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      What Is Your Connection to the Story?

   
      To my mother Norma, aunt Marilyn, and son Diego—

      The memory of my father and uncle, A. Ray Edsel and Ron B. Wright, both veterans—

      And the Monuments Men and women, whose heroic efforts preserved so much of the beauty we enjoy today

   
      Whatever these paintings may have been to men who looked at them a generation back—today they are not only works of art. Today
            they are the symbols of the human spirit, and of the world the freedom of the human spirit made…. To accept this work today
            is to assert the purpose of the people of America that the freedom of the human spirit and human mind which has produced the
            world’s great art and all its science—shall not be utterly destroyed.

      —President Franklin D. Roosevelt, dedication ceremony of the National Gallery of Art, March 17, 1941

      It used to be called plundering. But today things have become more humane. In spite of that, I intend to plunder, and to do
            it thoroughly.

      —Reichsmarschall Hermann Göring, speaking to a conference of Reich Commissioners for the Occupied Territories and the Military
            Commanders, Berlin, August 6, 1942

   
      AUTHOR’S NOTE

      Most of us are aware that World War II was the most destructive war in history. We know of the horrific loss of life; we’ve
         seen images of the devastated European cities. Yet how many among us have walked through a majestic museum such as the Louvre,
         enjoyed the solitude of a towering cathedral such as Chartres, or gazed upon a sublime painting such as Leonardo da Vinci’s
         Last Supper, and wondered, “How did so many monuments and great works of art survive this war? Who were the people that saved them?”
      

      The major events of World War II—Pearl Harbor, D-Day, the Battle of the Bulge—have become as much a part of our collective
         conscience as the names of the books and films—Band of Brothers, The Greatest Generation, Saving Private Ryan, Schindler’s List—and the writers, directors, and actors—Ambrose, Brokaw, Spielberg, Hanks—who brought these epic events and the heroism of
         that time to life for us once again.
      

      But what if I told you there was a major story about World War II that hasn’t been told, a significant story at the heart
         of the entire war effort, involving the most unlikely group of heroes you’ve never heard of? What if I told you there was
         a group of men on the front lines who quite literally saved the world as we know it; a group that didn’t carry machine guns
         or drive tanks, who weren’t official statesmen; men who not only had the vision to understand the grave threat to the greatest
         cultural and artistic achievements of civilization, but then joined the front lines to do something about it?
      

      These unknown heroes were known as the “Monuments Men,” a group of soldiers who served in the Western Allied military effort
         from 1943 until 1951. Their initial responsibility was to mitigate combat damage, primarily to structures—churches, museums,
         and other important monuments. As the war progressed and the German border was breached, their focus shifted to locating movable
         works of art and other cultural items stolen or otherwise missing. During their occupation of Europe, Hitler and the Nazis
         pulled off the “greatest theft in history,” seizing and transporting more than five million cultural objects to the Third
         Reich. The Western Allied effort, spearheaded by the Monuments Men, thus became the “greatest treasure hunt in history,” with
         all the unimaginable and bizarre stories that only war can produce. It was also a race against time, for hidden in the most
         incredible locations, some of which have inspired modern-day popular icons like Sleeping Beauty’s Castle at Disneyland and
         The Sound of Music, were tens of thousands of the world’s greatest artistic masterpieces, many stolen by the Nazis, including priceless paintings
         by Leonardo da Vinci, Jan Vermeer, and Rembrandt, and sculptures by Michelangelo and Donatello. And some of the Nazi fanatics
         holding them were intent on making sure that if the Third Reich couldn’t have them, the rest of the world wouldn’t either.
      

      In the end, 350 or so men and women from thirteen nations served in the Monuments, Fine Arts, and Archives section (MFAA)—a
         remarkably small number in a fighting force numbering into the millions. However, there were only sixty or so Monuments Men
         serving in Europe by the end of combat (May 8, 1945), most of whom were American or British. Monuments-laden Italy had just
         twenty-two Monuments officers. Within the first several months after D-Day (June 6, 1944), fewer than a dozen Monuments Men
         were on the ground in Normandy. Another twenty-five were gradually added until the end of hostilities, with the awesome responsibility
         of covering all of northern Europe. It seemed an impossible assignment.
      

      My original plan for this book was to tell the story of the Monuments Men’s activities throughout Europe, concentrating on
         events from June 1944 to May 1945 through the experiences of just eight Monuments Men who served on the front lines—plus two
         key figures, including one woman—using their field journals, diaries, wartime reports, and most importantly their letters
         home to wives, children, and family members during combat. Because of the vastness of the story and my determination to faithfully
         convey it, the final manuscript became so lengthy that it regrettably became necessary to exclude from this book the Monuments
         Men’s activities in Italy. I have used northern Europe—mainly France, the Netherlands, Germany, and Austria—as a crucible
         for understanding the Monuments effort.
      

      Monuments officers Deane Keller and Frederick Hartt, both American, and John Bryan Ward-Perkins, who was British, and others
         experienced incredible events during their difficult work in Italy. Our research unearthed insightful and moving letters home
         that detailed the sometimes overwhelming responsibility they faced to protect this irreplaceable cradle of civilization. I
         will be including these heroes’ memorable experiences in Italy, using many of their own words, in a subsequent book.
      

      I have taken the liberty of creating dialogue for continuity, but in no instance does it concern matters of substance and
         in all cases it is based on extensive documentation. I have at all times tried not only to understand and communicate the
         facts, but also the personalities and perspectives of the people involved, as well as their perception of events at the very
         instant they occurred. With the advantage of hindsight, these can be quite different from our opinions; thus one of the great
         challenges of history. Any errors in judgment are mine alone.
      

      At its heart, The Monuments Men is a personal story: a story about people. Allow me then one personal story. On November 1, 2006, I flew to Williamstown,
         Massachusetts, to meet and interview Monuments Man S. Lane Faison Jr., who also served in the OSS (Office of Strategic Services),
         precursor to the CIA (Central Intelligence Agency). Lane arrived in Germany in the summer of 1945 and promptly went to Altaussee,
         Austria, to assist with the interrogations of key Nazi officials who had been detained by Western Allied forces. His particular
         assignment was to find out as much as possible about Hitler’s art collection and his plans for the Führermuseum. After the
         war, Lane was an educator of art at Williams College for almost thirty years, training and sharing his gifted insights with
         students, both the strivers and the achievers. His professional legacy lives on through his students, in particular the leaders
         of many of the United States’ leading museums: Thomas Krens (Solomon R. Guggenheim Foundation, 1988–2008), James Wood (J.
         Paul Getty Trust, 2004–present), Michael Govan (Los Angeles County Museum of Art, 2006–present), Jack Lane (Dallas Museum
         of Art, 1999–2007), Earl A. “Rusty” Powell III (National Gallery of Art, Washington, D.C., 1992–present), and the legendary
         Kirk Varnedoe (Museum of Modern Art, 1986–2001).
      

