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Abstract

This Creative Writing PhD consists of two parts. The first part is a novel entitled Sea
Air, which deals with the Internment of ‘Enemy Aliens’ (most of whom were in fact
Jewish refugees) by the British in 1939-40. It is the story of Ludwig and Hilde, who
have escaped from Germany to London, where they hope they will be safe. After war
breaks out, Ludwig is interned by the British and then deported by ship, while Hilde is
sent to Holloway Prison and then to the Isle of Man.

The second part is a Critical Commentary which looks at representations of female
refugees to England in three novels published during the Second World War. The
Inquest by Robert Neumann, Young Woman of Europe by Ruth Feiner, and Family
from Vienna by Eunice Buckley (Rose Allatini) were written in English by German-
speaking authors, drawing on their lived experience. The texts show how female
refugees were forced to reconstruct their identities on every level. The experience of
exile impacted on their relationships, economic circumstances and national and
ethnic/religious affiliations, often prompting a reconsideration of the norms and codes
by which they previously lived. | discuss these themes with reference to a wartime
essay by Hannah Arendt, ‘We Refugees,” and explore the way that these issues
have played out in the writing of my own novel.
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Enemy Aliens

The baby wakes Hilde in the early hours of the morning with his urgent,
snuffling cries. Dragging herself slowly up through the layers of sleep, she
remembers that something momentous has happened. The words still echo in her
ears: “consequently, this country is at war with Germany.”

Padding across the room, she lifts the baby from his cot and opens the
curtain so that she can feed him by moonlight, without waking Ludwig.

London still seems to reverberate with the strangeness of it all. The houses
opposite have an ugly, blind look, with their windows all blacked out. The moon and
stars have regained some of their ancient power - some of the importance they hold
in the countryside. After over a year in London, she’s almost forgotten what
moonlight looks like, but now it spills over the sleeping city like mercury, touching
roof tiles and chimney pots, paving stones and gutters, with a faint, mysterious glow.

She sits back down on the bed, resting against the iron bedstead with a pillow
behind her back. She’s rarely far from tears at the moment. Her breasts are already
leaking - she rummages in her nightdress, and the baby latches on and begins to
suck. Ludwig lies asleep next to them, his mouth slightly open. It's nice to see his
face look relaxed, for once. After a while, the sucking calms her down and sends a
great wave of sleepiness over her, and she begins to drowse, too.

The next time she wakes, she can see daylight coming in around the curtains.
The baby is beside her, awake but happy, breathing noisily by her ear. Through half-
closed eyes, she can see Ludwig wobbling on one leg like a stork, putting on his
socks. She feels paralysed with sleepiness. “Don’t go,” she whispers, as he loops his
braces over his shoulders.

He bends and gives her a soft, reluctant kiss, then one for the baby, then

another for her, like a thirsty man taking a last sip. “l have to.”



Later on, when he’s gone to work, she gets ready to go out. Things feel better
in the light. She drains her cup of coffee, then moves around the room humming to
herself, finding her keys and a warm cardigan for the baby, tidying up as she goes.
We may be “Enemy Aliens” now, she thinks to herself (trying on the phrase
indignantly, in her head) but even so, we need to eat. Ludwig has taken apart a leaky
fountain pen, and she carefully collects the pieces in a small glass jar, which she
places on the shelf, next to the brass cigarette lighter and an alarm clock he hasn’t
finished tinkering with. She sighs — in this respect, he’s like a little boy.

She leaves the baby fretting in his pram, while she climbs the stairs and
knocks on the door of the room on the next floor, which Ludwig’s parents share.
“Would you like to come with me, Mother?” she asks Frau Weiss.

“l don’t think so,” the older woman says firmly, shaking her head at the idea. I
think | prefer to stay here.”

There’s no point in trying to jolly them out of it, Hilde realises. Over the past
few days, Ludwig’s parents have shrunk back into something worryingly like their old
state. Once again their hands tremble, and a painful confusion shows in their eyes.
Hilde can tell that they are reliving the events of last November, nearly a year ago
now, when the world as they knew it ended. A loud noise on the street outside — a
car door slamming, or the sound of a breaking milk bottle — makes Frau Weiss freeze
in her chair. Hilde can tell that she’s back in their old apartment, on the night when
she was called such foul names. Once again, she’s being forced to her knees, and
local men - some she recognises - are smashing every tile around the stove,
laughing at her panic and her pleading. Again, her husband’s being walked to the
station at gun-point, stumbling along the street in his soiled trousers.

And what if the older couple are right, Hilde thinks? Perhaps it isn’t really safe
to go out, even here in Hornsey. She looks quickly up and down the street before
bumping the pram down the front steps and setting off for the butcher. “This is

London”, she tries to reassure herself, with the words they use before each news



bulletin on the BBC - this phrase has become a sort of magic spell. But who can
really say what is paranoia any more, and what is a reasonable fear?

The children who played on the corner are gone, and the street echoes with
their absence. As she reaches the main road, a thin woman in a brown raincoat turns
her head with a strange look — both startled and reproachful - in her direction, and
Hilde’s heart skips a beat. They can’t tell where I'm from, she reminds herself — it's
just the baby, the fact that he hasn’t been evacuated. People must think she’s a
reckless mother, ignoring the official advice.

She leaves the pram outside the shop, in a sunny spot. In the queue, there’s
a new camaraderie. People carry their gas masks with them, in khaki shoulder bags
and cardboard boxes. A fierce-looking housewife in spectacles repeats the
regulations to her neighbour, with a superstitious pettiness (“and did you see her at
number eighteen, lights blazing? | had a good mind to go over myself and say
something!”)

“Load of cobblers, if you ask me,” the butcher says. He likes to entertain the
women in the shop with his stories, wielding his chopper as he talks. His sister in law
has been taken to hospital after “testing” her new mask in a gas oven, he says. “Said
she thought they’d given her a dud. But then she always was a silly cow. If your
number’s up, | told her, ‘aint nothing in them leaflets that’s going to save you.”

Hilde watches him wrap a slippery slice of liver in greased paper, and half
agrees with him. With that first siren — a false alarm, it turned out — she’'d had a
sense of how one might die, feeling both ridiculous and terrified, obediently wearing
the cartoonish, pig-like snout, breathing the smell of rubber and disinfectant, keeping
clear of the windows.

“And what will happen to your lot, now?” the butcher asks her with
straightforward curiosity, as the women in the queue behind listen.

Hilde can feel their eyes turn on her. It seems important to project confidence.

“We must report again to the police, with our documents,” she says, a little too loudly.
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“Maybe there will be some...” what was the word? She struggles for a moment, and
then it comes back to her, “Tribunal! Of course you know that we are refugees? So
we will explain, and they will see that we can be trusted. We are sure that the
process will all be very correct, and quite fair.”

“Still, must be a worry for you,” he says, and hands her the package with a
friendly smile. “In the last war, even them Kraut dogs got a hard time, din’ they, you
know, them wossernames? Poor dumb animals, like they could even help it.”

Ludwig comes back late. Frau Weiss is so agitated that Hilde can’t bear to sit
with her: “my God, where is he?” the older woman keeps on muttering to herself. Her
alarm is infectious. Hilde also worries about him, finding his way home from the
station in the unaccustomed darkness, and what if something else has happened,
God forbid, some visit from the police, or some angry show-off looking for a foreign-
sounding target? She paces the room with the baby - who is always fretful at this
time of day - rocking and swaying to try and soothe him. She suspects, now, that the
moment of vindication she has been hoping for will never come. The British will never
understand what they’ve been through. The war itself will be a new and worse kind of
waiting.

At last Ludwig returns, bringing a blast of the outside world. “He’s here!” she
calls up to Frau Weiss, and then immediately regrets it — it's better if the other
tenants don’t hear them speaking in German. “Did you have any trouble?” she asks
him, dropping her voice.

“Oh no,” he says dismissively, unbuttoning his coat and hanging it on the
back of the door. “Only there’s a lot to organise. And | must find some luminous
paint, to mark the keyhole — it's very dark out there, | could hardly open the door.”

“So tell me...” she says. The baby is down at last, now, and she’s heating up
the remains of the fried liver and onions on the gas ring, and some potatoes, stirring
fast, swapping the pans around to try and get everything warm at once. “How are the

others doing?”
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“Well, it seems we are lucky not to have an employer, at least. Sacking an
Enemy Alien is now a patriotic duty.” He sits down heavily, rolling up his sleeves to
eat.

Hilde slides the food onto his plate. Then she takes off her small apron and
folds it into quarters. “And your cousin?” she says.

“Ernst is worried that he may have to give up the car, with the new
regulations, and even his precious Leica. Ruth thinks only of the children. She
worries about how they will be treated out there. A teacher made some comment,
while they were lining up to leave — apparently they aren’t to blame for what their
parents are!”

“Poor Ruth...” she glances over at the cot, where the baby is sleeping.

They talk about it while Ludwig eats and Hilde clears up. Ludwig and his
cousin have set up a small factory making office chairs, but business has been slow
for months and will probably get worse: it all seems a bit beside the point right now.
She knows that he’s frustrated by the skills he has and can’t put to use. He’s erupting
with ideas — they wake him up in the night, although they don’t mean much to her —
uses for new materials he’s read about, or slight adjustments to designs he once
worked on. In Germany his technical brain seemed like a gift — she herself struggles
with locks and appliances and relies on him to make things work — but here, where
there is apparently no call for his skills, she begins to wonder if it is a blessing or a
curse. They are grateful just to be here, of course, but they never expected to raise
their child in one-room digs.

She’s most frightened of the promised Tribunal. Ludwig has heard some
more about this. “It shouldn’t take too long. We shall be C, of course,” he says.
“Grade A means internment, for Nazi sympathisers or possible spies, and B is for
where there is some doubt if one can be trusted.” He’s unexpectedly upbeat —
perhaps, after this formality, their names cleared once and for all, he might be

allowed to play some more useful role. They won’t let him fly — he understands that -
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but he can surely contribute in some other way, as an aircraft engineer or designer.
Perhaps now, finally, they will be ready to listen. He paces the room, explaining this
passionately, rehearsing the evidence in his head, while she begins getting ready for
bed.

He’s proud, that’s the problem. If only he could just stop caring. Things that
are unjust or illogical really bother him. “We, who have lost everything,” he protests,
indignantly, as he removes his shoes, at last. “We who warned anyone who would
listen of Hitler's plans....” he takes off and hangs up his trousers, carefully. “We who
were his sworn enemies for so long before the British...we are not Enemy Aliens, but
loyal friends.”

“What does it matter what they call us?” she whispers, afraid he’ll wake the
baby. “It's not pleasant, | admit, but....”

“Of course it matters what they call us!” He turns off the light, and gets into
bed, lying down on his side, presenting her with his muscular back. “The names
come first, and everything else follows — have you forgotten?”

