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PRAISE FOR THE BESTSELLING HITLER'S BROTHEL, VOLUME ONE IN STEVE MATTHEWS' NAZI TRILOGY.



‘I am constantly reminded of Steve Matthews’ talent during my reading of his newest masterpiece Hitlers Brothel. In what is such an unthinkable part of history, Steve manages to craft a story that leaves you pondering long after you’ve turned the last page.’


‘A wonderful tale, brilliant writing, a true masterpiece. After reading Hitler’s Brothel I am looking forward to reading Steve’s other work. Highly recommended.’


‘Hitler’s Brothel was a great read which I couldn’t put down. I found myself reading on in anticipation of the outcome and I wasn’t disappointed. Highly recommend it!’


‘I love a good historical fiction story and this book certainly delivered. Strong characters, an epic story and all the while I’m learning about events that really happened during World War II. This one goes straight to the must-read again part of my bookshelf.’


‘I had to read the novel twice. The first time I simple read it, but at the second I felt it. The story is one we have to never forget.’


‘As a massive history buff, I personally found the intricate details compelling and necessary to achieve what makes this novel so great. Without them, it would be just another story of the Nazi occupation.’


‘Hitler’s Brothel: Started it on Monday and finished it Tuesday. Even though it is a work of fiction based on truth, it really highlights man’s inhumanity to man. I must compliment Steve Matthews on a book really well written, so compelling that I was not able to put it down.’
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ONE




Ingrid Koch enjoyed the good life and had plenty of money at her disposal before her husband went to war in 1914. Now he was gone and all she had left was the apartment, a fading wardrobe of once fashionable clothes, and her good-for-nothing son, Bernd. Fortunately, the property was in one of the better parts of town and Ingrid always took great delight in telling people where she lived and seeing their faces as they responded with respectful and appreciative nods. The fact that the place was falling into disrepair and needed redecorating and new plumbing was of little relevance. It was a good address. As far as Ingrid was concerned life was all about perception - it always had been - but now she had to work extra hard to maintain appearances.


Ingrid’s husband, Uwe, had been larger than life, a real ‘man’s man’ who enjoyed beer halls, camping, hunting and all kinds of outdoor sports and activities. He also favoured drinking large quantities of alcohol and falling into a deep sleep in his favourite chair at night. Occasionally, he would visit one of his cronies or spend a night out on the town where he would smoke good cigars and enjoy other manly pursuits such as womanising and whoring. Before the war, he had money to burn from his three butcher shops, and he was considered a man of substance, an important person in the community. Life was good.


The initial excitement of knowing that Ingrid was pregnant overwhelmed Uwe, and he talked of nothing other than the prospect of having a son, constantly boring his staff and customers with his dreams. He even took to visiting the local church, where he begged God to give him a son. The child would be from the same mould as his father, and Uwe would teach him all he knew about life and the ways of the world. The boy would go to the best schools after which he would take his place at his father’s side, running and eventually taking over a burgeoning chain of butcheries - Koch and Son.


The big day eventually arrived and Ingrid endured a long and painful labour, but it all seemed worthwhile when Bernd was born, red faced, bloodied and screaming. ‘He has big balls like his father!’ a delighted Uwe yelled when he first laid eyes on the boy.


To celebrate, the butcher gave each of his regular customers two free sausages and announced the birth in huge white lettering across the front windows of his shops. It’s a boy! Never had there been a more proud father, and Uwe sat up the whole of the first night staring into Bernd’s cot. He could not believe that he had a son.


When Bernd reached the age of six months, Ingrid noticed that his legs looked a little strange. Uwe took the boy to the best hospital in Berlin, and it was there that he was diagnosed with incurable rickets. It was a devastating blow for Uwe, one that he never overcame. His son was deformed. Customers soon learned not to ask how baby Bernd was getting along - to do so would result in the worst cuts of meat and a tirade of abuse.


After the diagnosis, Uwe spent even more time with his drinking friends, who were experts on everything and masters of nothing except the consumption of large quantities of alcohol. They decreed that the boy’s deformities must have come from his mother’s side, because everyone knew Uwe to be a fine specimen of German manhood.


In 1914, the war came along, giving a disgruntled Uwe the opportunity he had been waiting for. He could now escape the embarrassment of his son’s deformity and the screeching of his wife as she constantly complained about his drinking.


Uwe was a fearless soldier, enjoying nothing more than a good bayonet charge over no-man’s land followed by a spot of hand-to-hand fighting. He was decorated with an Iron Cross, second class, for his bravery. After the war, he found himself a wealthy widow in Regensburg, Bavaria, who had two able-bodied sons he could be proud of. He opened a new butcher shop and started his life over again, sending Ingrid a spiteful letter ending their marriage and threatening her with all kinds of indignities if she set out to find him. He happily directed his army pension her way and let her keep the apartment, washing his hands of his past life forever. Tell everyone I was killed in the war, he wrote. Especially that crippled boy of yours.


Ingrid had no choice other than to raise Bernd on her own and she made it known that Uwe had died in the trenches. She was a war widow, one of many in those times. It was only because of the generosity of her brother Dieter that she managed financially and he was only person who knew the truth about Uwe.


Bernd grew to be a sickly youth, pale skinned and clingy, constantly on the lookout for attention and sympathy. Because of his legs he was bullied at school, and he gained the unfortunate nickname of Bandy. Unable to play sport and disinterested in lessons, he also proved to be useless on the dating scene when he moved into his teens. While others of his age were busy groping and fondling their way towards losing their virginities, the closest Bernd got to having sex was looking through a hole in the wall of the girls changing sheds and masturbating.


Bernd was 13 years old when his Uncle Dieter tried to enrol him in the fledging Hitler Youth organisation. Desperate for members they took the boy, and Dieter was certain they would make a man of him, but he only lasted three months before being thrown out for a lack of commitment. By the time 1936 came along, as a lazy 23-year-old with no work experience whatsoever, Bernd was rejected by the Wehrmacht - the German army. Dieter felt he had little choice but to take his nephew into the family printing business as a lowly cleaner.


Despite pushing a broom around for 10 hours a day Bernd felt a new kind of importance and he adopted an attitude that did not endear him to his fellow workers; he may have been starting at the lowest rung of the ladder, but he was going to progress quickly because his uncle owned the business.


