend the wedding of Gauleiter
Josef Terboven, who was to marry Ilse Stahl, Dr Goebbels’s secretary
and old flame. From a suite in Essen’s five-star Kaiserhof hotel, Hitler
called Goring and Lutze to his suite soon after landing. ‘Pili’ Kérner
brought further scare stories from Himmler about the SA generals.

‘T've heard enough,’ said Hitler, ‘Let’s make an example of them.’

He sent Goringback to Berlin that same afternoon, with instructions
to start the ball rolling in Prussia as soon as he received the codeword
Kolibri, HUMMINGBIRD, from Munich. From that evening on, June
28, Himmler moved to Goring’s villa in Leipziger Strasse, around the
corner from Heydrich in Prinz-Albrechtstrasse.

Goring certainly took the Rohm threat seriously. On Friday, June
29, he told his deputy, Major-General Erhard Milch, to deploy their
(still-secret) air force units to guard Berlin’s airfields. Himmler’s SS
would round up the plotters and, as things turned out, execute them.

It had come to that. The first blood was about to be spilt.
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‘THE MOOR HAS DONE HIS DUTY, THE MOOR may leave, sneers a
character in Friedrich von Schiller’s drama, Fiesco’s Conspiracy at
Genoa. The taunt became a byword in the German language. In the
middle of 1934 the SS applied it to Ernst Rohm. His time was up.

In the beginning, in the 1920s, Hitler had been the nobody and
Réhm the coming man. Réhm had drummed up thousands to fight
the Party’s street battles. That time was now past, and Hitler was in
power. The Party and Rohm’s Sturmabteilung were no longer equals.

Some days earlier, Rohm already sensed that things were turning
ugly. On June 26 he had gone for a drive with Schreyer, his finance
chief, and parked near the Lake Tegernsee, where they would not
be overheard. The others present were SA Gruppenfiihrer Wilhelm
Schmid and Réhm’s chauffeur Max Vogel. R6hm asked Schreyer
which side he was on. Schreyer declared himself for Réhm.

Réhm said that he had invited Hitler for a talk about the future.
“This can’t go on. I would never have walked out of the League of
Nations. I would not have signed that Concordat with Rome. And I
don’t want war.’

RUMOURS WERE swilling around Berlin. Where did propaganda
minister Dr Goebbels stand? There were conflicting clues.
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He had not detected the anti-R6hm undercurrents. He sympathised
with him. British diplomats reported that Goebbels was backing
Rohm. Rumours circulated in émigré newspapers that Himmler ‘was
hoping to overthrow Minister Goebbels ... and that Goebbels no
longer had the Fiihrer’s confidence.” Hitler wanted Goebbels where
he could see him. He summoned his secretary Christa Schroeder to
the Rhineland - and told her to bring Goebbels with her.

On June 28, word reached Berlin that despite Hitler’s orders to go
on furlough, the SA was mobilising. Lutze had an uneasy feeling, as
he put it: T had the impression that certain circles had an interest
in exacerbating things particularly now that the Fithrer was away
from Berlin and could not see the written evidence for himself, but
only hear of it by phone.” Puzzled by what was going on, as well he
might be, Wilhelm Sander, SA commander Karl Ernst’s chief of
staff, issued this order: “The sheer scale of the rumour-mongering
and the pernicious, unsettling effect of these rumours, have caused
me to reach the following agreement with the chief of the Gestapo,
Reichsfithrer SS Himmler: Every such utterance is to be written
down verbatim, regardless of who’s behind it, together with the
name and address of the person spreading the rumour. Section Ilc
will collect these and forward them from time to time to the adjutant
of the Reichstithrer SS, Standartenfiihrer Wolf[f], who will order
provisional arrests.’

Late that evening the SA chief was dining with General von Epp
and others. Hitler phoned R6hm’s adjutant Robert Bergman and told
him that he himself wanted to meet the senior SA commanders at
Bad Wiessee on the thirtieth. He explained to SA Gruppenfiihrer
Fritz Krausser, ‘T want to dispose of misunderstandings.’

To spare others the inconveniences which now seemed inevitable,
Hitler tipped off some of his old friends, like SA Obergruppenfiihrer
Karl-Siegmund Litzmann, son of the revered general: stay away from
the SA leaders’ conference in Wiessee.

ON JUNE 29 HIMMLER SENT OVER FROM BERLIN specific and alarming
reports: Karl Ernst and his Brownshirts were planning to seize Berlin
government buildings at five p.m. next day. Hitler repeated this to
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the Reichstag a few days later, underlining that Ernst was defying
orders to meet him at Bad Wiessee. Throughout that day, Himmler
and Goring brought increasingly dire tidings to the Rhineland. The
FA intercepts seemed to confirm that four or five p.m. on June 30 was
zero hour. Goring sent ‘Pili” Kérner by plane to show Hitler the actual
Brown Pages. ‘I shall make an example of Réhm!” rasped Hitler, now
in Bad Godesberg.

Dr Goebbels reached the Hotel Dreesen in Godesberg at four p.m.
Goebbels’s diary, which we opened in Moscow archives in 1992,
reveals little of his shock upon learning that R6hm was doomed.
‘Drawing blood,” was all he recorded. ‘Gotta realise that mutiny costs
them their neck. I agree with this. If do it you must, then ruthlessly’

Hitler must have shown him the Brown Pages, because Goebbels,
writing up his diary, summarised: ‘Proof that Rohm was conspiring
with [French ambassador] Frangois-Poncet, Schleicher, and Strasser.
So, action!” He recorded: ‘After making up his mind the Fiihrer is
very calm. We pass the hours in discussions. Nobody must notice a
thing. I talk with Lutze, the new [SA] chief of staff. He’s very good.’

They whiled away the hours in Hitler’s hotel suite. “The Fiihrer,
noted Goebbels, ‘is tense but very firm. We all keep silent” From
Godesberg, Goebbels phoned Berlin to order police protection for
his family. (We shall find Himmler similarly sending Marga to safety
early on July 20, 1944.) Over dinner Hitler brought Sepp Dietrich
up to speed on the plans; the barracks of his Leibstandarte regiment
were at Lichterfelde, which had been the Prussian military academy.
They had sent two hundred men down to Bavaria ‘for an operation
against Austria.’ The remaining troops would stay in their barracks
under the command of SS Sturmbannfiihrer Jirgen Wagner. Dietrich
was to phone from Bavaria for orders.

In Berlin, Himmler told Heydrich to send a message by teleprinter
to Munich and order Dr Werner Best to meet Dietrich’s men, and
route their trucks so as not to alert Rohm. Heydrich ordered SS
Sturmbannfiihrer Carl-Albrecht Oberg to transfer operations to the
Wittelsbach Palace where an office had a direct teleprinter connection
to Berlin - they had none in Leopold Strasse yet. Toward midnight
Berlin phoned a new report to Hitler’s suite in the Rhineland - both
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Lutze and Goebbels recorded it: “The rebels are arming themselves,
wrote Goebbels. ‘Not a moment to be lost.’
Seized by the drama, Hitler announced: ‘Let’s go.’

IN BERLIN, GENERAL WERNER VON FRITSCH HAD ordered Colonel
Max von Viebahn to delay his regiment’s departure from the
training area at Ddoberitz, saying, ‘something is afoot.” Temporarily
commanded by Lieutenant-Colonel Paul von Hase, the regiment was
ordered to stand by to move into Berlin. There were already reports of
clashes between the SA and the regular army. Heydrich learned from
Dr Best that Munich’s SA regiment (Standarte) had been marched
off, destination unknown, alerted by mystery orders. In that city, SA
Gruppenfiihrer Wilhelm Schmid read an anonymous order: ‘SA onto
the streets, it read. “The Fiithrer has decided against us!’

Baffled, both Schmid and police chief August Schneidhuber
assured Adolf Wagner, the Bavarian Gauleiter and minister of the
interior, that they were loyal to Hitler, but the strange order itself had
vanished - Schmid suspected that Wagner had pocketed it; so he told
his wife Martina. She was shortly to become his widow.

Dietrich arrived in Munich by plane at midnight and phoned Hitler
back in the Rhineland as ordered: he was told to motor over to the
little railroad station at Kaufering, and await the arrival of his troops
from Berlin around five a.m. Dr Best also arrived at Kaufering, and
watched the men detraining. The convoy of army trucks set off;
shortly, Dietrich was ordered to be in Bad Wiessee by eleven a.m. He
assumed that his men were to provide security for Hitler’s conference
at Bad Wiessee. Dr Best put his car at the head of the convoy, but
somewhere between Bad T6lz and Wiessee word reached them that
it was all over at Bad Wiessee.

HITLER HAD LEFT HIMMLER IN BERLIN. Hitler and taken off at two
a.m. from Bonn’s Hangelar airfield, with Julius Schaub, Dr Goebbels,
secretary Christa Schroeder and Rohm’s designated successor
Victor Lutze. They landed at Oberwiesenfeld airfield in Munich
two hours later. Army officers greeted the party. Hitler instructed
General Wilhelm Adam’s adjutant, “Tell the general that 'm going
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to drive out to Wiessee and shoot R6hm myself!” But he went first
to Wagner’s ministry of the interior, and ripped the insignia of rank
from Schneidhuber and Schmid, and ordered them taken to the city’s
remand prison at Stadelheim.

