
broadest of smiles raced to the training field. "It's learn
ing guns and lets of physical exercises today, tomorrow is 
freedom and lots of peace for my people," he thought aloud 
as he approached a group of comrades. 

NAKED AMONG WOLVES 
by 

BRUNO AP1TZ 
Chapter 8 

Schupp was carrying out an assignment from Kramer, He had 
got it after being called to the troop garage to repair a ra
dio for Unterscharfuhrer Brauer, the garage manager. 

"You can use the chance to do a little listening," Kramer 
had said; he meant listening to foreign broadcasts. The recent 
reports from the front, since Remagen, had become very obscure. 

Brauer was not alone in his room when Schupp came* in with 
the usual accouncement; "Camp electrician begs leave to 
enter." Meisgeier, the Rottenfuhrer who helped Brauer run the 
garage, was also present. 

Schupp saw at the first glance that both of them were 
drunk. The gaunt Rottenfuhrer vfcoee face was covered with fat 
pimples, had his cap on crooked and was sitting at the defect
ive radio trying in vain to cosoc sor.e sound out of it. In his 
high, squeezed falsetto he piped at Schupp: "There's fart in 
the tube here, you better fix it in a hurry. If not, I'll twist 
your neck, you son of a bitch," 

Schupp did not permit himself to be affected by their 
threats. He put dovn his tool kit and replied undauntedt 
"Better leave it alone, who's going to fix the thing when it's 
really busted? You're always playing around with it!" 

"Playing around," squeaked Meisgeier, amused, and gave 
the dial a contemptuous twirl. This rough treatment aroused 
the protest of the expert in Schupp. 

"You shouldn't do that," he reproved Meisgeier. He could 
permit himself this free tone because the SS was dependent on 
his professional skill. The two men laughed, and Brauer, who 
had been sitting at uhe table alec approached the radio, un
steady on his le^s. He grinned at Schupp. 

Suddenly his face contorted. In amazement he pointed at 
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Schupp and beckoned Meisgeier to him, 
"Take a look at that asinine face," he said, and the two 

of them stared at the electrician. Schupp stared back with 
round eyes. Suddenly Brauer squalled: 

"The Tube Rube looks like our Reichshfrixii;" 
Meisgeier confirmed the monstrous discovery. An unrea

soning terror shot through Schupp. These fellows were danger
ous. In another moment Brauer1 s fist might land in his face 
because he had the gall to resemble Himmler. 

The second of fright dissolved as suddenly as it had come. 
At the same moment Erauer and Meisgeier burst into yells of 
laughter, Brauer pounded Schupp appreciatively on the should
er and laughed boisterously, echoed by Meisgeier1s treble. 

The danger was over, and Schupp had the sense to put a 
good face on the matter. The two had not yet finished enjoy
ing their wonderful discovery. 

Brauer pulled Meisgeier's SS cap off, janmed it side
ways onto Schupp1s head, pulled the prisoner1s cap out of his 
hand and then set it on Meisgeier1s pointed pate. 

Now the joke was complete. A successful caricature of 
their R e i e h s h e i a i stood before them, and Meisgeier 
struck a grosteque pose in front of it, exploding with laughter. 

In a quarter of an hour the British would give their 
military report, and Schupp had to catch it. He valiantly fou
ght down the pain of his degradation as a human being and wait
ed patiently until the two thugs had finished laughing and were 
.tired of the fun. Then he took the SS cap off and placed it 
on the table. The mien with which Schupp did this was so un
mistakable that it did not escape Brauer. He wrinkled his 
forehead appreciatively and said to Meisgeier: 

"What do you know, you can even insult the guy." 
An answer sprang up in Schupp, but he did not utter it. 
If he had made a reply confirming the insuii, the fun 

would have been spoiled. He knew from experience how unpre
dictable these brutes were, like caged beasts whose great 
irresponsible paws could suddenly hit hard. Schupp therefore 
managed skilfully to ease jut of the situation, he v/ent over 
to the radio and began tinkering with it. 

Here, in this impartial occupation, he was immune, and he 
•noted with satisfaction that the laughter of the two men was 
fcbbing. M e i s g e i e r threw the prisoner's cap to him, 
since it had lost its value as a prop, put on his own, and 
left the room. Schupp breathed freely again: he was rid of 
one of them. 

