

  

    

      

    

  




  





  READ ALL ABOUT HOW ADOLF HITLER ALMOST CONQUERED THE WORLD THROUGH A LITTLE GIRL.




  





  When little Thomasina Ware visits him as a red-haired, fair-cheeked baby, Adolf Hitler puts in effect his master plan to take the ideal Aryan baby girl and remake her as his own, raising her to think like him, sound like him, and look like him as much as a girl can. He hires a spy to steal the baby away from her parents when they aren't looking and deliver her to Hitler’s mountain retreat. He tells Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain that she's just visiting. The Prime Minister thinks it's charming so her real parents back in England can't protest. The farce goes on and on and when the Second World War starts it's too late to get her back. But Major General Ware, the child's father, vows to free his daughter or else. Second only to defeating Germany, it becomes his most important goal.




  





  





  “Best historical novel I've read in years. I learned a lot about the Third Reich that I never suspected. Three cheers for the Cargills!”—Mary Ann Hanee, writer.




  





  “...Hitler's Daughter...helped me...imagine Hitler addressing the mobs on Party Day in the 1930s.“—Jean Hansom, Safeway staff.




  





  “I've read everything I could find on Adolf Hitler...the picture of Hitler in Hitler's Daughter is really unique. Instead of being a two-dimensional villain, the authors really explore his motives for kidnapping the little girl.”—Fritz Bogen, history teacher .




  





  “Keeps your interest all the way to the end. I want to read the sequel. Please write one.”—Barbara Pickwick, writer.




  





  “...I can't wait to buy a copy. I'll be first in line. So will my friends.”—Maren Moorgan, writer.




  “...Hitler's Daughter sounds like my parents talking about the war, about the Blitz. It all comes back again.”—Michelle Hagen, Petco staff.
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  Prologue: May 13, 1935 Clouds Hill Cottage, Dorset, U.K.





  





  Lawrence peered out the porthole in his bunkroom at Clouds Hill Cottage forty-five minutes before he died. The messenger he summoned swiftly approached the two-story dwelling, driving a dark-colored Austin 7 Saloon car.




  Lawrence dashed down the narrow staircase. It wasn't constructed for one much taller than he was at five foot three. Good that he was lithe and skinny as a soda straw.




  He opened a small slot in the front door and asked for the password.




  “Gilgamesh,” said the man.




  Lawrence swung open the door. The well-disguised messenger hurried in, his face all but covered by a fedora. Lawrence could make out only the man's bristly beard and a scar on his left cheek. His bulky overcoat obscured a muscular body with big shoulders.




  The messenger held out his hand.




  Aside from the new porthole salvaged from the breakup of the battlecruiser HMS Tiger, Clouds Hill had few windows and none on the ground floor. Just as well. Lawrence hurried into the storeroom that he kept at a constant temperature by lining it with asbestos. Next to a bag of apples he pulled out a cardboard sleeve sitting on a shelf. He counted the maps to make sure they were all there. He shoved them back down in the sleeve and approached the messenger.




  “Carchemish!” the messenger spoke the other password Lawrence had come up with for the handover of the maps. It referred to a two-year archaeological dig in the Middle East, at an ancient Hittite site in northern Syria near the Turkish border. The dig had taken place over twenty years ago, in 1913-1914, right before the war. That was when and where the first maps had been drawn.




  “Deliver this sleeve to Colonel Sir Edward Ware,” Lawrence specified in a low voice. He knew the messenger would take it to Ware Hall where the officer lived, not far from Dorset. “Don't give it to any of his servants. Hand it only to him.”




  “I will, straight away,” the man said very low.




  “If he's not there don't leave the sleeve lying about. Take it to Winston Churchill at 11 Morpeth Mansions in London.”




  The messenger nodded. He hid the sleeve inside the inner liner of his bulky coat and left without saying another word. Lawrence hurried back upstairs to his porthole. He watched the Austin 7 pull out slowly at first, then more swiftly. He followed the car until it disappeared down the winding, twisty country road.




  Lawrence had to get out of here fast, too. Last night before going to bed he watched as the stray cat he fed outside put its ears up and darted away without finishing its milk. The animal emitted a low grumbling growl.




  Cats were infallible creatures when it came to sensing something was amiss. If it were a dog that surprised the cat, the canine would have barked. There would have been a scuffle. It must have been a human intruder.




  He didn't have any neighbors for many acres around his property. Clouds Hill was acquired for privacy and seclusion. Nor was he expecting visitors.




  He thought it inadvisable to spend one more night at Clouds Hill. But it already was past midnight. He couldn't change the time for the prearranged hand-over of the maps to the messenger.




  He secured the doors and the few upper-story windows. He slept with a lantern beside his bed and a sidearm under his pillow.




  Lawrence figured today he would head for Chartwell in Kent. He'd been a visitor at Winston Churchill's country estate many times. Churchill's youngest daughter, Mary, was delighted to watch him play dress-up in the old Lawrence of Arabia costume from the Great War.




  Mrs. Churchill would be in residence even if Winston were away in London for a session of Parliament. Lawrence would be welcome to stay overnight until he could make arrangements with the British Army to go underground. That he’d done before, especially right after the war. Edward had been in hiding, too, with the enemy agents after both of them.




  He gathered together his few possessions in a backpack. Then he grabbed his motorcycle goggles out of the top drawer. He headed back downstairs.




  After just three steps he stopped and listened.




  Was that the settling of the house? The creak had been louder than usual. He hurried down the rest of the stairs and on out the door without stopping, noticing that something sticky was on the door handle. It hadn't been there when he let the messenger out only minutes before.




