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to convert you. We are going to have to 
take you to headquarters. You can have 
a family reunion. Your parents are there 
already waiting for you.”

“I tell you, I don’t know where those 
two men went.”

“We will find out. I suggest you make 
it easier for yourself by cooperating with 
us. You could be of great help to us.”

“I think I’d rather die first.”
With one of them holding each arm, 

Astrid was forcibly escorted out of the 
hotel. The visitors and staff looked 
the other way, trying to avoid getting 
involved. This was not the first time 
they had seen such a scene. It was 
generally considered safer to look the 
other way.

Whatever happens to me, it was 
worth it, Astrid thought. I would do it 
again for him.

* * *
Heinrich and Klaus worked at their 

shoe-shining business for a week with-
out any noticeable results towards their 
quest. During their break one morning, 
Heinrich said to Klaus, “Why are we 
doing this? Maybe we should skip this 
part and just rush into the headquar-
ters and look for what we want.”

- 15 -
A Friend’s Loyalty

The day after Heinrich and Klaus’ 
escape, the two Gestapo agents stormed 
into the hotel and angrily approached 
Astrid. “You let them slip through our 
fingers!” the tall agent screamed.

“I don’t know what happened,” 
Astrid said, trying to hide her inner 
quivering.

“Why don’t you try the truth? You 
helped them escape, didn’t you?”

“I just cleaned their room and 
brought their dirty laundry to the 
cleaners.”

“Do you expect us to believe that? 
Do you think we are stupid? Just when 
we are about to close in on them, they 
disappear. Can you explain that?”

“Maybe they checked out.”
“Fraulein Astrid, you have more guts 

than brains. You are truly misguided to 
not join us in our efforts to make a new 
world.”

“So now, anyone who does not fall 
down and worship your Übermensch* 
is considered misguided?” 

“I can see that you will need stronger 
persuasion. We will see what we can do 

Note: While this story takes place during the historic era of World War 2, 
and borrows some of its characters and events, the story itself, along with the 
principality of Thumbringen and its people, are fictional. 

*Übermensch: “superior being”; a term used to describe a man who is considered 
superior to all humans

Copyright © 2004 by The Family 
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“Remember what happened the 
last time we didn’t follow God’s plan?” 
Klaus reminded Heinrich. “We almost 
got caught. If our friend hadn’t helped 
us, there’s no telling what would have 
happened.”

“You’re right,” Heinrich agreed. 
“I guess we’ll just have to wait for an 
opening, instead of trying to force 
things.”

“That takes patience, Gerhard,” 
Klaus said. “Saul should have waited for 
the prophet before making his sacrifice. 
The early Christians had to wait for the 
promise of the Holy Spirit before they 
were given power to do their job…”

Heinrich fingered the wooden key 
he was still wearing under his disguise, 
and prayed. “Dear God, help us to get 
the information we need and quickly—
before it’s too late.”

That afternoon, they tried to put 
their hearts into their work. They would 

strike up conversations with their cus-
tomers as they had before, but didn’t ask 
too many questions that could appear 
suspicious. Besides learning the fine art 
of shoe shining, they also learned how 
to converse and make friends with their 
customers. They tried to find out any 
information that could be useful to 
them, all the while keeping their eyes 
focused on their work. Business, how-
ever, was very slow.

“Maybe we need to move our loca-
tion to be in the right place at the right 
time,” Heinrich said.

“That’s funny,” Klaus said. “Just 
before you said that, I was reminded of 
the story of Elijah.”

“Elijah?” Heinrich said. “What does 
he have to do with anything?”

“Remember when he was hiding by 
the brook of Cherith? God made sure 
Elijah had food and water the whole 
time he was in hiding. But then the 
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brook dried up, and that was God’s 
signal that He wanted Elijah to move 
somewhere else.” (See 1 Kings 17:1–9.)

“I get it,” Heinrich said. “Maybe the 
fact that business is so slow today means 
that it’s God’s time for us to move on.”

“Yes,” Klaus answered. “Let’s pray 
and see if God has a clue for us. Maybe 
there’s a Zarephath here He wants us 
to go to.”

Klaus prayed, and then Heinrich 
pulled out his Bible and cracked it 
open to a verse. “And Ittai answered the 
king, and said, ‘As the Lord liveth, and 
as my lord the king liveth, surely in what 
place my lord the king shall be, whether 
in death or life, even there also will thy 
servant be.’” (2 Samuel 15:21)

Heinrich looked up at Klaus. “Maybe 
I should look for another one. I don’t 
see what it could mean.”

“No, wait,” Klaus said. “It’s very spe-
cific. After all, we are servants, and we 
need to be in a certain place. We just 
need to figure out what place.”

“The place of my lord the king,” 
Heinrich repeated from the verse. “A 
palace building, maybe?”

“Of course!” Klaus said. “It’s so 
simple. The Kings Place … Königsplatz 
… where the Nazi headquarters are!”

* * *
Arriving at the large square, Klaus 

and Heinrich spent a few moments 
politely admiring the two Temples of 
Honor at its end, prominently placed 
between the two main buildings of the 
Nazi government, and honoring the 16 
revolutionaries who had died during 
one of Hitler’s early attempts to take 
over the government by force. 

But they soon had enough of this 
sightseeing, and so found a spot and 

began calling out to people passing by. 
“Need a shine? Best shine in Munich—
right here!”

One of the shoeshine boys who 
worked in that area approached them. 
He had long brown hair and was sur-
prisingly well groomed for a shoeshine 
boy. But the polish smudges ingrained 
in his hands, so deep that no soap 
could remove them, gave his profes-
sion away.

“Do you have a license?” he asked 
them, somewhat gruffly.

“What? Who are you?” Heinrich 
asked.

“I’m Hans Sigwald, head of the 
shoe shiners in this part of town. All 
the boys here pay me tribute to keep 
them informed of the latest and to 
keep them out of trouble with the 
police. It costs money to get protec-
tion here. And you owe me a mark 
each—hand it over.”

They reluctantly gave him the 
money he asked for.

“Tell us more about this license,” 
Heinrich said.

“It’s a new law the Worker’s Party 
is putting into effect beginning next 
month. Nowadays you even have to be 
pure Aryan to be a shoeshine boy. Pretty 
soon you will have to have a license for 
everything—garbage collector, delivery 
boy—whatever.”

“Can you tell us how to get a 
license?”

“Maybe I will and maybe I won’t,” 
he said with a jeer. “But today I’m not 
in the mood. Matter of fact, I could use 
less competition. You’d better find a 
way to get one soon or I’ll be the first to 
report you!” And with that, Hans swag-
gered off.
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you working,” he said, with a grin, then 
leaned in closer. “Let me give you a tip. 
Don’t buff the shoes with your rag as if 
you were drying your back with a towel 
after a shower.”

“What’s wrong with that?” Heinrich 
asked.

“Well, the shoe will be shined, but 
that sheen will soon grow dull. Shoes 
are like a woman’s face. First you need 
to remove the old polish and grime 
from the leather.”

“Like a woman removing her 
makeup,” Heinrich added.

“Exactly!” Reinhart continued. “Then 
you prepare the surface of the leather 
with coarse polish to remove the rough-
ness. To get longer-lasting results, you 
must caress the shoes gently. Let the 
cream do the work by applying it in a 
circular motion with a soft cloth, gently 
massaging it into the fine leather. For 
the final coat, I use a smooth Meltonian 
shoe cream—the best polish in the 
world. Each shine takes 40 minutes. You 
can’t rush an artist.”

“So that is how you get your shoes 
to glow so radiantly,” Heinrich com-
mented.

A customer came by to pick up his 
shoes that were ready and overheard 
the last part of their conversation. “Ja, 
Herr Reinhart is the best! I bought these 
shoes 10 years ago and they still look 
new. I’ve tried others around here, but 
he’s as good as his price.”

“Thank you! You are kind.” Reinhart 
inclined his head humbly.

But the customer was not done 
praising him. “My wife is always sur-
prised by my shoes. I’m going to Zurich 

Although a bit shaken, Heinrich and 
Klaus tried to ignore his threats. The 
Lord had led them here, and He would 
have to provide the license in His way 
and in His time. They went back to their 
shoe shining.

A tall, skeletal man in his 70s with 
protruding cheekbones was working 
near them. He looked up from his pol-
ishing to say, “Don’t worry about him. 
He’s just a lot of hot air. As long as he 
gets paid he’ll leave you alone.”

“Thanks,” Heinrich answered. “Who 
are you?”

“The name is Reinhart.”
After exchanging small talk, the spar-

kling-eyed septuagenarian* went on to 
talk about his life. “I came to Munich 
after my parents’ business went broke,” 
he said with a distant look in his eyes. 
“I tried to support my whole family, but 
they are all gone now. I have no family 
or friends left—just my customers.” He 
was silent for a moment, but his mood 
picked up when he talked again of his 
shoeshine business. 

“My customers are my friends now,” 
he said, smiling warmly. “I really have 
nothing to complain about. With hard 
work, I’ve been able to make it all right. 
God has smiled on me and helped me to 
get through the tough times. Compared 
to many, I am richly blessed. But you 
look like you could use some advice. 
I notice you have very few customers. 
You must be amateurs at this profes-
sion.”

“What makes you think that?” Klaus 
asked.

Reinhart puffed out his chest, like a 
professor delivering a lecture. “I’ve seen 

*septuagenarian: somebody between 70 and 79 years old
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tomorrow for an important business 
meeting, so I came by for a shine.”

“Farewell! Have a safe trip and good 
luck in business,” Reinhart said as the 
customer strode off with a smile, and 
an extra spring in his step, carrying his 
dazzling shoes.

Just then Heinrich spotted a gov-
ernment car pulling up in front of the 
Nazi headquarters’ building, and two 
soldiers roughly escorting a woman 
into the car.

His heart nearly stopped for a 
moment. Could it be…? That almost 
looks like Astrid! The form of the 
woman was clearly visible, but her dark 
head was slumped down and he could 
not see her face.

He was still trying to catch a glimpse 
of the face when the car drove off, and 
he was interrupted by a shout. “Hey, 
shoeshine boy! Give me a shine!”

Heinrich was snapped back to real-
ity. He picked up his box and walked 
towards the man who had called him, 
a tall man in a black leather coat.

“How much?” the man asked 
brusquely.

“I give very good shines … for only 
one mark.”

“Your price is good. Let’s see if your 
job is worth a mark.”

“I will do my best.”
The man leaned against a wall and 

placed his boot on top of the box. 
Heinrich dipped into the black polish 
with his special glove. Then he began to 
work his magic, putting his all into his 
work. It took a lot of effort not to think 
of the car that he had just seen pulling 
away from Nazi headquarters. Had it 
been Astrid? He could not be sure. But 
after I am done with this customer, I will 
find out! he vowed.

He tried to converse while he pam-
pered the shoes with a wide assort-
ment of cleaning agents, softeners, 
conditioners, polish, and finally water-
proofing cream. He continued to work 
although his heart was heavy. Even if it 
was Astrid in the car, what could he do 
to rescue her?

With his finishing glove, Heinrich 
buffed his customer’s shoe to a high 
shine until … Yes, I can see myself! It 
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was a good job, but the man was busy 
reading a newspaper, and merely 
grunted.

Heinrich commented on the head-
lines that he read. “I see we’ve won 
another victory for the Third Reich. 
Our glorious army will soon take over 
the world.”

The man put down his newspaper 
suddenly and responded, “You sound 
very patriotic for a shoeshine boy.”

Heinrich suddenly recognized the 
man and realized who he was talking 
to. 

“You’re Herr Goebbels, the Minister 
of Propaganda!” Heinrich exclaimed, at 
the same moment recovering from his 
shock. “I … I am honored, sir!”

“You look like you should be in 
the Army of the Third Reich,” Herr 
Goebbels said.

“I wish that I could be,” Heinrich 
answered. “Unfortunately, I am not 
from Germany.”

“Yes, I noticed from your accent 
that you must be from somewhere 
else.”

“I am from Thumbringen.”
“And what brings you to Germany?” 

Herr Goebbels asked.
Heinrich heard the Lord’s voice 

speaking to him. This is your chance! I 
set this up. Use it. 

Heinrich seized the moment and 
said with confidence, “Doesn’t a child 
want to be close to his mother? I’ve 
heard of the Führer’s accomplishments, 
and I wanted to see for myself. Perhaps 
I could teach my own countrymen 
some of what I’ve learned.”

“And why are you shining shoes?”

“It is a stress-free life. I’m happy 
enough bumping along, making a little 
money, while serving the common 
people. But I don’t plan on doing this 
forever. I hope to save enough money to 
one day enter a school. I’ll study politi-
cal science. I hope to take some of the 
greatness I have witnessed here to share 
with my countrymen.”

What a perfect opportunity, 
Goebbels thought. A foreigner, a poor 
student working his way to get to col-
lege to study, so he can take back what 
he’s learned to spread the message of 
our superior way of life. Yes, show other 
countries embracing the Nazi way 
… this could be a great propaganda 
opportunity! But let’s take this slowly. It 
is wise to be cautious. His loyalty must 
be tested first.

“I see you are a very industrious 
young man,” Herr Goebbels said. “I 
admire that. Hard work and determina-
tion will help you realize your dreams. 
Perhaps I could help you in some small 
way. What is your name, lad?”

“Gerhard Schwarz, sir,” Heinrich 
answered.

“Well, Gerhard, why don’t you come 
to the book burning this Friday at the 
Odeonplatz. I have some friends—
some of your countrymen that I would 
like you to meet.”

“What is a book burning?” asked 
Heinrich as he began to coax the bril-
liant sheen out of the other shoe.

“We’ve collected insidious* works 
from communists, Jews, and dissi-
dents—we plan to keep them warm 
with their burning pages. There will be 
speeches, rousing music—perhaps you 

*insidious: slowly or subtly harmful or destructive

51



can make some friends there that might 
help you.” 

“I would like that.”
“Seven ’o clock then, Friday. I hope 

you will be there.”
“Can I bring a friend?”
“Who is that?”
Heinrich pointed in the direction 

of Klaus. “Leo Hartman. He is working 
over there. We are partners together.”

“Is he also from Thumbringen?”
“No, he is German, but we have been 

working together in Thumbringen for a 
few years. He is the one who insisted on 
showing me the birthplace of our Third 
Reich.”

