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CHAPTER ONE



Wienerneustadt lies about twenty kilometers south of Vienna. The pride of the community is the cadet school, sometimes called the military academy. The highly revered institution graduated well-trained, faithful officers for the Austro-Hungarian Empire for more than a century. 

The people of the city considered the boisterous, young cadets proper gentlemen, and integral part of the local elite. Following graduations, quite a few cadets married young ladies from the city. 

On a sunny morning of late September in 1944, a column of cadets marched from the railway station toward the school grounds. They were the eighth grade, the class that was supposed to graduate in June 1945, returning from their summer break. 

Their suitcases were on two horse-drawn wagons tended by reservist soldiers, elderly veterans of the Great War.

Neither the benign weather nor the prospect of imminent reunion with their sweethearts lifted the cadets spirits. They felt cheated. After the schools grand maneuvers ended in late July, the high command ordered them to take part in the month-long maneuvers of recently called-up reservists, effectively wiping out their summer vacation. To compensate the graduating class of the cadets the commandant reluctantly allowed them three weeks furlough. 

As the column entered the park surrounding the school, the air raid warning sounded. The cadets did not care, but the duty officer, an elderly captain, a veteran of the Great War did. He herded everybody into the shelter. The gruff old man ordered the reservists hauling the cadets baggage to dump the cases at the parade grounds. 

Paul Huber, a senior cadet, swore, cursing the war, the captain, and the American bombers because he had to leave his treasure behind. In addition to his suitcase, he had a large cookie tin full of goodies baked by his mother. One could have left a bag of money on the parade grounds, nobody would touch it, but apple-cinnamon squares were not safe anywhere in a cadet school. 

What if your goodies were bombed? Heinz Arnauer, his buddy asked playfully.

Then Id join the Air Force, become a fighter pilot, and extract proper revenge, Paul replied. 

Obviously, youd kill for the stuff.

Damn right!

While the cadets sat two hours cooped up in the crowded air raid shelter, the American B-17 bombers had flattened the railway yards and of the surrounding residential area on the west end of Vienna probably the fifth time.

On the approaches to the city, German fighters shot down about ten percent of the attacking planes. Following the raid, the remaining bombers returned unmolested to their base in Southern Italy. 

In about two hours, the railway yard was operational again. The only lasting effect of the raid was the death of few hundred civilians and soldiers who were at the wrong place at the wrong time. Nevertheless, the commanders on both sides considered the event or the aftermath a victory.

When the all clear sounded in Wiener Neustadt, the cadets emerged from the shelter and headed for the parade grounds to retrieve their bags. Pauls cookie tin was untouched. 

Carrying the suitcases the cadets went to their dorms to settle in for the next academic year. Paul, Heinz, and eight other cadets of the same age occupied the same small dorm they have used during the last two years. They were to graduate at the end of this academic year. Until then, the dorm was home sweet home. Paul immediately stowed his precious apple-cinnamon squares in his locker next to his bed. 

Its time for chow, someone remarked.

Heinz had his suitcase on his bed open. He was taking the content out piece-by-piece and placing everything into the proper corner of his locker. The kitchen is running late. Perhaps they could not get the raw materials in time, he said

Maybe the Amis bombed the cabbage field, Paul mused.

Yeah. As they call us Krauts, they might have considered it a major military target, Heinz replied.

The cadets were busy. Returning to the school from an abbreviated summer break, unpacking was a depressing chore. Thus, the entry of the cadet officer-of-the-day annoyed the guys. The little guy from seventh grade took two steps toward the center of the room, haled, and shouted, Attention!

As all cadets in the dorm were eighth-graders, they could afford to be a little slow coming to attention.

Whats up, buddy? one of them asked.

The duty cadet ignored the remark. All eighth-graders are ordered to report to the parade ground at once. Field uniforms no side arms. On the double! the little guy roared.

Even though he was in a lower grade, being quasi the officer-ofthe day he had the authority to push the upperclassmen around without fear of retaliation.

If this bastard touches my cookie-tin, Ill have his head, Paul grumbled.

The eighth-graders arrived at the grassy field. They saw the commander, Colonel Ostman, and the company commandersall elderly officers, veterans of the Great Warwearing full dress uniform and all their medals.

Sergeant Major Breutling had the cadets fall in, form a square facing the main building. The officers straightened their uniforms and carrying their ceremonial swords took their places facing the cadets. 

Attention! The sergeant roared. 

This time there was no slacking; sixty pairs of heels clicked in unison.

