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resents her nresent humble status. But although she considers her
marrisce a mésallisnce and despises Herr Schulz, she is almost
hvstericelly devoted to her son, Horst, who is about fifteen at

the bezinning of the novel.

Horst, brought up in the spirit of the Hitler Youth, is the only

real Nazi of the femily -- a fact which has alweys been depressing
and irritatins to his eristocratic mother. For she -- & rovallst at
heert. still lovel to the House of Hohenzollern -- has nothing but

contempt for that upsteart and plebeisn, Hitler., Herr Schulz, on the
other hand, 18 more rezlistie. To him, the Fiihrer is a great man,

as long as he is successful. Herr Schulz is not & fanetie, just a
prectical man. He joins the Party beceuse it is the correct thing
to do, His dauczhter Lotte guite agrees with him, Naturally, she
belongs to the "Bund Deutscher Midel;" naturally, she hopes for
German viectorv, Her fiancé is & lisutenant, stetioned in the East

-- wherever that may be... In Januery, 1945, he was in Berlin on

a furlourh. lotte promised him that she would not leave the caplital,

but wait for him, right there.

So the Schulzs stay on =-=- air raids or not. The bombardments are
hell; but as long as one's own home happens to be spared, one may
as well stick to it: 1t's i& difficult, these days, to find a place
to stav,.., Besides, Lotggfkgg & 2 job in an armament factory (not
a verv pleasant job, to be sure!), while her father and brother

serve in the newly-orgeénized "Volkssturm."

Iotte has known for some time that she ls expeeting s = baby.

It must have happened when Fritz was here, last time -- she hasn't
Tde '
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been with env other fellow. Ori inallv she wanted to have the baby,
but now the situstion looks different. Germany is losing the war --
whet wounld be the use of giving birth to another hungry, frustrated
German? ... The day on which the Red Armv enters the capital Iotte

decides to have &n &bortion.

Of course, the coming of the feared, heted Russians creates &
tyemendous panic, and the Schulz femily are as frightened as all
the other Berliners., The first nicht sfter the fall of the capital,
s bunch of Red-Armv Soldiers invade Lotte!'s home and ask in three=
tening tones for "Uhr" (wateh) ,"Frau" and "Schnaps," Friulein
Sechulz, heroically cheerful &nd noncha lant, explains that she has
no watch ("Ugr —- kaputt... understand?") and opens the last bottle

M tmf.aa—fud_/
Ogjpﬂiiirﬁ?andv (2 gift from Fritz who used be to stationed in
Frenee) for the unwanted guests. They are tough little fellows of
unmistakably Monsolian countenance. If at first their alttitude was
Lawe soon
grim and ominous, they]become &mem more affable and in the end

quite gay, under the spell of Three-Star Hennass?i and Lotte's

ippeasistible smile., After some time, the merrv little men with the

Wish cheek-bones snd the grimy uniforms withdraw, except one of them,

Lotte, left alone with the tough, grubby fellow -- his face is
disfirured bv &n uglvy rash of some sort --, cannot help feeling

s 1ittle scared., Soon enough she understands, however, that he
doesn't mean anv harm. In fact, there 1s something quite touching
about the way he stares and grins at her, He does not sound like

g human being &8s he keeps repeating the three only Germaen words he
seems to know: “Fruu...QFhlafen...achén..." -- over and over &gain,

am—

in & hoarse, barking voice, His first kiss is unpleasent -- pn
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the smell of his breath mekes Lotte feel guite sick. But she does not
dere resist. 'So that's whet it is like to be raped by a Russlan,'
she thinks as he leads her to the bed. He needn't really violate her,
thourh; Friulein Schulz, bravely lemoring his disa greeable odor,

whispers: "Iiebling, I'm yours..."

The next day, Alexey shows up agaln; this time, it is Father Schulsz
in person who opens the door for him. "So pleased to see you, Herr
Feldwebel," the retired Government offieiel cries enthusissticallvy,
"Iottehen will be with vou in & minute. Just make vourself comfor=
teble, mvy dear boy..." After all, the Russiens are the conquerors, the
"anthoritv," so to Spealk, and have to bé treated sccordingly. Herr
Sehulz tries to humor his daughter's exotic lover by volunteering
abrunt 1ittle statements, like, "Hitler -~ stinksl Stalin -- great

manl"

The Mongzolian-faced petty officer turns out to be rsther help=
ful, however unwashed and inarticulate. There 1s a lot of looting
zoing on in this bourgeois nelgh$bourhood, but the S8chulzs are well-
srotected: Whenever a Red tries to enter Cthelr home, Alexey knows
how to deal with him. Of course, evén his anthority would not be suf=
fPieient to prevent a disaster like the one thet befell the wesalthy
tenents of the second floor, Herr von Hohenberg -- & perfectly respect=
able man, a&s far as the Schulzs know -- Was suddenly srrested by
the Russians: nobody knows, why. Could it be on account of his con=
neetions with the Air Ministry of Reichsmarschall Hermann GOring?
It would be just like the Russians to arrest a hsermless citizen, simply

because he happens to be & business friend of dear, fet Hermann!

... In the meantime, Lotte has found & gynecologist willing to

remove her fetus, Dr. David Dorn is & peculiar man -- soft-spoken,




deliberately polite esnd conventional, yet not without &« certain
ambiguous, indeed, demonizc fescination. Lotte, who first tries to
dislike him, is only too sensible to his curiously impersonal, ironie

cherm.

After the operation, she feels utterly wesk and depressed --
deprived, &8 it were, of the only thing that might have given dignity
end meaning to her 1life. 'A German girl cen't even afford to be a
mother, these days,' she thinks, full of bitterness and self-pity.

IThat's what defeat does to & nation...!

But no matter how desperate she may be, she hes to keep smiling.
Life is tough, there is no time for melancholy reveries... Helpful
Alexev 18 gone =-- probably transferred to some other place., Or could
it be that the young lieutenant now occupying the Hohenberg apartment
hes asked him not to come any more? But he seems so indifferent; not
onee, so far, has he cracked 2 smile or even talked to Lotte, She
has to work with the other women cleaning up the street. What =a
tediouns job, to pick up 211l that rubble! And how humiliatingl At times,
the young lieutenant -~ his né&me is Pjotr -- would watch the women
from his window &n the second floor. He 1s & handsome fellow, all
rizht -- tall, broad-shounldered, with a clear-cut, manly face. Funny

that & Russian should look thaet wey -« almost like a German,..

Mow
Lottelhuas ‘;ﬁ to room wWith her stepmother, whieh is rather tilre=

. )

some; her own bedroom is occupied by one of the lieutenants men.

As for Pjotr himself, he sleeps in what used to be the drawing room
of the Hohenbergs -- the seme room wheéré he has set up his office.

After some weeks, however, he finds it more convenlent to move to
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+he third floor, while the enlisted men takes over the cot in
the Hohenbersg perlour, lotte 2sks the new tenant whether he wants
her to come to hig room Wwith a ecup of tea in the morning. He acecepls,

and thet is how it begins...

Pjotr enjovs sleeping with Lotte, but his pleasure seems to
be constantlv disturbed by certain qualms and seruples. To begin
with, he dislikes the Germéns in general and, in perticular, has
no sympathv for the Schulz femily -- the servile father who tries
to curry favour with him, the frustrated, arrogent mother, the
furtively hostile bov. Besides Russiesn soldlers are not supposed
to fraternize with German civilians, snd the lieutenant, for one,
takes Army reguletions seriously. Moreover, he is a married man
and vervy fond of his wife, But then, Lotte is such a charming
girl, and so educated! She has resd all the plays by Schiller
end d&s pretty good at the pienofprte. The lieutenant has a gresat
respect for education, Yes, he d o e s 1like FrHulein Lotte...
"But I em n o t in love with you," he keeps telling her, --

"I ynow it, dear," she says blandly. "I em in love with ¥ o u
-= that's all that matters..." Which is a lie, of course, How
conld Friulein Schulz fall in love with a Russian? It would be
unpatriotic, to say nothing of certain other considerations of

& more personi2l nature,..