It was five-thirty a.m. It took an hour to get to the lakeside
Hanselbauer resort, in three open Mercedes limousines, taking
Rudolf Hess. Accompanied by his chauffeur Julius Schreck, Schaub,
and police officer Schmidbauer, Hitler stormed into the inn. ‘R6hm,
youre under arrest!” he shouted, using the familiar Du for the last
time. The SA men were loaded aboard two buses which Schreck had
rented, and taken to Stadelheim.

Back in the Brown House in Munich at ten a.m. Hitler ordered
Goebbels to release the codeword HUMMINGBIRD to Berlin. At
midday he addressed the other SA commanders in the Senate Room.
His motivation was changing, subtly. He gave credit to Walter
Buch, the Party’s general counsel, for having called attention to
the SA chief’s perversion: ‘Buch drew my attention to these Rohm
things. I didn’t believe him. This laudatio did Buch few favours.
Many Party comrades ostracised him for having betrayed Réhm;
Himmler consoled him with the appointment as an honorary SS
Gruppenfiihrer on November 9, 1934 which allowed him to wear the
now coveted black SS uniform, with the black-and-silver lanyard
(which distinguished honorary SS generals from the real ones).

From General Adam’s army headquarters Hitler shortly reported
to Berlin that all the SA commanders were now under lock and key.
‘I was aware of his weaknesses, he said, referring to Rohm, ‘but I
hoped for a long time to be able to channel this affair along the right
lines. It’s all over now. It’s been infinitely difficult for me to part with
comrades who have fought in this struggle of ours for years on end. ...
The scenes during our raid on Wiessee were more disgusting than I
would ever have thought possible. Now I have laid down a clear line:
the regular army is the only bearer of arms. .

UNTIL NOW HEINRICH HIMMLER HAD STAYED CLEAR of bloodshed.
With his own hands he had never taken a life nor did he ever do
so. He probably never saw a death until May 1940. Since getting the
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orders on June 22 he had however directed Heydrich to draw up a list
of names and run them by Hitler. The Himmler list shuttled back and
forth two or three times, said Karl Wolff. It was not long. Seventeen
names were approved for termination one way or the other.

On this day, June 30, 1934, he became a desktop killer.

The first targets were shot out of hand. In Breslau, Himmler’s
blue-blooded SS Gruppenfiihrer Udo von Woyrsch had the SA
commanders executed, including SA Obergruppenfiihrer Edmund
Heines. Shortly before nine a.m., Woyrsch had been urgently
summoned by phone to police headquarters from his estate, ordered
to arrest Heines. After an hour, related Woyrsch, an SA officer had
phoned from Oppeln to speak with Heines. It was one of Woyrsch’s
men, a Sicherheitsdienst (SD) officer, who took the call.

Is it on?” asked the caller. ‘Should I come over to Breslau?’

‘Yes,” said the SD man. The caller was intercepted, and his car
found to be loaded with automatic weapons bearing the Oppeln
police-headquarters stamp.

Among those targeted was the former SS Oberfiihrer Emil
Sembach; Sembach’s offence was that after dismissal from the
SS — for embezzlement — he had deserted to the SA (his name was
camouflaged on the official list as ‘Sassbach,’ a clue that his killing was
unauthorised). Two others marked for killing were SA Oberfiihrer
Joachim Hoffmann and his sidekick Gustav Fink of the SS, who
had maltreated prisoners in the SS camp set up in Stettin, as Diels
said. Himmler was behind these killings. He may also have ordered
the killing of the former director of political police in Stuttgart, Dr
Hermann Mattheiss; he had opposed Himmler’s appointment as
chief of Political Police, despite being an SS Standartenfiihrer himself.

SEPP DIETRICH ALSO GOT his orders. His belated arrival at the Brown
House that midday, redirected from Kaufering to Munich, had
irritated an already nervous Hitler. In Munich, Dietrich found army
cordons everywhere. Martin Bormann came out of the Brown House
and escorted him inside. The SS officer was lodged in an adjutant’s
room for most of the afternoon, unable to follow what was happening
on the other side of the double doors. He heard muffled shouting;
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once he asked Wilhelm Briickner, Hitler’s adjutant, what was going
on. Briickner would not say.

Shortly before flying back to Berlin at five p.m. Hitler had Bormann
bring in Dietrich; Bormann turned a list of seven names over to him.
Ernst R6hm’s was the only one not marked with a cross. Dietrich was
to take his men to Stadelheim prison and execute the other six for
treason. Dietrich took Josias Prince zu Waldeck - dressed in black
SS uniform - and six riflemen with him. It did not go smoothly.
The prison governor, Robert Koch, phoned the Bavarian minister of
justice, Hans Frank, and refused to hand over the prisoners.

Frank arrived with a Ministerialrat, and ordered the prisoners
turned over to the Landespolizei. Rohm was brought in, still baftled,
and asked Frank to take care of his mother and sisters. But his name
was not on the list for shooting. The other six were dragged separately
to a wall that Waldeck had selected and dealt with as instructed.

There was nothing by way of due process. ‘I drove back out there
out of sheer interest,” Dietrich testified later, ‘and saw that the police
had taken over my firing squad.” He saw the body of Schneidhuber,
an old comrade of his. Heydrich telexed to Dr Best at the Wittelsbach
Palace to pick up Gustav von Kahr — who had betrayed the Hitler
Putsch. They took him out to Dachau. Eicke’s men had no liking for
this ‘traitor of November 9, 1923, and dealt with him too; Dr Best
would testify that Heydrich seemed annoyed when told. General von
Epp barely managed to save his adjutant from a firing squad.

On this day and the next, Dr Best’s men put to death a total of
twenty-eight such ‘traitors’ in southern Germany. He struck from
the execution list a number of names, including the writer Ernst
Jiinger and thinkers like Ernst Niekisch and Hans Zehrer. Hitler also
intervened once or twice. Before boarding his plane at Oberwiesenfeld
to fly back to Berlin, he told Epp, ‘T have pardoned R6hm because of
his services, and Krausser for his war decorations’ - SS Gruppenfiihrer
Fritz von Krausser was a decorated World War aviator; but he was on
Hermann Goring’s list - jotted in Goring’s red-linen bound pocket
diary we find this evaluation: ‘Krausser: on Réhm’s staff. Extreme
caution. Agitating particularly against me.” Krausser was shot too.

Some escaped death by oversight. Schreyer was among those
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marked to attend that conference at Bad Wiessee but his fellow-pas-
senger from Munich, Wilhelm von Schorlemer, overslept. Halted on
the way out to the Hanselbauer by Lutze and warned of what was
going on, Schreyer diverted to Starnberg and escaped; the posse sent
after him ‘took out’ an employee instead. Schreyer was arrested only
later, along with R6hm’s deputy Krausser, his foreign-policy chief von
Detten and von Falkenhausen. All were flown to Berlin. Incarcerated
in the Gestapo’s new Columbia Haus prison at Potsdamer Platz,
Schreyer was overlooked while the other three were removed to the
execution wall at Lichterfelde. By the time Schreyer was discovered
two days later, Hitler had ordered a halt to the executions. After four
years, Schreyer was released.

WHERE WAS HIMMLER IN ALL THIS? GOring had moved to protect
him and the rest. Goring had sent for every person he deemed to be
in danger. In Berlin’s government district, his villa was temporarily
protected by machine-guns and sandbags. The villa was crowded
with the notables of Party and government. ‘My house looked like a
castle of refuge,” he scoffed years later. ‘Even Herr Frick [Minister of
Justice] came slinking in, pale as a sicked-up pea!” Franz von Papen,
still Hitler’s vice-chancellor, did not appreciate the danger building
up, and Goring had to phone him at 8:45 a.m. ‘In his room, Papen
told a British officer in 1945, ‘I meet him and Himmler. “Something
very grave is happening in Munich,” says Goring. “A revolution has
broken out. The Fiihrer has left me in charge here in Berlin.”

Papen spluttered, ‘T want to know what’s going on - what counter-
measures we're taking.’

“You’'ll have to leave me alone now, Goring said. ‘My head’s bursting.
We’ve got to see how we can crush this thing’

He murmured something to Himmler, who then left the room.
Papen heard Himmler’s voice, phoning nearby: “You can go in now!’

GORING HAD RECEIVED THE CODEWORD HUMMINGBIRD at about
ten a.m., phoned by Goebbels from Munich, and called a sinister
conference in an inner office of the villa. Wedged into an outsize
Gold-trimmed throne upholstered in red velvet, Goring presided
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from behind a fifteen-foot long desk, an oaken slab four inches thick.
Cigars were handed round, and Himmler took his place. His chief of
staft Karl Wolft was also there. Everybody was seated in easy chairs.
Among the others were von Fritsch, General von Reichenau, the chief
of staff of the still-secret air force General Walther Wever, Goring’s
deputy General Erhard Milch, and their close friend ‘Pili’ Korner.

Fifty years ago Milch, the only surviving eye-witness, described
this cabal to us. Himmler held a tattered list, probably compiled by
Heydrich, who remained at Prinz-Albrechtstrasse. He was slowly
reciting names from the list. If everybody nodded assent, a mark was
made. At one point Goring handed a list to a Gestapo official and
packed him oft to Breslau with instructions to SS Gruppenfiihrer Udo
von Woyrsch. Wolft said that the Reichsfithrer Himmler radiated his
usual bonhomie, but occasionally spoke up for clemency. Heydrich
argued that this opportunity for a tabula rasa was unlikely to recur.
Goring demurred when the name of Rudolf Diels came up, and he
scratched out the name of the diplomat von Biilow too.

