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	Foreword.


	



In 1933, persecution of the German Jews became active Nazi policy, but at first laws were not as rigorously obeyed or as devastating as in later years in other countries. 


	On April 1, 1933, Jewish doctors, shops, lawyers and stores were boycotted. Only six days later, the Law for the Restoration of the Professional Civil Service was passed, banning Jews from being employed in government. This law meant that Jews were now indirectly and directly dissuaded or banned from privileged and upper-level positions reserved for ‘Aryan’ Germans. From then on, Jews were forced to work at more menial positions, beneath non-Jews.


	The Nazi persecution of the Jews culminated in the Holocaust, in which approximately 6 million European Jews were deported and murdered during World War II. 


	On May 19, 1943, Germany was declared judenrein - clean of Jews; also judenfrei: free of Jews. It is believed that between 170,000 and 200,000 German Jews had been killed.


	***


	“In Germany today it is a criminal act to deny the Holocaust ever took place and/or that over six million Jews were murdered in the Holocaust (§130 StGB);violations can be punished with up to five years imprisonment.”


	 


	***




	 


	Chapter one.


	 


	Hamburg September 1931.


	Ellen Kaempfer and her sister Betty Holstein walked amongst fallen leaves as they strolled through Hamburg’s Stadtpark. Ellen looked back at the two men, following them some distance behind as one of them laughed out loud. 


	One of them, Wilhelm Landsdorff, wore a sailor’s uniform, the other expensive civilian clothing. The civilian, named Johannes Kaempfer, ‘Henness’ for short, shook his head, ceased laughing. “Where do you get them from, Willy, do you have a book-full in your cabin?”


	“No, Henness, I have a good memory, especially for anecdotes.”


	Ellen turned back to Betty. “Henness finds your boyfriend entertaining.”


	Betty smiled. “Sailors are something out of the ordinary. Willy is a navy man; he comes from a navy family, his three brothers are all sailors, and he is a submariner; sailors are a special breed.”


	Ellen wondered if it was true about sailors having a girl in every port. She moved closer. “Has he proposed?”


	Betty sighed. “No.”


	Betty wasn’t getting any younger; Ellen hoped this was the right man for her as they were the same age. “Do you like him a lot?”


	She nodded her eagerness apparent. “Of course I do.”


	Ellen glanced back at the pair, she liked Willy; he was often boisterous but soft spoken the rest of the time. “What about him?”


	Betty glanced back. “Well he hasn’t mentioned anything about marriage.”


	“He’s a catholic, isn’t he?”


	“Yes.”


	“Have you met his parents?”


	“They live in Berlin, Ellen, he’s only stationed here.”


	She detected a note of despondency. “He won’t be here forever, will he?”


	Another sigh. “I know.”


	Smiling, Ellen said, “You haven’t given in to him have you?”


	Betty’s brow creased. “Of course not, he’s a catholic.” She paused, said, “Have you discussed children with Henness, a family maybe”


	She had discussed children, but Hennes wanted to have a house with a garden. “He wants to buy a house first; you know he has a good job as assistant bank manager. He says he has enough for a house at the moment, but not for furniture.”


	Betty raised an eyebrow. “Have you looked at any houses?”


	“Yes, several.”


	“And…”


	“We want one with a garden, but we haven’t been offered one yet.”


	“Ellen, Betty,” said Willy as the two men caught up with them, “How about coffee and cream cake,”


	“Good idea,” said Betty, “I’m feeling rather peckish.”


	Betty was dieting, Ellen thought to remind her, saying, “You’re always feeling peckish,” looking pointedly at Betty’s waistline.


	“I’ve lost weight, sister dear,” said Betty, which was true.


	Willy and Henness’ offered the women their arms and off they went. Ellen hugging her husband’s arm with Willy chattering ten to the dozen while Betty giggled.


	 


	Hamburg Fish Market.


	Ellen Kaempfer had just finished her shopping when she heard a female voice behind her.


	“Ellen, Ellen Holstein, is that you.”


	She turned and saw a tubby woman of her age. The voice was familiar but … Then it came to her as the other neared her. Rebecca Stein, a friend from her school days. “Rebecca Stein, is that you.”


