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I never told anyone about what I had seen in the birch forest. I tried to wipe the barbarous crime from my memory if only to keep from going mad. A slip of the tongue, even to men I trusted, like Alex and Hans, might end in disaster. The SS guards and their commanding officer in the back of the empty truck occupied my thoughts like an ever-present, insidious disease. Their blank, white faces hovered like death heads over me.

Hans’s father, Robert, was arrested in August for making a derogatory remark about Hitler and was sentenced to four months in prison after being turned in by a woman in his office. Still, Hans went about his medical duties in September and October in his usual careful way, but I could tell he was seething inside about his father’s arrest, as was Alex for a different reason. He went into a period of withdrawal and mourning after Sina’s death. The two of them were like pots about to boil over on a hot stove.

Hans was so stubborn about his resistance to the Reich that he wouldn’t sign a petition for his father’s clemency hearing that his mother had sent along in a letter. His pride was too great to give in to Hitler. He was even so bold as to tell me that he wondered why people feared prison, and, by logical extension, its outcome—death. When he was younger, he had been imprisoned for participating in youth groups that weren’t sanctioned by the Nazis. According to Hans, prison could be a time for reflection, self-assessment, even a religious awakening.

As we struggled through the short days and the long nights of October, we learned that we would be leaving Russia soon. This news depressed Alex because he had grown fond of our homeland, as I had. He promised to keep Russian mud on his boots and confessed that he had kept his vow never to shoot a Russian or a German soldier because he wanted no part of killing.

After we left Gzhatsk, Willi and Hubert met up with us at our assembly point in Vyazma on the thirtieth of October. Despite the reunion, Alex’s sadness at leaving was palpable; his face was sallow, drawn, and careworn, and he moped about like a lost puppy. He told me one day that he suspected that Sina and her children had been imprisoned after the farm had burned. I wanted to tell him what happened, but I feared for both of our lives if the truth came out.

On the first of November, we left Russia for Germany. I was eager to be home, but also anxious because I faced an uncertain future in nursing. My traveling companion, Greta, sensed my reluctance to talk and spent her time flirting with men or gossiping with the other women.

“Did you hear about their adventures?” she asked me one day as we chugged toward Poland.

“Whose adventures?” Of course, she was baiting me with her question.

She flicked at her index finger with her thumb and smiled coyly at me. Her lips were painted flame red, lipstick and powder never far from reach in her leather purse. Men, smoking, and drinking were her weaknesses, but loyalty to her friends, especially those in the Reich, was her strength. The cigarettes and other contraband she obtained so easily led me to believe that she was well acquainted with those in high places in the black market.

“You know who,” she said and pouted. “You spent a lot of time with them.”

I knew perfectly well she was referring to Alex and Hans, but I was determined not to give her the pleasure of prying into my business. She pulled down the window, lit a cigarette with a flourish, and watched as flecks of ash and smoke fluttered away on the wind. The compartment air mixed with the telltale odor of burned tobacco and the cool freshness of the Russian steppe.

“In Gzhatsk, they got into a fight with a few men from the Party,” Greta said. “It was an ugly scene and fists were thrown. They got out of that scrap without being arrested—they must know how to evade the law.” She laughed.

She took another drag and absentmindedly pulled brown specs of tobacco from her pink tongue. Her lips left a bright red smudge around the end of the cigarette.

“How do you know they were in a fight?” I asked.

“People see things,” she said, and leaned forward in her seat as if she was telling me a secret. “And people talk. I’d be careful of the company you keep. I’ve heard they read books they shouldn’t.”

My lips quivered, and I hoped I hadn’t given away my irritation, let alone my annoyance at the implication that the “company” I kept was less than desirable, perhaps even traitorous.

“And they skipped the delousing line in Vyazma to go shopping.” She inhaled and blew the smoke toward my face, but the wind whipped it away. “Now they have a samovar for hot tea anytime they want it. Quite a luxury to spend your hard-earned medic money on.”

We had all gone through the delousing process before boarding the train, but I didn’t recall seeing the men there. Had they gone on a spending spree instead? “It’s none of my business what they do,” I said.

“Ah, but it is your business.” Her lips curled into a cagey smile. “It’s the Reich’s business … everything is the Reich’s business—if we are to win this war.”

I picked up my biology book and ignored her while she finished her cigarette. Greta soon wandered off to find a more personable companion. I read the rest of the evening, before going to bed.

A few days later, at the Polish border, we stopped at the gate. I had a clear view from my opened compartment window on the left side of the train.

Three army guards herded shabbily dressed Russian prisoners into a nearby field. One by one, the guards kicked, spit on, and smashed their rifle butts into the prisoners’ backs.

In a split second, Hans, Willi, and Alex leapt from the car behind me and assaulted the soldiers.

“You son of a bitch,” Willi screamed over the commotion while pummeling one of the guards on the back with his fists. He ripped the rifle from the man’s shoulder and threw it on the ground.

“Keep your hands off them, bastards,” Alex yelled as he confronted another.

Hans, for his part, shoved one of the guards to the ground and kept him pinned there with his foot.

The train stopped only briefly, and by the time the dumbfounded guards knew what had hit them, the cars had started to roll again.

Hans, Alex, and Willi darted for their compartment door as the guards regrouped. I looked back as my three friends, in running turns, clasped the railing and hoisted themselves aboard. Willi was the last in, and, in a final act of defiance, turned round and saluted the guards with his finger.

I took a deep breath and leaned back in my seat. As I feared, Greta had witnessed the incident from another car. When she took her seat across from me, she shot me a look that reinforced her “be careful of the company you keep” attitude. She said nothing, but her furrowed brows and constricted facial muscles revealed all I needed to know about what she’d seen. I was sure she might report them to the SS when we arrived in Munich.

Berlin was only a blur from the train window, a dark and somber city as gray as the autumn weather, its buildings slick and spotted black with rain.

My mother and father welcomed me after I arrived in Munich. While I waited for classes to begin, I pondered what to do with my life. My parents had moved in January of 1940, a little more than a year after Kristallnacht, to a smaller apartment in Schwabing near Leopoldstrasse. This came about for two reasons: The house was closer to the university, where my father felt I belonged, and the rent was cheaper—he had taken a pay cut in his new position as a retail clerk for a German pharmacist.

Many students lived in the district, so the housing turnover was great, making it easier for my parents to find a new apartment, although the building wasn’t as nice as the one we had moved out of. My parents lived on the third floor of a nineteenth-century wood-and-stone structure that had been covered later with white stucco.