  Lawrence ran to the garage behind the small house where he kept the Brough Superior SS100 motorbike, nicknamed George VII. He closed the door behind him while he got ready.




  Moments later a goggled, five-foot-three figure astride the Brough Superior jetted out of the shed. He zoomed around the corner. Quite unexpectedly he took another path away from the property than the one he always followed into town.




  That would put them off his scent.




  The motorcycle followed a secret dirt path through the woods. It didn't join the road again for several miles. Upon reaching the paved roadway, Lawrence took an immediate sharp left around a hairpin turn and at once entered a tunnel created by trees joining branches overhead. He opened up the throttle as he entered the first hamlet with thatched roof cottages that seemed as old as time itself. He got through it quickly without slowing down once.




  The engine on the motorcycle was superior to anything else in its class. There was plenty of petrol to make it the rest of the way to Kent this afternoon.




  He entered the second small hamlet and zoomed down a narrow street with cars parked on both sides. He had to get around a dustbin lorry that was blocking traffic. That delayed him. He was determined not to lose any more time. While waiting, he kept his eyes fixed on the windows in the surrounding buildings. They seemed to close in on him from both sides in a claustrophobic sort of way.




  Two boys were playing in the road up ahead. He thought to turn down the first alley on the right to avoid them. But the alley was blocked with cars parked in such a sloppy, haphazard fashion that no one could drive down the street. He'd been through here before many times and not seen this sort of jam. Odd . . .




  He honked at the boys. They didn't seem to be paying attention. He honked again more loudly. He didn't dare slow down as he turned to quickly look behind him.




  As he approached, loud music blared from the upper-story window of a cottage on the right-hand side of the road. He could hardly hear his own horn. At the last moment, he swerved sharply to the right around the lads, cursing.




  Something pierced the right side of his head, just behind his ear. A searing pain made him forget everything else. The handlebars slipped from his grip. The motorbike skidded. All the colors of the rainbow surrounded him. He catapulted from his seat over the handlebars and hit the ground headfirst. Everything went black.




  




  





  





  




  Chapter 1: July 27, 1935 Carinhall, Hermann Goering’s estate in the Schorfheide Forest northeast of Berlin, Germany





  





  Armed, black-clad guards manning the entrance gate built into the high stonewalls of Carinhall gave the National Socialist straight-arm salute.




  Dora cringed against the shoulder of her husband, Colonel Sir Edward Ware. She clutched their newborn baby daughter. Their black Mercedes 290 Pullman limousine, escorted by Wehrmacht motorcycles and leading a convoy of vehicles, whisked past the saluting SS officers. The German guards stood rigidly at attention as the Wares headed into Hermann Goering's estate, where they were to meet Hitler within the hour.




  “Do we have to come here?” the new Lady Ware asked her husband of ten months.




  “Prime Minister Baldwin's orders,” Edward said.




  What about the baby? Her lips formed the words as the imposing chestnut trees lining the entrance drive shadowed their limo.




  Edward looked at his two-month-old daughter. They were taking a big chance bringing her to Germany. Known to no one else in England except Winston Churchill, there was a veiled threat. If they didn’t hand over the Lawrence maps to Hitler, the Dictator’s agents might kidnap their child.




  Nor could the Wares refuse to bring her. Hitler persuaded Prime Minister Baldwin to issue an invitation that expressly included the baby. The German Chancellor found out about the newborn through one of his spies. The appeasement-minded Prime Minister would be horrified if the Wares did anything to displease the Dictator on this special diplomatic occasion of celebrating the Anglo-German Naval Treaty.




  “Hitler wouldn't dare kidnap our daughter on a diplomatic occasion,” Edward assured his wife. “Even Baldwin wouldn't deal with him then.”




  She nodded woodenly. It seemed that Hitler had Baldwin wrapped around his little finger.




  The chauffeur pulled up in front of the palatial hunting lodge that Hermann Goering erected in this forest north of Berlin. It was surrounded by tall, thin beech trees. They seemed to crowd in around them, choking off the sunlight.




  A servant opened the limousine’s rear door. Out stepped Edward in his parade uniform sporting the rank insignia for Colonel, two gold stars or “pips” with a crown above them, set against an olive drab background. His Victoria Cross, awarded for distinguished bravery at Gallipoli in the Great War, was pinned to his chest. He had to coax his wife out of the car. Lucy, their maid, followed holding the newly christened Thomasina Edwina Ware as well as Dora’s traveling satchel.




  Dora instantly snatched her daughter back, afraid to let go of the child for one instant.




  She hesitated, taken aback by all the Nazi officials gathered everywhere around her eyeing the baby. Edward took his wife's arm and led her inside through the crowd. Fresh from America the year before, the Pittsburgh heiress felt as if they were walking into the wolf’s den.




  A second limo brought Edward’s commanding officer, Brigadier “Wickie” Roberts, and his wife, Jane, along with other high-ranking English officers. They and the Wares had been selected to represent Britain at the reception celebrating the new naval agreement between the two leading European powers. The third limousine carried select members of the ambassadorial staff from the German Embassy in London.




  Lucy handed Dora the satchel before the Wares were escorted into a baronial dining hall. A huge chandelier illuminated the banqueting table, which stretched from one end of the room to the other. A Persian rug covered the floor. The table was crowded with guests, except for the chair next to Dora’s.




  “Why this empty seat?” Dora held the baby in her lap, taking a bottle from the satchel that Lucy packed only that morning. She was suspicious of everything and noticed every last little detail.




  “I was trying to figure that out myself,” Edward admitted. “Can’t say I like it.”




  Dora strove not to let her nervousness show. She’d practiced with Edward so her face wouldn’t be an open book.