The sergeant made an about face, stepped up to the commander, and reported, Colonel, the eighth grade, sixty cadets, is present, awaiting your orders.

Thank you, Sergeant, the colonel replied. He turned to the cadets. Stand at ease, gentlemen.

The moving of their feet sounded like one man changing position.

The colonel looked at the fresh-faced youngsters. Only a few of them had reached their eighteenth birthday, and not many started shaving. 

He cleared his throat and began. As you know, the enemy landed on our shores, and in the east, the Russians mounted a new offensive. The Reich is under attack from two sides. Although we are holding the enemy at bay, in order to push the Americans back into the sea, and break the back of the Red Army, the Fuehrer ordered the mobilization of twenty new infantry divisions to assure the ultimate victory. These units need trained officers. Therefore, the High Command ordered me to graduate you one year earlier and assign you to the newly formed divisions. Gentlemen, youre going to lead the charge to accomplish your fathers dream of revenge and trample the enemy into the mud, Therefore, attention!

The square stiffened. The colonel continued. Raise your right hand and repeat after me: I …

He knew the text of the officers oath of allegiance it by heart. After the swearing-in ceremony, the colonel said, Congratulations, gentlemen. Serve the Fatherland faithfully.

Sieg heil, Cadet Helsberg roared from the ranks. 

Sieg heil, the sixty cadets repeated, while the colonel smiled benevolently.

The graduation ceremony is over, gentlemen. Starting at fifteen hundred hours, report to my office in alphabetical order to collect your diplomas, identity papers, and marching orders. Meanwhile, Sergeant Hart and his men are assembling your officers kits. You can pick them up in the main store starting at seventeen hundred hours. Tomorrow, youll proceed on a furlough of about two weeks, as set by your Regimental Commander. There is hardly any reason to unpack. Attention! Dismissed.

The parade grounds were eerily silent. The freshly commissioned officers slowly walked toward their dorms in small groups.

I dont mind graduating early, but having to fight in the front lines is not very appealing, Heinz mumbled.

Im not crazy about it, Paul remarked. Nevertheless, this is what we trained for in the last seven years.

What are you going to do?

Follow the orders, keep my eyes and ears open, and my mouth shut. That is the guaranteed way to the generals corps.

Come on, you must have some other ideas.

Paul stopped, looked his friend in the eye, and replied. Im certainly not going to chase medals. Ill try surviving and have most of my men go-on living as well.

Heinz nodded.

The two friends reached the dorm and found some of the others practically jumping up and down with joy. 

Cadet alas Sub-Lieutenant Helsberg, the guy Heinz dubbed the cheerleader, was giving pep talks to the others. They listened while sorting their gear and waiting for the sound of the bugle to call them to the dining room for the midday meal.

Sieg heil! Helsberg roared suddenly. Come on you nincompoops, celebrate! Say it with me: Sieg heil!

Aw, shut up, Paul said. Save your strength for the Russians.

Surprisingly, Helsberg quieted down. The others gave Paul an approving glance. 

The five cadets on the top of the class received the commission of lieutenant; the rest graduated as sub-lieutenants. Despite their tender age, these young men were trained infantry officers. They had no illusions; their itinerant instructors taught them what war meant. Sure, some of them were looking forward to earn battle honors, but the majority knew what to expect. 



* * *



Karl Huber, Pauls father, the orphaned son of an artillery officer graduated from the Viennese Military Academy. During the Great War, he had served with the dragoons in Russia, gathered a number of medals, and had gone through many campaigns without a scratch. 

Even though he was Austrian, after the war, he managed to acquire a scholarship at the Munichs University, and graduate with a Magna Cum Laude degree in mechanical engineering. He was one of the lucky ones finding a job with the Benz automobile factories in Stuttgart.

As he turned out a brilliant designer, the management held him in high regard. He married Erica Lindendorf, the daughter of his former regimental commander, and in 1926, Paul was born. A year later, the couple had a second son, but he died of meningitis at the age of one. 

Suddenly, for no apparent reason Benz let Karl go. He realized that in the Germany of the late twenties he was not going to find a job. Thus, instead of opening an automobile repair shop, he decided taking the plunge; the Huber family headed for America. 

Almost immediately, he found a job at Ford; at first, as a tool and die-maker, but the management quickly discovered his engineering talents and promoted him. Within a few years, the Hubers became Americans to the point that Karl often spoke English to his wife.

They had a third child, but she also died from some mysterious disease before reaching her first birthday. Mrs. Huber gave up trying to have more children. 