	They both laughed and embraced. “It’s not Stein anymore, it’s Diamond,” said Rebecca.


	“Same here,” said Ellen, “My name is Kaempfer, and he’s a bank manager.”


	“Oh, lucky you. I suppose you have your own house now.”


	“Yes, with a large garden.”


	“My husband is a goldsmith,” she said, flashing a ring with large diamond set in it. “We have two boys and one girl.”


	Ellen thought about the discussion from two days ago, Henness saying children were expensive. “We haven’t any children, not yet.”


	“You have an elder sister, haven’t you.”


	“Yes, Betty.”


	“Is she married.”


	“No, not yet.”


	Her eyebrows rose slightly and she moved closer. “Simon, my husband has an elder brother, his wife passed away two years ago, the poor man is so alone; he has two grown-up children but they are in England studying law.”


	“How old is old then,” she said.


	“He’s fifty-eight, but very fit, he dances a lot, cycles almost everywhere,” this followed by a smile and eyebrows climbing to her hairline.


	Ellen could not imagine Betty with an old man. “Betty doesn’t get out much, she has back trouble.”


	Rebecca took out a card and handed it to her. She lowered her voice, “We must get together some time. Simon and I are thinking of moving to Australia, he has a cousin there. What about you, are you staying here, in Hamburg.”


	“Of course, we have a house here, why should we want to leave.”


	Rebecca looked round at the people walking past them slowly. She waited until the path cleared before saying, “Simon doesn’t tell me everything, but he says we are not staying much longer in Germany, not even Europe. He has sold his business, he said the political climate in Germany is changing; changing for the better, yes, but only if you are not a Jew.”


	“That’s silly talk, Rebecca, why would things be different because we are Jewish.”


	“I don’t know Ellen, Simon said I shouldn’t discuss what he said about the present government.”


	Ellen glanced about her. “What did he say.”


	“He said they are all ‘Meschugge’, and evil too.”


	To Ellen’s surprise Rebecca suddenly turned away and hurried off. Ellen looked at the card she’d given her and placed it in her handbag.


	 


	Hamburg 24th December 1933.


	Ellen Kaempfer picked up the Telephone receiver on the third ring. “Kaempfer,” she said and listened, it was her sister Betty.


	“He’s proposed to you, when.” … “This morning,”


	“Have you set a date.” … “June 26th.”


	She gasped, “Oh, no…” … “What is it, Ellen.”


	“I haven’t a thing to wear.”


	 


	Reinickendorf. Berlin. March 15th 1934. 


	Around nine o’clock in the morning, a black Mercedes 260D pulled up outside Schillerstrasse 27. Two black leather-coated men climbed out and strolled to the front door of a terraced house. One of them rang the doorbell. After a number of seconds a young man in sailor’s uniform came to the door.


	The first man said, “Wilhelm Landsdorff.”


	The sailor nodded, “Yes, is something the matter.”


	“Are you alone,” said the second man.


	“Yes, my parents are out shopping.”


	“May we come in, we want to discuss something in private,” said the other swinging his head round to indicate the street and several pedestrians.


	Landsdorff stepped to one side. “Certainly,” he said.


	After closing the door he led them into the dining room. The first one seated himself at the table. “You have a relationship with a Jewess,” he said.


	Landsdorff’s brow puckered. “Yes, we are engaged to be married.”


	The other stood by the door, said. “Do you realise the consequences of marrying a Jew.”


	“You would be wise to marry a German girl, a catholic, like you are,” said the other.


	“Why should I.”


	The one standing took a step forward his eyes narrowed at the sailor. The other held up his hand and the man stepped back.


	“The Jewish situation will soon be dealt with and you will be caught up in it.”


	Landsdorff took a deep breath. “Would you mind leaving. Who I marry is my business.”


	The Gestapo man rose from his chair. “Have it your way then,” and left the room with his companion. 


	Landsdorff closed the door behind them. “Gestapo scum,” he said as he watched them swagger down the garden path.


	 


	Reinickendorf. Berlin. June 18th 


	Late one afternoon, Wilhelm Landsdorff, home on leave, rose as he heard someone pounding on the front door. His mother said, “My God, who is that.”


	Heinrich Landsdorff, Wilhelm’s father said, “See who it is Willy.”