      Although ninety-eight years old, Lane was in seemingly good health. Still, I was warned in advance by Gordon, one of his four
         sons, that “Pop hasn’t been staying awake for periods much longer than thirty minutes, so don’t be disappointed if you don’t
         learn very much from your conversation.” And what a conversation it was, lasting almost three hours as Lane flipped through
         my first book, Rescuing Da Vinci, a photographic tribute to the work of the Monuments Men, stopping periodically to stare intently at images that seemed to
         transport him back in time. Over and again, as his memory was jogged, the twinkle in his eye appeared, and his arms moved
         enthusiastically with the telling of each amazing story until we both needed to stop. Gordon was in disbelief, a sentiment
         each of his brothers later echoed.
      

      As I rose to say goodbye, I walked to the side of his recliner and extended my hand to thank him. Lane reached out and firmly
         clasped it with both of his hands, pulled me close, and said, “I’ve been waiting to meet you all my life.” Ten days later,
         a week shy of his ninety-ninth birthday, he died. It was Veterans Day.
      

   
      MAIN CHARACTERS
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      Major Ronald Edmund Balfour, First Canadian Army. Age in 1944: 40. Born: Oxfordshire, England. Balfour, an art history expert at Cambridge University, was what the British
         called a “gentleman scholar”: a bachelor dedicated to the intellectual life without ambition for accolades or position. A
         dedicated Protestant, he began his life as a history scholar, then switched to ecclesiastic studies. His prized possession
         was his immense personal library.
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      Private Harry Ettlinger, U.S. Seventh Army. Age: 18. Born: Karlsruhe, Germany (immigrated to Newark, New Jersey). A German Jew, Ettlinger fled Nazi persecution in 1938
         with his family. Drafted by the army after graduating from high school in Newark in 1944, Private Ettlinger spent much of
         his tour of duty lost in the army bureaucracy before finally finding his niche in early May 1945.
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      Captain Walker Hancock, U.S. First Army. Age: 43. Born: St. Louis, Missouri. Hancock was a renowned sculptor who had won the prestigious Prix de Rome before the war
         and designed the Army Air Medal in 1942. Warmhearted and optimistic, he wrote often to his great love, Saima Natti, whom he
         had married only two weeks before shipping to Europe for duty. His most common refrain was his joy in his work and his dreams
         of a house and studio where they could live and work together in Cape Cod, Massachusetts.
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      Captain Walter “Hutch” Huchthausen, U.S. Ninth Army. Age: 40. Born: Perry, Oklahoma. Hutch, a boyishly handsome bachelor, was a practicing architect and design professor at the
         University of Minnesota. Stationed primarily in the German city of Aachen, he was responsible for much of the northwest portion
         of Germany.
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      Jacques Jaujard, director of French National Museums. Age: 49. Born: Asnières, France. As the director of the French National Museums, Jaujard was responsible for the safety of
         the French state art collections during the Nazi occupation from 1940 to 1944. He was a boss, mentor, and confidant of the
         other great hero of the French cultural establishment, Rose Valland.
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      Private First Class Lincoln Kirstein, U.S. Third Army. Age: 37. Born: Rochester, New York. Kirstein was a cultural impresario and patron of the arts. Brilliant but prone to mood
         swings and depression, a founder of the legendary New York City Ballet, he is widely considered one of the most important
         cultural figures of his generation. Nonetheless, he was one of the lowest-ranking members of the MFAA, serving as the very
         capable assistant to Captain Robert Posey.
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      Captain Robert Posey, U.S. Third Army. Age: 40. Born: Morris, Alabama. Raised in poverty on an Alabama farm, Posey graduated from Auburn University with a degree
         in architecture thanks to funding from the army’s Reserve Officers’ Training Corps (ROTC). The loner of the MFAA, he was deeply
         proud of Third Army and its legendary commander, General George S. Patton Jr. He wrote frequently to his wife, Alice, and
         often picked up cards and souvenirs for his young son Dennis, whom he called “Woogie.”
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      Second Lieutenant James J. Rorimer, Comm Zone and U.S. Seventh Army. Age: 39. Born: Cleveland, Ohio. Rorimer was a wunderkind of the museum world, rising to curator of the Metropolitan Museum
         at a young age. A specialist in medieval art, he was instrumental in the founding of the Met’s medieval collections branch,
         the Cloisters, with the help of the great patron John D. Rockefeller Jr. Assigned to Paris, his bulldog determination, willingness
         to buck the system, and love of all things French endeared him to Rose Valland. Their relationship would be vitally important
         in the race to discover the Nazi treasure troves. Married to a fellow employee of the Metropolitan, Katherine, his daughter
         Anne was born while he was on active duty; he was not able to see her for more than two years.
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      Lieutenant George Stout, U.S. First Army and U.S. Twelfth Army Group. Age: 47. Born: Winterset, Iowa. A towering figure in the then obscure field of art conservation, Stout was one of the first
         people in America to understand the Nazi threat to the cultural patrimony of Europe and pushed the museum community and the
         army toward establishing a professional art conservation corps. As a field officer, he was the go-to expert for all the other
         Monuments Men in northern Europe and their indispensable role model and friend. Dapper and well-mannered, with a fastidiousness
         and thoroughness that shone in the field, Stout, a veteran of World War I, left behind a wife, Margie, and a young son. His
         oldest son served in the U.S. Navy.
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      Rose Valland, Temporary Custodian of the Jeu de Paume. Age: 46. Born: Saint-Etienne-de-Saint-Geoirs, France. Rose Valland, a woman of modest means raised in the countryside of
         France, was the unlikely hero of the French cultural world. She was a longtime unpaid volunteer at the Jeu de Paume museum,
         adjacent to the Louvre, when the Nazi occupation of Paris began. An unassuming but determined single woman with a forgettable
         bland style and manner, she ingratiated herself with the Nazis at the Jeu de Paume and, unbeknownst to them, spied on their
         activities for the four years of their occupation. After the liberation of Paris, the extent and importance of her secret
         information, which she fiercely guarded, had a pivotal impact on the discovery of looted works of art from France.
      