So it went on. Goring had already sent his Landespolizei to pick
up General von Schleicher, to be tried for treason. “These many then
shall die, proclaims Antony in Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar. “Their
names are prick’d. .. He shall not live. Look, with a spot I damn
him?!’

As each name was read out, Goring and Reichenau shook their
head, or nodded. Himmler spelt out the name concerned to Korner,
adding the laconic instruction: ‘Vollzugsmeldung - report back.
Goring kept Hindenburg informed. Milch recalled to us one macabre
episode - one of those present joked that they should add Baroness
Viktoria von Dirksen to the list. The tiresome aunt of an ambassador,
she had made a name in Party circles for displaying just too much
zeal (‘A thousandfold Sieg Heil, mein Fiihrer!”) The room shook with
laughter at the thought of the frightful baroness before a firing squad.

Inevitably, there were flaws. Goring personally raided the Berlin
headquarters of SA Gruppenfiihrer Karl Ernst. ‘As I looked by chance
out of the window,” he claimed unabashed years later, ‘T saw to my
amazement that my troops were staggering out under crates of
machine-guns and ammunition.” But Ernst himself was not there.
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Notwithstanding his fame as a homosexual, Ernst had left for Bremen
to join a Deutscher Lloyd steamer to Tenerife on a honeymoon - he
had married Minnes Wolft in the presence of Rohm a few days before.

THROUGHOUT THAT DAY, SCORES WERE SETTLED in Germany.
Between ten and eleven a.m. Heydrich sent thirty of his men to deal
with Papen’s press chief, Herbert von Bose; wiretaps had revealed
him plotting too. The posse led Bose to an unoccupied conference
room. Ten shots were heard in rapid succession, followed by an
eleventh some moments later: the coup de grace.

Around the same time Gestapo HQ ordered Kurt Gildisch to report
with a squad of SS men to Heydrich. Gildisch, a hard-drinking SS
Hauptsturmfiihrer of thirty, had been sacked from Hitler’s bodyguard
and seconded to Dietrich’s regiment in Lichterfelde. Heydrich gave
the steel-helmeted Gildisch the current official line, that Rohm had
attempted a coup against Hitler. Gildisch was to raid the Transport
Ministry and arrest Ministerialrat Erich Klausener and take him and
others to a place of execution. Nebe had put Klausener on the list for
a hostile speech. Klausener had been an ally of Albert Grzesinski, the
Prussian police chief who had prudently fled into exile. Gildisch shot
him down. He denied it (but was convicted later of the murder).

By lunchtime Kurt von Schleicher too was dead. The general had
offered the vice-chancellorship to Himmler’s mentor, Gregor Strasser,
in December 1932, in the hope of thwarting Hitler; Strasser had
accepted, which sealed his own fate. Since then the Forschungsamt
had heard Schleicher negotiating with the French. Goring sent
police to Potsdam to bring him in, but Heydrich got to him first —
his five assassins burst into the Schleicher villa in Griebnitzstrasse,
confirmed that he was the general, and gunned him down.

‘Only cock-up,” echoed Dr Goebbels with a belated display of steely
resolution: ‘Frau Schleicher bought it too. Tough, but can’t be helped.’
(Goring said that Schleicher’s wife got in the way.) Blomberg excused
it to the British ambassador by arguing that even if the general had
not drawn his revolver when the ‘police’ came he would still have
been shot that evening for treasonably plotting with a foreign power.
The FA was still bugging Schleicher’s phone when detectives used it
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to call the ministry of justice to report that he had been the victim
of ‘a political assassination.” Goring advised that the official version
would be quite different — ‘shot resisting arrest.

By early afternoon of June 30 the Berlin press was already touting
the new line. The emphasis on treason was soft-pedalled - the purge
had become a crusade against homosexual filth. BZ am Mittag, an
Ullstein afternoon newspaper, issued a free newssheet: “‘When the
arrests were carried out,” this proclaimed, describing the earlier
scenes at Bad Wiessee, ‘they yielded scenes of such moral turpitude
that no trace of pity can remain. Some of these SA leaders had taken
rent-boys with them. The Fiithrer ordered the merciless lancing of
this plague-abscess’ — for lancing, the communiqué used a German
term we shall hear more often in these pages: Ausrottung.

AT TEN P.M. GORING MET HITLER and his party at Tempelhof, as they
flew in from Munich. Himmler was at Tempelhof too; he was the
hero of the day. Hitler complimented Goéring on the men drawn up in
uniform to receive him - four hundred men of the secret Luftwaffe —
saying: “The men have been well chosen for their race’

Goring revealed that he had taken the liberty of adding a few names
to the hit-lists, including General von Schleicher. As for Gregor
Strasser, he was taken to Prinz-Albrechtstrasse, and murdered in
Cell 15 by a single shot. The Party termed Strasser’s death a suicide
too: a useful smear. It was a poor recompense for the man to whom
Himmler owed so much.

Hitler heard Goring’s wider tally without enthusiasm; in fact he was
livid. He ordered Himmler to set up a fund for the SA commanders’
widows; Schleicher’s young stepdaughter was provided with 250
marks a month until adulthood, and the son of General von Bredow,
another victim, 150 marks a month toward his education.

RETURNING TO PRINZ-ALBRECHTSTRASSE, GILDISCH received orders
from Heydrich to fly at once to Bremen and arrest SA-Gruppenfiihrer
Karl Ernst, who had by then been detained at the airfield there.
Gildisch and his six-man snatch squad brought Ernst back in
manacles that evening, with his adjutant Hauptsturmfiihrer Martin
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Kirschbaum. General Milch, loyally waiting for Hitler on the
Tempelhof tarmac, witnessed the luckless man’s arrival. Gildisch
took Ernst direct to Gestapo HQ, but there was no time like the
present, and Heydrich ordered him taken straight out to Lichterfelde;
to witness Ernst’s execution, and to report back — Vollzugsmeldung.

Arriving there, Gildisch turned Ernst over, still manacled, to SS
Sturmbannfiihrer Wagner. With much rattling of bolts and reloading
of musketry the riflemen provided by Sepp Dietrich despatched
the SA traitors. Hjalmar Schacht’s nephew was one of the shooters,
apprehensive that at any moment he might find his uncle dragged in.
According to the list drawn up by the Gestapo, fourteen people were
shot here. Stiff manacled, Ernst was violated (geschdndet) in a side
room, then driven out to a suitable wall behind the morgue. They
could not find the keys to his handcufts. Shaken, puzzled, but defiant,
Ernst spurned a blindfold. He managed to rip open his shirt, and
shouted to the four riflemen: ‘Aim well, comrades!’

‘Long live Germany!” he added, before the salvoes rang out.

Gildisch had one more chore to perform - to fetch from the Gestapo
headquarters Ernst’s accomplice, Dr Erwin Villain, alleged to have
helped organise Ernst’s orgies. Villain was brought in wearing beach
costume, and stood against that now pock-marked wall.

As one distinguished aviator to another, Goring had been minded
to spare Ernst’s adjutant Gerth, who had survived the pistol duel
earlier that month, this last disgrace. He gave Gerth an hour to shoot
himself, then he too was brought before the firing squad.

HIMMLER HAD SPENT the day closeted at General Goéring’s villa.
His personal assistant Rudi Brandt noted that while Himmler
acknowledged General Goring as his superior, he did not like the
way that Goring let things drift. Lacking war medals, as Karl Wolft
nastily pointed out later, the Reichsfiihrer tried to impress people with
diligence and application. According to Wolff, phone records showed
7,200 calls from this building over the three days that the purge
lasted. The local SD commanders were left no room for manoeuvre.
It was as though Himmler and Heydrich had not left Munich for
Berlin six weeks before, taking most of their best officers with them —
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Miiller, Franz Josef Huber, Josef Meisinger, and a host of others. SS
Brigadefiihrer Alfred Rodenbiicher, who had commanded the SS
Oberabschnitt Austria since February 15, stood by at the Wittelsbach
Palace. Berlin streamed orders to him all day by teleprinter. Dr Best
recalled several lists of names, marked with crosses, rattling off the
teleprinter - one, two, or three, the differing significance of which he
could not later recall: perhaps watch, arrest, and execute.

Berlin soon heard protests from Dr Best about intended victims:
the Darmstadt Gauleiter Jakob Sprenger had ordered the arrest of
two local SA officers, Brigadefiihrer Dr Otto Ivers und Karl Lucke, as
rebels to be “dealt with’ like the rest. Best told Heydrich by teleprinter
that these two men were ‘okay, and Heydrich ordered them released.

Himmler also intervened in some cases, usually for men whom
he knew personally. Werner ‘Bubi’ von Alvensleben was one, a
conservative whom Schleicher had used as go-between to Hindenburg
and Rohm. Alvensleben got a call through to Himmler just as the
hit squad arrived; Himmler told their commander that he would
pay with his life if they killed Alvensleben. (Hitler was notably coy
about this man, when he made his speech to the Reichstag on July 16,
saying only: ‘Réhm established contact with General von Schleicher
by means of a totally corrupt con-man, a Mr von A.)

Rohm’s own adjutant Bergmann was arrested, but he was a
Gruppenfiihrer in Himmler’s SS; the story was that he had returned
to Munich after Hitler had called a halt. Himmler and Wolft
subsidised his existence and even financed his daughter’s education.
SS Gruppenfiihrer Rolf Rainer, Rohm’s bureau chief, was also spared.
Adolf Hithnlein was another who escaped. Count Spreti, far less
important than Bergmann or Rainer, but not an SS officer, was shot.