	Wilhelm Landsdorff made his way to the front door, when he opened it he saw half-a-dozen armed sailors. An officer said. “Seaman Wilhelm Landsdorff. Pack your things, your leave has been cancelled. You are coming with us.”


	Landsdorff stood to attention. “Yes sir, er, may I ask where to.”


	“Bremerhaven, but keep it to yourself, now hurry.”


	He passed his father in the hallway. “What’s going on, son”


	“Some sort of emergency, I have to pack and leave right away.” He hurried off up the stairs; five minutes later he came down with his sea-bag. He gave his parents a hug and said. “I will write when I get there, wherever it is.”


	His parents watched from the parlour window as he marched off to a covered truck and climbed inside with the others.


	His mother said, “What was all that about.”


	His father said, “Michael, the postman, told me there were two Gestapo types here a couple of days ago.”


	“Willy didn’t say anything to me about it.”


	“Me neither, but I’ll wager it was something to do with Betty.”


	“What do you mean.”


	“Betty is Jewish.”


	“What has that to do with it.”


	“Don’t you read the newspapers.”


	“You know I don’t. It’s all politics, as if Hitler ranting on the radio wasn’t enough.” She turned to him. “Has he been taken away because of his relationship with a Jewess,” she said.


	His brow furred as he eyed her. “What do you mean ‘taken away’.”


	“Didn’t you notice, those sailors were armed.”


	“They were on duty; if he had been, as you said, taken away … it wouldn’t have been the military. There is trouble in the air, the navy needs good men like Willy and his brothers. You heard what he said, he’ll write as soon as he can.”


	 


	Navy Yards Bremerhaven.


	A military lorry pulled up outside Naval Headquarters, Bremerhaven. Seaman 1st Class Wilhelm Landsdorff climbed down. Another sailor handed him his luggage. 


	He entered the building and reported to the adjutant.


	“Seaman Landsdorff reporting for duty, sir.”


	The man pointed to a door behind Landsdorff. “Captain von Bergen wants a word with you.”


	“Yes, sir,” said Landsdorff, then turned away and knocked on the door. After hearing “Enter,” he opened the door and stepped inside. He closed the door and quickly approached the desk, stood to attention and saluted. Keeping his gaze one meter above the officer seated behind the desk he said, “Seaman Landsdorff 1st Class reporting for duty, sir.”


	“At ease Seaman Landsdorff, or should I say Petty Officer Landsdorff, and congratulations on your promotion. You will report immediately for duty on board U-boat 114. Captain Kohl is your new commanding officer. The vessel leaves for three months sea trials this afternoon and you will be on it. The captain needs a reliable Petty Officer and I am recommending you, it is a new submarine and it has to be, as they say, broken in”


	Landsdorff stared at the wall facing him as the officers words sank in. 


	‘Three months. Betty, my …we were going to marry this month, on the 26th.’ 


	“Thank you sir, er, about my request to marry, sir. I -.” 


	The man cut in, “Your request was turned down.”


	His jaw slowly fell open as he struggled to speak, “I, er, t-t-t-turned down, sir, I, er, why was that sir.”


	The officer stared at Landsdorff. “I believe it is better so.”


	Landsdorff met his gaze. ‘Damn him, he won’t tell me, he knows damn well why, but he won’t come out with it.’ “Better sir. I don’t understand.”


	Von Bergen took a deep breath and regarded the young sailor. “Stand at ease, man. I don’t like it either.”


	Landsdorff stood at ease. “Like what sir.”


	He gestured to another desk. “Pull up a chair and sit down.”


	He did as he was bid and said, “I have heard rumours, sir and I had a visit from the Gestapo. My fiancé is Jewish, sir and they told me not to be involved with her.” He paused and looked at the captain square in the face and said, “Is that the reason for my being here, sir.”


	Von Bergholm studied his desk top, his hands on the surface, fingers spread. His shoulders rose and fell before he spoke, “I am the reason for you being here, sailor, not the bloody Gestapo. You are an excellent seaman; your family have been sailors for generations, your brothers are officers and I am recommending you for officer training when the U-114 returns. You will be trained in the use of radar equipment.” He paused and lowered his voice. “Keep this to yourself, it is top secret. You have heard of the new pocket battleship, Admiral Graf Spee.”