   
      SECTION I
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      The Mission

      1938–1944

      This is a long road we have to travel. The men that can do things are going to be sought out just as surely as the sun rises
            in the morning. Fake reputations, habits of glib and clever speech, and glittering surface performance are going to be discovered
            and kicked overboard. Solid, sound leadership… and ironclad determination to face discouragement, risk, and increasing work
            without flinching, will always characterize the man who has a sure-enough, bang-up fighting unit. Added to this he must have
            a darn strong tinge of imagination—I am continuously astounded by the utter lack of imaginative thinking…. Finally, the man
            has to be able to forget himself and personal fortunes. I’ve relieved two seniors here because they got to worrying about
            “injustice,” “unfairness,” “prestige,” and—oh, what the hell!

      —Supreme Commander General Dwight David Eisenhower in a letter to General Vernon Prichard, August 27, 1942

      “I think we got some work done, back at the start, because nobody knew us, nobody bothered us—and we had no money.”

      —John Gettens, Fogg Museum Conservation Department, describing scientific breakthroughs he made with George Stout, 1927–1932

       

      THE MONUMENTS MEN

      The Monuments Men were a group of men and women from thirteen nations, most of whom volunteered for service in the newly created
         Monuments, Fine Arts, and Archives section, or MFAA. Most of the early volunteers had expertise as museum directors, curators,
         art scholars and educators, artists, architects, and archivists. Their job description was simple: to save as much of the
         culture of Europe as they could during combat.
      

      The creation of the MFAA section was a remarkable experiment. It marked the first time an army fought a war while comprehensively
         attempting to mitigate cultural damage, and it was performed without adequate transportation, supplies, personnel, or historical
         precedent. The men tasked with this mission were, on the surface, the most unlikely of heroes. Of the initial sixty or so
         that served in the battlefields of North Africa and Europe through May 1945, the primary period covered by our story, most
         were middle-aged, with an average age of forty. The oldest was sixty-six, an “old and indestructible”
         
            1
         
          World War I veteran; only five were still in their twenties. Most had established families and accomplished careers. But
         they had all chosen to join the war effort in the Monuments, Fine Arts, and Archives section, and to a man they were willing to fight and die
         for what they believed. I am proud to introduce them to you and to tell, as best I can, their remarkable stories
      

   
      CHAPTER 1

      Out of Germany

      Karlsruhe, Germany

      1715–1938

      The city of Karlsruhe, in southwestern Germany, was founded in 1715 by the Margrave Karl Wilhelm von Baden-Durlach. Local legend
         held that Karl Wilhelm walked into the woods one day, fell asleep, and dreamt of a palace surrounded by a city. Actually,
         he left his previous residence at Durlach after a fight with the local townspeople. Still, always the optimist, Karl Wilhelm
         had his new settlement laid out like a wheel, with his palace in the center and thirty-two roads leading out from it like
         spokes. As in the dream, a town soon grew around his palace.
      

      Hoping the new city would grow quickly into a regional power, Karl Wilhelm invited anyone to come and settle where they pleased,
         regardless of race or creed. This was a rare luxury, especially for Jews, who were relegated to Jewish-only neighborhoods
         throughout most of Eastern Europe. By 1718, a Jewish congregation was established in Karlsruhe. In 1725, a Jewish merchant
         named Seligmann immigrated there from Ettlingen, the nearby town where his family had lived since 1600. Seligmann thrived
         in Karlsruhe, perhaps because it wasn’t until 1752, when the town finally felt itself a legitimate regional power, that anti-Jewish
         laws became the fashion. Around 1800, when inhabitants of Germany became legally obligated to take a surname, Seligmann’s
         descendants chose the last name Ettlinger, after their city of origin.
      

      The main street in Karlsruhe is Kaiserstrasse, and on this road in 1850 the Ettlingers opened a women’s clothing store, Gebrüder
         Ettlinger. Jews were forbidden by then to own farmland. The professions, like medicine, law, or government service, were accessible
         to them but also openly discriminatory, while the trade guilds, such as those for plumbing and carpentry, barred their admission.
         As a result, many Jewish families focused on retail. Gebrüder Ettlinger was only two blocks from the palace, and in the late
         1890s the regular patronage of Karl Wilhelm’s descendant, the Grand Duchess Hilda von Baden, wife of Friedrich II von Baden,
         made it one of the most fashionable stores in the region. By the early 1900s the store featured four floors of merchandise
         and forty employees. The duchess lost her position in 1918, after Germany’s defeat in World War I, but even the loss of their
         patron didn’t dent the fortunes of the Ettlinger family.
      

      In 1925, Max Ettlinger married Suse Oppenheimer, whose father was a wholesale textile merchant in the nearby town of Bruchsal.
         His primary business was uniform cloth for government employees, like policemen and customs officials. The Jewish Oppenheimers,
         who traced their local roots to 1450, were well known for their integrity, kindness, and philanthropy. Suse’s mother had served
         as, among others things, the president of the local Red Cross. So when Max and Suse’s first son, Heinz Ludwig Chaim Ettlinger,
         called Harry, was born in 1926, the family was not only well-off financially, but an established and respected presence in
         the Karlsruhe area.
      

      Children live in a closed world, and young Harry assumed life as he knew it had gone on that way forever. He didn’t have any
         friends who weren’t Jewish, but his parents didn’t either, so that didn’t seem unusual. He saw non-Jews at school and in the
         parks, and he liked them, but buried deep within those interactions was the knowledge that, for some reason, he was an outsider.
         He had no idea that the world was entering an economic depression, or that hard times bring recriminations and blame. Privately,
         Harry’s parents worried not just about the economy, but about the rising tide of nationalism and anti-Semitism. Harry noticed
         only that perhaps the line between himself and the larger world of Karlsruhe was becoming easier to see and harder to cross.
      

      Then in 1933, seven-year-old Harry was banned from the local sports association. In the summer of 1935, his aunt left Karlsruhe
         for Switzerland. When Harry started the fifth grade a few months later, he was one of only two Jewish boys in his class of
         forty-five. His father was a decorated veteran of World War I, wounded by shrapnel outside Metz, France, so Harry was granted
         a temporary exemption from the 1935 Nuremberg Laws that stripped Jews of German citizenship and, with it, most of their rights.
         Forced to sit in the back row, Harry’s grades dropped noticeably. This wasn’t the result of ostracism or intimidation—that
         did occur, but Harry was never beaten or physically bullied by his classmates. It was the prejudice of his teachers.
      