He’s thinking, she knows, of new words that have gradually crept into their
language — the ugly jargon of racial superiority. According to Nazi thinking, Ludwig is
a “Mischling” because he has a Jewish father, and there are many other unpleasant
terms in use. Just words, they thought, and tried to brush it off — and naturally, they
always bothered him more than her - but these words seeped into slogans, into the
laws, on to street signs. These words now break windows, and bones.

She sits up in bed. “But this is not the same. This is the British.” Your beloved
British, she almost adds.

“No, itisn’t the same,” he concedes. “I'm sorry. Of course it is not the same at
all.”

She listens to his breathing slow. The electric heater is dimming, but it gives
off a pinkish glow. “Perhaps you’ve been listening to Ernst for too long?” she

whispers. Ludwig’s cousin is a cynic, with such a bleak view of human nature that
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she sometimes wonders how he keeps smiling his wry, private smile, and how he
keeps on turning up for work. Ernst says that given a few months under their own
Hitler, the British people would be just as bad as the Germans. The British, he says,
are so convinced of their innate superiority — but this only makes them hypocrites.
People are the same everywhere - stupid, and self-interested, he says, and liable to
all kinds of manipulation.

“Perhaps | have,” he says, turning towards her. “Come here.” He lifts his arm
in invitation, and she lies back down in his embrace. They fit together so well. He’s
wearing a flannel vest. His chest is hard and bony, vulnerable with its blondish wisps
of hair, and there’s a soft dip between his collar bone and his shoulder which is
perfect for her head. His smell — soap, cigarettes, and an acrid undertone of sweat —
calms her down. He’s her home now.

“Let’s hope for the best, darling,” he says. “They must surely have better
things to do, at this time, than think about us.”

There’s a kind of shuffling of thoughts before sleep: something like prayer,
something like the prelude to a dream. Please God, she thinks, let us all stay safe,
and together. Keep my baby from jackboots, gas and bombs. The British are right to
be cautious, it's probably a good thing. Tribunal, category, catastrophe, chimney
pot....

He begins to trace her shape, through her nightdress: his breathing has
changed again. She feels a strangely balanced mixture of irritation and desire: she is
almost asleep. “Really?” she whispers.

“Why not?”

Her body is beginning to respond, of its own accord. “I'm so tired...and the
baby....” she murmurs. She feels as if she’s been pawed at and mauled all day.

“We’'ll be quiet. Look, feel how much...”

She answers with a soft exhalation of her own. She knows that by this point,

there’s no going back. Their bodies have their own language, which they speak
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tenderly and fluently, without words. It’s a relief to go to this secret place that exists
only between the two of them. She submits to the intent pressure of his body. She
tries to stifle her moans in the pillow.

Afterwards, she turns over, and he rearranges the shiny pink eiderdown over
her, and she’s drifting off again, almost immediately. She hears a noise from beneath
the window. The baby is beginning to sputter in his cot, like a starter engine, failing to
ignite. “Shall | pick him up?” Ludwig whispers, guiltily.

She feels a drowsy gratitude. It's nice that he cares almost as much as she

does. “No, leave him for a bit,” she says. “Perhaps he’ll go back to sleep.”

*kk

On the morning of the Tribunal, Ludwig combs his hair in a small looking-
glass on the shelf. The men in England wear their hair a little longer, and he’s grown
out his austere crop, so that the blond wisps fall to one side of his forehead. The
fountain pen has been reassembled, although it has started leaking again, and the
brass cigarette lighter is in his trouser pocket — he’s given up on the alarm clock, for
the time being. In the corner, the wireless is on: Poland has fallen very fast, and the
cinemas in town have reopened. He takes a tweed jacket off the hanger and shrugs
it onto his shoulders.

Baby John — British born, as Ludwig so often and proudly points out, and with
a name to match - is lying on the bed, staring at the light that comes through the
curtains. It’s his happiest time of day, and he’s gurgling with delight. Once in a while,
Hilde bends down in passing to kiss his stomach or catch at his kicking feet,
showering him with some of the many endearments of the German language - “yes,
my treasure”, “yes, my little mousey-kin.” There’s not much space, and she almost

collides with Ludwig as she moves around the bed. She puts the remains of a loaf on

the table and lifts the rattling sash window to get a little air inside.
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“Yes, you are, my little bear.” Her voice insists on a bright normality, but
Ludwig can tell that she’s holding herself together carefully, from the tightness of her
mouth, and her perplexed, anxious eyes. There’s an answering nausea in the pit of
his own stomach. They can feel it in each other; it's familiar from their last few years
in Germany. It was the same — no, worse — on the journey. It has become a part of
their personalities: they will never again be completely relaxed and confident.

She comes up to him. “You look snazzy,” she straightens his tie and runs her
hands over his lapel. She says this in English — it's a word she’s just learned.

“So do you.” She’s wearing lipstick, for the first time in ages. Her shiny
chestnut hair is scooped up into a bun and fastened with pins. He likes the film-star
curves she has since the baby, her fuller breasts, her soft little tummy. Sometimes he
tells her this, and she swats at him and laughs, but this time he just adds: “very
elegant.” She’s moved a button and can fit back into the skirt she wore to get
married.

Silently, she leans into his chest for a moment and he puts his arms around
her, breathing into her neck. They keep still like this for a few precious moments, as if
they are back in bed. He can feel the panic in her, like a flock of birds flapping
against a roof. They are no strangers, after all, to vicious bureaucracy.

“Tell me that thing again...” she says, in a more honest voice, slipping back
into German, with a tremble of urgency.

“What thing, darling?”

“That thing you told me last night, the thing Ernst said,” she sighs in
frustration. “The reason they don’t have...” she looks over at the baby superstitiously,
and drops her voice into the habitual, appalled whisper “the camps ... here.”

“You mean Habeas Corpus?” The words seem to calm her. She nods,
blinking. He strokes her shoulders. He understands. It doesn’t feel right - after all this

time and effort, after the years of planning, and living a double life, and lying tense
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and awake at nights, waiting for a loud rap at the door - to just give themselves up,
even if this is another country, with other authorities.

“Can’t we just...” she says, and he knows what she means even though she
doesn’t finish the sentence. Can’t we just go away, run away somewhere? There’s
only the answer he’s already given a hundred times: this is different, this is the
British. Besides, this is their best effort at somewhere else, and there’s nowhere left
to go. The radio talks calmly to itself, and a coffee pot on the gas ring startles them
with its throaty rasp.

“Right. Your parents,” she says, reluctantly.

He climbs the stairs to their room. It's a surprise to find them up and properly
dressed for once, his father in the elaborate process of hooking on his shoes, his
mother getting out the mink-collared coat in which she arrived in England, from the
wardrobe where it has hung ever since. He doesn’t want to get drawn into any more
of those questions that he can’t really answer. “Hilde has made some coffee,” he
says.

Hilde bumps the pram down the steps, like a tank. The suspension is
excellent, and Ludwig keeps it well oiled. It seems odd to walk up the hill, dressed up
and all together, on this strange occasion. “If we were really Nazi spies, do they think
that we would just turn ourselves in?” Ludwig objects, not quite joking. Hilde hushes
him: she worries about being overheard. “Are you sure you don’t want some help?”
he says.

“l do this every day, you know,” Hilde says, giving him one of her stern little
looks.

Baby John glides above the pavement, still smiling up at everything in delight.
He’s wearing a hand-knitted red cardigan and a red knitted hat. The sight of him
makes Ludwig feel better: this astonishing thing they’ve done without knowing how,
almost without intending to, in the midst of it all. Can he really be alright? He certainly

seems to be, with his grabby little hands, his chubby folds of flesh, his wide-eyed,
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panting approval. People look into the pram in passing, distracted for a few seconds
from their brisk indifference. He's our only hope, Ludwig sometimes thinks.

He glances anxiously back at his parents. They do everything so slowly! Their
English is not good enough to answer questions, and the mere sight of an official
terrifies them into defensive silence. They can’t travel on the underground, because
of the black uniforms. He knows that he must remain calm, because they are all
looking to him for reassurance. He gives them an encouraging smile. “It's not far,
Mother,” he says.

A few steps behind, Frau Weiss carries herself with a haughty, regal air. Herr
Weiss is still rather thin, but he’s walking normally again, and looks a bit better, in a
new Homburg hat that Ludwig bought for his birthday. The bruises around his eyes
are gone, and he has a new pair of steel rimmed spectacles, which Hilde bought him
from Woolworths. It is nice to go out all together, Ludwig thinks. Hilde sometimes
complains about having three babies to look after, instead of just one; maybe this
can be the start of something new. It’s just too bad that it's taken an official letter to
get them to this point.

They find the grey stone building and give their names at the entrance. Then
they are directed to a room full of benches. There are a few other Germans and
Austrians, also waiting their turn. A middle-aged woman with a wide, square face
admires the baby. Her husband is a Jewish chemist from Nuremburg, with very hairy
nostrils. He introduces himself to Ludwig, and then looks around the room, to see if
they are being watched. “l have been told that this Magistrate has a reputation for
being severe,” he says, in a low voice.

“What exactly does that mean?” Ludwig asks.

“I'm not sure,” the man shrugs. “| fear they cannot really appreciate our
situation.”

Ludwig’s father and mother are the first to be called. After explaining about

the language difficulty, Ludwig is relieved that he’s allowed to go with them.
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Ludwig is expecting some kind of courtroom, but the place where they are
taken is more like a large office. Herr Weiss, who served in the Imperial German
Army during the last war, stands very straight, with his chest out, looking directly
ahead. Frau Weiss has two pink patches, one on each cheek, and Ludwig can hear
her agitated breathing. There are a few wooden-backed seats, and a portrait of the
King, and some tall windows through which sunshine comes in broad, blinding
stripes, illuminating a faint haze of cigarette smoke in the air. A policeman waits by
the door.

Two men sit behind a desk in front of them. One of them has an impressive,
Edwardian moustache — perhaps he’s the Magistrate, Ludwig thinks? The other has
spectacles and greying hair. He isn’t sure what to call them — would it be Sir, or Your
Lordship, or something else? In the corner there is a woman stenographer in a green
cardigan, operating a machine in intermittent bursts.

“‘Please, take a seat,” one of the men says, and then coughs.

They sit down. Ludwig is distracted, at first, by watching the stenotype
machine and wondering how it works. Herr Weiss takes off his hat and holds it
between his hands like a prayer book, or a steering wheel. His hair has grown back a
bit — the mottled grey fuzz has become a few silver tufts - but you can still see the
shape of his skull, a vein at his temple, and the sharp bones protruding from his
hollow cheeks. Frau Weiss perches on the edge of her seat nervously.