Despite settling back into a strained familiarity with my mother and father, I never mentioned the atrocity near the camp. I knew they would be better off not knowing, if the SS knocked on their door. In the Reich, your grandmother was as likely to turn you in as your grandson. Everyone in Germany had that fear—even Nazis knew they had to watch their step.

Since Kristallnacht, my father had kept to himself, preferring to keep his personal and business life private and away from Nazi eyes. My mother suffered under his recalcitrance, and the days and nights of laughter and dance had disappeared. I couldn’t wait to find another living arrangement, paying my own way, allowing me to be on my own and away from my father’s strict silence.

When I did speak of Russia, I told my parents about the happy times with Sina and Alex, my feelings for the country, and my reluctance to continue nursing as a profession, an outgrowth of my experiences at the Front. After seeing the horrors of war firsthand, I told my father that I didn’t have the stomach for it. He strongly suggested I continue in the profession, telling me he wanted a “better life for his grandchildren” than he had given his daughter. The job security would be better than other courses of study, he said. I was touched by his concern for my future, but still undecided. My tales of the Russian Front left my parents wistful, but, like me, caught in the middle of a war. There was no going back to a devastated Russia. Our only choice was to accept what was happening in Hitler’s Germany.

On a Saturday of the break between classes, I met up with my friend Lisa Kolbe, who had been continuing her art and music studies at the university. We decided to visit the Haus der Deutschen Kunst, for it had been many years since I had visited a museum.

Since my parents had moved, Lisa and I hadn’t seen as much of each other as we used to, although we did run into each other occasionally at the Café Luitpold. The trip to the museum was more suited to Lisa’s tastes than mine, but I was happy to do anything to get out of the apartment rather than look through rain-spattered windows on a cold and windy day.

“I can’t be a doctor in the Reich, and I’ve had my fill of nursing,” I complained to Lisa as we climbed the steps to the museum and took shelter under its massive portico on Prinzregentenstrasse near the Englischer Garten. We had met near the Odeonsplatz in the center of Munich, where the memorial to the fallen Nazis of Hitler’s failed Putsch had been erected at the Feldherrnhalle. Walking quickly through the rain, we bypassed the east side of the Feldherrnhalle, with its massive Gothic arches and stone lions, where Germans were required to honor the “martyrs” by giving the Nazi salute, or face arrest.

We shook the rain from our umbrellas and coats and stepped past the museum’s massive doors. The monumental size of the building, one of the first in Hitler’s architectural plan for the Reich, always awed me with its huge galleries, long halls, and tall ceilings with recessed lighting. A solemn woman, wearing a gray suit with a Party pin tacked to it, hair tied back in a bun, took our trappings and handed us our coat check tickets.

“I think you should do what makes you happy,” Lisa announced as we proceeded to the first gallery. “Biology is a good major. Sophie Scholl is studying biology and philosophy.” She was referring to Hans’s sister, whom Lisa had befriended at the university, but I’d not met.

The thought of changing my life’s direction unsettled me, but perhaps Lisa was right. My head whirled as I listened to my internal arguments: obey my father or do what instinct told me was best for me. Since returning from Russia, I’d been haunted by nightmares of the vilest kind: large, festering wounds; severed limbs; decapitations; soldiers with the cruelest injuries; and, the vision I feared most, the slaughter of Sina, her children, and the other Russians. Those horrors played in my mind at night, conjured by my fevered brain. Often I got only a few hours of sleep.

“You look tired,” Lisa said, and smoothed her silvery-blonde hair behind her ears. Her locks had grown longer in the months since I’d seen her, but she looked healthy and pretty in her impish way, her demeanor seemingly unaffected by the war. We walked into the first gallery, where the lighting accentuated her intense blue eyes, upturned mouth, and cheeky smile.

“Still tripe,” she whispered to me as she viewed the artworks and spread her arms in a wide circle. “Goebbels can spout off all day about the ‘triumph of German art,’ but it’s still boring as hell.”

I surveyed the gallery and concluded that Lisa was right despite my limited knowledge about sculpture and painting. The monumental sculptures of naked men shaking hands in comradeship, the boring and classically carved busts that sat like severed heads on pedestals, left me cold and unmoved as if I were standing in a mausoleum rather than a museum. Nothing about the pedestrian Bavarian landscapes, the massive paintings of bucolic German farmers pitching hay, or the tastefully composed female nudes generated an emotion in me. We continued on to an equally boring room.

“We’ve been through a lot,” Lisa said as she observed the paintings, including one of Hitler in battle armor. “Do you remember how excited we were when we first became members of the Young Girls League?”

“Yes, we thought the world would be different and good,” I said.

We sat on one of the tufted benches in the center of the gallery and stared at the grotesque caricature of Hitler attired in gleaming silver, carrying a Nazi flag in his right hand while astride a black horse. It was propaganda at its best—not art—mythologizing, romanticizing a demon who appeared unshakable, invincible.

I shook my head and said, “We were wrong.”

“And then those monotonous stints in the League of German Girls and the Reichsarbeitsdienst,” Lisa said. “Imagine us working on farms and then me teaching children music and art—and you volunteering as a nurse’s aide.” She laughed and flexed her right arm. “At least we got some exercise on the farm.”

“Monotonous is right.” I thought back to the endless days and nights, it seemed, of work, National Socialist stories, home parties to discuss German culture and arts as long as the topics fit the Party’s requirements; days and nights of rules and regulations: no smoking, no makeup, no sexual relations. No, no, no.

“Tell me about Russia,” Lisa said as she looked toward the opposite end of the gallery, where a couple of uniformed soldiers passed through another chamber.

Lisa was my best friend in Munich, but I didn’t want to burden her with my nightmares. I felt somewhat guilty about keeping her in the dark, but my horrible secret had to remain buried. “There’s not much to tell,” I pretended. “Russia was fascinating—wonderful, in fact—the work was depressing and exhausting.” Someday, I knew I’d reveal what I had seen; otherwise, I wouldn’t be able to live with myself.

As if reading my thoughts, Lisa responded, “When the time is right, you’ll tell me … when you’re ready.” She sighed. “Remember how excited we were when our teacher took us to the Degenerate Art exhibit? The president of the Reichskammer called it an ‘exorcism of evil.’ More people attended that exhibit than you’d ever see here. You could drive a Panzer through these galleries and not hit anyone.”