Hans Frank was troubled by the day’s sheer lawlessness. Hitler
lectured him on revolutions citing the weakness of the judge in
1924 in letting him off, a revolutionary, with prison. Others were
quietly taken off the list. Erich Koch, Gauleiter of East Prussia was
one: ‘Actually, said Goring a few days later to the leading criminal
lawyer Count von der Goltz, ‘the Fithrer wanted him bumped oft too,
but others spoke up for him.” Goéring pretended that he argued with
Hitler throughout that Sunday, July 1, begging him to put an end
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to the shootings. “The executions then halted, he said, ‘even though
this meant that two of the Fithrer’s worst enemies, von Alvensleben
and Moulin-Eckart, escaped with their lives” Count Leon Du
Moulin-Eckart, once director of Rohm’s Intelligence service, escaped
ostensibly because the plane bringing him to Berlin had a problem:
more likely was that Himmler spared this man too.

Goebbels lunched with Hitler that Sunday, and found him pale
and angry. ‘Goring renders his report,” wrote Goebbels. ‘Executions
almost over. A few still needed. It’s tough but necessary. . . One final
sweep and were through the worst.” He saw Hitler ‘suffering badly’
that afternoon as further death sentences were pronounced ‘with the
utmost gravity’ - by whom, Goebbels did not say: ‘Around sixty all
told.” Klausener’s murder, like Strasser’s, was listed as suicide. Dietrich
reported the Stadelheim executions to Hitler at seven p.m., and was
promoted to Obergruppenfiihrer as a reward. He found Hitler deep in
discussion with the army generals Fritsch, Blomberg, and Reichenau,
and the minister of justice Franz Giirtner.

ROHM WAS IN STADELHEIM PRISON but still alive. While Hitler was
minded to spare him, Himmler and Goéring argued for Rohm to be
executed too. Hitler demanded to be put through to Réhm’s deputy,
Krausser, whom he had ordered spared (‘for his medals’); too late,
Goring had ordered him shot a few hours earlier.

Confined in his corner cell, No. 474, in Stadelheim prison, Rohm’s
time came. Hitler ruled that he should be offered suicide. SS
Brigadefiihrer Theodor Eicke and his deputy Michael Lippert drove
out to the prison bringing the ‘offer’. The horrified prison governor
phoned Hans Frank; Frank told him just to keep a written record.

Eicke ordered Rohm’s cell door unlocked, and the two men
pushed into the cell. Onlookers thronged the corridor. Their victim,
puffy-faced and pink, looked a bit like Benny Hill. He was writing
something. They slapped a Vélkischer Beobachter on the table. The
headlines were, ROHM REVOLTS, and sA LEADERS SHOT. Eicke placed
a pistol loaded with one bullet on top and said: ‘Réhm, your life is
forfeit. The Fithrer has given you the chance of carrying out the
sentence yourself.” Rohm did not touch the loaded gun.
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Twenty minutes passed. Eicke told the jailer to retrieve the pistol.
He and Lippert cocked their weapons and stood outside the open
door. “Time’s up, Eicke called out. The unfinished writing was on the
table. Rohm stood and faced them, chest bared. Eicke directed his
comrade: “Take aim calmly and shoot.” Each fired one shot. R6hm
dropped. Eicke ordered his deputy to finish him; Lippert stepped
inside, put another bullet into the dying man’s neck, and left.

Eicke turned to the jailer. ‘Do not resuscitate, he commanded.

He reported his foul deed in writing to Himmler. To a prisoner at
Dachau he bragged, T'm proud to have shot the filthy bugger.” If a
big-shot sticks his neck out,” he boasted on another occasion, using
the noun Prominente, ‘it takes another big-shot to finish him oft’

MARTIN BORMANN'S DIARY had originally named seven victims,
including Karl Ernst. Ultimately, an official listknew of over eighty; the
final number was possibly more. Unsurprisingly, the whole operation
had ratcheted upwards, out of control. In Munich, they had arrested
the wrong Wilhelm Schmid, a musician, and liquidated him before
getting the real target, an SA Gruppenfiihrer. They had also killed
one of Hitler’s closest earlier friends, the pastor Bernard Stempfle:
‘Of course, conceded Goring later, ‘in the general excitement some
mistakes were made.” “Terrible!” wrote Goebbels piously in his diary,
hearing of the shooting of SA Brigadefiihrer Karl von Wechmar in
Breslau. ‘A lot of things happened that did not entirely accord with
the Fiihrer’s will. Fate! Victims of the revolution!’

On the night of July 1-2, Hitler called a halt. Catching the chaotic,
frantic atmosphere of those hours, Himmler’s right-hand man Karl
Wolft scrawled a personal message to his wife, Frieda: ‘Still in the
thick of enormous work caused by the Rohm Mutiny, until three or
four a.m., and even then phone rings every ten minutes after that.
You're fit to drop - but you're rid of a nightmare.’

HITLER'S HALT ORDER saved several who had gone to ground. His
role was less than History would have us believe, but his conscience
was still not easy. Stomach ailments began; to his doctor he later
said they dated from the shooting of his old friend Réhm. The
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adjutants including Briickner and Schaub described Hitler’s fury
when Himmler reported the final tally to him. Victor Lutze, who
became a foe of the SS, echoed their account. When inebriated, he
alleged that the SS had set Rohm up and then bamboozled Hitler
with talk of gunpowder, treason, and plot. Hitler probably realised
that Himmler, Goring and the Reichswehr had all manipulated him.
He visited Goebbels later and said he now saw things ‘quite clearly.’
‘Lutze has become suspicious too, wrote Goebbels.

The scale of the killings had mushroomed. Hitler had authorised
seven Kkillings, growled Lutze. Then it was seventeen, but here was
Himmler bringing a final list of five times that number. “The Fithrer
was thus put in the embarrassing position of having to sanction all
eighty-two killings afterwards.” Robert Ley made the same point in a
manuscript he wrote in captivity. Magda Goebbels went further that
Christmas, caring for all the widows. Learning of the straits of the
families arrested, Himmler ‘spontaneously’ told the Party’s Welfare
organisation to look after them. So Werner Best recalled.

BROADCASTING THAT SUNDAY, GOEBBELS CAREFULLY praised the
loyalty of Himmler’s SS. President Hindenburg telegraphed to Hitler
congratulations for his ‘energetic and victorious action.” On Monday
evening July 2 GOring organised a crab-feast for all those involved -
his ‘murder managers’ Himmler, Blomberg, Kérner, and Milch. Half
a dozen years later, when the real killing began, these shindigs would
become a part of the process; Heydrich would order his ‘task forces’
to lay on Kameradschaftsabende, with much alcohol, and movies
shown in field-cinemas, to distract them from the bloody business
of the day.

It does seem clear that the Intelligence furnished to Hitler, while not
totally counterfeit, had been enhanced by Goéring, Heydrich, and the
army. It was not the last ‘dodgy dossier’ produced by an Intelligence
service for its political master.

Meeting on Tuesday, the Cabinet heard Hitler’s account. Speaking
‘in all their names’ General von Blomberg welcomed the Chancellor’s
ruthless action. Hitler said the Reich had teetered on the brink of an
abyss. The Cabinet minutes record that he accepted full responsibility,
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‘even if the degree of blame had not been established in every case,
and even if he had not ordered all the executions by firing squad.’
Ten days later Hitler spoke a colder language. He rehearsed
the official version to the Reichstag on July 13. Flanked by four
steel-helmeted SS men acting like the guard-dogs in Orwell’s Animal
Farm, he reported: ‘Nineteen senior SA commanders, thirty-one SA
officers and SA men were shot, together with three SS officers. The
lives of thirteen SA officers and civilians who resisted arrest were also
forfeited. Three more committed suicide. Five members of the Party
who were not SA men were shot for participation. Finally, three other
SS men were shot for abusive treatment of prisoners in their custody.’
The international press kicked up a hullaballoo when the names
were published. Foreign journalists listed thirty-nine other
victims — most of whom were still alive, as Heydrich smugly wrote
to Dr Goebbels; the names of alleged victims included Count von
Helldorff, Werner von Alvensleben, Manfred von Killinger, the
widow of Karl Ernst, and Kahr’s cronies in 1923, Seisser, and Lossow.

NAGGING DOUBTS DID CROP UP. HOW FAR HAD Heydrich and
Himmler embroidered upon the ‘plot’? If Rohm had been planning a
coup on June 30, would he have sent his ‘army’ on furlough from July
1?2 As Baron von Eberstein said, would an old hand like R6hm have
just checked into a resort hotel without any bodyguard? On the other
hand, Rohm had indeed earmarked Karl Ernst as his ambassador
in Paris; the documents were found among his papers, according to
Ernst’s widow. Ernst was bisexual; that he was brought before a firing
squad might seem an unsatisfactory start for any honeymoon.

Few tears were wept over the victims, and the regime spared
itself no libels on them. The scenes witnessed at Bad Wiessee were
embellished with scandalising detail. Nothing about the orgies was
true, protested Schreyer, and even R6hm was not really homosexual,
he said; he had once witnessed an episode in which Rohm had come
onto (vorgekndpft) ahalf-Jewess facinghimin arailroad compartment.
Heines was not found in bed with a rent-boy, as Schreyer pointed out,
and his sexuality too was ambivalent — he had fathered a boy with
Countess von Helldorft (the child died aged nine in a traffic accident).