The lawyers spend some time reading and shuffling a pile of papers,
squinting at the Alien Registration Cards, and murmuring to each other. The family
have already completed forms giving all their details, answering the questions on
religion and race with a sinking feeling (“even here, must we still submit to such
nonsense?” Ludwig said). Their answers are not straightforward. Ludwig’s father is
Jewish by birth but has not taught his son anything of the faith he’s left behind. Even
when Ludwig was a boy, his father believed it was easier and safer for him not to

know.
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Not that this made any difference to their treatment in Germany, of course.
“Your father’'s a Jew, isn’t he?” people sometimes asked, with voyeuristic interest or
distrust, as if they’d found him out. When he was still at school, it was a shock to him
to hear it articulated like this, by excitable young thugs practicing for their future
roles. The hatred grew bolder, backed up by policy, and it was shocking and
unexpected, as perhaps it always is. Each restriction seemed crueller and more
pointless than the last. His father was forced to sell his business, his parents moved
to a smaller apartment, and could no longer employ a maid. Ludwig and Hilde were
prevented from marrying under the Race Laws. Sitill, his father believed they were
safe — “it will all blow over”, he used to say. “We have such good friends and
neighbours, and besides, why would they bother an old man like me?”

Now, at the Tribunal, his father is asked to confirm his name, address, and
the date on which he entered the country. “It states here that your father was
imprisoned by the German authorities,” says the man with spectacles.

“Yes, sir.” Ludwig is pleased they have got to this, the heart of things, so
quickly. “He was taken in November last year to a dreadful place - in German
Konzentrationslager - near to Dachau in Bavaria — a place from which one is
fortunate to leave alive...” he feels this is his chance to give a full account, with as
much detail as possible. Ludwig hates to think back to this time — he was already in
London, going from one office to another, trying to arrange visas for his parents, as
his mother’s letters grew increasingly frantic. As he speaks, however, he has the
uncomfortable feeling that he’s losing their attention - they shift, and sigh. At even a
word of German, their eyes take on a vacant look.

“Yes indeed,” the man with the moustache cuts him off. “Quite so. The
guestion is, can your father substantiate this claim?”

There’s a pause, while Ludwig racks his brains. He has heard this word
before, but now its meaning escapes him. The lawyer with spectacles sees the

confusion on his face and explains kindly but wearily. “Can you prove it?”
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Ludwig’s heart is pounding. What kind of proof are they looking for? His father
still has scars on his back, and has lost the use of several fingers on one hand — but
can he really be expected to undress, here, or to demonstrate his physical
incapacity? His face, Ludwig feels, tells the story — but of course, they don’t know
what he looked like before. He was released after seven weeks, like many others at
this time, on condition that they emigrate immediately. Nazi policy at this time is to
force Jewish citizens to leave — and one of the main difficulties is finding another
country that will agree to let one in. Even here in London, however, it's almost as if
he’s never really got away. Ludwig can’t explain the shock of seeing him again at the
station, suddenly so old and infirm, bent and shuffling, clutching his wife’s sleeve like
a bewildered child.

Ludwig translates for his father. After listening carefully, Herr Weiss takes his
papers from an inside pocket, and leafs through them, with trembling hands. The
room is silent, as everyone waits.

Ludwig’s father holds up a page and stabs with a thin finger at the place
where his passport has been marked with a “J” by the Nazi authorities. A strange
passion contorts his face. The cheap new suit hangs off his thin body like a borrowed
costume. Unable to speak to them, he seems to hope to convince them with mime.
The effect is both embarrassing and terrifying.

“Yes, yes,” the moustached man says. They have been examining these
cases for days, and there are so many of them. A tension fills the room. Ludwig can
sense their frustration, and a sort of awkward distaste — but beneath this, a thick
hostility, that hangs like the smoke in the air. Oh God, of course! These grey-haired
Englishmen are also the right age to have fought in the Great War, against men like
his father, and suddenly he knows with absolute certainty that they did so. Their
friends and brothers were killed. “But once again,” the man says tightly, “we have

only your word to go on.”
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“My concern, Mr Wise, is that given that your father has been in this country
for less than a year and given that he appears to have made no effort whatsoever to
master the English language, we cannot reasonably expect that he will have
developed a sense of loyalty towards Britain. | am therefore placing him in category
‘B’. Clearly, he has no valid need to travel, and is unlikely to require a work permit, so
this should cause no inconvenience. It is merely a sensible precaution, for the time
being.”

They turn to Frau Weiss. Having demonstrated to themselves that they are no
push-over, the lawyers seem to relax into a new leniency — or perhaps the idea that
this frail, grey haired lady could be any kind of threat seems even more ludicrous.
Their brief questions are more sympathetic — chivalrous even — towards her. She’s
dealt with quickly, and put into category C.

They return to the waiting room. Hilde springs to her feet - the chemist’s wife
is playing with the baby. “That didn’t take long!” Hilde is elated with relief just to see
them again. “What did they say?”

“My father was given a ‘B’,” he tells her.

“What? But why?” she exclaims in astonishment, her face revealing her
dismay, all the supressed panic surging up into her eyes.

Now it’s their turn to be examined. They leave the baby where he is, with
Ludwig’s mother looking on, for fear he might cry and disrupt things. A policeman
leads Ludwig and Hilde back to the room and stands near them during the
proceedings.

The first questions are about Ludwig’s business. Ludwig explains about the
factory, and - because the pain is fresh - about the reasons why it has not been a
success. He and Ernst have decided, at last, to let it go. The premises have been let
to a company who have offered to keep them on, Ernst as a manager, and Ludwig

because he has “a way with the machines.” In the end, it's almost a relief.
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“How do you survive, in that case? How do you provide for your family?” the
magistrate asks him. “Do you have another source of income?”

Ludwig is embarrassed about Hilde’s cleaning work, and also worried about
her lack of a permit. The idea that she might get into trouble because of his failure to
provide for the family is too uncomfortable to contemplate. “| have some savings,
which | deposit in the bank, in the form of gold coins,” he explains, which is true,
although he has tried very hard not to spend them. As usual, the thought of the coins
helps a little. They are a reminder that his family once had some financial security.
He offers this information with a sort of timid pride: you see me in reduced
circumstances, but we were not always like this.

“How did you manage this? Most of you chaps are as poor as church mice, |
gather. Isn’'t there some story about only bringing 10 Marks?”

Ludwig pauses, wondering how to explain. He remembers lying on the floor of
a car, rigid as a corpse beneath a rolled-up carpet — the noise of the engine as it
slowed, the muffled voices, the smell of exhaust fumes and the awful, nauseating
fear. He remembers, with a sense of shame and humiliation, bracing himself for a
sudden exposure to fresh air, a violent yank on his collar, an indignant shout. “I hid
the coins, on leaving Germany,” he says. His voice sounds high-pitched and
strained.

“And did you declare them, when you arrived here? Are you aware that there
is customs duty payable on goods — gold, jewellery, furs etc., over a certain value?”

Again, Ludwig hesitates, and his voice grows quiet. Is it better to look them
straight in the eye, or to look downwards, humbly? “l was not aware...”

The magistrate seems to have woken up — he speaks with a new enthusiasm.
“And are you aware that smuggling is also a crime in this country?”

The lawyers whisper to one another for a few moments. There is the sound of
distant traffic. Ludwig grows suddenly very hot and thinks for a moment that he might

vomit. He wants to tell them about his past in the aircraft industry — important things
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he knows about the Nazi war machine, for example the Luftwaffe test site, at
Peenemunde. He wants to do useful work — and he has so many ideas at the
moment. Many of them apply to civilian life, of course, but some might have a military
application. Surely one or two of them will be worth investigating... He hesitates, not
sure how to begin - fearing they will not understand, or that it will make him sound
even more suspicious.

Then the men turn to Hilde. She and Ludwig are both anxious that she will get
into trouble for working without a permit. She has other reasons to worry, as well —
her parents are enthusiastic Nazis, and her brother is serving in the Wehrmacht.
Fortunately, perhaps, these issues do not come up.

“Mrs Weiss, you are not apparently, how shall we say...” he gives a little
smile, as if he’s making a risqué joke “...of either Hebrew faith or ancestry. It would
appear, in fact, that you are of pure German stock. So why, in that case, would you
choose to leave your home and country?”

Hilde flushes — she finds it difficult to explain to the British the illogical
situation they’ve found themselves in, and her reasons seem embarrassingly
intimate. “In order that our marriage should go ahead, we had to leave. Such
marriages are now forbidden in Germany,” she says, with soft dignity. She senses
their disbelief. It's true that the Race Laws are ridiculous - strange as a parable set in
the distant future. But there’s also an ugly sexual curiosity about their scepticism —
what crafty trick has he played to lure her away from her people? Was she blinded by
lust? The idea that she would voluntarily make this choice seems to be implausible,
even here.

One of the men raises his eyebrows. “Hm. Do you have any children?” the
other asks her.

“Yes Sir, | have a baby, born here in London since we arrive, four months of
age.” They nod, and ask nothing more, to Ludwig’s relief. The baby seems to

account for her, in their minds — and almost seems to explain her away.
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Then the moustached magistrate speaks. “Mr Wise, | have a duty to examine
you with regard to activity, status, general character, and disposition towards this
country. | find that you are a man of dubious moral character, and that you show no
hesitation in putting your own financial interest above the law. You disregard the laws
of your own country and the laws of the British Isles alike. You cannot be trusted to
remain at liberty in this time of crisis.”

“l am assigning you to Category A, for immediate internment. Your wife will

be assigned to Category B.”
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Sea Air

Ludwig can’t understand. The words “immediate internment” ring in his head,
but he refuses to believe that they really apply to him. It's as if his body absorbs the
news before his mind — shock surges through him like electricity, and his arms and
legs begin to shake. He hears Hilde give a strange cry and place her hands over her
mouth in horror.

The police officer beside Ludwig is solid and strong, a stable pillar of a man,
as the room pulses and recedes with the horrifying strangeness of a dream. The
officer has seen other men in this position, men at their lowest point, and takes it all
as a routine matter. He takes Ludwig tenderly by the arm, supporting some of his
weight, and leads him away. Hilde is still looking around in confusion. Her mouth
moves silently, trying to form words, her eyes asking Ludwig for some kind of
explanation or reassurance. The British Government takes charge of his body and
his life — he is reborn, with no freedom, almost as a child.

Two policemen take him home in a police car to collect some belongings and
to search his room. The landlady, Mrs Rose, answers the door. When she sees the
policemen, her mouth falls open with surprise, and she goes white, and takes a
stumbling step backwards. She must have been harbouring a German spy without
knowing it! “I can’t believe it! He always seemed like such a nice young man,” she
stammers to the police.

Ludwig wants to tell her it isn’t true — but all he can do is shake his head at
her.

