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			And the most proud 

			shall stumble and fall, 

			and none shall raise 

			him up: and I will kindle a fire 

			in his cities, and it shall 

			devour all round about him.

			—Jeremiah 50:32
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			A few weeks after the assassination of Austrian Archduke Franz Ferdinand in Bosnia in June of 1914, the German Empire, led by a man called Kaiser Wilhelm, declared war on Russia, Belgium, France, England, and their allied powers. This began what was then called the “Great War” and the “War to End all Wars.” Later, when Europe plunged the world into another global conflict, its name was changed to World War I.

			For the most part, the German people were ecstatic that summer of 1914. Tens of thousands of them came out to send their troops off to battle. They lined the streets, smothering the soldiers with hugs and kisses and festooning their rifles, cannons, and tank guns with garlands of flowers.

			Four years later, Kaiser Wilhelm fled the country in fear for his life, and the Second German Reich came to an abrupt end. A new German Republic was quickly formed when the country signed an armistice with the victors and agreed to humiliating terms in what would be called the Versailles Treaty. The German people naively believed that Germany had not actually lost the war but only agreed to end hostilities, and therefore they expected a voice at the negotiating table and concessions in the new peace agreement. They got neither.

			Instead they got revolution and chaos. Britain, France, and Belgium led the movement to make Germany repay them for the costs of the war and put the nation in a position where it could never wage another one. In spite of America’s entreaties not to set conditions so harsh that they would lead to future wars, the Central Powers, with France and England in the lead, insisted on getting their “pound of flesh” from the Fatherland. They seized billions of dollars’ worth of war equipment, railroad rolling stock, and key industries. In addition, they demanded a hundred and fifty billion marks in war reparations. Severe food shortages quickly resulted. Thousands died of starvation. Thousands more died of the cold, because there weren’t enough trains to bring sufficient coal to heat the populations of the big cities. For a country that had already lost almost two million of its young men in the war, this was a devastating new burden.

			The German leaders who signed the armistice and later the Versailles Treaty came to be hated almost as much as their wartime enemies. As all of these conditions came together, left-wing Communist, Bolshevik, and Socialist groups saw an opportunity too good to pass up. Almost overnight, they toppled state and city governments all across the Fatherland, expecting the people to flock to the new red flags flying from flagpoles in too many places to count. The already shaky government fled to Weimar, a city about 160 miles southeast of Berlin, and set up interim headquarters there. They were quickly dubbed the Weimar Government, a title that was spoken with great contempt by many Germans.

			But for all that the German Republic was bitterly resented and hated, Russia was considered even worse, and it was only two hundred miles from Germany’s eastern borders. Germany was looking for a change, but not in that direction. Bloody battles broke out everywhere with Freikorps troops—recently released, unemployed soldiers from the war—who chose the hated government over the feared one. When the dust settled, the Weimar Government was brought back to Berlin and the revolutionists who were not killed in battle were run out of power. 

			As things began to marginally improve and the country moved toward some degree of normalcy, the first war reparation payments came due in the summer of 1921. For a nation barely recovering from the costs of four years of war, the effect of these demands was catastrophic. Berlin petitioned—almost outright begged—the conquerors to allow Germany to postpone payments until things stabilized further, but there was to be no mercy. The French and British put it in the starkest of terms: “Start payments now, or the war resumes.” So Germany capitulated and went to the only alternative they could see to make it happen. They immediately cranked up the government printing presses and began printing more money.

			It was not a bad plan—for the government. In the first place, they could use this cheap money to pay off their enormous war debts. Second, it won enthusiastic support from the power elites of the nation. Cheap money allowed the nobility, the big industrialists, and the great landowners to make enormous profits. They could not only pay off their own debts with cheap money, but they could purchase raw materials and pay their workers with dirt cheap money as well, thus protecting their vast assets.

			At first, the common people did not know about this “under-­the-table” arrangement, but the results of this new, secret policy were immediate, inevitable, and apocalyptic. The people were already reeling from an inflationary spiral that had seen prices rise by about 400% between January 1919 and January 1921. Now, it exploded exponentially. Later, economists would coin a new term for it. They would call it hyperinflation. The rate of inflation started doubling every month! Then it tripled and quadrupled and quintupled. From July to September 1923, the exchange with the U.S. dollar went from 4.6 million marks per dollar to 98.9 million, a rise of 2,100%. That meant inflation was doubling almost every day! A month later, one dollar could buy 25.3 billion marks. And six weeks after that, the mark had fallen to 4.2 trillion to the dollar!

			One American traveler later wrote that he had paid 4 billion marks for breakfast in the summer of 1923—the equivalent of about fifteen cents in American money.

			The effects of this financial disaster were, in their own way, as devastating as the war had been. Money was literally not worth the paper it was printed on. Starvation once again stalked the land as millions of families took their wheelbarrows and carts full of money to buy a few eggs or a single bunch of carrots. Even those who were gainfully employed were in crisis. If they didn’t spend their paycheck on the day they received it, they would lose virtually all of its value by the next morning.

			As the anger, resentment, and frustration toward the government skyrocketed into a seething rage, two groups in Germany saw a ripe opportunity in the growing unrest. The radicalized Left—Communists, Bolsheviks, Soviet revolutionaries, and hard-core Socialists—once again saw this social chaos as a chance to seize power, just as they had in November 1918. But they misread the mood of the people. When “October Revolutions,” patterned after what had happened in Russia in 1917, sprang up in Saxony and Thuringia in late 1922 and early 1923, the army moved in swiftly, opening fire when demonstrators refused to disperse. In Hamburg, a Communist uprising was quickly quashed by the police, leaving more than forty dead. And the people made it clear that these harsh responses were in accordance with their will. Almost as swiftly as it had come, the threat from the Left melted away.

			But that didn’t dampen the rage. Word began to leak out of the enormous profits the upper-class cronies of the government leaders were receiving from the runaway inflation. That was enough to send the people looking for a solution, and if it took blood to buy one, then so be it. In southern Germany especially, they looked to the radicalized Right. Right-wing, super-nationalistic political parties, with their own substantial paramilitary groups, were springing up like mushrooms after a rainstorm.

			One particular party was especially appealing to the people because it promised not to reform the government but to overthrow it. That party was the Nationalsozialistische Deutsche Arbeiterpartei, or Nazi Party for short. Led by Adolf Hitler, a firebrand politician with an uncanny sense of what appealed to the people, the party had risen rapidly from a small, six-member group that was more of a farce than a force to a powerful political machine. Hitler too had his own paramilitary group. He called them his Sturmabteilung, literally the “Storm Department.” That name was chosen because formal army troops violated the terms of the Versailles Treaty. But everyone, including Hitler, called them the “stormtroopers.”

			As the fall of 1923 came with no end to the inflationary spiral in sight, Hitler began seeking coalitions with other parties similar to his own in philosophy. Soon a Kampfbund, or “Battle League,” was formed. Discussions began. Plans were laid. And on the night of November 8, 1923, that coalition marched on the Bürgerbräukeller, a large beer hall in Munich, where the three men appointed to lead Bavaria during the “state of emergency” were speaking to a large crowd. Hitler’s plan was quite simple: convince the triumvirate to join in the revolution, bringing the army and the state police with them, or be tossed out on their ears. Either way, once that was done, the league would march on Berlin and pull down the hated Weimar leaders, tear up the despised Versailles Treaty, and create a new German Reich.

			Hitler asked for only one thing. In the new government, he would be chancellor, the head of state, for the new order.
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			November 8, 1923, 7:22 p.m.—Kindle Keller, Wiener Platz, Munich, Germany

			Hans Eckhardt watched the leader of the National Socialist party pacing back and forth and gritted his teeth. It was all he could do not to scream. Do something, Adolf! Anything besides this damnable pacing. Give us the signal to march. Pick up a beer mug and hurl it at the wall. Scream at us. Otherwise, tell us to go home. Or let me go call my wife and tell her that nothing’s going to happen, because right now she’s sitting by the phone worrying herself sick.

			Of course, Hans said nothing. He knew what this was. After months of living in a combat zone, you developed a curious sixth sense about when the fighting was imminent. And once that feeling came, as it had now, even combat was preferable to the hellish waiting.

			Hans was standing away from the others, leaning against the wall, just watching. So he did what he had always done on the eve of battle. He turned and studied the men in the room with him. You did that before you went into battle because you wanted to know who you could rely on. There were about two dozen men in the room. More than half of them, Hans barely knew. They were the leaders and commanders of the other militia groups that had recently joined with the Nazi Party in a Kampfbund, or “Battle League,” whose purpose was to seize power from the current government.

			Adolf had made these alliances in the last few weeks to bolster their political strength. With everything else that had been going on in Hans’s life—a new baby, trying to cope with the catastrophic inflation, and keeping his truck repair business afloat—he hadn’t been able to attend many of those meetings. Then about a week ago, his father, who was growing increasingly more senile, had signed over the Eckhardt dairy farm to a slimy, smooth-talking real estate broker. What he received in payment had barely paid for a used suit and a couple of loaves of bread.

			As Hans and his family scrambled to look for ways to undo the contract, his father had realized to at least some degree what he had done. That night, brokenhearted and weary of life, he passed away peacefully, leaving his wife and children to cope with the loss. So these last few days, when Adolf and the other leaders of the party were scrambling to cobble together a coalition capable of overthrowing the government, Hans had not been around at all. It was only this morning that they had buried Hans Sr. in the church cemetery in Graswang. So now Hans ignored the men he didn’t know and sized up the ones he did.

			Seated at the head table, where Adolf had been seated before he got up and started pacing, were three men that Hans knew well. They, along with Hans, constituted Hitler’s inner circle of leadership.

			Next to Adolf’s empty chair was Hermann Goering. Though he had only joined the party about a year ago after hearing Adolf speak at a political party, Goering was informally considered by most to be Adolf’s right-hand man—second in command, as it were. He was a big man, broad of shoulder and stout of frame, with thick blond-brown hair and the darting blue eyes of a fighter pilot. Next to the Führer, Hermann was the most well-known and widely recognized figure in the party. A flying ace in the war, he was credited with some twenty-two enemy aircraft kills during the war and had won Germany’s highest wartime medal for his efforts in the skies over France and Belgium. When he had joined the party early this year, his picture had been plastered on papers all across the country. It was a public relations coup for the rapidly rising party. Hitler trusted him implicitly.

			Seated to Goering’s left was Ernst Roehm, another decorated war veteran. He had joined the Bavarian Army early and risen to the rank of captain during the war. He too was a big man, but no one would call him handsome. People who didn’t know him almost recoiled when they saw his scarred visage. It gave him a brutish look that cowed most people. He had been hit in the face by a shell fragment during a battle in France. It had ripped through his right cheek and blown away a portion of the bridge of his nose. Astonishingly, he had recovered, but the scars were deep and disfiguring. He had only recently resigned his commission in the Bavarian Army because Adolf had given him command of the Sturmabteilung, or the S.A. for short—the Nazi Party’s paramilitary group that Adolf had dubbed his “stormtroopers.”

			Roehm had been one of the founding members of the ragtag little group that called itself the German Workers’ Party. He had been there that night when Adolf and Hans had attended one of their meetings. Adolf had been serving as a political officer for the army at that time, and his superiors had assigned him to look into this particular group because they seemed different from other workers’ parties, which were typically Communists. Hans and Adolf were just developing their friendship at that time, so Hans agreed when Adolf begged him to go with him on this assignment.

			It had turned out to be more of a bad joke than anything. Six official members. Maybe half a dozen others in attendance. The treasurer announced that they didn’t have enough funds to print membership cards, so new members would have to be patient. As they left that night, Adolf said he thought an elementary school book club might hold more promise.

			But as they had left, another one of the party’s founders had pressed a pamphlet into Adolf’s hand and begged him to read it. It outlined what it would take to make Germany great again. A couple days later, Hans had been stunned when Hitler said he was joining the party. And Hans almost said no when Adolf asked him to become a member too.

			That had been in 1919. Now, four years later, the party’s name had been changed to the Nationalsozialistische Deutsche Arbeiter­partei, the National Socialist German Workers’ Party. Hitler was president. They now had 25,000 members and their own private army. And they were about to launch an attempted coup against the Bavarian government.

			Hans sighed, forcing his attention back to Roehm. Blunt to the point of rudeness, stubborn as a brick wall when he felt strongly about things, Ernst got along well enough with Hans. But Hans did not consider him a friend, only an associate, even though he had a lot of respect for the man. Hans saw now that Roehm was not listening to the others but staring out the window into the darkness. Hans guessed where his thoughts were. Ernst would be leaving shortly to lead his men across the river. The S.A. was tasked with seizing the Ministry of Defense and neutralizing the Bavarian Army, the Reichswehr. That was of critical importance. If they didn’t have the army on their side, they had to at least neutralize them. And Roehm was Adolf’s choice to do that. It was a choice with which Hans totally agreed.

			Next to Roehm was Rudolf Hess, another war veteran who had been wounded several times in battle. Hess, who was just a couple of years older than Hans, was one of the party’s “intellectuals.” He had joined the party early in 1920 after hearing Adolf speak at a political rally. The son of a wealthy merchant, Hess had spent his first fourteen years in Egypt, where his father ran his business. His family’s situation changed when the British expropriated his father’s business after the war, and they returned to Germany. He had attended the University of Munich for a time and studied history and economics. Like Hans, Rudolf had joined a Freikorps unit after the war and fought against the Communist revolutions that swept across the country. He was strongly anti-Semitic and had picked up the concept of lebensraum, or “living space,” from one of his university professors. The idea was that Aryan Germans needed greater living space than what was available in Germany, which justified Germany forcefully annexing additional territory in Eastern Europe. This was a concept that fit nicely into Adolf’s own political philosophy, so Hess had quickly risen to become part of the inner circle. Not being very political by nature, Hans wasn’t sure how he felt about the idea. But he liked Hess, and over the past few years they had engaged in many stimulating discussions about history, politics, and the world in general.

			Hans started a little as he saw that Hess was motioning for him to come over to the table. After a moment, he shrugged and did so. As soon as he sat down, Hess spoke. “Hans, you’ve got to do something. We’re wasting time.”

			“Me?” He glanced over at Adolf, who was so engrossed in his own thoughts that he had barely taken notice when Hans had moved over and joined the three at the table. “What can I do?”

			“Go talk to him. That meeting at the beer hall is going to be over,” Roehm growled, “and our three birds are going to fly the coop. And then we may as well all go home and get some sleep.” 

			“I agree. But isn’t Maurice over there right now trying to find out if they’re actually there or not?”

			“Of course,” Goering said, “but Maurice has been gone almost an hour. And here we sit.”

			Maurice was Emil Maurice, Adolf’s personal chauffeur and bodyguard. A watchmaker by trade, Maurice was another one of those early members of the German Workers’ Party. Adolf and Maurice had quickly bonded and Maurice had been appointed the first commander of the newly formed stormtroopers. Earlier this year, Adolf had made Emil a member of the Stabswache, or “Staff Guard,” a small group of elite bodyguards who were tasked with the personal safety of the Führer.

			So earlier this evening, Adolf had sent Maurice over to the Bürgerbräukeller to see if all three leaders of the “Emergency Govern­ment” of Bavaria were there. A large gathering of businessmen was there to hear Gustav von Kahr, the new head of the Bavarian state government. Earlier in the year, the Weimar Govern­ment had surprised the people by taking a defiant stand against France’s occupation of the Ruhr Valley, a major and critical industrial area in Germany. They had told the people there to engage in passive resistance and had funneled funds to help them do so. They had also stopped the payment of war reparations to the Allies. This action greatly pleased the people, and feelings toward the government had softened considerably, even though the horrendous inflation continued.

			But in September, under threat of invasion if war reparation payments were not immediately resumed, the Chancellor of the German Republic had called for an end to the resistance and promised to start payments again. The reaction from the people was immediate and furious, and fearing widespread unrest, the government declared a state of emergency and transferred all executive power to the Minister of Defense and the Commanding General of the Reichswehr. In one stroke of the pen, the army had been given virtual dictatorial power over all of Germany.

			Bavaria, which already seethed with resentment against the national government, refused to accept Berlin’s dictates. They declared their own state of emergency and created a triumvirate of men to govern the state and maintain order until the emergency passed. The three new leaders were Gustav von Kahr, a former prime minister; General Otto von Lossow, commander of the Bavarian State Reichswehr; and Colonel Hans von Seisser, head of the Bavarian State Police. The three of them jointly controlled all power in Bavaria now.

			At first, the three new leaders openly took a stand against the national government and accepted invitations from extreme right-wing parties to join in an attempt to overthrow the government in Berlin. Then they defiantly refused to acknowledge Berlin’s orders to shut down such subversive and dangerous anti-­government actions, especially those of Adolf Hitler and the National Socialists. When Berlin responded by mobilizing the national army, the new leaders got cold feet and backed away from the very groups with whom they had been collaborating. That was when Adolf and his Kampfbund alliance decided to take matters into their own hands. The plan was to kidnap the three leaders and force them to join the revolution. But they had to make sure the leaders were actually there in the Bürgerbräu before they stormed the place.

			“Well?” Roehm snapped, cutting into Hans’s thoughts. “What are we going to do?”

			“Have we not heard anything from Maurice?” Hans asked in reply.

			Goering grunted, nodding in Adolf’s direction. “Does it look like he’s heard from him?”

			Hans didn’t need to look. Instead he turned to a table a few feet away. Here were four men that Hans had privately dubbed “Adolf’s street toughs.” Three were in uniform; one was not. Ulrich Graf was a former butcher’s apprentice and town clerk in Munich. He was an amateur wrestler, hard drinker, and brawler who loved a good fistfight even more than he loved his steins of lager. He was now one of the Führer’s personal bodyguards.

			Another bodyguard was Christian Weber. He had once been a seller of horses and then became a bouncer at a well-known Munich dive. Like Graf, he loved a good knock-down, drag-’em-out fight. And now he too protected his Führer. The third man was Max Amann. With his bull neck and piggish eyes, he could intimidate people with a mere glance. His filthy mouth and uncouth personality often offended people, even many in the party. But he had been Adolf’s first sergeant during the war, and, like most sergeants, he was a good organizer. He was now the party’s business manager and treasurer.

			The fourth man at the table was Julius Streicher. He wore a business suit. He had rushed down from Nuremberg yesterday when he heard there might be a coup in the works. Streicher had formed his own right-wing party up north and then joined it to the National Socialists a year or so later after hearing Adolf at a rally. He had a quick mind and a keen intellect, and he published his own political newspaper in Nuremberg. Hans did not care for any of these men, but Streicher was the worst. He was violently anti-Semitic, and his newspaper published the most lurid, outrageous, and ridiculous accusations against the Jews. To attack the Bolshevik-Jewish conspiracy that was controlling politics in Germany, Russia, France, Britain, and even America was one thing in Hans’s mind, but Streicher’s hatred for Jews and anything Jewish seemed pathological. 

			Hess spoke up. “Do you know what I think? I think Maurice can’t get into the hall because he’s in uniform. I’ll bet you ten marks”—he stopped and frowned—“sorry, make that ten billion marks that they have guards at the doors and won’t let him in.”

			“Hmm,” Roehm said, nodding. “Hadn’t thought of that, but I think you’re right.” He turned and looked over at the other table. “Streicher’s not in uniform. Let’s send him over.”

			Hess snorted in disgust. “He’s put his own picture in that newspaper of his so many times, everyone knows he’s one of us.” Then he looked directly at Hans. “But you’re not in uniform.”

			Hans jerked back. “Me?”

			“Yeah,” Goering said, eyeing him closely. “Why is that? You always wear your uniform to meetings.”

			Hess answered for him. “Remember, Hermann. Hans’s father just passed away after some shysters stole his farm from him.”

			“Oh,” Goering said. “Of course. Sorry, Hans. I had forgotten that the funeral was today.”

			“No need to apologize, Hermann. After what you did to get our farm back, my family owes you a great debt.”

			Goering had led the small team that had located the crooked real estate agent. Hans didn’t know for sure what they had done to the man, but he had signed and notarized the papers returning the farm to the Eckhardts and then fled across the border into Austria.

			“That was the Führer’s doing,” Goering said with a dismissive wave. “We just carried out his wishes.” He grinned as he clenched his fist and pounded it into his other hand. “Though I do have to admit that it gave us great satisfaction to do so to that bottom-­feeding slime bag.” Then he quickly sobered. “So why don’t you go, Hans?”

			Hess was on his feet. “If the Führer agrees, are you willing to go to the beer hall and slip inside? See if you can find out what we need to know?”

			“Of course. I’d be willing to do just about anything to get this show on the road.”

			Hess strode across the room and confronted Adolf. There was a quick, whispered conversation, and then both men came swiftly back.

			Adolf looked at Hans. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

			“I am.” Hans got to his feet. But just then, the door to their meeting room crashed open and Emil Maurice rushed in. “They wouldn’t let me into the hall,” he cried as he reached Adolf. “I think someone recognized me. I had to leave in a hurry.”

			“Did you see any of the three leaders?” Adolf snapped irritably.

			“Kahr was just starting his speech as I left, but I couldn’t get close enough to confirm whether the other two are there.”

			Adolf swore bitterly and swung around to Hans. “Get some kind of cap that you can pull down low over your eyes, and get over there.” He turned to Maurice. “You get out there and get the men ready. Hermann, you and Ernst, too. The moment Hans confirms it, I want us on the move.”

			“I’ll need the telephone number here,” Hans said. “I’ll call you from there. There’s no sense in me coming back here.”

			Hess raced over to where a telephone hung on the wall and ­scribbled the number on a paper he took from his pocket. He handed it to Hans, clasping his hand for a moment. “There’s a party member just outside in the main hall. He’s got a worker’s cap on. It will do.”

			“Go!” Hitler barked, and Hans raced away.

			8:08 p.m.—Bürgerbräukeller, Rosenheimerstrasse, 
Haidhausen District, Munich

			The phone didn’t finish its first ring before Hitler snatched it from its cradle. “Hans! Is that you?”

			“Ja, mein Führer.”

			“Are they there?”

			“Ja, ja! All three. Kahr is still speaking. Sounds like he’s still got a while to go. But Lossow and Seisser are seated on the stand right behind him.”

			“Wunderbar! Did anyone notice you?”

			“No one. I pretended I was trying to find an open seat. There were none, so I left again.”

			“Sehr gut, mein Kamerade. We are on our way.”

			Chapter Notes

			The men described here as being part of Hitler’s inner circle were all there at the beer hall on the night of November 8, 1923. Their descriptions come from William L. Shirer’s The Rise and Fall of the Third Reich: A History of Nazi Germany (see bibliography) and other Internet sources.
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			November 8, 1923, 8:47 p.m.—Bürgerbräukeller, Munich


			Lieutenant Wilhelm Brückner came around the corner onto Rosenheimerstrasse at a swift walk. He barely glanced at the men setting up a machine gun beneath the pillars of the main entrance to the beer hall. Adolf immediately turned and started toward him. Hans, along with Emil Maurice and Hermann Goering, fell in behind Adolf.

			Brückner stopped about five feet away from his leader and snapped to attention. His hand shot forward in salute as he clicked his heels together sharply. “Mein Führer, the men are in position. We have the hall surrounded and the back doors guarded. We are ready when you are.”

			“Gut!” Adolf saluted back and spun around to the others. He turned to Goering. “And what of General Ludendorff? We must have that old warhorse with us tonight, or we shall not win the people to us.”

			Goering looked startled. He shot Hans an anxious look. “I thought Scheubner-Richter was going to get him.”

			Alfred Rosenberg hurriedly broke in. “He did, mein Führer. He left about an hour ago.”

			“Gut!”

			Hans relaxed. Thank heavens someone had remembered. But Hans wondered if the old general would even come. Rumor had it that Ludendorff, who came from a wealthy, aristocratic, and very prestigious line of the military elite, viewed Adolf Hitler with great disdain. This was partially due to Adolf’s rash boldness, but it was mostly because socially, Hitler was a nobody. He was the impoverished son of a civil servant who had risen to only the rank of corporal in the army.

			But Scheubner-Richter had a “name” and considerable wealth, and during the war he had served as the ambassador to the Ottoman Empire in Turkey, a very prestigious post. He mingled with the elite and was closer in social status to Ludendorff than any of the other leaders of the party.

			Seeing that Adolf was staring at him, Hans came back to the moment. “As soon as you get inside the doors,” he said in a rush, “turn left. The entrance to the hall is right there. They’ve left a walkway along the back of the hall. They have also left an aisle open on the far wall. That’s the route to take. That aisle leads directly to the speaker’s platform, where Kahr and the others are sitting.”

			Grunting in acknowledgment, Adolf swung around to the others. Then he drew his Luger from its holster and held it by his leg. “I am drawing my pistol so that they know that we mean business. But you are to keep your weapons holstered unless something goes wrong. Remember, we are not here to overthrow the Bavarian government. We are here to convince them to join with us in the revolution.”

			Adolf turned. “I want Rudolf and Ulrich to come up to the front with me.” He looked at Hess and Graf. “You are to make sure that no one tries to stop us. The rest of you will take up positions along the walls, ready to move in at the slightest sign of trouble.” He turned to Hans. “I want you to stay back near the doors. The moment you see Kahr capitulate, signal for Brückner to bring in the S.A. On the double. I want them stationed all around the hall with their rifles clearly visible.”

			Hans saluted smartly. “Ja, mein Führer.”

			“All right, then. Let’s go!”

			8:52 p.m.

			The crash of the doors and the rush of a dozen men coming into the large hall jerked a lot of heads around. People’s eyes widened as they saw uniformed men storming in, but they did nothing more than gape at the intruders. Only Adolf had his pistol drawn, and he still held it down low against his leg. People were startled but not yet alarmed. At the podium, Gustav von Kahr, former prime minister and newly appointed state commissioner, also seemed puzzled. Hans had stepped back against the wall and watched as the others rushed past him. To his surprise, after a moment, Kahr went right on speaking.

			Adolf was momentarily taken aback by that too. Kahr was clearly nervous—his words came out hesitantly—and he kept glancing at Hitler, who continued approaching the front. As Adolf reached the far aisle and started toward the platform, Ulrich Graf moved ahead quickly and got in front of his Führer. Rudolf Hess closed in right behind him, matching him stride for stride. Graf looked like a bulldozer lowering its blade just before hitting a barrier. Rudolf Hess was as cool as ice as his eyes swept across the audience, daring anyone to move.

			But suddenly a man about three rows down did move. He leaped to his feet and stepped out into the aisle, turning to face the oncoming entourage. Hans saw that he was wearing the uniform of a Bavarian Army officer. He then recognized the man and gasped. It was Major Mucksel, one of the heads of the intelligence section at army headquarters. And he was reaching for his pistol. Seeing that, Graf lowered his head and started for him. Adolf was now waving his pistol wildly.

			Hans drew in a sharp breath. If Adolf shot an army major, the whole thing would be over right now.

			But Adolf was no fool. He barked something at Graf, who pulled up short. He waved at Hess to stay where he was too. Adolf and the major were now only about twenty feet apart. The major had stopped. His eyes were fixed on Adolf’s pistol, and that stopped him from drawing his own pistol completely out of its holster. Then Adolf snarled at the man. “Get out of my way,” he said contemptuously.

			For what seemed like a lifetime, the major stared at Adolf. Then, as his eyes flitted away, he removed his hand from his pistol and stepped back. Hitler brushed by him without a second glance.

			That did it for the commissioner of the Bavarian Republic. The brief interchange had happened just a few feet away from the speaker’s platform, and Gustav von Kahr had been unnerved by it. His supposed protection had just melted away. His face drained of all color and he stepped back as Adolf approached with Hess and Graf.

			But to Hans’s surprise, Adolf did not go up onto the platform. There were two empty tables pushed up against the wall, not far from the stand. Adolf put his free hand on one of the tables and easily vaulted up onto it. As he straightened, he pointed the Luger at the ceiling. BLAM! The shot sounded like a cannon in the silence of the hall. “The national revolution has begun!” Adolf bellowed, his head swinging back and forth. “This building is now occupied by six hundred heavily armed men.”

			A loud buzz of voices filled the hall as people reacted to the gunshot. Women screamed. Men were shouting. People were dropping to their knees to get out of the line of fire, wherever that was.

			“Silence!” Adolf roared, waving his pistol at the audience now. Instantly the noise died. “Unless there is immediate quiet,” he shouted, “I shall have a machine gun mounted in the gallery above us.” The hall was silent. “That’s better.” He took a quick breath. “Citizens of Munich, the Bavarian and the Reich governments have been removed, and a provisional government has been formed. Our troops now occupy the barracks of both the national police and the Bavarian Reichswehr.”

			Hans’s head jerked up and he gaped at Adolf. The police barracks? But how could that be? And Roehm was at the War Ministry, not the army barracks.

			Gasps and cries of alarm exploded all across the audience.

			“Even as I speak,” Adolf thundered, “the Army of Bavaria and the state police are marching to join us here. Soon the Nazi swastika and the flags of the National Socialist Party and the Kampfbund militias shall fly together here before your eyes.”

			Stunned astonishment didn’t begin to describe Hans’s reaction to those words. It was a done deal? The two greatest threats to their attempted takeover had already capitulated? And then it hit him. It was a flat-out lie! Hans stared at his old friend, utterly dumbfounded. But who knew it was a lie? Certainly not anyone in this hall, and that was all that mattered at the moment.

			Hitler leaped down from the table and moved toward the podium, waving his pistol at Kahr. “I am not here to hurt you, Your Excellency,” he called. “But you and your two companions are to come with me.”

			Hans’s mind was soaring as he watched Kahr’s shoulders slump and General von Lossow and Colonel von Seisser get to their feet. All three wore holstered pistols. All three kept their hands far away from them. Hans almost shouted aloud. It was working!

			That was his signal. Hans turned around and pushed the double doors open. “Lieutenant!”

			But Brückner had evidently been listening at the door. He leaped into action, screaming at his men and waving his arms wildly at them. “Go! Go! Go! Surround the audience. No one comes or goes without the Führer’s permission.”

			As the S.A. men rushed past him, each one of them armed with a rifle, Hans reached out and touched Brückner’s shoulder. “You’ve got the hall. The Führer asked me to join Hess and Graf and stand guard outside the door where he’s meeting with the triumvirate.”

			“Jawohl! Go. We’ve got it.” Then he grinned at Hans. “Like taking lollipops from toddlers,” he said ecstatically.

			Adolf, Ulrich Graf, and Rudolf Hess rounded up the three government men and marched them out of the main hall and into a back hall that opened up to smaller dining rooms. Hans started moving down the aisle, his eyes moving back and forth, looking for the slightest indication of trouble. He was not ready to celebrate yet. He could sense that the people were finally realizing what was going on and that they didn’t like it. There was a lot of confusion still, but it was quickly turning into anger. Some were even shaking their fists and yelling at the S.A. men, demanding to know what was happening.

			“What are they doing with our leaders?” one unseen man called out.

			“We don’t want a revolution! Get your goons out of here,” cried another.

			Hans ignored them. What had just happened was a huge shock to the people, and it wasn’t surprising that they didn’t like it. But he wasn’t too worried. This was not a political rally. It was basically a business meeting for some of Munich’s most successful business leaders. Hans was sure that few, if any, had ever been held at gunpoint before, so their frustration was mostly bluster. And many had their wives with them. They weren’t about to start something that might get somebody hurt or even killed.

			Then suddenly a man a few rows in front of Hans stepped out into the aisle. He was wearing a very expensive business suit and what Hans guessed were handmade Italian designer shoes. Lowering his hand to grasp the butt of his pistol, Hans moved forward quickly. An S.A. trooper behind him was moving up too, the muzzle of his rifle coming up. Hans hurriedly stepped between the trooper and the businessman. But the man turned away from them, and instantly Hans saw why. Down a few rows, a uniformed policeman was leaning against the wall with his hands in his jacket pockets. He seemed quite unconcerned about the bedlam going on around him.

			“Don’t just stand there like the cowards you were back in 1918!” the businessman shouted at him. “You’re a policeman. Do something! Shoot these men!”

			The policeman’s face flushed, but he didn’t move. “I do what I’m told,” he growled, and he turned his back on the man. Another twenty or so feet beyond the policeman, Major Mucksel was still on his feet. But he too was leaning against the wall, calmly watching what was going on around him. As the businessman approached, he straightened, looked the man straight in the eye, and shook his head once.

			The businessman stopped, suddenly unsure of himself. His face was red and his expression one of fury, but he got the message loud and clear. Finally, he turned and stared balefully at Hans.

			Hans spoke calmly. “Sir, this is a peaceful meeting. No one is going to shoot anybody. If you return to your seat and be patient, I think you will soon find that you have cause to rejoice.”

			The look the man shot back at him was filled with ire, but with a grunt he pushed past Hans and returned to his seat. As he did so, he muttered, “Just what we need. Another new government run by wild-eyed fanatics.”

			Just then, the microphone popped loudly. Hans turned around. To his surprise, it was Hermann Goering standing behind the podium. He flicked the microphone with his fingernail, and it popped again. Then he leaned in closer, smiling pleasantly as he let his eyes sweep across the audience. “Damen und Herren,” he called out, his voice booming through the hall. Everyone quickly turned and quieted. “Ladies and gentlemen, please relax. You have nothing to fear. We have only the friendliest of intentions, and no one is going to get hurt. In the next room, your leader and our leader are forming a new government.” His smile spread into a broad grin. “Besides, you’ve no cause to grumble. You’ve still got your beer, ja?”

			That brought some laughter and a smattering of applause. Goering’s face was a familiar one in Munich since his marriage to a Swedish baroness had made all of the newspapers the previous year. Also, he was wearing the glittering blue and gold Maltese cross awarded him for his service as a fighter pilot. The medal was widely recognizable by the populace for what it was—the highest of military honors—and it served to remind the crowd of who he was and what he had done for their country.

			As the people quieted, Goering stepped down off the platform and came over to Hans. “The Führer wants you to join him in the other room.”

			Hans startled. “Me? I thought he wanted me to stand guard outside.”

			Goering frowned in disgust. “Don’t ask me why. You’re not even in uniform.”

			Their eyes met and Hans saw Hermann was only half teasing. “Adolf does occasionally make mistakes,” the man said soberly, and then he started away. Hans understood Goering’s irritation. There were three thousand people in the beer hall right now, and every single one of them was wondering what was going on in the back room at this moment. And Hans was about to find out. He started toward the door.

			“Tell the Führer I’ll have Max bring General Ludendorff in as soon as they arrive,” Goering called after him.

			Hans waved a hand and continued to the hallway.

			Chapter Notes

			The Bürgerbräukeller was an enormous beer palace just to the east of the Isar River, not far from the center of Munich. Built in 1885, its main hall could accommodate about three thousand people if the tables were not set up in dining mode. It was often used for large private and community gatherings and was a popular venue for the Nazi Party in the early 1920s.
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			November 8, 1923, 9:04 p.m.—Bürgerbräukeller, Munich


			Hans turned down the hallway lined with smaller, more intimate dining rooms and moved to where two armed stormtroopers stood guard. Adolf had obviously told them to expect him, for the moment they saw Hans, one of them reached down and opened the door. They didn’t speak as he entered the room, and they shut the door quietly behind him.

			The room held about eight tables with six or seven chairs around each one. Adolf was standing in front of the table closest to the window. His feet were spread wide apart. His hands were clasped behind his back. His body was rigid. If he had heard Hans come in, he gave no sign of it. At the table sat the three men who currently constituted the government of Bavaria—Gustav von Kahr, General Otto von Lossow, and Hans von Seisser. They sat shoulder to shoulder, glaring up at their captor. Their faces were defiant, their eyes filled with bitterness. Each one turned momentarily to see who had entered and then quickly forgot about Hans.

			Hans moved over and sat down at a nearby table with Rudolf Hess and Ulrich Graf. Rudolf nodded almost imperceptibly, acknowledging his presence. Graf didn’t even turn his head. His eyes were fixed on his Führer, and he sat on the edge of his chair. He looked like an angry lion about to pounce. Hans badly wanted to ask Hess for a quick report on how things were going, but then he decided the faces of their three captives pretty much said it all. It was not going well.

			Adolf straightened and began to pace back and forth in front of the table. “Why won’t you speak to me?” he cried shrilly. “Do you think you can just ignore what is going on here tonight?” None of the three men even looked at him. They stared past him as if he weren’t there.

			“I have six hundred troops in and around this building. And we have twenty thousand waiting for my command to attack. I tell you, I am not bluffing. We have the power to seize your government and toss you out on the streets. But that is not what we came for. We came to ask you to stop listening to those lickspittles in Berlin. They have brought us to the brink of destruction. Do you sit here and do nothing?” Tiny drops of saliva sprayed from his mouth as he shouted out the words.

			Kahr finally looked up in utter contempt. “If we so much as twitch our noses, General von Seeckt has promised to march down here with the full power of the Reichswehr behind him and turn Bavaria into a dependent protectorate of Berlin. Is that what you want?”

			Whirling around, Adolf screamed at him. “‘It is a tale, told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, but signifying nothing.’”

			The minister was incredulous. “You quote Shakespeare? That is your answer?” He snorted in disgust and turned away, staring at the floor.

			Adolf was instantly in control again. “This is the beginning of a national revolution, and we are asking you to join us. If we act swiftly, on this very night, Seeckt will find that he has a fait accompli on his hands. Oh, he will huff and puff. He will wring his hands and threaten to destroy us. But he is a paper tiger and a fool for standing with those Weimar criminals who have destroyed our great country. Join with us now and you shall be part of the new Reich. Our fight is not with you. It is with Berlin. Join us, and you shall all play a significant role in making history this night.”

			Lossow looked up. “With you at the head,” he sneered. He didn’t make it a question.

			“Of course I am the one in charge now,” Adolf roared. “You had your chance. We asked you to take the lead weeks ago. We offered to join our troops with your armies and your police. And you agreed. But now you have no heart for it. General von Seeckt blustered and blew, and you collapsed like a house of cards. So yes, I will be the new head of state. But each of you shall have important positions in the new regime.”

			He moved in, staring down at Kahr. “You shall be the Regent of Bavaria.” Then he turned to General von Lossow. “You shall be the Minister of the National Army, and Seeckt will be thrown in prison.” Lastly, he turned to Seisser. “And you shall be Minister of the Reich Police. All police forces in the Fatherland will be under your command.”

			The three men glanced at each other. If they were impressed with what had just been offered to them, they were hiding it very well. A look passed between them, and then Kahr sat back and folded his arms. A moment later the other two did the same. But Seisser couldn’t resist a jab at their tormentor. “You offer what you do not control.”

			Hans tensed as he saw Adolf stiffen. They were treating him as if he were a little boy. And that infuriated him. “No!” he shouted. “I offer you back what you no longer control.”

			Seisser’s answer to that was to look away. Kahr’s answer was to lean over and start whispering something to his army general.

			Adolf exploded. He whipped out his pistol and waved it under Kahr’s nose. “Halt!” he shrieked. “Halt, I say.”

			Kahr’s face instantly went a chalky grey.

			“No talking without my express permission,” Adolf shouted at him. “Don’t you understand? No one will leave this room alive if you mock me.”

			The bravado was gone, and Hans saw genuine fear on their faces. Then, to Hans’s surprise, Seisser looked up. “I am forced to protest, Herr Hitler. Just three days ago you gave me your word of honor that you would not launch a putsch against the state police. And now you are here, holding a pistol to my head.”

			That seemed to startle Adolf. He stared at the chief of Bavaria’s state police for a long moment and then spoke softly. “Yes, I did, Herr Seisser. Forgive me, but you refused to act. I had to act to save the Fatherland.”

			Seisser shook his head in disgust but said nothing more. The pistol waving in front of his nose had him pretty frightened too.

			Raging, Adolf held the pistol up for them to see. “I have four bullets in this pistol. Three of them are for you. The last one is for me. I swear to you that if I am not victorious by tomorrow morning, I shall be a dead man!” His voice dropped to almost a whisper. “And you shall be dead men laid out beside me.”

			The silence was total. The three leaders looked as though they were going to be sick. Adolf’s chest was heaving as he glared at them. Finally, Kahr slowly raised his head. “Herr Hitler, it makes no difference to me. You can have me shot or shoot me yourself. Whether I die or not is of no matter to me.”

			Hans rocked back, stunned. They had lost! Without the cooperation of these three men, they would not—could not!—get the people behind them. They could not defeat the combined power of the Bavarian Army and the Bavarian police. And there was not one thing Adolf could do to make them comply with his demands. If he shot them, the crowd in the hall would likely tear Adolf to shreds. If he let them go, the men would throw Adolf and everyone with him into jail. Hans looked away. So close. And so far away.

			When the silence stretched on for almost a minute, Hans finally looked up. It was like a tableau. No one seemed to have moved. Adolf was trembling, his eyes wide, almost wild-looking. Then he abruptly straightened. He threw his shoulders back, his eyes blank, staring at his three enemies. Hans held his breath, reaching back and touching the butt of his pistol. Once, about a year ago, Hans had seen his friend go into a rage of such towering proportions that it had thoroughly frightened him. He had made a vow at that time never to push Adolf too far. Now he wondered if that was what Gustav von Kahr had just done. If Adolf started shooting, Hans would never see his wife and children again.

			But to Hans’s amazement, Adolf suddenly was smiling, almost laughing. He thrust his pistol back in its holster, and without another look at his three captives, he came toward the table where Hans and the other two were sitting. “Hans,” he barked. “You come with me. Rudolf, Ulrich, watch these three. If they try to escape, shoot them.” And he strode toward the door.

			Dazed, Hans leaped up and fell in behind his Führer, having not the slightest idea of what he—or they—were about to do. As they returned to the big hall again, the rumble of conversation immediately stopped. Many people were standing now, milling around, clustered in small groups talking. Every eye turned, riveted on the man in the brown uniform who wore a funny little mustache.

			Adolf turned and headed straight for the speaker’s platform, which, at the moment, was occupied by no one. Seeing them coming, Goering, who was seated just in front of the rostrum, leaped to his feet and rushed toward them. Hitler waved him back. “Hermann,” he hissed, “pass the word. Tell your men to be ready for anything.” He started forward but then whirled around again. “And find out where General Ludendorff is.”

			“What’s going on?” Goering asked Hans in a low voice.

			There was nothing to do but shrug. “I have no idea.” Frowning deeply, Goering raced away, waving for his lieutenants to come in for instructions.

			By the time Adolf was standing at the speaker’s podium, the three thousand plus people in the hall were quickly returning to their seats. Adolf, as calm as a spring morning, waited and watched. When Hans went to take the seat Goering had just vacated, Adolf shook his head. “No, Hans. Sit up here. Behind me, but where you can watch the audience.”

			Barely had he sat down when Adolf began. He raised both hands high in the air and in a booming voice shouted into the microphone, “Damen und Herren, may I have your attention please?”

			Now the hush was total. Adolf rushed on, raising both arms high, his voice shrill with excitement. “I am delighted to announce to you that the three Bavarian ministers, Herr von Kahr, General von Lossow, and Captain von Seisser, who hold full emergency powers in this crisis we are now facing, have agreed to join our revolution.”

			Hans’s head jerked up and his whole body stiffened. A huge, collective gasp from the crowd seemed to suck the air out of the room. Hans was gaping at the Führer in utter disbelief. Had he gone mad?

			Adolf raised his voice and thundered over the noise. “People, do you understand what this means? This means that Bavaria is no longer beholden to the November criminals in Berlin. We are free, and tomorrow we march on our capital to throw the bums out!”

			People started to clap and cheer.

			“Before week’s end we shall have torn the Versailles Treaty into shreds,” Adolf roared.

			At that, the crowd roared back at him. In one massive, simultaneous response, people shot to their feet, screaming and shouting and cheering and pounding each other on the backs.

			Adolf leaned closer to the microphone and bellowed into it. “On this very day, a new Germany is born! On this very day, we restore what was taken away then.” He shouted out each word as he punched a fist in the air to emphasize each one. “Greatness! Freedom! Pride!”

			The sound was deafening. The whole building rumbled as three thousand people stomped their feet on the wooden planking. Many were on their feet. Then, suddenly, someone started singing “Deutschland über Alles.” Almost instantly, the hall was filled with a grand chorus.

			Germany, Germany over all,

			Over everything in the world!

			Hans was on his feet too, singing at the top of his voice. Chills were shooting up and down his body from the electricity of the moment. Hitler turned and looked at him. He was euphoric, more ecstatic than Hans had ever seen him before. And why not? Hans could scarcely take in what had just happened.

			When it comes to protecting and defending,

			Our unity unites us.

			Germany, Germany over all,

			Over everything in the world.

			As they finished the first stanza, Adolf turned, bent down, and hissed into Hans’s ear. “Where in the name of Hades is General Ludendorff? Find Goering. Find the general. We have to have Ludendorff!” Adolf moved back to the microphone and raised his hands high. Though a few started to sing the next verse, they quickly let it die. And then, ever the master orator, Adolf went after the ones who were still looking angry, still not sure, still not with him.

			“Friends, neighbors, my fellow countrymen. I am deeply pleased to announce to you that our beloved Field Marshal Erich von Ludendorff, the hero of the Great War, will take command of the new German National Army, and that—”

			But the end of his sentence was drowned out by a mighty shout of approval that shook the rafters. Now almost everyone was standing, and the very building seemed to shake.

			Hans swore to himself. Yes, where was Ludendorff? Max von Scheubner-Richter had promised he would bring him. Hans looked around the hall wildly, searching for either of them. With the people on their feet, he couldn’t see clearly, but he saw neither Scheubner-Richter nor Ludendorff.

			And then, as if Adolf had choreographed it himself, the roar deepened. As one, the crowd turned to look toward the back doors. Hans was on his feet now too. And then he saw it. A phalanx of four uniformed stormtroopers was pushing the crowd aside. Behind them was Max von Scheubner-Richter. And behind him, in full dress uniform, his chest spangled with medals, his helmet tucked under one arm, looking as imperious and regal as a Russian emperor, Field Marshal Erich Friedrich Wilhelm Ludendorff came down the aisle, looking neither to the right nor the left.

			Scarcely believing his eyes, Hans grabbed the microphone. “Make way for General Ludendorff. It’s General Ludendorff. Make way! Make way!”

			The change in the hall was immediate and almost miraculous. The shouting gave way to what was almost a reverential awe. “It’s him!” a woman cried. “It’s Ludendorff.” And the way seemed to open magically for him as people stepped back. Some reached out to touch his uniform, as if he were a holy man.

			Max broke through the escort and came running up to Hans. “Sorry. At first he said it was too late for him to go out and—”

			Hans grabbed him and shook him until his cap nearly fell off. “It doesn’t matter, Max! You’re here. Your timing is perfect.” Hans laughed in delight. “No, not perfect. Miraculous!”

			Adolf was to them. He grasped Hans by the shoulders. “Go back to the room! Tell those three idiots that what they are hearing is the crowd’s reaction to their proposal to join hands in the revolution.” 

			“Their proposal? But . . . ?” Hans was staring at his friend in disbelief.

			“Of course.” Adolf grinned. He gave Hans a little shove. “Tell them that Ludendorff is coming to congratulate them. Tell them that if they don’t join us now, these people are going to tear them apart, limb from limb.”

			Chapter Notes

			The Bürgerbräukeller was an important part of the Munich social scene for almost a hundred years. In 1980, the site was redeveloped into a civic cultural center. Shirer gives a very detailed account of what came to be known as the Beer Hall Putsch, which took place in Munich on November 8, 1923. He describes the events that led up to it and the events that pushed Hitler into his decision to seize power from the Bavarian government. It was an incredible achievement, for initially, it looked like the coup was doomed to failure. Then Hitler brazenly left the three leaders in the back room and announced to the crowd that they had agreed to join the revolt. Then almost miraculously, General Ludendorff was brought in at that moment, and his presence was all it took to finally convince the crowd this putsch was really happening. Hitler then sent people back to tell the stubborn triumvirate that the roars of the crowd were their sign that they had accepted the revolution. Once again, Hitler’s incredible boldness and his uncanny sense of timing saved them from disaster (see Shirer, Rise and Fall, 62–79; a few additional details are found in http://spartacus-educational.com/Max_Scheubner-Richter.htm).

			We, of course, do not have a transcript of what was said in that back room, but Adolf did attempt to persuade the government leaders to join the rebellion first, and they refused. I added the quote from Shakespeare’s Macbeth, knowing that Hitler did admire Shakespeare’s writings.

		


		
			[image: chap4]


			November 8, 1923, 11:17 p.m.—Eckhardt Dairy Farm, Graswang Village, Garmisch-Partenkirchen District, Bavaria

			“Is anyone else awake?”

			Emilee leaned over and peeked around the kitchen door into the hall just to make sure. “No,” she answered softly. “I left my door open hoping against hope that you would call. And I wasn’t asleep, so I caught it on the first ring. Oh, Hans, I’m so happy that you called tonight. We’ve all been worried sick about you. The papers here say that a coup is imminent. And that there will be rioting in the streets by morning.”

			“Don’t believe everything you read in the papers, Emilee. In the first place, it wasn’t a coup. The Führer convinced the three leaders of our current state government to join with the Kampfbund in declaring our independence from Berlin and the hated Weimar Government and—”

			“What is the Kampfbund again?”

			“That’s the alliance we made with other political parties a few weeks back. We joined together in the common cause and committed to pooling each of our paramilitary forces into one unified fighting force.”

			“And Adolf is the leader of that alliance?”

			“Not technically. There were three leaders appointed, and the other two are here tonight, but there’s no question about who’s actually leading.”

			“Okay. Go on.”

			“So anyway, we stormed into the hall where Kahr was speaking, and Hitler announced the revolution. At first, the people were angry, because they thought we were trying to overthrow the Bavarian leadership, but once they knew that their leaders supported it, they were celebrating as if it were twenty national holidays rolled into one.”

			“But you said the leaders weren’t cooperative with you. Not at first.”

			“That’s right, and that was what was so amazing. They weren’t even talking to Adolf, even when he threatened to shoot them. So Adolf went out to the crowd and boldly announced that the leaders had agreed to set up a new government. I nearly fell off my chair. No one had agreed to anything. I thought Adolf had lost his mind. But it was brilliant, Emilee! I mean, absolutely brilliant. When the three leaders heard the crowd go wild, they thought it was because the people supported the revolution. So when Ludendorff came in and talked to them, they were persuaded to throw in their lot with us. They actually went back out with Adolf and the general and gave brief speeches supporting our actions. It was a glorious moment.”

			“Amazing!” 

			Hans chuckled. “Ludendorff is not very happy, though. His understanding was that if he supported the revolution, he would be appointed Chancellor of the new Reich. When he found out that Adolf was taking that office for himself and was only offering Ludendorff command of the national army, he was furious. He barely spoke to Adolf the whole time we were in the room. But that didn’t bother Adolf. Ludendorff gave legitimacy to the revolution. It was a huge turning point for us.”

			“So it’s over?” Emilee asked quietly. “Tell me that it’s over, Hans. When can you come back here? Your mother is very anxious too.”

			“I’m not sure. No, it’s not completely over. There are still lots of details that have to be worked out tomorrow. I’ll try to call again tomorrow night. Hopefully, we’ll have a better idea by then. How are the girls?”

			“They’re wonderful. They love being on the farm. They love being with their cousins and especially with your mother. But they miss their daddy.”

			“And I miss them. How is Mama holding up?”

			“It’s been hard. She really misses your father, as we all do. But she’s a strong woman.”

			“I know. And how are you doing?”

			“I love it down here too, Hans. I’m so glad I’m not in Munich all alone. Even Paula stayed down, what with all the turmoil going on. But I do miss you.”

			“And I you.”

			Over the phone, Emilee heard what sounded like a door opening. Hans grunted. “Emilee, I have to go. They need me for something.”

			“All right. Call me tomorrow, Schatzi. I love you.”

			But Hans had already hung up.

			Emilee stared at the phone for a moment and then returned it to its cradle. She sat there for almost a full minute taking in all that Hans had said. Finally, with a heart filled with both gratitude and anxiety, she dropped to her knees and began to pray.

			11:41 p.m.—Bürgerbräukeller, Munich

			Hans hung up the phone and swung around as Max von Scheubner-Richter rushed up to him. “Hans, come quickly.” He spun around and started back down the hall toward the main part of the building.

			Hans moved up beside him. “What’s wrong?”

			“They’re gone.”

			“Who’s gone?”

			“All of them. Kahr, Seisser, Lossow.”

			Hans stopped mid stride, grabbing his companion’s arm. “What? That can’t be!”

			“Well, it is,” Max snapped. “We’ve lost them.”

			“But . . . how? You and the Führer were with them when I left.”

			“Yeah,” he said angrily. “And so were Goering and General Ludendorff and Rudolf Hess and Ulrich Graf. And then, as things settled down a little, the Führer started sending us all out on different errands.”

			“Yeah,” Hans replied, still reeling. “He asked me and Emil to have our troopers check the crowds as they left the hall. Make sure that no VIPs were getting away. And we did snag several cabinet members and put them in temporary custody. But the Führer said that we couldn’t leave those three alone. You heard him say that.”

			Max jerked free of Hans’s grasp. “Don’t tell me, Hans,” he snorted. “I know what he said. Then Roehm called.”

			“Roehm? Was he in trouble? Did he occupy the War Ministry?” 

			“Yes. His troops are holding the building, but nearby, some of the stormtroopers from the Bund Oberland group had clashed with regular army troops at the army engineers’ barracks. They were in a standoff of some kind and called for help. Roehm didn’t dare leave the Ministry to solve it, so he asked the Führer what to do.”

			“But—” Hans’s head was whirling. “We were told that the regular army would stay out of it.”

			“Yeah,” Max cried in disgust. “Well, someone forgot to tell the army that. Anyway, as you can imagine, the Führer was greatly alarmed at that news. Keeping the army out of this is essential if we are to convince General von Lossow that resistance will be fruitless.”

			Hans felt like swearing. “And so Adolf decided to drive over and resolve it himself.”

			They had reached the door to the room, but Max didn’t open it. “Why shouldn’t he?” he asked bitterly. “Look what he pulled off tonight. He snatched victory from the very jaws of defeat. You saw how he was. He was in a state of pure euphoria. Like he had shot up on heroin or something. I tried to get him to let one of us go—you and me, or you and me and Hess. Anyone else. But he said that only he could do it. So he put General Ludendorff and me in charge of the prisoners and left with Ulrich.”

			Hans was rubbing at his temples. Oh, Adolf! He closed his eyes. Adolf! Adolf! Adolf!

			Max reached out and gripped the knob but still didn’t open the door. “He had barely driven away when suddenly General von Lossow stood up and started toward the door. I leaped up, pulling my pistol and pointing it at him. I told him to stop. He totally ignored me but turned to Ludendorff. ‘General,’ he said, ‘I am the supreme commander of the Bavarian Reichswehr, and my troops are engaged. I must leave for army headquarters immediately to give the necessary orders to the army.’”

			Max’s face was ashen. “And to my utter astonishment, Ludendorff looked like he was about to agree. I was dumbfounded. ‘General!’ I cried. ‘He’s lying. He just wants to escape.’”

			“Oh, no,” Hans groaned. “You accused an army general of lying?”

			“Yeah. I mean, he was lying, Hans. I knew it, and he knew that I knew it. Lossow had this smirk on his face. But what did that old fool do? Stop Lossow from leaving? No, he swung on me in a rage. ‘How dare you question the motives of a German officer?’ He was screaming it, his face just inches from mine. ‘The general is an officer and a gentleman, and I forbid you to criticize him.’”

			Hans felt as though he had been kicked in the stomach. An officer and a gentleman. Oh, how they loved to think of themselves in that way. Then he remembered something else. “It was more than calling him a liar, Max. You pulled your pistol on him. In the Army Officers’ Corps, it is a long-standing tradition—or rule, I guess is a better word—that if a civilian or an enlisted man ever points a weapon at a commissioned officer, it is a most grievous insult. Any other officers standing nearby are fully expected to strike the offender down with their pistol butts. It is the only way for the officer to regain his so-called honor.”

			Max was staring at him. “No wonder,” he whispered. “Ludendorff was almost incoherent, he was so angry with me. I thought he was going to strike me. Finally, he turned to Lossow and told him he was free to go. With a smirk that made me want to smash his face in, Lossow darted out the door and disappeared.

			“I was shocked into immobility for a moment, but then I started after him, warning him to stop. He did, because I really meant to shoot him. But then Ludendorff came out into the hall too. He was screaming at me to lower my pistol. His pistol was pointed right at my head. What could I do? He would have shot me if I hadn’t stopped. So I lowered my pistol and just stood there as Lossow raced down the hall and out a side door.”

			He finally met Hans’s gaze. “I decided that I had to call the Führer and tell him, so I pushed past Ludendorff and came back into the room to make the call. Care to guess what I found?”

			There was no need to guess. Hans had already seen it coming. “The other two were gone too.”

			“Yeah. While Ludendorff was flaying the skin off of my behind, Seisser and Kahr just got up and walked out another door.”

			Hans could only shake his head. “What was Adolf thinking? You’ve just solved a major crisis, and then you run off to put out some piddling little brushfire? How stupid can you be?”

			Max gasped. Which only made Hans angrier. “Well, it was stupid. The key to our whole strategy depended on getting those three to cooperate with us, Max. And he goes off and leaves you and a senile old general in charge?” He swore and motioned for Max to open the door. “So, have you called him?”

			“We’re trying to reach him. He’s not answering the phone.”

			Why should he? He was magnificent tonight. So magnificent that he turned stupid. But this time Hans kept his words to himself. “We’ve got to get him. This is disastrous.”

			Max entered the room and then stopped dead as he looked around. Hans nearly bumped into him. Max’s shoulders slumped. “So Ludendorff’s gone too.”

			Who cares? Good riddance. But again, all he said to Max was, “Wait here. I’m going to send someone to find him.” 

			November 9, 1923, 12:49 a.m.

			Leaving Max to mope in his despair, Hans went back into the hall. He had to find Goering or Hess. He peeked into the grand hall. It was almost empty, and he saw neither of them. He stopped for a moment, trying to think where he had last seen them, but then his head whipped around as he heard the main outside doors to the beer hall creak open. The sound was followed immediately by laughter and the heavy clunking of numerous boots on the wood floor. Suddenly, the doors to the hall were thrown open. Adolf was the first through the door, laughing and talking animatedly to the entourage that followed him—Goering, Hess, Maurice, Graf, Rosenberg. One look said it all. None of them had heard.

			Hans took a deep breath, threw back his shoulders, and strode forward. When Adolf saw him, he raised a hand and started to call to him, but Hans cut him off. There was no way to ease into this. “Mein Führer!” he shouted, “the triumvirate has escaped. General Ludendorff let them go.” 

			1:18 a.m.

			The fog of shock and horror that had blanketed Adolf on hearing the details of what had happened quickly dissipated, and he sprang into immediate action. To everyone’s surprise and enormous relief, the first thing he did was walk over to Max. Adolf reached out and grabbed him by the nape of the neck and drew him in close enough that their noses nearly touched. “The fault is mine,” Adolf said softly. “All mine. And Ludendorff’s,” he added angrily. “I should have known that doddering old fool couldn’t be trusted.”

			And that was that. Hans thought Max was going to faint with relief, and Adolf was true to his word. He blamed no one but himself. Calling the leaders that were still present together, Adolf immediately set to work assessing the damage and seeing what could be done to fix it.

			A short time later, they got more bad news. Ernst Roehm radioed in that his S.A. troops, along with stormtroopers from some of the Kampfbund groups, had successfully seized Army Headquarters at the War Ministry on Schoenfeldstrasse. But regular army troops were moving in and surrounding his position. Where were the other Kampfbund groups? Were they coming to assist him? No one had an answer for that.

			And the blows just kept coming.

			Ten minutes later, Lieutenant Wilhelm Brückner radioed in. His task had been to seize the main telegraph and telephone ­exchanges. They had met fierce resistance from regular army and police units who were already in place. Not one of these highly strategic objectives had been taken, including the headquarters of the state police. Had they done so, they might have marshaled them to their side, but with Colonel Seisser freed again, that opportunity was gone.

			Shortly before two o’clock in the morning, a party member who worked at the main telephone exchange called in to Rosenberg to report that General von Lossow had just sent a wire to Hans von Seeckt, commanding general of the National Reichswehr in Berlin. Lossow told him that Bavaria was in full revolt and was about to be overthrown by extremist right-wing parties. Seeckt immediately wired a blunt reply back: “In conjunction with the state police, the Bavarian State Army is to suppress the rebellion at all costs. We are coming! Help is on the way.” Lossow sent a runner with a copy of the telegram and made sure Adolf saw it.

			Half an hour after that, one of Goering’s company commanders rushed into the room to report that the expected support for the revolution from the ranks of the Bavarian Army’s officers corps had not materialized. A few junior officers were with them, but at best, defections were a bare trickle. The senior officers, led by General von Danner, commander of the Munich garrison, were seething with rage. Lossow had told them how Max von Scheubner-Richter had held a pistol on him and threatened to shoot him. Outraged at this unthinkable breach, the senior members of the officers corps were now solidly united behind Lossow.

			A quarter of an hour later, that same company commander radioed in again to report that Danner had sent messages to various outlying garrisons asking them to send in reinforcements. By dawn, it was expected that the contested areas of Munich would be completely ringed with regular army troops. That news sent Hitler and a chastened Ludendorff—who had finally wandered back in to see what was going on—rushing off to the War Ministry, where they conferred with Roehm and his officers. Roehm was deeply shaken when he realized that he was the only one who had taken any serious military action. Messages in General Ludendorff’s name were dispatched to the headquarters of the 19th Infantry, a unit thought to be loyal to the old war hero and the Nazi cause. The only answer was a deafening silence.

			3:33 a.m.

			Red-eyed and exhausted beyond belief, and knowing that dawn was coming quickly, the desperate little body of conspirators took a break as things finally began to settle down.

			Their rest was premature.

			One of Emil Maurice’s men came in with a report from one of his company commanders. State Commissioner Gustav von Kahr, knowing that the rebels were anxious to recapture him and his two partners, had immediately evacuated all key government personnel to Regensburg, about seventy miles north of Munich. Once safely there, he announced that this would be the seat of the Bavarian state government until the crisis passed. The birds had not only fled the beer hall; they had now flown the coop. Any hope of recapturing the triumvirate was dashed.

			That cracked even Hitler’s stony mien. He gave a low cry, swung around, and slammed his fist against the wall. Everyone was so startled that they just gaped at him. As they did so, the messenger walked over to Hans and Goering. He withdrew a placard about nine inches square from inside his overcoat and handed it to Hans. Surprised, Hans turned it over and saw that it was a printed notice signed by State Commissioner Gustav von Kahr. He held it up as Goering read it aloud to the group.

			The deception and perfidy of some ambitious comrades have converted a demonstration in the interests of national reawakening into a scene of disgusting violence. The declarations extorted from myself, General von Lossow, and Colonel Hans von Seisser at the point of a revolver last evening at the Bürgerbräukeller are null and void. The National Socialist German Workers’ Party (Nazi Party), as well as the fighting leagues, such as Oberland and Reichskriegsflagge, are hereby dissolved.

			Gustav Von Kahr

			General State Commissioner

			Almost quaking in his boots, the messenger told them that hundreds of these placards were now being posted all around Munich. When the population awoke a few hours from now, these would be waiting for them.

			For what seemed like an eternity, Hitler stared blankly at the man as the rest of the men held their breath. Finally, without a word, he put his hands behind his back, lowered his head, and began to pace back and forth across the length of the room.

			Chapter Notes

			Here again, most of the details depicted in this chapter follow Shirer’s account closely. That someone as politically shrewd as Hitler would make such a strategic blunder is hard to conceive. Most likely, after overcoming major setbacks with seeming ease, he must have been soaring emotionally. It would be easy to assume at that point that you were unstoppable and that the victory was in the bag. This assumption would prove to be highly costly (see Rise and Fall, 71).

			Shirer summarizes the setbacks that occurred during that night but does not specify an exact order or time for each event, though he does seem to suggest that it went on all through the night. So the specific order and timing found in this chapter are of my own making.
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			November 9, 1923, 7:38 a.m.—Bürgerbräukeller, Munich


			For hours they sat around, tossing out ideas, trying to decide where to go next. It was an indicator of the depths of the crisis that the ideas they were putting forth now were growing increasingly desperate and increasingly out of touch with reality.

			One of those put forth by Adolf was a suggestion that he and General Ludendorff drive out into the countryside. There they would rally the peasants and other working classes to the cause and then march back to Munich, where they would join their other troops. His excitement quickly died when no one else in the room did more than politely nod. Hans had inwardly winced. He could picture how his own family would respond to such a call. “Grab your pitchforks and your cheese paddles and march with us against the government’s cannons and machine guns!”

			Next, they talked about massing their forces and attacking two or three of the strategic targets they had previously planned to secure and hadn’t. But Max von Scheubner-Richter and Rudolf Hess patiently pointed out that doing so would have a profound negative effect on the people. They were the primary users of these services, not just the government. The men were trying to win the support of the Bavarian people, not start a civil war with them.

			Conversations finally ground to a halt as the ideas ran out. Around seven, Goering had gotten so frustrated that he decided the few government officials he had corralled the previous night were not significant enough to serve as good hostages. So he took a squad of his own to city hall to round up others. It was at that point that Hans got up and left the group, mumbling something about needing to get some sleep. He had found a corner with an empty table, laid his head down on his arms, and pretended to sleep.

			But a short time later, waitresses began bringing platters of boiled eggs, bratwurst, sauerkraut, various cheeses, hard bread rolls, and cold meats. And numerous steins of beer, of course. As they were finishing, Goering’s men returned with the mayor of Munich in tow and nine members of the city council. They had obviously been roughed up a little and were pretty badly shaken. Great way to win over the hearts of the people, Hans thought. The current mayor was quite popular. But the others seemed to be cheered by the fact that someone had actually done something.

			After breakfast someone put forth another idea: get Prince Ruprecht, the Crown Prince of Bavaria, to lead them. Wild as it sounded at first, the more Hans thought about it, the more he was intrigued. He got up and rejoined the conversation.

			Bavaria was heavily Catholic and politically quite conservative. Here, the royal family was still held in considerable esteem, and many even spoke of restoring the monarchy. In addition, Prince Ruprecht was enormously popular with the people. Everywhere he went, cheering crowds thronged his way. He had little of the inbred arrogance of the upper classes and mingled comfortably with all levels of society. He had also served with distinction as an officer in the Imperial Army. The problem was, how did they approach him at this point in the revolt?

			When Emil Maurice said that one of his lieutenants was a childhood friend of the prince and could get access to him almost any time, the group came alive. The lieutenant was brought in, made a telephone call to the prince’s castle at Berchtesgaden, and was told by the prince’s private secretary that the prince would be pleased to see him whenever he could make it to the castle. For the first time in several hours, a glimmer of hope returned to the conspirators.

			Maurice authorized the man to take a car from the motor pool. Hitler told him that speed limits were not a concern on this day, and off he went.

			10:47 a.m.

			Everyone visibly jumped when the sound of a telephone rang out from the outer hallway. Emil was up like a shot and out the door. Hitler was on his feet, his eyes eager. The rest, including Hans, rose too.

			About two minutes later, Maurice reappeared in the doorway. His face had the haunted look of a man who had just come through an artillery barrage. Adolf raced over to him and grabbed him by the shoulders. “What is it, Emil? Was that our lieutenant?”

			It was as though he hadn’t heard at first, but finally his eyes focused on his leader. “Yes. Lieutenant Neutzer is at the train station here in Munich,” he said in a quavering voice.

			“The train station?” Goering cried. “I thought he was taking a car.”

			Emil’s face was a chalky white. “When he got to where the cars were parked, there was no one there. And no cars to be seen. So he went looking for a vehicle he could expropriate.” He swallowed hard. “After an hour and a half without success, he decided he had better take the train.” 

			“He hasn’t even left yet?” Adolf roared.

			Emil cringed. “It’s chaos out there, mein Führer. Roads are blocked. Soldiers are everywhere. The police are stopping everyone. There was no automobile to be had.” Emil ran his fingers nervously through his hair, looking quite ill. “His train leaves in ten minutes,” he whispered. “But it won’t arrive in Berchtesgaden until half past one.”

			What had been gloom before turned to a deep despair. Men slumped in their chairs around the table. Adolf went to the window again and stared out, not saying a word.

			Hans was strongly tempted to get up and walk out. Go to the train station and buy a ticket for Oberammergau. Take Emilee and his girls into his arms and hold them for a long time. Maybe even milk a few cows. But he knew he wouldn’t. If it weren’t for Adolf, there would be no farm to go to.

			A sound from off to his left broke the silence. A chair was being pushed back. Hans lifted his head and turned and then straightened. General Erich Friedrich Wilhelm Ludendorff was on his feet. Hans was startled. Sometime after the night’s debacle, the general and his aide had found an empty room and evidently gone to sleep. He hadn’t joined them for breakfast, and Hans had wondered if he had gone back home. Now every eye turned to him.

			The general stood there as imperious, haughty, and aloof as always. Except that—and this really took Hans aback—his collar was unbuttoned. The Prussian-style uniform had a stiff collar that was almost three inches wide and fastened tightly at the throat. Now it hung loose. That shocked Hans almost as deeply as the events of the night because it said, more powerfully than words, what kind of night this had been for the old general. Everything about him was always absolutely impeccable. But now his collar was loose. It was almost as shocking as if he had come in without clothes on.

			Everyone in the room was up and totally alert. Every eye was fixed on the general’s fingers as they reached up and slowly fastened his collar. He glanced down, flicked at some invisible piece of lint on his sleeve, and turned to Adolf, who still stood at the window.

			“Herr Hitler,” he said gravely, “I have been reflecting on our situation, and I have a proposal.”

			Adolf snapped to attention. “I am listening.”

			“I have been pondering on the matter,” Ludendorff began, his eyes fixed on Adolf and no one else. “You know my feelings about our current national government. Just yesterday, I told my wife that I would happily string up President Friedrich Ebert and that gang of criminals who call themselves the Weimar government. I could watch them dangle from the gallows without the slightest remorse.”

			“Hear, hear!” someone behind the general called out. 

			Ludendorff didn’t acknowledge that he had heard it. “But I do not wish to kill policemen and soldiers here in Munich because, in large measure, they share in our hatred of the Republic and stand with us in our desire to launch a national counterrevolution. Most of them are former soldiers of mine and still have a great loyalty to me and the values I represent.”

			“Agreed,” Adolf said quietly. “My hope was to make a revolution with the police and army, not against them.”

			“Ja, ja. Exactly. So here is what I propose. I led many of these men to victory on both the eastern and the western fronts in the Great War. I believe it is not an exaggeration to say that I am held in high esteem by these former soldiers of mine. If you will permit me a lapse in modesty, they call me their ‘Legendary General.’ They will not fire on me.”

			Adolf’s jaw went slack. Hans was staring at the man, not sure what he was suggesting.

			“Therefore, I propose that we—you and I, along with a few of your selected leaders—link arms, so to speak, and march to the center of the city, backed by as many of your stormtroopers as you can muster. There we will first take over Army Headquarters and then the parliament building.”

			There was an audible gasp from Adolf. And a sudden fire in his eyes.

			“Not only will the army and police not fire on me, but they will accept my orders and fight for me. And when the people see that it is I who marches at the head of this column, they will join in our glorious revolution.”

			There was a quick, thin smile. “And when Kahr and his cronies see that we have the army and the people with us, I am confident that we can persuade them to join with us. Then together we shall march on Berlin.”

			Hans forced himself to look away from Ludendorff to his Führer. Was he as stunned as Hans was? Was this arrogant old man with his icy superiority actually handing them a possible solution? Or was this another debacle in the making? He could see the same questions going on behind his friend’s eyes.

			Finally, Adolf straightened. “Sir,” he asked hesitantly, “after all that happened last night, are you confident that the army will not fire on us?”

			There was a sniff of disdain. “I am Field Marshall Erich Ludendorff, Herr Hitler. You were in the war. You know of my reputation and how beloved I was by the troops. And you saw the people’s reaction last night when I entered the hallway. It was a turning point for you, no?”

			“Ja,” Adolf said after a moment. “Ja, ja. It was a triumphant moment.”

			“Then what are we waiting for? Gather your men.” He glanced at the clock on the wall. “Let us see if we cannot begin our march by eleven.”

			“Jawohl,” Hitler said, leaping to his feet. He looked around at the others. “Get out there and marshal the men. Tell them we are marching in ten minutes.” He started away but then whirled back around. “Hans!”

			Hans snapped to attention. “Ja, mein Führer?”

			“You look like a bum.” Adolf grinned. “Somebody get this man a uniform and a razor.”

			Chapter Notes

			The escape of the triumvirate was a bitter blow, and Hitler seemed to have realized the enormity of his mistake. What followed was a frantic search for solutions. The idea to enlist Prince Ruprecht’s support was a good one, though not realistic, given his feelings toward Ludendorff and Hitler. Shirer says only that Lieutenant Neutzer “was unable to find an automobile” but gives no details as to why (Rise and Fall, 72). It seemed logical to assume it was the result of the logistical nightmare the Nazis were experiencing at that point.

			Several sources indicate that the general’s personal assessment of his own importance, stature, and reputation was unhampered by much humility, so his proposal should not have been too surprising. Perhaps when it became obvious they would not get the Crown Prince’s support in the coup, Hitler felt he had no other options left (ibid., 72–73; see also Read, Devil’s Disciples, 98–99).

			The various sources do not all agree on some details, such as times, order of events, who was present, and the numbers involved, so this account may differ in some details from other accounts.
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			November 9, 1923, 10:57 a.m.—Bürgerbräukeller, Munich 


			As Hans burst out of the bathroom, still stuffing his shirt into the trousers that were about two sizes too big, Max von Scheubner-Richter came hurrying down the corridor toward the main entrance. He pulled up short, stared at Hans for a second, and then burst out laughing.

			“Oh, shut up,” Hans snapped, pulling on the jacket. “If you think I look strange, go in and take a look at that guy who’s trying to fit into my clothes. He looks like an oversized pickle in an undersized jar.”

			Max hooted and clapped Hans on the shoulder as he fell in beside him. “But he won’t be marching in the front row like you are. But das ist gut. Maybe the army will be laughing so hard at you, we can march right past them.”

			“How would you like someone to fatten your lip?” Hans growled.

			Max sobered. “The Führer wants me next to him on his right side, and he said to tell you that you are to be next to me.” Then the twinkle in his eye was back. “Which is also good. So I can help you hold up your pants if you’d like.” He danced away as Hans swung at him. “I’ll see if anyone has a camera so I can take a picture and send it to your wife.”

			As they reached the doors and pushed out into the hazy sunlight, all levity was instantly dashed. There was a spacious plaza in front of the beer hall, and it was full of men in uniform milling around. Adolf and Ludendorff were off to one side, conferring earnestly together. Everyone else stayed clear of Max and Hans as they rushed to get into place. Hans did a quick count of their group and then turned to Max. “Where’s Streicher?”

			The Estonian émigré shrugged. “Who knows? He left before breakfast, saying he had an appointment this morning.”

			Frowning, Hans shook his head. “Doesn’t that strike you as a little strange? He hears about the revolution up in Nuremberg, jumps on a train, and races down to join us. Then he goes off to some appointment?”

			Max shrugged. “I’m guessing it’s something to do with that newspaper he publishes.”

			That still made no sense, but Hans promptly put Julius Streicher out of his mind. As he and Scheubner-Richter walked out and joined the group, he looked around. Rosenheimerstrasse, which was a major east-west thoroughfare through the Haidhausen District, was now closed to traffic and filled with rank after rank of soldiers. The first two groups wore the light brown uniforms of the stormtroopers. Red armbands with black swastika were worn by all. All carried carbines, some with fixed bayonets. Many also had pistols on their hips, as did Hans.

			Emil Maurice was standing near the first rank conferring with three or four of his officers. Two flag-bearers stood nearby. One carried the brilliant red flag of the Nazi Party. With its white circle and black swastika, it made the other flag look drab in comparison.

			Farther down the street, other formations could be seen. These were company-sized units and all in uniform. It was an impressive—and comforting—sight, and Hans was glad Adolf had wanted him in uniform too.

			He peered more closely. Behind the first company, there was a truck loaded with men and several machine guns. He looked at Max. “That’s good,” he murmured, pointing.

			“Yeah. Wish we had about a dozen more.”

			They looked up as Hermann Goering came toward them. He slowed as he looked Hans up and down.

			“Don’t say it!” Hans exclaimed. “I’ve already heard it from Max. Are we ready?”

			That wiped Goering’s mind clean of any comments he was going to make about Hans. The flying ace swore. “Maurice claims we have about thirty-five hundred troops. I’m guessing it’s somewhere closer to two thousand. Maybe three if he really pushes it.”

			“Not many when we’ve got twenty thousand or more men from the Bavarian Reichswehr ringing the city,” Hans said glumly.

			Goering snorted in derision. “To say nothing about the hundreds, if not thousands, of national police out there too.” He swore again. “Roehm has about a thousand men with him at the War Ministry, but they’re completely surrounded.”

			“But,” Max added, “we do have the rest of our troops waiting on the outskirts of the city. And the Kampfbund forces have another four or five thousand. We’re hardly a toothless tiger.” 

			“Yeah, but if it comes to that, it’s going to be a bloodbath, and then nobody wins.” Hermann turned his head. “Well, it looks like the Führer is ready. Come. He wants me to put our troops under an oath of allegiance to Ludendorff.” He shook his head. “Stroke the general’s ego yet again. As if he needs it.”

			11:05 a.m.

			Adolf leaned forward and looked up and down the first row of assembled men. He nodded and then turned around and surveyed what was behind them. He turned back to Ludendorff. “We are ready, Excellency.”

			The older man grunted softly, raised his hand high in the air for several seconds, and let it drop. As he did so, he started forward with long and deliberate strides. Drawing his pistol and holding it up, Adolf bellowed over his shoulder, “Forward! March!” And the columns of men behind them began to march in place, waiting for the first ranks to get out ahead of them. There was no celebrating. No jubilation. In fact, as Hans turned his head and saw the ranks marching behind him, the mood reminded him of the funeral procession his family and the village had participated in yesterday.

			Could it be just yesterday? It seemed like months ago.

			There were some townspeople out and about and they stopped to watch, but their mood was just as somber and they spoke only in low whispers to each other.

			Suddenly, without warning, the two standard-bearers came to an abrupt halt. Hans instantly saw why. Blocking the bridge they were approaching was a cordon of helmeted, grim-faced, green-­uniformed state police. And right in the center of the line was a ­machine gun manned by two men. Every policeman had a rifle in his hands and had it pointed at the approaching column. A lieutenant in a billed cap and carrying a riding crop took one step forward, raising a pistol. “Anhalten! Stop where you are!”

			The command was superfluous. The whole front row had already ground to a halt. Hans felt that familiar chill run up and down his back—a natural response when you saw several loaded weapons pointed at your face.

			“Stand down!” Hitler shouted. “Our quarrel is not with you. We wish only to confer with your leaders, including your own Colonel von Seisser. Let us pass.”

			“Nein! If you come closer we will open fire.”

			Hans counted quickly. There were thirty, maybe forty, men in all. But they had chosen a perfect choke point. And because of the slight curve in the street, the companies of men behind them weren’t visible to the police. They were probably wondering why they had stopped. It was an impasse, and a dangerous one at that.

			“What do you want to do, General?” Adolf asked softly.

			But before Ludendorff could answer, Goering stepped forward. “I’ll be right back.”

			“What are you doing?” Ludendorff and Hitler exclaimed at the same moment.

			Goering gave them a tight-lipped smile. “Why do you think we brought those hostages along? I think it’s time the mayor of Munich helped us out here.” And not waiting for permission, he strode forward, holding his hands away from the Luger on his belt. The policemen stiffened, and every muzzle along the line moved just enough to aim at his chest. One of the men at the machine gun pulled back a lever and cocked it. Goering kept on moving, though more slowly. “Lieutenant!” he called. “I am Captain Hermann Goering. I would speak with you.”

			The officer cocked his pistol and waved it at him. “I know who you are. Stay back or I’ll shoot.”

			“Now, Lieutenant, you’re not going to want to do that, and I’ll tell you why. You see that truck full of machine guns? Well, just behind it, there’s another truck, and it is filled with people who might interest you.” Goering swung around, cupped his hands to his mouth, and shouted, “Bring up the truck with the hostages so we can see them.”

			At the word “hostages,” the lieutenant fell back a step. At the same moment, the sound of a truck motor was clearly heard. A second later it appeared just behind the truck with the machine guns. It was an army truck, but the canvas had been pulled back and it was open to the sky. It was filled with men wearing business suits and Homburg hats and looking very frightened at the moment.

			As Goering turned back around, his tone became more conversational. “You may recognize some of our ‘guests’ there, Lieutenant. His honor, the mayor of Munich, is right near the front. We also have eight or nine city council members and several other city dignitaries.” His voice hardened. “And my men have orders to shoot them all if you fire a single shot at us. Is that clear enough for you?”

			The officer swallowed, gaping past Goering to the truck. He hesitated only a few seconds and then turned and waved his pistol at his own men. “Fall back!” he barked. “Let them pass. Hold your fire. Stand down.”

			11:43 a.m.—Near Marianplatz, Old Town, Munich

			They crossed the Isar River without incident, except for the stony glares and a few profane insults they got from the policemen that passed through their ranks. But as they crossed onto the street that ran straight all the way to Marianplatz, their spirits were lifted greatly as people began coming onto the street to cheer and applaud them. There were a few hisses and catcalls, but for the most part the crowds were supportive. Soon they had both sides of the street lined with people cheering and waving scarves and handkerchiefs and telling them to go throw the government cowards out on their behinds.

			But once again, as they neared the plaza, the parade of men ground to a halt when Ludendorff raised his hand and called for the standard-bearers to stop. Immediately, he and Adolf put their heads together and started talking in low, urgent tones. Hans heard them mention some of the nearby streets and surmised that they were deciding where to go from here. Without being asked, he moved over to join them.

			“A few of these streets run all the way through the plaza,” Hans spoke up, “but we do need to get onto Residenzstrasse to reach the War Ministry.”

			“I told you so,” Adolf snapped at the general.

			Hans said nothing. His mind had jumped back to a day on a nearby street four years before. And he did not like the idea of going back up a street like that again.

			Adolf picked up on that immediately. “What? What is it, Hans?”

			He took a quick breath. “It was in Dienerstrasse that my company was ambushed by snipers hiding in the high-rise apartment buildings. It’s a narrow street with high buildings on both sides.” He rushed on as both of them scowled at him. “And Residenzstrasse is even narrower than that. It’s like being in the bottom of a canyon. It’s not wide enough to hold our columns as they are now formed up. We’ll have to string them out to squeeze them through it.”

			“What are you suggesting?” Adolf growled, giving Hans a warning look.

			“Um . . . I’m just saying that if anyone wanted to stop us, they could block Residenzstrasse.”

			Hitler’s eyes flashed angrily. “The army is currently surrounding the War Ministry, Hans. They’re not down here waiting to ambush us.”

			Ludendorff, now in agreement with Hitler, shook his head vigorously. “Nein, that is not my concern.”

			Hans swallowed quickly. “Jawohl, mein Führer. I just thought you should know.”

			“Concern noted.”

			Ludendorff straightened to his full height. “Pass the word,” he barked at his adjutant, who had come over to listen. “We shall move out precisely at noon. That’s less than ten minutes from now.”

			“Jawohl, General.” The adjutant saluted sharply.

			Hans moved back and rejoined Max, who had listened to it all. As Adolf started talking to Goering, Max leaned in. “Are you worried?” he asked softly.

			The question took Hans aback. “Uh . . . nein. Why do you ask that?”

			“You look worried. Or maybe troubled is a better word.”

			So Hans quickly told him about that day in May of 1919. “I lost twelve of my men in that ambush. And we should have known better. But that was then, and this is now.”

			Max nodded thoughtfully but said nothing more. After a moment he went over to Adolf, and the two of them locked arms and waited for Ludendorff to give the signal to start.
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			November 9, 1923, 12:18 p.m.—
Odeonplatz and Residenzstrasse, Munich

			The Feldherrnhalle was an impressive four- or five-story monument to some of Bavaria’s famous military leaders of the nineteenth century. Built in the style of an Italian loggia, the front was open to the street with five massive arches that supported the roof. Inside were two larger-than-life stone lions and statues of a couple of Germany’s most famous field marshals.

			As the flag-bearers slowed and the first row of men did the same, Hans was surprised at how intense his sense of relief was. The back of his neck had prickled all the way up from Marianplatz. Finally they were out of the canyon.

			“Stop!”

			Pulling up, Hans looked around to see who had shouted. Then Hermann Goering stepped forward, moving just ahead of General Ludendorff. He turned to face the men behind them and raised both hands high. “Stop!” he bellowed again.

			As the leading row of men came to a halt in a ragged line, Goering spun back around, looking across the plaza. Hans took a step forward to see past Max, who had instinctively positioned himself in front of Adolf.

			The overcast had burned off now, leaving a bright blue sky overhead. Hans had to squint to see, and at first he couldn’t tell what was going on. There was no one in the plaza or around the monument. Then he gave a low cry.

			Directly ahead of them, thirty or forty yards away, a line of men was strung out along the northern edge of Odeonplatz. Hans hoped it was more of the populace come out to welcome them. But his stomach lurched as his eyes focused more closely. There were at least a hundred men standing shoulder to shoulder, blocking any access to Ludwigstrasse. Each man was dressed in the dark green uniform of the Bavarian State Police and wore their distinctive metal helmets. And every one of them had a rifle up to his shoulder. A man with the gleam of officer’s bars on his shoulders stepped forward, holding a megaphone.

			Hans heard Adolf start to swear. Behind them, the entire column was grinding to a halt. Hans’s combat experience kicked in and his mind instantly started assessing their tactical situation. It was not good. Whoever this officer was, he had chosen his ground well. Adolf and Ludendorff had a dozen machine guns and around three thousand men at their backs. But even if it were ten thousand, it made little difference here. The men were bottled up behind them in Residenzstrasse, strung out for several blocks. Hans had to give the officer his due. It was a brilliant place to stop them.

			Heart hammering in his chest, throat like a rasp, Hans reached for his own pistol, cursing himself for not bringing his rifle too.

			“You will halt where you are!” a voice boomed out from the megaphone. “Advance no farther, or we will open fire on you.”

			Hans glanced to his left at the massive Feldherrnhalle, seeing if they might take up a defensive position under the arches. Suddenly someone brushed past him, half shoving Hans out of his way. To Hans’s astonishment, Ulrich Graf strode forward, both hands high in the air. He walked past the two flag-bearers, who were edging off to one side, realizing they would be the most likely targets if the shooting began. Ulrich ignored them as they scuttled away.

			“Don’t shoot! Don’t shoot!” he screamed. He half turned and gestured with an arm. “Can you not see that His Excellency, Field Marshal Erich Ludendorff, is with us? Look! He is right there. He is our leader. Join us.”

			Hans and most of the other men, including Goering, were gaping at the barrel-chested brawler as he moved forward. Oddly, Hans’s first thought was one of wonder. How did Graf, a working-­class thug if there ever were one, know the proper title for a gentleman of Ludendorff’s stature? And, incredibly, using it seemed to have an influence on the police captain. He actually fell back a step, but then he quickly straightened and raised the megaphone again.

			“The name of Ludendorff has no magic for us!” he shouted. “We are not the army. We are the state police and owe our allegiance only to Colonel von Seisser. And Colonel von Seisser has given us direct orders that no one is to pass this point. I tell you, stop or we shall shoot.”

			Adolf, who still had his right arm locked with Max’s left arm, started waving his pistol in the air. “Surrender!” he shouted. “Sur­render now, I say. And join us in this march for freedom.”

			Max half turned, his eyes wide with panic. With his free arm he tried to grab Adolf’s arm and pull it down. “Don’t shoot! Don’t shoot!” he hissed.

			Goering leaped forward as well. “Nein, mein Führer,” he cried. “Hold your fire. Let me bring up the hostages again.”

			Adolf swore and kicked free of him, still glaring forward. “Lay down your arms and join us!” he shrieked. “Do it now or we shall send you all to hell!” And then he pulled the trigger.

			12:18 p.m.—Innem Ministerium, Near the Corner of Odeonplatz and Ludwigstrasse, Munich

			Wolfgram Grohl—Wolfie to all who knew him—had started as a minor civil servant in Munich’s Department of Public Works. Over the years, his abilities and his work ethic had helped him rise steadily in the ranks. When the Communists and Bolsheviks tried to overthrow the Bavarian government in February 1919, many employees threw their lot in with them as they tried to seize control. Wolfie stood firmly with the government and fought back. In retaliation, the rebels had come after him and his wife and family. With Hans’s help, they had escaped—barely. But their home was totally trashed.

			When the revolt was finally put down, Wolfie’s loyalty was rewarded with a supervisory position in the department. A couple of years later, when the Public Works Department was consolidated with the Ministry of the Interior, he had been given a full department of his own. It was housed on the top floor of the Ministry of the Interior, which was located, along with many other state government buildings, on Ludwigstrasse about a block north of Odeonplatz. And Wolfie’s office was on the third floor in the southeast corner, which gave him a clear view of all that was going on below.

