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Chapter 4 

THE MEDICAL SQUAB 

"Oh, come out of the underground, man," Kramer scolded, 
"I've had enough now. Something's going on in your mind about 
this medical squad - well?" Kramer tapped his temple. "Maybe 
the same thing's going on in here." 

B o c h o w f e l t caught in the act, he stroked his 
cheeks with both hands. 

Kramer nailed him down: "You see? What you and I think 
is just what the comrades will think that I'll look up today. 
Do you think they'll do nothing till I give them the wink? 
They'll keep their eyes open anyway when they walk about the 
grounds. With or without the underground leadership..." To 
reassure Bochow he added quickly: "Of which they will have no 
idea, depend on it. Whatever they spy out there, I'll hear 
about anyway. Bo you want to build up a complicated- informal 
tion apparatus when I can get it all over a direct line?" 

Bochow did not agree immediately, and Kramer gave him time 
to consider. 

"Think it over, all of you," he said, but do it fast." 
Bochow was already considering how he could bring about an 

immediate discussion with the ILK. ' It was easy to reach Bo-
gorski and also Peter van Dalen, the Dutchman. But how to get 
at Pribula and Kodiczek? It was true they were in the camp and 
worked in one of the optics barracks at the mustering ground, 
where gun sights were made. Admittance to these barracks was 
strictly prohibited. Riomand, the Frenchman, could not be 
contacted either. He was in the kitchen commando of the offi
cers' casino outside the camp. Those who were so hard to reach 
could only be informed by means of a lines check. Bochow did 
not like to decide on this special form of communication, which 
was reserved for urgent occasions. Speed and salience demand
ed it this time, however. Bochow looked at Kramer question-
ingly: 

"Can you have a lines check made?" 



"I can," nodded Kramer, who knew immediately what it meant. 
He had already carried out one such assignment, 

"All right, note the numbers: three, four, f.ive, and at 
the end, e i g h t . " 

Kramer nodded. "The ILK," he said s l y l y . 

S C H U P P 
In the camp electrician's shop, a prisoner was standing 

at the vise and filing reflectively on a piece of metal. 
Kramer came in. 
"Schupp here?" he asked. * 
Schupp was sitting at the table tinkering with an alarm 

apparatus. He looked up as Kramer came in. 
"We need a lines check, Heinrich," said Kramer. 
S c h u p p u n d e r s t o o d . 
"Righto. Immediately." 
Krame:- came a step closer. "These are the numbers: Three^ 

four, five, and at the end, eight." 
Schupp stood up. He did not ask the meaning of the num

bers. For M m they were an important message from somebody to 
somebody. He pushed the stuff on the table together and pick
ed up his tool box. 

"I'm going right out, Walter.11 

"Short and sweet, Andre, I know the whole story. The 
transport leaves tomorrow. Jankowski takes his kid along, 
understand?" 

Hofel acted like a man who had been condemned, he hung his 
head. 

"Couldn't we do something else with the kid?" he asked 
softly. 

. It was the same words, the same question Kramer had addre
ssed to Bochow. Apparently there were no other words in the 
whole world for this impasse. And Kramer answered now with the 
same words .as Bochow: "Out of the question. Completely out 
of the question!" 

Only after a long pause did Hofel ask: 
"Where is the transport going?" 
Tortured, Kramer rapped with the ball of his hand on the 

iron pipe of the banister, and said nothing. Hofel looked at 
him. 

" W a l t e r ..." 
Kramer became impatient. 
"We can't stand around here so long. You know better 

than I do what your position is. Don't rock the boat. I've 



got enough to do with the transport tomorrow morning. I can't 
bother tc see that the kid is attended to. So..." 

He left Hofel standing and went down the steps. Hofel 
turned about as ii* he had been pushed, and walked back into 
the house. 