“They often do, ma’am,” the policeman says knowingly, although his
experience is presumably with petty crime, and not international espionage. “One
thing I've learned in this job is that you can’t go by appearances.” The policemen are
kind to Mrs Rose — one of them takes her into her kitchen and offers to make her a

cup of tea, while the other stays with Ludwig.
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Ludwig looks around the familiar room in disbelief. The dirty coffee cups are
still on the table. He feels a sudden pang of affection. It's Mrs Rose’s best room, as
she’s always telling them, and much better than the other places they looked at when
they first arrived. The rosebud wallpaper is faded, and the net curtains are more grey
than white, but the generous proportions still sing out through the surface
shabbiness. Above all, they have been happy here, despite all the worry. The bed
with its pink shiny eiderdown, the four-bar electric heater, the draughty sash windows
onto the street — this is home to him, their first home together.

The remaining policeman is friendly enough. He tells Ludwig to pack but not
to take too much. As if in a trance, Ludwig takes his suitcase from under the bed, and
starts to add a few items — woollen sweater, trousers, socks and underwear, the
shaving things he got from Hilde last Christmas, a few packets of cigarettes.

While this is going on, Hilde, baby John, and Ludwig’s parents arrive back
from the Tribunal. The sight of them — the feelings on their faces an echo of his own,
all blurred and distorted with emotion — gives Ludwig a stab of pain, as the whole
thing becomes a little bit more real. They all speak at once. “Is it really true?” “We
couldn’t believe it when the police told us!” “It's a terrible mistake! They cannot be
serious!” Even the baby begins to cry.

The policemen, alarmed by this new turn of events, try to keep them out of
the room. It’s like a bad play in which no one knows their parts. Ludwig has a crazy
thought — what if he waits until their backs are turned, and then jumps out of the
window? He has a sudden, childish urge to run away. It's impossible, of course, he
tells himself, and he concentrates on trying to breathe normally.

One policeman herds his family out of the room and manages to shut the
door. He then starts going through the chest of drawers. The sight of his fat, pink
fingers rummaging around in Hilde’s underclothes is horrible. “Do you have a
camera?” the policeman says. “Or a typewriter?” Ludwig shakes his head, glad that

he does not possess either of these items, which are now apparently incriminating.
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The policeman opens up some shoe polish, a tobacco tin containing sewing things,
and then an envelope containing a few family photographs. He peers at each of
these in turn, shuts them again, and tosses them on the bed.

Then the policeman turns to the little shelf of books and papers. There’s a
blue booklet that Ludwig and Hilde studied hard when they first arrived, entitled
“While You Are in England: Helpful Guidance for Every Refugee.” Seeing it, Ludwig
remembers how Hilde learned the tables about money, weights and measurements
by heart, her forehead puckered sweetly into a frown - “how is it they have half a
crown, Wiggi, but no whole crown?” She was indignant about the advice in the
booklet — “Be loyal to England, your host!” “But of course we will be!” she’d
exclaimed, vaguely wounded at the idea that they might even need telling.

The policeman takes two books which must appear suspicious to him —
“Bond’s Model and Experimental Engineering Handbook,” which is in fact a
catalogue for model railway enthusiasts, and “Arms and the Covenant,” a book on
international relations by Winston Churchill, which Ernst lent to Ludwig but which he
has not yet read. There are also some letters in German from his uncle, and from
Hilde’s father. The policeman calls his colleague, and they confer. “Best take them
with us,” the other policeman says.

Meanwhile, Ludwig takes a notepad which Hilde uses sometimes to write to
her family and tears out a sheet. He sits down at the table and writes as quickly as
he can. “To the Manager, London County and Westminster Bank, EC1. | give
allowance to my wife, Hildegard Josefine Weiss, and also to my father, Samuel
Alfred Weiss, to open safe box number 243 in your establishment and to make use
also of all contains within.” He signs his name, takes one of the little keys to the
safety deposit box off his key ring, and leaves it with the paper.

“What are you doing?” the policeman says sharply. Perhaps this German is

now trying to send a message to his accomplices. “Let me see that!”
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“It is instructions for the bank. | must leave some money for my wife and
baby,” Ludwig explains, a gruff desperation in his voice. Perhaps these wretched
gold coins, which have caused so much trouble, can be of some practical use to
them now. After taking a quick look, the policeman — oddly, given how suspicious he
is about everything else - shrugs his shoulders, and seems to accept this.

The hallway smells of boiled cabbage and carbolic soap. A dim daylight filters
in through the fan light above the door. Ludwig says goodbye to Hilde and his father.
Frau Weiss and the baby are not there: it's probably just as well. Hilde has also been
busy — she hands him some sandwiches wrapped in paper and holds out his
overcoat. She looks pale — the colour has gone from her lips. “Take it,” she says.
“Who knows? It might be useful.” It's not particularly cold, and he did not intend to,
but he does as she suggests.

Ludwig can’t bear the cowed look on his father’s face, the frightened animal
who looks once again out of his eyes, like a dog that has been kicked — it makes him
feel both guilty and irritated. “Don’t be afraid, Papa,” he begs. “I'll be back soon.
You'll see me again soon.”

The policemen are looking on. Ludwig takes Hilde's face in his hands, and
kisses her on the cheeks and forehead, trying to convey some important message
which can’t be put into words. Later on, he sometimes thinks back to this moment —
what if he could have known all the extraordinary things that would happen to him? Is
there anything that he could have done or said differently?

Now, he can feel her distress, too, lurching towards him like an animal on a
leash. At least it isn’t the Gestapo, he reminds himself. “Come, now...” he mumbles
to her.

“But you said....” she begins, lips trembling, angry and bewildered.

“| still believe what | said. This is the British. They are not Fascists. It’s just a

misunderstanding...” He repeats the words dully, clinging to his position.
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“Come along, now,” the policeman says. Ludwig has to resist a sudden urge
to punch his face. That would not be wise, he tells himself. That would really not be
wise.

A small crowd of curious onlookers has gathered around the police car. They
whisper to each other as Ludwig is led out of the house, stepping back in respectful
fascination. Ludwig hangs his head. They watch him - a tall man with blondish hair,
wearing a Tweed jacket, with an overcoat over his arm, steered by two policemen.

So that’s what a Nazi looks like, he imagines them thinking.

*%k%

Ludwig spends the night in a blacked-out police cell. He is in anguish, pacing

the small room, groaning, while the whitewashed bricks scream silently back at him.

Your honour, Sir, Herr Magistrate — he argues with an imaginary Tribunal - surely you
can see that you have made a mistake? Those were Nazi laws, designed to rob and
humiliate us! Surely, to defy a Nazi law is no crime? We have the same enemy.
Already since 1933 | have been at war with these barbarous and ruthless gangsters.
Experience made me expect from Hitler the worst but not from friends and allies this
internment.

To be treated as a spy? It is like a bad joke, a nightmare. Dear God in
heaven! He moans aloud. He kicks the bench. He pounds his soft fists against the
hard brick wall and sobs.

Someone bangs on the door. “Keep it down in there!” a voice shouts.

Your worship, Mr Magistrate, Sir, | have a wife and child, and parents also to
support. | will to the British Government any customs duty pay. Do not for this small

reason my loyalty doubt and my freedom from me deprive...
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On it goes, a wave of words — his English sometimes passionately fluent, at
others snagging on the rhythms of his mother tongue, sometimes failing him entirely,
until he curses in German, in an attempt to clear his mind. He has lost all sense of
time. Whenever he begins to calm down, the thought of his family rears up again, to
torment him.

They have been through so much already! His parents have been peeled raw
by the past six years, stripped of layer after layer of confidence, certainty, and
comfort. They have lost everything — their home, their community, their sense of
belonging and hope. He would not have believed, if he hadn’t seen for himself, how
fast and brutal this process could be. He thinks of Hilde, choosing humiliation,
persecution and poverty — just to be with him, for reasons he still can’t understand.
He remembers the so-called “friends” in Germany who warned her that their children
would be half-breeds, just like him, and her mother’s hysterical threats; he knows
what it cost Hilde to make that swim, and he’s watched her at their table every
evening, carefully counting out the copper pennies, to see if there’s enough for the
next day’s shopping. Then, like a knife in his heart, he thinks of the baby, smiling up
at them hopefully, with no idea what hatred and cruelty the world has in store. What
will happen to them all without him? Can he really be sent away from them -
presumably to some prison camp, full of Nazis and spies? He can’t allow it! But he
has no choice.

It breaks me down, Mr Magistrate, Sir... He paces the room, and tries the

door, and rests his hot forehead against the cool metal. It breaks me down.

*k%k

At around midnight, the door is opened and a young man is pushed into the
cell. He has a frightened face, with short, cropped hair, and full red lips. He wears a

thick, roll-necked woollen sweater, and an oilskin jacket.
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He sits down on the bench, and picks at his fingernails. Is this, then, a real
German spy, Ludwig wonders? He looks so young. Anyway, there’s not much he can
do in here. They regard each other warily for a while. “Good evening,” Ludwig says,
in English. His voice is hoarse and strange.

The boy shrugs and answers him in German. “You call this good?”

Ludwig feels in his pocket for his cigarettes. As he pulls out the packet, he
notices — with the sort of detachment with which he might watch someone else - that
his hand is shaking. “Smoke?” he offers, and the boy nods. Ludwig’s brass lighter
has been taken, so they have to call the policeman outside.

“We should like to smoke a cigarette, if it is possible, please, to provide a
light?” Ludwig asks.

“Have you heard this one, Stan? We’ve got the Count von Blinking Bismark in
‘ere!” the policeman calls out to his colleague, but he strikes a match for them.

After he leaves, they sit together smoking. The boy says that his name is
Herbert, and he’s from Hamburg. He has been working on a British cargo ship in the
Baltic and was arrested when the ship docked in London. “Must have been one of
the crew that stitched me up, and I reckon | know which one. Bastard never liked me.
| said | was Danish — most of them couldn’t tell.”

He says he doesn’t want to go back to Hamburg, because he doesn’t fancy
getting called up. “It's a good life on the ships. Plenty of girls, you know?” Warming to
the theme, he starts telling Ludwig about the girls he knows in different ports. Clara
from Kiel has lovely little breasts; Mitzi from Rostock is good for a laugh, and not at
all shy; Nadia from Gdansk can always be relied on for a slap-up meal. This seems
to cheer him up a bit.

“Where can | take a piss?” he says.

Ludwig nods at a bucket in the corner. “Or you can try and call them to take
you out. They aren’t exactly responsive.”

“Do you mind?”
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“Go ahead. | won't look,” Ludwig says, awkwardly.

“Look as much as you like. Touching costs extra,” Herbert winks.

He pees in the bucket, and the smell mingles with their cigarette smoke. “Still,
probably better a British prison than a German one, hey?” Herbert says, adjusting his
trousers.

With that, he lies down on the bench, and turns on his side. He puts his
oilskin jacket over his head and goes to sleep.

Ludwig carries on pacing. He feels better if he moves — even swaying to and

fro helps a little.

*kk

The next day, Ludwig is numb and tired. This helps with his misery — it
muffles it slightly, and makes it feel as if it belongs to someone else. His hand has
stopped shaking so badly, and his head feels light, but there is the feeling of a heavy
weight somewhere near his stomach, which makes moving around an effort.