Lotte knows now that she has been infected -~ by Alexey,
neturelly, Her Wessermann is "plus-minus": Dr, Doré&%gld her so
with a sardonic grin., "Looks like syphilis, my desr child," he
expleins in his strangely sloof, cruel mennsr. "We'd better start

treatment right now." -- Twice & week she has to get injeections;
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twice a week she srends &n ho'r or two chatting with Dr, Dorn.
What a remarkeble mén he is! The successful gynecologist turns ount
to be also 2 well-known poet who has published several volumes
nnder the pseudonym of "Azrael" -- which, as the doctor poiMmts out
to his awe-stricken patient, stands for "Angel of Death." And
Death seems to be indeed the leitmotiv of Dr. Dorn's obscure &and
pompons verse, Not that Lotte is always capable of grasping the exact

pvophexies
meaning of those lyric smmedes; but somenow she responds to their

!
general mood #nd tenor =-- that odd mixtur:i.of bitter irony and
sweet nostalegia, of apocelyptic forebodingjrand sensual ecstasy.
Clearlv, Dr. Dorn anticipates the imminent end of the world and
rether enjovs the prospect. "That's why I was for Hitler," he
exnlains with & ecuriously absent-minded, wistful smile, "He had
the genius of destruction, annihilation, nihilism. Who cared sbout
His New Order, his Greater Germany, his Master Race? Those cheap
catchwords had just one purpose and function -- to fool fhe ignorant
masses, His real mission was to extsrminete this foul, worn-out
eivilization, to transform the world into & jungle or a cemeterw,
to prepare the final catastrophe, the apocalyptic disaster, He
was noet far from suceceeding; too bad he didn't have enough time
to finish the job. Now the Germans will have to cerry on without
their talented Fuehrer =-- in his spirit. Yes, my desr child, our
netion mev still play 1its predestinsd role and sssume the sinister
glory of Azreel, the great destrover, the hangman of ecivilizaetion,

the bringer of the end!"

Lotte, who has not been guite sble to follow the doctor's welrdly
suggestive words, ponders over them, repeats them in her mind, re=

eells their rhythm, their melody -- dark and seductive like a tune
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from Richard Wegner's "Iristan" -- as she walks home throuzh the
ruined citv. The landscape of Death, the bleak scenery of destruction
—- there it is, right in front of herl Ars cities everywhere coing

to look that way? And Niliﬁ?ﬁén be peace -- the peace of the jungle

or the cemetery, the Germ&an pesace Hit ler snd Goebbels used to talk

sbout?

Pjotr speaks of the reconstruction of the Soviet Unlon, of the
new Five-Year Plan, of recent technical inventions and improvements.
Who wants to hear sbout tractors and all that stuff? In Pjotr's
apms, she thinks of Dr., Dorn. Is she in love with him? Or does she
at111 love her fiancé? There is no news from Fritz. He is probably
dead or hes been shipped to Sib&ria, which amounts to the same thing.
If Pjotr would only stop talking about Soviet engineers and their

clever devices!

The Rusesian lieutenant is transferred to Magdeburg; a eultural
organization by the name of "Neuer Geist" (New iLSpirit] estab=
lishes its offices in the second-floor apertment. Lotte presents
herself to the new boss, who finds her guslified for the job of
a secretery., Otto Methias, from whom Friuleln Schulz has now to
take orders, is & German Writer who spent the past twelve years --
that is, the whole period of the Nazi regime -- &s & refugee in
the Soviet Union. A reliable Communist, he has been entrusted by
Russian suthorities with the responsible task of purifying &nd
re-orientating Germen culture. Lotte meets curious people and
witnesses curions secenes in his office and also in the smug sub=
urban villa where she & often vlsi';/-_» Wk him of an evening,.

Almost needlsss to say, she has an affair with Mathias., It's




=
=,

rether an unsatisfsetory romaence; for Otto seems to be more interested
in disenssing Marxism than in making love. Lotte cannot help glggling
when she sees him prancing through the bedroom 1n his pyjemas, lec=
turing on Lenin and Dialectic Materialism, If she pays any attention
to his rodomontades, it is only for the sake of Dr. David Dorn, to
whom she repests twice a week whatever she recalls of her lover's
nocturnal sermons. -- "So our great revolutionary, the cultural eczar
of Red Berlin wants to convert 1ittle Lotte to his own glorious faith!"
the doctor eries, diabolically samused. "What a jokel There's some=
thine positively staggering about the nziveté of those Bolshevist

erusadersi" --

The friendship with the Marxist prophet and reformer 1is not to
lsst verv longz; Herr Mathiss moves his headquarters to another pert
of the city, as the former Hohenberg apsrtment has been claimed by
the British Army, Yes, the British are here at last, and the Americens
tool There has been a lot of guessing and speculsting -- Will they
come? Are the Russians going to let them in? --, and then, quite
unexpecdedlv, Union Jeck and The Star-8pancled Banner have appeared
on the Kurfiirstendamm, Lotte 1s full of jov and expectation, as are
most of her fellow-citizens., Now the Russians and their Germsn stooges
-=- fellows like Otto Mathias -- will hsve to share their power with
the more civilized, more generous Anglo-Americans. Even Mother Schulz,
née von Baschwitz, who has been in a state of almost morbld depres=
sion, seems to be somewhét cheered up., -- "My father, the general,
had meny friends in London," she points ont, "The English are rﬁ
gent lemen. And so, I'm told, are most Americans -- except of course

the Negroes."

encounter
Lotte's first with the émeriesn gentlemen takes place
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in & pnblic park, on & bright summer dsy. There are six or seven

of. them -- big, husky fellows, very drunk and eggressive. Friulein

Lotte, surrounded by the truculent GIs, 1s aectually sheking with

terror. She'ids & tough girl, all right, and would not be afrald of

anv of these ruffiens individually; but a wholse bunéh of them, and
T

in this state of utter intoxlication -- it!'s too much, even for Friu=

tein Iotte! Never before in her 1ife has she been quite so frightened;

vet, somehow she maneges to keep her poise a&nd even to erack a2 joke

_- something sabount "schnaps" and "prinleins” that makes the bhovs

cuffaw with delisht. This 1s her chance: ehe starts running... The

GIs sre too full of whiskey +o eatch up with her.

The stpeet where the Schulzs live is gituated nesr the U.S, sector
it helones to the British zone, Originally, Lotte would much rather
have been under American jurisdietion ("It's the Yanks who have all
t+hat wonderful ecanned food and the cigerettes!”); but after her
chestly experience with the drunk GIs, she has suddenly chenged her

mind, Surelv, the Enzlish would not behave in such & beastly menner...

She gets herself a job with the Officers' Club now occupylng

the second-floor spartment. -- "I'm working there as a hostess," she
tells her girl friends, while in reality her position is rather that
of 8 glorified waitress. The English officers on whom she has to

weit are gentlemanly enough == almost too much so, in a sense; for
thev ignore her completely. The only one who ever condescends to
apogk to her at all, is a young captain with dresmy eyes. Lotte feels
rather flattered as he asks her & few polite questions about her
fomilv -- "How is Mrs. Schulz? She looks a 1little tired. And that
nice 1little boy I happened to notice today -- is he a brother of

at
vours?" But a few days later, the ﬂ captain makes & pass em
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"that nlice 1little bov," which explains his gracious interest. Horst
complains to his sister: "Tell vour Idﬁ%ifriend I*1) ki1l1l him if he
deres touch me again!" Iotte, who would not have minded being touched
by the aristocratic-looking officer, has to content herself with the
sunply sergeant, & burly cockney in his forties with a good sense of
humor . Tom provides his mistress lavishlv with canned meat and biscuits:
but her ego is hurt: She would have preferred the captein., What has

Horst got she hasn't got?

Life begins to take on & certain appesrance of normelcy as the
weeks and months pass by. Dad has a job with the Americans but finds
it difficult to get along with them: thev ere like children, he says;
so moody, so capriclious... Horst goes to school again and keeps awavw
from home most of the time. Moth:r complains sbout mysterious ailments,
Is sickly and dejected, As for Lotte, she has to stend the dsily
rontine at the Officers' Casino, where the gentlemen treat her with
the most insulting politeness, and the dreary evenings with Tom whom
she would drop at once, if it were not for his badly needed presents.
Food 1is getting very searce, these days, and the Schulzs would be
reduced to starvation rations without the sergeent's generosity.
Besides Dr. Dorn depends on the cigerettes Frulein Iotte receives
from her lover, and which she, dutifully, passes on to the phvsician.
She still seqig him twice a week to get her treatment, psycholosicsllvy
egs well as physieaslly, Whatever happens in her life, she confesses it
to the doector. He listens nuletly, looking &t her with his eold blue
eves -- those terrible, inhuman eves to whose spell she submits her=

self with masochistic delight. Is she in love with Dorn?

