PROLOGUE

H s nmonent had arrived.

A collective roar, nmuffled and distant, reached his
ears. He sensed the inpatience of the throng outside as
they waited to greet him their new | eader. |Inside, an
expect ant hush descended on the group. Very deliberately,
he turned to neet the gaze of each man present in the room
He saw fear in sonme, and respect in others.

He cl osed his eyes and collected his thoughts as he
prepared to greet the nasses and face the tel evision
caneras. He wondered how many in the room in the crowd
out si de, and anong the billions watching on television
grasped the historical significance of the nonent. This was
not just a changing of the guard; this was the birth of a
radically different form of gl obal power.

For a brief nonment, he was transported back to anot her
time, another place. Septenber 7, 1934. Nurenberg,

Cermany. The Zeppelin Wese. Goose bunps crawl ed up his
spine as his mnd flashed back to that evening. The Fuhrer
rai sed his hand and two hundred thousand people were stilled

to a deathly silence. Nothing noved except the eerily



danci ng shadows of the twenty thousand flags that caught the
glare of the circling searchlights. Then, the Fuhrer began
to speak. What he witnessed that day rocked the bottom of
his soul .

It was his turn now. But the present tinme did not
resenble the world of the Fuhrer. It was different.

Better. It hearkened to a tine before the Fuhrer. More
than a thousand years before.

Then, like now, the world was in turnmoil, fueled by
religious, ethnic, and racial unrest. Yet, in the mdst of
t he upheaval, one man was able to draw diverse peopl es
together and create a gl obal supernation, an enpire that
| asted nearly ten centuries. The man was Charl emagne and
the Holy Ronman Enpire was a grand exanple of enduring power.
It was the enpire that the Fuhrer referred to as the First
Rei ch and sought to enul ate through his self-proclainmed
Third Reich, with disastrous results.

But what the Fuhrer couldn't acconplish, he woul d,
starting today. And it would be just the begi nning.

Hi story would record this day as the dawn of the first
gl obal Reich. Posterity would recognize himas the | eader

whose power transcended national boundaries and prevail ed



over race and ethnicity across the world. The first | eader
to be a true gl obal naster
After a lifetime of planning and waiting, his nonent

had finally arrived.



BOX 1

1945



Chapter 1
Thur sday, April 5, 1945

Washi ngton D. C
9:10 AM

The | argest cash deposit, ever.

Warren Terrell, Deputy Director of the OSS+he Ofice
of Strategic Services—propped the steel rimred pince-nez on
his nose and re-read the intelligence report. Estimated to
be the | argest cash deposit in the history of Sw ss banking.
He closed his eyes and let out a nuted sigh. This was a
whol e new problem Thus far, it had been | ooted Jew sh
gold, not cash. There had al ways been runors of the Nazi
hi gh command stashi ng noney in secret Sw ss bank accounts,
but not hing had been confirmed. Now, this. According to
the report, it was expected to be in the hundreds of
mllions of Swiss francs. Hundreds of mllions! Every
franc set to di sappear into the anonynous abyss of Sw ss
banki ng. The guaranteed secrecy of the so-called “nunbered
accounts”.

Should he ask their Bern office to research the



informati on? He eyed the docunent in front of himand
pi cked out the code nane of the Allied agent on the top left
hand corner, just below the stanp that said “Top Secret”.
No. The agent was one of their best, very reliable. The
0SS shoul d have expected this turn of events, he thought, as
his fingers drumed the desktop. Wth Germany on the brink
of defeat, they could expect nore pillaged noney and goods
making their way to Zurich with increased urgency. He |lit a
cigarette and stared at the white snoke, dancing lazily away
fromhim The Sw ss banking system made it easy. It was
madness; anybody could walk into a Swiss bank with a stack
of cash and open a secret nunbered account. Custom built
for the Nazi rogues and their |ooted noney. He turned to
t he docunent again. Like these nen, the Heydrich Three.
Warren picked up the tel ephone and requested a file.
Wiile he waited, he tried to recollect what he knew about
the Heydrich Three. They were cl ose associ ates of the now
deceased SS CGeneral, the infamous Reinhard Heydrich. The
three operated as a team a man, his son, and an unknown,
shadowy third nenber, considered the nost dangerous of the
lot. He recalled one Allied undercover agent refer to the
Heydrich Three as the father, son, and the unholy ghost. An

ungodly trinity. It was the work of these three that hel ped



Rei nhard Heydrich gain notoriety and nove up the Nazi ranks
to becone the SS Qber gruppenfuhrer—the nunber two nman in the
SS. He wasn’t called “Hangman Heydrich” for nothing;
Heydrich was a ruthless killer whose drive for personal

power in the Nazi regine was cut short by Czech assassins in
May 1942. Besides being the man behind the cold bl ooded
killings of the SS, Heydrich had been the Conmander of

Ei nsatt zgrouppen—the battalion-sized, nmobile killing units
that followed the German arny as it cut a deadly path

t hrough Europe. Heydrich’'s directions to the

Ei nsatt zgrouppen had been sinple: round up as many civilians
as possible, and machi ne gun them en nasse.

It was w dely accepted that Heydrich had been one of
the nost evil nen in the Third Reich, and many had
considered himthe likely heir to the Fuhrer, Adolf Hitler.
Intelligence reports after Heydrich s assassination
confirmed the extent of his power in the Nazi reginme. The
Nazi top brass were clay in Heydrich' s hands, including nen
i ke Heinrich H nmer, Adolf Ei chmann, Hermann Goering, and
Josef Goebbels. It was Heydrich who gathered the Nazi high
command on January 20, 1942 at the infanmous Wannsee
Conf erence and proposed what he called the “final solution”

of Russian and European Jewy. And it was Heydrich who—at



t hi s conference—sought approval for mass killing of the Jews
using the deadly Zyklon B gas in specially constructed gas
chanbers in the death canps.

Warren felt his stomach churn as he recollected
phot ogr aphs of the gas chanbers di scovered at Auschw t z-
Bi rkenau when the Allies liberated the death canp in
January. The grisly pictures were etched in his nenory:
gr ot esque nounds of dead bodies, piled one on top of the
other like wetched rag dolls, and the rest of the enaciated
prisoners, zonmbies with enotionless faces and wasted bodi es.
How many nore canps were yet to be discovered? Hi s thoughts
were interrupted with the arrival of the file. He stubbed
out his cigarette and opened the bulky file, spilling with
papers. They snelled danp and nusty; he tw tched his nose
and reached for another cigarette. Soon he was skinmng the
pages rapidly, taking in the material with a practiced eye.
After a few mnutes of reading, he pulled a notepad towards

himand started to wite:

The Heydrich Three

Erich: 6ft.1-3 inches, 190-210 |bs, 16-18 years.

Ginter (Erich’s dad): 5ft.9-11inches, 200-220 |bs, 40-44
years.

Direktor: ???




Zurich, Switzerl and
3:25 PM

The buzz inside Zurich’s elite banking circles was that
it would be a Gustloff account. Not an ordinary Qustl off
account, but a history-making one in terns of the anount
that woul d be deposited. Nobody was sure, but runors were
flying that it was over three hundred mllion Sw ss francs.

“CQustloff” was the Sw ss bankers' termfor secret
accounts opened under fictitious names by Nazi officials.
The nane was coined after one of the Nazi high command—t
was debated if it was Field Marshall Hermann Goering or
Propaganda M nister Dr. Josef CGoebbel s—epened a secret
nunber ed account using the nane of a martyred Swi ss Nazi:
Wl helm Gustl off. Many other Nazis opened simlar accounts,
i ncludi ng former Chancell or Franz Von Pappen, foreign

m ni ster Joachim Von Tripp, and even Adolf Hitler, who had



nore than one fictitious account in Switzerland to funnel
the royalties fromhis book, Mein Kanpf.

The hushed specul ati on was that the noney comng this
time included the booty of the late SS General, Reinhard
Heydri ch—pney, they said, that he and his cronies had
systematically siphoned off the Nazi coffers. Mney that
cane fromconfiscated Jew sh properties, sales of |ooted
gold, as well as Nazi taxes, such as the Reichsfluchsteuer,
the so-called escape tax, levied on Jews | eaving Gernmany.
However, it was not the source of the noney that was the
focus of the discussions in boardroons of the Zurich banks,
it was the question of which bank would be the fortunate
reci pient of the booty.

John Graetz, President of Graetz Bank, nulled over the
sane question. He | ooked out the wi ndow of his office on
Bahnhof strasse, near Zurich's city center, watching the
bustling activity of people on the tree-lined street. The
| ush green of the budding trees was starkly contrasted
agai nst the dour gray of the buildings that packed the
Bahnhof st rasse—bui | di ngs that housed sone of the nost fanous
banks in the world. He knew that the odds of his bank
receiving the deposit were close to nil, if the past was any

indicator. It angered himthat G aetz Bank had yet to get a



pi ece of the Nazi noney that had nmade its way to Switzerl and
over the last few years. Al the CGustloff accounts were
being set up at the largest and nost reputed banks: Credit
Sui sse, Union Bank of Switzerland, Sw ss Bank Corporation,
and Basl er Handel sbank. And now, with the Third Reich
falling apart, nore noney would be naking its way to
Switzerland in the next few weeks, and there was the danger
that Graetz Bank woul d get no share of it. It was difficult
enough conpeting as a small private bank against the
behenot hs; but | osing out on the Nazi windfall was going to
make things even nore difficult. Sonmething had to be done!
Graetz Bank had been famly held for over seventy-five
years. Even today, all its general partners belonged to the
Graetz fam | y-sonething that John was i mensely proud of.
Many of the other private banks were having a difficult tinme
keepi ng ownership within the famly as increasingly, young
Swi ss nmen were | ooking to other professions, many of which
were nore lucrative. |In fact, a few years ago John had
resigned hinself to the fact that his son would not follow
in his footsteps. Peter had witten from Engl and sayi ng
that he was switching his area of study fromreading
commer ce and banking to what he called the “fascinating” new

sci ences. It shattered John when he read the letter, but



Peter seened very excited about the prospects of the
energing fields of science and technol ogy. John could only
| augh at his son’s youthful ignorance when Peter wote that
they coul d use sone of the new devel opnents of science at
Graetz Bank. What could science possibly do for the world
of banking? But when Peter returned |ast year after
conpleting his studies in England, John was surprised at the
many suggestions that he had to i nprove business at G aetz
Bank. The ideas were intriguing—but they were all so
radi cal that John couldn’t think of proposing themto the
general partners of the bank. He knew what the response of
the partners would be: don’t rock the boat; why take on
ri sky ventures when the bank was doing reasonably well? In
particular, his uncle, Janes G aetz—+the old conservative
banker that he was—woul d vehenently oppose any change. But
now, as he reflected on the elusive Nazi noney, he decided
that perhaps it was tinme to be bold and i nnovative. Tinme to
try sonme of Peter’s radical ideas.

John picked up the tel ephone and dialed Peter’s

nunber.



Berlin, Germany
3:45 PM

Erich | ooked up fromhis book, glanced at his watch and
then out of the w ndow of the coffee shop. Were was
Ginter? H's heart began to accel erate as he thought of the
possibilities. He closed his eyes; he had to rel ax and shut
out the negative thoughts. Everything would be fine.

Ginter woul d arrive any nonment now with the noney and the
escape routes. The waitress placed a plate with toast and
mar mal ade, along with a cup of coffee on the table. He

| ooked at the food, but he had lost his appetite. He took a
sip of the coffee.

Qutside, the sky was unusually gray and there were few
people on the street. What a difference a few nonths had
made! The streets used to be lively, bustling with people,
interspersed with brown-shirted stormtroopers and the
bl ack-coated SS guards. There was order and pageantry in

Berlin, fromthe crisp salutes and clicking heels of goose-



stepping soldiers to convoys of shiny black Mercedes cars

wi nding their way through the streets. Mst of all, there
was pride in the faces of the German people. But today, the
red banners that peppered the streets with their black
swasti kas seened to hang |inp. Even the gilded statues of
the eagle that had once perched najestically atop the netal
pol es, seened to cower, as they rested on their weathed
swasti kas. The end was near, w thout a doubt. Ever since
the Allies broke through the Siegfried |ine and crossed the
Rhi ne, Erich had known that it was a matter of tine.