      Two years later, in 1937, Harry switched to the Jewish school. Soon after, he and his two younger brothers received a surprise
         gift: bicycles. Gebrüder Ettlinger had gone bankrupt, felled by a boycott of Jewish-owned businesses, and his father was now
         working with Opa (Grandpa) Oppenheimer in his textile business. Harry was taught to ride a bicycle so he could get around
         Holland, where the family was hoping to move. His best friend’s family was trying to emigrate to Palestine. Almost everyone
         Harry knew, in fact, was trying to get out of Germany. Then word came that the Ettlingers’ application was denied. They weren’t
         going to Holland. Shortly thereafter, Harry crashed his bicycle; his admission to the local hospital was also denied.
      

      There were two synagogues in Karlsruhe, and the Ettlingers, who were not strictly observant Jews, attended the less orthodox.
         The Kronenstrasse Synagogue was a large, ornate hundred-year-old building. The worship center soared four floors into a series
         of decorated domes—four floors was the maximum allowable height, for no building in Karlsruhe could be higher than the tower
         of Karl Wilhelm’s palace. The men, who wore pressed black suits and black top hats, sat on long benches in the bottom section.
         The women sat in the upper balconies. Behind them, the sun streamed in through large windows, bathing the hall in light.
      

      On Friday nights and Saturday mornings, Harry could look out over the whole congregation from his perch in the choir loft.
         The people he recognized were leaving, forced overseas by poverty, discrimination, the threat of violence, and a government
         that encouraged emigration as the best “solution” for both Jews and the German state. Still, the synagogue was always full.
         As the world shrunk—economically, culturally, socially—the synagogue drew more and more of the fringes of the Jewish community
         into the city’s last comfortable embrace. It wasn’t unusual for five hundred people to fill the hall, chanting together and
         praying for peace.
      

      In March 1938, the Nazis annexed Austria. The public adulation that followed cemented Hitler’s control of power and reinforced
         his ideology of “Deutschland über alles”—“Germany above all.” He was forming, he said, a new German empire that would last a thousand years. German empire? Germany
         above all? The Jews of Karlsruhe believed war was inevitable. Not just against them, but against the whole of Europe.
      

      A month later, on April 28, 1938, Max and Suse Ettlinger rode the train fifty miles to the U.S. consulate in Stuttgart. They
         had been applying for years to Switzerland, Great Britain, France, and the United States for permission to emigrate, but all
         their applications had been denied. They weren’t seeking papers now, only answers to a few questions, but the consulate was
         crammed with people and in complete disarray. The couple was led from room to room, unsure of where they were going or why.
         Questions were asked and forms filled out. A few days later, a letter arrived. Their application for emigration to the United
         States was being processed. April 28, it turned out, was the last day the United States was taking requests for emigration;
         the mysterious paperwork had been their application. The Ettlingers were getting out.
      

      But first, Harry had to celebrate his bar mitzvah. The ceremony was scheduled for January 1939, with the family to leave thereafter.
         Harry spent the summer studying Hebrew and English while the family’s possessions disappeared. Some were sent to friends and
         relatives, but most of their personal items were boxed for passage to America. Jews weren’t allowed to take money out of the
         country—which made the 100 percent tax paid to the Nazi Party for shipping all but meaningless—but they were still allowed
         to keep a few possessions, a luxury that would be stripped from them by the end of the year.
      

      In July, Harry’s bar mitzvah ceremony was moved forward to October 1938. Emboldened by his success in Austria, Hitler proclaimed
         that if the Sudetenland, a small stretch of territory made part of Czechoslovakia after World War I, was not given to Germany,
         the country would go to war for it. The mood was somber. War seemed not only inevitable, but imminent. At the synagogue, the
         prayers for peace became more frequent, and more desperate. In August, the Ettlingers moved up the date of their son’s bar
         mitzvah ceremony, and their passage out of Germany, another three weeks.
      

      In September, twelve-year-old Harry and his two brothers took the train seventeen miles to Bruchsal to visit their grandparents
         for the last time. The textile business had failed, and his grandparents were moving to the nearby town of Baden-Baden. Oma
         (Grandma) Oppenheimer fixed the boys a simple lunch. Opa Oppenheimer showed them, one last time, a few select pieces from
         his collection of prints. He was a student of the world and a minor patron of the arts. His art collection contained almost
         two thousand prints, primarily ex libris bookplates and works by minor German Impressionists working in the late 1890s and
         early 1900s. One of the best was a print, made by a local artist, of the self-portrait by Rembrandt that hung in the Karlsruhe
         museum. The painting was a jewel of the museum’s collection. Opa Oppenheimer had admired it often on his visits to the museum
         for lectures and meetings, but he hadn’t seen the painting in five years. Harry had never seen it, despite living four blocks
         away from it his whole life. In 1933, the museum had barred entry to Jews.
      

      Putting the prints away at last, Opa Oppenheimer turned to the globe. “You boys are going to become Americans,” he told them
         sadly, “and your enemy is going to be”—he spun the globe and placed his finger not on Berlin, but on Tokyo—“the Japanese.”
         
            1
         
         
      

      A week later, on September 24, 1938, Harry Ettlinger celebrated his bar mitzvah in Karlsruhe’s magnificent Kronenstrasse Synagogue.
         The service lasted three hours, in the middle of which Harry rose to read from the Torah, singing the passages in ancient
         Hebrew as had been done for thousands of years. The synagogue was filled to capacity. This was a ceremony to honor his passage
         into adulthood, his hope for the future, but to so many the chance for a life in Karlsruhe seemed lost. The jobs were gone;
         the Jewish community was shunned and harassed; Hitler was daring the Western powers to oppose him. After the ceremony, the
         rabbi took Harry’s parents aside and told them not to delay, to leave not tomorrow but that very afternoon, on the 1:00 p.m.
         train to Switzerland. His parents were stunned. The rabbi was advocating travel on Shabbat, the day of rest. It was unheard
         of.
      