284 TRUE HIMMLER

Given the notoriously heterosexual nature of Heydrich we can
suspect whose hand was behind the prurient tones daubed onto
the victims, which the prim Himmler readily believed, whereas
Heydrich’s own adjutant described how his boss liked picking up
pretty girls in bars. He was once arrested after brawling with an
enraged boyfriend; the Berlin police released him in dismay, after he
produced his ID. ‘Heydrich,” said Sepp Dietrich in 1950, ‘was head
and shoulders above Himmler - clever and single-minded.’

Was he therefore the real driving force in all that happened?

AS FOR ROHM, IT IS EVIDENT THAT HE DID harbour ambitions, but
there was no firm date attached. There had been bloodthirsty chatter:
SA-Standartenfiihrer Julius Uhl, commander of R6hm’s personal
bodyguard, was heard boasting that he had been selected to kill
Hitler. The army general Hans von Thoma would reminisce, ‘R6hm
said to me quite openly at the time, “Just you wait until we’re top
dog - the masses are just excrement — we will make things sweet for
ourselves and as for the rest, we’ll do things Russian-style.”

Heydrich mopped up all paper-trails. He ordered his man Carl
Oberg to destroy all execution orders telexed to Bavaria, though one
set of copies was retained at Prinz-Albrechtstrasse. In the Wittelsbach
Palace, Oberg showed Dr Best unappetising items found in Rohm'’s
luggage at Bad Wiessee, and Goebbels broadcast an explicit account.
‘At the time I believed it, Karl Wolff would concede, ‘after the
one-sided and negative briefings I had from the lips of my own chief.’

Rumours circulated long after. Some people close to the Party
claimed that Himmler had double-crossed the plotters. The son of
Count von Helldorff was heard to say (ten years later, and almost
on the same day that his father was hanged as a real traitor): “The
Thirtieth of June was actually nothing other than the prelude to
Himmler’s assumption of power. . . Himmler, of course, was let into
the secret and declared himself in complete agreement, but at the
very last minute, just as the balloon was about to go up, he went to
the Fiihrer and told him. That’s why it blew up in their faces.’

In line with the official version, Himmler shifted his emphasis
from the ‘foreign plot’ to Rohm’s perversions. Justifying the bloody
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purge to his commanders, he dwelt on what he called the ‘biological-
political reasons’ for it, namely the character of the SA leadership. ‘A
habit engaged in by female secretaries might be no danger, Himmler
said, ‘but it might well prove catastrophic for a state if engaged in by
officers and officials, etc.’ This particular perversion, homosexuality,
was the chink favoured by foreign espionage. Warming to his theme,
he also condemned abortion, calling it ‘the other death’ for any
nation; turning to Wolff afterwards, Rudolf Hess remarked: “That is
the most brilliant presentation I have ever listened to.” Paul Leffler,
Heydrich’s SD bureau chief in Munich, later applauded the purge as
an ‘absolutely necessary’ cleansing process. It was a popular view.

As for Rohm’s alleged contact with the French authorities, this
would have been Landesverrat, treason, but there is little supporting
evidence. Dr Werner Best learned from two reliable agents in the
Saar region that on June 28 and 29 garde mobile units, the French
gendarmerie, were being sent from Nancy to villages along the
Lorraine and Saar frontiers; three hundred gendarmes had been seen
in the streets of Forbach in Lorraine alone. To one SD agent’s query,
the locals had explained, ‘A revolution is said to be breaking out in
Germany on June 30 or Sunday July 1.’ This may have been just a
French reaction to the SD’s own rumour-mongering.

The three days of bloodshed revealed an unsuspected side of
Himmler, that of a calculating commissioner of killings, showing no
remorse. Pushed by Heydrich and Géring, the young Reichsfiihrer
had played a major part in propelling Hitler into this dramatic purge
and splashing blood onto his hands. This was the deeper significance
of the episode: not for the last time, he had taken the initiative in
killing in Hitler’s name.
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A SUCCESSFUL MOGUL OFTEN OWES HIS SUCCESS to one employee in
the background. This would be Himmler’s personal assistant Rudolf
Brandt, rather than his preening chief adjutant Karl Wolff.

Brandt came to SS headquarters when he was twenty-four. It was
probably his first real job. He was the only son of a railroad foreman.
His young wife was sickly, and he rarely got to see his two children,
Jirgen and Elke. His hair was brown, his complexion sallow, and he
wore glasses: he was something of a nerd. He was never punished at
school; he was drunk only once, as a student. He did not smoke or
drink; he had taught himself to swim, was frightened of the dark,
and - like Himmler, his future boss — uninterested in fortune. Those
who knew him called him a product of ‘true’ National Socialism
(that is, not what it later became). His defence lawyer would later
characterize him harshly as ‘intellectually insignificant.” Clumsy
but morally impeccable, he would be easily led astray by men like
Himmler.

Like many bright children, he had one passionate hobby: his was
writing Stolze-Schrey shorthand. He knew only one ambition, to
become a verbatim Parliamentary stenographer — which was an
elite among elites: he perfected his shorthand while still at school,
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until his pen flew across the page at 360 syllables a minute. He
became the perfect private secretary, his colleague Wolfchen called
him Himmler’s ‘memory’; knowing everything, but offering to
remember nothing. In a self-serving statement, August Meine, who
joined Himmler’s staff after Brandt, would suggest that Himmler
had avoided having newcomers deal with murkier matters like the
‘destruction of the Jews,” as they went through Brandt’s hands.

To become a civil servant in Germany the softly spoken ‘Rudi’
Brandt had had to take a law degree as well. It was as ‘Dr’ Brandt that
he joined Wolft’s staft a few weeks after entering the SS in October
1933. Himmler took him over on February 15, 1934. When Himmler
moved to Berlin, he had brought Brandt with him. The young man
remained indispensable, and fatally indifferent to the items which the
busy Reichsfiihrer required him to sign on his behalf. “The seducer is
always guiltier than the person seduced,” argued counsel at his trial.

BRANDT WOULD STAY WITH HIMMLER UNTIL one day before the
end, converting the flow of dictation into flawless shorthand, and
from that into a stream of minutes, messages, and memoranda, from
morning to night, and thinly rewarded with a late promotion to
Standartenfiihrer, or colonel. He handled three thousand pieces of
mail every month, covering the entire range of Himmler’s activities.
‘It went past me in a blur, he would testify later, ‘like a movie.’

Brandt often worked a fifteen- or sixteen-hour day. His working
day had started before seven a.m. He had to be an early riser, while
Himmler worked far into the night — until two a.m. as a rule. At
nine-thirty the courier brought the main mail. Himmler rose at
ten, and breakfasted with Brandt, after Wolff transferred to the
Fithrer headquarters: ‘Himmler, recalled Brandt, ‘always had to have
somebody with him at breakfast.” He came into Himmler’s bathroom
with the latest mail and read it out to him as he shaved, and took
down the replies for the next twenty minutes.

He sat outside Himmler’s office and waited for the summons.
Himmler treated ‘Rudi’like a useful piece of furniture. He would buzz
for him, turn to his current visitor, flap a hand, and say, “‘Whenever
you have questions, write to Dr Brandt or give him a call.” Before
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ushering visitors out, Himmler would invariably inquire about their
well-being and about their financial situation — he would instruct
Brandt to provide funds, and where the visitors had yet to produce
any oftspring he would helpfully direct Brandt to provide to them the
address of a certain Professor Knaus and his Prague clinic. Dr Benno
Martin, the police chief of Nuremberg, would describe how Himmler
once summoned Brandt. ‘Himmler did not ask him to take a seat. He
stood at the table taking notes.” Walter Schellenberg, whom we have
yet to meet, would echo this: ‘On account of his talents as a Master
Stenographer, his punctuality, his tireless diligence, he became for
Himmler a comfortable — I would even say user-friendly — automat,
registering, writing, and remembering everything.’ Files were strewn
all around his office and even on the floor, said Schellenberg. Rudi
handled the complaints and Christmas gift-lists. Himmler instructed
him to leave no letter unanswered.

As the volume of correspondence grew, Brandt began dictating
from his own shorthand notes to relays of typists. He sent out letters
of congratulation to mothers of SS men bearing second, third, fourth
or later children - and a gift box with fruit juices, and a porcelain
candlestick for the newborn child. Encouraged by ‘this one letter, he
grimly recalled, the mothers often began a copious correspondence
with Himmler. Brandt had known poverty as a child and student, and
threw himself into these charitable endeavours with great industry.

Allowed finally to testify about his chief, Brandt expressed the
obligatory disapproval of him, ‘because of the crimes he committed’
but also ‘because he committed suicide.” That British smear had
worked again, but Brandt could not withhold admiration of this
human dynamo: ‘He dictated letters to me, said Brandt, ‘in trains,
airplanes, and automobiles, in the morning and at all hours of the
day and night” Himmler was modest, and polite to his servants;
unlike his contemporaries, he did not act the ‘big-shot.’

Himmler was considerate toward the widows and children of his
fallen SS men; he ensured that all received Christmas presents, while
‘every woman who turned to him’ could be assured of assistance.
‘Himmler loved children,” he said, ‘and played Godfather to a large
number.’ “The correspondence about Himmler’s many Godchildren
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took up a good deal of my time,” Rudolf Brandt recalled.

OVER MEALS BRANDT OFTEN HEARD Himmler expand on his ideas —
how he wanted to create a healthy working class, and to extend credit
to manual workers and peasants so that they too could build. The
Nordic race was ‘destined to take over the leadership’ in Europe.
Men from all nations should be given an opportunity in peaceful
competition to prove their fitness for leadership. A greater German
Reich was to be merely the precursor of this Nordic community.

