
NAKED AMONG WOLVES 
by Bruno Apitz 

Chapter 15 

The night was clear. On the chalky ceiling of the cell the shadows of the 
window bars spread themselves like the fingers of an open hand. Rose did 
not want to lie down to sleep. He might be fetched at any moment. 

Rose listened. It was deathly still outside, and cold as the grave in the 
dark cell. 

"Rudi..." 

No answer came from across the cell. 
What if he dies? 
"Rudi..." 

Rose could not bear it any longer. He wanted to scream, but he was too 
much afraid. He wanted to bang against the door with his fists, but he was 
too cowardly. He shoved his fists into his mouth and doubled up. 

Just as he was turning around to crawl onto his straw sack, he froze 
stock still. Relentless in the silence, a key cracked in the lock, the cell 
door was opened, and the harsh beam of a flashlight screamed into the cell 
and struck him mercilessly in the face. A young storm trooper on night 
duty came in. 

"Raus here!" With the fist of the conqueror he jolted the cringing Rose 
out of the cell. 

Still more stooped over than when he left, Rose returned to the cell not 
quite an hour later. The storm trooper smiled scornfully at the miserable 
figure. 

Without bothering about Pippig, Rose slunk to the straw sack and crept 
under the blanket, possessed by a wretched feeling of guil t 

SHADOWY FIGURE 
About the same hour, a shadowy figure crouched behind a board shed 
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of the SS piggery, which was situated on the northern slope of the camp. 
Here there was still open country with a few trees left from the one-time 
mountain wood. In front of the piggery lay the infirmary buildings and 
opposite them, separated from the so-called infirmary road, the Little 
Camp. 

The figure in the cover of the shed remained motionless for a long time. 
It seemed to be listening. Not far removed from the piggery ran the elect
rically charged barbed wire that surrounded the camp. The uppermost 
portion of the concrete posts in the fence bent inward, and red bulbs 
glowed on top of them. Sentries stood on the towers. Apparently it was 
they who held the attention of the motionless figure, which was steadily 
observing the towers. It seemed to have the eyes of a night bird. The 
machine guns rose blackly over the parapets of the towers. 

The figure did not move. The sentries also remained stationary, wrapped 
in their coats, and let their eyes rove over the camp. Sometimes the planks 
creaked under their boots, when they shifted their feet. Suddenly the 
figure dodged down and swiftly and noiselessly, like a shadow, darted to a 
tree stump. Here it halted, crouching, looked about to all sides and recko
ned the next dash to a nearby tree. When the moment seemed favourable, 
a few leaps sufficed to reach it without a sound. The figure wore no shoes, 
only socks. He was a prisoner. He moved with the skill of an acrobat. Now 
he pressed close to the tree and again bided his time. The most dangerous 
part, the crossing of the wide infirmary road, was still before him. He 
hesitated a long time, carefully observing the towers and his surroundings. 

Then he ducked down and ran across the path, fleet as a weasel, and 
threw himself on the ground in the open space between trees and stumps. 
Waiting, motionless, melting into the earth, he lay for a while and then 
squirmed from tree to tree until he reached the Little Camp. Carefully 
he lifted the lowest line of barbed wire and crept through the fence. Now 
he was sufficiently far removed from the towers to glide between the 
latrines behind the barracks, avoiding the trash and the garbage barrels 
which stood all about, to Block 61 . Pressing close to the wall of the 
barrack, he bore the door handle down millimeter by millimeter. He 
opened the door only far enough to enable him to slip inside. 

There was no wind outside, he had no need to close the door; he stood 
awhile until his eyes had grown accustomed to the darkness. Then he took 
his bearings. There was the partition. The prisoner stole over to it. The 
door was somewhat ajar. Nimbly he slipped inside. Zidkowski was sleeping 
on the bedstead. His two assistants lay on the straw sacks on the floor. 
Zidkowski was snoring; the child slept nestled against his back. Carefully 
the prisoner stepped past the sleepong attendants, putting his feet down 
toes first, until he reached Zidkowski. He warily slid his hands under the 
child and lifted it. He did this so carefully that the child did not wake up. 
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Light as a cat he passed round the partition and went out of the barrack. 
He left the door slightly oepn. 