She 1s not in love with Fritz snv more, es she finds out when he
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Lwnexnectedlv
shows wp , heving made & hazerdous escape from a Russilen

orison camp. He whom Lotte remembered as s dashing Voung officer, has
been reduced to & hsggerd, pitiful figure -- just another uprooted,
helpless fucritive, énother displaced person. The first hour they spend
together ends with a bitter fight. Fritz cannot forgive his fiancée
for havine "murdered" the baby; besides Horst has told him all about
Lotte's recent adventures. The ex-lieutenant is outraged, disgusted.
He slaps the girl's face, calls her a "whore" &nd a "traitor." =-
"Do vou think it's f un for me to carry on with those bastards?"
she ssks, deeply hurt, "It's 2 sacrifice I make, for the sake of oy

t Least
familv. Thenks to my 'whorish! behesviour, Dad and Mom and Ho£:%235?ﬁé
have to starve.‘m -- But Fritz hss made up his mind. He is
throungh with her, for good. In a sense, she understands and respects
hie reaction, even thongh she protests her lnnocence, And then, why
shonld she humiliaste herself by becging for his pardon? A reconcl=

1istion with Fritz would not reallv be in her interest, at this point.

Her present lover is & French Public-Relatlions officer who, by
spseisl courtesy of the British, has been allowed to establish his
headauarters temporarily in a back room of the Hohenberg flat, Msajor
Jaeoues Renenlt is & skinny little man with ad;::ﬂg;h black goatee
end mephistorhelisn evebrows. He 1is ocuite s wit, completely frivolous,
and, for 2ll his sﬁinniness, surprisingly good a2t making love. Lotte
rather likes himnj;rﬁghe needn't W@ pretend in his compeny: he does

Jbese da
not expect her to be maidenly or sentimental, -- "You Berlin girls
sre fpem® the most hard-boiled and most business-like femsles in the

world," he tells her with a snicker., "That's what makes you attrac=

tive, Those primitive Yanks mey mistake woun for sweet, gemiit lich
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hounsewives or Wagnerien heroines; but a sophisticated Buropean will
admire you for your greed, your callousness, your cold determinstion.

I suppose that's one thing Nazism has taught von: the completely im=
personsal, detached and realistic attitude towards sex. You may be &
boche, mv sweet, but you're certalnly verv gifted. Very gifted inde-d...

Viens, mon petit eochon..."

Surely, Monsieur le Mz jor would not be surpri_sed or disappointed

if he knew that his talented FrHuleln is not onulte faithful to him
but allows herself occcasional escenndesiir the American sector. There
she has made friends with some GIs who turn out to be & lot of fun, as
long &s they keep sober., The major may be & brilliant talker and re=

markably skillful dans 1l'amour (as he would put it), but he doesn't

have the candy bers and Camel cigarettes with whieh those "primitive

Yanks"

rresent an obliging girl. Besides, Lotte has learned frorm *_{
usue llv well-informed M.P. sergeant that the Ameriecans will soon take
over the perticular dlstrict where the home of the Schulzs is situated.
It s=ems advisable to seek the favour of those under whose rule one

mav have to live tomorrow,

The ¥.P.'s prediction meterializess the "Limies" move out and are
replaced br the "Yanks." lottel!s first "steady" GI bov friend is s
corporal billeted in her house -~ a tough guv from Brooklyn named
Antonio Pollini. He is a remerkably asctive snd successful black-mer=
keteer, most resourceful end ingenious when it comes to cheating both
the Army snd the "Krauts.," It is from him that Lotte, a responsive and
g1fted pupll, leaerns 811 the tricks of that shadvy and risky trade.

Her llaison with the Italian-born petty officer micht have lasted for

o

ouite some time, if it had not been for his immoderate drinking. Under
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the influence of stronz liguor, Tony 1s liable to get very nasty
indeed. On one occasion, he goes so far as to best up hls Friulein --

which merks the end of a besutiful friendship.

His successor in Lotte's bedroom (not tc say in her heart) is a
AT

wrounz lieutensnt whose distincuished sppearsnce and haughtily HI'.-E-(
menner the ohservant Frxulein has not failed to notice. As he finslly
introduess himself, she finds out, not without surprise, that his name
is Siezfried Abraham, He is a German-born Jew, & refugee who has be=
come an American citizen and -- ineredible as it may sound to Lottel!
-- & commissioned officer in the U.S. Armed Forces. She 1s half-shocked,
half-fascinated., There is something revolting, indeed, terrifying
ebout the idea of having enything to do with a Jew and a refugee --
sren't thev more contemptible, more hideous than even the Bolshevists?
But as far as this perticuler Jew 1s concerned, he dcesn't look =t
a1l 1like the zhestlvy cartoons Lotte has seen in Strelcher's anti-

Semitic paper, Der Stiirmer; on the contrarv, this one 1s positively

handsome and attrective -- a tall, elegant youth whose delicate
features and soft, yet authoritatlve, speech seem to suggest a some=

what decedent nobleman, rather than & non-Aryan Untermensch. Besldes

the lieutenant has been smart enough teo join the winning side -- an
argument which, to & person like Friuleln Schulz, carrles more weight

then any other consideration.

As for Lt. Abraham, his feelings towards lotte are at least as
complex and ambivalent =s are hers towerds him. He finds the girl
attractive (those lascivious-looking blondes are his "type," alsas!)
but et the same time hates her for attraceting him. He hates the Germans

-- thev have killed his father, his two brothers. If there wes & con=
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£1ict between Duty and Desire in Pjotr's heart, the emotions1l dilemma
confronting Siegfrisd is even more disturbing. The Jewish lieutenant
feels humilisted, polluted by his weakness for Lotte Schulz, snd
punishes her for his own self-indulgence. The sarcastic politesse

with which he treats his mistress is his subtle form of revenge. 1t
gives him a perversSe kind of pleasure and satisfection to remind her
of his race, even while he is enjoving her caresses., == 20 & Bkt
P e o mlm "Doesn't your conscience

hother vou, gnidiges Friulein?yDon't forget, i¥s Rassenschande (an

offense sgainst the racial laws) what we're doing here..." == Curiously
enov:h, his sadistie irony, far from repelling her, rather appeals

to her tvpieallv Germen, typieally female sense of self-degradation.
The same Lotte Who was So remarkebly detach-d end "prealistie" in

her sttitnde towards all her previous lovers, is on the point of
falling in love with this melancholy &nd malicious Jewish aristocrat.
She cannot help admiring his nonchalant elegance, his wit, his cruelty.
And then, he is so good-looking!... Lt. Abraham, noticing the change

in Lotte's behaviour, presently decides to drop her -- pertly in

order to complete the humiliation of the Teutonic blonde, partly
beesuse he is sfraid of getting emotionally involved himself, To

ILotte, the abrupt end of the relationship -#-i quite a blow: she

is hurt, bewildered...

But she will survive this unpleesant experience -- it would not
Besides
be like her to die of e broken heart. _hnﬂhl‘ there is Dr.
David Dorn, her mentor &nd confessor, comforting &nd encouraging her
with his clever, ewnical talk, How he sneers at Iotte's penchant

for the Semitie beaun! What eloquence and astuteness he displays in
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anelvzing and "debunking" her emotionesl entanglement! Finally the
doctor advises his patient &nd protegée to get Lt. Abraham out of
her svstem and to concentrféte her attention on 8 certain hich-renking

officer -- 8 full eolonel to whom Siecfried has introduced her.

