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My mum and dad.

Dad, you found it hard to tell your war stories but when you did, I listened. And my mum, who was happy to tell me her tales but found it hard to write it down herself. This book is for you both.
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This is a story that must be told. It is a beautiful love story and though most romances as we know them today have a happy ending, this story is different. Why? Because it is a love story set in a strange time. It is deep and full of meaning and placed in its time in history. To me it was earthmoving and still is to this day. So, I thought it was important to place dots of history at the end of each chapter to give the reader a chance to see how the story fits into the history they lived through. It will help all who read it to remember this is based on a real story. Real people who went through these experiences.

The names of the family members have changed as has the place. But the events of this couple were real and did happen. When my mother told me the story, I could not get it out of my head. It has been with me for fifty years. I had to share it with you. There may be embellishments but never untruths. This is how it happened. I have no intention of rewriting history. And with some aspects, how I hoped it would happen. I’m a fiction writer so for me a twist is important. And it is there at the end.

When you see the words in italics you are with the children and their aunt. When the type is normal you are in Alida and Dieter’s story.

It is a beautiful story of love and history rolled into one. I hope you enjoy it, and it stays with you as it has done with me. Everybody needs and wants love. So let us begin this journey.
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Chapter One
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Kent, England, September 1946

“Come and sit with me in the library, children.”

“Yes, Tante,” they said in unison, as they followed her down the hall to the library. 

They spoke English but it was not their native tongue. She sighed. She was never sure when the right time might arrive for her to tell them what they needed to hear. But she did not want to put it off any longer. It was her sister’s story but more importantly the children’s.

Auntie, or Tante as they preferred to call her, had been their guardian for eight years. Since their parents had given the children to her before she and the children left Germany. 

The day the children’s lives changed forever.

“I have a story to tell you. One that will be hard for me to tell and hard for you to hear. But there is great truth and beauty in the story.”

The room was quiet. The occasional sound of the birds outside was all she could hear. What little sun could get through the cloud cover did nothing to lighten the room. The library had dark furnishings and bookcases full of mainly dark covered books. The kind of library you would find in any old stately English home. The children loved to read in English and German and spent many happy hours in this room. It seemed right to tell the full story here. She said a silent word of prayer and again wished for her sister to be here.

Alfred stood next to his aunt. He placed his hand on her shoulder. He was such a tall boy, like his father.

“But it is what we have been waiting to hear, Tante, since...”

“Yes, Alfred. We have enough details from our friends and supporters to know exactly what happened. Well, most of it. More may be revealed as they learn more.” Alfred lowered his gaze to the floor. He was unsure. She felt his unease.

“Then we want to hear it, please,” Gisela added, looking deeply into her eyes and then lowering her head and looking at her feet.

She could see the longing on their faces. Erika needed to know. She had the least time with her parents and her desire to know them was greater. They all needed to know. Her own two sons came and sat with their cousins. They wanted to support them, and she loved Peter Jnr and Timothy even more for their kind hearts. They were all family.

“Yes, we all want to hear it,” Alfred added. 

Alfred would be fifteen in two months. He was so grown up. He was about five-foot ten inches tall and still growing. He saw himself as the head of the Hoffman family. A position he took as he waited for his mother and father to return. Alfred had light brown hair and brown eyes. A mix of both his parents, she often said. But he was a Hoffman and proud of it. And proud of his parents. She was so proud of him too. As if he were her own son.

Gisela was thirteen. And growing into a beautiful young lady. She had beautiful dark hair like her mother and her brown eyes. In many ways she was a copy of her mother to look at, but she was a sensitive child and not as vivacious as her mother.

And baby Erika, who was ten, going on twenty-five, was not really a baby anymore. She was blond like their papa and had brown eyes like their mama. She was the vivacious one and reminded her of the years she had spent with their mother, as children. Alida was her sister after all. 

Now, she was about to tell them about their parents. Gaps in what few memories they had to fill in. She imagined what they were thinking. Could they still be alive? Would they return to them soon or was the story a sad one? Either way they had to know. They all had to know.

“I want to start at the beginning. How your father and mother met. It is important that you know the whole story.”

“Yes please,” Erika said and clapped.

“Then get comfortable and I will begin.” The children settled in the lounges around their aunt’s armchair. “Your parents were so deeply in love...”


❖  The 2nd World War had ended. It had only been just over a year.

❖  The 1st Nuremberg Trial had just retired, their judgements given. Their sentences still to be carried out.

❖  The truth of what Hitler had been doing had been revealed in all its terror. More and more knowledge of what they had done was being revealed each day that passed.
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Chapter Two
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Berlin, August 1930

The city was bustling as usual. The sun was shining, the last of the beautiful summer days. Alida made her way down Kronen Strasse for her appointment at the Law firm of Weiss and Weiss. They now called themselves West and West. They had changed their name in 1919, after the Great War. The war that had sent Hitler on his journey to start the 2nd World War.