I recalled my feelings on that day in late July 1937 as we toured the narrow, arcaded rooms of the Residenz near the Hofgarten, where the Degenerate Art exhibit had been hastily housed. What a difference from the museum we sat in now! That day we were greeted by the stark wooden figure of the crucified Christ as we climbed the stairs to the first room. His tortured face, the crown of thorns thrusting out from his head, the ribs painfully showing through his emaciated skin, the wound in his side spurting a brown plug of blood, horrified us, but forced us to imagine the pain He had endured. A piece of wood, ugly, yet so supremely powerful in its carving, elicited emotions in us from compassion to revulsion for His suffering.

Our art teacher, Herr Lange, a zealous Nazi, had laughed so hard at the “perverted spectacle” that he’d taken off his horn-rimmed glasses to wipe away tears. A black-coated SS officer, who also happened to be in attendance, congratulated Herr Lange on his good taste and championed him to “teach these young minds a thing or two about good art.” I’d looked at Lisa, and we silently communicated our displeasure at the officer’s remarks. Of course, we couldn’t say anything in opposition to the Reich, or even roll our eyes at the effrontery and stupidity of the SS man and our teacher. I found the art fascinating and many of the pictures touched my emotions with their raw power, particularly the expressive and colorful landscapes, and the arching composition and expressive painting of Franz Marc’s Two Cats, Blue and Yellow.

The exhibit with its abstract forms and geometric landscapes, its misfit subjects, nearly all denigrated with Nazi slogans labeling the art as “effrontery,” “filth for filth’s sake,” blaming the Jew and the Negro for the “racial idea of degenerate art,” sent shock waves through the crowds. One slogan painted on the wall excoriated the artists with the words They had four years’ time—four years to adjust their artistic styles to conform to Hitler’s ideals—four years to cleanse their souls and change their way of thinking.

Many Germans snickered and laughed their way through the exhibit, and I wondered if this response was a true indication of their feelings or a nervous reaction masking their shame. But many held on to their hats or purses and, like sad dogs, skulked their way through the rooms, their blank faces reflecting a deeper despair. They knew. They knew and could do nothing about it.

Lisa nudged me from my reflection and I wondered what I, or we, had done to necessitate such a gesture. I looked at her and she responded by rolling her eyes and flicking her head backward. I glanced to my side and caught sight of a man who had taken a seat behind us on the double-rowed bench. His broad shoulders and muscular back pushed against his jacket and although I only got a glimpse of his face, I judged him to be handsome.

“Yes, this art is wonderful,” I said to Lisa, and with a hurried look acknowledged her cue. “I’m so glad you brought me here.”

“Let’s move on to the next gallery,” Lisa added, and rose from her seat.

A finger tapped my right shoulder. Taken aback, I flinched but turned to face the man. He looked vaguely familiar, bringing up the disconcerting feeling one has of trying to remember an acquaintance from the past. He was handsome with a strong, angular chin, dimpled cheeks, and wide-set blue eyes. Most German women would have considered him an ideal Aryan husband.

Lisa stopped, rooted to her spot on the marble floor.

“Pardon me,” he asked in a charming baritone voice, “do you know where the Josef Thorak sculpture Kameradschaft might be?”

I was of no help because I had little interest in the boring art. Lisa’s mouth narrowed and her blue eyes flashed under her almost white eyebrows. “I don’t know how you could’ve missed it,” she said. “It’s in the gallery behind us, with the other large sculptural nudes.” She pointed to the last room we had been in.

He laughed halfheartedly and smiled. “I’m sorry to have bothered you.” He turned to go but halted, looked back, and said. “Have we met? I believe I’ve seen you both before.”

Suddenly, it struck me who he was; the intelligent, cunning, smile gave him away—I remembered his face from that disturbing day—he had talked to us in November 1938 during Kristallnacht, the day after the destruction.

“On the morning after the synagogues were burned, if I’m not mistaken,” I said. “You stood behind us … and then disappeared.” I recalled the electric jolt of attraction that I felt at the time—one I’d thought he’d sensed as well.

His already dazzling smile brightened and he skirted the bench. “Of course,” he said, and put a finger to his temple as if attempting to recall the memory. “And other times as well … long ago at the Degenerate Art exhibit … and at Café Luitpold.” He walked closer and stopped within an arm’s length of me. “You both have coffee there sometimes? Am I right?”

An uncomfortable, nerves-taut tingle prickled over me. Clearly, he knew much more about us than we knew about him. Lisa stood rigidly by my side, exhibiting the same unease.

“I’m sorry,” he said and bowed slightly. “I’m Garrick Adler. I shouldn’t have been so forward, but it’s rare that I’m in a museum and I found myself wandering—a bit lost.”

He held out his hand, and I shook it, his grip firm and warm.

Garrick approached Lisa and with some reluctance, she shook his hand and said, “You seem to know a lot about us, and we know nothing about you.”

He sat next to me on the bench and encouraged Lisa to sit to his right. “I can remedy that quickly,” he said as Lisa took her seat. “It’s wonderful to sit between two such lovely ladies.”

I cringed. My assessment that he had a wife or many girlfriends apparently had been wrong. “Flattery is unnecessary, Herr Adler. We’re in no need of it.”

Lisa nodded and smiled through clenched teeth, showing her impatience and ready willingness to withdraw from Garrick’s company.

“I’m sure you’d like the Arno Breker sculptures,” Lisa said after her smile settled. “We can guide you to them on our way out.”

“Isn’t he the Führer’s favorite?” Garrick asked in a voice overflowing with sincerity.

“Yes,” Lisa replied, “and he’s fond of Adolf Ziegler’s female nudes as well.”

He swiped his fingers through the voluminous wave of hair flowing away from the part on his head. “Oh, I’ve seen them … very nice.” His eyes glazed a bit in a thoughtful look. “Was your teacher Herr Lange? I must have been a year or two ahead of you, but I could swear I saw you at the Degenerate Art exhibit.”

“So, what do you do?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation away from us. Lisa exhaled and sank against the bench.

“I work for the Reich insurance agency here in Munich. Pretty boring, really, but it makes me feel I’m doing some good for people—keeping those who are ill from falling into poverty and despair.”

“Just like Clara Barton,” Lisa said.

Blood rose to my face.

Garrick jerked his head toward her. “What?”

“Nothing,” Lisa said.

When he turned back to me, rage smoldered in his eyes but subsided as he spoke. “I’ve taken enough of your time—I should be going if I want to see the Thorak sculpture.” He got up from the bench.

Lisa tapped her wristwatch. “We should be going too.”