	Landsdorff nodded, unable to speak, he knew what was coming.


	“When it leaves port, you will be on it.”


	Landsdorff sat there his jaw slack, he had never given an officers rank a thought, his brothers were officers and if he played his cards correctly then he would join them, but then he was to be a radar officer aboard Germany’s mightiest battleship. 


	“It’s the way things are at the moment, Wilhelm. I’ve spoken with your father, he understands and I am sure you will in time to come. You will have a fine career as a sailor, as an officer. Germany will be proud of you. Give my regards to Captain Kohl. You are dismissed.”


	Landsdorff sprang to his feet and saluted. He turned slowly to the door and left the room, not seeing the look of disgust, changing to anger creasing von Bergholm’s features.


	His thoughts turned to Betty, laughing, giggling chubby Betty. ‘She’ll find someone else, a nice Jewish boy and I will find me a blond-haired Christian girl, and we’ll all live happily ever after.’


	***


	Three days later Wilhelm Landsdorff’s parents received a letter stating that their son had been promoted and would be attending officers training School in September and would not be home for Christmas due to service requirements.


	His father looked at the letter, from Wilhelm’s commanding officer, praising their son.


	His wife said, smiling, after he read it to her, “And you thought it was because of his relationship with Betty.”


	Heinrich Landsdorff, after recalling the conversation with Willy’s commanding officer, decided it was all for the best in the long run and kept his comments to himself. 


	That night, together with his wife, they prayed for all of their sons’ safe return.


	 


	Süderquaistraße 11 St . Georg. Hamburg.


	Ellen Kaempfer hurried to the front door as the doorbell rang. She opened it to find Betty standing there. She could tell by her eyes she had been crying. “Come inside,” she said. And closed to door as Betty walked past her into the parlour.


	She sat there on the sofa, holding a letter in her hand. She handed it to Ellen and said, “The wedding’s off.”


	Ellen took the letter hardly comprehending her sister’s words. Willy had proposed to her, they were going to buy the rings this very day, a Saturday. She opened the letter and read it to herself, there was no date and no address. The postmark was Bremerhaven.


	 


	Dear Betty, 


	I have some unpleasant news, due to the political climate I am being sent to an officer’s training school.


	After passing out I will be given new orders, I cannot tell you more for security reasons. 


	This is my last letter for a long while. 


	A seaman’s curse, long sea voyages.


	 


	Yours, Willy.


	 


	She replaced the letter and handed it back. “It doesn’t say anything about your engagement or your wedding.”


	“Read between the lines sister, dear. He’s going away for a long while. Bloody navy.” 


	She sat down beside her and placed an arm around her shoulder. “What did his parents say, did you call them.”


	“His commanding officer told them much the same thing and he has neither written or phoned them, it seems there is something going on that even they aren’t allowed to by privy to.”


	“You’ll have to be patient, Betty, times are unsettled at the moment, we could be looking at a new government.”


	“You mean this fellow Hitler.”


	“Yes, he seems like a determined fellow.”


	“He doesn’t like Jews.”


	 


	Hamburg, October 1935.


	Classification.


	In a government building Johannes Kaempfer pushed open an office door and entered the room.  Forcing a smile he called out, “I er, er, received notification to report here today,” and glanced at his wristwatch. “My n-name is Johannes Kaempfer I, er, I’m not late am I?”


	“Sit!”


	He dropped the grimace, closed the door quickly and glanced around the room: a cold and austere affair, adorned with Hitler portraits and propaganda posters. A plain wooden chair stood in front of a large wooden desk, he hurried over to it. He stopped and his jaw dropped, he raised his right arm and said, “Heil Hitler”, and on seeing that the other did not intend to reply, he sat down. 


	The man in the yellow khaki uniform, sitting behind his desk stared at him. His armband displayed the Nazi symbol, a swastika, he wore the Nazi party badge on his uniform lapel. He said, “Herr Kaempfer, you are aware of the new legislation are you not? The letter I sent you was for your own good.”


	Kaempfer felt the other’s eyes boring into his; he lowered his gaze, nodding rapidly. “Yes, sir, I am, sir.”