He wondered what historians would wite about the |ast
days of the Third Reich. Wuld future generations ever
understand the enotional inpact of the fiery rise and fal
of the Third Reich on the German people? He watched the
pedestrians on the street; they were either shuffling
listlessly along or wal king quickly, with nervous urgency.
Was it different in the |ast days of the First Reich and the
Second Reich? He turned his attention to the book he was
readi ng, The Rise and Fall of the Holy Roman Enpire—the
t housand-year reign that the Fuhrer referred to as the First
Rei ch. Like nost historical books, it was packed with facts
and figures of the enpire that started in the year 800 under

Enperor Charl emagne, but there was little insight into the



enotions of the people as it rapidly dissolved in 1806. He
surmsed that it was very unlikely that the end of the First
Rei ch—er for that matter, the Second Reich, under the
Hohenzol | ern dynasty from 1871 to 1918—aoul d have cone as
unexpectedly and swiftly as was presently happening to the
Third Reich

Erich stood up and | ooked outside the w ndow agai n,
straining to see as nmuch of the street as possible. He
shoul d not have allowed Ginter to neet the Direktor al one.
But really, he had little choice. That’'s the way the
Direktor wanted it: a private nmeeting with Ginter, to divide
the noney three ways and to discuss their nmeans of escape
out of Germany. O course, it was not surprising that the
Direktor refused to neet with him Their |ast neeting very
nearly ended in violence, and if it were not for Ginter who
physically restrained him Erich knew that there would have
been physical blows. Even now, he felt the bottled rage
stir within. But that neeting taught Erich an inportant
| esson: know when to pick your fights. [If he had hurt the
Direktor, they would have | ost access to the noney. That
woul d have been stupid. He had to be patient; one day, he
knew that he would get even with the Direktor. But now, he

had to focus on getting the noney, and finding a way out of



Cermany before the Allies arrived. The tinme to settle
scores would cone later. But his pulse raced as he pictured
the Direktor neeting with Ginter. No doubt Ginter would be
silent and acqui escent, accepting everything that the
Direktor said. Ginter was a sinple man, and coul d be tal ked
into anything. The Direktor knew that. So had Heydrich
when he picked Ginter to be part of their team Erich
remenbered Heydrich's words: sonetinmes it was nore inportant
to have loyalty than intelligence anong your nen.

Erich spread sone narnal ade on the toast, took a bite,
and washed it down with the last of the coffee. He |ooked
out into the street again, as he hailed the waitress for
nmore coffee. Hi's eyes caught a young boy, not nore than ten
years old, wal king alone on the street, his face downcast.
Erich stared at the boy as he dragged one foot |istlessly
after another. For a nmonment Erich forgot his present
concerns—the noney, Ginter, the Direktor, the end of Nazi
Cermany. He was transported back to 1938. Minich. The
or phanage. Suddenly, he could snell the mattress he used to
sleep in. He saw clearly the faded urine stains on his
lunmpy mattress and he renenbered the unconfortabl e danpness
t hat never went away, along with the holes in his blanket,

and the bitter cold of the winter nights. He recollected



putting his toes through the torn blanket and letting his
i magi nati on run, producing | aughter anong the other boys—
| aughter that was rarely heard in that wetched pl ace, as
rare as a full tummy, clean clothes, and genui ne adult
affection.

Erich barely noticed the waitress place a cup of
steam ng coffee in front of him He watched the boy turn
the corner, and wal k out of sight. The despondent | ook on
the child s face had nothing to do with the falling fortunes
of Germany. It came froman acute |loneliness. A starved
heart. He knewit; he had lived it. As had all the other
boys in the orphanage. Envotional |oneliness that ate away
at the core of their beings. He wondered if the boy had a
hone. Father? Mther? An adult he could count on for
sol ace, confort, and reassurance? O was he no different
fromhis friends at the m serabl e orphanage? He thought
about the only ones who seened to care about the orphans.
They came with surprise gifts: candy, ice cream hugs and
ki sses, satiating the boys’ starved stomachs and hearts for
a few hours each week. People |ike Father Dam en. Now, at
sevent een, he recogni zed them for what they were: perverts
and pedophiles. Selfish animals who took advantage of the

orphan boys. [If there was one individual he hated nore than



the Direktor, it was Father Dam en. He wondered which

or phanage in Ronme was Fat her Dam en preying on, now? \Wich
ten year-old | ooked forward to Father Dam en’ s weekly
visits, and the |long wal ks? Wal ks, where Father Dam en
woul d captivate the boy with stories of history, religion,
musi ¢ and the nobl e objectives of the Fuhrer and Nazi sm

Wal ks that would invariably lead to a |lonely spot or a
clearing in the woods. Erich felt his hands shake as he
attenpted to pick up the cup of coffee. He felt bile rise
to his nouth as inages of the past flashed through his m nd.
He figured that today, as Associate Secretary of State in
the Vatican, Father Dam en would be virtually beyond
suspicion. And as one of the nost powerful nmen in the

Vati can, Father Dam en nmust have the pick of Italian boys:

t he orphans, the choirboys, and the altar boys.

He had to focus on the future. After all, he was the
| ucky one. Fate had plucked himfromthat hell for bigger
and better things. Here he was, seventeen years old, rich
beyond his wildest dreans. It struck himhow odd |life was:
i f Father Dam en had not chosen himfor his sexual
pl easures, he would still be at the orphanage sl eeping on
the danp, snelly, urine-stained nattress. He would not have

been i ntroduced to Father Damen’'s friend, Martin Bormann at



his home in Pullach, outside Munich. It was Martin Bormann,
the man who ultimately becane Reichsleiter Bormann, head of
the Reich Chancellery, and the Fuhrer’s personal secretary,
who introduced himto Reinhard Heydrich. And Heydrich had
teamed himup with the Direktor and Ginter. How ironic that
the two individuals he detested the nost—the Direktor and
Fat her Dam en—hel ped get himto where he was today.

Erich clenched his fists; he would get his revenge,
real revenge. The Direktor and Father Dam en had yet to see
what he was capable of. Revenge like that practiced in the
M ddl e Ages. He cheered up as he turned to the book on the
table, flipping pages to his favorite chapter in the R se
and Fall of the Holy Roman Enpire. Enperor Oto IIl. A
master at the art of revenge, he used both physical and
enotional pain to gain retribution. It was that kind of
revenge he yearned to inflict on the Direktor and Father
Dam en.

Qto Il fascinated Erich in other ways too. Qto was
a year younger than Erich when he was crowned enperor in 996
AD. A sixteen-year-old ruling nost of Western Europe, from
Cermany to Italy! And Oto’'s vision was grand: unite the
Holy Roman Enpire and the Byzantine Enpires, thus

controlling all of Europe. Oto did not acconplish his



goal, but nearly a thousand years later, Erich had hoped to
see it happen: Europe united under Hitler. 1t had been one
of Reinhard Heydrich’s favorite subjects. Erich recollected
cherished nenories sitting in Heydrich' s study, as he tal ked
loftily of the inportance of the times they were living in.
Heydrich woul d pace the room cognhac in hand, and his
brilliant blue eyes would take on a dreany, far-away | ook as
he tal ked, al nost reverently, of the revolution that was
underway. A Europe under one |eader, acconplishing what the
First Reich and the Second Reich couldn’t. A goal that was
as intriguing as it was chall enging: bringing peoples of the
vari ous European countries, with their varied |anguages, and
cul tures under one ruler.

But now, Erich nused, that grand plan was in shanbl es,
t hanks to the m stakes of the Fuhrer, and the carel essness
of brilliant nmen |like Heydrich. Erich was certain that the
Allies would not be noving into Berlin today if Heydrich
hadn't nmade that fool hardy trip to Czechoslovakia in 1942
and gotten hinself killed. Things would be so different!
The Fuhrer woul d not have nade the m stakes of the past
three years if Heydrich had been there to provide advice and
insight. And today, they would have been on the threshold

of a united Nazi Europe! FErich’'s future would have been



[imtless. Heydrich would have becone the Fuhrer after
Htler, of course. And then, who knew? |If he kept his eyes
open and pl ayed his cards right, one day he, Erich, could
have achi eved what Qto Il dreanmed of doing: rule over a
united Europe. The very thought made him gi ddy. Europe
under his power! Yes, it would have happened! After all,
Heydrich had regarded him highly. Trust your instincts.
You are destined for greatness. Heydrich's own words.
Wrds that were branded on his mnd. Wrds that he had cone
to believe.

Erich felt a finger on his shoulder. He turned to find
Ginter, rasping for breath and sweat dotting his face.
Erich knew at once that Ginter didn’'t have good news.

“Wei nmann, ” Ginter wheezed. “Esther’s husband:
Benj am n Wei nmann. He knows all about us. That bitch,
Esther! Before she was gassed she talked to sone of the Jew
pigs at Auschwitz.” G@Ginter stopped to gather his breath.
“Pigs who tal ked to reporters when Auschwitz was |i berated.
Now Wi nmann has vowed to kill wus.”

Benjam n Wei nmann. Erich wasn’t worried. He could be
taken care of. It was just |like Ginter to | ose sight of
priorities. “What about the noney?”

“Don't worry,” Ginter said as he sat down. “We'Ill get



our shares.”

Erich’s heart sank. “Wat do you nean?”
“I't will be safe in Zurich.” Ginter w ped his face
wi th his handkerchief. “W’Il| get our shares later. The

Direktor prom sed.”

“What are you tal king about? Prom sed?” Erich stood up,
the bl ood pounding at his tenples. “Were is the Direktor?
How are we going to get it later? | want ny noney now”

“Son,” @Ginter reached for Erich’s hand. “The Direktor
has left for Switzerland, and then on to Italy. But don't
worry; we'll get our shares. It’s best this way. There's
too nmuch uncertainty, what with the war—=

Erich felt hinself begin to quiver. “Fool. Fool! How
could you?” He closed his eyes, trying to conpose hinself.
“And stop calling me son. Qur father and son act was over
| ong ago.” He coul d barely contain hinself; he wanted to
punch Ginter in the face. The noney! It guaranteed his
future! The Direktor was obviously going to flee with their

shares. Wat was he to do?



Washi ngton D. C
10: 15 AM

Warren Terrell stubbed the cigarette in the overflow ng
ashtray and continued to read through the pages of the file
on the Heydrich Three.

The intelligence reports suggested that Erich and
Ginter were recruited by Heydri ch—er soneone close to him+n
1938. They were put under the direction of an individual
close to Heydrich, sinply known as the Direktor. The
Di rektor was considered to be one of the Nazi’s nost prized
scientists; it was thought that it was his work that led to
the choice of the deadly Zyklon B gas in the death canps.
Very little was known about the Direktor, and before he
began work on the gas experinents, Heydrich used himfor
ot her projects—projects that were not of a scientific
nature, but that were often as deadly. One such project was
what the Allied undercover agents had cone to call The Altar
Boy Pl oy.

The Altar Boy Ploy was possibly the nost devastating

met hod of rounding up Jews in hiding—dews living in



basenents and attics of synpathetic German famlies, |oosely
organi zed by the local Catholic churches.

Starting in 1938, in town after town, the underground
systemthat hid and snuggl ed Jews out of the country was
conprom sed. In each case, it seened that an insider
sabotaged it. It took two years for the Catholic Church to
recogni ze the sabotage—after the Vatican received
startlingly simlar information from various parish churches
of events leading to the discovery and arrest of Jews hiding
anong their parishioners and other synpathetic famlies.

The Vatican pi eced together the nodus operandi of the
saboteurs. A father and son would arrive at the | ocal
Catholic Church, and portray thensel ves as devout Catholics.
The son woul d volunteer to be involved as an “altar boy” in
the church. Wthin days, the son would reveal to the other
altar boys that he and his father were on the run fromthe
SS for harboring a pregnant Jew sh not her and her daughter.
Their story would spread anong ot her parishioners and soon
the | ocal underground | eaders woul d approach themto tap
their expertise and experience in fleeing fromthe SS.
Wthin a nonth they were wholly inmersed in hel ping organi ze
and support the | ocal underground systemthat hid and

smuggl ed the Jews. Then, abruptly, the father and the altar



boy woul d di sappear. Wthin hours of their departure,
dozens of SS officers would descend on the town, with clear
know edge of the exact whereabouts of the hidden Jews. In
the neantine, in another town, the ploy started all over
again: a new altar boy was welconed into a | ocal parish
church. In this way thousands nore Jews were found and
di spatched to the Nazi concentration canps at Dachau,
Buchenwal d, Bel zec, Sachsenhausen, and Auschw tz- Bi rkenau.
Allied intelligence now confirmed that the father and
son were Ginter and Erich respectively, and that their
activities were coordinated by the Direktor, ostensibly
under orders from Heydrich. But by early 1940, the ploy was
no longer in operation. Either it had acconplished its
objectives, or nore likely, it was halted because the
Vatican and the parish churches had figured out the schene.
Warren stopped reading and picked up the pen. He
t hought for a few nonents and then began to wite:

1938-40: The Altar Boy Pl oy
Details: Contact the Vatican.