“Before I leave … I don’t believe I’ve gotten your names.”

“Natalya Petrovich,” I said, “and Lisa Kolbe.”

“It was a pleasure to see you again,” he said and started to raise his hand in the Nazi salute. Instead, his arm fell to his side as if shame, or some other emotion, had caused him to reconsider. “Perhaps I’ll see you at the café.” He walked around the bench and into the gallery behind us.

I scowled at Lisa after he left. “Clara Barton? It probably wasn’t smart to needle him.”

“It was intended as a jab,” Lisa replied. “I doubt if he even knows who she was. I wish you hadn’t given him our names.”

“Why not? It would only make him suspicious if we didn’t.”

“Make something up. He’d never know.”

I shook my head in amazement at her paranoia, but perhaps she was right; we didn’t know Garrick Adler. But why was Lisa so concerned about giving her name? If anything, I was the one who needed to watch what I said after what I’d seen in Russia. “Why don’t you want your name known?”

She shook her head.

“Do you recall seeing Garrick when I was at the Front?” I asked.

“I’ve never seen him, other than after that terrible night in 1938. If he’s seen us, he was spying. We need to be cautious—I don’t trust anyone who can overhear a conversation.”

We left the gallery and strolled through the building until we were back at the entrance. We put on our coats, gathered our umbrellas, and stepped out on the portico. The wind whipped around the stone columns in a cold blast. The rain had slowed to a drizzle, but the gusts rendered the umbrellas useless.

Apparently, Garrick had had his fill of the museum, for I spotted him a block ahead of us, his build and long stride unmistakable.

“It seems he’s headed my way toward Schwabing,” I said. “I’ll see where he goes.”

“What do you think he’s up to?” Lisa asked.

Her question deflated me, my sadness festering from the cruel fact that we had to watch every word we said, censor every public conversation, look with distrust upon every human interaction and emotion, and spend sleepless nights wondering whether the Gestapo was surging up the stairs to arrest us. “I don’t know, but he’s certainly attractive.”

Lisa clicked her tongue and pointed the tip of her closed umbrella at me. “Those are dangerous words. He’s good-looking, but I’d be careful.”

“I’m a pretty good judge of character,” I said, wiping the mist from my glasses.

“That’s not what I’m worried about.”

“What then?” I asked irritably.

“A man like that can make you fall in love. Away from your father’s clutches you’re susceptible.”

“Don’t be absurd. No man is going to make me fall in love.”

“And why isn’t he in the army?”

“I don’t know. Perhaps he has some medical condition—I’ve seen plenty of men who couldn’t serve for one reason or another—or the work he does is critical.”

“Not in insurance. He could be replaced by a hundred others.”

We came to the large avenue that led toward the apartment building my parents used to live in. Lisa and I hugged each other and said good-bye, promising to meet again after I had decided upon my course of study.

I trundled on through the drizzle, clutching my umbrella with my right hand, clenching my coat tightly about my neck with my left, trying to keep up with Garrick as he disappeared around a corner, turning north onto Ludwigstrasse. Large stone buildings lined each side of the street leading to the university, each one as gray and dreary as the falling night, blackout curtains clinging to the windows.

Garrick passed under the triumphal arch of the Siegestor, with its sculpted chariot atop, and into Schwabing, where I lived with my parents. He turned onto one of the shadowy streets, the trees stripped of leaves by November winds, bark wet and dripping from the drizzle, the two of us nearly alone in the fading day. Smells permeated the chilly air, so different from the fresh, clean sweep of the wind on the Russian steppes. Here, the odors of cooked sausage, potatoes, and eggs mixed with car exhaust and spent heating fuel.

He opened the door to a two-story house, its arched doorway, stones, and gabled roof neat and tidy in their Bavarian cleanliness. I stood behind a tree on the other side of the street and watched as a dark figure pulled the curtain down on a front window on the upper story. A warm yellow light flared from a side window and Garrick appeared with a notebook in hand, pen resting on his lips. He removed the pen from his mouth and wrote in his book; and, as if pleased with his words, he held it like a hymnal before closing it. Then, the shade was drawn and the room went black.

I gripped my umbrella and headed toward my parents’ apartment somewhat ashamed that I was stalking a man, as he had perhaps stalked us.

As I walked, I wondered what he had written. Whatever he had penned, it had taken only a moment. A strange sensation came over me, and, in my mind, I was standing next to him as he wrote the names in his book.

Natalya Petrovich and Lisa Kolbe.
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The early weeks of November were filled with excitement, and I rarely had time to think about anything except the university and moving.

I decided upon biology as a major, rearranged my class schedule, and removed myself from the rolls of volunteer nurses. My father, less than pleased with my choice, still hoped for a nursing career for me. He was somewhat mollified because my new major was at least related to my previous field and might allow me to work in a research capacity. Both he and my mother hinted (in their own ways, but the meaning was clear) that it was time for me to think about finding a husband, in addition to getting a job. That way, if I couldn’t find work after my studies, or the Reich came calling on me to produce children, I’d have a husband to support me. They didn’t take into account that men were scarce. These conversations with my father were one-sided and precipitated tension between us. I was treated like a child, I thought.

After several stressful weeks of living at home, I resolved to find an apartment of my own.

As luck would have it, my father had made friends with a widow by the name of Frau Hofstetter, who lived a few blocks from my parents in Schwabing. He would often slide her a few extra aspirin, or hard-to-get packets of bath salts, across the apothecary counter. The Frau always expressed her eternal gratitude, secretly, of course, because giving such “gifts” was a crime.

One day, she told my father of her hope to find a young woman to help care for her: to do dishes, tidy up, and to “make sure I’m not dead in the morning.” These responsibilities came with a small payment each month and the free use of an extra bedroom with its own entrance on the front of the house.

The bedroom joined the other rooms by a main connecting hallway. The opportunity to hear “movement” in the dull rooms and to “know that someone is there” gave the widow great satisfaction. The new tenant would have kitchen and bathroom privileges, and, if required, access to the small sitting room where the Frau spent most of her time.

Spending my free time caring for a seventy-five-year-old woman was less than thrilling, but the opportunity was too good to pass up. My father’s income was barely enough to support my mother and him, food shortages were rampant, and, most important, I needed my freedom. The time had come to make my own way in the world.

It didn’t take long for me to pack the few things I owned and move to my new home. I accomplished it all in a couple of trips, and, by the time classes were in full swing, I was settled into the Frau’s residence.