			Over the last couple of years, it had become his custom that when he needed a break from the tedium of his work, Wolfie would swivel his chair around, lean back, and enjoy the magnificent view that was his. On this day, however, he was anything but relaxed as he looked out the window. He was on the edge of his chair and had a pair of binoculars in one hand and a telephone in the other. He had the glasses focused on the spot where Residenzstrasse opened up onto the plaza in front of the War Memorial. He had already studied the line of state police along the north end of Odeonplatz but had decided that he wouldn’t mention them to Paula unless it became absolutely necessary. Paula was in Graswang with Emilee and the rest of the family, so whatever he said to her would be known by all.

			“Can you see anything yet?” Paula’s voice sounded tinny through the phone.

			He pulled the mouthpiece closer to his lips. “No, not yet,” he whispered. Then he glanced around quickly to make sure no one could see him. His office door had a glass pane in it, but he had the blinds pulled now. He knew that every other person in the office was lined up at the windows, knowing they had a ringside seat as history was about to be made. His boss was as caught up in the moment as the members of his staff were, so he did not try to stop them. All he had said was that it was forbidden to open the windows or to use the telephone during this emergency.

			Wolfie was risking his wrath by calling Paula and the family, but his boss knew that Hans was an important figure in the party, and Wolfie hoped that if he were caught, he could use that as his primary excuse.

			“Wait!” he cried. “Here they come. I can see the flag-bearers.” He held his breath and then nearly shouted it. “And there’s Hitler and Ludendorff right behind them.”

			“Can you see Hans?” Emilee called to him. Her voice was a little muffled, but Wolfie knew that all the adults in the family were gathered around the phone right now.

			“Ja, ja! There he is. He’s the second man to Hitler’s right. There are—” He counted quickly. “There are eleven men in that first row. There are several rows behind them and—ah, yes. There are two trucks coming into view now.” He also decided not to mention that the first one was filled with machine guns and the men who would fire them. “And here comes a company of men. I’m guessing there are many more behind them.” Suddenly he grunted and leaned forward, adjusting the field glasses to get a sharper focus. “What in the name of heaven?”

			“What?” Paula cried anxiously.

			Wolfie jerked up a little. He had momentarily forgotten that he was speaking into the telephone and not to himself. “Hans is in a uniform. But I thought. . . . Emilee, did he have his uniform with him?”

			There was a pause, then, “No, I don’t think so. He told me he was going straight to where the party leadership was meeting. He wasn’t going to take the time to go home for his uniform. Are you sure that’s him? Is he all right?”

			“He looks fine. They’re stopping now.” And with that he realized he couldn’t hold it back any longer. “Paula, put Emilee on.”

			“Yes, I’m here,” Emilee said a moment later.

			“Emilee, there are a large number of state police lined up in front of the concert hall. They’re blocking Hitler’s way. They’re armed and look like they’re going to stop them from going forward.”

			“Armed?” Emilee gasped.

			“Yes. Right now they’re in a bit of a standoff. The police captain has a bullhorn and is talking to them. Can’t make out what he’s—uh-oh. Hitler has drawn his pistol.” He gasped. “No! No! No!” Wolfie was suddenly yelling at Hitler through the glass, completely forgetting about the phone.

			“Wolfie! What’s happening?” Emilee’s voice shrieked out of the earpiece.

			He barely heard her. There was the soft crack of a pistol shot and he saw one of the policemen clutch at his chest and then crumple to the ground. Instantly there was a roar of gunfire that shook the window glass as policemen dropped to their knees and opened fire.

			Somewhere in Wolfie’s mind it registered that through the phone he could hear Emilee sobbing and Paula and Inga and the others yelling. Only then did he realize that to some degree, they could hear everything he was hearing.

			“Sorry, Emilee. I’ve got to go. I’ll call as soon as I can.” He slammed the phone down and leaped to the window. Any semblance of order was gone as men screamed and dove for cover as they blasted off their weapons. The firing was one continuous roar now. Jamming the field glasses to his eyes again, Wolfie frantically searched for Hans. But he couldn’t pick him out. Men were sprawled out on the pavement. Some were firing back at the police line. Some were screaming in agony. Some were bodies twisted in the grotesque poses of death.

			Dazed and numb, Wolfie lowered the glasses, unable to watch any longer.
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			November 9, 1923, 12:20 p.m.—Odeonplatz, Munich


			Hans lunged for Hitler as the Luger blasted off again and again, but he collided with Max. Max was trying to free himself from Adolf’s interlocked arm, whether to get in front of him and protect him or to duck for cover, Hans wasn’t sure.

			“Get down, Max!” Hans shouted, but in the tremendous roar of more than a hundred rifles blasting off, he couldn’t even hear himself. He dropped to one knee, firing off his own pistol as fast as he could pull the trigger. A bullet whipped past his ear and he felt a brush of wind. Instinctively, he dropped to the ground and rolled away.

			There was a soft, sickening sound, like a tomato hitting a wall. Max von Scheubner-Richter’s body lurched violently. Then his knees collapsed and he started to fall. The Führer screamed as blood spattered across his face and Max fell against him, dragging him slowly downward.

			Slithering frantically, keeping his face against the paving stones, Hans reached the two of them. Max was lying half across Adolf’s body. Adolf’s face was covered in blood and he was shrieking with pain as he tried to free himself of Max’s weight.

			“Are you hit, Adolf?” Hans cried.

			The Führer obviously didn’t hear him. He was alternately moaning and then screaming with pain. Hans turned to Max. Draped across Adolf’s body as he was, he was elevated enough that he was still exposed to rifle fire, so Hans scuttled forward a foot or so, reached up and grabbed Max’s hand, and dragged him down to the ground. “Stay down!” he shouted.

			Then, as Hans rolled him over, he saw that Max was beyond hearing. The Estonian had caught a bullet squarely in the throat. The whole front of his tunic was soaked with blood. There was no question about whether he was alive. So Hans turned to Adolf and reached out and grabbed him by the elbow, trying to calm him down enough to see if he was hit as well.

			Adolf was still rolling back and forth, one hand reaching across his body and holding his left shoulder. Hans threw an arm across his chest and pinned him down. “Are you hit?” he cried again.

			There was a blank stare, and then comprehension returned. “No. My shoulder’s broken. Max broke my shoulder.”

			Hans shook his head. “Max is dead, Adolf. He took a bullet for you. Probably saved your life.” Now he understood the blood spattered on Adolf’s face. The bullet had cut Max’s jugular vein. The blood was Max’s. Hans rose up for a moment and looked more closely at Adolf’s shoulder. There was a peculiar bulge beneath the tunic, and his left arm was twisted at a bizarre angle.

			It was a strange thing about combat. Fear could drive some men over the edge to the point that their minds ceased to function. For others, it was as though time slowed down and allowed the brain to function with perfect clarity. Hans realized immediately what was wrong. Max and Adolf had been side by side, their arms locked together. When the bullet hit Max, he had been jerked back so violently that he probably yanked Adolf’s shoulder out of its socket. Then as he fell, the full weight of his body probably made the dislocation of Adolf’s shoulder that much worse.

			Hans crawled forward enough to lie beside Adolf. “Don’t leave me, Hans,” Adolf cried. “Please!”

			“I’m not going to leave you,” Hans replied. “I think your shoulder’s dislocated. I can fix it, but we’ve got to find cover first. Can you walk?”

			Adolf hesitated, but Hans saw his legs move, one after the other. “I think so,” he finally said.

			“I’m going to help you up. There’s an automobile parked at the curb about twenty-five yards behind us. That will shield us. When I say three, I’m going to help you get up. Stay in a crouch. Then we’re going to run for that car as if hell itself were on our heels. Got it?”

			“Got it,” Adolf said through clenched teeth. “Where’s Ludendorff? Was he hit? Did you see him?”

			Hans shook his head. “The last I saw him, he was marching straight into the line of fire, with his aide right beside him. But I didn’t see either of them go down. I don’t know where they are now.”

			Hans ducked as a bullet hit the cobblestone pavement and whined away in a screaming ricochet. He pushed Max’s body away to be sure he wasn’t still tangled up with Adolf. Then he slipped his arm through Adolf’s good arm. “Ready? One. Two. THREE!”

			Hans leaped to his feet, staying in a tight crouch. “Let’s go! Let’s go!”

			There was a piercing, agonized cry, but Adolf was up and behind him, half running, half hopping, screaming with every step.

			As they approached the parked car, Hans pointed to it. “There!”

			To his surprise, his friend yanked his hand away and pointed toward the opposite side of the street. “No, Hans. This way! My car’s over there. Emil’s there. He can get me out of here.”

			Adolf took Hans’s elbow and steered to the left.

			Wondering if he was delirious, Hans strained to see through the smoke and dust behind them. He had seen no car following along with them during their march.

			“Behind the truck,” Adolf hissed.

			And sure enough, the black Citroen was there, behind a delivery truck on the other side of the street. And Emil Maurice was standing beside it, holding the door open, waving and hollering at them to come. Hans changed directions and they raced across the distance to the car.

			“Help me, Emil,” Hans shouted as they ducked behind the shelter of the truck. “His shoulder’s dislocated. Hold him around the waist.”

			As Emil did so, Hans looked Adolf in the eye. “This is going to hurt. You may even pass out, but if I can get it back in the socket, your pain will drop sharply.”

			Gritting his teeth, Adolf nodded. “Do it.”

			Though the firing was diminishing somewhat in intensity, there were still bullets pinging off of stone walls or shattering glass all around them. So Hans didn’t wait for Adolf to get set. The firing would help distract him. He took Adolf’s left hand and gently pushed it so that the elbow was pressed softly against his rib cage and his forearm was extended at a right angle. “Just relax your arm, and don’t resist what I’m doing. I’m going to rotate it a little to pop it back in the socket.”

			“You do know what you’re doing, right?” Adolf asked grimly. He tried a smile, but his face was a pasty grey now.

			Hans grinned. “My father did this to me when I fell out of the barn loft when I was eleven.”

			Adolf’s eyes widened. “You mean you’ve never done this to someone else?”

			Careful to hold the elbow in place, Hans rotated the arm and shoulder in a lateral and upward rotating motion. The scream that followed nearly pierced Hans’s eardrums, but almost instantly Adolf’s eyes flew open. “Oh!” he cried. He reached up and gently massaged his shoulder with his good hand. “Oh my, that feels better already.”

			“Gut!” Hans said. Then, to Emil, “Get him out of here.”

			Maurice opened the back door of the car and helped their Führer get in. As he shut the door and came around the car, he smiled at Hans. “Was that really the first time you’ve ever done that?”

			Hans chuckled. “No. That was part of our basic first aid training in the army. But don’t tell him that.” Then he went serious. “Do you have a place to take him?”

			“Yes. Friends are standing by for just such a contingency.”

			“Then go,” said Hans, and he moved away.

			He waited until Maurice had pulled a U-turn and shot away, tires screeching. Hans watched for only a moment and then ran back to the shelter of the truck. He peered around the back of it. The firing was going on from both sides, but it was intermittent now. He looked to his left and to his rear and saw some uniformed figures in the deep shadows of the war monument. They were waving and shouting at him. He wondered if they were police, but then he saw that their uniforms were light brown. Stormtroopers.

			Hans looked around the truck again. The gun smoke was so thick that he couldn’t see very well, but he could see that green uniforms were advancing slowly toward them. It was time to go.

			He took a deep breath, counted to three, and jumped out, heading for the shelter of the memorial, running fast and low, zigzagging back and forth, leaping over bodies sprawled in puddles of blood.

			“Come on, Eckhardt!” someone shouted. Hans increased his speed, his legs pumping like a sprinter’s. He was still about twenty yards from safety when something slammed into the small of his back and sent him rolling. For one split second he was aware of a searing, scorching pain, beyond anything he had ever experienced. And then there was nothing.

			12:26 p.m.—Innem Ministerium, Munich

			Wolfie slowly scanned the scene below him, letting the binoculars take it all in. He spoke into the phone softly as he did so. “No, Paula. I haven’t found him yet. It’s pretty chaotic down there. But tell Emilee that I saw him rescue Hitler. They hid behind a truck, out of the line of fire. When I looked back a few seconds later, I saw Hitler getting into his car with his driver. They were just shutting the doors. So I assume Hans got in on the other side.” He paused. “Yes, yes. It drove away without incident.”

			He listened for another moment and then shook his head. “Nein. Paula, I can’t go out. We’re in lockdown. The shooting has stopped, but there’s no way anyone can go outside yet. It may be hours before—”

			A sharp knock on the door brought him around with a start. The door burst open and his boss was standing there. “I’ve got to go, Paula,” Wolfie cried, and he hung up.

			Heinz Bernhardt glanced at the phone.

			“I’m sorry,” Wolfie said quickly. “I—”

			His boss waved that away. “Did you see your nephew?”

			Surprised, Wolfie gaped at his boss momentarily but then nodded. “I think he got away.”

			“I’m glad for you.” Heinz took a quick breath. “I’m sorry, Wolfie, but we just got word from upstairs. All phone lines are to be kept free until further notice.”

			“I understand. Are they saying when we can get out of here?”

			Heinz shook his head. “Not for hours, probably. They may even keep us in here overnight.”

			Wolfie nodded glumly. “I understand.”

			9:28 p.m.—Eckhardt Dairy Farm, Bavaria

			When the phone rang, Paula almost flew across the room and snatched it from its hook. Emilee was right on her heels. “Wolfie?”

			“Yes, Paula. It’s me.”

			“Thank the Lord. What happened?”

			There was a deep silence.

			“Wolfie?”

			“Is Emilee there with you?”

			“Ja, ja!” Emilee cried. “I am right here. Did you find Hans?”

			A deep sigh this time. “Paula, I need to speak to Emilee directly. The rest of you can gather in close, but. . . .” His voice trailed off to nothing.

			Emilee stared at the phone in horror as Paula handed it to her. “Oh, Wolfie!” It was a strangled cry. “No!”

			“Emilee, listen to me closely. The phones are down except for here at the telephone exchange, so I’ve only got a minute or two.”

			“Is he . . . ?” She couldn’t say it and started to cry.

			“No, Emilee. Hans is alive. That is the good news.”

			She gasped. “Really?”

			“Ja, but it’s not good.”

			“But he is alive!”

			Wolfie was fighting to keep his own voice steady. “Yes, he is alive. But he was shot in the back, Emilee.” He rushed on as she cried out. “He’s critically wounded. They’ve taken him to the hospital and he’s in surgery even as we speak.”

			“Which hospital? I’m coming.”

			“I’m sorry, but you can’t.”

			“What?” Emilee gasped. “Why not?”

			“In the first place, the X-rays show that the bullet is lodged against the base of his spine. It is a very delicate operation and he—”

			“No! Don’t say it, Wolfie.”

			“I didn’t mean that. I was just going to say that he will probably be on the operating table all night.”

			“I don’t care. I want to be there.”

			“Emilee, listen to me. I understand what you’re feeling, but they won’t let you in.”

			“Why not? I’m his wife.”

			Wolfie’s voice went soft. “Because he’s in the prison ward of the hospital.”

			“The prison ward? What do you mean?”

			“Sixteen of those in the revolution were killed today. Four police­men were also killed. Many more are wounded. Those who led this attempted coup have been arrested and are being charged with treason. Hans is one of those. He’s a prisoner, Emilee. He is not allowed any visitors. Because I am a high official in the Ministry of the Interior and a relative, I finally got to talk to one of the surgeons. But that was all.”

			Emilee started to sob and handed the phone to Paula, who grabbed it and put it to her mouth. “Emilee needs to be there, Wolfie. Even if she can’t see him.”

			“I know. And I agree. I want you and her to pack some things. Leave Bruno and the girls with Tante Inga. I’ll be leaving in about half an hour to drive down and get you. We can be back here before morning.”

			“Wonderful! Oh, thank you, Wolfie!”

			“But, Paula,” he cut in sharply, “Emilee has to know. It is very serious. The doctors are saying that the bullet may have cut the spinal cord.”

			“Oh, no, Wolfie!”

			His voice caught. “Yes. Hans could be paralyzed from the waist down for the rest of his life. You have to prepare Emilee for that eventuality.”

			Paula was too horrified to speak.

			“I have to go,” Wolfie said. “But I’m coming. I should be there by midnight.”

			Though he had lowered his voice, Emilee had bent over Paula and listened through her tears. Paula reared back when she saw blood on Emilee’s lip from where she had bitten it to keep from crying out. Now Emilee took the phone back from her aunt. “Wolfie?”

			“Yes, Emilee?”

			“Thank you so much for calling. You’ve done so much, but I need you to do one more thing for me. Please.”

			“Anything. You know that.”

			“Before you leave, will you call President Schindler of the Munich Branch? Tell him what’s happened. If he could meet us at the hospital in the morning, I’d like him to give Hans a blessing.”

			“But. . . .”

			“His phone number is in my little book at home,” Paula said quickly, leaning over so she could be heard.

			“I know. But, Emilee, they’re not going to let him into the hospital.”

			“They might,” Inga spoke up loudly. “He is an ordained minister of the Church.”

			“But Hans is a prisoner.”

			Inga smiled through her tears. “And the Master said, ‘I was in prison and ye visited me.’ Tell the guards that.”

			“I know, but. . . .”

			Emilee managed a wan smile. “This may sound strange coming from someone who’s not yet baptized, but, Wolfie, I think we’ll just have to have a little faith here. Don’t you?”

			Chapter Notes

			Here too the details of the clash between the alliance of right-wing political parties and the state police come mostly from Shirer’s account (see Rise and Fall, 73–75). In the later court trials, they could not definitely establish who fired the first shot, but some eyewitnesses swore it was Hitler himself. I chose to have it be him because it was established that he was angrily waving his pistol at the police and shouting at them.

			Other witnesses, including a physician who was a Nazi Party member and supporter of Hitler and who was marching not far behind him, said that the Führer was the first to flee the scene, leaving his wounded men to fend for themselves.

			General Ludendorff was the only one who didn’t panic. He marched straight ahead into the ranks of the police, who stepped back and let him through out of respect. But then they arrested him. He was held for a short time and then released. He was so bitter over the army’s refusal to support him that he swore he would never again wear his officer’s uniform nor ever again salute an army officer.

			Hitler was not seriously wounded, but his shoulder was dislocated when Max von Scheubner-Richter was killed in the initial volley and pulled him violently to the ground. He fled the scene and was harbored by wealthy patrons, who took him to their country home and cared for him. The police found him two days later and he was arrested. Hermann Goering received a serious wound to his upper leg and groin. Ironically, he was carried into a nearby bank where a Jewish proprietor bandaged his leg. Friends then came and smuggled him to Austria, where he lived for some time, escaping arrest. Rudolf Hess also fled into Austria and stayed there until it was safe to return. Ernst Roehm, whose stormtroopers had occupied the War Ministry for a time, surrendered without further resistance and was arrested.

			As Shirer noted: “The Nazi putsch had ended in a fiasco. The party was dissolved. National Socialism, to all appearances, was dead. Its dictatorial leader, who had run away at the first hail of bullets, seemed utterly discredited, his meteoric political career at an end” (ibid., 75).
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			November 21, 1923, 5:37 p.m.—EDW Ranch, Monticello, Utah


			Mitch closed the book and looked down at the circle of children seated around him.

			This is what it is all about.

			The thought struck him hard as he looked into their bright eyes and upturned faces. Each was so unique in his or her own way, but all were an equal delight to him and Edie. Early on in their marriage, it had looked as though they might never have any children. Edie was the only child who survived birth in her family, and her mother had been an only child. So Edie had a deep fear that difficulty in bearing children would be her inheritance too. It took three years and a small miracle before they had their first child, a boy. They named him after his father. Now everyone called him Mitch Junior, or MJ for short. MJ and his wife, June, now had four children of their own, two boys and two girls. Three of them were here before Mitch. The youngest one, who was nine months old, was taking a nap in a crib in the back bedroom.

			Three more years had passed before Edie gave birth to their second child, a little girl. They named her for Edie’s diminutive German grandmother, Oma Renate Zimmer, who had lived with them for many years. Renate was quickly shortened to Rena. At twenty, Rena had married a rancher’s son from La Sal named Rowland Redd. They too had four children—three looking up at Mitch now, and a baby girl born a year ago, who was also napping.

			For a time, it seemed that was all the Lord was going to send to Mitch and Edie. They lost a beautiful little girl after she lived for only two days, and seven more years passed before they had Franz, or Frank, who was named for Edie’s father. Then four more years went by before they had Christina Rae, or Tina. She was born the day after Christmas, almost fifteen years ago now.

			By that point, Edie was thirty-eight years old, and they assumed Tina would be their last. Considering that they had worried they might have no children, they considered themselves richly blessed. And then came the miracle babies.

			On Edie’s forty-fifth birthday, she gave birth to two healthy twins, a girl first, and then a boy nine minutes later. They named them Abigail and Benjamin, both names taken from the Old Testament. Now they were Abby and Benji. Their birth had created the unusual situation of Mitch and Edie having children who were younger than some of their grandchildren. People had often commented on that oddity early on, but now everyone just thought of them all as “cousins.”

			There was a ninth grandchild that they had not yet seen. Frank, who was back east attending the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, had met and married a Boston girl the previous October. In August, they’d had a baby boy. When his paternal grandparents would see him was still unknown.

			With a sigh, Mitch shook off the reverie and held up the book. “So, children,” he asked solemnly, “what lessons do we learn from the story of Peter Rabbit?”

			Six hands shot up and started waving wildly back and forth.

			Mitch pointed at MJ and June’s second child. “Yes, Edna June?”

			“Peter Rabbit was very naughty and disobeyed his mother. So he lost his coat and shoes.”

			“Yes, he did,” Mitch said. “And that made him very sad.”

			Little Rena stood up, came over, and crawled up Mitch’s lap and snuggled in against him. “And him got sick from eating vegetables from Mr. McGwegor’s garden,” she said gravely.

			Mitch kissed her on the top of her head. “That’s exactly right, Liebchen.”

			After having two boys seventeen months apart, Rena and Rowland had finally gotten themselves a little girl. They named her for her mother and for her great-grandmother, and now everyone called her Little Rena. And that was not just to distinguish her from her mother. She was this petite, tiny little three-year-old pixie, with large brown eyes, chubby cheeks, and the ability to melt Mitch’s heart in a second.

			Mitch turned to the other children. “That’s an important point, kids. Peter did get very sick, didn’t he?”

			Without waiting to be called on, Edna June spoke up again. “Peter should have been more like his sisters, Mopsy, Flopsy, and Cottontail, right Grandpa?” She turned and glared at Noah, her older brother. “Girls aren’t naughty like boys.”

			“That ain’t true!” Noah shot back. At nine, he was the oldest of MJ and June’s brood. He was already doing a pretty serious amount of work around the ranch, so he was quite mature for his age. “Girls are naughty sometimes too.”

			“But you’re naughty all the time,” Edna June said sweetly.

			Mitch laughed at that, but Noah simply ignored it. “Grandpa, there is another very important lesson we learn from Peter Rabbit.”

			“And what’s that?” Mitch asked.

			His eyes twinkled. “If you eat too many vegetables, it makes you sick.”

			Trying hard not to smile as the others squealed with laughter, Mitch nodded slowly. “A profound observation, I’m sure. But, Noah, if you are as smart as I think you are, you’ll not be saying that around your mother or grandmother. Otherwise you’ll be having vegetables for dessert every day of the week.”

			They all thought that was hilarious and clapped their hands in delight.

			Just then, they heard the back door open and the clunk of boots. Everyone turned toward the kitchen door. A moment later, MJ appeared in his stocking feet. “Car lights just turned off of Main Street, headed our way. I think it’s them.”

			“Yay!” Instantly the children leaped to their feet and ran to the window.

			But it wasn’t the women of the family, as they had expected. It was Rowland Redd. As he hung his coat on a hook in the front entry and took off his boots, they all gathered around him. “I thought you were driving the girls to Grand Junction,” Mitch said.

			“That was the plan,” Rowland agreed, “but the roads were good and we checked the forecast, which was good. They decided to go without me. I had a ton of things that needed looking after at the ranch, and June said she’s comfortable driving if the roads aren’t slick. About an hour ago, Rena called from Thompson Springs. They were just turning south on the last leg home. They had been talking and decided that since tomorrow is Thanksgiving and we’ll all come down here anyway, I should come down tonight and help you guys get the kids something for supper.”

			The shopping trip to Grand Junction had become a necessity when Willie Adams, a grandson of George and Evelyn Adams, had shyly approached Christina about three weeks before. He had asked her to be his date to the Monticello High School Christmas Ball. It was to be held on the first Saturday of December.

			Mitch quickly learned that this was a much bigger deal than he had supposed. This would be the first school dance in the Westland household since Rena had started dating Rowland more than a decade ago. And it would be another seven years before Abby would be old enough to date. The ladies were determined to make the most of it, and the first and most pressing issue was what Tina was going to wear. And so the shopping trip to Grand Junction was planned.

			Rowland set his boots aside and stood up. “Mama Westland suggested that we warm up the pot of stew she left out in the ice house. They don’t want us waiting until they get home to eat.”

			“That’s simple enough,” Mitch said.

			“I like simple,” MJ agreed. And that settled it.

			6:46 p.m.

			“All right, kids,” Mitch said. “Keep the noise down. Your mothers and grandma should be home in the next little while. But if you wake up the babies, the games are over. You’ll be tending them. Understood?”

			“Yes, Dad,” Benji said with a weary sigh, as if he had heard this a hundred times before. They were seated around a table where two checkerboards and sets of checkers were placed.

			“And I want you older kids to let the younger kids play too. Teach them how to play it.”

			When they all agreed to that, the men went out of the kitchen. MJ and Rowland went into the living room, but Mitch turned and tiptoed down the hall. He stopped outside the door of the back bedroom and leaned in. After several seconds, he moved away and returned to the living room. “Cross your fingers,” he said. “They’re both still asleep.” 

			He was barely settled when Rowland turned to his brother-in-law. “Hey, MJ, I was up in Moab a couple of days ago. Saw Burton Smith from Thompson Springs. You know him, he’s the guy that runs the farm equipment store up there.”

			“Yeah, I know Burt.”

			“Well, he was passing through on his way to deliver one of them new Farmall tractors to a farmer to the east of you out in Ucolo.”

			“Carl Jorgenson?” Mitch asked in surprise. “He has a spread right on the Utah-Colorado line. I heard he was getting a new tractor.”

			“That’s the one.”

			“And he’s buying a Farmall?” MJ asked. “That’s a surprise.”

			“I’ll say,” Mitch drawled. “He seemed like a much more intelligent fellow than that.”

			Rowland hooted, but MJ just groaned. “That’s my dad for you. Ford man until the day that he dies.”

			“And proud of it,” Mitch replied. “My Ford runs circles around the Farmall when it comes to durability and simplicity of repairs. Give me a pair of pliers, some baling wire, and a stick of chewing gum, and I can keep a Ford running forever.”

			“You’re right,” MJ said. “They are great machines. So why is Henry Ford so darned stubborn about offering some of these new improvements on his tractors? I’d buy a Ford in a minute if he’d do that. But oh, no. It’s the same philosophy he has with his automobiles. ‘You can have any color you want, as long as you want black.’”

			Rowland jumped in on that one. “I read in the paper the other day that McCormick is cutting deeply into Ford’s share of the farm equipment market, and their Farmall tractor is the major reason for that. People really like it.”

			Mitch sat back, making a steeple with his fingers. “Actually, to be serious, I’m not going to fight you if you want to buy one, MJ. You’re smart enough to study things out in your mind and then make the right decision.”

			“What?” MJ turned to Rowland. “Did I just hear him say what I think he said?”

			“And,” Mitch went on, unfazed, “if the Farmall outperforms my Ford, then. . . .” He shrugged.

			MJ pounced on that. “Then what? You’ll buy one?”

			“When the time is right. But that’s a big if. But believe it or not, I’m not like Dan Perkins.”

			“Has he still not bought an automobile?” Rowland exclaimed.

			“Nope,” MJ said. “He still drives Nean and the kids around in a buggy. Oh, he’ll come and borrow Dad’s truck every now and again, but he keeps saying that the time-honored ways are good enough for him.”

			“And I agree with that up to a point,” Rowland said. “I think that’s true of some things—like morals and values and family traditions—but I’m pretty sure the Lord is not displeased with us for using automobiles and electricity and telephones and the like.”

			“I totally agree,” Mitch said. “But on the other hand, I think we need to be careful about jumping on the bandwagon with every new trend or fashion that comes along. Going all gaga just because something’s new and different? That can actually be dangerous.”

			MJ was clearly taken aback by that. “Seriously, Dad? Dangerous? How so?”

			“Because some of these things have moral implications. Look at what’s happening all around us right now in America. And the world too, for that matter. They’re starting to call our times the ‘Roaring Twenties.’”

			Rowland nodded. “Yeah, I’ve heard that. I’ve wondered why they call it that.”

			“I was reading an editorial about it in the newspaper the other day,” Mitch continued. “The writer thinks someone coined the phrase because it describes what’s happening right now. ‘Roaring’ doesn’t just mean noise, though we are seeing an increase in that too. He says the term is used metaphorically, like when we say that a freight train goes roaring by us. It’s not just the sound but the speed and the rush of excitement. He believes that we are entering a new age, that we are undergoing a major cultural revolution.”

			“I can see that,” MJ agreed.

			“Take liquor and cigarettes as just two examples. Those have always been a curse for humanity, but in the past both of those have been mainly the vices of men. Now look what’s happening. We passed a Constitutional amendment making liquor illegal, and we all celebrated that. But law officers are saying it is the most widely ignored law in our history. People go to saloons and speakeasies and drink to their hearts’ content, and the women are flocking there too. They drink and smoke right along with the men.”

			“Yes!” Rowland said eagerly. “A couple of weeks ago, Rena was reading this article in a magazine. It said that the big tobacco companies are now targeting women with their advertising. And it’s very clever. Do you know what Lucky Strike’s slogan is?”

			Mitch was nodding. He had seen some of those advertisements. “‘Reach for a Lucky instead of a sweet.”

			MJ looked puzzled. “I don’t get it.”

			“I guess smoking helps keep you thinner,” Rowland explained. 

			“Good example,” Mitch said. “Do you remember what it says in the Word of Wisdom, just before the Lord said that tobacco is not good for the body or the belly? It goes something like, ‘In consequence of the evil and designs which do exist in the hearts of conspiring men in the last days, I warn you about these things.’ That gives a whole deeper meaning to ‘conspiring men,’ doesn’t it? People seem to be turning away from traditional standards and values everywhere. Look at women’s dress styles nowadays. Sleeveless blouses. Shorter skirts.”

			“Or music,” MJ said. “That’s another example. And it’s a huge draw for the saloons and the speakeasies, especially for the younger generation. They have live bands playing this crazy new music they call Dixieland and jazz. And they have dance floors right there in the saloons. So half-drunk people get out on the dance floors with their wild and highly inappropriate dancing.”

			Rowland feigned deep shock. “How do you know that?”

			MJ ignored him. “I’m not saying all dances are that way, but some of them are pretty provocative.”

			They were silent for a moment. Mitch sat back and then spoke again. “Anyway, what this writer said was fascinating. He believes this is a natural reaction to the previous decade we just experienced. Think about that. What was the last decade like?”

			“We had a world war,” Rowland said immediately. “Millions of young men marched off to battle and never came back. And many of those who did come back were horribly maimed or suffered from shell shock.”

			Mitch added, “The civilians in Europe saw horrible conditions too. You’ve heard me talk about what Elder Reissner and I saw firsthand when we went to Germany to distribute those army surplus supplies the Church bought. And I’m sure it was the same in France and Belgium, too.”

			Then Rowland sighed, “There was the Spanish flu epidemic in the last decade, too.”

			“Yes,” Mitch agreed. “The worst epidemic the world has seen since the Black Plague. Fifty million people dead worldwide. It was a dark, depressing, horrible time. And that’s this journalist’s point. By the end of the decade, it was like this huge, dark pall hung over the world. People were desperately looking for a change, longing for some break in the gloom. They wanted to be happy again, to laugh and play and forget the awful past.”

			MJ was nodding now. “And one way to forget the past is to throw off the old and bring in the new, right?”

			“Precisely!” Mitch replied. “You look for anything that puts a smile on your face and a song in your heart.” There was the sound of a car engine and tires crunching on gravel, and then lights flashed across the ceiling. Mitch jumped up. “Oh, good. I think the women are home.”

			As he said it, the kitchen door was flung open and the children came pouring out.

			As the kids raced past them to the window, Mitch reached over and punched his son gently on the shoulder. “But, MJ, just for the record, I predict that our grandchildren will still be plowing with Ford tractors and driving Ford automobiles long after the name of Farmall has been completely forgotten.”

			“Hear, hear,” Rowland intoned solemnly.

			Chapter Notes

			I decided to name Tina’s date to the dance Willie Adams and make him a grandson of George and Evelyn Adams. I did that because the Adams family was one of the founding families in San Juan County, Utah, and they were still living in Monticello at this time. But Willie is a fictional character, not based on an actual Adams descendant.

			Dan Perkins, son of Benjamin and Mary Ann Perkins, two of the original Hole-in-the-Rock pioneers, moved with his family to Monticello early in its history. After his first wife died, leaving him with two children, he married Cornelia (Nean) Adams, the oldest daughter of George and Evelyn Adams. According to their oldest daughter, Norma Perkins Young, her father did not buy an automobile until 1929 because “the time honored way of transportation by horse, wagon, or buggy was more comfortable for Dan” (Anchored Lariats, 164, 175).
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			November 21, 1923, 9:10 p.m.—EDW Ranch


			Edie suddenly appeared in the hallway that led from the bedrooms to the living room. She waved her hands. Immediately, everyone in the living room went quiet. Smiling broadly, she stepped back, swept out her hand, and intoned: “Ladies and gentlemen, may I present to you, the lovely, the charming, the elegant Miss Christina Rae Westland!” She stepped back and began to applaud. Instantly the whole family joined in, the children cheering along.

			A moment later Tina appeared. Blushing and trying very hard to look prim and proper, she came into the room. With a little flourish of her hands, she extended both arms and curtsied deeply. Oohs and ahs replaced the applause.

			Mitch felt a sudden lump in his throat as he stared at his daughter. She was radiant with joy, and her eyes danced with excitement. But where was the little girl he used to bounce on his knee? Who was this lovely young woman? He turned to MJ and June, who were standing right beside him. “Poor Willie Adams,” he said.

			June chuckled softly. “I already told her that. He doesn’t stand a chance.”

			Mitch turned back to look at his daughter. Everyone had gathered around her now and was examining the dress more closely. It was lovely. The material was soft and expensive-looking, the color of purple grape juice. Its lines were straight and simple. There was no collar, just a softly curving line that came just below the nape of her neck. Around Tina’s neck was a delicate gold necklace with a single artificial pearl attached. It was graceful, elegant, and made her look absolutely lovely.

			“Ah, Tina,” he said, starting toward her. But he stopped mid-stride as his eyes finally took in the full dress. A deep frown furrowed his brow. “What is this?” he asked.

			“This” was the skirt of her dress. Mitch was staring at the hem. It ended just three or four inches below the knee, revealing about fifteen inches of bare legs above her shoes.

			Mitch’s eyes suddenly narrowed, and he spoke to Edie. “Was ist los?” he asked gruffly.

			Edie’s eyes flew open in surprise, not just at the question but at the look on his face. Taken aback, she only stared at him. What now?

			Evidently Tina had heard him too, for she had gone rigid. Her eyes were riveted on her father. Then she slowly turned to her mother and in a low, hoarse whisper cried, “See, Mama? I told you he wouldn’t like it.” Tina started backing away, moving toward the hallway, her face a vivid crimson now.

			Mitch took a step toward her. “Tina!”

			She stopped but didn’t turn around.

			“Come back out here where I can see you.”

			She did, moving slowly, head down, lower lip trembling, her eyes fixed on Edie. “I told you, Mama,” she whispered. “I told you.” She was blinking rapidly, fighting back hot tears.

			Edie stalked over to Mitch and jabbed him sharply with her elbow. “Stop it,” she said between clenched teeth.

			But he was still staring at the dress. “You approved that?” he asked incredulously.

			June audibly gasped and instinctively moved over so she partially blocked Mitch’s view of Tina. Rena was glaring at her father, her eyes dark with warning. And Edie’s eyes were saying, as clearly as if she were shouting it at him, “Whatever it is you are about to say, please don’t! Not now. Not here. We’ll talk later.”

			Mitch glanced over and saw that behind June, Tina’s face had gone a chalky white. Her eyes were wide and filled with visible pain. A warning bell pinged in his mind, but he couldn’t help it. “Look at it,” he said. “It barely covers her knees.”

			“No, Father Westland,” June exclaimed. “It comes a good four inches below her knees.”

			June chimed in, “There was nothing else in her size that she liked that was modest enough.”

			That did it. Feeling like a steer on the auction block, Tina gave a strangled cry, whirled, and plunged into the hallway. A moment later, her bedroom door slammed hard enough to rattle the windows. And then they heard the distinct click of her lock.

			Mitch turned to his son. “Do you think that is acceptable, MJ?”

			MJ fell back a step, holding up his hands as if to ward off a blow. “I’m staying out of this one, Dad.”

			Rowland started to say something, but Rena shot him a look that would have stopped a locomotive in its tracks, and his mouth clamped shut again.

			Head held high, face grim, her mouth pinched in a tight line, Edie looked at Mitch for several seconds and then shook her head and began cleaning up the toys and books scattered around the room. “Children, help Grandma clean up. It’s past your bedtime. We’ve got a big day tomorrow. Come, come. Let’s put things away.”

			Mitch stood there, not moving, realizing that he was seeing an anger in his wife that he had not seen in many, many years. And that anger was aimed directly at him. But he couldn’t stop himself from asking the one question that she had not yet answered. “Did you approve that dress?”

			Edie went on picking things up as if he had not spoken.

			9:18 p.m.

			Very little was said as the parents gathered up their children. Rena and Rowland and their family were staying in the main ranch house, so Rena rounded them up and headed for the back bedrooms. MJ and June quickly rounded up their brood and left. Their ranch house was about a hundred yards west of the main house.

			Abby, who had clearly been crying, turned to her mother. “I thought it was a really pretty dress, Mama,” she said in a low voice. She didn’t look at her father.

			“Thank you, Abby,” Edie said, her voice wooden. “Don’t forget to say your prayers.”

			Benji glanced at his father, who was staring out the window now, and then went up on tiptoes and gave his mother a quick kiss good night.

			For almost a full minute after the room had emptied, Edie stood there, looking at the floor. Mitch continued staring out into the night. Edie glanced around the room once more and moved slowly toward the hallway. “I’m going to bed,” she murmured. “It’s been a very long day.”

			She had only taken two or three steps when Mitch turned and spoke. “You never answered my question,” he murmured.

			Edie didn’t have to ask what question. Her shoulders lifted and fell. “Ja, Mitch. I approved the dress. Tina would never have bought it if I hadn’t.”

			Mitch looked as though he was going to say more, but Edie turned her back on him and started moving again. But as she reached the hall, she stopped. Turning slowly, her eyes locked on his now, she asked, “Do you remember that picture you showed me in the newspaper several months ago? The one where a policeman in New York City was measuring how many inches above the knee the women’s bathing suits were?”

			Mitch looked up in surprise. Wary, he slowly nodded. “Yes. What about it?”

			“Was there anything about that picture that bothered you?”

			He flashed her a sickly grin. “I know I’m supposed to say yes, but I’m not sure why.”

			Edie was not amused, and Mitch’s smile quickly faded.

			“It doesn’t bother you that modesty is defined by a tape measure? If your bathing suit is 5¹⁵⁄₁₆ inches above the knee, you are modest. But if it’s six inches, then you’re immodest. Right?”

			“Uh. . . .”

			“And, by the way, the law just across the river in New Jersey is eight inches above the knee. So if those women just crossed over the river, they would instantly become modest, right? So just how much longer does the skirt on Tina’s dress have to be to satisfy you? A sixteenth of an inch? Would that do it?”

			“Now you’re just being difficult.”

			“Ja, ja. That is exactly what I’m trying to be. So answer me.”

			“Okay, no, a sixteenth of an inch wouldn’t do it.”

			“I didn’t think so. How about a quarter of an inch?”

			Mitch threw up his hands. “Criminy, Edie. I thought you’d be with me on this. We’ve talked and talked about how women’s styles are becoming more and more revealing and provocative. In the last few years it’s been like the whole world’s gone crazy. We have to take a stand, Roaring Twenties or not. We have to draw the line somewhere.”

			“I agree. So where is that line? Are you saying that it’s wrong if Tina shows any bare skin at all?” 

			But then, to Mitch’s surprise, Edie’s expression softened and she came to him and stepped into his arms, pressing herself against him. “I don’t know all the answers, Mitch. Modesty and indecency are such hard things to define. In some cultures, the women wear veils when they go out so other men can’t see their faces. I don’t wear a veil. Does that make me immodest? Scottish men wear kilts. Does that make them immodest? I don’t know.”

			Her eyes were shining now. “But here’s what I do know. Our daughter is as pure and sweet and innocent and lovely as any woman I have ever known. We named her well when we called her Christina. She truly is a follower of Christ. And yet, one look from you tonight took that all away from her. Mitch, she’s not in there crying because you don’t like the dress. Didn’t you see her eyes? She wasn’t just hurt. She was ashamed. And I don’t think she’s ever felt that before. And if you don’t go in to her and somehow fix that, there will be a breach between the two of you that might never be healed.”

			They stood there for a long time, holding each other, not speaking. Finally, Mitch stepped back. “I don’t know how to fix it,” he whispered. “Tell me, Schatzi. I was a fool. How can I make it right with her? What do I say?”

			Edie searched his face and then very quietly said, “I don’t know, Mitch. But I know who does.” Then she took him by the hand and pulled him down to his knees.

			When they finally got up and he started down the hall, she called after him. “Mitch?”

			He turned around. “Yes?”

			“There’s one thing you ought to know before you go in there.”

			“What?”

			“Tina has decided that she’s also going to cut her hair for the dance. She wants a bob cut.”

			She actually smiled at the look on his face and then blew him a kiss. “Go, Mitch. Go fix this.”
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			December 10, 1923, 1:45 p.m.—Main Street, Monticello


			“Daddy!”

			Mitch had been about to turn right as he came out of the Monticello Cooperative Mercantile. He stopped and turned, surprised to see Tina coming toward him.

			She broke into a trot and quickly joined him, smiling. Mitch was grateful that he had heeded his wife’s counsel to patch things up with his daughter. “Guten tag, Vati. Where’s Mama?”

			Mitch looked her up and down. “Where is your coat, young lady? It is winter, you know.”

			“It’s not that cold. And I have to go right back inside.” Tina looked around. “I thought Mom was coming to town with you.”

			Mitch pointed to the post office. “She went to get the mail. She’s probably in there gabbing with someone.” He peered at Tina more closely. “What are you doing out of school?”

			“Mr. Winslow asked me to get something for him from the drugstore for chemistry class.”

			“Oh.” She had turned and was looking for her mother. “Why did he ask you?” Mitch asked.

			Tina shrugged. “Dunno. He just did.” She lifted a hand. “Bye. Gotta run. Tell Mom hello.”

			“I will,” Mitch replied. But as she turned, he called after her. “I know why Willie asked you to the dance!”

			“What?” Then she blushed a little. “Why?”

			“Because you’re so darn cute.”

			Instantly Tina’s cheeks went bright red, but she flashed him a pleased grin. “I don’t think that’s why, but thanks.” She started away but then stopped and turned back slowly. “Daddy? Are you saying that—” One hand came up and briefly touched her hair.

			“Yes, I am.”

			“Really? You think it’s cute?”

			Mitch nodded. Slowly, she came back toward him. “I’m not talking about me, Daddy. I’m talking about my haircut.”

			“I know, and though it pains me deeply to say it, for there’s still a part of me that feels sad to see your long hair gone, I have to admit that I’m quite taken with it. As was Willie. I thought I was going to have to get the car jack out to get his jaw off of the floor when he first saw you the other night.”

			“And what about the dress?” Tina asked.

			Mitch stepped forward and put his arm around his daughter, knowing that he had to be honest with her. “I’m not sure I’m ready for how women’s styles are changing,” he said, “but I do know this: you are not immodest in any way. You are kind, loving, and virtuous, and I couldn’t have asked for a better daughter.”

			“Oh, Daddy.” Tina came back to him and went up on tiptoes and kissed him softly on the cheek. “Ich liebe dich.”

			Mitch started to say, “And I love you too,” but it caught in his throat. He suddenly pictured a three-year-old with short, dark hair who followed him wherever he went around the ranch and often rode with him in his saddle. So he bent down and kissed her on the top of her head. “Me too, kiddo,” he finally whispered. He turned her around and gave her a playful shove. “Now go, before Mr. Winslow comes looking for you.”

			“Yeah. Bye.”

			As Mitch turned and started for the car, he saw Edie coming out of the post office. She was waving at him. “Was that Tina I just saw?”

			“Yeah. Mr. Winslow sent her to get something from the drugstore.” He saw that she had several letters in her hand. “More bills?”

			“No. We got a letter from Inga. And from the feel of it, it’s a long one.”

			“Wonderful. Do you have anything else in town you need to do?”

			“Nothing that can’t wait.”

			“Then let’s go home and see what she has to say.”

			2:05 p.m.—EDW Ranch

			Mitch lowered the letter slowly and stared at Edie. “I can’t believe it.”

			“Nor can I,” Edie whispered in horror. “What kind of men could steal a farm worth thousands and thousands of dollars from a senile old man?”

			“They’re called predators,” Mitch said grimly. “And they have always been with us.”

			“But thank heavens for this Adolf Hitler. Do you think he actually threatened that real estate guy?”

			“From what little Hans has told us about the Nazi Party, I think they did more than that. I think Hitler sent a few of his goons—what did Hans call them again?”

			“The stormtroopers.”

			“Yeah. I think they roughed the guy up some and threatened him with serious bodily harm if he didn’t sign those papers.”

			Edie shuddered. “That gives me the chills. Can they do that?”

			“From what I’ve read in the papers, some of those German political parties have their own private armies. One writer said that Hitler’s stormtroopers number around four or five thousand.”

			Edie gaped at him. “Surely no! That has to be an exaggeration.”

			“This isn’t America, Edie,” he said grimly.

			“Poor Emilee. Keep reading.”

			Mitch lifted the letter. Though Edie’s German was good, he was translating Inga’s letter into English as he read. “‘Though the Nazis came very close to succeeding in their putsch, when the three heads of Bavaria’s government escaped from the beer hall, everything fell apart. The next day they decided to march on the Ministry of War and see if they could get the army to join them in the revolt. That’s when they met up with a line of state policemen, who opened fire on them. And that’s when Hans was shot in the back.’”

			Mitch lowered the letter and turned to stare out the window. He seemed suddenly far away. Surprised, Edie leaned forward. “What is it?”

			He turned back, and Edie saw that his face was lined with a deep sadness. “What?” she asked again. “What’s wrong?”

			Mitch finally answered. “I was thinking about Tina.”

			“Really? What brought that on?”

			“Here I’ve been worrying and fretting about how long Tina’s skirt was, and about women smoking, and what to get the kids for Christmas, and that the mercantile store is sold out of nuts, and whether the price of beef is going to stay steady in the spring, and . . .” He looked at Edie, and there was a haunted look in his eyes. “And what are our dear friends across the sea worrying about? War in the streets. People stealing their farms. Inflation so bad that we cannot begin to conceive of it. A government in perpetual crisis.” His voice dropped to a whisper. “A husband and father who may be paralyzed for life. How could I be so blind?”

			Edie got up and came over to sit down beside him on the sofa. She took his hand. There were tears in her eyes. “And women like Inga who have lost their husbands completely. We are so blessed, Mitch. It all puts our troubles in perspective, doesn’t it?”

			“We need to do something for them, Edie.”

			“I agree. But what can we do?”

			“We’ve got some money in our savings. What if I called Jacob Reissner to see if his banking family can transfer money to Germany for us?”

			“Oh, yes! That’s a wonderful idea. How much?’

			Mitch hesitated. “I was thinking maybe a thousand dollars.”

			Edie blinked and then shook her head. “How about two thousand?”

			Mitch gulped.

			“You can sell more cattle next year. Let’s do it. I would feel so much better if we could help them.”

			“Done, then.” He leaned over and kissed her. “Thank you.”

			“They’re my friends too,” Edie said softly. Then she had another idea. “I want to have the kids contribute something too. They could take something out of their allowance. Maybe buy something for their friends and send it to them.” Her words were tumbling out now. “We could do it for Christmas. I know nothing would get there by Christmas, but I could write Inga and Paula and Emilee today and tell them the kids are sending some gifts.”

			“Wonderful!” Mitch exclaimed. “I love it. We’ll sit them down tonight. I want to read Hans’s last letter to the family, where he talked about what the inflation is like for them. And we’ll read parts of this letter too.”

			“Oh, yes, Mitch. That feels so good. Thank you for thinking of it.”

			Nodding, he lifted the letter again and found where he had left off.

			“‘I think I told you before that Emilee decided to be baptized. She had planned to do it right after the funeral, but then everything else happened. With Hans in the hospital, she decided to wait. But her faith stayed strong and unwavering. She had Wolfie call President Schindler, who is still branch president in Munich, and he was able to go into the hospital and give Hans a blessing right after he came out of surgery. When President Schindler called Emilee later, he told her he had felt a wonderful sense of peace as he blessed Hans. He said he felt strongly that Hans will not be paralyzed. And now the doctors are saying that he has feeling in his legs. That has been a huge blessing to all of us, but especially to Emilee.’”

			“Oh, my,” Edie whispered. “Emilee is such a strong woman,” she said softly.

			Mitch continued reading.

			“‘At first, the hospital wouldn’t let Emilee visit Hans, since he is technically a prisoner. Hans, Hitler, and others have been charged with high treason against the state of Bavaria. This is very concerning, because the mandatory sentence if they are found guilty is life imprisonment.’”

			Edie was shocked. “Life in prison? Oh, Mitch. How much more can that poor girl endure?”

			Mitch just shook his head and went on.

			“‘However, through Hitler’s influence—even though he is in prison—Emilee got a court order giving her and me visiting rights. She can see him twice a week, and I am allowed to visit him on Sundays. I still have Emilee’s two little girls with me and will keep them a while longer while all of this works out. The children are not allowed to see their father yet, but I take them to Munich each Sunday and they get to see their mother at least.’”

			“Wonderful!” Edie exclaimed. “One tiny ray of light in a night of darkness.”

			“This Hitler must really be something,” Mitch observed. “No wonder Hans feels so much loyalty to him.”

			“‘The good news is that Emilee is now a member of the Church. She waited until Hans was recovered enough to give his permission. He had no objection. It was a beautiful service. She was baptized in the Isar River, where it runs through the English Gardens. It was a very cold day, but over a hundred people were there, including about ten nonmembers. During the confirmation, President Schindler gave Emilee a remarkable blessing. He said she would be stalwart in the Church and that her powerful example would bring others into the fold.

			“‘And here is more good news. A few days after Emilee was baptized, Ernst—Emilee’s older brother—gave his blessing for Heinz-Albert to be baptized. Ernst has no interest in the Church for himself, but he sees how Emilee has changed and how happy Heinz-Albert is when he goes with her. So when Heinz-Albert asked to be baptized too, Ernst agreed.’”

			Edie clapped her hands. “I knew it. Heinz-Albert is such a wonderful boy.”

			Mitch was reading ahead and cut in. “Well, if you think that’s great, listen to this.”

			“‘But there’s even more amazing news. Anna and Rudi have begun attending church with us. They first went last Sunday. We made sure that they were introduced to everyone. Anna is Catholic, like all of my children, but Rudi is Lutheran. To our joy, Rudi said that he found something in our meetings that really touched his heart. Their little Inga Helene is four now and is a very bright child. And Rudi Jr. is two.

			“‘When they attended the branch last week, President Schindler asked them if they wanted their children to go to Primary with the other children, and they agreed. They loved it! Paula’s daughter, Gretl, happens to be one of the Primary teachers in our branch, so she had them both come to her class. Anna asks me questions about the Church all the time now, but it is Rudi who surprises me the most. He has started to read the Book of Mormon. This brings me and Emilee and Paula great joy, of course.’”

			Stopping, Mitch looked up. “Can you believe that? Anna and Rudi.”

			“It’s incredibly wonderful,” Edie said. “I love all of their family, but next to Emilee and Inga, I think I got closer to Anna than any of the others. Oh, how I wish we could just go see them again. Emilee feels like one of our own daughters.”

			“I totally agree.” Mitch lifted the letter again. “Okay, only a few more paragraphs.” 

			“‘I must say that the United States continues to astonish our people. You were our enemies in the war, but now you work more diligently than any of the others to help us in our time of need. Bless the United States of America. Berlin has appointed a new Reich Minister of the Currency. He has a reputation for being a brilliant economist and a man who gets things done. They say he is drawing up a plan for a new currency and that, with the help of America, he is pressuring our former enemies to back off somewhat on their demands for war reparation payments. Though it is too early to say what will come of this, there is a mood of optimism in the land. There are many crossed fingers, bowed heads, and bent knees in our country right now. 

			“‘We think of you often and express our gratitude to you and to the Lord for your friendship. Dare I ask if it is too early for you to be thinking about a return trip to Oberammergau in 1930? We have a place for you to stay and would rejoice greatly to see you again. 

			“‘Well, I must go. Emilee promises to write and give you an update on Hans and their family. And we would love to hear from both of you as well. 

			“‘Much love, Inga.’”
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			December 10, 1923, 6:35 p.m.—EDW Ranch


			Mitch stomped the snow off of his galoshes as best he could and then opened the door and went into the mudroom. The small room had actually once been their back porch, but several years ago he had enclosed it for just such days as this. It wasn’t heated, but it got him out of the biting wind and kept his muddy boots out of the rest of the house. Wearily he sat down on the bench and began tugging at his boots. As he got the second one off and let it drop to the floor, the door from the kitchen opened.

			His wife was there, wearing an apron and letting in the enticing smell of something baking. Mitch looked up and smiled. “Mmm. I’ll have three of whatever it is you’re cooking in there.” He stood up and shucked off his sheepskin parka.

			It was as though Edie hadn’t heard him. Her eyes were wide and a little dazed. Mitch peered more closely. “Is something wrong?”

			Edie stepped back, holding the door open for him. As he passed her and entered the kitchen, he saw that her eyes were shining. She went to say something but couldn’t get it out.

			Alarmed, Mitch went to her. “Edie? What’s wrong?”

			She sniffed and wiped at her eyes and then threw her arms around him joyfully. “Frank’s coming, Mitch. Frank is coming home.”

			“What? You mean our Frank?”

			“Yes! I just hung up with him.”

			“He’s coming here?”

			Edie laughed aloud. “Yes, here, silly! Can you believe it?”

			“No.” Mitch was dumbfounded. “When is he coming?”

			Edie took his hand. “Come over to the table. I wrote down all the details.”

			As they moved into the kitchen, Mitch looked around. “Where are the children?”

			“Supposedly doing their homework.” Edie tugged on his arm. “We’ll tell them in a minute. Come sit down.”

			He did so and she sat down beside him, taking a folded piece of paper from her apron pocket. As she smoothed it out, she went on talking. “I was bowled over when I heard his voice. I couldn’t believe my ears. His first words were, ‘Mama, it’s me, Frank. I have some good news.’ My first thought was to have him hang on while I ran out and got you, but he said he was meeting with a study group in just a few minutes.”

			Mitch sighed, shaking his head. Five months of nothing but a couple of brief notes and a photo of the baby, and their son finally calls just before he has to leave to study? But he let it go. That was typical Frank.

			“So I grabbed a pencil and paper and I wrote as fast as I could.” She held it up. “He has a final tomorrow morning at 8:30. And that’s his last one. So he has tickets for the express train to Chicago, which leaves at 2:20 their time tomorrow afternoon.”

			“Wow? Tomorrow? Really?” Mitch’s mind was going back to when they had made that same trip the previous year. “So three days will get them here on Thursday?”

			“Not them. Celeste isn’t coming with him. She has—”

			Mitch lurched forward. “Celeste’s not coming?”

			“Celeste’s final exams are not over until Friday morning. Then her parents have some huge Christmas party that night that she needs to be there for. So she will catch that same train on Saturday afternoon. She will only be three days behind Frank.”

			Mitch’s brow furrowed. “With the baby, I assume. She is bringing the baby, right? I mean, we have never seen him, you know.”

			“No, she’s not. Frank—”

			“No?”

			Edie gave a soft snort of exasperation. “Schatzi, if you will just let me finish.”

			“Sorry.”

			“Frank’s train arrives in Thompson Springs at 10:34 Thursday morning. He will be bringing Reginald with him. He asked if we could pick them up there. I told him yes, of course.” 

			“Definitely. But how can he bring the baby if Celeste’s nursing him?”

			Edie gave him another look. “She’s not nursing him. She hasn’t since he was born. She goes to school full-time too, remember? A nanny takes care of the baby, and he’s been on a bottle from the beginning.”

			Seeing Mitch’s look, Edie rushed on, cutting off any comment he was about to make on that. “So Celeste will be here next Tuesday at the same time. So we’ll have to make a second trip up to Thompson Springs.”

			“That’s no problem.”

			“That’s what I told him. The good news is that they don’t start school again until January seventh, so they’ll spend New Year’s Eve with us, then we’ll take them back to the train station on New Year’s Day.”

			Mitch reached across the table and laid his hand on Edie’s. “That’s wonderful, Edie. Just wonderful.” But as he sat back, a slight look of worry crossed his face.

			Watching him closely, Edie sighed. “Mitch, I. . . .”

			“What?”

			“I know Celeste’s different. She doesn’t see things like we do. And this will be a dramatic change for her, so let’s just be happy that they’re finally coming. We need to do all we can to make it a good experience for her.”

			“I agree. What? You think I’m going to try and dress her in buckskin skirts and get her on a horse the first day she arrives?”

			Edie chuckled. “No, but maybe the second or third day.”

			Mitch was thoughtful now. He had only spent five or six minutes with Celeste the day they had first met. She was beautiful, elegant, and sophisticated. Everything about her shouted wealth. When Edie and the kids had returned from the wedding a few months later, it was clear that it hadn’t been a good experience for them. Snubbed was the word Mitch had used after listening to Edie’s description, but Edie refused to complain. Her phrase—and she would never say anything more than this—was that they had definitely been “out of their element.”

			But Tina had fumed for weeks after their return and had told him that much of it had been horrible. It wasn’t so much Frank and Celeste. They had been totally caught up in the joy of the day. But Celeste’s family had been something else entirely. Tina described it like being hillbillies at the prince’s ball. During the wedding reception, they were seated at a table by themselves for over two hours, and hardly anyone spoke to them. It still rankled her, and Mitch decided that he’d better have a talk with Tina so she didn’t bring that up again when Frank was there.

			Seeing that Edie was watching him closely, Mitch declared, “Celeste Dickerson Westland is our daughter-in-law, and she’s coming to Monticello. I think we both know that wasn’t an easy decision for her.”

			“I’m sure of that. I’m still reeling a little.”

			“So, I promise that I shall be on my best behavior.” He put his hand over hers. “And I’ll set the children down, and we’ll talk about what we can do to make this a positive experience for her. She is a member of our family now, and she needs to see what the Westlands are made of.”

			Tears welled up, and Edie squeezed his hand. “And that we accept her. We have to, Mitch. Or Frank will never come back.”

			Mitch nodded, knowing she was right. It was no surprise that Frank had fallen for Celeste, but it still amazed him a little that she had fallen for him. And he could imagine the ruckus it must have raised with her parents. “Have you told MJ and June yet? Or called Rena?”

			“No. I had just hung up when you came in.”

			“Then why don’t we have Rena and Rowland come down for dinner tomorrow or Wednesday? Afterwards, we’ll sit everyone down and talk this through with them.”

			“Yes,” Edie said eagerly. “I’ll call Rena right now and see if they can come tomorrow.” Mitch started to get up, but she pulled him back again. “Thank you, Mitch. We have to make this a wonderful experience for Celeste. We just have to.”

			December 15, 1923, 9:07 a.m.

			“That’s good,” Mitch called. “You put the pitchforks and shovels away, and I’ll wheel this out behind the corral.”

			“I can take it, Dad.” Frank leaned his pitchfork against one of the barn’s main pillars and started for the wheelbarrow that was now heaped to the top with wet horse manure.

			“Not on your life, son. Bad enough that I roped you into mucking out the stables while you’re on vacation. I’ll take it out.”

			“You didn’t rope me into it,” Frank said, not budging. “I volunteered, remember? Actually, though don’t quote me on this, I almost enjoyed it. I work in a world of abstracts, in the ‘theoretical stratosphere,’ as one of my professors likes to put it. It feels good to have a task where I know exactly what needs to be done and exactly how to do it and where I can see immediate and dramatic results.”

			“Dramatic results is the operative phrase here,” Mitch said, wrinkling his nose at the pungent smell. “But suit yourself. Me? I think I would take a little of that theoretical stratosphere of yours over hauling out a load of this very tangible, very nontheoretical, equine manure that keeps building up in the stalls.”

			Frank laughed and lifted the wheelbarrow with a grunt, moving toward the door.

			When he came back in, Mitch was waiting for him. The tools were all hung on their rack. “What’s next?” Frank asked.

			“This from the boy who didn’t want to be a rancher?” Mitch retorted.

			“Hey, I never said I hated ranching. I just had things I wanted to do that couldn’t be done in Monticello.” Frank looked around. “But I’d forgotten how much I’ve missed it, Dad. How good it feels to be back. Even with the smell of horse manure.”

			Mitch clapped one hand on his son’s shoulder. “And I can’t tell you how good it is to have you here. And that son of yours too, especially. He’s a strapper.” 

			Frank laughed. “Probably best not to say that around Celeste. Her father called him chunky the other day, and I thought her mother was going to pop him one. ‘Pleasingly plump’ is how Celeste describes him.”

			Hooting at that, Mitch had a thought. “So this is her parents’ first grandson, right?”

			“Yes. Celeste is an only child. So first grandson and first grandchild and first heir. Her parents are ecstatic. Reginald Sr. is bursting his buttons. He shows him off to everyone.”

			Mitch motioned to the bench by the tack shop. “Let’s sit for a while.”

			As they did so, Mitch half turned to face his son. “How’s the school­ing coming?”

			“Excellent. One more year after this one, then it’s on to grad school.”

			“There at MIT?”

			“Well, that’s what I’ve always planned on. And they want me. They’ve made that clear.”

			“But?”

			Frank turned and faced his father. His eyes were alight with excitement. “But I’ve been looking into another option. Have you ever heard the name Albert Einstein?”

			“Of course. The famous German physicist.”

			“Yes. He won the Nobel Prize for physics in 1921.”

			“Yeah, I remember. And he’s been traveling in the U.S. this last year, right?”

			“Exactly right. He gave lectures at Columbia and Princeton, and some of my colleagues and I went down and listened to him.”

			“Everyone says he is brilliant.”

			“A vast understatement. He’s a phenomenon. Incredible.”

			“And?” Mitch prodded after a moment as it became obvious that Frank had gotten lost in his thoughts.

			“Well, the Rockefeller Foundation has endowed a lot of physics departments in leading universities.” Frank took a quick breath. “And they’re funding individual fellowships for promising students to travel abroad for a year, all expenses paid, and study physics under some of the world’s leading physicists.”

			Mitch was staring at him. “And are you considered a promising student?”

			Frank blushed slightly. “Well, let’s just say I’ve made application for one of those fellowships. I’ve applied to study at the Kaiser Wilhelm Institute for Physics in Berlin.”

			Mitch nearly leaped up. “Really? So you’ll get to use your German?”

			There was a slow smile. “Yes, I will. And though I’ve let it slip these last few years, I’m boning up on it again. Care to guess who the director of that institute is?”

			Mitch was puzzled, but then his eyes grew wide. “Einstein?”

			“None other. He travels abroad a lot, so he may not actually be there when I am, but as the director of the institute, his influence on what is taught there is enormous.”

			Removing his hat, Mitch wiped at his forehead with the sleeve of his woolen shirt. “Whoo-ee!” he exclaimed. “My boy sitting at the feet of Albert Einstein! Have you told your mother about this yet?” 

			Trying hard not to grin but failing, Frank said, “I’m not accepted yet, so no. But I’m keeping my fingers crossed.”

			“Doesn’t matter. If she finds out you told me and didn’t tell her immediately, we’ll both be in more hot water than I want to think about.” Mitch got to his feet and replaced his hat. “Let’s go tell the family.”

			“Right now?”

			“Of course.”

			As they walked toward the house, Mitch glanced at his son. “I can’t tell you how much it means to us that you and Celeste would come all the way out here. We know how difficult that is.”

			“It’s overdue, Dad. Sorry that it took so long.”

			Mitch waved that aside. “You brought the baby. That covers a multitude of sins, as the old saying goes.” He paused for a moment and then went on. “So, can I ask you a question, Frank?”

			“Of course.”

			“Your mother and I are so pleased that Celeste would come, especially that far by herself.”

			“Oh, she’s pretty independent.”

			“Well, we’re grateful. And Mama and I want to make her visit here as pleasant as possible. So what can we do to make sure that happens?”

			Touched by the question, Frank considered it and then laughed. “Don’t try to get her up on a horse. Or out with the cows. She detests animals. Not sure why, but even cats and dogs.”

			“So no bronc busting?” Mitch asked, straight-faced.

			Frank hooted. “Or bull riding. Or calf roping.”

			“Got it. Anything else?”

			“Uh . . .” Frank slowed his pace. “There is one little thing,” he said lightly. “It’s not a big deal, but. . . .”

			“What?”

			“Tina and the twins have taken to calling the baby Reggie. And Mom did it last night too. Can you ask them not to when Celeste is here? It’s fine with me. Reginald is a pretty big name for such a little tyke. But it’s a really big thing with Celeste and her family. Reginald is named for Celeste’s father, and no one ever calls him Reggie or any other nickname. I mean no one. Celeste told me that he once canceled a major business deal because the guy insisted on calling him Reggie. He was a Texan, one of those guys that thinks he’s every­one’s buddy. But Reginald sent him packing.”

			“All right,” Mitch said, trying to not look too surprised. “I’ll tell the rest of the family that before Celeste arrives. Anything else?”

			“No. But thanks for putting us in the bedroom that looks to the east. I’ve told her about the view from up here, but it’s going to really wow her.”

			“Well, let’s just hope it isn’t snowing next week when she comes.”

			Just as they reached the step, Frank stopped again. “Uh . . . Dad?”

			“Yes?”

			“Speaking of when she comes, would you mind if I went up to Thompson Springs to get Celeste by myself?”

			“I. . . . No. Of course not. Whatever you think.”

			“I know you and Mom are really excited to see her again. But it’s about a five- or six-hour round trip, right?”

			“Yeah. Longer if the weather turns bad on us.”

			“So she’ll be very tired, I’m sure. That train trip is a killer. So not having to worry about Reginald until we get back to the ranch would be good.” He was trying very hard not to look embarrassed by his request.

			“Good idea,” Mitch said. “I think that’s wise. I’ll tell your Mom.”

			“Thank you, Dad. Thanks for understanding.”

			December 16, 1923, 5:14 p.m.

			Benji cracked one eye open without lifting his head too far off his chest. “And bless the meat loaf that Mom baked for us, and the rolls that Aunt June made, and the brown gravy that . . . um . . . somebody made, and the—”

			Abby elbowed him sharply in the ribs. He jumped and bowed his head again. “We thank Thee for all of this really good food. Help it to bless our bodies and make us strong. In the name of Jesus, amen.”

			There was a chorus of soft amens.

			When Benji looked up, his father was watching him, clearly amused. “Particularly hungry this afternoon, are we?” he asked.

			“Sure am,” Benji complained. “Mama wouldn’t let us eat anything after we got home from church.” Now he reached for the bowl heaped high with mashed potatoes and pulled it closer to him.

			“Benj?”

			He stopped, looking at his mother. What now?

			“Guests first.”

			He nearly choked. “Mama, Frank ain’t no guest. He’s family.”

			“Yeah, Mom,” Frank said. “I’m family.”

			“Don’t say ain’t,” Tina scolded.

			Edie sighed. “Benjamin, pass the potatoes to your brother, then you can be next.”

			“He’ll faint before then,” Abby said, giving her brother a dirty look.

			“Will not!” Benji shot back hotly.

			“Children, children,” Edie chided. “Behave yourselves.”

			Frank was grinning as he heaped a mound of potatoes onto his plate and passed the bowl to Benji. Next he ladled enough gravy onto the mound to cover half his plate and took two thick slices of meat loaf. “Man, I can’t remember the last time I had meat loaf.” He cut off a large chunk with his fork, swirled it around in the potatoes and gravy until it was no longer recognizable, and shoved it in his mouth. In pure ecstasy, he closed his eyes and made a low sound of joy.

			Edie watched him, her eyes soft. “It is good to have you home again, Frank, but I sure hope you don’t eat like that when you’re dining with Celeste’s family.”

			He said something unintelligible and took another bite as Edie looked on with a deep sense of satisfaction. Her boy was back.
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			December 18, 1923, 2:22 p.m.—EDW Ranch


			Abby had her nose pressed up against the living room window, her body turned so that Benji couldn’t squeeze in front of her and block her view down toward town. Suddenly she stiffened, pressing her whole face against the glass. Then she whirled, cupped both hands to her mouth, leaned forward, and shrieked, “They’re coming!”

			Instantly the rest of the children surrounded her, screeching and hollering and pressing their noses to the glass as well. Five seconds later, the door to the kitchen swung open and Edie burst out, followed closely by Tina, June, and Rena. “Are you sure?” Edie asked, pushing her way through the crush of kids.

			“Yes, Mama. Look!”

			Edie did, knowing there was no way to tell if the approaching Model T was for sure theirs until it got closer. There were several Fords just like it in town. But there were none up on this side of town, so she grabbed Benji by the shoulder. “You and Noah go out and tell Grandpa, MJ, and Rowland that they’re here.”

			“Aw, Mom! I want to be here when they come.”

			Edie swatted him on the backside. “Then you’d better hurry, hadn’t you? Now go!” She turned to Abby. “You and Tina pick up the living room.” She untied her apron, took it off, and handed it to Edna June. “Here, sweetie, take Grandma’s apron and go put it in the drawer in the kitchen. I’ve got to brush my hair.”

			2:25 p.m.

			“Now children,” Edie said a few minutes later, “we’re not going to be lined up at the window like a bunch of monkeys at the zoo waiting for some peanuts. Let’s have the families in the living room, and Grandpa and I will go out and greet them.”

			“Mama,” Tina interrupted. “Can I go too? I met Celeste at the wedding, and we became good friends, remember?”

			“No, Tina. I want you to be holding Reginald when Celeste comes in. She’s going to be very anxious to see him.”

			“All right.” Tina liked that idea too. She went over to the playpen and picked Reginald up.

			Edie went on. “Grandpa and I will bring Celeste in and introduce her to all of you who haven’t met her yet. But I’m sure she’s exhausted, so we’ll see if she wants to take a nap. Then we’ll have dinner around five.”

			As the car finally turned onto the lane and chugged its way through the four inches of snow that had fallen overnight, Edie took Mitch’s hand and they went out onto the porch. They waved as it drove up. Through the windshield, Edie saw Celeste wave back.

			“At least we got her a beautiful day,” Mitch murmured.

			“It’s perfect.” It had been snowing lightly when Frank had left for Thompson Springs shortly after six that morning. Now the clouds were gone and the sky was a brilliant blue. The temperature was in the mid-forties and still rising, and the eaves were dripping steadily as the shingles soaked up the heat. “I just hope the roads weren’t too bad for Frank this morning.”

			Mitch smiled. “Frank drives in Boston, dear. I think he’s used to slick roads.”

			The driver’s door opened and Frank got out. He waved too as he walked around and opened Celeste’s door. He offered his hand and she slid out of the car.

			“Oh, my,” Edie whispered.

			Mitch shot her a questioning look, but Edie didn’t see it. She was remembering that day in Boston when she and Mitch and the twins, fresh off the boat from Germany, had stopped at a small home in Cambridge looking for Frank. When the door opened, it was Celeste who was standing there. Though she had come to unpack Frank’s things in their new apartment, she looked as if she had just stepped off the cover of a women’s magazine. Three words had come to Edie’s mind as Celeste introduced herself to the family: money, money, money.

			When she and Tina had returned a few months later for the wedding, Edie realized that she had totally understated the situation. Celeste’s parents weren’t rich. They were very, very rich. The Dickerson mansion was in Beacon Hill, Boston’s most prestigious neighborhood, according to Frank, and was staffed by half a dozen servants. The wedding was held in the Cathedral of the Holy Cross, Boston’s largest and most magnificent Catholic church, and was performed by the archbishop himself. Not being Catholic, Edie hadn’t known exactly what that meant, but from the way Celeste pronounced the title, it was obviously something quite unusual. The reception that night had been held in a ballroom big enough to accommodate about half the population of Utah, and then Celeste and Frank had sailed off for a honeymoon in the Caribbean.

			At the reception, Mrs. Dickerson had let it “accidentally” drop that the reception alone had cost her husband twelve thousand dollars. It was all Edie could do to stop her jaw from falling open. You could buy an entire ranch for that kind of money.

			And now, here Celeste was again, every bit as beautiful, every bit as elegant, every inch of her nothing but . . . celestial. Her name was perfect for her. She had on a long, black coat that came down about six inches below her knees. The cuffs of both sleeves and the collar were made of some kind of dark brown fur. Edie wasn’t an expert in such things, but she guessed that the fur was real mink. Faux fur would be unthinkable, of course.

			The coat was unbuttoned, revealing a very chic, brilliant red dress with a small round collar. Around Celeste’s neck was a tiny gold chain with a cross on it. The dress perfectly matched her lipstick and the low heels she wore on her feet. On her head, she wore a close-fitting, bell-shaped hat, the rim of which nearly reached her eyebrows. Tina had assured Edie that these were the most popular style of women’s headwear in America right now.

			Edie didn’t doubt it. She couldn’t imagine Celeste not being right up with the very latest in everything. And to her surprise, she felt a tiny stab of envy. No one would ever say that about her.

			“She wore that on the train?” Mitch whispered in astonishment. Horrified that Celeste might have heard him, Edie shot him a warning look. But his question hung there. Had she? Edie shook her head. She couldn’t have. There wasn’t a wrinkle or a smudge or a crease of any kind. But then, she would have made Frank stop somewhere along the way so she could change, wouldn’t she? She was sure that Celeste was determined to make the best impression possible.

			“How in the world did our Frank ever get a girl like that?” Mitch remarked out of the corner of his mouth. “She’s a cut or two above us, that’s for sure.”

			“Hush!” Edie scolded. “Go help Frank with her luggage.” Then she ran lightly down the stairs and onto the snow-packed driveway to greet her daughter-in-law.

			5:15 p.m.

			When Celeste came out of the bedroom and into the hall, the red dress, shoes, and gold necklace were gone. Instead she wore a loose-fitting pair of women’s wool slacks that were a soft, golden-brown color. Her blouse was pale beige with long sleeves made of a silky-looking material. On her feet, she wore a simple pair of flats that matched the slacks perfectly. Of course. You wouldn’t want to be caught with shoes that didn’t match.

			Edie glanced at Mitch. Women’s slacks were also one of the latest fashion fads right now, and something else that definitely elevated his blood pressure—which Edie found somewhat funny. Mitch wasn’t bothered at all that the women in the family wore Levi’s around the house or when they were outside working on the ranch, but for a woman to wear dress pants around the house when there was company? But he managed to keep a pleasant smile on his face as Celeste moved over to join them.

			“Oh,” she exclaimed as she saw that Tina was holding Reginald in her arms. “There you are, my little one.” Celeste walked over and took the baby and then cradled him in her arms and bent down and kissed him. “Mummy has missed you so much, Reginald. Have you been a good boy?”

			“He is soooo cute,” Tina said. “And so adorable. We just love him to death.”

			Mitch agreed. “I think we’re going to have to set some rules for the children and grandchildren, or he’s going to be smothered with love.

			Celeste looked around at the upturned faces. “I’m glad. You are the only cousins that he has.”

			“How was he while I slept?” she asked Frank.

			“Perfect,” Edie said. “Keep that boy fed and I can’t believe how good he is.”

			“That’s our boy,” Frank said. “But now that you’re up, hon, I’ll go feed him and put him down while we eat. Okay?”

			“Thank you.” Celeste handed Reginald to Frank, but Tina spoke up quickly.

			“Can I feed him and put him to bed, Celeste? I would love to. Please?”

			That seemed to please Celeste, and she smiled and handed him to Tina. “That would be nice, Tina. Thank you.”

			As they moved into the living room, Celeste seemed a little surprised to see a table fully set right there, but then she took a deep breath. “It smells wonderful!” she exclaimed. “And I am famished. The food on the train was awful.”

			Frank cocked his head. “I need to warn you. I’ve already put on five pounds since I got here. Mama’s cooking is the best.”

			“Well,” Edie said, “it’s all ready. We just need to dish it up. Everyone find your places. Children, you’re at the table out in the living room. Adults and Tina will be in the kitchen at the main table.”

			As they got the food all dished up and everyone seated, Christina came out from the bedroom to join them. As she sat down between her father and Frank, she spoke to Celeste. “Reginald was asleep before he finished his bottle. And he never stirred when I laid him down.”

			“Good. Thank you.” Then Celeste reached across Frank and briefly touched Tina’s hand. “You’ve grown so much in the last year, Christina. You’ve turned into a beautiful young woman.”

			Tina ducked her head as her face colored. “Thank you.”

			“And I love how you’ve cut your hair. Very chic. Very stylish.”

			Tina was momentarily taken aback, but then she smiled and looked at her father. “Why thank you, Celeste. Would you mind saying that again for the benefit of my father?”

			Celeste’s eyes darted back and forth between them. “Why? Did I say something wrong?”

			“Oh, no,” Mitch laughed quickly before his daughter could reply. “It’s just that I’ve always thought that a bob cut would look great on Tina, but she wouldn’t believe me. I tried for months to get her to cut it.”

			Tina’s mouth fell open. “What?” she cried.

			Mitch went right on. “She’s always been a stubborn girl, right, Frank?”

			Trying hard to keep a straight face, Frank grunted, “You can say that again.”

			“Dad!” Tina cried. “That’s not true.” She whirled around to face Edie. “Tell her what really happened, Mom.”

			Edie shrugged. “Well, the real truth is, Mitch finally had to threaten to get the sheep shears out and do it himself before she finally gave in.”

			“Mother!” Tina was aghast.

			Celeste was staring in open astonishment at her in-laws. Then she glanced around the table. Frank and MJ had turned their heads away and were sniggering into their napkins. June had her hand cupped over her mouth to stop herself from laughing out loud. Rowland and Rena had ducked their heads and were stifling giggles. And then Celeste got it and began to laugh.

			“It’s not funny!” Tina yelped. “It was all my idea, and Dad really fought me—”

			“Actually,” Frank said, “it is pretty funny. If you hadn’t given in, think how ba-a-a-a-d Dad’s haircut would have turned out.” He did a perfect imitation of a sheep bleating.

			That sent everyone except Tina into paroxysms of laughter. Tina just rolled her eyes.

			During the laughter, Celeste looked around at the circle of faces and leaned in close to Frank. “Are your parents always like this?” she whispered. She had meant it for Frank’s ears only, but in the confines of the kitchen, everyone heard it clearly. The family roared in delight as Celeste’s face turned bright red. Even Tina couldn’t hold it back now.

			As the laughter gradually died out, Tina turned to her sister-in-law with a plaintive look on her face and asked, “Could I ever come and live with you, Celeste? See what I have to put up with here?”

			Celeste sobered as she considered that. Then, with just the tiniest hint of a smile playing around the corners of her mouth, she replied, “Only if your parents will take Frank back in trade.”

			“Hey!” Frank howled.

			At that the laughter started right back up. Edie waited until it subsided and then spoke to Celeste. “Tina for Frank? Oh, Celeste, you’d have to kick in a substantial sum of money to make that work.”

			5:35 p.m.

			“So,” MJ said to Celeste as everyone was eating, “I’m guessing that you’ve found our country out here to be a bit different than New England.”

			“Oh my goodness, yes. The whole West. I couldn’t believe it as we came through Colorado. I’d seen pictures of the Rocky Mountains before, of course, but they were so fantastic with all the snow on them.”

			Rena chuckled. “And then you got to drab old Utah. I’ll bet that was a shock.”

			Celeste laid her fork down. “Oh, no. There’s a lot of emptiness, of course, but when we got close to that first town. . . .” She turned to Frank. “What was the name of it?”

			“Moab.”

			“Oh, yeah, Moab.” Celeste’s eyes were very wide now. “It took my breath away. I mean, suddenly, there were these massive red cliffs on both sides of the road. And I mean, massive! And in the sunlight, the colors were so breathtaking. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

			Rowland, who hadn’t said much since Celeste’s arrival, was pleased with that. “Just a few miles northeast of Moab, up on those high rocky plateaus that you passed, there are literally hundreds of huge stone arches cut out of that same red rock. They’re pretty spectacular too. We’ll have to take you up there sometime.”

			“Oh, yes,” Celeste cried. “We saw an arch. A real one. Right by the side of the road.”

			“Wilson’s Arch?” Mitch asked Frank, who nodded.

			“Did you stop?” MJ asked.

			“Of course he stopped,” Celeste said. “I made him. I made him take me up to it.”

			That brought Edie’s head up. “You mean you hiked up to it?” She was thinking of the red dress.

			“In the snow?” June asked at the same time.

			Frank read their expressions well and was pleased to answer. “Moab didn’t get as much snow as you did here. There were a few muddy spots on the path, but we went up most of the way.”

			“I kind of ruined my shoes,” Celeste said ruefully. “Frank’s going to try and clean them off for me tomorrow. But I’m so glad we went up. I was. . . . I don’t know. I’ve never had a feeling quite like that before. I felt so small. So insignificant.”

			Edie had to look away to hide her surprise. So that answers the question about what you wore on the train. It certainly wasn’t the red dress and matching shoes. Or the outfit you’re wearing now. But this little revelation actually pleased her. This was a side to her daughter-in-law that she had not expected.

			“Tell you what,” Mitch said. “If that interests you, let’s watch the weather next week, and if we get a warm spell with no snow, we’ll all drive up to Moab and go see some of those arches. Rowland’s right. They’re pretty spectacular.”

			“They’re only about fifty miles from here,” Frank said. “Would you like that, Celeste?”

			“Oh, yes!” she cried. “Very much.”

			Rowland spoke up again. “There’s one arch that’s my favorite. They call it Delicate Arch, because it’s freestanding. It comes right up out of the rock base and is about the same height as a six-story building.”

			“But it’s about an hour-and-a-half hike from where we park the cars,” Rena said. “And the trail is pretty steep in some places.”

			Frank was amused. They were worried about whether it would be too much for his wife. “Oh, Celeste loves hiking,” he said. “Her family has a cabin up in the Adirondacks. She hikes for miles up there.” He looked at Celeste proudly. “She can out-hike me two times over.”

			Well, well, well. Edie picked up her fork and began to eat again. There’s a good lesson for you, Edie Westland. Don’t judge a book by its cover. No matter how elegant and beautiful that cover may be.

			6:13 p.m.

			The adults were gathered in the living room. After doing the dishes, the children had asked permission to go to MJ and June’s house so they could play games there. Tina volunteered to go with them and supervise. Reginald was up again now, and Edie was feeding him his bottle, cuddling him and cooing to him as she did so. The rest of the adults were seated around the room talking to each other quietly, enjoying the warm glow of being well fed and in good company. 

			Mitch cleared his throat as he looked at Frank. “So did you tell Celeste our plans for tomorrow?”

			“Uh . . . no. Not yet.”

			Celeste turned to Mitch. “What plans?”

			“We’re going to get the family Christmas tree.”

			“Oh, good,” Celeste replied. “I always love that part of Christmas. So is there a Christmas tree lot here in town?”

			Rena looked up in surprise. “A Christmas tree lot?”

			But Celeste missed her question. “In Boston we always go down to the harbor. They bring in shiploads of trees from Canada and then set them up in Christmas tree lots throughout town. But Daddy always sends Alfred—he’s our butler—right down to the wharf so he can choose one before they’re all picked over. And growing up, Alfred would always let me go with him.” Celeste’s voice trailed off as she noticed the expressions all around her. “What?” She turned to Frank. “What did I say?”

			Mitch leaned forward. “You didn’t say anything wrong, Celeste. It’s just that . . . well, we have our own Christmas tree lot just to the west of us.”

			“You do? You have your own Christmas tree lot?”

			“It’s called Horse Head Peak,” Frank explained, smiling at his wife. “It’s part of the ranch. We’re going to take a horse and a sleigh and go up and cut down our own tree right out of the forest.”

			“Really?” Celeste looked to Mitch for confirmation. She clearly thought Frank was teasing her.

			“Yes, really,” Mitch said. “And if you would like, you can be the one who actually picks it out for us. And you can help cut it down, too.”

			She peered at him. “You mean like with an axe?”

			“Yes. And we use a saw, too,” Mitch replied. “We’ll help you, but you could make the last few strokes and watch it topple.”

			Celeste whipped around and looked at her husband. He laughed at her expression. “Dad’s serious, honey. Is that something that you would like to do?”

			“Cut down my own Christmas tree?” she yelped. “Are you kidding? Of course I would!”

			Rena was pleased with her reaction. “And after we get it back and set it up, we spend the rest of the day decorating it, with the kids taking the lead.”

			“Can I help do that too?” Celeste asked eagerly.

			“Of course,” Edie said. “It’s a family thing.”

			Chapter Notes

			Around this time, people in the Moab region were trying to get the federal government to come out and see the area that is now known as Arches National Park. When government representatives finally visited, action was taken and the area was made a park on April 12, 1929. It now receives more than a million visitors each year, and they come from all around the world.

			Delicate Arch, now an iconic symbol of Utah, was originally called “The Chaps” or “The Schoolmarm’s Bloomers” by the local cowboys and settlers. It got its current name in 1934.
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			December 19, 1923, 7:15 a.m.—EDW Ranch


			Frank blew out his breath in exasperation and shouted down the hallway. “Celeste? Are you coming? Everybody’s ready. The kids are already out in the sleigh.”

			There was some kind of muffled response that was not intelligible. Frank turned to his mother, lifting his hands in a gesture of helplessness.

			“It’s all right,” Edie said. “We don’t have a set schedule here, son.”

			“What is she doing?” June asked, more curious than irritated. She stood beside her mother-in-law and Rena. The three women were not bundled up for the cold. They were staying behind with the babies while the rest of the family went out to get the Christmas tree.

			“I don’t know,” Frank grumbled. “She was almost ready, then Tina came in and said she had to get something out of the chest of drawers. I thought she and Celeste would be right out.” With a soft harrumph, he started down the hall.

			“Frank,” his mother called after him, “give them another minute or two. Maybe Celeste is—”

			The front door opened with a bang and Mitch stuck his head in. “Frank? You coming?”

			“Yes, I am!” Frank jammed his hat on his head and started to turn. But just then, the door down the hall opened and Tina slipped out. She was buttoning her heavy woolen coat. “Tina? Where’s Celeste?”

			Tina smiled sweetly. “She’s coming. Right now.” She came up to Frank. “Close your eyes.” She turned to Edie and June. “And you too.” Seeing her father, she nodded. “And you, Dad.”

			“This is no time for games, Tina,” Frank snapped. “Everybody’s waiting and—”

			“Then close your eyes, grumpy,” Tina snapped right back at him. “You’re the one holding everybody up.” But she was trying hard to keep a straight face as she said it.

			When they all had their eyes shut, Tina called out, “Okay, Celeste. We’re ready.”

			They heard the door open, and a moment later Celeste stepped out into the hall. She walked into the room and told them they could open their eyes. A collective gasp sounded. Frank looked as though a bale of hay had dropped on his head. Edie recovered first. “Oh my word,” she said, clapping her hands. “Look at you!”

			That clearly was the reaction Celeste had been hoping for. She laughed right out loud and did a very slow pirouette so that everyone could see her clearly. She wore a pair of Levi’s that fit her quite nicely, a bright red flannel shirt with a plaid design, and a belt with a miniature horseshoe as its buckle. A worn pair of cowboy boots completed her ensemble. She also held a sheepskin coat in one hand and a felt cowboy hat in the other.

			“What are you doing?” Frank finally sputtered.

			Celeste put the hat on her head, tipped it down at a jaunty angle, and sauntered up to him. “What d’ya think, cowboy?” she drawled in a gravelly voice.

			Frank was too stunned to answer. Not Mitch. He hooted and slapped his upper leg in pure delight. “Hoo-ee!” he cried. “I think we’ve got us another cowgirl in the family, Mama.”

			“Are those yours?” Frank finally managed.

			“No, they’re mine,” Tina said. “Except for the coat. That’s Mama’s.” She stepped over and punched Frank on the shoulder. “Pretty good fit, don’t you think?”