The romance with Col, P. P. Potter marks the climax of FrHulein
lotte's career. A well-preserved gentleman in his eerly sixties, the
colonel takes quite & fapncy to the attraetive blonde, whom he employs
as his private secretarv., Now Lotte has not only as menv cigarettes
snﬁ_ﬁiﬂzﬁ:ﬁa;s she wants @@, but elso something even more desirable
and precions -- power!l Potter ranks with the big-wigs of the Kilitary
Government hiersrchy, and Lotte, as his semi-officisl mistress and
official assistant, participstes in his glory. No German applicant
is admitted to the colonel's sgnetum without first being interviewed
by Priulein Schulz. It is up to her discretion to grant or refuse
certein priorities, 8he is in a posltion to ruln or to boost business
enterprises and political cereers, scecording to her own whims or
interests, Her father, a former member of the Nazl Party, gets a
fairly important job; Dr, David Dorn, aliss “Azrael," is put in
charge of the gvnecologic department of a major hospital, Lt. Abraham,
on the other hand, finds himself surprisingly transferred to a not
very desireble position in a small Bavarian town. Does he realize

that this is Lotte's doing == her triumph, her revenge?

Col, Potter is only too willing toi%:::&;he young lieutenants
he does not like the Jews, He considers it his "privilege as an
American" to be enti-Semitic, as he points ont to his private secre=
terv., Nor does he think it un-Ameriean to despise Negroes. Onf one

occasion, Lotte has & colored soldier arrested for "molesting" her
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the street. The Colonel (Who hails from Alabama) sees to it that
the "damned Nigger" 1is properly punished -- Dishonorable Discha. ge,

twelve yeers of hard labor.

Iotte!s happiness =- now &8 nearly perfect as happiness can ever
be here helow -- is somewhat disturbed bv certain events taking place
in the Schulz home., One night, Horst is arrested by the Military Po=
lice, without anv explanation. Frau Schulz, whose nervous condition
hes been w, i1s so shocked and upset thet she takes an
over-dose of sleeping tablets. Before doing so, she has a violent
scens with Lotte whom she reproaches for her "undlgnified, cheep,
vulger conduct." The née von Baschwitz dies the following day in
Dr., Dorn's hospital. It is he, “Azrael " who closes the eyes of the

u.rtd

proud and irritable Potsdam lady who A & stranger in the jungle

of Nazi- and post-N2zi Berlin,

In the mesntime, Lotte has found out the reasons for Horst!s
appest. The bov hes been mixed up with some kind of "Resistance"
or "Underground" organization designed to speead anti-Allled sabo=
tare and prepare the nltimate "liberation' of the German nation.
The leader of that clandestine group is Fréulein Schulz's former
fiancé, Fritz. He wants Lotte to hide him in her house, but she turns
him over to the police. He is sentenced to death as head =nd insti=
cator of the subversive movement. As for Horst, however, he gets away
with a fow days in jail, thanks to his sister's influentisl contacts,
Lotte has him qent to =& veformatorv in the U.S. Zone and sees to it
that his neme 'h’ omitted ; a1l @® documents concerning the con=

spiracy. The Schulz family is not compromised, and Friulein can keep

her position on the personal staff of Col, P. P. Potter,

The 1isison between the high-ranking U.S. officer and the Germanic
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belle =-- a most satisfactory arrangement, obviously, for both parties
involved -- might have lasted for ever, if the old Casanova héd been
s 1ittle more disereet ebout it., Instesad of taetfully concealing his
amour. however, he scems bent on publicizing it as much &s possible,.
Col. P. P. Potter tskes Fréulein Schulz to the opera, appears with her
in nicht eclubs, restaurants, officers' casinos -- indeed, he goes so
far as to present her to a generall Naturally, there is gossip. Mrs.
Potter, back in Alsbsma, receives alarming reports, A strong-minded,
energetic laedv, she decides to find out for herself what's golng on
over there, in that faraway and fantastic citv of Berlin, The Colonel

receives s cable announcing his wife's imminent visit.

Will there be & scandal? No, Lotte proves &s docile and sensible
as her "paternsl friend" has slweys expected her to be. Quietly and
disepreetly, she diseppears from the Colonells office and bedroom.
jﬁ{ +he time Mrs. Potter alights from the Transatlantie Clipper at
Tempelhof Air Field, ) Friulein Schulz haes already reported for dutwy
+o 8 new bogs to whom Nrs. Potter's husband was good enough to intro=

duee his former protegée,

Of course, it is gquite & decline frow the inner sanctum of MN.G.
Headquerters to a ouartermaster outfit somewhere in the suburbs, What
mekes the situation even more discouraging, from lotte's point of vlew,
is the fact that the Commanding Officer haprens to have &n American
fiencde -- g fairly good-looking WAC lieutenant, which would be too

much ﬁ competition fo-r eny friulein. So the former meitresse en titre

of a full colonel finds herself reduced to & 1istless flirtation with
g mere Pfe -- m just arrived from the States.

It is true, Jim is a pleasant chap -- tall and handsome, with &a
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soft, almost childlike face. But Friulein has declded to be a little
diffieult, for a change. AS he makes the inevitsable nasa,;:.her, she
refuses, gently but detern;indy. No, she doesn't like to do "such
things" -- 1t's a principle with her. "We may bde & fieds® wretched,

defeated people but we still have our pride. A poor friulein cherishes

D

hey meidenhood as much &8s does any Ameriecsan girl. Don't you under=

stand thet, Jim" -- He does understand -- in fect, her attitude

does not fail to impress him. How shocked and indignant he 1is as

ahe discloses to him the terrible experience she once had with =

"Bolshevist swine" who sttempted to rape her! Fortunately, her coura=
obd ather

Zeons intsprfered =t the last moment -- otherwise her

precious virginity would not be intact anyv more...

Jim end lLotte see & great deal of each other. She introduces the
voungz American to Féther Schulz, who is more jolly and jovial then
ever, and treats him to simple, but tasty, home-cooked mesls. After
supper, the "1ittle housewife" displeys her skill at the pianoforte
(Jim 1s almost &s impressed with her «fipseeese musical talent as
wes Lieutenant P jotr, almost two years before) or the sentimental
AT nroduces letters and photographs from "back home." He loves to
talk shout his father's farm in Kansas and sbout his mother end his
menv brothers snd sisters, "I think you'd like my folks," he s&ys
to his girl friend. "Of course, they aint quite so refined es you,

but vou'd get along with them all the seme."

After a few weeks, he begins to speak of marriage. It is true,
he is two vesrs younger than she -- but what'!s wrong with thst,
after all? His parents wouldn't object to his bringing home a

fr¥nlein as his wife; in fact, his o0ld men rether 1likes the Germans.
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A photograph of Lotte has ) quite = hit back home. -- "My folks

are cragzy sbont you," Jim assures his sweethesart. "Mom says in her

letter vou look like & nice, clean girl to her. I bet she'd like wyou

even better if she knew how good your dumplings taste == not te mention

vour Hasenpfeffer and vour wonderful pianc-plsving!" -=-

Lotte consults Dr, Dorn: "Do vou think I should marry that child?"
-- "Yes, I suppose vou ought to," the doctor answers, not without =z
certain solemn emphasis. "I'd hate to lose you, my dear; still I ad=
vise you to merry that sillvy boy and go to the States with him. You!wve
hed a good training: you'll do & good job over there." == What kind
of a job? Lotte inguires timidly, -- The doctor erins -- more mysterious,
more diabolical than ever. "I needn't tell you, darling," he ssys in
his softeat voice. "You'll find out..." Then, after & short silence:
"We Germans have a historic mission, as I told you before. Romantic
fools like vour late fiancé and vour  little brother are incapable of
grasping the vastness of our task -- hence the amateurish clumsiness
and inefficienev of their conspiratorial taetics. The German race has
been chosen by Providence to brinz about the overdue apocélypse, to
liberate the universe, once and for all, from that scourge and plague

-=- Homo Sapiens. Hitler tried to do the job all by himself, which

proved his fatel mistake. We have to join other powers and collaborate
with them, It doesn't make any difference, really, whether we put our
destructive genius et the dispossl of the Soviet Union or work for

the United States. What matters is that we precipltate the inevitesble
¢lash between the two -~ the universal confliet which must and will
result in universal disaster.... Now, a girl of wvour talents and
experiences may contribute, in her own 1little way, to the success of

that lofty effort., You can help in corrodinge and undermining whatever
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mav have remsined intaet of their so-called democracy; you can teach
them racisl prejudices (if they need anv teacher, in that particuler
fieldl) . ean promote, 1n your own circle; the spirit of nationelistie
hyvsteria, corruption and bigotry. In shert, you may prove as mich of
an asset to our Cause &s any atomic expert or political propagendist.”
He concludes, in a lichter vein: "Besides you'll be better off 1n
Kansas. Think of all the cigarettes!... I trust you'll send me & nice

14ttle package, once in & while,.."