“Yes, bring him too, of course.”
The job was finished in the custom-

ary manner. Like a magician waving 
his wand, Heinrich twirled the clean 
polish cloth over the second shoe and 
said, “Vielen dank*!” 

With a nod, Goebbels tossed him 
the customary coin and then swag-
gered off.

- 16 -
Heartbreak

An hour had passed since Heinrich 
had seen the car pull away from head-
quarters.  Heinrich walked over to 
Klaus, who was massaging some life 
into a pair of tired Testonis*. 

He called him aside and whispered, 
“I think Astrid is in trouble. I’m going to 
call her apartment.”

“Don’t forget to disguise your voice,” 
Klaus said, and then went back to his 
shoe shining.

In the nearest coffeehouse, Heinrich 
dropped two coins into a pay telephone 
to call Astrid’s apartment.

“Answer!” he muttered to himself 
impatiently, after waiting several 
minutes for someone to pick up the 
phone.

Finally he heard a woman’s voice 
answer roughly, “Ja?”

“Hello. I would like to speak with 
Astrid, please.”

“She is … out.”
“Where is she? When will she come 

back?”
“Do not call again. She will not come 

back.”
“What happened?”
“I am not allowed to give that infor-

mation. Who is calling?”
Heinrich smashed down the phone 

on the hook in anger. All because she 
helped us escape! If only I … maybe I’m 
not too late. But I have to find out for 
sure.

When he called the hotel, his worst 
fears were confirmed. From the front 
desk clerk he learned that Astrid had 
died earlier that afternoon.

Heinrich crumpled in a heap, and 
the tears fell. “Oh God!” he cried out.

He thought of running, of giving 
up his mission. What am I doing here 
anyway? The whole plan is crazy. His 
mind began to race uncontrollably, 
fueled by his grief. I could slip back over 
the border the way I came. I could cross 
the mountains to home, away from this 
madness. I want to be rid of this whole 
scheme—rid of the Nazi nightmare. 
I could reach the safety of the palace 

*vielen dank: “many thanks”
*Testonis: an expensive shoe brand

52



before dawn, safety forever. I could just 
tell my father and Herr Schelling that I 
didn’t find out what they needed. I could 
tell them it was just too hard.

Klaus could tell from a distance 
what must have happened. He came 
over and patted his friend’s shoulder 
trying to comfort him in some way. 
“Bad news?” he asked.

“They … they … murdered her.”
Klaus dropped down beside him, 

and placed his arm across Heinrich’s 
shoulders. Heinrich tried to rub his eyes 
to stop crying, but it was like trying to 
stop the tide.

“I’m sorry,” Klaus said softly. 
* * *

Astrid, like so many other innocents 
of that time, faded from this life only to 
be reborn in another. What her execu-
tioners did not realize was that her 
death was a part of God’s plan. Heinrich 
was in need of someone to plead his 
case in the heavenly courts—someone 
who understood him and his mission.

Astrid was chosen to be that link 
between Heaven’s resources and 
Heinrich’s needs. She was to be close 
by his side at all times. Without her 
supernatural help, Heinrich’s mission 
to save his country would have surely 
failed, as had so many others who 
sought to stand up against the might 
of the Third Reich. As one of God’s chil-
dren, death had no sting for her. She 
was transported through the portals 
of time to eternity—to the palace that 
had been prepared for her. There she 
did have a family reunion as she was 
promised, though it was not as she had 
expected. It was far greater!

In the middle of their family’s festiv-
ity, the Lord Himself entered the room. 

He walked over to Astrid, looked her 
in the eye and led her by the hand. 
“Come,” He said. “It’s time. Let Me 
show you your mission. You need to go 
to him. Now is his greatest need.”

Through a window in the spirit 
world, Astrid could see Heinrich, 
crumpled in a corner of the miserable 
hole where he and Klaus still lived. She 
could feel his anguish.

Heinrich was crying out, “Jesus, 
I loved her so much and now she is 
gone. Why couldn’t You save her? It’s all 
my fault—my fault for going to see her 
in the first place. I love her and need 
her now more than ever—and she is 
not here.”

Astrid was notably moved, and 
wanted to reach out to his world and 
comfort him, to let him know she was 
all right. Jesus explained, “He is deeply 
discouraged by your death. You must 
comfort him and show him My love.”

“How can that be possible? We are in 
different dimensions!”

“With faith and love, all things are 
possible. When deep sleep falls on 
men, I am able to show them things 
through the thoughts and visions that 
I give them.” (See Job 4:12–13.)

The Lord then spoke to Heinrich 
directly and told him, “It is enough 
sorrow for one day. Sleep now. Tonight 
something wonderful will happen.”

Heinrich became weary and suc-
cumbed to sleep, collapsing onto his 
pitiful bed.

Astrid’s coming was like the light-
ning flash without the thunder. When 
the light dimmed, to his amazement, 
Heinrich was able to make out Astrid’s 
figure. Astrid found herself next to his 
mattress.
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“Astrid, is that you?”
“Shhhh!” She pressed her fingers on 

his lips.
“Is this a dream, or is it really hap-

pening?”
“What do you think?”
“You seem so real.”
“Touch me, and find out.”
He clasped her hand, and her touch 

was like fire that enveloped him in her 
warmth.

“I’m afraid that I will wake up and 
you will be gone,” Heinrich said. “That 
I will find that this was only all a … 
dream.”

The Lord gave Astrid the words to 
say to him. She listened and repeated 
what she heard. “The spiritual world is 
more real than the one we can see with 
our eyes. For the flesh passes away, 
but he that does the will of God lives 
forever. Our lives are like a shadow that 
falls on the lawn, and then is gone. Like 
a moment at sunset that is only cap-
tured in the mind but is remembered 

for eternity. Let this experience change 
your life forever.”

As they lay next to each other, 
Heinrich raised himself on his elbow to 
look at Astrid. He saw her eyes sparkle, 
and kissed her. He felt the Lord’s voice 
speaking to him directly.

I took her to Me for this time, but she 
will be with you, helping you, along with 
Me. Take heart, and know that whatever 
the outcome of your mission, whatever 
the circumstances you find yourself in, 
My special love for you will never die. 
Astrid is a special token of My love for 
you, and she lives on. Though you are 
apart from her, fear not. This special love 
will grow and thrive, and one day you 
will see her, and you will reap such love, 
such joy that your world knows not of. 
You will know that your trials have been 
worth it all.

As a man that rejoices because he 
has purchased a precious pearl of great 
price, so will you value even more the 
joy that I have laid up for you—much 
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more so than if I would have just given 
it to you without any tests at all. I will 
bestow upon you delight, and greater 
treasures of the heart! Therefore, have 
great courage and fulfill the mission I 
have for you, and all these joys will be 
added unto you.

Heinrich smiled and said slowly to 
Astrid, “The spirit world has suddenly 
become so real to me! I can’t doubt 
what I have seen. For me to doubt what 
my senses have experienced would be 
to deny my own existence.”

Astrid looked into his eyes and said, 
“That’s the way it should be. Never 
doubt the Lord’s love—or mine either. 
Remember, I did not die in vain.”

“Why did you have to die?”
“To help you accomplish your mis-

sion.”
“I think it’s just too hard for me. 

Maybe someone else could do the job 
better.”

“You are the one the Lord has 
chosen—you and Klaus. Your mission 
is not in vain. You must not abandon 
it. You are about to discover the infor-
mation you need, if you don’t give up. 
It will begin at the book burning. I 
will help you to meet the people you 
need. Be like Hushai with Absalom. Be 
like Hushai, like Hushai. …” Her voice 
faded as she disappeared like smoke—a 
vapor of incense and flowers entwining 
upwards.

- 17 -
A Turn of Events

“Get up,” Klaus shouted as he shook 
Heinrich awake. “I hear marching and 
loudspeakers blaring. They are con-
ducting a house-to-house search for 

someone. Maybe they’ve discovered 
our hiding place.”

Heinrich rubbed his eyes wearily, 
then sat up with a start.

The two looked desperately around 
the room for a place to hide.

“Where can we go?” Heinrich 
asked.

“I found a stairway—it leads to a 
basement. It is not very large—just 
enough room for you and me and our 
suitcase to cram inside. Come, I’ll show 
you, but we have to move quickly!”

Heinrich looked surprised. “I didn’t 
know this dump had a basement.”

“Neither did I, until … I heard some-
thing from under there,” Klaus said 
pointing to the spot.

“You what?”
“It’s the strangest thing! I’ll tell you 

about it later. Hurry up, they’ll be here 
any minute.”

Klaus moved a grimy rug that cov-
ered the entrance to the side. The open-
ing to the basement had been made to 
fit so tightly that it was almost impos-
sible to see the cracks when it was shut, 
unless you looked very carefully.

It was a squeeze to get their suit-
case through the small portal, but 
they finally managed. They could hear 
the soldiers searching the building 
next door. As soon as they had gotten 
below, they heard the sound of wood 
splintering. Two SS troopers were 
furiously smashing the flimsy door 
with their rifle butts, trying to force an 
opening. The two soldiers burst into 
the room pointing their guns at every 
corner. They stalked carefully through 
the building, ready to fire quickly on 
any surprises they might meet. Their 
trained eyes darted everywhere to find 
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a clue that might betray anyone who 
was hiding from them.

The lieutenant said, “That’s strange! 
There are cobwebs all around, but 
there were none near the door when 
we entered it.”

“Maybe someone has been using 
this place?” suggested the other sol-
dier.

“That’s possible. Inspect the build-
ing thoroughly.”

“Yes sir!” the soldier said, as he 
began searching the building like a 
hunter stalking a deer. He listened for 
the slightest sound of life. He paused 
directly above the basement door—
unaware of its existence—with his 
head tilted upwards and nostrils flar-
ing as though trying to catch the scent 
of his prey.

A whistle and a shouted order from 
his commanding officer from the 
next house distracted him. “We have 
found someone! We need help, come 
quickly!”

Deep down in the basement, 
Heinrich sighed with relief. “That was a 
close one! … So, can you tell me now?”

“Tell you what?”
“What did you hear under the 

floor?”
“I don’t know if I should tell you this 

or not.”
“Tell me, it’s important. What did 

you hear?”
“The voice just said, ‘Here.’”
“Here?”
“That’s what made me look at the 

floor more carefully, and helped me to 
find the basement.”

“Was it a woman’s voice?”
“Yes.”
“Astrid?”

Klaus raised his eyebrows. “It 
sounded like her. Why did you think it 
was her?”

“She came to me also—last night. 
She told me … not to worry, that she 
would help us.”

Klaus nodded his head. “Then so 
she has.”

Heinrich kissed into the air and 
said, “Thank you for coming through 
for us.”

Klaus gently put his hand on 
Heinrich’s shoulder. “Back to the prob-
lem at hand. We aren’t out of danger yet. 
Either we move and find a new place, or 
we brave it out here. Which will it be?”

“It seems we should go—but then 
again, maybe we shouldn’t,” Heinrich 
answered. “The safest place to be in 
a forest fire is where it has already 
burned. Moving might expose us to 
new dangers. Let’s make sure that we 
are moving when it is best and not 
jumping from the skillet into the fire.” 

After praying, they both agreed that 
they should stay in the same area for 
their shoe-shining business, but that they 
should not come back to the apartment.

“We’ll sleep on the street if we need 
to,” Heinrich said.

Klaus grabbed the suitcase and 
Heinrich their shoe-shining kits, and 
together they snuck out the back 
entrance.

Following the Lord’s guidance to 
leave proved correct for—unbeknownst 
to them—the next day, the same soldier 
came back to examine the room more 
carefully. 

All of a sudden, a rotten board 
crumbled under his step. Beneath the 
planks he could barely make out a shiny 
metal object. When he removed the ter-
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mite-eaten boards, he discovered the 
broken radio that Klaus and Heinrich 
had hidden.

The soldier blew his whistle and 
called to his fellow soldiers, “Come 
quickly, I have found something.”

- 18 -
Captured

After surveying possible investment 
opportunities in Thumbringen, Bart 
and Max had returned to their limou-
sine and were making their slow way 
back through winding roads towards 
the airport in Bern, Switzerland. It was 
now near midnight. As they turned 
sharply on a high mountain pass they 
came to a detour sign. Some construc-
tion workers directed them to a side 
road marked with red flags and flash-
lights.

Their car bumped down a road full 
of potholes.

Bart looked out of the window. 
“Strange! This road hasn’t been used 
for a long time. They should be repair-
ing this road instead of that one.”

“Something strange is going on 
here,” Max affirmed.

When they rounded the next hill, 
they discovered why the road had been 
blocked.

“It’s a trap!” Max yelled. “Get down, 
boss! They might start shooting!”

The limo was quickly surrounded by 
a dozen storm troopers sporting bright 
red swastika armbands. They pointed 
their weapons menacingly at Bart and 
Max. Behind them was a convoy of staff 
cars, trucks and motorcycles.

Max reached for his pistol, ready for 
a fight, but Bart shoved it back into his 
pocket.
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“Put that thing away before you get 
us killed! It’s no use—there’s too many 
of them. Let’s surrender and see if we 
can’t talk our way out of this.”

“I’d rather fight my way out if I 
could,” Max fumed arrogantly.

“Remember, Max, discretion is the 
better part of valor. I know I’m paying 
you to be my bodyguard, but let’s try to 
use our heads.”

“Get out of your car with your hands 
in the air!” the officer barked.

Max and Bart reluctantly obeyed.
“Hey! You’re speakin’ American,” 

Max remarked.
“Obviously,” the officer returned 

curtly. “I studied at one of your uni-
versities before the war. Now show me 
your papers, Yankees!”

“Hey! Who are you calling a Yankee? 
I’m an American citizen!” Bart yelled.

“I am Commander Otto Wolfstein 
and, yes, we know that you are 
American citizens.”

Bart retorted, “But you have no 
right to stop us. Switzerland is a neu-
tral country.”

“Yes, but we are not neutral and 
neither is America, as it pretends to be. 
Anyway, Switzerland will soon be ours, 
so these borders mean nothing to us.”

“I demand to see a lawyer,” Bart 
insisted. “This is going to cause an 
international incident—you’re going 
to be sorry you did this,” Bart insisted.

“Demand? I hardly think you are 
in a position to demand. Besides, you 
may be spies, in which case you have 
no rights at all.”

“We are just doing business here, 
nothing else. Why don’t you call the 
Ford factory in Cologne that you Nazis 
took over? The Danish manager there 

will vouch for me. We have done busi-
ness for many years.”