Paul grew up bilingual. When he went to school, he surprised his parents by regularly receiving top marks. His father figured that Paul would eventually become an engineer with Ford. However, his wife, having many generals as forefathers, wanted Paul to return to Austria and go to a cadet school. Upon graduation, Paul was supposed to decline the immediate commission to the army and opt for a place at the world famous Vienna Military Academy. If one graduated from there, he could have practically picked the regiment he wanted to serve in. Mrs. Huber wanted her son to become an officer in the Imperial Dragoons, her fathers regiment. 

Paul would have none of that. He insisted on becoming a firefighter with the Dearborn Fire Department. 

In the summer of 1936, Karl Huber had a fatal car accident. His death devastated his wife. Being alone with her son in the US despite the handsome widows pension and her husbands sizeable life insurance, she decided to go home. Arriving Germany, Karl Hubers old friend, and classmate at the university picked Mrs. Huber and Paul up in Hamburg.

Youre staying with us in Munich, he said in a commanding tone. We already lined up a position for you.

What kind of a job can I have with my miserable degree? Who wants to study Latin and Greek nowadays?

The girls in the school where my wife teaches mathematics need you. They lost their Latin teacher.

In short, Erica took the job. She invested a small portion of Karls insurance money into an apartment in Munich.

As she was set up comfortably, with her fathers assistance she enrolled Paul in the Wiener Neustadt military school, an establishment with unblemished reputation. Pauls grandfather and great-grandfather were graduates of this esteemed institution. 

In comparison to the American public school, Paul found the cadet school pure hell. In the first year, like the other ten year-old kids, he suffered a great deal. It was no picnic. The kids had to be mentally tough, physically strong, and determined to take the abuse. The long marches, the unexpected, stringent inspections in addition to the spit and polish demanded by the noncoms were exhausting. The senseless extreme standards wore out many of the new kids. Almost every one of the boys wanted to go home at one time or another, but that would have been quitting. In the youth culture of the times, being tagged a quitter was fate worse than death. Thus, the youngsters gritted their teeth and soldiered on.

Paul quickly befriended another cadet, Heinz Arnauer. He was the only boy who could match his strength and intellect. They were the two strongest fellows in the class. From their first meeting they decided that an alliance was better than competition for the top spot. 

Wed better take turns being the best, Heinz said after an exhausting contest of endurance, 

Its fine with me, Paul replied. Youd better win the first contest. 

Every time the instructors pitted them against each other in some contest of strength or endurance, they made sure that one only won by a hairsbreadth. In fact, they took turns in winning these contests.

This is the process of dehumanization, Heinz told Paul during a short break between the intense sessions of physical activities.

This must be the way of the Army. I read about the French Foreign Legion. Their sergeants treated the recruits as rough as these brutes handle us. I hope theyll stop it eventually, Paul replied, shrugging.

I dont know how the weaker ones can stand up to this pressure. 

I hope theyd either get used to before hurting themselves seriously.

Thats a problem, you see most of them are too dumb to throw in the towel, Heinz said.

There were no quitters in their class. Slowly, the cadets adapted the way of life in the army. In the morning, reveille was at 0600 hours. Thirty minutes of calisthenics followed; and the cadets returned to the dorm to wash, dress, and fix up their billets. The daily inspection by the dorm commander, one of the noncoms, or by an officer followed. To make the cadets feel miserable and insecure, often without any justification, the noncoms tore up beds or dumped the contents of ones locker on the floor. The cadet, whose billet upset the inspector, usually had three minutes to arrange his belongings into an acceptable state. After they cleaned up the mess, they went to have breakfast. By 0800 hours, the cadets were in their classrooms, and the instructions began.

After lunch, they had an hour of free time between 1400 and 1500 hours. At the sound of the bugle, the cadets on duty herded everybody into the classrooms to do their homework. They had a break at 1700 hours when rain or shine the cadets took to the parade ground for about thirty minutes of drill or some other physical activity. Dinner was at 1800 hours. At 1900 hours, instructions in etiquette or military sciences followed. An hour of free time, from 2000 to 2100 hours, closed the day. 

The camaraderie of the cadets and their reputation for toughness appealed to Paul. He and Heinz were always among the top five students in their class.

The young ladies abject interest in uniformed suitors held great promise for Pauls future. Even though he was little awkward on the dance floor, he always said the right things to every girl he met. By the time he was thirteen years old, his ability to choose his words well earned him many invitations and occasionally even a few stolen kisses. 