"T certainly will," lLotte promises, her eyes moist with emotion.
"Thanks for wour advice, Azrael, Thanks for everything." -- As usuel,
she has not been aquite eble to follow his little sermon, but some=
how she has grasped the gist of it., Yes, her friend is right: There

s & job waiting for her, over there...

The same evenirg, she sits with Jim in the drawing room after

supper. (They haeve had & particulsrly fine meal -- Sauerbreten and

Apfelstrudel, followed by & recital of Schumann'’s Triumereil at the

plano.) -- "I've been thinking it over, dear," Lotte says to her guest.
"Yeg, I suppose I wo ul d 1like to go to that great, free country
of yours, if vou reallv want me to become your little wife..." --

"Do I really want vou tol!" He hugs and kisses her, overjoyed., "Why,
honewv, that's wonderfull"-- The only thing worrying him is the special
parmission he needs to merry & friulein., If it were not for that dam=
ned red-tape, thev might get merried tomorrowj -= "I may be able to
get that speeded up," she tells her fiancé, "I used to work for M.G.,
vou know, and have s few contacts there," -- Jim is deeply impressed.

"Whv, honev, vou're so smartl" he cries, while ILotte adds, as an

afterthoughts "In fact, I meéy as well apply for Dad's visa st the same







CHAPTER ONE

Do I still want the babv?' the girl wondered, contemplsting her
image in the mirror. 'Do I still want to live? Fritz 1s gone -- dead,
for all I know. The Fiihrer is dead. We're losing the war., The Russlsns
are in Berlin., Is there any hope left?!

She remained motionless, with bent hesd, lost in thought.

There wes s crack in the mirror, dividing the surface of the glass
tnto two trian-uler perts -- the lower half somewhat larger than the

npper. The girl had to stretch her neck. or to stoop & little, if she

wented to see the whole of her fasce in either triangle. Sitting before

the mirror in 2 normsl position, she found herself confronted by &
strange and evil gzrimece. The creck in the ilass distorted her features
like a terrible secar.

'T don't know what to do,' the girl felt, '"The man 1 love has been
ecaptured or killed by the Russians. Now the Russians are right here,
in our capital, Hes my Fritz died in vain? Have all our efforts been
wested? The nerve-wrecking nights in the air-rasid shelter, the long
working davs in the armsment plant, the digging of trenches in the Pots=
damer Platz -- has it a1l been to no avail? What is to become of our
noor Germsn nation? What is to become of me?'

There was no asnswer -- just & vest and oppressive stillness, The
shooting had cessed: the Battle of Berlin was over. A dazed and erhrusted
citv received the congueror with hostile silence.

'Is there nothing left to belileve in, to look forward to?' che girl
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asked. 'Is there no hope? No future?!

She had raised her head a 1little and wes now staring ot the hideous
cericature in the mirror --= her own face twisted and torn by the black
mark, the gaping wound.

'No hope, no future -- nothing,' the ghastly Visage seemed to whisper,
'No hope for wyou, no hope far Fritz, no hope for your unborn baby, no
hore for generatioms to come, Germenv is through, finished, kaputt --
vou'd better get that straight, Fréulein! Your Fiihrer may have died
heroically, as Grand Admirsl Dénitz put 1t yesterday, in his rasdio en=
nouncement. But heroic or not -- what's the difference? He's left you
in the lurch, vour great leader; he's failed you == see? You msy as well
face the situation ss it reallv is, It's hopeless, dear -- guite hopeless,!

The girl covered her eves with e trembling hend. Before looking -t
the mirror again, she resumed her bent posgition. Now (she was rble to
see her countenance, full snd intect, in the lower section of the split
Zlerss, Whet a comforting sight! Relleved, she smiled st her own unblemished
features,

The fece in the mirror, returning the smile, seemed to say: 'Hopeless?
Why shonld I be hopeless? I am young. I am prettvy,!

Yes, Lotte Schulz was young and she was pretty -="a nearly perfect
semple of the Germanic type," as the leader of a local Hitler Maidens!
organization had once pdinted out. A more critical eve might have noticed
the not so very Germanic shape of the high-set, prominent cheekbones which
seemed to suggest a Slavic element in Lotte's wad racial beckground --
inherited, perhaps, from her late mother, & native of Konigsberg, East
Prussia. But apart from the slightly exotic cheek bones, there was noching
wrong with the face: it resembled indeed one of those Nordic pin-up girls

sedorning the cover of the Beprliner Illustrierte Zeitune end other populsr
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Germen magezines. Evervthing was just the way 1t should be: the fresh,
herlthy complexion (no meke-up! Just soap and water, and ~t night some

Germen-made Nivea Cremel); the firm, vet inviting mouth with i.s beautifulle

1y shaped upper lip ("Your upper 1lip has the form of a heert, mein Herz!"
her fisncé used to say); the two rows of white and sturdy teeth her 1lips
revealed when smiling (no signs of rachitis, there! No symptoms of mel=
nutritionl); the streight little nose with its saddle of delicste freckles;
the large, gravish-blue eyes which could be remarkably bright and ob=
gervent, while on other occasions thev darkened =-- covered, as it were,
with 8 vell of dreaminess esnd sensuality.

The most striking feature of Iotte'!s appearance, however, was her
rieh blond hair -=- a splendid chevelure in whose silky texture gzolden
gtreaks alternated with somewhat darker, honey-colored tresses. The high
forehesd, bulzing under this fair crown, suggested a certaln sense of
complacency and stubbornness. A long, ooy fleshy neck rose from broad,
well-shaped shoulders. In contrast to the 8y girlish face, the bust
appeared appeared surprisingly statuesque and luxurilant, with large,
slizht 1y sagging breasts that might have belonged to & much older women.

'Well, I suppose vou're all right,! Lotte admitted, studying her
viaih-vis with detached curiosity. 'By no means perfect, though! Your
aves tend to protrude in 2n unpleesantly cow-like fashion. And your
throet 1s too thick, my dear -=- slmost goltrous. Having trouble with
wvonr glands or something? You'd better wear a scerf to cover that long,
fat neck of wyours,!

'Now, really!' The imsge wes rather hurt, 'Let's not Gemeh cxaggerotel
It's not 8 zolter, mv dear -- just s little swelling: ever so slight,

hardl~ noticeable at e
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'I do notice 1t, thouch,! Lotte insisted., 'And I still say vou'd
better weer & scarf.!

10h, leave me alone with your scarfl' the face in the mirror snspped
back. 'Men don't seem to mind looking et mv bare throat; in fact, they
rather enjovy the sicht of it -- golter or notb. Some guy teold me the
other dav that my neck reminded him of a swen, Cute, isn't it?7'!

'How conceited vou arel' Lotte shook her head disapprovingly. 'Even
1f vou think there's nothing wrong with your throst -- what &bout your
figure? Aven't you getting a little too hesvy, FrHulein? A little too
massive for a girl of twenty-one?!

'"Whv, naturally I'm gaining welght, these deys,' Lotte's double
agreed, not without a certain pride. 'Women in my condition usually do,
vou ¥now, It's the fifth month, ofter all...'

1The £1fth month alreadv...' Lotte said pensively. 'It doesn't seem
so long.,!

tJust figure it out for yvourself,' the other girl advised her. 'To=
dav is the second of May; Fritz wes here the week before Christmas.
Remember the nicht he arrived, quite surprisingly? You were not ex=
pecting him any more: all furloughs had been canceled st the Eastern
front. It was onlvy thanks to the little wound in his shoulder that
vour lieutenant managed to get a five-dsy pass, There he wes -~ his
shoulder heavily bandaged, but otherwise in fine shepe. No sooner hed
he teken off his cap and his boots, than he wss in bed with you.,'

Do I remembert! There was that ¢loud of nostalgic sensuelity
darkening Lotte's eyes., 'I'1l never forget the way he kissed me, that
night.!