			Celeste’s face was coloring slightly as everyone stared at her, but her dark eyes were wide and filled with joy. Edie just shook her head in amazement.

			Finally, Frank recovered enough to mumble something about it certainly being more practical for what they were doing today.

			“Aw, c’mon, Frank,” Mitch said, coming over to nudge him with an elbow. “Look at her. She’s dang cute, if you ask me. I think that deserves a kiss.” And to Celeste’s utter astonishment, Mitch stepped forward, bent down, and kissed her on the cheek. “You make one pretty filly, ma’am,” he said with a grin.

			Celeste blushed to the roots of her hair. “Why thank you, Grandpa Westland. Now there’s a compliment a girl can appreciate.”

			Frank went to kiss her too, but she slipped away from him. “Sorry, cowboy,” she said airily. “You missed your chance.” Then she turned to Edie. “I have a question, Grandma Westland. Would you mind if Grandpa Westland saddled Balline for me?”

			“You want to ride Grandma Westland’s horse?” Mitch blurted.

			“Are you out of your mind?” Frank gasped at the same instant.

			Celeste laughed. “Yes, to both.” Then to Edie, she said, “Tina tells me that she’s quite gentle.”

			Edie quickly replied. “Yes, she is a very gentle horse. Are you thinking you’d like to ride along with Frank instead of being in the sleigh?”

			“Yes. That’s exactly what I was thinking.”

			“Yes!” Tina cried, clenching her fist and punching the air.

			“But you hate animals,” Frank pleaded, perplexed.

			Edie turned to Mitch, ignoring Frank. That brought Mitch out of his daze. “Okay,” he said. “I’ll go saddle her up.”

			Celeste hurriedly put on her coat. “Wait for me. I want to watch.” And with that, she turned and hurried out the back door, following after Mitch.

			When Mitch and Celeste were outside, Frank whirled on Tina. “What did you say to her?”

			Tina sniffed loftily. “If I were you, I’d get out there and help her.”

			Frank looked as if he wanted to hit his sister, but instead he growled something they didn’t understand and turned and plunged after his wife.

			“Well, well, well,” was all Edie could think of to say. “Did you suggest that she could ride Balline?” she asked Tina.

			“No! I wasn’t thinking that at all. I was as shocked as you were when she asked about it.” Her face grew somber. “She may be a spoiled rich girl, Mom, but I like her. I like her a lot. And she loves Frank so much. I think she knows he doesn’t care about her being rich, which is very important to her. And it really, really means a lot to her what you and Dad think of her. I guess she saw this as a way to show you that she’s more than you think she is. I just hope Dad isn’t too upset with her.”

			“Your father?” Edie exclaimed. “Didn’t you see his face? He was delighted.” She pulled a face. “But I’m not sure Frank is going to forgive you.”

			With a giggle Tina gave a toss of her head. “Who cares? Frank’s an old stuffed shirt sometimes.” She started for the door. “I’ve got to go. I’m going to saddle up Daisy so I can ride with Celeste and Frank.”

			As she headed out, she called back to them. “Isn’t this turning out to be a great Christmas?”

			1:35 p.m.

			Jane, Rena, and Edie were standing at the window as Christina strode across the yard toward them. Out by the barn, they could see the kids gathered around the sleigh helping MJ, Rowland, and Frank untie the ropes securing a pine tree that filled the whole sleigh. Mitch and Celeste had gone into the barn, leading their horses. Celeste was walking a little stiffly, but other than that all seemed to be fine. That had been several minutes ago, and the two of them hadn’t yet reappeared.

			“Tina looks pretty happy,” June observed. “So I’m assuming everything went okay.”

			“I hope so,” Edie replied. “Before they left, I told her to come in and give us a full report.”

			They stood back as Tina opened the door, came into the covered entryway, and removed her boots and coat. Her cheeks were a rosy red, as was the tip of her nose. She lifted a hand in greeting. “Hi.” She moved to the fire and started rubbing her hands together.

			“Well?” Edie asked when Tina said nothing more.

			There was a mischievous gleam in her eye. “Well, what?”

			“You know what!” June exclaimed. “How did Celeste do?”

			Tina motioned to the couch. “She did incredibly well,” she said as they sat down. “Dad asked Celeste if she wanted to curry Balline. She didn’t know what that meant, so Dad explained. And guess what she said? Even though she’s pretty cold right now, she said yes. She’ll be inside in a few minutes. I came in because I knew you three would be bursting with questions.”

			“You got that right,” June said. “So tell us everything.”

			Tina sat back. “By the time we all got to the barn this morning, it was obvious that Celeste was very nervous. No, nervous is too soft a word. Terrified is more like it. She was pale as a sheet, and I could see her hands trembling. She looked like she was about to throw up. But Dad was great with her. Really tender. He let her stay back while he went up and began petting Balline. All the while he talked to Celeste in this quiet voice, telling her how intelligent horses are and how they like to know who is riding on their backs. He invited her to come closer, and she finally did. But I thought she was going to faint. Frank tried to talk her out of it until Dad gave him one of his looks. Then he asked Celeste if she would like to come and pet Balline.”

			“And she said yes?” Rena asked.

			“Finally. It took probably three or four minutes before she got up enough nerve. When she finally started rubbing the horse’s forehead, Balline half closed her eyes like she does.” Tina grinned. “You know how she is, Mom. Like she’s saying, ‘Oh, that feels so good. Don’t stop.’ And that seemed to be the turning point for Celeste. She turned to Frank grinning like a little kid and said, ‘I think she likes me.’” Then suddenly, Tina’s eyes teared up. “She was incredibly brave, Mom. She wanted so badly to show us that she is not all glitz and glamor. I was so proud of her.”

			“And what happened when it came time for her to get on?” Edie asked.

			“Once she was in the saddle she froze for a few seconds, but Dad pretended not to see and asked me to take the reins and lead Balline outside the barn. Then finally, without a word to Celeste, Dad took the reins from me and handed them up to her. Then he turned to the rest of us. ‘Well, come on, family,’ he said. ‘Celeste is ready. Why are all of you standing around gawking at nothing?’”

			Rena asked, “So did Frank stay right with her?”

			“At first. I rode on one side of her, and Frank on the other. And Dad was going real slow with the sleigh, of course. But after about ten minutes, Celeste turned to Frank and in this gruff voice she barked at him, ‘Oh, for heaven’s sake, Frank, I’m not going to fall off. Stop hovering over me.’ I laughed right out loud at Frank’s expression. But when he saw that Celeste was just about to burst with pride, he leaned across and touched her hand. Then in a choked up voice he said, ‘I love you, Celeste Dickerson Westland.’” Tina had to stop and swallow. “I thought I was going to burst out bawling right there. It was amazing. I am so glad that she is in our family.”

			June turned and looked out the window. “Well, here they come. And the kids are running. I think we’d better feed them before we even think about setting up the tree.”

			“Agreed,” Edie said, “but there’s one thing that I’d like to do before everyone sits down. You three hold them in the living room for a minute. I’ll be right back.”

			It took several minutes to get everyone quieted down, but when they were settled, Edie raised one hand. “Thank you. I know you’re all hungry and anxious to start decorating the tree, but I want to say something before we start all of that.” She turned to where Frank and Celeste stood together. Celeste had Reginald in her arms now, and Frank stood beside her, his arm around her shoulder.

			Edie went on. “Christmas has long been a happy time in our little home here in San Juan County, but this one is especially memorable, because two people that we love very much have made a very long and difficult trip so they could be with us this year.”

			“Hear, hear,” Rena said. And everyone started to clap.

			“And what’s more, they brought a third person with them, a handsome young man by the name of Reginald Arnold Dickerson Westland. And for that we are especially grateful.”

			More applause. The children joined in enthusiastically. Celeste nuzzled her son, speaking to him softly.

			“And one last thing.” Edie let her gaze sweep across the group and finally let it stop on Celeste. “Could we have Celeste come forward, please?”

			Celeste looked startled as she came forward. “What is it, Grandma Westland?”

			Edie smiled as she put her arm around her daughter-in-law’s waist and then turned her so she faced the family. Then she stepped back and picked up a piece of paper that was folded in half. There wasn’t a sound now as every eye was on the two of them.

			“Knowing Celeste,” Edie began somberly, “she won’t want a big speech or the other accolades that go with this award, so without further ado—” She stepped forward and handed the paper to Celeste. “We think it is self-explanatory.”

			Celeste took it and opened it, holding it so that no one else could see. For several seconds, there was no reaction. She just stared at it. When her head finally lifted, tears were shining in her eyes. She turned to face Edie and started to say something, but the words wouldn’t come. Finally, she threw her arms around her mother-in-law and clung to her. “Thank you, Grandma Westland. Thank you.”

			“You’re welcome,” Edie replied, her own voice husky with emotion. “And Celeste, when you feel comfortable with it, I’d love it if you called me Edie.”

			“What is it, hon?” Frank called.

			“Yeah!” Tina cried. “Tell us, Celeste.”

			Slowly Celeste turned back and read the paper to herself again. Finally, she turned it around and held it up for all to see. What they saw was a sheet of plain paper with carefully hand-lettered writing on it. There were four large words in block lettering that had been colored in with red crayon. Celeste read it aloud for all to hear: “Celeste Dickerson Westland is hereby officially declared to be the newest lifetime member of THE SISTERHOOD OF THE WIND, for women who ride like the wind. Presented by Edna Rae Westland, President and Charter Member.”
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			December 23, 1923, 10:42 p.m.—EDW Ranch


			Frank removed his stockings, tossed them in the general direction of his shoes, and pulled back the covers to get in beside Celeste. The room was faintly lit by the outdoor light his parents had put in between the house and the barn. “You asleep?” he whispered.

			“No. Not even close.”

			“You should be. Christmas Eve and Christmas Day. Two big days ahead.”

			“That’s why I’m awake. I’m lying here thinking of everything that has to be done.”

			Frank slid closer to her. Celeste rolled onto her side to face him and moved into his arms. “In that little meeting we had this evening with ‘just us girls,’ as June likes to say, your mother laid out everything that has to be done. My head was swimming by the time we finished.”

			Frank chuckled. “That’s my mom. Christmas is a really big deal to her.”

			“I know it is, and I love that. That’s what I want our Christmases to be when we are their age—the children and grandchildren around us, the excitement in the air, the kids scurrying around secretly making presents for each other, something always baking in the oven, the smell of pine in the air, stringing popcorn to hang on the tree.” She snuggled in closer, tucking her head under his chin. “It all sounds exhausting. But it’s wonderful. I love it. I’m so glad you talked me into coming, Frank.”

			“I am too,” he said, kissing the top of her head. “Though I must say, I’m getting a little jealous. My family adores you. Me, I’m lucky if I get a hello in the morning.”

			She punched him on the shoulder. “That’s not true.”

			“It is. And you making me go to church this morning only made it more so.”

			“I didn’t make you. I asked you.” She giggled softly. “Somewhat forcefully, I admit.”

			“Let’s see,” Frank mused. “I think your exact words were, ‘Frank, we are going to church whether you like it or not. So let’s not hear any more about it.’”

			Celeste sobered. “We needed to do that with them, Frank.”

			“Isn’t that a little hypocritical? I’ve only been to church once since I came to Boston. And your family only attends Mass on Christmas and Easter.”

			“But you’ve told me how small towns are, how everyone knows everyone,” Celeste replied. “If we had stayed home, people would have been asking your parents about us. They know we’re here visiting. So it would have been embarrassing for your parents to try to explain why we didn’t come with them.”

			Frank sighed but said nothing. Celeste was right, but it still galled him a little. Church had been quite awkward for him, just as he knew it would be. Everyone wanting to know how things were in Boston. Some asking how big the branch of the Church was there, or what his calling was, or whether he was still planning to go on a mission.

			“I like your family very much, Frank,” Celeste was saying. “Your parents especially. I’m glad we went to church with them.”

			Frank leaned down and kissed her softly. “I’m glad we did too. And yes, my family is great. I want to tell you something that happened last night. When I was coming to bed, as I was walking down the hall past Mom and Dad’s bedroom, I heard them talking. About you, actually.”

			“They were?” Celeste sounded surprised.

			“Yes. So I . . . uh . . . slowed down a little.”

			“You mean that you eavesdropped?”

			“Um . . . let’s just say that I stopped to . . . tie my shoelace.”

			“Right,” Celeste retorted. “As I remember, when I went to bed, you were already in your stocking feet.”

			“Do you want to hear this or not?” Frank asked gruffly.

			Laughing, Celeste looked up. “Of course I do. What were they saying?”

			“Dad was asking Mom how she thought things were going for us, especially for you.”

			“Oh? And what did she say?”

			“She said, ‘Better than I expected, to be honest.’”

			“Those were her exact words?”

			“Yes. Then she said that it’s been wonderful. My dad mentioned that you deeply impressed him that day you rode the horse. And my dad is not easily impressed.”

			“I wanted to impress all of them.” Celeste looked up at her husband. “Including you.”

			“And you did. I was so proud of you. But Dad—when he turned to me and said that he thought you were ‘dang cute,’ he meant much more than how you looked. He was saying, ‘All right, now. Here is a woman I respect and admire.’”

			“Really?” The hope in Celeste’s voice was tangible.

			“Yes, really.”

			“Thank you, Frank. And thank you for insisting I come.” Another minute passed, and then she spoke softly. “Frank?”

			“Hmm?” It was a sleepy sound.

			“Did you know that I didn’t ride Balline just to impress your family?”

			Frank grunted but then came up on one elbow. “Why then?”

			“I. . . .” Celeste let out her breath slowly. “I was terrified, you know. When it came time to actually climb up into the saddle, my hands were trembling so badly that I had to shove them in my pockets.”

			“Yes. I saw that.”

			“I wanted to show your family that I am not a pampered little rich girl. But it was more than that. Suddenly I wanted to know if I could do it. ” Now Celeste sat up and turned to face Frank, her face partially in shadow. “I had to know that I am more than a spoiled little rich girl.”

			Frank sat fully up now too. He slid closer and took Celeste in his arms. “And you proved that you’re so much more than that. You proved that to them, and you proved it to yourself.”

			Celeste threw her arms around Frank’s neck and buried her face against him. “Thank you, Frank. Who would have guessed that I had to come out to a cattle ranch in the middle of nowhere to find out that you really, really do love me?”

			December 25, 1923, 8:25 a.m.

			Mitch Westland looked around the living room with a touch of dismay. Paper and boxes and ribbons and nutshells and bits of string and pieces of popcorn virtually covered the floor. “Looks like a tornado hit.”

			Edie sighed and got to her feet. “Or maybe a dozen.”

			“But they were good tornados, Dad,” Benji said. “This is really swell. I got everything I wanted.”

			Mitch motioned to his three youngest children. “All right, kids, the moms are going to start breakfast while we clean up this mess. And please do it quietly,” he added, “so you don’t wake Reginald.”

			“No, Dad!” Benji cried. “Me and Abby want to try out our new sleds!”

			“And my new toboggan and snow pants,” Tina chimed in. “We’ll clean up when we come back. Promise.”

			“No,” Edie said. “Dinner’s at one. Everyone will be here by then. We need to get breakfast over with so we can start dinner. And I need the three of you to take our popcorn balls to all the neighbors and wish them merry Christmas.”

			“Aw, Mom!”

			As Celeste joined Edie in the kitchen, she was smiling. “Those are Benji’s two favorite words, aren’t they? ‘Aw, Mom.’”

			“You can say that again. He says them about a hundred times a day.”

			Benji ignored that. “Come sledding with us after breakfast, Celeste! Please? MJ helped us clear a path on Rooster Hill, and there’s enough snow for great sledding.”

			“Why not?” Celeste said, turning to Frank. “Are you going?”

			“Are you kidding? I haven’t been sledding since I was seventeen. You bet I’m going.”

			“Well, I have never been sledding,” Celeste said, “and it sounds a little scary, but—” She looked at Tina and smiled. “If Tina will let me raid her wardrobe again, count me in.”

			“Of course,” Tina said. “And I’ve got some extra snow boots, too.”

			“Neat!” Benji cried. And with that, he started cleaning up the mess with actual enthusiasm.

			Edie touched Celeste on the shoulder. “I can get breakfast on. You go change. Be sure you put on warm socks.”
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			December 25, 1923, 2:35 p.m.—EDW Ranch


			“All right,” Edie called, raising her hands for quiet. “Is everyone ready?”

			“Everyone” included nineteen people now, only eight of whom were adults. Children ranged from Christina, who would turn fifteen tomorrow, down to baby Claire, who was one month and three days old. Fortunately, all three of the babies were asleep in various bedrooms. The children were still talking excitedly about what they had received for Christmas, but after a moment they quieted and the room settled down.

			Edie announced, “I know we have opened most of our gifts, but Grandpa held out on us. He has one last gift that he wants to give to the whole family.” She turned and cupped a hand to her mouth. “Okay, Grandpa. We’re ready.”

			Mitch appeared in the hallway that opened into the living room. He carried something that was covered with a blanket and took both arms to hold. Even though the others couldn’t see what it was, it brought an immediate chorus of oohs and ahs. It was large and round, almost like a small barrel.

			“What is it, Gwampa?” Little Rena cried, clapping her hands in her excitement.

			“Yeah,” Tina echoed. “What is it?”

			Mitch ignored them and made his way through the children sitting on the floor until he stood before the fireplace. Careful to keep his surprise covered, Mitch set the large item down on the hearth. There was a distinctive clunk of glass on stone.

			“It’s a bottle or a big jar,” Noah cried, straining to see better.

			Mitch just smiled. “I’ll tell you what. I’m going to let you ask me yes-or-no questions about it. If you guess what it is, I’ll remove the blanket.”

			Hands shot up all around. Mitch pointed to Edna June, MJ’s second child. “Yes?”

			“Is it a pot or a jar?”

			“Kind of.”

			“Is it a bottle?” Abby sang out.

			“Yes, it is.”

			Noah, the oldest of the grandchildren, was next. “Is it that two-gallon jar of pickles you and Grandma bought in Moab this summer?”

			“Yes, it is.”

			“Ew!” Charles cried. “You’re giving us pickles for Christmas?”

			“No. Definitely not.” Mitch was having a hard time keeping a straight face.

			“Is there food of some kind in the bottle?” Frank asked.

			“No. Not anymore.”

			“Presents?” Edie asked. She was as mystified as the kids. Mitch had refused to even hint at what the gift was.

			“No.”

			“Something we can wear?” That was from Celeste.

			“No.”

			“Is there . . . ?” Benji let it trail off when he couldn’t think of how to finish his question.

			Mitch chuckled. “No.”

			“No?” Rena blurted. “No what?” 

			Mitch just smiled.

			Tina was staring at the blanket as if she might see through it. “Is there anything in the bottle?” she finally asked.

			Mitch’s smile broadened. “No.”

			“What?” MJ chirped. “You’re giving us an empty pickle bottle?”

			Mitch laughed now. “Yes.”

			The kids groaned, but the adults were completely perplexed. Then Edie thought of something. “Is it a bottle that you want us to put something into?”

			“Very good, Grandma. The answer is yes.”

			“Food?” Lem called.

			“No.”

			Frank was thinking very hard now. “This bottle, whatever it is, is something that is for all of us, right? For me and Celeste too? And Reginald?”

			“Absolutely.”

			There was a long silence as everyone stared at the mystery gift. Finally Celeste’s hand came up very tentatively. Mitch nodded at her and she asked, “Do you want us to put money in it?”

			“Ah,” he said. “Very good. Your guess is correct.” And with that, Mitch stood, picked up the present, and turned his back on them. With a little flourish, he jerked the blanket away and let it drop to the floor. When he turned back, he held a clear glass bottle with no label on it. But as the group peered more closely, they could see through the glass that there was something on the opposite side of the bottle, the side pressed against Mitch’s shirt.

			Now, quite solemn, Mitch looked around the circle. “Merry Christmas, everyone.” And then he turned the bottle around and held it out for them to see. A single sheet of paper had been taped to the glass. On the paper a single word was written in block letters and colored in with black crayon. Below it were four numbers:

			OBERAMMERGAU

			1930

			For several seconds everyone just stared at it. Benji reacted first. He leaped to his feet and with a whoop he thrust his fist into the air. Edie’s hand flew to her mouth. “Oh, my!” she cried. “Dozes that mean what I think it means?”

			“It does,” Mitch said, positively gleeful now.

			“For all of us?” June exclaimed, getting to her feet, her eyes wide.

			“Yes. We’re going to put this in the cupboard in the kitchen, and there it will remain. Grandma and I will put every spare dollar and dime we have into it. We hope that you will do the same and contribute whatever you can. I know that 1930 is a long ways off still, but that’s good. We have about six and a half years to save.”

			Edie was up and across the room. She took the bottle from Mitch’s hands, set it carefully down on the hearth, and threw her arms around him and planted a kiss squarely on his lips. The family erupted, clapping and hollering their approval.

			Mitch, beaming now, turned to the group. “Six and a half years gives you all plenty of time to plan so that you will be free.” He looked at MJ. “It will be in the summer, so we’ll have to find someone who can watch the ranch for us.” Then he turned to Frank and Celeste. “Not sure where you two will be by then, but we very much hope that you can join us.”

			“Are you kidding?” Frank crowed. “Count us in.”

			Celeste’s hand raised slowly into the air, her expression perplexed. When Mitch nodded at her, she hesitated and then said. “Can someone tell me what—” She looked over to the bottle. “Ober . . . Oberamma. . . .”

			“Oberammergau,” Frank said.

			“Yes. What is it?”

			“Have you heard about the Passion Play? It’s world famous. It’s in Oberammergau, a small village that was spared from the plague back in the 1600s and—”

			“Where is it?” Celeste asked, suddenly wary.

			“In Bavaria,” Mitch explained. “In southern Germany.”

			Celeste went very still and slowly sat back. The look that flashed across her face was that of great dismay. “Germany?” she exclaimed.

			Edie noticed two things. She first saw the surprise in Frank’s eyes and then watched his face lose all of its color as understanding dawned—Celeste’s mother was French. And the people of France did not hold Germany in high regard. Frank went to speak, thought better of it, and sat back, looking past his father at the fireplace.

			“Yes,” June broke in, somewhat puzzled. “It is one of the greatest cultural events in the world. People come from all over the—”

			“Culture!” Celeste’s face was a flaming red now, and she almost spat out the word. “From Germany? Never!”

			“Honey, I—” Frank reached out and tried to take Celeste’s hand. She slapped it away, her mouth twisting angrily as she swung on Edie. “Now I remember. That’s where you and Mitch had been when you stopped off in Boston last year. Right?”

			“Yes.” Edie was too shocked to say anything else.

			“And you want to go back?” The look on her face was one of pure revulsion. “If you have been there, then surely you cannot describe this as some grand cultural event. From the Germans. Not until pigs can fly.”

			“Celeste,” Frank began again, leaning in to whisper something to her. She roughly pushed him away. “The Germans are uncouth brutes. Cretins. Savages. And have been for centuries.” She sat back, breathing hard.

			Stunned silence filled the room. Finally Mitch spoke. “We didn’t find them that way,” he said quietly.

			“And how long were you there? A week? A few days? Oh, yes, they put on quite the show, I’m sure.”

			I was there as a missionary for a year before the war and traveled there extensively for two months after the war. It was all Mitch could do not to fire his answer back at her, but he knew it would accomplish nothing. It was as though a volcano deep inside Celeste had suddenly erupted and was now spewing out fire and lava.

			Celeste’s chest was heaving and she was drawing in quick, deep breaths. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I know it’s none of my business, but I feel I must speak out. Will Frank and I go with you? Never! Not in a million years. And I beg of you, don’t do it.” She was speaking to Rena and June now. “Don’t risk taking your children among such barbarians.”

			“What about Beethoven? And Bach? And Handel?” MJ posed.

			“I’ll grant you that in music, a few Germans have made modest contributions,” Celeste countered. “But let me tell you what the Germans are best known for. War. Conquest. Savagery. Brutality. They are thieves and murderers and—”

			“Stop it!” The shriek brought everyone around with a start. Benji was up on the balls of his feet. They were planted about a foot apart, and both of his hands were clenched into tight fists. He looked like an arrow about to be flung from a bow.

			Celeste turned, her words cut off mid-sentence. “Benji?” she asked. “What is it?”

			“You take it back!” he shouted. “Take it back right now.”

			Frank was as stunned as anyone else. He started to get up, but Celeste yanked him back down. “Take what back?”

			“You’re a liar!” Benji shouted as tears spilled over and trickled down his cheeks.

			“Benji!” Edie cried. “That’s enough.”

			“No, Mama. Alisa’s not a murderer. Miki’s not a thief.”

			Celeste was momentarily speechless, but then she looked at Frank. “Who’s Alisa? Who’s Miki?”

			Frank was staring at the floor now, his head in his hands. “I don’t know, Celeste.”

			“They are Benji and Abby’s best friends in Germany,” Edie explained. “They met them when we were in Oberammergau last year. They still write regularly.”

			That seemed to finally get through to her, and Celeste’s face softened. “I’m sorry, Benji. I wasn’t talking about your friends specifically.”

			“Tante Paula’s not evil. Oma Eckhardt’s not evil. You take it back,” he cried. His eyes were huge liquid pools, with more tears threatening to spill over at any moment.

			Celeste looked quickly around the room, but then her jaw set a little. She turned back to Benji. “I apologize for making it sound like I was talking about your friends. I wasn’t. I don’t know them at all. So I’m sorry. But, Benji, you’re too young to know what I’m talking about. You have no idea what the Germans have done. So I won’t take that part back.”

			Frank looked up. “Celeste, please,” he whispered. “He’s just a boy.”

			“That doesn’t make him right,” she hissed. “Thanks for standing by me.”

			Suddenly, Benji started moving forward. His fists were up now, like a boxer’s. “Take it back, Celeste, or I’ll . . . I’ll. . . .”

			In a way the whole thing was tragically comical, this clash between an eight-year-old and a sophisticated, beautiful woman from Beacon Hill in Boston. Celeste was tempted to laugh. But she fought it back. “Or you’ll what, Benji? Tell me.”

			He stopped, the shame and embarrassment mixing with the anger and frustration and rendering him speechless. Then it came to him. The worst thing he could think of. “Or . . . or I’ll never call your baby Reginald again. I’ll call him Reggie all the time.”

			That startled Celeste, and there was a flash of anger in her eyes. Then she smiled, deciding she had said enough. “Oh, Benji, I am so sorry that I hurt your feelings. I do take it back about your friends. I’m proud of you for sticking up for them.” Her voice softened. “You are so adorable when you are angry, and if you feel that strongly about it, you can call Reginald ‘Reggie’ any time you like.”

			Benji stiffened as if he had been stuck with a cattle prod. Then his head dropped and he turned away. He didn’t return to his seat but instead wound his way through the kids sitting on the floor and headed for the hallway. As he reached it, he turned around, fixing his gaze on his sister-in-law.

			Seeing the look in his eye, Mitch started toward him. “Benji!”

			Benji didn’t flinch. He just kept his eyes fixed on Celeste as he spoke slowly, pronouncing each word with soft emphasis. “Du bist nicht mehr mein Freund. Ich hasse Sie.”

			Edie gasped. “Benjamin Westland!”

			Benji turned and, with a cry of anguish, ran down the hallway. A moment later, the door slammed so hard that the windows rattled throughout the cabin.

			No one moved. No one even seemed to breathe. Celeste was staring at the spot where Benji had just been, her face glowing bright red now. Then, slowly, she turned to Frank. “What did he say?” she asked.

			“Celeste, he’s upset right now and he—”

			Her head lifted and her eyes were like glowing coals. “Tell me, Frank. Tell me exactly what he said.”

			Looking away, Frank just shook his head.

			So Mitch answered for her. “He said, ‘You are no longer my friend.’ And his final words were, ‘I hate you.’” He drew a quick breath and got to his feet. “I’m sorry, Celeste. I will go and speak to him.”

			Edie started to get up, but Celeste waved her back down and got quickly to her feet and turned to Mitch. “Grandpa Westland, I apologize for my outburst. I. . . .” She shook her head. “There is no excuse for what I said. I didn’t mean to hurt Benji. I am sorry to have ruined your Christmas surprise.” She took a deep breath. “I think I’d better go check on Reginald.” And with her head held high, she left the room.

			A moment later, Frank followed. As he passed his mother, he reached out and briefly touched her shoulder. “I’m sorry, Mama. I’m so sorry.”

			9:53 p.m.

			Mitch and Edie looked up as a soft knock sounded on their bedroom door. Mitch got up and went around the bed. Edie sat up and combed her fingers through her hair. Both were still fully dressed. They had supposedly been reading, propped up on their pillows. They were too heartsick to talk about what had happened any longer.

			Mitch opened the door and stepped back. Frank looked at his dad, and then at his mother. Seeing that they were awake, he asked, “Can I come in?”

			“Of course.” Edie patted the bed beside her. As Frank went over and sat beside her, Mitch shut the door and took the chair in the corner. “Is Celeste asleep?”

			“No. She’s packing.”

			“Mitch, I. . . .” But Edie couldn’t think of anything to say.

			“I know, Mama. I know.”

			“Please don’t go. We can work this out. Benji has already come and asked when he can apologize for what he said.”

			Frank nodded. “I don’t think Celeste will let him. She wants to apologize to him. Again.”

			“I know he was really upset,” Mitch said, “but for him to say what he did?” He shook his head. “He knows better than that. We want him to apologize. Tell Celeste that. Not just for her, but for him.”

			“I will. But. . . .” Frank shrugged.

			“It’s just another week, Frank,” Edie pleaded. “Things were going so well. It’s been so wonderful to have you and Celeste and Reginald here.”

			He looked over at her, and there was a ghost of a smile. “Reggie, you mean? It says a lot about Benji that that was the worst thing he could come up with. But no, Mom. It’s not just that. When Celeste called her family to wish them a merry Christmas this morning, her mother was still in bed, even though it was almost ten o’clock. Her father said she’s got a touch of the flu or something.” Frank sighed. “Her mother’s health is . . . uh . . . somewhat frail.”

			“Is it something serious?”

			“Her father’s not sure, but now Celeste is worried. If we wait until New Year’s Day to leave, then it will be another three days before we’re home. If we leave tomorrow, we’ll be home before New Year’s and can spend some time with them before we have to start school again.” 

			Mitch sighed. “We understand. Tell Celeste that we understand why she wants to go now.”

			Frank went on. “Celeste has debated about talking to the two of you. She wants you to know a little about why she reacted the way she did. But she decided that it’s still too painful for her. So she asked me to share something with you. That’s why I’m here.”

			“Okay,” Mitch said. “We’re listening.”

			“As you know, Babette, Celeste’s mother, was born in France. Her maiden name is Durand. She lived there until she was in her twenties, when she met Celeste’s father and he swept her off her feet, married her, and took her back to Boston with him. But Babette’s parents are still in France. So Babette’s ties to France are very strong. And she’s tried very hard to imbue Celeste with her French heritage. The family goes back at least once every year and stays a week or two.”

			Frank stood up and began to walk back and forth as he spoke. “When Celeste was nine, her parents sent her to Paris to live with her grandparents for a time. You see, Celeste is not just the Dickersons’ only child; she is the Durands’ only grandchild. So she went. She lived with them for over a year. That’s why her French is so perfect.”

			“No wonder she feels so strongly about France,” Edie murmured, guessing where Frank was going with this.

			“Very strongly.”

			“And the bad blood between the French and the Germans has been going on for centuries,” Mitch added. “I know that. When I lived there, I heard about how some Germans feel about the French. Especially after the French invaded the Ruhr Valley and seized all of their coal mining and industrial plants.”

			Frank nodded. “Anyway, when we were dating, I knew that Celeste had lived in France for a time, but until tonight I didn’t know that while she was there, she became very close to one of her second cousins. His name was Renard. He was six years older than she was and became the big brother that she had never had.” He stopped and looked at Mitch. “It was in the late spring of 1913 that Celeste went to live with the Durands in Paris.”

			“Oh,” Mitch said very slowly.

			“What?” Edie asked Mitch.

			“The war broke out in August of 1914.”

			Edie gave a low cry. “And did Renard . . . ?”

			“Yes,” Frank said. “He enlisted immediately. Celeste returned home a month earlier than planned as it became evident that war was about to break out. So she didn’t get to say good-bye to him before he went off to war. Then when Celeste was twelve, Renard was captured by the Germans and taken to a prisoner-of-war camp somewhere in Germany. The family received a letter or two from him and he talked about how harsh conditions were in the camp, but then the letters stopped coming. After the war, the family wrote to the German government several times, trying to get word of Renard. They wrote back and said they could find no record of him. The family became convinced that Renard was tortured and had died, and that’s why the government wouldn’t tell them anything.”

			“That’s possible,” Mitch said. “Heaven only knows how many atrocities went on in that war. On both sides. Even some of our American boys did horrible things. But more likely, the problem was that Germany was in utter chaos after the war. Elder Reissner and I were there. We saw it firsthand. The government was fighting hard just to survive, so it doesn’t surprise me that finding someone’s records was not a high priority for them.”

			“I understand that,” Frank said. “But didn’t someone once say that it is not reality that governs our lives, but what we perceive to be reality? And to the Durands, reality was that their son was tortured to death by Germans.”

			“Of course. And how horrible that must be for Celeste, to not have closure.”

			“No wonder,” Edie breathed. “No wonder she reacted as she did.” Her head dropped into her hands.

			Frank stopped his pacing and sat down beside his mother, putting an arm around her shoulder. Edie looked up, and through her anguish she whispered, “Please tell Celeste that we understand and hold no anger or bitterness about what happened.”

			“I will,” Frank said. After a moment or two, he stood up. “Well, I’d better get back and help her get things ready.”

			Mitch and Edie stood too. “Are you sure you want to take the bus to Thompson Springs?” Mitch asked. “With the stops it will take you a couple of hours longer than if we drive you up. We don’t mind, son. Really.”

			“I know, but. . . .”

			“But it will be painful for her if we do,” Edie finished for him.

			“Yes. Very much so. She has so much admiration for you both, and now she feels like she ruined everything.”

			“But we don’t feel that way,” Edie cried.

			“I know that. And, actually, she knows it too. But. . . .” Frank bit his lip. “Can it be just you and Dad who come out to say good-bye to us tomorrow? It will be so much harder for Celeste if it’s everyone. Especially Benj.”

			Edie immediately nodded. “Yes. They’ll understand. It will just be us.”

			Frank bent down, kissed his mother on the cheek, and then shook hands with his father. No more words were spoken. He slipped out of the door and shut it quietly behind him. As it clicked shut, Edie turned and fell onto her pillow and began to sob. Mitch sat down beside her, resting his hand on her back, not knowing how else to comfort her.
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			February 24, 1924, 4:10 p.m.—Stadelheim Prison, 
Geising District, South Munich

			Emilee Fromme Eckhardt noticed two things when the guard came into the visitors’ room with her husband trailing behind him. First, Hans no longer wore wrist and ankle chains. Second, he was still limping badly.

			The guard marched Hans up to where Emilee and Wolfie were waiting. Hans’s eyes were fixed on Emilee. His expression was somber, but he managed a wan smile.

			“Please listen carefully,” the guard said in a clipped, officious tone, addressing the two visitors. “You were both thoroughly searched before entering the prison, correct?”

			Emilee felt herself blush as she nodded. “Thoroughly” was an understatement. Even though it had been a female guard who had searched her, it had been an embarrassing and humiliating experience. Wolfie had taken time off from work to drive her down here and had been introduced to the assistant superintendent of the prison as a high official in the Ministry of the Interior. It had made no difference. They had taken Wolfie to another side room and made him strip down to his underwear, which had infuriated him. But he only nodded now too.

			“Gut.” The guard’s expression softened a little. “Frau Eckhardt, you may briefly embrace the prisoner, but then you will step back and you must not touch again. Verstehen?”

			“Ja, I understand.”

			He turned to Wolfie. “And you, Herr Grohl, may briefly shake hands, but that is all. You are not to pass anything to the prisoner, no matter how trivial it may seem to you.”

			Emilee greeted Hans first. As she stepped forward with a sob that was half pain, half joy, Hans opened his arms and she fell into his embrace. She tipped her head back and they kissed softly and tenderly. Hans reached up and touched her cheek. “Oh, Schatzi, how I have missed you,” he said, struggling with his own emotions.

			“I said briefly!” the guard snapped.

			Emilee backed away and Wolfie stepped forward. As the men shook hands firmly, Hans murmured, “Danke, Wolfie. Thank you so much for bringing her.”

			“Bitte. Anytime.”

			Three badly worn wooden chairs were the room’s only furnishings. The guard motioned for Hans to take the nearest one, which he did. Emilee and Wolfie took the other two, which were facing him but were separated from him by a good ten feet. As they settled in and the guard moved back to one corner of the room, Emilee studied her husband’s face. It still had a greyish tinge to it, but it was nothing like it had been when she had first seen him in the hospital. That had been almost three months ago now. At that time, his face had been such a ghastly, greyish-green color that she had nearly fainted. Now it was filling out somewhat again, and Hans looked more like himself. But it was still painful for Emilee to look at him. She forced a quick smile. “No chains today?”

			“No. Not for a week now. I’m not sure why.” Hans paused, then, “So how are my two little sweethearts?”

			“They’re doing well, but they keep asking where Vati is and when he’s coming home.”

			“I wish I knew the answer to that.”

			Wolfie leaned forward. “I think we have some answers for you, Hans. But I’ll let Emilee tell you about the family first. We only have fifteen minutes with you, so we will have to be brief.”

			Emilee jumped right in. “We had a party to celebrate Jolanda’s second birthday a couple of weeks ago,” she said. “I wish you could have seen her eyes, especially when I gave her the princess tiara and pink dress to go with it and told her they were your present to her. Now she keeps saying, ‘I Princess Jo.’ And she still takes the tiara to bed with her each night.”

			“Ah,” Hans said in a choked voice. “How I miss them.”

			“I brought them back with me from Graswang yesterday,” Emilee went on. “That was hard. Especially for Alisa. It’s been wonderful for them to be with their cousins and aunts and uncles all this time. And with Oma Eckhardt, of course. All of your family send their warmest greetings. Inga told me to tell you that she prays for you night and morning.”

			Hans laughed softly, but there was a bitter edge to it. “That’s my Mutti. But tell her that prayers can’t penetrate the stone walls of a prison.”

			“You’re alive, aren’t you?” Emilee shot right back at him. “And you’re walking.”

			“Sorry,” he mumbled. “Tell her thank you.”

			“Anyway, I brought the girls back with me because I want us to be in Munich and close by now that the trial is beginning.”

			Hans frowned. “Emilee, you can’t go down to Landsberg every day. It’s a fifty-mile trip, or more. You can’t leave the girls that long.”

			Emilee gave him a strange look. “You haven’t heard? The trial isn’t out there. It is to be held here in Munich, at the old infantry barracks there on Blutenburgstrasse.”

			“Really?” Hans asked eagerly, his face lighting up. “They told me and Roehm that we were to be taken out to Landsberg where the rest of them are being held. So I just assumed the trial would be there. This is wonderful news. I know that base. I was stationed there when I was serving with Colonel von Schiller during the Communist uprising.”

			“Yes, and it’s only fifteen minutes away from our home. Anyway, Anna came up here to stay with me through the trial, no matter how long it takes. She brought Helene and Rudi Jr. with her, which will be wonderful for the girls. They are all such good friends.”

			“Paula and our Gretl and Bruno are at your house too at the moment,” Wolfie said. “Paula will go over there as often as she can to help Emilee.”

			“This is all wonderful news,” Hans said again in a soft voice. “Wonderful news.”

			“Once the trial begins,” Emilee went on, “I hope that they’ll give you more regular visiting privileges. And that I can bring the girls to see you too.”

			His head snapped up. “Nein!” he barked.

			“What? Why ever not?”

			Hans reached up and plucked at his grey coveralls with their broad white stripes. “Because I don’t want the girls seeing me in this. I don’t want them having that picture in their heads for the rest of their lives.”

			Emilee gave Hans a sad look but changed topics. “Wolfie has more information on the trial, but first, I also bring you greetings from Ernst and Heinz-Albert. And the Kharkovs. Fritzie and Lily and Uncle Anatoly came night before last. They send their greetings and wish you well. Fritzie brought us all kinds of food. To help us ‘see things through,’ as he put it.”

			Hans was touched. “He is a good man. Tell them I am grateful. And how is Ernst doing with the garage now that he’s running it by himself? How is business?”

			“Surprisingly good, actually. Business is picking up, and he’s hired an apprentice to help him. He asked me if I thought you would be angry about that. I told him no. He’s more than an apprentice to you now. He’d like to get a mechanic’s certificate, if you approve.”

			“Done!” Hans said. “If I need to sign anything, bring it to me. Tell him that from this point on, he is not my employee. We are full partners. And he is to run the garage as he sees fit until I am released.” A shadow passed over his face. “However long that may be.”

			Emilee teared up. “I will tell him, Hans. Danke.”

			“It does surprise me that business is getting better. What’s going on with the inflation?”

			“Ah,” Wolfie said. “That’s one of the things we wanted to tell you. The new Reich Commissioner for National Currency has worked miracles. He traveled to London to meet with the governor of the Bank of England and a representative of the American government. He proposed to them that a second national bank of credit be created. Only this new bank would be totally backed by gold. The deal was struck in a surprisingly short amount of time. The new bank is up and running—they’re calling it the Golddiskontbank—and they are already distributing a new currency. And so far, it is remarkably stable. The inflation crisis is over.”

			“Wunderbar!” Hans exclaimed. “That’s incredibly good news.” His smile faded. “But Adolf won’t be happy to hear that.”

			Emilee was stunned. “Why not?” she exclaimed. “It’s wonderful. We can actually afford a loaf of bread again.”

			“Because the people won’t be as angry at the government now. Perhaps they’ll even decide that they won’t support the revolution anymore. No, he won’t be happy about this news.”

			Emilee was obviously shocked by his words, so Wolfie changed the subject. “So let me tell you what I’ve been able to learn about the upcoming trial.”

			“Let me say two more quick things,” Emilee said quickly, “before you get into that. First of all, how is the pain in your leg?”

			“It’s . . . getting better.”

			She didn’t miss the hesitation in Hans’s answer. “But it’s still there?”

			“Some.”

			“Do the doctors think it will go away?” Wolfie asked.

			Hans shook his head. “They don’t know. They say we just have to ‘wait and see.’ I’ve come to hate that phrase,” he added bitterly. But then he forced a smile. “But it is getting better, Emilee. Bit by bit.”

			Emilee nodded. She knew he was lying. Or at least understating it. But she said nothing. “The second thing is that Heinz-Albert asked me to tell you how much he misses you and to come home as quickly as you can.”

			Hans’s eyes softened. “Tell him I miss him too. How is he doing?”

			“Very well. I think he’s happier right now than he’s ever been before.”

			“Because of being baptized into your church?” Hans asked.

			The question surprised Emilee. “Partly. But it’s also having so many cousins and friends in the family. He never had that up in Pasewalk. He and Heidi’s boys are especially close friends. And Miki is really good with him too.”

			“And what about you? Are you happy that you were baptized?”

			Tears suddenly clouded her vision. “More than I can express, Hans. Thank you for letting me go ahead. It has been a great comfort to me through all of this.”

			He gave her a wry smile. “As if I could have stopped you.”

			Emilee smiled back. “Perhaps not, but it meant a great deal to me that you didn’t try.” She turned to Wolfie. “Our time is going quickly. Share what you have learned about the trial.”

			He nodded and reached inside his jacket. The guard immediately came to full attention. “I said no exchange whatsoever,” he growled.

			Wolfie withdrew two sheets of paper folded lengthwise. “I made a few notes about what is going on out in the world. I wanted to catch Herr Eckhardt up on the news, since he gets none in here.” He extended the papers toward the guard. “You’re welcome to look at them if you wish. I’m just going to read from them, not pass them to him.”

			The man relaxed a little. “Fine. Just stay seated where you are.”

			Nodding, Wolfie opened the papers and looked down at them. “First of all, and I think this is really significant. Did you hear that Gustav von Kahr tendered his resignation last week?”

			Hans almost leaped to his feet. “From his State Commissioner post?”

			“Ja, ja!” Wolfie said eagerly. “He’s been under a lot of criticism for how he handled things last November, first saying that he would support a coup, then losing his nerve. He didn’t say that was why he resigned, but everyone knows it. So that leaves only one of the emergency triumvirate left now.”

			“Wait! Who else left?”

			“Oh, I thought you knew. General von Lossow resigned a couple of weeks ago. Only Colonel von Seisser remains as Chief of State Police.”

			Hans sat back, his mind in a whirl. “They both resigned?”

			“Yes! Think of it. For the most part, the people are blaming them for the failure, not Hitler.”

			“So we didn’t fail?” Hans marveled in wonder.

			“Exactly. And I won’t be surprised to see Seisser follow their lead one of these days as well.”

			“Well, well,” Hans said. “That’s the best news I’ve heard since I got here.”

			“Here’s what else is happening.” Wolfie looked at his notes. “Though over a hundred people were arrested after the coup attempt, the chief judge has decided to put only eleven of you on full trial. Early on, there were reports that Hitler was quite depressed—even suicidal—after the putsch failed and—”

			“Ha!” Hans snorted. “Depressed, yes. All of us were after what happened. But suicidal? No way.”

			Wolfie shrugged. “I’m just telling you what they said in the papers. But anyway, the prison physician examined him at length a few weeks ago and pronounced him fully fit for trial. He has already been moved here to Munich.”

			“The other good news,” Emilee added, “is that everyone is saying the court won’t dare ask for life imprisonment, even though that’s what the law requires.”

			“Even though we’re charged with high treason?”

			“Yes. Isn’t that wonderful?”

			A frown furrowed Hans’s brow. It was wonderful if it were true, which he seriously doubted. In the army, one learned to discount ninety-nine percent of the scuttlebutt that went around.

			Hans stayed silent, so Emilee spoke up again. “Tell him about the astrologer, Wolfie.”

			“Astrologer?” Hans asked.

			“Yes, here in Munich. Very well known. Her name is Elsbeth Eberlin. You may remember that she made headlines when she predicted that if the Nazis attempted to overthrow the government, it would fail. When it did fail, that boosted her reputation significantly.”

			“Poppycock,” Hans sneered. “That’s what astrology is.”

			“I agree, but. . . . Well, the other day, she made another public prediction.” Wolfie read from his notes. “She now prophesies that Hitler will ‘rise from defeat and gain the ultimate victory. It will turn out,’ she goes on, ‘that recent events will not only give this movement inner strength, but external strength as well. It will be a mighty impetus to the pendulum of world history.’”

			“My word,” Hans said. “And that made the papers?”

			“Almost all of them,” Emilee said happily. “Not that I believe in astrologers, but it was nice to have someone say something positive. And not only that—”

			She stopped as the door at the back of the room was flung open and an older guard entered. He glanced at them and went over to the first guard. There was a quick, whispered interchange, and then the first guard nodded and snapped to attention. “Jawohl,” he said. He immediately came over to Hans.

			“Herr Eckhardt, I am sorry to interrupt your visit with your family. But the superintendent of the prison has just sent word. You and Captain Roehm are being transferred for the trial, and we need you to return to your cell and get your things. You are leaving in fifteen minutes, so you need to say your good-byes. My associate here will escort your family out.”

			“It’s all right, Hans,” Emilee said. “This is good that you’re going.” Then she suddenly remembered something and quickly fumbled in the pocket of her coat. She withdrew a folded piece of paper. Looking at the older guard, she said, “Sir, our five-year-old daughter wrote her papa a letter.” She held it out for him to inspect. “Do I have your permission to give it to him?”

			The guard glanced at it but didn’t take it from her.

			“Please. It would mean so much to her. She hasn’t seen her papa in over two months now.”

			Looking a little irritated, the guard finally took the paper from Emilee and looked at it. It was a crude child’s drawing made with crayons. Two stick figures—a man and a woman who were holding hands—were standing in front of several trees. The sky was blue and there was a sun in one corner. Two smaller figures with curly hair and wearing matching blue dresses were off to one side. They were sitting on what had to be a teeter-totter. In letters laboriously scrawled with a red crayon across the bottom, it read, “Vati. Please come take me and Jo Jo to the park.” Then next to a large, red heart was the signature, “Lisa.”

			Hans had moved over to see. Tears instantly filled his eyes. “Please,” he said to the guard. “It’s only a child’s drawing.”

			The other guard had come forward to see better. The two of them exchanged glances, and then the older guard handed the paper to Hans. “Say your good-byes quickly, Eckhardt,” he said gruffly. “You have one minute.”

			Chapter Notes

			After they were arrested, Hitler and several others who had been instrumental in the putsch were taken to Landsberg Prison, which was about forty miles west of Munich. But at least one other, Captain Ernst Roehm, was sent to Stadelheim Prison in South Munich. No explanation is given for why this was so. Most sources say that only ten of the more than one hundred men who had been arrested in the putsch were actually put on trial with Hitler. I made it eleven to accommodate the fictional character of Hans Eckhardt (see Rise and Fall, 75–78). 

			The story of the astrologer and her remarkable prediction about Hitler is accurately reported here (see ibid., 4).

		


		
			[image: chap18]


			February 25, 1924, 8:45 a.m.—Infantry School, Blutenburgstrasse, Neuhausen District, Munich

			As Hans and Ernst Roehm approached the small conference room, Hans glanced around. There was a small rectangular table with an empty chair behind it at the opposite side of the room. In front of it, there were two rows of wooden chairs with six chairs in the first row and seven in the second. Thirteen, Hans thought. Maybe that was an omen. Two men that he didn’t recognize were seated in the first row. They wore business suits, and their heads were together as they conferred quietly with each other. No one was seated in the other chairs.

			A clot of men who were smoking and talking animatedly with each other were in the middle of the room. The air was filled with cigarette smoke and smelled of coffee. Good coffee. One man in the group, whose back was to them, was in civilian clothes, but all the rest wore army uniforms, as did Hans and Roehm. All turned as Hans and Roehm were ushered in.

			When the man in the suit and tie turned around to see who had entered, Hans saw that it was Adolf. With a warm smile and his hand outstretched, Adolf rushed over to greet them. “Ah, yes. There you are, brethren. Come in.”

			Roehm was in the lead, so Adolf greeted him first with a vigorous handshake followed by a bear hug. “Ernst, you old warhorse. How good to see you at last.”

			“Danke, mein Führer. It is my pleasure completely.”

			Adolf came over to Hans, but this time the hug was more tentative, more carefully given. One hand came up and gripped the back of Hans’s neck. Adolf pulled him close until their noses almost touched. “Ah, my dear friend. At last I get to thank you for saving my life.”

			“I . . . I just tried to get you safely to the car.” Then, feeling the gaze of every man in the room on him, Hans changed the subject. “How is your arm? You were in a lot of pain when Max dragged you down with him. I thought you had been shot too.”

			“As did I, at first,” Adolf said ruefully. “My shoulder is almost better now, though the doctor says I may have stiffness and some residual pain for the rest of my life.” Then he waved his hand, as if impatient with himself. “But that is nothing compared to those now lying in the cemetery, like Max and so many of our other comrades. Or—” He looked at Hans. “Having a bullet lodged against your spinal cord. I am thrilled to see you up and walking, Hans. How are you doing?”

			“Much better. My leg still gives me some pain, but it’s improving.”

			“But you are walking. When they told me that you might be paralyzed—” He waved that aside and linked arms with both men. “Come. Say hello to the others.”

			They did so and a warm round of handshakes, back slapping, and bear hugs ensued. This was the first time they had all been together since November. Impatient as always, Adolf quickly cut off the salutations. “Comrades, our time is limited and there is much to do.” He moved over behind the table and drew the chair out, motioning to the rows of chairs in front of him. “Find a seat.”

			As the men filed into the two rows and sat down, Hans noticed that one chair was left empty. He quickly looked around to see who was missing and realized, to his surprise, that General Ludendorff wasn’t among them. Hans was seated next to Wilhelm Brückner, so he leaned closer and asked in a low voice, “No Ludendorff?”

			“Nein,” Brückner whispered. “Ludendorff is disgusted with the Führer for ‘dragging him into this debacle’—his words, not mine—so he refuses to speak to any of us now. Like a little boy who didn’t get his way playing marbles.”

			“But he will be in court?”

			“Oh, yes,” Brückner whispered. “That will be his chance to shine. You know the general—his high opinion of himself has never been hampered by any feelings of inadequacy.”

			Hans, who was still looking around, noticed another man missing. “What about Goering? Why isn’t he on the list of prisoners? He led the occupation of the War Ministry. And Rudolf Hess? He was in the middle of all this. Where is he?”

			“You haven’t heard?” Friedrich Weber chimed in. “They’re both in Austria.”

			“Still? I saw Goering get shot and go down. But all they told me in the hospital was that he hadn’t been killed and had been taken to Austria by his wife and some friends. I assumed he would have surrendered by this point.”

			Roehm spoke up. “He’s not doing well. The bullet hit him in the upper thigh and the groin, and there’s a lot of infection. They say he’s still in tremendous pain. He’s taking massive doses of morphine. So even if he wanted to turn himself in, which he doesn’t, he couldn’t right now. I heard that now that Hess has learned he wasn’t charged, he’ll come back.”

			Hans nodded his head toward two men on the front row that he hadn’t recognized. “And who are those two?”

			Brückner turned and smiled thinly. “Those are our attorneys.”

			“How good are they?” Hans asked.

			Roehm shook his head. “Better than they look, I hope.”

			Hans chuckled and was about to make a quip about lawyers, but Adolf, who was standing behind the table, rapped on it with his knuckles, and the men quickly came to order. Adolf pulled the chair out but didn’t sit down in it. Instead, he placed his hands on the back of the chair and let his eyes sweep across the men in front of him. His expression was sober, and he seemed far away. But then he smiled at them.

			Hans was astonished. This wasn’t Adolf’s usual brief half-smile that came and went like a flickering shadow. It was a brilliant and genuine smile. And that was startling. In the first place, Adolf was overall an intensely serious man. Walking around with a grin pasted on his face wasn’t like him. In the second place, they were all going on trial in about twenty-four hours for treason against the Bavarian state. The German penal code was very explicit about this particular crime. It read: “Any person who attempts to alter by force the constitution of the German Reich or any German state shall be punished by lifelong imprisonment.” Hans knew that because at their arraignment, the prosecutor had read it to them twice.

			So what was Adolf so happy about? Hans sighed. He knew that his leg was driving this sense of bleak hopelessness. The minute he had sat down on the hard chair, it had begun to ache. If their meeting lasted an hour, he would be hard pressed to endure it. How in the world was he going to last through the trial, which would go on all day for who knew how many days? He decided that after this meeting he would ask the guards to take him to the infirmary to see if there was a doctor that would give him something for the pain.

			“My fellow prisoners,” Adolf began. The smile only broadened at his use of the title. “How good to see all of your faces again. I have been able to meet with a few of you over these last two months, but only on a very limited basis. But our day of triumph is almost here. Tomorrow, the National Socialist Party will begin its rise again.”

			There were soft sounds of surprise and dismay. Adolf laughed openly at their expressions. “Yes, my hangdog friends, lift up your heads and rejoice, for our day has come. What the world is calling a disastrous failure is about to become a glorious triumph.”

			Someone raised a hand. Adolf ignored it. “Our time is limited, so let me speak quickly. Our attorneys, both of whom are here with us this morning, have some instructions for us in preparation for tomorrow. But first I should like to share some news with you.”

			“More bad news, right?” Ernst Poehner called out. He was a former officer in the National Police. He was not smiling when he asked it, and Hans saw that he definitely was not seeing any humor in this moment.

			Adolf was unperturbed. “On the surface, it may appear to be bad news, but I think otherwise. The triumvirate of leaders governing Bavaria undertook immediate action to destroy our party once the uprising failed. They raided the National Socialist Party headquarters and seized our records and many of our assets. They have frozen our bank accounts. The party is now disbanded and its members are forbidden to hold meetings.”

			“Sounds like bad news to me,” someone else grumbled. Again, if Adolf heard it, he ignored it. “They also seized our newspaper and have stopped its publication. And, of course, they have sent the core of our leadership to prison and now plan to put us on trial for treason.” He looked around at the circle of faces. “They are saying that the Nazi Party is no more and that their ‘drummer boy’ leader is finished.”

			Suddenly Adolf’s eyes were flashing fire and his voice went shrill. “Yes, that’s right. That’s what that old fool Kahr called me. He said I was nothing but a political drummer boy, beating cadence for the real troops to march to.” And then he laughed. “Well, we shall see. We shall see. Those old fools are already seeing that their actions went contrary to the will of the people. Kahr and Lossow have both resigned, hoping to sidestep further embarrassment.” He leaned forward and slammed his clenched fist against the table. “But they are on trial tomorrow, every bit as much as we are. And we shall have justice.”

			That startled all of them. “Have they been charged with something?” Roehm called out.

			“Oh, no,” Adolf said gleefully. “Not yet. They will be here to testify against us.” His voice went cold. “But we shall turn the tables on them. Mark my words. They will wish they could slink into their rat holes and hide their faces in shame when I am through with them.”

			When you’re through with them? Hans found that an odd statement. Adolf was talking as though he were the prosecuting attorney, not the chief defendant on trial.

			Adolf went on, his dark eyes glittering with excitement now. “It is true that many people out there think that our attempted putsch was a miserable failure. And some would cite the fact that we are now in prison awaiting trial as proof of that.” The last part was said sardonically.

			“In a way, yes, it did fail. And I take full responsibility for that. And I shall make that very clear to the court. You were my faithful associates, but it was my decision to strike. And I shall request that the court release all of you. You were only soldiers doing your duty.” Another quick grin. “However, I wouldn’t pack your things quite yet.”

			Realizing that it wasn’t just the smile that was so startling for him, Hans studied his old friend closely. It was the optimism, the absolute confidence that all would turn out well for them. In spite of himself, Hans felt his spirits lift a little.

			“Yes, it is true that we are here in prison awaiting trial for high treason. So, why am I smiling on this cold winter morning?”

			Excellent question! Hans thought.

			“Well, in the first place, the Bavarian State Government finds itself in an interesting dilemma now. It’s been led by the three men I shall dub the Three Little Pigs—” He paused as snorts of laughter were heard. “—Who are so afraid of the Big Bad Wolf in Berlin that they caved in and betrayed their own people. Now they have discovered that a large number of the people are not asking why our party revolted but why their leaders didn’t support that revolt.”

			Hans was thrilled with such stirring words, but somewhere in the back of his mind he realized that there was a serious disconnect between Adolf’s words and the fact that they were all still incarcerated. Was Adolf just cheerleading them in order to build their morale before the trial?

			On the other hand, of all the German states, Bavaria was one whose political majority strongly favored right-wing parties over leftists. So maybe Adolf wasn’t exaggerating the people’s support. If not, this was good news indeed.

			“Second point of information,” Adolf continued. “And this is even more significant than the first. Our failed attempt to give the government back to the people has made headlines in virtually every large newspaper in the Fatherland and throughout Europe as well. Do you understand what that means? Our name and our aims are now before the German people in a way that we could not have achieved on our own for years to come. And what is more, newspaper correspondents are flocking into Munich from all over Europe and even from America—yes, flocking!—so they can cover the trial. I do not exaggerate. They have had to set up the court in a gymnasium so that there is room to hold everyone.”

			That won him several exclamations of astonishment, and the room broke into applause. Adolf bowed slightly at the waist to acknowledge it and then turned and looked over at the two guards, who were smoking in the corner now. “How much more time do we have?”

			“About half an hour, Herr Hitler,” the younger of the two called back.

			“You take what time you need, Herr Hitler,” the other sergeant added.

			Hans turned and looked back in amazement. The two guards were not addressing a criminal or a traitor. They were speaking to him almost in awe, and with the greatest respect. And, strangely, that boosted Hans’s hopes even more.

			“All right,” Adolf went on. “I now want to give our two attorneys the time they need to instruct us, but let me make one last point. And with it, perhaps I can convince even the most skeptical of you naysayers. The point is this: our so-called leaders of the Weimar Government in Berlin recently announced a sweeping change to our judicial system. To provide what they feel will be a more consistent evaluation of evidence presented in criminal cases, from henceforth all trials involving criminal behavior will now be tried before a presiding judge and a panel of five other judges, rather than a jury of their peers. Two of the five judges are called from the judiciary, and the other three are lay judges, meaning they are called from among the common people.”

			Hans was leaning forward, hanging on Adolf’s every word. Since he and Adolf first met in Pasewalk Military Hospital five years ago, Hans had gotten to know him like he was the brother he’d never had. And with that familiarity, he had developed a sense of when Adolf had something big up his sleeve. He loved to drop what Hans thought of as oratorical bombshells and then revel in the effects that followed. And right now, Hans sensed that a bombshell was about to drop.

			Adolf stopped, turned, and looked directly at Hans. “Hans, my friend. I would ask you a question. Does the name Franz Gürtner mean anything to you?”

			Startled, Hans’s mind first went blank, but then his head came up. “Yes, mein Führer. Herr Franz Gürtner is currently the Minister of Justice here in Bavaria.”

			“That is correct. And do you personally know this man?”

			“I. . . . Yes. I have met him several times. He has been a longtime supporter of our party and. . . .” Hans’s voice suddenly filled with wonder. “And he is a close personal friend of yours,” he said slowly.

			“Ah, yes,” Adolf exclaimed. “A very close personal friend and staunch supporter. And why would that be significant for us?” He turned to Roehm. “Ernst?”

			The beat-up old warrior smiled lazily. “It’s always nice to have friends in high places.”

			Adolf shook his head. “Close, but not quite what I’m looking for.” Hans nearly leaped to his feet. Not waiting to be called on, he blurted out, “Because the Minister of Justice picks the presiding judge for our trial, right?”

			Adolf’s smile was like that of a man whose goose had laid a golden egg. “Precisely. And in yesterday’s paper, Herr Gürtner announced his selection. It will be—” Adolf couldn’t help himself. He laughed right out loud as he raised both hands and mimicked a snare drummer beating out a rhythm on his drums. “A small drumroll from the ‘drummer boy.’ And the answer is . . . Herr Georg Neithardt.”

			For a moment there were a lot of blank looks. Then it was Brückner who gasped. “Isn’t he the judge who presided over your trial a year ago when you and some of the stormtroopers were arrested for beating up that Bavarian nationalist speaker at some political rally?”

			“One and the same,” Hitler chortled.

			“And who only sentenced you to three months in jail?” Hans cried in delight. “And then released you after you had only served one month?”

			“That’s him,” Adolf crowed again. “Oh, and one other thing.” It was obvious to Hans that Adolf was enjoying himself immensely. “It is the presiding judge who selects the other five judges to make up the panel.”

			Chapter Notes

			Hermann Goering was shot and severely wounded as described here. He did escape with his wife into Austria and then eventually went to Italy, where they stayed until after the trial was over. The morphine treatments he received for the terrible and persistent pain had its side effects. He was known to be a heroin addict up until his death (see “Biographical Time-Line of the Infamous Adolf Hitler: Show Time, Soft Trial,” grwa.tripod.com/ht15.html).

			Shirer and some of the other sources discuss how Hitler saw the coming trial as a rich opportunity to turn a wretched failure into a triumphant victory. But we do not know whether he was allowed to share that vision with his fellow prisoners before the trial actually began. So while the thoughts expressed here reflect his thinking, the actual words found in this chapter—­including the contemptuous “Three Little Pigs”—are my creation.
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			February 26, 1924, 9:58 a.m.—
Courtroom, Infantry School, Munich

			As Hans entered the large hall, he looked around. There was no question that this was a gymnasium. The basketball hoops at each end of the large room were proof of that. But other than that, it did look very much like an actual courtroom. Somewhere they had found—or built—a platform to place at the north end of the room. It was large enough to accommodate six judges, a witness chair, and a chair and table for the court recorder.

			They had also built a temporary barrier from sheets of plywood nailed together to serve as the “bar” found in most courtrooms. It separated the formal trial area from the gallery where the audience would sit. The makeshift half-wall had a swinging door that allowed passage back and forth, but an armed soldier stood there to make sure that only appointed attorneys and their clients passed through it.

			Inside the barrier there were two tables large enough to accommodate up to four people each. One of these was for the accused and one for the accusers. Both faced the judges’ platform. Adolf and General Ludendorff sat with their two attorneys at the nearest table. Three men—probably the prosecuting attorneys—sat at the other one. Behind the defendants’ table there were two rows of chairs, five chairs in each row. These were already about half filled with Hans’s codefendants. All of these—the platform, the barrier, and the chairs—were painted a drab, olive green that matched about everything else on the army base.

			Seeing that the guard-cum-bailiff was scowling at him, Hans moved over to the chairs. He headed for an empty chair on the end of the back row. Ignoring the curious looks he was getting from his comrades and the packed gallery, he removed the square cushion tucked beneath his arm and carefully arranged it on the seat. Then he gingerly sat down and focused on his leg. To his pleasant surprise, the pain there did not immediately flare up as it usually did when he sat on these hard wooden chairs. The doctor had speculated that sitting on a hard surface for extended periods of time was likely pinching the nerves in his leg. So he gave Hans the cushion and some mild pain pills, with instructions to use them only if needed. And for now, at least, it looked as though it might actually work.

			Hans turned and looked around the large area behind him. Hundreds of chairs had been brought in, all of which were now occupied. Dozens more stood along the back and both side walls. Hans guessed that there were about three or four hundred people present. One section had been cordoned off with ropes. A sign attached to the ropes read PRESS CORPS ONLY. Not that you needed a sign to guess who was sitting there. They all had notebooks on their laps, pencils or pens in hand, and some had extra pencils stuck behind their ears. And Adolf had been right. There were thirty or forty of them. The world had come to listen. Amazing!

			Hans started a little as he recognized the men who were sitting on the front row of chairs directly behind the prosecutors’ table. They were obviously there to testify for the prosecution. Hans knew these faces well. Last November he had been confined in a room with them and watched as Adolf had harangued them, trying to get them to agree to join the revolution. They were State Commissioner Gustav von Kahr, Commanding General of the Bavarian Army Otto von Lossow, and State Police Commandant Hans von Seisser. Kahr suddenly looked up and saw Hans staring at him. He glowered at Hans with undisguised contempt.

			Hans raised his eyes and scanned the crowd, looking for Emilee. He was relieved not to see her. They had allowed him a short phone call the previous evening, and he had asked her not to come. Their attorneys had told them to expect the trial to go on for a month at the least, maybe longer. And they also had said that today would likely consist mostly of preliminary maneuvers and formalities. Hans explained that when they got into the actual trial, then he would love it if Wolfie could bring Emilee down to watch things unfold. Though she was disappointed with that, she had agreed without much protest. And rightly so. It was going to be a hardship for her to leave the girls all day.

			Hans turned his attention back to the front. Everyone was still waiting for the judges to enter, and most were engaged in quiet conversation. But not Ludendorff and Adolf, who sat beside each other at their table. Ludendorff, in his full dress uniform, was as stiff and cold as a ramrod and never even glanced in Adolf’s direction. If Adolf was aware of that, he gave no sign. From where Hans was sitting, it looked like Adolf was lost in his own thoughts. He was in a business suit. The attorneys had said that he could wear his uniform if he chose to, but Adolf said no. In this setting, it might anger any army officers who might be in the courtroom.

			“All arise!”

			It was the voice of the bailiff, a grizzled sergeant with enough service bars on his sleeve to make him at least a hundred years old. He stood, stiff as a board, at a door in the back of the hall. A moment later the door opened and a man appeared in a dress uniform, but it was not an army uniform. It was bedecked with medals and ribbons. A uniform of state, Hans decided. The man took his place in a chair set off to one side from the six chairs and desks. Hans recognized him immediately. This was Franz Gürtner, Minister of Justice for the State of Bavaria. Adolf had said that he would be here for the entire trial, even though he was not one of the judges. As Minister of Justice, these proceedings were under his direct jurisdiction.

			Next came a man in the full regalia of a judge, including the cap that Hans had always thought made them look a little bit like priests. He recognized this man too. It was Georg Neithardt, the presiding judge. He was trailed by five other men—two in judges’ robes and three in business suits. These last ones were the lay judges. Hans had heard that two of them were insurance salesmen and the other was the proprietor of a book shop in Munich. Whether that was good or bad for him and his codefendants, Hans could not tell. The men weren’t really from what you would call the working classes, but their attorneys had assured them that the three men had been handpicked by Neithardt as sympathizers to the Nazi cause.

			Everyone moved to his respective chair and stood at attention. A moment later a woman came in carrying several notepads and a glass jar filled with pencils. The court recorder, no doubt.

			When all were in their places, Gürtner looked around at the courtroom, nodded in satisfaction, and turned to the people in the gallery. “All here present take note, the People’s Court of Munich is now in session, the Honorable Judge Georg Neithardt presiding.” He turned to Neithardt. “You may proceed,” he said, and he sat down.

			Everyone else in the room sat down too as the old sergeant bellowed, “You may be seated.”

			10:23 a.m.

			Judge Neithardt methodically went through the formal proceedings at a slow and deliberate pace. He read out a brief but accurate summary of what had transpired on the night of November eighth and the morning of November ninth the previous year. This was followed by the formal charges of high treason against the eleven men seated in the courtroom.

			Neithardt then picked up the papers in front of him and tapped them on the table until they formed a neat pile. That brought total silence in the courtroom, for it was clear that the trial was about to begin. He finally looked up.

			“We shall now ask the two lead defendants in this trial to give us a statement on their part in the uprising. We shall first hear from our esteemed war hero and military leader, His Excellency General Erich Friedrich Wilhelm Ludendorff. When he has concluded his statement, he shall be followed by Herr Adolf Hitler, president of the former National Socialist Party.”

			Ludendorff spoke for under five minutes. But by the time he sat down again, Hans was so angry he wanted to run over and punch the arrogant old fool in the mouth. From the beginning, Ludendorff had detested Adolf as an uncouth member of the lower class and not a career army officer. Ludendorff stated that he had only agreed to throw in with the National Socialists because he bitterly detested the Versailles Treaty and the Weimar government. He claimed he had been duped into believing that whether he liked it or not, Adolf Hitler and his party were the only ones who could successfully bring about change. His voice went cold when he stated that he had joined the cause only because Adolf had promised to make him the chancellor of the new government. Hans didn’t believe that for a minute. Hitler, from day one, had reserved that position for himself.

			In a stiff, rambling narrative, Ludendorff told the judges about events on the night of the putsch and brazenly claimed that he had only come because he had been lured there under false pretenses. He said he had not known that the National Socialists planned to overthrow the Bavarian government. A lie, of course. He had been instrumental in getting the triumvirate to agree to join them. “So, Your Honors,” he concluded somberly, “I was not party to the rebellion. I was tricked into coming to the Bürgerbräukeller, and once I learned what was afoot, I disassociated myself from them as quickly as possible. In a word, I was only there that night by accident.”

			Hans had watched Adolf closely throughout Ludendorff’s statement to see what his reaction was. Though he was clearly seething underneath, he neither interrupted the pompous old fool’s narrative nor contradicted his testimony. Which was wise, Hans thought. For all his imperious ways, Ludendorff was still held in great esteem by the people.

			When it was obvious that no one was going to ask the general any questions, Judge Neithardt looked to where Adolf sat. “Herr Hitler. You may now make an opening statement, if you wish.”

			The Führer got slowly to his feet, his face thoughtful. “Thank you, Your Honor. May I move around the courtroom? I think much better when I’m pacing.”

			“Of course,” Neithardt said warmly. “And feel free to take all the time you need.”

			“What?”

			Someone in the seats behind Hans—probably someone in the press corps—had blurted it out. Neithardt swung around, glaring in that direction, but suddenly everyone was studiously focused on his notepad.

			Adolf seemed completely unaware of the crowd behind him as he began. His eyes were fixed on the six judges and nothing else. “In November 1918,” he began softly, “I was confined to the burn ward of the Pasewalk Military Hospital about eighty miles north of Berlin. I had been caught in a British mustard gas attack, and my throat and eyes were badly burned.”

			He finally turned and glanced briefly at the crowd. “I was devastated, of course. The doctors were telling me that I might never see again, or speak again either. I felt as though I had fallen into a pit of the deepest despair. And in the midst of that despair, what came next? We learned that our government leaders had stabbed us in the back by negotiating an armistice without the knowledge of the army commanders. They gave away all that we had fought for, all that so many had died for. My anguish at that news was far more intense than my fear about my injuries. I had been a totally obedient soldier on the front. I had fought for the Fatherland and was even willing to shed my blood. But now? How could I continue to blindly obey a government of criminals?”

			Ripples of angry agreement swept through the room, so Adolf turned and addressed the audience, particularly focusing on those in the press area. What he said next came out with great emphasis; he was almost punching out the words. “Do I exaggerate? You tell me. What followed that shameful armistice and the sellout of our people in the Versailles Treaty? I’ll tell you what. Bolshevism! Red flags flying over our cities, including Berlin. Chaos in our streets. The Spartacans seizing power and inviting the Russian Bear to come in and feed on the spoils.”

			People were nodding and calling out their agreement.

			“And who stood with the Freikorps and the army to put down that rebellion?” a harsh voice shouted.

			Hans spun around. Gustav von Kahr, the former head of the Bavarian triumvirate appointed to rule during the emergency decree, was on his feet. His fists were clenched and trembling, his face a mottled red. “We did. The very government you so lightly dismiss as criminals. Who stood against the French in a campaign of passive resistance when they occupied the Ruhr Valley? It wasn’t this . . . this . . .” Spittle sprayed from his mouth as he sought for an appropriate epithet to describe Adolf. “This corporal, who was no more than a drummer boy in the army. He dreams of commanding armies and longs to be a minister of state so that after his death he can have a monument built to his name. But his lust for fame and power has nearly brought utter chaos to the Fatherland. Had he succeeded in his putsch, we would now be a protectorate of Berlin.”

			Kahr started to sit down but then straightened again, glaring at the judges. “That’s what the Communists hope for, for they know that chaos opens up opportunities for them to seize power once again. Talk about a Red Menace! That is what this corporal who would be dictator nearly brought down on our heads.” Fuming, he sat down again.

			A few voices called out and someone started to clap, but overall the reaction was one of shock. The crowds had come expecting to see some sparks fly, but nothing like this.

			Suddenly Kahr was on his feet again. “This madman held a gun to our heads that night and made us agree to join with him. But the moment he turned his back on us, we escaped and took what actions were needed to put down his paltry little rebellion before he could destroy us, and the whole nation with us.”

			Hans von Seisser jumped up beside his companion. “If I had not given the command to have our state police fire on these foolish boys playing at being men, the disaster that Minister von Kahr has just described would be upon us now even as we speak.”

			Hitler strode over and stood in front of the three leaders. “Yes, Colonel von Seisser, to your everlasting shame, you did have your men fire upon us in a most cowardly manner. We were marching peacefully up Residenzstrasse to meet up with the army and link arms with them. We were in civilian clothes, and not one of us had so much as a revolver in his hands.”

			Hans nearly choked on that. Civilian clothes? Maybe a few. Unarmed? Hardly.

			“You were marching on the War Ministry!” Seisser thundered. “And you had five hundred stormtroopers at your back. Your Captain Roehm, who sits in this courtroom today, had already occupied the War Ministry and was waiting for your troops to join him so that you could march on the Reichstag and seize full power from the government.”

			Hitler smiled sadly, shaking his head. “We were marching under the banner of the swastika to join Captain Roehm and his men so that we could then link arms with the forces of General von Lossow. When I learned that it was the state police that first fired on us, and not the Reichswehr, I was grateful that it was not the army that had stained their honor. The army stands as untarnished as before, and one day, the army will stand with us, officers and men. Mark my words.”

			Seisser was so livid at that accusation that he was spluttering. To everyone’s surprise, Judge Neithardt spoke up. “Herr Hitler, the state police were only doing their duty. I cannot permit you to say that their honor was stained.”

			Hitler completely ignored him. “Only a small group of us saw what the people fear most, the red flag of Communism flying over our nation. There are only two choices for our nation. Either we let our government poison our people, or we bleed that poison off. Then, and only then, can Germany recover. As far as I am concerned, Germany will be rescued only when the last Marxist has been converted or annihilated.”

			“Hear, hear!” someone shouted.

			“He speaks the truth,” someone else yelled.

			Hitler looked at the judges. “That is the voice of the people, Your Honors. Policy is not made with the palm branch. It is made with the sword.”

			Now the whole crowd burst out in applause. Adolf bowed his head, humbly acknowledging their accolades. When he spoke again, his voice was soft but filled with passion. “Let me make one thing perfectly clear,” he said. “I alone bear responsibility for what happened last November. These others should be freed, for they were only obeying my orders. And yet, though I was their leader, I am not a criminal. I stand here charged with high treason. Well, I plead guilty to being a revolutionary, but I was revolting against the true traitors in our nation, those November criminals who stabbed us in the back at Compiegne and Versailles.”

			Adolf swung back to the judges, his voice trembling with rage now. “How can revolution be treasonable when it seeks to pull down the treasonous criminals who threaten all that the Fatherland stands for? How can we ignore the voice of the people as these leaders sit on their velvet thrones in their jeweled palaces and tell us that humiliation is the only way to survive?”

			The crowd erupted with a guttural roar of approval, and Hans felt his heart soar. This was the tender spot that had been eating at the heart of the German people for six years now—the humiliation, the suffering, the sacrifices, the sellouts—all signed off by their own government, all given away when they put their signatures on the Versailles Treaty. A vast majority of the people in Germany had a visceral, almost animalistic, resentment for what their leaders had done, and that was what Hitler knew better than anyone.

			“How dare you impugn our names and our motives!” Kahr shouted. “You don’t know what you are talking—”

			Hitler cut in sharply. “No, Minister! You cannot have it both ways. If I am guilty of treason for plotting to overthrow the government in Berlin, then you and your two associates are guilty as well. It is common knowledge that earlier in the year all three of you joined us and other groups in the Kampfbund in talks about how to overthrow the Weimar government.” He swung around to the gallery. “Do I speak the truth?” he bellowed.

			“Yes!”

			“Some of you journalists were present at those meetings,” he shouted. “Were our esteemed leaders there with us or not?”

			“They were there!” someone shouted as many other heads bobbed.

			“Were we holding a gun to their heads?”

			“NO!”

			Adolf swung back around to face the judges. “If I am guilty of conspiring to overthrow a corrupt and wicked government, then someone please escort Herr von Kahr, Herr von Lossow, and Herr von Seisser up here to sit with me at the defendants’ table, for they are as guilty of treason as I am.”

			Lossow shot to his feet, his face livid. “How dare you?” he yelled. “I was no unemployed member of some ragtag band of rebels. As commander of the army, I occupied a high position with the State. I was there only to see what could be done to maintain order and see how we could negotiate with Berlin to bring freedom to our people. And I—”

			“Well,” Adolf cut in with a sneer, “that part is certainly true. You were there learning how to negotiate with Berlin. And, oh, how well you learned that lesson.”

			The general’s face was almost purple now. “It is a lie!” he shrieked. “An attempt to smear our names and ruin our reputations. State Minister von Kahr is correct. Herr Hitler is nothing but an unemployed army corporal, an upstart drummer boy, an unscrupulous demagogue who promises to give the people what they so desperately long for but who cannot deliver so much as a loaf of bread to them. He is the one who preached treason. We were there to try to stop it.”

			Hans almost shouted aloud for joy as the whole courtroom erupted. People stood up, shaking their fists at Lossow, calling him a liar, a traitor, and a pig. Did Lossow really believe the people were not fully aware of why these three had been in league with Adolf? They had already picked out their positions in the new government.

			On the stand, the judges seemed stunned by the ferocity of what was going on, but Adolf wasn’t. He was clearly pleased by the government leaders’ reaction. In fact, Hans guessed that he had deliberately goaded them into responding. Now, Hitler watched calmly until Lossow finally dropped back into his chair again, wiping his brow with his handkerchief. Adolf said nothing until the pandemonium quieted again. And when he did speak, it was without pity or mercy.

			“If I am guilty of treason, as General von Lossow says I am, then so is he, and so are his two companions, for I did nothing that they did not do. In spite of the esteemed ministers’ denials, it is a well-known fact that these three men once stood arm in arm with us. And now they duck and run? They would have us believe that they were only there as observers? I say, shame on them! Shame on them for thinking the people cannot see through their subterfuge.”

			Adolf turned back to the judges. “Well, I shall not stoop to such shameful tactics. I stand here today to say to the world, I did try to overthrow the government that we all hate. If that is treason, then I am guilty, and proud of it. But they are guilty too, but are ashamed of it. They do not have the courage to admit to their part in it. And for that, I say, everlasting shame on your heads!”

			Chapter Notes

			The trial of Hitler and the other principal participants of the Beer Hall Putsch in Munich lasted for over a month in February and March of 1924. Obviously, my treatment of the trial will be greatly condensed. For example, Hitler’s opening speech went on for nearly four hours, not just the few minutes suggested here.

			Several sources contain extensive quotes from Hitler’s speeches during the trial. Though I did have to construct some of what was said from summaries of the proceedings, much of the interchange between Hitler and the ministers is in their own words (see Rise and Fall, 76; see also “Biographical Time-Line of the Infamous Adolf Hitler: Chapter 15: Show Time, Soft Trial,” grwa.tripod.com/ht15.html/).
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			March 9, 1924, 12:25 p.m.—Eckhardt Residence, Wellensteinstrasse 271, Milbertshofen District, Munich

			Paula Grohl took her foot off of the gas pedal and let the automobile roll to a stop in front of Emilee and Hans’s home. She turned off the ignition, pulled on the hand brake, and turned to the others in the car with her. “We’re here,” she announced, as if they hadn’t already seen that.

			Inga, who was in the front seat next to her sister, reached out and touched her arm. “Danke, Paula. Thank you so much for driving us to church once again. And please thank Wolfie. He is always so generous in the use of his car.”

			“I will,” Paula said, “but it would please him to hear you say it as well.”

			Anna, who was in the backseat with Emilee, turned around and looked out the rear window. “I don’t see Rudi,” she said. “Wasn’t he right behind us with the children?”

			Inga turned to look at her daughter. “Oh, he said he was going to take a short detour past the park and let the children see the ducks and geese. I thought you heard him.”

			“In this weather?”

			The rain was coming down in sheets now from a slate-grey sky.

			“No,” Inga replied. “He wasn’t getting them out. You can easily see the ducks from the parking lot. It’s only a few feet from the edge of the water.”

			“Knowing my husband,” Anna said, “who is as much of a kid as the kids themselves, don’t be surprised if they come home with their Sunday clothes sopping wet.”

			“That’s why they all love him so,” Emilee said. “The other night, when I was putting Alisa to bed, she asked if she could marry Rudi when she grows up.”

			Anna clapped her hands in delight. “Really? What did you tell her?”

			“I told her that you wouldn’t like that, because he was already married to you.”

			“And what did she say to that?”

			Emilee chuckled. “Her eyes got real big, and I could tell she was thinking really hard about it. Finally, she shook her head and said, ‘But they don’t live together.’”

			“Oh, my,” Anna exclaimed.

			“Well, think about it,” Emilee went on, speaking to Anna. “You came up to stay with me and help with the children over two months ago. And Rudi only comes up on weekends to see you.”

			“Yes,” Paula said. “It makes perfect sense when you think about it. Especially to a four-year-old. So what did you tell her?”

			“I told her that when she grows up she will find a man who she will love just as much as she loves Onkel Rudi. Or as much as she loves her own Vati. Or Onkel Wolfie. Since she loves all of them dearly, that finally satisfied her.”

			Paula was touched. “Alisa is such a deep thinker. She really analyzes things, doesn’t she?”

			As Emilee nodded, Anna asked, “Have you told Rudi that story?”

			“No, not yet.”

			“Do it. He loves your two girls as much as he does our own children.”

			“All of the nieces and nephews,” Inga added. “He is a wonderful man, and a wonderful father.” She smiled at Anna. “And I’m so happy that my little Anna found him.”

			Paula reached down and picked up the umbrella sitting between her and Inga. “Well, the rain is not getting any lighter, and we have a dinner to cook. We’d better go in. Inga, you wait until I come around and get you or you’ll ruin your dress.”

			Wolfie met them at the door and took their umbrellas. As they hung their coats up he, turned to Emilee. “An adjutant at the infantry base called.”

			Emilee stiffened. “Is something wrong? Is it Hans?”

			“Hans is fine. But all this rain caused some minor flooding at the base, including at the barracks where the prisoners are being held. They had to move them into temporary quarters, where they are under closer guard. So they are canceling all visiting privileges today.”

			“No!” Emilee cried. “I didn’t get to see him last week either because they had taken him to the infirmary to examine his leg. Why they do that on a Sunday, I do not know.”

			“Because they can,” Wolfie observed. “It’s the army, remember. But they did let me talk to him on the phone for a few minutes.”

			Emilee whirled. “No!” she cried. “Can I call him?”

			Wolfie shook his head. “There’s no phone service in the temporary barracks. But Hans caught me up on things. Come sit down. He was quite excited about how things are going and wanted me to be sure to tell you.”

			Inga went over to him. “We need to get dinner started first, Wolfie. With this rain, Rudi wants to head back for Graswang by four while he still has some daylight.”

			Wolfie looked around. “Where is Rudi?”

			“He stopped at the park to let the kids see the ducks,” Anna said.

			“In this weather?”

			The ladies laughed as they headed for the kitchen.

			1:10 p.m.

			With the food cooking on the stove, they sent the children off to a back bedroom to play with Heinz-Albert, and the adults went into the living room. Ernst Fromme, Emilee’s older brother and Hans’s partner in the truck repair shop, was with them too.

			“Okay,” Wolfie said. “Let me tell you what Hans had to say first.” He pointed to the Sunday paper sitting on the lamp table beside him. “Then there’s quite a bit on the trial in this morning’s paper. I’d like to read you some of that too.” 

			“Did he say anything about how his leg is doing?” Emilee asked.

			“Yes. He said that the cushion the doctors gave him is helping, especially when the trial goes on for several hours without a break. He said to tell you that he’s doing fine.”

			“Fine,” Emilee snorted. “That’s his answer to everything. How’s his leg? Fine. How is the cell where they keep him? Fine. What about the food they’re giving him? Fine. What happens if he gets life imprisonment? ‘I’ll be fine.’ Sometimes I want to grab him and shake him.”

			Ernst gave her a sardonic grin. “I’ve always thought fine was such a fine word.”

			Emilee just shook her head. “Men!” Then she turned back to Wolfie. “What else did he say?”

			“Well, they didn’t give him his full five minutes of phone time. About halfway into the call they started yelling that he had to come with them right now. But he did tell me that they had received some really good news. They’re not going to deport Hitler.”

			“What?” Anna exclaimed. “Deport him? Why would they?”

			“Deport him where?” Inga asked.

			“To Austria. That’s where he was born.” 

			“But why?” Rudi asked again.

			Wolfie reached over and picked up the top section of the newspaper. “I think the Munich Post answers that for us.” He opened it up to the second page, found the place, and began to read aloud. “‘Minister of the Interior Seeks Deportation of Beer Hall Putsch Leader.’”

			“The Minister of the Interior?” Paula burst out. “Isn’t he your boss?”

			“Technically, yes. The Public Works Department is part of the Ministry of the Interior, but I don’t work with him directly. I would recognize him if I saw him on the street, but only because we have pictures of him at the office. Okay, now listen to this.

			“‘A late-night, closed-door meeting of the Bavarian State Minister’s Council was held in the parliament building on Thursday last. No representatives of the press were permitted to attend, and all who were in attendance were forbidden to speak about it. However, this writer was able to obtain a detailed report of what went on in the meeting from a confidential source.

			“‘The emergency meeting was called to discuss how to deal with the growing resentment and negative press aimed at the government due to developments in the Beer Hall Putsch trial, which has been going on since February twenty-sixth. Though there are eleven defendants on trial, including the respected General Erich Ludendorff, the discussion revolved around Herr Adolf Hitler.’”

			Lowering the paper, Wolfie looked around the room. “Isn’t that interesting? For all his fame and stature, Ludendorff gets only a brief mention, but it’s Hitler they are really worried about.”

			“Interesting,” Rudi agreed, “but not surprising.”

			Wolfie nodded and continued. “‘Hitler has very cleverly turned the trial into an indictment of the three ministers who led the government at the time of the attempted coup. Two of those ministers have already resigned under the pressure, and many are predicting that the head of the national police will soon follow. The ministers all agreed that Presiding Justice Neithardt is not maintaining any balance in the trial, and Hitler grows in popularity every day.’”

			“Which is wonderful,” Emilee said.

			“Perhaps, but it’s drawing a lot of criticism, too,” Wolfie said. “Let me read from the front page.” He turned to it, lifted the paper, and went on. “‘Herr Schweyer, Minister of the Interior, proposed what he termed ‘an elegantly simple’ solution to a thorny problem. He said that the longer the trial goes on, the more it gives Hitler a podium to speak to the German people and turn them against the government. He then noted that Hitler is not a German citizen but was born in Austria and therefore is a foreign national. Therefore, a simple solution is to immediately deport Herr Hitler to Austria and completely take him out of the equation. After a brief but vigorous discussion, the Council voted unanimously in favor of the proposal.’”