In fact, Pauls gift of gab paid handsome dividends. He wrote love letters for anyone in the school for the equivalent of a quarter. The client only had to supply the name and physical attributes of the target, and after handing over the money; the love letter was finished in a matter of minutes in Pauls elegant handwriting.



* * *



The Christmas and the summer vacations were fun. Pauls mother had a non-regulation white uniform made-to-measure for him to wear at the various resorts where they spent the summer.

As he was tall, handsome, blond-haired, and blue-eyed, the girls at the resort had found Paul most attractive. His manners and well-placed compliments further endeared him to the young ladies. Many had fallen for him and he had received many love letters. Paul read them with the critical eye of an expert and detected similarities. Exhausting research reveled that in the library of the resort there was a booklet on how to write love letters. He considered buying it, but after a thorough examination, decided against it. I can do better than this guy can!



* * *



During the Christmas vacation of 1940, Paul and his mother went to Switzerland. Although he had his heart set on skiing in Garmisch-Spartenkirchen, he ended up in his mothers tiny, but lavishly furnished apartment in the heart of Geneva. 

Why did we have to come here? he asked his mother.

Mrs. Huber took her son by both hands and pulled him close to her. She looked Paul squarely in the eye and said quietly, Listen, my dear, this is very important. We are at war. Our Air Force is bombing England, and the Brits retaliate by attacking our cities at night. A stray bomb might kill me. I want you to meet the man who would be your legal guardian if anything happened to me before you reached your eighteenth birthday.

Nothing will happen to you, Mama. There are no military targets near our apartment in Munich. Besides, you could have asked Gramps to be my guardian.

It would have been unwise. You see I just became a resident of Switzerland.

Why?

Some senators in the US are campaigning against sending money to the warring nations. I dont think it would come to this, but to be on the safe side, I became a resident of Geneva. This way, my pension would come to neutral Switzerland.

Do you think the US will enter the war?

I hope not, his mother said. Besides, the war should be over soon. She let Pauls hand go.

That is what Im being trained for

You should remember your Latin classes, his mother said interrupting. Julius Caesar, the greatest leader ever supposed to have said: Si vis pacem, para bellum. It means that if you want peace, prepare for war. A well trained, powerful army is the best deterrent.

The Wehrmacht is invincible. If Caesar were right, we should not be at war. Nevertheless, shes the boss, Paul thought. Youre very wise, Mother.

The next morning, Mrs. Huber took Paul to the Union Bank of Switzerland and introduced him as her principal heir, the person who should inherit her fortune.

Even though the account's manager treated them with the utmost courtesy, Paul did found the fellow loathsome. The guy is too fat, out of shape, and his fingers are tobacco stained. He smells like an ashtray full of stale butts.

The banker reiterated his responsibilities as Pauls guardian, If Mrs. Huber would pass unexpectedly, and according to the terms of the Ford family protection program the orphans guardian would receive child support until he becomes of age. If Master Paul decided to pursue higher education, your husbands Federation Life Insurance policy would kick in. Your son would be entitled to a handsome scholarship provided his grade point average was over two point eight.

Could I go to the Viennese Military Academy, Paul asked, interrupting.

Not so, Master Paul. Youd have to study at an American University to get the benefit, and start your studies within three years of your high school graduation.

If I died, how would you handle that issue? Mrs. Huber asked.

Id remove your son from Wiener Neustadt immediately, bring him here and place him in an elite residential school. Following graduation, he could decide whether to go to America and enroll a University or return to Germany.

I see," Mrs. Huber said. 

According to the terms of your husbands Ford policy, if you remarried, youd lose your widows benefit, but the child support, and the Federation Life policy would still cover Master Pauls keep and his higher education. 

I understand, she said uncertainly. 

To be on the safe side, I need Master Pauls fingerprints and make him learn the account codes by heart. It is a safety device for identification purposes only, to permit the bank fulfill its obligation even if I terminated my employment with UBS. 

Although learning the codes was easy, the degrading process of fingerprinting upset Paul. These bastards treat me like a criminal!

The financial transactions were never Mrs. Huber's forte, thus, she had a crib sheet prepared by the family solicitor. During the rest of the interview, she always asked the proper questions and carefully noted the bankers replies. Despite his young age, Paul followed the train of the discussions and understood everything. Perhaps I should re-think my career plans. It might be easier to deal with financiers than blockheaded senior officers and dumb recruits. 

In the end, Paul understood that his mother would have to do to keep adequate funds in Germany to live on. Evidently, she could save a reasonable amount. 