He had already discovered what was wrong with the radio; 
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it was a loose contact which he could have repaired in no time. 
But he avoided doing so, because his aim was to get rid of 
Brauer as well. Brauer wau shoving his head into the box and 
demanding to know what was broken, Schupp had a method of dri
ving away interfering SS men that was almost always successful. 
The more ignorant the SS men were about techinical matters, 
the more they pretended the opposite, so as not to be exposed 
before a prisoner. Schupp took advantage of this. 

In answer to Brauer1s question he gave him a long-winded 
account of the history of radio. Faraday reminded him of Max
well, Heinrich Hertz led him to Marconi, he adorned his lec^ 
ture v/ith technical flourishes, looped electric waves around 
the Unterscharfuhrer's ears, staffed his brain pan with con
densers, coils and tubes, befogged him with oscillating cur
rents, magnetic fields, inductions, and high and low frequen
cies, until his head was buzzing like a swarm of locusts. 

B r a u e r grumbled impatiently: 
'•What's wrong with the radio though?" 
Schupp turned on his most innocent look. 
"That's what we have tc find cut." 
Brauer had enough; He tugged his cap on tighter and 

bellowed: 
"If you aren't finished in a quarter of an hour I'll make 

hash out of you. Did you hear thnt, you Tube Rube?" 
Furiously he slammed the door behind him. 
The prankster in Schupp laughed up his sleeve. He quickly 

fixed the contact and turned on the set. Very faint and far
away he heard the well-known four strokes on the kettledrum. 
That was the British'. And then, just as faint and faraway, 
in German with an English accent: 

The battle is raging fro» the lower Sieg te the bend in 
the Rhine nerth of Ceblenz. 

American tank forces have broken through te the e a s t 
f re» the bridgehead at Oppenheia. Their spearheads have reaci>-
ed the Main near Hanau and Aschaffenburg . Heavy fighting is in 
progress between the Rhine and the northern spurs of the Oden-
wald... 

Schupp practically crawled into the loud-speaker. He made 
"evory word burn into his brain, in order not to forget any
thing. 

When Brauer came back, S c h u p p w a s still hang
ing on the loud-speaker, but he immediately blurred the recep
tion and turned the volume all the way up, so that the set 
roared. Brauer flung himself at the radio with enthusiasm: 

"Christ! Tube Rube! How did you do it? I foiled around 
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with it myself, but it wouldn't play for me* You really 
are..*11 

This was more than enough praise for a prisoner, so Bra-
uer toned down his appreciation to a coarse: 

"Ah, kiss my ass, the main thing the goddam set works," 
Schupp packed up his tool kit, 

THB CHILD DISCOVERED? 
Soon afterwards he was standing with Kramer in his room 

before the map which Kramer had nailed to the wall* In only a 
few days there had been a push from Remagen to Oppenheim. Prom 
there they were advancing in the direction of Frankfort, and 
north of Coblenz the thrust was obviously aimed towards Kas-
sel. Without a doubt they were proceeding into Thuringial 

The two men looked at one another wordlessly; both were 
thinking the same thing, Kramer took a ruler and measured the 
distance from Remagen to Frankfort, He measured it again 
from there to Weimar, It made not quite two thirds of the ad
vance already achieved, and..# 

Kramer took a deep breath, put the ruler back on the 
table and said in a weighted voice: "In a fortnight we'll be 
free or dead..." 

S c h u p p l a u g h e d : 
"Dead? Christ, Waiter, those guys up there won't do any

thing to us any more. They've got water boiling in their ass 
already," 

K r a m e r w a r n e d : 
" W a i t a n d s e e , ., .„ * 
Suddenly he grasped Schupp's arm and pointed through the 

window at the gate. They saw Kluttig and Reineboth hastening 
across the mustering ground. Prisoners passing by /pulled 
their caps off and looked round after them surreptitiously, 
Kramer and Schupp watched tensely which way they went until 
they had disappeared from view, 

"Something's up. Run, Heinrich, trail them and see where 
they're going." 

S c h u p p r a n o f f , 
Kramer's fists pressed his temples, the anxiety rose to 

a fear that everything had been discovered. Everything! 
And when the door really was pulled open, Kramer whirled 

about in horror. It was Schupp, entering hastily, 
"They went to the effects room." 
For the space of a moment Kramer felt a blessed relief, 

but it immediately turned into a new, still greater fear* He 
stared at Schupp as if all the life had gone out of him. 