			“But I thought you said they’re not going to deport him,” Anna commented.

			“Hold on, the article explains it.” Wolfie continued reading. “‘The proposal was not well received by Justice Neithardt, but he did agree to confer with the other judges on the matter. After a brief recess, Judge Neithardt returned and read a prepared statement to the court, as follows: “After carefully reviewing the motion to deport Herr Adolf Hitler to his native land of Austria, the court has decided that while it is true that Herr Hitler is a German-Austrian, he has lived as a German citizen for many years. In the opinion of the court, the meaning and intention of the terms of section nine, paragraph two, of the Law for the Protection of the Republic cannot apply to a man who thinks and feels as German as Hitler does. This man voluntarily served for four and a half years in the German Army during the war. He attained high military honors through outstanding bravery in the face of the enemy, twice being awarded the Iron Cross. He was wounded, suffered other damages to his health, and continued his service in the Army District Command here in Munich after the war. He has lived here as a citizen of Bavaria since that time. Therefore, the motion to deport Herr Hitler is denied.”’”

			Lowering the paper, Wolfie looked around. “I can only imagine how relieved Hitler must be with that decision. He could have lost everything he has worked for with the stroke of a pen.”

			Emilee sat back, nodding solemnly. “Thank heavens Judge Neithardt had the courage to stand against the Council of Ministers. We are fortunate to have him in charge of the trial.”

			“I agree,” Wolfie said, “but there are many who do not. There is a growing clamor among the journalists that the Minister of Justice and the presiding judge in the court are so prejudiced in favor of Hitler and the National Socialists that the trial is a sham and a disgrace to the government of Bavaria.”

			He opened the paper so he could look at an inside page again. “Here is what one columnist has to say: ‘I cannot think about this monstrous trial without deep melancholy and bitterness. What is going on here reminds me of a circus. This is a court that time after time gives the accused the opportunity to make lengthy propaganda speeches, cross-examine witnesses for the prosecution, interrupt testimony, and harangue the court at length.

			“‘I was present when Justice Neithardt publicly ridiculed one of the highest officials in the Weimar government for criticizing Hitler. He also banished a political cartoonist from the courtroom because he had once drawn a caricature of Hitler. This is not a courtroom where justice is served. It is nothing but a grand political carnival!’”

			“Wow,” Ernst said. “That’s pretty harsh.”

			“You think that’s harsh? Here’s what the London Times correspondent wrote: ‘The trial going on in Munich for defendants accused of high treason proves that a plot against the Constitution of the Reich is not considered a serious crime in Bavaria.’”

			Wolfie closed the paper and tossed it back on the table. Emilee’s face was filled with anxiety. “But this is good for us, right?”

			“It is,” Wolfie said, “but. . . .” He finally shrugged it off.

			“But what, Wolfie?” Inga asked.

			“If the prejudice and bias is too blatant and the chief judge is too lenient, it could lead to a mistrial. If that happened, it wouldn’t surprise me if they chose a new venue, and that venue would be Berlin. And that would not be good.”

			Emilee’s hand shot up to her mouth. “They wouldn’t do that, surely.”

			Paula gave her husband a stern look. “It is better not to speculate right now.”

			Rudi, seeing the alarm on Emilee’s face, spoke up too. “I don’t think the people of Bavaria would stand for that.”

			To everyone’s surprise, Anna stood up and faced the others. “Enough of this gloomy talk. Before we call the kids in for dinner, Rudi and I have an announcement.” She motioned to him, and Rudi came up and joined her. She was blushing lightly now. “Actually, three announcements.”

			Inga’s face lit up. “Anna? Was ist das? Is it what I hope it is?”

			“Ja, ja, Mama. If all goes well, we hope to present you with your tenth grandchild in September. Maybe a little brother for Rudi Jr.”

			Instantly, Paula, Emilee, and Inga were up and to her. Inga threw her arms around her daughter. “Oh, Anna. That is such wonderful news.” Emilee and Paula immediately began peppering her with questions.

			Finally, they stepped back and Emilee looked at Anna. “That is wonderful news! It will be hard to top that. What else?”

			Anna motioned for them to sit down again, which they did, and then she reached across and took her husband’s hand. “Rudi, tell Mama what we have decided.”

			Rudi took a deep breath, looking directly at Inga. “Mama Eckhardt, first I want to say how grateful I am to you for taking me into your family as if I were one of your own sons.”

			“You are one of my own sons,” Inga replied.

			“Danke. And for Hans to make Anna and me part owners of the dairy farm, too—how can I ever thank you and Papa Eckhardt and Hans for doing that when I was so new to the family and not a farmer in any way?”

			“You must thank Hans for that,” Inga said gravely. “His renouncing his claim to the farm caught us all by surprise.”

			“I have thanked him, and I shall do so again,” Rudi replied. “But now, I. . . . Well, Anna and I have. . . .” He was looking out the window now and his hands were fidgeting with his belt buckle.

			“Just tell them, Rudi,” Anna said, nudging him with her elbow.

			“Let me guess,” Inga cut in before Rudi could speak. “You would like to leave the farm.”

			Rudi was taken aback.

			“Do you think I don’t notice?” Inga asked. “I know you and Anna have liked the farm and being with the family. But you have never loved it like Karl and Klaus do. Am I right?”

			There was a huge release of breath as Rudi nodded gratefully. “Yes, Mama Eckhardt. After talking about it for several months now, Anna and I have decided to move to Munich and start work here.”

			Paula and Emilee were totally taken aback, but Wolfie seemed not at all surprised. He was smiling.

			“What will you do?” Inga asked.

			Wolfie answered for him. “He will be employed by the Depart­ment of Public Works, in the Agricultural Support Develop­ment Office,” Wolfie said.

			Inga, Emilee, Paula, and Ernst all whirled to stare at him.

			Rudi smiled shyly. “Yes. Thanks to Wolfie’s recommendation, I start in two weeks and will be specifically assigned to help dairy farmers learn new ways to improve and facilitate higher milk and cheese production.”

			Inga leaned back in her chair. Her eyes were glistening. “It is a good thing, Rudi. We will miss you terribly, but it is the right thing for you.”

			“We think so too, Mama,” Anna said. “Ilse’s Annaliese is married now, and her husband is unemployed. They could move into our cottage. And her Kristen is eighteen and is very sweet on the Zimmerman boy from Oberammergau. Soon they will marry too. And Klaus Jr. and even Gerhardt are old enough now to help with the milking and bringing in the hay. It is a good time for us to leave.”

			“As long as you are only going to to Munich,” Inga said. She got up again and took both of them in her arms. “Das ist gut. We will tell the others when we get back tonight. But please do not feel bad. This is right for your family. And now with a baby coming, it will be good for Anna to be up here where she can see a doctor regularly.”

			The three of them hugged for a moment, and then Anna pulled free. “And there is one more thing.”

			“My goodness,” Ernst said. “Three things to announce? I hope this one is good news too.”

			Rudi and Anna exchanged glances, smiling broadly now. “You tell them,” Rudi said.

			He put his arm around Anna and pulled her in close against his shoulder as she took a deep breath, let it out, and smiled even more broadly. “Paula? Emilee? Do you happen to have the telephone number of the missionaries?’

			At first the two women just stared at her, but then Paula squealed loudly and leaped to her feet. Inga and Emilee were right behind her. “For both of you?” Emilee cried.

			Anna, now blushing furiously in her joy, nodded. “Yes. We would like to have them come as soon as we get moved up here and settled in.”

			Chapter Notes

			The meeting of the Bavarian Ministers’ Council wherein the Minister of the Interior proposed deporting Hitler to Austria and the ruling from the presiding judge are matters of record, as are the thoughts from journalists on the blatant leniency granted to Hitler by the court (see “Biographical Time-Line of the Infamous Adolf Hitler: Chapter 15: Show Time, Soft Trial,” grwa.tripod.com/ht15.html).
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			March 27, 1924, 2:45 p.m.—
Courtroom, Infantry School, Munich

			Complete silence fell over the courtroom as the lead prosecuting attorney finished his closing arguments and returned to the prosecutors’ table to rejoin his two assistants. All eyes turned to the Honorable Georg Neithardt, presiding judge, as he put on a pair of spectacles and began to review the notes in front of him.

			At the defendants’ table, General Ludendorff stared out at nothing, his face completely inscrutable. He was always haughty and aloof, but now it was like he was alone in the room, contemplating whatever it was that famous generals contemplated.

			Early in the trial, he had been interviewed about how he had gotten caught up in the disastrous putsch. His answer, supposedly confidential, had made the national newspapers. “Adolf Hitler misled me,” he had said. “He lied to me. He is nothing but a speechmaker and a political adventurer.” As far as Hans knew, the two of them had not spoken since.

			As for Adolf, he also seemed far away. Between him and Ludendorff, the two defense attorneys conferred in soft whispers from time to time, but neither seemed anxious to talk to their clients. For that matter, Hans was lost in his own thoughts too. The end of the trial had finally come. Twenty-seven days of legal wrangling, contradictory testimony, bitter accusations and counter-­accusations, mind-numbing legal arguments, and the constant pain in his leg. The ordeal had left him exhausted and listless. It was about to end, and by this point, it didn’t matter much to him whether they won or lost.

			Then the voice in Hans’s head, which often sounded very much like the voice of his wife, chided him. Of course it matters. Since when did possible life imprisonment not matter? He lifted himself enough to adjust the cushion on the chair, trying to place it where it would lessen the ache in his leg a little. It helped, but only marginally. By this point in the day, nothing made much difference.

			Then, to Hans’s surprise, Judge Neithardt pushed his papers aside, looked up, and rapped his gavel sharply on the table. As the court came to attention, he began to speak without preamble. “We have reached the conclusion of this trial. Before the judges adjourn to deliberate, we invite our eleven codefendants to stand and give their closing statements. These should be brief and to the point at hand, namely, how do you answer to the charges of high treason against you?”

			He looked down at Ludendorff. “We shall begin with the lead defendant, General Erich Ludendorff. General Ludendorff, sir, you may begin.”

			For a moment, the proud old warrior didn’t move, but then he got slowly to his feet. He leaned forward, his hands on the table.

			“Danke Schön, Your Honor. I say only this. I am generally viewed by the people as a hero of the Great War, the man who led the Battle of Tannenberg, where we annihilated the Russian Second Army so severely that its commanding general committed suicide afterwards. And I humbly accept those accolades. I need not remind you of all my successes in the war. Modesty forbids it.”

			Hans just shook his head. The man had not the slightest idea of the meaning of the word.

			“I accept that recognition as my just due,” General Ludendorff continued, “for I am a representative of the old army, of the time when Germany was great and a power to be reckoned with. Now, this court tries to depict me as a representative of a new era, an era of deterioration and decline and even disgrace in the Fatherland. What you don’t see is that my real life’s work has been a struggle for the German people, a struggle to keep our nation free and strong, a struggle for the future of the Fatherland.”

			General Ludendorff paused and looked directly at Judge Neithardt. “Guilty of treason? I think not, sir.” He spoke in cold contempt. “I was drawn into this debacle because I was led to believe that this was our chance to cleanse our national government of the men who betrayed it and sold out our people, first in a railway car in the forests of Compiegne, then again a year later in the palace of Versailles.”

			He glanced over his shoulder at Adolf, and the look on Ludendorff’s face was one of utter contempt. “As I have said before, Herr Adolf Hitler misled me. He said that the Bavarian Army was behind the revolt to the last man and that they were waiting only for me to step forward and take command. It was a lie! He claims great things for himself, this man who sits before us, but I say again that he is nothing more than a speechmaker and a political adventurer. And I deeply regret being drawn in with him.” He sat down heavily and clasped his hands.

			Hans’s eyes were fixed on Hitler. The general’s scathing denunciation had left the courtroom in palpable shock. But Adolf seemed unaware of it. He had picked up a pencil and was aimlessly drawing on a notepad. His face was drawn and pale but otherwise expressionless. Hans felt himself tense. Don’t do it, Adolf. Don’t strike back at him. You can’t win this battle.

			After almost a full minute of writing some notes, Judge Neithardt cleared his throat. “Herr Hitler, do you wish to make a closing statement?”

			And just like that, Adolf came out of it. He got up quickly and moved around to the front of the table so that he half blocked General Ludendorff’s view of the judges, but other than that, it was as though no one behind him existed—not Ludendorff, not the attorneys, not the packed courtroom.

			“Danke, Your Honor. My thanks to you and all of the judges for how you have conducted this trial. And thank you for this opportunity.” He stopped and took a deep breath and then turned around.

			“Don’t do it, Adolf,” Hans said under his breath.

			But Hitler didn’t so much as glance at Ludendorff, who was just two or three feet away from him. He was looking at the row behind where Hans and the other defendants sat, the row where the three key witnesses for the prosecution—Kahr, Lossow, and Seisser—were seated. After a moment he moved away from the defendants’ table so that he faced these three more directly.

			“Early on in this trial,” he began, his voice calm, almost conversational, “State Minister von Kahr accused me of being no more than a drummer boy in this attempted movement to throw the November criminals in Berlin out of office. He also said, and I quote, ‘Herr Hitler dreams of commanding armies and longs to be a minister of state so that after his death he can have a monument built to his name.’”

			He shot the minister a pitying look. “As for my aspirations to be a minister such as yourself, I say only this: how petty are the thoughts of small men. Believe me, I do not regard the acquisition of a minister’s portfolio as a thing worth striving for. I do not hold it worthy of a great man to endeavor to go down in history just for becoming a minister.” He turned to the crowd and gave them an enigmatic smile. “If one did so, one might be in danger of being buried alongside others ministers, a sure path to complete obscurity.”

			Light laughter rippled through the room as Kahr’s face flamed scarlet.

			Adolf’s voice was calm, almost as though he were musing to himself. “My aim, from the first, was a thousand times higher than being a minister. I wanted to become the destroyer of Marxism. And I will yet achieve that task. And if I do, the title of Minister will be an absurdity as far as I am concerned, for after all”—he spoke to Kahr with open contempt—“I was nothing but the drummer boy in this movement.

			“These men claim that our attempted putsch failed. Well, I say here today that it did not fail. It might very well have failed if some mother had come to me and said, ‘Herr Hitler, my child was one of the sixteen men who fell mortally wounded that day and is now buried in the graveyard, and you are to blame.’ But I can assure you that no mother came to me. On the contrary, thousands more of their sons came and joined our ranks. Of the young men who fell, may it be said, ‘They too died for the Fatherland.’ Indeed, herein lies a visible sign of the triumph of November eighth. Our youth, who are in the full flood tide of their lives, roused themselves and fought together with us. November eighth did not bring us to a pit of misery, as these men claim. On the contrary, it raised the people to the highest pitch of enthusiasm.”

			He glanced over his shoulder at the judges. All were leaning forward and hanging on his every word. When he turned back to the three ministers, there was the tiniest glint of victory in his eyes.

			“The Honorable Minister von Kahr accuses me of trying to jump from being a drummer boy to a dictator. I deny it not. For why should I? The man who is born to be a dictator is not compelled by something outside himself. He wills it within himself. He is not driven forward by outward forces. He drives himself. There is nothing immodest about this. That man who feels called upon to govern a people has no right to say, ‘If you want me, summon me. I will cooperate.’ No! It is his duty to step forward and take his rightful place in history.”

			Adolf paused for a moment, deep in thought. “Some say we failed that night last November. But did we? You tell me. The army we have formed is growing day by day, hour by hour, even though the government thinks we are disbanded and defeated. Though I am in chains at this moment, I nourish the proud hope that one day those rough companies will grow to become battalions, and the battalions to regiments, and the regiments to divisions. I nourish the proud hope that our flag with its brilliant colors of red, white, and black, emblazoned with the sign of the swastika, will wave over this land again.”

			Adolf was only a few feet away from Hans now, and Hans studied his face closely, especially watching his eyes. And what he saw there was very clear: triumph! There was no other word for it. Hitler knew that he had won. And with that, he slowly turned himself around to face the panel of judges. He took four steps forward.

			“Gentlemen,” he said quietly, “it is not you who pass judgment on us this day. That judgment will be spoken by the eternal court of history. But that higher court will not ask us, ‘Did you commit high treason, or did you not?’ That court will judge us—myself, the revered general of the old army, and the officers and soldiers who stood with us—as Germans who wanted only what was good for the Fatherland and who were willing to fight and die for that goal. You may pronounce us guilty a thousand times over, but the goddess of the court of eternal justice will smile upon us and tear to tatters the legal briefs of the state prosecutor and this court. For, on this day, she acquits us.” And with that he returned to his seat, picked up his pencil, and began doodling again, as if no one but him were in the room.

			After what seemed like an eternity of silence, Judge Neithardt finally recovered. He looked to the row of defendants seated behind the attorneys’ tables. “Captain Ernst Roehm? Do you wish to make a final statement?”

			Startled, Roehm fumbled for a moment but then got to his feet. “Thank you, Your Honor. But I believe Herr Hitler has said all that there is to say. He speaks for me.”

			Hans didn’t wait to be asked. He got to his feet, wincing as pain shot through his leg. “I am of the same mind,” he said to the judge. “Herr Hitler speaks for me as well.”

			One by one, the rest of them gave the same answer. When the last man had sat down again, Judge Neithardt considered things for a moment and then picked up his gavel. “The High Court will receive no more pleas. The judgment of the court will be handed down on Tuesday next, April first, at ten o’clock in the morning. Sentencing will be pronounced at the same time that the verdict is given.” The gavel banged loudly. “This court is adjourned.”

			Instantly the bailiff strode forward. “All arise!” A moment later, with the Honorable Minister of Justice Franz Gürtner in the lead and the Honorable Chief Judge Georg Neithardt close behind, the panel of jurists filed out of the room, and the room erupted into a bedlam of conversation.

			Chapter Notes

			On March 27, 1924, after twenty-seven days of testimony, the trial of ten defendants for high treason for their part in the Beer Hall Putsch of November 8 and 9, 1923, concluded with the defendants being given the opportunity to make a final statement. The statements given here are essentially from the transcripts of the trial (see Rise and Fall, 76–78, and “Biographical Time-Line”). In some cases I added content to give context to some of the things mentioned in their speeches or condensed their speech as needed.

			The first part of Ludendorff’s closing statement as found here came from his final statement, but his attack on Hitler happened in an interview a short time later. I included it here because it gives important insight into the relationship between the Führer and the general.
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			April 1, 1924, 8:55 a.m.—Infantry School Barracks, Munich


			Hans slowed his step as he saw the guard standing outside the room that served as his cell. What was going on? He felt a little start. Had they moved the court time up? If so, Emilee and his mother wouldn’t make it on time. And it was too late to call them now.

			But when the guard looked up and saw Hans approaching, he actually smiled and motioned for him to keep coming. “Kommen!” he called. “I have a surprise for you, Herr Eckhardt.”

			Hans stopped. “A surprise?”

			“Ja, ja! Kommen! Come and see.”

			Hans didn’t move. This young soldier had been his guard every morning for the past several days. They had barely spoken to each other in that time. Now the guard was acting like they were longtime comrades in arms. Hans’s hesitancy only made the soldier laugh out loud. “Hey, Dummkopf,” he called. “Come and see for yourself.”

			Hans moved forward slowly, still very suspicious. The soldier shook his head in disbelief and turned. The door to Hans’s cell was ajar, but now the guard pulled it open all the way, motioning with his hand. A moment later, a woman stepped out into the hallway. She was still wearing a matching bonnet and shawl that glistened wet from the morning rain. “Hey, Dummkopf,” she called. “Come and see. Why so stubborn?”

			“Emilee?” Hans gasped. And then in three great leaps he was to her and swept her up in his arms. The guard stood back, keeping his eyes discreetly focused elsewhere as they embraced and Hans kissed Emilee long and hard. Finally he stepped back, taking both of her hands and searching her face. “But what are you doing here? Court doesn’t start until ten. And where’s Mama?”

			“She is here, Hans. She’s in the courtroom saving a seat for me.”

			The guard spoke up. “As you know, sentencing will also be pronounced today. Prisoners who are found guilty and given a jail sentence will be transferred this afternoon back to Landsberg Prison. Therefore, the presiding judge agreed to let one family member visit before the trial since they won’t be able to see them afterwards.”

			Hans was astounded. “That’s wonderful.” He looked around. “Is there a place where I can visit with my wife and have some privacy before court begins?”

			Thoroughly enjoying himself, the young man motioned to the open door of Hans’s cell. “Of course. Why not right here?”

			“Really?” Hans cried.

			“Yes, Herr Eckhardt. But you must be brief. We have been instructed to have all defendants in their seats no later than 9:45.” He pulled a watch from the vest of his uniform and looked at it. “But you can have ten minutes with Frau Eckhardt.” The guard stepped forward, waving for them to go through the door. After they did so, to Hans’s amazement, the guard walked away, leaving them totally alone.

			Hans took Emilee in his arms and kissed her again, very tenderly now. When he pulled back, he began to stroke her cheek. “It feels so good to hold you again, Schatzi. I still can’t believe it.”

			“Wolfie drove me and Mama Eckhardt down here on his way to work. I was hoping that they would let Inga come with me to visit you, but they were adamant. Only one of us.”

			Hans frowned. Smiling, Emilee reached up and smoothed the wrinkles out of his forehead. “I come to see you, and that’s your reaction? A frown?”

			“I. . . . Of course not. It’s just that—” He caught himself. “Never mind.”

			“What, Hans?” His look sent a little chill through Emilee. “Tell me.”

			“Maybe they let you come this morning because they know I’ll be on my way to Landsberg this afternoon. Which means that I’m going to be found—”

			Emilee’s hand flew up and covered his mouth, cutting him off. “No, Hans. Don’t say it. The whole family is praying for you. I pray for you night and morning. Last night—” Tears suddenly filled her eyes. “Alisa was saying her prayers. She’s doing it by herself now. She won’t let me tell her what to say anymore.”

			“And what did she say?” Hans asked softly.

			“She started to cry, right in the middle of her prayer. And then she just burst out and said, ‘Please, God. Bring my Vati home. Jo Jo needs him so much.’”

			Hans, who suddenly could barely speak, whispered, “Jo Jo? Not Lisa herself?”

			Emilee smiled and wiped at her cheeks. “That’s what she said. And then she explained to God, in case He didn’t know. ‘Jo Jo is my little sister,’ she said, ‘and she doesn’t know how to pray yet, God. But she misses our Papa so much. And she believes in you. And I believe in you too. So, please, please, please, God. Bring my Vati home to Jo Jo.’”

			After they sat there holding hands for a time, Hans got control of himself. “Emilee, we are guilty of high treason. Our attorneys are pretty confident that there will be some leniency shown by the court, but I am going to prison, along with all the others. Prepare yourself for that.”

			To his surprise, Emilee got to her feet and then pulled him up. She raised a hand and brushed the hair back from his eyes. “I should have brought my scissors,” she said. “You need a haircut.”

			“That’s the least of my concerns,” he replied.

			Emilee clamped a hand over his mouth again. “Don’t. I know how you feel about God. I know how you feel about prayer. But just this once, couldn’t you show even a thimbleful of hope? If you can’t believe in yourself, then believe in Alisa. I cannot conceive in my mind how any being under heaven could have heard the purity of her prayer and not had his heart melted. So why not trust her faith in her Father in Heaven? Can’t you acknowledge even that much?”

			“Emilee, I know that you have faith, and that Mama has faith. And believe it or not, I am very happy that you are teaching our daughter that kind of faith. But I can’t just drop to my knees now because I’m desperate. It’s not who I am.”

			She kissed him again. “I’m going to go now. I—”

			“No, Emilee! He said we had ten minutes. I don’t have to get ready yet.”

			“Yes, you do.”

			“No, I can shower and shave in ten minutes. We’ve got time. Please don’t go. Not yet.”

			“I’m not talking about that kind of getting ready,” she said with meaning.

			Hans pulled back from her and turned away. “I’m not going to drop to my knees and beg God to save me, Emilee. It would be hypocritical.”

			“I’m not asking you to pray.”

			He reared back. “Then what?” 

			“I’m asking you to take the next five minutes and think about your daughter. Think about her prayer. You are her father, and you know how much you love her. You would do anything for her, right?”

			“You know I would.”

			“Well, maybe that’s how her other Father feels too.”

			10:02 a.m.—Courtroom, Infantry School, Munich

			“All arise.”

			Emilee’s hand shot out and gripped her mother-in-law’s as they both got to their feet. “Here we go,” she murmured.

			“At last,” Inga breathed. “At long last. Now we shall know.”

			They watched the judges file in behind the Bavarian Minister of Justice and take their seats.

			“The High Court is now in session,” the bailiff intoned in a bored voice, “Judge Georg Neithardt presiding. You may be seated.”

			Judge Neithardt waited until the noise in the courtroom subsided and the rustling of clothing and the shuffling of feet stopped. Then he let his eyes sweep across the full width of the room. Finally, he lifted a piece of paper and glanced at it.

			“As previously stated, the business of this court is now nearly completed. After having deliberated at great length over this highly complex case, which is charged with a whole gamut of emotions, we have come to a unanimous decision and are prepared to render our verdict. After doing so, we shall pronounce sentences for the eleven defendants who have been on trial here.”

			If it had been quiet before, now the silence was total. Every eye was fixed on Neithardt, and most leaned forward in their chairs, straining to hear every word. Emilee found herself clenching onto Inga’s hand tightly and holding her breath.

			“It is the shared feeling of this court that one of these defendants should be acquitted of all charges leveled against him. General Erich Ludendorff, will you please stand?”

			Ludendorff shot to his feet. “I object, Your Honor,” he cried in a hoarse voice. “You cannot acquit me, for I was determined to do all I could to overthrow the government in Berlin, and—”

			The court exploded into an uproar. Objecting to an innocent verdict? This was definitely not what they had expected. Several in the audience also leaped to their feet and started a wild and sustained cheering. Shocked, Neithardt grabbed his gavel and began pounding the table. “Order in the court. Order, I say!”

			The noise dropped some, but when he hammered the gavel again, it died completely away. The judge was peering at Ludendorff in astonishment. “Sir, I didn’t pronounce you guilty. You are acquitted. We believe that you were duped into lending your name to the rebellion, and therefore, this court finds you innocent of all charges. You will be released immediately following our adjournment.”

			The general threw his shoulders back and with icy contempt glared at Neithardt. “I heard what you said. But I find acquittal an affront to my uniform, to the medals I wear, and to my fellow men in arms. I am proud that I took a stand against our enemies in the government.”

			The roar of approval was deafening. Men were pumping their fists in the air, cheering him on. Neithardt was livid. He was half out of his seat and pounding the gavel on the table so hard that Emilee fully expected the gavel to break and the head to go flying off. But it worked, and the crowd mostly quieted again. Neithardt, still half out of his chair, looked straight at Ludendorff. “I call his Excellency to order. His imperious remarks are out of order, as are these demonstrations by his supporters in the audience. If this continues, I will have this courtroom cleared.”

			He turned to the bailiff. “Sergeant, you and your men will maintain order. If you can identify the culprits behind this uproar, you will bring them forward and they shall be found in contempt of court and fined accordingly.”

			That threat was sufficient to make Ludendorff drop back into his seat, even though he continued to glower at the judge. With order restored, Judge Neithardt regained some of his composure. He removed his glasses and picked up a single sheet of paper. He perused it for a moment and then began to read.

			“Obviously, since General Ludendorff was the only defendant declared to be innocent of the charges brought against him, the verdict for the remaining defendants is easily deduced. All are found guilty of conspiring to overthrow the government.”

			Emilee gasped and fell back in her seat. Inga buried her face in her hands. “No!” she whispered.

			“However,” Neithardt went on, his voice rising in volume, “this court is convinced that the motives of these defendants were not treasonous in the normal sense of the term.”

			“What?”

			Emilee thought she had been the one to cry it aloud, but then she realized it was a man a few seats down from her who was sitting in the press section. Now she saw that his face registered shock and anger.

			Neithardt went on. “We believe that the evidence clearly shows that their motives were genuinely patriotic, noble, and selfless. They—”

			“Noble and selfless?” It was the same voice, and this time it was filled with incredulity and disgust. Emilee turned to look. No one was standing, but it was the same man, and his face was flushed with anger. “Are you mad?” he barked. “Noble motives? They sought to overthrow the government.”

			Neithardt’s head jerked up. “Bailiff! Eject that man from the courtroom this instant.” He let his gaze sweep across the press section. “I do not care what you think of this decision, but if I hear one more outburst, I shall clear this courtroom. Do I make myself clear?”

			Evidently he did, for the commotion immediately ceased as the bailiff escorted the man out.

			Neithardt found his place on the paper and then continued reading. “These men believed most conscientiously that they had to act swiftly in order to save the Fatherland. And because our previous triumvirate of leaders participated in some of these discussions and encouraged them to move forward with their plans, these men thought they were acting in accordance with the will of the Bavarian State government. Perhaps this was naive on their part, and it does not justify their plans, but it does help us better understand their actions. Their motives were taken into consideration.”

			Another man near the back jumped to his feet. He cupped a hand to his mouth and shouted at the top of his voice. “That is a load of horse manure!” Then, he turned and raced for the back doors, disappearing before the other bailiffs had time to react.

			Emilee and Inga were staring at each other. “What does this mean?” Inga whispered, half in a daze.

			“I don’t know,” Emilee said in wonder. Then came another thought, and a sob rose up inside her. “But it means at least this much: Hans isn’t going to spend the rest of his life in prison. The Lord has heard our prayers, Inga. Thanks be to God.”

			Finally, Neithardt spoke again. “There are other factors taken into consideration when it comes to the sentencing of these defendants. These include such factors as who took the leading roles in the putsch and who were just soldiers carrying out the orders of their commanding officers. Will the following please stand?”

			This announcement had brought another buzz of reaction, but the judge ignored it and read quickly. “Herr Adolf Hitler, president of the National Socialist Party and principal organizer of the putsch. Please stand and face the court. Herr Ernst Poehner, former chief of the Munich Police and highest-ranking officer of the current government to participate in the uprising. Herr Friedrich Weber, commanding officer in the Oberland Bund, a paramilitary group who furnished men for the uprising. And Herr Hermann Knebel, who commanded the Kampfbund, the coalition of armed groups who participated in the coup.”

			All four men got to their feet. The judge consulted his notes and then spoke quickly. “Because of the roles you four men played in the attempt to overthrow the government, you are hereby sentenced to a minimum of five years in prison, which includes time already served.”

			Cries of dismay rang out. Others cheered. Emilee noted that all three of the lay judges were shaking their heads, clearly indicating that they did not agree with this decision. The judge overrode them all. “In addition, each of you is required to pay a fine of five hundred marks. If you do not have sufficient funds to pay the fine, an additional twenty days in jail will satisfy that obligation. You are to be immediately transferred to Landsberg Prison, where you will serve out the remainder of your time.” He looked up. “Since you are not considered hardened criminals, you will be assigned to more comfortable cells and have the right to visitors, reading and writing materials, and other conveniences.”

			Emilee was staring at Inga, her eyes wide. The idea running through her head was staggering. Hitler was the clear leader of the whole putsch. The other three had also been key leaders. So one could assume they would be given the most severe sentences. And if they got only five years, that was wonderful news.

			“What?” Inga whispered.

			Emilee leaned in to share her thoughts and the hope that was shooting through her like an electric current, but Neithardt had picked up his paper again. “Will the remainder of the defendants rise, please?”

			They did so. And as they did, Hans turned back and caught Emilee’s eye. He was trying hard not to smile, but she knew he had just come to the same conclusion she had. She reached out and gripped Inga’s hand in a vice-like grip. “Pray, Inga,” she hissed as she closed her eyes. “Pray!”

			“As already noted,” Neithardt began, “the six of you are also guilty of crimes against the state. But since you did not take significant leadership roles, each of you is hereby sentenced to fifteen months imprisonment.”

			Emilee’s eyes flew open as she felt a stab of disappointment rip through her. But immediately came the thought, As compared to five years! She closed her eyes again. Forgive me, Father. I am thankful that it is not worse.

			“However—”

			Neithardt’s word hung in the air. Emilee’s eyes opened once again and she leaned forward to stare at him. His eyes were fixed on the six men before him. “The court recognizes that you were serving under the direction of your leaders and therefore were under obligation to carry out their orders.”

			Emilee felt Inga’s fingers digging into her hand.

			“The court has also ascertained that your personal lives are such that you pose no threat of flight nor danger to the community. Therefore, the court accepts your four months of confinement served thus far and hereby grants each of you immediate parole for the remainder of your sentence.”

			Emilee felt her knees go weak, and she closed her eyes, scarcely able to believe it.

			“As long as you are compliant with the terms of your parole, you will be free from this day forward. The court has instructed those holding you to process your paperwork forthwith and release you to your families before this day is through.” The gavel slammed down one last time. “This court is adjourned.”

			“All arise!” bellowed the bailiff as Emilee and Inga fell into each other’s arms, laughing and crying and clinging to each other in unabashed joy.

			Chapter Notes

			The details of the interaction within the courtroom during the final day of the trial, especially the descriptions of the crowd’s reaction to what was going on, are my creation. Knowing the controversial nature of the trial and the obvious bias of the court in favor of the defendants, it seems logical that some negative crowd reaction would have occurred, especially among the press corps.

			However, the verdict and Judge Neithardt’s explanation of why it was so lenient reflect his own words. General Ludendorff was quite incensed at being acquitted and openly confronted the court on it, which drew a sharp rebuke from the presiding judge. Hitler and three other defendants, the ones who were leaders of the paramilitary groups, were given five-year sentences and the fine as shown here. The others were given fifteen-month sentences but were pardoned and immediately released (see Rise and Fall, 78–79; and “Biographical Time-Line”).
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			April 1, 1924, 11:35 a.m.—Infantry School Barracks, Munich


			Hans sat on his cot. Emilee was beside him, her legs pulled up underneath her, her head against his shoulders. Inga sat on the only chair, which had been procured for them by the young guard on their return from the courtroom. Hans shifted his weight a little, trying to get comfortable, and Emilee immediately straightened. “Am I hurting you?”

			“You get back right where you were,” he growled. “I’ve been waiting months to have you close again.”

			She snuggled back in against him, reaching up to touch his cheek. “I still can’t believe it. It’s over. You’ll sleep in your own bed tonight.”

			“Get a decent meal for the first time in four months.”

			“Yes, that too. What would you like? I’ll cook you whatever you want.”

			“Breakfast,” Hans said without hesitation. “I want a good breakfast. All they give us here is black bread without butter and tepid tea or watered-down coffee.”

			“Then breakfast it shall be. Scrambled eggs. Fried potatoes. We have some bratwurst at home. And I was able to find some real coffee at the market the other day.”

			Hans reared back. “Are you saying that my little Mormon wife bought coffee? Whatever will your branch president say?”

			Emilee punched him softly. “I think he’ll know it wasn’t for me.” Her eyes half closed as the happiness overwhelmed her. “Oh, Hans. It’s a miracle. An answer to our prayers.”

			“Umm.”

			She sat up and looked at him. “‘Umm’? And what does that mean?”

			Surprised at this reaction, Hans frowned. “It means nothing. It was just my reaction to what you said.”

			“Exactly.” Emilee shook her head in disbelief. “You came within a fraction of an inch of being killed, but you are alive. You had a bullet pressed up against your spine and the doctors believed that it would leave you paralyzed for life. Now you walk. You were charged with a crime that by law requires life imprisonment and today you were released from prison after serving only four months. You will see your daughters again on this day while Adolf and the others go to prison for five years. And it still irritates you that I call it a miracle?”

			Hans’s jaw set. “If you want me to call it a miracle, fine. It was a miracle. And I’m grateful. I am, Emilee. I’m still trying to get my head around it all. You and Mama are here. We are waiting for my release papers. Tonight I’ll have you beside me in our own bed again and I’ll play with my girls again, maybe read them a bedtime story.”

			“And listen to their prayers. Listen to Lisa thank her Heavenly Father for bringing her Vati home again. She’ll believe you’re there because of her prayers. Are you going to try to talk her out of that?”

			Hans threw up his hands and looked up at the ceiling. “Okay, it’s a miracle. Thank you, God!”

			Inga gasped. “Hans Otto Eckhardt! Don’t blaspheme.”

			He swung on her. “Why not, Mama? If God gets the credit for what happened today, why doesn’t He get the credit for what happened on November ninth? There were hundreds of us out there that day, but only eleven of us were arrested. Why didn’t God make it just ten and spare me? Ernst Roehm and General Ludendorff were marching straight toward the police lines when they opened fire. Yet neither of them received a scratch. I was more than a hundred yards away, trying to get to cover, yet I caught a bullet in the back. Couldn’t God have deflected that? Yes, I am grateful that my life was spared, but with just the tiniest bit of effort on His part, couldn’t God have helped the surgeons get the bullet out so I don’t have constant pain in this damnable leg of mine?”

			Shocked by the fierceness of his words, Emilee started to cry. Inga, on the other hand, gave her son a long, searching look. “Friedrich Nietzsche once said, ‘This is the hardest of all, to close the open hand of love from giving too much.’ You’ve had a wonderful life, Hans. Your father and I gave you every opportunity, far beyond what we gave your sisters. Is this what we created? Is it because we gave you too much? Is that why you are too proud to acknowledge the possibility of God’s hand in your life?”

			“Stop!” Emilee cried. Hans whirled around and Inga also turned in surprise.

			“No more! I’m sorry I brought it up. But let’s not ruin today. Let’s just be grateful that you’re coming home.”

			Hans swept her up in his arms. “I’m sorry, Emilee. You’re right. Let’s just be happy. I. . . . It’s been a rough four months. But that doesn’t mean that I don’t believe that what happened today was . . . remarkable.”

			Emilee put her arms around his waist and laid her head against his chest again. “Your mother and I will thank God for all of us.” She looked up at him. Her eyes were teasing now but carried just a touch of disappointment. “And when you’re not listening, I’ll pray that God will loosen your tongue to the point that someday you can actually say the word ‘miracle’ without choking on it.”

			Hans laughed in spite of himself. “That would be a miracle in and of itself.”

			Inga came over and Hans lifted one arm to draw her into their embrace. “I’m sorry, Mama. I didn’t mean to sound ungrateful.”

			“No, son. I’m the one who is sorry. You’re right. This has been a terrible time for you. So let’s all just be thankful that you are coming home today.”

			Hans kissed his mother on the top of her head and laughed softly. “Oh, Mutti, Mutti. How could someone as good and sweet and wonderful as you raise a spoiled little brat like me?”

			Inga looked up and gave him an impish smile. “You’re not little anymore.”

			Hans laughed with genuine mirth. “Actually, I think Papa gets more credit for me being spoiled than you do.”

			12:11 p.m.

			Hans was pacing the room, rubbing his leg as he noticeably limped. He stopped and looked out the window. “What if the army wasn’t able to get a hold of Wolfie? I should have had them call Ernst.”

			“Ernst doesn’t have a car,” Inga pointed out. “I’m sure Wolfie will be along soon. He probably had to get permission to leave work in the middle of the day. And besides, it took Emilee and me over an hour to get down here by trolley. And it’s only been about half an hour since they called him.”

			Hans sighed but then smiled. “I think my patience has worn a little thin in confinement.”

			Emilee smiled at him. “And I think that you are so anxious to see Alisa and Jolanda again that it makes time seem to crawl for you.”

			“More than you can possibly imagine.” He turned back to Emilee. “Are you sure we shouldn’t call Anna and tell her the news so she can tell the girls I’m coming?”

			“I will if you want,” Emilee said.

			Something in the way she said it made him look more closely at her. “But you don’t think we should?”

			“Only because we don’t know how long it’s going to take to get you processed. What if it’s another hour, or an hour and a half? You know how children are. Half an hour seems like a day to them. I think it’s better to just surprise them. But we can call Anna as we leave if you’d like.”

			Hans sighed again. “No, you’re right. And I like the idea of surprising them.” Then he took Emilee in his arms and kissed her softly. “Did I ever tell you how much I love you?”

			“Never,” she said. “Tell me.”

			“Well, I do. They say that absence makes the heart grow fonder. And maybe that’s it. But I’ve had a lot of time to think about things, and I have come to realize just how incredibly lucky I was to find you and to have you agree to marry me.”

			“I agree,” Emilee said with a droll smile. “That was your lucky day.” Then her expression softened. “And mine too, Hans. Mine too.”

			Before he could answer, there was a soft rap on the door. “Come in,” Hans called as he looked at his wife. “I can’t believe they actually knock now. I mean, this is still technically a prison cell.”

			The door opened and the guard stuck his head in. “Herr Eckhardt, you have a visitor.”

			“Gut, gut!” Hans exclaimed. “Wolfie made good time after all.”

			But it was not Wolfie. It was Adolf Hitler who came through the door. Inga quickly moved to stand by Emilee as Hans went over to shake hands with his friend. “Adolf,” he cried, “what are you doing here? I thought you were on your way to Landsberg.”

			“We’re supposed to be. The truck that is taking the four of us is out front, but I told them I had to say good-bye to my old friend.”

			“This is an honor,” Hans said. “Danke.” 

			“And Emilee,” Adolf said, stepping over and taking her hand. He bowed low and kissed the back of it. “How good to see you. I imagine this is a most happy day for you,” he said warmly. “A happy day indeed.”

			“More than I can express,” Emilee answered. Then she smiled. “It may take a while to get used to having Hans around the house again.”

			“Ja, ja,” Adolf laughed. “Dirty clothes all over. Ring in the bathtub. And how are those two darling little girls of yours?”

			“They are very good, thank you. They will be much better when they see who I bring home with me today.”

			Adolf turned to Hans. “I was just over in the headquarters building getting our paperwork for Landsberg. I asked about the rest of your papers, and they said they should be done in about an hour.”

			“Wunderbar,” Hans said. “We are quite ready to go.”

			Adolf turned to Inga. “And this must be your mother, Hans.”

			Inga blushed and did a little curtsey as Hans introduced them. “It is a great honor to meet you, Herr Hitler,” Inga said.

			“Adolf, please,” he said as he took her hand and kissed it as well. “Thank you for raising such a wonderful son. And I am so sorry for the loss of your husband.”

			Tears filled Inga’s eyes. “And I want to thank you personally for saving our farm in the way you did,” she responded. “You kept four families, including several young children, from being tossed out into the streets. How can we ever repay you for that?”

			“But you already have!” he retorted. “With the help of others, I was able to save your farm that day. But not five days later your son saved my life. Under intense fire, he raced in and carried me to safety. I think that more than repays me, don’t you?”

			Inga could barely speak. “We are grateful for that too, but we shall forever be in your debt.”

			With the sudden abruptness that was so typical of him, Adolf dropped Inga’s hand and strode over to the door. He opened it and motioned for the guard. “Could you find me a chair, young man?”

			To Hans’s surprise, the guard snapped to attention and gave the Nazi salute. “Jawohl, mein Führer.” And he darted away.

			As Adolf turned back, he saw the look on Hans’s face. “What?”

			“I thought the army didn’t like you.”

			“Only those dunderhead generals who are in command. The rank and file stand with us.” Adolf laughed. “And since this morning, they’re not afraid to show it. In fact, the commandant of the post here came over and congratulated me afterwards.”

			“Really?” Hans replied. “That says a lot.” He sobered then. “I feel guilty that I will be at home tonight and you will be starting a five-year term. Do you plan to appeal?”

			“Heavens no,” Adolf retorted. “Why would I want to do that?” 

			That took Emilee aback. “Because five years is a long time, especially considering that everyone was let off but you four.”

			Just then the door opened and the guard was there with a chair. “Danke, my young friend,” Adolf said graciously as he took it from him. “Oh, and could you run out front and tell the driver that I’ll be here about another ten minutes?”

			“Of course, mein Führer.” Another salute and the young man shut the door again.

			Hans just shook his head as Adolf sat down and motioned for them to sit too. It was hard to tell who was the prisoner here and who wasn’t.

			Adolf went right on as if they hadn’t been interrupted. “I appreciate your concern, Emilee, but don’t worry about me, my dear. Judge Neithardt told me afterwards that we will be eligible for parole in six months to a year.”

			“Six months?” Hans blurted. “He told you that?”

			“Ja. Actually, it was part of the sentencing statement, but he didn’t read it aloud in court because some of the journalists are already complaining that the court was somewhat too lenient with us. A statement that I disagree with, incidentally.”

			“You do?” Hans asked. Though he wouldn’t complain about it, Hans had been shocked throughout the trial, even astonished, at the favorable way the court had treated all of them—Hitler especially. He wasn’t an attorney, but he guessed that much of it was sufficient for the prosecutors to call for a mistrial.

			“Ja,” Adolf said, beaming now. “I think a more accurate way to put it would be to say that the court was totally biased in our favor.”

			“Okay,” Hans laughed. “And we owe a great debt to Judge Neithardt for that.”

			“Actually,” Adolf said, “it’s another old friend who really gets the credit for our light sentences—the Honorable Franz Gürtner, Minister of Justice for Bavaria. He came to see me one night not long after we were arrested.”

			Hans nodded. It was common knowledge Gürtner was a close friend of Hitler’s and a staunch supporter of the party.

			“I hinted that if he were to help us now, I would put his name forward as an excellent candidate for the Riechsminister of the new government when the time comes.”

			It was all Emilee could do not to gape at him. Had he just admitted that he had bribed the state’s highest judicial officer with a promised position of power? 

			“So,” Adolf went on, “Gürtner quickly agreed with my recommendation that Judge Neithardt be appointed as the chief judge over the trial. And I asked Franz to also make certain that the other five judges would also be sympathetic to our cause.”

			Emilee turned away so Adolf could not see the dismay on her face. Surely there had to be some pretty serious consequences for suborning a whole panel of judges. And so openly? She glanced at Hans and saw that he was a little shocked too.

			But Hitler saw none of it. He was enjoying himself, sharing these secrets with old friends. “But it nearly backfired on us,” he was saying, chuckling now. “Did you know that the three lay judges each voted to have us acquitted?”

			“Acquitted?” Hans yelped.

			“Yes. They are all Nazi Party members, so they were adamant that we had committed no crimes. We were heroes in their eyes. But Judge Neithardt finally convinced them that if the bias in our favor was too blatant, Bavaria might seek a new trial, and none of us wants that.”

			Seeing their expressions, Adolf must have realized that he may have said too much. “Don’t worry. It was all done quietly and above board. Nothing so crass as having money exchanged. Both Gürtner and Neithardt are true patriots.” He leaned forward and lowered his voice. “You can’t say any of this to others,” he warned. “It’s our little secret.” He was looking at Hans when he said it. And though he was half joking, Emilee could see that he regretted having been so open with them.

			“I’m going home today,” Hans murmured. “I’m certainly not complaining about our ‘good fortune’ in the selection of judges.”

			Adolf straightened and stuck out his hand. “Thank you again, old friend. I shall be forever in your debt.”

			“And we in yours,” Hans said right back. “Would it be a problem if I were to come out to visit you from time to time?” 

			“Oh, heavens no. I have unrestricted visiting rights. Come out any time.” Then he laughed. “I received a phone call right after the trial from the superintendent of the prison. He congratulated me on how the trial went and promised to see that I am as comfortable as possible. He also said that so many supporters have been sending me gifts since the trial began that my cell could be turned into a flower shop, a confectionary, and a wine shop. Yes, definitely, come and see me. And bring Emilee too if you can.”

			“Would you like us to bring you some books?” Hans asked. “You’re going to have a lot of time on your hands.”

			Adolf was shaking his head. “Actually, I won’t. I have already decided how to fill my time.”

			“Really? How?” Emilee asked.

			“I am going to write my autobiography.”

			Hans’s jaw dropped a bit, and Hitler laughed aloud. “Yes, I thought that would surprise you.”

			“And do you have a title for your life story, Herr Hitler?” Inga asked.

			“I do.” Adolf was quite sober now. “I am going to call it Four and a Half Years of Struggle Against Lies, Stupidity, and Cowardice.” A grin suddenly lit up his face. “Max Amann, who has already promised to publish it for me, thinks the title is far too ponderous.”

			“Does he have another suggestion?” Hans asked.

			“He does. He wants to simply call it Mein Kampf.” Adolf’s grin became almost boyish. “And I have to admit that the title is growing on me.”

			Chapter Notes

			The idea of having Hitler come and say farewell to the prisoners who were to be released before he was transferred to Landsberg is my own. We are not told if that transfer took place immediately on the closing of the trial or sometime later. But Hitler’s influence on Franz Gürtner is true, and Gürtner is mostly credited for the attitude of the court and leniency of the sentences for the prisoners. In 1933, when the Nazi Party came to power in Germany and formally created the Third Reich, Franz Gürtner was made the Minister of Justice in Berlin. He served in that position for many years (see “Biographical Time-Line”).

			The three lay judges did hold out strongly to acquit all the prisoners but were talked out of it by Judge Neithardt. Hitler’s accommodations at Landsberg Prison were extraordinarily comfortable, and his rights far exceeded those extended to other prisoners. The “floral, confectionary, and wine shop” comment comes from a contemporary who visited Hitler there (see ibid., 8; see also Rise and Fall, 79).

			Hitler and his supporters began pushing for his parole in the summer of 1924, but it received strong opposition from the Bavarian state government and the petition was denied. On December 19, 1924, the Bavarian Supreme Court granted the parole and Hitler was released after serving a little more than a year of his five-year sentence. The next day, a New York Times journalist sent this wire to New York, and it was then published in the paper.

			“Adolf Hitler, once the demi-god of the reactionary extremists, was released on parole from imprisonment at Fortress Landsberg, Bavaria, today and immediately left in an auto for Munich. He looked a much sadder and wiser man today than last Spring when he, with Ludendorff and other radical extremists, appeared before a Munich court charged with conspiracy to overthrow the government. His behavior during imprisonment convinced the authorities that he, like his political organization, was no longer to be feared. It is believed he will retire to private life, and return to Austria, the country of his birth” (“Biographical Time-Line”).
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			June 3, 1925, 3:40 p.m.—
South Station Train Terminal, Boston, Massachusetts

			Celeste gave a low cry and then turned around to see where Frank and Reginald had gotten to. She saw them near the cavernous entry into the terminal and cupped her hand to her mouth. “Frank!”

			He didn’t turn. She called louder. “Frank, their train is here. Come!”

			Frank looked up, saw where she was pointing, and waved. Then he scooped Reginald up from off the bench he was climbing on and walked swiftly toward her. As he reached her, Celeste held out her hands. “Come to Mummy, Reginald. Grandma and Grandpa Westland are coming.”

			Frank smiled to himself. Reginald would turn two in August, and the last time he had seen his Utah grandparents had been eighteen months earlier. It pleased him that Celeste was actually eager to see his parents again. But he said nothing. He went up and stood beside his wife as the locomotive chugged slowly toward them, black smoke billowing from its smokestack. He leaned in and spoke loudly into her ear. “I’m so pleased they decided to come out for our graduations.” 

			Nodding, Celeste said, “To be honest, I didn’t think they would. But I’m so happy they did.” A deep frown suddenly creased her forehead. “Do you think it’s going to be awkward between me and Benji, Frank?”

			He knew immediately what she meant. The memory of that Christmas day in 1923 and the clash between an eight-year-old boy and a grown woman had shocked everyone in the family. Benji had later apologized to Celeste for saying he hated her, and she had apologized to him for suggesting that his best friends in Germany were thieves and cretins.

			Since then, no one had brought up the incident again. Benji and Abby had sent Celeste a birthday card with a small Navajo turquoise necklace, and Benji’s note had been as warm and open as Abby’s. In response, for their birthdays, which had been just three weeks before, Celeste had sent Benji a six-inch pewter replica of a Minuteman soldier and Abby a pewter mug with her name on it. They had both called to thank her for the gifts—probably with their mother’s encouragement—but there was no question that Benji’s gratitude for the statue was genuine and unrestrained.

			“It’ll be fine,” Frank said. “Benji’s probably totally forgotten it by now.”

			“It may be fine,” Celeste replied, “but he hasn’t forgotten it. I can assure you of that.”

			Reginald was trying to wiggle out of his father’s arms. “Get down, Daddy!”

			“No you don’t,” Frank said. “Look, here comes the big choo-
choo.”

			Celeste barely noticed. Her eyes were fixed on the approaching locomotive. But Frank’s thoughts were back at the ranch house on that Christmas afternoon when his father had announced they were starting the family “Oberammergau 1930” fund. Celeste’s reaction had stunned them all, but none more than Frank. And equally surprising was that Celeste was still concerned about it now.

			But three minutes later, she had her answer. Benji and Abby were the first ones off the train, and as soon as they spotted Frank and Celeste, they gave a whoop and came barreling toward them. And to Frank’s delight, Benji outran his sister by a few steps and threw himself into Celeste’s open arms. Seeing that, Abby changed direction mid-step and ran up to Frank, holding out her arms. “Reginald! Reginald! It’s Abby.”

			Reginald, of course, turned away from her, but Frank gave his sister a big hug with the arm that wasn’t holding Reginald. He then turned to Benji. “Hey, Mister Benjamin Westland,” Frank growled. “I’m the brother here. How come Celeste’s getting all the hugs?” And with that, Benji and Abby traded places as Mitch, Edie, and Tina came up to join them.

			“Wow,” Frank said, holding Tina at arm’s length. “Look at you. You’re all grown up, even since we last saw you.”

			She eyed him up and down too. “Are you dying your hair?”

			Frank hooted aloud. “Heavens no. Why would you ask that?”

			Christina turned to her parents. “Look. His hair is darker now, not as carrot red as it’s been before.”

			“It is darker,” Edie agreed, studying him as well. “And your freckles are fading a little too. What’s happening to you, son?” The last part was said with a smile.

			“He’s dying his hair,” Tina said firmly. “And I’ll bet he’s using some of Celeste’s face powder to hide his freckles.”

			Celeste laughed aloud as Frank yelped in dismay. “Not on your life!” he cried. “One more word and I’m going to take you over my knee and paddle your bottom right here for all to see.”

			“Actually,” Celeste said, still laughing, “freckles do fade a little over time, especially when you live in Boston and never see the sun.”

			Frank handed Reginald to Celeste and lunged for Tina. She jumped back, but not fast enough. He enveloped her in his arms and swung her off her feet, twirling her around and around. When he finally put her down, he drew her to him in a huge bear hug. “It’s good to see you again, little sister.”

			3:53 p.m.—Parking Lot, Main Terminal Building, 
South Station Train Terminal, Boston

			Benji was out ahead of the rest of the family, walking backwards so he could watch them and look around at the massive hall they were passing through. “Wow! I don’t remember this place being this big before. This is . . . uh. . . .”

			“Magnifique?” Celeste suggested with a smile.

			Benji stopped. “Man-ya-feek? What does that mean?”

			Celeste laughed. “It’s French for magnificent.”

			Benji tried pronouncing it again and grinned. “Yeah, I like it. Magnificent.” He turned to his father. “Hey, Dad, did we come to this station when we came home from Germany?”

			“Yes, we did. And that was only three years ago. I’m surprised you don’t remember.”

			“He was so glad to be back in America by that point,” Edie said, “I don’t think he was paying much attention to the station.”

			Once again Reginald was wiggling in his father’s arms. “Down, Papa. Down.”

			“No, Reginald. I have to hold you. There are too many people.”

			Tina moved over to them and held out her hands to her nephew. “Come to Aunt Tina, Reginald. I’ll walk with you.”

			Reginald turned away, totally ignoring her.

			“It’s going to take some time for him to warm up to you all,” Celeste said. “He’s very shy around strangers.”

			Snapping her fingers as she remembered something, Tina whirled and walked back to where a porter was following along with their luggage piled on a small cart. “Excuse me,” she said, “but could I get that small green bag down for a minute? I need to get something out of it.”

			“Of course,” the porter replied, and he moved out of the way of the main flow of traffic. The others in their group stepped aside too.

			“Ah,” Edie said. “I had forgotten that. Great idea.”

			When the porter handed Tina the bag, she opened it and quickly found what she was looking for. She withdrew it, keeping her back turned to the family, and closed the bag again. “Thank you,” she said to the porter.

			“Any time, lassie,” he said with a smile as he put the bag back on top of the pile.

			Tina turned around and walked to Frank and Reginald, holding something behind her back. Seeing her coming again, Reginald turned away. With a soft laugh, Tina held out a small wooden dump truck with wheels that turned. It was painted a brilliant yellow, like the trucks that hauled gravel to make roads. “Look, Reginald.”

			He half turned, and then his eyes widened. Tina dropped to one knee and rolled the truck back and forth across the marble floor. “Vroom! Vroom!”

			Instantly Reginald was squirming to get down. “See, Papa. See.” Frank lowered him to the ground. Without moving away from the protection of his father’s legs, he held out both hands. “Mine?”

			Edie leaned in closer to Celeste. “Tina found that in the train station in Chicago. She bought it with her own money.”

			Celeste was watching her son closely. “Look at his eyes,” she said with a chuckle.

			Frank gave his son a gentle push. “Go see Aunt Tina,” he said. “Then you can have it.”

			“Mine?” Reginald took a step toward her, his hand outstretched.

			“Yes, Reginald. This is for you. Come and see,” Tina said. She held the truck just far enough out that he couldn’t reach it. After a moment, he went to her and she gave it to him. Immediately he squatted down and started running the truck back and forth along the floor. “Rummm! Rummm! Rummm!” he growled.

			Edie clapped her hands. “He loves it!” she cried.

			Celeste was clearly taken aback. “I can’t believe he would take it from you!”

			“That’s our Tina,” Mitch said proudly. “She has a real gift with children. She’s thinking that she’d like to be a schoolteacher.”

			Frank watched them start walking together, Reginald’s small hand clasped in Tina’s. Reginald was running the truck back and forth across his stomach, making the motor sounds again. Frank then turned and looked at Celeste. “What did I tell you?” he said with a look toward Benji, who had gone forward and joined Tina and Reginald, talking to Reginald as they walked.

			Celeste nodded as something unspoken passed between them. “And you were right,” she said huskily. Then she said to the others, “Come, let’s catch up with them before our boy totally forgets that his parents and grandparents are here too.”

			As they left the terminal, Frank pointed to the left. “The parking lot is this way.”

			“Which reminds me,” Mitch said to Frank. “I hope you have more than one car. There are eight of us, plus all the baggage.”

			“No problem, Dad. Celeste’s father sent one of his chauffeurs with us. He’ll take the baggage to your hotel. And I’m driving his Cadillac, which seats seven comfortably. Celeste can hold Reginald on her lap.”

			“No way!” Tina exclaimed. “Reginald is sitting on my lap.”

			“And I’m sitting beside them,” Abby said.

			“You’re driving a Cadillac?” Benji cried. “Really?”

			“Not just any Cadillac, little brother. A Cadillac Phaeton. Top of the line. A V8 engine that generates eighty-three horsepower at three thousand rpm, an all-new body style, standard four-wheel brakes, tires with wooden spokes. The works.”

			Edie turned to Mitch. “Some little boys never grow up, do they?”

			“Can I ride up front with you, Frank?” Benji blurted. “Will you show me how you shift the gears? I can drive the pickup now. Dad lets me drive it on the ranch.”

			Celeste reached out and touched Benji’s shoulder. “You can ride between me and Frank, if you’d like.”

			He threw back his shoulders. “Really? Gee willikers, Celeste. That would be great. Thank you!”

			Frank turned to his parents as they moved toward the car. “I know you’re utterly exhausted after three days on the train, so we thought we’d drop you off at the hotel now and let you rest for a couple of hours. We’ll come back and have a quiet dinner there tonight. Then, tomorrow, if you’d like, I thought I’d take you around Boston. Celeste’s parents are putting on a big banquet tomorrow night to celebrate us graduating, so she’s going to stay home and help them. But I thought you might like to see what we call the ‘Freedom Walk’ here in Boston. There are over a dozen significant historical locations in the downtown area that we can see by taking a leisurely walk through the city.”

			“I would love that,” Edie said.

			“Me too,” Tina exclaimed.

			“Me three,” Abby and Benji said at the same moment.

			Mitch smiled. “Make it four.”

			Celeste reached out and took Benji’s hand. “Then, Benji, if you’d like, Frank will take you all out to Lexington and Concord, where the first shots of the Revolutionary War were fired.”

			Benji’s eyes grew wide. “No kidding?”

			“No kidding,” Frank replied. “And there’s a monument there at what they call the Old North Bridge. The monument is the original, life-size statue of a Minuteman getting ready to fight the British redcoats. It was the model for the statue Celeste sent you for your birthday.”

			“Really?!” Benji nearly shouted it out. “Wow–ee! That’s the bee’s knees.”

			Celeste turned to Edie. “After dinner, if you’re not too tired, Frank and I have something we’d like to talk with you about, if that’s all right.”

			“Of course. We’re here to celebrate what you two have accomplished. Our time is yours.”

			7:25 p.m.—Parker’s Restaurant, 
Parker House Hotel, 60 School Street, Boston

			Mitch wiped his mouth with the linen napkin and pushed his chair back from the table slightly. “All right, I surrender. Take me away. I am done for.”

			Frank laughed. “You’re not the first to succumb to this restaurant. Many a good man has perished here.”

			Abby was still hunched over her very generous plate of dessert. “Frank, how come they call it Boston cream pie? This isn’t pie. It’s a cake.”

			Celeste laughed. “That’s what everyone says. Actually, it was the creation of the hotel here shortly after they opened in 1856, and it was quite revolutionary for the time.” She chuckled. “Lots of revolutionary things have happened here in Boston.”

			Benji, who had been told by his mother not to wipe his dessert plate clean with his finger, was trying to get the last of the cream onto his fork without much success. He looked up. “I get it,” he said brightly. “Like the Revolutionary War, right?”

			“Way to go, Benj,” Frank drawled. “Looks like school’s paying off for you.”

			“Anyway,” Celeste went on, “you’re right, Abby. It is a cake. Not sure why they called it a pie.”

			Edie chimed in. “We make Parker House rolls all the time at home. Do they come from here too?”

			“Yes. Another of the hotel’s creations, first made in the 1870s.”

			“Wow!” Benji said as he speared the last trace of cream and popped it in his mouth. “So this place is really famous.”

			Tina spoke up. “Mama was born in 1870, weren’t you, Mama?”

			An impish grin stole across Benji’s face as Edie nodded. “Wow! So the rolls are as old as Mom? Does anyone still eat them?”

			The others chuckled, but Abby was disgusted. “The rolls aren’t that old, stupid. Just the recipe.”

			“Abigail Eliza!” Edie cried. “What did you just say?”

			“Sorry,” Abby said. “But he is such a Dummkopf.”

			Now it was Mitch who intervened. They had talked about this before they had ever left home—there was to be no German spoken around Celeste or her family. Mitch glanced at Celeste, but if she had noticed the German, it didn’t show on her face. He looked over at Tina. “Christina, will you take the twins up to their room, please? Your mother and I are going to talk with Frank and Celeste for a while, and the twins both need a bath. Benji can use our room, Abby yours.”

			Tina got to her feet. “Yes. Come on, you two. And Abby, you can’t take all the hot water like you usually do. I need a bath too.”

			Frank was amused. “I don’t think there’ll be a shortage of hot water, sis. Not in the Parker House.”

			As they left, Frank waved to the waiter. “Oh, no you don’t,” Mitch said, “not when Celeste’s father is paying for our rooms.” He quickly got out his billfold and took out enough money to cover the dinner. “Okay, what is it you would like to talk to us about?”

			Frank got to his feet. He took Celeste’s hand and pulled her up beside him. “Let’s go into the lounge area. It will be much quieter there.” 

			Chapter Notes

			The Parker House Hotel, now the Omni Parker House, is still doing business in downtown Boston in the same building where it began and is considered one of Boston’s finer hotels. Boston cream pie and Parker House rolls are only two of their lasting contributions to America’s food traditions.
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			June 3, 1925, 7:42 p.m.—
Lounge Area, Parker House Hotel, Boston

			There were several couples in the lounge area of the ­hotel—some talking quietly, two of them reading. Two older couples were at a table playing bridge. Frank steered their group toward a small cluster of overstuffed chairs set in a circle in one corner.

			The lounge was a large room, tastefully furnished with classical artwork on the walls and rich wood paneling throughout. Celeste, who briefly majored in art and design, pointed out things to them about the art and the furniture. And to Edie’s surprise, the more Celeste talked, the more nervous she and Frank seemed to become. Once, when their heads were turned away, Edie gave Mitch a questioning look. He could only shrug.

			Finally, Celeste sat back and put her hands in her lap. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to prattle on so. I love this room. One of my design classes brought us here several times to study how all the elements of good design come together.”

			“Well,” Mitch said, “it certainly is beautiful.”

			“Yes,” Edie agreed. “We stayed in some nice hotels when we went to Europe, but nothing was more impressive than this.”

			“I think so too,” Celeste said. But as she spoke, her hands were twisting nervously together. Frank reached across and took them in his hand and held them still. She flushed a little as she glanced to see if Mitch and Edie had noticed.

			“Do you want me to start, honey?” Frank asked.

			“Yes!” Celeste sighed in relief.

			Edie glanced at Mitch. Why so nervous? From Mitch’s expression, it was clear he was wondering the same thing.

			“We have some good news,” Frank finally began.

			Edie gave a little start and blurted out, “Really?”

			Seeing her expression, Frank suddenly panicked. “Oh no, Mom. It’s not that. We’re not having another baby.”

			Celeste’s head snapped up and her face went scarlet. “Oh my, no,” she said. “Not right now.” She gave her husband a pointed look. “Just tell them, Frank.”

			“Right.” He took a deep breath, looking at his father. “Remem­ber that day over Christmas when you and I were out in the barn and I told you about the Kaiser Wilhelm Institute for Physics in Berlin?”

			“Of course. I remember it well. Where Einstein is the director, right?”

			“Yes. And I told you how the Rockefeller Foundation is granting fellowships to promising physics students to help increase America’s commitment to the sciences?”

			“Oh, Frank!” Edie cried. “Did you get it?”

			The freckles across his face gleamed as his cheeks flamed red. “I did. I got a two-year fellowship, which means I can get my doctorate there.”

			“Marvelous!” Mitch exclaimed. “Our son studying with Albert Einstein!”

			“I’m so proud of him,” Celeste said. “His whole cohort is jealous.”

			“But. . . .” Edie hesitated. “You obviously have to live over there.” She looked at Celeste. “So will you be going with him?”

			Celeste ducked her head and her face colored again. “Well, I. . . .”

			“Tell them,” Frank cried. Then to his folks, he said, “Celeste has her own wonderful news.”

			“What?” Edie and Mitch said at once.

			“I have been granted a one-year fellowship to study art and design at the Sorbonne in Paris.”

			Mitch and Edie were clearly taken aback and just stared at her.

			Blushing furiously, Celeste rushed on. “It is renewable for a second year if I do well. If so, I would finish with a master of fine arts degree. It’s considered a terminal degree in the arts, like a doctorate.”

			“Oh my word,” Edie breathed, recovering somewhat. “That’s wonderful, Celeste.”

			“The Sorbonne is kind of like the Harvard of France,” Frank said. “Very prestigious. There were over two thousand applicants,” Frank said, smiling at his wife, “and only three fellowships were granted. And my Celeste got one of them. I am so proud of her.”

			“I was very fortunate,” she said demurely, but she was obviously deeply pleased.

			“But. . . .” Mitch was looking back and forth between the two of them but finally just said, “Congratulations.”

			Smiling, Frank turned to his father. “Yes, that means I’ll be in Berlin and Celeste will be in Paris for the next two years. That’s the downside to the whole thing.”

			“You’ll be apart for two years?” Edie cried.

			“Not completely,” Celeste said. “There’s an overnight train between Paris and Berlin. It takes about twelve hours. Or another option we’ve talked about is getting a small apartment somewhere in between—like in Cologne—so we could see each other on weekends. Daddy has offered to pay for it if we choose that option.”

			Mitch started to say something but thought better of it and looked away.

			But Edie felt compelled to ask. “And what about Reginald? If you’re both gone all day long, then. . . .” Her voice trailed off.

			Frank and Celeste exchanged quick glances. “Ask them, Frank,” she said.

			But he shook his head. “You tell them what we’re proposing, hon.”

			Celeste exhaled slowly and looked up. When she spoke, it was to Edie. “We were wondering if you would be willing to take Reginald for that time.”

			Edie had not seen that one coming. “For two years?” she gasped.

			“I know, I know,” Celeste wailed. “It’s breaking my heart just to think about it. My parents want to take him. In fact, my father is delighted with the idea. But. . . .” There was a deep, pain-filled sigh, and then it all came out in a rush. “But Frank and I know what that would be like. For all of their promises to the contrary, it would be two years of a nanny, with Reginald seeing Grandfather and Grandmother only at night. And often not even then.”

			“We’d come home during the summer,” Frank jumped in. “We’d come out to Utah and spend a month or two with you so we can be with Reginald.”

			Edie sat back slowly, her emotions awhirl. Finally, she managed a wan smile. “Well, that was not what we expected, I’ll say that.”

			Mitch’s gaze moved slowly back and forth between Frank and Celeste, probing their faces to the point that they had to look away. “I know what you’re thinking,” Frank said. “Two years is a long time. But this is such an incredible opportunity. For both of us. But if you feel that you can’t do it, then we’ll fully understand. And we’ll leave him with Celeste’s parents.”

			Celeste moved forward until she was on the edge of her chair. Her hands were clasped together and moving nervously again. When she spoke, it was directly to Edie. “Frank and I have talked about this a lot, and here is what we’ve decided. If Reginald is with you, we know that he will be loved and cared for in a way that won’t happen in Boston. And that is critical to us. And it’s not just the two of you. It’s the extended family, too—the aunts, the uncles, the cousins. They will all love and care for him. We wouldn’t worry about him for one minute.”

			After a moment, Mitch nodded slowly. He looked at Edie and then reached out and took her hand. “Well, you’ve certainly taken us by surprise. Can we think about it tonight and talk it over, then give you our answer tomorrow?”

			“Of course. I know this comes as a bit of a shock to you both,” Frank replied.

			“When will you be leaving?” Edie asked.

			“Frank has to be in Berlin by the first of July.” Celeste’s eyes were fixed on the floor, her voice strained with emotion. “I can wait until August, but. . . .”

			“We were thinking that maybe we’d send Reginald back with you on Sunday,” Frank broke in. “If you decide you can do it.”

			Mitch reached up and rubbed his eyes. “All right. We’ll talk about it and give you our answer tomorrow.”

			“Great,” Frank exclaimed. “Thank you so much for even—” 

			“We’ll do it,” Edie said, her voice soft.

			The three others whipped around to look at her. Her eyes were fixed on Mitch’s. “We will. And we’ll take him back with us on Sunday.”

			“Really?” Celeste cried.

			“Wonderful!” Frank burst out.

			“But there are some things you need to understand.”

			“Anything, Mom,” Frank said. “What?”

			Edie was looking at Celeste when she answered. “We’ll always honor his grandfather’s name, but you need to know, we’ll all end up calling him Reggie. We’re not trying to go counter to your wishes, but it will just happen that way. In our home. With the community.” Edie smiled quickly as she added, “Monticello is just not a Reginald kind of place.”

			“I . . . I understand,” Celeste said. “And I’m all right with that.”

			“You’re sure?” Mitch asked.

			There was no hesitation now. “I’m sure.”

			“And he’ll just be one of the family,” Edie went on. “He’ll probably share a bedroom with Benji. He’ll be expected to do chores as he gets older.”

			“He’ll be riding a horse by the time you’re back,” Mitch added. “Maybe I’ll even have him help with the branding. We start our kids early on pulling their own weight.”

			Edie was smiling. “Is it going to bother you to have a cowboy for a son when you return?” She was looking directly at Celeste.

			Tears welled up in Celeste’s eyes. “Believe it or not, that’s one of the reasons we decided to ask you.” She laughed briefly. “Not the cowboy thing, but being part of a family, being loved and cared for and happy.” She wiped at her eyes and sniffed back the tears. “I would ask one thing of you, though. I know it’s silly, but I can’t help it.”

			“What?” Edie asked.

			“I would ask that you not actively teach him German. I know you speak it a lot around the house, and I’m not asking you to stop that, but would you not deliberately teach it to him?”

			Mitch considered that and looked at Edie, who nodded. He turned back to Celeste. “We understand, but just so you know, Benji and Abby and Tina speak a lot of German together. And Edie and I do too. But we’ll try to be careful.”

			“For a kid, Benji’s German is amazing,” Frank said, half musing.

			“Like I said,” Celeste said ruefully, “I don’t expect you to ask them to stop. But. . . .” She had to look away. “I know it’s silly of me, but I just can’t bear to think of him actually being tutored in German.”

			“We understand,” Mitch said again. “And we will honor your wishes.”

			Edie murmured her assent but seemed a bit hesitant. Frank immediately picked up on it. “What, Mom?”

			“We’ll also be taking him to church with us.” She looked at Celeste. “We read the scriptures together as a family. He’ll be part of that. We have family night each week, where we talk about Heavenly Father and Jesus. We’ll never say anything negative about the Catholic Church, or”—she glanced at Frank—“or your own personal beliefs, but. . . .” She shrugged. “It’s who we are, Celeste. Your son will definitely be immersed in Mormonism for the next two years.”

			Frank was looking at Celeste. “I told her that already,” he said. “Tell them what you said.”

			Mitch and Edie turned to Celeste, who smiled through tears. “I said, ‘Maybe it’s a good thing that someone in our family will teach him about God. We’re certainly not doing it.’”

			“Then we will be absolutely delighted to have him,” Mitch said. “Thank you for even considering us for this unique trust.”

			Edie was crying now too. “When we tell the kids, you’re going to hear them hollering clear out there in Cambridge. And I’d like to call the rest of the family and tell them.” She reached out and took Frank’s hand. “They’re going to be ecstatic. The whole family.”

			Frank was struggling with his own emotions now. “I know, Mom. That’s why we did it.”

			“Have you told your folks yet?” Mitch asked Celeste.

			“I told them we were going to ask you.”

			“And?” he asked.

			“Daddy is very angry about it. He forbids it.” She had to look away as the tears spilled. She reached up and quickly wiped them away. “Mama protested too, but underneath it all, I think she’s quite relieved. So Daddy will go along with her.”

			Edie stood, and the others quickly did the same. Edie went to Celeste and took her in her arms. “We love you, Celeste,” she began, but then her voice caught and she had to stop and sniff back her own tears. “As if you were our own daughter,” she finally managed. “And we will take care of Reginald.”

			Celeste threw her arms around her mother-in-law, crying openly now and causing the others in the room to turn and stare at them. “His name is Reggie, Edie,” she whispered. “His name is Reggie now.”
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			February 23, 1925, 5:35 p.m.—Eckhardt Residence, Munich


			When Emilee heard the front door open, she quickly wiped her hands on her apron and rushed into the living room. “Hans?”

			But it wasn’t Hans. It was Ernst. Her brother shut the door behind him and turned to face her.

			Emilee’s shoulders slumped. “Where is he this time?”

			“Uh . . . he said he had to run an errand. But he’ll be home by six for sure. . . .” Ernst’s voice trailed off as he saw his sister’s expression.

			“Ernst, I’m going to say something, and I want you to listen to me very carefully.”

			“Umm . . . okay.” He shucked off his coat and tossed it on a chair, but he didn’t come any farther into the room. And Emilee could see that he had tensed up.

			“I don’t expect you to run home and tell me everything that’s gone on at work with you and Hans. But I won’t have him asking you to lie for him. Understood?”

			He nodded glumly.

			“And when he comes home, I’m going to tell him that. Is he at the beer hall?”

			Ernst nodded again.

			“What time did he leave work?”

			He sighed and looked away.

			“Never mind. Can you tell me which one?”

			“He doesn’t tell me, but even if he had, Emilee, it’s snowing out there. You’re not going looking for him.”

			“I didn’t plan to. I was just wondering.”

			“Sorry,” he mumbled as he started to push past her. When he reached the stairs that went up to the bedroom that he and Heinz-Albert shared, he stopped. Without turning, he said, “It’s not a good time for him, Emilee.”

			“I know that,” she said softly. “I know.” Then as he started up the stairs, she said, “Dinner is in fifteen minutes. Tell Heinz-Albert.”

			Ernst looked down at her. “You’re not going to wait for him?”

			“No. And tell Alisa and Jolanda to come down and help me set the table.”

			He nodded and went up the stairs.

			8:45 p.m.

			“Are they asleep?” Emilee asked as Hans came into the living room and sat down in the overstuffed chair across from her.

			“Yes, finally.” Hans reached up and briefly touched the scruffy beard that covered most of the lower part of his face. “Lisa says I’m the Papa Bear.”

			“That doesn’t surprise me,” Emilee replied. Hans hadn’t shaved in a month, and Emilee didn’t like it, but she decided not to make it an issue right now. “Was that what all the screaming was about?”

			“Ja, ja!” Hans chuckled. “I kept telling Lisa that she had to be quiet or the Mama Bear would come upstairs and make us stop.”

			Emilee said nothing and went on with her needlepoint. Hans watched her and stretched lazily. “Where’s today’s paper?”

			Emilee inclined her head toward the magazine rack by the sofa.

			Hans rummaged through the loose papers and took out the front section. He scanned the first page quickly and then opened it up. “Anything on Adolf?” he asked.

			“Not that I saw.”

			He grunted and kept on looking.

			She watched him, debating about her next comment, and then decided to say it. “It’s been almost two months since he was released from jail. I’m surprised we haven’t read more about him. But then, why would we? The Nazi Party is dissolved. The party newspaper is shut down. It’s been over a year since the putsch. He’s old news now.”

			“Don’t let him hear you say that,” Hans muttered, a little irked at her tone.

			“Have you even seen him since his release from prison?”

			He shook his head, clearly not liking the question.

			“Or had a phone call from him?”

			“Why does it matter?” Hans snapped.

			Emilee didn’t answer. Hans went back to his chair with the paper, sat down again with a grunt, and lifted it high enough that she couldn’t see his face.

			9:05 p.m.

			As Emilee folded the cloth and put it in the basket on top of the needles and thread, Hans lowered the paper. “Are you tired?” he asked.

			“Yes,” Emilee replied.

			“Going to bed then?”

			“Is that what you want?”

			“Uh . . . if you’re tired, sure,” Hans said. “Go ahead. I’ll be along in a while. I need to do a few of the books before I come in.”

			Emilee put the basket aside and sat back, watching him steadily. “And you think that will make this go away?”

			“What?”

			“Me going to bed and you staying up until I’m asleep so you don’t have to talk with me.”

			Instantly Hans’s face darkened. “Not tonight, Emilee. I don’t need you hounding me about my drinking again. What? Did Ernst run right home and tell you where I went?”

			Emilee’s look was withering. “Your brother-in-law is carrying you on his back right now, Hans. He’s running the garage. He covers for you when you sneak out hoping I won’t know about it. He and I are doing the books now, so don’t bother with them. They’re all caught up.”

			Hans was staring at his hands, not meeting her gaze. “All right,” he said bitterly, “what do you want to know? How many beers I had? Five. Who was I with? No one. I drink alone. How much did I spend? About twelve marks. I can’t remember exactly.”

			Emilee’s gaze never left him as it all came tumbling out. When he was through and looked away again, she spoke quietly, without emotion. “And did it help?”

			“Help? Help what?”

			“The pain in your leg.”

			Hans snorted in disgust. “Is that what you think?”

			“Isn’t that what you want me to think?” Before he could answer, she rushed on. “I don’t want to talk about your drinking, Hans. I want to talk about why you’re drinking like you’ve never drunk ­before. Why you feel like you have to sneak around behind my back. And why you haven’t shaved in over a month.”

			“Oh, please!” he snapped. “You’re not Sigmund Freud, Emilee. Stop trying to psychoanalyze me. I drink because I love a good beer. I go to the Biergarten because we don’t have enough business to keep both me and Ernst busy. And I’m tired of shaving every day. Why turn all that into something sinister?”

			She looked at him for several long seconds and then nodded and got to her feet. “Good night.”

			“Emilee, I. . . .” But then Hans’s jaw set. “Good night.”

			She left the room without looking back.

			10:22 p.m.

			Hans turned off the bathroom light and moved out into the hallway. He held his shoes in his hand and tiptoed carefully toward their bedroom door, avoiding the spot where the floorboards inevitably squeaked. But as he reached their door, he saw something on the floor in front of it. He moved closer to try to see in the faint light from the street lamp outside and then groaned. A blanket was folded neatly on the floor. On top of it, carefully arranged, were his shaving mug, his straight razor, and a hand towel. He swore softly and reached for the doorknob. It turned, but the door was locked. He swore again, this time more loudly, and banged noisily on the door with his fist. “Emilee! Open this door!”

			He heard the soft sound of her bare feet on the floor and then the lock sliding back. The door opened. “Not tonight, woman!” he barked, glaring at her, daring her to contradict him.

			Emilee stepped back, motioning for him to come in. Her eyes didn’t meet his. As he moved past her, his voice softened a little. “Maybe tomorrow. But I don’t have it in me tonight.”

			Another nod, but not a word. Hans moved across the room, his back to her, starting to unbutton his shirt. He heard the door shut and felt himself relax a little. He tossed his shirt on a chair and began to remove his trousers.

			But when he turned to face the bed a few moments later, he stopped dead. Emilee was not there. Not in the bed. Not in the room. Really angry now, Hans strode over to the door and yanked it open. The blanket was gone, but his shaving things were in that same neat pattern on the floor.

			11:18 p.m.

			Hans stopped at the entryway to the living room, his eyes searching for Emilee. There was some light here from outside, but not much. At first he thought she wasn’t there, but then he saw the dark mass in the overstuffed chair he had sat in earlier that night. It was motionless, and Hans hesitated, wondering if she had fallen asleep while she waited for him.

			“I’m not asleep,” Emilee said in a low voice. “You can come in.” She reached over and turned on the table lamp beside her chair. It filled the room with a soft glow.

			With a sigh, Hans moved forward until he faced her. Emilee got to her feet, letting the blanket drop to the chair. She was in her nightdress and a robe, and he wondered if she was cold. There was a deep chill in the room. To his surprise, she reached out and took his hand and gently pulled him toward the couch. She sat down and tugged on his hand, signaling him to sit beside her.

			“One second,” he said. He pulled free of her, took two steps back to the chair, and retrieved the blanket. He returned, laid it carefully over Emilee, leaned down, and tucked it in around her. Then he sat down beside her.

			Emilee reached out and took his hand. “Danke Schön, Schatzi.”

			Schatzi? That was a good sign. Hans squeezed her hand gently. “I’m sorry, Emilee. Sorry for being such a boorish husband.”

			She reached up with her other hand and stroked his chin, now smooth and freshly shaven. “Better than being a bear.”

			“Why didn’t you say something about my beard earlier if you didn’t like it?”

			She half turned. “Hans, if you wish to wear a beard, that is fine with me. You look handsome with a beard—when you take care of it. It was the bum-off-the-street look that I objected to.”

			Hans considered that and then with exaggerated ruefulness said, “It kind of goes with the beer hall persona, right?”

			“Exactly.”

			He drew a deep breath and exhaled slowly. “So, let’s have it.”

			Emilee looked up at him and smiled sadly. “Is that what it feels like? Like I’ve got you in the crosshairs, so fire away?”

			“No. I didn’t mean it that way, I. . . .”

			“I think you did, actually. And you’re right. I thought I could shame you into facing up to yourself, and that was wrong of me. So I’ve been thinking about what we should do.”

			“And what did you conclude?” Hans asked.

			“No conclusions, but two thoughts.” Emilee smiled up at him. “Does that surprise you?”

			Hans laughed softly. “No. So tell me.”

			She turned around so that she squarely faced him. “Well, to begin with, I know that life really took a turn for the worse for you a couple of years ago.”

			“Ja, but I had lots of company,” Hans replied. “Life took a turn for the worse for all of Germany when the government decided to print their way out of their debt crisis.”

			“True, but for you everything else seemed to be unraveling too. First it was your father selling the dairy farm. Thanks to Adolf, that was quickly resolved, but you still lost your father. And on the very day you buried him, you were asked to participate in a major coup against the government. A coup that failed miserably.”

			“It was a joke,” Hans said bitterly. “We had them, Emilee. We had them in our hands. Then Adolf hears about some piddling little brushfire problem over at the War Ministry and rushes off like Joan of Arc to save the day. And the chickens flew the coop.”

			“And twelve hours later you’re in the hospital with a bullet pressing against your spine,” Emilee commented.

			Hans nodded grimly. “Better than being with those sixteen men in the graveyard.”

			“Amen to that,” she whispered. “But that doesn’t lessen the pain that you now deal with every day. Sixteen months later and still no end in sight.”

			“That’s life,” Hans said, staring at the floor now. “But believe it or not, I didn’t start drinking because of the pain.”

			“Not the pain in your leg.”

			He gave her a sharp look. “And not because of prison either. It could have been worse.”

			“I’m not talking about that pain either. The dream is gone.”

			Hans scoffed at that. “What dream? The Nazi Party, you mean?”

			“No, the dream to do something really significant with your life.”

			“I am doing something significant. I have the garage. I have you. I have two children that I adore. But do you remember what you called those other dreams once?”

			“What?”

			“Pipe dreams. Hallucinations that come after you smoke the opium pipe. That’s all they were. And on November ninth, a year and a half ago, the Bavarian government took that pipe away from us once and for all.”

			Emilee leaned her head against his shoulder. “And now, to top everything else, Hitler is out of jail and hasn’t even called you.”

			“Why would he?” Hans retorted. “You said it. There is no more party, no more newspaper, no more rallies, no Führer, no nothing. I think that even he has finally accepted the hard reality we now face.”

			“Then you need something to fill your life besides us. We’ll always be here.”

			Hans leaped to his feet, breaking free of her. “What? There’s some guys down at the Biergarten who are starting up a nine-pin league at the bowling alley. Think that would do it?” he asked sarcastically.

			“Or there still is the possibility of the university.”

			Hans swung around, genuinely angry now. “Not again.”

			“Or,” Emilee went on, musing now, “maybe we could take up gardening together. Our district council is talking about opening up small family garden plots in that vacant land behind the BMW factory. I could do the vegetables and you could do the flowers.”

			That did it. The anger was instantly gone and Hans burst out laughing. “You are incorrigible,” he cried. “Here I am, pouring out the agony of my soul, and you make fun of it.”

			Emilee was trying hard not to smile. “Well, you were about to drown in self-pity there for a second.” Then she quickly sobered. “I’m sorry, Hans. I’m not trying to make light of it. I know that the beard and the Biergarten are only symptoms of something much deeper that you’re struggling with. And we have to find a solution to that. Together. I want to help you.”

			“So what do we do?”

			“I don’t know.” She was studying her hands now. “But I know who does.”

			Hans looked up and then instantly reacted. “No, Emilee. I would not call Adolf, even if he were the solution. Which he is not.”

			“I wasn’t talking about Adolf,” she said.

			He gave her a questioning look and then suddenly his anger was back. “Oh, of course. Let’s pray about it, right? Let’s get down on our knees and bow our little heads and ask God to sweep down from heaven and bring Hans never-ending happiness.” The sarcasm was like the edge of a knife. “Shall we do it right now?”

			Emilee watched him steadily, seeing the rise and fall of his chest, the bitterness in his eyes, the lines of frustration chiseled around his eyes and mouth. Then she spoke one word. “No.”

			“No? That’s all? No what? No, you don’t want to pray? No, you don’t want to save Hans’s soul today?”

			Emilee waited calmly, letting it all come out until it came to a sputtering stop. He finally looked at her, and there was a touch of contrition in his eyes. He softened as he spoke next. “We’re both tired. Can we talk about this in the morning?”

			Emilee stood, went over and turned out the lamp, and came back and pulled him up. “All right,” she said.

			Hans looked at her suspiciously. “And that’s all?”

			“Yes. You’re right. We are both very tired.” But as she reached the door to their bedroom, she spoke again. “Hans, I’ll not be eating with you tomorrow morning.”

			“What? Why not?”

			“Or tomorrow evening when you come home for supper either. And this has nothing to do with what you just said about prayer. It just came to me that this is my answer. Not your answer, but mine.”

			“Not eating?” he asked. 

			“It’s called fasting in the scriptures,” she explained.

			“No, Emilee,” Hans burst out. “No prayers. No fasting, either.”

			“I’m not asking you or the girls to do it.”

			“I still forbid it.”

			Emilee cocked her head to one side and met his gaze. Finally he started to squirm. “All right, I won’t stop you,” he muttered. “But it’s not going to do any good.”

			Emilee touched her stomach. “If nothing else, maybe I can lose some of the weight I put on with Jolanda.” Then she sobered. “In the New Testament, Jesus taught His disciples that some problems, some challenges, need more than just prayer. They need fasting and prayer. I believe that. So. . . .” She shrugged.

			“How in the world could going without food for a day make a difference in anything?”

			“I don’t know. But it was Jesus who said it, and I believe that He knows.”

			“So you’re going to go without food all day tomorrow?” Hans asked.

			“Yes.”

			“And when do you start eating again?”

			“I’ll eat breakfast with you and the rest of the family the day after tomorrow.”

			Hans was frowning at her again. Emilee’s head came up a little. “This doesn’t affect you, Hans, so I’m not asking your permission.”

