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FOREWORD

Toronto, Canada-September 24, 2019

My inspiration to write this book had its genesis on a trip my wife and I
took to Berlin, Germany in the summer of 2015. While walking along
one of the residential streets in the Charlottenburg district of the city,
we came upon small bronze plaques imbedded in the sidewalk in front
of an apartment building. It was a silent witness commemorating a
family that had lived in that apartment building and had in 1944 been
forcibly removed and sent to a concentration camp by the Nazis.

I started to wonder who these people had been, under what cir-
cumstances had they been removed, what happened to them, and what
happened to their apartment? Who was living there now, and how did
they come into possession of the apartment?

After our visit to Berlin, we for the fourth time travelled to Salzburg,
Austria. On a day excursion from Salzburg we went to visit the Eagles
Nest on the Obersalzberg, Adolf Hitler’s summer residence. As well,
from Salzburg we took a train to Mauthausen, where my Father was
incarcerated as a prisoner of the Nazis in the concentration camp
on the outskirts of this small Austrian village during 1944/45. I had
heard stories of the horrendous conditions that he had endured and
how he survived.

This is when I first thought about writing a book of historical fiction
combining the elements and aura of all three locations, and the parts
they played in history. The idea then gelled in my mind to round out

the novel building upon my surreptitious trip to Israel during the
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Second Lebanon War in 2006 that was written about in the Toronto
Star and National Post.

The book is based on a lot of “what ifs” and its main characters are
figures of fiction, the background and many elements are historical
facts. Daniel and the Singer family, as well as Bruno Schmidt and the
Schmidt family, along with Arnold Weiss and his family are all fictional,
created by my imagination. Many of the events described in the book
however actually took place at the time and locations described. The
horror that Adolf Hitler and his Nazi followers visited upon the Jews of
Europe are well documented, as is the activity of former Nazi scientists
on behalf of Egypt after the war and the battle by israel’s Mossad spy

agency to eliminate them.

Michael Newman



CHAPTER 1

MAY 4, 1945,
AMERICAN ZONE, WEST SIDE OF THE

RIVER ELBE, GERMANY

A US Army Jeep, with the white star painted on its hood bouncing and
vibrating through each pothole, rambled along the single-lane dirt
track on the west side of the river Elbe. Mixed stands of beech, spruce,
pine, and oak encroached on the winding, dusty clay path, sometimes
wrapping the road in mid-morning shadow. The shade and openness
of the Jeep were a welcome respite from the brilliant sunshine and heat
of an early Saxon summer.

Germany had already lost the war. Berlin had been captured by the
Soviets. Adolf Hitler and his mistress Eva Braun were dead, their bodies
burned in the garden of the Fithrerbunker. Chief of the Nazis’ vaunted
U-Boat fleet, and Hitler’s successor as Germany’s ruler, Grand Admiral
Karl Dénitz, was preparing to sign the instrument of unconditional
surrender on behalf of the Third Reich in Flensburg on the Baltic Sea.

One of the most important waterways of Europe, the Elbe runs from
Czechoslovakia to the North Sea. One week earlier, the American and
Russian armies had met at the German town of Torgau, agreeing that
the Elbe’s west side would become the American Zone of Occupation.
The officer in the Jeep, Lt. Colonel Dr. Samuel Singer, was returning
from a meeting with the Soviets on protocols surrounding the treatment

of wounded non-combatants in their respective zones of occupation.
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Sam Singer had left his position as Assistant Head of Surgery at
Brooklyn’s Zion Hospital to enlist in the US Army Medical Corps.
Tall and slightly overweight, with thinning brown hair, an infectious
smile, and an unlit meerschaum pipe loosely hanging from his lower
lip, he looked more like someone’s friendly uncle than a senior mili-
tary officer.

“Still feeling the effects of the vodka?” Singer asked his driver with
an amused look. “The Russkies consume enormous quantities of that
vile spirit. Can’t keep up to them; we’re just not used to drinking
that much.”

Corporal Joe Murphy, a stout, dark-haired Irishman from
Philadelphia, had been in the war since 1942. He had been driving
for Colonel Singer for four months and enjoyed the officer’s easy-going
rapport with enlisted men.

“Nah, I'm good,” he answered, the tone in his voice belying the
way he felt. “My dad was from the Emerald Isle, and though I grew
up in Pennsylvania, my brothers and I learned how to drink like we
were from the old country. So I was weaned on whisky, with a little
Guinness thrown in.”

Suddenly, both men were shaken out of their abstraction by the deep
roar of a fighter aircraft just above their heads, flying at treetop level
towards the Russian zone. The silver-grey plane, its super-charged
engine screaming at full throttle, arose out of the west and almost
instantly disappeared, the red star on the underside of its wing being
the only recognizable identifier.

“Holy fuck!” shouted Murphy. “Sorry about the language, sir. [ was
just caught by surprise.”

“No need to apologise, Corporal. Those were the two exact words
I was thinking to myself. That Russian plane is flying from the wrong
direction. He’s over our lines! What the hell does that mean?”

“Big blue sky up there, sir,” answered Murphy. “Easy to get lost.”

“I understand that, but the Elbe is a large river, not difficult to

recognize from the air. I wonder what he was doing on our side.”
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A mile farther, they emerged from the canopied dirt side-road
onto the paved Autobahn. They could see smoke ahead of them before
they could confirm its source. A black, convertible Mercedes staff car
bearing SS insignia had plowed into the ditch, dark-grey smoke curling
skyward from under its hood.

“Looks like the Sturmovik found its mark,” said Singer as Murphy
slowed the Jeep to a stop beside the burning wreck. Both men rushed
to the disabled Mercedes.

The first person they noticed within the crash debris was the
driver, in a black SS uniform, lying in the ditch halfway under the
car’s undercarriage. He was in a bad way—both legs broken and one
shoulder shattered by a bullet, his arm hanging down, held only by
the blood-saturated sleeve of his jacket. Another 23 mm round had
gone clean through his upper thigh. Blood flowed freely down his leg,
soaking his pants.

A second figure, dressed in greenish-grey Wehrmacht colours, lay a
couple of yards away, crumpled against a tree. It appeared he had been
ejected from the vehicle when it hit the ditch, his head smashing against
one of the sturdy roadside oaks, breaking his neck, killing him instantly.

“Corporal Murphy, look after the wounded man, and pull him away
from the burning car. I'll see if there’s anyone else in the vehicle.”

The engine fire had significantly increased and there was an immi-
nent threat of explosion. The driver moaned loudly as Murphy pulled
him clear of the wreck.

Singer looked in the back of the car. Sprawled on the grey leather
seat was a young woman, seemingly in her early twenties, with a silver-
dollar-sized hole through her forehead. Blood from the wound had
dyed her long blonde hair red. Her lifeless blue eyes stared up at the
now-empty sky.

“This one’s dead,” he yelled to the corporal, not even worrying
about searching for a pulse. No one could survive a head injury of that

magnitude and live. “How’s the other one?”
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“In lousy shape, sir, but he might make it if we can get him back to
the aid station quickly enough. Let’s go before this thing blows!”

“Okay!” As he turned to help the corporal tend to the driver’s
wounds, the woman’s body moved. “No, she’s dead, this can’t be,”
he muttered to himself in a moment of sheer panic. Then it shifted
again, ever so slightly.

Singer quickly grabbed the woman’s blood-soaked coat and started
to lift her off the seat. “Now, what have we here?” he exclaimed, his
barely audible words getting stuck in his throat as the car’s gas tank
exploded, shooting a column of bright-orange flame skyward.