  “Hitler can’t force us to reveal where we've hidden the maps if we’re clever enough.” Her husband whispered in her ear. “Don’t let him cow you into doing something you shouldn’t. If you have any doubts, ask me.”




  He patted her hand, perfectly assured about his ability, single-handed, to resist the ever more powerful leader of Nazi Germany. Dora gaped in astonishment at the husband she’d married only last September. Where did he get all his self-confidence that he could defy the German Dictator and keep his daughter, too!




  A server finished making up the place setting next to Dora's. Waiters in uniform set down bowls of steaming Kartoffelsuppe with cubed potatoes and carrots in clear broth with parsley seasoning. As soon as they picked up their spoons, everyone put them down. Confused, Dora followed what Edward did. All eyes turned to the right. Everyone rose.




  A singular-looking, middle-aged man about five foot eight with brown hair freshly cut just so, a prominent, pointed nose, a large mouth, and a small toothbrush mustache made his way across the floor at a rapid clip. Like the German military officers at the banquet and the English top brass, he wore knee-length, black leather boots. His white shirt and tie, covered by a brown jacket fastened by a broad black belt, looked plain. The only thing to distinguish him was his red armband with a black swastika set against a white background.




  Dora’s eyes grew big in horror to be this close to the Nazi Dictator. When she’d declared, “I do!” she had no idea she was consenting to a contest of wills with Adolf Hitler.




  The Dictator headed straight for the empty seat next to Dora. She traded glances with her husband. Edward nodded to tell her to go ahead and make small talk with the German leader.




  “You must be the new Lady Ware.” Hitler kissed Dora’s trembling hand, fixing her with his gaze. “They told me you were the pretty one with light brown hair and hazel eyes. And so fashionably dressed!”




  The Parisian designer, Elsa Schiaparelli, tailored for Dora a black-knit dress with a trompe-l'oeil white bow to serve as a traveling suit. She highlighted Dora's figure, taking the dress in here and there to make sure her curves showed through. Designer clothes were expected of her as Edward’s wealthy new American wife.




  “Danke schön, Herr Chancellor! Ich fühle mich geehrt, Sie kennenzulernen.” Dora replied. Her parents, first-generation German-Americans, had spoken the language around her as a girl growing up in western Pennsylvania.




  “Such excellent German, too!” The Dictator conversed with her as the wait staff continued to serve the meal, course after course.




  Dora tried to remember to take a few bites before the waiters removed her latest plate from the table. She sensed Hitler was leading up to something. She just didn't know what.




  “I want to congratulate you on being the mother of Thomasina Ware, whose reputation for loveliness has preceded her!” Hitler gazed at the baby in her mother's arms as the dessert dishes were being picked up. “May I?” He began to take the baby from Dora.




  “She might be wet!” Dora clung to her daughter, wondering how many photos of the baby must have been shown to him. She didn’t want it to be now, right in front of her eyes, that Hitler stole their child.




  Edward signaled her to let go. She relaxed her grip. Her husband knew much more about this European intrigue than she did coming from a gauche place like Pittsburgh. If he said it was safe, she hoped it was.




  Hitler lifted Thomasina up, remembering to support her head, and brought her up to his nose. He smiled at the baby girl as she opened her eyes and took him in. Thomasina seemed amazed at someone she’d never glimpsed before. Her open-mouthed expression turned into a smile.




  “Her full name is Thomasina Edwina Ware,” Edward broke in.




  “A long name for such a little girl!” Hitler didn’t look away from the baby. “My she looks robust!” He cradled her in his arms and headed around the banqueting table.




  Dora sensed her husband’s rigidity. He didn’t like Hitler's sudden move any better than she did.




  The Führer stopped at Frau Goering's chair, not far away. The middle-aged lady with blonde hair pulled up on top of her head smiled. The hostess wore a frock with a white lace collar and edging around her wrists.




  “Have you ever seen such a miraculously fair, milky white complexion?” the Dictator asked.




  “Nein!” Frau Goering took Thomasina in her arms, admiring the child. “Even the Holy Roman Emperor, Frederick Barbarossa, didn't have such a fine shade of red hair!” She exchanged looks with her husband, the big-shouldered, Viking-like Hermann Goering.




  Hitler took Thomasina from Frau Goering and paraded her around to the other guests. He showed her to the wife of a German officer.




  “Her skin looks fair because of the contrast with her red hair,” the lady observed.




  Hitler brushed his hand across the child's little head. “Red hair like hers is so very rare! Her hair seems ethereal, rather like the sky when it’s on fire with the setting sun.”




  Dora didn't like the way the Dictator was focusing on her daughter so intensely.




  Edward whispered to his wife, “Remember what I told you. If he takes Thomasina now, he might as well rip up his own Naval Treaty. He would make Germany look like the most barbaric place on earth.”




  Hitler resumed his seat. He turned to face Edward and Dora, still with Thomasina on his lap. “Linge!” Hitler summoned his adjutant.




  A tall, fair-haired man in an SS uniform with a receding hairline dashed to the Dictator’s side with lightning speed. The stern-faced, efficient valet handed the Führer a large, fancy box wrapped up with a pink bow. The card on top featured Thomasina Ware's name written in Gothic, black-letter German calligraphy in the style of formal invitations. It was sealed with wax.




  Hitler handed it to Dora. “It's for your daughter.”




  “Such—such generosity’s misplaced, Herr Chancellor. She’s only two months old!” Dora exchanged glances with her husband. “By the time she’s old enough to appreciate the gift, she won’t remember her trip here.”




  “We must make sure your daughter never forgets, Lady Ware!” Hitler signaled his aide.