As they left the bank, at the exit on the marble steps, Paul stopped and faced his mother.

Please dont die Mama. 

Tears welled in Mrs. Hubers eyes. She hugged Paul and whispered into his ear. Im going to live to be a hundred.



* * *



During the 1941-42 academic year, all Pauls class received weapons training, and at the end of the year, they took part in the annual maneuvers lasting four weeks. The cadets outwardly enjoyed the war games, but deep down most would have preferred to go home instead.

After the tiresome maneuvers, they boarded the train for home. Reaching their compartment and stowing their gear, Heinz said, Thank God the maneuvers are over. Although Ill have to work a few days in Dads brewery, Ill sleep in a proper bed. Furthermore, I wont have had to march humping twenty kilos of useless equipment. 

Even Geneva would have been more fun, Paul said. 

How are the girls there?

Im having a rough time with them. My French is lousy, and most of them dont speak German very well. To top it all, I must wear civvies all the time. I believe the Swiss girls dont like me. 

Paul enjoyed his shortened vacation. His mother took him to Sweden. They spent a few weeks traveling and when they returned to their home by late July, there was a letter for Paul ordering him to return to Wiener Neustadt in mid August.

Werent the damn maneuvers long enough? He grumbled.

Mrs. Huber was disappointed too and considered taking Paul out of the cadet school. However, when he asked her not to, she changed her mind. 

Back at the school, the cadets took heavy weapons training. The sixteen-year-olds enjoyed firing small caliber cannons, the Panzerfausthand-held anti tank weaponmortars, and the heavy Oerlikon anti-aircraft machinegun. However, clipping a month off their summer vacation did not sit well with most. This is fun but I liked Sweden much more, Paul thought. 

During this academic year, the air raid warnings became daily occurrences. The commandant extended the Christmas vacation by two weeks to save on the heating of the school. However, he tacked the same two weeks on to the school year in June. The maneuvers were much longer, and the cadets got away for in late August of 1944.

Paul and Heinz got on the train to go home for the summer. There were very few passengers, and they had a compartment all to themselves.

I hope Hitler has enough brains to stop the war before we graduate, Paul remarked.

Its immaterial. I studied the strategic situation. I doubt we can keep the enemy off German soil through the winter.

When are we going to deploy the miracle weapon?

Wed better start using it before the Russkies enter Germany.

That would be a disaster. I believe holding the Red Army would be easy if we didnt have to fight the Americans in Italy and in France.

One-on-one wed whip either of them, but the pressure from two sides is becoming just too much, Heinz said.

Being experts of strategy, they discussed the military situation for half the night and concluded that without a miracle weapon, Germany had practically lost the war. In Passau, Heinz got off the train. See you in September, buddy, he said. 

Lugging his heavy suitcase he disappeared in the blacked out railway station, leaving Paul standing at the door. As it was hot and humid, he withdrew to the dark compartment, opened the window, removed his jacket, stretched out on the vacant seats, and as soon as the train began moving, he fell asleep.



* * *



A week after arriving to Munich, Mrs. Huber decided to go to her fathers estate in southern Austria, near the Italian border.

While packing, Paul said, I hope that after visiting Gramps, were going to Geneva or Sweden. 

We cant go there, she replied tersely.

Paul knew his mother. When she was upset, she usually sank into silence and often hasnt spoken for hours. His instinct told him that something was wrong and hed have to pry the bad news out of his mother.

Why cant we go? Paul asked, pressing for an answer.

Your commander had not given you permission to leave the country. 

Why not? Paul asked indignantly. 

I dont know. He quoted some old, obscure regulations. Ill ask Gramps to try getting the permit for you. 

That would be nice. He liked it in Sweden and made peace with Geneva because in the restaurants, the management had not demanded ration coupons. One just ordered the food, ate, and paid; case closed.

At the railway station of the small alpine community, nested among the tall pine forests, the old coachman waited for them. He was in the familys employ since many years.

Gruess Gott, Uncle Rudi, Mrs. Huber said.

Lady Erica, Master Paul, it is nice to see you. Welcome to Greifenberg! The general is anxiously waiting for you. Let me take your baggage. The old man took the suitcases and led them to the carriage. He continued saying, We have two new horses. Last fall we had to put down the old ones, they could barely walk.

Rudi kept them entertained until they made it to the manor house. Mrs. Hubers family lived there for many generations. The house seemed to be in total disarray. Pauls grandmother, Granny as he called her, greeted them in the parlor and instead of taking them to their room, she had them sit down.