41 



Reineboth'had found the note in the morning behind his 
door. Puzzled, he turned it over and back, again and again* 

Hef el fre» the effects room and thePele Krepineki want to 
play a dirty trick on Hauptaoharfuhrer Zveilinf. They have a 
Jew child hidden in the clothing ree» in the baok corner to 
the right... 

ReineVoth reread the message several times, 
A priaoner fro» the effeoti reon was the signature under

neath. 
Reineboth suddenly recalled what Zweiling had done on the 

previous morning. He had opened the door, stood nonplused, 
stammered an embarrassed greeting, and gone away again. 

Reineboth whistled through his teeth and stuck the note 
into his pocket. Later he showed it to Kluttig. He too read it 
a few times without making head or tail of it. He squinted his 
red-rijmned eyes, and the light deflected harshly from his thick 
spectacles, 

Reineboth lolled behind the desk. lfWhat do you think of 
the signature? f 

Kluttig said, puzzled: 
"Well, someone simply stooled." 
"A p r i s o n e r ? " 
" W h o e l s e ? " 
Reineboth put on a superior smile. 
"Zweiling," he said, and got up phlegmatically. 
He took the note from Kluttig and abruptly assumed a sharp 

tone. 
"Zweiling and nobody else wrote the noteJ" 
Kluttig1s stupidly astonished face irritated Reineboth, 

Waspishly he snarled at the camp fuhrer: 
"Canft you see? It's as plain as day. That brainless 

Heiniefs been making a deal with the Commies, and now he's 
shitting in his pants." 

Kluttig seemed to see the connection. 
"You mean, Zweiling went to the Commies so that if things 

go wrong...?" 
"Quick on the uptake," mocked Reineboth, "in your own way. 

It can go .fast, very fast, in fact. In one week from Remagen. 
to Frankfort - you can calculate for yourself when they111 be 
here. Listen to what I figure. They softened up Zweiling 
with this Jew brat. 'Herr Haupts char fuhrer, just wink an eye 
and we'll do the same for you when the time comes.r Right?" 

Reineboth did not wait for Kluttig1s answeri 
"That was Hofel's work, and he's one of the organisation. 

Ergo, who's in back of this circus? The illegal organisation} 
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get it? We've got to grab Hofel and that Pole too, Whoosis, 
what's the guy's name?" 

Now Kluttig understood, Indignantly he put his hands on 
his hips. 

"What shall we do with Zweilintf?" 
"Nothing," Reineboth replied. "Once we've got Hofel and 

Whoosis we hold the ends of the string in our hand. That half-
assed Heinie will be grateful if we let him help wind it up." 

Kluttig gaped at him in honest admiration: 
"God, what a sly dog you are..." 
This unqualified appreciation of his shrewdness gilded the 

youth's vanity, and he drummed with his fingers on the buttom 
seam. 

"We'll do it all without our diplomat, in fact agAinat 
him. We have to be clever, Herr Hauptsturmfuhrer, very clever1. 
It could turn out badly for us. I told you once, and I repeats 
When we strike, it's got to be at the rifM ones, understand? 
We can only afford one blow, and it has to hit home." 

Reineboth stepped close up to Kluttig and said urgentlyi 
"You mustn't pull anything stupid now. Not a word about 

the organisation, that doesr.'t exist, understand? We're just 
after the Jew brat, get it?" 

JCluttig nodded and trusted in the cleverness of Reineboth, 
who did not want to lose a minute..He jerked his cap determine
dly over' his forehead: 

" L e t ' s g o ! " 
"THERE'S HO CHILD HERB" 

They ripped open the door of the effeots room and stepped 
in swiftly. 

The prisoners occupied in the clothing room started in 
surprise. One called outs 

" A t t e n t i o n ! " 
And everyone, wherever he happened to be, stood at atten

tion, Hofel, who was listening alertly after the call of 
"Attention" in the clerks' office, flinched when he hoard the 
Qajnp fuhrer and Reineboth. He hurried into the clothing room 
and reported in the usual way: 

"Effects-room commando on the job;" 
Reineboth, with his thumb behind his button seam, snarl-

"Line them all upI" 
In an overloud voice Hofel called the order throughout 

the building. His head was whirling. While the prisoners were 
still hurrying in from all directions and, oonsoious of the 

43 



menace in thdrsudden appearance oi tnese two, nastixy ua^xng 
their places in the usual two rows they formed for the count, 
Kluttig asked after Zweiling. 