  Linge unwrapped the gift. Thomasina squealed at the bright flash of bows and fancy wrapping paper. Their removal revealed a certificate with their daughter's photo in the middle of it.




  Dora was shocked to read that Thomasina was being awarded the honor of being the most Aryan baby in Europe. Linge displayed the certificate so that everyone in the dining hall could see it.




  “We will hang another copy at the Berghof when its construction is completed, in a place of honor. Dr. Goebbels—you'll meet him later—will take care of all the details,” Hitler announced to the assembled guests. They had no choice but to applaud as he returned Thomasina to her mother.




  Edward turned to stone as Dora clutched her baby to her. Her husband dared not open his mouth at this provocation, though he was loathe to have his daughter's picture displayed at the Dictator's mountain retreat. Dora wondered what this had to do with the Lawrence maps and Hitler's veiled threat to kidnap the baby if they didn't hand them over. She was afraid they were about to find out.




  Dora heard a giggle from across the table. Helga von Wessel, the beautiful Arab wife of the Commercial Attaché at the German Embassy in London and Hitler’s special agent, smirked at the Wares’ plight. Helga was wearing a Coco Chanel original that looked very sexy and very deadly. She was the one who'd gossiped about Thomasina's existence to the Dictator to begin with. One of her paid operatives must have snapped the photo for the certificate in secret.




  Two-month-old Thomasina raised her tiny hands and waved them about. She chortled with glee, smiling at the departing Dictator as the other guests rose to their feet. He was leaving the room after turning the screws on the Wares.




  The baby seemed enchanted with this nice man, Adolf Hitler.




  





  ***




  





  After the banquet, attendants whisked the Wares off to their bedroom. A giant, four-poster bed with curtains stretching to the high ceiling was meticulously made up with not a crease in the sheets. In one corner stood a classical statue. Behind the bed hung an original oil painting.




  When the maid had finished unpacking their suitcases and setting up the crib, she said, “I can bring you a perambulator, Herr Colonel Ware. I’m sure the gorgeous little baby would like a walk. I can tell.” The maid approached Edward, who was holding the girl, and tickled Thomasina’s chin.




  “We’d like to rest, then dress for dinner,” Edward said.




  “Oh, no!” The servant made a face. “The halls must be fumigated this afternoon. Take my word for it. I’ve been told you’ll want to get out of here.”




  Minutes later, Edward pushed the pram in moody silence around the Carinhall estate. Dora walked next to him, shoulder to shoulder. She took a pacifier out of her satchel and placed it in Thomasina’s mouth. She was afraid to stray very far from her baby.




  They soon came across a small lake with boathouses, bathhouses, and launching docks along its shore.




  “Hitler’s on the other side of the lake,” Edward whispered. “He followed us. No doubt that’s why the maid turned us out.”




  Dora gasped.




  “Keep looking at me.” Edward glanced at the far shore out of the corner of his eye. “That man next to Hitler sees us. I know him all too well.”




  “Another one of your acquaintances from the Great War?” she asked. Edward had told her much about all the famous and infamous people he’d encountered.




  He shook his head. “He’s wearing a long black robe with a white headdress. A reedy man with a gray beard. The Grand Mufti of Jerusalem.”




  “Why is he trouble?”




  “The Jews are migrating to Palestine after being kicked out of Germany,” Edward said. “The Mufti wants Palestine for Arabs only. My regiment's stationed in Egypt, but we’re the first to get sent to Jerusalem if there's a riot. Don't look now, but they're coming to join us.”




  “Why would Hitler invite the Mufti here today?” Dora questioned her husband. “What does he have to do with the Naval Treaty?”




  “Nothing. It makes me suspicious. Hitler and the Mufti must be up to something.”




  “A friend of yours is visiting me, Colonel Ware,” the Führer hailed them a few minutes later as he skirted the edge of the small lake. He was bringing the Mufti at a rapid clip.




  Edward shook the Mufti's hand. The man didn’t smile. Instead he gazed at Edward solemnly while he introduced his wife. The Mufti nodded at Dora by slightly inclining his head.




  “The Mufti says it’s getting crowded in the Middle East,” Hitler continued. “We have the same problem here in Germany. We, too, need Lebensraum. You British have solved the problem with your vast Empire.” Hitler smiled at Dora and glanced down at Thomasina in the perambulator.




  Edward drew himself up and frowned. Dora's heart beat faster. The Mufti's face remained expressionless. Dora was conscious of his dark stare.




  Hitler turned to Edward. “Colonel Ware, we’d like to borrow Lady Ware and your pretty little daughter. Your wife will meet with Dr. Goebbels. He will decide where to place the award certificate with the picture of Thomasina.”




  Thomasina, awakened from her nap, beamed at Hitler. The Dictator let the baby grasp onto his finger, a reminder to the Wares of his growing fascination for the child.




  “I will meet with Dr. Goebbels, too,” Edward said.




  “We’ll leave you to talk to our mutual friend from Palestine, Colonel Ware.” Hitler smiled at the Mufti.




  Helga von Wessel approached seemingly from nowhere, simpering at the Wares. The woman stopped right next to Edward. Dora glared at her. The minx was married to the man who was running a spy ring out of the German Embassy in London. No doubt one of the spies had photographed their daughter and presented the picture to Hitler.




  “I could meet with the Mufti tomorrow.” Edward stepped away from Helga.




  “Tomorrow we’ve arranged to show you our navy in progress,” Hitler reminded Edward, “as well as units from our other armed forces.” He described the all-day ceremonial events arranged to celebrate the Naval Treaty followed by an evening reception.