At nights and on the weekends, Bernd started to hang around the local beer hall where he boasted to anyone who would listen that he would one day run his uncle’s firm. However, one look at him was enough to confirm that he was full of bravado. He managed to impress some people, but only when he paid for their steins. ‘The day will come,’ he told them, ‘when everyone will know who I am!’ 
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At the age of six months, Klara was found on the doorstep of a small Catholic church outside Schwedt, near the German border with Poland. A piece of paper had been tied to her foot with string, giving her date of birth and first name. Everything else was a mystery. She was farmed out to the community with best intentions, but rampant poverty saw her passed from one family to another, many times. She grew to prefer her own company to that of others, and was considered to have no real prospects. Klara was fresh faced, slender and delicate in a childlike way, with an air of innocence that made her appear many years younger than she actually was - although halfway through her teens she still looked like a pre-pubescent 10-year-old.


Eventually, it appeared that Klara had found somewhere to settle. Her new home was with a God-fearing farming family in Winson, Lower Saxony. With eight children and another on the way, it was considered that one more child would make little difference. In fact, it actually helped because Klara was old enough to do many of the chores that her new mother could no longer manage due to her pregnancy.


Klara’s new Catholic family were strong on discipline and weak on love, but the girl soon settled in and learned how to grow vegetables, slaughter chickens and cook good basic German food. The master of the house, a large, bearded farmer aptly called Wolf, started to take an unhealthy interest in her and his wife called Klara a whore and gave her a beating when she realised what her husband was up to. At the age of 16, Klara ran away and the only thing she took with her was the family name of Friese. For Klara, it was to be the first and most certainly not the last time she realised that men were interested in her.


After escaping from Wolf’s lustful ways, Klara journeyed around Germany, occasionally fighting off straying hands and learning how to stick up for herself and avoid unwanted attention from lecherous men. It took a lot to push her to her limits, but when she reached the point of no return - look out! She had become an independent, strong-willed young woman, and a good worker who easily found employment in a variety of restaurant kitchens and cafes.


At the age of 18, but looking like a 12-year-old, Klara was still restless with no idea where she was going to settle down. She accepted a lift in a truck, where the driver attempted to molest her. She escaped his grasp and left him with a gaping wound in his scalp and a dreadful headache after she hit him with a tyre iron she found under her seat. The event left her somewhat traumatised, more from her own reaction and subsequent behaviour than from the driver’s pathetic fumbling. This was the first time she had lashed out at a man, and it would not be her last.


A few weeks later she arrived in Berchtesgaden, after kinder people than the truck driver helped her along her journey. She was fed up with scrounging for food and sleeping in barns and finally found the peace she deserved in that quiet, lazy haven in the Bavarian Alps. A stroke of luck came her way as she stared into a cafe window at the very moment the owner placed a sign there - Help Wanted.


It was there that she met her future mother-in-law, Ingrid, who frequented the cafe with her small group of friends, enjoying good conversation, gossip and Klara’s excellent cooking. One of Ingrid’s closest friends was Traudl Junge, who had recently secured a prestigious job as secretary to the new Fuhrer, Adolf Hitler.


Klara’s life was about to take a massive leap forward.
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The first time Klara tasted alcohol was when she found herself with nothing better to do than attend a local dance at the Berchtesgaden town hall with another girl who also worked in the cafe. As soon as they were inside, Klara realised she was alone, her friend having used her as an excuse so she could meet up with her boyfriend, a spotty young man who chain smoked to look tough and boasted that he was one of the first locals to join the Nazi Party.


Klara was at the point of turning around and going back to the cafe where she had a room in the loft, when she saw someone staring at her across the hall.


That someone was Bernd.


For some unknown reason, Klara made the mistake of smiling, and it was not long before she found herself sitting next to the big talker, drinking some vile concoction that burned her throat and made her dizzy. It was her first taste of alcohol. She soon lost all sense of reality and as the evening wore on, Bernd’s boasting receded into the background and the room started to spin. Somehow, the couple ended up outside against a wall, both of them drunk and both kissing for the first time.


It was a mysterious and breathtaking experience for Bernd as one thing led to another and his hands started to wander. Klara soon learned how quickly alcohol affected her judgement, and when Bernd’s spidery fingers reached her knicker elastic, she froze. Unable to think straight, it was all she could do to remain standing and not pass out. It was dark and cold, Bernd’s beer-soaked breath was heavy in her ear, and everything was spinning. She had no idea what was going on.


Bernd, however, was having a fine old time, and he lost all sense of decency as he pinned Klara to the wall, groping and fondling her body before finally forcing himself on her. When he finished he realised she was crying, so he pulled his pants up and ran away, leaving her with her knickers around her ankles and her head in her hands as she slid down the wall and vomited.


Bernd woke the next day feeling quite proud of himself. He was a man now, and if he had had any real friends he might even have boasted about the previous night’s activities and his conquest. He developed a bit of a swagger that morning, a cloak of confidence around him that if anyone noticed or cared to ask about, confirmed that he was no longer a virgin.


As Bernd went about his day pushing a broom around the paper cutters and cleaning the printing machines, he thought about the events of the previous night and concluded that if he had done something wrong it must have been the girl’s fault for leading him on. Anyway, he couldn’t even remember her name, though he did recall that she looked rather young.


He plucked up courage to discuss the matter with one of the printers: she never attempted to leave; she just stood there - even when he pulled her pants down and unbuttoned his fly. ‘It sounds alright to me, Bandy,’ the printer said, giving the boss’s nephew a manly shove on the shoulder. ‘You didn’t beat her, so what has she to complain about?’ Bernd thought about it for a moment and realised the printer must have been right. Anyway, it was over and done with after a few grunts, wasn’t it? In hindsight, it was no big deal.


Klara’s Catholic ‘mother’, Wolf’s long-suffering wife, had warned her about boys after she got her first period at the age of 12. All they ever wanted was the ‘honey pot’ and once they got it, they thought no more of you. And how true that turned out to be, because Klara never saw Bernd again until after a few months of waiting for her period to arrive, and she knew her life was about to take another massive shift.


Realising she was pregnant, Klara broke down at work and told the owner of the cafe all about her shameful night at the town hall. All she could remember was that the boy was called Bandy.


‘Was he a pale, wimpy young fellow with legs you could drive a horse and carriage between?’


‘Yes. Moreover, he got me drunk and took advantage of me! Now I’m pregnant and I don’t know what to do,’ Klara sobbed.


The cafe owner told her that Bandy’s mother was a customer. She knew her to be an overbearing social climber and a mean tipper - her name was Ingrid Koch. ‘But beneath all her fancy ways, I believe her to be a decent woman.’