			“I know, I know. Sorry I said what I said.” He put an arm around her. “How did I ever convince you to marry me?”

			Emilee laughed. “Remember that night in the hospital when you were having a nightmare and kicked me in the leg so hard you nearly broke it? That did it. It was true love from that moment on.”
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			February 25, 1925, 3:55 p.m.—Eckhardt Garage and 
Truck Repair, Schleissheimerstrasse 271, Munich

			“Hans?”

			He turned his head toward the door of the back room where he was working. “Yes, Ernst?”

			“You have company.”

			“Tell them I’m busy. You handle it.”

			“It’s the Führer.”

			Hans nearly dropped the carburetor he was working on as he swung around to look at his brother-in-law. “Here?” He set the part down and grabbed a rag.

			“Yes, Hans,” Ernst said, half amused. “He’s out in the main bay.”

			Hans wiped his hands off and tossed the rag aside. “Did he say what he wanted?”

			“You,” Ernst drawled. “Go, I’ll finish this.”

			As Hans stepped into the main area of the garage, he saw that Adolf was over by the workbench. His back was to Hans as he studied a picture of an army truck of earlier vintage with two soldiers standing beside it. But as Hans moved forward, Adolf swung around. He immediately strode over to greet Hans. Hans extended his hand, but Adolf enveloped him in a bear hug. “Hans, old comrade, how good to see you again.”

			“And how good to see you again, mein Führer. Though I must say, it is a bit of a surprise.”

			Adolf stepped back and looked him up and down. “Nein, mein Kamerade. None of this Führer business. It’s Hans and Adolf, Adolf and Hans.” He looked around the shop. There was only one truck in the three bays. “And how is business?”

			“Improving gradually, now that the currency is stabilized again. Still not to where it was before the inflation hit, though.”

			Adolf turned and moved back to the picture. “This is you, obviously, taken during the war. Is this your friend who was killed by the sniper?”

			“Yes.”

			Adolf shook his head. “We lost so many. So many.”

			Hans was still reeling a little. “You look nice and fit for a recently released prisoner.”

			Adolf laughed. “Remember what I told you that last day of the trial? About all the gifts everyone was sending me?”

			“Ja, ja. You said your cell looked like a confectionary, florist, and wine shop.”

			“So,” Adolf said, lowering his voice to a conspiratorial whisper, “I sometimes partook of the candy.”

			A noise brought them around, and they turned to see Ernst. He was smiling at them both. Hans motioned him forward. “You remember my brother-in-law, Ernst Fromme?”

			“Ja, ja. Of course. You came to many of our rallies. And you joined the party, no?”

			“Yes. I did,” Ernst replied. “It’s good to see you again, mein Führer.”

			“And you as well, Ernst. Are you well?”

			“I am, danke.”

			“Can I steal this good man here from you?” Adolf turned to Hans. “We have much to catch up on. Can you have dinner with me this evening?”

			“I. . . . Of course.” Hans turned to Ernst. “Will you let Emilee know?” He then turned back to Adolf. “What time?”

			“I should have said, ‘dinner and conversation,’” Adolf laughed, slapping Hans on the back. “How about now? I have a car and driver across the street. We need to catch up on things.”

			“Uh . . . ja. I can go now. As you can see, we are not terribly busy. Is that all right, Ernst?”

			“Of course, Hans. You go. I’ll close up, and I’ll call Emilee and tell her.”

			“And will you give Frau Eckhardt my best wishes, bitte?” Adolf asked.

			“Of course.”

			4:43 p.m.—Adolf Hitler’s Apartment, Thierschstrasse 41, Haidhausen District, Munich

			As the driver let off the gas and the car rolled to a stop in front of a small apartment building, Hans looked out the windows. Adolf pointed to the old stone building to their right. “I now live on the top floor.”

			Adolf opened the door, leaning forward and touching the driver on the shoulder. “Danke, Klaus. I won’t need you until morning. Hans and I will walk to the restaurant, and then he can catch the trolley home from there.”

			“Jawohl, mein Führer.”

			The apartment proved to be a surprise to Hans. He had gone down to Landsberg three different times to see Adolf, and he had been surprised just how nice his “cell” was. The prison was set on a hill, and the view from Adolf’s window of the River Lech and the surrounding countryside was magnificent. It was furnished with a small sofa, two upholstered chairs, a writing table with a floor lamp beside it, and two additional wooden chairs. The bedroom and simple toilet facilities were in a separate room shut off by a door. This was also a two-room apartment, but the living area was much smaller. The kitchen table sat only two, and there was a shabby divan that took most of one wall. On the opposite wall was a small, freestanding cupboard with a hot plate on top of it, and next to it was a tiny portable sink with clean dishes stacked in it. One window with a flimsy curtain let in very little light. Many of the surrounding buildings towered above this one, so what light was coming through the heavy overcast skies was largely lost by the time it made its way in here. The overall effect was somewhat dingy and definitely drab.

			But Adolf seemed not to notice and turned on the light, a single bulb that hung from a cord attached to the ceiling. If Adolf was embarrassed by it all, Hans could not detect it.

			“Here, let me take your coat,” Adolf offered.

			Hans removed it and Hitler hung it and his own coat on pegs behind the door. The table was covered with loose sheets of paper and a couple of books that were open. Adolf scooped them all up and set them on the cupboard beside the hot plate. Hans sat down in the closer of the two chairs, and Adolf sat across from him.

			The other thing Hans was wondering was if Adolf was going to make any apologies for not contacting him since his release from prison five days before Christmas. But he hadn’t said a word about it in the car, and Hans doubted he would now. And his assumption was right. As usual with Adolf, the time for light chitchat was over. He plunged right in.

			“You probably haven’t seen this in the papers yet, because the government convinced the papers to put it on the back pages, if at all. But the National Socialist Party has been given permission to formally function again.”

			Hans’s head came up. “No, I hadn’t heard that. Tell me more.”

			“Well, a fortnight after my release from prison, I arranged a visit with His Excellency Herr Heinrich Held.”

			“The Prime Minister of Bavaria?” Hans was stunned. Out of prison two weeks and he’s invited to meet with the Prime Minister?

			“He is also the head of the Catholic Bavarian People’s Party, which holds the majority of seats in our Reichstag now. I petitioned him to allow us to start up our party meetings once again. I am still on parole, and will be for the next four years, but—”

			“So am I, but we are finished with it in April,” Hans added.

			“Yes, I am envious. Anyway, based on my good behavior in prison, and my promise of continuing good behavior, the Prime Minister consulted with the Minister of Justice, Franz Gürtner, whom you know from court. As you’ll remember, the prosecutor said that our party was a ‘wild beast that had to be checked,’ and the court agreed. ‘Well,’ the Prime Minister told Gürtner, ‘the wild beast is checked. I think we can afford to loosen the chain.’ Gürtner agreed, so we are back in business.”

			“Wunderbar! What about the Völkischer Beobachter?” 

			“Yes, we’ll start the newspaper up again, too. The first new issue will come out tomorrow. But we must be circumspect in what we say and do, Hans, or they’ll take it all away from us again.”

			And that, thought Hans, is as close to an apology as I’m going to get.

			“But,” Adolf went on, “the day after tomorrow, Friday night at eight o’clock, we are holding our first public rally. This is why I’m so glad I caught you today, Hans.”

			“Really?” Hans cried. “I can’t believe it. And where will it be held? I want to come.”

			“Come?” Adolf chortled. “I want you up there on the stand with me.”

			Hans exhaled slowly. This he had not expected, and his head was swimming with the enormity of it. “Where is it to be held?” he finally asked again. 

			Adolf’s eyes flicked away, but then they came back and fixed on Hans. “At the Bürgerbräukeller. The main hall.”

			Hans’s mouth fell open. “The Bürger—do you think that’s wise?”

			“Wise!” Hitler shouted exultantly. “No, it’s brilliant, Hans! Can’t you see it? Everyone calls our debacle that night the Beer Hall Putsch. So what better place to start again, to show the world that we were not defeated, that we are back, and that their beloved leader is at the head once again?” He snorted. “Rosenberg is a brilliant philosopher, Hans, but when it comes to leading the party, he doesn’t have the brains of a chicken.”

			Choosing his words carefully, Hans said, “I have a similar opinion of the man, so. . . .” He suddenly thought better of what he was about to say and didn’t finish.

			“So why did I appoint him as my successor while I was in prison?” Adolf finished for him.

			“Well, yes, to be honest.”

			Hitler smiled. “Because he doesn’t have the brains of a chicken. Oh, I knew he could keep the party stumbling along for a time under the restrictions, but I had no fear that he would take it off in directions that were not part of our overall strategy.”

			Or, to put it more bluntly, you didn’t want someone strong and charismatic enough to take over as the Führer. It was pure Adolf. Shrewd, cunning, prescient. Yes, he was back, all right. And Hans felt a little thrill shoot through him.

			“To be frank,” Adolf continued, “it has been most discouraging to see what happened in my absence, Hans. In May of last year, our party won almost two million votes. When another election was held in December, we got less than a million while the Social Democrats, those leftist criminals that run our government, got over eight million votes and increased their seats in the Reichstag by thirty percent.”

			“I saw that,” Hans said. “But I wasn’t surprised. The mood in the Fatherland has changed dramatically since the new currency was introduced. The economy has stabilized. Wages are up and unemployment is down. Foreign investment capital, particularly from America, is flowing in, and new factories and other critical infrastructure projects are being completed all across the country. With the help of the Americans, the government has renegotiated the war reparation payments, and they are now working on a new pact that will make the French withdraw from the Ruhr Valley. They’re even seeking membership in the League of Nations.”

			“The League of Abominations,” Hitler spat. “Another sellout of the rights of the German people.”

			“I agree, Adolf. But the people see all of these changes as positive signs that things are finally looking up. And that’s what they care about. And it’s the Weimar government who’s making it happen. Some are even starting to call this the Golden Age of the German Republic.”

			“I am well aware of that, Hans, and though it disturbs me greatly, I am not discouraged. Those fools can’t keep the people happy forever. There will be another downturn, and when it comes, we must be ready.”

			Hans wasn’t so sure of that, but he said nothing.

			Hitler was lost in his own thoughts for a time, but then he seemed to come back to where he was. “And that’s why I wanted to talk to you, Hans. I need you.”

			“I’ll be there Friday night.”

			“Gut. This is very good. I’m working on what I want to say that night, and you are so good at seeing where I get too carried away or where I am not connecting with the people. So I want to run some ideas past you tonight. We’ll do it over supper.”

			“And I can come tomorrow night if you need me,” Hans replied. “Will you have it mostly done by then?”

			“Ja, ja, for I must get it firmly in my mind so I do not have to use notes. That would be wonderful. I shall send my driver to the garage—at four, shall we say?”

			“That’s good for me.”

			“But that’s not all I have in mind, Hans.”

			“I’m listening.”

			“The party is in shambles right now. I am shocked at the disunity, yes, even the downright battles going on within the ranks of our leadership. The press is saying that I’m finished, and even some of our comrades who once were fiercely loyal are now saying that I am nothing but a has-been, a cipher, a nonentity.”

			“Who is saying that?”

			It was as though Hitler hadn’t heard the question. “And worse than that, it looks like they might succeed in deporting me to Austria.”

			Hans nearly leaped out of his chair. “No, Adolf! That was resolved in the court.”

			“That’s what I thought, too. But the government didn’t buy into Neithardt’s argument about being German by nature and emotion.”

			“It was a pretty thin argument, Adolf,” Hans commented. “Even I thought that.”

			“As did I, but it worked. Or so we thought. But Seisser and his national police got Austria to agree to accept me, and then he drafted a strongly worded recommendation that I be deported immediately so as to permanently prevent me from raising any more rebellion against the government. Our attorneys are fighting it. They are appealing to the Bavarian Supreme Court, but if they turn the appeal down, then it’s over, Hans. How can I run a movement for German Nationalism when I’m not allowed in Germany?”

			“That’s not good,” Hans agreed gloomily.

			Adolf changed topics slightly. “Many of the faithful who were with us on November eighth and ninth are gone now. Max von Scheubner-Richter and Dietrich Eckart are both dead. Hermann is in exile.”

			Hans nodded. Hermann Goering had been seriously wounded when the firing at the Odeonplatz began and had fled to Austria with his wife. Eventually they went to her villa in Italy to allow him time to heal. But Hans had a thought. “Surely he can come back now that all of us have been released.”

			“Some say that; others say that he would have to stand trial like the rest of us. Hermann won’t return unless he’s sure it’s safe. And even if he did, he’s still not doing well,” Adolf explained.

			“Who else?”

			“Well, Alfred Rosenberg and Julius Streicher have been locked in a bitter fight over who should be the head of the party in my absence. My return settles that, but I don’t know if they will reconcile and stand with us now or not.” Hitler sat back and began to massage his temples. “I went to my old friend and mentor Anton Drexler the other night. I told him about the rally and asked if he would preside at the meeting. He was one of the original founders of the party, after all.”

			“And what did he say?” Hans asked.

			“He laughed in my face and told me to go to the devil.”

			“Then it’s a good thing he’s not coming.” Then Hans had another thought. “I heard that Ludendorff’s gone off in his own direction, starting up his own movement. And Ernst Roehm has done the same. Is that true?”

			Adolf nodded.

			“Ludendorff is no surprise. He’s an old fool with a wounded ego. But Ernst? That really surprises me.”

			“When I was sent to Landsberg with a possible five-year sentence, Roehm organized the stormtroopers into what he called the Frontbann, which was our way of making it legal so the government wouldn’t break it up. But last year, without consulting me, Roehm decided to merge the Front Band with the S.A. When I told him not to do that, he resigned. Now I hear he’s in ‘self-imposed seclusion,’ whatever in the name of Hades that means.”

			Adolf fell silent for a time, lost in his thoughts again, but finally he sighed and got to his feet. “There are so few I can trust. With your wound, you were able to stay out of all of this infighting and backstabbing. And that’s wonderful. But I need you now, Hans.”

			“I’m here, Adolf.”

			“Gut. I am hungry. Are you up for a walk on a brisk night?”

			“Lead the way,” Hans replied.

			“Oh, wait, I wasn’t thinking about your leg.” Adolf hit his forehead with the heel of his hand. “Dummkopf!” he cried. “I shouldn’t have sent the driver home.”

			“It’s all right,” Hans said. “Actually, it does better when I’m up and walking about.”

			“Truly?” Adolf asked.

			Hans nodded. It was mostly true.

			Chapter Notes

			The fact that the Nazi Party was reinstated just two months after Hitler was released from prison is an indicator of just how much pro-Nazi bias there was in the halls of the Bavarian government (see Rise and Fall, 118–119). They did immediately plan their first public meeting in over a year and chose to hold it in the same beer hall where they had failed so miserably before.
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			February 25, 1925, 8:48 p.m.—
Café Deutschland, Marienplatz, Munich

			Hans pushed his plate back, picked up his stein and emptied the last of his lager, and sat back with a long sigh of pleasure. “Thank you, Adolf. You are right. This is the best wienerschnitzel in Bavaria. It’s been so long since we last ate here together, I had forgotten about it.”

			“I’m glad you liked it.” Hitler half turned and looked up at the large cuckoo clock on the wall and then picked up his cup of tea and took a sip. “So, do you still have time to talk?”

			Hans glanced at the clock and nodded. “I do. I called Emilee and told her not to wait up for me. But I do need to make the ten o’clock trolley.”

			“We shall keep our eye on the time.” Adolf motioned for the waitress and she came over. He paid her and they waited as she cleared the dishes off the table. When she was finished and had walked away, Adolf pushed back from the table and crossed his legs. His eyes were thoughtful as he studied his friend. “So, Hans,” he said finally. “Have you heard the latest Nazi jokes?”

			Hans started. Nazi jokes? Had he heard him correctly?

			Adolf smiled ruefully. “Come on, my friend. Surely you’ve heard them, at least some of them. I understand they are everywhere now.”

			“Well . . . uh . . . yeah, I’ve heard a few.” Was this a trap? A test of some kind? But Adolf seemed genuinely interested. “Okay,” Hans said. “Uh . . . what do you call Nazis after the Beer Hall Putsch?”

			Adolf chuckled. “Sauer Krauts. Ja, I like that one.”

			“Have you heard about the new National Socialist restaurant?”

			“No.”

			“The food is good, but you always come away hungry for more power.”

			Adolf smiled at that, but it was clear he didn’t find that one amusing. But he motioned for Hans to continue.

			Hans thought for a moment. He had heard a few that were quite vulgar, so he skipped those. “How does the recipe for German chocolate cake begin?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“First, you have to invade the kitchen and overthrow the cooks.”

			Adolf threw back his head and hooted. “Very good. I like that one. But you’re holding back, Hans. Some of them involve me. Don’t hold back.”

			“Um . . . I’m not sure I’ve heard any of those,” Hans muttered, though he clearly had heard them.

			Adolf was nodding, but all humor was gone from him now. “That’s the state of our party right now, Hans. We are the butt of dozens of jokes. We’re the laughingstock of Bavaria. And we are to change the world? The very thought doubles people over with laughter.”

			Not sure how to respond to that, because it was all too true, Hans murmured something unintelligible.

			“You know how I spent my time in prison, don’t you?”

			“Uh . . . ja. You said you dictated your memoirs to Rudolf Hess. Your autobiography.”

			“Autobiography is more accurate than memoir, but even that word is a little misleading. I do talk about my early life and the things that had the most profound influences on me, but much of the book—and I’ve only got the first half done—outlines the grand vision that drives me to do what I do.”

			“You told me that Max Amann convinced you to change the title of it.”

			“Yes. To Mein Kampf. And he was right. My title was much too long. His is much better. And as a publisher, he keeps reminding me that titles make a difference.”

			“When will it be out?” Hans asked.

			“It should be released in the fall.”

			“Then I shall rush right out and buy one.”

			“Nonsense,” Hitler replied. “I shall give you one of the first autographed copies. In fact, because it defines the vision I have for the future, I’ll see if Max can get me a copy of the printer’s draft when it’s ready this summer. It will be important for you to know my thinking, considering what I have in mind for you.”

			Again Hans was surprised, but he tried not to show it. What do you have in mind here, Adolf?

			“I don’t know why it is, or how it came to be, Hans, but something in my early life filled me with this almost mystical vision of my personal mission here on earth. And when I went to Vienna at age sixteen looking to find myself, that vision crystallized.” He looked up abruptly. “Does the name H. S. Chamberlain mean anything to you?”

			“Of course,” Hans answered. “He’s the English philosopher who claims to be a German in his heart and soul.”

			“He actually has applied for German citizenship, did you know that?”

			“I didn’t. But when I was at the Von Kruger Academy many years ago, we spent one whole term studying his Foundations of the Nineteenth Century.”

			“And?” Hitler asked.

			“I thought he was brilliant.”

			“Gut, gut. So did I,” Adolf agreed. “I spent long hours in prison studying the great philosophers, including Chamberlain. Alfred Rosenberg introduced me to his writings, and I was instantly seized by them. And, as you surely remember, he was at the Bayreuth festival in September of 1923. It turned out to be a glorious event. We had over five thousand party members, as well as members of the military there as our guests. I was asked to give the keynote speech.”

			“I remember it well,” Hans said. “It was written up in all the papers.”

			“Well, I met Herr Chamberlain there. He is a son-in-law of the great Richard Wagner. Did you know that?”

			“No, I didn’t. I didn’t even know he was still alive. He wrote Foundations back around the turn of the century.”

			“Ja, ja. He’s an old man. His seventieth birthday is in a few months. I’ve been invited to the celebration.” Then Adolf waved that aside. “But that’s neither here nor there. What I want to share with you is what happened when I met him.”

			He pulled a folded sheet of paper out from the small case he carried. Hans saw that it was a handwritten letter. “This is a letter Chamberlain wrote to me the day after our meeting. This sounds a little self-serving, but I read it only to lay some groundwork for the questions I have for you.”

			“I’m listening,” Hans said.

			Adolf lifted the sheet. “I’ll skip the usual preliminaries.” He began to read. “‘Herr Hitler, I am compelled to say to you that you have mighty things to do. My faith in Germany and her destiny has not wavered for an instant, though my hope—I confess—has been at a low considering all that is going on in the Fatherland of late. But yesterday, when you spoke to us, in one stroke you transformed the state of my soul. I realized that in the hour of her deepest need Germany has given birth to an Adolf Hitler, which proves her vitality, as do the influences that emanate from him. For these two things—personality and influence—belong together. May God protect you, for I am convinced that you are destined by God to lead the German people.’”

			“Wow!” Hans exclaimed. “And that coming from someone of Chamberlain’s stature.”

			Adolf set the paper to one side and took a book out of his case. Hans caught a quick glimpse of the title on the spine. Excerpts from the Writings of Georg W. F. Hegel. Adolf opened it to a place he had marked. “Here is a comment Hegel gave in a lecture he gave in Berlin about what he called ‘world-historical individuals.’ His thesis was that the will of ‘the spirit-world,’ or the will of destiny, is carried out by these world-historical figures.” He lifted the book. “Listen to this. ‘These men may be called Heroes. Such were Alexander, Caesar, and Napoleon. Their vocation and purposes were not derived from some existing order but flow from their inner spirit, which strikes the outer world like a rock on a seashell, bursting it to pieces. These were thinking men who had deep insights into the requirements of their time. Thus, these world-historical men—the Heroes of an epoch—are the clear-sighted ones, and their deeds and their words must be recognized as the best of their times.’”

			Hans was struggling a little not to let his surprise show on his face. It was clear that Adolf was viewing himself as one of Hegel’s world-historical heroes.

			Adolf flipped the pages to another marker. “But listen to what Hegel says here. ‘No traditional conception of morals and ethics must disturb either the supreme State or the Heroes who lead it. Moral claims that are irrelevant must not be brought into collision with world-historical deeds. The litany of private virtues—modesty, humility, philanthropy, or forbearance—must not interfere with their destiny. We must not be squeamish about our Heroes, for, in fulfilling their destinies, at times they must trample and crush many an innocent flower.’”

			Closing the book, Adolf searched Hans’s face, obviously expecting some kind of response. Not sure what to say, Hans temporized. “Uh . . . is this what you’re thinking of saying in your speech on Friday?”

			Adolf was genuinely startled, and then he burst out laughing. “Oh, Hans. Even I, in all of my passion, know better than that. No, of course not. I am just trying to explain to you why I have called you here. I suppose that as we drove to my flat this afternoon, you were thinking, ‘What are we doing here? The party is dead.’ Right? The movement was squashed at the Odeonplatz on November ninth. Am I right?”

			Feeling a little sheepish, Hans nodded. “Yes, those thoughts did cross my mind.”

			“All I am trying to say to you is that in spite of how grim things look right now, you need to know that this is not over. The failure of that tragicomedy the people are calling the Beer Hall Putsch was a major setback, but it was not defeat. Do you believe that, Hans?”

			“Only if you are back at the helm,” Hans said without hesitation. “Otherwise, no.”

			“That’s what I’m telling you, Hans. Though it sounds so egotistical to say it like this, I cannot get it out of my mind and heart that I am that man—that hero, that master—the one destined by God Himself to restore the Fatherland to its former glory and to accomplish its divine mission. I too am a thinking man, and a man of destiny. Yes, Hans, from among the millions of men in our nation, one man must step forward and with apostolic force lead the broad masses away from the shifting thinking of a petty world.”

			Adolf’s hand shot across the table and gripped Hans’s wrist like steel talons. “And my question to you is very simple. I sent you away before, asking you to stay clear of the party for this very reason. I didn’t want you caught up in the pettiness, the jealousies, the infighting. But I am back now. So my question to you is this: will you join with me as we begin to rebuild?”

			As he released his grip on Hans’s wrist, Hans looked him straight in the eye. “Jawohl, mein Führer. What would you like me to do?”

			“I will have an outline of what I want to say at the rally delivered to the garage tomorrow before noon. Go over it very carefully, then call me when you’re ready. I do not have a telephone in my flat, but I will send a number where I can be reached. Then come to the Bürgerbräukeller at seven o’clock Friday night and we’ll make what changes are needed then.”

			“All right. Are women invited to the rally?”

			“But of course. Bring Emilee, by all means.”

			“I will. We’ll find someone to watch the girls.” Hans glanced at the clock. “Then I’ll be off. Until tomorrow.”

			10:22 p.m.—Eckhardt Residence, Munich

			It was no surprise to Hans that Emilee was in the living room waiting for him. Her basket of needlepoint was beside her on the floor, but she obviously had not been working on it, for only one lamp was lit.

			Emilee stood and quickly came over to greet him. “Hello, handsome,” she said, reaching up to touch Hans’s clean-shaven chin.

			He bent down and kissed her and then motioned toward the sofa. “I knew you would wait up for me.”

			“Of course I would. So tell me everything.”

			So he did. Hans talked steadily for nearly twenty minutes, with Emilee interrupting from time to time to ask questions. “And he really said I was invited to the rally?”

			“He did,” Hans answered. “We can leave the kids with Ernst and Heinz-Albert.”

			“Unless Ernst has a date with Landra.”

			Hans reared back. “Landra? Who’s Landra?”

			“That waitress that works at Fritzie Kharkov’s Biergarten.”

			“But. . . .” Hans was completely taken aback. “Ernst hasn’t worked for Fritzie for a couple of years now.”

			Emilee smiled. “I know.”

			“Wait. So when he tells us he’s going over to Fritzie’s for dinner, he’s really—”

			Emilee laughed. “That’s right. He’s not going just for the food. Has he never talked about her with you?”

			“No, never.”

			“Then you can’t say a word to him, Hans. If I even ask about her, he goes beet red. Remember, he hasn’t courted a woman since his fiancée ran off with another man. That was years and years ago.”

			“Well, well, well. Good for Ernst.”

			“Sorry, I didn’t mean to sidetrack you,” Emilee said. “If he’s busy, I’ll see if Paula or Anna can take the girls.”

			“If Wolfie hears about the rally, he’ll want to go. Probably Ernst too, actually.” Then he snapped his fingers. “Hey! Why don’t we all go together? You and me, Wolfie and Paula, and Ernst and this Landra. Gretl can come over and stay with the girls.”

			“That’s not a bad idea,” Emilee said. “I’ll talk to them tomorrow. But nothing from you about Landra, okay? Now, back to Adolf. Did he really ask about Nazi jokes?”

			“He did, but only to make his point about how far the party has fallen from grace.”

			“Do you think anything will come of this, Hans? Or will he have you look at his speech and then you’ll go months before you hear from him again?”

			Hans shrugged, acting as though it didn’t matter either way. “Part of that will depend on how many come Friday. He rented the large hall at the Bürgerbräukeller, which I think was a huge mistake. That hall seats four thousand. I’m sure he’s invited the press. So if attendance is a bust, that will make the papers too.”

			“You didn’t say that to him, did you?”

			Hans laughed, put his arm around his wife, and nudged her toward the bedroom. “My little Emilee, always worrying about her clod of a husband. No, I didn’t say that to him. Let’s go to bed.”

			11:22 p.m.

			Emilee waited until she was absolutely certain that Hans was asleep, and then she slipped out from under the covers, tiptoed over to the armoire and got her robe, and then eased the door open and went back out to the living room. She sat down on the sofa without turning on any lights.

			And then she let all the feelings that she had been holding in check come pouring out. One part of it was wonder. No, amazement was the better word. Two days ago she had decided to fast, hoping that this extra spiritual effort would help call down the blessings of heaven in behalf of her husband. And today, less than twenty-four hours after she had finished her fast, this had come.

			The change between the Hans of two days ago and the Hans she had just put to bed was so dramatic, so remarkable, that there was no question in her mind that this was the Lord’s answer. Hans would call it a coincidence; she was sure of that. But in just one day, it was as though nothing had changed between Hans and Adolf. They had spent six hours together. That wasn’t just old friends catching up. Adolf had opened his heart to Hans, shared his fears, bared his soul, asked for his advice, sought his counsel on his upcoming speech. Just like in the old days. And the effect on Hans was astonishing.

			A scripture came to Emilee’s mind. This kind goeth not out but by prayer and fasting.

			She slipped to her knees, bowed her head, and closed her eyes.

			Chapter Notes

			After serving a prison sentence of about thirteen months, Hitler was released on parole and returned to Munich, where he found the party in ­shambles. Greatly discouraged, he immediately set about to restore the National Socialist Party to its former glory and power. 

			Hitler did negotiate with Bavaria’s new prime minister, who agreed to lift the ban on the party and let their newspaper resume publication. The attempt to deport Hitler to Austria was vigorously pushed by the state police, but the state’s supreme court eventually dismissed their request. That ended the issue, and some months later, Hitler applied for and was granted German citizenship, which was a huge relief for him.

			Many of the ideas that Adolf espouses here come from what he wrote in the first installment of Mein Kampf, which he dictated while he was in prison. His thinking was influenced heavily by prominent German philosophers such as Hegel and Nietzsche, and the quotes given here were some that were particularly influential in his thinking. The writings of Houston S. Chamberlain, an Englishman turned German philosopher, had a sweeping impact on his thinking and the policies set by the Nazi Party that would later shock the world for generations to come.

			The letter from Chamberlain to Hitler included here is quoted almost word for word (see Rise and Fall, 109). Shirer’s extensive treatment of the events that followed the trial and imprisonment, as well as the influences that so profoundly affected Hitler’s thinking, are masterfully summarized in his concise but thorough treatment of this time period (see especially chapter 4, “The Mind of Hitler and the Roots of the Third Reich,” 80–113).
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			February 27, 1925, 6:55 p.m.—Bürgerbräukeller, Munich


			Hans looked around, searching the faces in the crowd. Though Adolf had told him to meet just outside the main doors, Hans couldn’t see him anywhere. It wasn’t quite seven o’clock, but Hans guessed Adolf was already inside making sure everything was ready.

			“Hans. Over here.”

			He turned and saw Rudolf Hess pushing through the crowds toward him, waving a hand in the air. They shook hands quickly. “The Führer asked me to meet you. He is inside, working on his speech.”

			“No surprise there. How is he doing?” Hans asked.

			There was a short laugh. “He’s as nervous as I’ve ever seen him. Pacing back and forth, snapping at anyone who interrupts his thoughts.”

			“This is a big one,” Hans said soberly. He looked around. “But the crowds are encouraging.”

			“Ja, ja! We are sold out.”

			“All four thousand seats?” Hans asked incredulously.

			“Ja, and more.”

			“Wunderbar! That’s got to be a huge relief.”

			“Yes, but it is adding to his nervousness,” Hess said. “Anyway, here are the tickets for your group. Five, right?” When Hans nodded, Hess added, “We have a table down near the front reserved for them. They can’t miss it. It’s about three rows back, and your name is on it.” He pulled some tickets from his shirt pocket and handed them to Hans.

			“Down front?” Hans echoed. “I didn’t expect that.”

			“When you told the Führer that your uncle is a high-ranking official in the Department of the Interior, he said you needed something close. He’s in room six in that back hallway. He asked that you join him immediately.”

			“I’ll be right there. Danke, Rudolf.”

			“Bitte.” Hess turned and pushed his way into the crowd again.

			Hans moved back to his family, handed the tickets to Wolfie, and told them what Rudolf had said. He turned to Emilee. “Adolf is waiting for me, so I’d better go. I’ll see if he’ll let me sit with you while he speaks, but don’t count on it. He’s asked me to sit on the stand.”

			“Then don’t ask about sitting with us,” Emilee said. “We’ll see you afterwards.”

			Hans turned to Ernst and the woman who stood beside him. Landra Pfaffenberger was a tall woman, probably five foot seven or eight, Hans guessed. Slender of frame, she wore her hair pulled back in a bun and wore little makeup. Some might find her plain, Hans thought, but she smiled easily, and her blue eyes were quite lovely. Ernst was six foot two or three, so they made an attractive couple. “I have to go,” Hans said, speaking to the two of them. “I am happy to meet you, Landra, and I’m delighted that you could join us tonight.”

			A broad smile lit up her face. “I am so excited. I’ve read so much about Hitler, and now to be here and hear him in person? This is wonderful. Thank you so much, Hans.”

			“You are welcome.” Hans spoke to Ernst. “You can’t always predict what Adolf will do. Typically after he finishes speaking he likes to mingle with the people, but not always. But if he does, Ernst, you bring Landra up and I’ll introduce both of you to him.” He looked at Wolfie. “And you and Paula, too. He specifically asked to see you again so he can say hello. It’s thanks to your position in the Ministry that you have a reserved table three rows back from the speaker’s stand.” The others were suitably impressed, even though Wolfie brushed it off as if it were nothing.

			Then Hans had another thought and turned back to his brother-in-law. “Ernst, I’m wondering why you haven’t invited Landra to have dinner with us sometime, so we can get to know her better.”

			Landra blushed mildly, but Ernst’s face was bright red. “I. . . . Actually. . . .” Ernst looked at Landra and then away. “Actually, I’ve been thinking about asking Emilee if I could.”

			“Of course!” Emilee exclaimed. “We would love that.”

			Ernst turned back to Landra, who gave him a radiant smile. “And I would love it too,” she said. Grinning, Hans turned to Emilee, bent down, and kissed her on the cheek. “I hope I can come home with all of you, but Adolf may want to meet afterwards and discuss how it went.”

			“Then we’ll see you at home.” She reached out and squeezed his hands. “I’m so excited for you, Hans. This is a big night.”

			“Thank you, Schatzi. Who would have guessed it three days ago, eh?”

			“Indeed,” Emilee said, her eyes shining with pride.

			8:12 p.m.

			So much about what Hans saw now brought back chilling memories of that night of November 8, 1923. The hall was filled to overflowing. The dull roar of four thousand conversations was a constant. The clank of steins as waitresses flitted back and forth trying to quench the German love of beer added to the cacophony. Without Hans willing it, his hand moved down and began to massage his leg. It was aching abominably tonight, and he guessed that wasn’t just from sitting on a chair without a cushion.

			The crowd was relatively quiet as Rudolf welcomed everyone and conducted a few minor items of business. Finished with that, he picked up his papers and let his eyes sweep the hall—which brought almost instant silence. Hans was hoping that Rudolf, the man who was now Adolf’s closest confidant and aide, would not give a lengthy introduction. The crowd had come to hear the recently released Adolf Hitler. Rudolf clearly knew it. Lowering the papers to his side, he spoke only six words, and he did so with great solemnity: “Ladies and gentlemen, the Führer speaks.”

			Hitler stood, his notes in one hand, the other hand raised high as he waved in response to the instant roar of applause and shouts that had burst out. Here and there a few people got to their feet, but when no one else followed, they quickly sat down again. Adolf had thought he might wear his light brown stormtrooper uniform. It did make him look handsome and quite imposing in demeanor. But Hans had tactfully suggested that if anyone from the government were here tonight, which they almost certainly would be, they might see that as a gesture of defiance. That was something they wanted to avoid at all costs. So Adolf had agreed and worn what looked like a new, charcoal-grey business suit with a white shirt and conservative red tie. On his left upper arm he wore the armband of the Nazi Party. The band was bright red. On it was a circle of white with a black swastika inside. He also wore his Iron Cross medal pinned to the left side of his coat. That had been Adolf’s idea, which Hans enthusiastically endorsed. The Iron Cross was a very positive symbol that was instantly recognized by virtually every German.

			Finally Adolf set his notes on the podium and looked down at them. The crowd immediately quieted. Hans held his breath for a moment. Here we go!

			But Adolf just stood there, his head down. Suddenly, Hans realized that Adolf was struggling to get control of his emotions. He was stunned. Adolf! Near tears? For about one second Hans wondered if this was a ploy. But he knew better. Then he looked out at the audience. No one moved. Hardly anyone even breathed. They were seeing it too. Adolf hadn’t spoken a word, and yet he had the rapt attention of everyone in the room.

			When his head did come up, he spoke softly, his voice barely loud enough for the microphone to pick up. “My fellow countrymen,” he began, “it was one year, two months, and nineteen days ago that I last stood at this pulpit and spoke to you. On that night, I triumphantly announced that our party and a coalition of others had just seized control of the Bavarian government. Less than twenty-four hours later, sixteen of our men lay dead, and the National Socialist Party was declared to be defunct.

			“Two months and three days ago, I was released from the prison where I was sent to pay for my so-called crimes. I confess openly to you here tonight that what I did was foolish, impetuous, and poorly planned—that I alone failed to seize the moment and carry it through. Tonight, I take full responsibility for that failure. I was the one in charge, and I failed those who stood with me, and I failed the German people.”

			All of that had been said as he stared down at the podium and fiddled with his papers. Now his head came up sharply. “And now, here I am, once again standing before you. Some say I am a broken man. Some have already consigned me to the trash heap of history.”

			Murmurs of protest broke out around the hall.

			“Even some of our former comrades have left our ranks, thinking that the National Socialist Party is nothing but a paper tiger now and that our attempted revolt that night was nothing more than a bunch of circus clowns acting out their silly foolishness. Again I say, I am the one to blame for that failure. I believed that those high up in our government would stand with us—as they had promised to do!” Those last words he thundered out as he slammed his fist against the podium, causing many to jump in their seats.

			“It was stupid of me to believe them to be men of honor, to think that our highest government officials in the State of Bavaria were honest men.”

			The reaction to that was instantaneous and visceral. There was a roar of anger.

			Hitler’s voice rose to a shout. “And to those who say we failed, I ask only two questions. Number one, where is State Minister Gustav von Kahr now?”

			There were more cries of anger and a burst of applause.

			“That’s right. He has slunk away in shame, and now his office is occupied by another. And where is General Otto von Lossow, former commander of the Bavarian Reichswehr? Will you find him at the army barracks? No! Will you find him at the Ministry of War? I say unto you, nay! He has”—Adolf raised both hands and with two fingers of each made quotation marks in the air—“‘retired’ his command so that he does not have to face the shame of his abysmal failures.”

			The crowd was loving this, calling out or clapping their hands as he finished each sentence. Adolf straightened to his full height and lifted his head high. “Friends and fellow countrymen, two of our former state leaders have fled from the field of battle, have tucked their tails and run like frightened puppies. And now the rumors are rife that Colonel von Seisser, head of the Bavarian State Police, is also about to resign. So I ask you, ladies and gentlemen, do you think that we failed that night?”

			“No!” The roar was immediate.

			Now Adolf’s voice rang out like a hammer hitting steel. “Because of my time in prison, they now call me an ex-convict. I proudly accept that title, because I was jailed for my convictions!”

			Another roar of affirmation. Hans glanced down at the table where his family was seated and saw that Emilee was looking at him. Her eyes were wide and filled with pride. It was a look he hadn’t seen from her for some time.

			Adolf let the noise die down again, his face thoughtful now. “When our party consisted of only seven members—” He stopped and fished for a moment in the pocket of his suitcoat. Then he held up a tattered card and waved it at them. “Here it is. German Workers’ Party membership card number seven.” He looked at it curiously. “And it is issued to one Adolf Hitler, resident of Munich, Germany.”

			People smiled and laughed at that. It was a clever move, which Hans and Adolf had not talked about. Adolf put the card back in his pocket. His voice was strong again now and filled with passion. “But even with only seven members, our party had two principles that we vowed we would never abandon. First, it would be a party with a true ideology, an ideology based on core values and principles that must not change. And second, we vowed that eventually, our party would be uncompromisingly committed to the German Volk first, last, and always.”

			More shouts and applause. Volk was an interesting word. Other languages typically translated it as “the people” or “the nation,” but its meaning was broader and deeper than that. It connoted the uniqueness of the German people, almost as if they were a tribal community, held together by blood and soil. The concept stirred deep passion in the hearts of most Germans. 

			“And,” Adolf roared, emphasizing each word by punching his fist into the air, “that our commitment to the Volk would continue until our party became the one and only political power in Germany.”

			That shocked the crowd a little, but only for a moment. Several leaped to their feet and began stomping and clapping. Adolf didn’t wait for the noise to die out. He leaned forward and shouted into the microphone. “Does that sound naive? Even mad, perhaps? Seven men saying they would become the one and only political power in a large and complex nation? Of course it does. But what drove that dream, that vision, if you will, was one simple concept. And it was found in our name. The German Workers’ Party. Later we expanded that name into the National Socialist German Workers’ Party. Please note that the word that we did not change was Workers. And who are the people?” He leaned forward and shouted it at them. “YOU, my friends! You are the people. You are the ones that we serve. You who are the working classes, you are the ones who toil in the fields and farms of the Fatherland, you are the ones who keep the railroads running and the power plants generating, you mine the coal that heats our homes and fuels our factories.” He tipped his head back and bellowed it out. “YOU ARE THE VOLK, MY FRIENDS. YOU ARE THE ONES THAT WE SERVE!”

			Everyone shot to his or her feet now. They shouted and screamed and yelled. They pounded their hands together and stomped their feet so furiously that the whole building seemed to shudder with excitement.

			Hans pulled his eyes away from the crowd and looked to the table where his family was sitting. He was pleased to see that they were all on their feet too. Even Emilee and Paula were clapping wildly, their eyes shining with excitement. Landra was shoulder to shoulder with Ernst, her head tipped back and shouting with him. Wolfie and Ernst were stomping up and down in rhythm with the clapping of their hands.

			Adolf stepped back from the podium. He took a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped at his forehead and then dabbed it around the corners of his mouth. He turned and looked back at Rudolf and Hans and flashed them a wide grin. Then the grin vanished again as he turned back to the crowd and waited for them to quiet and return to their seats.

			“Do you know what they called us back in those early days?” he asked, his voice conversational now. “They said we were fanatics. That we were crazy, out of touch with reality. And do you know what our answer to that was? Of course we are fanatics, because Volk are fanatics. They are fanatic about their families. They are fanatic about the Fatherland. They are fanatic about justice and equality and freedom.”

			The crowd was reacting again but remained seated for now. Adolf’s voice dropped once more. “You see, from the very beginning, we knew that if we were to get the loyalty and confidence and dedication of this nation, we first had to go where those virtues are to be found in the greatest abundance, and that is among the people themselves. Therefore, on this day of what some are calling our resurrection, let us join together as one voice and shout out again our old battle cry.” He stiffened to attention and thrust out his arm in the Nazi salute. “Hail to victory for our National Socialist Party! Sieg Heil!”

			Adolf motioned with both hands for the people to stand again. As they did so, he stiffened to attention and again raised his arm in the Nazi salute. “Hail to victory for the Fatherland.”

			The whole audience came to attention too, everyone following his example. Standing stiff as ramrods, each with an arm up at a forty-­five degree angle, fingers pointed straight out, they roared back, “Sieg Heil!”

			“Hail to victory over the cowards and sycophants who say you must be content with your lot in life.”

			“Sieg Heil!”

			“Hail to victory!” Adolf screamed, flecks of spittle flying from his mouth.

			The hands were up everywhere. “Sieg Heil!” They shouted it full throat, causing the very rafters to tremble. “Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil!”
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			February 27, 1925, 8:55 p.m.—Bürgerbräukeller, Munich


			Hitler wiped the perspiration from his forehead again and poured himself a glass of water from a decanter on the podium. The people had returned to their seats, subdued now, almost as if they were exhausted from the intensity of the previous moments. When he finished drinking, he set the glass aside and then, to Hans’s dismay, pushed his notes to one side, too. They had talked about this. Hans was as diplomatic as possible, but he had pushed Adolf pretty hard about sticking to the things they had discussed. But Adolf’s mind was like a game of billiards, bouncing back and forth and knocking balls every which way.

			“You can put money on the likelihood that the government will have someone here to listen to you, Adolf,” Hans had warned yesterday. And Rudolf had backed him up on this.

			“If they think you’re talking revolution again,” Hess had said, “they’ll shut us down faster than a rabbit going down its hole.” Adolf had grumped some but finally agreed.

			Hans shot Rudolf a look now. He nodded, looking worried too.

			“My friends,” Adolf began, “I mentioned our commitment to the ideology held by our party. I should like to expand on just what that ideology entails for those of you who may not be familiar with it.”

			Hans relaxed a little. This was according to script, and he understood why Adolf had put his notes aside. This material was so second nature to him that he had only written down a few lines of one or two words each. He didn’t really need anything more than that. This was the core of his passion, and he had spoken on it many times.

			“Actually,” Adolf was saying, “I have written this all up in my life story, which I dictated while I was in prison. I have called it Mein Kampf, for it chronicles the struggles that began early in my life and led to where I am now. Unfortunately, though, it is at the press at present and will not be released until later this year. It should be in bookstores everywhere by early fall,” he added. “It is about four hundred pages long and will sell for only twelve marks. I think you will find it quite stimulating.”

			Hans winced. That was a pretty brazen pitch for one’s own product. Why not just come right out and say, “Please buy my book”? 

			“But,” Adolf went on, “I shall summarize quickly the gist of what I say there. Our whole ideology revolves around three interconnecting, interdependent concepts: Land. Blood. Power.

			“Let me begin with land. Currently we live in a defeated and chaotic Germany. Many say that is because of the war. I say they are fools. War does not weaken a people; it strengthens them. Part of the reason for our current state is that we are no longer a nation that includes all of the Germanic peoples. Centuries ago our Teutonic ancestors created one vast Germanic nation-state. And it was glorious and powerful, the First Reich, if you will. That was back in the days of King Charlemagne.

			“Now look at us,” Adolf said in disgust. “Millions upon millions of Germans live in lands we no longer control. We have large Germanic populations in Poland, in Czechoslovakia, in Hungary, in the Sudetenland, in the Baltic States, and even in parts of Russia. The Allies have recently pushed us out of the Rhineland, saying they need it as a buffer to prevent us from further invading France. France and Belgium now control the Ruhr Valley. Austria is clearly a Germanic nation, and yet they are not united with us. And you wonder why we are weak? One of the goals of the National Socialist Party is to eliminate the inequality between the number of our people and the amount of living space we have.”

			That created a buzz of conversation across the audience, but it was mostly subdued.

			“The second reason that we now live in a weak and pitied nation is because the bloodlines of the German race have been polluted and diluted over the centuries. This is especially true in the last century due to the formation of the Austro-Hungarian Empire. The royal families of the Austrian Habsburg united with the Hungarian monarchy in a degenerate quest for wealth and political power. In doing so, Austria introduced the blood of two inferior races into the pure blood pool of Teutonic Germany. Those races are the Slavic peoples of Eastern Europe and the Jews, who are now everywhere among us in Europe. This pollution of the blood pool has come from war, rape, intermarriage, prostitution, and sexual promiscuity.

			“From the beginning of creation, there have been the weak and the strong races. And history abundantly testifies that when the two mingle their bloodlines, the weak nations do not become stronger. Just the opposite is true. The stronger nations are weakened. Scientific evidence now clearly shows that of all of God’s creations, nature’s favorite child, as it were, is none other than the Aryan race. It is on the Aryans that Providence conferred the right of being masters of all other peoples because of their clear and unquestionable superiority of blood and breeding. All of human culture, all advancements in the arts, sciences, philosophy, and technology are almost exclusively the creative product of Aryan peoples. Aryans are the Prometheus who stole fire from the gods and gave it to mankind.”

			Hitler stopped and took another sip from his glass of water. “But, you ask,” he continued, “how is it that the Aryan peoples have accomplished so much and become so supreme? The answer is inescapable. There are two reasons. First, they kept their bloodlines pure. Second, they made inferior races subservient to their own. If that is so, then you may be asking yourself, why do we, an Aryan nation, now find ourselves in such deplorable circumstances? The answer is undeniably clear. The Aryan men gave up the purity of their blood through intermarriage and by allowing their women to be impregnated by inferior peoples.”

			Adolf had the audience with him now. Hans could sense that. They were nodding and leaning forward in their seats, listening intently. This was something they believed in, and he was stating it so simply and with such clarity that it was really clicking with them. Don’t forget your best line, Adolf, Hans thought. Hans had suggested that he underline it, which Adolf had, but now he wasn’t looking at his notes.

			But once again, his friend was ahead of him. Adolf leaned forward, gripping the pulpit with both hands. “My friends, I say with all the power of my soul that the National Socialist Party adheres strongly to the concept that the Germanic peoples are currently the highest species of humanity on this earth. And we will maintain that position as long as we pay as much attention to our own bloodlines as we do to the bloodlines of our dogs, cats, and horses.”

			He said something else, but it was totally lost in the cacophony of sound that erupted all around them. Someone spontaneously snapped to attention, saluted in the direction of the podium, and shouted, “Sieg Heil!” Others close by instantly joined in, and it quickly spread through the hall. “Hail victory! Hail victory!” But this time, Hitler raised both hands and motioned for them to wait. It took a few seconds, but it quickly died out again. Not waiting for the crowd to totally quiet down, he went on.

			“I said earlier that I would talk with you about the third element of our ideology, namely, power. I know our time is rapidly passing, so let me say only this much. I shall quote two of our great Germanic philosophers to make my point. The first is Heinrich von Treitschke.” He consulted his notes. “He says this: ‘Martial glory is the basis for all political virtues. War is not only a practical necessity; it is also a political necessity. The concept of a State implies the concept of war, for the essence of the State is power. That war should ever be banished from the world is a hope not only absurd, but profoundly immoral. It would lead to the atrophy of many of the essential and sublime forces of the human soul.’”

			“Does that shock you?” Hitler asked, looking around at the faces surrounding him.

			It shocked Hans, because he saw that Adolf was no longer reading from his notes. But he also saw that Adolf’s words had shocked quite a few others. Hans swung around to look toward the table where Emilee and the others were sitting. He was not surprised to see that Emilee’s eyes were round with dismay. When their eyes met, she shot him a look that clearly asked, “Did you write that for him?” Hans looked away quickly, but not before he gave her a little shake of his head.

			Hitler went on. “If you are shocked by such blunt realities, then let me add to your consternation. Let me read you something from Friedrich Nietzsche, another one of the great thinkers of our time.”

			Hans groaned inwardly. There had been no Nietzsche quote discussed either. He looked away as a hush fell over the hall. Even the crowd seemed to sense that this was not planned.

			“Some would strenuously object to Treitschke’s portrayal of war,” he started. “They would say that war is grossly immoral. Listen to what Nietzsche says. This is not a direct quote but a summary of his concepts: A genius with a great mission in history is above the laws of normal morality. Why? Because he will, by virtue of his genius, bring to pass the greatest good for society. Therefore, one cannot ask these Great Masters of history to be bound by the petty morals of other men. These Masters must, in some ways, have the conscience of a beast of prey. They will not be overly troubled when war forces them to attack and wreak havoc on others. War brings with it a fearful succession of murder, arson, rape, and torture, but the Leader of Men cannot let these trivialities deflect him from doing what is best for the progress of mankind. He finds peace in his soul from the importance of what he does as he commands the destinies of men. Of what importance are treaties to him? Or the people’s idea of what is right or wrong? These will only hold him back from doing the greater good that is his destiny.”

			Hans was staring at his hands, which were folded in his lap. Rape, murder, and torture are trivialities? He can’t let them deflect him from his greater duty? No wonder Adolf hadn’t let him and Rudolf see this part.

			Hitler was still talking. “I shall give you an example, which proves my point. In 1918, the Second German Reich ended and we became a German Republic, a so-called democracy. And the men who stepped forward to lead it claimed to be moral men. They said they had the interest of the people at heart. They said they were only doing that which is for our good.” Again he slammed his fist down against the podium and the sharp crack made people jump in alarm. “Do you believe them?”

			“No!” several shouted out.

			“They have robbed us blind!” called another.

			“Do you believe them when they say they are for the people?”

			“No!”

			“Have they stopped squeezing you for every drop of your blood?”

			“NO!”

			“Are you better off than you were under the Second Reich?”

			“No! No! No!”

			“In reality, it is money that drives our rulers today.” Adolf shook his head, disgusted. “In reality, they serve the rich and the powerful who care not one whit for the plight of the people. They care only for what maintains them in their palaces and villas, where they eat off of golden plates and drink champagne from crystal goblets and eat caviar that costs more than a working man makes in a day. So I ask you again: who do you want to rule over you? The moralists, or the Masters?”

			“The Masters!”

			“Of course, the Masters,” Adolf roared back. “And that is what we in the National Socialist Party stand for. Our ideology gives us the vision, but only when we gain power as a political party sufficient to seize power from those who now grind our faces in the muck can we make that vision the new reality.”

			Again everyone shot to his or her feet. The noise was deafening. Hans had his head in his hands and he stared at the floor. He kept saying over and over to himself, like a litany, “Don’t say revolt. Don’t talk about overthrowing the government. Don’t even hint at another uprising.” But even as he said it, he knew that Adolf had already scattered their agreed-upon discussion points to the wind. And who was there to retrieve them now?

			“The government will not like this talk,” Adolf went on when the noise began to subside. “They have told us to be quiet. But can we do so in the face of so vast a list of injustices?”

			“No!”

			His right arm came up. His index finger was up and his thumb was cocked like the hammer on a pistol. “But I say to them, we will not capitulate! We will not abandon the principles that form the core of our very existence. Our government lines up those who dare to raise a dissenting voice against injustice and oppression and says to them, ‘Raise your right hand and pledge that you are believers in our cause, and you shall live.’ But the National Socialists will not say that we believe. Rather we will say, ‘We shall fight!’ We shall fight until we have pulled down every trace of corruption and greed and have raised the banner of the swastika over the entire land.”

			A visceral roar of anger exploded from the crowd. Adolf grabbed the microphone and shouted into it. “I say unto you, the Marxist and the Jew are our enemies, and if our government continues to support our enemies, then they become our enemies too.” Now his face was a mask of fury and he was punching the air with his fist as he spoke. “In this struggle of ours there are only two possible outcomes: either the government passes over our bodies, or we pass over theirs!”

			Hitler stepped back, breathing hard. Every person in the room was on his or her feet now, bellowing out cries of acclamation. Adolf stepped forward again, stiffened to attention, and saluted the cheering crowd. “Sieg Heil!” he shouted at the top of his voice. “Hail victory!”

			The hall was a large room—large enough to accommodate four thousand people—and now all four thousand arms were in the air. Four thousand voices cried as one: “Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil!”

			Adolf stood there, rigid as a marble statue, accepting the adulation. Then, as it began to die, he returned to his seat between Hans and Rudolf. He was staring straight ahead and seemed barely aware of them. That’s good, Hans thought. If he turns and asks me what I thought, I don’t know what I’ll say.

			But after a moment, Adolf leaned over to Rudolf, who was quickly looking for the sheet he had been given to use in conducting the meeting. “Rudolf! I don’t want to talk to anyone right now. Tell them I am not feeling well. Or make whatever excuse you want.” He stood again, barked a command at the two S.A. men standing in front of the podium, and disappeared.

			Rudolf got up and signaled for silence. As soon as he could be heard, he quickly thanked the people, apologized for the Führer, who had a acquired a severe migraine from speaking in the stuffy hall, and dismissed the crowd. Only then did Hans get slowly to his feet and start for the table where his family was waiting. Though he was briefly startled when he saw that Emilee was no longer there, he was not really surprised.

			9:11 p.m.

			Hans pushed his way through the crowd that was still mingling around the speaker’s platform, ignoring those who were shouting at him and mostly wanting to know whether Hitler would return to shake hands.

			As he reached the table, Paula was the first to speak. “I’m sorry, Hans. That last part really upset her. She couldn’t bear it any longer.”

			“I know,” Hans said quietly. “That part was a total surprise to us as well. Where is she going to meet you?”

			Wolfie spoke up. “She’s not waiting for us, Hans. She said she was going to walk to the trolley stop and catch the first trolley home.”

			That shocked Hans. “She’s riding alone on the trolley at this time of night?”

			Wolfie nodded glumly. Ernst and Landra now moved over to join them. “I started after her,” Ernst said, “but she waved me off with a pretty sharp look.”

			“What do you think upset her so?” Landra asked, genuinely concerned.

			Hans shrugged, even though he was pretty sure what it was. Paula answered. “The talk about morality. The cry to fight. The promise that the war isn’t over.”

			Landra seemed surprised by that. “I thought that was wonderful. I’ve never heard it expressed so clearly. And I think Hitler is the man to lead us when that time comes.”

			Ignoring that, Hans looked to Ernst and Wolfie. “You shouldn’t have let her go,” he said.

			“They tried to stop her, Hans, but she was very upset,” Paula explained. “She wouldn’t listen.”

			No surprise there. Hans sighed, knowing what was going to be waiting for him when he got home. He looked at Paula. “I know Adolf is going to want to talk about this, and probably at some length.” In his mind he added, If he doesn’t, I will! “So I don’t know how soon I’ll be home.” Then an idea came to him. He felt guilty the second it entered his mind, but it had instant appeal. He spoke to Paula. “This could take two or three hours,” he said. “If so, I’ll have missed the last trolley, so tell Emilee that—”

			“Just call me, Hans,” Wolfie broke in. “I’ll come and get you.”

			“No, no. There’s a small hotel just around the corner from Town Hall. I’ll grab a room there. But, Paula, will you call Emilee when you get home and tell her not to worry if I don’t get home tonight?”

			“I will. She’ll understand.” Paula bit her bottom lip. “She’s not angry at you, Hans. She’s just upset by. . . . Well, you know.”

			“Yes, I know.”

			He felt a nudge on his elbow. “Hans?” It was Ernst. He turned. “Herr Hess is trying to get your attention.”

			When Hans turned, his heart plummeted. Rudolf was still on the stand. A clot of people three and four deep was still gathered around it, partially blocking his view, but Hans saw that Rudolf was motioning frantically for him to get over there.

			“Gotta go,” he said to the others. He grasped Paula’s hand for a moment. “Be sure to call Emilee.”

			“I will.”

			Hans spun around and started making his way through the crowd. As he got closer to the stand he almost stopped as he felt his heart lurch. Two men in the green uniforms of the Bavarian State Police—one of whom had a captain’s bars on his shoulders—were on the stand with Rudolf, and they were talking quite vigorously with him. Or at him. Twice Rudolf turned and pointed toward the hall that led to the back rooms—which was the way Hitler had gone. Were they here to arrest him? Surely, Rudolf wouldn’t be telling them where to find him.

			But just as Hans shouldered his way through the last couple of men and started up the stairs to the stand, the two soldiers stiffened to attention. They both saluted Hess, jumped down lightly from the stand, and started for the door. Hans felt a whoosh of relief. They were headed for the back doors, not for the hallway where Adolf had gone.

			Rudolf turned just as Hans reached him. “What is it, Rudolf?” Hans blurted.

			Without a word, he handed Hans a plain white envelope. As he took it, Hans saw that there was no writing on the envelope and that one end of it was torn off. A single, folded sheet of paper was inside.

			“Was ist das?” he asked.

			“Read it,” was all Hess said.

			He did so. Rudolf moved closer to read along with him.

			27/2/1925

			Herr Adolf Hitler

			President and Chief Executive Officer, National Socialist Party

			Herr Hitler,

			This letter is to be considered as an official notification. Due to your inflammatory language and the openly seditious threats you made against the government of the State of Bavaria this evening at the Bürgerbräukeller, you are hereby notified that you have violated the conditions of your parole. You are, therefore, hereby forbidden to engage in public speaking of any kind for a period of two years. This restriction will end on 26 February 1927 assuming no further violations are found.

			If you continue to foment revolution against the government, your parole will be revoked and you will immediately be remanded to the custody of the Bavarian State Police, and they will return you to Landsberg Prison to serve out the remainder of your five-year prison sentence.

			Respectfully,

			Otto von Seisser, Commanding Officer

			Bavarian State Police

			The scrawl over the title was clearly the signature of the last remaining member of the triumvirate that Adolf Hitler had tried to overthrow.

			Hans gave a low whistle. “They may as well cut off his hands.”

			Rudolf was frowning as he read it again. “This is dated today. Which means it had to have been typed before our meeting even began.”

			“Which means,” Hans said with a groan, “that they knew that he could not restrain himself and decided to cut him off at his boots.” He felt like swearing. Or throwing something. He had warned Adolf. Not once, but several times.

			Rudolf sighed wearily. “I hope he hasn’t left yet. He needs to see it.”

			“Agreed. But I’ve got to head out so I don’t miss my trolley.” No way did he want to be there when Adolf read it, and the trolley schedule was an easy excuse to leave, even if he didn’t actually plan on going home.

			Rudolf grimaced, knowing exactly what Hans was doing. Then he snapped his fingers. “Oh, that reminds me. The Führer wants you at his flat tomorrow morning at nine.”

			Hans’s head lifted slowly. “Just me? Not you?”

			Rudolf shook his head. “He’s got me dealing with some other problems. Can I give you a lift? I have a car. Just let me give this to—”

			“No,” Hans said hurriedly. “I’m all right. Thanks anyway.” In his mind, Hans was picturing what was waiting for him if he went home now, and he had already decided to grab that room in the hotel. The battle waiting for him could wait until tomorrow.

			“Okay,” Hess said. “Try not to think about it tonight. That’s what I’m going to do.”

			“Yeah,” Hans replied glumly. “Good luck with that.”

			Chapter Notes

			The first meeting held by the Nazi Party after they had been allowed to function again was held on February 27, 1925. I could only find brief descriptions of what went on that night, but Shirer does say that near the end of his speech, Hitler forgot himself and used highly inflammatory language. That led the government to restrict him from any public speaking for two years, though it is unlikely that they delivered that notice the same night.

			Since we don’t have a record of what Hitler said that night, I have drawn from his writings in Mein Kampf, which was very much on his mind at this point in his life. As noted in the last chapter, Shirer has an extensive treatment on outside influences that shaped Hitler’s later thinking, including some of the great German philosophers. The quotes attributed to Heinrich von Treitschke and Friedrich Nietzsche here have been reworded somewhat to make them flow more naturally for the modern reader.
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			February 28, 1925, 8:56 a.m.—
Outside of Hitler’s Apartment, Munich

			Stomping his feet against the cold and cursing himself for not thinking to bring gloves, Hans paced back and forth trying to keep warm. The fog was starting to lift a little with the scattered sunlight finally breaking through the light overcast, but it would be another hour or so before it softened the bitter chill down here at street level.

			Hans was also cursing himself for even being here. Why did this man hold such a grip on him? Why did he feel compelled to respond to Adolf’s request after the man had gone contrary to all the counsel and advice he and Rudolf had given him? It had been a miserable night. The hotel was clean but the mattress was lumpy and the duvet too thin to keep out the cold, even with the radiators knocking and clanging all night long. Hans hadn’t brought his toiletry things with him because it had never occurred to him that he would be staying overnight. Now he felt like a bum. His whiskers itched, his hair—combed only with his fingers after wetting it down—was only a cut or two above a rat’s nest, and his leg ached abominably.

			To top it off, as he had started for the trolley stop, he had realized that he did not have Hitler’s exact address. He vaguely remembered where it was, but he had no idea which trolley line he needed to get him there or what stop would be closest. And he was afraid that he didn’t have enough money to cover a taxi. So he had walked.

			Most of all, he dreaded what lay in store for him. Adolf would be in a towering rage, of that Hans was sure. How much of that would be aimed at Hans, he didn’t know. How much would Adolf blame himself? Hans grunted in disgust. “Not nearly enough,” he muttered.

			He reached down and massaged his bad leg and then straightened and walked across the street.

			9:02 a.m.—Hitler’s Apartment, Munich

			To Hans’s surprise, when Adolf opened the door, he was in slippers and a robe. But he was freshly shaved and his hair was combed. “Guten morgen, Hans,” Adolf said, opening the door wider and inviting him in.

			“Guten morgen, Adolf.”

			As he shut the door and turned to face Hans, Adolf motioned toward the small table. There were two cups of steaming coffee on saucers and two empty dinner plates with a table knife beside each one. In the center of the table was a long baguette and a small dish of orange marmalade. No butter, Hans noticed. Just the marmalade. “Have you had breakfast yet?” Adolf asked.

			“Actually, no,” Hans replied.

			“Then sit.”

			Watching Adolf out of the corner of his eye, Hans took the far seat. His friend looked rested and fit and seemed to be in a reflective mood. There were no dark clouds hovering over the room. Adolf broke the baguette in half and handed one of the pieces to Hans and then pushed the marmalade toward him. As Hans broke his half into two pieces and smeared them both with marmalade, Adolf sat back and watched him. “Rough night?” he asked. There was a twinkle of amusement in his eye.

			Hans chuckled ruefully. “I decided not to risk missing the trolley, so I stayed in a small hotel near the plaza.” After taking a bite of the roll and a sip of his coffee, Hans added, “I wouldn’t recommend the place very highly.”

			Adolf nodded and lifted his cup, drank carefully, and set it down again. Hans pushed the marmalade back to him, deliberately not meeting his gaze, not sure quite yet how to read Adolf’s demeanor. He didn’t sense any underlying anger or frustration. No pent-up explosion waiting to erupt. It was as if there had been no official letter last night. Had he left the beer hall before Rudolf had given it to him?

			They ate in silence for a moment. Adolf blew on his coffee, took another drink of it, and sat back, watching Hans as he ate. He seemed lost in his own thoughts. Hans said nothing, not eager to break the silence. Eventually he sat back, his gaze fixed on the one small window in the room. 

			“Have you kept up on what is happening with the mark?” Adolf asked abruptly.

			Startled, Hans quickly nodded. “Somewhat.”

			“Tell me what your thoughts are.”

			This was not what Hans had expected, so he thought for a moment, took another sip of coffee, and said, “Well, a year ago if you had told me that we would have a stable currency, that the economy would be booming, that unemployment would be down to less than a million men, and that people would actually be saying kind things about the government they have hated with such passion for years, I would have thought you were out of touch with reality. And yet that is what we see. It is quite astonishing.”

			“And it definitely does not work in our favor.”

			“True. Revolution is not on the people’s minds like it was a year ago.”

			“But it is a paper prosperity, Hans. Just as it was a paper inflation. The good times cannot last. This recovery is not the result of the strength of the Fatherland but comes from the strength of others who are propping us up with their massive loans and investments in our industry and infrastructure.”

			Hans nodded and began talking. The papers were saying that loans and investments from American financiers were approaching seven billion dollars now, and that didn’t count the massive loan the U.S. government had given to jump-start the new Reich’s currency. Output in Germany was rising rapidly as the direct result of that influx of capital. In 1923, the output of German factories and businesses had dropped to fifty-five percent of what it was in 1914. Now it was steadily rising again. It was predicted that in two more years, it would reach the prewar level. The single biggest indicator of how well the economy was doing was that retail sales were up twenty percent over the previous year. This was solid proof that the economic recovery was trickling down to individuals and families.

			“Yes,” Adolf cut in after that comment. “And these are the people that we rely on for our support—the lower-middle classes, the millions and millions of shopkeepers, bootmakers, cobblers, factory workers, farmers, small family businesses owners, and other non-salaried workers. No wonder our membership has slipped so far this last year. These people are sharing in this general prosperity.”

			Hans murmured his agreement and started to eat the other half of his bread. He was still wary. Was this Adolf’s way of leading up to what had happened last night? Was he going to say anything about the disastrous effects of his putting aside his prepared notes and calling for the overthrow of the government? It certainly didn’t appear so.

			“But we know that it is not real prosperity, not real solid economic growth,” Adolf continued. “It is all sustained by borrowing money or taking money from others who are not our own people. And that weakens us, Hans. It doesn’t strengthen us. It just makes us beholden to other masters.”

			Adolf was starting to get excited as he spoke, and his voice rose accordingly. “And look at what else the Republic is doing with that money. They are extending grants and loans to the individual states, cities, and municipalities. And they in turn are creating vast social services for the population—unemployment insurance, old-age security benefits, free medical clinics. They’re building lavish community swimming pools, sports stadiums, theaters, new schools.”

			“And that’s bad?” Hans ventured.

			“No!” Adolf cried. “It’s brilliant! And it’s working. The government is buying the votes of the people. They’re purchasing their loyalty. People are happy. People are content. No one is talking about revolution anymore.”

			Except that’s what you did last night.

			“But, Hans, this growth, this bubble of prosperity, cannot last forever. Why? Because the money isn’t coming from our own resources. It is borrowed money, and sooner or later the borrowers call in their debts. And when we cannot pay them, then they have us right where they want us. Mark my words, not many years shall pass and once again we shall see the power elite, the wealthy industrialists, the landed families, the Jews who control the financial centers of the world, and all the other parasites take over again. And the common people will be shocked to the core when they learn that the same old masters are once again making them dance at the end of the string.”

			“I see what you’re saying,” Hans agreed. And he did. It gave him a little chill.

			“And am I right?”

			“Ja, I believe you are dead on.”

			“Then we must be prepared, Hans. We must be ready.”

			“I agree. But how?” Hans hesitated but then decided it had to be said. “You are the voice of the party, and now that voice has been silenced, at least here in Bavaria.”

			“Oh,” Adolf said, “it will be much more than here in Bavaria. I have already received a phone call this morning saying that Berlin is putting a motion forward in the Reichstag to extend the ban to me speaking in Prussia as well. The papers are saying that other states will quickly follow. There won’t be many places in Germany where I am allowed to speak.”

			Hans wanted to shout at him. Then why did you do it? I warned you. Rudolf warned you. But instead he said, “Do you remember you once said to me, many years ago, that to be an effective politician, a man must also be an effective orator?”

			Adolf laughed softly. “Yes, I remember that very well.”

			“Well, it was your oratory skill, more than any other single thing I can think of, that brought the party to where we were before the coup. Our numbers dropped sharply while you were in prison. Last night was our first opportunity to start to turn that around. And now. . . .”

			This was the moment Hans had been dreading. At last they were getting to the real issue. So he added one more thing while he had the chance. “Adolf, I don’t have to tell you this. You know it better than all of us. This is what the government wanted. To silence you. To put handcuffs on you before you can get in the ring again. They know as well as we do that a gagged Adolf Hitler is no longer an Adolf Hitler they need to worry about.”

			“Of course that’s what they wanted,” Adolf snapped. “Do you take me for a fool, Hans? Did you think I didn’t consider that before I said what I said last night? Did you think I didn’t know that the state police were there last night, monitoring my every word?”

			Hans rocked back, aghast at that declaration. “You did that deliberately?”

			“No, Hans. That was not planned. I was carried away in the heat of the moment. But before I said a word of what I said, I told myself that it would bring down serious consequences on my head.”

			“And you did it anyway?” Hans whispered.

			“I did. And why not?” Adolf barked. “They’re not going to leave me alone.”

			“But at our very first public meeting, Adolf? The first time the people got to hear from you after your time in prison?”

			“Wake up, Hans,” Adolf said angrily. “If I hadn’t said what I said, they would have found something else to accuse me of. We both know that. And besides, what do you think the people will say if I am so frightened of the big bad boys in our government that I don’t dare speak out against them?”

			Hans said nothing, because there was no answer to that. Adolf was right on both counts. And Hans hadn’t seen that. He had been so focused on not offending the government in yesterday’s speech that he hadn’t looked at the bigger picture. But then why hadn’t Adolf said that last night? He laughed inwardly as the answer came to him. Because Hitler hadn’t thought about that last night. He hadn’t planned that last part of his speech. It was spontaneous, just as Hans suspected. And only this morning had he come up with the justification.

			But Adolf wasn’t going to admit that. This was as close to an apology as Hans was going to get, which irked him. But belated or not, Adolf’s arguments were persuasive. This would have happened sooner or later. “All right,” Hans finally said after finishing the remainder of his coffee, “so where do we go from here?”

			Adolf drained his cup, set it down, and rubbed his hands together eagerly. “That is the question I have wrestled with all night.” He got up and quickly cleared the dishes and put them in the tiny sink. Then he got a pad of paper from a drawer and sat down again. “So here are some things I’ve been thinking about.”

		


		
			[image: chap32]


			February 28, 1925, 11:44 a.m.—Eckhardt Residence, Munich


			The girls shrieked at the top of their lungs as Hans staggered to his feet, rolling them off of his back. He brought his hands up into makeshift claws and roared, “Here comes the Papa Bear to eat the little girls who woke him up from his nap.”

			Jolanda darted to her mother, who was watching all of it from the doorway to the kitchen. “Hide me, Mutti!” she shrieked as she ducked behind Emilee. Lisa raced to the couch, clambered over the back, and disappeared behind it. Hans decided that Jo Jo was the easier target and lumbered in her direction, roaring and pawing at the air. Screaming and laughing, she held out her arms to her mother. “Help me, Mutti. Help me.”

			Emilee picked her up and whirled her around so her back was to Hans. That didn’t slow Hans down one iota. He encircled them both with his arms, turned Emilee around, and then stripped Jolanda from her grasp. “I got you!” he growled. He knelt down and tried to stretch her out on the floor, but she was yelling and hollering and laughing and twisting like a madwoman. He pinned down her hands with one arm and her feet with the other and stretched her out. “I’ll gobble you up!” he said gruffly, and then he proceeded to rub his whiskers on her stomach.

			“Vati. Stop!” Jolanda said, laughing hysterically. “I go potty!”

			Trying hard not to laugh, Hans scooped her up and looked into her eyes. “Okay, little one. You are all eaten up now. So where is your sister?”

			“I’m not here,” Lisa’s muffled voice called out.

			Wiggling wildly to get down, Jo Jo pointed at the couch. “She’s hiding there, Vati. Get her!”

			Knowing that she had been betrayed, Lisa came slithering out from behind the sofa. She tried to dart past Hans and get to the safety of her mother, but he was too fast for her. He scooped her up, dropped to the floor on all fours, and went after her tummy. Jo Jo launched herself into the melee, and soon all three were rolling on the floor together.

			Finally, Hans rolled over on his back and threw out his arms. “Papa Bear gives up.” That was the signal for both girls to attack him, and they rolled about some more. But finally he sat up, taking them both in his arms. “All right, girls. Vati needs to talk with Mutti now.”

			“Yes, girls,” Emilee said. “You go in your bedroom and play. We’ll have lunch in a little while.”

			“No, Mutti,” Jolanda wailed. “Want to play with Vati.”

			“After lunch,” Emilee said firmly, and she gave Alisa a little shove. “Take Jo Jo and go play dolls for a while. You can play with Papa later, right, Papa?”

			“Yes. I’m here for the rest of the day.”

			When they were finally gone, Emilee came over and took Hans’s hands. “They’ve missed you, Hans. It’s been a while since you’ve done that with them.”

			“I know. And that’s going to change.” He pulled his hands free and took her face in them. Then he bent down and kissed her.

			“Come.” Emilee pointed to the couch. “Tell me everything.”

			When they were settled, Hans turned to face her. “Tell me first why you left early last night,” he said.

			“You know why.”

			“Probably, but I want you to tell me.”

			Emilee looked down at her hands. “When Adolf started talking about war being the only way to strength and war being the moral thing to do and saying that, as a party, it was your duty to pull down the government, it was more than I could bear. Because he called you, Hans. He wanted you beside him for his speech last night, because he values your opinion, your contribution, your good judgment. Which means that if he is right, then he’s going to drag you back into another revolution, another coup attempt, even into war itself. And I couldn’t bear to sit and listen to it any longer.”

			Hans started to answer, but Emilee rushed on. “I know we owe Adolf a lot, and I know that we can never say no to him. And that, I guess, frightens me as much as anything.”

			Hans nodded and put his arm around her. “I thought that it was something like that.”

			“So what did he want? You weren’t happy about the last part of his speech, were you? I could see it in your face.”

			“I wasn’t.” Hans told her how he and Rudolf Hess had tried to warn Adolf about being too inflammatory. “I knew the government would be watching us.” And then he told her about the two policemen and the letter they had delivered.

			That shocked Emilee. “Two years? Can he still lead the party?”

			“Yes, just no public speaking.”

			“But that’s everything to him,” she said. “It’s what makes him so . . . so . . . influential.”

			“Exactly what I said.”

			“And what was his answer to that?”

			“Well, to be honest, I went to his place expecting a knock-down, drag-’em-out fight. I was furious with him for putting us into this kind of a box.”

			“And did he agree that it was a mistake?” 

			“Barely. Adolf doesn’t very often see himself as making mistakes. But he grudgingly acknowledged that the letter from the government was not a surprise after what he had said.”

			“And what does he propose to do about it?” Emilee asked. “Without him at the head, you know what will happen to the party.”

			Hans sat back, and, to Emilee’s surprise, he was smiling. “That is what I want to talk to you about. Are you ready for a few surprises?”

			“My goodness. You sound happy about them, so I’m all ears,” Emilee replied.

			Hans collected his thoughts for a minute. “I think Adolf was up all night thinking about this. He had made pages of notes, a detailed outline of how to proceed. And yet he looked as fresh as a baby.”

			“Go on.”

			Hans took a deep breath. “All right. He spoke so fast, and I didn’t have anything to take notes with, but I’ll try to lay it out for you as he laid it out for me.” His smile broadened a little. “I’ll try to use his words, because they are so ‘Adolf.’ The first thing he did was acknowledge that the ban on his speaking is a pretty significant setback. The party is already in shambles from his time in prison. And he is unabashedly frank about his gifts as an orator. ‘That will be a terrible loss to the party,’ he said, as if he were speaking of another person. But then he noted that public speaking was not his only unique gift.”

			“That’s how he said it?” Emilee questioned. “‘My unique gift’?”

			“Yes. I told you,” Hans answered. “There is no false modesty in the man. Or real modesty, either. And the odd thing is, it’s not the normal pride and arrogance you see in other men. Adolf sees his gifts for what they are and talks about them quite openly. One of those is the gift of speaking. But the other one is a gift of organization, of seeing how things need to be and organizing our efforts to achieve them. He truly believes that he is one of the geniuses or the masters that the great philosophers have written about. That he is destined for greatness. So he talks about it without the least embarrassment.”

			“How odd,” Emilee noted. “I mean, he is an unusually gifted man, but normally we think of humility as one of the companion virtues of true greatness.”

			“Perhaps, but when Adolf finished laying things out for me, I just sat there with my mouth open. His vision is clear, and his plan for achieving that vision is brilliant.”

			“So tell me what it is,” Emilee urged.

			“There are three major components. First, he now acknowledges that we can’t achieve victory through open revolt.”

			Emilee lunged forward. “Really? He said it just like that?”

			“Yes. He said that it was foolish of him to believe that we could bring the government down through insurrection and violence.”

			Tears were suddenly in Emilee’s eyes. “Oh, Hans. I can’t tell you what that means to me.”

			“It has to come about legally, using the normal processes open to all. This consists of increasing our party membership and winning seats in parliament. The first step—getting more members—must precede the second because we need money to finance elections, and the more dues-paying members we have, the more money there is in the treasury.”

			Hans reached out and took Emilee’s hand. “And he wants me to play a major role in that effort.”

			“To win power at the ballot box instead of at the muzzle of a rifle,” Emilee said in soft awe. “That’s a new concept for Adolf.”

			“Exactly,” Hans said. “We have only about twenty-five thousand members on our rolls right now. In the last national election, there were about thirty million votes cast. Which means that even if every one of our members voted for us, we wouldn’t have enough votes to get even one seat in parliament. Since seats are apportioned out according to the percent of the vote the party gets, the Social Democrats stay in power with their twenty million votes each election.”

			Emilee stirred as if to get up but then settled back again. 

			“What?” Hans asked.

			“I want to make notes of all this, but I don’t want to interrupt you. Go ahead. I’ll make you tell it all to me again later.”

			Laughing, Hans leaned in and kissed her. “I love you, Emilee Fromme Eckhardt.”

			She kissed him back. “And I can’t tell you how much it means to me to see you like this, Hans. I was watching you last night. I could tell that what Adolf was saying bothered you too. Maybe not for the same reasons as me, but you weren’t happy. I could see that. And now look at you.”

			“It was a remarkable morning,” Hans agreed. “So anyway, this is Adolf’s plan. First, get more party members who pay dues. Second, start winning seats in parliament.”

			“You said there were three things.”

			“Ja, ja! And this is the most brilliant part. Adolf says that we made another major mistake in the putsch—even if we had succeeded, what would we have done? If we had marched against Berlin and won, it would have been a disaster. Why? Because we have no organizational structure to replace it. It would have been chaos for a time while we tried to get organized, and that’s a sure recipe for the anarchists and the Communists to sweep in and seize power. So our third task is to create a state within a state.”

			“Really?” Emilee’s eyes were troubled again. “Is that legal?”

			“Not literally a second government, but to organize our party in the same way the government does. That’s really all the Army High Command is, a state within a state. They have all levels of structural organization. In addition to combat units, they have all kinds of supporting units—transportation, military police, the quartermaster corps, training, intelligence, and so on.”

			Emilee’s head was bobbing as he named them off. That made perfect sense.

			“So, what Adolf wants to do is start now, and as we grow the number of members, we also start creating an intricate party organization, one based on practical needs and one based on geography, even down to local towns and municipalities.”

			Emilee had a quick mind and instantly saw the genius in this. “So the party would be organized at all levels.”

			“Yes. Right now that sounds like a huge task, but if we establish those levels as the party grows then—” Hans shrugged. “When the party is big enough to seize a majority vote in the Reichstag, we will already be organized and ready to go.”

			“And did he say what part you will play in all of this?” Emilee asked.

			“Let me say one other thing first,” Hans replied. “From the beginning, the overall organization will be divided into two divisions called Politische Organisationen. Adolf called them Political Organization One and Political Organization Two. P.O. One will have the mission to attack and undermine the government.”

			“Attack? But I thought—”

			“Not with rifles and cannons, Emilee. We’ve learned our lesson about that. Attack them with propaganda, unveil corruption in their ranks, use the newspapers and radio to reveal their greed, and so on.”

			“Oh, okay. Go on.”

			“P.O. Two’s mission would be to create the state within a state that we just talked about. It would have departments like agriculture, justice, treasury, revenue, and so on.”

			After a minute of thinking it over, Emilee finally spoke. “You are right, Hans. This is brilliant. It is incredible that Adolf has thought it through in such detail. So . . . again I ask. What part does he want you to play in all of this?”

			“For now, he wants me to take the lead in increasing our membership. He and Rudolf will focus on the long-range planning and organization.”

			Emilee slid closer to Hans. “And after ‘for now’ is finished, then what?”

			Hans actually blushed slightly. “He said that he was considering me for the Minister over P.O. Two when we get to that point.”

			Emilee gasped. “You would lead half of the government?”

			“To be honest, that was my reaction too,” Hans said. Then he quickly added, “But I’m smart enough to know that I’m not qualified for that. So I’ve been thinking of something a little less expansive.”

			“Tell me.”

			“Here’s what I would like to do, if any of this ever comes to pass. I would like to create a Ministry of Science and Technology. Its mission would be to make Germany the leading country in the world in supporting the sciences, particularly engineering, medicine, and technology.”

			Emilee stared at him, her eyes wide and shining. “Oh, Hans. That would do it. That would finally do it.”

			Hans drew back. “Do what?”

			“Allow you to make a real difference with your life.”

			“Yes,” he said softly. “Do you remember Georg, the boy at the hotel in Berlin?”

			“I do.”

			“And Nattie Litzer, the daughter of the factory worker I took you to see?”

			“Yes.” Emilee’s voice was husky now.

			“I would find them, Emilee. I would find them and others like them, and I would see that they ended up in schools that would prepare them to go to university. Think what a difference that would make to their families.”

			“And to the Fatherland.”

			Just then a little head peeked around the corner from the bedroom hallway. “Mutti,” Alisa said. “Can Vati play with us now?”

			Hans leaned forward and held up five fingers. “Lisa, just give us five more minutes, then I’ll play with you and Jolanda the rest of the day. But I have one more thing to tell your mother.”

			“Okay,” Alisa said in a mournful voice as she disappeared again.

			“What is it?” Emilee asked, still taking in all the news.

			“Adolf wants me to start next week.”

			“Oh.” And then it hit Emilee what that meant. “Are you saying he wants this to be a full-time job?”

			“Oh, yes, Schatzi. A full-time job and more. A career.”

			“But. . . .”

			Hans stood up and faced her. “It means, my dear, that I can no longer be a truck mechanic.”

			“But. . . .” Emilee was reeling. “You can’t just walk away from that!” she exclaimed.

			“Why not?” Hans retorted. “With my bad leg I can’t spend that much time under the trucks anymore. Ernst is now a full-fledged mechanic, and a good one at that. I’ll sell the business to him, and then he can ask Landra to marry him.”

			“Whoa there,” Emilee laughed. “You’re moving way too fast for me, let alone Ernst. He is so smitten by Landra that he’s totally tongue-tied around her. Ask her to marry him? Not yet.”

			Hans pulled Emilee up to face him. “It only takes four words. ‘Will you marry me?’ I know that us men are often way behind you women when it comes to matters of the heart, but I’m telling you, Ernst is a lost man. If he waits too long she’ll slip away from him. So I’ll work on Ernst, and you and Paula work on Landra. And if she knew that he were a man who owned his own prospering mechanic’s garage, don’t you think that would help?” 

			Emilee laughed aloud. “My goodness, Hans. Slow down. You’re taking my breath away. Are you saying that Adolf is going to pay you for doing this?”

			“That is exactly what I’m telling you,” Hans answered. 

			“How much? Does he know that you make five hundred marks per month from the garage?”

			“Probably not.”

			“And when do you plan to tell him?” Emilee asked with some asperity.

			“Probably not ever.” Hans was grinning like a foolish little boy now.

			“Why ever not?”

			“Because my salary will start at twelve hundred marks per month.” 

			Emilee’s jaw went slack.

			“And then there will be a provision in my contract that pays two hundred marks toward the cost of a baby, if you have another one. And I think that it’s time we talk about that, by the way. Jo Jo is three now.”

			“Hans, slow down. I can’t—”

			“And,” he finished triumphantly, “my salary increases by ten marks per month for every ten thousand new members we register.” Hans grinned at the look on Emilee’s face. “So what do you say now, my dearest Schatzi?”

			Chapter Notes

			After Bavaria restricted Hitler from public speaking, many other German states followed suit. To a man whose oratory skills were responsible for the success of the National Socialist Party, this was a bitter blow. But to his credit, Hitler learned his lesson and did nothing more to bring down the wrath of the government. Instead he undertook the long-range strategic plan outlined here (see Rise and Fall, 118–120).
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			June 2, 1928, 3:25 p.m.—EDW Ranch, Monticello, Utah


			Edie Westland shaded her eyes as she watched the Buick touring car come up the gravel road from town. She was standing on the front porch with her two daughters and her two daughters-in-law. “Stay back, children,” she called to the swarm of kids down in the driveway who were excitedly shouting and pointing at the approaching vehicle.

			June Westland cupped a hand to her mouth and called out, “MJ, watch the little ones. Don’t let them go running out in front of the car.”

			Edie smiled as she lowered her hand. “I don’t think they’ve been this excited since Christmas.”

			Rena Redd smiled. “No question about that.”

			June laughed. “My kids hardly slept a wink last night, even though they had to keep asking me the names of the kids that are coming.”

			“Yeah,” Tina said, looking at her mother. “I remember Liesel and Jacob Jr., but the rest. . . .”

			“Well,” Edie began, “Marta is next. She’s seven. Then comes Heidi, who turns five at the end of this month. Kurt, who is three, is the same age as your Logan, June. And they had their sixth child in January, a little girl they named Annaliese.”

			“And remind me again, Mom. How did you and Dad first meet the Reissners?”

			Edie’s eyes softened as her mind went back. “It was in February, almost ten years ago. Hardly the time of year you’d expect people to be out traveling. But suddenly there they were in our driveway, driving a new Cadillac, on their way to Arizona to visit Adelia’s parents.”

			“They were driving a Cadillac?” Tina exclaimed.

			“Yes. Don’t you remember? Frank went crazy over it. Your father and I were mortified when he even had the nerve to ask Jacob if he could drive it. He was crazy about cars then.”

			“Oh, yes. Now he’s just crazy,” Tina said, but not without affection.

			“Anyway, the Reissners had heard that there was a former German missionary here in Monticello. Jacob was in charge of organizing a mission reunion to be held that October, so they came around this way to stop and invite your father. We both liked them immediately, even though they were a lot younger than us. Actually, MJ and Jacob were born the same year,” Edie added, “which means we are literally old enough to be their parents. But we just clicked together. Then Jacob was instrumental in getting your father included on that trip to Germany where they distributed army surplus food to the German Saints.”

			“And then you went to Oberammergau with them in 1922,” Tina said. Her lips formed into a pout. “Without me, I might add, even though you took Benji and Abby.”

			“Poor baby,” Edie said. “Anyway, by that time we had become lifelong friends. When we go to Salt Lake we stay with them, and every so often they come down here to spend a week with us.”

			The Buick honked its horn as it slowed and turned into the lane.

			“Are they rich?” Tina asked. “That’s a pretty nice car. And it looks new.”

			“Not really,” Edie said. “Adelia’s father is a prominent banker, so I suppose he is, but Jacob’s a history professor at the University of Utah. But with six kids, they have to have a pretty big car.” Edie removed her apron and tossed it onto the porch swing. “Come. Let’s go say hello.”

			Getting everyone out of the car and introduced took a while. It had been a few years since the Reissners had last stayed with the Westlands in Monticello. Since then, both families had grown, both in size and in numbers. Jacob and Adelia had added two children. June and MJ also had two more now. And Rena and Rowland had added one.