Outside he paused and considered. He had to wake the child so that it 
should not take fright and perhaps scream. Gently he shook the 
sleeper. The child awoke wi th a cry of fear. The prisoner quickly pressed 
a hand over its mouth and spoke soothing Polish words to it, rocking it 
and pressing it to him tenderly. The unusual situation it found itself in 
made the child sense danger and keep still. The Polish syllables, strongly 
accented with Russian, had a reassuring effect. The child put its little 
arms around the prisoner's neck, as he indicated, and held tight. The priso
ner pressed the child to him, crouched down and sped away. 

TELEPHONE 
Kluttig woKt? up wi th a start when the telephone beside his bed shrilled. 

Gay was on the wire. Still, half asleep, Kluttig heard his creaky voice: 
"Hello, you jerks up there. Get your Jew brat out of Block 61 in the Lit
tle Camp." 

Kluttig was awake like a shot. 

"Christ, Gay, how did you ever find it out?" 

"With a little intelligence," came the creak from other end. The phone 
clicked. Gay had hung up. 

Kluttig sat at the edge of the bed, stared before him, slipped his hand 
under the jacket of his pyjama and nervously scratched himself in the 
armpit. Immediate action was necessary. As rapidly as he could, he pulled 
on his uniform and tore over to the camp. Through the gate watchman he 
had the tower sentries informed that he was going to enter the camp, took 
along a block fuhrer to whom he gave hasty instructions, and rushed to 
Block 61 . He stormed behind the partition, glared his flashlight and scree
ched: "Get up ! " 

Dazed, the Poles threw off sleep and sprang up from their beds. Zidk-
owski instinctively threw the blanked over the bedstead, and stood beside 
it. 

Kluttig had caught the movement in a split second and wi th the flash
light wrenched the blanket down. In cold terror Zidkowski and his assist
ants stared at the empty bed. Kluttig had no idea what reactions were 
taking place in the Poles. In frenzied haste he searched all over the room, 
and furiously kicked the straw sacks of the attendants aside. Out of fear 
of infection he did not dare touch anything with his hands and so rum
maged about everywhere with his feet and his eyes, found nothing, drove 
the Poles before him into the sick room flashed the beam of his light here 
and there, and screamed: "Everybody u p ! " 

The "lighter cases" muttered in the fruit crates, and the "serious cases" 
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lay apathetically on the straw sacks. 

Kluttig stabbed the beam of light into Zidkowski's bewildered face. 

"Do you understand German, you dog?" 

Zidkowski nodded: " I a l i t t le." 

"Everybody get up! Go on, go on, tell them!" Kluttig flailed his arms. 
Zidkowski conveyed the order in Polish. The sick oozed out of the fruit 
crates and stood upright. Members of other nationalities understood the 
order and crept out of the boxes. Kluttig flashed his light into the bunks. 

"What's the matter with him?" said the block fuhrer harshly, pointing 
to a straw sack. 

Zidkowski raised his arms. "Dying or already dead." Kluttig yelled at 
Zidkowski: "Shit! Get the offal out of the way!" He booted one of the 
nearer patients from his straw sack. The Poles got busy lifting those who 
were more gravely ill from their sacks; they had to pile the whimpering 
men one on top of the other in the narrow space left to them. Kluttig 
trampled about senselessly on the straw sacks, and kicked at them from 
underneath, but he sought in vain. 

Screeching, he drove Zidkowksi and the attendants farther behind the 
partition and yelled at them frantically: 

"Where have you got the child? Out wi th it, you bastards!" The attend
ants fled into the corners before his furious kicks. Zidkowski, still filled 
wi th amazement over the inexplicable disappearance of the child, stam
mered: "No child. Where is child?" Without fear of Kluttig or the block 
fuhrer he ripped the blanket and the straw sack from his own bedstead. 
"Where is child?" he cried and looked desperately about the room 

Kluttig gave up. Shrieking in a towering rage, he gave Zidkowski a kick 
and left the infection barrack in precipitate haste, followed by the block 
fuhrer. 

As soon as they had readjusted themselves to the darkness and could re
cognize one another, the three Poles held a consultation. Thev hastilv 
restored order in the sick room, returned the dazed "light cases" to their 
bunks and placed the gravely ill ones on their straw sacks again. But in 
their own room they stood nonplused. Where was the child? What miracle 
had occured! On that very evening Zidkowski had taken the child into his 
bed, and now it had disappeared! 

Impossible that it had left the barrack. A divine miracle had come to 
pass. The three men stood there bewildered and had no explanation. 
Zidkowski sank slowly to his knees, clasped his hands, bowed his head and 
closed his eyes. 