With Ingrid’s address on a scrap of paper the cafe owner had given her, Klara plucked up courage and knocked on Ingrid’s door that afternoon after work. There was a brief doorstep discussion, and being terrified that a neighbour might overhear and think the worst of her, Ingrid invited the distressed girl inside.


Over a cup of tea, a tearful Klara told Ingrid the story of Bernd’s misdeed. When he arrived home unexpectedly early, he was told in no uncertain terms that he had to marry the girl to avoid bringing disgrace to the family name.


‘How do I know it’s my child?’ he yelled petulantly, before his mother slapped him around the face. It was clear to Ingrid that this girl did not know what lying was. Look how young she was, and she had been drinking tea and sobbing all afternoon! Ingrid had no doubts whatsoever about Klara’s story and marriage seemed to be the only way to deal with the matter.


There was no formal ceremony, no fuss, just a few words by a government official at the Town Hall Registry Office. The bored civil servant then stamped some documents, handed one to Bandy and told him that he and Klara were now married.


Ingrid had already spoken to Traudl, who was very well connected now that she worked for the Fuhrer. She put the couple in touch with someone who agreed to rent them a cheap three-roomed apartment in a rundown part of town. It was better than nothing, and Klara worked hard to turn it into a home.


When Gisela was born there was a brief time of joy, but that soon disappeared with late night feeds, teething and a general lack of sleep.


The disruption was not to Bernd’s liking, and he managed to secure a set of keys to his uncle’s print works so he could take the responsibility of opening up early and closing late. ‘Things are hectic; Uncle Dieter has a lot of work at the moment,’ was his excuse for working such extended hours.


However, Bernd had plans, and after everyone had gone home he taught himself to typeset and print on an ancient one-colour, manually operated Gutenberg press. Dieter was pleased to see the boy finally taking an interest.


Bernd learned the art of printing surprisingly quickly, and because cleaners did not earn much, he decided it might be in his interest to take advantage of his new skills and look for some after-hours business. He quietly put the word out in the local beer hall that he was available for private print jobs - posters and flyers - single - page, single-colour work.


The beer halls were full of all kinds of colourful, shifty characters in the mid-1930s. Drinkers, talkers, dreamers and activists from many different legal and illegal political parties, all of them complaining about the state of the economy and talking about the rise of the new National Socialists - the Nazis. Bernd got to know most of the rebels and militants, the good and the bad, and that was what led to his eventual downfall.




TWO




Bernd may have been the boss of no-one at work, but at home he could be demanding and spiteful. He hit Klara once. The sting left its mark and she could not go to work for several days. He seemed rather proud of himself after the event and told her she got what she deserved for answering back, though his violence never stopped her having her say. A week later, he took a swing at her again, but this time she threw a cup at him before brandishing a kitchen stool, her green eyes blazing and her mouth tight. ‘Do that again, I dare you, and it will be the last time you ever hit me!’ she hissed.


‘Oh yes?’ he said, stepping towards her, fists at his side.


‘I will get you when you are asleep, drunk and passed out like you are most nights when you bother to come home. Try me, go on! Hit me one more time - do me a favour!’ There was no doubting that Klara meant business.


The look on her face and her steely eyes were enough to convince Bernd to back away, and he decided to keep his hands to himself from that point on. He had seen a side to Klara that she had kept hidden until now, and it was clear that beneath that seemingly innocent exterior of hers lurked a temper that he had no intention of testing. Bernd was no hero.


Berndt had taken a liking to the buxom, big-bosomed women at the beer hall - those who carried four steins in each hand and delivered them with a smile and an ample cleavage. Klara was the opposite of those women; she was shy and reserved with a flat chest and boyish figure, still somewhat childlike, even in her twenties. She wore her light-brown hair short and braided, pulled back from her face as was the fashion. Her complexion was clear and her eyes sparkled green - not at all like the blonde-haired, blue-eyed, shapely beer hall hosts that her husband lusted after.


Bernd was convinced that Klara had deliberately trapped him in a marriage that was doomed to fail from the start. He felt little love for his child and none at all for his wife.
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A shivering Klara slipped her feet into her slippers and wrapped her threadbare dressing gown around her body before heading for the tiny kitchen on a wet Monday morning. The wind was howling outside, driving rain against the window in waves, making the already gloomy flat feel even more miserable. She was careful not to make too much noise when she put the kettle on the hob as Gisela was still asleep; an active four-year-old, once she was awake she demanded attention.


That morning seemed no different from any other when Bernd hobbled from the apartment, late as usual, rushing out with his bicycle to ride to the print works several kilometres away. He didn’t bother to kiss his wife or sleeping child goodbye, but he deliberately slammed the door as he left, ensuring that Gisela woke and Klara’s brief moment of peace was ruined.


The chaos started immediately, and Gisela was soon bouncing all over the place, chatting non-stop, singing, pulling the cat’s tail with one hand and eating dry toast with the other. With the same colour hair and bright green eyes as her mother, Gisela had the face of an angel and had already worked out how to use it to her advantage. A cheeky child, she got away with far too much, but Klara found it easier to say yes than no as she hated to see the disappointment on her child’s face when decisions went against her. There was also the added bonus that it annoyed Bernd when she undermined his attempts at discipline on the few occasions when he took an interest in his daughter.


Bernd was rarely home during the week, choosing to work long hours and spend the evenings at his mother’s apartment rather than with Klara and Gisela. Ingrid lived near the print works, so it suited Bernd not to have to ride all the way across town when he started early or worked late. There was little chance of another child because the couple virtually led separate lives, and when they were together, they argued incessantly and found it easy to avoid any kind of physical contact. As far as Bernd was concerned his wife was frigid.


Despite everything, Klara still saw the way men looked at her, especially the immaculately dressed SS soldiers who rarely failed to turn their heads when she passed them in the street. The local traders could also be flirtatious when she shopped for groceries in Berchtesgaden, but she was never interested. She had become an endearing, beautiful, shy and at times feisty young woman, with simple needs and no desire to be anything other than a parttime cafe cook and a doting mother.


However, that was all about to change.
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Monday was always wash day; it was not a day to look forward to because Klara hated having to drape damp clothes and sheets around the cramped flat, waiting for them to dry. The day was always rushed as she had to be at the cafe by 11.30 to cook lunch for the regulars. Fortunately, Ingrid took Gisela for the morning, so she could at least get on with her work and know that her child was safe and happy. Ingrid may have been a terrible snob, but Gisela adored her and Klara had to admit that her motherin-law was very good with the child, though she spoiled her a little too much at times.


‘She is my one and only grandchild and it is my job to spoil her. Who else is going to? Heaven knows you can’t afford much!’ Ingrid was blind to her son’s failings but very quick to notice his wife’s, and she had a cruel tongue.