“You must admit that it is strange for 
an American to be doing business when 
all Europe is at war,” said Commander 
Wolfstein.

“We didn’t know that Europe would 
be at war when we came here.”

“You can explain all of that later in 
Germany.”

“We are not going to Germany. We 
have a plane to catch.”

“I’m afraid you won’t be able to make 
your flight. You have another appoint-
ment at headquarters for questioning.”

Bart looked him straight in the eye. 
“Come on, tell us, what are you doing 
this for?”

“You have some information we 
want,” the commander replied, “and 
we always get what we want.”

“Well, you’re not gonna get it from 
us, you Nazi monkeys!” Max bellowed.

The commander whacked Max 
across the mouth with his pistol butt. 
“Your chauffeur would be wise to keep 
his mouth shut.” He returned his pistol 
to its holster.

A soldier opened the back door and 
motioned with his pistol. “Get in!”

“You won’t get away with this!” Max 
yelled.

The soldiers roughly began forcing 
them in.

“Where are you taking us?” Bart 
yelled.

“Be quiet! We are the ones who will 
ask the questions!”

The two were thrown into the back 
seat of one of the Nazi’s cars, and the 
door was slammed shut.

Will we ever make it out of this place 
alive? Bart thought.
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The convoy quickly drove out. The 
driver in the first car nodded to the 
construction workers, which sent them 
scurrying off into the forest. After cross-
ing the border without further incident, 
they traveled for several hours through 
mountain passes.

At last they arrived at Nazi head-
quarters in Munich, where the car 
that held Bart and Max drove into a 
rear entrance. After getting out of the 
car, Bart and Max were unceremoni-
ously pushed into a room illuminated 
by a single light bulb, and told to wait 
there.

In the next room, Commander 
Wolfstein met the officer who would 
do the questioning. They saluted each 
other with the customary salute.

“We have brought the prisoners as 
ordered,” Commander Wolfstein began. 
“But why all this trouble for these 
Americans? Why not just shoot them, 
like we do everyone else?”

“That would be like killing the goose 
that lays the golden eggs.”

“Excuse me?”
“A fairy tale.”
“I had no parents to read me fairy 

tales.”
“They can help us find the prince 

of Thumbringen who has escaped our 
capture.”

“Thumbringen? What could that 
little country have that would interest 
the Third Reich?”

“It is a top secret. I would soon be 
on the Russian front or six feet under if 
I told you that.”

“I see.” They saluted once more and 
parted, the commander going back to 
his car and the other to the room to 
begin the questioning.

The tall Gestapo officer walked in 
and stood with his hands on his hips 
looking like a stern schoolmaster get-
ting ready to discipline his ill-behaved 
children. Another soldier came in and 
sat at a small desk in the corner, ready 
to scribble into his notebook anything 
of value that was said.

The officer nodded his head and 
spoke in English with a thick accent. 
“Welcome.”

“Let us out of here!” Max yelled.
“You would do well to cooperate 

with us, unless you want this to become 
your worst nightmare.”

Bart protested. “But I am a business-
man, I’m not a—”

“Nonsense! You are a spy—admit 
it! You came to Europe for espionage 
purposes.”

“I’m just a businessman! I came here 
looking for business opportunities, I tell 
you!”

“In case you didn’t know, there’s a 
war going on. It’s not a time to be doing 
business.”

“Well, some of my associates don’t 
think so. They are still cooperating with 
you and operating several factories in 
Germany.”

“Yes, those are very wise business-
men, and you’d be wise to cooperate 
with us in like manner. Just answer the 
questions. Why were you traveling to 
Thumbringen?”

Max butted in. “Could we get something 
to eat and drink? I’m starvin’ after being in 
that cramped back seat for hours.”

Bart tried to explain, “You see, we are 
used to a little more comfort and better 
treatment.”

“That is most unfortunate, but we 
had to move quickly. Switzerland is not 
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yet our domain. But let us complete our 
questioning before we go to dinner. It’s 
been reported that you interfered with 
some Nazi youths who were question-
ing a man by a bridge.”

“That wasn’t questioning, we 
stopped them from murdering him!” 
Max blurted out. “And if they hadn’t 
run away we would’ve had a good 
fight, too.”

“What is your relationship with that 
person? Why did you stop and rescue 
him?”

“Look,” Bart pleaded. “I don’t know 
why you’re asking me all these things. 
We just saw someone in need and we 
helped him out. Any decent person 
would do the same.”

“Yeah, we don’t like to see little guys 
being picked on,” quipped Max.

“What did you do with him after you 
rescued him?”

“We took him back home.”
“Where was that?”
“He said he was the prince of 

Thumbringen, so we dropped him off 
at the palace like he asked us to.”

“The prince?”
“Yes, of Thumbringen. But he could 

have been making that up. He didn’t 
look like a prince.”

“Would you be able to recognize him 
if you saw him again?”

“I guess so. But why would I want to 
do that?”

“Because if you don’t, you’re going 
to spend a very long time in a dark 
prison.”

“I see. Well, I can’t promise you any-
thing, but I’ll see what I can do.”

“That is wise, for both of you.”
“Well, I’m a good businessman—I 

know when to cash in my poker chips 
and cut my losses. Where do you want 
us to begin?”

“We have reason to believe that 
he’s in Munich, though he may be dis-
guised. We found a radio that he could 
have been using. We are watching the 
building in case he returns. But if that 
turns out to be a false lead, we have 
you as our alternate plan. You will be 
our bait to catch our prince. We’ll have 
you wait at the major cafés.”

“How will I find him?”
“When he sees you he will try to 

make contact with you, I’m sure.”
“I’ll see what I can do.”
“Good,” the officer said. “You will 

need your car.” The officer handed the 
keys to Bart. “But don’t try to escape. 
You will be under 24-hour surveil-
lance.”

“Now, why would we want to butt 
out of this party early?” Max added 
with a sneer.

* * *
Bart and Max knew that the apart-

ment that been provided for them was 
probably bugged, and so carried on 
what they hoped was a fairly normal 
conversation. But during a short break, 
when Bart retired to a couch for a quick 
nap, Max came over with a drink. He 
bent low beside Bart and, in an almost 
inaudible whisper, asked, “What are you 
doing? Why are you helping them?”

“I’m afraid it looks like the only way 
to get out of this mess,” Bart whispered 
back. “But don’t worry. Something will 
work out. I have a feeling that this is 
going to backfire on them.”

“Okay, boss … if you know what you 
are doing.”

To be continued
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some shoe shiners right over there. Why 
don’t you go get it done?”

“Good idea. I don’t think our Nazi 
goons will mind me getting a little shine, 
will they?” Bart said as he looked over at 
the dozen plainclothes agents who were 
watching his every move, while trying 
to be inconspicuous. “They probably 
know how many times I’ve blinked my 
eyes since I have been sitting here.”

Max added, “Yeah! Every time I go to 
the toilet, they follow me to make sure I 
won’t escape.”

“Okay, I’m going. What about you? 
You want a shine?”

“No, you go ahead. I want to finish 
the comics.”

Bart looked at the comic strips that 
Max was engrossed in reading. “But 
Max, they’re in German!”

“Yeah, I know that. I just like lookin’ 
at the pictures.”

“Suit yourself,” Bart said as he got up 
and walked over to a line of shoe shiners 
who were set up across the street.

Heinrich was busy finishing a shine 
of a customer’s shoes. When he turned 
around and recognized Bart, his initial 
reaction was to run over to him and 
reveal his identity, but Astrid was whis-
pering to his heart to wait. She spoke 
this verse to his heart: A prudent man 

- 19 -
The Tip-Off

Although they had looked, Heinrich 
and Klaus had not yet found another 
place to stay. They had slept on nearby 
park benches for two nights, and were 
tired and achy. During the day they con-
tinued their shoe shining business.

Bart had set himself up at the main 
café in the area, in accordance with the 
instructions he had been given. The 
trap was set. Now all that was needed 
was for the prey to walk into it.

Bart was sipping his coffee and 
watching the street while Max was 
engrossed in reading the newspaper.

Everything in the café became quiet 
when someone turned on a radio for 
one of Hitler’s speeches. Waiters stopped 
serving, and diners felt embarrassed to 
continue chewing their food in this rev-
erential* atmosphere. The kitchen staff 
was told to not mar the occasion with 
the clatter of cutlery and plates. 

“Another one of those boring 
speeches.” Bart groaned.

Bart looked down at his shoes that 
were uncharacteristically scuffed and 
dirty. “I really need to get a shine, Max.”

Max looked up from his paper and 
pointed across the street. “There are 

Note: While this story takes place during the historic era of World War 2, 
and borrows some of its characters and events, the story itself, along with the 
principality of Thumbringen and its people, are fictional. 

*reverential: worthy of awe or deep respect

Copyright © 2004 by The Family
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foreseeth the evil and hideth himself, 
but the simple pass on and are punished 
(Proverbs 22:3).

Heinrich was finished with his cus-
tomer, and then turned to Bart who 
stood waiting. “Need a shine?”

“Sure.” Bart put his shoe on the metal 
horn. “You speak English. How did you 
know I spoke English?”

“Just a guess,” Heinrich said. “But 
that book you have under your arm, 
Learning German, helped.” Heinrich 
began to apply the polish.

“I thought it would be helpful for 
business if I knew some basic German 
phrases,” Bart said as he looked curi-
ously down at Heinrich, who was now 
furiously buffing his shoes.

Heinrich was waiting on the Lord 
for the best time to reveal his identity. 
He deliberately tried to avoid looking 
into Bart’s eyes for fear that he would 
be recognized too soon.

“I have something to tell you, but 
you can’t look surprised,” Heinrich said. 
“Just keep reading your book.” 

“What is it?”
“I’m the kid you rescued on the bridge 

in Zurich. You know, the ‘palace brat.’”
“Don’t say?” Bart replied in a whis-

per. “Whatever you do, don’t show that 
you know me. There are at least a dozen 
pair of eyes on us right now watching 
my every move.”

“Right,” agreed Heinrich.
Bart continued. “I have some infor-

mation that might help you. Whatever 
you do, do not go back to the place 
where you were staying. They are onto 
you. They are waiting for you. They 
found some kind of radio.”

“I understand. Thanks.” Heinrich 
paused for a moment. “That’s about as 

good as I can get these shoes. That will 
be one mark, sir.”

“Here you go,” Bart said as he flipped 
two coins into the air, and Heinrich art-
fully snatched both of them before they 
hit the pavement.

“Thanks for the tip, mister”—and 
then in a quieter voice that only Bart 
could hear—“and the tip.”

Bart walked back over to the table 
where Max was chuckling to himself 
over the comics.

One of the men who was watching 
them came up to the table. “Who were 
you talking to?”

“Just getting my shoes shined. I can’t go 
around looking like a tramp now, can I?”

“Have you spotted the boy yet?”
“Not yet, but as soon as I do I’ll let 

you know.”
“I have just received new instruc-

tions. You will now need to find the boy 
in two days.”

“Or?” Bart asked suspiciously.
“Or you will no longer be useful to 

us.”
“That doesn’t sound good,” Max said 

mockingly.
“To put it more bluntly—if you don’t 

find him, you’d better start writing your 
will.”

- 20 -
A Way Out

Bart and Max were returned to their 
small apartment that evening after they 
ate dinner in the café where they had 
been sitting all day, except for a few 
strolls up and down the streets close to 
Königsplatz.

“What a boring day,” Max said as he 
plunked himself down on the edge of 
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his bed. “I don’t know how they think 
we’re going to find the guy like this … 
and as if it’s our fault if we don’t find him 
in two days! It’s crazy!”

Knowing the room was bugged, Max 
made as many sneering comments as he 
could, especially with “them” in mind. 
Bart remained silent for the most part.

If they needed to talk about some-
thing they didn’t want their eavesdrop-
pers to hear, they chose the pen and 
paper method. Max had found an old 
notebook in one of the drawers, and half 
a pencil stub between some pillows in 
the couch. This had now become their 
primary means of communication. 

“So what are we going to do, boss?” 
Max scribbled on the notepad. “They 
follow us everywhere we go.”

Bart scribbled his message under-
neath. “I don’t know, but I’ll think of 
something tomorrow.”

That night, Bart turned to the Lord in 
his desperation—something he hadn’t 
done in a long time. “Dear God, please 
don’t let us die here.”

The next morning, Bart woke up to 
an unusual dripping noise. Water was 
dripping from the ceiling, and there 
was a large puddle on the floor next to 
Max’s bed.

Bart heard a vehicle pull up outside 
the apartment building, and he jumped 
out of bed to look out the window.

“Max! Time to wake up,” Bart said as 
he watched two workmen step out of a 
motorcycle with a sidecar.

Still half asleep, Max sat up and 
swung his feet around—only to be jolted 
rudely awake when his feet landed right 
in a large puddle. Max looked up at the 
ceiling in surprise and saw the leak. 
“Hey! What’s this?”

“Must be from the next floor. There 
are two plumbers coming to fix it.” Bart 
motioned out the window.

Bart got an idea. He pulled out 
his notepad and wrote: “This is our 
chance.”

Bart grabbed his German phrase 
book and began copying down words 
that would fit the meaning that he 
wanted to convey to the plumbers, 
while Max stood out in the hallway 
to spot them when they came down. 
Bart also deliberately made a sink pipe 
loose, which began leaking water on to 
the floor.

“Hey, boss,” Max whispered through 
the doorway as he saw the two plumbers 
come out of the apartment upstairs.

Bart came out and closed the door 
to their room behind them. “I’ll take it 
from here.”

Bart approached the men as they 
came down the stairs. He spoke halt-
ingly, doing his best to pronounce the 
German words correctly. “Excuse me. 
I have a plumbing problem. Can you 
help me?”

“Yes,” one of the men replied.
“You speak English?” Bart asked.
“A little,” the tall, dark-haired 

plumber said.
“That’s good, because I don’t speak 

much German,” Bart replied. “There’s a 
loose pipe in the bathroom which has 
caused quite a mess.” He showed them 
inside their apartment, and they fixed 
it easily.

“Vielen dank!” Bart said as he paid 
them more than the price asked.

Bart followed them into the hallway, 
chitchatting a little, then said, “By the 
way, I noticed from my window that you 
have an antique motorcycle. I’m a col-
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lector and want to buy it. How much do 
you want for it?”

