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	About the Author


	



The author Ellen Dudley, a qualified accountant and ghost writer, lives with her husband and two small daughters in Germany near the Dutch border after writing, co-writing and editing over sixty books of different genres with her father, author Thomas Jason Edison. 


	The genres are: Fantasy. Science-Fiction. Science-Fiction-Fantasy. Crime Thrillers, and tales of the Holocaust.


	 


	 




	 


	Dedications.


	I dedicate this book to my Father; author Thomas Jason Edison, for co-writing with me, and researching for material for this terrible and tragic tale of man’s inhumanity, also the bravery of journalists who risked their lives to bring home news of the conflict, reporting from Normandy on the invasion and subsequently on the horror of Nazi concentrations camps.


	 




	 


	 


	
Foreword.



	 


	During  the decade preceding World War II the Great Depression was a severe worldwide economic depression.


	It started around 1930 and lasted until the late 1930s or middle 1940s depending in which country you lived. 


	It was the longest, most widespread, and deepest depression of the 20th century.


	Food prices in the USA were low as these were lean years. 


	Coffee 5 cents. 


	Doughnut 5 cents. 


	Hamburger 15 cents. 


	Fries 10 cents. 


	Hot Dog 10 cents.


	For one whole dollar, you could take your girl out for a full meal and still have change.


	 








	 


	Preface


	



Under Adolf Hitler’s rule, the deportation of European and German Jews culminated in the policy of total extermination. 


	The Nazis named it the "Final Solution to the Jewish Question". Mass killings were carried out within Germany itself, throughout German-occupied Europe, and across all territories controlled by the Axis powers. 


	Paramilitary death squads, in cooperation with the local police force, murdered around 1.3 million Jews in mass shootings between 1941 and 1945. 


	By mid-1942, German Jewish families were being deported in sealed cattle trains without food, water or sanitation to labour camps or extermination camps where, if they survived the journey, the men women and children were murdered in numerous ways, one of them by suffocation in carefully constructed ‘Killer-vans’ while thousands more died in specially-built gas chambers. 


	The killing continued until the end of the war in Europe in May 1945.


	 


	 


	*


	 




	
 


	Chapter list.


	 


	Chapter One.


	New York. Tuesday July 9th 1929.


	Hard Times.


	 


	Chapter Two.


	Berlin Wednesday 10th of May 1933.


	Hotel Gloria.


	 


	Chapter Three.


	The interview.


	 


	Chapter Four.


	United States Army Medical Centre. 1943.


	Normandy coast, June 1944


	Omaha beach.


	 


	Chapter Five


	Holdenheim, Southern Germany.


	The Truman Tank.


	August 16th 


	Assignment


	 


	Chapter Six.


	The Camp.


	 








	Chapter One.


	 


	 


	New York. Tuesday July 9th 1929.


	Hard Times.


	 


	Ed Haralson looked at the new putty holding the glass in the window frame, and regarded his work with a non-professional eye, and touched the firm surface tentatively with his index finger. He called out, “I can start painting tomorrow. D’you think we should try a different color?” 


	In New York, in July 1929, everybody was willing to do any sort of work, however menial, to survive, and Ed, at age thirty-three, was no exception. Working as a janitor on the block where he lived, he took a pride in everything he did, whether sweeping autumn leaves or snow, or fixing a leaky pipe, and as a free-lance photojournalist, he found himself at the moment with plenty of spare time on his hands.  


	Squinting up at the sky through the window of his two-bedroom apartment he called out once more after glancing at the outside thermometer, “Weather’s good, but it’s gonna be a hot one today, it’s 102°F already.” 


	He moved away from the living-room window and watched his wife - ten years his junior - as she knelt on the threadbare carpet, her gaily-printed cotton frock spread before her as she slipped a jacket over their two-year-old son Simon’s shoulders. She fitted his tiny arms carefully inside the sleeves, her long fingers moving deftly as she fastened the buttons. She finished and looked up at him. He asked her, “What d’you think, blue, or brown?”


	She pulled the child to her. “You choose whatever, you have good taste.” 


	Jean Haralson rose up with the child in her arms. Ed neared her, kissed her on the cheek, and then ruffled the boy’s wavy hair, almost as dark as his mother’s. “You ready, you want I should carry him down the stairs?”


	She looked at her husband standing there, in his freshly ironed shirt, Sunday trousers and matching blazer and shiny brown shoes, broad-shouldered, weary eyed, and smiling as always. “That’s okay, Honey, he aint’ that heavy.”


	He gazed into her dark eyes, he saw the tiredness brought on by the extra work she did, she left the house at all hours to deliver babies in her profession as a midwife, but of late she had taken on extra duties – caring for a neighbor’s arthritic husband, and doing laundry, and ironing.
       He smiled and stroked her cheek gently with the back of his fingers, “You happy?”


	She returned the smile and nodded. “Sure, I’ve got you two to brighten up my life, don’t I?” she kissed his lips. “I’ll just get my purse.” 


	He watched her walk briskly over to the dresser next to the kitchen door, the child resting easily on her hip. She sat the boy on the polished surface, opened her purse, and sorted out her things, with the child watching her every move. 


	As he waited, Ed thought about the last three job-application letters he had written. 


	Up to now he had received nothing but a phone call from a secretary or somebody’s assistant telling him, “Times are hard Mr. Haralson,” as if he didn’t already know. 