At 8 o’clock, as regular as clockwork, a knock on the front door announced Ingrid’s arrival. Klara quickly ran a brush through Gisela’s hair, wiped the toast crumbs from the child’s mouth and opened the door, pasting a ready smile on her face.


Ingrid stood upright and proud in the doorframe, a tall, elegant looking woman, quite striking in her own way. She gave the appearance of being well dressed, and had immaculate hair and make-up and a string of cheap pearls around her neck. She thumped her umbrella on the doormat, deliberately ensuring that some of the water splashed onto Klara’s legs.


As usual, she wore a moth-eaten fox fur, which she felt was indicative of her position in the upper-middle classes. Hidden beneath the fur coat, Ingrid’s clothes were clearly out of fashion and ageing, her blouses frayed around the collars and her skirts fading with every wash. Those who knew her well were familiar with how adept Ingrid had become at nosing around hastily abandoned Jews’ homes after they fled Germany when Hitler came to power. One person’s loss was another’s gain after all, and it was no good letting decent stuff go to waste, was it? Klara hated Ingrid’s coat - or to be precise, she hated what it stood for and how her mother-in-law came to be in possession of it. But Ingrid was never interested in her daughter-in-law’s opinions. Times were difficult, so why not take advantage of them?


‘Klara, darling, why do you always look so scruffy? You should at least try to make more of an effort. It’s no wonder my dear Bernd chooses to come home to me during the week. You could look attractive if you put some effort in; you are not a lost cause - yet.’ Ingrid brushed past Klara and strode into the tiny flat. ‘Where’s my little bird?’


Gisela leapt into her grandmother’s arms, kissing her face all over and stroking the fox fur. ‘Can we go to the cafe today, Oma? I want a strudel please. Mutter said she made some on Friday and put a slice by for me. Oh yes, and I would like a glass of that creamy milk to drink.’ She widened her eyes and grinned.


‘Where are your manners, young lady?’ Klara asked, pinching her child’s nose playfully.


‘Please, Oma darling?’ Gisela said cheekily, ignoring her mother.


‘I suppose so, little bird,’ Ingrid said sternly with a smile. Then she turned to Klara and added, ‘Well, we must away into the rain I suppose.’ She lowered Gisela to the floor. ‘Get your coat, my dear, your strudel is waiting.’


‘Hooray!’ Gisela yelled, putting her arms into the sleeves of the coat her mother held open for her.


‘She’s ready,’ Klara announced after she buttoned the wriggling child up and wrapped a scarf around her neck.


‘It looks as if I shall have to get my granddaughter some more clothes soon,’ Ingrid said pointedly. ‘She’s growing out of that coat.’


‘I do my best with what I have, Ingrid, and heaven knows, your son could help a little more.’


It was the wrong thing to say, and Ingrid exhaled loudly through her nose to express her displeasure at hearing her son’s wife talk about him behind his back.


‘If I had more resources, like in the old days, I would buy her clothes every week, but money is tight for me as well you know. Being a war widow one has to learn to make do. But a child? A child should always have the best of things before she grows into an adult and learns the harsh realities of life.’


They left without further ado, Ingrid and Gisela, stepping out into the blustery day together. Klara stood at the window watching them disappear into the morning. The umbrella that Ingrid was holding threatened to blow inside out at any moment as the wind swept a torrent of rain across the road. Klara’s heart always sank when she saw her daughter leave with Ingrid, but it was necessary if she was to keep on top of the housework and her job. Goodness knows, she needed the money more than ever now. 
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While Klara struggled to make ends meet, Bernd always seemed to have money for the beer hall.


‘You have to spend some to get some,’ he would say, and he often boasted about the work he was doing behind his uncle’s back. It was always for cash, off the books, of course, for people he met while drinking - his so-called friends. From the few things he had said, Klara gathered that Bernd was mixing with the wrong types, but it never seemed to concern him. These ‘friends’ who gave Bandy work were opposed to Hitler and his band of thugs, but they paid well, and that was all that seemed to matter.


Trouble was brewing in Germany and another war seemed more likely with each passing month. Some people were pleased about it, while others were wary. It was only 20 years since the last war ended and the country was still suffering the consequences forced on them by the Treaty of Versailles. However, a new political force had risen from the ashes - the National Socialist German Workers Party - and they promised to change Germany’s fortunes for the better.


The Nazi swastika hung from every public building in town and the small Jewish enclave at the farthest end of the main street, where two tailors, a dentist, an accountant and a jeweller once had their shops, was now boarded up and empty. Mrs Horowitz, the seamstress at one of the tailors, had been a regular at the cafe and had taken a liking to Klara and her cooking.


‘You teach me how to cook like a German and I will teach you how to sew like a Jew!’ the old woman had said with a cackle. She always left a good tip and Klara grew fond of her and was very upset when she disappeared overnight. Sadly, the old tailors was now boarded up and falling into disrepair.


As soon as Ingrid and Gisela were out of sight, Klara started to gather up the clothes that needed washing. Bernd may have stayed at his mother’s place during the week, but his dirty washing always ended up in a pile in Klara’s bathroom - no doubt as part of her punishment for standing up to him.


If she had owned a gramophone she would have put some music on that morning; instead she sang something that she thought sounded like opera. Gisela loved music and she often joined in with her mother’s singing and Klara hoped that one day they would collect records together.


Just as she dropped the last armful of washing on the floor by the kitchen sink, a loud knock at the door interrupted Klara’s morning. Thinking that Ingrid must have forgotten something, she sighed and called, ‘Coming, Mutter,’ as she headed for the door, wiping her hands down the front of her dressing gown.


Instead of being greeted by Ingrid and Gisela, however, when Klara opened the door she found herself staring into the face of a soldier wearing a beautifully tailored grey uniform. He appeared quite young and full of self-importance, like all the men with the SS double lightning bolt on their collars.


‘Frau Koch?’


‘Yes.’


‘Then I am in the right place and I have the right person. You are to come with me.’




THREE




The soldier barely spoke during the 15-minute ride in the black car with a swastika flying from the bonnet ornament. The only sound was the rumble from the tyres and the windscreen wipers slapping against the glass. Klara saw the driver’s eyes occasionally shift from the road to the rear view mirror and decided that he was definitely not the sort you would hold a conversation with.


They soon arrived at the top of the hill, the place everyone in town knew existed but very few had visited. Someone opened the door the moment the car stopped and Klara stepped into the blustery weather, only to be quickly ushered inside by another soldier in a grey uniform.