He jotted down key points, referring back and forth
fromthe file. He re-read what he had summari zed and t hen

turned back to the file.



Eri ch and Ginter di sappeared for a few nonths before
resurfacing in md-1940 in a studio flat in Berlin's
af fl uent Kurfurstendamm Allied agents were drawn to the
fl at when nei ghbors tal ked about bl ood-curdling screans
comng fromthe flat, and late night visits by seem ngly
inmportant SS officials. One visitor was identified as
Rei nhard Heydrich hinself, and an undercover agent
specul ated the so-called D rektor was one of the others.
Further, neighbors reported seeing notionl ess bodi es renoved
fromthe flat late at night and driven off in official SS
vehicles. But it wasn’'t until a few nonths ago—+n January—
that Allied undercover agents, after talking to |iberated
prisoners fromthe Auschw tz-Birkeneau death canp were able
to piece together what Erich and Ginter were doing, holed up
in the Kurfurstendamm fl at .

Apparently, beginning in early 1940, Erich and Ginter,
under the direction of Direktor, were involved in conducting
human experinments on Heydrich's pet project: death by
gassing. According to intelligence reports, as early as
1938 Heydrich foresaw the need for an efficient mass killing
met hod, such as gas. He had recogni zed the inefficiency of
what was then the accepted nethod of mass killing: |ining

the Jews and machi ne gunning theminto ditches. The wastage



of bullets by machi ne guns was enornous and as the war
dragged on, there was a need to mnim ze waste and i ncrease
efficiency.

Many net hods were tried and rejected. The so-called
“singl e-shot nethod”, where the SS soldiers shot the Jews
individually with one shot at the back of the neck, was used
for sone tine. It saved bullets, but it was time consum ng.
Moreover, this method had an unforeseen side effect.
According to a report filed by one undercover Allied agent,
“..the single-shot nethod took an enotional toll on many
Nazi soldiers. It was difficult for the men to repeatedly
pl ace the gun to the base of the necks of the trenbling,
noani ng, and sonetinmes shrieking victins as they lined up to
be shot. Also, the flailing, twitching |inbs of the dying
bodies in the ditch, and sonetines the pl eading eyes of the
nearly dead were difficult to stomach for many Nazi
soldiers.” The psychol ogi cal inpact of this nmethod was so
strong that there was evidence of increased drinking anong
t he soldiers, and even instances of suicide. These
dr awbacks made Heydrich |ook to other alternative killing
met hods. It was assuned that he had turned to the Direktor,
and the help of an unnaned industrial firm to start

researching the use of gas as an efficient mass killer.



They first conducted experinments with carbon nonoxi de, using
the so-called “gassing vans”. The exhaust of these diesel
engi ne vans were re-circulated to seal ed encl osures at the
back of the vans, packed with Jews. The results were nessy
and in general, less than satisfactory.

The Direktor |ooked to other alternatives and found the
answer in a specific formof hydrogen cyani de gas, Zyklon B
Once the Zyklon B gas nethod was perfected, Auschwtz-

Bi rkenau was anong the first canps to be equi pped with
Zykl on B gas chanbers. The chanbers turned out to be a very
effective and efficient means of killing prisoners en nmasse.
The prisoners were packed inside the airtight roons, and a
granul ar formof Zyklon B was allowed to trickle into the
room The granules were carriers of liquid Hydrogen

Cyani de, whi ch when exposed to air, evaporated, producing
the lethal gas that killed the trapped people in m nutes.

However, the experinments that Erich and Ginter
conducted in their flat had little to do with mass killing,
as was done in the gas chanbers. They were involved in
testing the application and use of a reformul ated Zyklon B
i n i nnocuous objects such as pens, watches, and letters—all
of which becane deadly neans of assassinating enem es of the

Third Reich. Allied agents had only recently confirmnmed



details on these ingenious assassination tools, after the
unusual way that two Czech resistance | eaders died: both
col | apsed soon after they used an exquisitely designed
fountain pen that each had received as a gift. The pens
were found to have a built-in vial of refornul ated Zyklon B
that ruptured when the pen’s nib was pressed agai nst paper.
It was acknowl edged that such ingenious use of the
Zykl on B was possible only because the brilliant D rektor
had acconplished a major breakthrough in reformulating the
Zyklon B gas, to increase its lethal life span. Further, in
the case of the deadly Zyklon pen, he had successfully
nodi fied a fountain pen to include a vial of highly
concentrated refornmul ated Zyklon B that killed the witer
the instant the pen was used on paper. |In fact, it was
known that anong the Nazi bigwi gs, the vial in the pen was
dubbed “the ot her gas chanber”.

Intelligence reports surm sed that Erich and Ginter
tested, experinmented and perfected the application of Zyklon
B in other gadgets besides the pen, but there was little
doubt that their nost successful innovation was the Zykl on
pen. There was sone concern that today, as the Third Reich
crunbled, there were a | arge nunber of Zyklon pens—er ot her

| et hal gadgets—teft behind by the fleeing Nazis. It was



possible that Allied troops could becone inadvertent victins
of the deadly gadgets if they happened to pick up and use
t hese seem ngly harnl ess, everyday gadgets.

Warren turned to his notes, and began to wite:

1940-42: Berlin (flat in Kurfurstendanm.

Experinents on | ethal gadgets, including the Zykl on

pen.
Cont act: Benjam n Wi nmann.

Wt hout a doubt, M. Winmann had to be an inportant
starting point in tracking down the Heydrich Three. |If the
Vatican was the best bet for details of Erich, Ginter, and
possibly the Direktor, in connection to the Altar Boy Pl oy,
Wei nmann was |ikely the best source with regard to
information on the activities at Kurfurstendamm flat. Most
of the intelligence on Kurfurstendamm canme fromhis |ate
w fe, Esther Winmann. Esther was anong the | ast Jews
gassed at Auschwi tz-Birkenau, before the Allies |iberated
the canp in January. Two of the liberated prisoners who had
known Esther in the canp, talked to a reporter about
Esther’s story: how she had been kept inprisoned for years
ina flat in Berlin, cleaning, cooking, and taking care of
two Nazi nmen. Wthin days of the newspaper running the

story, a man nanmed Benjam n Wi nmann contacted t he newspaper



i nqui ri ng about the story’s sources because he was certain
that Esther was his long lost wife. The newspaper reporter
put VWi nmann in touch with the wonen who had known Esther at
Auschwi t z- Bi r keneau. Today, Wi nmann was runni ng a one-nman
crusade to track down the Heydrich Three, and bring themto
justice.

It was unlikely that at this point Winmnn had any
nore information than the OSS had in their files—but from
years of experience Warren knew that no undercover agent
could match the passion and perseverance of an individual
who was driven by personal revenge. He had little doubt
that M. Weinmann was going to be a critical asset if the
Allies were going to track down the Heydrich Three.

Warren yawned, stretched, and | oosened his collar. He
| ooked at the notepad. More information was needed, but his
sources were limted: The Vatican. Benjam n Winmann. He
underlined his two sources and then proceeded to lazily
circle the words over and over again. It was disconcerting
that the OSS had no intelligence on the Heydrich Three after
the mddle of 1942. \Were had Erich, Ginter and the
Di rektor been for the past three years? He scratched his
chin thinking that perhaps, it wasn’'t very inportant. What

was i nportant was that the Heydrich Three had surfaced now—



at least their enornous loot had. And it was nmeking its way
to a bank in Zurich. As w th Benjam n Wi nmann and t he
Vatican, the hel p and cooperation of the Zurich bank was
bound to be inportant if they were to bring the Heydrich
Three to justice and recover the |ooted noney.

Warren picked up the phone and began to dial. He hoped
his contacts in Zurich and at the State Departnent woul d be

able to help him

Zurich, Switzerl and
4: 20 PM

Wil e John Gaetz waited for his son Peter to cone to
his office, he turned to the wall behind his desk and stared
at the stately painting of his grandfather. A legend in
Swi ss banking, Al Gaetz was fanmous for his ability to
outfox large rival banks through innovative banki ng nmet hods.

During his tenure—+n the 1860s—+any small, privately held



banks banded together to formlarge syndicates to take
advant age of busi ness volune, diversify risk, and conpete
nmore effectively. But Al Gaetz refused to cave in to the
security of a large syndicate. Wen Bank-Verein approached
hi mto beconme part of |arge conglonerate, he held his
ground, while six other private banks gave up their

i ndependence and banded together to formthe present Sw ss
Bank Corp. At first it seened that Al Gaetz had nmade a
poor business decision; with |arge nushroom ng syndi cat es,
the small private banks |ike Gaetz struggled. But
ultimately not only did G aetz Bank survive, it flourished,
t hanks to uni que banking innovations that A instituted at
G aet z Bank.

John realized that Al Graetz’s son—his father, now
retired—and even hinself, had to be thankful to the work of
Al Graetz. They were able to grow by hol ding the course
that Al had set over seventy-five years ago. But today,
John mused, they were faced with what were sone uni que
chal l enges that |ikely required unusual answers. Answers in
the form of banking innovati ons—aot unlike the extraordi nary
i nnovations that A pioneered to thwart the chall enges he
faced during his tinme. It struck himthat his son Peter was

exhibiting traits that had to be drawn directly fromhis



great-grandfather’s genes. Peter’s unique ideas and
strategies were no nore radical than what Al G aetz

i npl enented in the 1860s. Hi s heart ballooned with pride,

t hi nking of his son. How wong he was in being disappointed
when Peter decided to switch to reading the sciences in

Engl and. H's boy had the makings of a great banker! He
smled to hinself, as he heard the knock on the door and his
son wal k in. John wal ked across from his desk, shook his
hand and gave hima bear hug. Peter |ooked up, anused.

“What was that for?” Peter settled into a chair as John
wal ked back to his desk

John went directly to the topic of the large sum of
Nazi noney that was expected to arrive in Switzerland. “If
the past deposits of the Nazis are an indication, it wll
end up at Credit Suisse or Swiss National bank.”

Peter nodded. “Bum”

John winced; he wasn’t proud of his son’s expanded
vocabul ary fromhis stay in England. “I was thinking we
shoul d do sonething about it. That idea of yours—=

Peter’s left eyebrow shot up. “Wich one?”

“The FP Account.”

“The FP account!” Peter’s face |it up in a huge smle.

“Yes.” John stopped and | ooked Peter squarely in the



eye. “The nunbered accounts, as good as they are, are not
perfect. | was thinking to nyself, if | were a Nazi general
depositing thousands of francs in a secret nunbered account,
| would worry about the risks of such an account. For
exanple, | would know that it’'s not conpletely secret. A
few bank executives wll be privy to ny identity. And |I'd

worry that bank executives being human, woul d be vul nerabl e.

You know, bribery, blackmail.” He paused.
Pet er nodded, the smle stuck on his face. *“Exactly.
In fact, | know you're right. |[|’ve found out that it is the

i ssue of concern for many of the Nazis planning deposits in
Swi ss banks.”

“Real | y?”

“Yes. Word has already spread that the President of
Dresden Bank has been able to access the nanmes and nunbers
of certain Jew sh secret accounts here in Swtzerl and.
There is word that the Nazis are worried that the sanme may
happen to them once the war is over—that the Allies would
have access to their accounts. Yes, the integrity and
reputation of our nunbered accounts are falling apart.”

“VWhich is why we need an innovative account, such as
t he-”

“The FP account!” Peter finished the sentence



gl eeful ly.

Berlin, Germany
4: 35 PM

“Zurich and then, Italy? Wiy Italy?” Erich asked,
puzzl ed. He could understand the Direktor going to Zurich,
to deposit the noney. But Italy? Wy not South Anerica?
Argentina wel coned nmenbers of the Third Reich. |If Argentina
was too far away, there was Spain. Italy on the other hand
was a country in turnmoil, wought with uncertainty.

Ginter shrugged. “Wat does it matter? W have our
escape plans. Take a look at it, won't you?” He pointed to
the |l arge brown envel ope on the table. “Wly are you so
stubborn?” Ginter pushed the envel ope closer to Erich.

After a second, his eyebrows knotted together. “But | am
concerned about Benjam n Wi nmann. You know, he’s vowed to

kill us!”



“Wei nmann is not our priority!” Erich snapped. “At

| east, not at this point. W’ ve got to follow the D rektor

O herwi se, we risk losing all our noney.” He gritted his
teeth, staring at the envel ope. “Thanks to you, we are
still tied to the blasted Direktor!”