The man looked straight into Bart’s 
eyes for a moment. Bart could tell that 
he didn’t believe his story. The plumber 
then whispered a few words in German 
to his partner who nodded. Taking Bart 
aside, he whispered, “We noticed you’re 
being watched by the Gestapo.”

Bart was surprised at this sudden 
direct comment, and wasn’t sure what 
to say. But there wasn’t time to be cau-
tious. What other chance did he and 
Max have? They were as good as dead 
anyway. He decided to tell the truth.

“More than just being watched,” he 
whispered back. “We’re their prisoners, 
and if we don’t find some way to escape 
soon, we’re history.”

“We can help you. My name is 
Johann. This is my friend, Leopold,” the 
plumber said, motioning to his partner. 
“We work for the resistance.”

Bart was never more relieved to 
hear those words. “Thank God,” he 
sighed.

“You should wear our uniforms and 
take our tools also, then we’ll go out the 
back entrance. We know how to evade 
them. Here are the keys.”

Bart handed Johann a good sum of 
money. “Thank you. Take this. Use it to 
help your work.”

Johann quickly stuffed the money in 
a chest pouch he had around his neck 
and then pointed to Bart’s apartment. 
“We shouldn’t take much time.”

The four went in to the room and 
switched clothes quickly, and without 
a word. Max barely fit into the other 
plumber’s uniform, busting the seam 

of the shirt, but there wasn’t time to 
worry about that.

The plumbers headed out the back 
way. Johann turned and indicated with 
his hand as a farewell before disappear-
ing out of sight.

“Boss, what about our suitcases and 
limousine?” Max asked.

“Forget them. What good are they to 
us if we’re dead?”

They made their way down to the 
motorcycle, put their helmets on, and 
pulled their goggles over their eyes 
so that their watchdogs wouldn’t rec-
ognize them. It took a few tries to get 
the motorcycle engine started, but 
once it got going, Max pressed on the 
gas pedal and they raced off right past 
their guards. Bart hunkered down in the 
sidecar and held on as best he could. A 
few times the sidecar almost tipped 
over as Max took the turns too fast and 
sharply.

“Slow down! You’re going to kill us 
before the Nazis get a chance to!” Bart 
yelled.

“Sorry, boss.”
Bart found a map in the sidecar and 

found their position. He charted out 
the fastest route to the Swiss border 
that avoided any main roads, and gave 
Max directions.

- 21 -
The Book Burning

Heinrich and Klaus went to the book 
burning as invited. Ten-foot tall Nazi 
banners lined the road. The induction* 
of new recruits into the SS troops had 
begun. 

*induction: formal entrance
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and weakness, an eternal victory of the 
strong over the weak. We must eliminate 
the weak in favor of the strong! We must 
win back our rightful past glory. We will 
rebuild Germany into a mighty empire 
that will last a thousand years.”

Hitler’s fiery words and brilliant blue 
eyes seemed to hypnotize his enthralled 
listeners. The enraptured crowd believed 
that their protector, savior, and friend 
had come to rescue them from the hor-
rors of the Depression and the economic 
vicissitudes* which they were suffering. 
His emotional speech ended, and the 
mighty wave of cheers from the crowds 
echoed and reechoed, “Heil Hitler!” over 
and over again for nearly an hour. 

Heinrich made his way to the side of 
the podium, introduced himself to one 
of Goebbels’ men and explained his 
purpose. This man then went over to 
Goebbels and whispered something in 
his ear. Goebbels approached Heinrich 
wreathed in smiles.

“Ah, Gerhard, I’m glad to see you 
decided to come. If you don’t mind, 
we’re going to take a movie film of 
you to show at the theaters during the 
newsreels as an example of a foreigner 
actively involved in our cause.”

“Well, I don’t know if I can…”
“Just be enthusiastic. You will receive 

great satisfaction knowing that you are 
contributing to the glorious cause of the 
Third Reich.”

Mass choruses, pylons* reminiscent* 
of Rome, flaring torches, fanfares*, and 
the sternly classical backdrop of the 
Party’s administrative building gave a 
spectacular theatrical effect. 

A motorized procession passed 
beneath triumphal arches adorned with 
the Party symbol of sovereignty, the styl-
ized eagle clutching a wreathed swastika. 
The fronts of houses were drenched in 
a sea of red bunting* dotted with white 
circles offsetting black swastikas. 

The limousine halted in front of 
the podium, and the Führer got out 
and mounted the steps that led to the 
speaker’s platform.

The masses turned to face the podium 
where the author of this madness stood 
with his arms outstretched in salute. 
The whole crowd roared and raved in a 
delirium* of self-intoxication. 

A parade of the Nazi elite filed past 
Hitler bearing banners and flags. The 
whole of this vast spectacle was enacted 
under a light dome of vertical searchlight 
beams stabbing into the night sky.

Hitler was the object of hysterical 
adulation among many Germans. Below 
the reviewing stand, girls in national cos-
tume pushed each other for the privilege 
of coming face to face with the Führer. “I 
must look in his eyes!” one shouted.

Hitler gave a stirring speech. “As evo-
lution teaches us, the whole of nature is 
a continuous struggle between strength 

*pylon: gateway
*reminiscent: to remind of
*fanfare: a short, lively passage of trumpets
*bunting: flags or banners
*delirium: great emotional excitement
*self-intoxication: being intoxicated (as in drunkenly happy) about yourself 
*vicissitudes: shifting changes
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One of his assistants came up to 
Goebbels. “It is time.” 

Goebbels nodded his head and 
turned to Heinrich.

“We will speak more later. Duty calls, 
I must deliver my speech.” As Goebbels 
approached the podium, his expression 
turned to rage.

“Our cities have been infected by 
rats. The rats must be kept in the sewers. 
Just like you would burn weeds to keep 
them from spreading, so we will burn 
these poisonous works of so-called 
intellectual literature, and purge our 
land from this vermin, these poisonous 
communist ideas. Gather with me now 
and throw these works into the fire with 
me.”

He picked up a book and threw it into 
the fire. Shouts of “Heil Hitler” echoed 
through the crowd, and soon everyone 
took up the chant until the whole square 
was resonating with shouting voices as 
the flames leapt higher. Heinrich did 
his best to join in, picking up various 
books that were strewn on the floor 
around him and throwing them into 
the flames. When he noticed the cam-
eras moving in closer to him, he tried to 
look especially enthusiastic. Afterward, 
there was an interview.

“You know, you did very well today,” 
the director of the newsreel said.

Goebbels’ assistant came to Heinrich 
and shook his hand vigorously. “You did 
just fine. In fact, I think that it’s time you 
realized your full potential. The Third 
Reich has great things for you in the 
world order that we’re establishing.”

“Yes, we are all brothers,” Heinrich 
said.

“But not all have had your privilege. 
You have escaped mediocrity*, and come 
to the true knowledge of who you are.” 

Goebbels walked up and slapped his 
hand on Heinrich’s shoulder. “There is 
someone here I want you to meet. He is 
also from Thumbringen.”

“Oh, really?” Heinrich was caught by 
surprise. “Uh … that would be great.” He 
was soon standing in front of a tall man 
dressed in black wearing a leather jacket. 
With him was one of the youths who had 
almost thrown him over the bridge in 
Bern. At first Heinrich did not recognize 
him, for the color of his uniform had 
changed from brown to black.

“This is the man I was talking about,” 
Goebbels said, pointing to the younger 
one. “Emil Grass.” 

Emil eyed Heinrich suspiciously as 
they made the customary introduc-
tions. Goebbels moved on to another 
group of people, leaving Heinrich alone 
with the two men.

“You look somehow familiar,” Emil 
said. “Thumbringen is a small place. 
Which part are you from?”

“I’m from Truppendorf,” Heinrich 
answered, sticking with that part of his 
story.

“Oh, really? I have a brother who lives 
there. He is here tonight. I’ll go find him.”

Oh Lord, Heinrich prayed, Help me not 
to be discovered. Help us to discover their 
plans without them discovering ours.

Emil returned after looking for his 
brother. “I can’t find him right now, 
but why don’t you come to a meeting 
tomorrow. We are planning some great 
things for Thumbringen. Perhaps you 
would like to join us.”

*mediocrity: being mediocre, or not good for much
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“Where is this meeting?”
“At the Kellerplatz. Do you know 

where that is?”
“I have seen it.”
“Meet us there at noon tomorrow. Go 

to the basement door and knock three 
times, wait and say my name. There 
will be someone waiting for you there 
to open the door.”

- 22 -
Plans of the Enemy

Heinrich and Klaus had prayed, and 
both had felt strongly that, for some 
reason, it would be better for Klaus to 
stay back and Heinrich to go alone. 
They didn’t know what this meeting 
would bring, but whatever would come 
from this, it was sure to be decisive. 
Everything that they had been through 
had been leading up to this moment.

At the time appointed, Heinrich 
descended a flight of stairs that led to 
the basement of the Kellerplatz. He came 
to a bolted metal door. At the entrance a 
bare light bulb glared. Heinrich knocked, 
waited a moment, then called out in a 
loud voice, “Emil Grass?”

After a moment of silence, a small hole 
opened and an eye peeked out. The door 
was unbolted and a burly-looking guard 
led Heinrich into a well-lit, busy office. 
Swastika banners, a large well-marked 
map of Thumbringen, and large propa-
ganda posters hung on the wall. The clang 
of typewriter bells and general confusion 
was enough to give Heinrich a headache.

A man bent over a cluttered desk 
got up and approached Heinrich when 
he saw him enter the room. They both 

greeted each other by raising their arms 
in the traditional Hitler salute. “Ah, Herr 
Schwarz. I heard that you have come to 
help us with our cause, ausgezeichnet*! 
The major will see you now.” 

The man ushered Heinrich into a pri-
vate office. Behind a large oak desk sat 
the head of security, his gray hair and 
carefully trimmed mustache reinforc-
ing his image of authority. He sported a 
pair of round spectacles that sat on the 
bottom of his nose. He slouched low in 
the plush leather chair, trying hard to 
look informal. “Sit down,” he said point-
ing to an uncomfortable wooden chair. 
“So you are the shoeshine boy turned 
newsreel star?”

“You could say that,” Heinrich said 
as he nervously shifted in his chair and 
sat quietly listening to the officer’s gold 
pen scrape across the paper. Heinrich 
turned slightly to make the swastika pin 
that he was wearing more visible.

The major noted down all the usual 
details of name and date of birth.

“So, you want to work with us, Herr 
Schwarz?” he asked.

“Yes … uh, I need the job,” Heinrich 
said.

“What languages do you speak?”
“My English is acceptable, some 

Spanish, and a sprinkling of French.”
“Languages aren’t enough,” said the 

officer.
“I want to make my own contribu-

tion.” Heinrich realized he would have 
to convince him. “I want a position 
where I can be of use. I wish to bring 
Thumbringen into the Nazi fold, into 
the new society of the new age. I believe 
in your philosophy, sir.”

*ausgezeichnet: “excellent”
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The major seemed slightly inter-
ested, but he maintained an aloof dis-
position. “There seems to be no record 
of your birth, Herr Schwarz,” he said 
suspiciously.

“That is because I was abandoned, 
you see.”

“I’m sorry.”
“We cannot choose our background, 

sir.”
The officer nodded his head in 

agreement.
Heinrich continued as he had 

rehearsed many times. “I was raised by 
a kind woman who adopted me, but 
life has not been easy for either of us, or 
many others I know. I’ve seen too many 
injustices. The society is rotten but it will 
soon crumble, and then you’ll be hailed 
as the saviors of the repressed. On that 
day, I want to be on the right side.”

The major leaned back in the chair, 
toying with his pen, but writing nothing. 
He stared at Heinrich, who continued to 
complain of the inadequacies of living 
under a monarchy.

The major nodded in agreement, 
convinced by the sincerity and convic-
tion Heinrich portrayed.

Heinrich continued. “I left 
Thumbringen when the war broke out, I 
asked myself ‘Whose side should I take?’ 
There was no question. The Third Reich 
represents Europe’s future justice.” He 
was glad that he had learned some of 
the propaganda slogans by heart.

The major nodded. This was no pro-
paganda to him. This was the truth. In 
his mind, here was a Thumbringener 
who had perceived his truths and held 
to them. 

“And if I can play even a small part 
in bringing that justice to my country-

men,” Heinrich continued, “to be part 
of the mighty wave that will wash over 
the world, I would count it a personal 
honor, sir.”

The major grunted, gave a nod, then 
stood up and came around to Heinrich’s 
side of the table and shook his hand. It 
was a symbolic gesture. Heinrich knew 
he was in.

“Welcome, then, to our struggle to 
make a better world.”

“Thank you, sir.”
“By the way, where are you staying?”
“To be honest, I was going to look for 

a new place tomorrow.”
“There is no need for that,” the major 

said as he handed him a piece of paper. 
“The Third Reich has supplied modest 
accommodations. Here is your new 
address. And I’ll see to it that we get 
you the proper membership papers for 
the Nazi Party.” 

“Thank you, sir. Could my friend 
become a member too?”

“Who is this friend?”
“Leo Hartman. He shines shoes with 

me. He is German, but has been with 
me in Thumbringen for a few years now. 
He is the one who insisted I come visit 
this glorious country.”

“He will have to be interviewed as 
well, of course,” the major answered, 
“and if he meets our qualifications, I 
see no reason that he could not join the 
Party, and our cause.”

“I appreciate that.”
The major collected his papers and 

walked towards the door. “Please, wait 
here. We will discuss your case, and see 
if we can find some suitable position and 
task for you.” Then the major left the 
room and closed the door behind him, 
leaving Heinrich alone in the silence.
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Outside the office, different officers, 
the major, and Emil Grass discussed 
Heinrich’s situation. 

“So you’re sure?” the major asked 
Emil.

“Positive, sir,” Emil replied. “He has 
cut his hair and is wearing glasses, but 
it’s the same kid we caught in Zurich 
that night, who I later found out was 
the real prince after all.”

“So what is he doing here?” the major 
asked.

“That,” answered Dietrich, the offi-
cer who had shown Heinrich into the 
major’s office, “is what those other two 
agents never found out.”

“Right,” the major added. “Those 
incompetent fools scared him away 
before they could learn anything. And 
now they are emptying trash cans in the 
prison complex.”

“So what are we going to do with 
him, sir?” another officer asked.

“Keep him busy,” the major 
answered. “He must not know that we 
suspect anything of his true identity. We 
must find out what he’s doing here.”

“He’s a spy!” Emil hissed through his 
teeth. 