The police give them a mug of cocoa each, but nothing to eat, to Herbert’s
disappointment. Ludwig gives him the sandwiches from home — he has no appetite
himself.

They are joined in their cell by two more men. The younger one has hazel-
brown eyes and sharp, bony features; the other is middle-aged, with pasty skin, a full
beard and a round belly. They are obviously troubled. It takes Ludwig a while to
realise that they suspect that he and Herbert are the Nazi spies and parachutists that
he himself fears.

“Morning, gentlemen. May we join the fun?” the younger man says warily, in
English.

They introduce themselves. The younger man is an Austrian student called

Kurt, and the bearded man is called Mr Gutmann, and comes from the East End of
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London. “He doesn’t speak German. Only Cockney and Yiddish,” the Austrian
explains.

Mr Gutmann shrugs apologetically. “My parents brought us over when | was a
baby. After that, | never bin furver than Whitstable, once or twice, when | was a
nipper.”

“l wonder what you're doing here, then?” Ludwig asks. “Surely you can’t be a
danger to this country, if you haven’t been outside of it for so long?”

“The judge on our Tribunal, as luck would have it, holds a suspicious attitude
towards all Jews,” the Austrian student explains, dryly. “Just the man for the job.” It
takes Ludwig a few seconds to realise he must be joking. “He ordered us both
interned, two days ago, for reasons best known to himself.” They have been held
since then at another police station.

Their luggage, which was kept by the police, is returned to them — Ludwig’s
suitcase, and Herbert’s drawstring bag. Kurt has a smart, tan-leather portmanteaux;
Mr Gutmann has a sack tied up with a piece of string. The cigarette lighter, however,
is not returned — it is the first of several items which he will lose.

They are taken to a railway station in a police lorry. There’s a large clock, and
a flight of stone steps, but it is not one of the stations Ludwig recognises. His heart
sinks — he very much hopes to remain in London, or at least close by. Three soldiers
arrive to guard them, with real guns, and bags buckled onto the front of their bodies
containing gas masks and mysterious military equipment. The policemen look
impressed and encouraged; perhaps they have really been on work of national
importance, after all. They hand over an envelope for each of the men. “An armed
guard! We must be dangerous.” Kurt sounds astonished and amused.

“Where are we going?” Ludwig asks one of the soldiers, nervously.

“Why would we tell you?” the soldier replies, cheerfully. He’s young, strong,

and blank-faced — just doing his duty. “Don’t you know there’s a war on?”
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The station is damp and dirty. Great iron columns stretch up to a distant roof.
Dark crowds surge across the concourse, in frantic cross-currents of energy. Porters
wheel trunks, whistles blow aggressively, friends meet each other, embracing and
exclaiming with high-pitched English delight. A few people stare, but there are not
enough of them to attract much attention. “Have we got time to get a quick bite,
before we get on, Sarge?” one of the soldiers asks.

The Officer in charge looks at his wristwatch. “I suppose so, if you’re quick”.

“What about this lot?”

“| dare say we’d better feed them, too. It's a long way. Are you fellows
hungry?” he asks the prisoners, loudly. He seems unsure if they will understand him.
He moves his hand towards his mouth, to demonstrate. “Essen?”

“Ja, bloody hungry, Sir,” says Herbert, who has the kind of vocabulary you
might expect from working on a British ship.

“I'll say,” echoes Kurt, the Austrian student, who speaks perfect English with
an upper-class drawl.

“Only I'm wegetarian,” volunteers Mr Gutmann, with his Cockney twang. The
Sergeant looks puzzled (a reaction they will get used to). One of the soldiers hurries
off, and comes back with several packets of chips, wrapped in newspaper.

On the train, they have a compartment to themselves. The soldiers sit with
their guns over their knees, or propped on the seats next to them, and eat their chips,
as the train draws out of the darkness of the station. Ludwig eats some too, although
the potato feels dry and hard to swallow in his throat.

I's odd to travel with no idea of how long it will take, or where they are
heading. It reminds Ludwig of being a child — he has no choice but to surrender to
the slow pattern of the day. He hates the feeling of moving away from Hilde without
even being able to tell her that he’s going. It’s like flying into a fog.

They rattle through the suburbs, which look like those on Ludwig’s route to

work, but there are no landmarks he recognises. London looks braced for a
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shattering impact, windows all papered over and cross-hatched with tape, piles of
sandbags everywhere. Silver-grey barrage balloons — futuristic and surreal, like
plump cartoon fish — float over the rooftops. The station names have all been painted
out, in case of invasion.

After they have finished eating, Ludwig offers round his cigarettes (with some
inward reluctance — he’s beginning to wonder how long they will last). He is rewarded
with a smile from Kurt - “Ah, a fellow human being, perhaps?”

“I hope so.”

Kurt wears a grey flannel suit and Oxford brogues. He crosses his legs, and
clasps his elbow with a hand, and smokes as if he really needs the cigarette, looking
out of the window. “Where are you from?” he asks Ludwig. “And how has our
beloved Fulhrer enriched your life?” There’s a tension in his voice, although the words
are flippant.

Ludwig tells an abbreviated version of his story, including his difficulties under
the Race Laws, which prevented his marriage from going ahead, and prompted their
escape to London. “Really? To look at, you're a fine example of the master-race,”
Kurt says.

“So I'm told.” Back in Germany, people sometimes asked why he didn’t join
the Party, and seemed annoyed when he explained, almost as if he’d deceived them
on purpose. His blonde hair helped him to avoid difficult situations, and probably
protected him from some of the nastier incidents. He remembers explaining to Hilde
about his father, early in their courtship, and how silly they agreed it all was - this
fervent, self-involved fairy-tale people increasingly told (mostly, it seemed to them,
for the benefit of the angry and uneducated) with such a fuss about racial taint, and
national pride, and lines on the map.

“Then you’re all three of you Jews?” Herbert says, with surprise and some

distaste.
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Ludwig hesitates. This is a question he never quite knows how to answer. He
thinks of himself as non-Aryan, rather than exactly Jewish. “Just my father. We don’t
follow the religion,” he adds, awkwardly.

He was raised in the Lutheran Church. The whole family attended, mainly to
please his mother — they sat in the dark wooden pews, and Ludwig felt the cosy
excitement of Christmas, the slightly gory thrill of Easter, and the self-absorbed
shame of adolescence, in much the same way as many of his school friends. In his
late teens — engrossed in his own scientific education, and perhaps sensing
something stiff and reluctant in his father’s occasional observance - he lost patience
with the ritual, and stopped going to church at all, to his mother’s despair.

Ludwig can’t deny it's been more convenient not to think of himself as Jewish,
and he doesn’t miss what he’s never known. Just occasionally, over the years, there
have been moments when he’s noticed how his father is with his own side of the
family — a way of talking with the uncles and cousins or with an old friend, a knowing
laugh, a few strange-sounding words, intriguing as a code. His father seems to
become someone different with these people: freer, with a different sense of humour,
and an easy familiarity. It feels to Ludwig as if they have a shared secret or joke,
something slightly dangerous, only to be revealed behind closed doors, which shuts
him off, making him feel a little excluded. It's not exactly that he’s lonely or envious,
but it does make him curious, wondering about this parallel life he hasn’t had. When
people ask him to explain himself, whatever answer he gives, Ludwig feels as if he is
pretending — but perhaps this is a common feeling. He has to admit, with the world as
it is right now, that there’s a certain logic to his parents’ approach.

“Ah, one of those,” Kurt says, drily. “Well, it seems we’re all in this together.
This is quite a peculiar mix up,” he adds. “It might almost be amusing, in other

circumstances.”
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“Try telling that to my missus,” says Mr Gutmann. “She’s in a terrible state.
She’s been on at me to get me papers sorted for twenty odd years.” He puts his head
in his hands.

Herbert gets chatting to one of the soldiers, admiring his gun. The soldier,
flattered, seems about to let Herbert have a look, before the Sergeant reprimands
him. “Good God, man, he’s a prisoner. Don’t go handing over your weapon! What'’s
wrong with you?” The soldier looks sheepish.

They’re an odd assortment, Ludwig reflects. How will they cope in a camp full
of real Nazis? It's a horrible idea. Nevertheless, with a bit of food in his stomach,
exhaustion washes over him, and the movement of the train begins to lull him to
sleep.

Drowsily, he remembers a previous journey, terrified and elated, on the boat
train which brought them to London together. They had crossed several borders by
then, each time Hilde clutching her new calf-skin handbag with the coins inside; she
hadn’t taken her hand off it for a single second. He was full of admiration for the
railway embankments and bridges, the new tarmac roads and electricity pylons —
evidence, he explained to her, of how these people governed so much of the world.
They’d laughed with uncertain relief - this was the moment that they’d never quite
dared to imagine — as they tried to puzzle out the advertisements together: soap
which wouldn’t shrink woollens, a chewing gum that promised strong, white teeth.
He’d had the sense of something huge, grand and elaborate, as they came into
London, watching tenements with washing lines, big brick chimneys, fine Edwardian
buildings, with no Swastikas hanging outside! She was next to him: their knees
touched. He knew that he could sleep next to her that night, in the tiny flat that Ernst
and his family rented, and that no one would come banging on the door in the early
hours of the morning. He remembers how he stroked her hand, as they stared out of

the window together, her comforting presence mixed up with the view.
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When he wakes, he looks for her for a moment, but of course this is another
train, and she isn’t here. The countryside has changed. He shakes his head, trying to
wake up properly: he ought to have stayed alert, to get an idea of their route. There
are small hills, and an irregular patchwork of fields; twisty old trees, that seem to
have been blown sideways by the wind. The view alarms him — he senses they have
come a long way. It's pretty in the evening light, but the beauty of the landscape only
adds to his anxiety. Kurt, who has seen more of England than the rest of them, thinks
they are in the South West.

They change trains at a small town. The second train seems completely
empty, apart from them. The countryside looks magical, touched by the last silvery
light of the day. Between hills, they see a river estuary, and beyond this, a glimpse of

the glistening sea.

*k%

The light is fading as they reach their destination. It's a very small seaside
town. The tiny station is deserted.

The train doors are unlocked, and the four internees — Ludwig, Kurt, Herbert,
and Mr Gutmann - climb down with their bags. They stand on the platform beneath a
pretty Victorian awning, stretching their limbs after their long journey. The soldiers
shoulder their guns and stand to attention, feeling perhaps that the time has come to
make more of a show of guarding their charges. Over a meadow, in the dusk, they
can see a large sign: “Warner’s Holiday Camp”. They can also see a long, imposing,
barbed-wire fence.

