hills/Into the common ground.” His
control is immaculate but it lacks that
tension in control which generally
denotes the struggle of personality
with art. Many of his poems build the
awareness of love, though in autum-
nal, wintry, passing terms. Perhaps
the poem in the book which most in-
volves us is an intellectualized yet
moving memorial to Einstein.
—W.T.S.

BRITISH TRAVELER: Robert Beloof, author
of “The One-Eyed Gunner and Other
Portraits” (henny penny press, $2), ap-
pears to be an Englishman writing—
at least part of the time—in America.
The speculation is worth mentioning
since his poems of American rural
or urban landscape are evidently
those of a traveler and suffer from
being observed rather than felt. Sub-
jectively too many of his poems are
wan with triviality and stylistically
they stumble in a jerky ear; his over-
present use of the spondee would
seem to be accidental. His best quality
is a joyous amorousness touched with
wit that makes a few of his poems
fun to read: “I packed her hands with
rocking ships/with what was left of
what was left/of what was left of my
damned head.” —W.T.S.

LYRIC LINE WITH ELEGANCE: The variety
of Lawrence Durrell’s poetry includes
the personal lyric, the descriptive
poem of places and people, and even
some randy ballads, and yet his
“Selected Poems™ (Grove Press: cloth-
bound, $3.50; paperbound, $1.25) in-
troduce an English poet whose basic
tone is always lyric. That is, introduce
to America; these poems are drawn
from four published volumes, and
there are a few new pieces. His is, in
MacLeish’s phrase, a “grave and level
voice”; yet it is of arather American
poet, Robert Hillyer, that Mr. Durrell
is remindful. Their poems are not in
the least interchangeable, but both use
the traditional lyric line with a certain
elegance which would be banal if it
were not for the freshness of lan-
guage; and since the smooth ear is
quieting, never alarming, their per-
sonal subtleties arc liable to be un-
detected and unappreciated. One may
imagine a merely worn-out tradition-
alist assuring us that “The Pleiades
are sinking”—let’s say—“like a god.”
The Durrell line is “The Pleiades are
sinking cool as paint.” He has also
observed “The light running like
fishes among the leaves.” Indeed he
has observed sharply and recorded
freshly many a human and natural
glance.

Only the unwary will dismiss it as
Georgian poetry; it bears everywhere
the required stain of separate per-
sonality. —W.T.S.
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Tnside the Third Reich

“The Labyrinth,” by W alter Schel-
lenberg (iranslated by Louis Hagen.
Harper. 423 pp. $4.95), is the memoir
of the S. S. general who became chief
of the German Foreign Intelligence
Service. William L. Shirer, who re-
views it, covered Nazi Germany before

World War 1l for a radio network.
By William L. Shirer

HE late Walter Schellenberg

was the youngest general in the
S.S. and at the collapse of Hitler’s
Third Reich had risen to be tl e chief
of the German Foreign Intelligence
Service. He had, as H. R. Trevor-
Roper has said, a parochial mind and
a trivial character.

To this description I would add,
on the basis of a reading of his
fantastic memoirs now published as
“The Labyrinth,” a monumental capac-
ity to delude himself about his great
knowledge of foreign affairs, a sub-
ject on which he remained colossally
ignorant to the end.

The end for this Nazi careerist, who
undoubtedly was one of the more de-
cent and intelligent of Himmler's
choice assortment of thugs in the top
ranks of the S.S. and Gestapo, came
in 1949 when he was sentenced at
Nuremberg to six years in prison, the
court having decided that his guilt
was mitigated by his efforts to save
the lives of many concentration camp
inmates in the last stages of the war
when he realized that it was lost. Re-
leased from prison in July 1951 be-
cause of illness, he took refuge first
in Switzerland and then in northern
Italy where he died peacefully, in a
hospital bed, in March 1952 at the age
of forty-two. He spent the last year
of his life in writing this book.

It is not an apologia, as are the
memoirs of men such as Dr. Schacht
and Papen and a host of other Ger-
mans who contributed so much to the
rise of the Third Reich. Though Schel-
lenberg seems never to have taken
very seriously the ideological aber-
rations of Nazism, as did his revered
chief, Himmler, he thoroughly en-
joyed his work in the Gestapo, espe-
cially the glamorous assignments as
counter-spy and secret agent. At one
point he exults over the way he had
fixed up his office at the headquarters
of the dreaded RSHA, the Main Se-
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Ribbentrop—“imbeecile mind.”

curity office, in Berlin. This is the way
he describes it:

My desk was like a small for-
tress. Two automatic guns were
built into it which could spray
the whole room with bullets. All
I had to do in an emergency was
to press 2 button and both guns
would fire simultaneously. At the
same time I could press another
button and a siren would summon
the guards to surround the build-
ing and block every exit.

And he tells with unconcealed
pride of how when on dangerous mis-
sions abroad he always wore “an ar-
tificial tooth which contained enough
poison to kill me within thirty sec-

onds if I were captured.” As a mat- .

ter of fact. it was just such a tooth—
the Gestapo must have distributed
them widely—which enabled Himmler
to cheat his British captors at the last
moment.

The interest of this book lies in
two things: a rich assortment of
“cloak-and-dagger” stories, some of
them so fantastic that they could only
have taken place in the loony world
of the Nazis; and the picture of the
sinister, blood-thirsty world of the
Nazi Gestapo. Though Schellenberg is
an abominable writer, he has a knack
for telling a good spy story and of
drawing illuminating portraits of such
monstrous characters as Himmler,
“Gestapo” Mueller, “Killer” Kalten-
brunner, the sadistic Heydrich, and

others who served Hitler so brutally
and well.

There are dozens of tales of adven-
ture and espionage and counter-espi-
onage, perhaps the most incredible
being the one about the Nazi attempt
to kidnap the Duke of Windsor when
he was in Portugal. Schellenberg
himself superintended the operation
on the spot. but the idea sprang from
the imbecile mind of Foreign Minis-
ter Ribbentrop, who actually bhelieved
that the Duke was trying to escape
from the British Secret Service and
wanted to dissociate himself from the
British war effort and—so Ribbentrop
told Schellenberg—“be friends with
Germany again, as he was before.”
To accommodate the Duke, Ribben-
trop added that he was prepared to
deposit in Switzerland some fifty mil-
lion Swiss francs in his name.

Though I suspect that the author
is far from accurate in many of his
details—he naturally tries to make
himself out as a most brilliant and
forthright fellow—he has the merit
of confining most of his tales to ex-
ploits in which he personally took
part and usually led. Such, for ex-
ample, was the Venlo Incident in
which he contrived to drag two Brit-
ish agents, Major Stevens and Cap-
tain Best, over the Dutch frontier
into Germany under the very noses
of the Netherlands guards.

Another fascinating episode is that of
“Operation Cicero,” the bizarre story
of the valet of the British Ambassa-
dor to Turkey. who was one of Schel-
lenberg’s agents, and who filched from
the envoy’s safe much intelligence of
value to the Germans. Revealing to
this reviewer, at least, is Schellen-
berg’s account of Richard Sorge, who
was executed by the Japanese as a
Russian spy. Schellenberg reveals that
Sorge also worked for the Germans
and supplied them with vitally im-
portant information he had accumu-
lated from Tokyo.

FINALLY, Schellenberg gives anac-
count of his efforts toward the end of
the war to win over Himmler to the
idea of doing away with Hitler and
suing for peace with the Western Al-
lies. Trevor-Roper in “The Last Days
of Hitler” has told it better and much
more revealingly, but Schellenberg’s
version is important as a first-hand
account of the last ludicrous days of
Hitler's thousand-year Reich.