“You forget that he came to us of his 
own accord,” the major answered. “If he is 
a spy, he is either very brave or very stupid. 
I believe there is an equally great chance 
that he truly desires to bring his anti-
quated* country and government into the 
Third Reich. He appeared very sincere.” 

“But what about the false names, 
the forged papers, and the radio?” Emil 
persisted. 

“They also prove nothing,” the major 
answered. “Whether a spy or defector, he 

would still have to be careful about any 
communications into Thumbringen. 
The only thing we will do for now is keep 
a close eye on him. His actions will soon 
reveal his true intentions, especially if 
he has no reason to suspect that we are 
watching him—so let’s not give him 
one!” The major looked sternly around 
the room, and all the officers nodded. 

“If he is indeed the prince,” the major 
continued, “then we have one of the 
greatest bargaining chips in our hands 
that we could hope for, which is why 
we must handle this situation very deli-
cately. Herr Goebbels will be pleased.”

“Of course,” Emil added matter-of-
factly, “we will have to eliminate him 
after we have taken over the country.”

“Of course,” the major answered. 
“Still it is a shame. He could be such a 
loyal German, with the proper teaching. 
But no matter how German he is, the 
Third Reich has no place for an heir to a 
throne. He would only be trouble wait-
ing to happen.” 

“So what are we going to keep him 
busy with?” Emil asked.

The major was silent for a minute. “I 
have an idea.”

* * *
Heinrich was kept waiting a long 

time. He began to worry that perhaps 
he had been discovered. What have I 
gotten myself into? he thought. Should I 
make a run for it now before it’s too late? 
He pulled out his Bible, opened it cau-
tiously, and read. 

My soul, wait thou only upon God; for 
my expectation is from Him. He only is my 
rock and my salvation. He is my defense. I 
shall not be moved (Psalm 62:5–6).

*antiquated: ancient or old fashioned
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Astrid spoke to his heart. Yes, you 
should stay here. Wait only upon God. 
Don’t worry. He will take care of you.

Heinrich heard the door opening, 
and barely had time to put away his 
Bible before the major walked in, fol-
lowed closely by Dietrich. 

Without offering any explanation for 
the long wait, the major said forcefully, 
“The time has come to put our plans 
into action, to right the wrongs, to put 
things right. We will stage a civil upris-
ing in Thumbringen, and we would like 
you to help.”

“If you don’t mind me asking, why 
don’t you just march into Thumbringen 
as you have other countries?”

“Herr Goebbels was very insistent 
that this be a propaganda victory and 
not a military one. Besides, there is a 
long-standing pact with Switzerland 
to come to Thumbringen’s defense 
in case they are attacked. So you see, 
invading Thumbringen is like invading 
Switzerland, which we will do in our 
good time. But right now we are occu-
pied with Britain and France, who must 
be subdued first. Like a chicken yard, 
you gather the stubborn stray ones first 
and then catch the easy ones last.”

“The plan consists of three stages,” 
Dietrich added. “First, we must work 
clandestinely* among the people, using 
any local contacts and newspapers that 
we can find to begin highlighting the 
failures and shortcomings of the mon-
archy, and expressing opinions about 
the benefits of the Third Reich and the 
efficiency of the Nazi government. 

“Next, when those opinions have 
been widely disseminated, we will 

orchestrate the creation of a National 
Socialist Party within Thumbringen, 
consisting of our most loyal supporters, 
and force the monarchy to recognize 
the party as a part of its government. 
The third and final stage is that the 
party will gain more popularity, power, 
and votes, and so be able to force out 
the monarchy by the will of the people, 
and become part of our fold.” 

“What if the Party does not become 
popular?” Heinrich probed.

“Don’t worry, it will. The people … 
yes, the people, as always, or at least 
the majority that matters, will follow 
like dumb sheep.”

“So what is my part in all this?”
“My young associate, Emil Grass, 

will give you more information of what 
is expected of you.”

Emil entered and stared for a few 
minutes at Heinrich, who finally broke 
the uncomfortable silence. “What 
exactly do you want me to do?”

Emil came over and inspected Heinrich 
more closely with eyes that seemed to pen-
etrate his soul. “We have noted that you 
bear a remarkable resemblance to the 
prince—a remarkable resemblance.”

Heinrich paused for a moment, and 
then said, “I don’t think I have ever met 
him.”

“Nor have I,” Emil said. “But we have 
pictures of him, and are confident that, 
with a little makeup and a wig, we can turn 
you into a convincing double for him.”

“For what?” Heinrich asked.
“You did so well on your last news-

reel,” the major added, “that we want to 
make a film of you, posing as the prince, 
speaking for the Third Reich. We will 

*clandestinely: secretly
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broadcast this film through all available 
channels, and have our agents organize 
viewings in Thumbringen, and so under-
mine the authority of its monarchy.”

Heinrich tried hard to hide his shock. 
“Um … well, that’s an interesting idea, but 
won’t the people know the difference?”

“Not until it is too late.”
“What if the real prince makes an 

appearance?” Heinrich asked.
“Simple,” Emil answered, carefully 

watching Heinrich’s reaction. “We will 
counter his appearance with yours, and 
say that the true prince—you—is on our 
side, and that the other is the imposter. 
As Hitler so wisely has said, if you make 
the lie big enough, people won’t even 
consider that it might not be true.” 

Heinrich was stunned at the ludi-
crousness* of what was unfolding before 
him. Here he was, the real prince, being 
given the job of impersonating himself. 
O, Lord, he prayed silently, confound my 
enemies. And help me to get word of all 
this to the palace somehow!  

Heinrich did his best to hide his 
nervousness behind a mask of uncer-
tainty. “But won’t the people recognize 
the real prince when they see him?” he 
questioned again.

“The prince has often been in seclu-
sion,” the major reassured Heinrich, “so 
his appearance is not very widely known. 
There have been a few times at official 
functions when he appeared. But all that 
most people have seen of him in the last 
few years is this one official palace photo. 
Here, look. Do you see the similarity?”

Heinrich looked at the photograph 
and tried one last attempt to get out 
of this predicament. “But … if he has a 

different voice it will be unconvincing.”
“Voices can be learned,” the major 

said. “And you already have the advan-
tage of speaking the Thumbringen 
accent. We just need to teach you some 
high-class words, refine your pronun-
ciation a bit, and you’ll be all set.”

Heinrich hesitated. “I don’t know if 
I can do that, sir. We have no idea what 
his true voice sounds like.”

“Ah, but we do,” the major answered 
with a satisfied grin, motioning towards 
Dietrich. “Our agent was able to get a 
recording of his voice on tape. Listen.”

Dietrich pushed a button on a large 
reel recorder in the corner of the room. 
Amid noises of a restaurant in the back-
ground, the following conversation was 
heard very clearly.

“Who is your father?”
“He is a very important man.”
“Important? What kind of important 

… is he a king?”
“You could say that.”
“I see. But why are you starting 

a business if your father is a king? 
Wouldn’t that make you a prince?”

It was hard for Heinrich to hold back 
his tears as he remembered the moment 
with Astrid so clearly. He knew that he 
would have to control his emotions or 
all would be lost.

“Do you think that you can sound 
like that?” the major asked.

Heinrich cleared his throat. “He is a 
very important man.” Heinrich tried to 
sound like his voice sounded on the tape.

“Almost perfect,” Dietrich said, grin-
ning. “Keep working on it and you will 
sound just like the prince.”

“I’ll do my best.”

*ludicrousness: something absurd and ridiculous

To be continued
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stumbled as much as he could, to give 
them as little reason as possible to sus-
pect that he was the real prince. By the 
start of the next week, Heinrich, Klaus, 
and the other operatives were summoned 
for a presentation of the plan. Heinrich 
and Klaus sat in the back of the room 
as the major addressed the Nazi opera-
tives chosen for the mission to infiltrate 
Thumbringen.

“You operatives will leave for 
Ravensburg tonight,” Dietrich explained. 
“From there, you will make your way into 
Thumbringen to start phase one of the 
plan. You will have one week to com-
plete your mission of indoctrination. 
During that week, Gerhard Schwarz will 
remain here to help us make a series 
of newsreels, acting as Prince Heinrich 
of Thumbringen, speaking against the 
palace and about the benefits and glories 
of the Third Reich. 

“After that week of indoctrination, 
you will announce the creation of the 
National Socialist Party of Thumbringen, 
and demand recognition from Prince 
Martin and the palace government. Once 
the party has been created, you will have 
one more week to gather further votes 
and popularity for the party. The news-
reels should do most of this work for you, 
but you will have to seek out the key local 

- 23 -
Operation Hushai

“I can’t do this!” Heinrich whispered 
when he was with Klaus in their new 
apartment. The radio was playing loudly 
in the background just in case there were 
any hidden microphones in the apart-
ment. “This is crazy! How can I imitate 
myself?”

“Easy, just act natural,” Klaus whis-
pered back.

“Seriously, what if they find out I am 
who I am pretending to be? That could 
put us both in danger!”

“I guess it’s time for us to trust the 
Lord again.”

“Jawoll*, Herr Commandant,” 
Heinrich joked, saluting Klaus in jest. 
“Forgive me for doubting.”

“What are friends for but to put your 
doubts to rest? Remember the verse we got 
about playing the man? Now you’re doing 
that—literally. You’re playing yourself.”

“How absurd!”
“God often works through absurdi-

ties,” Klaus answered. “We just need 
to play along, and find out where He is 
going with all this.”

* * *
Heinrich was given a week to practice 

impersonating the prince. He purposely 

Note: While this story takes place during the historic era of World War 2, 
and borrows some of its characters and events, the story itself, along with the 
principality of Thumbringen and its people, are fictional. 

*Jawoll: “Yes”
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figures with the strength and influence to 
make this revolution a reality. Then, on 
the 23rd of October, you will gather the 
party and the citizens of Thumbringen 
together, march on the palace, and 
demand the abdication of Prince Martin. 
We will have troops standing by to offi-
cially welcome Thumbringen into the 
Third Reich, and to protect its people 
from any armed retaliation the palace 
might initiate against them for their 
democratic actions.”

Astrid reminded Heinrich of Hushai. 
The palace would need time to prepare 
their plans and defenses.

“Excuse me, major, but can I make a 
suggestion?” Heinrich asked.

The major nodded.
“I do not think that gives our opera-

tives enough time,” Heinrich continued.
“Why is that?” the major asked skepti-

cally. “Our operatives are very efficient in 
what they are trained to do.”

“I am sure that is true,” Heinrich agreed. 
“But I know the people of Thumbringen. 
Though they are Germans, they are very 
slow to embrace any kind of change. We 
must make sure that we have enough time 
to convince the people of the righteous-
ness of the cause, and I don’t think two 
weeks is going to be sufficient.” 

“I disagree,” Emil countered. “I say we 
move sooner, take the people by surprise, 
show them the efficiency of our system, 
that we will not let ourselves be slowed 
down by bureaucracy. We need to show 
ourselves able to bring change quickly! 
And the sooner we act, the sooner our 
troops can move in to deal with whatever 
pockets of resistance might remain!”

“But the idea,” Heinrich persisted, “is 
that the party becomes popular and pow-
erful, and in order for that to happen, we 
are going to need more time to convince 

as many as possible, not as few as pos-
sible. I think it is better to be cautious. We 
must be sure of victory before we march 
on the palace. Remember, although 
Thumbringen is tiny, it has powerful 
allies. If we fail, the world will laugh at us. 
We must have time to make our victory 
secure. After all, none of us would want 
to disappoint the Führer.”

“We will consider both of your argu-
ments,” the major finally said, “and 
decide which is the best course of action. 
In any case, you operatives will be on that 
train tonight. This plan must be put into 
action as quickly as possible. Already 
Goebbels is growing impatient.”

“If I may ask,” Klaus ventured, “what 
is Goebbels’ interest in this tiny country? 
I mean, I can understand a few dedicated 
individuals wanting their country to join 
the cause of the Third Reich”—Klaus 
paused and looked at Heinrich and 
Emil—“but why is Goebbels himself so 
interested in this operation?”

“Not just Goebbels,” the major 
answered, “but the Führer himself. I have 
met with him personally on the matter. 
He cares greatly for all his Aryan children, 
and does not want to neglect the oppor-
tunities for any to join the Reich. But he 
does not want to risk ridicule by simply 
sending in a military occupation force, 
as we have successfully done on other 
occasions. He did not want to look like 
an elephant squashing an ant, were his 
exact words. So he has made Goebbels 
responsible for this operation, and is 
adamant that it be a propaganda victory. 
I need not remind any of you what is at 
stake if you fail.”

* * *
“So the young prince has advised us 

to move more slowly?” Goebbels asked 
when the major had finished his report.
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“Yes sir.”
“And what do you make of him?” 

Goebbels asked. “Is he a spy, or a 
friend?”

“I believe he could be sincere,” the 
major answered. “Additional intelligence 
has revealed that Heinrich was appar-
ently not very satisfied with palace life. 
He could very well be seeking a better 
way of life for himself and his people. In 
either case, the prince’s counsel seems 
more logical than that of Emil. That boy 
is a hothead who is going to get himself 
killed without our help, as he almost 
did, if you recall, trying to start that Nazi 
youth organization in Switzerland, of all 
places.”

“And what about this friend of the 
prince, what’s his name?”

“Leo Hartman.” 
“Yes, him.”
“He is evidently with the prince as a 

protector, but our intelligence has been 
unable to identify him or come up with 
any additional information about him.”

“Make sure you keep an eye on them 
both, but don’t let them catch on that 
they are being watched, or that we sus-
pect anything. I am still curious about 
exactly what they plan to accomplish 
here.”

“And what about the plan?” the major 
asked.

Goebbels paused for several moments, 
then slowly began. “Inform our opera-
tives to form the party as planned, and 
then to continue their work of indoctri-
nating the people about the benefits of 
joining the Third Reich, but to postpone 
the march on the palace until we give the 
signal. We may be able to use the prince 
to lead the procession to the palace. But 
first we must be sure of his loyalty, and of 
our party’s popularity.”

The major clicked his heels, raised his 
arm in salute, and left the room.

* * *
After being informed of Herr 

Goebbel’s decision to postpone the 
march against the palace, Heinrich 
knew that the Lord and His helpers had 
engineered the delay in order to give 
him time to pass the information on to 
the palace. Now they just had to find a 
way to get a message through without 
the radio.

“We’ll need to pray about what to do 
next,” Heinrich said.