WHO ABE THET BQBKDtt*..? 
The damp, cold wind snarled between the barracks, and 

Kramer dug his hands deeper into his coat pockets. He crossed 
a road which revealed the crematorium above to the left, the 
gruesome structure with its mute, towering chimney. A board
ing of brcwn planks impregnated with carbolic acid surrounded 
the place and concealed it from the eyes of the curious. What 
took place behind those boards... "Admittance was strictly for
bidden. Kramer knew, however. 

In his capacity as camp senior he had been behind those 
planks a few times, when new transports had brought in hund
reds of dead. They lay in the yard in stacks. Poles who 
worked in the crematorium as corpse bearers pulled one body 
after another from the pile and tore the clothes from them. 
These represented valuable yarn that was not permitted to be 
burned. It was no easy matter to undress the corpses. The 
limbs cramped in their death struggle and grown-stiff in rigor 
mortis did" not give up the garments voluntarily. But the cor
pse bearers had experience. 

Two men always tackled the corpse.•• First the coat and 
then the jacket were unbuttoned and then the dead man was pla
ced in a sitting position. While one corpse bearer held him, 
the other pulled the coat and jacked over his head, a grosteque 
and ghastly sight. With hanging head and outstretched arms 
the dead man looked like a drunkard who is being undressed to 
be put to bed. The rigid fingers held onto the sleeves like 
barbed hooks. A strong jerk tore the garment from the dead 
man's obstinate hands. On their naked bodies several of the 
corpses wore ladies1 underwear of the choicest elegance. Prom 
the most delicate salmon pink to sea green. The decollete 
exposed an emaciated chest with the collar bones sticking out. 
Helplessly danuded, the corpse lay on the muddy ground with 
arms pitifully stiffened, his shaven head sunk to one side. 
With his wide-open mouth gaping like a black hole, many a 
corpse looked as if he were laughing himself to death over the 
masquerade revealed after the stripping. It was no use, the 
poor devil was frozen anyway. 

With a n i p p e r s the corpse bearers snapped the 
shoelaces, which usually consisted of knotted string or wire, 
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and ripped the shoes from the naked feet. There were corpses 
that wore several pairs of diaphanous ladies1 stockings, which 
also had to be pulled off their legs. Another corpse bearer 
stepped among the undressed an extracting pliers in his hand. 
He examined the oral cavity for gold teeth, and pulled out 
sets of false teeth back in the black hole and used the pliers. 
If they were worthless he stuck them back in the black hole 
and used the pliers to kijock them into place. Now two more 
corpse bearers would pick up the plundered body by the arms or 
the legs, depending on how it lay, and drag it to the stack of 
naked men. They gave the corpse a practiced swing and it flew 
with a slap on*t5 the pile of naked carrion... 

Kramer had stopped. 
The whole camp stank of burned flesh again. Its penetra

ting odour ate into the mucous membranes. The high chimney 
spewed red flames into the sky. Thick black-brown smoke hung 
in tatters over the camp. 

Kramer thought of that night in August, 1944* It was a 
few days before the American bombardment of the camp. From 
the window of the barracks where he slept he had seen that 
same red glow over the chimney and thought: Who are they 
burning in the middle of the night? The next day a secret 
whispering had gone through the camp. Thalmann had been shot 
in the crematorium and burned. Rumour or truth? No one could 
say with certainty. Y e s ! One mar_ couldi 

On August 18th, 1944> the staff of the crematorium recei
ved an order through the report fuhrer to keep one furnace 
burning for the night. That night the commando was locked 
into the dormitory that belonged to the crematorium... The SS 
wanted no witnesses. A Polish corpse bearer had managed to 
slip out and had hidden himself behind the mound of coal in 
the plank door or the boarding being opened. A troop of SS 
Scharfuhrers entered the yard. They brought a civilian with 
them. He was tall, broad-shouldered, had no coat on, and wore 
a dark suit. He was bareheaded and bald. 

The stranger was Drought to the entrace, which led to the 
cremation room, and shots were fired. The troop disappeared 
into the cremation room with the murdered man. Hours later 
it took a long time before a corpse burned - the troop left 
the crematorium. As they went out, one of the Scharfuhrers 
said. 