If a guest objected that Germany should hardly share leadership
with lesser peoples like the Dutch or Swedes or Danes, Himmler
offered an analogy from the football league: One year might see it led
by a major team from a large city, and the next by a small, unknown
team. Thus the leadership of Europe should change hands from time
to time, so that each nation could do its best for the new Europe. This,
said Brandt, was why most of the European nationalities — ultimately
seventeen of them — were represented in Himmler’s Waffen-SS.

After one conference on sterilisation, as the record shows, “The
Reichsfithrer-SS emphasized to all of us participating that we were
here concerned with top secret matters intended only for internal
discussion, and upon which absolute secrecy had to be maintained.’

AS BRANDT CONFESSED, HE WORKED FOR TWELVE YEARS close to the
heart of ‘one of the mightiest and most dangerous of men,” but he
admitted, T never knew Himmler’s soul.” Addressing the question
of personal guilt, he pondered whether he had been too trusting, or
‘whether . . . throughout all these years I lived like a hermit, with my
eyes closed.” Some of the items which crossed his desk were noxious
beyond belief, like the ongoing files on wartime SS experiments to
find ways of surviving attack by phosgene gas or bacterial warfare,
or surviving on salt-water, or in low-pressure and low-temperature
conditions, and files on epidemic jaundice, and discussions of the
elimination of entire tubercular populations (proposed by occupation
forces in Poland, though not actually carried out).

All such medical matters are chilling to the layman. They are as
odious as curious Allied doctors securing the skullsand brains of their
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enemies including Mussolini and Himmler, when the time came: the
difference was that these subjects were already dead, and their death
did not first have to be procured. On February 9, 1942 Wolfram
Sievers, chief executive of Himmler’s Ahnenerbe institute, would ask
if he might have some skulls of Jewish-Bolshevik commissars for his
scientific research at the University of Strasbourg. Sievers drafted
a letter for Brandt who forwarded it to a certain Eichmann with
Himmler’s signature duly appended, assuring him that everything
necessary would be done to augment this skull collection.

Engaged routinely in matters like these, young Rudi Brandt
gave Himmler the last darkening years of his short life. He signed
many such letters, and future enemies would seize upon that - not
appreciating that i.V. or i.A. after his signature and before Himmler’s
typed name meant no more than ‘signed in the absence of.” Himmler’s
military adjutant Werner Grothmann would say that Brandt was
just an endlessly hard-working cipher, careful not to develop any
opinions of his own. Asked by Dr Leo Alexander, a skilled American
interrogator, for his most lasting impressions of the war, Brandt
ventured a stout answer: ‘Lasting impressions? They were left by the
murder of our airmen who crashed behind Russian lines, and by the
[British] bombing of Dresden and other cities . . . It’s much easier in
retrospect to sit in judgment.’

Brandt had typed for Himmler for twelve years, and as punishment
the Americans put him to death in Landsberg prison soon after.

ARRIVING IN BERLIN in July 1934 a few days after the Rohm Purge,
Lina Heydrich moved into an apartment. She did not see her husband
for some time; he was still camping out in Prinz-Albrechtstrasse.

He kept what had happened to himself. ‘Later,” said Lina, writing
privately in 1951, ‘we hardly ever talked about these things. We
were too much appalled’ - in particular that anybody could have
conspired as Rohm had against Adolf Hitler, ‘the man in whom we
saw everything that was good and worth living for” ‘How we did
honour, love, and adore this man, A.H., she added, ‘though most of
us had yet to set eyes on him. .. It was Himmler who went to him,
turnished with the reports by my husband.’
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As for Himmler, the SA never forgave this young man for the
bloodshed at Stadelheim and Lichterfelde. T brought up the Thirtieth
of June 1934,” Himmler dictated, after seeing Alfred Rosenberg seven
years later, ‘and the fact that I had proposed Lutze as SA Chief of
Staff, and my final disputes with R6hm, and the fact that the SA has
not got over June 30, 1934 until this very day, but keeps on dragging
it up, to stir up eternal unrest.” He still seemed surprised by that.

SOME OFFICERS OF THE SA SOON exacted a dramatic revenge. Three
weeks after the Rohm purge a handful of Austrian SS men tried to
hasten the process of Anschluss, union with Germany, by staging
a coup in Vienna. The coup would be a fiasco, largely because the
Austrian SA had decided to cut young Himmler down to size.
Ithappenedlike this. In the summer of 1933 many Austrian National
Socialists had come over the frontier after their dictatorial chancellor
Dr Engelbert Dollfuss declared the Party illegal. In Bavaria, many
joined Himmler’s SS. One, the policeman Fridolin Glass, set up a
unit of army veterans, which Himmler integrated into his SS in the
spring of 1934, as No. 89 Standarte. The Austrian Party leader Theo
Habicht was living in exile in Munich; his deputy in Vienna was the
attorney Dr Otto Gustav Wichter. For many months Glass hatched
a plan for an SS coup. Wearing borrowed Austrian army uniforms,
his 150 SS desperadoes would seize Vienna’s radio station and arrest
Chancellor Dollfuss. Much of the planning was conducted over cigars
and liqueurs in the plush surroundings of Vienna’s coftee houses.
One thing rankled. The plot allowed the Austrian SA only a
subordinate role in Vienna, though a larger one in the provinces. On
July 16, 1934 the Austrian SA commander, SA-Obergruppenfiihrer
Hermann Reschny, came in secret with Glass and the others to finalise
details in Habicht’s Munich apartment, at No. 60 Kunigundenstrasse.
Reschny had escaped liquidation by Heydrich’s SS hitmen two weeks
earlier only by chance, and he was still licking his wounds. This was
payback time. He made sure that two informants of the Austrian
security authorities were furnished with all the details of the plot (so
the later trial in camera of Hamburger et al. seemed to establish).
Confident of the support of the Austrian army and police, Hitler
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mentioned these plans to Dr Goebbels over lunch on July 10. Visiting
Bayreuth on Sunday the twenty-second, Hitler conferred with
Habicht, General von Reichenau, and the former SA commander
von Pfeffer. Goebbels was unconvinced. He wrote: ‘Sunday: with the
Fiihrer. . . Austrian question. Will it come off? I'm very sceptical.’

The balloon went up three days later, on July 25, while Hitler was
still at Bayreuth. Austrian SS men seized the radio station, and a
dozen more stormed into the Vienna chancellery, with ‘Major’ Otto
Planetta and Franz Holzweber, both in borrowed army uniforms,
at their head. But somebody drew a pistol and opened fire; the
chancellor Dr Engelbert Dollfuss was struck by two bullets. Chaos
followed as the coup ringleaders including SS Standartenfiihrer Otto
Wichter found the chancellery doors locked. The sloppiness for
which the Viennese are so famous, their Wurschtigkeit, supervened.

The Austrian SS men panicked. From Bayreuth, Hitler followed
these Austrian noises-offstage as best he could. He reassured General
Adam, his local army commander, that things were going well; but
they were not. The phone lines from Vienna were dead - as indeed
was Dollfuss, wounded and callously allowed to bleed to death. An
appeal went to the SA to take to the streets as planned: Reschny,
their commander, just smirked, and saw to it that in Vienna his men
remained idle (in the provinces, under different leadership the SA
performed better). SA Brigadefiihrer Oskar Tiirk circulated word to
his troops that this coup was a private venture by Wéchter and No.
89 Standarte of the SS, an operation for which the SA ‘disclaimed all
responsibility’

THE FIASCO WAS A DISASTER for Himmler’s prestige. Aghast at the
damage to Germany’s reputation, Hitler broke ofthis visit to Bayreuth,
and disowned the plotters. He offered apologies to Vienna, recalled
his ambassador, and sent an emissary, the arch-Catholic Franz von
Papen. The SS adventure set back plans for Anschluss by years.

The records do not reveal how far Himmler himself had been
initiated. His 1934 diary is as stated missing. He learned the hard way
how brutally rival gangs sometimes settle scores. Austria sentenced
to death a dozen of his men including Planetta and Holzweber -
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by strangulation, as was the Austrian method. Later they were
proclaimed martyrs, but that was small consolation at the time. After
the Anschluss finally came, in March 1938, Heinrich Himmler set up
a Historical Commission of criminologists including SS Standarten-
fiihrer Dr Franz Stahlecker, to inquire into what had gone wrong.
Himmler informed Heydrich of its terms of reference:

This commission will be charged by me with determining
calmly the circumstances of the ill-fated insurgency of July 25,
1934 in Austria, with gathering witness statements in evidence,
and upon due consideration with identifying the guilty parties
on both the National Socialist and the opposing side.

Heydrich took this as an instruction to expose the ‘cover-up’
performed by Austria’s ‘System Government’ (the opaque term
used for the ancien régime), and to wreak revenge on those who had
executed Planetta and Holzweber and prosecuted the rest, despite
promising them free exile. For a while the commission tried to have
Dollfuss’s body exhumed to retrieve the missing, and evidently fatal,
second bullet. “The calibre might prove, they argued, ‘that one of the
bullets did not come from Planetta’s pistol.

‘Perhapslater on, offered Heydrich evasively. He foresaw problems —
for instance, Himmler would have to guarantee immunity to whoever
any second culprit turned out to be. The investigation lasted until
October 1938, clarifying everything except the ‘ticklish issue’ of how
many guns. To modern assassination-bufts it has a familiar ring.