			And since it had been four years since their last extended stay, there was some awkwardness. Benji and Liesel had quickly become best friends back then. That’s what nine-year-olds did. Now they were thirteen years old and found themselves a bit tongue-tied with each other. Same with Abby and Jacob Jr. He was two years younger than the twins, but he and Abby had become good buddies too. Now they hung back, smiling shyly at each other. But that quickly melted away as Benji suddenly called out, “Hey, guys! Let’s go play on the swing down by the creek.” And off they went, all awkwardness forgotten.

			5:47 p.m.

			Jacob Reissner paused just before the fork reached his mouth. He had a piece of T-bone steak speared on it, cut from the large slab on his plate. “Mitch, this is the best meat I’ve had in a long time. Mmm! It is so tender.”

			“I’ll say,” Adelia said. “What’s your secret for keeping it from getting tough?”

			Mitch chuckled. “Kill the cow the day before your guests arrive.”

			They all laughed at that. Edie turned and looked out the window. The children were seated at the two picnic tables in the backyard. They were chattering away, laughing and calling out to each other. The older ones were helping the younger ones with their food. “Looks like the kids are having fun.”

			“They sure are,” Adelia agreed. “Our children have been talking about this for a month now. Thank you, Mitch and Edie. Visiting you has become an important tradition in our family.” She looked at her husband. “We just need to let the kids run all that energy out of them before bedtime, or they’ll never sleep.”

			“Right.” Jacob was chewing on the steak now. He swallowed and looked at Edie. “And now, if you don’t think I’m making a pig of myself, would you please pass the mashed potatoes and gravy?”

			Adelia was seated next to Edie. As she passed the potatoes to her husband, she asked Edie a question. “Tell us about Frank and his wife. Celeste, is it? Is Frank back from Germany yet?”

			“Not quite. But he will be in early August. Before he even finished his doctoral work at the institute there in Berlin, M.I.T. offered him a faculty position. So he’ll start there in September.”

			“And I see that you still have their little boy with you?”

			“Yes, Reggie. And what a joy he’s been for us,” Edie said.

			“He is so adorable,” Adelia said. “Our Kurt, who is only three, is very shy around strangers. He was clinging to my skirts as if his life depended on it when we arrived. Then Reggie walked right up to him and said, ‘Will you be my friend?’ And that did it. They’ve been inseparable ever since.”

			“That’s our Reggie,” Mitch said, but then he frowned. “And unfortunately, we’re going to lose him in a couple of months. When Frank gets back, he and Celeste are going to come out for a visit and then take Reggie back with them.”

			“Originally,” Edie said, “Frank’s fellowship was only planned for two years, but his grades were so good they extended it for another year so he could work on a special project with Albert Einstein and some other top European physicists. Celeste finished her master of fine arts degree in Paris in two years and was offered a position on the faculty at Wellesley College starting last fall.”

			Jacob stopped dishing up the food. “Wellesley? Isn’t that the top women’s college in America?”

			“It is,” Mitch said. “We’re very proud of her.”

			“Anyway,” Edie went on, “they decided to let us keep Reggie for another year, which delighted us. He’s one of the family now, as you saw outside. The rest of the family thinks of him more like a brother than a cousin. They’re really going to be sad when he leaves.”

			“Heartbroken,” June said.

			Tina had been staring at her plate, not eating. Now she looked up. “They’re taking him back so they can put him in a private boarding school,” Tina said quietly. 

			Edie shot her a look, which Adelia didn’t see. Adelia was staring at Tina. “A boarding school? At five years old?”

			There was a deep, pained sigh from Edie. “Yes. It’s close by there in Boston, but. . . . We told them that we would be happy to keep him for another year, but Celeste wouldn’t hear of it. She said she had already missed most of the last three years of his life. She didn’t want to miss any more.”

			“So she’s sending him off to boarding school,” Tina said again.

			“Tina,” Mitch said, giving his daughter a warning look.

			“Well, it’s not right, Dad. You know that and I know that. Five years old?”

			“That’s not our choice, Tina. Now let it be.”

			Embarrassed, Edie looked past Adelia to her daughter. “Tina’s been up in Provo for the last four years. She graduated from BY High School and is now enrolled at Brigham Young University in their elementary education program. She just got home yesterday. Tell Jacob and Adelia about it, Tina.”

			“Uh. . . .” Tina gave her mother a crooked smile. “Actually, I haven’t had a chance to tell you and Dad this yet, but. . . .”

			Mitch straightened. “But what?”

			“Umm, I have decided that I . . . uh . . . want to teach high school instead,” Tina finished in a rush.

			Both parents sat straight up in their chairs, and together they exclaimed, “What?”

			“But you’ve always wanted to teach elementary school, Tina,” Rena said.

			“I know. Until this term. I’m sorry, Mom and Dad. I was going to tell you last night, but things got kind of crazy getting things ready for today.”

			Jacob turned so he could see Tina better. “If you don’t mind me asking, what made you change your mind?”

			Now it was Adelia who reacted in dismay. “Jacob! She hasn’t even told her parents yet. It’s not our place to pry.”

			“Oh no, Adelia,” Tina exclaimed. “I don’t mind at all. In fact, I was hoping I would get a chance to hear what you two think about it. Really.”

			“Then let’s hear it,” Mitch said.

			Tina took a quick breath and looked around the table. “I’m assuming you’ve all heard about the Scopes Monkey Trial, right?”

			All those around the table nodded. June spoke first. “That was that biology teacher who taught Darwin’s theory of evolution in a high school somewhere, right?”

			“Yes, a few years ago. Though, he was actually just a substitute teacher. And this was in Tennessee.”

			“And Tennessee law said that teachers could only teach the divine creation of man,” MJ said.

			“Yes.” Tina continued, “So two famous lawyers got involved and the trial became a national sensation. They finally agreed that law was illegal.” She giggled a little. “Can a law be illegal?”

			“And why did this change your mind about teaching?” Edie asked.

			“Because of what’s been happening since then. Now school districts all around the country are saying that schools have to teach evolution. Which doesn’t bother me, if they teach it as a theory. But the arguments in the trial were that science proved you didn’t have to have a God to explain the creation of the earth and everything in it.”

			Rena looked shocked. “They said it just that way?”

			“Yes. And now some of the more radical voices in education are saying that only evolution should be taught in the schools because it proves there is no God. And they’re saying that if schools teach that there is a God, that violates the Constitution, which forbids the government from supporting one religion over another.”

			“Yes, I’ve read that too,” Jacob said.

			“Well. . . .” Tina was staring at her plate now. “This all happened last term. And I have to admit that some of those arguments made a lot of sense to me. I mean, you only have to watch a chimpanzee or a gorilla or a monkey for a few minutes to see that they are very human-like. So I was troubled.”

			Tina glanced over at her parents. “I almost talked with you about it at Christmas, but then I decided not to. I knew it would upset you and. . . . Well, anyway, I was required to take a biology class this last term. The teacher was wonderful. We hit the question head on. He made us study Darwin at some length. And he pointed to the evidence—which is pretty compelling, by the way—that evolutionary forces have been at work in the world.”

			Tina paused, realizing that every eye in the room was on her now. “But then he had us read other books and articles by scientists who are experts in their fields who have pointed out logical flaws in Darwin’s thinking. That’s why they call it a theory. And then our professor presented evidence for a divine creation, things that clearly required ‘intelligent design,’ and he thinks that is evident everywhere in nature.”

			Tina was looking at her father now, and her voice was filled with awe. “It was an incredible experience, Dad. I went into his class full of doubts, struggling with my testimony, wondering how I could have been so naive all this time, but when this teacher was through, my testimony of God was stronger than ever before. It was wonderful.”

			Tina sighed and sat back. “And that’s when I decided that was what I wanted to do. I know that a child’s mind is a wonderful thing, and teaching children would be deeply gratifying. But suddenly I wanted to teach teenagers. They’re right at that age when they need to start thinking for themselves. I’d like to teach them how to do that. How to examine both sides of a question before they decide which is right. How to search for answers.”

			Jacob was clearly impressed. “A noble endeavor. What teacher could ask for any greater achievement than to help students find the truth?”

			Tina turned to look at her mother and was surprised to find her eyes filled with tears. Then she saw that Rena’s and June’s eyes were shining too. A stab of guilt shot through her. “I’m sorry, Mama,” she whispered. “I know that’s not what you wanted for me.”

			“Sorry?” Edie cried. “Oh, Tina. I don’t think I have ever been more proud of you. My little girl has gone off to school and come back a woman.” She swallowed quickly and added, “This is for Frank too, isn’t it?”

			“Yes, Mom. I’m not going to try to convert him. I just want to have answers when he starts telling me that truly intelligent people don’t need to believe in God to be happy.”
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			June 2, 1928, 9:15 p.m.—EDW Ranch


			When Adelia entered the room, Jacob immediately stood up and went to her. “How are things out there?”

			“Out there” referred to the two-story bunkhouse that was about halfway between the main ranch house and MJ and June’s smaller cabin. The bunkhouse was set back behind the two houses a short distance, near a cluster of cedar trees.

			Adelia looked over at Mitch. “When you said a bunkhouse, I pictured something with maybe five or six beds, not a full dormitory.”

			Edie hooted at that. “That’s what I told him when he first started to build it. At fall roundup, we fill up all twelve beds, but otherwise we keep the upper floor closed up and use it for storage. But we thought it would be fun to have all the kids sleep together. Is that working out?”

			“Are you kidding?” Adelia cried. “My children think this is the neatest thing ever.”

			“Did the girls choose upstairs or downstairs?” Mitch wondered.

			“Upstairs. And my Liesel and your Tina will sleep up there with them. When we’re finished here, I’ll go up and sleep with them too.”

			“Oh no, Adelia,” Edie said. “We have the guest room ready for you and Jacob. Our kids will watch the little ones.”

			“I know that,” Adelia said with an impish look in her eyes, “but I don’t want to miss out on all the fun. Marta and Heidi begged me to come back and sleep with them.” She looked at her husband. “So you’ll have Annaliese in here with you. I’ll leave a bottle with you just in case.”

			“And who’s with the boys?” Edie asked. “Not just Benji and Noah and Charles, I hope.”

			“That’s what they wanted,” Adelia said, laughing, “but both MJ and Rowland have volunteered to ride herd on them.”

			“We have church tomorrow,” Edie reminded them. “So we can’t let them stay up too late.”

			Jacob patted the sofa beside him. “Come and sit, Adelia. We’ve just been sitting around talking.”

			She did so, tucking her legs up underneath her. As Edie watched her, she remembered that first day the Reissners had driven up in front of the house. Edie had been watching surreptitiously from the window. When Adelia got out of the car and Edie saw the very expensive, very chic clothes she was wearing, she had immediately decided that they were not going to get along. But once inside, it was Adelia who was embarrassed. When they had stopped at Green River for gas, they had asked some of the locals if they knew the Westlands down in Monticello. She had come away with the idea that the EDW was the largest cattle ranch west of the Mississippi and that their ranch house was a palatial western-style mansion and so had dressed accordingly. With that cleared up, she had slipped into something much more practical, and the two women had gone on to become as close as sisters.

			Adelia noticed that Edie was looking at her and smiled. “Tell me about Tina,” she said. “She is an amazing young woman.”

			“That she is,” Edie said. “Well, she will be twenty this Christmas.”

			“She’s a beautiful girl,” Jacob said. “Any suitors?”

			Mitch answered that one. “Yes. In fact, she is engaged. Or more accurately, she and her fiancé will be formally engaged on her birthday, when he will give her a ring. But that’s just a formality.”

			“A local boy?” Adelia asked.

			“Kind of,” Edie replied. “His name is Lamont Perkins, and his family lives in Bluff. Everyone calls him Monte. He’s one of the many members of the Perkins clan. Not from Monticello but a San Juan boy through and through. He’s a fine young man, and we’re pleased to have him join our family. Monte is four years older than Tina. They have been sweet on each other since she was seventeen. He is now in his third year of medical school at the University of Utah.”

			“Oh!” Jacob said. “That’s not far from the building I usually teach in. You’ll have to give me his address and we’ll invite him to Sunday dinner sometime.”

			“That would be wonderful,” Edie said. “They will marry about this time next year. Tina will continue at BYU for one more year and graduate at about the same time that Monte finishes medical school.” She pulled a face. “Then they’ll be off to wherever he gets a residency. The only thing that makes that bearable for us is knowing that both of them are committed to coming back to San Juan County and settling here, him as a doctor, her as a teacher, depending on whether they have children by then or not. Tina’s worried that she may be like me—children don’t always come just because we want them.”

			They fell quiet, and then Jacob looked at Mitch and Edie. “Do you hear much from Hans Eckhardt anymore?” 

			“Not Hans,” Edie answered, “but we hear from Inga and Emilee and Paula on a regular basis. Every two or three months or so.”

			“Oh.” That seemed to disappoint Jacob a little. “We hear from the family only occasionally, but Hans and I have carried on a regular correspondence since we were all there in Oberammergau.”

			“Did he tell you that Inga has now moved up to Munich permanently?” Edie asked. “She’s living with Hans and Emilee and the children. Oh, and by the way, they have three now. I assume you heard that.”

			“We did,” Adelia said. “Hans Otto Jr. Hans is so proud.”

			“He sent a photo of him with the baby,” Jacob said. “That says a lot. That’s the first photo he’s ever sent me.”

			“So what is Hans telling you about how things are there?” Mitch asked.

			“Well, for one thing, he told me why Inga moved to Munich. It’s a situation similar to yours. The family down in Graswang is growing. Ilse and Karl now have five children, and Heidi and Klaus have four. And they’re not little children anymore. So the two families have divided the dairy farm between them. They invited their mother to stay with them, but Inga said no. In addition to actually having more of her family in Munich now, she can now go to church every week, which she loves.”

			“And guess what happened?” Adelia said.

			“What?” Mitch asked.

			“President Schindler was finally released as branch president after eight or ten years. In the shake-up that followed, Rudi was called to be a counselor in the new branch presidency. Paula is the new Relief Society president.”

			Edie clapped her hands. “She’ll be wonderful. We really came to love Paula.”

			“And Emilee is one of her counselors,” Adelia went on. “And Inga is over the Relief Society’s efforts to help the poor.”

			“And,” Jacob broke in, “Anna is now the president of the YW-MIA and has charge of the young women in the branch.”

			“My, my,” Mitch said. “Sounds like the Eckhardts are a pretty central part of that little branch now.”

			“Oh,” Adelia added, snapping her fingers. “And one more thing. Alisa was baptized last month. She turned eight in November of last year, but they waited until the weather was warmer, I guess.”

			“So they now have a second generation Latter-day Saint in their family,” Edie said. “That can’t be true of every family there, I’ll bet.”

			“And what about Hans and his leg?” Mitch asked. “Does he talk about that at all? Emilee has said in a couple of her letters that it seems to slowly be getting worse.”

			“Though I have asked him several times about it, he just ignores my questions,” Jacob answered. “But in this last letter he told us that he finally gave in to Emilee’s constant prodding. I guess that all along Emilee has not felt good about what the army doctors did. She didn’t feel that they were the most qualified, and since they were operating on a prisoner, she felt they weren’t highly motivated, either. So she’s been after him to go see one of the doctors in the surgery unit of the biggest hospital in Munich. That is the one that operated on his father for cancer several years ago. And she showed him an article saying that X-ray technology has advanced rapidly. Hans’s answer to that was always that they didn’t have the money. Now with the new job with the Nazi Party, I guess they do. So Hans finally agreed and went in. The doctors believe that they can remove the bullet, or at least move it enough that it no longer presses on the nerve. So, he’s going to do it next fall. I guess he’s going with Hitler to several different cities to hold party rallies this summer and wants to wait until those are over.”

			Edie spoke up. “Emilee told us that Hans downplays the whole thing because he’s afraid it’s not going to make any difference, but she said that the doctors were quite optimistic. He may end up with no pain at all.”

			“Wouldn’t that be wonderful?” Adelia said.

			“All right, so back to this new job Hans has,” Mitch said. “It must be paying pretty well. What is it?”

			Jacob turned to Mitch. “He’s in charge of recruiting and attracting more members to the party. Their goal is to get enough members to eventually start winning some seats in the state parliament.”

			“And they pay him for that?” Edie asked.

			“Yes they do, and pretty handsomely,” Jacob said. “He gets some kind of bonus for every ten thousand new members he recruits.”

			Mitch snorted. “Ten thousand? What does that take him? Ten years?”

			“Not quite,” Jacob said with a laugh. “When he accepted the job, the party was down to about twenty-five thousand members. There are now”—he paused for effect—“one hundred and eight thousand members!”

			Edie and Mitch gaped at Jacob, causing Adelia to laugh. “That’s right. So he’s now recruited about eighty-three thousand new members.”

			“Which means,” Jacob added, “that Hans has increased his salary eight times in three years.”

			“Wow!” Edie said.

			Mitch was thinking of something else. “I read an article that said they’re calling these last few years in Germany the ‘golden age of the Weimar Republic.’ The economy is stable. Unemployment is down. The French are finally pulling out of the Ruhr Valley and the land along the Rhine River.”

			“Well,” Edie said, “I can’t think of anyone, anywhere, who deserves some stability more than the Eckhardt family.”

			Chapter Notes

			The figures for the growth in the Nazi Party between 1925 and 1928 come from Shirer (see Rise and Fall, 118).
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			June 4, 1928, 9:37 p.m.—EDW Ranch


			They made a large bonfire out by the barn that evening and roasted marshmallows and hot dogs. With that finished, they let the fire die down to glowing embers as they sat around and talked. The younger kids soon left to play night games, with Jacob and Abby leading the pack. To Edie’s surprise, the older grandchildren chose to stay with the adults. As she looked around at them, she felt a warm glow inside her.

			That Benji and Liesel had stayed behind was no surprise. They sat shoulder to shoulder on a log, occasionally whispering something to each other but mostly content to listen. Noah and Edna June sat beside MJ and June. Noah was the firstborn of the Westland grandchildren and was a year older than his uncle Benji. He was a rancher born and bred, from the tip of his rust-colored hair to the toes of his boots. At fifteen, he was pulling a man’s load now along with his father and grandfather. After the Reissners returned home, he and Benji would help take the cattle up to the summer range and stay up there for several weeks. His sister, Edna June, was a year younger than the twins. She didn’t have much of the Westland look about her. She took after her mother, and Edie adored her. Soft, gentle, patient, quick to help, she was a joy to have around. She was going to make some lucky man a wonderful wife.

			Charles and Lem Redd sat beside their parents. Charles, who was Rena and Rowland’s oldest child, had been born one week before the twins, a point about which he frequently reminded them. Lem had come along seventeen months later. Here were two more budding ranchers. They would be the fourth generation of cattlemen in the Redd clan.

			Tina sat beside her mother, her arm interlinked with Edie’s. At nineteen, she was considered an adult, but to her mother’s surprise, she said little now, seemingly content to watch and listen and enjoy. Edie guessed she was missing Monte at times like these.

			“So,” Mitch said as the conversation lagged, “today’s Monday. You’re still planning on leaving on Saturday, I assume?”

			Jacob nodded. “Yes. Both Adelia and I have callings in our ward and need to be back Sunday.”

			“Then if we do the picnic tomorrow and teach the kids how to ride horses, that still leaves us three days. What else would you like to do?”

			“We’re fine to just stay here and hang around the ranch,” Adelia said.

			All six of the teens moaned.

			“No, Mama,” Edna June cried. “Let’s take them to go see things.”

			“Yeah,” Benji said.

			“I agree,” Liesel vigorously added.

			Jacob spoke up. “The other night you mentioned a hill outside of Bluff, the last major pull for the pioneers and their teams. How far out of Bluff is that?”

			“Only eight or nine miles,” Mitch said. “They call it San Juan Hill, because it’s not far from the San Juan River.”

			Rena raised her head. “And if we went there, we could see the cliff dwellings that are in the area.”

			“Cliff dwellings?” Adelia repeated. “Now that is something I would love to see.”

			Liesel sat straight up. “You mean, real Indian ruins? How old are they?”

			“No one knows for sure,” Benji said. “The archeologists say they are probably a thousand years old or more.”

			Liesel stared at him in open-mouthed amazement. “Really?”

			“Yes, really,” Mitch said. “And they’re all over the place down here.”

			Noah jumped to his feet. “What about the House on Fire?” he exclaimed, looking at his parents. “It’s better than the River Ruins by a ton.”

			Adelia was leaning forward. “House on Fire? I assume that’s not literal. Tell us about it.”

			Edie did so. “It’s my favorite of all the ruins. The ruins themselves are built right beneath this massive cliff, which is a pretty neat thing to see in and of itself. But what makes these ruins so spectacular is that the cliff face has variegated colored sandstone. But the way the cliff face has eroded over the centuries”—she used her hands to demonstrate—“it looks like the rock is actually great flames of living fire. That’s where it gets its name.”

			“Especially in the afternoon when the sun is full on it,” Benji explained to Liesel. “It is the neatest thing ever.”

			All the kids were up and clamoring to be heard.

			Mitch raised a hand. “The one problem with San Juan Hill is that the road to it goes down Comb Wash. We’ve had a wet spring, so we might have trouble getting down there. But. . . .” He held up a finger, as if a great idea had just come to him.

			The children leaned in closer, their eyes shining with excite­ment.

			“What if we don’t go down to Bluff?” he said to Edie. “Instead, we can go out and see the House on Fire and then go on over to Natural Bridges National Monument.”

			Tina clapped her hands. “Wonderful, idea, Dad. We could hike down to Owachomo Natural Bridge and camp there overnight.”

			Mitch was nodding. “If you guys are up to a two-day trip and some hiking. Neither place is too strenuous to get to. If we take our time, even the little ones can do it. And it’s only about sixty miles from here.”

			A chorus of yeses drowned out Jacob and Adelia’s reply.

			As soon as it died away, June spoke up. “Owachomo means ‘rock mound’ in the Hopi language. It’s an amazing sight. You can hike right under it. The bridge is about ten stories above the ground and has a span of over a hundred feet across. It takes your breath away.”

			Jacob reached out and took Adelia’s hand. “What do you think, dear?”

			Edie spoke up before Adelia could answer. “We could get Sister Browning to come stay with the babies so all the rest of us could go. She’s a newly married sister in the ward with no children of her own yet. And she’s wonderful with babies.”

			“Oh, Mama, please.” Liesel was wringing her hands imploringly.

			After a moment, Adelia smiled. “Sounds to me like we have a plan.”

			Rena turned to Rowland. “What do you think? We’ve already been here for three days. Can you take some more time?”

			“Are you kidding?” he exclaimed. “I’ve never seen either of those things! I’ll call my brothers and have them take care of things until we get back.”

			“Yay, Dad!” Charles said, leaping to his feet. “Come on, Lem. Let’s go tell Abby and the others.” He was striding away even as he spoke. Benji, Liesel, and all the rest followed right after him.

			June 6, 1928, 7:45 p.m.—Near Owachomo Natural Bridge, Natural Bridges National Monument, Utah

			Adelia stood up, stretched, and yawned and then looked at the orange sky to the west. It glowed as if the whole state of Utah were on fire. “What an incredible place,” she said, turning around slowly, her hands outstretched as if she could pull it all down into her arms. “And it’s so quiet. When you live in the city, you forget how quiet it can be.”

			“When you live in San Juan County,” Mitch said dryly, “you sometimes long for noise of any kind.”

			“Oh, you,” Edie said, slapping at him playfully. “You know you like the quiet too.”

			Adelia laughed and came back and sat down beside her husband. She shivered and cuddled up against him. “Put another log on the fire, hon. It’s getting chilly.”

			Mitch was closer to the stack of wood they had chopped, so he reached over and tossed two pieces of dead cedar on the coals. “We are over eight thousand feet up here. Once the sun goes down, the heat of the desert kind of evaporates.”

			“I can get your coat from the tent,” Jacob offered.

			“No, no. Don’t wake the little ones up,” Adelia said. “Just hold me and I’ll be fine.” He put his arms around her and drew her in close.

			The sound of soft laughter floated to them as the bark on the cedar branches started to crackle. Tina turned and looked in the direction of the tent she shared with Liesel, Abby, Edna June, and Marta. She was smiling as she turned back. “The children are having such a fun time together.”

			“I know,” Edie said. “They’ve become best friends all over again this week, which is wonderful.”

			“Why aren’t we hearing anything from the boys’ tent?” Jacob wondered. “That’s a little worrisome.”

			“Because,” Tina said, “I told them that if they wake up the younger kids, they would be taking down all of the tents tomorrow by themselves and packing them into the cars.”

			“Good for you,” Edie said.

			Adelia turned to look at Tina. “So, Christina, tell us a little more about your plans with this young man of yours. Most importantly, will the two of you be able to go to Oberammergau with us?”

			“Absolutely,” Tina said. “There’s no way we’re going to miss that. Not after putting money into that pickle jar all these years.”

			“Yeah,” said Jacob. “I saw it there in the kitchen. Looks like it’s half full. How much have you collected by now, Mitch?”

			“Oh, we’ve emptied it twice already, and I haven’t counted what’s in there now, but we have put over three thousand dollars in our Oberammergau bank account so far.”

			Jacob gave a low whistle. “Wunderbar! That’s marvelous.” 

			Tina went on. “I’ll be teaching by then, hopefully, but not in the summer. Monte finishes medical school that spring, and we’ll leave for his residency in the fall. We’ll not be taking a honeymoon when we get married because we’ll both be in school, so this will be our honeymoon.”

			“What a great idea,” Adelia cried.

			“Hans asked me in his last letter if we are still planning on coming,” Jacob said. “I told him that we are and that we’re hoping to be able to take Liesel and young Jacob with us.”

			Tina’s laugh tinkled in the silence. “Oh, Benji will be pleased to hear that.”

			Adelia just smiled. “We told him that you are still planning on going too.”

			“Absolutely,” Mitch said.

			The talk turned to what time they thought they would be back to Monticello in the morning and what they wanted to do for supper that evening. A touch of sadness settled in as they realized that tomorrow would be their last night together. 

			Then suddenly, Jacob straightened. “Oh, dear,” he said. “I totally forgot, Mitch. They’re talking about having another German Mission reunion in connection with October general conference. I was hoping to bring an invitation down with us, but they’re still trying to pin down a place for the final banquet. But plan on it. It will be the fourth and fifth of October.”

			“And plan to stay with us,” Adelia added.

			“Oh, no you don’t,” Tina said. “If they’re coming up, they’ll be staying with me in Provo.” She gave her father a piercing look. “Right, Dad?”

			Mitch turned to Edie. “My goodness, dear. We just learned thirty seconds ago that we will be going to Salt Lake, and already they’re fighting over us.”

			“Wherever you stay,” Adelia came in, “you bring Benji and Abby up for sure. Our two oldest will never forgive you if you don’t.”

			“Heck,” Jacob laughed, “I think we should take your twins to the reunion with us. With their German, they’ll fit right in.”

			“Benji will for sure,” Adelia said. “He’ll be hobnobbing with the best of them. I couldn’t get over him in Germany. We’d turn around and there he was, conversing with the bus driver, or the waitresses at a restaurant, or even businessmen on the train.”

			“Abby will want to stay and play with Jacob and Liesel. She’s really quite shy around strangers,” Edie said.

			“Yeah,” Mitch said. “She gets that from me.”

			“Right,” Edie drawled. Then she sobered. “Part of that will depend on what happens with Reggie. Mitch and I are going to try to talk them into letting us keep him for another year instead of putting him in a boarding school.”

			“That’s not going to work, Edie,” Mitch said. “Celeste is adamant.”

			“I know that, but Frank agrees with us. I’m sure of that.”

			“In this battle, Celeste is going to win,” Mitch said quietly. “So don’t get your hopes too high.”

			Tina was staring at her hands. “Dad’s right, Mom. Celeste isn’t going to bend on this one.” Her voice caught. “As much as it pains me to say it.”
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			December 12, 1928, 1:15 p.m.—Westland Residence, 
981 Aspen Avenue, Newton, Massachusetts

			As Frank Westland let off the gas pedal, he chuckled sardonically to himself. To his left were the rolling, snow-­covered fairways of the Brae Burn Country Club. Here was one of the premier golf courses in America, site of the 1919 U.S. Open, and earlier this year, host to the U.S. Amateur National Championship.

			He braked and turned right onto Aspen Avenue and then looked to his left. And there, a short distance away, were the rolling, snow-covered fairways of the Woodland Golf Club, another prestigious venue that catered to Boston’s moneyed elite. Frank laughed again. Not a bad neighborhood for a cowboy from San Juan County.

			When the real estate agent had showed them the two-story brownstone house on Aspen Avenue, a quiet, tree-lined street in Newton, he and Celeste had immediately liked it. But Reginald Dickerson, Celeste’s father, had been absolutely ecstatic about the fact that not only was it roughly centered between the campuses of Harvard, M.I.T., and Wellesley College, but it also was within five minutes of two of the premier golf facilities in Massachusetts. Reginald was a member at Brae Burn and had playing privileges at Woodland.

			Frank, who had never lifted a golf club before and who was completely burned out from three years of nose-to-the-grindstone studies in Berlin, decided that golf would be a good thing to add to his new, more sophisticated lifestyle. He took four lessons from the golf pro at Brae Burn and then played a couple of early-morning rounds with some colleagues from M.I.T. He had enjoyed it more than he had thought he would, but the time it took to play even nine holes was a frustration to him. One Saturday, he had played eighteen holes with his father-in-law and some of his banking associates. It had not been a pleasant experience. On the fifth fairway, it took Frank four strokes to get the ball halfway to the hole. Their two partners, who were not trying very hard to hide their impatience, were already down at the pin. Reginald had looked around carefully to make sure no one was watching him and then leaned in and whispered, “Frank, just pretend to hit the ball this time, then pick it up and carry it for a while. When no one’s looking, you can drop it on the grass again.” He did as instructed, but on that day he decided that the only way to really enjoy golf was to get reasonably good at the game, and that was going to take much more time than he was willing to give. He hadn’t played since, nor had his father-in-law asked him to.

			A moment later Frank braked again as he turned the Pontiac into their driveway. As he shut off the engine, he was watching the door, expecting Reggie to come busting out of it at any minute whooping and hollering now that his dad was home. But when nothing happened, Frank grabbed his briefcase and went in the house.

			“I’m home,” he called, removing his coat and hat and hanging them on the coatrack.

			“Daddy’s home!” Reggie’s voice came from the direction of the kitchen. There was the scrape of a chair on linoleum.

			“No, Reginald!” Celeste’s voice was sharp and irritated. “You will stay right there, young man! You can’t get down until they’re all gone.” 

			“Aw, Mommy! Please.”

			“No!” A moment later, Celeste appeared in the hallway. She came quickly to Frank, went up on tiptoes and kissed him lightly, and took his briefcase from him. “Thanks for coming home early, Frank. You’re a dear.”

			“No problem. I can correct final exams as easily here as I can at the office.”

			“This afternoon is my last exam,” Celeste said. “And I’m ready to be done.” She set his briefcase on the hall table and started back toward the kitchen. “Can I take the car? I’m not sure the bus will get me there on time.”

			“Of course.” Frank retrieved the keys from his pocket and handed them to her. Then he moved into the kitchen with her following.

			“Hey, Reginald,” Frank called. “Come and see Daddy!”

			“No, Frank!” Celeste cried. “He can’t get out of his chair until he finishes his eggs.”

			“Not again.” Frank sighed. Reginald was seated at the table, a napkin on his lap and a plate with two poached eggs on it placed in front of him. There was also a glass that had obviously once held orange juice but was empty now.

			“Hi, son,” Frank said, and he went over and gave Reginald a hug. But he stopped his son as Reggie tried to stand up. Frank turned to Celeste. “How long this time?”

			She glanced at the clock over the stove. “Since nine o’clock. Four and a half hours! Can you believe that? He is so stubborn!” she cried.

			“Am not,” Reginald cried. “But I hate these eggs. They’re awful, Daddy.”

			“They’re good for you, Reginald,” Celeste said before Frank could answer. “Now stop being so obstinate. Eat them and then you can get down and play.”

			“No!” He folded his arms and turned his back on his mother.

			Frank put his arm around her waist. “Why does Mrs. Cotter insist on poaching them?”

			“How would I know?” Celeste snapped, pulling away from him. “She’s British. That’s what the British do, I guess. But don’t you be sticking up for him, Frank. He’s got to learn to mind.”

			Frank nudged her with his elbow. “Seems to me if he’s held out four and a half hours, maybe it’s the poached eggs that should be punished.”

			Reginald snorted at that. “Yeah!” he cried.

			Celeste whirled in a huff. “That’s not funny, Frank! And don’t you take his side in this. He has got to learn to be obedient.”

			Frank sighed, not wanting another confrontation. He looked at his son. “Okay, Reginald. Three bites, then you can get down.”

			“No!” Celeste exploded. “Don’t you do that. Don’t you come home and be the doting father and make me the bad guy here. He has to learn that he doesn’t get his way. Ever since he came back from living with your parents, he’s become such a willful child.”

			“Hey!” Frank barked, more sharply than he intended. “That’s not the problem here.” Then, seeing that their son was staring at them, his eyes wide, Frank snapped at him. “Reginald, you either eat the eggs or you go up to your room. But if you do that, there’ll be nothing to eat until supper time.”

			“Fine,” the boy said triumphantly. He threw down his napkin, jumped down, and was gone like a shot. A moment later they heard his footsteps running up the stairs.

			“Thank you, Frank,” Celeste said icily. “Thanks for standing by me.”

			“My parents love our son, and he was happy when he was with them. You know that. So don’t badmouth them in front of him.”

			“They spoiled him rotten, Frank. You can’t deny that. And now look at him. Willful. Stubborn. Rebellious.”

			“Unhappy,” he added quietly.

			“Oh, stop it!”

			“If you’re looking for someone to blame, tell Mrs. Cotter to stop poaching his eggs, for crying out loud. I know she’s British, but surely she could scramble them once in a while. I notice you never touch them.”

			Celeste flinched. “That’s neither here nor there. I don’t like eggs of any kind.” She was suddenly pleading. “If I tell Mrs. Cotter that, she’ll quit. You know how she is. And remember how long it took for us to find her?”

			“Fine, but then stop blaming Reginald for not eating them. He’s already miserable enough, Celeste. Can’t you see that?”

			“Oh,” she said, stiffening. “Don’t start on that again.”

			“Why not? That damnable boarding school we’ve got him in is the real problem. Look at the staff. From the principal down, they’re a bunch of pickle suckers.”

			Celeste reared back slightly. “What?”

			“Well, they are. They look like they’ve been sucking on pickles since the day they were born. When was the last time you saw any of them smile?”

			Celeste smiled in spite of herself. “In the case of Mr. Beecherman, it’s maybe been even longer than since he was born.” Then she sobered. “All right, Frank. I know Reginald’s not happy. But do we have to solve that right now? I have fifty students waiting for me to give them a final exam. We have that meeting at the bank tonight, and—”

			Frank groaned. “I totally forgot about that. Do we have to go? I’ve got a ton of tests to grade. What’s it all about anyway?”

			“I don’t know, but yes, we have to go. Daddy says it’s very important, and I promised him we’d come.”

			“Tell you what,” Frank said, a tiny grin stealing across his face. “I’ll go to the meeting if I can take a cheese sandwich up to Reginald.”

			Celeste stiffened. “No, Frank! You have to stop spoiling him.” She turned and started for the door.

			“His problem is not being spoiled, Celeste.”

			She waved a hand in the air angrily. “Not now, Frank. I’ll be back before five.”

			1:47 p.m.

			Frank opened the door to the kitchen and peeked in. “Mrs. Cotter?”

			There was the sound of footsteps, but it was Mrs. O’Bannion who stepped into view. She was the housekeeper, not the cook. “Mrs. Cotter went to the market to buy groceries, Mr. Westland. Can I help you?”

			“Oh, good,” Frank said, and he moved over to join her. He lowered his voice. “Do you think you could make some kind of sandwich? Maybe ham and cheese. Or even just cheese.”

			A smile lit up her eyes. “For Master Reginald, Mr. Westland?”

			“Yes.”

			The smile spread across her face. Mrs. O’Bannion was first-­generation Irish. She had come to America with her parents as a teenage girl and had now raised five children of her own. Unlike Mrs. Cotter, whom Celeste’s mother had found for them, she had a sunny disposition and adored their son. “It will take only a wee minute or two. Would ye like me to take it up to him, or would ye like to do that?”

			Frank chuckled. “You’d better do it. I have to maintain plausible deniability, because I’m sure the first thing Mrs. Westland is going to ask when she gets home is, ‘Frank, did you give any food to our son who is being punished like a hardened criminal up in his room?’”

			Mrs. O’Bannion laughed merrily. “Oh, Mr. Westland, you are such a wee rogue. But your secret be safe with me. And I’ll tell Master Reggie to not give us away, either.”

			Frank looked at her in mock horror. “Mrs. O’Bannion! Did you just call our son ‘Master Reggie’?”

			“I did, sir,” she said with a giggle.

			“Good for you. But don’t ever let Mrs. Westland hear you say it.”

			“Oh, heavens and begorra, Mr. Westland,” Mrs. O’Bannion said gravely, “I value me wee life far too much to make a grand and terrible mistake such as that.”
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			December 12, 1928, 7:12 p.m.—New England Colonial Bank and Trust, 12 Franklin Street, Financial District, Boston

			It struck Frank as peculiar that he had lived in Boston for several years now and had never been inside his father-in-law’s bank. He had driven past it many times, but that was it. Not that it bothers me, he thought as he pulled his car into the parking lot. But he did wonder what that said about his relationship with Reginald Dickerson. It was friendly, cordial, and mutually respectful, but not what you’d call a “drop-in-at-the-office-anytime” kind of association.

			Frank got out and walked around the car to open Celeste’s door. There was a frigid breeze blowing in off the harbor, and Celeste pulled her full-length coat in more tightly around her as she straightened. “Brrr!” she said, shivering noticeably.

			Frank took her arm, leaning in close. “You look stunning tonight, dear.”

			Celeste turned and gave him a warm smile. “Why, thank you, darling. You look very nice yourself.”

			“I’m just glad that the university doesn’t require faculty members to wear one of these monkey suits when they teach.”

			Celeste’s laugh floated lightly on the air. “I probably wouldn’t use that expression once we get inside. Most people call them tuxedos.” 

			7:16 p.m.

			There were four or five luxuriously furnished office suites on the top floor of the five-story building, and on the door of the largest one, stenciled in gold letters, it read, Reginald W. Dickerson, President and Chairman of the Board. That he held both offices wasn’t a big surprise to Frank. Celeste had told him that her father had founded the bank and held a significant majority of the shares in it. But it reminded Frank that even if he was the son-in-law of the president and chairman of the board, he was way out of his league here.

			The conference room was already about half full, and Frank saw that he and Celeste were the youngest of the crowd by probably fifteen or twenty years, at least. The room had a long, mahogany table near the front with three matching armchairs behind it. In front of it there were several rows of expensive-looking upholstered chairs that filled about half of the room. People were mingling in the back half of the room as three uniformed waiters moved among them with glasses of champagne and very elegant hors d’oeuvres.

			Reginald was at the head of the room, behind the table, talking with two other men. Celeste told Frank their names, which he guessed he should have recognized, and said they were the presidents of two of Boston’s other biggest investment banks. Reginald saw them and waved for them to come forward. At the same time, he called to his wife, who was a few feet away from him, and pointed. When she turned and saw Frank and Celeste, she immediately came over to greet them.

			“Ooh la la, Celeste,” she said, stepping back to give her daughter the once over. “You look divine in that dress.”

			“Merci beaucoup, Mama,” Celeste said. “And you look absolutely fabulous too.” They kissed each other on both cheeks in the French way. As Frank watched them, he agreed. They did look fabulous. Babette Dickerson was a remarkably beautiful woman. Her dark hair was cut in a bob, like Celeste’s, and like Celeste, she was only about five feet, two inches tall. She had deep brown eyes and flawless, pale skin. Her dress was a wine-colored, floor-length gown with long sleeves and a lightly scooped neckline. It was tight fitting and showed off her shapeliness to perfection. She wore three gold bracelets on one wrist and a delicate gold chain around her neck. She turned to Frank and looked him up and down slowly. “And who is this handsome man, Celeste? Wherever did you find him?”

			Frank laughed and stepped forward to kiss his mother-in-law on both cheeks. “Good evening, Babette. You do look wonderful. People are going to wonder who’s the mother and who’s the daughter.”

			Babette gave a little laugh and poked his shoulder. “And the stranger has a golden tongue as well.” But she was clearly flattered by the compliment.

			Babette Durand Dickerson had been born in Paris to a wealthy, aristocratic family and even had royal blood back in her ancestry somewhere. When Celeste had brought Frank to the mansion that first time, her mother had been markedly cool, not trying in any way to hide her displeasure that her daughter had come home with some cowboy from Hicksville, Utah. Both she and Reginald had fought the courtship and engagement vigorously. It still amazed Frank that Celeste had stood up to them. But then, Celeste was the only child of two very strong-willed people who had doted on her and given her whatever she wanted from the day she was born. And for some reason that still baffled him, Celeste had decided that Frank Westland was the man she wanted to marry. She had threatened to run off and elope if her parents kept fighting it.

			In the ensuing years, the attitude of both parents had gradually softened toward Frank. Getting his doctorate under the tutelage of the world-renowned Albert Einstein and now being an associate professor at M.I.T had helped immensely. He wasn’t one of them, but he was no longer an outsider. He knew he had finally been accepted when, about a year after their marriage, Celeste’s mother had asked him to start calling her Babette. And now they were really good friends. They enjoyed each other’s company and they would often banter back and forth, teasing one another.

			“We’re on the front row,” Babette said to Celeste. “Our names are on the chairs. You go up. I’ll be right there.”

			They had barely sat down before Babette was back with one of the waiters. “Champagne?” she asked, taking one for herself. 

			Celeste took one as well, but Frank shook his head. “No, thanks.”

			Babette cocked her head, her lips forming a pout. “You would turn your nose up at the elixir of the gods? Do you not remember that champagne is a French creation?”

			“Yeah,” Frank drawled. “But I prefer American champagne, the elixir of the common man. Otherwise know as beer.” He looked at the waiter. “Is that even a possibility?”

			The waiter glanced quickly at Babette, who nodded, and then he said, “Of course. I’ll be right back.”

			Celeste just shook her head. “Beer? How plebeian.”

			“Hey,” Frank said. “It’s got bubbles too, but mine comes with a head on it.”

			7:28 p.m.

			Two minutes before the meeting was to start, another couple came in and took the last two empty seats. Immediately the servers and staff exited the room, shutting the doors behind them. All conversation ceased and everyone sat quietly waiting for what was to come next. There were thirty-one people in all. Mostly it was couples, but there were five men who had come alone. There were no unaccompanied women.

			Precisely at seven thirty, Reginald stood up. As all eyes turned to him, he smiled warmly and began. “Ladies and gentlemen, friends and associates, welcome. Thank you for being here. We know this is a busy time of the year, but I am confident that before you leave tonight, you will agree that it was well worth your time.”

			He sobered. “So, without further ado, let’s get to it. What my two colleagues and I are about to present to you is a unique and, we believe, highly profitable business opportunity. All of you have already signed an agreement of confidentiality and nondisclosure before coming. I remind you that you may discuss the details of this presentation only with people present in this room tonight.”

			“Very good,” he said after seeing the people in the room nodding. His two companions sat back, visibly relaxing. “I shall begin with a few preliminary remarks to lay the background for our proposal, and then I shall ask our colleague, Mr. Claude Rutherford, to put forth our proposal to you. When he is done, Mr. Charles Reed Ashbridge will lay out exactly what you will need to do if you have an interest in this opportunity.”

			Reginald paused for another moment, looking around at the upturned faces, and then went on. “My friends, the decade in which we now live and which soon will be coming to an end has been labeled the ‘Roaring Twenties.’ It has been a wonderful and sometimes tumultuous time. Many people believe that the world has gone crazy, that the values of previous generations have been tossed aside, and that our culture has slipped from its moorings. I am not one of them.”

			Frank’s mind jumped back to five years earlier when he and Celeste had gone to Utah to visit his family. They had arrived shortly after Tina had shocked their father by coming out in a new dress with the hemline above mid-calf. Afterwards, long discussions had followed about the Roaring Twenties and the eroding standards and abandonment of traditional values. Five years later, what had seemed scandalous back then was commonplace now and hardly raised an eyebrow.

			“But it is not about changing values that we speak,” Reginald continued. “It is about the rapidly changing economics of our nation as this decade draws to a close. For one thing is certain about the Roaring Twenties: the decade has created two dramatically different economic conditions. I speak of prosperity. And I speak of poverty.” He reached down and picked up a single sheet of paper. “I would like to share some interesting facts that support my assertion, and this shall provide the backdrop for our discussion tonight.

			“In 1900, not quite thirty years ago now, not one family in a hundred owned their own horse and buggy. Now more than half of all households have their own cars, and an increasing number have two cars. In 1900, only one in every thirteen homes had a telephone; now it’s one in two. In 1900, modern plumbing and electricity in homes were luxuries only enjoyed by the upper classes. Today, twenty-one million homes are wired, seven million households have electric refrigerators, and twenty-two million homes own radio receivers.” He lowered the paper. “These figures provide evidence of the prosperity America has been enjoying in this decade.”

			People were obviously struck by his statistics. Celeste leaned over and said, “I had no idea things were expanding that rapidly.”

			Her father continued before Frank could answer. “For centuries, nay, millennia, the fastest way to communicate with someone who lived any distance away from you was by horse. Then came the train, which, early on, traveled at the blinding speed of about seven to ten miles per hour.”

			Laughter rippled through the room. “Back then even the experts said that if a human being traveled faster than thirty miles an hour, it would suck the breath right out of him and he would die. I think we can now safely say that is not true.”

			More chuckles.

			“Now we have laid cables across the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean, and my wife can pick up a telephone and call her mother in Paris.” Reginald pulled a face. “And talk for hours.” More laughter. “I can send a telegram to London in the morning and hear back before the day is over. We can now drive in one day what took a wagon a month.”

			As Frank looked around, he was struck by something. He had never thought of Reginald as a people person. He was sober to the point of sourness, formal to the point of stiffness, and reserved to the point of being standoffish. Yet he had some of Boston’s wealthiest, most prominent, and most sophisticated citizens eating out of the palm of his hand. They were loving this.

			“Well, I think we can all agree that it is a wonderful time we live in.” Reginald stopped, his eyes moving from face to face. “Or is it?” He turned his paper over. “Here is another side of the Roaring Twenties we don’t talk about in polite company. Our economists are touting our time as a new golden age of prosperity. Which it is . . . for the five percent of Americans who earn thirty-three percent of the income.”

			That brought a murmur of surprise. Reginald’s voice went up a notch in volume. “How golden is it when forty percent of American families are living below the poverty level? Yes! You heard that right. Forty percent of all Americans are too poor to buy the goods and services they see all around them. Most of them are too poor to even buy the necessities of life—food, shelter, and the basic commodities.”

			Frank was watching Reginald intently. This was hardly what he had expected. A lecture on the plight of the poor to this group? Was he going to ask for donations? Frank flinched as he saw that his father-in-law was looking directly at him.

			“Ladies and gentlemen, I’d like to introduce you to my son-in-law, Frank Westland.” He motioned with his hand for Frank to stand up. “As some of you know, Frank is a physicist who is now a professor at M.I.T. and also teaches some classes at Harvard.”

			As Frank got slowly to his feet, he looked down at Celeste and Babette, wondering if they had known this was coming. From their faces, it was clear that they had not.

			“Frank,” Reginald continued, “hails from out west. His family owns a prosperous cattle ranch in Utah. Frank, if you don’t mind, may I ask you some questions?”

			Frank nodded warily.

			“Does your extended family own any automobiles?”

			Frank blinked and then nodded again. “Yes.”

			“How many, if I may ask?”

			“Well, my older brother and my sister and her husband have formed a co-op with my father. Between them they own three automobiles, four farm trucks, and various pieces of farm equipment.”

			“Do their homes have indoor plumbing and electricity?”

			Where was he going with this? “Of course.”

			“Refrigerators?”

			“Yes.”

			“Telephones, radios, maybe an electric washer and vacuums?”

			“Yes to all.” Frank started to sit down, but Reginald motioned for him to keep standing.

			“So, my friends, Frank and his family are not some of those I’ve just been talking about. They are a successful, prosperous family, just like we are.”

			“Well,” Frank said dryly, “not quite as prosperous as you, Reginald.”

			He heard Celeste’s sharp intake of breath beside him. Babette sniggered. And the crowd hooted.

			Reginald actually smiled too. “I’ve spoken of Frank’s family to help me make my point. So, Frank, let me ask you this. I was just speaking about people who are not prosperous, who live in extreme poverty right here among us, right here in America. In your opinion, what group of people is most likely to be found in those conditions?”

			Now Frank understood, and he answered with a single word. “Farmers.” Then he sat down.

			“Yes!” Reginald cried. “Farmers!”

			“Is that true?” Celeste whispered to him.

			“Yes, very much so,” Frank whispered back.

			“Frank—and you can remain seated now—would you say this is because farmers are lazy and slothful?”

			Frank bristled a little. “Absolutely not. Farmers are some of the hardest working people I know.”

			“Yes, they are,” Reginald agreed. “And some of the most frugal, too. So why are they in this plight, would you say, Frank?”

			“Because conditions are tough for farmers right now,” he answered. “Really tough.”

			“Thank you, Frank. I wanted these people to hear it from someone who knows.”

			And at that moment, Frank realized that this was why he and Celeste had been invited to this meeting. Reginald wanted him there to make his points for him.

			Once again Reginald consulted his paper, but after glancing at it, he set it down again. “Let me describe why things are so tough for farmers, as Frank has told us. While the Great War in Europe was a terrible thing, it actually proved to be a boon to the American farmer. Why? Because the government started buying huge amounts of food. First it was to send to our Allies in the war. Later it was to feed the American boys who were sent to France and Belgium. With fat government contracts, the farmers prospered. And with that prosperity, they bought more land. They bought farm equipment. Then they plowed and planted larger amounts of acreage to fill the demand. And they prospered.”

			“We did really well in the war,” Frank whispered to Celeste. “Almost every cow we sold was to the government.”

			“The explosion in technology blessed the farmers as well. While we were buying automobiles, they were buying tractors, threshing machines, plows, grain drills, harrows. And these machines profoundly transformed the lives of farmers. A tractor could plow more acreage in one hour than a team of horses could do in a day. And it never had to be rested like the teams did. A threshing machine could harvest in one day what it used to take twenty men a week to do. And this increase in production added to their prosperity.” Reginald stopped and let his eyes scan the faces before him. “And what do you think they did with that prosperity?”

			“They bought new equipment,” Babette suggested.

			“Yes! What else?” No one answered. Reginald looked at Frank again. “What else did the farmer do with his increased earnings?”

			Startled, Frank looked up. He had already answered it in his head. “He spent it on his wife and children. He put a new addition on the house. He bought his wife a washing machine. He threw out the old ice box and bought a refrigerator. He had indoor plumbing and electricity installed. He even took his family into town to the movies on weekends and bought them an ice cream cone afterwards.”

			Reginald was pleased. “Exactly. He did what all of us did. He used his growing prosperity to raise the quality of life and the standard of living for his family.” There was a long pause. He looked around, his expression somber. “And then—” He sighed deeply. “And then things began to change.”

			Chapter Notes

			Most of the statistics found in the chapter come from David E. Kyvig’s Daily Life in the United States, 1920–1940.
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			December 12, 1928, 7:48 p.m.—
New England Colonial Bank and Trust, Boston

			Reginald Dickerson was thoughtful now as he went on. “We often think of a financial recession as stemming from a downturn in the overall economy. But in the case of the farmers and ranchers, it was just the opposite. It was the booming economy that brought disaster. Three major factors came together to create unintended consequences.

			“Number one, in those prosperous years, as Frank has said, farmers did what most other Americans were doing. They wanted to have a better life. And like most other Americans in the last few years, they didn’t want to wait until they had enough money to pay cash. That could take months or years. So what did they do?”

			“They started buying on credit,” a woman called out. “Like most people did.”

			“That’s right,” Reginald replied, “and merchants and manufacturers greased the skids to make buying on the installment plan as easy as possible. And bankers, as bankers have done from time immemorial, underwrote it all and charged interest for doing so.”

			“I like that arrangement,” another man quipped. The rest laughed. Frank managed a thin smile. Seeing that, Celeste took his hand and squeezed it.

			“Farmers were no different than their town and city counterparts,” Reginald went on. “Over the years, they had taken out short-term loans from the banks to buy seed or equipment, then they paid them off when their crops came in. But with these additional items, including new farm equipment, it became common practice to carry their loans over into the next year. Thus they gradually moved from seasonal debt to more long-term debt.”

			Frank looked around. This was simple economics, but they were all listening carefully, sensing that his comments had a purpose.

			“Then the war ended. Our boys came home. War contracts were canceled. Some farmers saw the demand for their crops drop by thirty, forty, or even fifty percent almost overnight. This situation was further complicated by the fact that with their new equipment and new and better fertilizers, food production went up.” 

			Reginald looked around at his audience. “Tell me, folks. You’re the economists. What happens when there is more product than there is demand for that product?”

			“Prices go down,” the man behind Frank said.

			“Not just down,” said another. “They fall like a rock.”

			“Yes!” Reginald cried. “And that is exactly what’s been happening in America the last several years. Food prices are down everywhere. We who live in the towns and cities love it. This is wonderful. But for the farmer, this has proved to be disastrous. In the past few years, farm income has fallen sixty percent. Yes! Sixty percent! Think of that in terms of your own situation. What would you do if you were suddenly earning less than half what you were before?”

			“They’d have to cut back on the amount of caviar they have at their parties,” Frank murmured to himself. He felt a sharp jab in his ribs and saw that Celeste and Babette were both glaring at him. He realized that he must have spoken louder than he had intended. He raised his hand.

			“No, Frank,” Celeste hissed. “Don’t you dare say that.”

			But Reginald motioned to him. “Yes, Frank. What do you do?”

			“You cut back. You tighten your belts. You eat only one meal a day. Your kids go barefoot. Your motto becomes, ‘Patch it up, wear it out, make it do, or do without.’”

			“Do without what, Frank?”

			“You do without everything that is not absolutely essential to your existence.”

			“Thank you. So now, we have a new set of conditions out there in farm country. As food prices collapsed, many farmers were unable to meet their debt obligations. This wasn’t because they were lazy good-for-nothings. As Frank told us, these are honest, hardworking, decent citizens. They have produced bumper crops, but they’ve either had to sell them for less than what it cost to grow them, or, in many cases, they haven’t been able to sell them at all and have had to leave the food to rot in the fields.”

			Reginald stopped, letting the people consider that. Frank guessed he was now ready to make his point.

			And after a long pause, he did so. “I don’t need to tell you what happened next. It’s happening all over America. Farmers default on their loans. The bankers have no choice but to foreclose on their mortgages and seize their property as the farmers, desperate and destitute, pack up their families and head for the cities, where factories are clamoring for more workers. Here’s another shocking statistic.” He was looking at his paper again. “By 1930, just a year from now, the government is estimating that in this decade we call the ‘Roaring Twenties,’ more than six million people will have abandoned their farms.”

			Frank was aghast. Six million!

			“Many of those have no choice,” Reginald continued. “They don’t own the land anymore. The bankers do. But even the farmers who were frugal and refused to go into debt have a problem. They can’t sell their food either, and so they are forced to head for the cities too. So they put up their farms for sale. Slight problem: all the bankers are frantically trying to sell the land they’ve foreclosed on.” He paused, looking grim now. “So you tell me. What’s happening to all that farmland out there?”

			Hands went up everywhere, but Claude Rutherford stood up and leaned forward, hands on the table. “The prices have dropped precipitously, because no one has the money to purchase the land. It is a massive buyer’s market out there right now.” 

			Celeste leaned closer and looked at Frank. “Is that right?” she whispered. “They just walk away?”

			“Yes. They have no choice. Dad told me that there are dozens of abandoned homesteads in our county now, and all over the state, too. But six million! I had no idea.”

			There were a lot of quiet conversations going on around the room, and Reginald seemed content to let it run. Finally, as things quieted, he lifted his head. “So,” he began as everyone quickly fell silent, “this brings us to why we are here tonight. Though it sounds cruel to put it this way, it is nevertheless a fact: one man’s tragedy is another man’s opportunity.”

			So that’s it? The golden eagles swoop down on the helpless rabbits. Frank felt a great wave of revulsion sweep over him.

			Somewhere behind him, a man was muttering loudly to his wife. “Buy up useless farms as an investment? He can’t be serious. Who’s going to buy it?”

			Reginald heard the comment and pounced on it at once. “We are, Carl.” Then he laughed as others gasped. “Yes, my friends, we are. But not to become farmers. Oh, no. Right now, that would be foolish indeed.”

			Frank was staring at the floor, sick with what he was hearing. Are you really proposing to earn fortunes off of the shattered lives of others? Suddenly, Celeste nudged him hard with her elbow. Frank looked up to see that his father-in-law was once again looking directly at him. “It seems crass to speak about profiting from the misfortunes of others.”

			“Yes, it does,” Frank said softly, but loud enough for all to hear.

			To his surprise, Reginald smiled, as if that were the very answer he was hoping for. “But what if there were an opportunity to lessen the extent of the tragedy for the victims, and thus bless both of us?”

			“Equally?” Frank asked, his eyes locked on Reginald’s.

			There was a quick flash of irritation in Reginald’s eyes. “Of course not, because the investment required to make this happen is not shared equally by both sides. But I promise you this: those we reach out to will thank us with tears in their eyes.” He swung around to his associates. “Claude, why don’t you begin?”

			8:20 p.m.

			It was so simple in concept it was almost breathtaking, and when Claude was finished and sat down again, Frank’s initial disgust had turned to wonder. Oh, he wasn’t fooled by Reginald’s “sorrowful concerns” for the plight of the poor farmers. There might be a modicum of truth in his feelings for their plight, but the men and women in this room were clearly going to get very, very rich from this. But that said, the plan clearly would also bless the lives of thousands of good men and women out there. For this was not about farming at all. It was about land development.

			As Rutherford began, Celeste had taken out a pencil and a small notebook from her purse and handed them to Frank. Obviously she had known more about this meeting than she had let on. But he took them and wrote as fast as he could.

			They were going to create a new financial entity called DR&A Land and Title Company—Dickerson, Rutherford, and Ashbridge. The initial stock offering was one million shares to be sold at ten dollars per share to initial investors—the men and women in this room. Minimum purchase was 25,000 shares, or $250,000. But as was a common practice in the stock market, purchases could be made on margin, that is, with thirty percent down at purchase, and the rest not due until the stock was sold, hopefully at double or triple the price of purchase.

			As soon as the price of the stock doubled, which Rutherford assured them would occur within a few months, they would offer an additional one million shares at twenty dollars per share, with a twenty percent margin required at purchase. The initial investors would share in the profits from this expanded sale.

			Five urban areas had been identified. These were chosen because they were currently undergoing rapid growth and exploding populations. They were mostly burgeoning manufacturing centers or major transportation and distribution hubs. The sites were Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania; Chicago, Illinois; Cleveland, Ohio; Detroit, Michigan; and St. Louis, Missouri. Work was already under way to identify five more sites if their plans went as they hoped. A regional office of DR&A would be set up in each of these cities, with additional branch offices added as needed.

			With the capital raised by the stock offering, DR&A would immediately set to work purchasing farmland that was either for sale by anxious owners or held by banks desperate to sell their unsellable land.

			Here was where the brilliant part came in, and Frank guessed that it was mostly Reginald’s idea. It wasn’t just any farmland they were looking for. They had experts mapping out where urban expansion was most likely to occur, even as far out as five to ten years, and that was what they would buy up.

			Urban property values were already skyrocketing as cities took in more and more citizens and land was needed to house them. But farmland was still far enough out from the city limits that no one was looking at it yet. It was like a tree filled with low-hanging fruit that was just out of sight of the passing public.

			At that point, Frank had raised his hand. “And how much are you going to offer the farmers for their land?” Reginald had immediately stood and fielded the question.

			“Five to ten cents on the dollar, pre-depression price.” Then before Frank could protest, he went on quickly. “For those families whose lands were foreclosed on by the banks, we can do nothing. The bank holds title already.”

			“I see that,” Frank had shot right back. “But what about the farmer who is desperately trying to sell the land that he owns? You’re going to offer him a nickel on the dollar? That’s how you’re going to benefit him?”

			“It will depend on the land, of course, but generally, that is now the market price of their land. We don’t set that price. An appraiser does. And in most cases that’s about the ratio of what it was worth before farm prices started to plummet, five or ten percent.”

			“You’re still taking advantage of him,” Frank had argued, feeling his temper rising. Celeste had been tugging on his pant leg by that time, but to Frank’s surprise, Babette had pulled her back. “Your father’s a big boy, Celeste,” she said in a low voice. “Let Frank ask his questions. He’s got a stake in this too.”

			It had been clear that Reginald was a little irritated with his son-in-law, but he kept it under control. “No, Frank. We’re taking advantage of the circumstances he’s in, but we didn’t create those circumstances.”

			That concept struck Frank with some force. He didn’t like it. But Reginald was right. He and his bank weren’t responsible for those conditions.

			“That’s life, Frank,” Reginald went on. “And we’re not going to make it worse for the farmer; we’re making it better, even though the whole situation is tragic. He can always turn down our offer.”

			“He won’t,” Frank cried, “because he’ll have no other choice.”

			“Ah,” Reginald had said triumphantly, “and he won’t because he’ll come away with something, rather than just having to walk away with nothing in hand. Right?”

			There was only one answer to that, so Frank nodded and shut up.

			9:30 p.m.—Highway 16, Newton, Massachusetts

			By the time they had come out of the meeting it was snowing steadily, so they hadn’t said much as they left Boston and drove through Cambridge, the roads getting slicker with every mile. But it was lightening up the farther they moved away from the bay, and now there were patches of bare pavement beneath them, so Frank accelerated a little.

			“Are you going to say anything?” Celeste finally asked.

			Frank turned. “About what?”

			She gave him a pitying look.

			“What is there to say? I don’t like it. It’s the poor that always end up the losers. But your father’s right. That’s not their doing.”

			“So you don’t think Daddy is a crook?”

			Frank hooted softly. “I never said that.”

			“You implied it,” Celeste said pointedly.

			“No I didn’t, Celeste. Nothing he’s doing is illegal in any way.”

			“It’s just not ethical, right?” There was a touch of bitterness in her voice.

			“I didn’t say that either.”

			“But you—”

			Frank rushed on. “All right, I did imply that. But his answer was a good one. They didn’t create the situation; they’re just taking advantage of it.”

			“And helping the desperate farmer as they do so.”

			“Yes, that too. And that’s life, I guess.”

			Celeste moved closer and snuggled against him. “Good. I couldn’t believe you took him on like that in front of everyone. People don’t usually do that to Daddy.” 

			“I’m surprised your mother didn’t get angry.”

			“Oh, nothing you do makes Mother angry.” It was said with a bit of a barb to it. Frank decided to let it pass.

			“Which reminds me,” he said, “what did she mean when she said that I’ve got a stake in this too? A stake in what?”

			Celeste stared out at the snowflakes being caught in the light of the headlamps. Finally, she inhaled deeply and let it out in a low sigh. “A stake in the new company.”

			“I’m not part of that in any way. Why do you say that?”

			“You’re my husband. Therefore you have a stake in it.”

			Still puzzled, Frank gave her a long look. “Are you talking about a financial stake? I don’t have any of my own money. And all we’ve got is six or seven thousand dollars in the bank. That’s a bit short of the seventy-five thousand minimum we need.”

			For another long moment Celeste looked up at him, her eyes large and luminous. Then she reached up and kissed him on the cheek. “I love you, Frank. You are a wonder.”

			He was staring at her. “Am I missing something here?”

			“Have you really forgotten about my trust fund?”

			“Oh! Uh . . . no.”

			“Yes you did. And I love you for it.”

			“I didn’t forget it, I just never think of it. It’s in the bank. We don’t use it. And besides, that’s yours.”

			“No, Frank. By law, it’s ours.”

			“I don’t care. That’s your money, and you can use it any way you want.”

			“Do you even know how much is in there now?” Celeste asked.

			“You said your father gave you $50,000 on your sixteenth birthday,” Frank answered.

			“Yes, to be made available to me when I turned twenty-one. But remember, when Grandfather Durand died, I received another $100,000 from him as my inheritance.”

			“Oh, yeah, I had forgotten that. That’s been . . . what? Three years ago?”

			“Four. And don’t forget interest. And that Daddy’s been investing it for me.”

			The snow was starting to blow across the road, so Frank slowed. Up ahead he could see the turnoff into the Brae Burn Country Club and knew they were getting close to home. “So, how much is there now?”

			“About $263,000.”

			Frank gave a low whistle. “Really?” Then he grinned. “No wonder I love you so much.”

			Celeste slugged him. “So, what do you think?”

			“Think about what?”

			“Me taking that money and investing in Daddy’s new company?”

			Frank drew in a sharp breath. “All of it?”

			“I was thinking more like two hundred and fifty thousand of it. Mother received half a million from Grand-père when he died. She’s thinking of buying fifty thousand shares. If you agree, I’m thinking of buying twenty-five thousand. And Daddy recommends we don’t buy them on margin. Since we have the cash, if we buy them outright, we will get a higher percentage of the initial profits.”

			Frank braked as they turned the corner and headed south. “Is that what you want to do?”

			“I think so. What do you want to do?”

			“I mean it, Celeste. It’s your money. Do with it what you wish.”

			“But I want to know what you think. Is this a stupid thing to do?”

			Frank considered that and then said, “Celeste, I think your father is a brilliant man. And I think that in the next five or six years he’s going to triple, or quadruple, or maybe even quintuple your investment.”

			Celeste giggled. “Is that what they teach you in physics, how to say quintuple?”

			Frank put his arm around her neck and pulled her around so he could kiss her full on the lips.

			Celeste jerked back. “Frank, watch the road!”

			He just grinned. “That’s what they taught me in physics.” Then he became serious. “I have only one concern about the investment.”

			“What?”

			“If you’re worth a million dollars in five years, does that mean I’m going to have to treat you with more respect?”

			Celeste laid her head on his shoulder. “Absolutely,” she murmured.

			Chapter Notes

			The facts about the drop in farm prices and the resulting “farm flight” in the 1920s is accurate (see Kyvig, Daily Life, 236), but the scheme for profiting from those circumstances is not based on any actual situation.
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			May 13, 1929, 2:38 p.m.—EDW Ranch, Monticello, Utah


			“Grandma?”

			Edie looked up. “Yes, Logan?”

			“When are we going to have your party?”

			“In about three hours. We have to wait for your brothers, sisters, and cousins to get home from school. And Aunt Tina and Uncle Monte will be here at about five. Then we’ll have supper together, and then we’ll have the birthday party.”

			They were on the front porch of the ranch house. June, Rena, and Mitch had kicked Edie out of the house when she kept trying to help them prepare the evening meal. Now she had Wyatt in her lap sleeping. He was June and MJ’s youngest child and Edie’s youngest grandchild. He had been born the previous November. He was sleeping peacefully through the chatter coming from the three grandchildren who were still preschoolers. They had been told by their parents to go out and keep Grandma company. To Edie’s delight, they were taking that charge very seriously.

			“Are you old, Grandma?” Logan asked.

			Edie smiled. “Yes, Logan, I think I qualify for that title.”

			“Are you as old as Mommy?” That came from Claire, Rena’s second to youngest. She had bright blue eyes and dimples that flashed like semaphores when she smiled, which was almost all the time.

			“Of course she is, Dummkopf,” Logan cried. “Grandma is your mommy’s mommy! Right, Grandma?”

			“That’s right. But it’s not nice to call people a Dummkopf, Logan.”

			His head dropped. “Sorry.”

			“How old are you?” Julius asked. He was Claire’s younger brother.

			Claire answered for her. “Fifty eleven?”

			Edie laughed. “That’s pretty close, actually. I am fifty-nine today.”

			“Whoa,” Logan said in awe. “That is old!”

			Just then they heard the ringing of the phone from inside the house. Edie turned and called through the screen door. “Do you want me to get that?”

			“Got it,” Mitch called from inside.

			Claire had another question. “How come Abby and Benji have birthdays today too? Can people have birthdays on the same day?”

			“Yes, they can,” Edie answered. “And do you know why the three of us have the same birthday?”

			They shook their heads.

			“Because fourteen years ago, Abby and Benji were my birthday present from Heavenly Father. And that’s the best birthday present I ever received.”

			Just then Mitch appeared at the screen door. “Phone is for you, Schatzi. It’s Frank. I’ll take the baby in to June. He wants to talk to both of us.”

			As they went back into the house, Mitch took Edie’s elbow and steered her toward the hallway. “Take it in the bedroom. It will be much quieter. I’ll pick up the line in the kitchen. He asked that we both be on.”

			Inside the bedroom, Edie sat down at the dressing table and picked up the phone. “Frank?”

			“Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you.” Both Frank and Celeste were singing. “Happy birthday, dear Grandma,” they sang together, “happy birthday to you.”

			“Thank you,” Edie said. “How good to hear your voices. How are you both doing?”

			“We’re doing wonderfully,” Celeste said.

			“And how is my little Reginald?”

			“Not so little anymore,” Frank said. “He’s shooting up like a weed right now.”

			“Tell him how much Grandma misses him.”

			“We will,” Celeste said. “He’s at boarding school for two more weeks, but we’ll have him call you this weekend when he’s on home visit.”

			“Big party today, I’m guessing,” Frank said.

			“Yes, Rena came last night to help June with the cooking. Rowland will be here for supper. Tina and Monte had to pack up Tina’s classroom, so they won’t be here until five. But then everyone but the three of you will be here.”

			“We wish we could be there too,” Celeste said. “So the twins are fourteen today, right?”

			“Yes. And speaking of shooting up, Benji’s on a growth spurt right now. He’s now taller than me. I think he could soon pass up Dad.”

			“Oh, wow!” Frank said. “That’s hard for me to picture.”

			Edie chuckled. “Dad says we’re going to have to mortgage the ranch to keep that boy fed.”

			“And speaking of Tina, how are the wedding plans coming?” Celeste asked.

			“Fine. They’re moving down from Provo today. They’ll stay here until the wedding.”

			“And that’s on the seventh of June?” Celeste asked.

			“Yes. At the Salt Lake Temple. Oh, Frank, she would love it so much if you and Celeste could come out for the wedding. You and Tina have always been so close.”

			“Well,” Frank said, “Celeste and I wanted to talk to you about that.”

			Edie jumped up and gave a little squeal. “You’re thinking about coming out? Oh, Frank!”

			Frank laughed. “Hold on, Mom. Dad, are you on too?”

			“Yes, I’m here.”

			“Good. Celeste and I have something we need to discuss with the both of you.”

			“We’re listening,” Edie replied.

			“Good. We have two things, actually. First of all, we have decided to come out for Christina’s wedding.”

			“Wonderful!” Edie cried. “Oh, Frank, she’ll be so thrilled.”

			“We plan to be there a few days early so we can visit for a while. But we have to leave right after the wedding to get back, for reasons I’ll explain in a minute.”

			“Send us your schedule and we’ll plan to meet you at Thompson Springs again.”

			“Actually,” Frank said with a chuckle, “we’ll be flying in.”

			“What?” Edie gasped.

			“Yes. Salt Lake City now has commercial airline passenger service. We’ll be landing at Woodward Field, which is out west of Salt Lake about five or six miles.”

			“And that doesn’t frighten you?” Edie asked. “The very thought of being that high up in the air with only a metal floor between you and death makes me shudder.”

			Celeste laughed lightly. “I was a little nervous about it at first too, but Frank and I flew down to New York City a couple of months ago. It was incredible.”

			“And instead of three days on the train,” Frank said, “it will take us only about twenty hours. We’ll make brief stops in Chicago, St. Louis, and Denver. Our flight is scheduled to arrive in Salt Lake three days before the wedding. Unfortunately, it would take too much time to go down to Monticello this time, and you’ll be in Salt Lake anyway, so we’ll get a hotel and plan to stay in Salt Lake. And you said there will be a reception up there too?”

			“That’s correct. A lot of our friends are coming up to be in the temple with us. And we’ve got a lot of people from here in San Juan who live up there now, including your Aunt Martha and her family and Uncle Johnnie and his family. So we’ll have a reception in the Reissners’ ward house. Then we’ll also have a reception down here a week or so later.”

			“Well, we won’t be able to stay for that,” Frank added.

			“But you’re coming, Frank,” Edie said. “That’s all that matters. Tina will be thrilled”

			Mitch said, “We’ll plan on picking you up at the airport. And taking you back, of course.”

			“That’s great, Dad,” Frank said.

			“I am so happy!” Edie exclaimed. “And you are bringing Reginald, right?”

			“Yes,” Frank said slowly.

			Something in the way he said it brought Mitch’s head up, but he said nothing.

			“Uh . . .” It was Frank again. “Celeste has another bit of good news for you.” He laughed. “And no, it’s not another baby. Tell them, Celeste.”

			“Well, this is good news. I received a letter about two weeks ago from the Sorbonne in Paris. They have invited me to be a guest faculty member for their summer term.”

			“Oh my,” Edie said.

			“That’s exactly right, Mom. Only two people are invited each year, and Celeste will only be the second one from the United States. It is a great honor.”

			“I am very flattered,” Celeste said. “They are paying all of my expenses, plus a stipend.” She laughed, and it was filled with delight. “I didn’t tell them this, but I would have paid them for the privilege. This will look wonderful on my resume. The president of Wellesley called to congratulate me personally. She said this will make the college look good too.”

			“So when do you go?” Mitch asked.

			Celeste answered, “Summer term starts the seventeenth of June. I want to be there the Saturday before that at the latest.”

			“Are you going with her, Frank?” Edie asked.

			“Uh . . . kind of,” Frank answered. “Actually, I’m going back to Berlin for much of that time. I’m working on a project and need to do some research at the Institute. I’ll finish in time to go to Paris and meet up with Celeste when she finishes, which is . . . what day, honey?”

			“August twelfth. Frank and I are hoping to come home by way of London. We’d like to spend a week there.”

			“We also hope to travel some in Europe on weekends while we’re there,” Frank said, “but we especially want to spend some time in England.”

			“So we’d get back to Boston around the third week of August,” Celeste added.

			“And . . .” Edie hesitated. “Are you taking Reginald with you?”

			Silence. Then Frank spoke. “We wanted to talk to you about that, actually.”

			“Yes!” Edie said.

			“Yes, what?” Frank asked, already guessing.

			“Yes, we would be happy to take him. Overjoyed, in fact. You could bring him out with you for the wedding. Oh, Tina would love that. She adores Reginald.”

			“Uh. . . .” That was Frank, but he went silent again.

			Celeste came in. “We can leave him at the boarding school. We’re still thinking about that.”

			“Celeste is,” Frank cut in. “I’m not. He will do much better with you.”

			“His cousins would be so excited to have him back,” Mitch said after a moment of awkwardness. “They ask about him all the time.”

			“If we did bring him there,” Celeste asked, hesitant now, “could you or Edie, or someone else in the family, bring him out to Boston before school starts again? After being gone all summer, I’m not sure we can take the time to come out west again.”

			Edie was wishing very much that she and Mitch were in the same room. But they weren’t, so she passed him the ball. “What do you think, Mitch?”

			In the kitchen, the others were all standing around quietly listening. Rena was nodding vigorously and mouthed to her father, “Yes, yes, yes. Bring Reggie out here.” Mitch chewed on his lower lip and then said, “That’s when we start into fall roundup. Taking six days off would be pretty tough for any of us.”

			“We’d pay for you to fly out and back,” Celeste said quickly.

			“You’d never get me on a plane,” Edie said.

			“We understand, Dad,” Frank said. “We’ll work something out. We’re just exploring the options now.”

			Mitch sighed. “We need to talk about one more issue before you make your decision.”

			“What?” Edie asked, not liking the sound of that.

			“Yes, what?” Frank added.

			Mitch took a quick breath and then plunged. “As you know, our family goes to church every Sunday. We took Reginald with us each week when we had him before, but he was pretty little then and was not aware of much that was going on. But he’ll be six in August. He’ll be attending Primary with his cousins. And he’ll be taught what we believe. Is that going to bother either of you?”

			Neither spoke for a minute, but then Frank said, “It doesn’t bother me. We like the values of the Church.”

			Celeste said nothing, and after a moment, Edie prodded a little. “Celeste?”

			“I. . . . Well, as you know, my family is Catholic. My father was not happy when he learned that his grandson was attending a Mormon church. As I remember, I saw a small Catholic church in Monticello, right?”

			“Yes,” Edie said. “St. Joseph’s Church there on South Main Street. We have quite a few Spanish Americans in the area, and many of them are Catholic.”

			“Would it be too much to ask if you could drop Reginald off there each Sunday when you go to Church? Even if the times don’t quite match, he could wait.”

			“No, it would not be too much to ask,” Mitch said, “but it’s not a good idea, Celeste.”

			There was a sharp intake of breath. “And why not? Surely you don’t believe that everyone in the world has to be a Mormon?”

			“Celeste,” Frank cried, “that’s not what Dad meant.”

			“No we don’t, Celeste.” Mitch spoke calmly and without rancor. “In fact, one of the articles of our faith states that we believe that people should be free to worship and believe however they choose. We’ll be happy to talk to Reginald and offer to do that if he would like. But think about it from his perspective. All of the family, including his cousins, will be going with us to our church. They have friends who are Catholics and some who are Protestants, and even some whose families don’t want anything to do with religion. They go to school with them. But Reginald won’t know any of those families, so what’s going to happen if we drop a six-year-old off at the Catholic church?”

			“He won’t know a soul,” Frank said. “Dad’s right, Celeste. He’ll hate it.”

			“I think that’s a little strong,” she snapped back.

			“Not the Catholic church,” Frank said. “He’ll hate being there all alone, especially when the family he knows is up the street at the LDS meetinghouse.”

			Celeste was silent, so Mitch went on. “We’ll ask him what he wants to do, of course. And maybe even a time or two one of the family could go with him to the Catholic church. I think that would be a good experience for them. But if he chooses not to go there, I think it would be a mistake to force him.”

			“And you would do that?” Celeste questioned. “Let your children attend a Catholic church?”

			“Of course,” Edie said. “They’ve been there for some of the socials the Catholics have put on, just like some of the Catholics come to our socials. Remember, Celeste. This is a small town, and everybody knows everybody.”

			Again she was silent. Edie and Mitch waited. Frank did as well. “All right,” Celeste finally said, “I see what you’re saying. But we’re going to encourage him to attend the Catholic church. If he chooses to, then. . . .”

			“Then we’ll make sure he gets there,” Edie finished for her.

			“Thank you.”

			Mitch took another quick breath. “I’m not trying to make this difficult for you, because we very much hope you’ll let him stay with us while you’re gone. But I think I need to say one more thing. Frank already knows this and may have some concerns too, but I feel you need to know something else, Celeste.”

			“All right, I’m listening.”

			“If Reginald comes, he will be part of our family. And part of our family culture, as it were, is deeply rooted in our faith. In addition to going to church on Sunday, we read the scriptures together each morning and then have a family prayer. We have family prayer each night and also encourage the children to say their own personal prayers night and morning. We also pray over our food each meal.”

			“Oh? That’s quite a bit, isn’t it?”

			“It is, and Reginald will be part of that. We will not force him to attend or to do any of that, but we will invite him, because he is part of the family. And I think he’ll want to be where his cousins are and do what they do. When he was here before, he asked if he could say his prayers with us. And he loved going to church. And that will likely happen if he comes out this summer. Does that concern you?”

			“Why would it concern me?” Celeste asked. “I consider myself a religious person. I don’t pray every day, but I do from time to time.” That last part came out lamely.

			“I think what Dad is suggesting,” Edie said, “is that participating in these activities could lead Reginald to decide he wants to be a Mormon too when he comes of age.”

			“Oh.” Then Celeste caught her breath. “Oh!”

			“We don’t baptize children until they are eight, so this isn’t something that’s going to happen this summer. But down the road, it is possible that he would make that choice.”

			They could hear Celeste and Frank conferring with each other in whispers. Finally, Frank came back on the line. “Thank you for your candor, Dad. We need to discuss that some more. I wouldn’t say that I want Reginald baptized into the Church, but if he chose to, it wouldn’t upset me. But I can’t speak for Celeste. She would like to think about it some more.”

			“We understand,” Edie said, “but let me emphasize what Mitch just said. We’ll do what you ask us to do. If you don’t want Reginald saying prayers with us, then we—”

			“I have no problem with the prayers. It’s probably good to have one praying person in the family,” Celeste joked. “But . . . I know that Reginald becoming a Mormon would really upset my father. He’s heard so many negative things about the Mormons that he was quite angry when he learned you took his grandson to a Mormon church.”

			“We understand,” Mitch said. “That’s why we would like you to think about it. We’re not trying to do anything behind your back.”

			“Which I very much appreciate,” Celeste said. “But I do want to think about it some more.”

			“Good,” Edie said. “Thank you for calling to wish me happy birthday. And thanks for the birthday present, Celeste. It came last Wednesday. It is exquisite. I absolutely love it. And the twins loved the books you sent.”

			“I’m glad. Tell Benji and Abby happy birthday for us.”

			“Wish we could be there for the celebration,” Frank said. “Uh. . . .” He started to say something else but changed his mind. “Okay, we’ll call you later and let you know our decision. Bye.”

			8:45 p.m.

			The adults were seated in the living room, talking quietly together. The younger kids were now in bed; the older ones were out by the barn playing kick-the-can and Red Rover. When the phone rang, Mitch got up. He was closest to the kitchen. “I’ll get it.”

			It was Frank, and his first words were, “Is Mom on?”

			“No, but she’s just out in the living room. I can get—”

			“No, Dad. I’d like to talk to you, if that’s all right. You can tell Mom later.”

			Edie appeared at the door. “Who is it?”

			“It’s Frank.”

			“Oh, I’ll go in the bedroom.”

			Mitch shook his head and waved her off. “Let me talk to him first.”

			Edie frowned but then nodded and left again. 

			“Okay, Frank. It’s just me.”

			“Uh . . . first of all, I want to apologize for what happened earlier.”

			“No apology needed. Reginald is your child. I just felt like we needed to say what we did. We can’t isolate him from what we are.”

			“I know. And Celeste knows that too. Oh, she was a little angry at first that you were ‘painting us into this corner’—her phrase, not mine. But she knows that we can’t ask you to change what matters to you just to accommodate her feelings.”

			“So . . . ?”

			“So, she agrees. We’ll bring Reginald out when we come for the wedding.”

			“Wonderful,” Mitch said.

			“And I talked her out of the whole thing about attending the Catholic church while he’s there. She sees that it could be a difficult thing for him, and she’s decided that three months isn’t going to make some huge difference in him.”

			“I think that’s very wise.”

			Frank was quiet for several seconds, and then he said, “Actually, I didn’t talk her out of just the whole church thing. She had decided that we’d keep him here. She did not like the idea of you and Mom trying to convert our son.”

			“That’s putting it a little strongly,” Mitch replied. “That’s not our intent, but I can see why Celeste feels that way.”

			“Part of it was just her French temper rising. And part of that was aimed at me. She was quite put out that I didn’t stand with her on this. She’s not used to being told that she can’t have her way. But in the end she agreed that you were right, that it would only make things worse for Reggie.”

			“Who?” Mitch chided, unable to let that pass.

			Frank laughed. “Yeah, I’ve got to admit, I call him Reggie too. But don’t tell Celeste. Anyway, what I wanted to say, in addition to letting you know we’ll be bringing him out with us, is that we are really concerned about him. I think you’re going to be surprised when you see him. He’s really changed this last year. And not for the better. He’s gotten very stubborn, very sassy, especially with Celeste. He has no friends, not even at the boarding school. The headmaster says he goes into his room every night and reads. He doesn’t play with the other boys. He doesn’t talk to anyone. He’s not doing well in school. And, as you know, he is very, very bright.”

			“I see.” Now Mitch understood why Frank hadn’t wanted Edie on the phone. “Could that have anything to do with the boarding school?”

			“In my opinion, it has everything to do with the boarding school. He hates the place. He hates that he only gets to come home on the weekends. Celeste doesn’t see it that way, of course. It’s a very exclusive school. Very expensive. Very prestigious. Students who stick with it basically can choose any college in America, including Harvard. Celeste says that he’s just going through a phase, that he needs discipline and structure.”

			Frank cleared his throat. “We don’t very often really fight over things, Dad, but we did tonight. It got pretty heated, and I guess we were raising our voices a little too much. Suddenly, Reggie was there on the stairs. He was crying. He had heard it all. He said that he wanted to go to Grandma and Grandpa’s ranch and that if we tried to send him back to the school he would run away and never come back. Celeste sent him to bed, telling him that she and I would make that decision, not him.”

			“Oh, Reggie,” Mitch breathed.

			Now Frank’s voice became very soft. “We finally gave it up, went to our separate corners, as it were, to cool off. But when Celeste went up about half an hour later to kiss Reggie good night, he was gone.”

			“Gone!”

			“Yes, he had packed his little suitcase and gone out the window.”

			“A silent cry for help,” Mitch said softly.

			“Exactly. Celeste was devastated, of course. She was frantic with worry. It was full night by this time. She wanted to call the police, but I convinced her to let me go look for him first. I had a pretty good hunch where he was. We have a golf course near our home, and he has a little place in the trees that he calls his fort.”

			“And was he there?”

			“Yes. And still crying. Still stubborn as a mule about going out to stay with you and Grandma. So we went back to the house and sat down together. Celeste saw that he was dead serious about running away. He even told us that he had been praying to Heavenly Father that we would change our minds. And that did it. Celeste relented. So, he’ll be coming with us.”

			“Your mother and the rest of the family are going to be ecstatic.”

			“I know, but more important, we have a little boy who is ecstatic. As we were tucking him in, he asked us if he could say his prayers. I guess he does it every night now. Surprised, we said that he could, of course. So he got out of bed, and without any prompting, he knelt down and uttered one simple sentence. ‘Heavenly Father,’ he said, ‘thank you for telling Mama to let me go to Grandma and Grandpa Westland’s.’ Then he said amen and hopped into bed, grinning like a little monkey.”

			“And how did Celeste take that?”

			There was a long pause.

			“Frank?”

			Mitch thought he heard his son sniff. “She cried for almost ten minutes, saying what an awful mother she was.”

			“If she were an awful mother, she wouldn’t be crying,” Mitch said.

			“That’s what I told her too, but you know how mothers are.”

			“Yes, I do know that. Thank you for sharing all of that with me, Frank. Can I share it with your mother?”

			“Of course. Oh, and Dad, one more thing I almost forgot. About coming out to get him when we get back from Europe.”

			“Yes?”

			“We’ve looked at our schedules. There’s no way to make that happen, especially if we stay the extra week in England. We both have meetings before school, and we have to start preparing our lectures. And Celeste’s father is having her and her mother help him with a big investment deal he’s working on. They’re having a big banquet or something for the stockholders. That’s the week before she starts school.”

			Mitch said nothing.

			“But we’ve worked it out. I hope this will be all right with you. Celeste’s parents have a chauffeur. His name is Leonard Richardson. He’s an English bloke, but a very good man. He’s a father and grandfather himself, and Reggie adores him. Reginald Senior has agreed to let him fly out and bring Reggie back. I know what you said, but—”

			Mitch cut him off. “Well, let me tell you what your mother said after we hung up. She looked me straight in the eye and said, with some force, ‘Mitchell Arthur Westland, if you set so many conditions that Frank and Celeste don’t come out for the wedding, you’ll be sleeping in the bunkhouse for the rest of the year.’”

			Frank laughed. “Way to go, Mom!”

			“So you tell Leonard Richardson that we’ll look forward to meeting him this fall.”

			Chapter Notes

			Hispanic herders hired to help with the large flocks of sheep and herds of cattle in San Juan County brought Catholicism with them, and from early on there was a small but thriving community of Catholics in Monticello. Though they tried to obtain a meetinghouse as early as 1917, it wasn’t until 1935 (not in 1929 as described here) that they built the St. Joseph’s Catholic Church. That parish church served the Catholic community for eighty years until it was demolished to make way for a new church in September 2015 (see In the Palm of Time, 304–5; see also San Juan Record, September 16, 2015).
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			June 5, 1929, 9:42 a.m.—
Lobby of the Hotel Utah, Salt Lake City, Utah

			Mitch stood up as he saw Frank get off the elevator, his head turning back and forth as he searched for anyone he knew. Mitch raised a hand and waved. People were streaming back and forth across the hotel lobby, and others were lined up at the main desk checking out. But Frank saw his father and came over immediately. Mitch motioned to a chair next to the one where he had been reading the paper, and they sat down.

			Still looking around, Frank asked, “Where is everyone?”

			Mitch chuckled. “Oh, they’re long gone. MJ, Rowland, and Monte stayed up north with Aunt Martha and Uncle Johnnie to ride herd on the kids. They’re probably on their way to Lagoon by now. Martha said to tell you that Reggie went right to sleep and is doing great this morning. So the kids are taken care of. The women left just a few minutes ago. They’re taking Tina across the street, headed for ZCMI to see if they can put me into bankruptcy before this wedding is over.”