‘Follow me,’ he said officiously, and she found herself being led through the familiar sights, sounds and smells of a busy kitchen. She was ignored by everyone except a grubby man with protruding teeth, who nodded when their eyes met.


A tiled hallway next, several closed doors along each side, footsteps echoing until they reached a large foyer that was devoid of all furniture with rugs covering the floor. Klara caught a glimpse of herself in a large gilt mirror, and tried to straighten her coat as she continued.


‘I heard that the Boss has been whistling this morning - a bad sign,’ the soldier said over his shoulder as he led Klara upstairs. ‘You’ll get to know what he’s like soon enough. If he’s humming when he gets up it will be a good day, but if he’s whistling you had better have your wits about you.’


When they reached a dimly lit landing, Klara found herself outside a heavy wooden door with a comfortable chair on one side and a small wooden stool on the other.


‘Wait here. Sit down if you like - on the chair, never the stool. Straighten your hair a bit too. He doesn’t like unkempt women.’ The soldier then turned and disappeared back down the stairs, leaving Klara alone and increasingly nervous in the gloomy area at the top of the stairs.


She decided to sit on the chair, nervously wiping her hands down her coat and pulling the hemline over her knees. She then ran her fingers through her hair before patting it back into place in an effort to look neater. She had no lipstick, and was wearing an old house dress beneath her only coat as the soldier who collected her that morning gave her barely enough time to get dressed. She knew better than to argue with the SS.


It was warm inside the house, probably a little too warm, and Klara noticed a bank of radiators along the wall opposite. Her hands suddenly started to feel felt clammy and little beads of perspiration appeared on her forehead and top lip, so she unbuttoned her coat and sighed nervously. Her heart was beating faster as the minutes ticked by and if Bernd had ever bothered to give her a wedding ring, she would have found herself twiddling it around her finger by now.


The muffled sounds of voices drifted up the stairs and a telephone rang in a room somewhere nearby, along with the clatter of typewriter. Then somebody ran across the downstairs foyer calling a name, though Klara didn’t catch it, and she thought she heard a dog barking elsewhere inside the house. The place smelled of furniture polish.


Klara’s mind drifted to the pile of washing by the sink, back home at the flat. She would be hard pushed to get it done and get to work on time, now. Then she thought of Gisela at the cafe, where her boss would slip a piece of cooking chocolate to her when Ingrid wasn’t looking, pretending it was their secret. And she could visualise Gisela’s mouth after she drank her milk, a ring of white cream around her lips that she slurped and licked until it was gone.


She smiled at the thought of her beautiful daughter, sighed again and caught herself staring at the two paintings on the wall opposite. They depicted buxom, naked women with angels or cherubs hovering around them. The scenes were richly painted and elaborately framed, and looked as if they might be quite valuable.


The door beside Klara suddenly opened, making her jump as a large, important looking man in a business suit stepped in front of her, a Nazi badge gleaming in his lapel. His hair was thinning and he was quite flabby around the jowls. He looked rather like a bossy schoolteacher on playground duty, a clipboard in his right hand and a pencil in his left. ‘Frau Koch?’ he asked officiously. She nodded. ‘Follow me.’


After looking her up and down and grunting, the man left Klara alone in an office, telling her not to touch anything. She looked around the room: two walls were lined with heavily laden bookshelves while a large, plain timber desk sat prominently at the far end. She noticed two photographs on the wall - one of a stern man with piercing eyes and the other a formidable-looking woman - both scary as their eyes seemed to follow her. A simple leather chair sat behind the desk, turned to one side as if recently vacated, and the desk itself was stacked neatly with several piles of documents, papers and files. There was a superb view of the Alps from the window, under which sat a table cluttered with maps.


Two sturdy but somewhat plain wooden guest chairs were in front of the desk. At the other end of the office where Klara stood was a comfortable sofa and armchair, cosily gathered around a small coffee table in front of a crackling fireplace.


Klara still had no idea why she was there. Who was she supposed to see? Who was this ‘Boss’ the soldier and the chubby man in the suit talked about? Meanwhile, should she sit or stand while she waited? She was told she could sit while in the hallway outside, but this room was different. It seemed to be someone’s place of work, their personal space, so she decided to remain standing, feeling uncomfortable and awkward, unsure what to do with her hands.


She took a moment to look at the view, which was now obstructed by the huge grey clouds that had rolled down from the mountains and virtually hid the top floor of the building. The wind blew a sudden gust of rain against the glass, sounding like the desperate clawing of children’s fingers. For a moment, Klara thought of Gisela and for some inexplicable reason felt a chill flicker down her spine. It was then that she was startled by the sound of the door behind her being unlocked. She turned just in time to see it slowly open, and a few seconds later a familiar face appeared.
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She was surprised by his pleasant demeanour - he was nothing like she imagined he would be in real life. He looked almost insignificant as he slowly strolled into the room, hands behind his back, his head lowered slightly so he had to look up to meet her eyes.


Klara suddenly felt weak at the knees and her hand trembled as he extended his towards her, and they shook. It was a surprisingly polite handshake, not particularly firm, probably in deference to her being a woman, she thought. He then placed his left hand on top of hers, patting gently as if to reassure her. She was too embarrassed to meet his eyes a second time, but she noticed his warm smile and heard him let out what appeared to be a grunt of appreciation.


It was his custom at such times to put people at their ease because he fully understood the wonderment he saw on their faces. Women had been known to faint when meeting him face to face, and some even screamed with delight as if he were a famous film star or stage performer. He rather enjoyed such times, and knew there were plenty more to come.


‘There’s no need to be nervous, child. You look terrified,’ he said kindly. ‘Come, let us sit on the sofa together and talk.’ He gestured towards the furniture. There was a brief moment of silence, deliberately put there by him, to see how she would react.


She found her voice, though it was a little shaky. ‘Thank you.’ She clumsily bobbed a curtsy when he again pointed to the sofa. Whatever this meeting was about, she was determined to remember as much as she could. Gisela would be spellbound and Ingrid would be desperate for every single detail. Never in her wildest dreams did Klara imagine she would find herself sitting next to Adolf Hitler, the most important person in the world, on a sofa in his private office at the Berghof.




FOUR




As Klara chatted with the Fuhrer, a large and obviously very important man stepped out of his Mercedes staff car into the fresh air at the main entrance to the Berghof. After stretching and yawning somewhat theatrically, he took a deep breath and smacked his lips together, then said, ‘Home at last!’ Grinning, he patted a soldier on the shoulder as if meeting an old friend. Herman Goering did not always use the traditional Hitler salute, and saw no reason why he should. In fact, he would have preferred to hear Heil Goering accompany the Nazi greeting.