Ginter opened his nouth to speak, but Erich conti nued.
“I'f we had our noney, we could have gone anywhere in the
worl d, right now Anywhere! For the right price, there are
pilots and planes ready to take people out of Berlin. And
wi th the noney, we would not only be rich for life, we

woul dn’t have to worry about Weinmann. W could have him

prof essionally disposed off.” Erich shook his head, feeling
his anger rise. “The noney! It would have sol ved
everything.” He pointed to the envel ope, and as an

af tert hought, added softly: “Nothing has changed. W are
still beholden to the Direktor.”
“Why don’t you at least look at it?” G@Ginter
persisted. “You know, we are very privileged.” He tapped
his fingers on the envel ope. “The papers in there are neant
exclusively for top officials of the Reich. W are
fortunate that the Direktor is still well connected.”
Erich’s instincts told himthat the escape plans inside

t he envel ope was really the Direktor’s schene to get rid of



them He suddenly sat up, looking at Ginter. \Wat if
Ginter and the Direktor were in this together? They could
share the noney two ways, rather than three. He |ooked at
Ginter. He was patting his forehead wth a handkerchi ef.
He gave Erich an encouraging smle, and then began to w pe
t he beads of sweat around his neck. Erich | ooked away.

No, definitely not. It was inpossible to think that Ginter
woul d stab himin the back. Ginter was fiercely loyal to
peopl e he cared about. And Erich knew that Ginter had a
curious paternal affection for him-an affection that grew
out of the years they played the roles of father and son,
traveling fromone town to another, infiltrating the
underground efforts to hide Jews. |In fact, Ginter had taken
his paternal duties to heart; it was as if Erich was the
child he never had. And Erich had to concede that there
were tinmes when he enjoyed calling Ginter “dad.” After all,
Ginter was the closest to a father he’'d ever have. Most of
his friends at the orphanage woul d never experience the

pl easure and confort of addressing soneone “dad”. No, he
decided, there was little chance that Ginter was conspiring
with the Direktor to get rid of him He could count on
Ginter’s loyalty. Wat he couldn’t count on in Ginter was

intelligence, even comopn sense.



“Did it occur to you that we mght |ose the D rektor
for good?” Erich asked. “How are we going to get our noney

if we don’t know where in hell the Direktor is going to? |

nmean—

“You assunmed | didn't think of that?” Ginter sml ed.
“Hah!  That’s where you are wong.” He pointed again to the
envel ope. “Like | said, these escape plans are not
ordinary—= H's voice was hushed. “It’s Das Spinne.”

Erich realized that his jaw had dropped. Das Spi nne?
H s eyes went from Ginter to the envel ope and back to
Ginter. There was a smle on Ginter’s face. He was
obvi ously enjoying the effect his words were having on him

“Yes. The real thing,” Ginter continued, beam ng.
“The Direktor said that we are going to be a part of the
revival of the Third Reich. And |Iike the other Das Spi nne
sponsored escapees, we'll be contacted soon after we reach
our destinations, and given access to every other Das Spinne
escapee, to begin the great revival of the Reich!” He
smled. “W wll know exactly where the Direktor is—through
t he Das Spinne network!” Ginter beaned.

Erich picked up the envel ope, al nost reverently. | f
what Ginter said was true, they were indeed privileged. Das

Spinne. The Spider. An underground network fornmed to



smuggl e the best and the brightest Nazi officers out of
Germany. Ever since the Allied invasion of France, many of
the Fuhrer's top associates had realized that it was a
matter of time before Germany would fall. Das Spinne was
born with the backing and financial help of wealthy German
famlies and business firnms who wanted to ensure that the
Rei ch survived, even if Htler died or Germany was def eat ed.
If indeed this was the Das Spi nne package, they had been
invited into an exclusive and select club. But it seened
too good to be true. He turned the envel ope around.
Skeptici smbegan to creep in. Das Spinne? It didn't make a
| ot of sense. Their stock in Nazi circles had fallen
substantially ever since Heydrich was killed. Wrse, many
knew—er at |east suspected—that Heydrich's riches were in
their hands. 1In fact, during the last few years, the three
of themwere on the run frommny of their own Nazi conrades
as they tried to conceal and hide Heydrich's treasures. It
had taken thema long time to work the underground markets
and convert the jewelry, the gold and the artwork to cash.
It was unlikely that they had any friends in the upper
circles of the Nazi party.

Erich tore open the envel ope. He |ooked up to see

Ginter nodding and smling. He desperately wanted to



believe that all this was true. That it was Das Spinne.

But his instincts screaned otherwi se. Inside the envel ope
wer e passports, maps, and papers. The nore he thought about
it, the nore convinced he was that it was inpossible that

he, Ginter and the Direktor would be invited to be part of

t he exclusive Das Spinne group. Suddenly he was sure; this
had to be a trap, set by the Direktor to get rid of Ginter
and hinmself. The anger nmust have shown on his face, because
Gint er spoke.

“What's wrong?”

“Thi s cannot be the Das Spinne escape plan. This is
the Direktor’s plan to get rid of us!” Erich shoved the
papers to Ginter.

Ginter was visibly taken aback. “But—=2

Erich hushed him and tried to think. They had no
choice; they had to figure out where the Direktor was headed
if they wanted the noney. The Direktor wouldn't risk
traveling too far carrying all that cash. It would have to
be deposited. Yes, a Zurich bank would be the likely first
step. But why Italy? O course, that could be a lie.

Then it hit himlike a punch to his stomach. H's mnd
reel ed as understandi ng dawned. O course! Father Dam en!

Fat her Dami en at the Vati can! Fat her Dam en was one of the



nost powerful nen at the Vatican, and there were strong ties
bet ween the Father and many of the top brass of the Nazi
party, including the Direktor. The Direktor was counting on
the power of the Vatican to secure a safe future fromthe
Allies and the |ikes of nen |ike Weinmann! Under the
di pl omatic cover of the Vatican, the Direktor could get a
new identity and start a newlife virtually anywhere in the
world. It nmade perfect sense.

Erich’s mnd worked fast. Wthin seconds he knew what
he had to do. He turned to Ginter.

“W are going to get out of Germany using the nonastery

route.”

Ginter was still staring at the docunents. He seened
to be in a state of shock. He turned to Erich. “Are you
sure—=

Eri ch grabbed the papers and tore themin half,
del i berately, one at a tine.

Gint er wat ched, stunned, but made no effort to stop
Erich. After a few nonents he asked, “Mnastery route?”

“Yes. There are nunerous nonasteries all over the
countryside, stretching fromGermany to Italy. The nonks
ask no questions, and welcone all travelers. And nost

inportant, the route will take us directly to the Vatican.”



“The Vatican?” @Ginter shook his head. *“Wy?”

“I| bet that’'s where the Direktor is headed.”

“The Vatican?” (@Ginter repeated. “How can you be sure?
And why—=2
“Listen, Ginter!” Erich’s voice was a fierce whisper.

“I know | amright. The Direktor is going to neet Father
Dam en.” Erich wondered why he was trying to convince
Ginter. It was the sane story all these years: at tines
when critical decisions had to be made, Ginter woul d ganely
fight Erich’s views and then give in. It was getting
tiresome. This may be a good tine to break away, dunp
Ginter and get on with his life. But sonehow Erich knew he
couldn’t; after all, Ginter had been with himvirtually
every day of the last nine years. He was famly. Hi's only
fam|ly.

“Fat her Dam en? The one who got you out of the
or phanage? The one who introduced you to Reichsleiter
Bor mann?”

“Yes. Father Dam en and Bormann were good friends, and
t hrough Bormann | was introduced to Heydrich, of course.
Anyway, today Father Damen is a powerful official at the
Vatican. He is the Associate Secretary of State at the

Vatican.”



“Why woul d he help us? | can see him hel ping the
D rektor, but us?”

“He won’t have a choice,” Erich said grimy. “Father
Dam en was ny best friend at the orphanage. At |east, |
t hought he was. The bastard. He used to bring ne
chocol ates, took nme out for ice cream W used to go for
|l ong wal ks. He gave ne a fascination for history.” FErich
pointed to the book on the table. “The Holy Roman Enpire,
the Crusades, the Reformation, Napoleon. He taught ne
basi cs of French, and Spani sh, and opened ny mnd to
religion, the greatness of the Nazi cause, the destiny of
the Aryan race, and nusic. Mzart, Schubert, Wagner. He
was the big brother, and father | never had.”

“So, why-" Ginter started.

“He was al so ny sexual tutor.” Erich’s voice took on a
hard edge. “He used ne, the pervert! He introduced ne to
por nography and taught nme to masturbate. And that was j ust
t he begi nning.” Erich stopped.

Gint er sai d not hi ng.

“He’ Il help us not because he wants to, but because he
doesn’t have a choice. |’msure he doesn’'t want the press
to know that he is a pervert, a pedophile!” Erich |aughed.

“l amgoing to enjoy seeing himgrovel. | have no doubt



he’ll do whatever | ask.”

Erich felt hinself buoyed with the thought of neeting
Fat her Dam en. The pleasure of settling old scores with
Fat her Dam en was second only to getting his revenge on the
Direktor. The thought of the Direktor brought himback to
t he present.

“Ckay. Let's get to work,” Erich said, taking a pen
and beginning to draw a rough map on the back of the
envel ope. He felt charged and excited. “I think | am going
to enjoy tracking down the Direktor, getting our noney and
then-" Erich paused to laugh. “Like Father Dam en, the
Direktor too will pay dearly.”

Ginter | ooked at him his brows furrowed. “No!” He

shook his head. “It’s over Erich. That was years ago. Let
it go. W'Il get our noney. Leave the past. Leave the
D rektor be.”

Erich's felt anger flare within. “Wat do you know?

You never experienced fatherhood—all you had was |, your
fake son. | had ny very own child.” Erich stared intently
at Ginter. “And the Direktor nurdered her.”

Ginter opened his nouth to speak, and then changed his
m nd.

“I want revenge.” FErich whispered. “The Direktor



killed ny daughter.”

Ginter shook his head. “You screwed a Jew bitch,” H's
voice was low. “Your child was a Jew.” H's voice took a
| ouder, nore confident tone. “A mschlinge. It deserved to
die. What did you expect?” He hesitated, and then said.
“Anyway, why did you do sonething so stupid?”’

Erich closed his eyes, heaved a large sigh. “I had to
know. ”

“Know what ?”

He had never told this to anybody before. The words
came out slowy. It was nore difficult than he expect ed.

“l had never been with a woman. | didn’t knowif | could do
it wwth a woman. After all those years, you know, with
Fat her Dam en.”

Ginter was silent, a silence that seenmed to suggest
t hat he understood. Then, he continued: “But anyway, what
kind of a father would you have made? You were hardly in
your teens. A child dad? Ha!”

Erich’s I ocked his eyes with Ginter’s for a few
seconds, until Ginter |ooked away. Erich spoke, in a
measured tone, very deliberately. “Don’t ever speak to ne
i ke that. What the hell do you know about fatherhood,

anyway?”



Gint er sai d not hi ng.

“I"d have put ny baby at Steinhoring. O
Kl aust er hei de.”

Ginter | ooked up surprised. “In the Lebensborn
pr ogr anf”

Eri ch nodded.

“Inmpossible.” Ginter snickered. “The Lebensborn
programis to raise pure Aryan children. Unwed Gernman
not hers carrying the children of pure Aryan nen. That's
what the Fuhrer wants! Not your nongrel m schlinge!” He
sni ckered agai n.

“But that’s what the Direktor promsed.” Erich felt
foolish as soon as he said it. The Direktor’s proni ses
meant not hi ng.

“You know, who woul d have been an ideal child for the
Lebensborn progran? You! If the Lebensborn program had
started a few years earlier, you d have been there, not in
t he orphanage. Look at you, wth your blonde hair and bl ue
eyes!” He stopped. “Have you ever wondered who your
parents are?”

Erich was taken off guard. Al his years nobody had
brought up the issue of his parents. |In the orphanage the

supervi sors deftly changed the topic each tinme a boy brought



up the issue. Over tine, they had been conditioned to not
tal k about it. He had often wondered who his nother was and
where she |ived.

“I won’t be surprised if you are the son of a sonebody
hi gh up,” @Ginter conti nued.

“Why woul d you say that?” But Erich was intrigued.

“Why do you think that everybody, fromthe very

begi nning treated you different? | nmean, |’ m nuch ol der
than you are, but all these years, | didn’t get the respect
and i nportance that you received.” There was bitterness in
his voice. “Heydrich, the Direktor, and everybody el se

treated you better.”