***
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ALIDA CLOSED HER EYES for a moment and enjoyed the breeze on her face. She opened them before she ran into anyone. She chuckled. It would not be good to accidentally slam into a person. Certainly not an angry person. 

The antisemitism that existed in Germany today, had started again after the first world war. It had forced her uncles to change the name of the firm. That was eleven years ago. After the great war, the Jews were blamed for much. And as there were Jews in the government then, they were in part to blame. It disturbed her and many other Jews that the tide against them was rising again. It had been there for the past eleven years but was being discussed openly now. And all because of the Nationalist movement.

Her uncles had suggested she come in and try working for them during her break from university. She had been studying law but was not finding it to her taste. Hence the suggestion of her father’s brothers to work in the firm and see it first-hand. Then she could decide if she liked it or not. She had agreed but doubted she would enjoy the time in the office. She was changing her mind about what she wanted to do for the rest of her life. Afterall, she was nineteen years of age and was drawn towards art and history. Not laws and lawmaking. She knew she was one of the lucky ones to even get into university. The Wall Street crash had landed on the world but a year ago and had made everything different. Before that major event, Germany was enjoying a revitalized economy. But those years had gone, and people were now out of work and even homeless.

Convincing her parents about dropping out of university was another thing. They wanted her to be an independent woman and thought she was both smart enough and fit for great things. She chuckled again. Perhaps they were right. She was yet to make up her mind. She wanted a family life of her own as well. She knew that much at least. The trouble was, she had no idea what it might look like. 

And right now, history was repeating itself. All through history other nationalities feared the Jews, Catholics, Protestants, Blacks, Chinese, homosexuals, and even those who were just plain different. When life was hard it was easier to blame someone else. But it was true, the Jews were the usual people to blame. She could not understand it. She assumed the fault lay with them because the Jews had Jesus Christ hung on a cross. That was the only thing she could put her finger on. Religions around the world blamed the Jews for the death of Christ, and not the Roman authorities.

So, despite all the questions in her mind she enjoyed the walk to the office. The sun was shining, and it was a beautiful day. She continued to smile. She came around the corner into Friedrich Strasse and slammed into the suited chest of a tall man. And she didn’t have her eyes closed.

“Excuse me, Fraulein.”

He had grabbed her upper arms, so she did not fall. An assumption on her part. She was always making assumptions.

“Please excuse me...” She looked into his brown eyes and was captured. There stood a man tall, blond, and brown eyed.

“Hoffman. Deiter Hoffman. And you are...?”

“Alida. Alida Weiss.”

“Did I hurt you at all, Alida? I am such a brute. I was not paying attention. I tend to daydream. Please forgive me.”

“Nor was I, Herr Hoffman. I too can daydream.”

“Call me Deiter, please. Herr Hoffman is my father.”

She laughed. And his smile captured her too.

“Please let me buy you a coffee to make amends. I could do with one and I am sure you could use the boost.” He offered her his arm. “It is a cooler morning than usual. Autumn is on its way.”

Forget the appointment. It was not every day a handsome man bought her coffee. She nodded and placed her hand through his offered arm.  

***
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THE COFFEE SHOP WAS crowded but he found a table where they could sit. They were already talking about anything and everything. She was fascinated by the relaxed way they spoke together. Feeling so comfortable in his company as if she had known him for years. That’s how she felt. They settled into the quiet place he found and continued their conversation.

Soon the waiter brought their coffee, but she hardly noticed, so deep was the conversation.

“So, you’re a doctor?” she asked.

“Yes. Why?”

“You don’t look old enough to be a doctor.” She took a sip of her coffee. She cupped the coffee in her two hands, warming her fingers. 

He was right about the cool morning. Out of the sunshine it was cold. He was watching every movement she made. She thought he might be attuned to her. His eyes were fixed on her, or was she imagining it? Oh, how she loved to make assumptions and see if they ended up true.

“A compliment, I think.” He watched her smile and then she laughed. He laughed with her.

“I have just finished my studies. I am on my way to my father’s surgery to start working with him. So, I am late on my first day. But I will explain. He will understand when I tell him I have just met the most beautiful woman I have ever seen.” 

***
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AND SHE WAS BEAUTIFUL. Brown wavy hair with chocolate brown eyes. He loved how the waves of her hair rested on her shoulders. Her skin was fair and spotless. Beautiful.

“Do you say that to all the girls you meet?”

“No, I promise. It is the first time I have said it. Please believe me.” He felt his face flush. He lifted his hand and scratched the back of his neck. An action he did every time he was confused or embarrassed. This young lady had turned his head. Despite all the years of study under his belt, and the hard times for his parents to get him through those difficult years and here he was with her, enjoying her company, instead of going to his first day of work. Because she was laughing and so joyful. She was right of course, and he had to join in. 