Goering had a chequered history with the Fuhrer, but somehow always ended up sitting at his right hand. It seemed as if Hitler had no issue forgiving the Reichsmarschall’s past indiscretions. He was, after all, a very different man compared to the collection of overly officious clerks and bookkeepers who found themselves in positions of power in Hitler’s government and inner circle. Goering was a well-regarded war hero in his own right. He demanded respect and got it.


Herman’s parents’ wealth lay in farming and agriculture, and they had strong ties to the German aristocracy. A former Reichskommissar to German South Africa, the family patriarch, Heinrich Goering, had connections everywhere - proudly boasting that he was close friends with Ferdinand von Zeppelin, the famous aviator, among others. However, Heinrich’s life fell apart after World War I, when the German economy collapsed and rampant inflation virtually left him penniless. It seemed as if one day Heinrich was regarded as a wealthy gentleman farmer, almost a member of the nobility, and the next he was selling up to pay his many unserviceable debts.


Fortunately, his connections came to the fore, and the man that young Herman had been named after, his Jewish aristocratic godfather, Herman von Epstein, offered the Goering family a substantial castle to live in. It seemed quite a legitimate and indeed generous arrangement, but it turned out to have a condition that Heinrich would have little choice other than to accept. His wife, Fanny, had to move into von Epstein’s bedroom.


Herman and his brother Albert had each pursued different careers before World War I. Albert became a successful engineer, earning a more than decent living and an excellent reputation in the business world. Trade was always good, bad debts were negligible and handshakes sealed most of his deals, though many were concluded over a bottle of scotch. He was considered a convivial and generous host, able to consume huge quantities of alcohol without becoming reckless.


Known as a stylish dresser, Albert lived a comfortable life at a good address in one of Berlin’s better suburbs. He loved the company of women and married four times. Between wives, he could be found in the best restaurants, bars and clubs, where he smoked French cigarettes through a long, elegant holder with a bottle of the best Champagne always within easy reach. His black hair was slicked back and his handmade shoes were clearly recognisable symbols of his success. Everybody in Berlin business circles knew Albert Goering to be an amiable, hard but fair man with philanthropic tendencies.


While Albert was busy carving a swathe through the world of commerce, Herman struggled to make his mark. He graduated from the military college in Berlin then joined the Prussian army, eventually transferring to the air force where he became a dashing pilot in charge of a squadron during World War I. But the war went the wrong way for Germany, and Herman ended up unemployed and broke. After a spell as a stunt pilot, he stumbled into a job flying the rich and famous around Europe, and it was while engaged in this employment that he met his first wife, a beautiful Swedish woman called Carin Fock.


It was a good marriage for Herman as Carin came from an established, wealthy family who purchased a large comfortable home for them in the Alps, near Munich. But Germany was still suffering from rabid unemployment and rampant inflation, while radical groups dominated the political scene. Slowly but surely, a man with vision emerged from the rabble, someone who was to capture the imagination of Herman Goering and lead him to the intoxicating heights of status, wealth and power that he always felt were rightfully his.


That man was Adolf Hitler.


Herman joined the Nazi Party and was quickly spotted by Hitler as someone who might be useful. He was a highly decorated war hero who could comfortably associate with the mechanics who kept his plane running as well as those members of the German aristocracy who craved his company at their lavish dinner parties. There was no doubt that Herman Goering knew which knife and fork to use at the tables of those who mattered most in German high society.


Goering had been alongside Hitler during the failed Munich Beer Hall putsch in November 1923. The ensuing bloodbath resulted in imprisonment for Hitler while a wounded Herman escaped to Austria with Carin, sheltering in the house of his father’s benefactor once more - the Jew, von Epstein.


Herman became addicted to morphine during his recuperation. And it was while on the long road to recovery that he and Carin visited Italy, taking the opportunity to meet with Benito Mussolini, who treated them like a long lost friends. The Goerings loved the pomp and pageantry that surrounded the dictator: the palaces and their glittering contents, the servants and chauffeurs, the bowing and scraping, the bodyguards and private armies.


On returning from their visit, feeling revitalised and with his haughtiness renewed, an ebullient Herman returned to Hitler’s side shortly after he was released from Landsberg prison. Like beggars at the feast, the two men plotted together, Hitler telling Goering of his plans for a Thousand Year Reich and Herman dreaming of the wealth and power that would come his way. Hitler gave him a draft copy of his memoir, Mein Kampf, which Goering studied and endorsed enthusiastically.


Here was the future! Such philosophies and ideals could lead Germany to greatness once more. ‘Europe will be ours!’ Herman gushed.


‘Forget Europe, we will rule the world!’ Hitler bellowed. ‘But first we need to resolve the Jewish question.’ He raised his index finger. ‘The National Socialist Party is going to sort out this country’s ills once and for all.’


With Goering on a constant morphine high, Hitler used him to smooth the way with other politicians, industry leaders and Germany’s elite. Oozing charm, the ever-smiling bon vivant used every opportunity to make useful contacts for Hitler, the Party and, more importantly, himself. Herman Goering seemed to be the number one guest on everyone’s dinner party list, and he loved the attention almost as much as Hitler craved power.
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Happily married and very much in love, Herman was devastated when Carin was taken ill in Munich, and he rushed to her side only to discover that she had a short time to live. He was determined to be with her to the end, but with only days to go as Carin lay dying from cancer, Hitler ordered him back to Berlin.


Goering’s pleas and entreaties fell on deaf ears. Hitler was the new Fuhrer at last and was about to make Herman the 16th President of the Reichstag! Having little choice but to obey, Goering returned to Berlin to collect his crown. He now had power and authority - money would inevitably follow. He had finally made it, but at what cost?


Full of antipathy and hidden anger towards his Fuhrer, Goering also missed Carin’s funeral. It is probably true that very few tears would have been shed by members of Hitler’s inner circle over the years, but Herman certainly cried over his beloved wife’s passing and greatly regretted his absence at the end of her life.


As Herman threw himself into his work, there was no doubting that his huge capacity to eat, drink and make merry had transformed his already portly frame to morbidly obese. His vanity was displayed through the myriad of personally designed uniforms, cloaks and overcoats he wore, many of them bearing an uncanny resemblance to Mussolini’s. The bejewelled swagger sticks he carried and the numerous medals that adorned his chest seemed to have no foundation in military terms - Goering had simply invented them to add grandeur to the collection he already owned.