	He had been lucky up to now, the work as a janitor in his apartment block kept the rent at a payable level. Then there was the exclusive freelance story every so often, complete with pictures, but even then, the editors had paid him badly. In one case, an editor who he hardly knew personally had the nerve to say, “For old time’s sake,” with a cheap grin. 


	His last free-lance job had brought in enough money, together with Jean’s earnings, to pay the usual bills for a month; the rest spent or put aside for food, mainly for their son. 


	Then the news yesterday as she arrived home from the clinic. “I’m pregnant!” He had wanted to tell her they could not afford a second child, but he desisted as she stood there, her face glowing, saying, “It is God’s wish.”


	Taking her into his arms, he had whispered, “Mine too.”


	Coming from a non-orthodox Jewish family, he wondered if God had any connections in the journalist trade, if so he should give him a call, or maybe send him a sign - something - anything.


	She called out from the dresser, “We’re ready,” and walked over to him. She handed him the apartment keys and he followed her out into the corridor. 


	He locked the door behind them, and preceded her down the creaky wooden stairway. 


	They passed Mrs. Silberman on her way back from shopping, and as they stood to one side on the staircase the octogenarian squeezed the child’s cheek gently, as she was prone to. 


	 “How’s my boy this morning. Are you taking your Mama and Papa for a walk?”


	Jean smiled at the old woman. “He’s fine, Mrs. Silberman, how is your husband today?”


	She shook her head. “Complaining, complaining, always he is complaining.” She ruffled the child’s hair gently. “You bring him round for cookies later; I have baked them fresh this morning.”


	Jean laid a hand on the old woman’s shoulder. “Will do, Mrs. Silberman, I’ll bring him with me later.”


	She walked on up the stairs and the child burbled happily, “Gramma, Gramma bakes cookies.” 


	Jean laughed softly as she descended once more. “His first word and it had to be Gramma.”


	 “She spoils him rotten when she baby-sits for us,” said Ed, shaking his head, smiling, “but she means well.” Then he added casually, “My first word was, ‘No’.”


	She smiled to herself and asked him, “And what was the second one?”


	“The second one was, ‘Ow’.”


	“That I can believe,” she said, smiling widely.


	As they reached the bottom of the stairs he stopped, turned around and kissed her gently on the lips. “And you spoil me.” 


	Standing on the bottom step, she looked his face over, brushed a strand of ginger hair from his forehead, and caressed his ear with her lips. “I’m allowed to - I love you.”


	She stepped down and followed him to the apartment building entrance. He opened the glass-paneled door and followed her through. 


	They walked down the broad stone steps to the sidewalk together, and she suggested, “Let’s walk through the park; we can sit on the grass for a while.” 


	They crossed the quiet street and headed for Central Park. 


	They couldn’t afford a baby carriage, so when Simon got tired from walking Ed and Jean took turns carrying him, something to which the boy seldom objected to.


	On the way there, they passed families with chattering kids in tow. As they reached a junction, a man, wearing a shabby suit one size too big and shoes that showed the miles, approached them. 


	“Hey, er, Buddy, can you spare a dime?”


	Ed looked at Jean as she regarded the man’s pathetic, unshaven appearance. 


	She watched Ed reach into his back pocket and dig deep, and she saw him place two dimes in the man’s grubby hand and heard him say, “Sorry, that’s all I got.”


	The man looked at the coins open-mouthed, then back at Ed and said, “Thank you, sir, and God bless you.”


	Ed looked down, coloring slightly. “You’re welcome,” he said quietly.


	He turned to Jean and she gazed at him, her eyes aglow and then glanced at his trouser pocket. “You gave him two whole dimes, is that all you had?”


	He nodded then said, “The last of my change, I had intended to treat you both to an ice cone and a soda or something.”


	She shrugged, and hitched the child up, smiling. “Is okay, his need is greater.” 


	They watched the man shuffle off down the street. She looked to her husband, slightly puzzled. “He looked familiar; now where have I seen him?”


	He told her, “You might have seen him at the apartment block a while back talking with Abe, he used to sell insurance, poor guy.”


	She watched the man recede into the distance. “Yes, you’re right, I remember, he was most polite. What happened to him?”


	 “His wife died in childbirth, baby died too. He turned to drink, lost his job, now he’s just another poor bum, looking for handouts.”


	“How awful,” she pulled Simon closer to her, her memories of birth-deaths haunting her once more.


	*


	Half an hour later, they neared the park entrance, with Simon hurrying them along, tugging on Ed’s hand eagerly as he called out, “Papa, Mama, schnell, schnell.” 


	Jean laughed softly. “He’s in a hurry today.”


	Ed stooped and picked him up, swinging him through the air. The boy giggled, and then struggled in his arms as Ed hugged him. As he handed him to Jean she said, “He’s always like this when he knows we are going to the park. He prefers it to the city streets.” 


	They entered the vast complex of Central Park.


	 They walked along the sand and gravel path, all smoothed out early that morning, amongst the trees, passing couples sat on the surrounding grass, talking, and laughing, and others taking a stroll. The happy sounds of children playing echoed in the distance, near to the lake. The park in general was unusually quiet today, which was strange for a Sunday. Ed thought somberly, “The whole damn city is quiet.”


	They took to the path and as they approached a junction, they stopped to watch a young man, sitting on a corner park bench, surreptitiously taking photographs with a small camera, of people walking by.


	Ed said, “I knew I’d forgotten something, damn it.”
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