AS FOR THE ILLEGAL AUSTRIAN SA, IT had not escaped Himmler’s
attention that SA-Obergruppenfiihrer Hermann Reschny’s men had
effectively hung the SS men out to dry. Barely arrived from Stadelheim
in his Valhalla, Ernst Rohm had taken his revenge. Himmler wanted
to put these traitors, hotheads, and bunglers on trial in Munich
before the Supreme Party Tribunal, the Oberstes Parteigericht,
with both Wichter and Reschny in the dock, and with himself and
Vienna’s Gauleiter Josef Biirckel on the bench. Otto Wéichter wrote
to Himmler on May 3, 1938, stoutly refuting the SA allegations:
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If in line with the agreements reached in Munich [on July 16,
1934] the SA had risen as one man throughout Austria the very
moment we seized the Chancellor’s office, the operation would
have succeeded even without the support of the régime forces.

He termed it ‘the most shattering episode in his life’ when the SA
failed to put in their appearance.

Adolf Hitler stepped in, and ruled that it was time to move on.
That being so, Himmler refused to order a full inquest into the SA’s
inaction. ‘As you know, he wrote to Wiéchter on June 9, 1938, ‘the
Fithrer has forbidden the whole inquiry into the July 1934 Rising,
and the matter is accordingly closed.” On December 9, 1938 Himmler
received the final report, with many photos and exhibits. The
historical commission urged its publication. Heydrich had to refuse,
‘given that the Fiihrer has prohibited any further raking over of the
domestic political events in Austria before March 1938’

THE 1934 PARTY RALLY OPENED ON SEPTEMBER 5 in Nuremberg’s
Luitpold Hall. It was the now familiar ‘gorgeous show’ of flags and
bands, and of orchestras and drama. The thirty thousand packing
into the hall fell silent and the music stopped, and Hitler, followed
by Himmler, Goring, Goebbels, and Hess appeared at the rear of
the auditorium and strode at solemn pace down the centre aisle, to
the podium where the Blood Flag awaited them. Himmler’s exalted
station in the new pecking order was now apparent. Gauleiter Adolf
Wagner proclaimed in Hitler’s name: “There will be no revolution in
Germany for the next one thousand years!’

A few days later, on September 9, Hitler spoke to fifty thousand of
the SA Brownshirts for the first time since he had liquidated their
leaders. He formally ‘absolved’ them from any complicity in R6hm’s
revolt. It was a brave move, but even so he had Sepp Dietrich’s guards
regiment drawn up between him and the seething stormtroopers.

WHEN IN BERLIN Himmler lived in a grace-and-favour apartment at
No. 22 Hagenstrasse, in the fashionable Grunewald suburb; he signed
letters from No. 8 Prinz-Albrechtstrasse in Berlin, the headquarters
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of the Gestapo. The Party’s treasurer Xaver Schwarz had purchased
a building in Munich’s Gabelsberger Strasse, No. 31, to house the
national headquarters of the SS. It was around the corner from the
Brown House. Himmler lived when in Munich in the bungalow in
Waldtrudering, or in a stylish villa at No. 19, Mdhlstrasse. Given
notice in September that Heini would be moving out at the end of
that month, the landlord replied expressing regret at the loss of such
an ‘agreeable tenant.’

A FEW WEEKS AFTER THE ROHM PURGE he began to ponder moving
into something more appropriate to his station. The Party put up part
of the cash for him to buy a larger house. For a while he considered
moving down the road from No. 109 to No. 129, Wasserburger
Landstrasse; it was a larger one-family house, with five rooms, and
a garage too. There is an unsigned five-year rental contract in his
papers dated October 1934. But the Himmlers put the Waldtrudering
bungalow on the market that month and moved out of Munich,
to the south. He had purchased a white-walled three-storey villa,
‘Lindenfycht’, built in the 1880s in Bavarian peasant style, with wide
overhanging eaves at Gmund, on the shores of Lake Tegernsee.

To raise the rest Himmler used Marga’s dowry. It was she who took
out the policy (monthly premium: 31 marks), insuring the property
for 20,000 marks. She was on the deeds as joint owner, with her assets
legally separate from his — ‘Giitertrennung, which was unusual at
that time, but proved fortunate in 1945.

He received no pay as Reichsfiihrer, it must be added; even later, his
only salary was that of a Staatssekretdr in the ministry of the interior,
plus that of a Member of the Reichstag. The house’s previous owner
was a concert singer, Alois Burgstaller, Heini’s senior by thirty years.
Burgstaller was a tenor, noted for his portrayal of Richard Wagner’s
Siegfried. He had provoked the ire of the composer’s formidable wife
Cosima by singing in the unlicensed premiére of Parsifal in New
York city; she ruled that Burgstaller would never sing at Bayreuth
again. The Himmlers stayed good friends with Burgstaller, as he lived
nearby; Heini had bottles of best beer sent round to him. Lyndenficht
at Gmund was now the Himmler family home for the rest of his life.
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HERE HEINI LIVED THE LIFE of a popular local squire. There was an
extensive flower garden with a greenhouse behind Lindenfycht. He
seems to have moved in early in October 1934. An agency was asked
to provide a housemaid to clean the rooms, do the laundry, and cook
for five adults (including three staff) and the two children, Gudrun
and foster-child Gerhard. Here in Gmund, Marga would for a time
share a room with Gudrun, who was now five. On the ninth he hired
a Munich architect Josef Heldmann to oversee repairs. The local
waterways commission wrote granting him ‘personal and revocable’
permission to maintain the boathouse and to use a rowing boat on
the lake — upon proper payment of annual dues. Ordnung mufs sein:
in many petty ways Germany was still a law-and-order state.

Over the years he expanded this little domain. In 1936 Rudi Brandt
would establish an office in the local village for when the Reichsfiihrer
joined his family down here, as Himmler never brought more one or
two adjutants and their typists with him. The house eventually had
a dozen bedrooms and five bathrooms. There was a wide fireplace in
the living room and broad windows overlooking the lake and Alps.
The furniture was in good taste. There was a library. (Most of its
books would end up in the Library of Congress in the United States.)

In 1939 Himmler added a local Kriminalsekretdr, Johann Laur, to
beef up security. Laur acted as janitor with his colleague Kriminal-
inspektor Sebastian Hammerl; relieved of that post after a stomach
operation in 1940, Laur took on lesser duties as gatekeeper. There
was also a guest house, the Villa Erika, where Himmler’s brother
Gebhard stayed, or relatives of Marga like army captain Walter Boden,
who came with his wife and three children. Among other visitors
recalled by Laur were the personal physician of Heini’s mother, Dr
Karl Fahrenkamp, who became chief medical officer with his own
biotechnical Research Unit at Dachau, and Heini’s old friends from
Apfeldorf, Dr Hugo Hofl and his wife Friedl.

The grounds were guarded by a small SS unit housed in a barracks,
where Himmler occasionally received visitors too. As the coming
war turned nasty, labourers excavated an air-raid shelter in the
garden - it is still there. From this house Himmler’s diaries, personal
papers, letters to his family, and photo albums were profitably looted
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by American troops and Red Cross girls billeted there in 194s.
‘Looking around, said the girls’ captain, Esther Walker, ‘you would
say the Himmlers were quiet, home-loving people who liked things
comfortable, but didn’t believe in putting on airs.’

That was close to the truth. Himmler was a policeman, a rather
special policeman, caught up in the larger toils of History. The photos
show him at home in leather shorts and Bavarian hat, pictured with
family and friends; they include occasionally Reinhard Heydrich,
seen with him punting through the reeds on the lake.

For years after the war Marga’s cactus collection still filled the
east window of the living room, and a glass of botanical specimens
hung from the wall; there were prints of flowers and plants scattered
throughout the house. Heini’s collection of fossils and petrified fern
remained behind glass in a cabinet in his study, just as he had left it.
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WITH THE SA LEADERSHIP eliminated, what next? Judea as an enemy
did not yet bulk large above Himmler’s horizon. He had excluded
Jews from his elite SS as racially inferior, but he did not yet recognise
the Jews as a noisy and virulent opponent of National Socialism.

He should have paid them more attention. Seen from the relative
tranquillity of the Twenty-First Century, the Jews of Europe figure
disproportionately on each side of the Twentieth’s balance sheets
of cruelty, both as perpetrators and their prey - as torturers and
tortured, as murderers and victims. They had been comprehensively
expelled for hundreds of years from many countries, including the
most civilised. Although comprising barely four percent of Russia’s
population, Jews were at the forefront of Moscow’s 1917 revolution.
By the end of 1918, Jews filled 457 of the 556 top Bolshevik posts.
Speaking to a Jewish audience in 2013, President Vladimir V Putin
himself mischievously underlined that eighty-five percent of the first
Soviet government were Jews.

Perhaps they seemed far away. Far beyond Germany’s eastern
horizon, the Bolshevik leader Vladimir Ilych Lenin, himself of
concealed Jewish origin, had fashioned this rootless, fanatical racial
group into the most ruthless arm of his dictatorship. Jews had taken
over leadership of the feared Cheka, the ‘All-Russian Extraordinary
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Commission for Combating Counterrevolution and Sabotage,” ever
since Lenin set it up by decree in December 1917. The Cheka and
its unlovely successors, GPU and the NKVD, established outposts,
largely officered by Jews, throughout the Soviet empire, a practice
which would continue long after the coming war. Jews had notoriously
provided the murderers who had cruelly ended the Romanov dynasty.
One Jew signed the warrant, and handed it to another to execute;
a Talmud student and Cheka agent carried out the actual killings,
with two others. They shot, bayoneted, and bludgeoned to death the
former Tsar, his wife, and their five children with their staff in the
Urals city of Ekaterinburg (Sverdlovsk) one night in July 1918, then
pillaged the bodies and attempted to burn them.