      The ten-block walk home seemed long. The celebratory meal of cold sandwiches was eaten quietly in an empty apartment. The
         only guests were Oma and Opa Oppenheimer, Harry’s other grandmother Oma Jennie, and her sister Tante (Aunt) Rosa, both of
         whom had moved in with the family around the time Gebrüder Ettlinger went bankrupt. When Harry’s mother told Opa Oppenheimer
         what the rabbi had advised, the veteran of the German army went to the window, looked onto Kaiserstrasse, and saw dozens of
         soldiers milling about in their uniforms.
      

      “If the war would start today,” the canny veteran said, “all these soldiers would be off the street and in their barracks.
         The war will not start today.”
         
            2
         
         
      

      Harry’s father, also a proud veteran of the German army, agreed. The family left not that afternoon, but the next morning
         on the first train to Switzerland. On October 9, 1938, they arrived in New York harbor. Exactly one month later, on November
         9, the Nazis used the assassination of a diplomat to put into full force their crusade against German Jews. Kristallnacht, the Night of Broken Glass, saw the destruction of more than seven thousand Jewish businesses and two hundred synagogues.
         The Jewish men of Karlsruhe, including Opa Oppenheimer, were rounded up and put in the nearby Dachau internment camp. The
         magnificent hundred-year-old Kronenstrasse Synagogue, where only weeks before Heinz Ludwig Chaim Ettlinger had celebrated
         his bar mitzvah, was burned to the ground. Harry Ettlinger was the last boy ever to have his bar mitzvah ceremony in the old
         synagogue of Karlsruhe.
      

      But this story isn’t about the Kronenstrasse Synagogue, the internment camp at Dachau, or even the Holocaust against the Jews.
         It is about a different act of negation and aggression Hitler perpetrated on the people and nations of Europe: his war on
         their culture. For when Private Harry Ettlinger, U.S. Army, finally returned to Karlsruhe, it wasn’t to search for his lost
         relatives or the remains of his community; it was to determine the fate of another aspect of his heritage stripped away by
         the Nazi regime: his grandfather’s beloved art collection. In the process he would discover, buried six hundred feet underground,
         something he had always known about but never expected to see: the Rembrandt of Karlsruhe.
      

   
      CHAPTER 2

      Hitler’s Dream

      Florence, Italy

      May 1938

      In early May 1938, a few days after Harry Ettlinger’s parents accidentally signed their applications for emigration to America,
         Adolf Hitler made one of his first trips outside Germany and Austria. The trip was a state visit to Italy, to meet his Fascist
         ally Benito Mussolini.
      

      Rome, so vast, so monumental, so redolent of empire with its massive, columned ruins, almost certainly humbled him. Its splendor—not
         its current splendor but the reflection of ancient Rome—made Berlin seem a mere provincial outpost. Rome was what he wanted
         his German capital to become. He had been moving toward conquest for years, planning his subjugation of Europe, but Rome sparked
         the idea of empire. Since 1936, he had been discussing with his personal architect, Albert Speer, a plan to rebuild Berlin on a massive scale.
         After Rome, he told Speer to build not just for today, but for the future. He wanted to create monuments that over the centuries
         would become elegant ruins so that a thousand years into the Reich, humankind would still be looking in awe at the symbols
         of his power.
      

      Hitler found the smaller-scale Florence, the art capital of Italy, similarly inspiring. Here, in the intimate cluster of buildings
         that marked the birthplace of the Italian Renaissance, was the cultural heart of Europe. Nazi flags fluttered; the citizens
         cheered; but the artwork moved him. He spent more than three hours in the Uffizi Gallery, staring in wonder at its famous
         works of art. His entourage tried to keep him moving. Behind him, Mussolini, who had never willingly stepped foot in an art
         museum in his life,
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          muttered in exasperation, “Tutti questi quadri… ”—“All these paintings… ”
         
            2
         
          But Adolf Hitler would not be hurried.
      

      As a young man, he had dreamed of being an artist and an architect. That dream had been crushed when his application to the
         Academy of Fine Arts Vienna was rejected by a panel of so-called art experts he believed to be Jews. He had wandered in the
         wilderness for a decade, almost destitute and virtually living on the streets. But his true destiny had finally revealed itself.
         He was not destined to create, but to remake. To purge, and then rebuild. To make an empire out of Germany, the greatest the
         world had ever seen. The strongest; the most disciplined; the most racially pure. Berlin would be his Rome, but a true artist-emperor
         needed a Florence. And he knew where to build it.
      

      Less than two months earlier, on Sunday, March 13, 1938, Adolf Hitler had placed a wreath on his parents’ grave in his adopted
         hometown of Linz, Austria. The afternoon before, March 12, had seen the fulfillment of one of his great ambitions. He, who
         had once been rejected and ignored, had crossed from Germany, which he now ruled, into his native Austria, which he had just
         annexed into the Reich. At every town, the crowds cheered his convoy and mobbed his touring car. Mothers cried with joy at
         the sight of him; children showered him with flowers and adulation. In Linz, he was hailed as a conquering hero, a savior
         of his country and his race.
      

      The next morning, he had been forced to linger in Linz. So many trucks and tanks in the German convoy had broken down that
         the road to Vienna was completely blocked. All morning he cursed his commanders for ruining his moment, for embarrassing him
         before his people and the world. But that afternoon, alone in the cemetery, his soldiers and hangers-on at a respectful distance,
         the bigger moment descended on him again, like an eagle plunging from the sky to grasp a fish.
      

      He had done it. He wasn’t just a mournful son kneeling before his mother’s iron cross. He was the Führer. He was, as of that
         day, the emperor of Austria. He didn’t have to cower at the sight of Linz’s haphazard industrial riverfront; he could rebuild
         it. He could pour money and prestige into this small industrial town until it toppled the dominance of the Jewish-tinged (but
         at the same time virulently anti-Semitic) Vienna, a city he despised.
      

      Perhaps on that day, he had thought of Aachen. For eleven hundred years the city, burial place of Charlemagne, Holy Roman
         Emperor and founder of the First German Reich in AD 800, had stood as a monument to that man’s glory. Upon its ancient foundations,
         Charlemagne had built an enduring seat of power, centered on the magnificent Aachen Cathedral. Adolf Hitler would rebuild
         Berlin on the blueprint of Rome. But he would rebuild Linz, this rural backwater of factories and smoke, in his own image.
         It wasn’t just a dream; he had the power now to forge an enduring testament to his own fierce leadership and artistic soul.
         Two months later, in the Uffizi Gallery in Florence, he saw clearly what Linz was destined to become: the cultural center
         of Europe.
      