The temperature is falling fast. The four men turn up their collars, and button
their coats. “Right, you lot, let's make a move,” the sergeant barks, and walks them

round to the entrance via the road.
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A wire gate is unbolted and opened up by the guards, and Ludwig enters his
first internment camp. By now, it’s nearly dark. Mist rolls in from the sea, in a low-
lying cloud, which gives the place an added strangeness. Ludwig can make out
orderly rows of tiny wooden chalets, quaint and oddly Germanic with their
overhanging peaked roofs. There’s a huge, ghostly swimming pool, and tennis
courts, and some additional army tents, all being swallowed up by the fast-moving
wisps of white. A children’s playground stands deserted, iron swings and a
roundabout moving slightly in the wind. He can feel, rather than see, the sea. They
walk towards a large, white, modern building at one end, which contains the camp
offices.

Inside this building, an Intelligence Officer rises from behind a desk. He
exchanges a few words with their guards from the train, looks the new arrivals up
and down blankly, and scrutinises their documents. He gives them each internee
numbers and searches their luggage again. “Sort them out with their kit,” he says to a
pimply young Private.

The four new internees follow the Private to a storeroom, where he presents
them with two scratchy blankets each, a dented tin plate, some cutlery, and a round
tin container with a handle. “Tha’s yer pannikin,” the Private says. Is he even
speaking English? There’s also a sort of canvas sack. Ludwig turns this over in his
hands, curiously. Is it to carry the other things inside? “An’ tha’s yer pally-asser, fill ‘er
up over there,” the Private points towards a half-demolished bale of straw, just
outside the door. “Gis ‘ere,” he laughs at their incomprehension. “I'll show yas.”

He shows them how to stuff the sack, in order to use it as a mattress. Ludwig
tears off wads of straw with his hands by the light of a single lantern, with the grass
seeds and the debris floating in the beam. Their silent concentration during this
complex, half-grasped ritual reminds him of a dream. “It’s a bit like joining the army, |

imagine,” Kurt says, grimly. This gives Ludwig another twinge — because it is, except
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for the vital, horrible, shaming differences, which make everything the wrong way
round, and make it far more like being taken prisoner.

Struggling to carry all this, they go out again into the dark and the fog, led by
the Private. By now, they can’t see more than a few feet ahead. Ludwig’s thin city
shoes slide and squelch on the muddy grass. He can hear more guards —a
mournful, disembodied cry, from the perimeter wire. “Number one post, all's well.”
“Number two post, all's well.”

He can also hear a distant music, broken up by the wind. Ludwig has a
peculiar, hot feeling. Oh God, can it be what he thinks? He and Kurt looked at each
other, and then look away quickly, too full of emotion to trust themselves with a
reaction. It's a sound he’d hoped never to hear again. Deep German voices,
melodious and beautiful, are singing the Horst Wessel song. He recognises the
melody, and knows the words too well, even if they are not close enough to hear
properly.

“Hitler’s banner flies over the streets. The time of our bondage will soon be

over.”

*k%

Ludwig dreams that the walls of the house are gone; the baby is frozen, stiff
and blue in his cot. Just as he begins to howl in his dream, he’s woken by a bugle.

He has slept fully dressed, in his jacket and his coat, under his blankets — but
the wind blows right through the flimsy wooden chalet, and he can’t feel his hands,
feet or face.

Still disorientated, he staggers outside, in an attempt to warm himself up. A
huge seagull hangs overhead. Riding in the air, it is the only still point, in a world of
movement. The wind has picked up, causing a mad fluttering — the tents, the Union

Jack, the items of men’s clothing hanging on short washing-lines in front of the
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chalets. The sky is battleship grey, and a few shafts of light come down through the
clouds.

The first thing Ludwig does, now that it’s light, is to walk to the perimeter of
the camp. He needs to see for himself that he really is trapped. There are two barbed
wire fences, with a duck-board walkway between — he stares at these with a kind of
horrified fascination. He walks along the inside of the fence. There are low wetlands
to the north, the distant railway station to the west, and the backs of guest houses to
the south, facing onto the esplanade. It is odd to be so close to the sea — he can
smell it in the air, taste it on his skin, hear it, even - but not see it.

The wire goes all the way round. At each corner, there’s a new-looking
wooden tower, and a soldier armed with a rifle. The soldier at the entrance has a
machine gun, mounted on a tripod. Each of these details feels like a sharp pain in his
chest. A fortified holiday camp! They aren’t joking, then — this place is the real thing.

A soldier stands on the other side of the wire, only a few feet away. “Um,
excuse me!” Ludwig calls out. The man stiffens but doesn’t reply. How strange that
they are both here, on either side of the fence, while a few days ago they might have
drunk in the same pub or ridden on the same bus. He wants to laugh about it with
someone.

He goes down to the dining hall to escape the wind, which he feels could
quickly drive you crazy. Inside the hall, there are lots of men milling around aimlessly,
in their overcoats. There are rows of trestle tables, and some iron chairs. The men
are mostly clustered around two stoves, one at each end, which barely take the chill
off the air. Is it safe to go amongst them? No one seems to look anyone else in the
eye.

To his relief, Ludwig finds Kurt. “Hello. How’s your chalet?”

Kurt laughs. “Well ventilated accommodation, with plenty of sea air,” he says

in English. Ludwig is envious of the ease with which he slips between the two
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languages. “I think this is what the Brits call ‘bracing’,” he says, blowing on his
fingers. “Which is Anglo-Saxon for bloody freezing, by the way”.

Ludwig gives him a cigarette. He can smell some kind of food and hears a
metallic clatter from an adjoining room. “Have you seen the others?”

Kurt nods. He indicates Mr Gutmann, who is talking to a couple of Jewish
men, also with beards, sitting nearby. “And Herbert has made friends with the
National Socialists.” He points to the stove at the other end of the room.

Ludwig feels a familiar twinge at this news — it's the feeling he had in
Germany, whenever one of his friends or acquaintances joined the Party. Herbert?
Well, perhaps he isn’t really surprised. “Have you spoken to them? What are they
like?” he says.

“Sailors, mostly, | believe — not the military sort, just from cargo or passenger
ships. A couple of businessmen who cut it too fine. Ordinary fellows, but a few are
quite unpleasantly patriotic. They seem just as delighted to see us as we are to see
them.”

“| suppose so...”

“Can you imagine? Picked up by the British and then interned with a bunch of
Jews and Communists! There’s a certain poetic justice......

“Justice?” Ludwig repeats. The word sounds strange to him.

“Well, maybe not justice...” Kurt says.

Looking at the men around him, Ludwig notices some of his own symptoms in
their behaviour. They pace and rock, they run their hands through their beards and
tear at their hair, they smoke nervously, with shaking hands, or stare mournfully into
space. No one has been at the camp very long, and the shock is still fresh. Looking
at some of the older men, Ludwig feels glad that his father is not here.

The men at the far end — Nazis, according to Kurt - seem to be coping rather
better. They sit around playing cards, they make jokes and laugh loudly, sometimes

pointedly, in the direction of his group. Perhaps it’s just that the seamen are better
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dressed for these conditions — in thick, roll-necked sweaters and sturdy boots — and
are also somewhat fitter.

“Depressing, isn’t it?” Kurt says, bitterly. “Look at us. Degenerates and
deviants, racially and morally deficient.” Once again, Ludwig isn’t quite sure if he is
joking. It's true that the refugee men look dishevelled, with long, flapping coats. I
don’t fancy our chances if it comes to a fight.”

Breakfast is served from a hatch. Lining up to get the food causes a certain
mixing of groups. Ludwig finds himself behind Kurt, and just in front of a balding man
with a prominent upper lip. “Good morning,” the man says, pleasantly. He ignores
Kurt, but perhaps that’s just because he’s standing nearer to Ludwig. “You’re one of
the new arrivals, aren’t you?” he says.

Ludwig gives his name and says that he is, and the man introduces himself
politely. “l am Gustav Pahlke.” He says he is a travelling salesman for a factory which
makes wallpaper. His pronounced upper lip makes Ludwig think of a human-sized
duck. “The food is very bad, I'm afraid. And who would have thought that England,
too, should be so very ‘over-Jewed’?” — so stark tberjudet. He gives a friendly,
slightly ironic laugh, so agreeable that it takes Ludwig a horrible moment to catch up,
and for the smile to fall from his face. “The place is swarming with them. You should
come and sit with us,” the salesman says.

As usual when faced with this sort of thing, Ludwig is lost for words, and
merely stammers at him. “I - I'm fine, thank you....”

“Well, you know, one doesn't like to dine near an unpleasant smell...” the
man shrugs. “Good to meet you, Weiss.”

After they have eaten their porridge — burned in some places, cold in others -
and drunk their sweet tea, there is something called a ‘roll call’. All the men stand on
one side of the room, eyeing each other nervously, shuffling and fidgeting, and a

Sergeant Major calls out a list of names, compensating in volume for his uncertainty
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over pronunciation. As their names are called, the men pass to the other end of the
hall.

The process is long — the camp is filling up, and there are already more than
three hundred men. There are a lot of Jewish names. The middle name “Israel,”
which the Nazi government began adding to Jewish passports the year before, is
read out many times. The realisation begins to dawn on Ludwig that he is not in a
minority — which is a relief in some ways, except that it means his situation is not an
isolated mistake.

At one end of the room, there is a stage with a dusty blue curtain, which must
once have been used to entertain the holiday makers. After the roll call, the camp
Commandant, a Colonel, climbs up on this to address the assembled men. He has a
small grey moustache and has a pair of dogs with him — two lanky greyhounds — who
wait, alert, on the stage beside him. He asks for a volunteer to translate his words
into German.

“Listen here, men,” he begins, with a sort of loud, strangled bark, feet astride,
hands clasped behind his back. “One thing you will learn about the British, we are
very fair. You may have been fighting against us until recently, but now you are here,
we will treat you decently. | don’t care who you were in Germany, or what your
politics are, and | certainly don’t want to know about your religious beliefs.” He
pauses, to let his words sink in, and to give the interpreter time to catch up. Ludwig
thinks the Colonel looks impressive, in his uniform and peaked cap, over the many
heads of the listening men.

“Now, | dare say that none of us particularly wants to be here, but we just
have to make the best of things. Stop bothering the office at all hours with your
complaints and your requests. Don’t try to engage us in argument about the whys
and wherefores. The holding of political meetings or the collecting of membership

dues is forbidden. Anyone who disrespects the rules will be disciplined.”
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He sighs deeply. “Keep your cabins tidy, and I'll see about getting some work
for those of you that want it. And for God'’s sake, let’s see if we can’t all get along.”

Kurt, whose parents’ department store in Vienna has reopened under new
management - “Aryanized” is the term they use - says nothing. Friedrich Koppel,
whose chest has not been right since the six months he spent in Sachsenhausen,
coughs a few times. Walter Geller, whose academic career ended abruptly six years
ago, scratches his neck. Sixteen-year-old Heinz Reindorf, who came to England on a
Kindertransport last year, scuffs his shoe on the floor. Erwin Blumenthal, whose
brother recently committed suicide after being refused a visa, is silent.

There is an atmosphere in the hall, which the British seem to feel, but not

understand — like a crackle of electricity, in the air.