Ignoring the Reichstag President’s excesses, Hitler was pleased to be best man when Herman married again in 1935. The centre of Berlin was closed to allow him and his new bride, Emmy, to attend the nuptials. Thirty thousand soldiers paraded in front of the church, and Hitler waved the bride and groom off when they left for their star-studded reception, which included the British Ambassador to Germany.


The happy couple moved into a huge country house in the Schorfheide Forest, 50 kilometres from Berlin. Carinhall was named in tribute to his Herman’s first wife, whose body was exhumed and re-buried in the vast grounds. The house was opulent, styled like a country manor with superb gardens and a hunting lodge for which gamekeepers ensured there were plenty of deer and pheasants to shoot. Peacocks strutted around, and the Goering’s kept a pet baby lion that roamed the house and grounds for a time. He also had a 400 square metre model railway in the loft where he continued his childhood hobby of playing with trains. Servants abounded - staff bowed and scraped, cooks kept them fed, a driver took Emmy shopping, and butlers served them while maids and other servants looked after their every need. Herman Goering finally settled into life as a country squire.


He thoroughly enjoyed his new-found status and wealth, but never forgot that Hitler had kept him away from Carin’s deathbed and refused to allow him to attend her funeral.


One night, while staring at several empty vials of morphine and a discarded syringe, Herman vowed that he would get even with Corporal Hitler, no matter how long it took.


‘I swear on my mother’s life, he will pay...somehow... sometime...’ he growled.




FIVE




Hitler settled himself on the sofa and smiled pleasantly at Klara. ‘You were looking at my paintings.’ It was an observation, not a question. ‘Rubens - masterpieces of course, both of them. I am a collector and art is one of the few joys in my life. Regrettably, I have little time for such pleasures now.’


There was a strange sadness in his voice as he swept his hair into place with his right hand, a gesture that Klara had seen many times in newsreels. ‘But you must tell me about yourself, dear Klara,’ he said more brightly. ‘You are a pretty girl and you look so young. They tell me you are 22, is that correct?’ She nodded and almost giggled with embarrassment. ‘I am sure there is a lot more to you than just your pretty face,’ the Fuhrer said.


‘Well, I am married to Bernd and we have a daughter, Gisela, who is four,’ Klara said, almost in a whisper.


She tried not to look into his eyes. They were like gem stones, sparkling blue even in the dull light of his office, but there was something more about them - something that made her feel that if she looked for too long, she would fall under some kind of spell. There was a darkness in there that she found disconcerting. She was not the only person who ever felt this way, and he used his eyes to advantage, many times. He liked disarming people.


‘I believe your husband is a printer?’ he said. ‘I shall ensure that his place of business is given a small contract for some of the work dear Minister Goebbels produces. He is very busy at the moment with posters and directives, that type of thing.’


‘Thank you, Mein Fuhrer,’ Klara said, lowering her eyes once more. ‘I am not sure what they actually do at my husband’s work, but I feel certain they will be most pleased to receive your generous help.’


‘So you and your husband do not talk about his work?’


‘We don’t see much of each other because he works long hours and lives with his mother during the week. She has an apartment near the print works.’


‘So I understand... It is good that you don’t talk with your husband about his work. That way secrets remain secret and lips stay sealed. A good trait to have.’ As he looked at her a smile washed over his face. ‘Now then, let me enlighten you about your visit here.’


Hitler told Klara that he suffered from a stomach complaint. His personal physician had been investigating the problem and was trying to resolve the issue once and for all. ‘I have digestive troubles, bloating, that kind of thing,’ he said with a dismissive wave of his hand. ‘Gas sometimes too,’ he added, raising his eyebrows.


Klara blushed at hearing such intimacies and Hitler chuckled. ‘We all have that problem from time to time, my dear, do not be embarrassed.’ There was a slight change in his tone when he said, ‘do not be embarrassed’. It was virtually undetectable, but Klara had learned to notice little nuances in men’s voices over the years and be wary of them.


‘The doctor tells me he thinks the problem lies with my food. I am a vegetarian you see; it happened after the first war when I was gassed in the trenches - since then I find the taste of meat intolerable. My diet has not changed over the years and neither has my cook - my food has become bland and uninteresting, which bores me and does not help my stomach problems or my moods, so I am told. I have been persuaded that I need a more varied diet, a rustic style of cooking, shall we say? A few sauces would not go amiss, nothing hot mark you - no curries. Just good, tasty German food, like my mother used to make.’


‘Excuse me, Mein Fuhrer, but I still don’t understand...’


‘Of course. My mind wanders sometimes - there is so much going on right now.’ He smiled benevolently. ‘I have no idea how these things are done, but something was said and your name came up and it was mentioned that you are an excellent cook.’


That was the way things worked with Hitler - he would rarely say directly what he wanted. Just a hint or a comment, no matter how vague, and a solution materialised.


He raised his head and his eyebrows at the same time and said, ‘That is why you are here, my dear. Would you care to cook for your Fuhrer?’


Klara’s head suddenly started to spin. A thousand thoughts raced through her mind and she couldn’t concentrate on one of them. She wiped her palms down her skirt and straightened it over her knees, coughed, then opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. Here she was on a sofa in Adolf Hitler’s office with him patiently waiting for her to say something! Finally, she nodded and swallowed aloud. ‘I am overwhelmed, Mein Fuhrer. It would be such an honour; I don’t know what to say!’


He looked genuinely pleased as he placed a finger beneath her chin, raised her head and looked deep into her eyes for an extended, uncomfortable few moments. What was he looking for? The smile had remained on his face, but beneath it, Klara thought she saw something else. ‘That is very good news. I am so pleased, my child.’ And he removed his finger and turned his head aside, saying, ‘Martin?’ without raising his voice or changing his tone. The door on the other side of the room suddenly opened and the man Klara had seen before, the one carrying the clipboard, quietly entered the room. He stood by the sofa, awaiting his Fuhrer’s command.


‘Martin, have you met Klara?’ Hitler knew he had. The man called Martin nodded, clicked his heels and bowed to Klara. Hitler continued. ‘She is joining my service as a cook. My cook. I am sure you will make her comfortable.’ He then reached into his inside jacket pocket and handed Martin several sheets of paper that had been folded in three places. Klara did not know it at the time, but in those documents the Gestapo had provided a detailed description of her life and the people in it, especially her husband’s family. Where she was born was not yet known, nor was her family background, but it was considered unlikely that she had Jewish blood. They would keep digging. The Gestapo officers had conducted their research overnight. Phone calls were made, doors were knocked on, questions asked, information provided. As far as the Gestapo were concerned, Klara Koch was a fine, loyal, upstanding German.