Hofel reported: "Hauptscharfuhrer Zweiling has not been 
here this morning." 

Kluttig made a sign to Reineboth, who quickly went into 
the clothing room, back to the right. Kluttig meanwhile seat
ed himself on the counter, dangling his legs. 

His heart beat in his throat; he felt the hot throbbing 
larger than life. Strangely enough, he connected the appreaiv 
ance of the officers less with the vanished child than with 
the 7.65 millimetre Walther. Apart from himself no one knew 
its hiding place. 

It took some time before Reineboth returned* He had put 
on a mocking smile and was raising his eyebrows. 

"Nothing," he said laconically. Kluttig jumped down from 
the counter. The tension ripped. Rage shot up in Kluttig 
like a wild jet of wind. 

"Hofel, s t e p forward!" 
Hofel stepped out of the rark and remained standing two 

paces from Kluttig. The latter searched with his eyes over the 
heads of the prisoners. 

"Where is the Polish swine Kropinski? Come here!" 
Kropinski detached himself slowly from his place, walked 

between the r a n k s a n d s t o o d beside Hofel. Rei
neboth balanced up anddown on his toes. Rose stood as if turn
ed to stone and forced all his strength into his knees, which 
were threatening to go soft. The faces of the other inmates 
were hard, somber, motionless* Pippig's eyes slid frcm Reine
both to Kluttig. 

Fury was choking Kluttig. His head was held stiffly on 
his long neck. He wanted to master himself and hissed ominous
ly: "Where' is the child?" 

Kropinski gulped excitedly. Nobody answered. Kluttig .lost 
control of himself and screamed shrilly: 

"Where's the Jew brat,. I'm asking!!!"* 
At the same moment he turned on Hofel: 
"Answer, you!" 
Saliva sputtered from his lipc. 
"There is no child here." 
Kluttig looked appealingly at Reineboth, rage making every 

word stick in his throat. Reineboth walked negligently over to 
Kropinski, pulled him up closer by the jacket and said almost 
amiably: 

"Tell us, Pole, where is the child?" 
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Kropinski shook his head violently. 
" I n o t k n o w . . . ! 1 

Reineboth swung. With a well-trained right he hit Kropi-
nski in the jaw. The blow was aimed so powerfully that Kropi-
nski fell staggering backward into the ranks of the prisoners. 
They caught him in their arms; a thin red thread trickled out 
of the corner of his mouth. 

Reineboth pulled Kropinski up again - a second blow in 
the same place. Kropinski collapsed. 

With these two blows he had given the signal to Kluttig, 
who also hit out now, wild and unbridled, both fists in 
Hofel's face, and then screeched: 

"Where have you got the Jew brat? Spit it out!" 
Hofel was holding his arms protectively before his head. 

Kluttig kicked him so furiously in the abdomen that Hofel sank 
down with a cry of pain. 

Pippig's breath came convulsively. He clenched his hands 
to fists. Senselessly he kept thinking: Hang on, hang on! 
They're at Oppenheim already! It won't be long now. Hang on, 
hang onl... 

Kluttig1s lower lip trembled, he pulled his disordered 
uniform straight. Hofel got up with an effort. The boot had 
taken his breath away. He stood gasping and with his head 
hanging. Kropinski lay motionless. 

Reineboth glanced indolently at his wrist watch. 
"I'll give you all one minute. Whoever tells me where the 

Jew brat is hidden gets a reward." 
The prisoners stood rigid. Pippig listened into the sile

nce. Would anyone talk? His eyes sought Rose, whose back was 
£o him, but he could see how Rose's fingers were trembling. 
After an interminably long half minute Reineboth looked at his 
watch. Outwardly he appeared relaxed, but he was intently con
sidering his tactics. Give the clowns a shock, he thought, 
that'll soften them up. 

"Thirty seconds more," he said graciously, "then we'll 
take these two along... to Mandrill..." 

He made an impressive pause and twisted his lips into a 
dangerous smile. 

"What happens to them there is your responsibility.11 

He cleverly avoided looking at the prisoners, but kept his 
eyes on his watch, like a starter. 