Published statistics showed that in 1934 Jews dominated Stalin’s
security apparatus; 38-5 percent of its senior officers were of Jewish
origin. Often they had Germanic names, which they as often
concealed - Kamenev was born Rosenfeld, etc. A historian, Sever
Plocker, also a Jew, estimated that these Jews were responsible for
twenty million deaths. While their fellow-travellers in the West
turned a blind eye, Lenin and Stalin preferred to rely on Jewish
interrogators, executioners, and judges, as Plocker found. Genrich
(Heinrich) Yagoda, the founder of the NKVD, alone had ten million
lives on his conscience. He was replaced in 1936 by Nikolai Ivanovich
Yezhov, a five-foot-tall Gentile who had taken a Jewish wife, Yevgenia
Feigenburg. Yezhov came to an unfortunate end. His accomplice
Lazar Moiseyevich Kaganovich outdid even him, while Leonid
Reichman, the NKVD’s chief interrogator, would deservedly enter
the annals of the Red Terror. All were Jews. ‘Many Jews, summarised
Plocker angrily, ‘sold their soul to the devil of the Communist
revolution - and have blood on their hands for all eternity’

NEITHER HIMMLER NOR HEYDRICH had yet taken account of this
Jewish element of Bolshevik history. In Heydrich’s papers, now
partly housed in Moscow, we find that for five years after the National
Socialists came to power, he ranked the Catholics, followed by
Protestants and freemasons, as Germany’s most dangerous enemies.
Judea - das internationale Judentum - came only seventh.
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This is surprising in the light of Himmler’s earlier reading, the
bloodstained history of the Bavarian Soviet Republic, and episodes
like the murder of Rosa Luxemburg. But Himmler’s attitude toward
the Jewish race was still academic, one of detachment. In 1935 a
former neighbour sent him a litany of complaints about the Party’s
local branch in Waldtrudering now that Himmler had moved away,
but asked him to intercede for Heymann, a local Jew, whose non-
Jewish mother was claiming to be related to the Reichstiihrer. ‘Not
much really I can do about it, if a distant relative forgets himself and
marries a Jew, responded Himmler, adopting a bantering tone, while
not denying the details per se. T'm sorry for him [Heymann], same as
I'm sorry for all mixed-race folks. But as a National Socialist I can’t
help him. That would be going against the tenets of our Movement
and our nation.” He added: ‘Incidentally you can just see how Jewish
Heymann’s thinking is: he hints in a roundabout way that I am a
relative, so as to make it look like I've got the Heymanns’ blood in
me; while the God-awful truth is that Heymann has ours in him.

It’s hard not to imagine a grin as he dictated this to Rudi Brandt.

THERE WAS A PERCEPTIBLE UNDERCURRENT against the Jews in
Germany which they had done little to earn or dispel. After the Great
War they were wrongly seen as ‘draft-dodgers’; in 1926 the left-wing
editor of Die Weltbiihne Kurt Tucholsky privately boasted, ‘For three
and a half years I dodged the war as much as I could.” In the following
year, before emigrating to Sweden, he penned these malevolent
words to his fellow-Germans: ‘Let gas enter into the bedrooms of
your children. . . I wish a general editor, a mother of a sculptor, a
sister of a banker, a bitter and painful death.’

Himmler stillturned an occasional Nelson-eye onacolleague’sracial
origins - like Philipp Katheder, Gebhard’s regimental comrade from
the Great War, and SS Standartenfiihrer Dr Oskar Kauffmann, the
Gau Chief Surgeon of Carinthia, whose great-grandfather had been a
rabbi in Trieste. Himmler brought Kauffmann to Berlin ‘although he
was well aware of the background, as one medical historian learned:
perhaps Himmler needed an informant in the Reich Health Service;
Kauffmann would have a marker which he could call in.
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THE MID-THIRTIES WERE WRITTEN AGAINST a background of rising
carnage, which historians overlook at their peril. Having dealt with
the SA, Heinrich Himmler turned to the army. There were months
of bickering between the Party, the SS, and the armed forces. Hitler
summoned their leaders on January 3, 1935 and made a dramatic
appeal to bury the hatchet somewhere other than in each other.
‘After the Fiihrer’s speech,” wrote General von Fritsch, the army’s
commander-in-chief, in his private papers, ‘the witch-hunt by the SS
died down for a time.’

It was Heydrich who had instructed the murder squads on June 30,
1934. We still do not know how far Himmler sanctioned these
operations. Opponents had begun to disappear. With the assistance
of Goring’s Forschungsamt, Heydrich and his experts kept watch on
Catholics, monarchists, Communists, former labour union officials,
and hostile intellectuals. Many enemies were operating from outside
Germany. Heydrich mounted the targeted-killing operation against
the pacifist Professor Theodor Lessing in Karlsbad in 1933; he tried
to take out a student called Bell in Kufstein, and he organised the
abduction of Bertold Jakob Salomon from Swiss territory on March
9, 1935 so that he could be charged with treason.

It was Heydrich who silenced Rudolf Formis too. Before 1933
Formis had directed the official broadcaster Stiddeutscher Rundfunk
from Stuttgart. Now an exile, Formis was operating ‘Radio Black
Front’ from Czech territory on behalf of Otto Strasser, brother of the
murdered Gregor Strasser. It was broadcasting annoying items about
Goring and Himmler on the 31-metre waveband. He pretended
to be inside Germany, but the Forschungsamt knew better: they
radiolocated him near Prague. ‘We stand here at our microphone,’
rasped Formis in December 1934, ‘and beside us are 600 pounds of
dynamite. If the black dogs come,” by which he meant the SS, ‘they
will go up with us.’

Heydrich decided to smash the transmitter and snatch Formis, and
handed the job to Alfred Naujocks ot his Sicherheitsdienst. Franz Josef
Huber briefed Naujocks that the FA had pinpointed the transmitter
at the Hotel Zahot1, at Slapy nad Vltavou, south of Prague. Naujocks
checked in there, obtained a wax impression of the Formis room key
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and secretly took a photo of Formis, for Berlin to confirm his identity.
The next time he came to Prague he was accompanied by Edith
Kersbach, a pretty gymnastics teacher. She flirted with Formis all
evening - it was January 23, 1935 — then invited him upstairs to her
room. The kidnapping was botched. Inside the room were Naujocks
and a second SD hit-man, Werner Gottsch. Formis had time to draw
his revolver and shoot the girl, before they shot him. The Gestapo
men escaped. Berlin accused Otto Strasser of operating an illegal
transmitter, and Prague put him away with a four-month jail term.

HIMMLER HIMSELF WAS IN THE CLEAR. Gebhard would say that these
years were probably his brother’s happiest. He drew on Germany’s
history, how their forefathers, for example, had sunk homosexuals
into swamps: so his ancient tomes had taught him. Werner Best said
Himmler acted like a schoolteacher, lecturing his men, correcting,
punishing, and even prescribing them convalescent leave - a Kur.
He founded the Ahnenerbe (Ancestral Heritage) Foundation, to
poke his finger in the eye of academics who had scofted at him. ‘Above
all,’ recalled Rudi Brandt, ‘he wanted to declare war on booklearning.’
Himmler saw in the Ahnenerbe an institution where oddballs could
experiment — scientists who would never normally have prevailed.
The foundation would support the more controversial branches of
science, like cancer-cures and medicinal herbs (the work of Marga’s
cousin Dr Philipp von Luetzelburg, a recognised botanist). Himmler
created a Research Unit at Dachau under Dr Karl Fahrenkamp, to
research into seeds and digitalis. Fahrenkamp was a quarter-Jew, to
whom the three Himmler brothers entrusted the treatment of their
mother. Fahrenkamp now supervised Himmler’s favourite project, a
herb-garden, established in the Dachau camp. So said SS-Sturmbann-
fiihrer Luitpold Schallermeier, Wolff’s personal assistant, who helped
him the secret Ahnenerbe funds. It seems that Wolff used Special
Account ‘R’ to finance projects of his own. He could not explain the
endorsement ‘secret payment to SS-Obergruppentiihrer Wolft” on one
500-mark payment by Special Account ‘R’ Paul Baumert said that
SS-Obersturmbannfiihrer Christian Mohr was the only man who
could pay money out of the account, and Wolft had to countersign.
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There was little oversight. The research done by the Ahnenerbe
was later clouded by some of its more questionable, even criminal,
wartime sidelines. Himmler ordered support given to a biology
postgraduate, von der Goltz, whose professor lectured on eugenics.
When Goltz postulated that bastards were blessed with less valuable
genetic traits than legitimate offspring, Himmler dropped him. The
controversial Lebensborn e.V., which providing support for single
mothers, was funded by Ahnenerbe. Himmler willingly backed this,
and in September 1939 he would order the profits of Wienerwald
Casino in Austria wholly diverted to Lebensborn. It harked back to
Himmler’s adolescent “White Knight years,” his chivalrous concern
for the plight of the beerhall barmaid and the prostitute, shown by his
earlier diaries. As Rudi Brandt stated: ‘Himmler wanted to remove
the difficulties facing the unwed mother. . . That’s why he set up this
thing. It wasn’t to promote illegitimate childbirths.’

Karl Wolff stated under interrogation: “The Ahnenerbe was
originally an idealistic fo