They would eventually be proved wrong. 
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The man with the clipboard ushered Klara downstairs. She felt uncomfortable in his presence. There was something devious about him - his eyes always seemed to be on the move - he looked like the type who hid in the shadows, watching and listening. Martin Bormann had the dirt on everyone, deliberately overhearing conversations and gossip, becoming the keeper of other people’s secrets - until he needed them for his own gain.


‘You will call me Reichsleiter Bormann,’ he said officiously without looking at Klara. ‘I run this house and I am the Fuhrer’s private secretary. Nothing happens here without my approval. Do you understand?’ Bormann stopped and turned towards Klara as he waited for a response. She nodded, though she had not heard everything. Her mind was back at the Fuhrer’s office, where they had talked for 15 minutes or more - alone, just him and her! He had offered her a cup of tea that she refused politely. That would have been too much to cope with because she was certain she would not have been able to hold a cup without spilling the contents.


Bormann had not finished. ‘You will see and hear things at the Berghof - personal things about the Fuhrer and his chiefs of staff. Let me make it very plain to you that anything that happens here stays here. If you are caught gossiping with anyone the consequences will be more severe than you could possibly imagine.’


Klara nodded nervously.


‘You see nothing, you hear nothing. From now on, you are blind and deaf.’


After the lecture, Bormann led Klara down what appeared to be a service corridor to a room where he pushed the door open, allowing the noise and clatter to escape. ‘This is the kitchen. The staff will make their own introductions later.’ Klara looked around the room, the same one she had walked through earlier with the soldier. It looked busy, with pots bubbling on stoves, people cutting up vegetables; everything and everyone in their place.


‘Everybody, this is Frau Koch, the Fuhrer’s new cook.’ Bormann spoke as if he was bored. The staff stopped what they were doing and stared - not a smile among them. Serious faces involved in a serious business by the look of it. Bormann then turned to Klara and said, ‘We have a full house for lunch and dinner today, then an early breakfast and a very important guest tomorrow. We are always busy here.’ He turned around and started walking. ‘Follow me.’


He quickly made his way along another corridor, striding quickly into the new extension at the rear of the building. ‘You see that door? That leads to the cellar. You do not go down there unless authorised. Do you understand?’


‘What’s down there?’ Klara asked.


Bormann stopped abruptly and turned to face her, his eyes blazing. ‘It is enough that I tell you not to go there. Don’t ask questions unless they relate to your job. I don’t have time for anything else.’ And he was off at a pace again, down the narrow corridor until he came to an end, where he opened yet another door and said, ‘This is your room.’


‘My room?’


‘Where you sleep. Your room. Take a look.’


With a furrowed brow, Klara poked her head around the door. The room was plainly furnished: two single beds, one against each side wall; a chest of drawers beneath the only window; a small wardrobe next to it. ‘The toilet and bathroom are down the hall. The others will show you.’


‘I don’t understand. Why am I being given a room?’


Bormann snorted noisily and stared at Klara as if she was stupid. She couldn’t help but notice his yellow teeth and greasy skin, and his breath confirmed he was a smoker. ‘You are now in the Fuhrer’s employ and must be available 24 hours of every day. If you perform well you will be permitted one phone call in the first month. When the Fuhrer is here, you will be on duty throughout the day and night. Sometimes he works on his speeches and maps and the like through to the early hours. You will sleep only when he sleeps.’


‘Excuse me, Herr Bormann—’


‘It’s Reichsleiter Bormann,’ he corrected.


‘Sorry, but excuse me, Reichsleiter Bormann - I have a four-year-old child and a husband at home...’


‘Your husband, Bernd, has been notified of your new occupation. If things work out well you may be allowed a brief visit occasionally. But, of course, everything depends on your service and behaviour. You work for the Fuhrer now; things have changed for you. Respect is the key to success and longevity here at the Berghof - remember that. And I strongly urge you to remember who I am.’ With that, Martin Bormann turned and left, closing the door behind him.


Klara sat on one of the beds, stunned. What had just happened? Had she been kidnapped? The room was more like a cell, the Berghof a prison. The honour of cooking for the Fuhrer had immediately turned to a nightmare. She felt tears well in her eyes and her shoulders sagged as she thought about Gisela. A knock at the door disturbed her. She ignored it, but it was soon repeated. ‘Yes?’ she finally sniffed.


The door opened and the soldier who had collected her earlier that morning stood in the doorframe, holding a suitcase. ‘Your mother-in-law packed this for you. She said to tell you she is proud of you.’ He placed the case at the foot of the bed. ‘Your family were notified of your position this morning. I collected your mother-in-law and daughter after I dropped you off here, then I took them to your flat where they packed the case.’


‘My daughter?’ Klara asked earnestly.


‘Reichsleiter Bormann said she will be staying with your mother-in-law for the foreseeable future.’ He shrugged. ‘It is how it is. That is the sacrifice we make to serve the Fuhrer, which is the greatest honour there can be for a German.’ He stiffened as he spoke. ‘My name is Erich by the way. I am the Fuhrer’s driver. Erich Kempa. Everyone calls me Kempa. If you need anything, let me know.’ He clicked his heels and bowed slightly.


‘Thank you,’ Klara said as she wiped her eyes and blew her nose. ‘They seemed to know everything about me.’


‘The Gestapo. They probably know more about you than you know!’ He grinned a little. ‘Again, that’s the way it is.’ His voice softened. ‘Look, I have to go and they are expecting you in the kitchen soon to prepare the Boss’s lunch. Karl told me to tell you the Fuhrer will eat at 1pm sharp today, along with the others.’


‘Karl?’


‘Yes. He’s the Fuhrer’s valet. You will get to know him soon enough. All the ladies do,’ Kempa said with a touch of admiration in his voice.


‘You said the Fuhrer was going to eat when the others ate. What others?’


‘Goering, Himmler, the whole crew. They are all here. Most of them are okay. Goering is a pleasant enough fellow, always tries to crack a joke with the staff, but poor Himmler has the personality of a wardrobe.’ Klara forced a smile. ‘You will be okay once you settle in. Why don’t you unpack and then make your way down to the kitchen. You have half an hour to spare before they are expecting you.’


‘The bathroom?’


‘Third door on the right, this side of the corridor.’ Kempa started to leave then hesitated as if he was going to say something else but decided against it. As he closed the door he heard Klara start to cry, and could still hear her as he reached the end of the corridor.
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