My room was pleasant and faced south, toward the street. A few streaks of November sun splashed through the window in the early morning. As the seasons changed, the room would be brilliantly lit in the spring and summer, perhaps dappled with light from quivering oak leaves. The furniture consisted of a bed, framed by an antique walnut headboard with carved foxes and hunting dogs cavorting across its top, a modest curved kneehole dresser with a bluish mirror from the 1920s, and a simple, but solid, mahogany chair, which sat next to a small table.

The inside door led to a hallway lit only from the sunlight coming in from the main entrance. The other rooms extended from this hall and led also to Frau Hofstetter’s bedroom at the back of the house. I surmised my landlady was more comfortable away from the street noise and also enjoyed her access to the tiny garden behind her room.

We saw each other daily, as I completed my list of tasks. For the most part, the Frau ambled about her home clad in a housedress with her gray stockings rolled down to her ankles. When the temperature would fall, the stockings would rise. Often she fell asleep in the small sitting room with a newspaper or book covering her lap. I was responsible for cleaning, but she insisted on cooking. If my studies prevented me from eating, she would knock on my door while balancing a plate of food, usually extra potatoes and fried eggs from her supper. She was generous, but also insistent that I be meticulous in my work.

Much of my time was spent studying at my dresser under the glare of my old desk lamp, or curled up in bed, attempting to read from the soft glow of an oil lamp. My only company at night was the hiss and rattle of the radiators.

In early December, Lisa and I received an invitation from Hans and his sister Sophie for dessert, wine, and conversation at their apartment on Josefstrasse, where they lived in two large separate rooms. Lisa came for me that frigid night, the air as clean and crisp as ice, and we trundled our way shivering and rattling down the streets.

Sophie, whom I recognized as someone I’d seen in an auditorium class, answered the door. Her brown hair ran down her neck to her shoulders and rested in a rather severe wave across her forehead. A boyish quality infused her face, and depending on how she turned her head, she gave the appearance of having somewhat masculine features. She exuded a seriousness in her manner, a like characteristic of her brother, her eyes searching, her lips often pursed. She welcomed Lisa with an affectionate “hello,” and introduced herself to me. I told her that I was a friend of her brother’s, which elicited an immediate warm smile.

I took off my glasses and swiped at the lenses with a clean handkerchief, the transition from cold to heat momentarily blinding me with condensation. When I put them on again, the rooms came into view. They were sparse but retained a cozy feel: pictures adorned the flowered wallpaper, chairs and pillows invited the visitors to take their places in comfort. The table held cakes, an assortment of chocolate and vanilla pastries, tea, and wine. A bottle of schnapps sat gleaming like a spirit overlord at the end of the table. It appeared that Hans and Sophie had their own connections when it came to obtaining food and drink.

I studied the crowd of guests. Willi Graf and Alex Schmorell were missing from the gathering—I thought they might be attending—but a few others were unexpected.

Professor Kurt Huber, for one. I recognized him as the instructor of the class that Sophie and I attended. He sat hunched in the corner as if he were sitting on pins and needles, crossing and uncrossing his legs, smoothing his pant legs with his hands. His long, oval face was topped by a half-bald pate adorned only by the graying hair that grew halfway back and down the sides of his head. He glanced at me and then turned away. Having no reason to introduce myself, I decided to wait until the evening’s social strictures had relaxed under the influence of the Riesling wine.

But my indifference toward Professor Huber turned to surprise as another face came into view.

Garrick Adler was seated on a pillow embroidered with green vines and the purple trumpets of morning glories, his legs crossed in front of him. I had missed him when I first came in because his body was partially concealed behind a chair. Garrick smiled in his bright way and I felt a blush rise in my cheeks, a signal of his attractiveness. However, my ardor was dampened by the suspicious nature so masterfully orchestrated by the Reich and instilled in all of us.

Lisa wandered off to speak to Hans and an artist friend. Knowing few in the crowd, I found myself drawn to the food and drinks table—my shyness overcoming any urge to converse with anyone. I sat in a chair across the room and couldn’t help peeking at Garrick now and then. He was speaking to a man I didn’t know and as soon as their conversation ended, I felt his gaze upon me before I glanced his way. He got up from the floor, grabbed his pillow, and plopped it next to my feet.

“I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said.

I found myself admiring his bright smile and broad shoulders, and he looked up at me like an adoring puppy. Then, I pictured him writing Natalya and Lisa in his book the night I had followed him and the thought sent a shiver up my spine. Was it paranoia or reality? Despite that disturbing image, I found his attention flattering.

“A last-minute invitation …”

“How do you know Hans and Sophie?” he asked, filling in my broken thought.

I wondered how much I should reveal, but also considered that anyone who knew the Scholls well enough to be invited to a house party would know something about them.

“I served with Hans on the Eastern Front for three months before we were called home. I was a nurse and he was a medic. We’re both at the university now.” I threaded my fingers together and placed my hands in my lap, trying to quell my social discomfort. “I’ve seen Sophie in class, but we’ve just met.”

“We’ve been friends for about a year,” Garrick offered. Dimples formed at the end of his smile. “They’re interesting people of the right sort.”

I was perplexed by what he meant. “Right sort?”

He placed his arms behind him like pillars and leaned back in a comfortable pose. His long legs stretched in front of mine, blocking me from leaving the chair. “Politically … and they’re nice people. Solid Germans with their feet on the ground. They understand politics and literature.”

Hans had already communicated his feelings to me about the Nazis when we were in Russia. His words, “The Reich must be condemned,” came rushing back. I couldn’t carry on the conversation without lying or incriminating myself, so I nodded in an absentminded way. Thinking of a ploy to end our talk, I asked Garrick, “Would you mind getting me a glass of wine?” I offered a bemused smile. “I seem to be boxed in.”

“Of course,” he said, and rose from his resting place. “Don’t go away … I have a question to ask you.”

The hair on the back of my neck bristled. A question? I had no idea what he had in mind. I had questions for him but didn’t know him well enough to ask. He glided off to the table and was about to lift a glass, when he was engaged in conversation by a woman, a slim brunette whom I didn’t know.

“I think you have an admirer.” Lisa stood beside me with a wineglass in one hand and a dish holding a chocolate pastry in the other.

“Shhh,” I ordered. “I don’t need a boyfriend or a husband. My studies come first.”

She chuckled. “That’s what you say now, but remember what I said about men who can make you fall in love.”

“Yes. You needn’t remind me.”