"It wee a lot of fun, wasn't 1t?' The face in the mirror beamed,

shamelesslv pleased with the memory of that stormy reunion,. 'He hedn't




-5=

hed anv sex for a couple of months or so ==- no wonder he was hot, Boy, oh
bov -= such passion! He couldn't get enough, How often did he do 1t? Let's
88€ NOWa.s'

IPlease!'! Lotte blushed & little, There was s shor. silence, before
she added, rather casually: 'Seven times at least, during the first twelve
hours,'

'Seven times! Not bad.'! The girl in the glass clicked her tongue,
respectful and emsed. 'That's probably when it hesppened =- right thet
first evening., You were about as wild as he was, on that happy ogcasion,
And no preceutions were taken,!

'I wanted 2 child from him,' Lotte confessed., 'And I told him so.’

H-r frivolons double chuckled. 'Well, wou certainly got what you asked
for, honev,'

'T know, But conditions have changed since then. Do I still want the
habv? !

'0f course, you dol' the mirror girl said cheerfully. 'Why not? Fritz
may be back any dey, now thet the war is practically over. By the time

the baby is born, you'll be heppily married.’
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CHAPTER ONE

'Do I still want the baby?' Lotte wondered, contemplating her
imege in the mirror.

Tﬂeré_ﬁas-a erack in the mirror, dividing the surface of the glass
into two triangular perts -- the lower half somewhst larger then the
upper. Lotte had to stretch her neck or to stoop & little, if she wanted
to see the whole of her face in either triangle,

'g;itz i1s gone,! she mused, sitting in a not very comfortable position
before the lookling-glass, 'Dead, for a1l I know, The Fiihrer is dead.
We're losing the wer, The Russians are in Berlin, Do I still want the
babv?! g

'0f course yon dol! the fece in the mirror seemed to answer. 'Fritz
mav be back any day, now that the war is practicelly over. By the time
the baby is born, vou'll be happily married -- defeat or not.!

'I admire your optimism,' ILotte told her double, somewhat irritsbly.

) 'But I'm afraid you don't quite realize whet defeat actuslly means. It

f means thet we're done-for, through, ksputt -- you'd better get that

f straight, Frdulein! It means the end -- don't vou see? Your end, my

f end, the end of our nation, the end of everything...'

: Curiously, the face in the mirror still failed to take on the tragic
and solemn expression that would have been appropriate, under the circum=
stences, Wean't there even a discreetly amused twinkle.zm
Smoe 4 feint smile, at once bland and mocking?

'"What are vou grinning about?' Lotte demanded sharply. 'I tell you,
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Germany 1is doomeds there's no hope for you, no hope for Fritz, no hope
for the baby, no hope for anv Germaen., There's no hope == don't you
understand? NO HOPE...!

But the face in the glass knew better., 'Why should I be hopeless?!
1+ seemed to sav. 'I am young. I am pretty.!

Yes, it was voung and pretty, the countenence in the mirror. "A
nearlv perfect sample of the Germﬁflc tvpe ai.ﬁﬁﬁ leeder of the loecal
Hitler Maldens! Organizatfg;‘;éd’?é;-it, gseveral yvears ago. 4 more
eritical eve might have noticed the not so very Germanic shape of the
hizh-set, prominent cheek bones which seemed to suggest a Slavic element
in Lotte's raciel background -- inherited, perhaps, from her late
mother, & native of Kinigsberg, East Prussia, But apart from the slightly
exotic cheek bones, there wss nothing wrong with the face: it resembled

indeed one of those Nordic pin-up girls adorning the cover of the

Berliner Illustrierte Zeitung and other popular German magazines,

Evervthing was just the way it ghould be: the fresh, healthy complexlon
(no make-up! Just soap and weter, and at night some German-made Nives-
Creme!); the firm, vet inviting mouth with its beautifully shaped
upper 1lip ("Your upper 1lip has the form of a heart, mein Herzl" her
f1rned nsed to sav); the two rows of white and sturdy teeth her lips
revealed when smiling (no signs of rachitis, there! No symptoms of
melmmtritiont); the straight 1little nose with its saddle of delicsate
freckles; the large, gravish-blue eyes which could be remarkebly bright
and observent, while on other occasions they darkened -- covered, ot
it were, with a vell of dresminess and sensuality.

The most striking feature of Lotte's appearance, however, wss her
thfT—siikw hair =-- & splendid chevelure golden Iights;—its

_netural blondness interrnpted bv streakh of a somewhet darker, mer-o

;',.L_\ e oSy of .1'..f y jif\l ? (\(\.’ Y-u)\

1"_0" ] W ‘r"'” s y A
jéﬂ 15" Han o "r "’" “'lhﬂ

:,I ("f-.-.'!.h '1"\«-
W éf y ﬁ:, i ?4,.:{_:‘&.';.‘;* }t




By o
ac?teﬁ, more mellow hue. The high foreheesd, bulging under théChomevy=
Gé;;¥§ﬁ crown of-halr, suggested a certain sense of complaceney and
stubbornness. A long, fleshv neck rose from brosad, well-shaped shoul=
ders. In contrast to the girlish face, the bust appeared surprisingly
statuesque and luwruriant, with large, slightly sazging breasts thst
might have belonged to a much older women, Ml et

" . [ 4
'Well, I suppose you're all right, Franlein,!® L?tte admitted, studying

har vis-B-vis with detached curiosity. ,'By no means perfect, though!

Aang W b
Your eves tend to protrude in s positivedv cow-like fashion. 4And vour

throat is too thick, my dear -- almost goitrous. Having trouble with
vour glends or something? You'd better wesr s secerf to cover that long,
fat neck of wours,!

1Now,reallvl' The image wes rather hurt. 'Let's not exsugeratel It's
not a golter, my dear -- just a little swelling: ever so slight, hardly
noticeable at all.! sdid_Ejlf?an

'I do notice it, though,! Lot!:etp. 'And T still say youn'd
better werr a scarf,!

'Oh, leave me alone with vour searf!! the fece in the mirror ﬁEEPEfd
back. 'Men don't seem to mind looking at my bare throat; in fact, they
rether enjoy the sight of 1t -- goiter or not. Some guy told me the other
dev thet mv neck reminded him of a swan, Cute, isn't it?!

"How conceited vou are!l! Igotte shook her head disapprovingly. 'Even
if wou think there's nothing wrong with your throat -- what asbout your
figure? Aren't vou getting 2 1little too hesvy, Friulein? A little too
messive, for & girl of twentv-one?!

'Why, naturally I'm gaining weight, these davs,' Lotte's double
agreed, not without a2 certain pride. 'Women in mv condition usuallvy do,
you know, it's the fifth month, =fier all.. '/};
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'"The fifth month slready...! The girl in—frent-of the mirror Eed
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found it herd to believe, 'It doesn't seem so long,' she/said pensively.

Ofts Gaat
tJust figure it out for yourself,' the »eflegted-fage suggested. 'To=

Fa

dev is the second of May; Fritz was here the week before Christmas, Re=
member the night he arrived? No sooner had he taken off his cep and his
heavy boots, than he was in bed with you,'

1Do I rememberi' There was that cloud of nostalgic sensuelity darkening
Lotte's ni%}:. Y".}' )

"It was a lot of fun, wasn't it?' The face in the mirror beamed,
sheame lesslv pleased with the memory, of-thattarbulent-night. 'He was so
hot he couldn't get enmough -- bov, oh boy! How often did he do it? lLet's
see now...'

'P%ease!' Lotte blushed & 1ittle. There wes & short silence before
ghe&m rather casuellv: 'Seven times at least, during the first
twelve howurs,' )

'Seven times! Prettwy good.! The gir]/.(in the gless clicked her tongue

to indicate how impressed she was. 'Thet's probsbly when 1t happened, !

she added judiclously. 'Right that first eVe N 1 Ng « ERNOUD vRAPPF -~ meun ST

You were about &8 wild s he wes, on that happy occasion. No precsutions

| _
were taken. B*“{ A Jj :_.f. é.'f
tT wented a child from him,' Lotte confessed. ! ARdedotold imeso., '

r“"' '.“'.lf F '{ »

Her frivolous double grinned, 'Well, wyou certainly got what you
pgked for.' e
'T know; but in the meantime conditions chenged. Back in December,
1t wes sti1l possible to hope for victory...'
"Wes it reallv?' the mirror girl asked sercastically.
'Why, of course, everybody was full of hope, at that time,' Lotte

insisted., 'Our counter-offensive in the West seemed to go pretty well)

there was & lot of telk about our secret weapon -- and, above all, the
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Fifhper was still with usl!
tQuite so.' The countenance in the glass meintained 1ts skeptic
expregsion., 'But what has a1l this to do with your baby, dear?'