  Helga inched closer to Edward again. Colonel Ware stood stiffly at attention as if a snake had attached itself to him and he wasn’t allowed to shake it off. Dora would die if she had to keep a smile plastered on her face one moment longer. She wondered if Helga was trying to pick her husband's pockets searching for the Lawrence maps.




  Edward objected, “But—”




  “The military viewing is more than enough for anyone for one day,” the Führer decided the matter for Edward.




  Edward nodded grimly. Formalities had to be observed for the sake of the British government, even if it killed the Wares.




  Helga, waving at Dora, pushed Thomasina's baby carriage down the walkway as Hitler motioned for Dora to follow him. Dora looked back at Edward, still standing ramrod straight next to the Mufti. What should she do if the Chancellor questioned her about the maps?




  Hitler put his arm through Dora’s and led her away before Edward could signal her.




  





  ***




  





  “Lady Ware, I’m about to introduce you to a giant in the body of a dwarf,” Hitler announced.




  A slight, thin man with dark hair waited outside a small theater with lots of chairs facing a large movie screen. His nose and eyes seemed too big for his face. His lips were tight and pursed. Dora was amazed that he was so much shorter than she was. While not quite a midget, he was approaching it.




  “This is one of the most important ministers of the Third Reich, Dr. Joseph Goebbels,” Hitler introduced the man to Dora. “He’d like to talk to you. Dr. Goebbels—Lady Ware.”




  Dora shook the minister's hand reluctantly.




  “Frau von Wessel and I will baby-sit your daughter,” Hitler assured her.




  “You must be busy!” Dora rushed after him. “Please let me take care of the baby myself!”




  “Lady Ware, you want to be able to concentrate on making arrangements with Dr. Goebbels to have your daughter's picture displayed at the Berghof!” Hitler stopped Dora by advancing on her with arms outstretched.




  There was nothing Dora could do if she didn’t want to engage in a fistfight with the Dictator!




  “Shall we start the movie?” Dr. Goebbels took hold of Dora’s arm. Walking with a limp, he led her to a seat near the movie projector. None of the other seats were filled. There was only the two of them.




  She tried to calm herself with Edward’s assurance that Hitler didn’t intend to make away with their daughter during a diplomatic reception. Instead, he must want to lull the British into a false sense of complacency so he could get away with his land grabs, military rearmaments, and map-oriented blackmails behind the scenes.




  At least Edward hadn’t brought the maps to Germany. They remained safely buried beneath a garden seat hidden by gorse back at Ware Hall in the south of England near Salisbury.




  The projector started up with a whirring sound. Snowcapped peaks surrounded her. The camera kept on climbing. It zoomed in on what looked like a small mountain inn.




  “That's the Berghof above Berchtesgaden, the Führer's new home under construction. Notice the colorful umbrellas done in the resort style—the Führer's own touch. I'm sure you’ve heard that he was once an artist before he had to give it up to devote himself to the German people—das deutsche Volk.”




  Above two flowerpots the camera focused on an empty spot on the newly painted wall.




  “Note this location. We’ll refer back to it later,” Dr. Goebbels pointed at the screen.




  The film showed a huge picture window in the main reception hall on the ground floor with a view into Austria. The snowcapped peaks with clouds between them looked magnificent. The camera paused again, focusing on a wall next to the window.




  “These are the two locations at the Berghof where we might like to display a copy of the award certificate with the photograph of your daughter,” Dr. Goebbels informed her. “The Führer thinks she’s the loveliest, fairest baby in all of Europe.”




  Dora fretted. What does this have to do with the maps? Hitler always seemed to be two steps ahead of them!




  “Thomasina would make motherhood appealing to young ladies,” Goebbels interrupted her thoughts. “The birthrate in Germany has declined among the core Aryan population. The National Socialist Party wants to put it back on track. It’s part of the Führer's program to honor German womanhood. We had a grand exhibition two years ago. I gave a speech about the subject.”




  He handed her a printed copy. Dora stuffed it into her satchel sitting next to her chair without so much as glancing at the text of the speech.




  “In the present economic crisis, women have taken too many jobs.” Goebbels said. “They ought to stay home to produce offspring. The Führer can then recruit the young men for the military to defend our borders against Communism from the East.”




  The lights came back on. Goebbels handed her another document and a fountain pen, “Kindly sign to give the Führer permission to hang your daughter's certificate with the photo in his house to show off to visitors. Here!”




  Dr. Goebbels unzipped a compartment that Dora had never seen before on the bottom of her traveling satchel. How had it gotten there? The bottom of the purse had always been plain leather without any snaps or zippers—at least until now.




  He pulled out a very slim hardback book. “Use this as a surface to write on.”




  Dora couldn’t help but jump. Was Hitler a magician? These were the memoirs that she had arranged to be printed as a secret private edition for her husband, entitled A Soldier’s Letters From The Great War. She had given the volume to Edward last Christmas. It contained a compendium of Edward’s letters to his tight-lipped mother from the battlefields of Arabia, with mentions of the Lawrence maps. The book was kept under lock and key in a glass case in the library at Ware Hall. Its slipcase was misleadingly printed with the title Madame Bovary by Flaubert.




  It was the very last thing she would have brought to Germany, save the maps themselves! What was this book doing in her handbag?




  The bound book of letters listed the earliest Lawrence maps from the time of the Great War. The letters also revealed Lawrence’s plans for future sketches, accompanied by photos of the places he'd selected for mapmaking. In short, they served as an index of the maps.




  As Goebbels eyed the book with great interest, it hit her that this was why Hitler had suggested to Baldwin that the Wares be sent to Germany. Helga and her spies had found out about the volume. Hitler arranged for the book to be in Dora's purse—in a compartment that didn't even exist before—so he could get his hands on it. The film and the request to hang her daughter’s picture at the Berghof were just distractions. Dora was in the presence of a Master Trickster who would work his will upon her no matter what.