Even as I objected to my friend, part of me basked in the attention Garrick offered. I was the quiet and shy one compared to Lisa, who always seemed prettier and more vivacious than I. It was the first time any man had really looked at me, and he was coming close to overriding any objections I might hold. Any woman would have found him a prize, as confirmed by the one at the table, who grasped his arm, touched his shoulder, and threw her head back in flirtatious laughter.

Garrick finally disengaged himself from her; she pouted as he walked away. “Good evening, Lisa,” he said with little warmth upon his return. He handed me the glass and took his spot on the pillow.

“You remembered,” Lisa said flatly.

“I never forget a name or a pretty face.”

“Flatterer,” Lisa said, and turned on her heels.

Garrick sighed and leaned back on his elbows.

“You don’t drink?” I asked.

“Rarely. It doesn’t agree with me.” He tapped his jacket pocket and lifted the flap, exposing the top of a cigarette pack. “I smoke now and then—it calms me down.”

I sipped my wine and let its warmth settle in my stomach. “You don’t seem the type who would get upset easily.”

“Oh, yes,” he said. “Sometimes the war gets on my nerves. I see what’s happening and there’s nothing at the insurance service I can do about it.” His mood darkened and he stared across the room at nothing in particular. “Our men come home in boxes, and I have to deal with the grieving widows and parents and my nerves can be overwrought.” He tapped his right leg. “I can’t serve.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, sympathy pricking me for the injury he suffered. “The Russian Front wasn’t a day at the fair, either. Much of what I had to deal with was upsetting—so much so that I decided to suspend my volunteer nursing in favor of my studies.”

“That’s a shame.” He pushed himself off his elbows and leaned toward me. “Let’s not talk about the war, it’s too depressing.” His mood brightened in a flash. “Regarding that question I mentioned.” He paused and gazed at the floor before looking up at me. “May I ask you out—that is, if you don’t have other engagements?”

His question caught me off guard, and I’m sure my eyes widened in surprise at his sudden proposal.

Before I could answer, Hans clapped his hands and called for everyone’s attention. I was relieved to be saved by our host as the group gathered around him and took their places in chairs or on pillows and cushions.

Hans, who looked much more relaxed than he had been in Russia, quieted the room in his role as the congenial master of the group. He offered a rare smile, leaned against the table, welcomed us to his home with Sophie, and joked about living with his sister. Their arrangement had fostered a “new amicability,” he said. After sparring with the group, he read poetry from Schiller and Goethe, which went on for some time, and his words were applauded by the crowd except for one—Professor Huber.

The academician rose as the last poem ended, and, after pulling on his coat, walked past Hans and Sophie and out the door without so much as a good-bye. A blast of bitter wind cut through the room. Hans continued his congenial banter with the crowd, apparently unaffected by the professor’s exit. He talked for some time about various subjects: philosophy, ethics, man as a social being. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat as the hour grew late; Garrick watched Hans with a studied intensity.

As the evening drew to a close, I still hadn’t answered Garrick’s question about going out. We were interrupted at times by Lisa and Sophie, who spent most of the evening talking with each other.

“How was Stuttgart?” I heard Sophie ask a young woman, and then address a similar question a few minutes later to another woman. “How was Hamburg?”

Both of these young women answered in the affirmative and talked with some animation about the beauty of both cities. The conversations seemed out of place and Garrick must have felt the same way, for he listened with one ear cocked toward them before turning his attention back to me. Mostly, these intrusive discussions were a welcome distraction to small talk with Garrick as I drank my second glass of wine.

Finally, I had to give him some kind of answer. I screwed up my courage, for it was the first time I had been asked out by a man rather than a collegial schoolboy. The image of my strict father intruded in my thoughts. I took a breath. “I’m busy with classes until the break, and I live with a seventy-five-year-old woman who doesn’t like to be disturbed.”

The smile that had graced his face most of the night faded. “That’s not a ‘no.’”

“I guess not.” I put the empty wineglass on the small table next to my chair. “If I can spare the time, I’ll let you know.” He seemed somewhat placated by my noncommittal reply and grasped my hand warmly.

“I look forward to it,” he said. “Let me give you my phone number and address.”

Of course, I knew where he lived, having followed him home after the museum visit. I didn’t reveal my own, only a few blocks from his, as he handed me a hurriedly scribbled note.

Lisa appeared next to my chair with our coats. “Time to make a discreet exit before we’re regaled with more poetry.”

Garrick laughed and stood up on his long legs. He was at least a head taller than I was, and I was considered tall for a woman. Lisa gave me my coat and I put it on, placing the address in the pocket.

“It was nice to see you both again,” he said. “I should be getting home myself.”

We said our good-byes to Hans and Sophie and headed for the door. Lisa pushed me past it with a friendly shove as she hurried us to the street. “Quick, let’s get out of here before your admirer follows you home.”

The streets were pitch-dark, devoid of light from the extinguished streetlamps, the homes shrouded by blackout curtains as we walked. The only sources of light were a small sliver of moon and the steady stars that sent their cold beams cutting through breaks in the swiftly flowing clouds.

Garrick’s interest quickened my thoughts and my step. My kisses had been limited to schoolboys, with little romantic attraction flowering from my lips. Those were minor crushes that came to nothing. My father had kept a close watch on me; my mother didn’t object to his intention of keeping his daughter pure for her marriage day. He didn’t have to worry—I was shy and uncertain with men and certainly wouldn’t have given away my virginity. Any fascination I had with the body came merely from studying it, but with Garrick I had the strange feeling that the world of love might open for me. However, I wasn’t rushing into anything because, in these times, keeping to yourself, not drawing attention, was the best way to stay out of trouble.

“How do you think my hair would look if I cut it shorter?” I asked Lisa, and wrapped a few strands of my shoulder-length locks around my fingers. I was thinking of Lisa’s style, which was similar to the woman who had struck up the conversation with Garrick.

“My God, Natalya,” Lisa replied with horror biting into her voice. “You can’t be serious.” We turned the corner toward my apartment, and I caught the look of concern on her face despite the dim light. “You’re not going out with him?” Her words sounded like a
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White Rose Leaflet—I have chosen the third leaflet of the White Rose to include in this book because it, of all the writings, concerns a subjective and reasoned approach to passive resistance against National Socialism. I believe it displays the true thoughts of Hans Scholl and Alex Schmorell during this time and their feelings about the Nazi state.