“Yes. Why don’t we take a little walk? 
Hopefully nobody will be following us 
close enough to hear our conversation, 
especially if we keep it low. We can pray 
as we go.”

They prayed and then remained silent 
for a few minutes, which was enough 
time for Astrid to get her message across 
to Heinrich.

“Just write down the message and 
then I’ll show you how to deliver it.”

“What did you say?” Klaus asked.
“Did I say something?” Heinrich 

answered.
“Yes! You said ‘just write down the mes-

sage and I’ll show you how to deliver it.’”
“I did?” Heinrich asked. “I … I don’t 

remember anything.” He paused and 
looked down. “I … was thinking of 
Astrid.”

“Well, then I think she just gave us a 
message,” Klaus said. “We need to write 
everything down, and then she’ll show us 
a way to send it.”

“But what are we going to write? We 
can’t just say, ‘They’re planning to over-
throw the palace.’ What if somebody 
happens to open the letter?”

“We’ll have to write it in code. We 
can use the same code we memorized, 
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with the names of the Polish cities, but 
hide the letters in a normal letter as the 
first letter of each word. I’ll need your 
help. We’ll need to make the letter sound 
normal while still getting all the letters in 
the right place.”

“Look, there’s a café,” Heinrich 
pointed out. “Let’s have some lunch and 
work on it there.” 

The secret message was soon com-
posed, and then they worked on making 
the fake letter sound as real and normal as 
possible, at the same time pretending to be 
working on a crossword puzzle in a news-
paper they had found on their table. By the 
time they had finished their simple lunch, 
the letter was finished. They both looked 
at it with approval, and double-checked 
the hidden message within the letters: 

Eagle plans peaceful takeover. Sends 
agents to sway people. RH film appear-
ance no concern. Identity still safe. Agents 
form party on second October Monday, 
demand recognition. March on palace to 
demand royal abdication delayed. Will try 
to delay further. RHLH

“Do you think they’ll understand it?” 
Heinrich asked.

“Herr Schelling will. Now we just 
need to find a way to get it to the palace. 
I would say we could mail it, except that 
I’m pretty sure they would open anything 
we send, and even as innocent as this 
letter looks, it probably wouldn’t get to 
its destination.”

“So we need to find somebody else to 
mail it for us,” Heinrich said. “Somebody 
that we could give it to without anybody 
else noticing.”

“That will be a challenge. And who 
do we send it to? We can’t send it to the 
palace. That would be too obvious.”

“Oh, Jesus, please show us what to do 
next,” Heinrich prayed. 

They were both silent for a few min-
utes, when Klaus spoke up. 

“I saw a picture of a postcard … and it 
was addressed to your mother.”

“My mother?” Heinrich answered. 
“But she’s dead. And this letter won’t fit 
on a postcard.”

“Yes, I know. But still, the picture was 
very clear. There must be some meaning 
to it.”

“What about my other mother, our 
palace contact?”

There was a short pause before Klaus 
exclaimed, “Oh, but of course! That 
makes perfect sense. You phone the 
contact, let your ‘mother’ know you’re 
sending her a postcard of Munich, and 
that way Herr Schelling will know to 
instruct the postmaster to watch for 
any mail coming in from Munich. We’ll 
mail this letter in an envelope with your 
mother’s real name, and just make up 
an address. Hopefully the postmaster 
will catch it and get it to the palace as 
quickly as possible.”

“That could work,” Heinrich agreed. 
“Now we just need to figure out how 

we can send it.”
“Didn’t Astrid say that she’d show us a 

way to send it?”
“Yes, you’re right,” Klaus answered. “I 

imagine we’ll just have to wait for her to 
do that, or wait for a sign of some sort. 
And speaking of waiting, I think we’ve 
been sitting here too long already. Let’s 
get back to the apartment.”

* * *
Klaus had just finished putting the 

letter in an envelope and writing an 
address on it when there was a knock at 
the door of the apartment. Heinrich went 
to answer. 
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though you are forced to be a part of it. 
Is this not true?”

“And if it is?” the boy asked cau-
tiously.

“Then this is a chance for you to right 
the wrongs that you have seen.” Heinrich 
could tell that he was getting through.

“It will be risky,” the boy said nervously.
“Some risks are worth taking,” 

Heinrich reassured him. “Wait here. I’ll 
be right back.”

Heinrich returned to the apartment 
and to Klaus.

“Klaus, I’ve found somebody to mail 
our letter.”

“Who?” Klaus asked.
“A delivery boy, he just brought me a 

telegram. I could feel Astrid giving me 
all these questions to ask him, things to 
say to him. He’ll help us. I know he will. 
Astrid told me.”

“Are you sure?” Klaus asked.
“Yes!” 
“Very well, then,” Klaus answered, 

handing Heinrich the sealed envelope. 
“May God’s hands go with it.”

Heinrich went back into the hallway, 
where the messenger still stood waiting. 

“Here it is,” Heinrich said, handing 
the envelope to the messenger. “Now, it 
is absolutely important that nobody sees 
you leaving the building with this letter. 
Mail it from the post office tonight, after 
you are off duty. Nobody can suspect that 
this letter came from this apartment. Do 
you understand?”

The messenger nodded.
“Good, because my life and the lives 

of many others may be dependent on it,” 
Heinrich added.

“I will do my best,” the messenger 
said. “You have my word.” Then he took 
the letter and slid it into an inner pocket 
of his jacket.

A boy of around 17 years of age stood 
in the doorway dressed in a messenger’s 
uniform with an embroidered swas-
tika band around his arm. His hair was 
slicked back in the traditional manner 
of the youth at the time. He wore khaki 
knee pants and long socks. A thick brown 
leather strap ran diagonally across his 
chest. A medal for punctual service could 
be clearly seen on his shirt.

“Telegraph for Gerhard Schwarz,” he 
said curtly as he handed the envelope to 
Heinrich.

At the same moment, Astrid spoke to 
Heinrich’s heart. This is the one.

“Thank you,” Heinrich said taking the 
telegram and looking straight into the 
boy’s eyes, trying to detect any glimmer 
of light that would convince him that he 
could entrust their secret letter to him.

Heinrich doubted if he could rely 
on this boy. From outward appearance, 
he seemed to be a faithful Nazi. But he 
heard the words repeated again: This is 
the one.

Listening to these leadings had never 
proven wrong. Heinrich decided to test 
the waters. He stepped into the hallway 
and closed the apartment door behind 
him.

“Are you able to deliver messages 
also?” Heinrich asked the boy, keeping 
his voice low.

“Yes, sir, if it is authorized. That is one 
of my duties.”

“And if it is not authorized?”
“Why would I want to do that?” the 

boy asked cautiously.
“If it would help others to be free from 

tyranny.”
“I don’t understand.”
“I think you do.” Heinrich spoke the 

words as Astrid gave them to him. “You 
doubt the Nazi way of oppression, even 
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“Here,” Heinrich said, slipping a few 
coins into the messenger’s pocket. “For 
your trouble.”

“Thank you, sir,” the messenger said, 
and with a curt bow and a stiff salute, he 
turned and left. 

“Do you really think that we can trust 
him?” Klaus asked after the boy had 
left.

“All I know is that Astrid said that he is 
the one. I’m sure he’ll do just what he said, 
his best. That’s all we can hope for.”

Heinrich opened the telegram that 
had been delivered to him and read: 

FILMING TO BEGIN WEDNESDAY 
MORNING, 9:15 AM, KELLERPLATZ 
HALL. BE THERE. - DIETRICH

“That’s tomorrow!” Klaus exclaimed 
to Heinrich.

“Yes, it is,” Heinrich said. “Guess it’s 
almost time to play the man.”

“Just don’t play him too good,” Klaus 
cautioned. “If that letter doesn’t reach the 
palace, we don’t want to give them any 
reasons to suspect us yet.”

“I won’t,” Heinrich answered. “And 
speaking of worrying, maybe now is a 
good time to give my mother a call.”

“Good idea,” Klaus said. “There’s a phone 
down at the entrance. Just be sure to keep 
your conversation as innocent as possible.”

A few minutes later Heinrich was at 
the phone, waiting for the contact to pick 
up at the other end.

“Ja, hallo?*” a woman’s voice answered. 
“Wer ist da?*” 

“Hello, Mother,” Heinrich answered.
“Ah, Gerhard!” the woman answered 

cheerily. “It’s good to hear from you again. 
How is everything going?”

“Everything is going well. Leo and 
I have just been made members of the 
Nazi Party here in Munich. Things have 
been moving fast for us.”

*Ja, hallo: Yes, hello.
*Wer ist da?: Who is there?
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“Oh, that is wonderful,” the woman 
answered, and then asked, “Are you going 
to be visiting me soon?”

“We’re saving up for the trip back,” 
Heinrich answered, “but we still have 
some shining to do before we have 
enough. I’ll call you again when we know 
more. Keep us in your prayers.”

“I will do that. And are you taking care 
of yourself? Do you have everything you 
need, enough clothes?”

“Yes, I’m fine, Mother. I’m glad I still 
have my gloves. The weather is starting to 
get cold. But we have a warm place to stay 
for the moment, courtesy of the Party.” 

“Excellent. Well, Gerhard, I am look-
ing forward to seeing you again, and am 
glad you’re having such a wonderful time. 
Stay in touch.”

“I will, Mother. Oh, and I’m sending 
you a postcard of Munich. This is just 
such an incredible city, with so much to 
see. So watch your mail.”

“I will, Gerhard. Take care. Auf 
Wiederhörhen.”

“Auf Wiederhörhen,” Heinrich 
answered, and hung up the phone.

I hope they get it, Heinrich thought as 
he walked back up to his apartment. At 
least they should know we’re safe for the 
moment.

They will, Astrid answered.

- 24 -
The Storm Breaks

“We’ve got the letter!” Herr Schelling 
said excitedly, waving it in his hands. 
“And it doesn’t look like it’s been opened 
or tampered with.”

“That’s a good sign,” Prince Martin 
said. “What does it say?”

“The letter itself is a casual one, but 
we discovered a message hidden within 

the letters, written in the mission code, 
with Klaus and Heinrich’s signatures. 
They’re telling us that Hitler is planning 
a peaceful takeover of our country. They 
are going to attempt to form a Nazi Party 
here in Thumbringen, apparently on the 
second Monday of this month, the 16th. 

“The next stage of the takeover, appar-
ently, is for the Party to grow strong and 
popular enough that they will march on 
the palace and demand your abdication. 
From the sounds of it, Heinrich and Klaus 
have managed to persuade the Nazis to 
postpone this part of the plan, and they 
will try to postpone it for as long as pos-
sible. That should give us time to find out 
who the Nazi agents among our people 
are, and what to do about them.”

“Was there anything else?” Prince 
Martin asked.

“Yes. It confirmed what we already 
suspected from the phone call, that their 
identities have not yet been compro-
mised. There was one odd line, however, 
that we don’t really understand. It talked 
about Heinrich making a film appear-
ance, but that there is no concern.”

“So there are Nazi infiltrators among 
our people,” the prince muttered.

“It would appear so,” Herr Schelling 
answered. “But now that we are aware of 
them, and their intended activities, any 
such activists will be easier to track down, 
and even eliminate when they become a 
more significant threat.”

“Perhaps,” Prince Martin answered, 
sounding weary. “Excuse me, Herr 
Schelling. I’m going to need some time 
to think about all this.”

“Of course, your highness,” Herr 
Schelling said, and left the room.

* * *
That night Prince Martin had a dream. 

The windows of his palace were open. 
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Outside, a ferocious wind was blowing. As 
long as the windows were open, the palace 
was safe and the wind blew harmlessly 
through, causing no damage*. When he 
awoke, he knew what it meant. They were 
not to try to stop these men. That could 
only bring greater danger to the palace, 
and to Heinrich and Klaus. They would 
let these men do as they pleased, form 
their party, speak in the streets, and the 
palace would even officially recognize 
the party without any resistance. After 
that, all they could do was trust that the 
storm would blow over.  

And so the storm came to 
Thumbringen. The activists, confident in 
their abilities and the powers that were 
behind them, did little to keep them-
selves hidden. They spoke openly among 
the people, started their own newspaper 
to print their own articles, and showed 
newsreels of the glories and exploits of 
the Third Reich in public squares. 

The palace, meanwhile, did noth-
ing—even when the activists pulled out 
their secret weapon newsreels of the 
prince of Thumbringen himself tell-
ing the people to follow the actions of 
Austria and Czechoslovakia, who now 
had peace and security with the Third 
Reich, and to not make the same mis-
take Poland had made, and risk war with 
Hitler.

While the palace was initially alarmed 
at the news of the films, they quickly 
remembered the coded message, and 
so again did nothing to speak against 
these public showings or to deny that the 
prince was behind them. 

The people of Thumbringen, mean-
while, watched these events with a 
quiet interest. Few bothered to commit 
to action of any sort, whether for the 

*See ML #367 on page 404 of Junior Daily 
Bread 2.
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palace or against it. As long as the activ-
ists were only talking, and the palace 
did not seem to be concerned, there 
was no reason for them to be concerned 
either.

The palace was not surprised when, 
on Monday morning, October 16th, it 
was announced over the local radio that 
a new political party calling itself the 
Thumbringer Deutsches Volk*, or TDV for 
short, was asking voters for their support 
and signatures so that the organization 
would be officially recognized by the 
palace. 

Prince Martin was ready, and moments 
later the radio station received a phone 
call from the palace. 

“People of Thumbringen,” the news-
man read, “we have just received a state-
ment from the palace that we would like 
to read to you.

“From his royal excellency, Prince 
Kurtis Martin, to the citizens of 
Thumbringen, and the ministers of 
the TDV party. We commend the TDV 
for its initiatives and efforts to make 
Thumbringen a better place, and to rep-
resent the interests of our good citizens. 
In acknowledgement of its efforts, the 
palace recognizes any current and future 
elected ministers of the TDV as valued 
members of our government, and invites 
them to participate as advisors and min-
isters in any matters of state that pertain 
to our citizens. 

“The palace welcomes the organized 
and professional approach to serving 
our citizens offered by the TDV, and 
will extend what help and resources are 
requested for the accomplishment of 
its goals. His excellency also hopes our 
citizens will contribute to the success of 

the TDV by participating in its programs, 
supporting its efforts, and letting its min-
isters and advocates know what manner 
of programs and initiatives would most 
adequately serve and benefit you, the 
citizens of our nation.