	“Unless you decide otherwise, you are to receive new papers; you will be re-classified as from today.”


	“Re-classified, sir, I, er, I don’t understand!”


	“You just told me you were aware of the new legislation, you are married to a Jewess, so you will be, unfortunately, re-classified as a Jew.” He sneered, saying, “That is to say, a half-Jew.”


	“B-but I am only - as you said - married to one.”


	The sneer turned to an expression of disgust. “You have had sexual intercourse with her, have you not? Despoiling the Aryan pureness”


	“But, sir, she is my wife.”


	“Then divorce her,” he said, somewhat louder, glaring at him.


	Kaempfer said, “How, sir, on what grounds?”


	“In my opinion, you have the legal right to divorce her because she is Jewish. Under the new legislation, that alone will be reason enough.” He pushed a form across to him. “Just fill in this form and sign it, then you can keep your original pass and that will be the end of it. But remember, Herr Kaempfer, you can no longer live together.” 


	Kaempfer had heard rumours, read the newspapers, heard Goebels on the radio about deportation, work camps for Jews and other undesirables and the like, and he realised he would be implicated, lose his job, his house his income and maybe his life. He rose and approached the desk, the official handed him a fountain pen. “Their days are numbered anyway, these Jews, these pariahs,” he added, “And you will thank the Fuhrer for this, one day.”


	Kaempfer took the pen, leaned forward, peering at the form. He noted the reference to German citizens married to Jewish, half-Jewish, and other non-Aryan races, a paragraph about ‘Rassenschande’ pertaining to keeping the purity of the Aryan race. He looked at the official. Before he could speak, the other said, “You are going to sign it aren’t you? You do understand the implications, the problems facing you married to a Jew.”


	Kaempfer nodded. “Yes, yes, I was...” the man’s glare terrified him, so cold, empty, and callous. He looked down at the form once again, quickly filled it in, his hands shaking. He finished by signing it, then straightened up, handing back the pen.


	The other took it beaming, his eyes soft, his tone now warm, friendly, “Now that wasn’t difficult, was it?” 


	Kaempfer stood there in silence. 


	The other said with a half-smile, “What do they call you, your friends; Henness is it?” 


	Kaempfer nodded.


	“You may leave now, Henness, thank you, you were very helpful,” said the other. 


	Kaempfer turned and walked towards the door in a daze. 


	The man called out, “Er, Henness, please be so kind as to send your, er, ex-wife in,” adding, with a raised arm as Kaempfer turned to him, “Heil Hitler.”


	Kaempfer responded half-heartedly then he opened the door and sidled out of the room. 


	He closed the door, walked towards a slim, dark-haired woman in her mid-forties, his wife, Ellen. She sat on one of the wooden chairs in the narrow hallway, next to another woman. 


	He looked down at her, her face still held traces of her youthful beauty. Their time together flashed through his mind; all the way back to their wedding day - in this very same building, years ago. He remembered the Christmases, the birthdays, not forgetting the disappointment when the doctor told him he was sterile and Ellen’s face when he told her. He took a deep breath, let it out slowly, saying quietly, “You can go in now.”


	Ellen Kaempfer rose up. “What’s happened, Henness’, you look awful?”


	“I, I , I’m alright, it’s just-.” He looked at her. She gazed back, her soft brown eyes wide. He felt defeated and said, “He’s waiting.”


	She examined his features, and then she walked towards the office door.


	As the door closed, Kaempfer looked down at Ellen’s older sister, Betty. The two women had received a letter similar to his, delivered by a police officer on the same day. She stared back at him. “What took you so long in there, what did they want?”


	He tried to speak, but his throat ached, he felt the tears coming. He rushed off down the hallway, wiping his face, wishing he were far, far away from this dreadful place.


	***


	Ellen knocked and entered the room; she raised her right arm, said quietly, “Heil Hitler.”


	The man behind the desk stared at her and held out his hand. “Your pass.”


	She took her pass out of her handbag, stepped forward, handed it over. He snatched it, opened it up, took a stamp, pressed it onto the page. He picked up a pen scribbled something, then handed the pass back.