Erich wanted to |l augh out aloud. “That’'s because you
are not very intelligent, Ginter! And I am | know
[iterature, nusic, history.” He pointed to the book on the
table. “Do you anything about the First Reich? No! Do you
know French? No! Spanish? No! Really, what do you know?”

Ginter’s face fell. He |ooked confused for a nonent
and then pointed to the plate wth toast and marnal ade. “If
you are not eating your toast, can | have one?”

Erich pushed the plate towards Ginter, and turned to
the map he was draw ng

Ginter bit into the toast hungrily, and then took a



peek at the map. “So when do we start?”

Washi ngton D. C
10: 55 AM

Warren Terrell replaced the tel ephone handset and
scratched yet another nanme and nunber off his list. He was
getting nowhere with the Vatican. The Vatican seened as
cl osed, secretive, and inpenetrable as the Sw ss Banki ng
syst em

The | ack of cooperation fromthe Sw ss Banks was to be
expected. He had given it his best shot: making use of his
ol d connections in Zurich and Geneva. But he made little
progress. The hurdle was a Swiss law that made it a
crimnal offense for bank executives to divul ge the nanmes of
account holders. He knew the law well: Article 47 of the
1934 Swi ss Federal Banking Law. The irony was that the |aw

was originally set up to prevent Nazis from accessing



informati on on Jew sh accounts. Now the Nazis, including it
seened the Heydrich Three, were using it to protect their
| oot ed weal th.

But the inpasse at the Vatican was a surprise. He used
t he highest contacts in the State Departnent, and the
response fromvarious Vatican sources was the sanme: get in
touch with the Vatican Secretary of State’s Ofice. The
spokesperson at the Secretary of State was brusque and non-
comm ttal when he described the OSS know edge of the Altar
Boy Ploy, and the fact that Erich and Ginter, who were part
of the Heydrich Three, were now on the run. Wuld the
Vatican have any information to help bring themto justice?
The spokesperson indicated that they had nothing to offer at
present to the OSS and said that the Vatican woul d be happy
to pass on any information, if and when they received it.

It was very perplexing. Warren was confident that the
intelligence reports were right: that the Vatican received
information fromvarious Gernman parishes and it was that
information that hel ped the Church to see the pattern of
sabotage and ultimately made it too dangerous for Erich and
Ginter to continue with the Altar Boy Ploy. So why was the
Vati can not cooperative? Frustrated, he called his old

friend, Father Ryan, a Jesuit priest across town at



Georgetown University. Father Ryan had lived and studi ed at
the Vatican for many years before settling down to a
teaching position at the local Jesuit University,
CGeor get own.

“You nust understand that the Vatican is a strange
pl ace.” Father Ryan said when apprised of the situation.
“There could be various reasons why the Vatican would not be
cooperative in this instance.”

“But we’re tal king about bringing cold bl ooded
murderers to justice.”

“l understand.” A pause. “lI’mafraid that neans
little.”

“What do you nean?”

A |l onger pause. “To put it bluntly,” Father Ryan
continued. “The Vatican has so many—how do | put it—+ssues
at stake, they d rather play it safe and not divul ge
anything, if there is the smallest possibility that that
information they provide could come back to slight their
name or reputation.”

“I"'mafraid I"'mlost,” Warren said. “The Heydrich
Three sabotaged the efforts of many Catholic churches to
save Jews—

“That’s not the point. What if the information they



gave you hel ped the OSS dig up other things that would show
the Vatican or individuals in the Vatican in poor |ight?”

“You nean there could be Nazi synpathizers in the
Vati can?”

“lI don’t know, but there could be. But that’'s not the
only issue. The reputation of the Catholic Church and the
Vatican could be hurt in other ways. Renenber, many of the
Nazi commanders are—+ should say were—€atholics. Hitler,

H mm er, Goebbels grew up as church-going Catholics. They
went to Catholic schools. There are priests anong Hmrer’s
imediate fam |y nenbers.” Father Ryan stopped.

Warren egged himon. “CGo, on. |’mgetting a
conpl etely new perspective.”

“I'n fact, sone say that Hitler got the idea for the
Nazi swastika fromthe Benedictine nonastery situated across
fromhis childhood hone in Lanbach, Austria. The swastika
in that nonastery were actually a synbol of good |uck, and
was part of the coat of arms of an abbot nanmed Theodori ch
von Hagen who ran the nonastery, sone years before Hitler
was born. Mnd you, this is not to say that the abbot had
anything to do with Nazism in fact, he chose it because he
had a particular devotion to cross.” Father Ryan stopped,

as if he was unsure, but a nonent l|later, continued. “And



the words “Hagen’s cross” in German i s Hagenkruez, very
simlar to Hakenkreuz, which is German for “tw sted cross”
or the swastika.” He added, hurriedly: *“Renenber, none of
these issues inplicate the church directly with Htler or
his reginme, but they provide connections. And connections
are dangerous because they are fertile ground for runors and
over time, runors are often indistinguishable fromfacts.”

“Wl |, but—=

“\Wait. Let ne give you an exanple fromny own comrunity
of the Society of Jesus—the Jesuits,” Father Ryan conti nued.
“Htler’'s confidante, Martin Bormann used to live close to
one of our Jesuit semnaries in Pullach, near Munich. In
the md thirties, Bormann was quoted saying that he admred
the method used by the Jesuits in training young nen to be
priests. The next thing you know, the SS newsletter, Black
Corps, carries an article on the useful ness of the Jesuit
method in training SS officers. That's not all. W know
that Hitler has referred to the notorious Heinrich H mier

as 'our lgnatius of Loyola' —gnatius being the founder of
our Jesuit order. Wiwy? | don't know, but as a consequence,
sone peopl e speculate that there are Jesuits working
together wth Bormann and the Nazis. Ooviously, such talk

slights our Jesuit order. And as tine passes it's difficult



to ferret out truth fromrunor and fiction.”

“So you think that the Vatican, by clanping down on al
information on the Altar Boy Ploy is really attenpting to
protect its own?”

“Exactly.”

“So we may never have access to any of the information
at the Vatican?”

“Well, you could, if you wait seventy five years.”

“Seventy five years? Wy?”

“The type of information you are concerned wth—
correspondence between the parishes and the Pope regarding
the Altar Boy Ploy—aould likely be filed away in the
Vatican’s Secret Archives.”

“Secret Archives?”’

“The Vatican’s Secret Archives contain all docunents of
an inportant or delicate nature—ncluding the personal
correspondence of the Popes over the centuries. They go a
| ong way back—nearly two thousand years. But it’s even nore
than that—+t’'s an incredi ble collection of original
docunents covering many of the great events of the history
of the world. Docunents fromthe trials of Galileo,

Napol eon’s Treaty of Tolentino, and the Geat Schism”

Fat her Ryan paused. “The correspondence between the Popes



and M chel angelo. Even the letters of Joan of Arc to the
Conte d’ Armagnac—the letters that ultimtely had her burned
as awtch. 1 could go on and on! And as per Vatican
policy, the docunents fromthe nost recent seventy-five
years are inaccessible. Thus today, only docunents from
prior to 1870 are available to outsiders, including
researchers and schol ars.”

“\Mhy 2"

There was an enbarrassed | augh from Fat her Ryan.
Suddenly things were clear to Warren. “To help
safeguard the reputations of living individuals? That any
enbarrassing information on a person will not be uncovered

until possibly after his death?”

“That’s right. Sonme of the docunents m ght contain
information that may be politically explosive. O course,
the seventy-five year policy can be changed any tine by a
sitting Pope. He may decide to renove the seventy five year
rule tonorrow.”

“Or increase it to one hundred years? O close the
archi ves permanent|y?”

“True. The Pope is all powerful,” Father Ryan paused.
“I'n fact, | won't be surprised if the present Pope cl oses

t he archives for good.”



“Pope Pius XI17?”

“Yes.”

“\Mhy 2"

He sensed Father Ryan hesitating over the phone.

“Don"t worry. | won’t quote you.”

“I't doesn’t matter. You can quote ne. This is really
not hi ng secret.”

“What do you nean?”

“Well, first, nost people think that this present Pope,
Pius XII could have been nore vocal in condemming Htler.”

“Yes.” Warren was famliar with sone reports in the
media criticizing the lack of inaction on the part of the
Pope with regards to Nazi atrocities.

“Sone say that Pope Pius X, disturbed by the
growing criticismagainst him may have little choice but to
cl ose the archives permanently—er risk a w dening of the
condemmation that he is already receiving. You see, the
archives likely contain substantial material fromthe recent
war years, including material that may not be very
flattering to him?”

“Fascinating!” Warren said.
“Yes,” Father Ryan continued. “For exanple, details of

the troubling deal that he struck with Hitler in 1933. The



Rei ch Concordat. He wasn’'t the Pope then, but he was

Cardi nal Pacelli, working at the Secretary of State’'s Ofice
at the Vatican. Pacelli and Htler signed the Reich
Concordat in July 1933. It silenced the Catholic Church in
Cermany and forced it to conply with Nazi policies. Wrse,
the concordat seened to say that there was the Pope’ s sea

of approval for Htler and Nazism” Father Ryan paused
momentarily. “But that’s just ny perspective. | could be
conpletely wong. Pope Pius could surprise us all by
opening up the Vatican Archives—all of it, up to the present
tinme.”

“If he does, can anybody go to the Vatican and get
access to all the archives?”

“You may not have to go to the Vatican. There's a
Vatican Library in St. Louis, Mssouri. At DuBourg
University. Different froma traditional library, it is a
depository of mcrofilns of virtually all publicly avail abl e
Vati can docunents.”

“I'sn’t that a Jesuit University, |ike your Georgetown
Uni versity?”

“I'ndeed so. It has the largest collection of Vatican
docunents outside the Vatican—albeit in mcrofilmform |If

and when new docunents fromthe Vatican Archives are made



accessible to the public, I would expect to see mcrofilm
copi es made avail able at DuBourg University' s Vatican

Li brary.”

Zurich, Switzerl and
5:15 PM

John Graetz had gathered the three key general partners
of Gaetz Bank to listen to Peter’s proposal on the FP
account. John hoped that the partners would offer support
and approve inplenentation. He was confident that his two
brothers-in-law, Arthur WIlunsen and Em | Thomas woul d see
the potential of the FP account. They were both accountants
and if he and Peter could sell the idea using concrete
nunbers, they would buy intoit. On the other hand, his old
uncl e James Graetz was going to be a challenge. Janes
abhorred change; he revered Al Graetz and swore by

tradi tional banking nethods. Getting Janmes’ acceptance



woul d al so depend on how the idea was presented, John
decided. Only in his case, he would have to be convinced
that their proposal was really not a change fromthe
policies and ideas of Al Graetz, but rather one that builds
on them

John started by talking to the three nen about the
challenging tines that |ay ahead for small banks |ike Gaetz
Bank.

“Today our |arge conpetitors recogni ze that 75% of a
bank’s profits conme from25%of their largest clients. And
for a small bank |ike ours, the proportion is even nore
severe: 90% of profits from 10% of our |argest accounts.”
John noticed that Arthur and Em | were nodding their heads.
“I't is critical that we focus on attracting very |arge
accounts. Qur future profitability depends on it. And our
present practices do little to attract |arge deposits. W
have to becone nore innovative if we are to attract big
noney.” He then called on Peter to explain his idea.

Peter stood up, and | ooked at the portrait of Al
Graetz. “Renenber what great-grandfather said. For many of
our key clients, our role as bankers is secondary. W are
psychol ogi sts first, bankers second.” He paused. John

noticed a spark of interest in Janes Graetz’ s eyes.



Peter continued, pacing the floor. “Those words ring
true to this day, for all Sw ss banks—particularly for the
inportant clients. Take the so-called CGustloff accounts,
for exanple. For these clients, it's not profit and return
on their investnent that's inportant, but secrecy and
security.”

James G aetz nodded.

Peter continued. *“Although we Sw ss bankers have a
wor | dwi de reputation for security and secrecy, | believe
that for many of today’s clients, we are not secure enough,
or secret enough.” Peter paused. “These are unique clients
wi th uni que needs. The traditional nunbered account—ene of
Swi ss banki ng’s enduring innovations—+s good, but it doesn’t
do enough for these clients.”

The general partners stared at Peter, follow ng his
every step as he paced the room

“Many of our clients recognize the risks and
vul nerabilities of the nunbered account. W all know there
have been cases where secrecy has been conprom sed. Mst of
the world isn't aware of these |apses, but the clients who
matter—the big depositors—are very aware of cases where bank
executives have been forced—bl acknmail ed or bribed—+nto

divulging identities of nunbered accounts. | expect that



many a client will be happy to shift his noney fromthe
nunbered account to another type of account if it provides
i nprovenents in secrecy and security.”