"And do you know who we'shoved into the furnace? That 
was the Communist leader Thalmann." 

A few days later Schupp came running excitedly to Kramer. 
Schupp had read in the report fuhrer's noteoooK the registra-
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tion of Ernst Thalmann's execution. 
Kramer stared at the c h i m n e y . The tall flame that 

had shot towards the black sky then, and had held his eyes 
because he could not sleep, now again burned in his heart. He 
knew why the cloth of his flag was red. 

As he was about to go up the wooden stairway to the 
clerk's room he heard Schupp1s voice resounding through the 
loud-speakers all over the camp: 

Attention, lines test.*. 
Kramer paused a moment and smiled to himself. 

H I E S T E S T 

After Kramer had spoken with him, Schupp had gone imme
diately towards the gate, to the report fuhrer's office, with 
his tool box hanging from a strap over his shoulder. He knew 
the effect of his trusting appearance and his naive quick-wit-
tedness, and took advantage of it. 

When Reineboth, before whom he stood at attention now, 
demanded with a snarl what he wanted, he replied innocently: 
"I have to make another lines test, Herr Report Puhrer, thereb 
a few loud-speakers out of order in the camp." 

Reineboth, who was busy at his desk, remarked negligently: 
"Fooled around with them again, hey?" 

With child-like wonder in his face Schupp responded, "I 
didn't fool around with them at all. But the wire is so brit
tle now and the lines are always snapping - it's just wartime 
goods." 

"Don't crap around me, save it for the microphone and 
kindly get the hell out of here." 

That was Schupp's permission to work on the loud-speaker 
attachment. He went to the apparatus and switched on the cur
rent. It hummed. Schupp blew into the microphone by way of a 
test and- cleared his throat. Attention, lines test. Attention, 
lines test. I'm counting... three, three, four, four, five* 
five... eight. I reapt: three, three, four, four, five, 
five.... eight. 

The announcement was heard in all blocks and workshops, 
and in the optics barracks Kodiczek and Pribula looked up from 
their work for a moment. Henri Riomand, the French cook in 
the casino, also listened tensely to the announcement. Three, 
four and five were key numbers and indicated individual com
rades in the ILK. The announcement told them that they were 
to meet this evening at eight o'clock in the usual place. Rio
mand stood at the stove, stirring something in a pot. Pribula 
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and Kodiczek looked at one another significantly; something 
special must be up. 

Lines test ended. Lines test e n d e d , Schupp swit
ched it off. 

On the dark grounds of the infirmary Bochow entered a 
barrack which served as a storeroom for straw sacks and sick
room utensils. Two infirmary attendants in the storeroom, 
visible in the dim light of a weak bulb, seemed to be mending 
straw sacks. They stopped their work when Bochow came in and 
pushed the big heap of straw aside. Not detectable to the eye, 
there was a trapdoor in the rough flooring which Bochow raised 
in order to squeeze himself below through the narrow opening, 
^he two men above covered the entrance way with straw again. 

The room under the barrack was the foundation pit, not 
quite four feet high. On the long side of it were short colu
mns of brick, which supported the barrack, and crossways there 
were rows of truss beams that held up the flooring. It looked 
like a tunnel in a mine. The bare earth of the pit was litte
red with big pieces of limestone over which Bochow stubled 
towards the back. 

The ILK comrades squatting about the candle interrupted 
their conversation and looked towards Bochow. He stooped down 
with them and listened to the argument that had broken out with 
Joseph Pribula. The news of the retreat from Mainz obviously 
showed that the Americans were extending their bridgehead near 
Remagen and were pushing farther on. Good newsI Pribula 
jubiliated and punched his fist into the hollow of his hand: 
"We give it to them soon!" 