	She examined the page, he’d added the name “Sarah” to her forenames, he’d also stamped a large letter ‘J’ below her photo, her marital status now stood at Divorced.


	“Excuse me, there seems to be some mistake, my first name is Ellen Johanna, but you have added Sarah, and I’m not divorced.”


	The man actually beamed as he told her, “All Jewesses are to carry the name Sarah in their pass, as for your marital status, you are divorced, your husband signed the application form just five minutes ago after taking my advice.”


	Her heart stood still, her breath caught in her throat. “W- w – why did -?”


	“Had he not, otherwise he would have been classified as a Jew.”


	“But he and I never spoke of divorce, we didn’t-.”


	“I have no time to discuss this, get out of my office, now.”


	***


	Outside on the street, Kaempfer breathed in the cold air, his body shaking. He slowly came to a decision, mumbling to himself, “I’d better go home and pack, yes, yes, an – and then afterwards to the bank.” He panted heavily as he hurried along. “And I - I  can stay with my cousin for the time be till she move...” He stopped, his visage crumpled, he clutched his chest, as he gasped for breath the thought came, ‘God is punishing me’. 


	Delayed shock had caused his heart muscle to rupture slightly, but painfully, followed by the realisation at what he had done to his wife, their way of life. He burst into tears, sobbing uncontrollably, unaware of the stares from the passers-by and slowly dropped to his knees


	***


	Ellen came out of the office, her face white. Betty, ten years her senior, stood up, went to her, held her close. “Whatever is the matter?”


	“He, he has - divorced me, Hennes’ has divorced me - so as not to be classed as a Jew, he -   he didn’t even ha - ha - have to discuss it with me.” She sobbed quietly, then said as her sister held her, “We may never see each other - ever again.”


	Betty stood there open-mouthed.


	They both jumped as a loud voice called out, “Betty Holstein!”


	 


	 


	Belgian coast. April, 1936


	The clouds parted, shedding moonlight on a fishing boat, its stack smoking lightly as it lay tied up to a wooden jetty. The sound of a truck’s engine disturbed the night’s tranquillity; its brakes squealing as it came to a halt and parked near the entrance to the boatyard. The truck driver left his cab, walked round to the rear of the vehicle and lowered the tailboard.


	Over a dozen people, encumbered by suitcases and packages climbed down from the truck with his help, and hurried toward the waiting vessel.


	A sailor appeared from the cabin, beckoning to the people. As the last one boarded he waved to the truck driver who drove off into the night.


	The men, women and children, covered in blankets, sat huddled together on the deck of the fishing boat. As it moved away from the jetty, Sylvia Morgenstern, blond, aged 43, pulled her 16-year-old daughter Sarah closer to her as she spoke.


	“Now we start a new life, my angel, in America.”


	Sarah missed her ‘ersatz-Tanten’ who babysat with them every weekend and she said, “Why aren’t Auntie Ellen and Auntie Betty coming with us.”


	Sylvia glanced at her husband. 


	He turned his head away. 


	“Auntie Betty is too ill to travel, Liebling,” she said as she stroked Sarah’s hair.


	Sarah said, “Will they both be joining us in England.”


	Sylvia looked once more to her husband who refused to meet her gaze. “Yes, of course, when she’s better.”


	As the boat made its way towards the horizon Sarah said “Daddy, how soon will they be joining us in England.”


	He glanced at her and said, “I- I’m not sure, we’ll have to wait and see,” forcing a smile for her.


	Sylvia turned and stared at her husband. He quickly lowered his eyes; he’d told her they couldn’t afford it and the two weren’t really family anyway. She turned her head away, and pulled Sarah closer to her. She looked back at the receding coastline and a tear ran down her cheek followed by others.




 


	 


	Chapter two.


	 


	Hamburg August. 1936.


	Elfriede Mollenhauer.


	Thirty-five year-old Elfriede Mollenhauer stood by the radio, listening to the familiar voice of her brother, a radio announcer‘…and the bronze medal goes to Paula Mollenhauer. My goodness, just listen to the crowd, they-.’


	Alone in her third-floor apartment, she turned the radio off, and walked away from the sideboard after hearing her twin brother Robert on the radio, one of Germany’s first sports commentators, speaking live from Berlin.
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