"Hail Mary full of grace..." 
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The two attendants followed his exampk. 
"WHAT'S T H A T " 

With the same immoderate haste that Kluttig had burst into the camp he 
rushed back into his house and immediately put through a telephone call 
to Gay. Gay had already returned to his private apartment, which was in 
the mews building. He had not yet got into bed, for he too was making 
preparations for flight. In his working room he was sorting out papers and 
burning piles of folders and documents. There he received the call from 
Kluttig, who had asked to be connected wi th the flat. "What's that," 
Gay shouted into the mouthpiece, "can't find i t?" Blind fury shot up in 
him. "Goddam vermin!" He banged down the receiver. 

Meanwhile, Rose, who had been hovering on the brink of sleep, jerked 
up and cat stiffly on the straw sack, listening rigid wi th terror, not know
ing whether he had heard the call or dreamed it. Then he heard his name 
again, as weak and dried-out as if it had crumbled into its separate letters. 
In one jump Rose was at Pippig's side. Pippig felt life there and attempted 
to penetrate the blur before his eyes. He could not. Pippig uttered no 
other sound. Was it the blood that was racing through him or the wild 
beating in his breast? His breath flickered. 

The key crackled in the lock, the dim bulb on the ceiling flickered, and 
Gay rushed into the cell past the storm trooper who had pushed the door 
open, punching at Rose wi th both fists so that he reeled backwards and 
lost his balance. 

"You bastard, goddam you! Swindle me, would you ! " Gay shook 
Rose like the branch of a tree. There was startled wakefulness in the 
neighbouring cells. The other eight prisoners from the effects room, 
shaken violently out of their sleep by the noise, stood pressing fearfully 
against the doors. 

Gay was beside himself with rage. He wrenched and shook Rose back 
and forth, shouted, punched, kicked. Rose used his arms to ward off the 
down-rushing avalanche, pulling in his head and whining piteously: 

" I told you everything, Herr Commissar. Please, please! I don't know 
any more!" 

"Who does?" yelled Gay ana drummed Rose into a corner. 

"Don't hit me, Herr Commissar! Pippig knows, he knows everything. 
I have nothing to do wi th i t . " 

In a mad fury Gay ripped Pippig down from the bunk. His body lay 
motionless. In cowardly fear Rose screamed piercingly for help. 

The storm trooper, a rubber club in his fist, leaped at Rose wi th hard 
blows: "Wil l you shut your t rap!" 
Bellowing, Gay kicked at the inert man regardless of what the boot 
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struck. 

'Talk, you, or I'll trample you to death!" Like a lunatic he lambasted 
the body with his boots. 

But death was kind. Long ago it had laid its merciful hand on the heart 
that was once so blithe... 

The telephone rang. Someone wanted Kluttig. Reineboth handed him 
the receiver. 

Gay was on the wire. Reineboth stood beside Kluttig and could hear 
what was being said, for the voire was penetrating. 

Gay wanted nothing more to -io with the brat business. One of the 
vermin had died on him dpring the night. He didn't feel like seeing the rest 
of the scum around him any more. 

Kluttig stuttered. 

Reineboth took the receiver from him and announced himself. 

"Of course, Kamerad Gay, we wil l fetch the offal again, I'll send trucks. 
Naturally, we'll also pick up the dear departed and have him smoked 
here." He hung up. 

"Now we've got them all together again. Just Hofel and Whoosis are left. 
Or have you forgotten those two?" 

"What good are they to us any more?" growled Kluttig. Reineboth ope
ned the door and called down the corridor' 

"Hauptscharfuhrer Mandrak to the report fuhrerl" His order was rela
yed the gate watchman. 

Reineboth held out his cigarette case to Mandrill as he came in. 

SIGN 2 

As early as noon Reineboth summoned the Kapo of the prisoner clerks' 
room over the camp loud-speaker. He handed him the list. 

'These birds are to report tomorrow morning at Sign 2. With their feet 
scrubbed clean, understand? We don't want anyone saying we send people 
home dir ty ." 

Discharges? 

It was ages since any political prisoner had been discharged. When he 
had returned to the clerks' room, the Kapo studied the list. I t contained 
46 names of block seniors, Kapos and other camp functionaries, ali long-
term, dependable prisoners well-known in the camp. The Kapo also found 
his own name and that of camp senior Proll. 
Something was fishy here. 