'0Oh, vou're & cvnlc, or you're just dumbl' Lotte was losing her temper.

r

|~f¥ Py
think the poor lsid wounld have == without =& father and without a father=

1Fritz 1is gone; Germany is going to pleces. Whet kind of life do you
land?!
' Any kind of 1life is better then no 1ife st 211,' the image sald,

calmle but firmly. 'You want to go on living == don't wvou, dear?!
= had e ——
'T'm not 8o Sur?z..' Lotteﬂclosed her eves.iﬁ-nﬂiiliih 1T feel

rpther worn-out, won know; rather low end de jected...'

1Bnt wvou want to live, all the same,' the double insisted
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’ a mature
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\Gertrinl‘v nn+ undernourq ehd

e certain hardness... But otherwise her features had the charm of

~“EY8p, there waﬁgzﬂhe something about her mouth,

vcuth.;. nll 1ipS... fine teeth... , the deslgn<of !he upper lip
particularly attractive -- shaped almost like # heart... The slopds,

gtraisht 1ittle nose with its feint gsaddle of .freckles.,. The cheek=

hich-set,
7 bones, & little tooprominent -- she had them from her mother who
74 ) ves: large, grevish-blua,hlashes..,?
e ! hailled from Easst Prussis nnd had proba v’SIn*ic blood...y The fore=
// {at tim-s, sentimental; humoréus twinkls)
heed -- pure and delicatelw shaped under the rich, blond hair...

She wes proud of her iheir -- its rich, silky quslity, its golden

hue -~ the color of honev..., She needn't dye 1t, as many of her
Just water and sorp, &nd some Nives cream- German-made..../
friends it... Nor did she use any meske-up: ﬂher complexlon wss perfect.

She hed reason to be sstisfied with her imapection: like one of
those Nordic girls you see on the cover of the Berliner Illustrierte.

A Tt is true,
fhe ohéekbones were not purely Germenic; but then, most Berliners had

a drop of Slawic blood...

Wek her-tongue-out; making faces at rai}f',
a%ﬂm_u.}auallv gaﬁ when studying her o¥n: fantpus,..(i-mhan—a&}e sighnd'
End-- satb atraiﬂht...

&here was 8 erack in the mirror, dividing the surface. of the gless

t,nt .g.:,!{:‘-ﬁ
i{nto two triangunlsr perts -- the lower half ‘aigtbde lacger than the




7

-0
apner, Lotte had eibwer U0 stretﬁh hnr neck or so stoop & little
i{f she wanted to see the uﬂéiﬂtﬂr?Eﬁma$&#an‘UT her facey in either
triangl%?]ﬁitting before QLE mirror in & norms1 position, she sew< her
feme the crack ren just across her face -- broadening, disto?ting
hep features like a terrible scer, She didn't like the sight of that
e e ETIMAC0L .

The 1ook1ng-glaé£’had cracked the night when the building across

the streets wes hik... 211 the windows in the Schulz's apsrtiment hed

burst on the same occasion,.. !iiiiﬁ&ousiragraaﬂuﬁg;;ﬂ Window=-panes
repsired with long stripes of paper, or replaced by wood...

Air pressure end nolse of explosion hed@ been so terrific thet
the Sehmlz's thought: 'That's it,...! But it wasn't it, The house where
the Schulz's lived spared, s though by & miracle. Situated on the
Schliiterstr@sse, & residential street off the upper half of the
Kur fiirstendamm, the so-celled "01d West" of Berlin, Most streets of
thet neizhbonrhood hed telen s terrible beating...

Fraw Alice Schulz, Lotte's stepmother, said it was because of
her prayers... Just like her!

first

The Hohenbergs, who had the fine apertment in the sesemd floor

pﬂnhablv thoy; } ﬁf ?P Bccﬂupt of their importent contects...

}_J S ol i -ﬁ\_a - wd
m Hohen er ;’fvas Bd. b

on good terms
with Fat Hermenn, the Reichsmarschell. As if the Allied pilotes would
spere & house merelv on sccount of...

Lotte was rather inclined to believe it was just Dbecsuse of her

ovn good luck,
In env cese, it was a good thing thev ;hadn't left when most people

evaenated the capitel. /The Hohenberis <= Lot te!s futwre perents-in-
as
JeWus= staved on becayse Herr von H. wes rdgerded indispensable:
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nis fPactories near Berlin still working -- underground, of course,.

Herr Schulz, too, was "essential": Government official, "Reichs=
(Then, "Volkssturm" -- he snd L,'s 1little b“other,ﬁ.

post" -- hsd to gop on funcioning 8s long &8 possible.. A~
all but
Fran Schulz didn't want to leave, either: pes impossible to find
snother plsce... 211 the smell towns and villeges ovsrerowded...
The spartment. full of souvenirs -- furniture inherilted from Fotadam
fomilv; portrait of her father, Colonel von Baschwitz, in uniform of

\She didnt want to part with these things...)
Imperiel APMV.../V o o BT A . Bﬁ
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As for Lotte, she had promised her fipncéiﬁf;;tz Hupk%berg to
wait for him right here, 4in Berlin..., "I'1l be back," he had said
when visiting with his parents, on his furlough, last Christmeas.
Thet was just sbout four ‘months 8go,..  Heturned to the Eastern
front -- in Poland, or wherever 1t was, st that time. Three or four
more letters, and then silence...

Wes he dead? Ceptured by the Russians? Sent to Siberia?

Lotte looked &t his picture webek-edewmed on the small table next
tA her bed -- the handsome voung officer, smiling trinmphantlv...

Well, she had kept her word, so far: she was walting for him,
But wonld he live up to his nromise? Wonld he come back? And 1f he
didn't -- what sbout the beby?

A baby without ®me s father -- that wonldn't be so good, Especinllv

,//fﬁf Germenv actusllv lost the war... "_T"“*‘*ﬁ*#A'# """ JL)HTF g 1o

got up, ‘!’U &/"' A
LoEfeKbaced the room, nervously...

Her stepmother wouldn't like isS=taoe-wé an 1llegitimate child.
“Hed old-feshioned 1deus,, -
o & fe really cered about her stepmother's feelings., But 1t

wonld be 2 nuisance -- all the scenes &bire ...
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Keep smiling! { f" .?!’ A) & J0 e o 1
Things could be worse, after all... Maybe Pritz would come back,
s She hed st1ll her home -- "my own little realm,” &s she called it
- a sm}zg 1little oasis, Bn the midst of ruins and destructlion.,.

ﬁr‘

A Rou~tf s gl
r T o ghe wag in good health. And prsttv,

T~~~ 'What can happen to me, as long as I keep gv ‘looks?' Cr can )i ;?“.
/e X ;mtf\ op 4 B
/ . r‘y Bhe was surprised with hep own thouzht. .

[ Ve ,-'é' 5 Wes not everwvthing collepsing she had beliavad 1t..a?
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One had to teke & realistic view... !'just keep cool... sober,
{ girl...'! she seid to herself. The lesder of the Hitler Maidens nsed

to sddress her that we¥... There was sométhing heartening sbout that,
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 Mavbe there was still hope... People said the Fiihrer was not

reallv dead -- just hiding..., He was so shrewd: lLouie wouldn't put

such a thing paest him...

Wesn't there Some kind of & new covernment Hitler had appointed?
D5nitz, negotiating with the Anglo-Americans... The Angﬂ-ﬂme:ucens
didn't 1like the Soviats, Hohenberg snid...ﬁ Matnn) VA AMap WS

Hohenberg said the English wonld be here before the Russisns: were
in ILeipzig slready, Thet's wh the Hohenbergs didn't leave town...
Had inside information...