Peter stopped, and |ooked up to the portrait of Al
Graetz. “What | am about to suggest is no different in
princi ple fromwhat great-grandfather proposed and
inplenmented in the last century. M idea is to offer a new
type of secret account that uniquely satisfies the needs of
a sel ect—and very inportant—group of clients. Just |ike
great -grandfather did over eighty years ago, for the sel ect
clients of that tinme. |If you recall, anong the many
i nnovations he offered was an uni quely custom zed banki ng
service to clients for whom di scretion was nore inportant
than interest rates. It nmeant specialized banking services,
including neeting with clients in Gstaad and St. Mritz, or
at their villas in London or Paris. Secrecy was SO
inportant that he insisted that our bankers travel incognito
when going to neet clients in other countries. Their
passports did not divulge their banking profession; rather,
they traveled as | awyers, scientists, doctors, and
pr of essors.”

John noticed that Janes G aetz was conpletely

engrossed; probably he knew exactly what Peter was talking



about. In his younger days, Janes woul d have been anobng the
G aetz bankers who traveled to neet clients in discreet

pl aces all over the world. John felt tears well in his eyes
as he watched the three general partners listening in rapt
attention to Peter. H's heart swelled with pride for his
son. Peter had cone of age! The future of G aetz Bank was
i n good hands.

Peter continued to talk. “l propose a uni que new
banki ng service to adapt to the changi ng needs of our key
custoners. The FP account. The Fingerprint Account.”

John couldn’'t decide if it was intrigue or anusenent
that reflected on the faces of the three nen. Their eyes,
however, were still fixed on Peter.

“I'n the FP account, there will be no need to divul ge
your name, or even provide a fictitious nane—that could get
you in trouble later. Al that’s required is your
fingerprint. No nanes, no addresses, nothing. It ensures
t hat you—and only you-have access to the account. No thief,
no forger, no inpostor, not even famly nenbers can touch
it. Not even your banker will know who you are. 1|In short,
it is an infallible neans of identification.”

Pet er wal ked over to Janmes Graetz and gently touched

his granduncle’s wi zened hand. “Each man’s fingerprint is



uni que. Most inportant, the print you have today is exactly
the sane as it was when you were born.” He paused and turned
to all three of the nmen. “All characteristics in a human
bei ng change—except fingerprints.”

“I's it reliable?” Janmes Gaetz inquired.

“Of course! | wouldn’t propose it if there were any
risks,” Peter said. “The science of fingerprinting is
hi ghly devel oped. Scotland Yard uses fingerprints as the
definitive basis for identification. So too does the FBI in
the U S. The arnmed forces in the U S have used it for
years; the Naval Bureau and the Arny Bureau have mllions of
fingerprints on their files. The best proof of its
infallibility is that about ten years ago in the U S., the
veterans of World War | were given a bonus by the Wr
Department, based solely on fingerprints. Every war
veteran’s fingerprint was matched to his print taken years
before, at the start of the war”.

“And | assunme you are an expert on this?” Em| Thomas
asked.

“Yes, | amwell versed in two of the nbst advanced
met hods of classifying and identifying fingerprints: the
Henry Cl assification Systemand Galton’s Details,” Peter

st opped and went to the desk at the far end of the room



“In fact,” he said, with a twinkle in his eye. “Let's do a
si npl e experinent.”

John | ooked on as his son assenbled on the desk a tube
of printer’s ink, a rubber roller, a slab of polished brass
and two small bottles wth l[iquid inside. John noticed that
the three general partners were watching Peter intently.
Peter first coated the slab of brass with a thin |ayer of
printer’s ink and then spread the ink across its surface
evenly with the rubber roller. The three nen were now
conpletely absorbed with the experinent. His uncle in
particul ar seened |ike an excited child, as if waiting to
see how a new toy worked. Peter requested each of the nen
to conme forward.

Janes G aetz stepped up first. Peter hel ped place M.
Graetz’s thunb on the inked slab and gently rolled it,
moving fromright to left. Then, he placed it on a bl ank
sheet of paper and rolled it again, right to left. He did
this for all of the four nmen present. Peter then announced
that he was | eaving the room and they were all to wash
their hands and do the same procedure on their own this
time, on separate sheets of paper. He also asked themto
identify their papers with a coded name or nunber.

Peter cane back into the roomand i n seconds—auch to



t he amazenent of all present-he matched the prints of each
man.

The nmen needed little persuasion after that and it was
unani nously decided that G aetz Bank woul d offer the Finger
Print account. |Immediately they began to work on the
details of the new account. Al agreed that the FP account
shoul d be nmade avail abl e as soon as possible and they had to
get the word out to the targeted clients. John got to his
t el ephone and began to nake calls to his contacts in
Cer many.

As John di al ed various nunbers, he felt a sense of
expectancy and excitenent about the future of the bank. He
knew in his heart that the FP Account woul d be a success,
and he expected to draw a | arge nunber of CGustloff accounts.
He al so knew that in the future, his grandchildren and great
grandchil dren woul d | ook back at 1945 as the year Peter
Graetz started the first of many innovations at G aetz Bank.
| nnovati ons that he hoped would ultimately hel p Graetz Bank
to becone one of the prem er banks, not only in Swtzerland,
but the world. Pride welled inside himas he watched Peter
hol di ng court, explaining to the bank’s three general
partners the differences between ridges, depressions,

arches, |oops, and whorls. The three nen were obviously



enthralled by Peter and his know edge of the art of

fingerprinting.

Berlin, Germany
5:45 PM

Erich gazed intently at his hand-drawn map—+t was now
pockmarked with tinmes, distances, and nanes. Satisfied, he

nodded to dinter.

“Well, that’s final then. W |eave tonorrow evening.”

Ginter had a distant look in his eyes. “So this is how
it ends. It seens like it was just yesterday that it al
started.” He smled. “Renenber our first neeting with

Heydri ch? You were just a boy.”

Erich didn't say anything. O course he did! Every
bit of it. It was one of the nost vivid and nenorabl e days
of his life. He renmenbered how awestruck he was as he was
led into Heydrich’'s office with Ginter. Even today he could

close his eyes and feel the plush carpet and inhale the



sweet smell of rich tobacco |laced with alcohol. Although it
was a conpletely foreign world, he felt a curious sense of
bel onging to the surroundings. It was as if he had finally
arrived hone, after being shuttled from one orphanage to
another. He knew i medi ately that sonmeday in his future,
his life would be filled with the kind of trappings he saw
and experienced that day.

As he wal ked into Heydrich's office, he was struck by
the seem ng contradictions all around him The inposing and
striking figure of Heydrich and his polite, soft voice. The
iron clasp of his handshake followed by his gentle pat on
t he back. The broad, expansive black narble table on one
side of the room and a slender brown violin stand, right
next toit. The war maps marked with miniature flags |ying
on the table, and the printed nusic sitting on the stand. A
richly polished violin resting next to a dull gray pistol.
Years later, his curiosity hel ped himdeterm ne that the
violin was nost certainly a Stradivarius, and the pistol, a

25 Cali ber Walther Automati c.

As if reading his thoughts, Ginter said, “l stil
recall the violin on the stand near his desk. Weren't you
surprised to see it there? | nmean this was the office of

t he Obergruppenfuhrer! Guns, yes! But a violin?” He



paused. “And there was sonme printed nusic on his desk.”

“A choral conposition. It was Mxzart.” FErich
remenbered it distinctly because it was one of the first
Mozart pieces that Father Dam en had introduced himto.

Ginter turned to himsurprised. “Really? You
remenber?” Suddenly, his face broke into a smle. “And |I'm
sure you renenber that your initial comrents upset
Heydrich!”

Upset Heydrich? Hardly, Erich chuckled to hinself, as
he remenbered telling Heydrich why he disliked the Mzart
cantatas. Ginter may have thought that it upset Heydrich
because Heydrich was taken aback by his words. Qbviously
Heydrich wasn’t used to hearing his subordi nates being so
blunt, let alone a ten year-old voicing his opinions. But
Erich’s forthrightness struck a chord in Heydrich and
i mredi ately his tone changed, and there was a sliver of
respect in his voice.

“You cone highly recommended,” Heydrich | ooked straight
into his eyes. “Martin Bormann and Fat her Dam en say you
are a precocious child. That you have a brilliant m nd.
You know, we need the best and the brightest.”

Erich had no recoll ection of what his response had

been. He was struck by Heydrich's blue eyes and the soft,



yet crisp tone of his voice. The aura of authority that
seened to envel ope Heydrich was nesneri zi ng—the way he paced
the floor, and how he periodically answered the phone,
barking orders. He recalled thinking that this was where he
wanted his future to be. He had to do everything to inpress
Heydrich. So when Heydrich tal ked about the noble cause of
the Third Reich, and the failures of the First and Second
Rei chs, he junped in with his comments, recollecting all the
hi story he had learnt listening to Father Dam en tal k about
Europe’s past and its glorious Nazi future.

“You know what they say about the First Reich, the Holy
Roman Enpire?” Erich volunteered. “That it was neither
Holy, nor Roman. Voltaire hinself said that.”

“Yes. Yes. (Good,” Heydrich said, a smle breaking at
the corners of his nouth. “Wat el se do you know of the
First Reich?”

Erich felt inmensely confident. “Calling it the Holy
Roman Enpire is not really appropriate. It conprised
largely of the Germanic states. And its inception can be
traced to Charlemagne in the year 800. But it was in 962
that Enperor Oto 1 and Pope John X11 helped raise it to its
glory. It included a teenage Enperor, OQto IIl.”

“Ah yes! OQto Ill. W could learn a thing or two



about revenge fromthat boy enperor.”

Eri ch nodded, before continuing. “It ultimtely
col l apsed in 1806.” He paused. *“Spanned nearly a thousand
years.”

Heydrich’s eyes turned serious. He |ooked at Erich
squarely. A teacher challenging the student. “Wat was the
secret of its |longevity?”

Erich stared blankly. He w shed he had an inpressive
answer. Any answer. But he had no idea.

“The rel ationship between the enperors with the Popes,”
Heydrich said. “Wat do you know of the role of the Popes—
t he papacy—during the Holy Roman Enpire?”

Again he had no clue. It was an intriguing question.
After all, it was the Holy Roman Enpire. Wy did the
enperors want the papacy to be part of the enpire? O was it
vice-versa? Did the Popes want to have a piece of the
enpire? It seened that Heydrich didn’t expect himto have
an answer, for he continued.

“The Popes and the enmperors. It was an unusual
relationship. Sonetines, an uneasy relationship. They were
partners in power, to the mutual benefit of both. You see,
the enperors of the Holy Roman Enpire understood that

religion was not just a path to salvation, as the common



fol ks believed. It was a social force, a force that had the
power to change society nore easily than any political or
econom ¢ power could.” He |ooked at Erich in the eye. *“It
was so inportant, that some enperors |like the teenage
Enmperor Oto Il you nentioned, waged wars to install their
friends or relatives as Popes. Controlling the papacy was
crucial to controlling the people. Think about it! It was
no easy task hol ding together hundreds of principalities,
provi nces and towns each with its own cul ture, |anguage, and
custons. But what the enperor found difficult to acconplish
t hrough his policies, he could often acconplish under the
gui se of religion—=

“Wth the help of his partner in power, the Pope,”

Eri ch concl uded, fascinated.

Heydri ch nodded, and then added slowy, nore as an
afterthought. “The Fuhrer doesn’t understand the inportance
of this issue. | believe that the future of our Reich wll
al so depend on how we use the religious convictions of our
people. Just like the enperors of the Holy Ronman Enpire
did. After all, the challenge we face is no different from
that of the times of the First Reich; we have to unite a
variety of peoples fromall across Europe, with their

di fferent | anguages, cultures, and custons.” H's eyes took



a distant look. “lI’mafraid our Fuhrer is overl ooking one
of the nost inportant |essons of history. He' s got to
under st and that one cannot becone the master of Europe by
the sword al one, but by the sword and the cross. | think he
made a m stake in signing the Reich Concordat with the
Vatican in 1933. That neant that German Catholic conmunity
had to, by law, conply with his policies and views. It
woul d have been so nmuch easier to work with the Church, and
package the Fuhrer’s policies through the Church and the
papacy. The people would have enbraced the Fuhrer through
the church. Just like the enperors of the First Reich.” He
paused and then said very deliberately: “1 think the Popes’
relationship with the enperors was critical in holding the
enpire together. It gave the enperors a “divine right” to
institute rules and policies. The Fuhrer nust realize that
the cross can be as powerful as the sword. After all, a
sharpened cross is a sword.”