"Give it to them? Soon?" BogorsKi shook his head dubi
ously and bent all the way forward so that the candle illumi
nated his features eerily and furrowed deep shadows in the 
lines of his forehead. Of 3,000 men only 800 had reached 
Buchenwald, *e said meaningly. His overgrown shadow moved like 
a ghost on the ceiling as he concluded his report with an 
abrupt gesture of the arm: "Evacuation is always death." 

They had understood why Bogorski spoke of it, Riomand 
threw away the shell of limestone that he had been playing 
with, sliding it from one hand to the other. Only Pribula ref
used to understand Bogorski, "I say, we not wait till fascists 
driving us out of camp. I say. we breaking through fence and 
running to Americans." 

Bochow snorted in irritation, the others raised their 
voices, and Bogorski shook his head. "Not good, not good at 
all. The Americans are still far. Very far. We must wait, 
or - please, how is that word?" He turned to the other s far help. 
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"Delay," Bochow suggested. 
"Kharasho, delay," Bogorski thanked him with a smile and 

continued developing his thought. "We have to keep ourselves 
informed from day to day about the position at the front and 
observe the fascists in the camp. They won't let themselves 
in for a battle with the Americans, they'll flee. That is 
our moment." 

Pribula dropped forward on his hands and argued: "Flee? 
And what will be when they shooting?" 

Bogorski smiled: "All right. Then we shoot too." 
Pribula sat up resentfully: "With those little bits guns 

what we have?" 
Before Bogorski could reply, Riomand broke in. With _a 

conciliatory gesture of the hand he urged the refractory Pole: 
"You say yourself, we only 'have few guns. ' ow you make break
out with few guns? That's just a..." He snapped.his fingers 
because he could not think of German expression. "That's just 
a nonsense." 

Now they were all talking at once at Pribula, and the 
whispering became a tangle. They tried to make it clear to him 
that premature action could result in the destruction of the 
whole cajnp. Unconvinced Pribula let the anxious arguments 
break over him; between his brows was a crease of displeasure. 
Van Dalen patted him soothingly on the shoulder, surely he 
must realise that you couldn't gamble frivolously with the 
lives of 50,000 people. 

It fell to Bochow to calm down the excited men. "Stop 
getting worked up," he interrupted the quarrel. "Now is just 
the time when we hs.ve to keep cocl heads." 

He sat up and rested his hands on his knees, spreading 
his elbows wide, "There's another matter, listen, I'm not 
sure what we ought to do." The comrades paid close attention 
as he told them about the m e d i c a l s q u a d , a n d ' 
expressed his misgivings. 

Bogorski nodded his head. "All right," he said, "they 
look for us, they look long time for us already and they do 
not find us yet. If they find us it can be with a trap and 
also without a trap, you understand? I say we must not be 
afraid. I say we must always be very careful, and the sixteen 
comrades must be clever, very clever. You understand?" In his 
cumbrous German he explained to the comrades that it was comp
letely unimportant whether the medical squad was or was not a 
trap. What mattered was the chance to make observations around 
the camp. The squad would be able to go everywhere, to the SS 
barracks, to the garages, to the reinforcements division... 
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Bochow cut in: "Suppose they just want to lure the squad 
there and they lock up one of the boys, or even all sixteen? 
And in the bunker they're third-degreed till they give away 
whom they make their observations to? They only have to softer 
up one of them t<? find out the connection with, the group." 

Bogorski would not be convinced. "Nyet, nyet, nyet. Not 
group, not group at all." 

He proposed that the contact would be between himself and 
one of the comrades in the medical squad. Bochow remained 
equally obdurate: "And if someone gives you away?" 

Bogorski smiledi "Then the group does not die, only I diel" 
Everyone objected to this. Bogorski became angry. There 

was always danger, he said, or was it, by an chance, not dan
gerous to build up a big .apparatus of international resistance 
groups and to possess weapons? "We made a vow to be silent and 
to die, and I want to be true to the vow." 