“I do want to see you again. My mother will yell at me if I don’t get to know you better. I have spent years only thinking about studying and here you are, and studying is the furthest thing from my mind. Meet me here tomorrow morning at eight.” She looked into his eyes and there it was. A knowing. A connection between them. He was in love. Love at first sight. If he had not felt the way he did now, he would slam the thoughts of love at first sight. But here he was. Very smitten.

“Very well, but I may have lost my job. You see I was starting this morning too and now I am late. But it was worth it. Tell your mother you met me. I am sure she will understand.”

He smiled and she returned it with a grin of her own.


❖  Germany, along with many other countries were suffering in the depression after the stock market crash a year earlier. There was tension in the city. Many were unemployed and hungry. 

❖   An election was due the next month. (September)

❖  The Nationalist Movement would eventually be known as the Nazi Party.












	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Three
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They met for coffee the next day and the day after that. She never started working for West and West. He had met her family and now he wanted to introduce her to his parents. So, she came for dinner the Friday night. So much happened in less than a week.

“It has been very fast. You barely know her.”

“Normally I would agree with you, mother, but she is a good German girl, and she is Jewish too. I may only have met her five days ago but to me I have known her all my life. Never have I opened myself up with another person as I have with her. And she has with me also.”

“I know some of the Weiss family but not sure I know her parents. You need to be careful. We all do.”

“She will be here in a moment mother, and I am sure you will see how lovely she is. The fact she is Jewish I thought you would value?”

“I do but we are living in a difficult time. Being Jewish is suddenly...”

Just then there was a knock at the door. Dieter opened the front door and his lovely Alida was standing there next to a man he knew was her father. He never heard what his mother wanted to say.

“Good evening, Dieter.”

“Yes sir. And to you sir. Would you like to come in?”

“No. No need.” He smiled looking toward Dieter’s mother. “You are Gerda Hoffman nee Sagan. I just wanted to deliver my daughter here safely. We can have a talk another time.” He turned and kissed Alida on the cheek and began to leave. His mother watched his movements, smiling.

“Bye, father.”

“Goodbye, my daughter.”

Dieter took her hand and drew Alida into the foyer and closed the door. He turned to see his mother nodding her head.

“You are Joseph’s daughter. Joseph Weiss.”

“Yes, Frau Hoffman. I am.”

“You are most welcome. I had hoped you were from a family we knew.”

“Alida.” Herr Hoffman senior put out his hand. “Come in and have dinner with us, child. We want to get to know you.”

Herr Hoffman took her hand and drew her into the dining room. Dieter breathed a sigh of relief. So far so good.

***
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“I UNDERSTAND YOUR CONCERNS, father. But perhaps we can move to another city.”

His father had a frown upon his face.

“This is our home. Your home. The Hoffmans have lived here for generations. Yes, your mother is Jewish. As are some of your aunts and uncles. But we are all Germans. These bad thoughts towards the Jews will stop as they have before.” He took a deep breath and closed his eyes and then went on. “Alida, are your family practicing Jews?”

“No, Herr Hoffman. We believe in our heritage but rarely attend Synagogue. But I don’t think it matters,” she said cautiously. “My father says they are watching for anyone who has even a small amount of Jewish blood in their family tree. So, if you are a practicing Jew it just makes you easier to find.”

Heir Hoffman leaned back in his chair.

“Your father is wise. He could be right. I understand. I have heard similar things. Are you sure you really love my son?”

“I do, sir. There is something between us I cannot explain. It is destined perhaps. Regardless of us being Jewish, we have a bond.” She looked at Dieter and smiled.

“I once loved your father—Joseph.” His mother just looked past them as if she had entered a world of her own. “I was very young, and my parents were not keen for any involvement with any young man. And they were right. When I met your father, Konrad Hoffman, two years later, I knew I was in love. You have my blessing.”

He had never heard his mother speak of Joseph Weiss before. This revelation amazed him. His father was watching his mother. He could see the love he had in his eyes for her. He gazed longingly toward her, as she nodded her head and smiled. It was clear his father knew the story. Their love was true and evident to him, their son, and all who knew them.

“Very well. You have our blessing. We should talk with your parents but perhaps a quiet wedding might be best.”

Dieter took her hand, raised it and kissed her fingers. With the blessings of the families, they will have a good life. Of that, he was sure. This was the beginning of a remarkable story. One, for which he could only be grateful, had begun.

***

[image: ]


HE HELD ALIDA’S HAND as they walked to her home, he was content. The Nationalists who were commonly known as Nazis had not yet gained power. Not yet. Nor were they likely to. They were ruffians in the political world. Everyone knew they were. Not many were elected. They would be safe despite the antisemitism they proposed. The German people would not turn their backs on their countrymen. 

“Alida, I know we have fallen for each other so quickly. But if you have doubts?”

“No doubts, my love.” She gave his hand a squeeze. “If you had asked me a week ago if I wanted to marry, I would have said one day. But now it feels right. You feel right. We feel right. I didn’t think it was possible.”  

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
u]omm AUSTEN OWN
The

T/V;u ngs






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image011.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