Erich didn't really conprehend everything that Heydrich
said but it all sounded fascinating. A thought struck him
He blurted it out, “And in the sanme vein, you could say a
blunted sword is a cross.” FErich wasn’'t sure what it neant
but it seenmed to follow naturally from Heydrich's comment .

Heydrich | ooked at himfor a nonent, as if taken by



surprise. Then he nodded gravely, a smle playing at the
corners of his nouth. “Apt netaphors. And if | may add, a
tw sted cross is our synbol +he swasti ka. Any way you | ook
at it, we need to exploit religion to our advantage, not
renove it.”

Erich felt heady with pride. He wanted to |learn nore
fromthis brilliant man. He wanted to becone |ike him

Heydrich shifted to other topics. He tal ked about the
difficulties of managing the different divisions of the SS
under him “Sonetines it is very confusing.”

Erich, now buoyed with confidence, |let his thoughts

flow “Confusion can be good, as |Iong as everyone knows who
is in charge.” He was surprised at the authority in his
voi ce.

Heydrich | ooked at Erich curiously.

Erich continued, “Keep them guessing and you wll keep
your power.”
“What do you nean?” Heydrich sat down at his desk.

Erich said that he had captained the football team at
t he or phanage and expl ai ned how he w el ded power by refusing
to divulge the position each boy would play for the team

until just before the game started. That way, during the

days between ganes, the boys were obliged to him for there



was no guarantee that they would get their favorite
positions at the next gane.

“But did your teamever wi n?” Heydrich asked

“Oh yes! They were so scared that they would | ose
their position in the next gane, they played their hearts
out.”

Heydrich stared at himfor a full five seconds before
slowy nodding. “Father Damien was right. You are a
natural |eader. Trust your instincts. You are destined for
gr eat ness.”

Erich felt flushed, a warm gl ow seened to envel ope him
Nobody had ever conplinmented himlike that. The only words
of approval he received in the past were from Fat her Dam en.
But that didn’'t count; after all, Father Dam en was
interested not in his mnd, but his body. But here was one
of the nost powerful nmen in the Nazi party telling himthat
he was destined for greatness. Al of a sudden he felt
special, sure that fate had chosen himfor great things.

The days after the neeting was a blur, as the Direktor,
Ginter and Erich were whisked fromone Nazi office to
another, briefed and trained for their first project, to
break up the underground efforts of Catholic parishes to

hi de Jews. Erich and Ginter visited Catholic churches and



attended services, learning what it took to be a good
pari shioner and the duties of an “altar boy”.

During this tinme, they were taken to a reception at
the Reich Chancellery for their first meeting with the
Fuhrer. It was anot her experience that was etched in
Erich’s mnd, starting wwth the drive in the magnificent
Mer cedes, as part of a large convoy of cars carrying Nazi
officials to the newly built Reich Chancellery. H's nouth
was dry and his heart pounded as he watched the thronging
crowds in the streets; sone waved at the cars, while others
had their right hands outstretched, nouthing Heil Hitler!

He recall ed watching the red swasti ka banners on the streets
and thinking that they didn't just flutter in the wind, they
had a majestic swirl about them The Reich Chancellery was

magni ficent, stretching the |l ength of Vossstrasse, fromthe

Wl helnplatz to the Hermann-Goring Strasse.

I nsi de the Chancellery, Erich drank in the grandeur:
the huge square pillars, the high ceilings, the lush
carpeting, the oak doors, the mlling SS guards in black and
silver, some stoic and statue-like, while others with nuted
smles on their faces ushered in the foreign attaches,
dignitaries, and | eaders of the Nazi party.

Wthin mnutes of entering the Chancellery, it was



Heydrich’s turn to introduce themto the Fuhrer. Erich felt
his tenples throb and his palnms turn sweaty as he watched
Heydri ch bend obsequi ously towards the Fuhrer, saying “Mein
Fuhrer”. Erich heard nothing beyond that. He felt

paral yzed as he watched the Fuhrer’s eyes pass quickly over
the Direktor and Ginter, and then, conme to rest on him
Their eyes | ocked for a fleeting second as Heydrich reached
to the Fuhrer and whi spered sonething in his ear. The Fuhrer
smled and Erich saw his nouth nove, but again, he heard
nothing. Erich desperately wanted to say sonething, but the
Fuhrer’s hypnotic gaze had himconpletely tongue-ti ed.
Wthin nmonents, it was over—the strong arns of an SS offi cer
nudged himand the rest gently, guiding themaway fromthe
Fuhrer to a table that was overflowng with food and w ne.

A couple of years later, after their altar boy act
successfully broke the underground systemthat hid and
smuggl ed the Jews, they were the toast of the Nazi high
command and they got to neet the Fuhrer often. But it was
their success with the Zykl on pen and other killing gadgets
that made thema regular invitee to many of the Fuhrer’s
functions. Oten they were invited to the Fuhrer’s honme for
breakfast or lunch. The Fuhrer enjoyed the denonstrations of

the many i nnovative gadgets that the Direktor produced and



he asked to be apprised of the different experinments that
Erich and Ginter performed to perfect the tools.

Erich recollected the breakfast neeting with the Fuhrer
when they first displayed the working of the deadly Zykl on
pen. It was the nost |ethal gadget they had perfected and
t hey had | ooked forward to showing it off to the Fuhrer.

As usual, it was an early breakfast, and there were a
variety of fruit juice and mlk served. Erich followed the
| ead of the Fuhrer and Heydrich and sipped a tall glass of
mlk, while the rest opted for the fruit juice. After the
Di rektor explained the working of the Zykl on pen, the Fuhrer
nodded to Heydrich, who smled knowi ngly and left the
breakfast table. After a few mnutes, as they were about to
start on their toast, an officer cane by with a nessage.
Breakfast was interrupted as they were all led to a | andi ng
t hat overl ooked an enclosed room |Inside the room a man
sat on a desk, with a sheet of paper in front of him The
man | ooked | i ke an orthodox rabbi, with a |ong fl ow ng
beard. Heydrich appeared next to the rabbi; they shook
hands and exchanged a few words. Then Heydrich offered him
the Zyklon pen. Erich’s heart sped with expectation as he
realized what was going to happen. As they watched,

Heydrich left the room Wthin nonments, the nan renoved the



cap off the pen and began to wite.

The Fuhrer gave a high-pitched squeal of delight as the
rabbi sl unped forward and col | apsed on the desk. The Fuhrer
grabbed the Direktor’s hand and punped it, beam ng at
everyone present. He was obviously very pleased. Erich
didn’t know what made himsay it, but he blurted out: *“Like
the teachers say in school, bad granmar can kill you!”

The Fuhrer roared with |aughter and sl apped Erich on
hi s back. And when they went back to finish their
interrupted breakfast, the Fuhrer took a piece of toast,
spread marnal ade on it, and offered it to Erich, repeating
“Bad grammar can kill you” and breaking into | aughter over
and over again. Everyone at the table |aughed politely, and
Erich felt flushed with inportance. The Fuhrer serving him
toast and marnmal ade! It was unthinkable! It was a nenorable
breakfast, and they lingered |onger than usual at the table.
The Fuhrer, normally a poor eater, seened to have a hearty
appetite that norning.

Eri ch snapped back to the present. He smled, |ooking
at the | eftover toast and marnal ade on the plate. Toast and
mar mal ade had becone a habit ever since that breakfast with
the Fuhrer. He folded the map, suddenly feeling a surge of

confidence. The inpending fall of Germany was a shane, but



it just nmeant that his destiny |ay sonewhere el se. He was
suprenely confident that if he followed his instincts, he
woul d not be disappointed. He had a starting point: the
power of the papacy, at the Vatican. He was certain that it
woul d take little to nake Father Dam en acquiesce to his
demands. He | ooked forward to confronting Father Dam en,
and squeezing all his power to track the Direktor, to get
his share of the noney, and possibly, even find a way to
silence Benjamn Weinmann. And with his share of the noney,
there’d be no stopping him Heydrich's words canme back to
him Trust your instincts. You are destined for greatness.
Later that night as Erich went to sl eep he wondered
about the dejected boy he had seen wal king on the street
that norning. Was there soneone to kiss himgoodnight? O
was he twisting and turning on a danp, unconfortable, and
snmelly mattress, crying hinmself to sleep? He forced his
m nd away; that boy represented his past. That was all over
now. Tonorrow he’d be on his way to the Vatican, and then,
the future—a limtless future—awaited hinm An om nous
t hought struck him For nearly a thousand years of the
First Reich, many an enperor attenpted to use the authority
of the papacy to enhance their power. Mst were successful

in garnering a papal partnership, thus hel ping themw eld



power with a divine hand. Just as the enperors of old would
have traveled to the Vatican to gain access to the papal
authority, he was setting out tonorrow to the Vatican to put
the power of the papacy to work in his favor. As he fel

asl eep, he felt an odd kinship with sonme of the nost

powerful men who had roaned the expanse of Europe since the

begi nning of civilization.



Chapter 2
Friday, April 13, 1945

The Vati can
10: 20 AM

A furious rage exploded inside Erich. He caught Father
Dam en by the collar and slamred his knee into his crotch.
Fat her Dam en screamed, his hands reaching between his | egs.
Then, in one quick notion, Erich grabbed the Father’s
scrotum tw sted and yanked hard.

“What do you need your balls for?” Erich s voice
qui vered with anger. “After all, you are a priest!”

Fat her Dam en passed out, falling to the richly
carpeted floor, with scarcely a thud.

Erich felt a deep sense of satisfaction course through
him The neeting with Father Dam en, in his opulent office
in the Apostolic Palace was all that he had hoped for. It
was gratifying to watch the transformation of the proud and
stately Associate Secretary of State of the Vatican into a

whi npering, groveling man, and now, to a notionless heap on



the fl oor.

They had arrived that norning at the Vatican, from
Docci, about fifty mles northeast of Ronme, after seven
tiring days follow ng the so-called “nonastery route” from
Germany to Italy, via Switzerland. Although it was an
exhausting trip, it was surprisingly uneventful and rnuch
faster than Erich had expected. What hel ped i mensely was
their chance neeting with a Nazi officer having trouble
fixing a flat tire on what nmust have been a stolen Red Cross
truck, near the German-Swi ss border. In return for their
help, the officer offered to let themride with himinto
Switzerland and then on to northern Italy. Al ong the way,
they rested nightly at a variety of “safe houses”, mainly
ski -1 odges, chalets, and country-inns in Swtzerland, and
nmonasteri es and churches near and inside Italy, where any
travel er was wel come, no questions asked. Moreover, as they
crossed fromone country to another, Erich realized that
their timng couldn't have been better. A few days |ater
and they m ght not even have been able to | eave Germany. It
was apparent that the Allies were preparing to begin a nore
vigorous patrolling of country borders; but at this tinme
t hi ngs were not conpletely organi zed and they were able to

talk their way through, hel ped no doubt, by the Red Cross



truck they were traveling in.

Their final stop was the previous night at a nonastery
in Docci, in the beautiful Unbria region of Italy, where
t hey happened to arrive on the religious feast day of the
nmonastery’s el der nonk. They were invited to partake of a
veritabl e banquet that included fine wine and sone of the
nost delicious food Erich had ever eaten, all specialties of
the regions of Unrbria and Tuscany: M nestrone Tuscano, Pollo
alla Unbria, and Fett'unta al Ponbdoro. It was a befitting
meal from a personal standpoint too, Erich thought as he
finished the last crunbs of Torta di Noce for dessert; it
was a cel ebration of the closing of one chapter of his life
and the openi ng of anot her.

This norning they had found a reasonably priced
pensione in the heart of Rone, off the bustling Piazza
Venezi a, about a dozen bl ocks fromthe Vatican.

When they arrived inside the Vatican, they went
directly to the Apostolic Palace, adjacent to St. Peter’s
Basilica. They ran into their first Vatican Sw ss CGuard at
about hundred feet in front of the doors of the Apostolic
Pal ace. Dressed in a flashy blue, yellow and orange
costune, along with an arnor and plune, the guard nade a

curious spectacle. FErich talked himinto believing that the



Associ ate Secretary of State was expecting them

“Bormann,” Erich lied. “Tell Father Damen that Martin
Bormann and a col | eague have arrived.”

The guard gave thema I ong hard | ook before wal king up
to another Swiss Guard who stood notionless at the entrance
of the Apostolic Palace, clutching a hal berd. They talked,
and then both turned to eye themdistastefully. Finally the
first one di sappeared inside.

“Why Swi ss guards?” Ginter queried. “Aren’'t the
I talians good enough to guard the Pope?”