Leaflets of the White Rose, III

Salus publica suprema lex[fn1]

All ideal forms of government are utopias. A State cannot be constructed on a purely theoretical basis; rather, it must grow and ripen in the way an individual human matures. But we must not forget that at the starting point of every civilization the State was already there in rudimentary form. The family is as old as man himself, and out of this initial bond, man was endowed with reason, creating for himself a State founded on justice, whose highest law was the common good. The State should exist as a parallel to the divine order, and the highest of all utopias, the civitas dei, is the model which in the end it should approximate. We do not want to pass judgment here on the many possible forms of a State—democracy, constitutional monarchy, and so on. But one matter needs to be brought out clearly and unambiguously: every individual human being has a claim to a useful and just State, one which secures the freedom of the individual as well as the good of the whole. For, according to God’s will, man is intended to pursue his natural goal, his earthly happiness, in self-reliance and self-chosen activity, freely and independently within the community of life and work of the nation.

But our present “State” is the dictatorship of evil. “Oh, we’ve known that for a long time,” I hear you object, “and we don’t need to have it brought to our attention yet again.” But, I ask you, if you know that, why do you not bestir yourselves, why do you allow these men in power to rob you step by step, openly and in secret, of one domain of your rights after another, until one day nothing, nothing at all will be left but a mechanized State system presided over by criminals and drunkards? Is your spirit already so crushed by abuse that you forget it is your right—or rather your moral duty—to abolish this system? But if a person no longer can summon the strength to demand his right, then it is an absolute necessity that he should fall. We would deserve to be dispersed throughout the earth like dust before the wind if we did not muster our powers at this late hour and finally find the courage which up to now we have lacked. Do not hide your cowardice under a cloak of prudence! For with each day that you hesitate, failing to oppose this monster from hell, your guilt will keep growing as in a parabolic curve.

Many, perhaps most of the readers of these leaflets are not quite sure how to offer effective resistance. They see no chance to do so. We want to try to show them that everyone is in a position to contribute to the collapse of this system. It won’t be possible through individualistic enmity, in the manner of embittered hermits, to prepare the ground for the overturn of this “government” or even bring about the revolution at the earliest possible moment. No, it can be done only through the cooperation of many convinced, energetic people—people who have agreed on the means they must use to attain their goal. We don’t have a great deal of choice. There is only one means available to us: passive resistance.

The sense and the aim of passive resistance is to topple National Socialism, and in this struggle we must not recoil from any course of action, wherever it may lie. We must attack National Socialism wherever it is open to attack. We must bring this monster of a state to an end as soon as possible. A victory of fascist Germany in this war would have immeasurable, frightful consequences. The military victory over Bolshevism must not become the primary concern of the Germans. The defeat of the Nazis must unconditionally be the absolute priority, the greater necessity of this latter demand we will demonstrate to you in one of our forthcoming leaflets.

And now every convinced opponent of National Socialism must ask himself how he can fight against the present “State” in the most effective way, how he can strike it in its most vulnerable places. Through passive resistance, without a doubt. It is obvious that we cannot provide each individual with a blueprint for his acts, we can only suggest them in general terms, and each person has to find the right way for himself to attain this end.

Sabotage in armament plants and war industries, sabotage at all gatherings, rallies, and meetings of organizations launched by the National Socialist Party. Obstruction of the smooth functioning of the war machine (a machine for a war that goes on solely to shore up and perpetuate the National Socialist Party and its dictatorship). Sabotage in all the areas of science and scholarship which further the continuation of the war—whether in universities, technical colleges, laboratories, research institutes or technical bureaus. Sabotage at all cultural events which could potentially enhance the “prestige” of the fascists among the people. Sabotage in all branches of the arts even the slightest bit connected with National Socialism or rendering it service. Sabotage in all publications, all newspapers in the pay of the “government” that defend its ideology and aid in disseminating the brown lie. Do not give a penny to street collections (even when they are conducted under the cloak of charity). For this is only a disguise. In reality the proceeds benefit neither the Red Cross nor the destitute. The government does not need this money; it is not financially dependent on these collections. After all, the printing presses run continuously to manufacture any desired amount of paper currency. But the people must constantly be kept in suspense; the pressure of the curb must not slacken! Do not contribute to the collections of metal, textiles, and the like. Seek to convince all your acquaintances, including those in the lower social classes, of the senselessness of continuing, of the hopelessness of this war; of our spiritual and economic enslavement at the hands of the National Socialists; of the destruction of all moral and religious values; and urge them to offer passive resistance!

Aristotle, Politics: “… and further, it is part [of the nature of tyranny] to strive to see to it that nothing is kept hidden of that which any subject says or does, but that everywhere he will be spied upon, … further, to set all men against each other, friends against friends, the people against the nobility, and even the rich among themselves. Then it is part of such tyrannical measures to make the subjects poor, in order to be able to pay the bodyguards and to keep them occupied with earning their livelihood so that they will have neither leisure nor opportunity to instigate conspiratorial acts … Further, such taxes on incomes as were imposed in Syracuse, for under Dionysius the citizens had gladly paid out their whole fortunes in taxes within five years. The tyrant is also inclined to constantly foment wars.”

Please copy and distribute!
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Permissions

 

Leaflets of the White Rose, number III; a written entry from August 28, 1942, by Hans Scholl regarding the burial of a Russian; and the first paragraph of the sixth leaflet, all copyright, 2006; The White Rose (booklet), Weisse Rose Stiftung, Munich, used by kind permission, here, here, and here, respectively. The third leaflet appears as Appendix 1; Hans Scholl’s entry, page 31 in the novel; sixth leaflet, page 170.

Hans Scholl’s words here taken from a letter to his parents, September 18, 1942, from At the Heart of the White Rose, Letters and Diaries of Hans and Sophie Scholl, used by kind permission (Walden, NY: Plough Publishing House, 2017), page 242.

Excerpts of Gauleiter Paul Giesler’s speech here, reproduced with kind permission of the Licensor through PSLclear, from Sophie Scholl and the White Rose, Annette Dumbach and Jud Newborn, copyright 2018, Oneworld Publications, page 131.

Excerpts here from The White Rose, Munich 1942–1943, copyright 1983 by Inge Aicher-Scholl. Published by Wesleyan University Press and reprinted by kind permission. (here in the novel, reference to Else Gebel’s letter to Inge Scholl from the White Rose, Munich, 1942–1943).

Stadelheim Prison description here based on the testimony of Roy Machon used by kind permission of the Frank Falla Archive at (www.frankfallaarchive.org).