Kluttig1s eyes darted frenziedly from one to the other. 
The ranks stood as if cast in a mold. Pippig trembled inside. 
Should I take it all on myself? Step forward, say: It was I, 
I alone?,... 
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The m i n u t e was over, 
Reineboth lowered the watch. Pippig felt as if he were 

being pushed in the back: Now! Step forwardl But he stood 
rigid• 

Reineboth poked Kropinski in the side with the tip of his 
boot. "Get upi" 

Now, now, nowl It was pulling at Pippig, and he actually 
felt as if he were stepping forward, weightless, as In a dream. 
Krc?ins;:i got up unsteadily and received such a kick in the 
smaij. of the back from Reineboth that he reeled towards the 
door. Yet it was neither fear nor cowardice that held Pippig 
back. With his eyes rigid he looked after Hofel, who was also 
going to the door.... 

For a considerable time after they were left alone the 
prisoners kept standing stiff and speechless, paralysed by 
the shock they had just undergone, until Rose, his nerves in 
ribbons, shook his fists in the air and shouted out: "I ain't 
playing along with this!" 

L i f e £ri n a 1 1 y returned to the ranks, a n d 
Pippig also awo&e from his petrification. He rushed over to 
Rose through the tangle of the breaking ranks, grabbed him 
hard and threatened with his fist raised: 

" K e e p y o u r t r a p s h u t ! " 

ZWEILING WAS THE STOOL 
Zweiling had, in fact, waited until everything was past, 

and only then appeared in the building. He looked the prisoners 
over sourly. They were sitting without occupation at the tables 
in the clerks1 office, and others were standing at the long 
counter in the clothing room; obviously they too had been 
doing nothing and only started acting busy when he came in. 

Zweiling wanted to ignore deliberately the oppressed mood 
of the prisoners, and retire into his room. All at once an 
uneasy feeling crawled over him. Maybe they would realise the 
note had ccme from him? He stopped indecisively and twisted 
his face into a clumsy smile. 

"What you looking so stupid about? Where's Hofel?" 
Pippig, who was also standing at the counter, did not 

look at Zweiling, and ripped open the cords that tied a cloth
ing sack. 

"In the bunker," he answered darkly, and Zweiling caught 
the undertone. 

"Did he do something wrong?" Zweiling1 s tongue lay on 
his underlip. Pippig did not answer, andthe hard silence of 
the others blocked any further questionsin Zweiling. He went 
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dumbly into his room, followed by the mistrustful looks of the 
inmates. P i p p i g sent a muttered curse after him, dwel
ling heedlessly threw his brovnleather-cock on a chair, and 
thought. The uneasy feeling would not go away.. His instinct 
told him that the prisoners suspected him. He blinked dully 
into spree. The best thing was to be friendly and to act dumb. 

He called in Pippig. "Now tell me, what happened?" Pip-
pig did not answer immediately• "Well, come on and tell me.-" 

"What oould have happened? Hofel and Kropinski were 
thrown into the bunker on account of the child." 

Zweiling blinked. "Somebody must have stooledl" 
Pippig answered quicklyI 
"Yessir, Hauptscharfuhrer, somebody stooledl" 
Zweiling lei; the reply echo inside him and then said; 
"So it seems you've got a bastard among you?" 

"Yessir, Hauptscharfuhrer, wefve got a bastard among us!" 
With what force that could be saidi 
"So you... uh... took it away somewhere?" 
"No, Hauptscharfuhrerl" 
"Where is it then?" 
"I don't know." 
Zweiling was visibly surprised, 
"How come? Yesterday evening it was still there." 
"Don't know." 
Zweiling jumped up, "1 saw it myself!" 
Now he had given himself away. What had been a strong 

suspicion in Pippig until then now became a certainty: Zweil
ing was the stool. It was he! 

Zweiling stared at Pippig's impressive face. Suddenly he 
bellowed at Pippig: 

"Let them all line up, the whole commr-ndo! We'll get 
that bastard!" 

At the same moment he changed his mind. 
"Nah, Pippig, we won't dc that. Let's rather not say 

anything just yet. Just because I'm a decent fellow I could 
get it in the neck. We don't have to advertise it on a big 
si^n. You try and find out who the bastard was, and then you 
Let me know. We'll h-'.ve him strung up." 

Avid for Pippig's agreement, Zweiling shoved his tongue 
onto his u n d e r l i p . But Pippig was silent. He execu
ted the prescribed about-face and left the room. Zweiling 
looked after him through the window. His mouth was . wide-open. 
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