Erich wasn’'t paying attention. H's mnd was racing,
trying to find ways to handle the situation if their lie was
di scovered. Even if they managed to get to Father Dam en’s
office, what then? He had to keep his wits about him

“Why Swi ss?” Ginter repeated.

“Oh! Sonet hi ng about Swi ss nercenaries saving a Pope
fromcertain death—+ believe it was Pope Clenent VII—+n the
si xteenth century. It’s been a papal tradition ever since.”
Erich stopped, his heart accelerating seeing the guard
return. It occurred to himthat the Swi ss were suddenly
pl ayi ng an unusually large role in his life. They had his
share of the noney—+n a bank in Zurich. And now, they were

st andi ng between himand Father Dam en. Between himand his



future.

The guard nodded to themcurtly, his eyes cold and
enotionless. Erich whistled out his breath |oudly, and
nudgi ng Ginter, followed the guard passed the bronze doors,
into the Apostolic Palace. They walked up a carpeted flight
of stairs to a corridor and then turned a couple of tines
bef ore reaching one of many doors. They had barely knocked
on a door when it was opened by a hawki sh | ooki ng | ady.
Behind her, sitting at a |arge desk, was Father Dam en.

Erich smled, saying nothing. Father Dam en | ooked at
them qui zzically, his eyes noving fromErich to Ginter and
back to Erich again. Then, the Father’s jaw dropped. The
next thing Erich knew, the | ady—a secretary, it seened—was
bei ng ushered out of the office by a visibly nervous Father
Dam en.

At first, Father Dam en pretended that he knew not hi ng
of what Erich had to say about Munich and the orphanage.

But his eyes popped out in shock when Erich showed himtwo
tattered letters.

Letters that years ago nmade Erich feel |oved and
wanted. Letters he had treasured because it canme from
sonebody who actually seened to care about him For days he

woul d be on a high when a letter arrived from Fat her Dam en



He would carry it with himeverywhere he went and at night,
sleep with it under the pillow. For a ten-year-old boy, the
contents of the letters were less inportant than the fact
that it synbolized that soneone actually thought of him
But it was the contents that mattered now. Sexually
explicit language, lurid details, and even graphi c draw ngs.

It had been heart wrenching when the letters stopped
and Father Dam en said that he wouldn’t be visiting himany
nore. He cried for nights on end. The only adult who cared
for himwas going away. Then he found out that that Father
Dam en wasn’t going away, but that he, Erich had been
repl aced by another boy. Not just any ot her boy, but his
best friend in the orphanage. In the space of a week he not
only |lost Father Dam en, but also his closest friend.

Then one day, as he re-read those letters, it struck
himthat he could take advantage of them The next tine
Fat her Dam en cane by to pick up his friend for their weekly
wal k, he showed one of the letters to the Father. Fromthen
on, for every letter returned, Father Dam en gave hima
variety of gifts. Toys, books, food.

When he was finally left wwth two letters he realized
that he had to save themfor nore inportant things. And

t hankfully, he hadn't found a need to use themuntil now.



Today they were priceless. Father Dam en visibly shook as
Erich asked himto i magi ne the newspaper headl i nes when news
| eaked that the Pope’s Associate Secretary of State was a
pervert, a pedophile who had nol ested orphans. As he read
the letter out |oud, the blood drained from Father Dam en’s
face, and his lips turned white. Erich stared at those

i ps—+ips that had once explored his body. It was at that
point that Erich had snapped and rage took over.

When Father Damen finally cane to, he noaned softly.
Erich picked up the glass of water sitting on the desk and
splashed it on the Father’s face.

Fat her Dam en sputtered and sat up. As soon as he saw
Erich, fear leapt into his eyes. He blinked twice and then
whi spered, pleading. “Wat do you want ?”

“New identities for ne and Ginter. Safe and secure
passage to where the Direktor is headed,” Erich said.

“The Direktor? 1..1..don"t know.”

Erich thrust his knee outward, to the Father’s
geni tal s. He shrieked, springing backward. “Yes. Yes.

It can be arranged.”



Washi ngton D. C
9:15 AM

Questions. There were many questions on Warren
Terrell’s mnd. The shocking and untinely death of
Presi dent Roosevelt yesterday was not only a blowto
Anerica; it was very untinely as far as the war in Europe
was concerned. Wuld the Axis powers see the dem se of
Roosevelt as a sign of the reversal of their m sfortunes?
After all, President Roosevelt had been a driving force in
bringing Germany to her knees. Surrender had been tal ked
about. But now with Roosevelt’s death, would Gernmany see a
new |l ease on life? It m ght depend on how seanl ess the
transition to the new Presidency would be. Harry Truman had
big shoes to fill.

Warren | ooked at the files on his desk, and picked up
his newWy conpleted summary on the Heydrich Three. He
t hunbed t he pages, but his mnd was far away. He knew t hat
even if there were no change in Allied strategy under

President Truman, there were likely to be najor changes



within the U S. A H s organizati on—+he OSS, for exanple.
It was no secret that unlike Roosevelt, Truman had little
regard for his boss, the Director of the OSS, GCeneral

Wl liam A Donovan, and was inclined to fire him and
conpletely re-vanp the agency. A new and different agency,
possi bl y.

I f the war ended soon, it was very probable that they
woul d see an Executive Order fromthe president to dismantle
the OSS. And then what? Wat would happen to his job?

What about all the work that had yet to be done? Al the
pendi ng cases, all the detailed research, all the undercover
reports that were housed in the OSS? The many Nazi
crimnals who had yet to be brought to justice? He | ooked
at the file on the Heydrich Three. He figured that if
anybody was going to get a new lease of |ife with Truman’s
presidency, it wasn’'t Germany or the Axis powers, but

individuals Iike the Heydrich Three.



The Vatican, Italy
1: 50 PM

Erich and Ginter sat with a nore conposed Fat her Dam en
at his office in the Apostolic Pal ace, discussing the
various alternatives available to pursue the Direktor. It
woul d be easy, as Erich had guessed, using the diplomtic
cover of the Vatican. But before Father Dam en coul d
arrange for passports and papers, they had to choose their
identities for the future.

Erich recogni zed the inportance of the nonment.

What ever identities they chose, they were conmtting to
roles and lifestyles that they nay have to adhere to
permanently in the future. In many ways they woul d be
prisoners to the choices they were going to nmake that day.
On one hand, Erich found it a stifling thought, but on the
other, it was exhilarating to have the power to choose a
maj or aspect of one’'s future. Al of a sudden, the gravity
of the moment hit him He needed sone tine to hinself
before he made his choice. He excused hinself, asking
Ginter not to | eave Father Damen's office until he

r et ur ned.



Erich wal ked out of the building, taking deep breaths,
forcing hinself to relax. He strolled slowy and very
determnedly to St. Peter’s Square, |ocated adjacent to the
Apostolic Palace. He scanned the statuary on the
magni fi cent stone col onnade that hugged the piazza,
recogni zing that he was wal ki ng on what was, at one tine,
the center of all Christianity—the heart of Christendom He
reached the eighty-two foot Egyptian obelisk at the center
of the square, and he stood there for a nonment, closing his
eyes. Suddenly the anxiety was gone. He was filled with a
sense of expectancy, know ng that he was at the threshold of
alimtless future, a future where he hoped to achieve the
power and prestige he had tasted and savored in the conpany
of Reinhard Heydrich and the Fuhrer. He didn't know when,
where, or how he would realize his dream but he knew it
woul d happen. O course he would have to get his share of
the noney first; that was the passport to his dream Once
he tracked down the Direktor and received his share, there
woul d be no stopping him Heydrich’s words echoed in his
head: Trust your instincts. You are destined for greatness.
It was not going to be easy; he was sure Father Dam en woul d
find a way to warn the Direktor about them Then there were

peopl e |i ke Benjam n Wi nmann who had to be silenced. But



it would happen, of that he was sure. Fate didn’t pluck from
hi s orphanage in Miunich for nothing. He would not be denied
his calling.

Energi zed, he joined the crowd wal ki ng past the obelisk
to St. Peter’s Basilica, the |argest and nost fanmous church
in the world. About fifty feet before the massive bronze
doors of the basilica, Erich stopped. He took a few steps
to the left of the bronze doors and bent to touch the
ground. Sonewhere there, he knew, was where the center of
the old basilica—a d St. Peter’s—ence stood, before it was
razed to the ground in 1506 to nake way for the present
basilica. But it was the old St. Peter’s Basilica that
fascinated him Built by Enperor Constantine in AD 312, it
had, over the centuries been the place where nunerous
| eaders were bestowed with suprenme power by the Popes. He
felt giddy thinking that somewhere near where he was
standi ng was the exact spot where Charl enmagne was crowned
enperor by Pope Leo IIl. It happened on Christnmas day in
the year 800, and with that crowning, the First Reich—the
Holy Roman Enpire—was born. He pictured the bowed head of
the Charl emagne as he accepted the crown, marking the start
of the thousand-year Reich. It was an enpire |like no other

in the history of the world. The secret of its |ongevity,



according to Heydrich, was the unique marriage of church and
state. O Popes and enperors. O the human and the divine.

Erich stood there for many m nutes recollecting the
history of the First Reich, and the stories that Father
Dam en had told hi mabout kings, enperors, and Popes. It
didn't escape himthat in many ways it was Father Dam en who
had brought himhere, and it was Father Dam en, through the
power of the Vatican, who was |eading himout to his future.
He sighed, and then, followed the tourists and the religious
into the massive basilica.

Eri ch wal ked past nunerous gil ded altars and st at ues,
chandel i ers and massive colums, paintings of sunbursts,
cl ouds, angels, and cherubs—the work of various artists and
scul ptors spanni ng over one hundred and seventy years. He
stood for a nonent at the papal altar and the bal dachi no,
the bronze canopy that rose on tw sted col umms towards the
done designed by M chel angel o. The grandeur of the
basilica, although inpressive, didn't nove him He felt
conpelled to get out, back to front of the brass doors, back
to where the old St. Peter’s Basilica once stood. He wal ked
back there, and at once felt at hone. He bel onged.

Erich recollected the many nen after Charl emagne who

had been crowned enperors by their partners in power, the



Popes. He inmagined the walls of AOd St. Peter’s
reverberating with cheers as the faithful throng stood and
appl auded at each enperor’s crowning. Today, nore than a

t housand years later, the faithful were still there. Only
now t hey were not standing and cheering; they were wal ki ng
briskly past Erich into the basilica, whispering to each
other in hushed tones. He noticed nmany were cl utching
rosaries and crucifixes; others were making the sign of the
cross as they entered the building. He felt alittle sorry
for all of them He knew their kind: the diehard, gullible
faithful who filled the parish churches every Sunday. The
kind he and Ginter got to know and found so easy to dupe, as
they traveled fromtown to town, exposing the underground
systemthat hid and snuggl ed Jews out of Germany. He was
rem nded of the different churches that they encountered,
fromthe huge cathedrals to small chapels. Al with the
requi site sacristy behind the altar, where, before church
servi ces began, he and ot her boys donned the cassock and
surplices of the altar boy. He could suddenly snell the
pungent aroma of the incense as it was prepared for nass,
and he could taste the cheap wine stored in the sacristy—the
wi ne that the altar boys gul ped behind the backs of the

parish priests. He recollected the packed pews for Sunday



service, when he had an inpressive view of the gathered
faithful fromhis perch as an altar boy. Row upon row of
peopl e knelt, rose, or sat in unison, at the behest of the
priest. It was alnost mlitary-1like, disciplined and
unquestioning. Not unlike the phalanxes of rigidly standing
Wehr macht sol diers or the goose-stepping SS nen noving in
perfect unison at the directive of their commander.

Erich wal ked away fromthe basilica, wondering at the
curious simlarities between a priest and his faithful, and
a commander and his soldiers. As the nmultitudes wal ked
passed himin St. Peter’s Square, |ooking up in awe at the
basilica with wi de-eyed religious fervor, he began to
understand why the great enperors |ike Charl emagne needed
the Pope to conplete, and sonetines enhance, their power
over their subjects. Heydrich was right; one of the
m st akes the Fuhrer nmade was not to recognize that power
over the masses did not cone by the sword al one, but the
sword and the cross. The next truly gl obal |eader would
understand that the cross and sword can work together, and
woul d take advantage of them just |like the enperors of the
First Reich did.

A sharpened cross is a sword. A blunted sword, a

cross. The netaphors were starkly clear now



Erich retraced his steps to the Apostolic Pal ace, back to
Fat her Damen’s office feeling a sense of exhilaration. He
was ready for his newidentity. No doubt, it was going to

be a long road before he would realize his dreans. But he

was ready to start.