“That,” the announcer said after a 
short pause, “is the statement from the 
palace and his excellency, Prince Kurtis 
Martin. We have also been informed 
that a formal invitation has already 
been extended to the founders of the 
Thumbringer Deutsche Volk, and that 
they will be meeting with palace officials 
in the next few days to discuss the details 
regarding their official integration with 
the palace government.” 

“Let’s hope that does the trick,” 
Prince Martin said with a sigh when Herr 
Schelling turned off the radio.

“It will certainly make it difficult 
for them to rally the people against 
us,” Herr Schelling commented. Herr 
Schelling had begun to see the wisdom 
in Prince Martin’s decision to accept 
the presence of this party and the Nazis 
behind it rather than fight it. “From 
the looks of it, not many people have 
joined the cause, and I think even the 
activists have been surprised at the lack 
of resistance to their presence. It will 
now be even more difficult for them to 
draw a ‘for us or against us’ line that 
would force the people to have to take 
a stand.”

“Yes,” Prince Martin said. “We will 
have to see how long it lasts. Doubtless 
they will continue trying to engineer situ-
ations or make demands to try to force us 
into taking a stance against them. We are 
going to have to weather this storm one 
gust at a time.”

*Thumbringer Deutsches Volk: “Thumbringer German People”
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- 25 -
The Last Briefing

“We are stepping up our timetable,” 
Goebbels announced to Heinrich and 
Klaus, and several other people who 
were also in the room for an emergency 
briefing. “Our operatives have met with 
some surprises, and the party has been 
unable to force the palace into an adver-
sarial* position after the party was offi-
cially accepted, and have not been able 
to gather the necessary votes or power to 
march against the palace. So we are going 
to march on the palace anyway, and you, 
Gerhard, will lead the procession—dis-
guised, of course, as Prince Heinrich! 

“You will all depart this evening. Our 
operatives are preparing for your arrival, 
and have guaranteed us an attendance 
of 100 people to start the march two 
days from now, on October 30. With you, 
Gerhard, at the head of the procession, 
that number should quickly grow, and 
the palace will be forced to either capitu-
late* or to take action against us. In either 
case, we win.” 

Heinrich hesitated. “But … Herr 
Goebbels,” he began, “it is one thing 
to pretend to be the prince on a news-
reel. The people will know I am not the 
prince.”

“Nonsense,” Goebbels answered. 
“They have seen you in the newsreels. 
The real prince must be cowering some-
where, because he has not made any 
appearance. The people will be ready to 
accept you as the true prince, and to listen 
to whatever you say. Don’t worry. I will 
be with you from the moment we drive 
into Thumbringen, and will be briefing 

you personally on exactly how you will 
act and what you will say. Nobody will be 
able to get close enough to you to realize 
that you are not who they think you are.

“Now,” Goebbels finished, addressing 
the rest of the room, “I suggest you all go 
pack. We have a train to catch.” 

* * *
At the station they met the major 

who was there to see them off. He shook 
Heinrich’s hand for what seemed longer 
than normal. His smile revealed a row of 
gold fillings. This is the last time I’ll ever 
see your gold teeth, Heinrich thought. The 
major was also thinking that this would be 
the last time that he would see the prince 
and his companion. The plan was that 
the prince and his friend would be “assas-
sinated” during the march, and then it 
would be proclaimed that the assassin was 
an agent of the palace who killed the prince 
for turning against the government. This 
would then hopefully make even more 
people angry enough to march against 
Prince Martin. It was also a convenient way 
to get Prince Heinrich out of the way.

“Good luck, Junge,” the major said. 
“You’ve been good students. Make sure 
your training is of some use to us.”

“We’ll do what we can,” Klaus said. 
Heinrich and Klaus did not have any-
thing against the major. He was a fairly 
kind man. They had spent many pleasant 
hours in his company. Maybe he will miss 
us, Heinrich thought. Lord, please work in 
his life and change his heart.

They parted, as it was time to board 
the train.

Slowly, the iron horse began to pick up 
steam as it chugged and puffed and lurched 
forward. As it gained momentum, the steam 

*adversarial: to be in conflict with
*capitulate: to yield or surrender
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billowed out thicker clouds than before. It 
barreled through a tunnel, screeching like 
a dog when its tail is pulled.

Half an hour after pulling out of the 
Munich station, Herr Goebbels excused 
himself from the cabin he shared with 
Heinrich and Klaus to go out and smoke 
a cigarette in the narrow hallway. 

Heinrich turned to Klaus. “We have to 
get out of here,” he whispered. “Once we 
get off this train, we are going to be sur-
rounded by Nazis. And something tells me 
that we should not be in that march.” 

“I was thinking the same thing,” Klaus 
answered. “That leaves us no other choice 
but … escape!”

“So … how are we going to do that?”
“Our route takes us into Austria. The 

train will make a few stops before our 
final destination. But the stations are 
all going to be heavily patrolled. Even 
if we do manage to get off the train, we 
wouldn’t get far. I’m afraid we don’t really 
have much of a choice but to jump.”

“Jump?” Heinrich asked.
“Yes,” Klaus answered. “As in, get in 

position between cars, wait till the train 
slows down for a turn or something, and 
then jump!”

“But Goebbels is watching us all the 
time, and there are two guards outside 
this door. What are we going to do?”

“We’re just going to have to wait for an 
opening,” Klaus answered, “and be ready 
for it when it comes!”

Heinrich nodded, and turned his atten-
tion back to the growing gloom outside, 
and the passing lights of distant farms and 
small houses. Before long, he was asleep.

* * *
Heinrich suddenly woke up and 

looked around. Goebbels was fast asleep. 

He could see the shadows of the two 
guards still standing outside the cabin. 
He looked over at Klaus, who was still 
awake, looking intently out the window.

“It’s time,” Klaus whispered. “Go out-
side and tell the guards you’re going to 
the bathroom. I’ll meet you out there.”

Heinrich nodded and left. A few min-
utes later Klaus grabbed a cigarette from 
the package that was on the seat next to 
Goebbels, and stepped outside.

“You have a light?” he asked one of 
the guards, who obligingly offered Klaus 
a packet of matches for his cigarette. 
“Danke schön*,” Klaus said. He stood there 
a few moments longer, smoking, and then 
turned to the guards again. “I’m just going 
to stretch my legs for a few minutes.” 

The main guard nodded, and Klaus 
walked in the same direction as he had 
noticed Heinrich go. The two of them 
met up between cars.

“We’re going to have to do this quick,” 
Klaus said, shouting over the rushing 
noise of the train. “Jump, and let yourself 
roll when you hit the ground!”

“It’s still going too fast,” Heinrich 
shouted back. But just then the train 
began to slow down.

“Now!” Klaus shouted. They both 
jumped into the darkness, hitting the 
ground hard and rolling they knew not 
where. Heinrich landed softly on a patch 
of grass, though he could not stop from 
getting a mouthful of dirt before he 
stopped rolling. Klaus, however, landed 
on a rock, and screamed with pain when 
he stopped rolling.

Heinrich picked himself up, and when 
his head finally stopped spinning and his 
eyes had adjusted to the darkness, he ran 
to Klaus. 

*danke schön: “thank you”
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“What is it?” he asked.
“I … I think I’ve broken my leg,” Klaus 

said. Heinrich noticed that Klaus was 
lying half on the tracks going the oppo-
site direction.

“We’ve got to get you out of here,” 
Heinrich said, grabbing Klaus under his 
arms and starting to drag him. But Klaus 
let out another shout of pain. 

“No, don’t move me!” he shouted.
Heinrich looked up to see another 

train coming from ahead of them.
“I’ve got to move you!” Heinrich 

shouted.
“Roll me into the middle of the tracks!” 

Klaus shouted back.
“What?”
“Quick! There’s no time!”
Heinrich obeyed, and rolled Klaus 

into the gap between the rails. Klaus let 
out another loud scream of pain. “Move!” 
he shouted to Heinrich.

Heinrich jumped back, just in time for 
the train to rush by in the darkness, pass-
ing safely over Klaus with a great clatter, 
and leaving them in perfect silence only 
moments later. Klaus, however, was shak-
ing from his close brush with death.

Heinrich finally managed to drag 
Klaus off the tracks, and to find some 
branches that he used to make a splint 
for Klaus’ leg.

“Where are we?” Heinrich wondered 
after they had been sitting in silence for 
some time. 

Klaus had regained some of his com-
posure, and his leg had grown numb, so 
that he no longer felt the pain. 

“In Austria,” Klaus said haltingly, “and 
according to my calculations about thirty 
kilometers east of Thumbringen. You … 
you are going to have to head back alone. 
At least one of us can make it. I’ll just … 
lie down here.” 

“I’m sorry, that’s not the way we work, 
remember?” Heinrich said. “I have to try 
to save you or I could never live with my 
conscience.”

“Now don’t go sentimental on me,” 
Klaus joked. “But … thanks.”

Heinrich looked around, and suddenly 
remembered his key. He frantically felt 
around his neck, fearing he may have lost 
it in the jump, but then felt it under his 
clothes. He closed his eyes and prayed. 
“Dear God, please help us. We need You 
to be our magical key right now, to keep 
away any forces of evil that might seek to 
harm us, and to send us someone who 
can help get us out of here. Amen.”

Just then, Heinrich heard something. 
“A car!” he said. “There must be a road 
nearby. Wait here! I’m going to see if I can 
get help!”

Heinrich ran in the direction of the 
sound, and broke through a small, for-
ested area to see two headlights approach-
ing. He stepped into the road, and the 
driver stopped. The vehicle turned out 
to be a farmer’s truck with a large flatbed 
covered by a thin layer of hay.

“Please help me,” Heinrich pleaded. “I 
have a friend who’s hurt!”

“Where is he?”
“On the other side of these woods. I 

couldn’t move him. I think his leg is broken. 
Can you help me take him somewhere?”

“Of course,” the man answered. He 
stepped out and followed Heinrich to the 
spot. Using a blanket from his truck and 
some large sticks, they formed a stretcher 
and carried Klaus to the truck, where 
they scooped together some hay on the 
flatbed and lay Klaus on top of it.

“From the looks of you,” the man said, 
eyeing Heinrich and Klaus carefully, “I 
don’t imagine you’ll want me to take you 
to a hospital.”
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“I can make arrangements for him to 
get out another way, but not that soon.”

“What way would that be, may I ask?” 
Heinrich questioned.

“No, you may not. Believe me, the 
less you know, the better it is for all of us. 
Trust me.”

“I guess I’ll have to,” Heinrich conceded. 
“But … I’ve never jumped before!”

“That’s okay. You just fall into it. Just 
make sure that you roll when you land to 
absorb the shock. It won’t be any worse 
than your jump from that train.”

Heinrich and Klaus embraced each 
other and committed each other’s care to 
the Lord. Petrus led Heinrich to a cow pas-
ture and uncovered an old biplane that 
had been camouflaged with branches. 
After Heinrich had strapped on his para-
chute and was seated in the plane, Petrus 
walked to the front and pulled down the 
propeller. “Open the gas when it sparks!” 
he yelled to Heinrich. After a few attempts 
the engine kicked in, and moments later 
they were airborne. 

Heinrich could see the dawn starting to 
break low on the horizon, and could make 
out soft clouds drifting along lazily in the 
darkness a short distance beneath them. 

Even though they were running 
without any lights, they soon heard 
the unmistakable sound of a German 
Messerschmitt plane coming closer.

“I think we’ve been spotted!” Heinrich 
yelled.

“Yes! He’s coming up on our tail! Hold 
on!” Petrus grabbed the throttle and took 
the plane through sharp dives and turns 
trying to lose the attacker, but their pur-
suer could not be shaken off. Soon the 
Messerschmitt was peppering the sky with 
blasts from his machine gun. Sparks from 
the tracer bullets lit up the sky around them. 
A few bullets hit the biplane’s fuselage. 

Heinrich looked worried for a moment, 
but Astrid spoke to his heart. He will help 
you, she assured him. Heinrich looked at 
the man and nodded.

“Very well. I’ll take you to my house. 
My wife can take care of your friend.”

- 26 -
Returned

At his cottage, the farmer and his wife took 
care of Heinrich and Klaus, feeding them 
some hot broth and potatoes. That night a 
thickly bearded visitor came. He called him-
self Petrus, although everyone knew that 
was not his real name. He said that he was 
from the resistance movement.

“Can you get us to Thumbringen?” 
Heinrich asked after telling of their escape 
from the train. “We have to get out of here. 
Our companions have probably realized 
that we have escaped. Before long this 
area is going to be swarming with patrols 
looking for us, and they will probably 
shoot us on sight if they find us.”

“Thumbringen, you say?” Petrus 
remarked. “It’s not that far away. But if 
the SS are as desperate to catch you as 
you say they are, driving there is not an 
option, even at this hour of the night.”

“Isn’t there something you can 
do? Some way to smuggle us into 
Thumbringen? It’s urgent!”

Petrus thought for a while before he 
answered.

“We have a small plane. It would still 
be risky, but faster and safer than any 
other option right now.”

“An airplane? But where would you 
land?” Heinrich asked.

“We wouldn’t. You would have to jump 
out and parachute down.”

“But what about my friend? He is in 
no condition to jump.”
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Fuel started to leak, followed by a plume 
of smoke streaming from the engine.

“Get ready!” Petrus yelled. “You’ll have 
to jump exactly when I tell you, or you’ll 
miss Thumbringen completely!”

Heinrich climbed out of the cockpit, 
gripping the plane’s struts in fear.

“Now! Jump!” Petrus commanded.
Heinrich jumped and pulled his cord. 

A few seconds later he saw the biplane 
start to plummet downwards in a spiral. 
Another chute opened and slowly fell to 
the ground. The German plane came back 
a few times to fire at the parachutes, but 
the clouds closer to the ground obscured 
his view. As Heinrich fell he saw Astrid 
with her arms wide open, as if she was 
forming a protective wall between the 
jumpers and the German warplane. It 
was only for a few seconds, but it encour-
aged him greatly.

Thank You, Lord, for sending Astrid and 
the thick clouds to save my life! Moments 
later he saw a fiery trail through the clouds, 
followed by an explosion as the biplane hit 
the ground and burst into flames. 

Once Heinrich had landed and was 
back on his feet, he looked around. There 
was no sign of Petrus or his parachute, 
and no indication where he might have 
landed. But the familiar mountains of his 
home made Heinrich feel like a runner in 
sight of the finish line. I’ve got to get to the 
palace right away!