In env cese, the job in the erament frctory hed been quite &

+
" muisance: good thing she i: rid of 1it...

0f course, if the Russisns ceme all the same -- that wouldn'}: 2
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be so good... Lotte shuddered... 0
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balance the Hitler Youth. You estranged him from me,.."

"Ooh, leave me slone..."

"Weren't von & Nazi...?"

"Whet & question! .,. I hed to join the Hitler Maldens, just as
Ded hed to join the Perty if he wanted Lo keep his job..."

"Now vo see thet I heve been right all rlong..."

"Doesn't prove anvthing. The others had just too much material,,..”

"Not evervbody has vour indifference, While wvou're sitting here..,.
mv bov is risking his 1life... Oh God, mv God..."

"Whet has God to do with this,..?"

"No blssphemies now, if you pleasse! This 1s a tragic moment...
Thev're fighting in the selmsm suburbs,...(?2"

"is 1t as bad as all that?" -- lotte was shocked... But still she
conldn't feel the strong sense of horror which he had expected to
experience, under such conditions. Maybe it was her m stepmother's
wew of drametizing things which mede her sct s~ calmly.

"gind where is Dad?" Iotte asked. "You don't seem to be very
concerned sbont him,"

"Het! 1]l take cere of himself, It!'s the bov I worry cbout,.."

Freu Schulz turned out to be right as far s2s her husband was
concerned: he showed up in the § early afternoon...

Lotte had never seen him so excited... The dapper little gentleman
-= his clothes dirty, his thin white hair disheveled, the white
mustache...

"Thev're coming," he cried in & hoarse... Voice...

"oh, my child, what will the~ do to won?" As he kissed Lotte she
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wondered if she should tell him about the baby end assk him for his
sdvice -- the beby was on her mind &11 the time. But he seemed so
frightened, so helpless -- such s pathetic 1little man. "All orgenized
resistance is collspsing," he said, "What will hsppen to us?"

"and *hat shout Horst?" his wife asked desperately.

... ..

lotte decided to zo down to the Hokhenbergs, but there she found
the same stmosphere of penic and disester. Herr Hohenberg snd his wife
inust in the midst of s heated srgument...

She insisted that they hed to leave; he: impossible, all roads
blocked, completely sut off... Besides: "There is nothing I have to
be afraid of,.. Have never been a Nazi,.."

Lotte was surprised to hear that Herr Hohenberg had been involved
in the anti-Hitler conspirecy of last July, the so-called "Plot of
the Generals" which, at the time, he had denonnced =8 & treacherous
erime,.. "Now I may &s well admit 1t," he cried, "that I was in con=
tact with those honorable men... Ever since Stslingred it was obvious
to me that we world lose the wer..." -- This, too, ceme ss & surprise

since
tno Lotte, np Herr Hohenberg had slways spoken of victorY.ees

"guatschi" Fresu Hohenberg shouted -- how coarse... she seemed, all
nf p sndden!... She had held a leading position in & Neszi women's
orgenizetion,,, "They!1ll arrest both you end me,” she predicted anfizily.

But Herr Hohenberg maintalned thet "thev wouldn't dare it...":
"Besides," he said, "the Russicns are here yet. The Anglo-Americéns may
still beat them to it... I am told they &re fighting near Dresden...
The S8 has been incorporated into the Allled army in Itely..."

"we stav!" he coneluded, snd left the room, banging the door behind.

++s Frau Hohenberg in tears: "We're lost..." Lotte trving to




heri..

This was the moment to tell her ebout the baby...

"I'm hapoy vou're going to stay," she said timidly. "So I won't
be alone when my hour comes..."

"What hour,..?"

"Well, yon see,... I meant to tell von before... I'm expecting &
baby... It happened when Fritz was here, lsst December,.."

"Impossible! You have to get rid of 1t..."

"But why...?"

"Don't won see? Evervthing is lost... The Russlans are coming...
Fritz may be dead, for 21l we know..."

"I don't think he's dead," lotte said calmlv.

"Well, in any case, I think it would be sheer madness to heve
& child, under +‘he circumstences... Besides, I don't care,.. I have
other things to worry about,..."

"Naturally," Lotte said.

She had never thought of getting rid of her beby... The idea had

just never occurcsd to her...
Walked slowly back, upstelirse...

Horst had come back in t+he meantime, Wounded in the arm. Nothing

seriong, but Mothe:r made terrible fuss... Dressing his wound, <te.

The bovw looked extremelv pale -- hissewes dardk, tight-lipped...
A feverish light in his eves,...
"It cen't be true," he kept saving, "The Fiihrer never told a 1lie,

He promised the Russlans wonldn't come. Whet heppencd to che sceret
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Lotte felt suddenly tired. "Well, we #mee have to foce it..."
"Have to face 1t?" the bov snapred beck, ".., What will Fritz
sov?"
Horst wes a great admirer of his sister!s fiencé -- a hero to
him,
"Whet will Fritz say?' Iotte mised. 'His mother doesn't want me

to have the babv,.. Maybe his mother is right...!

"The Russisns sre coming,.,"

The psnic swept the whole street...

Annonncements over the air..,. # Russian general's voice...
"Further resistance useless,,, To avoid further bloodshed..."

Horst, trembling with anger... Mother, preving, Gﬂdﬁsod, my GoCG. .. “
Ded, white face.,.. Removing Hitler picture from drawing room...
"01d swindler -- cheated us!" ... Horst, gnashing his teeth...

Lotte, curio-alr guiet In the midst of general hysterla,

Weolked down to the street. The ruins, slreadv famllier sight...
People... talking, shouting..., Rumo-s: looting, raping etc.
"The Russiens are coming,.."

Lotte, back to spartment; lock door. Waiting...

It wes quite dark by now.

"Nothing to eat?" =-- Isst suprlies..
Weiting... Maybe nothing would hapren...
There it was: noise,..:

Hussi"n SC‘ldiEl‘r‘S. ..

Lotte orvens, Five of them. She smiled...




CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Herr Schiilz was not populsr with his collesgues at the Cit

all;-norsdiéihis-shpgrlﬁrs_think mach of him; Seed
mﬂa——m‘ﬁ—wmmiong ! tor

Herr Schulz lost his job with the Citv Administration —-—betée
hed-Imown-all.slong-thet woald havpen., As long asLﬁzzigffnir with
+he Colonel had been going on, the prond fsther had acted as 1f
he were running the plece.,. , had been moodv, arrogent, lazy...

, eager,
After Lotte's fell, he tried to chenge, turned servile... But it
was too lste: he had made himself unpopular with boch his colleagues
snd superiors...

His "Frazebogen" had been handled with unususl diseretion,
according to Col. Potter's wish,.. Now thev checked it again ==
found out he had been & Party member..,. So that was the end. ..

"You're fired,Schulz," & the chief of his department told him.

Sch., made an attempt to appeal M to his sympethy -- & futile
sttemnt, 28 he knew; but there was no herm in trying...

"y.st lost my wife... Pwo children..." He hsd moist eyes, his
1ipns trembled...

The hoss remained unmoved, "Sorrv," he said. "But 1t was a re=
crettable misteke thet vou got the job in the first place. There's
nothing I cen do sbout 1t."

He was & Sociesl Democrat, Schulz knew, Had spent five years in

Buchenwald.




Tentative sequence of chapters:

ONE: Introduction: the Reeedeme Schulz familv, -= The Russians
are coming...

TWO: Alexevw

THREE: Lt, Ivan

FOUR: Dr. David Dorn: Abortion; first conversations.
FIVE: Otto Mathias; Dr. Dorn continued.

S8IX: First encounter with GIs., -- The British Officers! Club, --
The English Sergeant.

SEVEN: French Officer, =-- Return of Fiancé.
BEIGHT

-

The Itslo-American, and other GIls.
NINE: Lt. Abraham (and Dr. Dorn, who appears in & lmost every chenpter)

TEN: End of the affair with Lt. Abraham; beginning of the affair
wlth Col. Potter.

ELEVEN: The arrest of Horst and PFritz; mother's death.

TWELVE: Potter continned; sudden end of the romence on &ccount of
Mrs, Potter!s arrival,

THIRTEEN: The new job, Jim...