The description of Stalag VII-A at Moosburg, beginning here and thereafter, used by kind permission of The Hawaii Nisei Project, copyright 2006–2007, at (www.nisei.hawaii.edu), The Center for Oral History in the Department of Ethnic Studies at the University of Hawaii; based on the account given by Mr. Stanley Masahura Akita (Americans of Japanese Ancestry During World War II), who was imprisoned there.
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Glossary of German Words and Place Names of Note in The Traitor

Proper Nouns Are in Roman; Words Are Italicized

 

Kristallnacht—the Night of Broken Glass—a two-day pogrom on November 9–10, 1938, carried out against Jews in Nazi Germany that resulted in deaths, arrests, the burning of synagogues, and the vandalism/destruction of Jewish businesses.

Putsch—a coup, a revolt, used with masculine definite article der (the) in the German language.

Munich—the capital and largest city in the southern German state of Bavaria. Munich, in the early 1920s, became the center of the National Socialist politics and the movement’s rise to power.

Juden—Jews (plural); Jude (singular).

Rumfordstrasse—a commercial and residential street southeast of the Munich’s city center.

Reich—the shortened reference to the Third Reich, Hitler’s dream of a thousand-year Germanic rule, sometimes referred to as the Third Empire, the Holy Roman Empire being the first and Imperial Germany the second.

Nazi—the pejorative of National Socialism.

Gestapo—the secret police of Hitler’s National Socialist government. It was created in 1933 by Hermann Göring and became a terroristic force against anyone who dared subvert the Reich.

Wehrmacht—the armed forces of the Reich’s war machine.

Swastika—the “hooked-cross” adopted by the Nazi Party, displayed on flags, armbands and appropriated for numerous other military and political uses. In recent history, the symbol has come to be identified with fascism and far-right organizations, although the swastika has a long history as a word and character also defined as “good luck.”

Reichsmark—the currency in Germany from 1924 until 1948, when it was replaced by the mark in West and East Germany.

Frauenkirche—the Cathedral of Our Dear Lady, serves as the cathedral of the archdiocese of Munich. The current structure dates from the fifteenth century.

Marienplatz—Our Lady’s Square, the central square in Munich, with a column devoted to Mary, the mother of Jesus.

SA—a military wing of the early Nazi Party that served various functions, including protecting the party. It eventually was surpassed by the SS.

Nein—no.

Dachau—the first concentration camp opened by the Nazis in 1933 in what has now become suburban Munich. Dachau was the model for all other camps and included a crematorium, along with a gas chamber, which, according to records, was never used on the site.

Neuhauserstrasse—an old and major street in Munich.

Rosental—another street in Munich, in this case the site of a large department store vandalized on Kristallnacht.

Lebensraum—Hitler’s ideological principle espousing Germany’s need for more territory for expansion of its empire. The lands to the east, including Russia, were prime targets for Nazi invasion under this policy.

Abitur—a qualification conferred upon students in Germany after passing secondary education final exams, a stepping-stone to university admittance.

Verboten—forbidden.

Schwabing—a northern borough of Munich, close to several Munich universities, including Ludwig Maximilians, where Hans and Sophie Scholl were arrested. Now it is a trendy business and residential district.

Leopoldstrasse—a major boulevard and the main street of the Schwabing district.

Haus der Deutschen Kunst—House of German Art, it was the first monumental structure commissioned by the Nazi Party. During the war years, it housed what the Reich considered the finest of German art.

Café Luitpold—historic café located near the former Gestapo headquarters in Munich. The headquarters were destroyed in the war, but the café still remains serving coffee, food, and desserts.

Prinzregentenstrasse—one of the four royal avenues, upon which the current House of Art is located. (The former Haus der Deutschen Kunst.)

Odeonsplatz—a large square in central Munich, the site of the fatal shootings during the 1923 Beer Hall Putsch.

Feldherrnhalle—a monumental structure on the Odeonsplatz, modeled after an Italian loggia, the site of the Putsch battle and later a memorial to the Nazi fallen. Pedestrians were expected to give the Nazi salute when they passed by the memorial. Many avoided doing so by walking in a lane behind the monument.

Reichsarbeitsdienst—(RAD) the Reich Labor Service, whose tasks included finding jobs for citizens and promoting Nazi ideology through work programs.

Reichskammer—the head of the Reich Chamber of Visual Art, the state-sponsored arbiter of the visual arts.

Residenz near the Hofgarten—the site of the Degenerate Art exhibit.

Kameradschaft—Comradeship, in this case referring to the large sculpture of two nude men, displaying the Aryan ideal of working together.

Ludwigstrasse—one of Munich’s four royal avenues, leading to the university where Hans and Sophie Scholl were arrested.

Siegestor—the Victory Gate originally dedicated to the Bavarian army. It defines the boundary between Maxvorstadt and Schwabing.

SS—the umbrella term for the Schutzstaffel, which included nearly all groups responsible for Reich security. The SS expanded its role through the Nazi years into one of terror as well, and was responsible for much of the genocide perpetrated by the Reich.

Palace of Justice—a large and ornate building in central Munich that served as the site of the trial for Hans and Sophie Scholl. The Palace contains a memorial room to the White Rose.

Stadelheim Prison—one of the largest German prisons and the site of the execution of Hans and Sophie Scholl. Many famous and infamous prisoners have been held in this suburban Munich prison.

Hauptbahnhof—the “main” train station, sometimes referred to as the “central” station.

Frauen-Warte—A Nazi magazine for women, party approved and a source of propaganda that espoused homemaking, childbirth, and other Reich principles, in addition to providing sewing instruction and recipes.

Oberabschnitt Donau—The Austrian SS, a name not officially recognized by the SS.

Englischer Garten—the English Garden, a large park in Munich stretching from the city center to the northeast, bordering the Isar River and holding the Schwabinger Bach, a stream running through the park.

Deutsches Museum—a large museum of science and technology in Munich.

Gauleiter—a leader of the Nazi Party, appointed by Hitler.

Ich hatt’ einen Kameraden—(I had a comrade), a lament for fallen German soldiers.

Wittelsbacher Palace—a former royal palace that housed the Gestapo headquarters and a prison during the Nazi years.

Untersturmführer—a mid-level officer’s ranking with the SS.

Schattenwald—a fictional asylum not far from Munich. There were many asylums throughout Germany where Nazi atrocities were practiced until banned, which were then carried out clandestinely by administrators and doctors.

Tod—the German word for “death.”

Moosburg—a town about forty-five kilometers northeast of Munich.

Lagerstrasse—the central roadway through Stalag VII-A.
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Appendix 1

fn1. Public safety is the supreme law
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