The Kapo went over to Kramer. Poll was present too. Kramer laughed 
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grimly after reading the list. 

"Discharges? A whole batch at one time, and just before evacuation? 
Gangster work!" he thundered. "Some goddam stool pigeon!" 

"I have to write out the orders for Sign 2, w*.a! snoukJ I do?" asked the 
Kapo. A suspicion dawned on Proll. "Maybe tney intend to knock us 
off?" 

He looked meaningly at Kramer, who did not want to express agree
ment although he had the same thought. "Wait a while/' Kramer said 
neutrally. To the Kapo he said, "Don't you do anything until you get 
instructions from me. Read me the names, I'll write them down." 

Despite tremendous agitation, his hand did not tremble when he wrote. 
He suddenly knew quite well, and required no proof, that these 46 were 
to be shot But why was he not on the list, when that lot up there conside
red him the leading figure? Did the 46 belong to the ILK? Bochow must 
know that he would have to talk to him now. He went to him in his 
block. 

The moment proved favourable — the room attendants were on their 
way to the kitchen with the empty food containers, and there was no 
need to hide anything from Runki. 

"I want to inspect your beds," said Kramer. "Come into the sleeping 
quarters, Herbert." A pretext In case the block fuhrer turned up unexpe
ctedly, that was the excuse for Kramer's presence. In the sleeping quar
ters Kramer lost no time in coming to an understanding with Bochow, and 
handed him the copy of the list. Bochow read it silently. 

"Are any of you on it?" asked Kramer. Bochow shook his head. "No 
one." 

"Good," replied Kramer, relieved. They walked slowly to the other 
end of the dormitory; Kramer looked over the beds. 

"What do we do? They're to be killed, that's clear." 
Kramer smoothed a blanket. Bochow sighed heavily. Now a new link 

was added to the chain of dangers. Who had betrayed the 46? Which 
direction did it come from? Kluttig — Reineboth - Zweiling? 

Or had the stool from the effects room... 
"What do we do, tell me," Kramer pressed him. The stood still. 
"Yes, what do we do?" sighed Bochow. The piece of paper in his hand 

demanded decisions such as had probably never seen made in all his 
years of imprisonment, and they were all crowded together in the space of 
a few hours. Tomorrow morning it would be too late. Now he had to talk 
with the comrades of the ILK. But how to get in touch with them? 
The ILK would have to meet within this hour. And not in the foundation 
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pit, which could only be entered under cover of darkness. 
Bochow rubbed his forehead; the thinking was a torment to him. "I 

must talk to the comrades now. immediately/' he said. "We must take 
advantage of the air-raid alarm, there's no other way." 

Everyday at noon, neither earlier nor later, American bombing planes 
had been flying over in the direction of Thuringia, Saxony and Branden
burg for weeks. One might have set the clock by them, they appeared so 
punctually over the camp. When the sun shone, the swarms twinkled high 
up in the sky like birds, and only their sonorous hum proclaimed how 
dangerous they were. 

Bochow seemed to be struggling with something. He looked at Kramer. 
"You've got to help me here. I'm not supposed to give any names of com
rades, but... what else can I do?" 

Kramer felt how hard it was for Bochow, and said: 
"Don't worry, I won't keep the names in mind. I understand you, and 

the comrades will understand also. It's a matter of life and eath." 
Bochow nodded gratefully to Kramer. 
"Now listen. I'm going over to the infirmary immediately to speak to 

the Kapo, he's in the know. He has to keep a room free for us, where we 
can be undisturbed. I'll let you know which then, and you have to ... 
you see, it's like this ... well, you have to go to the shower room for me — 
I mustn't be seen there." 

"Well, tell me whom to give the message to?" 
"Bogorski." Bochow mentioned the name softly. "During the alarm he 

shouldn't go to his block but to the infirmary." 
"Good," Kramer nodded. 
"How shall I let you know which room?" Bochow pondered, and deci

ded: "In ten minutes I'll meet you on the infirmary road near my row of 
blocks." 

SIRENS 
Bochow stood at his post and strained his eyes for Kodiczek and Pribu-

la. He saw them together hurrying towards their blocks. 
"Come along," murmured Bochow. 

"What's up?" 
"Come along," Bochow repeated, and ran off. 
They hesitated, then hastened after Bochow, who was running down 

the infirmary road in the throng of prisoners. 