  Her hand shook in rage as the dwarfish minister breathed down her neck. “My husband always signs for the family.” Dora slapped the pen down without signing. “I’ll have to give the papers to him.”




  “Please make sure you do!” Goebbels said. “The Führer will be so disappointed.”




  As she quickly stuffed the volume back into her purse, Dora thought, Good!




  





  ***




  





  As soon as Dora returned to the Wares' bedchamber, Leopold leaped off the sofa. Edward's son, who was also Dora's best friend, looked anxious. “We thought Thomasina was with you!”




  The slim, wiry sixteen-year-old with blue eyes hovered about her. He was dressed in a three-piece suit with a gold pocket watch. His midnight black hair curled around his forehead.




  Dora slammed the door behind her. “Hitler trapped me inside a movie theater with Goebbels. I tried to stop them, but Hitler and Helga von Wessel wheeled Thomasina away.”




  “That’s just like my mother!” Leopold attempted to console her. He was more Edward’s son than Helga’s.




  Helga had been in the pay of the Kaiser before she was in the pay of Hitler. During the Great War she'd pursued Edward to try and snatch the very first Lawrence maps. She had set up a honey trap for him. Leopold had been the product of that very brief affair.




  Edward got on the estate phone. He rang the central switchboard. None of the German operators on duty knew anything about the English girl. No one had seen her since the banquet.




  Lucy volunteered, “Sir, I’ll go check with the other maids.” She rushed out of the room.




  “Let's fan out into the gardens,” Edward said. They might overhear something or pick up a clue.




  They roamed over half the estate. They did everything except crawl through the banberry, juniper, hawthorn, and broom. They were about to head back to their room to ring Wickie and Jane, Edward's commanding officer and his wife, when they heard a childish shriek.




  They came upon a plashing fountain surrounded by bronze statuary of medieval German warriors. On the bench sat the Führer. Hitler was holding Thomasina on his lap. The little girl giggled, gurgled, and laughed. The Führer sang to her in German. She squealed and kicked her legs.




  The Wares stood transfixed, unable to believe what they were seeing.




  Edward, followed by Dora, approached the Führer. “Herr Chancellor,” the Colonel protested, “we brought a maid along to baby-sit Thomasina. You need not waste your valuable time.”




  Dora reached for her baby. The book, A Soldier’s Letters From the Great War, precariously perched near the top of her handbag, tumbled out into the Führer’s hands. She had tried to stuff it back deep into the satchel but hadn't had time to do it right in the rush to find her daughter.




  Hitler grabbed the book. He studied the title page. Farsighted, he held the slim volume at arm’s length.




  “It’s merely a book of gossipy letters I wrote many years ago. It couldn’t possibly be of any interest to you, Herr Chancellor.” Edward’s eyes flashed at Dora as he hovered about the Dictator. He was demanding to know how the priceless book got here.




  “On the contrary, it would interest me greatly.” Hitler scanned through a few more pages. His official interpreter, Dr. Paul Schmidt, appeared at his elbow.




  Dora thought, How convenient that Hitler’s interpreter just happens to be nearby!




  Schmidt took the book and translated a passage here and there for the Führer. Hitler nodded thoughtfully, then turned to the Wares.




  “Curious that among all the descriptions of battles of the Arab Revolt, all the recipes for Arab coffee, and all the travelogue references, including a mention of Ali Baba, you, Colonel Ware, suggest that Lawrence might draw maps of the Suez Canal, the Western approaches to Cairo, certain oilfields in Iraq and Persia, and those Near Eastern cities where we know refineries are located. Are these military maps? I mean your Prime Minister thinks it's unlikely we'll ever have another war. Baldwin assures me that we're too civilized these days. That's why we signed the Naval Treaty. But one never knows, does one?”




  Hitler waved the book about excitedly, then opened it again. “A page-turner about the only Caesar of the Great War! Look at these photos that Lawrence took himself. Could these be the locations of future maps?” With one eye on the Wares, he leafed through the volume of letters.




  Dora and Edward traded tense glances.




  “Do you mind if I borrow the book and read the rest?” Hitler asked Dora.




  What was she to say with the German Dictator staring fixedly into her eyes? He had her cornered, especially when he knew that they didn't have any excuses. Baldwin sent them here, and Baldwin meant to please him.




  Edward, whom she could glimpse over the top of the Führer’s head, was moving his lips and signaling her with his hands—all with a very severe expression. He was standing behind the Führer’s back and Dr. Paul Schmidt's, too.




  “Ah . . . We could print another copy when we get back to London and send it to you,” she hedged. She could put the Führer off for now. It would give them time to think what to do next. “The book you’re looking at is the only one of its kind in existence. I printed it for my husband.”




  It was a lame excuse, but the only one Dora could think of.




  “I wouldn’t want to deprive the Colonel of his only copy.” Hitler handed it back to Edward in a surprise move that left an astonished Dora gaping at him. “Word would get around about how inconsiderate I was. Instead I’ll gladly take you up on your kind offer, Lady Ware. So that it’ll be an even exchange, I’ll send you an autographed copy of my book coming out next year. It will feature my selected paintings. I used to earn a living that way before the Great War. I always had an eye for pictorial details.”




  Dora nodded in confusion. Why had Hitler surrendered the book instead of pocketing it? He must be outfoxing them again. She just couldn't guess how, at least not fast enough to avert disaster.




  Hitler tickled Thomasina under the chin. “Who knows what important purpose Fate has in store for this little Fraulein!”




  Dora froze. She'd rather give Hitler almost anything than have him touch her daughter one more time.