      In April 1938, Hitler had begun to consider the idea of an art museum in Linz, a place to house the personal collection he
         had begun amassing in the 1920s. His visit to one of the epicenters of Western art showed that his thinking had been far too
         small. He would not give Linz a mere museum. He would remodel the city’s riverfront along the Danube into a cultural district
         like the one in Florence, but with wide avenues, walking paths, and parks, and with every viewing point considered and controlled.
         He would build an opera house, a symphony hall, a cinema, a library, and of course a giant mausoleum to house his tomb. And
         nearby, in the center of it all, would stand the Führermuseum, his Aachen Cathedral, the largest, most imposing, most spectacular art museum in the world.
      

      The Führermuseum. It would be his artistic legacy. It would vindicate his rejection from the Academy of Fine Arts Vienna.
         It would give form and purpose to his purge of “degenerate” works of art by Jews and modern artists; his new museums, like
         the Haus der Deutschen Kunst (House of German Art) in Munich, the first public project financed by his government; his huge
         yearly art exhibitions for the edification of the German people; his advocacy of art collecting among the Nazi elite; his
         decade-long pursuit of a world-class personal art collection. He had spent his life searching for artistic purity and perfection.
         The Führermuseum, the most spectacular art museum in history, culled from the riches of the entire world, gave that pursuit
         a defining rationale.
      

      The foundation for culling those riches had already been laid. By 1938, he had already purged the German cultural establishment.
         He had rewritten the laws, stripping German Jews of their citizenship and confiscating their collections of art, their furniture,
         all their possessions right down to their silverware and their family photos. Even at the moment he knelt before his mother’s
         grave on his second day as ruler of Austria, Nazi SS troops under the command of Heinrich Himmler were using those laws to
         arrest the Jewish patriarchy of Vienna and seize their property for the Reich. The SS knew where the artwork was hidden; they
         had a list of everything. Years earlier, German art scholars had begun visiting the countries of Europe, secretly preparing
         inventories so that when Hitler conquered each country—oh yes, he had been preparing for conquest even then—his agents would
         know the name and location of every important object of artistic and cultural value.
      

      In the years to come, as his power and territory grew, these agents would spread like tentacles. They would force their way
         into every museum, hidden bunker, locked tower, and living room to buy, trade, confiscate, and coerce. The racially motived
         property seizures of Nazi leader Alfred Rosenberg would be turned into an art plundering operation; the insatiable ambition
         of Nazi Reichsmarschall Hermann Göring would be bent into an engine of exploitation. Hitler would use new laws, his laws, to gather the great artwork of Europe and sweep it back into the Fatherland. Once there, he would jam it into every
         available storage facility until the day it could be displayed in the world’s most magnificent museum. Until then it would
         be chronicled in enormous catalogues so that perhaps in the not-so-distant future, after a long day of ruling the world, he
         could relax at home, his faithful dog and a steaming pot of tea by his side, and select from the greatest art collection ever
         assembled, his art collection, a few choice pieces to brighten his day. In the coming years, Adolf Hitler would sketch this vision over
         and over again. He would contemplate it, turn it over in his mind, until with the help of architects Albert Speer, Hermann
         Giesler, and others, the Führermuseum and the Linz cultural district—the symbols of his artistic soul—would become a set idea,
         then a twenty-foot-long architectural rendering, and finally a three-dimensional scale model, large enough to fill an entire
         room, showing every building, bridge, and tree that would ever grow and prosper under his mighty hand.
      

       

      June 26, 1939

      Letter from Hitler directing Dr. Hans Posse to supervise the construction of the Führermuseum in Linz

      [image: art]

      “I commission Dr. Hans Posse, Director of Dresden Gallery, to build up the new art museum for Linz Donau. All Party and State
         services are ordered to assist Dr. Posse in fulfillment of his mission.”
      

      —signed: Adolf Hitler

   
      CHAPTER 3

      The Call to Arms

      New York City

      December 1941

      The Christmas lights sparkled defiantly in New York City in mid-December 1941. The windows of Saks and Macy’s blazed, and the
         giant tree at Rockefeller Center glared out at the world with a thousand wary eyes. At the Defense Center, soldiers trimmed
         Christmas trees, while around them citizens made preparations to feed 40,000 enlisted men in the largest feast the city had
         ever seen. In stores, “as usual” signs hung in the windows, a sure indication this was anything but an ordinary Christmas.
         On December 7, the Japanese had bombed Pearl Harbor, shocking the nation and catapulting it into war. While most Americans
         shopped and fumed and decided for the first time in years to spend a few days with their families—bus and train travel set
         a record that year—spotters stared up at the sky on both coasts, looking for signs of enemy bombers.
      

      Much had changed since Hitler’s annexation of Austria in 1938. By the end of that year, Czechoslovakia had capitulated. On
         August 24, 1939, Germany and the Soviet Union had signed a nonaggression pact. A week later, on September 1, the Germans invaded
         Poland. In May 1940, the Nazi blitzkrieg (lightning war) turned west, routed a combined British-French force, and overran
         Belgium and Holland. By June, the Germans had taken Paris, catching the shocked French in the midst of evacuation. The Battle
         of Britain began in July, followed in September by a fifty-seven-day aerial bombardment of London that became known as the
         “Blitz.” By the end of May 1941, the bombs had killed tens of thousands of British civilians and damaged or destroyed more
         than a million buildings. On June 22, confident that Western Europe had been subdued, Hitler turned on Stalin. By September
         9, the German Wehrmacht (Armed Forces) had stormed through western Russia to Leningrad (formerly the capital, St. Petersburg).
         The Leningrad Blockade, which would last nearly nine hundred days, had begun.
      

      The result, at least for the officially neutral Americans, had been a gradual heightening of tension, a slow tightening of
         the cords that over the course of three years had created a great store of pent-up energy. The American museum community,
         like so many others, had buzzed with activity. Much of it centered on protection plans, from evacuations to the creation of
         climate-controlled, underground rooms. When the Nazis took Paris, the director of the Toledo Museum of Art wrote to David
         Finley, director of the not yet opened National Gallery of Art in Washington, D.C., to encourage the creation of a national
         plan, saying, “I know [the possibility of invasion] is remote at the moment, but it was once remote in France.”
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          It had taken the British almost a year to retrofit an enormous mine in Manod, Wales, for the safe storage of evacuated artwork.
         Did the U.S. art community really have another year to prepare?
      