**%

“It seems to me that the first thing to do is to see if we can’t get separated
from the Nazis,” Ludwig suggests, that evening. He has decided to treat the whole
thing as an engineering problem and break it down into smaller steps.

He shares his hut with a young man named Otto Lipski. Otto is short, stocky,
and muscular, with pale skin, faint freckles, and tight, reddish curls. Otto switches off
the ceiling light — there’s a curfew — and the two men try to settle down for the night.

“We've tried that,” Otto says, shifting around in his bunk. “They won’t do it. If
they did that, they’d be admitting there are anti-Nazis in the camp. They can’t admit
that, so they can’t separate us.” Otto is a Communist and seems to take a grim
pleasure in identifying this sort of paradox. He is also Jewish, although Ludwig gets
the impression that his political devotion leaves little room for religion.

Ludwig is on his straw mattress, wearing every item of clothing he packed.
He’s taken off his shoes and stuffed them with old newspaper, in an attempt to dry

them out: they have varied between slightly damp and soaking wet since his arrival.
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He is thankful for his overcoat — it's a lot colder here than in London, and the weather
is getting worse. He has one blanket wrapped around his shoulders, the other over
his body. His lips are chapped and sore, his cheeks burn from the wind.

“How many of us — | mean anti-fascists - are there?” he asks.

“l can’t say for sure. How do you measure that, in any case? It feels as if it's
roughly half and half, at the moment. | think someone’s doing a sort of survey, since
the Brits won’t.”

“And we’re all here by mistake?”

“Depends what you mean by mistake,” Otto sounds tired. “The Tribunals
needed to identify some enemies, or people would say they weren’t doing their job.
We left-wingers are here because they don’t like our politics. | expect there was
personal prejudice by some of the officials, against Jews, you know. There are a few
without correct documents — the Kraus brothers arrived without the right paperwork,
for example, and then there are others, like you, who broke some little regulation.
Quite a few seem to believe they were unfairly denounced — Frankel reckons it was a
jealous colleague, and Fenstermacher blames a hysterical landlady...”

“What a mess,” Ludwig says.

“That’s one way to put it.” Otto is quiet for a while. Then Ludwig hears him
start to snore.

How is it possible to sleep in this temperature? Every position Ludwig lies in
feels painful. He is hungry. There is nothing to look forward to except perhaps losing
consciousness for a few hours, and waking up, aching with cold, to all the same
problems: wet shoes, burnt porridge, and the collective misery of three hundred men.
No one knows where they are, and most of the world wants to forget about them.
The utter pointlessness of it all makes him wretched. “I'm sorry, my love, I'm sorry,”
he says to Hilde, in his head. This internment is like being kicked in the stomach,

again and again.
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He wishes he’d thought to bring something of hers with him — a stocking or a
glove that’s been near her skin and has her smell on it. He lets the tears slide quietly
down his cheeks. He hates to think about what their relationship has done to her.
She’s kind and beautiful and funny and sweet natured — all these things are
surprising enough to start with - but the fact that she’s left Germany for him, when
there was really every reason for her not to, marrying in a foreign land, giving birth to
his son, making their home in a bedsit... Only to be left alone, to face this new ordeal!

The thin wooden boards rattle, and the wind makes a high-pitched whistling
noise. When eventually he sleeps, the sound whines through his dreams, where it
becomes other things. At first, it is the noise of the baby, crying for hours on end.

“Shall | pick him up?” he says to Hilde, in his dream.

“Get away from us!” she screams.

Then it becomes the noise in the cockpit, as his aeroplane plunges into a

dive.
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Crazy Consolations

Hilde is left behind abruptly. Ludwig is simply gone. What is she supposed to
do next?

An intense silence fills the house. She imagines she can feel many ears,
straining to listen, from the different rooms. With an odd sense of moving through
water, she goes out to the hall to telephone Ludwig’s cousin. Should she speak in
German — instantly incriminating — or in English, so that every word can be overheard
and analysed? “Hello, Ernst? Something bad has happened,” she says. She notices
with surprise how everything she says now sounds guilty.

Ernst is loudly indignant. He comes over, and strides about the room waving
his arms, making plans: names of people they will write to or telephone. “This is
beyond idiotic, even by their standards,” he says, loudly. He will go to the refugee
organisation in Bloomsbury — they have people who might be able to help. “You can
rely on me,” he says. “l won’t abandon you.” Ernst and Ruth have been in London
longer — Ernst left Germany in a hurry six years ago, just after Hitler came to power —
before that, he was training to be a lawyer in Berlin and was involved in student
politics. They have already been “naturalised” and are safe from internment. To look
at, he’s a darker, lankier version of Ludwig, and their physical similarity is unsettling
to Hilde.

His wife Ruth is shocked and silent, and prepares them all some food, which
they can’t eat. Ludwig’s parents are bewildered and horrified by what has happened.
They can make no sense of it. The British are their saviours, and seemed at first to
understand their situation — so how can they now have taken their son, and for what
crime? Frau Weiss, between her tears, takes it as a vindication of her pessimism; the
world is going to ruin, people have become like animals, and nothing makes sense

any more.
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Hilde changes and feeds the baby in a daze, but the sight of him — something
about all the things he doesn’t know - makes her choke up. She can’t bear the older
couple either, with their wounded incomprehension. At last they all leave her room. It
will only be a few days, she tells herself, a week at most. She will face this test. She
just has to get through it.

When they are gone, however, things are almost worse. Shaken, nauseous,
trembling with a strange energy, the very thought of sleep seems ridiculous. Ludwig’s
side of the bed is empty, the pillow still smells of him. She moves agitatedly around
the room, checking on the child, leafing frantically back and forth through the
dictionary, starting and then abandoning letters in despair. The English phrases
seem to twist and writhe in her head. She chases down a meaning until she has it
safely cornered by a full stop, adapting expressions she’s learned elsewhere - from
the blue booklet, for example. “My husband intends to Great Britain no harm. We are
loyal to England our most generous host.”

During the night there’s a soft tap at the door — Ludwig’s parents have
thought of some new ideas and have been seized by a terrible sense of urgency.
Hilde must telephone the office of a man they once heard on the wireless and write
immediately to a cousin in America who has legal training! They speak in frantic
whispers, to avoid waking the baby. Hilde promises them to do this in the morning,
and adds some notes to the list, and eventually manages to get rid of them again.
She misses her own parents — her fat, silly mother, and her stern, business-like
father — from the time before their admiration for their “Leader” and their ascent in the
local Party stole them from her, or perhaps before her relationship with Ludwig stole
her from them. Just before dawn, she throws herself onto the bed and cries violently,
like a mad woman — surprisingly, this doesn’t wake the baby either. Then she sleeps
for a couple of hours.

In the morning, after his feed, the baby is burbling with joy (“at least you're

happy,” she says as she wrestles him into his clothes). She must keep going, she
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tells herself, and make Ludwig proud. She fixes up her hair with shaking hands. In
Germany, she usually wore her heavy plaits pinned up in a sort of coronet, from one
side of her head to the other — here, to blend in, she has begun to twist it into a
chignon, at the base of her neck. She does up the buttons on her shabby coat,
chosen from amongst the moth-eaten relics at a Church Hall jumble sale. She climbs
the stairs, as usual. “Mother, I'm going to the shops,” she says.

In the hallway, she catches sight of one of the other tenants, a travelling
salesman in his fifties with a round belly and a Clark Gable moustache, whose room
she’s sometimes cleaned in the past. Normally, he wishes her “good morning”
politely, and touches his hat. Today, he says nothing, but raises his eyebrows at her
with an expression she can’t decipher — curious, mocking and strangely triumphant.
She catches her breath, and looks down at her feet, feeling confused and affronted.

First stop is the grocer. A bell rings as she enters the shop and then there’s
another of the peculiar new silences. Two customers seem to have broken off mid-
sentence, and make way for her at the wooden counter, stepping back hastily, as if
she has some terrible disease. Slowly, it dawns on her: everyone knows, and
Ludwig’s arrest has become a local scandal overnight. Will the woman at the counter
refuse to serve her? She looks around at their terrified, fascinated faces.

What did she even come here for? Suddenly she can’t remember. They sell
dry goods from sacks, and there are tins and packets lined up along the shelves. She
feels for the shopping list in her pocket, but perhaps the only thing is to address this
directly. She clears her throat. “You have heard, | suppose, about our situation?” she
begins. “It is a mistake, an error. My husband is not a Nazi sympathiser!” Her words
sound stiff and unconvincing, even to her own ears.

“Well, that's as maybe. They have to be careful, don’t they? Better safe than
sorry, | suppose,” the woman behind the counter says, amiably. She’s always been

kind in the past, but usually speaks to Hilde a little too loudly.
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“And they do say that there’s no smoke without fire...” one of the watching
women contributes triumphantly, as if this proves something. What does she mean,
exactly? Does she really believe that they are spies? It seems to Hilde that there are
many of these trite yet brutal sayings, which the British reach for in any unfamiliar
situation.

She leaves the shop without buying anything, her cheeks burning. Pushing
the large pram, with its curved navy hood, she feels like mowing down anyone in her
way. She looks at the other people on the street, moving along the small parade of
shops, in their dull-coloured overcoats. What do the British think about, she
wonders? What must be in their heads, without all this to worry about?

The butcher, at least, doesn’t seem to have heard anything. “Cheer up,” he
says, with one look at her face, “it might never happen.” But perhaps it already has,
Hilde thinks to herself. She collects her purchases with a miserable feeling that the
other women in the queue will soon set him straight, after she’s left.

The baby begins to fret — it's nearly time for his feed. As she hurries home,
she realises that their landlady, Mrs Rose, has probably played a role in spreading
the story so fast. She’ll be fascinated, of course — she’s always taken an unhealthy
interest in her tenants, and after the initial shock, she’ll be unable to resist the gasps
and whistles of astonishment.

This suspicion is confirmed as she reaches home. Hilde opens the front door
quietly. “I know! Would you believe it? Not even his own wife knew...” she hears Mrs
Rose saying to the travelling salesman. “Although how he could keep a thing like that
secret....” Her voice quivers with a sort of breathless intensity. She seems to be
trying out slight embellishments, as if hoping to make some kind of sense of things
through variations in the telling.

Hilde lifts John out of the pram, and marches over, her heart beating hard, the

squirming baby in her arms. “My husband is not a Nazi!” she exclaims. “He has more
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reason to despise them than anyone. | will insist you do not say such things...” She
is shaking with anger.

Mrs Rose looks startled. Hilde is usually so mild and helpful. “Don’t upset
yourself, my dear...” she stammers. “After all, with so many young men called up, it's
not like you're the only one left in the lurch. We all have to make sacrifices, don’t we?
At least you know he’s safe...”

“It's not the same at all,” Hilde says, hotly. “Any sacrifices we would gladly
make to help with winning the war. But this...... ” a huge sob catches her by surprise,
“it seems so cruel, so without purpose.”