  The Dictator ambled up the walkway. He paused to wave at the baby and was gone.




  





  ***




  





  Edward thrust the baby at Leopold, who silently witnessed the whole scene. Her husband grabbed Dora's hand and drew her after him.




  When they reached their bedchamber, Edward hurriedly pulled Dora into the bathroom. He locked the door and turned on the shower full force. He stripped off his uniform, tossing it into a pile. He practically ripped off her dress. He couldn’t do it fast enough.




  He shoved her into the old-fashioned, clawfoot tub and yanked the curtains around them, reminding her that the room was under electronic surveillance. He didn't want to take a chance standing outside the shower even with the water running. When they were skin to skin with the hot water pouring down around them, he burst out, “Why did you bring that book to Germany so Hitler could get his hands on it!”




  “I thought it was under lock and key when we left Ware Hall. Helga von Wessel or her husband must have bribed someone to sneak it into my traveling satchel. They modified it so it had a new secret compartment on the bottom. It's only for travel. It's kept downstairs in the library, and they must have taken advantage of that. Lucy didn’t give me the handbag until just before we entered the banquet hall. Goebbels knew the book was there. He reached right for it and pulled it out. Hitler was ready to catch the book when it fell out of my bag. His interpreter was on hand.”




  “Christ!” Edward glowered through the lacey curtain at the slim volume of letters sitting on a stool beside the shower. “That book serves as an index of the future maps. The Germans will know exactly what to look for now. It’s a major breach of security.”




  Dora and her husband toweled off in tense silence. She knocked into her traveling satchel by mistake. Dr. Goebbels’ papers fluttered to the floor.




  Edward picked them up. As he scanned the documents about having Thomasina's award certificate with her photo displayed at the Berghof, his face grew darker.




  “But I didn’t sign them!” Dora emphasized what she thought was the most important point.




  Edward threw them down, kicked them, and stalked toward the door in a high dudgeon. He turned with his hand on the doorknob. “Signing was just an excuse to thumb through my book.” Edward slammed the door behind him. He dressed for dinner in the bedroom, leaving her alone.




  Dora excused herself from accompanying her husband to the evening reception. She was feeling too low. She sniffled and dabbed her eyes while she and Lucy babysat Thomasina.




  Hours later Edward stormed into their room, forgetting about the German surveillance equipment and making Lucy flee out into the hall in terror.




  He paced back and forth, “Do you want to know why Hitler gave you back the book? Tonight he shook my hand and said he was looking forward to reading my letters from the camp of Lawrence of Arabia. He rubbed in the part about Lawrence and insinuated that he expected all sorts of interesting things, though he was vague about details. He made sure Wickie heard about it. I saw Jane's eyebrows shoot up. That gossip's mouth started flapping, and we haven’t even left Germany. I'll remind you she's the best friend of the Prime Minister's wife. It’ll be all over Whitehall.”




  He struck himself in the forehead as if it were all a bad nightmare.




  He leaned into her face. “Baldwin wants to please the Führer. He’s scared not to! He’ll pressure us to release the book. He may even order us.” He glared at her. “Then it’s only a hop and a skip to the maps themselves! If Baldwin catches onto that, he may demand those, too, especially since he doesn't know anything about them and doesn't realize how important they are to the security of Great Britain. Oh yes! Hitler was very clever about giving me back the only copy of my book.” He shuddered. “He hopes to get both the book and the maps in one fell swoop.”




  Dora put her hands to her head as she groaned at her own stupidity. It was true. If she hadn't asked for the book back the matter could have been kept more contained, more private. No one else would have found out about it, especially not Baldwin and the Cabinet.




  “There could be more trouble, too.” He fretted.




  “What?” she said, hanging on every word.




  He acted as if he didn't hear her and was too preoccupied with his own thoughts. She didn't know if there was something he hadn't told her or if he was imagining it.




  Edward drew himself up with a ramrod stiff spine and gave her his most withering gaze. “Ladies always check what’s in their handbag, even if it’s their traveling satchel and their maid’s carrying it. How could you let me down by bringing that book to Germany? You have humiliated me.”




  Something in Dora snapped. He didn't appreciate how some German spy stuffed the book into a compartment cleverly and seamlessly added on the bottom of her traveling satchel ahead of time when she would never have had any reason to examine it. Her husband didn't see how it couldn't be her fault at all.




  She raised her voice, “I didn't humiliate you. It was the von Wessels. We both know they run a spy ring out of the German Embassy. One of their agents probably made sure the book got in my purse no matter what.”




  “But it's still your responsibility to—




  “If it wasn't for your affair with Helga back during the Great War when she set up a honey trap and you fell for it, she wouldn't be after us now.” She gave him a knowing glare.




  He winced as if she’d struck him across the face, then retreated toward the window, looking out into the darkness.




  “So you see, it goes two ways.” She put her hands on her waist. “You humiliate me, too. I have to put up with embarrassments like this purse affair just because your former mistress now works for Hitler.”




  Edward didn’t reply. He never did when it came to Helga.




  Dora had been dealing with Helga forever. But forever stretched back only to last December, right before Christmas. Dora overheard Leopold, an acquaintance of theirs who hung around the German Embassy, call Edward “Father.” Edward reluctantly confessed that Leopold was his bastard son by Helga. Dora packed and tried to leave for Pittsburgh, though she was three months pregnant.




  Edward had stopped her at the door, and Dora resolved to stay with her husband, for better or for worse. She had girded herself to endure the daily embarrassment of having the mother of Edward's only son bumping elbows in public, threatening them about the maps.