      Now, in the aftermath of Pearl Harbor, the worst attack ever on U.S. soil, the tension had turned into an almost desperate
         need to act. An air raid on a major American city seemed likely; an invasion by Japan or Germany, or even both, not out of
         the question. At the Museum of Fine Arts, Boston, the Japanese galleries were closed for fear of attacks by angry mobs. At
         the Walters Gallery in Baltimore, small gold and jeweled items were removed from the display cases so as not to tempt firemen
         with axes who might enter for an emergency. In New York City, the Metropolitan Museum of Art was closing at dusk for fear
         of visitors running into things or stealing pictures in a blackout. Every night, the Museum of Modern Art (MoMA) was moving
         paintings to a sandbagged area, then rehanging them in the morning. The Frick Collection was blacking its windows and skylights
         so that enemy bombers couldn’t spot it in the middle of Manhattan.
      

      All this weighed on the minds of America’s cultural leaders as they stepped from their taxis and up the stairway entry of
         the Metropolitan Museum of Art on the freezing cold morning of December 20, 1941. They had been summoned, via Western Union
         telegram, by Francis Henry Taylor, director of the Metropolitan Museum of Art and president of the Association of Art Museum
         Directors, and David Finley, the director of the National Gallery of Art. The forty-four men and four women who filed through
         the Met that morning were mostly museum directors, representing the majority of the leading American institutions east of
         the Rocky Mountains: the Frick, Carnegie, Met, MoMA, Whitney, National Gallery, Smithsonian, and the major museums of Baltimore,
         Boston, Detroit, Chicago, St. Louis, and Minneapolis. Included were major names in the field like Jere Abbott, William Valentiner,
         Alfred Barr, Charles Sawyer, and John Walker.
      

      Among them strode Paul Sachs, the associate director of Harvard’s Fogg Art Museum. The Fogg was a relatively small institution,
         but Sachs had outsized influence within the museum community. He was the son of one of the early partners in the investment
         banking firm Goldman Sachs (the founder, Marcus Goldman, was his maternal grandfather), and was the museum community’s primary
         conduit to the wealthy Jewish bankers of New York. More importantly, Sachs was the museum community’s premier educator. In
         1921, Sachs had created at Harvard his “Museum Work and Museum Problems” course, the first academic program specifically designed
         to cultivate and train men and women to become museum directors and curators. In addition to the connoisseurship of art, the
         “Museum Course” taught the financial and administrative aspects of running a museum, with a focus on eliciting donations.
         The students met regularly with major art collectors, bankers, and America’s social elite, often at elegant dinners where
         they were required to wear formal dress and observe the social protocol of high culture. By 1941, Sachs’s students had begun
         to fill the leadership positions of American museums, a field they would come to dominate in the postwar years.
      

      How influential was Paul Sachs? Because he was short, about five foot two, he hung paintings low on the wall. When American
         museums rose to prominence after the war, many of the directors hung their paintings lower than their counterparts in Europe.
         Sachs’s students had simply accepted it as the norm, and the other museums followed their lead.
      

      Sachs, at the urging of George Stout, the dapper head of the Fogg’s obscure but groundbreaking Department of Conservation
         and Technical Research, had taken a strong interest in the condition of the European museum community. The men, along with
         others at the Fogg, had created a short slide presentation to highlight this predicament. On the afternoon of the first day,
         as the overhead lights dimmed and Sachs’s slide show flickered to life on the wall before them, the directors of America’s
         great museums were subjected to a series of horrible reminders of the artistic toll of the Nazi advance. England’s National
         Gallery in London deserted, its great works buried at Manod. The Tate Gallery filled with shattered glass. The nave of Canterbury
         Cathedral filled with dirt to absorb the shock of explosions. Slides of the Rijksmuseum in Amsterdam, the most famous national
         museum of the Netherlands, showed the paintings of the great Dutch masters stacked like folding chairs against empty walls.
         Perhaps its most famous holding, Rembrandt’s monumental painting entitled The Night Watch, was rolled like a carpet and sealed in a box that appeared unnervingly like a coffin. In Paris, the Grande Galerie of the
         Louvre, reminiscent in its size and majesty of a Gilded Age train station, contained nothing but empty frames.
      

      The images conjured other thoughts: of the stolen masterworks of Poland, which had not been seen in years; of the obliteration
         of the historic center of Rotterdam, destroyed by the Luftwaffe because the pace of peace negotiations with the Dutch had
         been too slow for Nazi tastes; of the great patriarchs of Vienna, imprisoned until they agreed to sign over to Germany their
         personal art holdings; of Michelangelo’s David, entombed in brick by worried Italian officials, even though it stood inside a world-famous museum in the heart of Florence.
         Then there was Russia’s state museum, the Hermitage. The curators had managed to evacuate 1.2 million of its estimated two
         million-plus works of art to Siberia before the Wehrmacht cut the rail lines out of Leningrad. It was rumored the curators
         were living in the basement with the remaining masterpieces, eating animal-based glue and even candles to keep from starving.
      

      Paul Sachs’s presentation had its desired effect: It focused the energies of the museum community. By that evening, they had
         unanimously agreed that America’s museums would remain open as long as humanly possible. Defeatism was not an option, but
         neither was complacency. During the next two days, charged with an uncommon nervous energy, the museum leaders argued the
         practical and strategic concerns of operating in wartime: Should they open their doors to citizens for protection in the event
         of air raids? Should the most valuable works be permanently stored and replaced with lesser works? Should special events and
         exhibits continue, even if they drew crowds too large for efficient evacuation? Should works be sent from museums on the coasts
         to museums in the interior states, where the dangers were few? What about incendiary bombs? Blackouts? Broken glass?
      

      The final resolution, introduced the next day by Paul Sachs, was a call to arms:
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      If, in time of peace, our museums and art galleries are important to the community, in time of war they are doubly valuable.
         For then, when the petty and the trivial fall way and we are face to face with final and lasting values, we… must summon to
         our defense all our intellectual and spiritual resources. We must guard jealously all we have inherited from a long past,
         all we are capable of creating in a trying present, and all we are determined to preserve in a foreseeable future.
      