She can't finish, and Mrs Rose, who a few moments ago was implying that
her husband was a spy, steers her along the hallway, and sits them down in the
kitchen, and makes Ovaltine: “- it's good for the nerves, dear. We all drank it in the
last war.” Her sympathy is almost harder to take than the gossip. Hilde finds that it is
kindness, not hostility, that breaks down her resolve, and her tears won'’t stop. Life is
now full, it seems, of these strange contradictions. The drink is disgusting too, and
she cannot swallow it.

Fortunately, there is still lots of cleaning work she can do, even without a
permit. She cleans the communal areas of the lodging house with a grim
determination, making the brass door fittings cloudy and then bright, running a mop
over the shiny, well-worn lino, scouring the bathtub with Vim, and sluicing the front
steps. She makes superstitious bargains in her head — if she can finish this within the
hour, then she will get a letter from him tomorrow. If she can get the whole lot done
by four, then he’ll be back within a week.

The travelling salesman asks her to do his room for him again — “just a quick
once-over.” He sits on the bed and reads the newspaper while she works, his shirt
unbuttoned over a greying vest, glancing up at her every now and again. What
exactly counts as a “quick once-over” she wonders? She cleans the floor, folds and

straightens a few items — she doesn’t really like to touch his clothes - and wipes
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down the surfaces. When she’s finished he rises heavily to his feet and runs a finger
over the doorframe to check for dust. This makes her nervous, but he just frowns.

Then he opens his wallet and stands completely still, for slightly longer than
necessary. Hilde feels herself grow hot. She thinks she can hear the baby crying,
from upstairs.

“Bit of a spot you're in, | suppose,” he says, in a thoughtful, friendly voice.
“Are you looking to make a bit extra? With your husband out of the picture, all of a
sudden....”

What does he mean? Does he know of some other work for her? Hilde
swallows, meets his eyes uneasily, and knows that this isn’t what he’s suggesting.
She stiffens like a trapped animal, glancing helplessly at the door. “Don’t look like
that,” he lets out an ugly laugh. “I'm only asking, pet. | know you're not really that sort
- or not yet, anyway.” He fishes out a few coins. “Off you go then!” he says and gives
her a disrespectful little pat on the bottom.

She also cleans for a Jewish conductor from Austria, whose friends have
helped him escape to London. He smokes constantly; everything in his apartment is
covered in a thin film of ash. He keeps the curtains drawn all day and lies in his bed
or on the sofa. He is older than Hilde. His wife and daughter are still in Vienna, but it
is impossible to get them out now. Hilde bustles about, drawing the curtains,
emptying ashtrays, running a bucket of water, trying to soothe herself with her
routine.

“How did it go at your Tribunal?” he asks her.

She is moving the mop over the parquet flooring. She stops and breathes
deeply, feeling the warm wave of indignation, the familiar prickle of tears. “My
husband has been interned”, she confesses. She expects that he at least will
understand, as a fellow refugee. It is a relief just to speak the words.

To her surprise, he is not in the least sympathetic. “The British are quite right

to be careful,” he says approvingly, groping for his cigarettes. “Better they should
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intern a hundred innocent men than one single Nazi should go free.” She feels like
overturning her bucket and walking out, but she doesn’t. “Fortunately, | have been
awarded a ‘C’ classification,” he says, with just a trace of smugness.

An unusual arrangement has evolved between them. He sometimes lets her
play his piano, after she’s finished her work — a beautiful mahogany Bechstein. “You
want to play, again? It's not really what you expect from a char,” he says, as she’s
reaching for her coat. “But go ahead, if you like. | suppose somebody might as well
make use of it.”

So she sits down, and opens the lid, and doing this, she feels a surge of
memory. She remembers her piano at home, and the dim, under-water light of the
front room where it stood, dappled by the shadows of potted plants and the lace at
the window — and once again she’s there, working things out, while the life of the
house goes on distantly around her. There’s a pain in her chest, somewhere near her
heart. She flexes her fingers, and unleashes her anger on the piano keys, bashing
her way through Chopin’s Revolutionary Etude with a ferocity that makes the
sideboard shake. The conductor lies on the sofa, moving his head very slightly in
time to the music. “That’s the spirit,” he says.

The Daily Mail lands on the mat every morning, and every morning Hilde
picks it up and puts it on the hall table. She reads the headlines - warning how easily
ordinary people can find themselves “dupes of the Nazis,” unwittingly passing on vital
information. The drip-feed of insinuation continues. Too few refugees have been
interned. Too many are left to go about freely — instead, they should be “put where
they can do no harm.” Fake passports are being made in a synagogue, by
unscrupulous criminals. A new type of deadly gas is coming, which smells like
violets.

Ludwig’s mother is eager to look after the baby — almost irritatingly so, Hilde
feels. The older woman is obsessed with feeding the plump little infant - “do you think

he might be hungry?” she suggests pointedly, every time he cries. It's lucky she can
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help of course, and Hilde can see how much good it does her to be useful, but
something about the triumphant glint in her eye is hard to take. Hilde rushes back
from a job, her brassiere stuffed with milk-sodden handkerchiefs, haunted by a
phantom crying all the way home — only to find baby John sprawled blissfully asleep,
and her mother-in-law rinsing the long glass bottle, with its dark red rubber teat.

“Hush, I only just got him off...” Frau Weiss says, glancing up. “Did you get a
letter, yet?”

Hilde shakes her head. Exhausted, uncomfortable, yet unable to relax, she
goes back to her own room. On the table, a pile of papers is spread out — more of the
letters on which she works in her spare time, in the ornate, cursive script that she
learnt at school.

She opens the wardrobe to hang up her jacket, and there are Ludwig’s
clothes, hanging, still retaining something of his shape. She lurches forward suddenly
and buries her face in the sleeve of an old shirt. She can still smell him — that mixture
of soap, cigarettes, and a faint, precious whiff of sweat. A wave of longing goes
through her, violent as a convulsion, strangely mixed with anger. Her face is
contorted in a silent wail of misery, and her breath comes out in uncontrolled gasps.

She knows of course that this separation is the last thing he would have
chosen, but a part of her feels a furious resentment against him. How could you
leave me, she thinks? | followed you all the way here! | gave up my whole life for you!
How can you leave me to do this dirty, boring work, to men who make nasty

suggestions, and not even alone, but surrounded by your family?

*k%k

In the morning, Ludwig wakes half frozen, and walks stiffly up to the wire, as if
to check that it’s still there. Other men, like him, blunder about the camp, army

blankets wrapped around their shoulders or over their heads. They are bent, like the
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trees that grow sideways in the wind, trying to shelter a small part of themselves from
the aching cold. In their many layers of shabby clothing, they seem to be lugging
around bodies that are no longer entirely their own. They remind him of the inmates
in the yard of a lunatic asylum.

An older man stands at the fence. He’s one of the Orthodox Jews, with a
straggly grey beard and small round spectacles. He wears a dark hat with a large
brim, and an immaculate three-piece suit, with a glossy silk waistcoat. “Good
morning,” he says to Ludwig politely, just as if they are holiday-makers admiring the
view.

They look out through the barbed wire together. To the east there is an
estuary with bull rushes and reeds, and behind this, a hill covered in brown fuzz, and
the lip of a cliff. Ludwig can see sheep on the slopes, and a fine white house in the
distance, where people must live a wonderful, free life.

“Last night, | dreamed | was walking on that beach which we are not
permitted to see,” the man says. He speaks in a calm, formal manner, like someone
from the 19" Century. He has a silk handkerchief peeking out of one pocket.

“What is it like?” Ludwig can’t resist asking. The Orthodox men make him feel
uncomfortable. Their faith feels like a kind of reproach — to his father’s choices,
perhaps even to Ludwig’s very existence. He suspects that given the chance, they
will disapprove of him. It’s ironic, he thinks, how he’s always falling short — too Jewish
for some, not Jewish enough for others, not German enough, but also too German.
Whichever hat he wears, he feels somehow dishonest, even to himself.

“There were palm trees”, the man offers, with a brief smile. “I suppose my
brain invented those.”

“Surely your brain invented all of it?” Ludwig says.

“Perhaps,” the man seems unbothered by Ludwig’s cynicism. “But | have had

this sort of dream before, you know. In it, | was with my grandfather. He was a very
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learned Rabbi, famous well beyond my hometown of Frankfurt. Perhaps you’ve
heard of him?”

“Probably not.”

The man looks at Ludwig, taking him in briefly - and then back towards the
fence. “No, probably not,” he agrees. “Anyway, his name, like mine, was
Oppenheimer. | dream of him only rarely, and when he speaks to me, | find | am well
advised to listen carefully. He warned me to leave Germany in a dream, and it was
just as well | did so. Just a week after that, my neighbours write to tell me, our door
was broken down and all of our windows smashed.”

“Oh! Yes, | suppose that was pretty good advice. And what did your learned
grandfather have to say about our situation?”

“Well, of course | asked him what we are all wondering. | asked him how long
we must stay in this place.”

“And did he know?” In spite of himself, Ludwig finds he is curious.

A group of the sailors are doing exercises together in the distance, bending
and stretching in their thermals. They are singing another one of their songs —
something about the sunrise in the east. Their low voices hum on the cold morning
air.

“He said we shall be free in time for Tisha b’Av,” Oppenheimer says solemnly.
“However, he said that it is not permitted for us to celebrate.” The brim of his hat
casts a shadow over his face.

“What's that?” Ludwig says. He feels increasingly embarrassed to ask such
guestions. It seems ridiculous to have suffered such upheavals for a faith, or a race,
or whatever it is - that he knows so little of.

“It is the ninth day of the month of Av,” says Oppenheimer, which doesn’t
make Ludwig much the wiser.

Ludwig can see that down at the dining hall, people are starting to queue up

for breakfast, and he can feel a trace of irritation creeping back in. “Well, nice to talk
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to you,” he says, “Mr Oppenheimer. Please do ask your grandfather to speed things
up for us as much as he can.”

After breakfast, Ludwig returns to find his small hut crammed with
Communists. Otto and his comrades are holding a meeting. These are forbidden in
theory, but easy to conceal, as none of the British speak much German. “We are
discussing sports”, they say, spreading their fingers in gestures of exaggerated
innocence, if challenged to explain their animated discussion — and surprisingly, this
seems to be an excuse which the British find endlessly plausible. Ludwig doesn’t
really mind — their breath and cigarette smoke and the warmth of their close-packed
bodies clouds the freezing air.

Ulrich Achterberg is one of the most gripping storytellers. The younger
Communists listen in awe, as this large man speaks in matter-of-fact terms, his
craggy face dimly lit by the chalet ceiling light. He tells of his days in the Red Front
Fighters League, operating in secret under Nazi rule, and his narrow escapes from
the Gestapo. He left Germany on foot through the forests, and eventually travelled to