Never had the comrades in the ILK been under the pressure of such 
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tension as they were today. 

Glogau had fallen! Violent battles were in progress on both sides of 
Teklenburg in the Teutoburger Wald. The Allies had succeeded in making 
a deep thrust in the direction of Her ford. In the '."arourg area, and on the 
Werra, they were supposed to have broken through to north of Eisenach... 
If these reports, brought by Kodiczek and Pribula, should be confirmed, 
then there could be no further doubt that the execution of the 46 was a 
prelude to evacuation. It might start at any hour! 

Al l at once the sirens howled for another alert. Crowded together in a 
corner of the operating room, the comrades listened to the sounds outsi
de. The resonant song of the motors moved across the silent camp. It must 
have been a massive attack in the country this time. None of the men 
spoke. 

Here, above the huddled barracks, here in the corner of an operating 
room, sat a small group of men tempted by a fate that had thrust them 
between the 50 000 of the camp and a handful of people, 46 altogether, 
as the devil once tempted Christ on the mountain. For if the 46 died 
tomorrow morning then... 

Bogorski did not wait for anyone to speak, he ripped aside the blanket 
of silence and expressed what everyone was thinking: If the 46 were shot 
in the morning, he said, it would be the supposed ILK that had been shot! 

Then, he continued, the fascists would think they had stamped out the 
leadership and were in a position to go ahead with the evacution. But we, 
comrades, would still be here and the apparatus would not have lost its 
leadership. We could save people, many people, because 46 had died for 
us, for us and 50 000! 

Wouldn't that be right? 

Van Dalen raised his eyebrows, Kodiczek again lowered his eyes; Pri
bula cursed - he could not bear sitting still. Since he must not jump up, 
in order not to be seen at the window, he squirmed impatiently in his 
place. 

"No , " said Bochow abruptly, and stared Bogorski in the face. The " n o " 
entered everyone's heart like a key. Pribula had a great deal that he want
ed to say, but he was only able to repeat the German "nein" in Polish: 
"Nye! Nye. nye!" he reiterated hotly. Now Bogorski also leaned against 
the wall and shut his eyes, exhausted and relieved. 

Bochow began to talk about something else. 

" I t was the child. Comrades" he said, "that brought us disaster. Now 
the child has disappeared without a trace. Who took it away? It can only 
have been one of us. It's a Polish child. Was it you, Josef?" he asked Pri
bula. 
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The young Pole threw up his arms in horror. "I? — asking myself, where 

is child?" 

"Was it you, Leonid?" 
Bogorski opened his eyes and replied in a convincing tone, "I did not 

bring child away." 
Van Dalen and Kodiczek gave the same assurance. From every mouth 

came the truth; Bochow had a sensitive ear for that. So the only person to 
whom suspicion still clung was the absent Riomand. But no one, not even 
Bochow, believed it could have been the Frenchman. Bochow raised his 
hands in resignation. "All right then, maybe Kramer took it away some
where. Wherever the kid is, whoever did it, it's gone, disappeared, that's 
that. I've got to tell you something." Bochow laid his hands on his chest. 
"A lot has changed in me. My heart. Comrades..." He forced himself to 
the confession. 

"When I was brought in here, I handed over my heart with the other 
things'in the effects room; it seemed to me a useless and dangerous thing 
that I couldn't use here. The heart only makes you weak and soft, I 
thought, and I was never going to forgive Hofel for..." Bochow stopped 
and considered. "I'm the representative of the German comrades in the 
ILK, and besides that I'm the one responsible for military matters in the 
international resistance groups. You chose me for this function. I'm a 
good comrade, right? I'm a poor comrade!" 

He raised a hand to thrust away the objection of the others to his ad mi-
ssioa 

"I have to tell you this, you ought to know it! You ought to know that 
I was arrogant. Conceited about the superiority of my own mind. Bump
tiousness, that's what it was, and callousness — soulless callousness! 
Since that child has been in the camp and more and more people have 
shielded it with their hearts, like a wall. . . Hofel, Kropinski, Waiter Kra
mer, Pippig and his mates, the Polish attendants in 6 1 , you yourselves, and 
that unknown man ... since all this has been done by them. Comrades, 
and no Kluttig or Reineboth has been able to break through the wall, I 
know that I am a poor comrade, I know how great we are in our debase
ment, I know that Hofel and Kropinski are stronger than death." 