      Art is the imperishable and dynamic expression of these aims. It is, and always has been, the visible evidence of the activity
         of free minds…. Therefore be it resolved:
      

      1) That American museums are prepared to do their utmost in the service of the people of this country during the present conflict

      2) That they will continue to keep open their doors to all who seek refreshment of spirit

      3) That they will, with the sustained financial help of their communities, broaden the scope and variety of their work

      4) That they will be sources of inspiration illuminating the past and vivifying the present; that they will fortify the spirit
         on which victory depends.
      

      Despite the high-flown words, most of the major East Coast museums continued making preparations for war. The Metropolitan
         quietly closed its less important galleries, replacing the curatorial staff with firemen. On New Year’s Eve, in the dead of
         night, the National Gallery loaded seventy-five of its best works and secretly slipped them out of Washington, D.C. When the
         museum opened for the first time in 1942, lesser works hung in their places. On January 12, the masterpieces arrived at the
         Biltmore, the great Vanderbilt estate in the mountains of North Carolina, where they would remain hidden until 1944.
      

      But all the energy of that December meeting wasn’t spent on evacuations. Sensing an opportunity, Paul Sachs and his dapper
         conservator George Stout invited the museum directors to the Fogg for a series of seminars on museum safety. Dozens came to
         be educated by Stout, who had been in close contact with leading conservators in Europe for years, about the difficulties
         that lay ahead. Stout taught about molds and fungus, the virtues of wire mesh, and heat damage. He explained why bombs blew
         out windows, and how best to crate paintings to avoid punctures from flying glass. For the December meeting at the Met, he
         had prepared a pamphlet on countering the effects of air raids. In the spring of 1942, he expanded that pamphlet into an article
         in his monthly trade journal, Technical Issues, providing the first attempt at a systemic approach to preservation of works of art in times of war.
      

      At the same time, Stout pushed for a concerted, industry-wide response. In April 1942, he elucidated the problems of wartime
         conservation in a pamphlet sent to Francis Henry Taylor, the man behind the December 1941 meeting. American museums, he suggested,
         were unprepared to handle a crisis because “there [is] no collected body of knowledge; there [are] no accepted standards of
         procedure.” Museums must “be willing to pool all of their experiences, to share their losses as well as their gains, to expose
         their doubts as well as their convictions, and to maintain a regular method of co-operative work…. The good of all [will]
         have to be definitely and practically considered as the good of any one.”
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      Stout’s solution, beyond the sharing of information, was the immediate training of a large new class of conservators, “special
         workmen” who could handle the largest, most dangerous upheaval in the history of Western art. Stout suggested the training
         would take five years, even as he admitted the art world was in crisis. Already more than two million European works had been
         moved from their cozy museums to barely adequate temporary storage, often across bumpy roads and under bombardment by the
         enemy. And those were just the official evacuations; the number didn’t account for the rumors of mass plundering by the Nazis.
         It was going to take an extraordinary amount of effort and intelligence to put the art world right again. And what about the
         inevitable, and no doubt brutally destructive, aerial and ground attacks necessary to win the freedom of Europe?
      

      In the summer of 1942, in a pamphlet entitled Protection of Monuments: A Proposal for Consideration During War and Rehabilitation, Stout laid out in explicit terms the challenges that lay ahead:
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      As soldiers of the United Nations fight their way into lands once conquered and held by the enemy, the governments of the
         United Nations will encounter manifold problems…. In areas torn by bombardment and fire are monuments cherished by the people
         of those countrysides or towns: churches, shrines, statues, pictures, many kinds of works. Some may be destroyed; some damaged.
         All risk further injury, looting or destruction.…
      

      To safeguard these things will not affect the course of battles, but it will affect the relations of invading armies with
         those peoples and [their] governments…. To safeguard these things will show respect for the beliefs and customs of all men
         and will bear witness that these things belong not only to a particular people but also to the heritage of mankind. To safeguard
         these things is part of the responsibility that lies on the governments of the United Nations. These monuments are not merely
         pretty things, not merely valued signs of man’s creative power. They are expressions of faith, and they stand for man’s struggle
         to relate himself to his past and to his God.
      

      With conviction that the safeguarding of monuments is an element in the right conduct of the war and in the hope for peace,
         we… wish to bring these facts to the attention of the government of the United States of America and to urge that means be
         sought for dealing with them.
      

      And who was best able to handle such safeguarding? The highly trained corps of “special workmen” Stout had previously proposed,
         of course.
      

       

      September 17, 1940

      German Feldmarschall Keitel’s order concerning seizure of cultural property

     
      COPY

      The Chief of the Supreme Command of the Armed Forces

      Berlin W 35, Tirpitzufer 72-76, 17 Sept 1940

      Tel: 21 81 91

      2 f 28.1.4 W. Z. No. 3812/ 40 g To the Chief of Army High Command for the Military Administration in Occupied France.

      In supplement to the order of the Führer transmitted at the time to Reichsleiter Rosenberg to search lodges, libraries and
         archives in the occupied territories of the west for material valuable to Germany, and to safeguard the latter through the
         Gestapo, the Führer has decided:
      

      The ownership status before the war in France, prior to the declaration of war on 1 September 1939, shall be the criterion.

      Ownership transfers to the French state or similar transfers completed after this date are irrelevant and legally invalid
         (for example, Polish and Slovak libraries in Paris, possessions of the Palais Rothschild or other ownerless Jewish possessions).
         Reservations regarding search, seizure and transportation to Germany on the basis of the above reasons will not be recognized.
      

      Reichsleiter Rosenberg and/or his deputy Reichshauptstellenleiter Ebert has received clear instructions from the Führer personally
         governing the right of seizure; he is entitled to transport to Germany cultural goods which appear valuable to him and to
         safeguard them there. The Führer has reserved for himself the decision as to their use.
      

      It is requested that the services in question be informed correspondingly. Signed: KEITEL For information: Attention: Reichsleiter
         Rosenberg
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10PE. VERY HUGH Yo CAIl COME DISCUSSION WILL BE LIMITED T0
CONCRETE PROPOSALS FOR EUERGENCY. SUGSEST THAT YOU CONSULT
WITH YOUR COUMITTEES BEFORE CONING SO THAT WE WILL KNOU HON
FAR YOUR TRUSTEES ARE WILLING COOPERATE HAT IONAL EMERGENCIES.
SESSI0NS OPEN PROUPTLY 10 Aully=

| FRANCIS HEWAY TAYLOR  PRESIDENT.
P TR