He made his way to the nearest farm-
house, and as he drew closer the door 
opened and an elderly man with a large 
handlebar mustache emerged. “And who 
might you be?” he asked.

“Hello, I’m Prince Heinrich.”
“How could you be? The prince is in 

Munich, working with the Nazis. I’ve 
heard it on the radio, and even seen 
newsreels of him in town!”

“Don’t believe everything you see on 
those Nazi newsreels,” Heinrich said. “I 
can prove to you that I am the prince. See 
this key? It has the palace emblem carved 
on it.”

“It’s wooden.”
“I’m on my way to redeem it for a 

golden one that my father promised to 
me. Call the palace now and see for your-
self.”

“I’ll do that.”
The man returned after a few minutes 

with an embarrassed grin and said, “I’m 
so sorry, your excellency. We would like 
the privilege of bringing you to the palace 
ourselves. I’m afraid that we don’t have 
any cars, but it would be an honor if you 
would ride in my tractor. The palace is 
sending a car to meet us on the way.”

“Thank you, kind sir. A tractor would 
do fine if it gets me to my destination 
faster than walking.”

Heinrich clambered on board the 
tractor and the powerful diesel engine 
revved up, leaving a smoky trail in its 
wake. News spread quickly, and soon the 
small road was lined with cheering vil-
lagers. Heinrich smiled to himself as he 
thought about the time that Jesus rode 
before the crowds on a donkey.

Twenty minutes later they were met 
by a small motorcade from the palace. 
Both vehicles stopped. Prince Martin got 
out of his car, Heinrich got down off the 
tractor, and they ran to meet each other 
and embraced.

“Thank God you’re safe!” Prince 
Martin said.

“Yes, it is a miracle indeed.”
Prince Martin looked behind Heinrich. 

“Where’s Klaus?” he asked.
“It’s a long story, but he’s safe, and 

should be returning in the next few days, 
if all goes well.”
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“Then we shall pray that it does,” 
Prince Martin answered. “Come. You can 
tell me all about everything on the way 
back to the palace.”

- 27 -
The March

By the time Prince Martin and 
Heinrich’s motorcade arrived at the palace, 
they received word that the march was 
now under way. Of the 100 participants 
that had been promised by the German 
operatives, fewer than 70 showed up, 
and almost a third of them left when they 
heard that Prince Heinrich would not be 
leading the procession after all. 

Those who remained, how-
ever, proceeded as planned, march-
ing towards the palace chanting 
“Einheit mit Deutschland*! Einheit mit 
Deutschland!” 

One man from inside his house yelled, 
“Go back to Germany!” as he threw a bucket 
of foul water from his window on some of 
the marchers. The demonstrators shook 
their fists and yelled back some obsceni-
ties*, but continued marching on. They lit 
torches on swastika stands along the way 
to the palace, but when they weren’t look-
ing, people in the neighborhood came out 
from their houses to extinguish the flames 
and knock down the swastikas. 

When a young priest heard of the 
march, he brought out the two-meter 
high Madonna statue from the church 
wearing the schutzmantel*. In times of 
trouble it had always been the custom to 
use the statue as a focal point for prayers 

of refuge and deliverance from evil or 
danger. They all knew that the statue 
itself was not magical, but it helped them 
to focus their prayers. Many more people 
gathered around the statue than had 
joined the marchers, and the priest soon 
ushered them into the church that stood 
on the opposite side of the palace square. 
There they prayed for God’s blessing and 
protection on their prince and country. 

By the time the demonstrators had 
reached the palace square, their band had 
grown to a little over 80 men. But even 
as the leader of the procession began to 
shout his angry words against the palace 
through a megaphone, many of the dem-
onstrators became disillusioned by their 
small numbers, and one by one began to 
disperse, setting down their banners, and 
returning to their houses.

* * *
Later that evening Hitler was advised 

about the failed attempt.
“So, will you invade Thumbringen 

now?” a military advisor asked.
“My plans have been delayed, but I 

will not be denied. Right now we have 
more pressing business. I believe that if 
we conquer the West first, the East will 
fall soon after. No one can stand against 
the ocean. Perhaps it is only low tide for 
the Third Reich in Thumbringen now, but 
we are ready to sweep across Europe, and 
the world!”

“But why not just sweep into 
Thumbringen at the same time?” the 
advisor asked.

“I do not want to be known as the first 
man in history to annex Thumbringen. 

*Einheit mit Deutschland: “Unity with Germany”
*obscenities: indecent and insulting remarks
*schutzmantel: (literally “protective cloak”) in the Catholic tradition, a cloak that Mary 

wears which symbolizes divine protection
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I would look ridiculous to the world. 
People would laugh.”

“But what of our plans to make a super 
bomb? Wasn’t Thumbringen vital to these 
plans, and this war?”

“I have my scientists working on 
something a little less dramatic, but 
hopefully a lot easier to perfect—rocket 
propelled bombs that will fly themselves 
to their targets so that our pilots don’t 
have to. And when the time is right, and 
we have our super bomb, we’ll already 
have the rocket power to deliver it when-
ever and wherever we want! The world 
will bow before us. It may just take a little 
longer.”

- 28 -
A Key for a Prince

Between the leftover blankets of night, 
the eye of morning was piercing through, 
announcing the coming of the day.

It was November 1, and the thin blan-
ket of snow that covered the city gave it a 
fresh and renewed look, as if all the tur-
moil and confusion of the past few weeks 
had been washed away. 

The first light saw the morning paper 
being delivered to the waiting newsstands. 
Some people were already lining up to get 
the latest news about the German infiltra-
tors, and the march that threatened their 
liberty, but had come to nothing. In large 
bold print the headlines read: 

Thumbringen Stands!

The palace had issued a declaration 
that any citizens of Thumbringen who 
wished to join the Third Reich or the Nazi 
Party were free to do so, but would have to 
renounce their Thumbringer citizenship 
and seek better fortunes in Germany. For 

those who remained, Prince Martin pro-
claimed November 1st a day of thanks-
giving, and invited everyone to the palace 
square for a jubilee celebration. 

By noon, most of the country had gath-
ered together. The few remaining swastika 
banners were burned, and replaced with 
new banners painted in bright colors, 
which had messages like, “In Liberty We 
Stand!” and “We Stand Together!”

The church’s bells were ringing, and 
from a small raised podium in front of 
the church, the royal family greeted the 
happy crowd. Heinrich was there, and 
behind him stood Klaus, who was on 
crutches. He had made it safely back, 
smuggled into Thumbringen in a secret 
compartment of a truck.

A multitude of heavenly helpers 
and angels also surrounded the square, 
including Heinrich’s mother and Astrid 
standing arm in arm. They likewise 
joined in the rejoicing and praised God 
for the victory.

From the spirit world, Astrid stroked 
Heinrich’s hair. She looked forward to the 
time when they would be together again. 
As if to punctuate the scene, soft fluffy 
clouds appeared on the horizon, with the 
sun shining from behind to create a silver 
lining.

Heinrich and his father joined hands 
and raised them in a sign of victory. After 
the cheering died down, Prince Martin 
came closer to the microphone and 
spoke. “God has delivered us from our 
enemies.” The cheering started again. 
Prince Martin had to wait for a minute 
before he could be heard. “God has 
lifted us above those who sought to rise 
up against us. He has delivered us from 
the violent man—not by might, nor by 
power, but by His Spirit. He has taken 
the foolish and the weak things of this 
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world to confound the mighty, and He 
has brought to nothing the wisdom of 
the wise. Thumbringen may be one of the 
smallest of nations, but we are beloved in 
God’s sight, and if He is for us, no man or 
country or empire can stand against us!”

The people cheered and clapped 
again, and Prince Martin embraced his 
son, who stood tall and strong next to 
him. Prince Martin lifted his hands to 
quiet the people again. The strain of the 
last few months showed on his face. He 
looked weak and pale. 

He continued. “Be exalted, Lord, in 
Your own strength: so will we sing and 
praise Your power. Let us dance and sing 
our praises.”  

The streets were soon alive with sing-
ing, dancing, eating, and feasting until 
the sun went down. 

But not all were happy at the victory 
celebration. During the revelries, two 
dignified-looking gentlemen in Nazi 
uniforms approached the royal podium. 
Prince Martin motioned for the guards to 
let them through. 

“If you publicize what happened 
here,” one of the men began, “if you 
flaunt your victory, it will act severely 
against your country’s interests.”

“It sounds like you are threatening 
me,” Prince Martin said.

“Unlike the false story that was printed 
in your papers,” the other German officer 
answered, “the German government had 
nothing to do with this demonstration. It 
was a local initiative started by foolhardy 
people who knew nothing of what they 
were doing. Germany has no reason to 
be bothered with a principality as insig-
nificant as this one.” 

“You mean you don’t want people to 
think you were unable to take over this 
tiny principality.”

“Call it what you like,” the second man 
said. “Is our meaning understood?”

Prince Martin decided it would be 
better to agree with his adversaries while 
they were showing themselves willing to 
be agreeable. (See Matthew 5:25.)

“Perfectly,” he said.
The men then turned and left without 

the usual diplomatic courtesies.
Then Prince Martin turned to 

Heinrich. “And now, my son, I must give 
you special recognition for the part that 
you played, and played very well.”

“Not that well,” Heinrich said, lowering 
his eyes. “I’m afraid any good that came 
from all this happened in spite of me, not 
because of me. My mistakes even caused 
the loss of one I loved very much.”

“So it is in life,” his father said, “but 
as God has promised, He will give joy for 
mourning, beauty for ashes, the garment 
of praise for the spirit of heaviness. That 
you might be a tree of righteousness, the 
planting of the Lord, that He might be 
glorified. (See Isaiah 61:3.)

“Though your experience may feel like 
a defeat, Heinrich, God has used it to win 
a great victory, and not just against Hitler. 
For now you will be an even more careful 
and prayerful servant of His. Here, I have 
something to give you.”

With that, Prince Martin pulled a small 
and ornately decorated box from a pocket 
in his vest, and handed it to Heinrich.

Heinrich took the box and opened it to 
see a pure golden key, woven in delicate pat-
terns, with a rim of precious stones painting 
a diamond halo around a black onyx stone 
in which the palace emblem was intricately 
etched in gold. It hung on a long chain of 
alternating gold and silver links.

Prince Martin smiled, lifted the key 
from the box, and placed the necklace 
around his son’s neck.
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“When you wear this key, remember 
that it is only a symbol of the glory and 
power that is God’s. We are but little pic-
tures of this power, but still we must play 
the part that God has given us to play as 
prince and ruler over this small nation. 
And we play it best when we follow the 
sample of our King and Ruler and heav-
enly Father.

“When you have a son, please give 
him this key. Give him God’s Word as I 
have done with you, that he may grow 
in spirit and in faith as well as in mind. 
Because just like the mind must be edu-
cated to know and understand its place 
in the world, so must the spirit grow in 
faith and be educated in spiritual matters 
to understand its place before God.”

Epilogue

And so Thumbringen was spared 
from the fate of war and oppression that 

befell many other nations in that time, 
and even became a refuge for some flee-
ing the persecution and horrors of that 
great World War. 

There were some who left to Germany 
to join the Nazi cause, but after the end of 
the war and Hitler’s defeat, they returned 
to Thumbringen, and were welcomed 
back with open arms, like the prodigal 
son, to start their lives again.

Emil Grass, after the attempted take-
over had failed, returned to Germany and 
joined the German army. He was later 
killed in action trying to defend Berlin 
from the Russians.

Klaus soon recovered from his broken 
leg, and Heinrich discovered a new friend 
at the hospital from his visits there—a 
nurse named Lauralei, who he later mar-
ried. Together they had a daughter, who 
they named Astrid.

After parachuting from the burning 
airplane, Petrus found his way back into 
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Austria, where he continued helping 
others in need as best he could.

Bart and Max returned to visit 
Thumbringen after the war, and bought 
a house there, where Bart often came for 
vacations, spending time with Heinrich 
and learning about the Bible and God’s 
love for man. As Bart grew in faith he 
became a philanthropist*. When asked 
why he gave so much money away, he 
replied, “God has given me so many 
blessings, that I have to keep giving 
to make room for what He gives me in 
return. … I also love to see the joy in the 
faces of those who receive it.” 

So that the people of Thumbringen 
would never forget, a display was set up 
in the local museum which contained the 
threatening letter from Nazi Germany, the 
shoe shine kits that Heinrich and Klaus 
had used, their code book, the letter with 
the secret message, a bit of wreckage from 
the plane that had returned Heinrich to 
the country, and most treasured of all, 
the wooden key that Heinrich had worn 
through it all. These became like the 
crown jewels of Thumbringen, for they 
helped the nation to remember how their 
country was delivered from the hand of 
their enemy through simple things, even 
foolish things, by the power of God.

The story of Heinrich’s adventures 
as a shoeshine boy became a legend as 
famous in Thumbringen as the story of 
the Pied Piper was in Hamelin. And once 
a year, on the nation’s jubilee celebration 
day, Prince Heinrich would sit beside the 
royal table and give free shoe shines to all 
who wanted one.

Not long after all these things, Prince 
Martin died, having lived a full life of 

service to his people, and of faithful-
ness to God. A message that he had 
written in preparation for this event 
was read to the nation at his funeral by 
Heinrich. 

I have closed the door, locked it, and 
thrown away the key, never to return. I 
am moving to a new palace that the Lord 
has built for me. Do not grieve for me, 
but rejoice in knowing that we will meet 
again in a better place. 

Please love my son as you have loved 
me. I trust you will honor and respect him 
as you have honored and respected me, 
and as he honors and respects our God, 
our country, and the heritage of freedom 
that God has given us.

And so it was Heinrich’s turn to take 
up his father’s crown, and to carry on the 
traditions of love and righteousness that 
had made this small country a great one 
in the eyes of God. 

Heinrich was thankful for all that he 
had experienced. He knew it had all been 
for a purpose, to help prepare him for the 
challenges and responsibilities he would 
continue to face in the days to come. Yet 
he knew there was also much that he still 
needed to learn.

He would have to protect his coun-
try from new dangers that would arise. 
Perhaps there would be other Hitlers. 
Perhaps he would see the rise of a world 
power or dark empire even more terrible. 
But he knew that God would, as always, 
keep and protect him and his nation 
through the darkest night.

THE END

*philanthropist: a person who willingly gives something, often money, for the benefit 
of others
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