That wasn't the VQW'-S purpose, Bochow argued. 
"Have we anybody outside ourselves?" asked Bogorski. 
"Yes," Bochow replied, and told the comrades about Kra

mer's offer, which he himself liked better th? more he thought 
about it. The comrades also recognised the advantages, since 
it was not necessary to make any new contacts, and Bochow was 
in permanent touch with the camp senior. 

Even Bogorski gave up his plan. He raised both hands and 
smiled affably: "Well, I let myself, as you say, be talked 
over...n 

The discussion had not taken half an hour, and the comra
des left the meeting place separately and unobserved. They 
dispersed to their blocks. 

Kramer was just about to go to the infirmary to assemble 
the medical s q u a d , which had to be made up of infirmary 
attendants, when Bochow came to him. Only a few words between 
them were required. Bochow informed Kramer that the comrades 
were in agreement with his proposal. He was to take over the 
medical squad. They discussed which of the attendants Kramer 
should choose. They all had to be tried and dependable comra
des. Afterwards Kramer went over to the infirmary. A wretch
ed pack of sick prisoners was crowded together in the long 
corridor outside the clinic door.. 

Kramer made his way through the waiting people into the 
clinic. It was mobbed. The;sick were being admitted in bat
ches of ten. 

Erich Kohn, the chief attendant, Communist and former 
actor, was the surgeon. 

Kohn had only nodded briefly when Kramer came in and had 
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not troubled about him any further, although he knew that the 
camp senior wanted to speak to him. After three more opera
tions, Kohn was finished for the day. He went with Kramer into 
the attendants' room and washed his hands* 

He sat down beside Kramer gravely and thoughtfully. 
"Ya-a-ah," he nodded, after Kramer had explained the rea--

son for his visit• "It begins with a blitzkrieg and ends with 
a prisoners1 medical squad. First fanfares of victory, then 
the air-raid sirens...'-' 

He stood up and hung the towel on a nail. 
"Deutches Volk," what a lunkhead you are, seen as a wholel 

First you black out your brains,, then your windows.,." 
He laughed bitterly. Suddenly he turned round to Kramer; 

his gray eyes looked sharper. 
"Past the sentry posts without guards? - Why, that's..." 
"That's what I want to talk to you about," Kramer replied. 
Interested, Kohn sat down next to him and they talked for 

a long time, until Kramer had to leave the infirmary for the 
curfew whistle. They had already chosen the sixteen attend
ants for the squad. 

"Don't say anything yet," Kramer advised. I'll talk with 
them myself." 

The next morning. Pippig brought the transport list from 
the clerks1 room. With a worried face he handed it to Hofel, 
and Hofel -received it silently. Something was wrong between 
them since they had taken in the child. Their relationship 
was no longer the same. 

The b a t t l e f r o n t s were moving ever close to 
the camp. In any case this could not last much longer. Either 
they would all be free soon, or - dead. There was no third 
alternative between those two. 

What was simpler than to keep the child here until the 
moment when the indicator of the scales pointed to one side or 
to the other? The child could go alorv? with them to freedom, 
or die with them. 

From the vantage point of this simple conclusion Pippig 
could not understand why Hofel was so determined to give the 
child away. Was he afraid? 

Hofel threw the list on the counter. 
"Get the effects ready. While we're handing them out at 

noon, you get the Pole and give him back the suitcase," he 
said curtly. Pippig put his hands in his trouser pockets and 
narrowed his eyes. 

"The empty suitcase, of course?" The question was an 
attack. 



Hofel looked sharply into the little man's face, 
"No!" he replied shortly, and started to go. 
Pippig held him back by the arm. "The kid stays here!" 

lofel swung around. "You don't decide that!" 
"Neither do you!" Pippig struck back. 
They looked at one another with hard eyes, and the same 

*ave of feeling rose in both of them. 
"Are you afraid?" Pippig asked appeasingly. 
Hofel turned away in contempt. "Don't talk rot!" 
Again Pippig detained him by the arm, begging: "Leave the 

cid here, Andre. You don't have to bother about anyting, I'll 
take the whole responsibility myself." 