			Leaning forward, Frank began to massage his temples with his fingertips. He groaned. “I half remember Celeste coming in and kissing me good-bye. What time was that?”

			“About eight forty-five. We had breakfast together before they left. You hungry?”

			“Ravenous.” He moaned again. “You know, when we came by train and it took us three days, you just kind of automatically adjusted to the difference in time zones. But when you fly across the country in less than a day, it’s weird. My body’s still on Boston time. I’m usually awake by five each morning, a habit I learned from you and Mom. So, at three o’clock, I was wide awake, even though I had tossed and turned for over an hour before dropping off to sleep last night. I finally got up and took some aspirin for this headache and managed to go back to sleep around seven.” Then another thought came. “Did Aunt Martha say if Reggie’s airsickness is gone?”

			“She did. She said he was fine this morning.”

			“Good. That last leg from Denver coming over the Rocky Mountains was pretty rough. We were bouncing all over the sky, and he threw up a couple of times. Celeste almost did too.”

			Mitch was shaking his head. “This is quite the age, isn’t it? You coming from Boston in less than a day. Now we have a new concept—airsickness. We go to sleep in one time zone and wake up two hours earlier in another.”

			Mitch pointed over to a small kiosk next to the hotel front desk. A man in a hotel uniform was standing beside a raised counter. A sign on the table read Concierge. “I’ll bet he’ll have something for your headache,” Mitch said. “Then you won’t have to go back up to the room. And let’s go get you some breakfast. That will help too.”

			“Sounds good.”

			10:17 a.m.—Dining Room, Hotel Utah

			Frank sat back, picked up his cup of coffee, and drained it. He sighed as he set the cup down again. “That was excellent.” He looked around at the sumptuous dining hall. “I’ve got to admit that the hotel here is equal to anything in Boston. This is quite surprising.”

			“I thought we’d brought you kids up here once.”

			“Not that I remember. And I would have. The lobby is spectacular, with that balcony all around the main hall.”

			“They call it the mezzanine floor,” Mitch noted, amused to hear his son actually praising something in Utah. “How’s the headache coming along?”

			“Finally wearing down a little. The coffee helps.”

			Another smile from Mitch. “I wouldn’t know.”

			Frank was embarrassed for a moment. “Does it make you feel bad that you’ve got this Jack Mormon for a son? Drinking coffee. Never going to church.”

			“I was just giving you a hard time,” Mitch replied, dodging the question.

			Frank sat back and patted his stomach. “So what’s the plan for today?”

			“We’re all meeting at the Reissners’ at five and we’ll have a picnic supper. The men will bring the kids straight there from Lagoon. Not sure what the women plan to do this afternoon when they’re through shopping, but I’m sure they have something planned. Then tomorrow, we’ll spend most of the day decorating the church for the wedding reception.”

			“And that’s at Jacob and Adelia’s ward house?”

			“Right. Since the wedding is at nine o’clock Saturday morning, everything has to be done by tomorrow.”

			“Tina is radiant,” Frank said. “I’m so happy for her. And I really like Monte. He’s perfect for her.”

			“That’s how we all feel. And to get a doctor in the family pulls us up a notch on the social ladder.”

			Frank laughed. “As if you and Mom care about that. So what’s your plan for this morning, then?”

			“Well, I need to go to the wholesale feed store and order some alfalfa seed and have them ship it down to us, but I can do that this afternoon. Don’t know if this will interest you, but Jacob has invited me to a special meeting at his father-in-law’s bank at eleven. It’s not far from here.”

			“A meeting on what?”

			“Not exactly sure,” Mitch answered. “Adelia’s father, Aaron Brockhurst, owns something like ten or twelve banks now, some in Utah and some in Arizona.”

			That caught Frank by surprise. “Whoa! I knew he was a banker, but that many? I’m impressed. But Jacob doesn’t work for him anymore, right?”

			“He does in the summer when he’s not teaching at the university. Anyway, Jacob said that a few months ago, Aaron commissioned a study of current economic conditions and trends and what the future holds. They’re reporting the findings at this meeting this morning. To my surprise, Jacob said that Aaron specifically asked him to invite me. He said that there are some particularly interesting trends for agriculture that they’re going to discuss.”

			Frank gave his father a long look. “Really? Actually, I would be interested in that. Celeste’s father’s got a huge deal under way where they’re buying up repossessed and abandoned farms across the country. Both Celeste and Babette have invested some of their personal money with him.” At Mitch’s look, Frank chuckled. “Yeah, they both have trust funds from Babette’s family. It’s not my money. I’m a college professor, remember?”

			Mitch only nodded, and then he turned and looked at the clock on the wall. “It’s almost ten thirty. The bank is about three blocks south of here. I thought maybe we’d pop into ZCMI on the way and see if the girls need an additional infusion of cash.”

			“You sure that’s a good idea?”

			Mitch laughed. “Probably not, but Celeste was worried about you, so you can also let her know that you’re doing better.”

			Frank glanced down at his clothes. “Do I need to change to a suit?” He was thinking of Reginald’s meeting, which had required formal wear.

			“No. Some will be in suits, I’m sure. I think all of the branch banks have officers coming. But Jacob said that casual dress was fine. They’ve invited a lot of their preferred bank customers, and they’ll be coming right from work.”

			“Do you bank with this institution?”

			“I do. And I’m very happy with them. Our little branch in Monticello works closely with them.”

			Frank pushed his chair back and stood up. “All right, then. Let’s go.”

			10:54 a.m.—Main Conference Room, 
Utahza Bank and Trust Co., Salt Lake City

			As it turned out, at least half of the nearly one hundred guests present were not in business suits, which surprised Frank a little. Not quite the same atmosphere as the one he and Celeste had found that night last December. Not a tuxedo crowd, and definitely no champagne being served—or beer either, for that matter.

			Jacob Reissner had met them at the door and was introducing them to some of the other guests. Several were either farmers or ranchers, which also surprised Frank. But as Jacob introduced him and his father, he quickly learned these were not your typical farmers. One man with a farmer’s complexion and gnarled hands owned three farm equipment dealerships up and down the state. One ran a large Hereford ranch out near Vernal. Mitch knew him, and after the man walked away, he told Frank and Jacob that he ran about four thousand head of cattle on his ranch. Two men ran commercial construction companies, one headquartered in Salt Lake, the other in Provo. An older man owned the largest paving company in the state. And yet there were also several small retail shop owners and grocers—both men and women. Jacob introduced Mitch and Frank to the presidents or vice presidents of four local banks that were not affiliated with his father-in-law’s bank. Interesting to invite your competition, Frank thought. And though he didn’t ask, he was pretty sure that none of these people had been asked to sign nondisclosure agreements. A very different atmosphere indeed.

			As they moved toward the front of the room, Frank noticed some brass lettering mounted on the front wall of the small auditorium.

			UTAHZA, Inc.

			Utah/Arizona Bank and Trust Company

			Incorporated 1894

			“Ah,” Frank said to Jacob. “Now I get it. Utah-Arizona. Clever.”

			Jacob laughed. “Adelia’s father was one of the first pioneers in the Gila Valley in Central Arizona, so he is Arizonan through and through. It pained him to put Utah first in the title. But even he agreed that Arizootah sounded a bit ridiculous, so he finally gave in.”

			As they laughed, a booming voice called out. “There you are!” They turned as a large man with a ruddy face, deep blue eyes behind rimless glasses, and a thick mane of white hair came striding toward them. He clapped Jacob on the shoulder and extended his hand to Mitch. “Mitch, how good to see you again. Thank you for coming. I know this is a busy weekend for you. Adelia says it’s going to be a grand wedding.”

			“We hope so,” Mitch said. “And it’s good to see you again.” He turned. “Frank, let me introduce you to Adelia’s father. This is Aaron Brockhurst. Aaron, this is our son Frank. He and his family are out from Boston for the wedding.”

			“Ah, yes. The M.I.T. man,” Aaron said as they shook hands. “Jacob and Adelia have told me a lot about you and your wife. They tell me your wife comes from a banking family too.”

			“Yes, my father-in-law founded the New England Colonial Bank and Trust right after the turn of the century.”

			“I know of New England Colonial. Big investment bankers on the east coast.”

			“Yes, they are.”

			“Well, glad you could come. Pretty sure we’ve never had a physicist in our meetings before.” 

			“Probably because physicists live in the abstract world of higher mathematics and bankers live in the real world of accounting and finance,” Frank replied.

			“Well said,” Aaron said with a smile. “But we’ve got a lot of other non-bankers here today, so we’ll try not to be too esoteric.” He glanced over at a clock on the wall. “Well, it’s time to get started. Jacob, I have three seats for you on the second row.” Then to Frank and Mitch, he said, “Hopefully, we’ll see you afterwards. If not, we’ll see you at the wedding.”

			11:02 a.m.

			As the preliminaries were quickly covered and Aaron Brockhurst explained the purpose of the meeting, Frank couldn’t help but be struck by the irony. This was the second time in six months that he had attended a high-flying meeting called by the president of a large banking firm. And from Brockhurst’s brief summary of the purpose of their meeting, it sounded very much like it had been called for the same purpose as the last one—to look closely at the current state of the economy and discuss how to profit from it.

			He was only partially right.

			“Ladies and gentlemen,” Brockhurst said as everyone settled back to listen, “it is part of Utahza’s guiding philosophy to offer high-quality banking services to our clients, but also to provide information that will help them make informed and wise decisions about their own financial futures. As some of you have doubtless heard, Utahza’s economists have been doing a lengthy and intensive study of current economic conditions, trends, and circumstances. The results of that study confirmed much of what we already knew, and that is good. But there were some things that have not only surprised us but are somewhat concerning as well.”

			That brought Frank’s head up. The word concerning had caused a soft ripple of sound to go through the crowd. Concerning was not a word that Reginald had used or even hinted at back in Boston. Frank looked over at his father, but Mitch was leaning forward, listening intently.

			Then Frank relaxed again as Jacob’s father-in-law went on, for it quickly began to sound very much like what his own father-in-law had laid out for his clients six months before. Brockhurst began talking about what a tumultuous decade it had been. He spoke of the numerous new inventions that were being eagerly sought by consumers and how that had fueled a booming economy. He spoke of the explosive growth in manufacturing and international trade. He also laid out many of the same details about what was happening to American farmers. The boom cycle fueled by war contracts, the use of modern equipment that greatly increased crop yields, the growing prosperity they enjoyed, and the increasing debt load they had taken upon themselves. All of which led to a collapse in farm prices and millions of farmers being forced to walk away with nothing.

			By the time he finished, Frank was staring at the floor. If he starts talking about how to profit from the farmers’ plight, he thought, I’m leaving. He wasn’t sure how much money Reginald and his investors had made in these last six months, but he knew for sure that it was an obscene amount. Celeste had told him that what she had invested with her father had now more than doubled as Boston’s elite clamored to purchase shares in the investment firm. In six months Celeste had made more than a quarter of a million dollars! It left Frank a bit dazed and feeling this nagging sense of guilt.

			But Brockhurst said nothing about how to profit from the current situation. “I am happy to tell you,” he was saying, “that this last decade has been good for Utahza, too. At the beginning of the decade, we had three banks and called ourselves the Central Arizona Bank and Trust Company. Now we have thirteen banks, seven here in Utah and six in Arizona. And we have plans for more in the future. And because of our conservative fiscal philosophy, I am happy to report that all of those banks are on very solid ground.”

			“I sense a ‘but’ coming,” Mitch said out of the corner of his mouth.

			Frank and Jacob both nodded. They felt it too.

			“But. . . .” Brockhurst’s expression was grave now. “There are some things that worry us, and that is what we want to share with you today.”
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			June 5, 1929, 11:17 a.m.—Main Conference Room, 
Utahza Bank and Trust Co., Salt Lake City

			Aaron Brockhurst stopped, letting his eyes sweep across the crowd. There wasn’t a sound now, and every eye was riveted upon him. Frank was no different. To his astonishment, the bank president’s last words had sent a little chill through him. Clearly, this meeting had just taken a very different turn than the one in Boston.

			“I don’t want to alarm you,” Brockhurst finally went on. “I’m not here to announce that things are about to collapse. We believe the economy is on solid footing. . . .”

			Here comes another but. And Frank felt another chill.

			“But our economists have noted what they have chosen to call a few ‘bellwether’ indicators.” He was silent for a moment, musing. “That is an interesting term, bellwether. Do you know where it comes from?” Many heads nodded, but others moved back and forth. “A bellwether is the leading sheep in a flock. He or she wears a bell that rings as the animal walks, and the rest of the flock follow that sound even if they can’t see the leader. Thus the word bellwether has come to mean a harbinger, a herald, a trend that may signal things that are to follow.

			“A bellwether is not a sure thing, especially in something as complex as the economy of a country the size of ours. But when we hear the bell ringing, it is wise to pay attention and take a closer look at which way things are headed.” Now he picked up a sheaf of papers from the podium. “Here are a few bellwether indicators that turned up in our research. Not all of these are negative, but they do indicate possible trends that should at least invite closer scrutiny.”

			He stopped. “I see that some of you are taking notes, and that is good. But we will have a handout for you with this information on it. And these trends will be explored in greater depth in future newsletters. So with that, let us begin.

			“Bellwether number one: though the 1920s have proven to be a prosperous decade for many in America, a good portion of that prosperity has come through installment buying by consumers. We—and by ‘we,’ I include banks and other lenders as well—have made it easy for individuals to buy now and pay later. This has fueled a great deal of our growth. That is not bad, but it should be cautionary for us. As long as the economy is strong, people can pay off their debts. If that changes dramatically for any reason, it is a cause for concern.

			“Number two. As noted, farmers are the exception to this trend. We have talked about this before, since both Utah’s and Arizona’s economies depend heavily on agriculture. And here, as in many other areas of our nation, farm prices have plummeted due to oversupply. Thousands of farms have been abandoned or repossessed by the banks. And let me make another side note here: many banks have loaned generously to farmers, trying to be good community neighbors and all, but now those banking institutions have a substantial number of foreclosed properties on their books. A further concern is that many of these banks are posting those properties on their books at what the market value was before the downturn in farm prices. This makes their balance sheets look better, but in reality what they have is nearly worthless paper, because there are no buyers out there.”

			Oh yeah? Frank’s mind was spinning. Buying those worthless loans for pennies on the dollar was at the very core of Reginald’s investment plan. And Brockhurst was saying this was a major concern? And what was more disturbing, in a way, was that the more Frank heard from this man, the more impressed he was with him. This wasn’t about capitalizing on the misfortunes of others. He was sounding a warning note. Frank saw that Mitch was giving him a questioning look, but gratefully Brockhurst went on.

			“Number three. Our nation’s economy is growing by billions of dollars. Total income has risen from seventy-nine billion dollars annually in 1923 to a projected eighty-nine billion dollars for this year. That is a very healthy growth rate. But that prosperity has not been distributed equally. The top one percent of families in the U.S. received a full seventy-five percent of that increase, while the other ninety-nine percent saw an average increase of only nine percent of their disposable income. And eighty percent of our population has no savings at all. They live from month to month, barely scraping by.” Brockhurst paused and then added solemnly, “And often they are not able to make the monthly payments on their debts.”

			He lowered the papers for a moment. “Let me comment on that further. We may be tempted to think, ‘But if we have all those poor people out there, isn’t that an enormous potential consumers’ market?’ It would be if those people had income to spend. But they don’t. They live from hand to mouth. So having a large group of the poor actually tends to depress an economy rather than stimulate it. And that is especially true of the farmers. The average annual income for most American families is $750. Care to guess what it is for a farm family? $273! About a third of the average. And that becomes particularly relevant for our discussion when you remember that thirty percent of all Americans still live on farms.”

			A hand came up just behind Mitch and Frank. Brockhurst nodded at the man. “Yes, Jim?”

			“Does Utahza have a lot of those repossessed farm properties on their books?”

			“Good question. The answer is no, we don’t have a lot. As you know, we are a very fiscally conservative company. We have strongly counseled our branches to be very careful in what mortgages they finance. But we do have some. And we have instructed our local branch managers to take a careful inventory of those properties. We plan to develop a strategic plan for clearing them up. And we will make certain they are not listed at an inflated value.”

			“Thank you,” Jim said.

			Frank was sorely tempted to raise his hand and say, “I know some investors that will probably buy those loans from you.” But he resisted.

			The president of Utahza went on. “Point number four: since the end of the Great War, the United States has become a creditor nation. We have lent over ten billion dollars to our former allies to help them rebuild. We have also lent a huge amount to Germany, our former enemy, to help them pay off their war reparation debts and prop up their economy. And that is good, in a way. They are rebuilding and returning to some normalcy. But that’s all they are doing. Their economies are not strong enough to repay us yet.”

			To Frank’s surprise, his father’s hand came up. Aaron Brockhurst turned to him. “Yes, Mitch.”

			“As you know, Jacob and I are close friends with several families in Germany. They are telling us that things are going well there, the best they’ve been in years. The inflation has stabilized. Consumer goods are becoming available again.”

			“Yes,” Brockhurst said, “and that’s what I meant by this being a good thing. But in another way, it is an illusionary prosperity.”

			“How so?” Frank asked. He had lived in Germany for three years while getting his doctorate and had also found things greatly improved.

			“Because the majority of the economy is based on the loans from America and other nations, not on their own manufacturing and natural resources. So yes, they are doing better, but it’s built on credit. The people are still too poor to buy our goods yet, so we’re getting very little return on our huge investments there. And Germany especially is not even keeping up with the interest accruing on their loans, let alone paying it back. And that’s true of other European nations, too. So basically, though things are better, Europe is still in a depression, and we are not only financing it, we are not getting any return on our investment. The question is, how long can that go on?”

			“So,” someone from the back called out, “why doesn’t someone tell the government to wise up and stop lending Europe all that money?”

			“Good question. To be honest, our current government officially takes a laissez-faire attitude when it comes to business. In economic terms, it means that the government leaves things alone, lets things run their course without interfering. I am tempted to say more on that, but I shall forbear for now.

			“So, let me summarize. While our economy seems to be doing very well in certain ways, there are some indicators that raise some concerns. If there were just one or two, it wouldn’t be so concerning. But we have all of these factors converging now. Farmers are in a desperate state. Farmland is all but worthless now because no one has the money to buy it. Many banks have overextended themselves in loaning money and now have lots of basically worthless loans on their books. With the number of poor increasing, the purchase of goods is falling because there is just not enough money to buy them, even though those goods are dropping in price. There are surpluses of all kinds of goods because people can no longer afford them because their wages have been cut back.”

			Brockhurst reached down and picked up a newspaper. “There was a photo in the paper the other day that says it all.” He unfolded the paper and held it up. “I know you can’t see this very well, so I’ll pass it around. But what you see here is a back lot outside a Ford factory in Michigan. This lot is huge, fifteen or twenty acres I would guess, and it is entirely filled with brand-new Model A Fords that have come off the production line but haven’t yet been sold because of the tightening economy.”

			He handed the paper to a man on the front row. When it reached Mitch and Frank a few moments later, they looked at it together. “Look at that,” Frank exclaimed softly. “There are hundreds and hundreds of them.”

			“That’s right,” Brockhurst said, looking at Frank. “So what does Ford do in this situation? They slow the production line. They lay people off or put them on part-time shifts. And they cut their wages, because their profits are cut way back.”

			“Which further adds to the problem,” Mitch said.

			“Exactly!” Brockhurst exclaimed. “It becomes a self-sustaining downward spiral. And this is not just in our country. The whole world seems to be in this kind of slow decline.” He took off his glasses and began to polish them with his tie. An older woman a few rows back raised her hand. “Yes, Mrs. Arbuckle?”

			“So, what is the bad news?”

			That elicited a burst of laughter.

			Brockhurst laughed too as he replaced his glasses. Then he sobered. “I want to emphasize this point again. We are not saying that we are on the edge of a cliff and are about to plunge over it. The economy shows many signs of being robust, enough that these conditions may self-correct and things may readjust and stabilize. What I am saying is that it is the consensus of our economists and our board of directors that it is a time to watch these trends carefully, and consider taking some precautionary courses of action in case things do get out of hand. Therefore, we should like to recommend five things we—and you!—can do immediately to protect ourselves if things do continue to decline.”

			Everyone had paper and pencil out now to take notes.

			“First and foremost, this is not a time to panic, to throw our hands in the air and run about crying, ‘The sky is falling! The sky is falling!’ We do see a storm approaching on the horizon, but we say, as the captain of a good ship always does, ‘Steady as she goes.’

			“Recommendation number two: debt is the big concern here. If things do collapse, the one thing that will not decline in value is the amount you owe the banks and creditors. In fact, those who hold the notes on your debt will demand payment so that they do not default on their own debts. So we strongly recommend that you clear your debt obligations as rapidly as you can.” A droll smile spread across his face. “And we recommend that you don’t borrow money to do that.”

			The room broke out in laughter. Frank was laughing too, even as he marveled at the practicality of the man. Brockhurst was obviously not as wealthy as Celeste’s father, but with thirteen banks he had to be worth a lot. Yet he was down to earth, very much a man of the people, and funny too. Frank could tell that he was well liked. And trusted! Did the investors in Reginald’s company trust him? Oh, they trusted his business acumen all right. But did they trust him? Frank was not so sure.

			“Number three. And I’m quite serious about this. Carefully consider before taking on more debt. Even if it is for capital improvements in your business, or even if you have enough cash in the bank to cover it. Remember, banks never have as much cash in their vaults as people deposit. That’s how banks make money. They lend your money to other people and charge them interest. But if everything crashes, as it has in the past, the first thing people will do is run to the banks and demand their money. If you are one of the early ones, you’ll be fine. If not, your money will be gone. So again I say, avoid debt at all costs for a time. And if you are in debt, pay it off as quickly as you can.

			“Number four. If people owe you money, encourage them to pay you back as quickly as possible. Just so you know, all of our banks in the Utahza system will be offering a ten percent incentive to pay down or pay off debts. You may consider doing the same if your circumstances warrant it. I know that is a loss of income for you, but if things fall apart, even a small percent payback will be better than nothing.

			“And finally, number five. Keep up on what’s going on around you. If you don’t take a newspaper, get one. Listen to radio broadcasts. Now that you know what to watch for, keep your eyes open, and be prepared to move when the time is imminent.”

			Brockhurst stepped back, seemingly relieved, and nodded to his audience. “All right. Questions?”

			12:35 p.m.—Main Street and Second South Street, 
Salt Lake City

			Mitch and Frank walked leisurely along the east side of Main Street, walking close to the curb so as to avoid other pedestrians hurrying on their way. A streetcar rumbled past them, windows open and kids hanging out. They waved. Mitch and Frank waved back.

			“So,” Frank said, “if you don’t mind me asking, Dad, do you and Mom have any debts? If it’s none of my business, just tell me to shut up.”

			“No, we don’t,” Mitch answered. “Well, that’s not strictly true. We have an open account at the mercantile store and the drugstore because we don’t always have cash with us when we go into town. But we pay that off each month. It’s never more than forty or fifty dollars.”

			“And have you ever had any debt?” Frank asked.

			“Yup.”

			That surprised him, and he peered at his father more closely. “Really?”

			“Yup. We bought our first automobile on the installment plan. That Model T, remember? You’d better remember. From your reaction, you would have thought heaven itself had dropped a gift in our yard.”

			“I remember. But why did you buy on the installment plan?”

			“It was in the summer, before fall roundup when we get cash for our steers. But we paid it off a few months later. When your mother got the monthly statement and saw that we were paying three dollars a month in interest, she was so mad, we paid it off as soon as we sold the herd.”

			“I can believe that. So does anyone owe you money? Sorry to be so nosey, but I was really intrigued by what Mr. Brockhurst said.”

			“Just MJ and Rowland.”

			That took Frank aback. “They owe you money?”

			“Yes. MJ bought some of the ranch from us almost fifteen years ago now. We carried the loan with no interest. They’ll pay it off early next year.”

			“Wow, I didn’t know that. And Rowland?”

			“He bought land from his dad and granddad. It came at a good time for us, so we floated the loan for him too, interest free of course. He’s got about three more years left.” Mitch smiled. “And no, I’m not going to offer them a ten percent discount if they pay it off. And I can’t foreclose on them if they default.”

			“Why’s that?”

			“Because all we have is a verbal contract. In both cases. And, of course, because we’re family.”

			Frank was impressed. “Do you know how unusual that is?”

			“For your generation maybe, but not for ours. What about you and Celeste? Do you have any debts?”

			“No. My scholarships really helped, but I make a good salary now. And, as I’m sure you know, Reginald Sr. helps us from time to time if we are in need. In fact, we have a pretty good savings account.” Frank hesitated a moment and then reminded Mitch of Celeste’s trust fund and what she had inherited when her grandfather died.

			Mitch gave a low whistle. “Sounds like you’re pretty well set.”

			“It’s not my money, though Celeste feels strongly that it belongs to both of us now.”

			“That’s good that she does,” Mitch commented.

			“I know.” Frank was tempted to tell his father that Celeste and her mother had invested virtually all of their trust funds in the new company Reginald had formed and were now worth nearly twice what they had been six months ago. And, if Reginald was right, that would double again before the year was out. But in light of what Aaron Brockhurst had just told them, Frank felt a little funny about telling him the kind of money his wife and her parents were making without lifting a finger.

			As the question-and-answer session had continued, Frank had also toyed with the idea of telling Reginald about this experience. But after a moment’s consideration, he had almost laughed aloud. It wasn’t hard to picture how his father-in-law would react to some “hick banker from Utah” giving him financial counsel. And with that, Frank made up his mind that he wasn’t going to say anything about today’s meeting to anyone he knew back in Boston. And that included his wife, his mother-in-law, and, most assuredly, his father-in-law.

			Chapter Notes

			Sources for the economic trends and statistics laid out in this chapter include http://www.slideshare.net/multimedialearningllc/causes-of-great-depression; http://www.slideshare.net/jjarvis106/the-great-depression-causes-and-effects; https://quizlet.com/39893874/11-recognized-causes-of-the-great-depression-flash-cards/.
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			August 2, 1929, 5:45 p.m.—
Kaiser Wilhelm Institute for Physics, Berlin, Germany

			Frank Westland was surprised to find that it was raining lightly when he came out from the lecture hall. Earlier it had been a perfectly clear day with a hazy blue sky and a few scattered clouds. The sun was not down yet, but it was hidden behind a light overcast and the light was muted. He hesitated but then decided that the rain wasn’t heavy enough to bother with an umbrella and strode off across the quad toward the trolley stop.

			As he came around the corner of one of the buildings, he nearly collided with a woman coming swiftly toward him. Her head was down and half hidden beneath an umbrella. Frank gave a low cry and leaped to one side. “Excuse me,” he exclaimed as she swept past him, the umbrella hooking onto his shoulder.

			“Oh!” The woman gave a little cry as she pulled up short and lowered the umbrella to look up at him.

			“It’s okay,” Frank said with a smile. “No harm done.” Then, realizing he had spoken in English, he added, “Kein Schaden.”

			“No, excuse me! I am so sorry,” she said in heavily accented English. “Are you all right?” Then, even as she spoke, her head snapped up and her eyes perceptibly widened. “Herr Doktor Westland? Franz?”

			Frank had started to move past her, but that stopped him. He peered more closely at her and then gave another low cry. “Margitte?”

			“Ja, ja! It is I.”

			“Oh my word,” Frank cried. “What are you doing here?”

			She smiled brightly as she folded up the umbrella. “I am on the faculty here now. What are you doing here? You graduated last year.”

			“I did. I am here for a few weeks doing some research.” Then he lapsed into German. “You are on the faculty here at the Institute? Really?”

			“Ja, ja. I am an assistant professor of theoretical mathematics.” Margitte gave a little toss of her head and her long dark hair, now glistening with a few raindrops, swished softly. “Or I will be in a few weeks when classes start. This is my first year.” She cocked her head to one side, her grey-blue eyes teasing him now. “It is not polite to look so surprised, Franz.”

			“I . . . Nein. I didn’t mean it that way.”

			Margitte laughed merrily. “Yes you did. But it is all right. I am still pinching myself to think that I was accepted.”

			Frank was still staring at her, quite taken aback at the sight of her as he remembered their first meeting. Margitte Schnable had been a first-year graduate student in a class he had been asked to teach as part of his fellowship. It was theoretical physics, which was not his strong suit. Theoretical physics employed complex mathematical models and abstractions of physical objects to try to explain and predict natural phenomena. Frank was an experimental physicist. His branch used mathematics to explain the real world and how it worked, not theoretical abstracts. But his chairman had not been sympathetic to his claim that he wasn’t qualified to teach the class and had held him to it.

			Frank had noticed the young woman the first time she came into class and took a seat near the back. She was tall and willowy, probably five foot seven or eight. She wasn’t what people would consider a classic beauty, but somewhere in her ancestry there had been some Mediterranean blood—Italian perhaps, or maybe Greek. Her skin was a light olive color and her hair was jet black and long enough to nearly reach her waist. But what had struck Frank the most were her eyes. Instead of being dark brown, as one would expect, they were a startling light grey-blue that was really quite striking. But there were over thirty students in the class, and Frank hadn’t given her much thought after that day.

			Two weeks later, Frank had been working through a complex mathematical problem on the board. It was a classic example of the difference between theoretical and experimental physics, and he sensed that it wasn’t getting through to the students. Suddenly, Margitte raised her hand. When he called on her, she stood up. “Herr Doktor Westland,” she said, “I don’t mean to seem impertinent, but I believe there are two or three errors in your mathematical calculations.”

			The class had instantly gone silent, almost gasping in shock. To challenge one’s professor? Unthinkable. Frank had felt his face go warm as he turned to her. “And what is your name, Fraulein?” he asked coolly.

			Her face flamed a deep red. “Fraulein Margitte Schnable, Herr Doktor.”

			“And how long have you been here at the Institute?”

			Her color deepened. “About two weeks.”

			There was a titter of laughter from the class. Frank looked around at the class with a puzzled expression, as if to say, “Can you believe this?” Then he said, “Well, Fraulein, when I first arrived here, a wise counselor suggested that for the first year, the better course for a new student would be to sit back and listen and learn and not be too eager to display his or her ignorance.”

			The class sniggered even more loudly as Margitte sat down again and didn’t raise her head for the rest of the class. But when class was over and the last of the students had come up to ask their questions, Frank was surprised to see her still sitting in the back, watching him steadily. “Fraulein?” he said in surprise. “Did you have a question?”

			Without a word Margitte came to the front of the room. Ignoring him completely, she went to the blackboard, picked up the chalk, and set to work. She worked for ten minutes as Frank watched in growing amazement. When she finished, she set the chalk back in its tray and turned to him. “You had three major errors in your calculations, Herr Doktor. If they are not corrected, it will prove to be an embarrassment to you. I felt you should know that.” And with a toss of her head and lips pressed tightly together, she spun around and left.

			By the next class, a humbled Frank Westland had learned that Margitte Schnable was from Dresden, Germany. She was the youngest daughter of a secondary school headmaster. She, like him, had received a Rockefeller Fellowship, supplemented by a full scholarship from the Institute. Her major was theoretical mathematics, a field even more esoteric and abstract than theoretical physics. At the beginning of class, Frank asked her to come to the front. He then publicly apologized for his reaction during the previous class and invited her to show the class the errors in his calculations. After class, he apologized again and asked her if she would consider being his graduate assistant.

			Over the next two years, their association had turned into a deeply valued friendship. And by the second year, rumors of some romantic attachment began to surface. Both of them tried to make it clear to everyone that there was no truth to those rumors, and Frank went out of his way to be circumspect in every way. The problem was that Frank did find himself feeling more and more attracted to her, though he was careful never to express that.

			It didn’t help that things between him and Celeste had grown more complicated during that same time. When the two of them had decided to pursue their graduate studies in Europe—Frank in Berlin, Celeste in Paris—they had agreed that they would take weekends off and be together from time to time. They even looked into renting a flat in Cologne, which was about halfway between them. But Berlin was six hundred miles from Paris, and even the train ride to Cologne was about five hours each way. Frank went all the way to Paris one weekend—a ten-hour journey—and they spent less than a full day together before he had to turn around and go back. Celeste had come to meet him in Cologne once to spend a few days together. This was over the Christmas holidays. What neither of them had foreseen was that Celeste’s deep aversion to all things German was much more deep-seated than even she had realized. Cologne was not far from the French border, and there was a strong French presence there. Even the name was French. But it wasn’t enough. They had finally taken a train back to Liège, in French-speaking Belgium, and spent their holiday time together there. After that, they agreed that they would get together only during summer vacations and otherwise would just communicate by phone.

			Frank had been open with Margitte about all of this, and though it was sometimes awkward, they had been careful never to cross the line of impropriety. In her second year, Margitte got a graduate assistant of her own, and that ended their professional association. But they would still get together from time to time for dinner or to attend a concert or the cinema together, and then Frank had gone back to the U.S., and that had ended it.

			He felt a little twinge of guilt at how good it felt to see her again. Suddenly Frank realized that she was watching him quizzically, and he laughed. “Sorry, I was just remembering that day in class when you put me in my place.”

			Margitte smiled too, her eyes softening as she remembered. “You were pretty arrogant that day.”

			“I was a stuck-up, self-righteous, self-absorbed jerk,” Frank said, “and you were right to correct me.”

			She reached out and touched his hand. “But, Franz, what you did in the next class was remarkable. I’ll never forget how you made it right again.”

			And I’ll never forget our good-bye that last summer, Frank thought. She had come to the train station to say good-bye. With tears streaking her cheeks, at the last moment she had rushed up and kissed him on the lips. It was a kiss of such exquisite sweetness that Frank still thought of it often. And now here she was again.

			Margitte broke into his thoughts. “How long are you here for, Franz?” She always used the German pronunciation of his name, even though most of his German colleagues called him Frank.

			“About another week. I just got here yesterday.”

			“And is your wife with you?” she asked quietly.

			“Yes and no. She’s teaching a summer class at the Sorbonne in Paris. She finishes on the twelfth and then we’re going back home together.”

			“The Sorbonne? Wasn’t that where she attended school?”

			“Yes, it was.” Frank was suddenly uncomfortable talking about Celeste. “And what about you? Are you married?” He had already noted that her fingers were bare.

			“Only to my work,” Margitte said, tossing her head in that way that she did. “And you are a professor at the Massachusetts Institute of Technology now, no?”

			“That’s right. Just an associate professor, actually. But I’m working on a project with three of my colleagues, so I came over to do some research here before I go to Paris to get Celeste.”

			“Ah,” Margitte said. “And your little boy?”

			“Reginald is doing well. He’s almost six now.”

			“And does he look like you?”

			“No. Gratefully, he looks more like his mother.” Frank was studying her as he spoke. She was even lovelier than he remembered. “And so, here you are, an assistant professor at one of the premier scientific institutes in Europe. Your parents must be very proud.”

			Margitte blushed a little. “Yes. Papa had my graduation certificate framed and now it hangs over our fireplace.”

			“Good for him.”

			They both fell silent. Again Frank was thinking of Celeste. They had agreed that he would call her two or three times a week at seven in the evening. She hadn’t been there when he’d called last night, nor had she answered tonight—which was becoming more the rule than the exception. Frank had left a message with her roommate to call him, but still he had heard nothing. And it chafed him a little. He was busy too, but he was making time to call her.

			Margitte was watching him closely. “Do you remember Der Bär Keller?”

			“Ja,” Frank exclaimed. “But of course. The Bear Cellar was my favorite Biergarten. Is it still there? And does it still have that awful stuffed bear just inside the door?”

			Margitte laughed. “Yes, only he is even scruffier than before.” A touch of pink colored her cheeks. “I was just on my way home, and I was thinking that I do not feel like cooking on my little hotplate tonight. Would you let me buy you dinner?”

			“Of course not,” Frank said. “But I would like to buy you dinner. I skipped lunch today and was just wondering where I might get a bite to eat.”

			“Sehr gut. Then it’s settled.” Margitte’s eyes were dancing with delight. She folded her umbrella and put it in the pocket of her raincoat and then slipped her arm through his. “Lead on, Herr Doktor.”

			August 9, 6:37 p.m.—Der Bär Keller, 
Zehlendorf Borough, Berlin

			They had started regularly meeting for lunch the day after they had dinner at the Bear Cellar. At that first dinner, Margitte had quizzed Frank about his research project. As he described it to her, he “happened” to mention that it had some highly complex mathematical calculations. She took the bait like a trout striking the lure. “Would you like some help from a mathematical theorist?” she had asked playfully. He had assured her that a theorist might bring something to the table that he didn’t have.

			And so the lunch hour was set aside to study together. Some­times it went to an hour and a half or even two hours. On the third night he was in town she “happened” to be passing the building where he worked as he came out. They both knew it wasn’t accidental but pretended that it was. They went to a little French bistro for coffee and a light dinner before going off to their separate apartments. Frank was still experiencing considerable guilt over all of this, even though there were no overt romantic tones from either of them. On the other hand, his frustration with Celeste was growing too. Yesterday he had finally caught her just as she was running off to the library to get materials for her class. “Sorry, darling,” she cried. “My schedule is insane. I’ll try to call you when I can. Love you.” And she hung up without him even saying a word.

			To Frank’s surprise, he found that irritation served as a potent antidote for guilt.

			Two nights ago, he had walked Margitte home after their stop at the bistro. They had talked for a long time outside her apartment. As they had finally parted, Margitte, on impulse, had reached out and taken Frank’s hand. He started to pull it away, but then he stopped. They looked into each other’s eyes for what seemed like a long time, and then she had closed her eyes and leaned in closer. It was too much for him. He took her by the shoulders and pulled her up against him. Then the image of Celeste’s face flashed into his mind. Face flaming red, Frank gave Margitte a quick hug, mumbled something about having to go, and turned and fled.

			He had thought of little else all day, getting more and more angry with himself for being so stupid as not to have kissed her. Then the next moment, he was angry with himself for having let it go so far. Today was Friday, and tomorrow morning Margitte was taking a train to Dresden to spend one last weekend with her family before starting into her pre-term faculty meetings. Tonight would be their last night together, for Frank was scheduled to leave Sunday night for Paris.

			Around two that afternoon, he had finally given up on doing any further research. He went for a long run in the Tiergarten. After that he took all of his research notes to the institute library and found a back corner, vowing to stay there until the library closed. He berated himself ceaselessly and thought of Margitte constantly. He had stopped calling Celeste by this point. She still had not called him, and he was openly angry with her. Not just because she was too busy to call him but because she was making the situation with Margitte more and more complicated.

			Finally, cursing himself for his weakness of will, he filled his briefcase with his research materials and set off for his apartment. He and Margitte had agreed to have supper together at the Bear Cellar one last time and say their good-byes there. No walking her home, he vowed.

			They didn’t say much over dinner. Both tried to keep the conversation light or focused on mathematics. Neither attempt really worked. Finally, when the waitress finished clearing their table, Frank reached out and touched Margitte’s hand. “Are you ready?”

			She nodded, not meeting his gaze.

			As they came out of the beer hall, they moved off a ways, to avoid the people going in and out, and stopped. Margitte looked up the street in the direction of her apartment. Frank looked in the opposite direction. When they turned back to face each other, her eyes were shining, but she managed a smile as she stuck out her hand. “Auf Wiedersehen, Franz. It has been so wonderful to see you again.”

			He said nothing, just watched her for a long time. Then he swore softly. “This is ridiculous,” he said. “We’re acting like a couple of twelve-year-olds. Come, I will walk you home.”

			She nodded and without a word put her arm through his and leaned her head against his shoulder as they started off. Both were silent for the entire quarter of an hour it took them to reach the sidewalk outside her building. By that time, the sky was a dark velvet overhead and the street lamps were coming on. Frank stopped under a lamp a short distance down from her apartment. He turned to face her. “Margitte, I. . . .”

			Her hand shot up and she pressed two fingers to his lips. “No, Franz. Don’t say anything. You don’t have to.”

			Surprised, he said, “But I was just going to ask if we could stop here and talk for a bit before you have to go in.”

			“Oh.” That flustered her. “Of course.”

			Then, realizing that he didn’t have the foggiest idea what to talk about, Frank stammered out, “Uh . . . so what time is your train in the morning?”

			“Not until nine.”

			“Then you don’t have to go inside right away, do you?”

			“No, but. . . .” She looked away. When she turned back, her eyes were filled with tears. “Did you ever hear from Celeste?”

			Frank shook his head. “I don’t know what’s going on with her.”

			“It’s not enough, Franz.”

			He looked at her more closely. “What’s not enough?”

			“Your anger with Celeste.”

			That took him completely aback, so Margitte rushed on. “I am not a religious person, Franz. I find the restrictions that various churches put on the love between a man and a woman to be antiquated and prudish.” She took a quick breath. “So. . . .” She was blushing now, and then she laughed sadly. “Oh, Franz, there is such a sweet innocence about you. What I am saying is that I am strongly tempted to invite you to stay with me tonight, and. . . .” She reached up and laid a hand on his cheek. “And I think you would be strongly tempted to accept my invitation. Right?”

			Frank’s mind raced off in several directions, but he finally said, “More strongly than you know.”

			“But I also have very strong feelings about hurting innocent people,” Margitte continued. “Oh, I know you and Celeste are having your challenges—which is really very foolish on her part. But I can tell that she is a good person who loves you very much. So. . . .” She looked away. “So another part of me cannot bring myself to do this to her. I know what it would do to me if a person I loved deeply were to cheat on me. I would be absolutely devastated.” The tears were streaking her face now. “So I think it’s best if we say good night now, before my good intentions evaporate.”

			“Yes,” Frank said after a moment. “I do think that is best.”

			She stepped back. “Good-bye, Franz.” She turned away as her lower lip began to tremble. In two steps he was to her. He took her by the shoulders, turned her around, and kissed her on the lips. It was soft and tender and contained all of the pent-up longing and loneliness he was feeling. When he pulled away, his eyes were shining too. “Auf Wiedersehen, my darling.”

			Margitte tried to speak, but her voice caught in her throat. All she managed was, “Auf Wiedersehen, Schatzi.” Then she threw her arms around him and kissed him back—hard, long, passionately. She pulled back and then turned and walked swiftly away, her heels clicking loudly on the sidewalk.
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			August 12, 1929, 5:37 p.m.— Rue de Écoles 59, 
the Latin Quarter, Paris, France

			The driver looked over his shoulder. “Monsieur, we are almost there.”

			“Good. Out of curiosity, how far is the Sorbonne from this address?”

			The driver lifted a hand and pointed out the windshield. “See the large buildings down near the end of the street? Those are part of the université. So this is just a few blocks away.”

			That would be Celeste, Frank thought. Why worry about the cost? Live close to the university so you never have too far to walk.

			The taxi slowed and made a left turn off of Saint-Michel Boulevard. A minute later the driver pulled over to the curb. As he pulled on the hand brake, he half turned, pointing to a red brick building across the street. “We are here, Monsieur. That will be six francs, s’il vous plaît.”

			Frank took out a ten-franc note and handed it to him. “Merci beaucoup.”

			“May I help you with your bags?”

			“No, thank you. It’s just the one. I can manage.”

			But as Frank reached for the door handle, a man came running out of the building. He was middle-aged, with a very round midriff, a bald head, a scruff of whiskers, and woolen pants held up by suspenders straining to cover the expanse of his belly. He was waving his arms wildly as he let loose a torrent of French at the driver. The driver glanced quickly back at Frank and held up one hand. “Un moment, Monsieur.” Then he turned back to face the man, who had run up to the taxi. A very animated conversation ensued as the driver started firing questions at the man. The driver kept glancing back at Frank with increasing consternation.

			Finally, the driver barked sharply at the man and waved him back. Reluctantly, the man checked for cars and then crossed back over and stood in front of the building.

			“What is it?” Frank asked with a touch of alarm.

			“He is the propriétaire. How do you say in English?”

			Frank had no idea what the French word meant, but based on the fact that the man had come running out of Celeste’s building, he took a guess. “The landlord?”

			“Oui, oui. The landlord. He says your wife is not here.”

			“What?” Frank jerked forward. “Where is she? At the uni­vers­ity?”

			“Non. Not here. She is gone.” He threw up both hands, flipping his fingers outward, like a magician performing a magic trick. “Poof!” he added.

			“Gone?” Frank felt his stomach lurch. “Gone where?”

			Across the street the landlord was wringing his hands, motioning for Frank to come and join him.

			“The landlord says you come with him. He has a letter for you.”

			Half in a daze, Frank opened the door and got slowly out. Seeing that, the landlord stepped to the door of the building, pulled it open, and motioned for Frank to come inside.

			Before he did so, Frank turned and called to the driver. “Can you wait here while I sort this out, Monsieur?”

			“Oui, oui! But of course,” he replied.

			Frank stepped through the door into a small vestibule. The landlord followed, shutting the door behind him. “Do you speak any English?” Frank asked.

			He shrugged. “Pas d’anglais.” Apparently not.

			The vestibule was small and narrow. To the right was a steep set of stairs. On the left was a single door with a brass number one nailed to it. The landlord opened the door and motioned for Frank to follow him inside.

			The rotund little man walked through a small living room and into a kitchen. Frank stopped at the door and waited. A moment later, the landlord came back carrying two envelopes—a white, letter-sized one and a much larger manila one with a flap on the top. Letting loose a stream of French, the landlord thrust both of them at Frank, who took only the smaller one and quickly ripped it open. There was a single sheet of paper, folded into thirds. Frank opened it and stared at it for several seconds, not comprehending. It had only four lines.

			F.,

			Have returned to Boston. For explanation, see brown envelope.

			C.

			P.S. Please cancel all London reservations.

			That didn’t make sense. Frank looked up at the landlord, who was hovering over him. His face was sad as his head wagged back and forth. “Votre femme . . . uh. . . .” And then came another stream of French.

			“My wife?” Frank asked.

			The man nodded vigorously as he lifted both hands out in front of him, all four fingers on each hand curled in to touch his thumbs so they formed a small ball. “Votre femme—” he said again, and then he did what the taxi driver had done. He flipped his finger and thumb as though there had been a small explosion in both hands. “Poof!” he said.

			Thoroughly baffled now, Frank took the manila envelope from the older man. As soon as he did so, the landlord discreetly backed away and went into the kitchen. The flap on the envelope was not sealed, and Frank suddenly realized that the man knew what was inside and didn’t want to be here when Frank opened it.

			Frank hesitated and then lifted the flap. Inside were two sheets of paper. Puzzled, he extracted them. They were blank. Nothing on them at all. Then, noticing that they were much thicker and stiffer than normal paper, he realized he was looking at the backs of two photographs. What in the world? He turned them over, holding the two photos apart, one in each hand.

			Suddenly the room lurched violently and his knees almost buckled. He clutched blindly for the door frame, as it felt as if he had just been kicked in the stomach. He was looking at two full-sized black and white photographs. Both had been taken at night, both in the same place. The images were clear, because the two people in the photograph were standing beneath a street lamp. In the first one, a woman’s back was partially to the camera because a man had bent her slightly backward as he leaned in to kiss her. In the second one, the man was standing up straight, but his head was bent down, mostly hidden by the woman’s head. In neither photo was the woman’s face visible. It didn’t need to be, because in the first photo, the man’s face was clearly illuminated by the lamplight. It was Frank’s face.

			August 17, 1929, 10:17 p.m.—
Westland Residence, Newton, Massachusetts

			“Thank you,” Frank said as he handed the taxi driver a five-­dollar bill. “Keep the change.”

			“Thank ya, mate.” The driver put the car into gear and drove off, heading back toward Boston.

			With a sigh, Frank turned and looked at the house. All the windows were dark, but that didn’t surprise him much. Celeste was a night owl, often staying up past midnight, but their bedroom was in the back of the house and not visible from the street. Taking out his key, he moved to the door and set his bag down. He hesitated as a dark gloom settled in on him. He took a deep breath, then another, and inserted the key into the lock. Or tried. It didn’t fit. Turning so he could see better in the light of the street lamp, he peered closely at his key. It was the right one. He stood to one side so he could see the lock better and tried again. He wiggled the key back and forth, but there was no question about it. It didn’t fit.

			Frank leaned in closer to try it again and then swore as he saw that the lock was a new one of a different make. He was exhausted, hungry, and badly needed a shave and a bath. What he didn’t need was this. “You can’t be serious!” he exploded. He stepped back and looked up at the upstairs window. “Celeste!” He made a fist and banged on the door hard.

			He waited almost a minute, banging twice more. But he knew what was happening. He swore again, only this time it came out in a dark, bitter stream of profanity. He didn’t even try the back door. How had the taxi driver put it? “Poof!”

			10:49 p.m.—Dickerson Residence, 
16 Brimmer Street, Beacon Hill, Boston

			Frank had found a neighbor who was still awake and had him call a taxi, telling the cab company that he would be walking north on Highway 16 and to watch for him. From the embarrassed response of his neighbor, Frank guessed rumors were already going around.

			By the time the taxi pulled up in front of the Dickerson mansion, Frank had a full head of steam and was spoiling for a fight. Celeste was too busy to return his phone calls, but not too busy to hire a private detective to follow him and take pictures of him and Margitte? He had been shut out without a chance to defend himself. How did Celeste even know that he and Margitte had been spending time together? How long had this surveillance been going on? Had she spied on him during his years of graduate school? That was an unlikely stretch, but what other explanation was there? As the taxi pulled to a stop in front of the spacious lawn, Frank leaned forward. “Can you wait while I make sure . . . uh . . . someone’s up?” He slipped the man a ten-dollar bill.

			“Whatever you say, guv’nor.”

			Frank took his bag with him just in case and walked up the steps to the front door. He hesitated and then rapped with the brass knocker three times. The lights in the main vestibule were on, which meant that at least some of the servants were still up. A moment later he heard footsteps. The door was unlocked and then swung open. The butler was standing there, still fully attired in a tuxedo. “Oh,” he said, clearly surprised. “Master Frank. Good evening.”

			“Good evening, Holmes. Sorry to knock so late, but I’m fresh off the boat. Didn’t want to go all the way out to Newton tonight. Does Mrs. Westland happen to be here? I rang our home but there was no answer.” What was a little lie at this point?

			Holmes was British to the core, very formal and proper. He and Frank had always had a good relationship, though now Frank realized he didn’t know the man’s last name. Maybe Holmes was his last name.

			“She is, sir, but she is . . . uh . . . asleep now. It is quite late, sir.”

			“Oh. Sorry about that. I don’t want to wake her, Holmes. Perhaps I could just slip into one of the guest bedrooms and see her in the morning.”

			There was a long pause. Holmes glanced over his shoulder at the grand staircase, and then he moved a step closer and lowered his voice. “It pains me to have to say this, Master Frank, but Mr. and Mrs. Dickerson left specific instructions that if you were to come here, that . . . well, that you were. . . .” He couldn’t quite bring himself to say it.

			“That I was not to be welcomed,” Frank finished for him, not trying to hide the bitterness.

			“Yes, sir. I’m so sorry, sir.”

			“Not your problem, Holmes.” Then another thought came. “It’s very late. I’m not sure where I can get a hotel at this hour. Isn’t there a spare room above the garage? Could I just. . . . ”

			Holmes was shaking his head, his expression one of pained regret. “Mr. Dickerson’s instructions were quite explicit. You are not to be allowed on the premises.”

			Frank’s shoulders slumped in defeat. “I understand. Thank you, Holmes. It’s all right. I know that you need to follow your instructions.”

			Frank turned, looking down at the cabbie. “I’m coming!” he called. “Hold on.” Then he turned back to Holmes. “Holmes, I’m sorry to ask this, but I think Mrs. Westland has changed the locks on the doors to our home.”

			“Oh?” That clearly surprised him.

			“So, I’m afraid I have no other option. Could you go into Mrs. Westland’s room and—”

			The horror on the butler’s face was almost comical. “I could never do that, sir. It wouldn’t be proper.”

			“Ah, of course. Then could you send one of the women servants in and have her get me the keys to my home? Because it is my home too. If my wife objects, tell her that I am very tired and that if I don’t have the keys, I’m going to kick the door in or bust a window to get in the house. I am not going to try to find a hotel this late at night.”

			He thought he saw just a flicker of amusement in the butler’s eyes as he nodded. “Please wait here. It should only take a moment.”

			August 18, 1929, 7:10 a.m.—Westland Residence, 
Newton, Massachusetts

			Frank groaned and threw back the covers as the phone rang again and then again. Who would be calling him at this hour of the morning? Just as he was about to put the pillow over his head, the answer to his question came to him. He leaped out of bed and ran down the hall to where the phone hung on the wall. He snatched it up. “Hello? Celeste, is that you?”

			A deep, angry voice answered. “This is Reginald Dickerson, Mr. Westland.

			Anger flashed through Frank like a lightning strike. Reginald? Not Celeste? “The name is Frank, sir. And I would like to speak to my wife.”

			“You listen to me, Frank. If you think you can come to my home and threaten my butler and my daughter, then—”

			“Hold on! Threaten your butler? That’s bull and you know it.”

			“Spare me the crudity, Frank. Holmes told me what you said and—”

			“Holmes is an honest man, Mr. Dickerson. He did not tell you that I threatened him, because I did not. And as for your daughter, I never spoke to her in any way last night.”

			“As for my daughter, you will not speak to her ever again. You will not see her. She has nothing but contempt for you. And you have until noon—”

			Frank cut in again. “Wait! Celeste’s not even awake yet, is she? You don’t think I know my own wife? Up and going at seven o’clock in the morning? No way! Does Celeste even know that you’re making this call?”

			Mr. Dickerson ignored the questions. “You have until noon today to be out of that house, including anything that is yours. If not, I’ll have a constable evict you.”

			“What? You can’t do that. I know you gave Celeste the money to buy it, but my name is on the deed along with Celeste’s. Not yours.”

			“It is as of two days ago,” Dickerson sneered. “Your wife signed the deed over to me, and I am now the sole owner.”

			“You can’t just write me off of a deed without my consent,” Frank countered.

			“I have four lawyers who say differently. If you don’t like it, you’d better start looking for a lawyer of your own. Oh, and by the way, those same lawyers are drafting divorce papers even as we speak.”

			Frank said nothing. Could he really do that? He was pretty sure there were laws in Massachusetts that protected the rights of both spouses when it came to property. On the other hand, he doubted that this was a bluff. Mr. Dickerson would have the best attorneys in the city, if not the state. And this was a man of tremendous influence, who was personal friends with the mayor. In addition to that, several of the city council members were investors with him in his current property company.

			“Well,” Reginald snapped, “have you nothing to say to that?”

			“Only this,” Frank said softly. “Out west we have a saying. If you’re going to a gunfight, be sure you bring the right cowboy.”

			“How quaint,” Reginald snorted. “And you’re that cowboy? I am trembling in my boots.”

			“Well, you’re right, Reggie, I don’t—”

			“Don’t call me Reggie!” Mr. Dickerson shrieked so loudly that it made the phone crackle.

			“I don’t have any high-powered lawyers, or city councilmen in my pocket,” Frank said. “But I do remember Celeste telling me about a little run-in you and the editor-in-chief of the Boston Globe had over practices at your bank.”

			There was a sharp intake of breath.

			“If I’m remembering it right, you accused him of slander and won a healthy settlement from the bank. Left a real bad taste in his mouth. Wonder what he’d say if I told him—”

			“You wouldn’t dare.”

			“You try and kick me out of my own house, and I’ll be camped in his office an hour later. I’ll bet a story about the great Reginald Dickerson’s son-in-law being forced out of his home because of false accusations of adultery would get his attention. That’s what I mean by a gunfight, sir. So here’s all I have to say. I want to talk with Celeste. I’ll come there, or she can come here, or I’ll meet her wherever she wants. But not over the phone. She will come alone, and you will butt out of this. This is between me and her. And by the way, did she ask you to draft divorce papers, or is that just another way of”—his tone turned mocking—“‘Daddy helping out’?”

			Suddenly another voice came on the line, and Frank recognized it instantly. It was Babette, and she was evidently on another extension. How long had she been listening?

			“Reginald,” she said with some asperity, “I want to talk to Frank, and I don’t want you interrupting.”

			“You stay out of this, Babette.”

			“Hello, Babette,” Frank said softly.

			“Good morning, Frank.” They could hear Reginald huffing and puffing, but for the moment he was silent.

			“I am so sorry, Babette. But it is not what you think it is.”

			“I’ve seen the photos, Frank.”

			So his were not the only copies. He should have known that. And did they have other photos? Again he wondered how long they had been photographing him and Margitte. He took a quick breath. “You haven’t seen photos of us in bed, Babette, because that never happened.”

			“Hang up, Babette,” Reginald cried. “He is a liar and an adulterer and a thief.”

			“Thief?” Frank cried incredulously. “I’m not the one making millions off of destitute farmers.”

			“Reginald!” Babette’s voice came out harsh and curt. “Hang up! You are not helping here.”

			There was more harrumphing in the background, followed by a click, followed by a long silence. Then Babette spoke. “You are not helping yourself here, Frank. Believe me when I say, you do not want my husband for an enemy.”

			Frank was suddenly tired. “He’s been my enemy since the first time Celeste brought me home.”

			She ignored that. “Celeste is taking a bath. I think it’s best if you don’t come here. Reginald isn’t going to the bank today. So expect her at your house around nine o’clock. All right?”

			“Yes. Thank you.”

			There was another long pause, then, “Celeste is deeply hurt, Frank. If you don’t handle this right, there will be divorce papers, and they won’t come from Reginald. Do you understand that?”

			“I do.”

			“And will you take one more piece of advice from your mother-in-law?”

			“Of course.”

			“I know that Celeste has some responsibility in what’s been happening in your marriage, but if you don’t take full responsibility for what happened in Berlin. . . . Well, I think you’ll lose her.”

			And then Babette said something that nearly floored him. “I love you, Frank. And I know that you deeply love my daughter. Please don’t drive her away. You are the best thing that’s ever happened to her. She knows that too. That’s why she is so heartbroken right now.”
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			August 18, 1929, 9:05 a.m.—Westland Residence, 
Newton, Massachusetts

			When Frank opened the door, Celeste didn’t look at him as she pushed past him and went into the living room. She was dressed in a yellow halter top with blue polka dots and a matching yellow skirt that ended just above her knees. She wore a broad-brimmed sun hat that matched the blue of the polka dots. On her feet were white boat shoes with no socks. Frank watched her remove her hat and brush her fingers through her hair, and his heart ached. He almost told her how beautiful she was but wisely decided this was not the time.

			Frank shut the door and went into the living room, taking the chair opposite Celeste. She still didn’t look at him but instead turned her head to stare out the window. Two full minutes went by without either of them speaking.

			“Would you like me to begin?” Frank finally asked.

			Celeste half turned. “Begin what?” Her voice was cool and distant.

			“I’d like to explain what happened with me and Margitte.”

			“Is that her name?”

			“Yes.”

			“How old is she?”

			“She’s two years younger than I am.”

			Celeste shot him an incredulous look. “She looks nineteen.”

			Frank let out a slow breath. “She’s twenty-three, Celeste. She has her doctorate in theoretical mathematics and starts this fall as an assistant professor at the Institute.”

			“Oh my,” she said, finally meeting his gaze. “Young. Beautiful. Intelligent. No wonder.” Then anger twisted her features. “And German. Talk about adding insult to injury. A French woman would have been bad enough, but a German?”

			“Celeste, I. . . .”

			“Did you know her before? When you were doing your graduate work?”

			“I did. She was a student in a class I was asked to teach the second year I was there. When I learned how gifted she was in mathematics I requested her as a graduate assistant.”

			“Yeah,” Celeste muttered, “I can see how gifted she is.”

			“It wasn’t like that, Celeste. She was an assistant, that’s all.”

			“So there was nothing between you before? Swear it?”

			As he hesitated she pounced on it. “Oh, Frank!” she cried, tears coming to her eyes.

			“No, Celeste! Will you let me answer before you jump to conclusions? There was nothing between us except being friends and associates. I swear it. What I was going to say is that during that last summer, as I graduated and was getting ready to come back home, she came to say good-bye.”

			“Where?”

			That question took him aback. “Where?” he repeated. Then he understood. “It was at the train station. Out in the open for all to see. Celeste, I swear to you, I have never been inside her flat, nor she inside mine.”

			“That’s a relief, because I’m sure there are no hotels in Berlin.”

			“Do you want me to finish or not?”

			There was a brief nod, so Frank went on. “As we shook hands, Margitte suddenly leaned in and kissed me.”

			“On the lips?”

			“Yes. And no, I didn’t kiss her back. I was caught off guard by it, and I just stood there in surprise. Then she turned and hurried away.”

			“How touching.”

			“Celeste, I know you have every reason not to trust me, but on the boat home, I decided that the only way I could ever hope to make this right with you is to be perfectly honest, even if it hurts you, and even if it means that you want nothing more to do with me.”

			“That would be nice,” Celeste said, even more sarcastically this time. Frank said nothing.

			After a time she spoke again, this time very softly. “So she loved you, even back then?”

			“I think there’s much more to love than being infatuated with your professor.”

			“Oh, please!” Then she quickly added, “So was she waiting for you when you arrived this year? Did you write and tell her you were coming?”

			“No!” Frank said it very firmly. “She had no idea I was coming. I assumed she was no longer there. She was supposed to graduate this last spring. Very few people knew I was coming. I was there to do some private research in their library for that project I’m doing here at M.I.T.” He sighed. “So anyway, a day or two after I arrived, I had come out of my office at about six o’clock. I was done for the day and going back home. It was raining lightly, and as I came around a corner, this woman was hurrying toward me, but she had her umbrella down and didn’t see me until she bumped into me.”

			“How convenient.”

			Frank leaned forward and put his head in his hands. “Why ask the questions if my answers mean nothing to you?”

			“All right. I’m sorry. But I do have some rather deep feelings about this.”

			“I know, and I am sorry for that. Deeply sorry.”

			“Why don’t you just tell me, then?”

			So he did. Frank told her how he and Margitte had talked for a few minutes and then gone to a nearby restaurant for dinner. He told Celeste how his research project required extensive, complicated mathematics and how Margitte had helped him.

			“So you met every day?”

			“Usually, yes.”

			“Did you walk her home every night?” 

			“I did not. When we were done working together, we’d go our separate ways.” Frank’s head came up. “You know that I tried to call you several times and could never get—”

			Celeste almost shot out of her chair. “Don’t you put this on me, Frank. Don’t you dare.”

			“I didn’t mean it that way,” he replied. But then the memory of his frustrations flared up in him. “But where were you, Celeste? We agreed that we would talk three times a week at the least. I called you numerous times. I left messages. And I got nothing.”

			“I called you back,” she said hotly.

			“Maybe twice,” he said wearily. “And the last time you were in such a hurry I didn’t even get one word in.”

			“I’m sorry,” Celeste snapped. “I thought I told you. When I got there, they had a faculty cancellation and asked me to teach his class too. I was running day and night to keep up.”

			“I understand. I’m not trying to make excuses for myself.” The look she shot him told him how she felt about that. Frank hurried on, wanting to be done with it. “On the Friday before I was to leave, Margitte was leaving the next morning to go visit her family. She wouldn’t be back until Monday morning about the same time I was leaving for Paris. So we went to dinner together, and then I walked her home.”

			“Hoping for what?” Celeste asked. She was instantly contrite. “I’m sorry. Don’t answer that.”

			Frank began to massage his temples with his fingertips as he went on, debating how much to say about that night. Then he remembered his vow. “We stood there under the street lamp for a few minutes. Margitte then told me that she had considered inviting me up to her flat for the night.”

			There was a low cry and Celeste looked away.

			“But she didn’t. And do you know why?”

			“Because she’s a religious girl?” she guessed bitterly.

			“No, because she said that she knew it would hurt you very deeply, and she couldn’t bear to do that.”

			Celeste gave him an incredulous look.

			“Believe it not, that’s what she said. Then she turned and started for her flat.” Frank was staring at his hands now. “And that’s when I went to her and kissed her good-bye. And then, as I stepped back, she came to me. And she kissed me back.”

			“Oh, yes, I could see that. Poor Frank. The predatory German female goes after the innocent and naive American male.”

			He got up and went to the window, fighting back the urge to strike back at her.

			Celeste spoke again. “And if she had invited you up to her flat, would you have gone?”

			“No, I couldn’t do that.”

			There was no response to that. He turned and found her staring at nothing. “May I ask you a question?” he said.

			Celeste’s head came around and Frank could see the hurt and anger in her eyes. “What? Did I have a ‘harmless flirtation’ with one of my students while in Paris? No, Frank, I did not. Did I go to dinner with any male students of mine? No, Frank, I did not. Did I passionately kiss anyone good-bye before I left Paris? No, Frank, I . . . did . . . not! So what other questions do you have?”

			“What did I ever do to you that led you to hire a private investigator to follow me?”

			Celeste blinked, her face flushing.

			“Were you having me watched clear back when I was doing my doctorate? I’m just curious.” 

			“Is that what you think? That I’m a jealous wife?”

			“What am I supposed to think, Celeste? That some photographer just happened by when I was saying good-bye to Margitte, and then that photographer somehow got those pictures to you a day or two later because he just happened to know where you were living in Paris? Come on, Celeste. How naive do you think I am? So what gives?”

			Once again she was staring at her hands. “It was Daddy.”

			“Oh, come on, Celeste. Your father was having me followed?”

			“One of Daddy’s vice presidents was in Berlin for a big banking conference. I guess his bank has loaned German manufacturers a lot of money and so this man was one of their guests of honor. Knowing that he was not far from the Institute, Daddy asked him to go down and say hello to you.”

			“How thoughtful of him. Just say it, Celeste. He sent him down there to check up on me.”

			“I’m telling you what Daddy told me,” she snapped. “Anyway, as he was almost to your flat, he saw you and Margitte going into a restaurant. So he called Daddy and told him. And without saying anything to me, Daddy asked him to hire a private investigator to start tailing you.”

			“And how long did that go on?”

			“For about a week. Then he followed you that night and took the pictures of the two of you under the lamppost. The investigator got the pictures developed and gave them to Daddy’s associate. That was Friday night. By Saturday afternoon copies of them had arrived by special courier in Paris.” Her voice caught. “Daddy tried to call me to warn me, but as you know, I don’t answer my phone much. So when I got the package from him, I had absolutely no idea what it was.”

			Frank buried his face in his hands. “Oh, Celeste. No wonder you locked me out of the house.”

			She turned to face him fully now. “So let me ask you one last question, and then I’ll go.” She was suddenly pleading. “And please, Frank, please be honest with me. If there had been no private detective, would you have ever told me about Margitte?”

			Frank rocked back. He hadn’t seen that one coming. “I—” He shook his head slowly. “I’d like to think I would have, but I can’t say that for sure. All I know is that I love you, Celeste. And it feels awful to know how much I have hurt you.”

			“You can’t possibly know how much you have hurt me,” Celeste said in an anguished whisper.

			There was nothing to say to that, so Frank sat back. Another long silence, and then Celeste spoke. “I want you to know that I haven’t filed the divorce papers.”

			“That’s not what your father said,” Frank said bitterly.

			“He’s had them prepared, but he did it without me knowing.”

			“Of course. Do you think that he will ever let you grow up?”

			She visibly flinched.

			“Sorry. That was a cheap shot.”

			“Yes, it was.”

			“So, are you going to file them?”

			“I don’t know, Frank,” Celeste shot right back. “I’m certainly not ready to take you back in my arms and say that all is forgiven.”

			“I don’t expect you to.”

			“Good. Because I’m not.”

			“I’ll be here when you make that decision.” Frank leaned forward then, his face earnest now. “But if you do decide we should try again, we have to talk about changing the way we live.”

			“What do you mean?” she asked.

			“I mean, living apart for months and years at a time. Both of us working full-time, never seeing each other except as we grab a cup of coffee and a roll for breakfast or when we fall into bed at night. We’re two strangers sharing the same house and the same bed.”

			“I know,” Celeste agreed.

			“I love you, Celeste, and I want to be with you. I want us to be a family. I want us to keep our son with us, not in Utah, and definitely not in some hellhole of a boarding school.”

			Celeste’s eyes were wide now. She had not expected this. “Are you asking me to give up my career as a teacher?”

			“I. Yes. No. . . .” Frank threw up his hands. “I don’t know, Celeste. It’s not just you. I’m as guilty of being on the run all the time as you are. I don’t know how to fix things, but this I do know: my Grandpa Westland used to say, ‘Nothing works unless you do.’ Well, if you can ever find it in your heart to forgive me, then I’d like us both to really work at trying to fix this.”

			After a few moments, Celeste nodded. “I agree. But first, we’ve got to fix us, Frank. And that’s not going to be easy. And it’s going to take time.” Instantly, her eyes were filled with tears. “I really want to believe that you never slept with her. That would make a big difference. But do you know what hurts the most, almost even more than sleeping with her would hurt?”

			“What?”

			“That you loved her.”

			Frank flinched but then started to respond. Celeste shook her head. “No denials, please. I can see it in your eyes when you speak of her. I can see it in that photo of you kissing her. And that cuts more deeply than I thought was possible.”

			“I never loved her like I love you.”

			“But you loved her.” Celeste put on her sun hat. “I’ve got to go. Good-bye, Frank.” 

			She got up and went to the door. He got up and followed. “You look very lovely today, Celeste.”

			Her head came around with a snap. “I’m not ready for compliments yet, Frank.”

			“I know.” Then a tiny smile played around the corners of his mouth. “But can you honestly tell me that when you were getting ready this morning, you didn’t think, ‘I want Frank to see how beautiful I am. I want him to see what he turned his back on’?”

			It had caught Celeste totally by surprise, and she was clearly startled by his question. Then she emphatically shook her head. “I can honestly say that thought never crossed my mind.”

			“You lie,” Frank laughed softly.

			“I know,” Celeste said, giving him her first genuine smile of the day. “But don’t let it go to your head.”

			2:48 p.m.

			Frank had worked on his research project until lunchtime. He compiled all of the notes he had made in Germany and began organizing them into what would eventually become his presentation outline. Realizing how exhausted he really was, he had made himself a toasted cheese sandwich and opened a can of Campbell’s tomato soup. After that simple lunch he had gone up to their bedroom and slept for two hours.

			Now he was prowling around the house, restless and frustrated. There were a thousand things that needed doing, but all he could think of was Celeste and their conversation. And when Margitte crept into his thoughts, he mentally lashed himself for his stupidity. He more fully understood now that he had hurt them both very deeply.

			Finally, he turned to the stack of mail piled on the desk in their study. Celeste had been gone for two months, Frank for two and a half weeks, and a large pile on the floor had been inside the door below the mail slot. He had picked it all up and put it aside before Celeste came. Now he decided to dive into it.

			He sorted through it, tossing aside the magazines, catalogs, and other incidental mail and focusing on a stack of six envelopes with the name and address of the New England Colonial Bank and Trust. That was their bank, because that was her father’s bank. But these were not the usual bank statements. These were larger envelopes, and to Frank’s surprise, when he opened them, he found there were monthly reports on the stock Celeste had purchased with her trust fund money back in December. They were addressed to Mr. Frank Arthur Westland and Mrs. Celeste Babette Dickerson Westland, which made Frank smile. He had told Celeste it was her money, but she had put both of their names on the investments.

			Frank did a quick cursory read of each one and started to set them aside. Then something caught his attention, and he went back and studied them more closely. When he finished that, he rummaged through the desk drawers and found a notepad. Then he got a pencil and started taking notes as he studied the reports more closely.

			An hour later he sat back, staring blankly at the pile of stock dividend reports before him. Then he turned and carefully read through his pad full of notes again. Finally, he opened another drawer and took out the phonebook for the greater Boston area. He searched through the B’s, found the number he wanted, and ­dialed it.

			“Hello?” It was a man’s voice.

			“Is this Jeremy Blackburn?”

			“Yes. And who is this?”

			“It’s Frank Westland, Jeremy.”

			“Hey! I thought you were in Germany.”

			“I was. Just got back last night.”

			“Great. What’s up? I’d love to have lunch together before we jump back into the grind. I’d like to hear about how it went over there.”

			“I’d like that,” Frank replied. “I’m still sorting out my schedule, but I’ll give you a ring. But I’ve got a question for you.”

			“Fire away.”

			“You’re an economist. So I assume you know something about stocks.”

			“I should hope so. I teach two classes on the stock market this term,” Jeremy said.

			“Great. So here’s my question. What can you tell me about selling stocks on margin, margin calls, and margin maintenance levels?”

			“Whoa!” Jeremy laughed. “Don’t tell me that Frank Westland, who thinks that a savings account in the bank is a risky investment, is thinking about getting into the stock market.”

			“Something like that.”

			“Margins are heavy stuff, my friend. And that will take a while because you have to understand the wider context of how buying and selling stocks works before you can understand margins. But, it’s a good time to get in. Stocks are booming. People are calling it the new gold rush, the quickest way to accumulate significant wealth.”

			“So I’ve heard,” Frank said. “What if I bought you dinner tonight? Let’s say at the Brae Burn Country Club. Then we could take whatever time it takes for you to educate a physicist who is a babe when it comes to financial matters.”

			“You’re on. Name the time.” 
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			August 19, 1929, 8:53 a.m.—
New England Colonial Bank and Trust, Boston

			When Reginald Dickerson came around the corner from the bank’s parking lot, Frank quickly ducked down behind his car. But his father-in-law wasn’t looking in his direction. Someone had appeared at the front doors and opened them. Reginald smiled at the woman and disappeared inside. She relocked the door.

			Frank moved back into the shadows of the building that was directly across the street and watched the top floor closely. When the lights in the corner office came on, he relaxed a little. He knew that the president and chairman of the board rarely came down into the main part of the bank during a normal working day. He went back to his car and climbed in, his eyes fixed on the front door of the bank.

			9:00 a.m.

			The moment he saw the woman at the door again, Frank was out of the car with his briefcase in hand. He waited a moment for passing traffic and then darted across the street. The woman was just unlocking the two side doors. Frank smiled and nodded at her as he stepped up to the revolving doors. “Good morning,” he said cheerfully.

			“Good morning, sir. How are you today?”

			“I’m wonderful. Thank you for asking.”

			Frank went inside, letting his eyes quickly take in the situation. The lobby of the New England Colonial Bank and Trust was all polished marble, polished mahogany, and polished brass. Frank looked for a moment and couldn’t find a single smudge on any of it. Polished to perfection, as always. The whole west wall of the lobby was taken up by ten tellers’ cages. There were four tellers in their cages, all ready and waiting for their first customers. They smiled at him as he entered. Behind the cages, the large steel vault could be seen. Currently, its massive door was open, though there was a metal latticework door blocking entry into the vault itself.

			The rest of the bank’s main floor was divided off from the lobby by a waist-high mahogany railing with posts set in circular brass bases. Behind the railing were numerous desks with nameplates like Mr. Oscar Robbins, Senior Loan Officer; Miss Gwen Roper, New Accounts; or Mr. Wilbur Whitworth, Accounts Manager. The woman who had opened the bank went through a swinging half door in the railing and took a seat at the nearest desk. Her nameplate read Mrs. Minerva Anderson, Customer Relations. Most of the desks were already occupied by their owners, and they were busily engaged in their work.

			Frank debated whether to start with one of the tellers but then decided they would probably send him to one of these desk officers anyway, so he turned and headed for Mrs. Anderson. She had just sat down when she noticed him approaching. She got to her feet again, the bright smile instantly back.

			“Yes?” she said as she reached the railing and stopped. “May I help you, sir?”

			“Yes, thank you. My name is Frank Westland. My wife and I have an account here, and—”

			“Ah, yes,” she said brightly. “I thought I recognized you. You’re Celeste’s husband.”

			“Yes, I am,” Frank said, glad that she hadn’t said, “You’re Mr. Dickerson’s son-in-law.”

			“We heard that you were back from Europe now. Welcome home, Mr. Westland. How may I help you?”

			Frank hesitated. He had planned this out carefully, but now he wasn’t sure if her recognizing him would work in his favor or to his detriment. But she was here, so he reached into his pocket and withdrew the safety deposit box key he had found in the desk drawer at home and held it up. “First of all, I need to get into our safety deposit box for a few minutes. I need to check on a couple of things there. Then—” He gave the woman an embarrassed look. “I apologize for this, but I just got back yesterday. All of our things are still in storage.” It was technically true, if you considered their home a storage unit. “And I’ve got a meeting this morning where I need the information on our bank account. Is it possible to find that out?”

			“Of course. Checking or savings?”

			“Uh . . . both, if it’s not too big of an inconvenience for you.”

			“Not at all. And did you just need the account balance, or do you need to see the accounting sheets?”

			“The latter would be more helpful for my needs. Is that a problem?”

			“Not at all. How far back would you like me to pull the monthly statements?”

			That took Frank aback. He hadn’t thought about that. “Um . . . I think the last three months will suffice for my needs this morning. If I need more, I’ll come back.”

			“All right.” The woman moved forward and opened a gate in the railing for him. “I’ll get the sheet to sign you in for your safety deposit box and then I can take you back. While you’re in the vault, I’ll have those records pulled.” She pointed to an empty desk near the window. “You won’t be allowed to take the records out with you, of course, but you can spend as much time as you need with them over there.”

			“You are most helpful,” Frank said, giving her his warmest smile.

			The woman went to one of the empty teller’s cages and came back a moment later with a half-sized black leather ledger book and a ring of keys. She took Frank’s key from him, wrote down the number of the box, signed beside it, and pushed the book toward him. “Sign there beside my name, Mr. Westland.”

			Frank did so and followed her back to the vault. She used both keys to open his box, removing hers when she was done but leaving his in the open door. She stepped back. “When you’re finished, replace the box, shut the door, and remove your key. That secures it again. Then come back to my desk and I’ll have those other papers for you.”

			“I will. This should only take me about ten minutes. Thank you.”

			The two or three hundred safety deposit boxes were in another vault at the back of the bank. All three walls were lined from floor to ceiling with the heavy metal boxes. There was also a small table and a single chair in the room.

			Frank closed the partition door between himself and the vault door and then removed the box with his number on it. It was long enough and wide enough to hold legal-sized papers and was about six inches tall. When he lifted the lid, he grunted in satisfaction. As he had hoped, the box was half filled with stock certificates. He removed them all and then took his notepad and a pen from his briefcase and set to work.

			About five minutes later someone knocked softly on the partition. “Mr. Westland?” The voice was muffled, but it was definitely male. Frank felt his heart give a little leap as he turned his head. “Yes?”

			“Mr. Westland, this is Peter Fuller. I am one of the executive vice presidents of the bank. May I have a word with you?”

			Though his heart was suddenly pounding, Frank kept his voice light. “All right. I’m almost finished here. I’ll be out in a few minutes.”

			“Mr. Westland, please. There is an urgent matter we need to discuss. Please put your safety deposit box back in its place and come out so we can talk.”

			Frank got up and went to the door. He opened it only an inch or two and peered out at the balding man in a business suit. Frank didn’t know a lot about banks, but he did know that while customers were opening their safety deposit boxes, their privacy was paramount. “What is it?”

			“There has been a restriction. . . .” Mr. Fuller stopped, realizing that was not the best choice of words. “A question has come up about your account that needs to be resolved. If you’ll come out, I can explain further.”

			Frank wanted to punch the door. This was Reginald’s work, of that there was no doubt. “A question?” he repeated, still making sure he was blocking any view into the room. “I have not been informed of any question.”

			“I believe that you have been out of the country, sir.”

			“True, but I’ve been back for a full day. I had no notifications in my mail. No messages from the bank. What is going on here?”

			“That is what I wish to resolve. If you will please step out, I’m sure that we can—”

			“I’m almost finished, Mr. Fuller. I’ll be out in just a few minutes.” Frank started to shut the door, but suddenly Fuller was pushing back, not trying to open it but stopping Frank from shutting it. “Mr. Westland, until this matter is resolved I cannot allow you to remove any items from your safety deposit box.”

			“Oh, well, that’s easy enough. I have no plans to take anything out of here.” And with that, Frank pushed the door shut.

			Five minutes later he opened the door wide. “All right, Mr. Fuller. I am done. Thank you for your patience. As you can see, everything has been returned to the box.”

			Mr. Fuller’s expression was a curious mixture of anger, perplexity, embarrassment, and determination. “I am so sorry, Mr. Westland, but I must ask you to open your briefcase and confirm that you have taken nothing out of the safety deposit box.”

			Frank decided to get a little huffy. “This is more than unusual, sir. I thought that the contents of a person’s box were strictly confidential.”

			Mr. Fuller’s face flushed. “Uh . . . that is true, but this is a highly unusual circumstance. And I assure you that it has nothing to do with you personally, Mr. Westland. It is a bank matter, but it must be resolved.”

			Nothing personal? Frank wanted to laugh in his face. But he decided it was time to back down. “No problem,” he said cheerfully. He set the briefcase on the table and withdrew a thick sheaf of papers, careful to make sure his notepad was on the bottom and not visible. “These are research notes I made while I was recently in Germany. It’s for my professorship at M.I.T. I only had one copy, and since they are very valuable, I was making another copy for safekeeping.

			Another small lie, but who was counting? “Will there be anything else?” Frank asked, walking out of the vault. Mr. Fuller followed closely and shut the metal grating.

			“I’m afraid so. Mrs. Anderson informed me of your request to look at the monthly statements of your checking and savings accounts. That is a most unusual request, Mr. Westland. The bank sends you and your wife monthly statements, and you are expected to keep those for your records.”

			“Did she tell you—”

			“Yes, she explained about things being in storage. But I am confident that you can access those records without too much difficulty.”

			“Not by eleven o’clock,” Frank snapped, deciding it was time to get a little nasty with this officious little underling of Reginald Dickerson’s. That’s where his orders had come from, and it infuriated Frank that Reginald was trying to shut him out. “I am meeting with some people on a possible investment opportunity. I need to know how much money is in our accounts.”

			“Does your wife know about this?”

			Frank, momentarily startled, gave the man a hard look. “Is that really a question you are allowed to ask? We are joint signers on the account.”

			Mr. Fuller backpedaled instantly. “Of course not. I apologize. I just. . . .” He shrugged. “We can give you the account balances for each month on both accounts if you’d like, but I’m afraid we cannot pull the past records without your wife being here as well, or without permission of the president of the bank.”

			Having Reginald come down was the last thing Frank wanted, but he needed more than balances. He hit on a possible compromise. Speaking in a more conciliatory tone, he said, “Look, Mr. Fuller, I’m not trying to make things difficult for you. But the account balances alone are not enough. Mrs. Westland and I have separate incomes, so a lump sum figure doesn’t help. We’ll both be investing, but with possible different options.”

			Relief flooded Fuller’s face. “Oh. I see. Mrs. Anderson can easily compile separate figures for the both of you. Would that suffice?”

			Frank thoughtfully considered that, enjoying making Fuller squirm some more, and then finally nodded. “That would be fine. Thank you, Mr. Fuller. I didn’t mean to be difficult.” He glanced up at the big clock on the wall. “I’m just feeling a little time pressure.”

			“I understand. It’s no problem.” Mr. Fuller pointed toward the main entrance. “There are some chairs by the front door. If you would wait there, I’ll have Mrs. Anderson bring the information to you as quickly as possible.”

			“That would be wonderful. Thank you so much.”

			“You are welcome.” He opened the gate for Frank and stepped back. Frank took three steps and then turned back. “Oh, one other thing.”

			Fuller actually winced. Frank smiled pleasantly. “I’d like to withdraw all of the funds that I have deposited in the savings account except for five hundred dollars. My funds will be easy to identify because M.I.T. sends my checks each month directly here to the bank.”

			“And what about your wife’s deposits?” Mr. Fuller was tense as an alley cat again.

			“Oh, no. That will be up to her. She may come in a little later.”

			Fuller actually smiled. “Then that should be no problem, Mr. Westland. Would you like it in a check or cash?”

			“Cash, I think.” Frank hadn’t expected that question.

			“Your balance is well over seven thousand dollars, Mr. Westland. Are you sure you want to take that much cash out onto the streets?”

			Frank tried not to look surprised. With Reginald and Babette constantly paying off numerous expenses for their daughter, he and Celeste had decided to have the university send his checks directly to the bank. He hadn’t really thought about how much cash he would be withdrawing. “Hmm,” he said. “Your concerns are well founded. Is it possible to get a bank draft, or whatever you call it, so I could deposit it to another bank? Even an out-of-state bank?”

			“Oh, yes. No problem whatsoever. I’ll see to it as soon as Mrs. Anderson has the amount.”

			Ten minutes later as Frank walked across the street to where his car was parked, he was strongly tempted to turn around and look up at the top floor windows to see if Reginald was watching him, but he resisted. As he had left the bank with the bank draft in his briefcase, he had seen Mr. Fuller make a beeline for the elevator. He was pretty sure he knew where he was going. Hopefully, Fuller would tell Reginald that it was nothing that would concern him. So he resisted the urge to look up.

			As he started the car and pulled out into traffic, however, Frank did glance up briefly. “You shouldn’t have written up those divorce papers, Reggie my boy,” he muttered. “Not without asking Celeste first.” 
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			August 19, 1929, 2:10 p.m.—Dickerson Residence, Boston


			Frank rapped the door knocker three times and then did it again. Almost immediately he heard the click of footsteps on marble. Holmes. He was sure of it.

			A moment later Holmes opened the door, squinting a little into the bright sunlight. His eyes widened a little. “Oh! Master Frank. Good morning.”

			“Good morning, Holmes.” Frank made no attempt to move inside. “I know that Mrs. Westland has probably left word that she doesn’t want to see me.”

			Though Holmes said nothing, a flicker of his eyelids told Frank that he had guessed correctly.

			“I respect her wishes, but there is a rather urgent matter that I need to discuss with her. Tell her that this has nothing to do with our current situation, but it is something that involves her and is a matter of some urgency. Also tell her that if she prefers, we can meet somewhere other than here.” He looked Holmes squarely in the eye. “But also tell her that I waited until I saw Mr. and Mrs. Dickerson leave together, so I know they are not here.”

			Holmes nodded gravely. “I shall convey that to m’lady. Would you like to step inside the vestibule?” 

			“No, thanks. I’ll wait here on the porch.”

			It took a full five minutes before the door opened. To Frank’s surprise, it was Celeste. She opened the door only halfway. “What is it, Frank? I thought we agreed that we needed some time.”

			“I apologize, Celeste, but there are two things of some importance that we need to discuss. One of them is Reginald Jr.”

			That didn’t seem to surprise her. “If you’re wondering about getting him back here, Leonard will be taking a flight to Salt Lake City on Wednesday, September fourth. I called your parents, and they will bring Reginald up to Salt Lake to meet the plane. Leonard will have Reginald back here by that Friday or Saturday, depending on the flights.” Celeste stepped back and started to shut the door. “Thank you for remembering that we have a son out there, but it is taken care of.”

			“That won’t be necessary,” Frank said. “I’m leaving for Utah by train tomorrow morning.”

			That stopped Celeste short and the door opened again, this time fully.

			“I plan to spend a week to ten days with my family, and then I’ll bring Reginald back with me.”

			Celeste was staring at him. “But last spring you said that you had too many things to do to go out west. We both did.”

			“I talked to the dean of my college and explained that our six-year-old son is out in Utah and that there’s no one else in the family who can go out and get him. He wasn’t happy, but he gave me permission to leave as long as I am back in time for my first classes.”

			“But that’s not true,” Celeste countered. “We do have someone else to get him.”

			“As good as Leonard is, he is not family, Celeste.”

			“I see,” she said. Her lips had pressed into a hard line. “Go out and make sure our little boy thinks that his father is the most wonderful person in the world.”

			Frank looked away. “Never mind the second thing. Good-bye, Celeste. I’ll stop by the garage and let Leonard know that our plans have changed.”

			He got to the third step before she cried out. “Frank!” When he didn’t turn, she added, “That was a cruel thing to say. I’m sorry.” 

			“I understand.” Frank half turned back to look at her. “No apology necessary.”

			Celeste glanced over her shoulder, looking back inside the house. “Go around to the garden. I’ll meet you by the trellis. We can have some privacy there.”

			2:23 p.m.—Dickerson Family Gardens, Boston

			When Celeste came outside, she was not surprised to see that Frank wasn’t sitting on the bench near the trellis and arbor. There was only one bench, and it only accommodated two people. She moved to it and sat down. Frank stayed back several feet. She glanced at him but then looked away. “Why did you change your mind and decide to go?” she finally asked.

			“Four reasons, really. First, I agree that you and I need some time away from each other. We need to let things settle before you make your decision about a divorce.”

			“And what if my feelings don’t change?”

			Frank grunted in disgust. “Your daddy already has the divorce papers drawn up. It shouldn’t be too hard to have one of his attorneys serve them to me.” Then he shrugged. “I don’t know what else to say, Celeste. This is your decision. You know what I want to do.”

			“Yes,” she said, her voice cold. “It is my decision. Thank you for recognizing that.”

			Frank went on. “Second reason: do you remember Dad’s reaction last spring when we called them, when we told him that we were going to send one of the servants out to get Reggie?”

			“I do,” Celeste whispered. “He said that it needed to be one of us or one of them, and that they couldn’t do it because of fall roundup. But he finally agreed to Leonard coming because we told him how much Reginald loves Leonard.”