Bochow's confession was ended. Everyone was shaken, silent — Bogors 
ki's head had sunk to his breast, he sat there as if he were sleeping. Pribu-
la, his heart swelling hotly, moved on his knees over to Bochow. He 
embraced him and wept on his shoulder. Bochow pressed the young 
Pole to his breast. 

Outside it was still as death. The alert hung heavy over the camp. 

Bochow released himself from Pribula and became objective and cool 
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again. "We have a decision to make/' he said. "Before we come to any 
conclusion, we want to consider thoroughly. Is there any possibility of 
rescuing the 46 comrades? That's what you were thinking about too, 
Leonid, wasn t it r 

Bogorski raised his heed as if awakening. "That's what I was thinking 
about," he answered simply. "But I was going, must be going, deep down 
into our heart, where courage and humanity are buried under rubble. The 
46 comrades must not die. Live! Or die with us together. That is what I 
think." 

Van Dalen admitted: "I also thought that if they died, then..." He did 
not end the sentence, he notted dumbly at Bogorski and continued with 
determination: "We'll put the 46 comrades under the protection of the 
ILK! We'll hide them! We can accomodate a lot of them in the infirmary. 
The others we'll conceal around the camp. There are plenty of hide-outs." 

"And then? What happens then?" asked Kodiczek. Not out of fear, just 
out of concern, but Pribula misunderstood him. 

"You want being coward?" he cried. 
Bochow put his arm around the Pole's shoulder. 

"Young Polish comrade, must we be cowardly because we're careful? 
Yes, Comrades, the 46 are under the protection of the I LK! We will not 
give them up!" 

"I'll hide ten of them in the infirmary/' van Dalen promised. "We'll 
give them fever shots and they won't be noticed among the patients." 

"Why not hide all 46 together in foundation pit? asked Kodiczek. 
"Enough room is there." 

"Nyet," Bogorski objected. A sand heap, he said, could be lifted with 
one thrust of the shovel. Instead the sand should be spread out so that it 
disappears. No more than two of the candidates for death should be kept 
in the infirmary by the means van Dalen suggested, the others must be 
distributed around the camp. 

"And if they find one of them anyway?" It was Kodiczek asking again. 
Should that one be left to his fate? The question lay before them like a 
boulder. 

"We won't give up any of them," Bochow said simply. "I? tp mpw we 
always circumvented dangers. That was good, very good. We were able to 
dodge danger - through cleverness and skill, by luck and by chance. 

That's what we've been doing all these years. We've been doing all these 
years. We've protected and defended our humanity with the cunning of a 
beast, we often had to bury the human being in us deep down. That's 
how it was. Comrades, wasn't it? Now we're going down the last stretch, 
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to freedom or death! There is no more evasion. We don't leave this room 
again as prisoners! From this moment on we're human beings! Now and 
for good, till the end of the last stretch. 

'The prisoner was permitted to circumvent danger. There is only one 
way for the human being, and that leads straight on into the midst of dan
ger! That is our will and our pride. I know what I'm saying, Comrades! If 
they find just one, then he has to be defended, with weapons if necessary! 
Let that be the decision! But then the revolt begins. Freedom or death! 
History has proved the pride and the greatness of man more than once 
since the time of Spartacus. Do we decide for revolt?" 

Bochow stretched out his hand. 
In deep silence all the hands found their way to one another, the eyes of 

all the men met, and in their faces quivered the first light of a life that was 
going to be different from now on. 

It was decided to announce a stage-two alarm to the leaders of the 
resistance groups: guards must be posted in the blocks, the hiding places 
of the weapons must be manned by the members of the camp patrol 
appointed for that purpose, and hide-outs must be found and prepared for 
the 46 by evening. From this hour on, the entire illegal apparatus was to 
be on the alert, not, of course, in a way obvious to the camp, but ready to 
spring at any moment. A decision was also made, however, to start the 
fight only when it was forced on the camp. The evacuation was to be put 
off with delaying actions in order to rescue as many people as possible. 

Every day and every hour could mean a gain; the front was coming clo
ser and closer. 

" I have one more proposal to make to you," said Bochow. "Let's 
centralize our assignments in the person of Kramer. He holds all threads 
in his hands. We can expect the evacuation to change the order of things 
in the camp, or even upset it completely. 

"So since I'm the only one of the ILK who has direct contact with 
Kramer, this would give me more freedom to operate." 
The comrades agreed to his proposal. 

To be continued in the next issue. 
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