  Neither Dora nor Edward was in the mood for an apology. Their visit to Carinhall had turned into a disaster of epic proportions. Dora spent the night alone in the four-poster bed, crying herself to sleep. Edward slept on the sofa.




  During the farewell reception the following evening, Helga sauntered over to the distraught couple. Leopold remained back in the room, helping Lucy mind Thomasina.




  The vamp with the coal black hair was dressed to kill in a skintight Coco Chanel evening gown that showcased her cleavage and magnificent curves. The Arab lady, now married to Helmut von Wessel, was powdered white. Dora averted her eyes as a rose-scented cloud of perfume engulfed her. Her pulse beat crazily as the vamp slipped her arm around Edward’s shoulders. She brushed her breasts against his uniform as she handed him a photo face down.




  “Would you autograph this for me, Edward?” Helga asked mockingly. She’d plucked her eyebrows into pointed arches and penciled her eyes all around to make her already bold eyes bolder.




  Edward jerked away. He turned the photo over. Dora, standing at his elbow, could see that it was a picture of Lawrence of Arabia’s tombstone. He hurled it down and stalked off.




  No doubt it was meant as a warning of what might happen to Dora and him if they didn't cooperate and hand over the maps. Lawrence hadn't cooperated earlier that year, and he ended up with a bullet in his brain—though the public thought he died in a motorbike accident.




  Helga laughed. It was the last sound they heard as Dora gave the woman a withering look and followed after Edward. The Wares hurried back to their room to pack for the long journey home.




  





  





  




  Chapter 2: July 29, 1935 Ware Hall in the South of England





  





  They flew back to London the next morning. As they raced south through the meadows of the New Forest, Dora tried to ignore eyes peering at them from behind gorse bushes along the side of the road. She shivered at how Helga and Helmut von Wessel probably lined the roads with spies to watch everything they did.




  They drove up in front of the stone turrets and towers of Ware Hall with Thomasina in tow. Edward's mother scurried out the door that led to the Great Hall.




  “The Prime Minister’s on the phone. He wants to talk to you, Edward, right now.”




  Edward glowering at his wife, jumped out of the driver's seat, and kicked the door shut. He charged into the house. Dora followed slowly down the front walkway, prudently staying behind Lucy, who was carrying the baby and the by now infamous satchel. She wondered if she shouldn't head off to feed the deer under the bolderwood trees. Edward seemed to do nothing but give her nasty looks.




  “Now you've done it!” Edward slammed the phone back on the hook as Dora edged her way into the foyer of the Great Hall past the medieval suits of armor on display. “Word has traveled ahead of us. Prime Minister Baldwin has called an emergency cabinet session about the matter of my book.”




  “No!”




  “He's ordered us to bring him a copy today. It looks like Hitler's going to get his wish. The Cabinet’s going to get to read what Lawrence had to say to me about the maps twenty years ago!” He clenched his fists. “What I wrote to my mother, who knew how to keep her mouth shut.”




  “I wish you good luck.” Dora started quickly up the stairs right behind Lucy who was still carrying the baby.




  “Not only are you going!” He grabbed her by the arm and dragged her back down. “They’re going to cross-examine both you and me.”




  “Edward, I'm not going to have you treat me like a criminal.” She shook him off and headed up the stairs again in a huff.




  “Every word you and I say from this point on could be used against us.” This was a point he hadn’t brought up before. Dora stopped to listen, her back still turned to him.




  “If you breathe one word about our map intrigue, you'll expose Churchill's network of informants, something Hitler would love to have happen. Winston's playing with fire, running his own foreign policy right under the noses of the Baldwin Cabinet. If you say too much, innocent, well-meaning, patriotic people will be jailed under the Official Secrets Act.”




  She spun around. “You act like they're ready to jail us.”




  Edward nodded and advanced up to her. “Dora, I’m one of them! Not only am I responsible for hiding the Lawrence maps, I share with Churchill everything I see and hear in my capacity as colonel in the army, including all that I saw while in Germany. I'm trying to give Churchill an edge he can use against Baldwin during Parliamentary debates. He makes the Prime Minister look like a jackass. Winston knows more about what's really going on in the Third Reich than the entire British Government.”




  Dora's eyes opened wide in shock. He never mentioned it until now, when his back was to the wall. Her own husband—a spy for Churchill? The implications made the outrages of Helga von Wessel pale by comparison.




  “I could be court-martialed. The scandal would be all over the newspapers. Our family would never recover from the disgrace. Do you understand? That’s part of the dastardly pressure Hitler’s trying to exert over us by involving Baldwin and the Cabinet. He guesses I’m Churchill’s spy. He’s blackmailing me to hand over the maps before I’m exposed.”




  Dora finally realized that was what her husband referred to that night in Germany when he said, “There could be more trouble, too.” She appreciated how far out of her depth she was as an American in Europe faced with a hornets’ nest of intrigue. Now she knew for dead certain she made a grave error in asking for Edward's book back. Hitler used it against them.




  She used to think of Winston as a talented backbencher, out of power and unfairly excluded from a government composed of members of his Conservative Party. As Dora was beginning to learn, Churchill was busy running his own shadow government in pursuit of his own foreign policy, using men like her husband as informants. In another country they might call it plotting revolution. In England it was called trying to become Prime Minister in the most dangerous way possible.




  Dora heard the phone ringing.




  “It's Winston. He says he must speak to you.” The Dowager Lady Ware handed the phone to her son.




  Edward rushed to take it as his mother quickly shut the outside door to the Great Hall, which they carelessly left open in all the confusion. She shooed all the servants out of the main room of the house so her son and his wife could talk in private with Churchill and not be overheard. Then she left the room, too, heading down the hallway toward the parlor, leaving the couple alone.
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