			“Well, don’t you think that under the current circumstances, sending the chauffeur is hardly what Reggie needs? What will you have Leonard do? When our son runs up to him, Leonard will shake his hand and then say, ‘Oh, Reggie, by the way, I have some bad news for you. Your parents are separated and are considering a divorce.’ Or, if you prefer, Leonard can pretend that everything is all right, and when our son returns to Boston and finds you in the mansion and me in our house, you can say, ‘Oh, darling, by the way, I have some bad news for you. Your—’”

			“I get it,” Celeste blurted. “All right. I agree. I wish I could go, but I can’t. So it’s better that you do. But Frank, when you get him, you have got to stop calling him Reggie.”

			He stared at her for a long moment and then exploded. “Hells bells, woman! Here we are talking about the single most important decision you and I might ever make, and you’re worrying about his nickname?”

			Celeste fell back a bit, stunned by his anger. “I. . . .” She bit her lip and then grudgingly said, “You’re right. It’s better that you go. We can discuss the name later. But. . . .”

			“But what?” Frank asked, his burst of temper gone as quickly as it had come.

			“Are you going to tell him about us before you bring him home?”

			“I don’t know. In some ways I think it’s best to wait until we get back and then talk to him together, but—” His expression was forlorn.

			“But if he comes home thinking everything is fine between us and then we spring it on him, that’s going to be terrible for him too.”

			“Precisely. So think about it. I won’t do anything that we don’t agree on.”

			“I appreciate that,” Celeste said.

			“The third reason I’m going is that I need to spend some time with my family. The dean kind of used my request as leverage to get me to agree to take a full class load for summer term next year. And I’m pretty sure we won’t be going out for Christmas, so I don’t know when I’ll see them again.”

			“Did you know that Tina is expecting?”

			Frank reared back in surprise as his face lit up. “No! Really? That’s wonderful. She’s been so worried that she’d be like Mom and Grandma Westland when it came to having babies.”

			“She called three days ago, right after I got home. She’s due in March. We had a wonderful talk. She’s a wonderful woman. I consider her to be a dear friend as well as my sister-in-law.”

			“I know,” Frank said. “And now that Monte has been accepted at the University of Utah medical school, I’ll get a chance to see them, too.”

			“And your fourth reason?”

			A shadow crossed Frank’s face as his eyes met Celeste’s. “I need to tell my parents what is going on between us. And why. What I did in Berlin. I want them to hear that from me.” He gave her a thin, mirthless smile. “I need to take my licks. They’re not going to be proud of me. As if they are now.”

			“Don’t be silly,” Celeste chided. “They are proud of you, Frank. You have your doctorate degree. You have studied with Albert Einstein. Now you’re a professor at one of America’s most prestigious universities.”

			“And I have lost my faith in God. And I never go to church. And I drink coffee and beer and wine. And I am on the verge of getting a divorce because of my own colossal stupidity.”

			To Frank’s surprise, that brought another smile. “Colossal stupidity? I think I could agree with that.”

			He ignored her. “Oh, make no mistake about it. They’re both going to take me to the woodshed, because they love you, Celeste. They’re not going to take my side in this.”

			Celeste said nothing, but she knew he was right. They were silent for a time, and then she looked up at Frank. “What else? You said you had two things you wanted to talk to me about.”

			His face fell. “Oh, yeah.” He reached in his back pocket and took out a folded sheet of paper from a notepad. He studied it for a moment and then looked up. “There’s something I need to tell you before I go.”

			Celeste’s face had suddenly turned into flint. “Oh? And would that be the fact that you went to the bank this morning and emptied out our bank account?”

			For one second Frank was stunned, but then he laughed right out loud. “That’s what he told you?” he cried incredulously. “Your father is a liar!”

			Celeste shot to her feet, tossing her head angrily. “Good-bye, Frank. Have a nice trip.” She whirled and stomped away.

			He was to her in three steps and grabbed her by the elbow. She yanked free and swung at him. “Don’t you touch me!” She lowered her shoulder to knock him out of the way and then broke into a very fast walk.

			For a moment he stood there, too shocked to react, but then he raced forward and planted himself in front of her. There were hedges on both sides of the walk now. Celeste tried to go around him, but he moved back and forth blocking her way until she finally stopped. “Get out of my way,” she hissed.

			“Not until you look at this.” Frank whipped out his wallet and withdrew the bank draft Fuller had given him that morning. “This is what I withdrew from our account.” He thrust it in front of her nose. “$7,852.27, exactly the amount of the paychecks M.I.T. has deposited to our savings account that I earned. I didn’t touch a dime of your money.”

			Celeste took the bank note and examined it carefully.

			“When I left the bank this morning, the balance in our account was almost $112,000. That’s your money, and if it’s gone, then not only is your father a liar, he’s a thief as well.”

			Celeste’s hand shot out so fast that Frank didn’t see it coming. The slap rocked his head back and lights flashed behind his eyes. “Stop it!” she shouted. “I won’t stand here and have you insult my father. I know you hate him for discovering your little secret, but if you call him one more name, say one more bad thing about him, I am gone, Frank. Gone! And I’ll have those divorce papers filed before you leave.”

			“All right, then,” Frank said, backing away a step. “You work it out. If he told you that I emptied our account, and all I actually did was take out my own money, then what word would you use to describe him?” Then he snorted in disgust. “Never mind. Hereafter I will refer to him only as your father. But there is something else.”

			“I’m not sure I’m ready for anything else,” Celeste said.

			Frank whirled and started away. “Fine. But sometime in the next little while you may want to ask your father why he sold all of your mother’s stocks in DR&A Land and Title Company.”

			That hit Celeste like a stone between the eyes. “Now it’s you who is lying. I saw the certificates in the safety deposit box this afternoon.”

			“And did you look at them closely? Last December, you told me that your father counseled you to buy stock in the new company, but he told you not to buy them on margin like everyone else was doing. Am I right?”

			“Yes, but—”

			“Well, that’s the stock that your father sold. The stock certificates you saw this morning were purchased by him for you and your mother, but all of them were bought on a twenty percent margin. You do understand what a stock margin is, right?”

			Celeste gave him a withering look. “I grew up in a banking family, Frank. Yes, I do know what a stock margin is. But if he bought the same number of shares for each of us, what difference does it make?”

			“None, if the stock rises to the point where you can pay off the remaining eighty percent with the profit you make. So where did the other eighty percent of the cost of each share come from? It was borrowed from your father’s bank.”

			“So? It’s still there. He didn’t take eighty percent of my money.”

			Frank came back to her, very earnest now. “Do you know what a margin call is, or what they mean by a ‘maintenance margin’?”

			After a long silence, Celeste finally shook her head. “No, I don’t.”

			“Then let me explain. When you buy a stock on margin, you only put a percentage down, and the brokerage or a bank lends you the rest of the cost of the share so the company selling the stock gets the full price. If the price of the stock goes up, then you pay off the loan with the money until you own the stock free and clear. But whoever lends you the money has to protect themselves, so they establish what they call a maintenance margin. That simply means that you have to maintain a minimum amount of the total cost as equity to the loaning institution. So, let’s say the stock drops in price until it falls below the twenty percent margin that you invested. That hits the maintenance margin, so the brokerage firm, or, in your case, the bank, issues you a margin call. This means that you either put in enough cash to bring the equity in your stock back up to the maintenance margin again, or the bank has the right to sell off some of your stock and use that money to meet the maintenance margin.”

			“I can understand that. So what does this have to do with my father?”

			“I don’t know, Celeste. But what I do know is that he sold all of that stock you and your mother bought with no margin and bought the same amount of shares with that money. But this time your stock was bought with only a twenty percent margin.”

			“And when he sold that stock of ours, Mother and I got triple what we paid for it. So how is it that you think my father is somehow cheating us?”

			“I never said that he’s cheating you. But I think he’s playing with your money, Celeste. And with your mother’s. And I think you need to ask him just exactly what he is doing.”

			“I will,” Celeste said coldly. “I will find out, Frank. But you and I are done here. Good-bye. Thank you for going out to get Reginald. It is the right thing to do, and I appreciate you doing it.”

			“Not yet, Celeste,” Frank said. “There’s one more thing that you need to hear. Then I promise you that I’ll leave. If you do decide to file for divorce, when the papers come I will sign them. But know this”—and his voice went as cold as hers—“if you think I’m going to let you take Reggie without contesting it then you are—” He caught himself and stepped back. “Never mind.”

			Celeste was staring at him, eyes wide with shock. Evidently she had not yet given thought to what a divorce would mean for their son’s custody. “You wouldn’t!” she gasped.

			“I love that boy every bit as much as you do, Celeste. So yes, I would.” And not waiting for her reaction, Frank folded the notepaper, put it in his pocket, and walked away. He went about thirty feet and then stopped. He spoke without turning around. “I leave for the train station at seven tomorrow morning. If you have any questions, I’ll be at home tonight.”

			8:58 p.m.

			“Hello?” Frank guessed that it might be Celeste, and he was right. And he felt a little thrill of hope. Had she and Babette done some investigation? Had they confronted Reginald?

			“Frank?”

			“Yes.”

			“Just so you know, Mama and I went to the bank today and had a long talk with Daddy.”

			“And?”

			“Contrary to your misguided accusations, my father answered all of your questions to our complete satisfaction.”

			“You’ve got to be kidding!”

			“Mother knew about this; she just forgot to tell me. This was done while I was in France. The stock value was rising so fast that my father sold it off, then bought the same amount of stock again but on margin. He used the extra money to buy us additional stock.”

			“I see.”

			“Our stock has doubled again since early July. Our shares are now worth over eight hundred thousand dollars, Frank. That’s what my daddy was doing in this ‘nefarious scheme’ of his, as you call it. He was making Mama and me independently wealthy.”

			“They’re calling you ‘margin millionaires,’” Frank said. “Did you know that?”

			“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.

			“It’s a paper fortune, Celeste. That eight hundred thousand is not cash in the bank. It’s stock certificates whose price can change every day. Up or down.”

			“And that price has already nearly doubled again.”

			Frank felt the wind go out of him, and he knew that he had lost. “Then I’m happy for you.”

			“Oh, please!” Celeste cried in disgust. “What I do expect out of you, Frank, is an apology to my father. He’s downstairs in his office. I will get him on the phone.”

			Frank laughed derisively. “In your dreams.”

			He barely heard her start to respond as something hit him like a freight train. “Wait! Celeste, the date on those stock certificates in the safety deposit box was early July of this year.”

			“Yes, I know. I saw them. Daddy, Mama, and I went down to the vault and examined them after he told me you had been there this morning.”

			“So let me get this straight. While both of us were gone in Europe, your father got into our safety deposit box, took out the old certificates, then put in the new ones, all without asking you or me first?”

			“I was in France, Frank! You yourself know how hard it was to get in touch with me. But he told Mama about it, and she approved. He changed her stock, too.”

			“That’s not my question. By law and longtime practice, safety deposit boxes are accessible only to the person who rents them. No one but the renter has access to the second key, which is required to open it.” Suddenly Frank could tell that he had Celeste’s full attention. “And that applies even to presidents of banks,” he added softly. “So how did your father get access to our box in order to change those stock certificates out? Even if he came and got our key, each person has to sign in to the vault. And only those whose names are on the account can access the box. So I ask you again, how did he get access to our safety deposit box?”

			There were several seconds of silence and then a sharp click, followed by the dial tone.

			9:19 p.m.—Westland Residence, Newton, Massachusetts

			Frank went out of the bedroom and moved quickly down the hall to the phone. He picked it up on the third ring. “Hello?”

			“Frank, I would like you to just listen. No questions, please.”

			“Oh, that sounds fair,” he drawled sarcastically.

			He heard Celeste draw in her breath sharply. “The divorce papers will be waiting for you when you return from Utah. I won’t contest the money you withdrew from our account. But I’m taking—”

			“My money, you mean?”

			“It’s a joint account. I could contest it, but I won’t. But just so you know, I am removing your name from my trust account as part of the divorce.”

			“I never considered any of that mine. I told you that back at Christmas.”

			“I know, and I appreciate that. You don’t have anything personal in the safety deposit box, so removing your name there shouldn’t be a problem.”

			“Celeste, I—”

			“Please!” It came out as a sharp bark.

			“Go on.”

			“The house is in both of our names, but since we purchased a home in Newton specifically so I could be close to my work at Wellesley, I would like to keep it. I have instructed Mr. Fuller to prepare another bank draft for you in the amount of ten thousand dollars. That’s half of what an appraiser thinks the house is worth.”

			“Your father paid for most of it in the first place,” Frank said. “Tell Fuller not to bother. I’ll send the money back if he sends it.”

			Celeste considered that for a moment and then murmured something he didn’t catch. But when she went on, the icy detachment was back. “I will be asking for full custody of Reginald, and considering the photographs I have in my possession, I assume you will not contest that.”

			“The photographs you have in your possession prove nothing except that I foolishly kissed a woman twice and that we went to dinner together a few times. But as I have thought about it, I have decided that I will not contest it. That’s only because I believe that if our son is going to have only one parent, it is better that he be with his mother than with me.”

			There was a long silence and then a very soft “Thank you.”

			“But, Celeste, I won’t renounce my visitation rights, or any other rights I have. And one of those rights is having a say in our child’s education. So if you try to send him back to that damnable boarding school, I’ll fight it with every dime I own.”

			“Then you’ll lose,” Celeste retorted. “My father will see to that.”

			“Oh, yes. Dear old Daddy. Always there to help his little girl.”

			“Good-bye, Frank.”

			He stepped forward and hung up the receiver before she could hang up on him.
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			September 4, 1929, 11:22 a.m.—
Utahza Bank and Trust Co., Salt Lake City

			The receptionist looked up and smiled warmly. “Good morning, sir. May I help you?”

			Frank smiled back. “Yes. I’m Frank Westland. I have an appointment with Mr. Brockhurst, but I’m a few minutes early.”

			“Oh, yes. He has someone in with him, but I’ll let him know that you are here, Mr. Westland.” She motioned to some leather chairs surrounding a coffee table. “Have a seat.”

			When she returned a moment later, she came over to him. “He’ll be just another minute.”

			“Thank you,” Frank replied.

			It was less than a minute later that the door to the corner office opened and what looked to be a secretary came out, followed by Aaron Brockhurst, Adelia Reissner’s father and president of the Utahza Bank and Trust Company.

			“Frank,” he boomed, extending his hand as he came up to him. 

			Frank jumped up and they shook hands firmly. “Thank you for seeing me, Mr. Brockhurst.”

			The banker held up his hand. “Frank, it’s Aaron to my friends. Okay?”

			“Okay, Aaron.”

			Aaron led Frank back to his office. “I knew you were in Monticello, but when I spoke to your father the other day, he said you and your son would be going back east by way of Denver. So your call yesterday came as a surprise.” Aaron took his seat behind an expansive walnut desk and motioned for Frank to take one of the side chairs.

			“Slight change of plans,” Frank said. “First of all, I have decided to leave Reggie with his grandparents until Christmas. Things back in Boston are . . . uh . . . a little unsettled right now, and. . . . Well, he’s pretty happy there.”

			“And your family adores him.”

			“Yeah, that’s part of why he loves it there,” Frank said with a smile. “Reggie likes being adored.”

			Aaron laughed and then leaned forward, opened a desk drawer, and removed two white cards. “So as per your telephone call yesterday, we have opened up savings and checking accounts in your name.” He glanced at the card. “Five hundred to be deposited to your checking account and the rest put in savings, right?”

			“Yes.” Frank withdrew his billfold and extracted the bank draft. “But I did have a question I meant to ask you yesterday. I know it’s a little unusual to have your bank in Utah when you live in Boston.” Especially if your father-in-law owns one of the largest banks in Boston. “I don’t expect to use it often, but in case the need arises, do you do wire transfers?”

			“Of course. If you send us a telegram, we can have the money sent to any bank with wire transfer facilities. You’ll have your money in a couple of hours.”

			“That’s perfect. Thank you.” Frank handed the bank draft across the desk. As Aaron took it, he pushed the two cards across the desk to Frank and removed a pen from its holder. “If you can sign both cards there at the bottom, we’ll get this deposited for you.”

			Frank signed them, and the banker got out of his chair and took the cards and the bank draft and went to the door. “Wendy?”

			An attractive young teller came over. “Yes, Mr. Brockhurst?”

			“Will you deposit this for Mr. Westland, please, and—” he turned to Frank. “Do you need any cash today?”

			“No, I’m fine.”

			He turned back. “Just the deposit, then. Five hundred of it into checking, the balance into his savings.”

			“Yes, Mr. Brockhurst.” The girl took the papers and left.

			Shutting the door again, Aaron returned to his seat. “So you’re going home via the northern Union Pacific route instead of through Denver?”

			“Yes. I decided that since I was coming this far north to see you, the northern route looks a little shorter from here. And it will give me a change of scenery on the way back. Anything to change the monotony of three days on a train.”

			“It’s a big country.” Mr. Brockhurst sat back and laced his fingers together across his stomach. “All right, Frank. You said you had some questions for me. How can I help?”

			“Well, there are two or three things, actually. Thank you for making time for me. Some of it has to do with what you talked about in the meeting Dad and I attended here last June. I’ve thought a lot about what you said, and to be honest, that’s why I decided to bring my money out here. I like your conservative philosophy and the more cautious approach to investments in these boom times we’re experiencing right now.”

			“I appreciate you saying that, though I would have thought that your father-in-law’s bank would be pretty conservative too.”

			Frank smiled faintly. “In some ways they are, even more than you, but they’re also pretty aggressive in their investment strategies.” If only you knew just how aggressive.

			“They’re not alone in that,” Aaron said. “We’ve lost several customers because they don’t think we are aggressive enough. And you can see why. The stock market is still rocketing upward. When we met last June, I was sure we would soon see a correction in the market and that things would level out. But shortly after that, the Dow Jones hit two hundred and eighty points. Then two ninety. This week it broke three hundred points, the highest level in history. And still it climbs. It’s like a shooting star, streaking across the sky, and everyone wants to get a pailful of some of that stardust.”

			“But not you?”

			“Oh, yes. We have some investments that are doing well, but we keep our eye on things very closely.”

			“Okay. That’s one of my questions. What do you look for? How do you know when it’s time to back off?”

			Aaron chuckled. “Well, this is probably going to sound a little quaint, but I keep my eye on what I call the level of confidence.”

			“Level of confidence? Is that some kind of data matrix you use to track how things are going financially?”

			Mr. Brockhurst laughed softly. “No, it’s just good old-fashioned common sense, which incidentally is not as common as it should be. It’s an Aaron J. Brockhurst thing. I’ve been doing it for years, and I find it to be one of the most reliable indicators out there.”

			“I’d like to hear more about it.”

			“All right. Here’s an example I like to use. It has to do with a bank failure, but the principle applies to the stock market and other investments as well. Bank failures are pretty common nowadays. There are about thirty thousand banks in the United States, Frank, and about five thousand of those have shut their doors in the last few years.”

			“Whoa! Five thousand! Really?”

			“Yeah. And while there are typically weaknesses in their financial structures, or sometimes it’s outright fraud, in most cases the failure comes about because the confidence level of the bank’s customers drops sharply. So here’s my analogy. Let’s say that we have a farm out in the Midwest somewhere. This is a small farm owned by Farmer Bill, a hardworking, fairly successful farmer. Not far away is a small town we’ll call Plainsville. Plainsville has its own bank, what I call a Mom and Pop bank owned by Banker Bob and his wife, who are the most prosperous family in Plainsville and highly respected.

			“One day, Farmer Bill comes into town late in the afternoon. He goes to the bank to make a withdrawal. To his surprise, it has already closed for the day. As he peers through the doors to see if anyone is still inside, he sees Banker Bob in what appears to be a compromising embrace with a young female whom he assumes is a teller in the bank. We shall call this female Miss Cutie.”

			Frank found himself chuckling. This was hardly what he had expected from this sophisticated banker in a business suit. “Got it,” he said.

			“Well, Farmer Bill is very upset when he sees this. It appears that Banker Bob is up to no good. Plainsville is an upstanding community, and such an indiscretion is scandalous. And scandalous is not a word you like to hear applied to your banker. So that night at home, Farmer Bill tells Mrs. Bill what he saw. She too is horrified and suggests that they immediately take all of their money out of Banker Bob’s bank. At first, Farmer Bill thinks, Don’t be ridiculous. This has nothing to do with the bank itself, and besides, the next nearest bank is twenty miles away.

			“But as he broods on that all night, another thought comes to him. What if Banker Bob decided to run away with Miss Cutie and absconded with all of the bank’s funds during the night?”

			“That would indeed be terrible,” Frank grinned.

			“So, first thing next morning,” Aaron continued, “Farmer Bill goes to town and withdraws all of his money. As he is returning to his pickup truck, he sees his old friend, Farmer John. ‘John,’ he says, ‘you’ll never believe what I saw yesterday,’ and he whispers the whole thing to his friend.” Aaron stopped and looked at Frank. “What do you think happens next?”

			“Farmer John goes right into the bank and withdraws all of his money, too.”

			“And why would he do that?”

			Frank was nodding. “Because he has lost all confidence in Banker Bob.”

			“Correct. Well, very soon, down at the town drugstore, Farmer Bill and Farmer John have a crowd of people around them. The owner of the hardware store. The barber. The grocer.”

			“And next thing you know, you have a run on the bank,” Frank broke in.

			“Yes, and this is not good. Why? Because it is a rare thing for a bank to have enough cash on hand to pay every one of its customers everything they have in their savings. Banks make their money by taking your money and lending it out at interest. And by law, banks are only required to keep a percentage of their total assets in cash reserve. So we have a very bad situation in Plainsville on this summer afternoon.”

			“I think I see where you’re going with this.”

			Aaron smiled, obviously enjoying himself. “So by three o’clock down at the bank you have a very angry group of citizens demanding their money from Banker Bob, who is trying to explain why he can’t give everyone their money. Things are very tense. But just then, Mrs. Bob comes strolling up with a beautiful young woman in tow, whom she introduces to everyone as her niece from Chicago who has come to spend the summer with her and Banker Bob.”

			Frank slapped his knee. “Miss Cutie?”

			“Exactly,” Aaron drawled, thoroughly enjoying himself now. “When Miss Cutie runs up to her uncle and gives him a big hug, the mood of the crowd instantly changes. Everyone feels a little foolish, they put their money back in the bank, and all turns out well in the end. And all because. . . .” He nodded at Frank to finish his sentence.

			“All because their level of confidence in Banker Bob has been fully restored.”

			“That’s it. And please note that it doesn’t matter if the rumors or true or not. If people believe they are true, the confidence is gone.”

			“So apply that to the stock market,” Frank said.

			“Stocks are much more complicated, but the principle works the same. Why do you ask? Can you give me an example of what concerns you?” Aaron asked.

			Frank hesitated but then decided to lay the whole thing out for him. “I have a specific case in mind,” he began, “but before I tell you what it is, I need to ask you a question. Is there a banker-client privilege of confidentiality, just as there is with lawyers and their clients?”

			“Absolutely. I cannot share anything you share with me without your express permission.”

			“Good,” Frank said, “because this involves my father-in-law.”

			Aaron’s eyebrows shot up, but then he nodded soberly. “I’m listening.”

			12:03 p.m.

			Frank sat back, relieved to have it all out. “So, what do you think?”

			Aaron leaned forward, putting his elbows on his desk. “Well, let me get to what I think some of your questions are, then you can ask me anything else you want. Okay?”

			Frank’s head bobbed once.

			“Let me guess your first question: is your father-in-law a crook?”

			Frank coughed. “Well, that’s not exactly what I meant, but. . . . Yeah. Has he been breaking the law?”

			“No,” Aaron said. “He has been bending some of the rules—selling your wife’s and your mother-in-law’s stock without prior permission, getting into someone’s safety deposit box without them knowing it.” He frowned. “That alone could get him in real trouble if you pressed the matter.”

			“Which I won’t, because. . . . Well, I think you know why I won’t do that.”

			“I do, and to be honest, I wouldn’t recommend it, and here’s why. Number one, there is no fraud involved here. It’s not like he took the money he got from the sale of their stock and absconded with it. Just the opposite is true. He has made them a great deal of money. The courts would definitely take that into account. Number two, this was his family, and not just any bank customer. He might get his hands slapped by bank examiners, but that’s about all, because, number three, in the United States right now the government has what we call a laissez faire policy.”

			“French for ‘don’t interfere, let things take their own course,’ right?” Frank asked.

			“Yes. I like that philosophy in many ways, because too much government regulation and interference stifles business, but it also opens the doors for a lot of opportunists to take advantage of others.”

			“But you don’t think that’s true of Reginald?” 

			“Not based on what you’ve told me,” Aaron said. “I disagree with how he’s done things, but. . . . You have another problem. As I listen to you talk, I sense that you and your father-in-law are not on the warmest of terms. True?”

			Frank snorted. “Now there’s an understatement for you.”

			“So for that reason alone, trying to convince others that one of Boston’s most influential and wealthy citizens is a crook is probably not wise. To put it bluntly, I think they would laugh their heads off as they escorted you out of the courtroom.”

			“Right,” Frank agreed. “And as I said, much as he irritates me, I’m not out to destroy my father-in-law. But what he’s doing still concerns me.”

			“Tell me why, specifically.”

			Frank thought about that and then went on. “All right. Let’s go back to his selling the stock that was fully vested and buying new stock for Celeste and Babette on a twenty percent margin, and borrowing the money to do so from his own bank, which he then puts into his own land investment company. Why would he do that if not to line his own pockets?”

			“Oh,” Aaron said soberly, “I wasn’t suggesting that he’s not lining his own pockets, and those of his partners. I’m just saying that he’s not broken any laws that I can see. It’s not illegal for a bank president to borrow money from his own bank to invest in his own company, as long as he does it properly.”

			“So where did the other eighty percent of the stock price go?”

			“Ah. That’s what’s bothering you. Well, that’s an easy one. By buying on margin, your father-in-law and his partners get a bigger chunk of cash to work with as they are buying up cheap land. I’m guessing he asked your wife and mother-in-law to pay full value originally instead of buying on margin because they needed the cash to get the land company off the ground. Now, he sells the stock—which has doubled or tripled in value—back to himself for the same reason. He needs cash. So he buys the new stock on a twenty percent margin, borrowing the other eighty percent from his bank and paying it to his land company. If all goes well, and the stock keeps climbing like a house afire, they’ll quickly make their investment back, and they can pay off the debt easily. Complex and convoluted? Yes. Illegal? No.” 

			That was not what Frank had hoped to hear, and it rankled him greatly. “So they have nothing to worry about?”

			“Oh no, I didn’t say that,” Aaron chuckled. “They have nothing to worry about as long as the stock keeps rising in value. But there’s the rub, Frank. How long will it keep going up?”

			“No one knows that.”

			A slow smile stole across Aaron’s face. “I do.”

			Frank jerked forward. “You do? How?”

			Aaron formed a steeple with his fingers and peered into it, his eyes half closed, as if it were a crystal ball. “Stocks will keep rising as long as people have confidence in the market.”

			Now it was Frank who let out a long, slow, “Ah.”

			“I can’t give you the date when it will change, but it will happen sometime. It always does, because everything in the stock market depends on speculation, not sound investing principles. You bet that the market will go up. We call that a speculative bubble. But it’s mostly hot air inflating the bubble. Like you said to Celeste. She and her mother are very rich women right now, but it’s all paper profit. It’s not like they have that much gold in the bank. It’s a house of cards.”

			Frank was nodding slowly now. “A bank requires collateral for a loan, right?”

			“Of course,” Aaron answered. “That’s how they protect themselves from loan default.”

			“So what did Reginald Dickerson put up for collateral when he took out a loan for the eighty percent of the balance of the stock’s purchase price?”

			“Good question. Probably his mansion. Maybe some of the stock in his bank.”

			“Their summer home in the Hamptons,” Frank suggested.

			“Yes, that kind of thing.”

			“And if, suddenly, Miss Cutie doesn’t turn out to be Banker Bob’s niece but is indeed his mistress, then—”

			“Then the citizens of Plainsville lose their confidence and the house of cards starts to fall. And he could lose everything.”

			Frank gave a low whistle.

			Aaron got up and went to the window. “With the stock market, there’s something else that factors into the confidence level.”

			“What?”

			“Personal debt.”

			Eyes narrowing, Frank asked, “How so?”

			“Debt is a wonderful thing in some ways,” Aaron said soberly. Then he grinned. “That’s the banker in me speaking. If people didn’t borrow money, we’d be out of business. But there’s something about being in debt that creates this sense of unease within us. It worries us, especially if we borrow more than our means can justify, or if we take out multiple loans, even if they’re small ones. In those cases, the debt load starts to nag at us, because we know we are vulnerable. It’s like we know we have this sword hanging just over our heads, and that erodes our confidence in ourselves and our circumstances. Yes, there’s our word again. Confidence.

			“The second thing I’ve learned is this,” Aaron continued. “The really successful long-term investors or stockbrokers all have something in common. They have this uncanny ability to sense the mood of people, to sense when the anxiety and lack of confidence is building to dangerous levels. So guess what they do? They don’t wait for the speculative bubble to burst. They sell just before it does! They sell while the prices are high and buyers are plentiful. Or if they’re brokers, they counsel their clients to sell. And guess what follows?” 

			“Others lose their confidence and decide to pull out too,” Frank answered.

			“And you have a run on the bank, just like the one Farmer Bill started.” Aaron was staring out the window now, as if his thoughts were far away. “Frank, we have serious downturns in the economy regularly. We call them economic cycles. The economy goes up and we call that a boom. The economy goes down and we call that a recession, or, if it’s more serious, a depression. There have been several serious recessions or actual depressions in the last hundred years: 1837, 1857, 1873, and 1893. And do you know what name the people put on those downturns?”

			“No, what?”

			“We call them the Panic of 1837; the Crash of 1857; the Panic of 1873, the Panic of 1893. And that’s what it is, Frank. Sheer panic. Wild panic. Irrational panic. Once the leaders start selling, the sheep blindly follow them in a mad rush. They panic because they can’t pay off their debts now and they stand to lose their mansions and their summer homes in the Hamptons. And when that time comes, confidence doesn’t just erode; it explodes!”

			Frank was silent for a long moment, lost in his thoughts. Finally, he got to his feet and went over and extended his hand. “Thank you, Aaron. This has been most enlightening. I’d better go. I have a train to catch.”

			“I’m afraid I wasn’t much help to you,” Aaron said apologetically.

			“On the contrary. It has been most helpful.”

			“Is there anything else we can do for you?”

			There was a derisive laugh. “Yeah,” Frank said. “Come out to Boston with me and talk to my father-in-law.”

			Aaron hooted. “Sorry, that’s one service we little Utah banks don’t provide for the big boys back east. But when you do talk to him, go in with low expectations.”

			At first Frank looked surprised. Then he laughed ruefully. “Oh no, I’m not going to try to tell Reginald Dickerson anything, especially not how to run his business.”

		


		
			[image: chap48]


			September 4, 1929, 1:10 p.m.—
Union Pacific Train Station, Ogden, Utah

			“Dickerson residence.”

			Frank felt a surge of relief. It was Holmes’s voice.

			The operator came on. “This is the long-distance operator. I have a collect call from a Mr. Frank Westland in Ogden, Utah. Do you accept the charges?”

			There was a long pause. Though he had been warned not to, Frank spoke. “Holmes, it’s me. It’s urgent I speak to Celeste.”

			“Mr. Westland,” the operator cut in sharply, “you are not to speak until I say.”

			“We will accept the charges,” Holmes said calmly.

			“Thank you,” chirped the operator. “You may proceed, Mr. Westland.”

			“Holmes? Is Celeste there? I am about to board a train and I urgently need to speak to her before I leave.”

			“She is out on the terrace, Mr. Westland. Give me a moment.”

			Frank breathed a sigh of relief. A moment later he heard the faint sound of footsteps walking swiftly on marble. “Frank?”

			“Thank heavens. Yes, Celeste, it’s me.”

			“Is something the matter? Where are you?” He heard a soft gasp. “You’re not back in Boston already, are you?”

			“No, I’m in Ogden, Utah.”

			“Where?”

			“Ogden. It’s about fifty miles north of Salt Lake. I’m just ready to board my train.”

			“How is Reginald? Oh, I am so excited to see him again.”

			“Uh. . . .”

			“What?” There was a sudden tinge of panic in Celeste’s voice. “Is something wrong?”

			“Reggie isn’t with me, Celeste. I left him in Monticello with my parents until we sort this—”

			“You what?” It nearly split his eardrum.

			“You heard me, Celeste. I was planning on bringing him right up until yesterday, and then—”

			“You left him there?”

			“Celeste! Listen to me! I’ve only got a few minutes before my train leaves. I know I have done some pretty stupid things lately, but this isn’t one of them. As I was helping Reginald pack his things yesterday, I had the strongest feeling that the best possible thing for him right now is to let him stay in Utah. So I told him what’s going on between us and that I’ll come back to get him at Christmas.”

			When Celeste spoke, her voice was trembling with rage. “You promised that we would decide when to tell him together. So, Frank, you call your parents right now and you tell them that Leonard Richardson will be out there tomorrow or the next day at the latest and to have Reginald’s things packed.”

			“No, Celeste, I won’t do that.”

			“How dare you? We agreed to this, Frank. Leonard is coming, and if your family tries to stop him from bringing Reginald back, I’ll sue them for everything they’re worth.”

			Frank sighed. He was so weary of the petty threats. “In spite of what you and your father think,” he said coldly, “suing people is not the way to get what you want.”

			“Oh, yeah? You just watch me.”

			“I left a letter with Mom and Dad granting them legal custody until one of us returns for him. I also left a copy of that letter with the local constable and the local judge. Until the divorce is final, I have every right to do that as his father. So if you send Leonard, it will be for nothing.”

			He could hear Celeste’s heavy breathing on the other end of the line and could picture the fury on her face. “All right,” she finally said. “Have it your way. But it’s over, Frank. While you’ve been gone, I’ve been wondering what we could do to fix things. Well, you’ve fixed them, all right. The papers will be waiting for you when you arrive.”

			“I understand. And as I said before, I won’t fight you on it, unless you try to restrict my rights to see Reggie.”

			“Good-bye, Frank. And I really mean it this time. I don’t want to see you ever again.”

			“Fine, but there’s something of extreme urgency I need to tell you and your mother.” Frank took out his sheet of notes that he had made after he had left Aaron Brockhurst. “This isn’t about me and you. It’s about you and your mother possibly losing all of the money you invested in your father’s company. I’m talking all of it, Celeste. Hundreds of thousands of dollars.”

			“What are you talking about?”

			“Don’t take my word for it. Go to the bank. Get into our safety deposit box and carefully examine your stock certificates. You’ll find that your father has made some—”

			That was as far as he got. Celeste slammed the phone down so hard that it made him jump. A moment later the dial tone started to buzz.

			For several seconds, Frank stared at the phone. Then, muttering bitterly, he crumpled his notes and dropped them in the small trash can in the booth. “You’re right,” he muttered. “It’s over.”

			September 14, 1929, 9:40 a.m.—
New England Colonial Bank and Trust, Boston

			Reginald Arnold Dickerson leaned forward, watching his two partners as they dithered back and forth with each other. Whatever in the world had possessed him to think that they had the backbone to see this thing through to the end?

			“I don’t like it,” Claude Rutherford said slowly. “We’ve already extended ourselves beyond the point of wisdom.”

			Charles Reed Ashbridge was nodding vigorously. “My sentiments exactly. I know this is a wonderful opportunity, Reginald, but I’m afraid we’re going to have to pass.”

			Reginald said nothing as he studied the two of them. Rutherford was a big man, broad of shoulder, with ruddy features and an aquiline nose that made Reginald wonder if there wasn’t some Indian blood somewhere in the man’s ancestry. He was an inch or two taller than Reginald’s six feet and had the body of a bull. Oh, he was smart enough. His gift for grasping complex tables of figures and sifting through mountains of detailed data was amazing. That was what had led Reginald to invite him into the partnership in the first place.

			Ashbridge’s attraction was the amount of money he brought to the table. But in the last nine months, Reginald had learned that he was a whiny little man in every sense of the word. In his three-piece business suit with its gold watch chain and red carnation in the buttonhole, he always reminded Reginald of a painting he had once seen of Ichabod Crane, Washington Irving’s famous character from The Legend of Sleepy Hollow. Ashbridge was a skeletal-looking figure with a hawk nose, sunken cheeks, and a pinched mouth. To further cement the image, he wore a ridiculous pencil-thin mustache on his upper lip. When he was nervous, which was most of the time, he fluttered like a hit bird. Reginald could think of no better way to describe it, and he was fluttering now.

			Just then, a shadowy figure passed the glass window in the doorway to his office. Reginald visibly jumped. “Hold on,” he hissed. He leaped up, strode to the door, and yanked it open. A few steps down the hall, a woman whipped around. She wore a full dress and had a scarf wrapped around her hair. She was carrying a bucket of water with a mop in it. Startled, she nearly dropped the bucket. “Oh!” she cried.

			“What are you doing here?” Reginald snapped.

			“Beggin’ your pardon, sir, but I be the charwoman. I mop the floors every Sat’day morning, sir.” She had a broad Irish accent.

			“Out!”

			“But, sir.”

			“Out!” he shouted. “Go. Come back tomorrow.”

			“But tomorrow be Sunday, sir. I’ll be going to church.”

			He took a step toward her. “Get out of here now,” he snarled. “And don’t come back until tomorrow.”

			“Aye, sir,” she said, averting her face as she hurried past him, slopping water out of the bucket in her haste. He watched her until she got on the elevator and it descended. Then he strode back into his office and picked up the phone, dialing three numbers. 

			A man’s voice answered. “Yes, Mr. Dickerson?”

			“The charwoman is coming down. Show her out. Is there anyone else in the building?”

			“No, sir, only me and the three of you.”

			“Then see to it that no one else gets in. I don’t care what their reason is. And you are to stay on the main floor. No one is to come up here. Do I make myself clear?” 

			“Yes, Mr. Dickerson. I’ll see to it.”

			He slammed the phone down and returned to the small conference table. “All right,” Reginald said, glaring at his partners. Seeing his anger, they both looked a little cowed. “Let me go through this one more time. We have been negotiating for that four-thousand-acre parcel of land just north of Chicago for several months now. The owners have finally agreed to sell. There are other buyers in the wings, eagerly hoping that we can’t put a deal together. We have until Monday to give them our answer and until November first to close the deal. And they want the full purchase price at closing.”

			“Which we don’t have,” Ashbridge broke in. “That’s three million dollars, Reginald. Are you forgetting that?”

			Reginald ignored him. “Our surveyors have confirmed that even after setting aside five hundred acres as a site for a new town center and another three hundred for roads and streets and a park or two, that still leaves us 3,200 acres for home sites. At four lots per acre, that is 12,800 lots. Disregard the profit we’ll make on selling business sites in the city center and consider this. Our cost per lot is approximately 235 dollars. We already have an offer from a major home builder in Chicago to buy a thousand lots for 1.2 million dollars. So that’s nearly half of our total purchase price right off the bat. And a second buyer wants a $750,000 piece of the action. So there’s almost two million of our money back within a few days of purchase.”

			“Then ask them for half of it now,” Rutherford broke in.

			“We will, Claude. And they’ve agreed to that. But they’re not going to do that until we actually own the property. They’re a little fussy about that.” He threw up his hands and swore. “What part of that don’t you understand?”

			“I understand that we do not have three million dollars in cash lying around,” Ashbridge said, his jaw jutting out belligerently.

			Reginald stood up and began pacing. “We have 2.6 million in cash reserves in the vault right now, and—”

			“Most of which, by law, we cannot touch,” Rutherford cut in. “Come on, Reginald. You know as well as I do that the banking laws require us to maintain a substantial percentage of our assets in liquid form in order to meet any demands by our customers.”

			“Don’t lecture me, Claude. Of course I know that. Currently that percentage would mean that we need to hold about a million dollars in reserve. So that still gives us 1.3 million of the three million that we need.”

			Reginald leaned forward, excited now. This is what he had been working on most of the night. “My wife and daughter together own more than twenty thousand shares of DR&A stock. Yesterday the Dow Jones hit a new record high of three hundred and ten points and DR&A stock hit thirty-two dollars per share, also a new high. This makes their stock worth almost three quarters of a million dollars.”

			“And you’re going to sell it?” Rutherford asked skeptically. “Are they all right with that?”

			“They’ve asked me to manage their stock, so yes. But I’m not going to sell it. I’m going to use it for collateral to take out a loan in their name for that amount.”

			“And which bank is going to do that for you?” Ashbridge asked sarcastically. “Their stock was bought on margin and is worth less than half of its face value.”

			Reginald gave him a pitying look. “Which bank do you think, Charles?”

			“But—”

			Reginald cut him off. “May I remind you that as president of New England Colonial Bank, I have the discretionary power to determine what level of collateral is acceptable to secure a loan? But I shall only loan them five hundred thousand dollars. That’s all we need from them.”

			Rutherford’s head came up slowly. “You’re skating on pretty thin ice here, Reginald.”

			Reginald went on. “So that now brings us up to about 1.8 million dollars of the three million that we need. So, you, Claude, and you, Charles, are going to borrow four hundred thousand dollars each from your own banks, using your stock as collateral.”

			“What?” Ashbridge gasped. “But I’m already down close to what I need to keep in reserve. That would take me under the limit.”

			“And I,” Reginald went on calmly, “will borrow four hundred thousand from my bank using my stock as collateral, and that, gentlemen, gives us our three million dollars.”

			“You can’t do that!” Ashbridge was almost sputtering.

			“Why not?”

			“Because—” Ashbridge picked up a pencil and scribbled quickly on the notepad in front of him. He looked up, aghast now. “Because that would leave you with only four hundred thousand in cash reserves, which is far below the minimum required. The bank examiners would have our heads.”

			“Your heads,” Claude corrected him. “I can get the four hundred thousand if I need to and leave my reserves intact. Not that I’m sure I’m willing to do that.”

			“It’s against the law, Reginald,” Ashbridge blurted. “I won’t do it.”

			“It’s not against the law,” Reginald said smoothly. “What the law says is that we must have that minimum amount in the bank when the bank examiners examine our books. In my case that’s not until December fifteenth. And in yours, Charles, they’re not coming until February.”

			“I don’t think that argument would stand up in court,” Rutherford said dryly.

			“It doesn’t need to,” Reginald shot back, “because by December fifteenth I will have paid off my loan, my wife’s loan, and my daughter’s loan, which will put me over my reserves minimum again.”

			“And what if they check the books?”

			Smiling lazily, Reginald said, “This is a complex transaction. It might take a while to show up on the books.” His smile broadened. “If it shows up at all.”

			Silence lay heavy in the room, and Reginald didn’t interrupt it. They had to come to the decision on their own. He gave them a full minute and then said, “Just remember this in all of your calculations. By the first of the year, we will have paid off the price of that land, and from then on it’s pure gravy. A conservative estimate is that each of us stands to make well over a million dollars by next summer.”

			Rutherford’s head finally came up. “I’m in,” he said.

			Ashbridge was shaking his head. “I don’t think so, Reginald. There’s too much risk.”

			“Fine.” Reginald stood and walked over to the door of his office. He opened it and stepped back. “Charles, thank you for making time this morning. I would remind you that you are under a strict agreement of nondisclosure. The security guard is downstairs. He will let you out.”

			Charles Ashbridge licked his lips as he looked back and forth between the two men.

			“Come on, Charles,” Rutherford finally said. “A million dollars by next summer. You could open up two or three new branches with that kind of money.”

			Ashbridge looked at Rutherford, and then at his notepad, and then at Reginald. He swallowed once, his Adam’s apple looking like a cork bobbing in the water, then again. And then he nodded. “All right. I’m in.”

			With a smile, Reginald shut the door and returned to the table. “Wonderful. Let’s get to work.”
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			October 24, 1929


			As the last weeks of the decade known as the Roaring Twenties unfolded, it was a time of high energy, high exuberance, and high expectations. The whole decade had been one of hyper-frenetic activity—hyper-frenetic clothing styles, hyper-­frenetic music, hyper-­frenetic dances, hyper-frenetic growth of new conveniences that changed the way people lived.

			The automobile spawned ten thousand gas stations and auto repair shops. The rapidly expanding railroad and highway system brought food and goods even to remote locations, and in the big cities a new concept called “supermarkets” started springing up like bunnies on a rabbit farm.

			Electricity brought an explosion in consumer conveniences such as radios, refrigerators, vacuums, telephones, washing machines, electric irons, electric curling irons, even electric barber shears. Commercially canned food replaced home canning. Packaged laundry detergents replaced the awful homemade soap made by cooking animal fats over a fire behind your cabin. Store-bought bread was now found in more homes than the traditional home-baked bread, causing one wry comic to quip that with Wonder Bread and the new electric bed warmers, there was no need for him to continue looking for a wife.

			New inventions. New technology. New medicines. New styles of living. New freedoms and social norms. New factories and businesses drawing millions of people from the farms into something else that was new: the “suburbs.” The depressed economic conditions that followed the war gave way to a booming prosperity, and more and more of the upper classes were labeled as millionaires. There were even whispers of a stunning new elite called billionaires.

			Beneath all of the exuberance, all of the optimism, there were a few stress fractures starting to appear for those who looked more closely. There were indicators that suggested all was not as rosy as everyone thought. Some analysts warned that many stocks were overvalued and did not accurately represent the true value of the companies that sold them. These isolated voices were sneeringly dubbed “doomsayers.” When the farm economy crashed and burned in the mid-twenties and hundreds upon hundreds of farmers lost everything, the rest of the population looked the other way. Economic imbalances and structural failures were there for anyone to see, but they were largely ignored. Statements like, “That’s their problem,” or “That won’t happen here,” or “But the stock market is at its highest point in history” were commonly heard. All you had to do was look around to see that America’s economy was like some giant helix, spiraling upward and outward simultaneously. It really was quite something to behold.

			Surely if there was to be a day of reckoning, it was years—if not decades—away.

			October 24, 1929, 2:38 p.m.—
New England Colonial Bank and Trust, Boston

			Charles Ashbridge burst into the office of Reginald Dickerson, letting the door slam open hard enough that it crashed against the wall, nearly shattering the glass pane in the door. “Where’s Reginald?” he shouted, obviously near hysteria.

			“I’m back here.” A moment later Reginald stuck his head out from a small room at the back of his office. The sound of a ticker tape machine could be heard chattering in the background. “I’ll be right there, Charles. Have a seat.”

			“It’s over!” he wailed. “We’re done for.”

			“Oh, for crying out loud, Charles,” Claude Rutherford snarled. He was sitting in one of the chairs in Reginald’s office. “It’s not over. Sit down. Reginald is checking the stock prices right now.”

			Ashbridge didn’t move. “I told you. I warned you that this was insane. Oh, what are we going to do? We’re finished. Finished!”

			Reginald stepped out and glared at him. “Charles! Sit down and shut up! I will be right there.” He turned to Rutherford. “Claude, get him a glass of something. See if you can calm him down a little.”

			Claude got up and went to the sideboard where Reginald kept a supply of liquor and wine. He poured three glasses of Jack Daniel’s Tennessee Whiskey. He drank half of one of the glasses and refilled it before handing one of them to Charles.

			Ashbridge gulped the whiskey down with a toss of his head and held out his glass. Rutherford refilled it. Two minutes later, Reginald came out with long curls of ticker tape draped over his arms. He moved to the table, dropped the tape onto its surface, and then sat down. “We’re back up to nineteen and seven eighths. And it’s climbing steadily now.”

			“Nineteen?” Ashbridge gasped. “That’s all?”

			“It was at fourteen an hour ago,” Reginald snapped. “It’s going up. J.P. Morgan’s move is stabilizing things.”

			“Morgan? What did they do?” Ashbridge cried.

			“Where have you been? Haven’t you been listening to the radio?”

			“No, my wife’s been ill this morning. She finally fell sleep and I came straight here.”

			“All right. Here’s a brief summary. As we know, when the London Stock Exchange crashed about a month ago, that sent jitters through every stock exchange in the world.”

			“But they were crooks,” Ashbridge blurted. “Frauds. That’s why their exchange crashed, right? And they’re headed for prison.”

			“That’s right, Charles,” Rutherford said. “But it sent jitters through the world markets anyway. That’s why we’re seeing so much volatility in the markets lately. We’ve seen days where there’s been a lot of selling, followed by days when the stocks start up again and we’ve seen a lot of buying. And that’s what’s happening right now. J.P. Morgan and some of the other big banks rushed in this morning to shore up the market, and that helped stabilize things.”

			“Our stock is down more than ten dollars per share,” Ashbridge cried. “That doesn’t sound like stability to me.”

			“I didn’t say we were back to normal yet, Charles.” Reginald was trying very hard to be patient with the man. “People are worried right now. This morning the papers reported that several of the large corporations—GM, General Electric, Ford, and so on—­released their earning reports, and they were lower than expected. So the Nervous Nellies panicked and started selling. Others quickly followed suit. On the opening bell of the stock exchange this morning, the market dropped like a rock. It was down eleven percent before we could even blink. Our stock hit twenty-eight, then twenty-­three, then sixteen. It was insane. Sell orders have been coming in so fast, the ticker tape machines are running an hour or more behind, which doesn’t help. Suddenly, no one knows what the actual prices are at any given moment.”

			Rutherford broke in. “They’re saying that we’ll probably see twelve million shares sold today. That’s unheard of.”

			“So it’s possible that the price of our stock could actually have gone back down again by now?” Ashbridge wailed.

			“Charles!” Reginald was really getting angry now. “Let me finish.”

			“Sorry.”

			“I have a brother-in-law in New York City. He works for one of the banks down near Wall Street. So I gave him a call. Things were pretty crazy. Everyone thought that things would stabilize after the initial panic. But they didn’t. So, according to him, representatives of five of the big banks there, including J.P. Morgan, got together and agreed to start buying up large blocks of blue chip stocks, offering significantly more than their current price. The effect was almost immediate. Selling slowed. And now buy orders outnumber sell orders, and prices are going back up again.” He looked directly at Ashbridge. “That’s what’s happening, Charles. The crisis is over.”

			“Not on your life,” the smaller man exclaimed. “You know what this is going to bring? Every bank examiner in the country is going to come riding in on their white horses, demanding to see our books. And what are they going to say?”

			“Do you want out?” Rutherford barked. “Because if you decide to sell, you’re not only going to lose a lot of money, but you’ll take us down with you, and that wouldn’t be wise, Charles. Not wise at all.”

			“No!” Ashbridge’s eyes were wide and fearful. “No, I won’t do that. But it’s not a big deal for you, Claude. You didn’t short your cash reserves like Reginald and I did. If the examiners do come, you’re all right. We’re not. I think maybe I’ll leave town for a few days. My wife’s been wanting to visit her mother in Georgia. Maybe now’s the time.” He got to his feet.

			Reginald waved him down again. “Hold on. Let me check the price of our stock again.” He went into the ticker tape room. Two minutes later, he came out smiling. “We’re at twenty-three, and climbing fast.”

			“Thank the Lord,” Ashbridge breathed.

			“The Lord’s got nothing to do with this,” Reginald growled. “Charles, if you want to run, then run. I’m holding fast. Two more weeks and we close on the deal. When news of that gets out, our stock is going to go through the roof.”

			Just then the phone rang. Reginald moved quickly and picked it up. “Yes, Mary?”

			“Mr. Dickerson, your wife is on line one.”

			“I’m just finishing, Mary. Tell her I’ll call her back in a few minutes.”

			“She’s somewhat upset, Mr. Dickerson. She’s been listening to the news.”

			“All right, give me just a minute.” He put his hand over the mouthpiece. “I have to take this. We’ll meet again on Friday, then again next Tuesday. Hold steady. We’re going to weather this.”

			Charles nodded and left without a word. As Claude reached the door he turned back. “I’ll see if I can put a little backbone into him.”

			Reginald waved and sat down at his desk. “Okay, Mary. Put her through.” A moment later he heard Babette’s voice. “Hello, dear,” he said, trying to put a smile in his voice.

			“Reginald, I know you must be very busy right now.”

			“You’ve no idea.”

			“Just one quick question. Celeste is here with me. We’ve been listening to the radio all afternoon. What’s happening to our stock?”

			“It took a hit, but it’s climbing back rapidly,” he said. “I predict it will be back where it was by the day after tomorrow.”

			There was a soft cry of relief. “That’s wonderful. So you’re not going to sell your shares?”

			“Of course not. They’re going to go through the roof here in a couple of weeks.”

			“Good. Promise me that if you sell, you’ll sell my shares and Celeste’s too. We have to trust you on this.”

			“I’m not selling, Babette. If that changes, you’ll be the first to know. Now, I’ve got to run. Love you. Give Celeste a hug for me.”

			October 28, 1929, 8:30 p.m.

			When the phone rang, Reginald hesitated for a moment. He was sure it was Babette, so he took a deep breath before he picked up the phone. He forced a lightness into his voice. “Hello, dear.”

			“Oh, Reginald!” she cried. “You sound exhausted. Can’t you come home and rest? You’ve been there all weekend. There’s nothing there that can’t wait until morning.”

			Oh, how I wish that were true! He forced himself to keep his voice light. “I need to monitor the ticker tape here. But Mary had a bed brought up for me.”

			“Good. I called her and told her to do that.”

			To Reginald’s surprise, his eyes were suddenly burning. “Thank you, my dear. So, I’ll stay close by. But I am very tired. I’ve tried to nap, but the ticker tape machine creates such a racket that it’s hard to get any sleep.”

			“Then come home!” Babette cried. “Even if just for an hour or two. You need to be sharp.”

			“I just can’t, Babette. But I had Mary buy me a bottle of sleeping pills. I’m going to take two tonight. The machine’s got a buzzer if something critical comes in, so I’m hoping I can sleep for two or three hours.”

			“Promise me you will?”

			“I promise.”

			“So tell me what’s happening. Celeste is right here beside me listening.”

			“Hi, Daddy.”

			“Hi, my darling.” Reginald took a quick breath. “All right, this is what’s been happening. When the big banks decided to shore up the market last week, that really made a difference. By the end of the day on Thursday, the market closed down only six points from the day before. That was a huge comeback. And our stock came back up to twenty-seven.”

			“Oh, that’s great news,” Celeste chimed in.

			“On Friday, the rally continued, as it also did for the half day they opened on Saturday. Which is just what happened in the Crash of 1907. When the big boys stepped in and started buying, that turned everything around. So I was quite optimistic, and that’s when I came home. However. . . .”

			“Oh,” Babette said, “I don’t like the sound of that.”

			“This morning, things turned downward again. Because so many of the stocks have fallen in value, a lot of the companies who sold them on margin are now making margin calls because the stocks are worth less than what the people put in on margin. While I know they have to do that, I’m afraid it could create a problem of its own.”

			“What kind of a problem, Daddy?” Celeste asked.

			“Most stockholders right now have lost all confidence that the market is going to steady. So when they get a margin call, they’re thinking, ‘If I pump more money into shoring up the price of my stock and the price continues to fall, then I’m throwing my money down a rat hole.’ And so what we are nervous about is that when the market opens tomorrow morning, we’re going to see a lot of those who have the margin calls say, ‘I’m not putting anything more into it. Go ahead and sell it.’”

			“Which dumps more stocks into the market,” Babette said quietly.

			“Precisely. The good news is that I learned tonight that the Rockefellers and William C. Durant and—”

			“Who’s Durant, Daddy?” That was from Celeste again.

			“He’s the founder and president of General Motors. So they and some of the other financial giants are committed to buying big blocks of stocks to shore up the market like the banks did last Thursday.”

			“That’s good, right?” Babette asked.

			“Very good.”

			“All right, then,” Babette said softly. “We’ll say good night. Promise me you’ll take a pill and get some sleep.”

			“You have my word on that. I’ll call you tomorrow, though I’m not sure when,” Reginald said.

			“I love you, Reginald. We’re here. We’ll get through this.”

			“I know. I love you both too. I’ll call tomorrow.”

			October 29, 1929, 6:45 p.m.

			By the weekend, the press had dubbed the twenty-fourth of October “Black Thursday.” By noon of this day, they were calling what was happening “Black Tuesday.” To use the same metaphor for both days would soon seem to be incredibly naive. From the opening bell, Reginald knew that they weren’t going to pull out of it. The prices were in free fall from the moment the markets opened. The financial infusion of cash from the Rockefellers and their wealthy cronies created a momentary blip but nothing more. On Black Thursday, the Dow Jones Industrial Average had dropped eleven percent, lost thirty-eight points on the big board, and lost sixteen billion dollars in net worth. Today it had dropped another thirty points, and Reginald’s brother-in-law in New York said the market lost another fourteen billion dollars. In two days of trading! Four hours after the market had closed, the ticker tape machines were still about three hours behind. Many stocks were stuck in “air pockets,” meaning that those stocks had no buyers whatsoever, even though they were at their lowest prices in a decade.

			And the DR&A Land and Title Company was in one of those air pockets. Currently it was listed at ninety-six cents, and even then no one was interested. And why would they be? Those familiar with what they were doing would know that there was not going to be any big land deal on November first.

			When the stock’s price had dropped below the margin call, Reginald had asked Mary to start making calls to ask the shareholders to send in their money. Most wouldn’t answer. Some made promises that everyone knew they couldn’t, or wouldn’t, keep. One just laughed in her face. The biggest problem was that between Reginald, Babette, and Celeste, they owned a controlling interest in their new company, just over fifty percent of the stock. Reginald had already used the remaining four hundred thousand dollars of his cash reserve to try and staunch the bloodbath, to no avail. That meant even he didn’t have the money to meet his own margin call.

			Shortly after ten this morning, people had started queuing up at the bank. Reginald had already instructed the staff not to open today and, except for a few key people, told the employees to stay home. When the crowd saw that the bank was closed, they exploded into a fury. Reginald had stood behind the drawn curtains in his office and watched as they tried to break down the doors. Finally, two men picked up a bench at a nearby bus stop and threw it through the plate glass window. Across the street, two policemen in a squad car stood by and watched impassively.

			Reginald had stood there, hiding behind the drapes, listening to the smashing of furniture and the crash of glass breaking down below him. Fortunately, he had had the foresight to turn off the power to the elevator, but he wasn’t sure whether the steel mesh door that blocked off the stairs would hold. Evidently it did, for after about forty-five minutes of rampaging, things finally quieted. He had heard nothing more and so finally told a terrified Mary and the others to sneak out the back and go home. 

			The ticker tape machine started to chatter again. Reginald started to get up, curious if there had been even one offer on their stock, but then he sat back down again. What did it matter? His head felt as though it were going to split wide open. He had slept the night before, but only for an hour. Mary had said that the sleeping pills might help the headache too, so he got up and got a decanter that was half filled with red wine. He poured himself a glass, took out two of the pills, and washed them down.

			As he sat there, Reginald thought of Charles Ashbridge. Claude had called around noon and told Reginald that their courageous little mouse of a man had decided that Georgia wasn’t going to be nearly far enough away to shield him from the bank examiners. So he and his wife had hastily packed a trunk and gone to the steamship company early this morning. They were now on their way to England.

			Reginald and Claude had talked quietly for a few minutes. Claude’s cash reserves had held out until nearly noon. Then the crowd had turned into a mob, and his bank was torched as well as vandalized. It was now a smoking hull that Reginald could see from his window.

			He took another drink of wine and got up and pulled open the drapes, letting the last of the daylight in. When he returned, he took another handful of sleeping pills out, thoughtfully examined them for a moment, and then swallowed them with the wine.

			Reginald had to empty the decanter to get the rest of the pills down. When he had finished the bottle, he pushed his glass away and returned to his desk. He removed a piece of his embossed stationery and took out his fountain pen.

			For a long time, he stared at the paper. Then, feeling the first tinges of drowsiness, he began to write:

			My dearest Babette and Celeste. . . . 

			Chapter Notes

			The details of the great stock market crash of October 1929 and the conditions that contributed to it come from numerous sources. The details given here and in other chapters are accurate, with the exception of the figures on the stock values of the DR&A Land and Title Company, which is a fictional company.
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			November 9, 1929, 10:51 p.m.—EDW Ranch, Monticello, Utah


			Edie gave a soft moan and rose up on one elbow, not sure what she had heard that had awakened her. Just as she was about to lie back, she heard it again. She jerked up into a sitting position and leaned over and shook Mitch. He mumbled something and tried to turn away from her.

			Edie shook him harder. “Mitch, someone’s knocking at the front door.”

			Mitch pulled himself up. “What? Are you sure?”

			“Yes. Did you lock the back door? Maybe it’s MJ. Maybe one of the kids is sick.”

			Mitch sat up and threw his legs over the edge of the bed. As he stood, the knock sounded again. It was definitely the front door. He grabbed his robe from the chair and slipped it on. “Get mine too,” Edie said. “Who in the world could it be this late at night?”

			Edie quickly put on her robe and followed Mitch out. He turned on the living room light, walked to the front door, and unlocked it. Edie stayed close behind him. Mitch forgot to turn on the porch light, so when he opened the door, the solitary figure there was obscured by the dark. It was a woman, but that was all he could tell. Mitch leaned over and flipped the switch for the porch light and then gasped and fell back a step.

			Celeste Dickerson Westland looked up, half dazed and shivering violently. “Oh, Mitch!” she cried as she stumbled into his arms.

			11:10 p.m.

			“Why didn’t you call us, Celeste?” Edie cried. “We would gladly have come to Thompson Springs to get you.”

			Celeste looked up and gave them a sad smile. She was wrapped in one of Edie’s terrycloth robes, had a pair of Edie’s fluffiest bedroom slippers on her feet, and held a cup of steaming hot chocolate in both hands as she sipped at it. “Because. . . .” Tears welled up again and spilled over and down her cheeks. “Because I wasn’t sure you would want me to come.”

			“Oh, Celeste!” Edie exclaimed, throwing her arms around her daughter-in-law, nearly making her spill her hot chocolate. “Oh, Celeste, Celeste. Don’t you know that we love you?”

			Celeste had to choke back a sob. “Even after all that Frank and I. . . .”

			“Yes!” Edie leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “Yes, yes, yes.”

			“How did you get here?” Mitch asked, still not quite grasping what all this meant. “You did come through Thompson Springs, right?”

			“Yes. Fortunately, there was one last bus to Moab. But at Moab they told me that the bus to Monticello didn’t leave until morning.” There was a ghost of a smile. “So I hitchhiked.”

			“What?” Edie was aghast. “No!”

			The smile broadened a little and was suddenly a touch impish. “Can you believe it? Celeste Dickerson hitchhiking her way across southern Utah in the middle of the night. It was a little nerve-racking, I’ll admit. The first guy that picked me up was a cowboy from La Sal. Isn’t that where Rena and Rowland live?”

			“Yes, but it’s east of the highway several miles.”

			“Yeah. He let me off at the turnoff. Next, I was picked up by two Indian boys. They told me they were Ute Indians from White Mesa, wherever that is. They were very nice, but a little drunk, I think. And the driver kept turning around to talk to me. I thought for sure we were going to crash. But they brought me the rest of the way here and dropped me off at your gate, so I didn’t have that far to walk.

			“Well, you’ll have a warm bed tonight,” Mitch said. “And the family is going to be so happy to see you.”

			“I’m not sure.”

			“Oh, I am,” Edie assured her.

			Celeste hesitated and lowered her eyes. “Aren’t you going to ask about Frank?”

			“Only if you’re ready,” Edie answered.

			Mitch suddenly stood up. “I have to get something. I’ll be right back.”

			As he went down the hall, Celeste watched him carefully. “Did he do that because it’s going to be too painful for him to hear me talk about Frank?”

			“Mitch? Oh, no. I don’t think he’s that subtle about things. I don’t know what he’s after.” Edie reached across the table and touched Celeste’s arm. “So tell me about our son. Will he be coming out soon?”

			“Yes. He’ll be here for Christmas.”

			Edie’s eyes lit up. “Wonderful. And will you still be with us?”

			Instantly the tears were back. “If you’ll let me stay. I have nowhere else to go, Edie. I can’t stay in Boston, not after. . . . I can’t. My mother feels exactly the same, but she chose to return to live with her family.”

			“In Paris?” Edie asked in surprise. 

			“Yes. She begged me to come with her. To live with my grandmother. But I’ve been away from Reginald—” There was a fleeting smile. “—Reggie, for so long. I couldn’t bear it without him, and I don’t think Paris is the best place for him. Maybe later, but not now.”

			Edie squeezed Celeste’s arm gently. “We were so sorry to hear about your father, Celeste. How awful that must have been for you.”

			“The most awful part is how people look at us. Like Mother and I were part of it all.” Her shoulders lifted and fell. “Maybe out here I can finally grieve for him.”

			“I hope so. This is a wonderful place to heal.”

			Celeste nodded absently, her mind obviously elsewhere. “And I need a home. The state has seized the mansion and everything in it, except for our personal belongings. They plan to auction everything off to pay back some of the debts. And even though they believed Mother and me when we said that we had no part of what Daddy did, even though he used our money, they still took the little home where Frank and I lived. They’ll sell that too.”

			Celeste fell silent and was very pensive. “Frank came to court and testified in our behalf. That swayed the judge a lot in letting us go.”

			“I’m glad.” Now it was Edie who hesitated. “And where are you and Frank on things now?”

			To Edie’s surprise, Celeste smiled. “I think this is why Mitch left. He wanted you to ask me that.”

			“And?”

			“I don’t know, Edie. To be honest, I don’t have a lot of hope. There’s so much hurt, so many unkind words. And I don’t know if I can ever forgive him for. . . .” She looked away. “For. . . .” And she started to cry again.

			“For the German girl?”

			“Yes. Her name is Margitte. And she’s beautiful and brilliant and evidently quite charming. Frank swears that he never did more than kiss her.”

			“He said the same to us,” Edie said.

			“And do you believe him?”

			“As his mother, I should automatically say yes, I suppose. And I guess I do, but I am still so disappointed in him for what he did.”

			“What if I can’t ever get past that? Then what?” Celeste asked.

			“We’ll worry about that when the time comes. Tonight, you just need to get to bed and sleep. For as long as you want. Even till noon.”

			Celeste looked at Edie and actually smiled broadly. “You don’t need me to milk the cow?”

			Laughing, Edie threw her arms around her daughter-in-law. A moment later, they sat up straight again as they heard Mitch’s footsteps coming down the hallway. When he appeared, he had a little boy in his arms who was rubbing at his eyes sleepily.

			“Look, Reggie,” Mitch said. “You’ve got someone here to see you.”

			Reggie’s eyes widened, a huge smile filling his face as he started wiggling to get down. In an instant, Celeste was out of her chair and to him, her arms extended. Reggie almost dove into her arms.

			Edie and Mitch watched for a moment, and then Edie motioned toward their bedroom. As they passed them, Mitch reached out and embraced both mother and child. “Welcome home, Mama. This boy asks about you every day.”

			“Thank you,” Celeste managed through her tears.

			“Tina’s old bedroom is all made up for you, Celeste,” Mitch went on. “And I think that bed is big enough for the both of you to sleep in.”

		


		
			[image: chap51]


			December 31, 1929, 8:54 p.m.—
Plaza outside of the Bürgerbräukeller, Munich

			“Hans! Hans, mein Freund!”

			Emilee reached out and took Hans by the elbow and turned him. “It’s Adolf, Hans. Over there.” She pointed to the main entrance of the great beer hall where a group of half a dozen men were standing.

			“Gut, gut!” Hans exclaimed. “Come, let us go say hello.”

			Hitler broke loose from the others and came at a swift walk across the plaza. Hans extended a hand as they came up to each other, but Adolf brushed it aside and took him in a huge bear hug, clapping him on the back again and again.

			When Adolf finally let him go and stepped back, Hans said, “How did you find things in the north, Adolf? Was it a productive trip for you?”

			“Ja, ja. Our members in the north are very strong in their commitment to the party, and they are recruiting more and more members all the time. Your directions on how to run an enrollment campaign are helping them greatly.”

			“Ah, gut,” Hans said. “I’ve been worried whether the instructions were clear enough.”

			“They were, but what is most needed is training for our new and inexperienced leaders. Some of the party leaders we met were not nearly as strong as they need to be. We will have a meeting on Monday and give the committee a full report.”

			Adolf turned to Emilee. “Do you plan to stay long enough to welcome in the new year?”

			“Of course. We left the children with my brother and his wife. This is wonderful. Usually we celebrate New Year’s with our little ones at about eight o’clock and then we all go to bed.”

			Adolf laughed. “And you have five now, ja?”

			“Yes, three girls and two boys,” Emilee answered. “Our little Nikolaus will be a year in February.” She looked at Hans. “Did you tell Adolf what we named him?”

			Hans smiled. “We named him Nikolaus Adolf Eckhardt.”

			“Of a truth?” Adolf exclaimed. When Emilee nodded, he said, “I am touched and honored.” He moved over to stand between them and linked arms with both of them. “Come. We shall drink a New Year’s toast to little Nikolaus Adolf Eckhardt.”

			They started forward, but three steps later Adolf stopped and looked up at the massive wooden building called the Bürgerbräukeller. “Ah, Hans. This brings back memories, eh?”

			“Indeed.” Hans hesitated and then added more quietly, “And not all of them are pleasant ones.”

			“Indeed. But it is the perfect place to start again. Do you not agree?”

			“That I can agree on. Danke Schön, mein Führer. Thank you for inviting us tonight.”

			9:35 p.m.—Main Hall, Bürgerbräukeller, Munich

			As had always been the case, the Bürgerbräukeller staff had made a speaker’s stand by pulling a few square tables together, covering them with a tarp, and bringing in a small podium with a microphone. This “stand” was against the west wall right in the center of the room, and at the moment it was empty. Adolf had promised that this was a night for celebration, not long speeches. Hans would believe that when he saw it.

			Dozens of round tables had been placed so they fanned out from the speaker’s stand in all directions. The hall could seat about four thousand people when it was full, so normally there were hundreds of tables set up. Tonight, because there were only about two hundred present, the extra tables were stacked one upon the other and pushed back into the corners. The party committee had recommended they use one of the smaller halls, but Adolf would have none of it.

			Some of the tables had eight people seated at them, but there were enough tables that some had only one or two couples. Because they had come in late with Adolf, Hans and Emilee were alone at their table—which suited Emilee perfectly.

			After a brief welcome and introduction, a signal was given and the waitresses poured out from the kitchen area and started the food and beverage service. After some fancy hors d’oeuvres, they were served an excellent lemon and thyme pork schnitzel with potato salad. This was served family style, with bowls of steaming food placed in the center of the tables so everyone could serve themselves. That was topped off with dishes of Franzbrötchen, small sweet pastries baked with butter and cinnamon and served with bowls of vanilla ice cream. And throughout the evening, as expected, many gallons of various lagers were served to all. Of course, Emilee had only water. Because he would be driving them home, Hans limited himself to only one stein of beer.

			As usual, Hans had finished his meal before Emilee, and now he sat back and studied the people around them. Seeing that, Emilee paused and looked around too. “I recognize many of the people, Hans, but help me again with their names in case we end up in conversation with them.”

			“All right. Let’s start with Adolf’s table. Seated at the table with him are Hermann Goering and Frau Goering. You know them, of course.”

			“Ja. And her name is Karin, right?”

			“Yes. Baroness Karin von Kantzow, of Swedish nobility. They are the party’s most widely recognized couple. The other couple there is Rudolf and Frau Hess.”

			“Her name is Ilse,” Emilee said with a smile.

			“Ah yes. That’s why I bring you to these things. At the next table—”

			Emilee cut in. “Never mind. I won’t remember them all anyway. If you see someone coming up to speak to us, quickly tell me then.” 

			Hans chuckled. “Whatever you say, Schatzi. I’m sure they won’t notice me doing that.”

			Emilee was still looking around. “You don’t talk much about these people. Do you even like them?”

			Hans immediately bristled. “Why would you say that? These are the men I work with.”

			“I wasn’t suggesting that you dislike them, but it seems like you’re not really close friends with many in this inner circle of leader­ship. Are you?”

			Hans sat back, looking around. “A few here, like Adolf’s bodyguards, Ulrich Graf and Christian Weber, are little more than street brawlers in fancy uniforms. I find them quite crude, even offensive, so I don’t have much to do with them. Others I enjoy working with, but I wouldn’t consider them to be close associates. And then there are a few I consider to be genuine friends. But the real question is, how in the world did I end up in this circle?”

			“I have an answer for that,” Emilee said with a smile, “but it would only go to your head.”

			10:58 p.m.

			Stifling a yawn, Emilee looked over at Hans. “We’re not going to make it to midnight,” she whispered. “We’re getting too old for this.”

			“I know,” he said, fighting back a yawn of his own. “We should have had Ernst and Landra call us about now and say that one of the children is sick.”

			Emilee slapped him playfully. “Shame on you.” Then her eyes turned impish. “Could you sneak out and call Ernst now? Tell him to call us in about ten minutes.”

			Hans shook his head ruefully. “Sorry, but we have to stay for Adolf’s speech.”

			She leaned in and whispered in his ear. “Then the next time the waitress comes by, will you ask her for a couple of toothpicks so I can prop my eyelids open?”

			Fortunately, it was only about ten minutes later that Adolf pushed his chair back and stood up. Hans reached over and nudged Emilee, whose eyes were drooping. “Here we go,” he said.

			“Oh, good,” she said. “I’m sorry, Hans. I just can’t stay awake. Can we leave right after?”

			“We’ll see.”

			As he passed their table, Adolf smiled at them. “Good luck,” Hans said.

			The hall quickly quieted as Adolf strode to the stand. The waitresses stopped clearing the tables and went back to the kitchen. Hans reached over and squeezed Emilee’s hands. “He promised me it would be a short speech.” When she smiled broadly, he added, “But for Adolf, two hours is a short speech.” That won him a groan.

			They both turned their chairs around so they were facing the speaker’s stand. To Hans’s surprise, Adolf did something he rarely did. When he reached the podium, he stopped and smiled at his audience. Then he waved. Finally, he began.

			“Ladies and gentlemen, fellow members of the National Socialist Party, happy new year!”

			People raised their steins and shouted the same greeting back at him. Many, both men and women, wore paper hats and carried various kinds of holiday noisemakers. They let them be heard now. Hans had to smile. Judging from how slurred some of the voices were, it would be wise to get off the streets before they started home. But Adolf seemed to be enjoying it, and he continued to smile and wave to all.

			“I shall be brief,” he said when he finally began again, “for this is a time to celebrate, not to pontificate.” He smiled at his little play on words. “Now that I am back from my trip to the northern part of the country, we shall meet together and talk much about what I learned. Shall we say at seven o’clock tomorrow morning?”

			There was a moment of shocked silence, followed by deep groans. Adolf laughed aloud and clapped his hands. “It’s a joke, my friends. Relax. We will not meet until next Monday, so you can enjoy the holidays with your families.”

			Emilee leaned in close. “Has he been drinking? I’ve never seen him quite like this before.”

			“Adolf doesn’t drink,” Hans reminded her. “Oh, perhaps a sip of wine now and then, or a small glass of schnapps. But no, he’s not drunk.”

			Adolf’s smile slowly faded and his expression turned grave. “It was just over six years ago now, on November 8, 1923, here in this very hall, that we made a joyous announcement. We announced that the National Socialist Party, along with the Kampfbund alliance, had just seized power from the Bavarian State Government and would soon thereafter march on Berlin and throw the November bums out.”

			He shook his head sadly. “We were such naive fools back then, I most of all, because less than fourteen hours later, sixteen of our numbers lay dead or dying on the cobblestones of Odeonplatz. Many more were wounded, some so seriously that we didn’t know if they would live or die. Two of those badly wounded heroes are here with us tonight.” He turned and motioned with his hand. “Hermann, stand up. Hans, on your feet.”

			Hans got slowly to his feet and then clapped his hands together as he raised them toward Hermann Goering, who was also up. The applause was instantaneous and warm. Emilee was applauding loudly as she looked up at Hans, her eyes brimming with tears.

			“In addition to those who sacrificed their lives, others were arrested and imprisoned for a time, myself included. I think the government hoped that a year in prison might teach me something about how not to seize power.”

			That won Hitler a spate of laughter. Suddenly he slammed his fist down on the lectern so hard that the whole podium seemed to jump. “And it worked, my friends. It actually did work. Would you like to know what I learned there in Landsberg?”

			“Ja, ja!” someone called.

			“I shall tell you. Near the end of my confinement, my old friend Karl Lüdecke came out to Landsberg to visit me one day.”

			Emilee looked at Hans. “Who is he?” she mouthed.

			He leaned in close. “He’s a writer and a close friend and confidant of Adolf’s.”

			Adolf was looking around. “Karl, I saw you earlier. Stand up, please.” A man in a business suit, who was seated with his wife and two other couples near the back of the circle of tables, got to his feet and waved. “I’m here.”

			“Karl, do you remember what I said to you that day about what I had learned in prison?”

			“I do,” Karl said loudly. “I remember it very clearly, mein Führer. You said, ‘When I resume active work in the party, it will be necessary for us to pursue a new policy, for our old one has failed miserably. Instead of working to achieve power through an armed coup, we shall have to hold our noses and enter into the Reichstag with the Catholic and Marxist and Social Democrat deputies.’”

			That brought a burst of laughter. Adolf was nodding and motioned for him to go on.

			“You also said, as nearly as I can remember, something like this: ‘If out-voting them takes longer than out-shooting them, then at least the final result will be guaranteed by their own constitution, and they cannot throw us in jail.’ And then you added—and I shall never forget this, mein Führer—” He spoke more slowly and distinctly now. “‘Any lawful process is slow, but sooner or later we shall have a majority in the parliament, and after that, we shall have Germany!’”

			People shot up from their seats, shouting and stomping their feet. Hans and Emilee were on their feet as well, applauding wildly. As they sat down a moment later, Hans once again marveled at the oratorical genius of this man. Then, to his surprise, he suddenly realized that Adolf was looking directly at him. “Hans, please stand.”

			Surprised, Hans got slowly to his feet again.

			“Hans is the chairman of our member enlistment program,” Adolf began. “I appointed him to that position not long after my release from jail. Hans, tell them how many members the National Socialist Party had when I was released from prison.”

			“About seventeen thousand.”

			“And how many members did we have by the end of last year?”

			“One hundred and eight thousand, which is a sixfold increase in three years.”

			People cried out in surprise and then applauded loudly.

			“And now, at the end of this year?”

			“We have added another seventy thousand members this year alone. And we project that we shall top three hundred thousand members by the end of the coming year.”

			“Very good, Hans,” Adolf said, shouting over the applause that followed each pronouncement. “Much of that is directly attributable to Hans Eckhardt and his staff.”

			As Hans sat down again, Adolf’s voice rose sharply. “Fortu­nately, our influence is broader than just the number of members who are on our rosters. I am happy to say that in the last several general elections, we have had far more than just our members vote for our party. For example, in the 1924 election, we received almost two million votes. What do you think of that?”

			More enthusiastic applause.

			“And a year ago, in May of 1928, guess how many Germans voted for the National Socialists in the national elections?”

			“Three million!” someone hollered.

			“Ha!” Hitler barked in disgust. “No, my friends, we got 810,000 votes.” As people cried out in dismay, Adolf’s voice crackled with anger. “That’s right! We actually lost over a million votes between those two elections. And do you know what those 800,000 votes bought for us in the Reichstag? Twelve seats. Out of 491, we got twelve.”

			Emilee was shocked. She knew that the Nazis’ popularity had dropped precipitously after the failed coup attempt, but this astounded her.

			“Care to guess how many seats the Communists won at that same time? Fifty-four! An increase of nine over the previous election. How do you feel about that? The Communists are more popular with the people right now than we are. Twelve seats are not enough to even get us permission to sneeze in the hallways of parliament.”

			Hitler was breathing hard now. “So I ask you, is this brilliant new policy of mine working?”

			No one answered. Did they say yes, when it obviously was not true, or no, and risk offending their leader? Adolf quickly answered for them.

			“It . . . is . . . not! Our efforts have been prodigious, and they have paid off in terms of a sharp increase in membership. We are once again attracting large numbers to our flag. And on this recent trip of mine, I also learned that our efforts to set up an organizational structure across the country are bearing fruit. There is still much to do here, of course, but we now have units of the party at the national, state, and local levels. If we ever do come to power, we shall have the structure in place to help us rule. And this is very encouraging to me.”

			He looked down as another smattering of applause rippled around the room, but his face was grim. He took out his handkerchief and wiped at his brow. “So, my fellow Germans, this is our situation. On the one hand, we are growing numerically and organizationally. Yet what do we have to show for the four years of strenuous effort? Twelve seats in parliament!” He threw up his hands. “What is wrong? What more can we do? How do we move forward and upward?” He let his eyes sweep the group, piercing them with the fierceness of his gaze. “Tell me, friends. What more do we need?”

			“A miracle!” Rudolf Hess shouted. “We need a miracle.”

			Hans’s head jerked up. All around him men and women were also registering surprise. But Adolf pounced on the word like a cat on a gopher. “Yes! That is exactly what we need, Rudolf. We need a miracle, and I have been praying for one.”

			Hans was totally stunned. A miracle? Adolf praying? What was next? Asking everyone to get down on their knees and pray with him? Genuflection? Passing a collection plate? Singing a hymn? If it was that, Hans was going to get up and walk out.

			Hans shot Rudolf an incredulous look and was even more taken aback when his friend flashed him a huge grin. And then it hit him. It was a setup. Adolf and Rudolf had rehearsed this. “What do we need?” Adolf cries. “We need a miracle,” Rudolf responds right on cue.

			Hans shook his head in wonder, turning his gaze back to Adolf. What were they up to?

			“Does that surprise you?” Adolf cried out. “To hear me talk about miracles?”

			“You can say that again,” Hans muttered.

			“Shush!” Emilee hissed. “I want to hear this.”

			“Well, that’s what it’s going to take. A miracle. And do you know why? Because the people don’t need us right now. As incredible as it seems, this leftist-leaning group of November criminals who run our government have manipulated events so cleverly that they have pulled our nation back from the brink of total collapse. They have stabilized the currency. Unemployment is down. Goods that were unavailable at any price just two years ago are finally available, and at a reasonable price. Ah, how soon the sheep forget the misery that was theirs such a short time ago.

			“In November 1923, our economy was in utter chaos. People were starving to death with billions of marks in their pockets. Kids were flying kites made from billion-mark notes. And the government stood by and wrung their hands.

			“And so it was that on that night of November eighth six years ago, we stepped into the breach. In this very hall, before four thousand sons and daughters of Germany, we announced that we had seized power from the government of Bavaria and would soon march on Berlin. And how did the people respond to that? With apathy? With a shrug of their shoulders, as they are doing now? No! That night, four thousand people leaped to their feet and roared their approval of what we had done. They stood arm in arm with us. It was a night never to be forgotten, and I weep now to think that I was so foolish, so incredibly shortsighted, as to let that opportunity slip through our fingers.”

			Adolf audibly sighed as he looked around. “And so, here we are tonight, just minutes away from the beginning of a new year. What will this coming year hold for the Nazi Party? I cannot say, but this much I know: if we have any hope at all of moving our cause forward, we must have the people with us. We must! My dear friend Rudolf says that we need a miracle, and though he’s right in a way, I think that perhaps there is a better way to say it.” There was a long pause as Hitler let his eyes sweep from face to face. “I think what we really need is something more along the lines of a disaster. No, more than that. A catastrophic disaster!” 

			Hans’s head jerked up sharply. His eyes had been getting heavy and his attention had started to lag, but those words brought him back with a start. And he wasn’t the only one. Shock and soft cries of dismay were erupting all around. People were gaping at their Führer as if he had gone mad. Hans turned to Emilee, who was staring at Hitler with that same look of utter disbelief. “What did he just say?” Hans whispered. 

			Emilee didn’t hear him. Her gaze was riveted on Adolf. Her face showed a look of horror. 

			Adolf watched the reaction of the crowd with a wry smile. “I thought that might get your attention,” he mused. Then he picked up a sheet of paper. “Last night, as I was thinking about our situation, two thoughts came to me. I wrote them down, and I should like to read them to you. Perhaps then you will better understand what I am about to say.” 

			Adolf lifted the paper, waited for the people to quiet, and then read in a loud voice but with slow and measured words. “‘All great movements are popular movements. They are driven by the people. They are the volcanic eruptions of human passions and emotions, stirred into activity by the ruthless Goddess of Human Distress, which is heightened by the torch of the spoken word being cast into the midst of the people.’” 

			He looked around, letting his words sink in for a moment. Then he went on. “‘All propaganda has to be popular, that is, aimed at the people, and it has to accommodate itself to the comprehension of the least intelligent of those it reaches. By the skillful and sustained use of propaganda, one can make the people see even heaven as a hell, or even hell as a paradise.’” 

			Adolf looked up from his paper. “Think about that. People don’t revolt when their bellies are full and their wallets are fat. Revolts don’t begin in heaven; they start in hell. But even in hell, until someone rises up and tells the people how wretched they are and that they do not have to endure such deplorable conditions, they will not rise against their masters.” 

			Hans sat back, wonder flooding his mind. He thought he saw exactly where Adolf was going with this, and once again he was awestruck at the man’s oratorical genius. He leaned in close to Emilee. “He’s not talking about creating a catastrophic disaster,” he whispered. “He’s talking about capitalizing on the one we already have.” 

			Emilee’s frown creased her brow. “What in the world are you talking about? This sounds horrible to me.” 

			Surprised, Hans started to explain, but Adolf was speaking again. “If we are ever to come to power in the Fatherland, what we need is not just any run-of-the-mill disaster. We need one of catastrophic proportions. Shall I describe it to you? We got a glimpse of it back in 1923 when men walked around with billions of marks in their pockets as they starved to death. But that was just a beginning. What we need is economic failure on a global scale. We need stock markets around the world to totally collapse. We need thousands of banks in America to close their doors, for when they do, they will demand repayment of Germany’s debts to them, and then our banks will fail as well. We need to see the fat cats who made millions during the speculation bubble jumping to their deaths out of the windows of their high-rise offices. We need to see factories closing and grocery stores shuttered. We need to see unemployment at fifty percent or higher. Then, and only then, will the people finally be ready to listen to the one voice that can save them, the one political party that can bring order to the chaos.”

			Hitler licked his lips and gave the crowd a wolfish smile that was almost chilling. “This is the Goddess of Distress in all of her glory, and she works directly to our advantage. When our citizens are once again starving and in utter despair, then, and only then, can the Nazi phoenix rise from the ashes of its defeat and save the Fatherland and its people.”

			All around the room, people were leaping to their feet, applauding wildly, whistling, shouting, stomping.

			“When that day comes,” Hitler continued, “as it surely will come, then the people will look to the swastika to lead them out of hell and into a new and lasting paradise to last a thousand years. Then and only then will they say, ‘You are the National Socialists, and you are our only salvation.’” 

			He stepped back, letting the group thunder out their approval. After almost a minute of deafening roar, Hitler raised his arms high, and the noise gradually died. The people sat down again. “Well, my friends,” Hitler said solemnly, “the miracle Rudolf Hess spoke of is happening right now in America, and it is spreading out like a tidal wave that will engulf the rest of the world.” He slammed his fist against the lectern as his voice rose to a shriek. “And I say, my friends, let us thank whatever gods may be that they have heard our prayers and that we have our catastrophe! It’s happening in America, and they are calling it ‘BLACK TUESDAY.’” 

			Hitler snapped to attention, stabbing his arm in the air. “And I say, hallelujah! Let it come! Sieg Heil! Hail victory!” 

			In one instant every person in the room, save for one, was on his or her feet, right arms raised in salute. They shouted at the top of their lungs as they roared back at him, “Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil!” 

			The one person who was not on her feet was Emilee Fromme Eckhardt. Just as she had started to stand, a chill like an Arctic blast had swept through her body. A sense of darkness descended on her, and she was filled with a premonition of grave danger. Dazed, confused, frightened, she sank slowly back into her seat. What is happening? Emilee looked up. Hans wasn’t even aware that she was not standing beside him. She looked around. No one else was looking at her either. 

			Shivering violently, Emilee closed her eyes and hugged herself tightly as the chorus of Sieg Heil shook the rafters of the Bürgerbräukeller over and over and over.

			Chapter Notes

			The part of Hitler’s speech where he talks about needing to take the party in a new direction comes from the writings of Karl Lüdecke (see Rise and Fall, 119). The idea for his “catastrophe” speech was drawn from some well-known quotes of Hitler’s—one on the “Goddess of Distress” and two on the power of propaganda to move people to action. I have amended them slightly to sound less formal than they do in their written form. 

			A recognized scholar of Nazi Germany provided the context for some of Hitler’s statements: “The situation [in 1928 and ’29] looked bad for any further success of the Party. . . . Without a miracle, Hitler’s brand of political philosophy had little attraction to the masses of the German people who, like others in the world, yearned for peace and economic contentment, and the [National Socialist] party was on its way to extinction. Unfortunately, however, he got the miracle of his dreams when the stock market on New York’s Wall Street collapsed on October 29, 1929. . . . The Depression was the answer to Nazi prayers, for it was only out of political anarchy, despair, economic distress, and social ashes, that the Nazi phoenix of messianic hope could rise again” (Spencer, World without Civilization, 202–3; emphasis in original).
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