Hofel laughed out dryly. 
It was not easy for Hofel to be so hard wn.n good old 

Pippig, and he knew what his friend was thinking about him. 
One word, and Pippig would understand everything. But 

this word could not be uttered. 
Kramer came over later on. He withdrew with Hofel to a 

corner of the room. 
"The" transport is leaving this afternoon." 
Hofel nod(fed. "I've got the list already." 
"What's wrong?" Kramer inquired. 
Hofel looked away from Kramer, out of the window. .. 
. "What could be wrong?" he replied and shrugged his shou

lders. "The kid's going along, of course." 
Kramer heard the pain in Hofel•s reply and wanted to say 

a kindly word to him. 
"I'm not inhuman, Andre, but you ought to realise.••" 
"Don't I realise!?" Hofel burst out at Kramer, almost witl 

hostility. Kramer did not want it to come to an argument and 
had all he could do to preserve his own hardness, which hurt 
him. So he only nodded silently, held out his hand to Hofel, 
and said placatingly: "I won't bother about it any more, if 
you want to know. It's all up to you now." He left. 

Hofel looked after him gloomily. It was all up to him 
now. Wearily he went back to the corner. 

Kropinski1s eyes widened in a sudden access of feax. A 
word of remonstrance formed on his lips, but he said nothing 
and only stared with an empty, dead smile at Hofel1s sombre 
face. Hofel wa,s afraid he wotild lose his toughness: he said 
imperiously to Kropinski: "Take the child before Zweiling 
comes and ... and ..." 

Kropinski bent down, circumspectly took the 'prety pic
tures1 out of the little hands, carefully put the cards toge-
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ther, and lifted the child in his arms. 
As he started to go, Hofel stroked the child's soft hair. 
Kropinski's face warmed hopefully, he nodded encouraging

ly at Hofel, and his voice was full of appeal: "You look, 
really look, at little, little child," he said tenderly, "Has • 
so beautiful eyes and so little nose and little ears and lit
tle hands «•• Is everything still so little ..." 

Hofel's chest constricted, he grew hot, he let his hand 
slide down gently, as if he were pulling a concealing hood 
over the child's face: "Sure sure, a little Polish Jewish 
child..." 
• • Kropinski* becoming more lively, shoot his head. 
"What means child from Poland! Child is in whole world, eve
rywhere. We must love child and take care of him..." 

Tortured^. Hofel b^gan to curse. "Goddam itl I can't 
help itl Kramer told me ••• he says the kid has got to..." 

Kropinski quickly interrupted, his eyes glittering: 
"You not listen Krameri Kramer is hard man. You look at 

Red Army. Coming always hearer, always nearer, and Americans 
too. Always nearer. Well, what be then? Pew weeks more and 
fascists all gone and we free ... and little child too." 

Hofel pressed his lips together so tightly that they 
became white. He stared before him as if his thoughts had 
slipped away. Finally he came to life and made a gesture of 
dismissal, as if to push the clamorous thoughts aside. 

"I've thought it over," he said, completely altered. "You 
can't bring the kid to the Pole now. What.could he do wit it? 
Everything's at sixes and sevens with a transport. Wait till • 
the afternoon." 

Kropinski took a d e e p b r e a t h of relief. 
The two in the corner had no idea that they had been ob

served for quite a while by a stealthy listener - Zweiling. 
He had entered the building unexpectedly. Pippig, who 

was standing in the corridor between the sacks of clothing and 
attentively watching the corner, had not noticed him. On coming, 
in, Zweiling had realised immediately from Pippig's behaviour 
that something was going on in the back. 

He stepped up softly behind the unsuspecting Pippig and 
said in his doughy voice: 

"What you gawking at?" 
Pippig whirled about and gazed in alarm at Zweiling1s 

open mouth. The Scharfuhrer. gave a gray smile and said slyly: 
"You're very quiet all of a sudden." 
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