Gramps is coming soon. Hes in the armory sorting his old uniforms, sidearm, and decorations.

Paul had a bad feeling about this, but before he could have asked, his mother blurted out the question. Dont tell me he was called up.

No. He wasnt, but somehow managed to wangle his way into the army.

Hes over sixty for Crissake, Mrs. Huber said indignantly.

It wasnt easy, Granny said. She smoothed her hair. Since a year he kept bombarding the High Command with letters, asking for a job. They always turned him down. Last month, he wrote a letter directly to Keitel, with whom he served in the same regiment before the Great War.

Did he give Father an assignment? Mrs. Huber asked.

Yes. He gave Arthur an infantry division to command.

But, Granny, Gramps is a major general. His rank is too high to command a mere division, Paul said.

It didnt bother him. The old fool was so happy. He leaves tomorrow.

Couldnt you talk him out of it? Mrs. Huber asked.

Talk me out of what, came the thundering voice of Gramps, actually Major General von Lindendorf.

I didnt think it is a good idea for you to go to war, Mrs. Huber said.

Gramps wearing his uniform came up to the table. Paul jumped up and stood at stood at attention at the sight of a generals rank insignia, irrespective of the fact that the wearer of the regalia was his own grandfather.

As you were, cadet, the old man said. He stepped up to Paul and hugged him. I can see youre still top of the class, he said and pointed at the two stripes and the buttons on Pauls lapel.

He let his grandson go, kissed his daughter and sat down, as the maid appeared with the tea and the sweets.

They wont be as good as mothers, but they are still apple-cinnamon squares! Paul thought. 

After politely offering the tray to everybody, Paul dug in. They were good. He sat back on his chair with his tea and the delicacies.

I want to ask you a favor, Papa, Mrs. Huber said.

Whatever I can do, I will.

Can you call Colonel Ostman and ask him to permit Paul to visit Geneva with me.

I could, but it wouldnt work. There is a general order out; the authorities must deny permission to leave the country to any man over sixteen. Why would you want to take him to Switzerland?

I dont want him having to fight.

Would you keep him hidden in a neutral country, and prevent him from serving the Fatherland? You should be ashamed, Erica, Gramps said in an indignant tone.

Yes, I would, she said defiantly, and Im not ashamed. Since, Paul is all I have. I dont want to lose him needlessly.

Dont worry, Gramps said in a conciliatory tone. To start with, hes not yet qualified to serve. Paul is under eighteen and it would be a bad idea to have him command men older than him. Sending him to fight as a common infantryman would be a waste. In ten months hell be a fully trained officer, but by that time the war will be over one way or another.

Im not too sure about that, Mrs. Huber said. I want him out of harms way, out of Germany. Period.

You cant have that.

Why dont you ask me what I want to do? Paul got into the fray.

All right, sonny, what do you want to do? Gramps asked, challenging.

To start with, what you just said, sir makes sense. Mother; you have no reason to fear for me. They wont send me to the front until next summer the earliest.

Mrs. Huber took a long sip of her tea, looked at Paul, and remarked, I hope youre right.

The kid knows what hes talking about, Gramps said. Besides, if the Fatherland needs him, he must go and die well if necessary.

The Fatherland should keep its grimy hands off my son! Mrs. Huber said in a hostile tone.

How can you say anything like that, Granny got into the argument.

Youve no idea how it feels, Mama. Youve never lost anybody near you. You had only one daughter, me and no son going to the front as cannon fodder, Mrs. Huber retorted. I lost my husband and two children; I know how it feels. Ill be damned if Im going to lose my only son without a fight. I want to take him to Switzerland.

Everybody quieted down. Nobody said anything, because any statement could have been an admission of defeat.



* * *



In the next morning, old Rudi took Gramps to the railway station. He hugged his daughter and whispered into her ear: If they graduate him early, Im going to ask Ostman to assign him to my division. Ill keep him out of harms way.

Thanks, Dad, she said and kissed her father.

As they both wore their uniform, Paul couldnt hug his grandfather. Treating his grandson as a grown-up warrior, Gramps shook hands with Paul. 

For the next three weeks, Mrs. Huber, Granny, and Paul stayed at the estate. As there were no young people of his age group around, only the buck teethed daughter of the pharmacist or the fat girl working in the Post Office, Paul was bored. He took long rides, ate, and slept a lot. When the date of having to return to Wiener Neustadt came, he was a little bit relieved. With a large tin of apple-cinnamon squares baked by his mother, Paul boarded the train to Vienna.
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